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1 Q 

MOSTYN STAYNE 

^ I ^ H E MacDonnell Ranges lift purple 

^ peaks ill a remote region. They 

rise in a land of thirst, where white man s 

foot seldom falls. 

No tourist visits them. Who essays 

the task oft returns not. Yet to some 

they are ringed with fatal allurement, such 

as whitens round the Poles. 

Jorkins, the Crown explorer, fell be-

neath their bewitchment. With many 

hints of strange perils dear to the heart, 

he cast a glamour on the distance, and 

together we went out from the city of 

Adelaide. 
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Two months afterwards, one day at 
time of sunset we stood in their shadow. 

What next, old man ? " I said ; '' clear 
the ground for a tent ? " 

Jorkins answered, ' ' U m . " 
Then he filled his pipe, lit it, stopped 

at the •first puff, and spoke. 
'' No ; I think not. We'll find a cave." 
I grew uncomfortable, having a horror 

of caves. 
I suggested scorpions, snakes, and 

adders, and quite irrelevantly remarked 
that centipedes were decidedly unpleasant 
bed-mates. 

T o all this Jorkins turned a deaf ear. 
H e sat on a rock smoking, his brown 
eyes roving up and down the wall of 
solid rock that faced us. 

At last I became reckless, and told him 
that caves had a habit of caving, and that 
a few hundred tons of rock on one's body 
was no light thing. 
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Then Jorkins laughed. 
'' By God, m a n ! " he answered, 

' 'Nature never scamped her work ; a thing 
that's stood from the upheaval will stand 
our time. I know caves that were ho -
lowed when the Pyramids were dust." 

I crushed an objection. Jorkins had a 
passion for caves, and where is the use 
of butting against a bias ? 

' 'Over there,'' said he, pointing with 
the stem of his pipe, " is something in 
our line." 

I looked as he indicated, and saw the 
mouth of a cave. 

A few minutes after we entered it. 
It was large, and though light lingered 

in the open, gloom was here. 
" D e e p and high," said Jorkins; " a 

fine place." 
"Ra the r dirty," I answered; "sticks 

and stones everywhere." 
Jorkins' pipe burned redly in the dark, 
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and I knew that he suppressed a growl. 
^̂  I don't feel any," he remarked in 

high, argumentative tones. 
Jorkins is the best in the world, thinks 

for himself, and in nine cases out of ten 
thinks righdy ; but in the matter of caves 
he has a squint. 

''Nevertheless," I said, ' ' the litter's 
very thick hereabouts." 

" Even so," the explorer answered ; 
"we're not at a first-class hotel." 

I subsided. If Jorkins had been a bee, 
he would have been the queen bee, lead-
ing brown-winged things wheresoever he 
w^ished. 

I recalled an incident. Once on a time 
we stood at a certain point questioning a 
bearded bushman. Five and twenty miles 
away, he told us, lay the place we wished 
to reach. To that point a smooth track 
trended along a ridge. 

Yet there was another route in jorkins' 
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mind. It wound through deep recesses 
and gullies, where icy creeks were bridged 
by fallen trees. 

' 'How far is it this w a y ? " Jorkins 
asked, pointing to the track I knew-he 
had determined to follow. 

' ' A matter of forty miles," the man 
replied, ''and that through cedar jungle." 

When our informant had gone, Jorkins 
sat on a log and reviled him. I hinted 
that the man had spoken the truth. He 
objurgated him as the worst of all pos-
sible liars—the bush liar, who, in speak-
ing of distance, says ten where he should 
say twenty, and vice versa. At length 
he wound up by suggesting that the fel-
low had something sinister in view. 

Standing in the gloom, I remembered 
this, and knew that Jorkins would sleep 
in the cave that night, and in no other 
place, even though the litter should re-
solve itself into a mass of writhing snakes. 
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I bent down and lifted one of these 
impediments. It was a stick, I thought, 
cold and smooth. I dropped it as though 
it were red and nettled, and bent over in 
the dark and touched the explorer. 

Jorkins," I whispered, these are not 
stones and sticks." 

^^Eh.^" said Jorkins. 
They are bones." 

' 'What bones he ejaculated. ' ' Bring 
a light, quick ! " 

In a moment I could hear him on his 
knees, feeling about among the ddbris. 

The crimson light shone on a dusty pile. 
Bones of dead animals were everywhere. 
I glanced at the explorer, and noticed a 
beaten look in his eyes. 

'' I thought," he said, speaking between 
puffs, '' that we had chanced on an ancient 
deposit—the remains of marsupial mon-
sters. In caves like this Nature stores 
the past." 



M O S T Y N S T A Y N E ii 

' ' W h a t is t h i s ? " I asked, touching a 

round object. 

' ' A dingo's skull." 

'' And this is another ? " 

'' Yes , " said Jorkins, turning a third in 

his hands and examining it minutely ; 

' 'but how did that come there 

H e pointed towards a hole in the bone. 

" Fell ," I conjectured. 

" N o t it," said Jorkins ; " the dingo lived 

when that happened." H e was pondering 

and listlessly moving the bones to one 

side. 

Suddenly he drew something from the 

ruck with a short exclamation. 

" See this ? " he cried. 

I nodded ; it was a human skull. 

" A white man's," he remarked in a 

low voice. 

" A white man's I said. " H o w do 

you know ? " 

His answer startled me. 
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' 'God in heaven," he muttered, '' what 

a fate ! " 
I leaned on a ledge of rock looking 

down at the skull in Jorkins' hand. It 
w ôre the hue of age, and its surface was 
seamed and ridged as though a sharp 
instrument had been drawn across it. 

Suddenly, as I stood there and won-
dered, my foot slipped on a bone, and the 
elbow resting on the ledge shifted. The 
rock seemed to give way, beneath my 
arm, and something fell. It struck the 
skull in Jorkins' hands, and sent it 
rattling amongst the bones. 

The explorer leapt to his feet. We 
stood alternately looking at each other 
and at the thing I had displaced. 

" A book!" I exclaimed. 
" A Bible! ' ' gasped Jorkins. 
'' It fell from here, Jorkins ; my elbow 

shifted, and it fell ! " 
And Jorkins looked at the Bible, the 
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bones and the skull, whispering, as to 
himself, ' 'God in heaven, what a fa te!" 

-a! rif-•TT W W W 

The book had opened in its fall. It 
w âs a Bible of the seventeenth century. 
On the wide margin of each page was 
neat, faded writing. The explorer said 
that a quill had been used. Whether it 
was done in ink or, as Jorkins held, in the 
juice of a plant growing in the central 
wildernesses of the continent, I am not 
prepared to say. 

With this scant introduction I give the 
story emended in a few trifling particulars. 



II 

Narrative of Mostyn Stayne, begun—nigh as 
he 7'emembers it—in the year of our Lord 
1720. 

F ^OR what irreverence and unholy 
usage I put upon the sacred Book 

I crave God's pardon. It is only with 
the sword-point of necessity at my throat 
that I can be swayed to write herein. 
It is only that I must write that I write 
—that, all things being revealed to man, 
a little of the justice that follows here-
after may be averted. This is my apo-
logy for soiling these pages. Others 
there be less timid than Mostyn Stayne 
who would not hesitate to set their history 
aside the doings recorded here of the 
Giants of the Dawn. But of myself 
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alone I am to speak. T w o things I 

have learnt. One is, that less pleasure 

followeth good than pain evil. 

T h e other tells that, mattering not how 

far a man may travel, or what thousands 

of leagues are furrowed by his keel, there 

ever goes beside him the shadow of his 

past. And well for him if that past in 

the end lay not sinuous hands on his 

heart, and crush it. 

Y e t we were made careless, and, though 

I do not dispute the sway of the balance, 

it seems to me that sin is a sweetness in 

youth that makes the lips forget them-

selves. In age it is otherwise, but, joying 

in the noon about us, we do not realize 

that we stand always in another land's 

sunset. I have w^ondered frequently at 

what point one's career begins. M y 

father, good man, held that some were 

destined to hell before they breathed, and 

tasted honey in the thought. A t times I 
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think he was right. Twin sons were born 
to him. They lay in the same cradle, 
studied at the one school, and were 
flogged and petted alike. Yet, while one 
praises God in an English church, the 
other hides his head far away beneath 
purple mountains. 

How comes it that their fates are so 
divided ? Before I saw the light, it seems 
I was what I am and he what he is. Yet 
this is no excuse; I have had my day, 
and, perhaps, a brave day. Sins beyond 
number I have done, and I know my 
guilt is inexcusable. Still, in justice, let 
me urge this: Nature gave me passions 
that blew through me like gales, and 
fashioned my muscles from iron and my 
sinews from steel. 

When I was eighteen, no man lived in 
my county but feared me. They said 
that Mostyn Stayne was quick fired as 
flint, and that those who set themselves 
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against him had as well pit naked flesh 
against swift, blue steel. 

My reputation grew with me. At 
seventeen a Dutch smuggler felt the 
weight of my hand, and had pains in 
his skull for a twelvemonth. A year 
after I was a wolf s head, and it happened 
thus. 

Round my home the lands of Squire 
Empson stretched. It was brave coun-
try, green and fertile. The squire loved 
me little. Perhaps he was not wrong in 
suspecting that my teeth and his phea-
sants met frequently. Anyway, he set a 
watch on me, saying that Mostyn Stayne 
should bite dust if he slew bird of his. 
I had keen eyes and light feet, and, spite 
of Hesketh, his keeper, many a brace of 
fowl fell to my lot. However, there had 
to be an end, and one evening in a fog 
a fight was fought. 

I had been out from dawn with litde 
B 
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^uck, though birds were calling every-
where. Moving in silence, I secured a 
brace; then the fog thickened, and it 
being nigh sunset, I thought it well to 
go. I did not intend to bring the birds 
home. My father entertained little love 
for Squire Empson ; yet he had less for 
the fruits of the poacher. 

On the coast was a smuggler's cave. 
Thither always I brought my game. 
Strong liquor was given me in reward. 
Days at a time I left home, and stayed 
with the jolly fellows that haunted the 
place. 

Their skipper was Van Burgh, the 
same that I had fought and beaten. I 
had done a few voyages in their lugger, 
and earned their admiration by the way 
I carried myself in a brush with the coast-
guard. They made me promise to join 
them, but this I did with reluctance. I 
had always in memory to keep me straight 
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another promise given long before to a 
playmate. Of this, however, more in due 
course. I strode forward, my thoughts 
with England's army in a distant country. 
It was a period of great stirrings, and, as 
I went along, I mused on the task my 
country had undertaken and her mighty 
foe, and blessed kings and queens for the 
wars they make. 

Suddenly a sound stopped me. It was 
the snapping of a twig. I turned and 
saw Hesketh, whom I have mentioned as 
Squire Empsons keeper. His gun was 
at his shoulder, and I thought my sun 
set. I tried to appear brave, and drew 
to my full height. Yet I felt great pain 
and regret at the thought of parting with 
ife so young and for so little. 

Hesketh did not fire immediately, but 
approached slowly, smiling through thick 
lips. At a little distance he halted. 

Drop your gun, Mostyn Stayne." 
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'' When the devil drives," I answered. 

And now those birds," he nodded. 

I loosened my grip, and the birds fell. 

'' Squire Empson will laugh," he said, 

'' and I shall get a pound—perhaps two." 

I saw a straw, and snatched it. 

'' Hesketh," I said, '' you shall have 

five." 

'' Give it here, then." 

'' Come with me ; it is at the cave." 

Hesketh laughed. 

'' A fly in a nest of spiders, lad ; catch 

me. 

'' Hesketh," I answered, '' did you ever 

know me lie?" 

He said nothing, but smiled a broad, 

wise smile. 

'' Squire Empson is not my friend," I 

continued. If you take me to him, it 

means gaol—perhaps worse. Take five 

pounds and a gallon of gin, and let us 

part." 
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'' No, Mostyn Stayne, there's more 
money in the other." 

It was getting dark, and I could scarce 
discern his features. 

'' Hesketh," I pleaded, ' 'give me a 
chance/' 

" Turn about and stop your whimper-
ing," he said. 

'' I shall not shift." 
'' You are brave. I am at this end 

of a gun. You know what that means." 
He laughed coarsely. 

'' Move, my master, and move slowly," 
he said. 

' 'And if I do not ?" 
" T h e n you shall never move again." 
" But, Hesketh, that would be mur-

der." 

" I am ordered to take you alive or 
dead." 

It was thick night. Hesketh's face was 
now a pale patch in the dark. 
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' 'One moment, good Hesketh," I said, 
playing for time ; ' ' i s the squire at the 
Hall ? " 

" He is," Hesketh answered. 
^ " Is any one with him ? " 

" His ward." 
I staggered, and Hesketh fired. The 

blaze singed my hair, and the roar 
stunned my hearing. It was a miracle 
that saved me. 

" Take the stock ! " he shouted ; " dead 
you will be, anyway." 

He swung the gun, and it crashed on 
my shoulder. I wrenched it from his 
grasp, and stepped back. 

" Take it yourself," I said. 
I hit harder than was necessary. The 

man's legs bent like whalebone, and he 
dropped to the ground. The gun-stock 
was covered with hair and something 
thick and sticky that made me sick to 
feel. 
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I stood over him a moment, hardly 
realizing what had been done. He lay 
heaped on the grass, not a murmur or 
a movement coming up from him. I 
looked round, through trees, fearful of 
prying eyes. I thought of a girl and a 
promise and a mischance. Yet I felt no 
great guilt standing there in view of my 
work. I have made white faces many 
times since then, but always in hot blood 
and fair fight, and lives taken this way 
trouble little in after time. I left the body 
in the copse and moved off. My limbs 
were warmed by fuller veins. I had been 
a boy, but the contest and the triumph 
gave me manhood. 

At a rivulet I washed my hands. The 
plashed water cooled my forehead. For 
the first time that day I laughed. Hav-
ing manhood, why should I trouble at a 
boy's word and a girl's reproach. Prob-
ably she had forgotten me long since. 
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Between one in her station and one in 
mine no tenacious memory could be. She 
had been to court, and 'twas said the king 
smiled on her. She moved among lords 
and brave, rich men. If, surrounded by 
the events, men, and women that made 
London the world's talk, Cassandra Carl-
ton had ceased to think of her old-time 
playmate, it was only the happening of 
the expected. 

As I strode on, I conceived a new pur-
pose. I resolved to forget the past, and 
to play a mans part in the world. I 
turned my steps homeward, wishing to 
obtain a trinket my mother had left me 
and my grandsire's sword. Having these 
things, I should go to the smugglers and 
join them. 

It was chill, being autumn, and a fire 
reddened my father's windows. 

I pushed the door, and entered. The 
old man bent over the fire, reading, per-
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haps, in the rise and fall of flame a hope 
and a warning. He turned and saluted 
me with a short nod. 

'^What do you want?" he asked. 
I will tell you instantly," I answered, 

and went to my room. I returned with 
the sword under my arm and the trinket 
in my pouch. 

He waited, leaning back in a chair, the 
sullen fireglow on his face. I approached 
the fire and sat down, marvelling what he 
had to say. It was long since we had 
exchanged even a word. 

'' Mostyn, your name is written here as 
that of my son." 

Drawing a Bible to him, he tapped it 
twice with stiff fingers. 

' ' D o you doubt it I said, puzzled as 
to his meaning. 

'' No," he answered. '' No, alas ! Jona-
than leaves it without question." 

'' Leaves what ? What is't you mean ? " 
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'' I mean," said my father, speaking in 
heavy tones, '' that but for Jonathan, 
good and dutiful son that he is, and trusty 
servant of God, I should be tempted to 
believe that your mother had played me 
false, and that you are none of mine." 

I set my teeth and answered savage-

l y , -
'' It is always Jonathan w îth you." 
' ' I t is always that with God," he 

added. 
" If you were He, it would be," I 

answered. 
My father looked at me with heavy 

eyes. 
" You are a scourge," he said, " and 

destined to death and gloom." 
I laughed bitterly. 
" No matter," I replied ; " I will take 

my chance hereafter as I do here." 
The old man had the deep-set, eager 

eyes of the enthusiast—those eyes that 
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burn like coals. He fixed a dull, deadly 

stare on my shoulder, and I shifted as 

though a hot thing had been placed there. 

Then, raising a shrivelled finger, he 

pointed. 

'' What new devil's work have you been 

at, my son ? " 

I glanced downward, and saw a dark 

patch on my shoulder. 

'' I met Hesketh. It was a fair fight. 

He lies beyond in Empson woods." 

A terrible shudder convulsed my fa-

ther's frame, and I pitied him somewhat 

for the strange emotion, knowing that it 

sprang from regard for me. 

' 'My father, I am going away." 

" 'Twould be a blessed thing, my son, 

if you took this and left thatT 

He pointed from the Bible to the 

sword. 

''Nay," I answered, touching the sword ; 

''this will serve me best." 
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'' Many have said the same, my son, 
and lived to unsay it." 

'^Father," I answered, ' 'look at me; 
do you think I was made for a parson ?" 

In response he eyed me sadly. 
' ' T i s your grandfather," he said, '' your 

mother s father, that makes you as you 
are." 

' ' H e was a brave sailor," I cried. ' ' I 
should glory to be like him." 

'' He did reckless things, my son, that 
neither God nor man could abet." 

'' This sword did work against Van 
Trump," I said. ' 'As a boy I knelt at 
my grandfather's knee, and, kissing its 
blade, vowed that I would keep it un-
stained and sheathe it through fear of 
none." 

" Mostyn, you are a boy yet, you speak 
as a boy ; put by the sword, and repent." 

There was a softness in his tones that 
quite disarmed me. 
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'' Nay, father, I have gone too far to 
retreat. I am a man now—the thing in 
Empson woods " 

'' Hush, Mostyn ! men are coming." 
'' If so,"-I muttered, jumping up, they 

come for me." 
A hurry was at the door, the latch was 

lifted, and four men came in. The last 
held a bloodhound in leash. 

A table separated us. They were 
thick-set fellows, two with swords, and 
other two with staves. It w âs dark out-
side, and their surprised eyes blinked in 
the light. The man with the hound drew 
to the front, and the dog strained at the 
eash with a fierce, red light in his eyes 

that made me tremble. Inch by inch he 
strained forward, though opposed by the 
man's strength. 

I fell back a foot or two, gaining room 
for the sweep of my sword. 

'' What do you want ? " I said. 
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One that had an evil cast in his eye 

answered, looking from my father to me,— 

'' Which of you murdered Hesketh ? " 

The dog was creeping nearer. I spoke 

to the man, its master. 

Keep the hound off," I said, ^^or I'll 

spit him and you together!" 

The fellow shrank back, bidding the 

brute lie still, and I addressed the squint-

eyed man. 

'' Hesketh was not murdered,'^ I said. 

The man laughed harshly. 

'' He lies up at the Hall," he answered, 

' ' a hole in his head that one could bury 

his fist in." 

' 'Well, I did that," I replied; ''but there 

was no murder—we fought fairly." 

" That is a matter for the squire," said 

the man ; " you must tell your tale to 

him." 

H e advanced with a lifted sword, 

smiling sternly, as though he rather en-
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joyed the prospect of an encounter. I 
caught up a chair, and swiftly stepping 
forward, drove it in his face. 

It happened that a leg, knobbed at the 
bottom, struck him in the mouth, break-
ing some teeth and splitting his lips. He 
fell back, his beard reddening. 

The rest saw my mood and retreated a 
pace, finding small comfort in the manner 
I had greeted their leader. 

He, on recovering somewhat, drew his 
hand from his mouth, and regarded me 
furiously. 

" S o ho ! " he cried, in a thick voice; 
'' you mean fight. Curse me, but you 
shall have it! " 

' 'Go," I said, ' ' and let me go, or I 
shall make some of you like Hesketh." 

" Let go the dog ! " he cried ; " at him. 
T iger !" 

The brute strained at the leash, show-
ing long, white teeth. The man holding 
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him paled. Perhaps the terrible doom 

he was bidden to let loose on me struck 

him with affright. It was an anxious 

moment, and I shivered all through with 

the strain of the lifted chair. Then my 

father came forward. 

'' Put down your sword, Mostyn," he 

said sternly, and, turning to the man, 

he bade him hold the hound. 

I lowered the chair and sank my 

point. I had no thought of yielding. 

Y e t time meant life, and a truce would 

be grateful. 

'' Mostyn," my father said, '' if you 

have done wrong, it is just you should 

make reparation." 

'' I will make none here," I answered, 

' 'under compulsion." 

' 'Better make it here than hereafter." 

H e turned to the squint-eyed man. 

" Y o u will offer him no harm should 

he y i e l d ? " 
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'' No, not if he yields," said the man ; 

' ' though I won't forget that thrust of 

his." 

'' Come, Mostyn, give up your sword/' 

'' T o no man," I answered. 

Evil and disobedient! " he cried ; 

'' strike me then, or I shall have it." 

H e closed in and 'twas done. I could 

neither strike nor curse him, knowing that 

we were built in different wise. H e took 

my sword and gave it my enemy ; and 

when I looked reproach at him, he said, 

' ' T i s better so.'' 

Thus I left my fathers house, and 

my heart bled. I looked back from the 

threshold and saw him standing nigh the 

fire. His nether jaw had fallen, and 

there was great dejection in his manner. 



E 
I I I 

MPSON H A L L was mixed age and 

youth. A wing of it had been 

raised in the fifteenth century, the rest, 

the work of a celebrated London archi-

tect, being reared in my youth. 

I saw the windows of the great room 

blazing from far off. The night was 

chilly, the fog having gone, and the cold 

stung my cheek. 

The man with the hound held back. 

Of the three others, one walked at either 

side and the third immediately in the rear, 

holding a sword. 

The night was starry, and in the dark-

ness the world seemed wide. I thought 

of stone walls, and bowed low. Night 

birds called in the woods and flew under 

34 
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stars. A thing I had seen long before 
came to trouble me. It was a bleached 
skeleton hung in chains on a coast road. 

A half-hour passed, and we came to 
the drive. Our boots crunched the peb-
bles, and the sobs of a woman saddened 
the night. They came from a lodge to 
the left. 

'' Who is that ?" I said, fearing the 
answer. 

A woman mourning for a dead man." 
^̂  I did not think of her," I said ; I 

struck hard in hot blood.'' 
I spoke in woful tones, for indeed deep 

regret for the sorrow I had caused was 
penetrating me. 

' 'Cheer up," cried he to my left; ' ' ' tis 
a little thing to hang nowadays ; and 'tis 
said some dance to Tyburn." 

The squint-eyed man prodded me with 
an elbow. " Tyburn '11 never see you, my 
man," he said maliciously ; '' you'll have 
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shorter shrift, though as long a rope, or 
my name's not Hiram." 

' ' I s that indeed your name?" 
" It is," he answered ; '' now you hear 

it, do you know it ?" 
'' I shall not forget it," I said. 
Hiram laughed, and I shrank from him 

as though he had been blotched with 
plague, such hostility did he rouse in me. 

W e entered Empson Hall by the main 
door, and waited in a corridor while Hi-
ram apprised the squire of our presence. 

Beside me hung a suit of armour, a 
lance, and a battle-axe; above was a wolfs 
head done in oak, holding an ivory lamb 
in its jaws. 

Presently Hiram opened a door and 
thrust his head into the corridor. 

'' Bring him this way," he shouted. '' If 
he resists, run him along." 

They ran me down the corridor, and 
then with much ado, although I in no 
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way resisted, dragged me through the 
doorway into a room bright with many 
lights. I grew red at their unnecessary 
violence, and could not contain myself. 

' ' Y o u hounds!" I hissed, stamping a 
foot; '' you shall pay bitterly for this." 

But they only laughed, and I glowered 
on them and felt as furious as a wild beast. 
My hair was disordered, and my shirt had 
been torn away at the neck, exposing 
throat and chest. 

At length I grew calmer, and cast a 
glance at the far end of the room. 

Seated nigh a fire at the head of a table 
was Squire Empson. He was looking 
my way with a dark scowl. At his right 
sat a lady. She gazed at me too, and 
somewhat curiously, I thought. As our 
eyes met, she started up with slightly 
opened lips, and thus for a moment scru-
tinized me. 

'•What is this.^" she said, with a 
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gathered brow. '' And are you Mostyn 
Stayne ?" 

I left my place and approached her, 
bound hands before me, to show how I 
stood. She understood, and flushed. 

' 'Sir," she said to the squire, ' 'he is 
bound ; how comes this ? " 

" I think it shall be found presently, 
Cassandra, that it is a proper condition for 
the fellow," the squire replied. 

" I do not understand," she answered. 
"Mostyn, will you speak 

I bowed my head and sighed. 
" Mistress Cassandra, it is not right 

you should know me any more." 
" A n d why.^" she said. " W h a t have 

you done?" 
I raised my head, but could not brook 

her eyes, and sank it once again. 
" Mistress Cassandra, I have killed a 

man." 
She sank back with a low sob. Twice 
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or thrice she shook her head, and her 
cheeks grew very pale. 

'' So," sneered the squire, you confess 
to murdering Hesketh?" 

I glared at him through lowered lashes. 
A hot spot burned on either cheek, anc. 
the veins beneath the cord swelled til' 
they pained me. '' You lie, Squire Emp-
son ! 'Twas a fair fight, and no murder. 
Hesketh tried to kill me, and I killed 
him." 

You were poaching at the time, fellow." 
'' Even so," I answered ; '' but does a 

brace of pheasants outvalue my life ?" 
The squire sneered. 
'' You had many a brace." 
'' You made me a wolf s head! " I cried, 

a target for any man." 
The squire spoke coldly, hatred making 

every word clear cut. '' The lackey 
should not cross blades with the lord." 

Cassandra, with averted face, rose as if 
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to leave the room, but he stretched a hand 
and detained her. 

'' Stay," he said, '' till we hear the facts/' 
She resumed her seat, resting a cheek 

on one hand and looking down, so that I 
could not see her face nor judge the effect 
of Hiram's story. 

The man told how, walking at the out-
skirts of Empson woods, he heard a shot 
fired, and how, rushing in, after much 
search, he came across Hesketh's body. 
Then he told how with a bloodhound and 
three men he followed the scent. He 
next described our meeting, magnifying 
the little fray that occurred till it seemed 
he had played a hero part. 

I heard these lies with impatience, try-
ing to gauge their effect on Cassandra; 
and because I thought her cheek grew 
paler and her head drooped drearily, I was 
stirred to justify myself. 

' 'Squire Empson," I said, ' ' if you were 
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the sole listener, I would not say a word 
in answer to this mans lies." 

My lady suddenly looked up, and so 
- my heart grew brave. 

' ' I f your servant spoke the truth," I 
continued, '' he would tell that no fear of 
him or his force brought me hither.'' 

'' To what then, fellow," said the- squire, 
' ' do we owe your presence?" 

" To my father," I answered. 
The squire lay back and laughed. 
"And how, pray, did it come about 

I did not know your father loved me so." 
"Squire Empson," I answered, "you 

are a hard man, and my father is among 
those that loathe you." 

The squire's teeth snapped, and his face 
set grimly. 

" Well, and what next ? " he cried. 
" In spite of your man s story," I said, 

" there was but one blow struck. As to 
the rest, I would throw the lie in his 
teeth, if he had any." 
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Hiram shrank back at the word, and 
raised an arm to his mouth. 

' ^ H a ! " exclaimed the squire, ' 'what 
does he mean, Hiram?" 

'' He struck me a foul blow," Hiram an-
swered sullenly, '' and broke some teeth." 

'' Indeed," said the squire ; '' then let 
us see the damage, good Hiram. I pro-
mise you shall not lose by it." 

Hiram, with a subdued oath, displayed 
his gapped gums. 

The squire lifted his brows. '' A foul 
blow, indeed," he cried ; '' look, Cassandra." 

But the lady turned her head another 
way, and would not look, and I blessed 
ler for such gentle consideration. 

' 'You plead curiously, Mostyn Stayne,'' 
said the squire; " you do not improve 
your cause." 

" That is farthest from my thoughts, 
squire. If I am to die, I will do so ask-
ing no mercy from you. Yet because a 
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lie has been told I dare not let it pass. 

To-night your men came for me. I held 

a sword that had an honourable past. 

Sooner than shame it by yielding to your 

hirelings, I would have reddened it three 

times over." 

It was a gladsome thing to see the 

lady straighten like a willow rod let go, 

and to watch her violet eyes flood with 

brave light. 

But, Squire Empson," I continued, 

'' I was not permitted to resist. My 

father spoke of a crime where I saw none ; 

of reparation where none was needed. He 

disarmed me, and I allowed him, and yet 

I pity him." 

There came a silence on the room, 

and Cassandra bowed her head, haply, I 

thought, that none might note her quiver-

ing lips and misty eyes. 

''Take him away," the squire said at 

length, nodding to Hiram, ''and keep 
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him safe. To-morrow I will decide what 

to do with him." 

^'Come," cried the man; ''close in, 

you fellows, and hustle him forward." 

' 'One moment," I pleaded. "Squire 

Empson, 'tis said you are a gentleman. 

If so, you know the value of a man s best 

arm. Yonder is a sword. It has never 

been dishonoured. I pray you take it 

now and snap the blade. As a little 

thing, will you do this ? "—" Pass it along, 

Hiram," he said ; ''let me see it." 

He unsheathed and examined the blade. 

" I do not know, fellow," he answered ; 

" there may be work for it hereafter." 

His callous tones stung me. I tried 

to speak, but rage choked my throat. 

They dragged me down the room, and 

thrice I turned and shook pinioned fists 

at him. At last at the door I found my 

voice. "Squire Empson," I cried, "some 

day you shall ^̂ le your words." 



T 
IV 

"^HEY brought me to a room in the 
old wing. It was narrow in com-

pass and walled with stone. In the 
stones were staples, and a stain of chains 
streaked the walls. The door was of 
oak, heavy, and bolted at the outside. 
Through a high slit in an outer wall I 
saw stars. In the cell's centre were a 
bench and table, and these were ironed 
to the paving. 

I saw immediately that escape was im-
possible. No man unprovided with means 
could force his way through these barriers. 

They thrust me in and closed the door, 
shooting the bolt loudly. Then they 
whispered together, and I judged that 
Hiram was giving instructions. Shortly 
after came the sound of retreating feet, 

45 
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and the steady march to and fro of the 

man who had been deputed to watch. I 

buried my head, and the darkness soothed 

me. I thought of Cassandra, and a wave 

of swooning swept me through. I felt that 

I had lost her, but knew that I loved her. 

Now that we had been parted for ever 

I viewed the future without concern. The 

night's excitement had utterly fatigued 

me. I felt worn out, and tried to sleep. 

Still, at times I had litde flutterings of 

hope that kept my eyes from closing. I 

looked through the slit at the stars, and 

wondered where Cassandra slept, and 

what she dreamt. Suddenly something 

happened that roused the blood within 

me, and set it coursing through my veins. 

From far off came the boom of a gun, 

and, a light, flashing thrice through the 

slit, reddened the opposite wall of the cell. 

This I took to be a signal from the 

smugglers that an emergency had arisen. 
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I gnawed at my bonds. In a short 
hour or two Van Burgh and his men 
would be on free seas, heading for France. 

About this time the man outside paused 
in his march. 

I heard whispering, and crept to the 
door, but only in time to distinguish the 
sounds of light feet retreating. Long 
after these sounds died I stooped there, 
scarcely breathing, and touched with sweet 
thoughts. Was this Cassandra, consumed 
by interest in my lot, that had visited the 
man ? I could not tell, but in such dear 
conjecture stood smiling and silent. 

And now I started as through the slit 
a low noise came stealing, and I heard 
three words : — D o not drink / " 

It was a woman's voice, but certainly 
not Cassandra's. The words without 
doubt were meant for me, but who spoke 
them I failed to guess. I was on the 
point of whispering a reply, when came 
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the pop of a drawn cork and the sound 
of some one drinking. It was the watch-
man in the passage, and this explained 
the woman's words. I remained very 
still, waiting events. 

The man had resumed his march with 
a lively motion of the feet that hinted to 
me of a mind turned to thoughts of self-
pleasure. And ever and again the liquor 
he had tasted seemed to woo him to fur-
ther acquaintance, and he had litde heart 
to resist its sweetness on his palate. Three 
times he paused and smacked his lips. At 
length he danced a few steps in a sailor's 
measure, and began to laugh, at first softly, 
a little louder later on ; and once he 
slapped his thigh in sly good humour. 

'' Good wench ! good, jolly wench !" he 
said, and laughed again. 

Some time after he staggered to the door 
and fumbled at the bolt. With much ado 
he drew it back, and thrust his head in. 
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' ' A w a k e ? " he asked, holding up a lan-
thorn.—''What is't you want?" I answered. 

" Feel lonely, Master Stayne ? " 
" I am cold and tired," I said wearily. 
" Curse me, then! " cried he, staggering 

to the bench, " that's poor sport; but here's 
light and wines without." 

I smiled at the look of him. His eyes 
were heavy and a silly, fleeting laugh 
flickered at the corners of his mouth. 

" Promise me ye'll behave like a man, 
and we'll have a rouse," he said. 

I nodded, to put him at ease. He left 
the cell, and a moment after returned with 
a couple of bottles of wine in his hands. 
He uncorked one of these and put it 
to my lips, bidding me swig right merrily. 
I made pretence to drink deeply, but 
swallowed not one red drop. 

" Good ! " I exclaimed. 
He nodded approval, and applied the 

bottle to his own mouth. 
D 
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'^'Twas Betty brought it," he said, 
lurching forward ; '' the jolly lass ! " 

He tried to wink, but shut both eyes, 
then laughed, sighed, and drank again. I 
did not doubt that the wine was drugged. 

And now a new life stirred in me and 
my heart warmed. I was not utterly lost 
or worthless, for who but Cassandra had 
mixed the drug? 

In a little while the man began to 
maunder, talking with a stiff lip. I listened 
to him fearful of intrusion. He said some 
curious things that I scarcely heeded at 
the moment, but remembered after-
wards. 

His name was John Salt. He had 
served under a certain Captain Ridd, a 
buccaneer in Indian seas, who had been 
executed the year before. Hiram had 
been a shipmate. They were saved from 
sharing their captain s fate by the inter-
ference of Squire Empson. 
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Here he paused and leered at me. He, 
John Salt, knew why, and so did Hiram. 
What about the treasure secret a dying 
Spaniard had made known to them ? 
Then he wandered off to Betty, and from 
her to wine, and suddenly stretched a 
hand and grasped the botde. He took 
a long draught—his last that night—for 
while yet the wine dripped from his beard 
his head sank, his body canted to one side, 
and he rolled to the floor. 

At this moment, with a light pit-pat, 
slippered feet ran down the passage and 
halted at the door. The light, quick 
breathing of some one standing still and 
listening was the sole sound to tell that 
one stood there. Then the door swung 
open, and inch by inch a face became 
visible. It was a woman's, but not Cas-
sandra's. I felt strangely disappointed. 

She stole in, a finger on her lips, and 
bending down, looked at the man with 
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searching eyes. Then she raised her 

face, smiled, and approached me. 

'' Your hands," she whispered. 

I held them out, and her nimble fingers 

played about the knot an instant. In the 

next I was free. I stretched my arms 

on either side to their full length. It was 

a fine thing to shoot them so and feel my 

strength. But the woman shifted uneasily. 

''Come," she whispered, and stepped 

out. I followed her on tip-toes, taking 

care to make little noise. We moved 

down a long passage and neared a room 

from which came a low murmur. The 

woman stayed me with a touch. 

' 'For your life," she whispered, "take 

care; Hiram and his men are in there." 

We passed the door with hushed breath-

ing, but were only a few yards on the 

further side when a chair was pushed 

down and the ring of heavy boots came 

to us. The woman passed into a second 
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doorway, pulling me with her. W e left 

the passage no whit too soon, for the 

door of the room where the men sat talk-

ing swung open, and Hiram came out 

flashing a light up and down. H e took 

a few strides in the direction of the cell, 

but paused, and with dubious steps re-

turned to the room he had quitted. 

' 'Be fore you turn in," he said, ' 'visit 

Salt and the prisoner." 

I did not hear the answer. Hiram 

came towards us and we crouched behind 

the door. H e walked very slowly, swing-

ing the lanthorn. A s he drew near, I 

clenched my fists and waited; but, luckily 

for both of us, he held straight on. W e 

bided there till his footsteps died in a side 

passage, and then crept on, and without 

other adventure reached the door. It 

stood ajar, and in the west a star blazed. 

" God guide thee farther," said the 

woman ; " I must be gone." 



V 

O H E rustled past me and disappeared. 
^ I hesitated a moment as to whether or 
not it were wise to call her back. Some 
talk with some one I must have, and 
shortly, my heart being teased by a 
strange hunger. 

I stepped to the door and opened it. 
Th e blessed wind blew on me from dark 
wide seas. I threw my head back and 
found a path through a garden. I quick-
ened my pace and neared a wicket, and 
my hand was almost on it when through a 
bush to the left of me I spied a form. I 
paused and peered a moment, and then, 
with the first great sweetness that had 
thrilled me, took some halting steps and 
stood before my lady. 

54 
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' ' I s it you, Mostyn?" she whispered. 
'' It is, Cassandra." 
' 'Oh," she sighed, " I am thankful. I 

thought Betty might have failed." 
I drew to her till a star glimmered in 

her upturned eyes. 
"Cassandra," I said, " i t is you I have 

to thank, then ? " 
She was silent a little while, and then 

spoke in a low, wise tone,— 
"Mostyn, I do not know whether I have 

done right or wrong in freeing you." 
" W h a t ! Cassandra, do you repent.^" 
" I do not," she said; "bu t hush! you 

will be heard. You are strong and violent, 
Mostyn, and to free you is like loosening a 
lion. Three times to-night I said I will 
not, and as often you stood before me, and 
I freed you." 

" If you loved me, Cassandra " 
" H u s h ! " she said again; "no talk of 

love." 
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I breathed with difficulty, feeling choked 
by her words. 

' 'Cassandra," I gasped, ' 'you have for-
gotten the past." 

" I wish I had," she answered 
"You have forgotten all that I remem-

ber.'^ 
" In how ?" she asked, tossing her head 

and retreating a pace. 
"There was a promise, Cassandra " 
" A n d which of us has forgotten it, 

Mostyn S tayne?" ^ 
I bowed my head before her just reply. 
"Forgive me, Cassandra—my words are 

like my actions, ever out of tune with 
truth." 

Cassandra touched me on the arm, won 
to pity by the sadness in my voice. 

" Do not grieve, old friend, but go, and 
for my sake be good." 

"Cassandra," I answered, "you give me 
life—farewell." 
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I clasped her little hand, but hesitated a 
moment yet. Then drawing her closer 
with a boldness that even as a memory 
stunned me long after, bowed down and 
kissed her. But as suddenly we fell 
apart; for through the silence came the 
roll of an angry voice and the sound of 
running feet. 

Cassandra, with the star-shine in her 
large eyes, stood shuddering. 

'^Hasten, Mostyn! run, run for your 
life! They have discovered your escape, 
and will kill you." 

You are right," I returned; ' ' I am at 
their mercy. If I had a sword —" 

'' Oh, yes, I had forgotten," she said, and 
ran to a bush, into which she thrust a hand. 

In a second she returned. 
'' Do you know this, Mostyn ? " 
' ' 'T is my grandsire's sword." 
'' Use it wisely." 
- I will." 
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^̂  Farewell." 
I pressed her hand, cleared the wicket at 

a bound, and sped away. I ran a full fur-
long before pausing, though, in truth, I felt 
in little mood for hurry. Better, I thought 
it, to lie full length under stars and think 
of my lady. 

And I was half minded to loiter, when 
clear and terrible through the night and 
stillness came the first long bay of a 
bloodhound. For the moment fear robbed 
me of motion. Since leaving my father s 
house I had forgotten my brute enemy, 
and now to feel him on my track was to 
see again his broad chest, drooping jaws, 
and long teeth. 

A second time the brute bayed, and I 
stood no more, but began to run at top 
speed. 

Two ways led to the foot of the cliffs 
and the smugglers' cave. One was by an 
easy slope descending to a sandy beach. 
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The other was a difficult path, that wound 
around ledges, steep in parts almost as the 
cliff itself, and in no place safe even by 
daylight. This, however, was the shorter 
route, and was known as the Witch's 
Climb. 

It was towards the Witch's Climb I ran, 
though I knew there was risk of a 
broken neck. The night was dark, cer-
tainly. Still I had gone down the Climb 
before with as little light to guide my feet, 
but that was at a leisured pace, and with-
out a raging brute at my heels. 

From where I first heard the hound to 
the head of the Climb was a furlong, or 
perhaps a little to the good of i t ; and as it 
was level running, I made great speed. 
Now and then the hound bayed, a -
ways with good effect on my feet, and it 
seemed, till I had gone half the last fur-
long, that I held my distance. Neverthe-
less, though congratulating myself on this, 



6O MOSTYN S:TAYN;E 

I did not slacken my pace a moment. 
And well for me I did not; for suddenly, 
so near as almost to make me stock still 
with affright, rose the short, joyous yell of 
the hound. I realized then that they had 
slipped his leash, in the hope that he would 
run me down. I set my teeth and held 
on. Far away, between dull blood-thuds 
in my ears, I heard the hoofs of horses 
at a gallop. Squire Empson and his party 
had mounted, thinking a long chase be-
fore them. The hound neared me fast. 
I dreaded every moment to feel his teeth 
rending my flesh. At every touch of twig 
or bush I leapt forward like a frightened 
hare. My nerves were sadly disordered, 
and a bird flying at my approach made 
me cry out like a child surprised. 

At length, to my great relief, I came to 
a cleft in the cliff, and the sea boomed 
beneath. Here was the head of the 
Witch's Climb. The path was steep and 
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ran through rotten stone that spread 
under my weight, and rattled from rock 
to rock to a depth of a hundred and fifty 
feet. I went down at great speed, and 
with such a yawning gulf to my left that 
even to recall it now—safe on my couch 
of leaves—is to draw to one side and 
breathe slowly. 

The long run and the sharp slope made 
my legs tremble as with ague. Still I 
held on, and this in spite of the fact 
that the path narrowed as it descended, 
till half-way down it was no more than 
forty inches wide, with a slant outward. 

At length my fierce speed was stayed 
by an awful incident. A rock jutted 
through the darkness, and hitting this 
with my shoulder, I recoiled to the verge. 
'Twas told me afterwards that I shrieked 
awfully, though I have no remembrance 
of opening my mouth. There I reeled 
a giddy moment, then throwing out a 
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hand, clutched a projection. I held to 
it so tensely that the finger nails were 
driven into the flesh, making me suffer 
exquisite pain. 

I stood a time gasping and sobbing 
with the shock, till another danger, nearly 
as terrible, menaced me into comparative 
calmness. Drawing a sleeve across my 
forehead, I sat down. One hand I in-
serted in a crevice to stay me from slip-
ping. In the other I grasped a shortened 
sword. My feet overhung the ledge, 
and at the least movement slid danger-
ously forward. 

I had hardly fixed myself thus when 
stones rolled down the path, and the 
hound was at me. I saw a long, black 
body leaping through the air, and met 
it with my sword. Blood ran down the 
blade, and moistened hand and forearm. 
The brute struggled fiercely, but I drove 
the sword still farther in. Then, with a 
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low howl, he tumbled from the ledge, 
striking the rocks beneath with a thud 
that sickened me to hear. 

I was half paralysed and wholly breath-
less, and waited a long time till I could 
gather courage to go on. At length I 
moved forward very slowly, and pressing 
my side against the rock, so that the 
shirt frayed at the shoulder and my flesh 
grew red. In this wise I reached the 
flat rocks at the bottom, and ran to the 
smugglers' cave. But as I approached 
no light flashed from its entrance. I 
entered, and it was empty. Catching a 
breath, I returned to the open. 

' 'Van Burgh! Van Burgh!" I cried. 
I listened, and something happened 

that set my heart leaping. It was a 
voice in the distance. 

'' Who calls Van Burgh ?' 
I started forward and made answer,— 
' " T i s I, Mostyn Stayne.' 
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'' Hurry, hurry, hurry ! " the voice re-
plied. '' Hear you not the hoofs on the 
shingle ? " 

I lost no time, but ran to a little beach, 
where floated the boat, filled with men 
and steadied by oars. I jumped in and 
lay at the bottom panting, while the 
rowers backed out and made for the lug-
ger. And well for us we went so soon, 
for an instant after shapes began to move 
in the darkness about the smugglers' 
cave. Presently came a roar of disap-
pointed rage and a rattle of firearms. 
But we laughed, and Van Burgh, at the 
top of his voice, bade them fire again. 

An hour after the lugger leapt through 
dark seas, and as I stood by the mast 
Van Burgh approached. 

'' One of us now, Mostyn ? " he asked. 
'' Yes, skipper." 
' 'Bravo!" he cried. ' 'You came at a 

good time.'' 
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'' Why ? how do you mean ? " 
'' Because we sail a long voyage." 
'' A voyage, and where ? " 
" To Cadiz." 
" T o Cadiz!" I exclaimed. ^̂  What 

cargo can you gather there ?" 
'' Good Spanish gold," he answered, 

in coin and ingot." 
" W h a t ! " I cried, '' with this poor 

force ? ' — W h y not ? " he answered. 
" Their forts and ships will make us 

powder." 
H e stood smoking awhile, enjoying 

my surprise ; but at length, withdrawing 
his pipe, blew a long whiff and gave a 
little laugh. 

'' W e do not go alone, good Mostyn." 
I started and looked around. 

You will see them later on," he said. 
'' See what ? " 
** The ships of England," said Van 

Burgh, and puffed again. 
E 



V I 

Mo r n i n g broke, and the sun rose 
on the grandest sight since the 

Armada. Awa.y to larboard and star-
board, astern of us and at our bows, a 
great gathering of sails filled the sea. 
Before a soft wind streamed Dutch and 
English flags. 

My heart broadened at the sight, and I 
brought my sword on deck and shone it. 
For a full hour I keened its edge, whist-
ling the while in concord with the fifes. 
At night lights glittered from a hundred 
masts, and the stars, east and west, came 
and went as ship after ship ran by. 

Later the fleet sailed in silence, only a 
shrill whistle coming at intervals through o o 
the dark. Towards morning a star burst, 
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staining every sail, turning surges to red 

wine, and touching distant crafts with 

crimson. 

I went to sleep well pleased with 

England. T h e war thrill that stirred so 

many made my blood dance, and filled me 

with fine purposes. Far away in Cadiz I 

would do justice to my grandsire's sword. 

There I would win fame that no man 

could gainsay. My good blade should 

ever strike two blows—one would fall for 

my country, the second for my lady. 

So thinking, I fell asleep ; and so think-

ing night after night, I built the walls of 

Cadiz, and tumbled them to earth. 

W e arrived at our destination, and 

stormed its surroundings. Some few 

received hard knocks, but we of the smug-' 

glers' craft were not amongst them. 

Seven of us went ashore one day and 

looted a church. Some dark-skinned 

peasants menaced us. W e drew our 

r 
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swords and charged them, and they fled 

like a flock of fowl before a dog. We 

bore our booty—crosses and cups—back 

with us, and divided it with our comrades. 

We lay some weeks before Cadiz, 

though little in the way of glory was 

achieved in that time. Then came the 

embarkation of troops for England. Like 

many another, I had gone to Cadiz with 

hopes of wealth and renown ; with many 

another I sailed from it empty-handed and 

dissatisfied. Still, our voyage was not 

wholly barren. When I went to rest one 

night, the fleet lying out for many miles 

was sailing north. Next morning every 

bow pointed half east. 

' 'Van Burgh," I said, ''what has hap-

pened ? " 

'' Last night," Van Burgh replied, 

'' came news to the fleet that Spanish 

treasure ships from the Indies lie in Vigo 

Bay, waiting a chance to run for Cadiz/' 
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'^Good fortune, skipper; and do these 
ships carry much treasure ?" 

Van Burgh half closed his eyes. 
' 'Millions!" he answered. 
' 'Then scurvy luck for us, or we sha! 

be rich, after all." 
We flew along, and, our vessel being 

a fast sailer, were not long in running 
into the first flight of ships, where we held 
our own till Vigo Bay rose to view. 

There we were summarily ordered to 
lie quiet, while our great ships ran on and 
offered fight to a French and Spanish fleet. 
When this was ended, which it soon was 
—and disastrously for the foreigners—and 
other incidental fighting having been done, 
a boom that barred the harbour mouth 
was forced, and we all made sail for the 
treasure ships. These lay clustered to-
gether—some afire and others stranded. 

As we approached, I think the hearts of 
their captains broke. The air filled with 
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cries, and men leapt overboard. Yet 
some, too, stood ready with gun and 
sword to repel us. 

We of the smuggler shot alongside a 
burning galleon, the same moment that a 
sloop of war drew in on her far side. 
There was a rush to board her, but having 
a knack of climbing a rope with great 
alacrity, I was the first to touch her deck. 
It surprised me little to find no one there. 
Her crew had evidently betaken them to a 
safer place. 

The first thing I saw was a dead man 
stretched in a velvet mantle. He lay at 
my feet, and as I bent over him there 
came a rush of men on either side of the 
galleon. Some were from the sloop, and 
the rest were my comrades. They began 
to run hither and thither, crying out to 
one another, and plunging head down 
through smoke in a wild quest of booty. 
What valuables they laid hands on were 
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lowered to the sloop or lugger, where they 
were received with cheers of encourage-
ment. I let them do the work that suited 
them, and did mine. The dead man had 
round his neck a chain of exquisite, fine 
workmanship. 'Twas a strange, sweet 
lace of gold, fitted to cling and tremble 
With, the rise and fall of a beauty's bosom. 

I raised the dead man's head and 
released it. Then, as I bowed over it, 
turning it this way and that, and nigh 
singing with the pleasure of possessing 
it, light feet approached. 'Tw^as a fine 
gentleman dressed in blue, a slim, lithe 
figure, with a cat-like grace and stealthi-
ness of motion. He saw the chain, and 
saluted me. '' Good fellow," he said, 
'' 'tis a pretty prize you have there." 

'' 'Tis, indeed," I answered, warming at 
the compliment. 

' ' L e t me hold it," he continued; " 'tis 
ike fairywork. And now stand near." 
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He trimmed it on my chest, and smiled. 
' ' 'Twould suit well," he said; '''twould 

suit her beauty marvellously well." 
He stood there smiling and fiddling 

with the chain, till somewhat churlishly I 
stretched a hand and grasped it. 

'' Good sir," I said, '' let go ; I must 
be gone." 

The galleon was in high flame by this 
time, and the sailors had retreated to the 
ships. It was, therefore, hardly a fitting 
moment to bide there exchanging cour-
tesies and mixing words of admiration. 

He heard my request, but paid it no 
heed, still keeping his hand on the chain. 

'*What do you want with this?" he 
cried at length. '' Give it to me, and you 
shall have a score crowns instead." 

He suited the action to the word, draw-
ing a purse from his pocket and offering it 
me. 

I drew back, ashamed and angry. 
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'' Sir," I said, '' I will trouble you to 
release my chain." 

Good fellow," he answered, ' ' take the 
purse, and let me have i t 'Tis for a lady 
I desire it." 

The flame rolled down and licked our 
outstretched hands. 

' 'Sir ," I said, "we are in like case. 
'Tis also as a love offering I intend it." 

He drew back a little haughtily, and 
ooked at the dead man. 

"You took it from him.^" he said. 
" I did." 
" And thought it no robbery ? " 
" No," I answered ; " the man was dead. 

How could I call it so?" 
" Then I shall commit no robbery 

either," he said; "and now, quick!" 
If it had not been that his eye spoke too 

soon, I verily believe he would have killed 
me ere I could raise a hand ; but as it was 
he only struck my blade. Still, we were 
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not destined to fight that day, another 
time being appointed—a dreary, deadly 
time of rage, and loss, and grief. 

While we stood alert and watching each 
other, there came between us a great 
tongue of flame, that licked the hair from 
our faces, blackened our swords, and sent 
us flying speedily in opposite directions. 

'' My name is Sir Jasper Mason," he 
shouted. 

' 'And mine," I cried, ' ' is Mostyn 
Stayne." 

The roar of the fire drowned something 
that he said, but I gathered its import from 
three words— 

" We meet again!' 
The lugger sheered off from the galleon, 

and the sloop was lost in the many sails 
that cumbered the bay. Thus Sir Jasper 
Mason and I were parted. 

Of him I learnt some things from 
Van Burgh that night. 'Twas said my 
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foeman was a famous courtier, with a 
tongue so bright and keen that every time 
le spoke some heart was lanced. 'Twas 
said also that his sword was like his 
tongue. When I met him some time after, 
it seemed, however, that a lie had been 
told in this. He used then neither tongue 
nor sword to great advantage. And this, 
too, I proved then and held long after— 
till the holding of it lost interest—that a 
great oath and a 'heavy sword are better 
things than a light rapier and a light-
ning phrase. 

We gained some treasure by this adven-
ture, yet little enough, too. But perforce 
with this we had to be content. A day 
or two after we sailed for Holland, where 
a cargo of contraband waited us, which in 
due time we conveyed to England. It 
was a dark night when we dropped anchor 
again under Empson Hall. 
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O T I L L it was a night of stars, too, with 
^ one or two dim clouds in the sky. 
'Twas keen and frosty, and I donned a 
cloak of Spanish wool that Van Burgh had 
brought from Vigo. Then I buckled on 
my sword, and took a draught of Hollands. 
To Van Burgh I said I would not return 
for some hours, and, in the smile with 
which he received this news, saw that the 
good skipper was at little loss to account 
for my mission. I left the cave, and took 
the path to Empson Hall. 

The breath blew from me in clouds. I 
hid my hands beneath the cloak to cheat 
the frost. From the cliff top I looked 
towards Empson Hall. The windows 
shone through the keen air, but in the 
darkness they seemed far withdrawn. 

76 
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Still I remember that what impressed 

me strangely was a blackness that hovered 

in the air about the Hall. It was one 

of those broad, dark star-shadows that 

oppress certain spots when clouds ride 

under stars on brilliant nights. 

I walked many yards wondering at this 

darkness within darkness, and not a little 

disturbed in mind lest this shadow had 

gone deeper than the walls and roof of 

Empson Hall, even to the wTapping of a 

life therein. 

And whose life ? For Squire Empson 

I did not trouble. I neither respected nor 

admired him, his cold heart and haughty 

airs having rendered him an object ot 

aversion to the whole county. Cassandra 

Carlton was my great thought. I think 

men love women best whose natures are 

many-avenued, shadowed here and there 

with mystery, and intricate to follow. 

Of such kind was my lady. I had 
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known her from childhood without know-
ing her. 

At times she w âs a light that faded, 
and as often a shadow turned to light. 
Her nature teemed with surprises, and to 
know her by one mood was to know all 
sunsets by one day's end. 

She was an only child, and an orphan, 
her parents having been lost at sea. 
Squire Empson was made her guardian, 
and had planned for her a future that w âs 
ill in keeping with my designs. He in-
tended to make her a fine lady, who could 
ask a favour from a king with level eyes. 
With this in view, he had despatched her 
to London when still a child. At that 
time we had parted with promises as keep-
sakes. I was to be brave and good—Cas-
sandra true and beautiful. Of my promise, 
how much had I kept ? Of hers, what 
part had she ? 

If none could say I was good, at least 



MOST^YN S T A Y N E 79 

my courage had not been questioned. 
Thus much of my promise I had kept— 
the part I could not break. Cassandra 
had returned with finer beauty than ever. 
Thus in this she also had fulfilled a part of 
her promise, for the reason, perhaps, that 
she could do no otherwise. Still it re-
mained to be seen whether she had been 
true to me or light of love with a gay 
court gentleman. I w^alked towards the 
Hall, turning and chewing this kernel of 
bitter-sweet, and all a-tremble lest I should 
find Cassandra was only mine in part, and 
in part looked sweet elsewhere. 

Deeply musing, I covered the distance 
with slight note of it, and carelessly 
walked in the open where stealth had been 
fitter ; but, with no mischance, reached at 
length the wicket where I had parted from 
Cassandra, and gently pushing it, passed 
through, and stood in the shadow of 
Empson Hall. 
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I waited with great patience, expecting 
my lady at any moment; but as time went 
by and she did not appear, I began to 
stamp a little, feeling frost at my feet. 
That she had heard of my return I did 
not doubt. Betty, her maid, would be 
sure to tell her. Van Burgh and Betty 
were sweethearts, and 'twas said the maid 
could read the beacons with any smuggler 
thereabouts. 

I had no fear, then, but that she would 
tell her mistress how the ship had returned 
that bore Mostyn Stayne from England ; 
and equally little doubt had I that if 
Cassandra loved me as I loved her she 
would bend a dainty ear to the whisper 
and hasten hither, as I had done, to satisfy 
a heart's longing. 

And now in a distant room rose the 
music of a violin. I stepped forward and 
listened, and presently heard my lady's 
voice rising in song. I trembled and 
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stood still, lest my boots on the gravel 
should lose me a note of her singing. 

When the song was over I moved for-
ward, keeping close to the wall, and 
pausing now and again in deeper shadow 
to summon new courage. I was not slow 
to realize the risk I ran, and trusted 
nothing to Squire Empson's mercy, nor 
that of his hirelings. 

Light flowed through a window, and 
fell on the grass in flakes. It was fretted 
through curtains, and I noticed that where 
it fell the grass grew startling green. 

In the room were several voices, and 
among them Cassandra's, laughing lightly. 
I crept to the window and peered in. 

The room was flooded with light, the 
hearth crimson with fire-glow. Squire 
Empson sat in a corner, a table at his 
right hand, and a glass half filled with 
wine. 

Some game had been playing, and was 
F 
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ended, or the players had paused to rest 
awhile. I hid in shadow, waiting to 
glimpse my love. She came at last, at-
tired in bright blue, flushed and beautiful 
as a tropic dawn. She was tall and long 
of limb, and the curves of her body were 
sweetened by the droop and cling of her 
robing. A music lurked in her movement, 
and her eyes sparkled with excitement. 
As I watched her a thrill trembled through 
me, and my eyes dimmed wnth stress of 
vision. She took a seat, and a gentleman 
sat beside her. I saw him, and rubbed 
my eyes ; for, indeed, 'twas like a dream 
to see Sir Jasper Mason—my foe of the 
galleon—sitting there. He held a fan, 
and flirted it nigh my lady's face. The 
cold breath it made seemed to blow across 
the room, through the vapoured pane, and 
chill me where I stood. I clenched my 
sword-hilt in a grip that hurt. 

I thought then that my lady was false, 
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and had played with me; and, after the 
first shock, grew hot with rage. I do 
not know what I should have done, what 
violent, shameful thing, if I had been left 
long time a prey to these and kindred 
thoughts. But, as though to turn me 
from the death I was on the edge of 
daring, my lady arose. Then everything 
but love of her left me, and I held my 
breath and waited. 

Sir Jasper followed her, and a game 
began. My lady tripped across the room, 
and the courtier followed. She made 
pretence to fly him, and he pursued with 
outstretched arms. They reached the 
room's end, and the lady turned. There 
they paused an instant; then Sir Jasper 
wheeled about, and he the pursued, and 
she the pursuer, passed down the room 
again. 

All the while music played as to dancing 
feet. This was repeated time and again. 
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It was a curious game, and not without a 
moral. 

As Cassandra fled, I thought I saw an 
anxious throwing forw^ard of herself to 
avoid being touched. At times her pur-
suer smiled, but ever the smile faded, 
and something fiercer filled its place. I 
noticed also that, as they reached a limit 
with the lady as hunter, she wheeled 
quickly and tripped away, as though not 
liking his glance. 

These trifles warmed me so that the 
cold could not chill nor discourage. 

At last the game ended, and my lady 
stood breathing deeply, with Sir Jasper 
beside her. He whispered something in 
her ear, a dainty compliment, I doubt not, 
for she cast her eyes on her fan and 
blushed. He led her to a seat, and sat 
himself. With head leaning to one side, 
and steadfast, half-shut eyes fixed on the 
lady's cheek, he talked to her. She heard 
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him with averted face, her gaze on the 
fire. 

And now I grew wroth at a great bold-
ness he displayed. His hand stole for-
ward and touched hers, and rested rather 
long there for my fancy. But perhaps 
Sir Jasper misjudged a little, and pressed 
too warmly; for in an instant Cassandra 
brushed his hand aside and quelled him 
with a look. 

I chuckled slightly at the gentleman's 
discomfiture, but a second after leapt 
round to the bidding of a rude voice and 
the touch of a rough hand. 

' 'Now, fellow, and what do you here?" 
A man was standing a foot or two from 

me, a sword in his grasp. 
'' Hush! ' ' I whispered. '' I have news 

for the squire." 

The man backed slightly, and bent his 
face in close scrutiny. 

' 'What news?" he said. 
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'' For him alone," I answered, disguising 
my voice; ^̂  of the utmost importance, 
and for the squire alone." 

But like lightning a sword was at my 
chest. 

' 'Help, help!" he shouted. ' 'Mostyn 
Stayne is here ! " 

I heard a chair thrown down in the 
room, and recognised the deadly peril that 
menaced me. Leaping to one side, I drew 
my sword, and pressing my assailant's 
weapon to one side with a turn of .the 
wrist, made an upward stroke. The blade 
caught him in the ribs, and he canted 
over. I dealt him a second blow, this 
time on the head, that sent him catching 
and reeling backwards. 

Then, not a moment too soon, I jumped 
for the sward, and ran to a covert of shrubs. 

Lights shone at every door, and men, 
to the number of six, with swords and 
guns, ran down to the wounded man and 
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hearkened to the story that he told. 
Afterwards they ran about, wildly calling 
to each other to search well. Above all 
sounded the squires voice, speaking in 
cold, clear tones. 

** Search everywhere, my men," he 
cried ; '' five pounds to the man that finds 
the villain." 

I listened to him from amongst rose 
bushes, their thin foliage offering scant 
screen ; and when two men approached, I 
thought escape hopeless. One of these 
swung a lanthorn in his left hand, and 
in his right held a sword. The second 
moved behind with a gun. Him with 
the light I recognised as Hiram, and his 
fellow as John Salt. A couple of yards 
separated us, and I breathed very softly. 
Had they advanced another foot I should 
have risen to dare the worst; but this was 
not fated, for they halted suddenly with 
looks of disappointment. 
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' ' A horse, is it not?" said Hiram. 
'' On the gravel," John Salt added. 
'' Listen ! " returned Hiram, dropping 

the lanthorn, and curving a hand about 
his ear. 

' 'Going?" suggested Salt. 
''Yes, fainter every moment. Curse 

him!" said Hiram. 
Then they turned, and, much to my 

relief, ran off. 
Hiram hailed the squire at his topmost 

voice, and bade him listen to the horse. 
The squire was running to and fro, Sir 

Jasper Mason close on his heels; but at 
Hiram's yells he paused and held up a 
hand to enjoin silence. A moment after 
the whole party ran round the house, and 
I stood upright and heard the faint gallop-
ing of a horse. I had little doubt from 
the speed it was going that its rider was 
using his spur to escape some pressing 
danger. 
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A few minutes after came a rush of 
hoofs near by, and now I felt compara-
tively safe. The squire s party were off 
in pursuit of the strange horseman, under 
the impression that he and Mostyn Stayne 
were identical. 

I stood very still, and chuckled. This 
would prove a long chase and a weary 
one. At the end there would be curses, 
and meanwhile I should be lying quiet in 
the cave. 

The hurry of hoofs grew faint, and I 
stepped forth from among the shrubs to 
take an instant departure. But happening 
to look towards the Hall, I saw something 
that changed this intention. 

The window through which I had spied 
was open,, and Cassandra stood in the 
room. I stole forward without the least 
hesitation, and stood in the light that 
streamed on the grass. Cassandra was 
very pale,—white, indeed, with distraction. 



90 M O S T Y N S T A Y N E 

She did not see me, and I advanced a 
step ; but still she did not see me. She 
seemed to listen so intently as to have no 
other sense. 

Cassandra! " I whispered. 
She started, and crossed her hands on 

her heart with a sudden tense motion, as 
of one shot through with pain. 

'' Cassandra," I said again, '' do not 
fear." 

' 'Who is there?" she asked in low 
tones. 

' "Tis I—Mostyn." 
She heaved a sigh, and with a little run 

was nigh me. 
' 'You are not hurt, Mostyn?" 
" No," I replied. 
" Come," she said, "let us go where we 

will not be seen." 
She held out a hand, and led me a pace 

or two, but on a sudden she drew away, 
shuddering. 
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' 'Wha t is t ha t ? " she whispered, point-
ing to the dark form of the wounded man. 

'' It is a man," I said. 
' 'Wha t ails him, Mostyn ? " 
" H e is wounded." 
"Your work, Mostyn," she cried in a 

voice of dejection. 
She recoiled from me a little, but I 

threw out an arm and drew her close. 
" There was no other w^ay," I said. 
W e heard voices approaching, and she 

began to tremble. 
" They are coming ! " she said ; " hide, 

Mostyn, hide! " 
I did as she bade, hurrying to some 

shrubs, and crouching behind them. A 
woman and an old man came along, the 
man bearing a light. The woman was 
Betty. 

They walked very slowly, each en-
deavouring to dodge behind the other, 
and so approached the prostrate figure. 
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' 'God save us! Who is • that cried 
Betty, starting to run. 

'' Have no fear; 'tis I, Betty," Cassan-
dra answered. 

'' Oh, my lady," said Betty, as she 
paused and turned, '' you have no right to 
frighten me that way !" 

The old man, who was kneeling by the 
wounded figure, began to cry out on 
Betty s timidity in querulous tones. 

Here, bear a hand here, you silly 
wench," he mumbled. 

'' I will directly," the girl replied. '' My 
lady, come this way." 

She threw an arm about Cassandra's 
waist, and led her to within a foot of my 
hiding-place. 

' ' 'Tis true, my lady," she said in a low 
voice. 

' 'What, B e t t y C a s s a n d r a asked. 
"Tha t Mostyn Stayne is in England." 
" How do you know 'tis true, Betty?" 
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'' I can trust you, my lady ?" 

''Yes, Betty, far as you like." 

''Van Burgh is back, and he came with 

him." 

"Van Burgh? who is he?" 

" Mostyn Stayne's skipper." 

" Oh, Betty," said Cassandra, with a 

little laugh, " this skipper. Van Burgh, 

does he interest you very much ?" 

" Indeed, yes, my lady; and 'tis wrong 

that he should pay for other people's 

work." 

" You are right, Betty; but pay what 

for, what work ?" 

" This work of Master Stayne," said 

Betty, pointing to the wounded man. 

" I do not understand you," Cassandra 

answered, tossing her head a little haught-

ily. 

" Indeed, and, my lady, 'tis true," said 

Betty, almost in tears; "they are chasing 

him over hill and dale for nothing at all." 
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Chasing him ? chasing whom ?" cried 
Cassandra impatiently. 

*'Van Burgh, my lady. W e were 
quietly sitting together when we heard the 
row up here. Then I said to him ' Fly !' 
and he jumped on his horse, and rode 
away, having offered injury to no man." 

Indeed ! it is a pity then," rejoined 
Cassandra; '' but have no fear,—he shall 
escape." 

The maid turned about but half satisfied. 
' 'And, Betty," my lady ,continued, ' ' t he 

pink silk robe you admire so much is 
yours." 

The girl tripped off, and helped to bear 
the wounded man into the Hall. Cassan-
dra attended them with the lanthorn, but 
presently hurried back, and beckoning me 
to follow, led the way to the spot near the 
wicket. 

" Why did you come here, Mostyn ?" 
she said. 
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I drooped away from her, taking this 
as an unkind word. 

'' There is nothing to say," I murmured. 
'' I must be gone." 

*'Stay," she answered, struck by the 
desolation in my tones. 

Why should I ?" I returned bitterly. 
'' You have Sir Jasper Mason." 

She started and sighed. 
' 'You are unjust." 
'' Not more than you are unfeeling," I 

answered. '' You asked why I came 
hither." 

She remained a moment silent, the rise 
and fall of her bosom showing a choked 
emotion. 

'' When I asked you that, Mostyn, I did 
not intend to censure you, as you think." 

'' It was only for my safety^ sweet girl, 
that you cared, then ?" 

She poised an instant like a strange 
white bird with spread wings, then sud-
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denly curved forward and threw her arms 
about me. 

' 'Yes, Mostyn," she whispered, ' 'your 
life is my life." 

Miserable me! Why was I the tree 
and she the vine ? She ready to die if 
I died. I, the tree, existing though she 
should die a thousand times. Yet wrong 
am I in this simile of tree and vine. The 
tree in its dry wood, can it remember the 
slender pressing of the vine, and gentle 
stealings of its green 'fingers ? 

I know this may not be, and I know 
more. My heart has long passed its 
flushed youth, but that night's love con-
fession is graven on it, and will continue 
there till it is dust. 

I bowed and kissed her. 
" Cassandra, my love, since my life is 

your life, I shall be doubly feared of 
death." 

The stars fell, and a [breeze blew the 
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while I held Cassandra in my arms. She 
told me of her London life, and of Sir 
Jasper Mason. She said he was the^pet 
of London ladies, a quick wit and a fin-
ished gentleman. 

He had pressed my lady hard for her 
land, and with Squire Empson s backing 
counted on success. So late as that night 
he had renewed his offers. 

Then I narrated in return how I had 
fared since last I saw her. I recounted 
the adventures of the hound and the cliff; 
of the expedition to Cadiz, and the de-
scent on Vigo. I told of Sir Jasper and 
the burning galleon, and last I took the 
chain from my bosom and hung it on her 
neck. 

'' If Sir Jasper should beg your hand 
again, Cassandra, hold back your head 
and show the chain." 

'' I will," she said ; '' it is a dainty love-
link." And then she raised and kissed it. 

G 
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AV ING no stomach for additional 

adventure, I set out on a circuitous 

path to return to the cave. I walked 

some miles and met no one. The loneli-

ness suited my mood. 

I thought of how one day I would come 

for Cassandra, my name in men's mouths, 

and a score honourable things linked to 

it. There was room in these stirring 

times for a good blade, and I was young 

and strong, and doubly strong, because I 

loved and was beloved. 

The while I walked my lady's words 

haunted me with sweet persistence, so 

that I took little note of the earth about 

or the stars above. 

I reached the rocks, and a sentry hailed. 

98 
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This set me to ponder on a different sub-

ject. Had Van Burgh escaped his pur-

suers, and was he safe, or had they cap-

tured and confined him ? If the former, 

well and good,—I should have the laugh 

of him. If the latter, well then, against 

the force we could muster no house in 

these parts would hold him long. 

I neared the cave, and heard talk with-

in. Entering, I stood amazed. A t the 

far end, sitting on a bench, like a row of 

schoolboys, were the good squire and his 

party. They were pinioned, and seemed 

very white and crestfallen. 

Van Burgh and his men were ranged 

about a fire, pipes in their mouths, and 

their ruddy faces half hid in smoke. 

When they saw me, a cheer was raised, 

and they spoke warm words of welcome. 

I answered them cheerily, nodding ac-

knowledgments. Then I approached the 

prisoners. 
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'' Squire Empson/' I said, '' things have 
changed somewhat since we last met." 

He made no answer, but shrugged and 
smiled a little, as though my words did 
not hurt him. 

I troubled him no more, but turned to 
his neighbour. 

'' Sir Jasper Mason, we meet a second 
time." 

He looked at me, feigning surprise. 
'' Indeed ! Then you have the advan-

tage of me." 
'' You forget," I said, '' when it suits 

)) 
you. 

Sir Jasper laughed in affected weari-
ness. 

'' Good fellow," he replied, '' how does 
it suit me in the present instance ?" 

'' Thus, Sir Jasper : we parted last time 
with naked swords. You promised then 
that we should not meet with clasped 
hands." 
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He heard with languid interest, pre-
tending between the yawns to examine 
me more closely. 

' 'And pray," he said, ' 'what is your 
name ? " 

I stamped impatiently and turned aside, 
his manner stinging me like nettles. 

" There's no need to mention names, 
Sir Jasper," I replied, turning to him 
again and speaking sternly, "but we had 
some words about a chain." 

" O h , yes," he cried; " I remember 
now. Empson," he continued, " the fel-
low stole a chain from a dead Spaniard 
in Vigo Bay. I offered him money for 
the trinket, but he refused to sell, saying 
that he wanted it for some silly wench. 
Thereupon I gave him the honour of 
crossing blades with me, intending to 
have the chain anyway. I fancied it for 
a certain lady whom you know." 

" Just so," I said, smiling; "and strange 
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to say, Sir Jasper, the chain has gone 
where you destined it." 

He started suddenly from his sneering 
composure, and looked at me in real 
surprise. 

** So you made amends," he cried ; 
'' and yet I do not understand—how could 
you have known the lady ? " 

I knew her earlier than you did. Sir 
Jasper." 

'' Indeed, and yet quite likely ; you are 
a native of these parts 

I nodded. 
And she was a child here. But tell 

me, did she like the gift ? " 
'' She valued it. Sir Jasper, because of 

the giver." 
He laughed softly. 
'' In faith," he cried, '' I find a friend 

where I thought a foe. You gave her 
my name, then ?" 

'' Sir Jasper, I am laughing at you." 
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'' Then God knows why," he said, 
flushing, ' 'except that fools laugh where 
sane men sigh. Yet, fellow, speak truly, 
where is the chain ? " 

I looked at him in his own calm man-
ner and with his tired smile. 

' 'S i r Jasper," I said, ' 'when next you 
ask the ladys hand the chain shall an-
swer." 

With this I left him and went to 
Van Burgh. 

" What are you going to do with these 
men, skipper ? " 

Van Burgh drew forth his pipe and 
watched the smoke curling upwards. 

" Let them go directly, Mostyn," he 
- answered. " Lucky for them, they in-
jured no one." 

" W h y did you capture them?" 
" They chased me here. I took them 

to teach a lesson. They will let honest 
men be in future." 
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" H o w long have they been here?" 
'' Some hours," Van Burgh returned. 

'' I feared you were in trouble, and held 
them fast till your return." 

'' Good!" I answered, turning once 
more to the prisoners. 

'' Look at them, Van Burgh," I con-
tinued; ' ' their wings trail low." 

'' Yes," Van Burgh replied ; '' they will 
trouble us little in future." 

Two men sat far from us, holding their 
faces in shadqw. 

I saw and recognised them, and a great 
thought flashed across my brain. 

' 'Van Burgh," I said, "speak low." 
" W h a t is it, Mostyn?" 
" Do you intend to free them all ?" 
"Yes, all," the skipper answered. 

" What good are they ?" 
" Tw^o may be of use." 
" I n what way?" said Van Burgh, 

" and which ? " 
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'' The two that sit in shadow/' 
Van Burgh scrutinized them. 

'' The one with the squint looks evil," 
he said. 

'' They hold a secret that may make 
us rich." 

^'And how, Mostyn ? " 
'' They know where treasure lies con-

cealed." 

Van Burgh looked in wonder through 
pale blue eyes. 

' 'Hidden treasure," he said; ''much of 
it, Mostyn ?" 

" ' T i s for them to tell, skipper." 
" I will question them," he said. 
" When the others have gone, skip-

per." 
" No, now," he returned. " I have a 

) ) plan. 

He rose and walked to the bound 

men. 

" W e are in want of hands," he said. 
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Are there any among you that will take 
service with us ? " 

Squire Empson frowned, and Sir Jas-
per sneered, but no one answered. 

' 'Well , then," the skipper cried, ' ' i f 
none are willing, I must even do as the 
Queen does. Let me see," he continued, 
going closer and examining the men. 

Squire Empson, you are rather stiff; 
and you, my gay gentleman, would 
hardly suit us. You two," he went on, 
speaking to others, "are in like case. 
But what have we here? What think 
you of these men, Mostyn ?" 

" Old sailors, if I mistake not, skip-
per." 

" True, lad; old salts by their tanned 
faces. What say you, friends ? will you 
• • " i >) jom us : 

He addressed Hiram, but received no 
answer. 

From him he turned to Salt. The 
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latter shifted uneasily, and nudged the 
former to speak, but Hiram set his lips 
in grim silence. 

' 'Well," cried Van Burgh with an oath, 
are you both dumb ? Surely 'tis a fair 

life I offer you." 
' 'They are my servants," interrupted 

s 

Squire Empson, " and I forbid them." 
Van Burgh eyed him darkly. 
" H a v e a care," he said, "that you 

come not too. For the rest, come they 
shall, even though I drag them by the 
heels across the Channel." 

The threat silenced the squire, and 
Van Burgh turned again to the men. 

" Do you consent, fellows ?" 
Hiram turned pale and bowed, and 

John Salt said, " Y e s . " 
Shortly after, the remainder were freed 

and ushered from the cave. 
At the exit Squire Empson put a finger 

to his lips, and Hiram nodded in reply. 



io8 M O S T Y N S T A Y N E 

Sir Jasper turned on the rocks outside 
and bowed to me. 

'' You have escaped twice," he said. 
' ' W e shall meet again, you and I." 

' 'Yes , " I replied; " y o u and I and 
another." 

" And pray, sir, who will the third be, 
friend or foe.^" 

" A foe, Sir Jasper; his name— 
Death." 

The courtier swung round with a laugh, 
and passed away. 
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T T was hard to make our recruits talk. 

Hiram had the cunning of a serpent, 

and John Salt masked himself in dense 

stupidity. The two of them sat nigh 

the fire on stools, the smugglers being 

ranged about them in a half-circle. 

I knew that Van Burgh might talk till 

his hair was frosted and still extract no-

thing of value from either; so with a 

meaning look I approached and took 

the matter in hand. 

'' 'Tis a cold hour this, Van Burgh," 

I said. 

The skipper drew to the fire, and bent 

down with outstretched hands. 

'''Tis, indeed," he replied. 

Is there nothing to warm us.^" 

109 
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' 'Mostyn," he answered, '^you know 
well there is." 

'' Let us have wine, skipper,—the red 
wine we took from the Spanish galleon 
at Vigo." 

At the mention of this John Salt licked 
his lips, but Hiram, with a sudden, vicious 
side-dig, drove an elbow into his ribs, 
and thus disturbed his sweet fancyings. 

W e opened wine and began to drink. 
The liquor was fine and fiery, and the 
men quaffed deeply ; but Van Burgh and 
I just wet our lips. John Salt watched 
each new bottle with sad and greedy eyes, 
and Hiram watched John Salt. Thrice 
he seemed on the edge of crying out for 
a share, but as often Hiram's elbow 
pained his ribs. 

At length I contrived to separate them, 
and the end came immediately. 

' 'Curse it a l l ! " said Sa l t ; ' 'pass the 
wine—my throat aches." 
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The bottle was handed to him readily 
enough, and he drank long and deeply. 

'' And now," said he, sighing with satis-
faction, ''speed it merrily. I've not tasted 
its like for many a long day, since " 

' 'Since when?" said a smuggler, paus-
ing half-way in a drink. 

"S ince the great captains time," John 
Salt replied. 

"What, R idd?" said I. "Come, tell 
us of Ridd." 

" H u s h ! " whispered Hiram. 
" H u s h be cursed!" cried John Salt, 

reaching for the wine; "and now for 
another kiss." 

The wine freed his tongue, and he 
talked. He told of adventures he had 
participated in, of wealth won and lives 
lost, and at last with an oath boasted of 
the treasure. 

" Hiram knows where it is," he said, in 
answer to our pressing ; " tell 'em, Hiram.'' 
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No wine reddened Hiram's lips, and 
they were set and stern. 

'' I will not," he snarled. 
' 'Then tell us what you know," I said 

to Salt. '' Hiram may be induced to 
speak afterwards." 

I only know 'tis hid in Trinidad," 
Salt answered. ' ' I 'm no scholar like 
him, and don't know the exact spot." 

Hiram smiled. 
" His story is useless," he said, " with-

out my knowledge." 
"Then," I cried, "speak before you 

are forced to speak, and tell us where 
It lies. 

" I f I find it," Hiram answered sul-
enly, "what is to be my share 

" A half for you and John Salt. Is 
that agreed. Van Burgh 

" A y , " Van Burgh shouted ; "only 
tell us all about it." 

"Curse me! take it, Hiram," said John 
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Salt ; 'tis a fourth better than the squire 
offered." 

But our lives, man," said Hiram. 
'' Ay, he saved them," John rejoined ; 

'' I remember that : but not for love of us, 
Hiram—not for love of us." 

In this way it was agreed that Hiram 
should steer us to the treasure hidden in 
Trinidad. And when we had drunk for-
tune to the project, he told a story. 

One day, sailing in the Caribbean Sea 
with Captain Ridd, we sighted a boat. 
In it was a man of Spain, pale and nigh 
dead. W e laid him on deck and filled 
his mouth with wine, and he told us that 
he was the only survivor of a galleon 
sunk a week before in a hurricane. He 
had met with great injury as the ship 
went down, several of his ribs being 
broken by a falling spar. Death was 
bleaching his face even as we looked at 
him, and all but Salt and me drew away, 

H 
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The captain and the remainder of the 
crew feared the message that sometimes 
lurks in dying eyes." 

The listeners shivered, and puffed 
solemnly at their pipes. 

They drew away," continued Hiram, 
*'and missed what we heard. 

' Come hither,' said the man ; ' bend 
down and listen.' 

'' I knelt at his right and John Salt at 
his left. 

' ' ' If I make you rich,' he whispered, 
' will you have prayers said for my soul ?' 

' ' ' Poor wretch ! he wanders,' said John 
Salt, wetting his pale lips. 

' ' ' Not so,' the dying man replied. 
' Promise to do this for my soul, and I 
shall make you rich.' 

We promised, more out of curiosity and 
to ease him than from any other motive. 

** He then told us that for many years he 
had followed the fortunes of a certain Don 
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Silvio, a Cuban gentleman of quiet ways 
and grave demeanour. 'Twas said that 
this Don Silvio suffered from reverses in-
flicted in his youth. Of the nature of 
these, however, the man knew nothing.. 

'' In his master s room, the Spaniard 
said, was a box fashioned of perfumed 
wood, marbled in its markings, and bound 
with gold. One day, while he stood 
admiring this, Don Silvio came upon him. 

' Beautiful as is this casket,' said the 
gentleman, ' the treasure it holds had 
once, and deserves yet, a still more beau-
tiful one.' Afterwards he told the servant 
some little history of the box. 

He informed him that the treasure 
it contained was the gift of a chaste and 
lovely lady, who died in maidenhood. * In 
life,' Don Silvio said, *she would not part 
v/ith it, though many a prince and soldier 
besought her.' Lying on her death-bed, 
she sent for the grave gentleman, and to 
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him consigned it as a legacy, bidding him, 
if he wished, to possess it at her death. 
She died, and he brought this box of 
marbled markings that was banded with 
gold. Then all that summer day he wan-
dered in a garden among roses, and at 
night closed the treasure in its casket. 

'̂All through his years he bore it from 
place to place, and at length to Cuba. 
Here he sickened, but suddenly summoned 
new strength and sailed for Trinidad. 
There, under a locust tree and nigh a 
cowled head, Don Silvio buried the trea-
sure in the servant's seeing, making him 
promise never to reveal it. Ere the ship 
sailed from Trinidad, Don Silvio died, and 
was buried on the island, not so far from 
its hiding-place but^ that he could hear 
the tread of those that came to disturb 
it." 

In this Vv̂ ay Hiram finished, having 
spoken in strange tones that suggested 
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dreams and faint happenings in distant 
lands. 

' 'Curious story," said Van Burgh ; ' 'but 
did the man give you no directions ?" 

"Yes, exact ones," Hiram answered, 
tapping his forehead, and smiling mean-
ingly. " They are written here, and now 
you must be careful to preserve the page." 

"Fea r no hurt," I sa id; "but how 
fared the man ? " 

" 111," Hiram replied ; " he died, and we 
sent him over." 

" Good ! " exclaimed Van Burgh ; " but 
one word more. Does any other man 
know of this secret ? " 

" None knows enough to serve him," 
Hiram replied; " nor should you, if John 
Salt kissed less this red maid in crystal." 

He raised a flowing glass and drained 
it, and when he set it down we rose, for 
a wind had begun to blow. 

I wrote some hasty words, acquainting 
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Cassandra with our purpose, and Van 

Burgh did the same by Betty. These 

we entrusted to a smuggler's son to de-

liver safely, and then, spreading our sails, 

steered for Trinidad, in search of the 

priceless prize that the lovely lady of 

Spain bequeathed to Don Silvio. 
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IN due time we reached the island, and 
coasted it far as the Gulf of Paria. 

One afternoon, when the west was red 
with sunset, we ran in shore and reached 
a little cove as the first star burned. 

Here dropping anchor, we crowded 
Hiram at the helm with many questions. 

Some asked him where the prize lay 
concealed, under which tree among the 
many that we saw, and in what direction. 
Others pushed him for a near estimate 
as to its value. 

To the first Hiram answered,— 
'' Peace; if the Spaniard's story be true, 

we shall find it in good time. His di-
rections are simple." 

To the others he said,— 
119 
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I know nothing of its value, except 

what was told me. What was rich 

enough to tempt rich men must surely 

be of great worth." 

Little sleep had most of us. All night 

we sat and talked, or watched the stars 

fall, or listened to the tide sobbing in 

the mangroves. Those who closed their 

eyes had splendid dreams. Some saw 

rubies and pearls, and one dreamer drew 

bar after bar of gold from the brown 

entanglement of many roots. 

Next morning we were ready with the 

sun to begin our quest, and, arming our-

selves with a spade and mattock, pulled 

ashore. Food and wine in abundance we 

carried with us, intending that our new 

fortune should have generous christening. 

We landed, and Hiram [)ointed to a 

[)eak that towered high. 

"There away," he cried, 'Mies the 

treasurer" 
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Forward," said Van Burgh ; '' let us 
waste no time." 

' ' S t a y ! " Hiram replied; ' 'one word 
more." 

" Speak on," said Van Burgh. 
" I f I find this treasure," Hiram an-

swered, " you all agree that Salt and I 
are to have one half ? " 

Van Burgh stamped impatiently, but 
said nothing. 

" Answer," said Hiram, " yes or no ? " 
" F i n d it first," Van Burgh replied; 

" we will talk afterwards." 
" Y e s or no, skipper.^" Hiram in-

sisted; " n o answer, no treasure." 
" There are eight of us here, exclu-

sive of you and John Salt," pleaded Van 
Burgh. "Think, good Hiram, is it right 
that we should have but half between 
us : 

" Without me you shall have none," 
said Hiram. 
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'' Give him his terms, skipper," I cried. 
W e must abide by our promise." 
' 'Wha t must be, must be," said Van 

Burgh in a low voice. '' Lead on, 
Hiram." 

The men cheered, and we moved for-
ward. The air was soft and warm : 
green trees made green light everywhere, 
and mosses were emerald. Birds, no 
bigger than a thumbnail, showered from 
spray to spray, like a splash of gems. 
On a tree to one side, with golden sun-
light on him, a serpent coiled along a 
branch. Our feet sank deep in brown 
leaves, dead wood and moss, and far off 
I heard a waterfall. 

After a couple of hours' steady going, 
Hiram paused. Straight above us 
towered the peak, and he raised a hand 
and pointed. ' 'Van Burgh," he cried, 
" the rock there, what does it resem-
ble ?" 
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By my soul," said Van Burgh, gazing 
long and steadfastly at the object indi-
cated, 'tis strangely like a monk's 
head." 

' ' Just so," Hiram replied; ' 'the Span-
iard called it the ' cowled monk.' " 

" Then we are near, Hiram," cried 
Van Burgh, rubbing his hands, " near 
the treasure that will make us rich." 

" W e are," Hiram answered. "Mark 
you the tree to the right of the cowled 
monk " 

" The great, green tree with the with-
ered limb, Hiram ? " 

" Even so," answered Hiram ; " the 
vSpaniard said to dig directly under the 
tree at a spot one yard from the trunk." 

We waited for no more, but ran for-
ward and paused breathless at the foot 
of the locust tree, nigh the " cowled head." 

When our breaths returned, we danced 
here and there, partly in delight and 
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partly in impatience, and laughed and 
whistled ; and one man ran round thrice 
in a circle. But this man ran no more 
than three times, for the reason that he 
stumbled on a grave. 

W e measured a yard from the tree's 
base, and two men fought for a mattock. 
Meanwhile John Salt had fallen on his 
knees, and was trying to tear the soil 
with his hands. But a fourth man, 
noticing this, ran in and rolled him over, 
and set to in the place, digging deeply 
with his nails, crying out the while with 
great oaths that he alone should fmd the 
treasure, and bidding us at intervals 
stand off for the love of God and let 
him find it. 

Hiram skulked apart, watching the 
scene with a pale face, and gnawing at 

l̂is under lip. 
' 'Have no fear," I said to him; ' 'you 

shall have your fair share." 
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' ' I s that s o ? " he cried, squeezing his 
beard. ' ' D o you say so too, skipper?" 

" We have given our word," Van Burgh 
replied. " W h a t more can we d o ? " 

" Make way, then," cried he, seizing 
the mattock; "and now for the great 
treasure." 

We grouped about in a circle, and 
" t h u d " went the mattock. The earth 
turned up mossy above and brown be-
neath, and netted with tender little roots 
that the blade had cleft. At every blow 
we strained forward, rising as Hiram 
raised the mattock and crouching as he 
let it fall; so eager were we that a good 
blow should be struck. 

Deep and deeper the seeker dug, and 
at intervals some one would cry out that 
he heard a clink as of metal striking 
metal. Then all would be hushed 
breathing till Hiram cleared the pit and 
gave the lie to the man's ears. 
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And now Hiram began to tire, the 

sweat pouring down his face the while 

he dealt aimless, random blows with 

neither strength nor life in them. At 

every stroke a hand went out to relieve 

him of his work. 

Hiram answered these offers with scowls 

and curses, till at last, tired of his feeble 

efforts, I stepped in and sought to relieve 

him. 

'' You are done, Hiram," I said; '' I 

shall go deeper." 

No, no," he cried in a half sob, you 

shall not; I will find it." 

At this the sailors murmured. 

''Take it. Master Stayne," said they ; 

''he will keep us here all day." 

But Van Burgh interposed. 

" Let him dig," he said meaningly ; "he 

may dig a grave." 

But at length our interest failed, and 

we turned away with lack - lustre eyes. 
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Some thrust their hands deep in their 
pockets, and bowed their heads that the 
rest might not see their disappointment, 
or note their dejected faces. Others 
sneered; and John Salt cursed al 
Spaniards as liars. 

At this moment came the clink of 
metals grazing, and in an instant every 
eye was rivetted on the pit. Hiram was 
there on his hands and knees, rooting at 
the soil, crumbling it nervously between 
his fingers, and brushing it this way and 
that. At length he gave a great cry, 
and the crew pressed in. 

'' Keep them back, Mostyn Stayne! 
back with them, skipper! " 

He scraped the earth aside and showed 
a ring. Thrusting a finger through this, 
he tugged till the earth gave and disclosed 
a box. It was fastened with golden bands, 
and was about six inches in length, and as 
many in depth and breadth. 
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'' Hurrah ! hurrah ! " the sailors cried ; 
'' the treasure ! the treasure ! " 

Hiram held the box at his breast with 
his left arm, and with the sleeve of his 
right polished it. In the centre of the 
top was a golden plate. On the plate 
Spanish words were inscribed. 

' 'Read them, Hiram, in English," I 
said. 

Then we listened w îth hungry ears 
while he read and translated : — 

^'Herein lies the gift that a lovely lady 
Could not give in life, but gave in deaths 
To one who loved her!' 

'' Take this sword," said Van Burgh, 
' 'and prise it open, but gendy and without 
harm ; for 'tis a pretty casket." 

Hiram knelt on one knee and placed 
the box on the other ; then fixing the 
sword-point in position, gave a turn to 
his wrist, and the lid flew up. 
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He bowed his face so long and grew so 
pale and looked so strangely into the box, 
that none of us could speak aloud, nor 
even move, for the matter of that, his 
manner having so much mystery. At 
length the spell grew easy. 

' 'What is it, Hi ram?" some one 
whispered. 

He did not answer on the instant, but 
lifted his face. 

'' Leaves," he said slowly; '' dead rose-
leaves—that is all." 

' 'Shift them aside," cried John Salt; 
" they hide something." 

" But do it gently, Hiram," I added ; 
" the treasure may be fragile, and easy to 
break." 

' ' 'Twas broken long ago," cried Hiram, 
" for by my soul—look here—a human 
heart! " 

And such it was. I gave a look and 
turned away ; but a heavy odour of myrrh 
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and scented oils came up and followed 
me. 

And shortly after, with regret rather 
than disappointment, we prepared to leave 
the spot. John Salt was for taking the 
box, and a smuggler supported the pro-
posal, but to this I would not agree. 

'' Hiram," I said, '' hand it to me till I 
replace it." 

I placed it in its grave, and raked the 
mould above it, and stamped it fast. 
Then I smoothed mosses overhead ; and 
all this I did with my thoughts on Cas-
sandra, and for loves sake. Ere night, 
many miles divided us from the grave, the 
casket, and the ''Cowled Head." 
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T ^ O R a brief while after I led a happy, 

Hstless life, keeping away from 

Empson Hall when I was not at sea ; 

for Cassandra would not have me run 

the risk of going there to see her. 

On the rocks near the cave was a little 

grotto, and thither she came to cheer me 

v/ith her love. I drew apart from the 

smugglers and sat with her, and sweeter 

uses fell to my lips than those of drinking 

strong liquors and swearing great oaths. 

I think that, being taken then and 

moulded rightly, I had made as good a 

man as any in England. My love could 

sway me with a lightest breath. Beneath 

her spell I saw old things newly. The 

wild beast within me seemed caged, and 

131 
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to dwindle ; the God-in-man, that I have 
seen often in divers men, thrilled me with 
great desires. I have sailed many seas 
since then, and carried a flag that even 
England feared, through tides that seldom 
wake had whitened, but never saw such 
beauty on the wave as when with Cas-
sandra I gazed on the sea by moon-
light. 

Many a time I held her hair, light 
brown, that lay like silk on my fingers, 
and looked on the sea and dreamt. It 
seemed that somewhere far off great deeds 
might be done. I dreamt of fighting 
hordes with a single arm in defence of 
the right. I built up grievous wrongs 
that my sword might have noble work. 
But always my dreams faded; I came 
back to the treasure I had found, and 
patted Cassandra's hair. 

Yet an end came to this also. Why, 
I do not know. I have found, in a life of 
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frequent trials, that ever as I tip-toed to 
reach the ripened fruit, a serpent, coiled 
along the branch, has met my hand with 
poisoned fangs. 

One night Cassandra did not come. I 
returned to my cave, and, wrapped in 
silence, watched Hiram and John Salt, 
who were now our boon companions, 
throwing dice. Next night she was again 
absent. I waited some hours in the dark, 
grinding my teeth with impatience, and 
savage with heart hunger. At length I 
drew my sword and struck a stroke in the 
air, to see how my muscles played. 

' ' I f she come not to-morrow night," I 
said, '' I will see her though Squire 
Empson and Sir Jasper stand between." 

The third night the moon was shrouded. 
I made way round the foot of the cliffs, 
till, nearing the pile of rocks where we 
kept tryst, my heart forsook me, and I 
paused. Had Cassandra proved faithless. 
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and was it true, then, this that I heard, 
that no woman is loyal ? 

The sea beat on the hard, green rocks, 
and the moon neared a rift of cloud. I said, 
'' I shall make a compact here with God, 
or with Fate, or with the Wisdom that is 
above man, and the sea will be my wit-
ness." 

' 'Give me this woman," I said, ' 'and I 
will do no man wrong.' 

Now there followed on the saying of 
this a curious thing. The moon filled the 

I 

rift, and silver light floated around. A joy 
like old wine warmed me. 

"This," I cried, " is God's answer: it is 
a winsome presage." 

Then, as I stood, there arose a sound 
not of the sea, and something sailed by 
me. A little cloud wafted from the cliff 
top, and I fell into shadow, drew my 
sword, and made ready. 

Nothing appeared, and the moon being 
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in cloud again, I went on and came to the 
tryst. 

' 'Cassandra," I said, ' 'are you here?'^ 
" I am," she answered. 
Her voice trembled through me with a 

strange, sweet sensation. I had expected 
silence, and here was my love. I caught 
her in my arms, and danced and sang for 
very joy. 

" God be praised that you have come!" 
I said. 

" It is indeed a good thing to say," she 
added. 

" And why, my love ? " 
" Speak low, Mostyn. I have a pain 

here, and it is heavy as lead." 
She laid her hand on her heart, and 

leant on my shoulder. 
" W h a t troubles you, Cassandra?" 
" I had a dream last night," she an-

swered ; "bu t it is not only that.'' 
She paused, and placed an arm about me. 
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I dreamt, dear love," she continued, 

*'that a man builds sin by sin, the doom 

that shall crush him. I saw you far away 

in another land. I knew that it must be 

far away, for it was alien—alien in all 

things. Around you was bright, red light, 

but still you fled, and fear was stamped 

on your reverted face. With many others 

I watched you, and I heard one say, ' It is 

his sins that pursue.' 

'' Then I asked him that spoke : ' Shall 

Mostyn escape ?' 

'' I was answered, and I shuddered. 

' ' ' Never,' the voice replied. 

' ' ' Oh, strange and sad,' I said, ' that 

alone of all the world he should be set 

apart for this.' 

'' But the voice answered : ' Nay, it is 

the fate of all. Each soul flees some dark 

pursuer.' 

'' ' How comes it,' I asked, ' that he who 

knew no fear fears so much ?' 
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'' ' Because he knows the deathlessness 
of that he flees, and that under the sun 
nought can avail him/ 

'' ' How should he know ?' 
'' ' He hath gathered them.' 
'' ' And what are they that he hath 

gathered ? ' 
'' But the voice replied from far off, and 

the word it uttered came to me and faded, 
and I forgot." 

Cassandra pressed close, and trembled. 
Long after, drifting in a dead calm on 

tropic waters, I felt the same tremors, and 
recalled her emotion. As I stood dream-
ing on deck, my sloop suddenly shivered, 
and rattled every shroud, as though an 
unseen hand had grasped her keel and 
shaken her. Looking over the side, I saw 
a faint smokiness in the depths. Dying 
fish rose to the surface, their red gills 
gaping, and a fluttering in their fins. 

Laying my lips on my lady's cheek, I 
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said some sweet words to her. I told her 
to fear no dream—that such a dream as 
hers was a little shadow meant to show 
the sunlight. But, for all my talk, she 
shuddered, and remained unhappy. At 
length she spoke again. 

'' Mostyn," she said, '' I have been 
thinking of our love. I fear it can bring 
us no happiness." 

Cassandra ! " I replied, choking a sue-
den wrath, and pushing her away. ' ' I s 
it of Sir Jasper that you think ? " 

' 'Nay," she answered; " d o not be so 
bitter.' 

" O f what, then?' I said; " o f the fine 
life he offers ? " 

" Oh, no," she cried, and her voice was 
wet as the wind that comes from a grey 
sky when rain is near. 

" No, Mostyn," she continued ; " love is 
the fine thing I covet. But kiss me and 
be calm, and let me tell you." 
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I drew her close to me, and held my 
face to hers. 

'' Forgive me, Cassandra," I whispered, 
'' and speak on." 

'' It seems to me," she answered, '' that 
in every age certain couples are not meant 
to meet. If they do, a great wrong is 
done, and blood, perhaps, is spilt." 

'' Why, Cassandra," I laughed, patting 
her hair the while, ' ' if this be all, 'tis a 
silly fear. For the rest you are mine and 
I am yours, and, come what will, we go 
together." 

She did not answer, and a trouble still 
vexed her. 

Then, even as I held her, she suddenly 
sprang from my arms, as a bird springs 
from a careless hand. She turned and 
touched me with eager, outstretched arm, 
and I heard her breathing quick and low. 

'' Mostyn," she said, in the lowest of 
whispers, ' 'did you hear.^" 
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' 'Nay," I answered ; ' 'hear what, Cas-
sandra ? " 

"Oh, speak low, Mostyn." 
She crept to my side, and sitting there 

within the circle of my arm, became easy 
once again. 

" It was as of some one jumping from a 
height to the sand." 

" I t may have been a stone falling, Cas-
sandra." 

" I t may, " she answered, sighing her 
relief; "and yet there is something I have 
not told that I must tell you now." 

Then she revealed the reason of her 
absence on the two preceding nights. 
She had been closely watched by her 
guardian. Squire Empson, and Sir Jasper 
suspected her of meeting me. The squire 
had sworn to shoot me dead at sight. 

And now, as I listened to Cassandra, I 
thought of the moonlit patch, the compact 
I had offered, and the gun that answered 
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from the cliff. But of this as yet I said 
nothing. 

'' So you see, Mostyn, our trouble is 
growing. You do not know how they 
watch. If they trap us together, they wil 
kill you and shame me into marriage." 

'' Be not too sure, Cassandra," I replied ; 
'' tŵ o may have a word in that. But how 
comes it that you have dusted their eyes 
to-night ?" 

'' Speak low," she whispered. 
I bent down and kissed her. 
After a long silence she spoke again. 
'' I left the Hall early," she said, '' and 

came hither by a straight path. I knew I 
was followed, for on a tree behind a bird 
alit, but shortly after rose in alarm and 
flew off. I came to a rock, and, looking 
towards your cave, waited there, watching 
and pretending to weep. At last, as 
though resigning hope, I made a way back 
to the Hall, entered my chamber, and lit a 
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lamp. When all was quiet, I crept out, 

letting the light burn, and hurried here. 

Pray God I have not been watched again." 

' 'You have," I said, ''and you must 

never return. Our vessel goes to France 

to-night, and to-morrow we must be 

beyond their reach." 

" Why hurry ? " she asked, for, though 

she loved me, she had a maid's reluctance. 

Then I told her of the attempt on my 

life, and being closely questioned of what 

I was doing when it happened, and so 

revealed my compact. 

She did not laugh, but pressed wet 

lashes to my forehead. 

" Mostyn," she vowed, " I will go with 

you, and everywhere you go I will go 

too." 

I pause, and set down my quill. One 

of the strange, half-human creatures that 

abide in this land came to the cave en-

trance but now, and peered in at me with 
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grave, questioning eyes. Then, as it saw 
my motions, it turned and bounded off. 
I watched it speed by tree and boulder, 
but sooner than should be it was lost to 
sight. 

Aly eyes are ageing. They do not see 
as they have seen. Yet even at their 
best the memory of that night had power 
to blind them. Now I must pause and 
clear the blur, and tell of an event that 
gapped my soul more deeply than ever 
sword or shot wounded my flesh. 

' 'Come, my love," I said; 'Met us 
haste." 

She rose and followed me. I walked 
from behind the rock and took a step 
into the open. Then it seemed a star 
burst in front, and Cassandra fell without 
a murmur, brushing me in her fall. 

I looked at her, and was dazed. From 
her I looked to two men, a smoking gun 
in the hands of one. 
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I took another step, and knew them 
both. 

' 'Squire Empson," I said, ' 'you have 
killed Cassandra, and now I will kill you." 

So w^hile he racked his brains for the 
why and wherefore of such fatal happen-
ing, I sent my blade amongst them, and 
Squire Empson sank down dead. 

I turned to the other : it was my rival, 
Sir Jasper Mason. 

" Y o u are his fellow," I said. "Pea-
cock, it is not at court only that they 
breed men. Out with your sword ! " 

He complied, saying nothing. I do 
not remember how he stood, or in what 
fashion he made attack. Once I saw fire 
fly when our swords touched and flew off. 
Then I grew dazed, and fought mechani-
cally, for my soul was drenched wuth 
bitterness. 

Why he did not press the fight then, 
when he might have ended it, I do not 
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know. Something feline, I imagine, this 

fine gentleman had in him. Perhaps he 

played with me for sweet satisfaction. 

However, whether it was this in him or 

that, I fought, fell, and gave no opening, 

even with straying wits. This much, at 

east, I know, that I awoke from the re-

gret that filled my eyes with salt and 

choked my throat without wound or 

bracket, and with a sudden lightning 

stroke laid him dead at my feet. 

I had killed two men within the hour. 

Failing that, I had killed myself. I knelt 

beside my love and pressed a hand to 

her heart. It was still, and my fingers 

grew moist. I lifted her, and treading on 

the dead men, passed through darkness to 

the smugglers' cave. Entering, I laid my 

burden on the floor. 

'' Rouse up! " I cried to the sleeping 

men; ''rouse up and look!" 

They turned on their couches, muttering 

K 
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oaths and smacking lips, as though they 
sat at wine. 

Yet when they were roused and saw 
the dead girl, they leaned on their elbows, 
and Hiram said, '' Mostyn Stayne, who 
did this ?" 

' 'Tha t is your question," I answered, 
'' and it is a little one. It matters only 
to you who did it, while my heart bleeds 
because it has been done." 

They were silent, and said no more. 
Then in the lanthorn light, leaning on my 
blade, I told them the facts, and the while 
they gaped. I said few words, and Van 
Burgh, reaching for his pipe, lit it. 

' ' A bad night—a bad night for you, 
Mostyn Stayne," he said. ' 'You've lost 
a winsome girl." 

The tears welled in my eyes, but I 
forced them back, and words came in a 
bitter rush. 

" I have lost everything,'' I said. " I 
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am a broken man. I said to God, ' Give 

me this woman, and I will do no man 

wrong/ Was that much to ask?" 

I waited for no reply, but bowed my 

head that they might not see the mist 

through which I saw. 

'' From this out," I continued, '' I know 

neither God nor country. Help me bury 

this dead woman." 

Van Burgh rose slowly. 

'' Light lanthorns," he said, '' get 

spades, and let us give the girl decent 

burial." 
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Ho w to tell of after happenings I do 

not know. It is not pleasant to 

lay open one's heart, even though no 

eyes see. Poaching in Empson Woods 

one day, I shot a rabbit. I ran to catch 

it, but it crept into a burrow and was 

lost. I came that way next morn, hoping 

to find it in the open. Peeping through 

brush, I saw something forgotten till now. 

Two rabbits were drawing a third from 

the burrow, and it was dead. They 

carried it a full yard, and left it. So 

through all things there runs a desire to 

be rid of their dead. It is not good to 

treasure funeral wreaths, or to look in-

ward and view dead thoughts—memories 

that should be sepulchred far from our 

148 
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eyes, and deeds, one time fair, but now 

foul. 

•Vly life is crowded with events—some 

worthy of record, others insignificant. 

Only the strangest find place in this narra-

tive. Perhaps I miss the great point in 

omitting what seem of less importance. 

Yet my time is limited, and I must not 

loiter. 

I was a smuggler for some months after 

Cassandra's death, reading red beacons by 

night, and by day lying low in hidden 

coves. This was a fine and easy life ; 

yet somehow it ill-suited me. I had a 

taste for wild doings against odds, and of 

these a smuggler s life offered few. How-

ever, the day I longed for dawned at last. 

One night there was a merry-making at 

a farmer's house some miles inland. To 

it went Van Burgh and several of the 

crew, leaving me with Hiram and John 

Salt in charge of the lugger. 
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Hiram read in the cabin, John Salt 
was forward smoking, and I walked the 
deck. It was dark as pitch, with not 
a star above. The sea was sable, save 
where the roll of it, cleft by the vessel's 
cutwater, foamed on either board. 

The air was heavy and warm, and no 
breath of wind disturbed the smoke from 
Salt's mouth ; but in the darkness it 
gathered in a fold, and lifted slowly. 
The lugger rose and fell to the even 
range that ran landward. 

I walked to and fro with lowered head. 
The past pressed heavy on my heart, and 
the remembrance of all I had missed was 
bitter as gall. 

I think all men respect some law— 
God s or man's. I, however, warred with 
restraint, and met the mention of His 
name with a sneer or an oath. Man s 
power I laughed at. 

There comes to my cave, even as I sit 
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waiting, a loathsome thing. In shape it 

is like the great lizard of the Nile, but of 

a length not more than four feet. After 

each of my meals it creeps in from the 

sunshine, and crawls hither and thither 

through the semi-twilight, thrusting a 

snake-tongue, forked and crimson, to left 

and right in search of remnants. A thing 

like this was my soul, and such a thing 

— I shudder to think—perhaps it still 

remains. It left the sunlight for a place 

of gloom, and, loathsome to behold, wan-

dered there. 

But to my story. 

The rocks lay a half-mile to the stern 

of us, and through the great blackness 

their outline was indiscernible. A s I 

stood a moment trying to distinguish 

them, John Salt finished his pipe and 

lounged forward. 

It is very black, Stayne," he 'said. 

'' What do you make of it ?" 
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" Heavy rain before dawn," I replied ; 

'' nothing more." 

Salt struck his pipe on the gunwale, 

and the crimson embers lay where they 

fell. 

'' Tis very still," he said, looking at 

them; 'Mike a calm before a gale." 

'' I think it only means rain," I re-

peated. 

'' I have seen a lot of weather," he said, 

'' but never anything like this. Above 

is not a star, and yet, Stayne, the sky is 

cloudless." 

' ' I t may be fog," I suggested. 

" Fog would make us cold," he re-

turned ; '' one can tell fog by the feel of 

it." 

Suddenly the embers on the rail red-

dened. Salt noticed this, and turned his 

head. 

"L i s ten ! " he said. " I s that thun-

der 
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'' Wind, Salt; a thousand gales in one 
'' Down ! down ! " he cried ; '' down for 

your life!" 
We fell on deck, and the lugger 

seemed to sink beneath us ; a roar passed 
through the rigging that was succeeded 
by a crash. Our mast had gone down 
before the wind. My head was crushed 
downward, as though beneath a mighty 
weight. I felt that the vessel had been 
torn from her moorings and was flying 
through darkness, in what direction I 
could not gather brains to think. I felt 
her struggling in confusion, as she pitched 
from sea to sea; but, lying there in abject 
impotence, could do nothing to steady her. 

W e were shortly soaked by wave-crests 
that the wind in its course cleft and hurled 
on deck, and we lay so for how^ many 
hours I could not reckon. In time it 
grew bitter cold, and still the darkness 
stayed. 
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At length came a lull, and we raised 
our heads and looked about. 

From what we could see the lugger 
was a sheer wreck, having neither mast 
nor stay remaining. John Salt crept to 
me, and laid a hand on my shoulder. 

Mostyn," he said, '' look yonder; 
what is that hastening through the air ? " 

I looked skyward, and descried a dim, 
white patch flying through the night. 
For the moment I was unable to account 
for it, but afterwards concluded it to be a 
sail blown from the ropes of some ship 
caught in the great wind. 

'VIorning broke on a confused sea that 
treated the lugger as a cork. Well for 
us that she was a light, buoyant creature ; 
for I have never seen aught to compare 
with that sea. It was a picture of the 
deep in convulsion, gulfed and ridged and 
patched with yellow spume. 

On a sullen slope I saw green grass, 
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and in the deep of a wave strewn hay, 
borne thither from some English farm. 
In the distance rose and fell the long 
mast of a ship, wrecked in the night. 

We crawled to the cabin and found 
Hiram crouched in a corner. His eyes 
were wild, and, as we entered, he looked 
at us with fear on his face, as though he 
dreaded dire news. We sat nigh him, 
listening to the seas seething by. 

This way and that the little craft rolled 
and pitched, till our hands were cramped 
with the long grip imposed on them, and 
our muscles sore with their tension. 

Towards night a sea broke aboard, 
and all through the darkness washed up 
and down the cabin. It was a fearsome 
thing to sit and hear the wind howling 
without and the water racing within. 
We clambered to a bunk, and, setting our 
feet against a board, braced ourselves to 
endure the black night. 
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About midnight the wind began to die ; 
but death came to it hard and wofully. 
It sighed through every chink, and sobbed 
and wailed along the deck; and so it 
mourned the night long, while the racing 
seas seethed and seethed. 

At dawn, after sipping wine and nib-
bling biscuits, ŵ e ascended to the deck. 
The sea was smoother, and the wind had 
fallen to a slight, fitful breeze. The sun 
was hidden, though no clouds were in 
the sky, but only a thick, red mist, like 
smoke tinted with fire. The horizon 
was foreshortened, and all around this 
heavy haze gathered sea and sky in one. 
What it was—smoke, or fog, or dust— 
we could not say, none of us having seen 
its like before. 

We did not know our whereabouts. 
The wind had blown us into an unguessed 
region, and the haze that hid the sun 
kept us there. 
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AL L day we remained on deck, wait-
ing for a wind to clear the sky ; 

but no wind blew, and as night drew 
down the haze thickened. And now 
came a sense of suffocation. 

When we opened our mouths to talk^ 
the air flowed in and filled them with 
thickness, and our throats itched, so that 
we coughed without cessation. A deaf-
ness clogged our ears, and one could not 
hear the other talk, but only^ guessed a 
meaning from the motion of his lips. 

At night a dreadful darkness fell. It 
seemed as if the stars had been quenched ; 
and, strange to tell, the cold passed away, 
and insufferable warmth ensued. We 
threw aside our clothes, and stood gasp-
ing in semi-nakedness. 

157 
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At length Hiram descended and called 
us to follow him. We did not hear his 
voice at first, so deaf were we, and he 
shouted, and then we heard him crying, 
as from an infinite distance. He remained 
at the gangway, coughing and heaving, 
till we joined him. 

We drew to a table, pale and silent, 
listening to the washing waters, and fear-
ing other sounds. Wine could not thaw 
our spirits, and we wet our lips and 
pushed it from us. After a time I tired 
of the pale faces that looked into mine 
and^ the deadly stillness that surrounded 
us, and rose and went on deck. 

I walked the vessel's length twice or 
thrice before I felt the first drop on my 
hand. I looked upward, and a heavy 
splash fell on my forehead. It was rain-
ing, and we breathed easier. It was an 
uncanny rain, that fell in thick and heavy 
drops, soft and strangely warm. It wet 
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us, but we did not think of shelter. On 
the other hand, the night being so in-
tolerably close, we rather relished the 
slight coolness that the shower brought. 
When tired out with standing, we stretched 
ourselves on deck, with upturned faces; 
and now, strange to say, the deafness 
went away, and we coughed no more. 

'' Mostyn Stayne," said Hiram sud-
denly, ' 'did blood ever dry on your 
hands ? " 

'' 'Tis a strange question," I answered. 
'^Why do you a s k ? " 

'' I will tell you that directly," he re-
turned, '' when you have answered me/' 

' ' I t did," I replied, "twice or thrice." 
" A n d how did it feel?" 
" Y o u are right," I rejoined ; "this rain 

feels strangely like it." 
" 'Tis a thick, warm, dirty rain," said 

John Salt, "and tastes like clay. I have 
never seen its like." 
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My hands would be wet one minute 
and dry another. The rain clogged them, 
gluing the fingers and filling the lines of 
the palm with something that grew un-
bearable as it dried. I clenched and 
unclenched both hands, and wondered 
what had come on the rain to tease so 
strangely. If I turned either cheek from 
it, the flesh dried quickly, but where it 
dried felt stiff and drawn, as with the 
salt stain of recent tears. The hair 
drooped on my forehead in a clammy, 
matted mass, that sickened me to touch. 

W e could not sleep, and talked little. 
At length John Salt, desiring to smoke, 
went below with the intention of filling 
a pipe. This was near dawn, and I 
judged he had just reached the cabin, 
when, with a low, awful cry, he ran up 
the steps and stumbled along the deck. 

'' Get up," he cried, '' both of you, and 
come below and see! " 
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'' Why ? " said Hiram, rising on an 
elbow, and half screaming. '' What's 
amiss r 

^̂  God's world!" cried John Salt. 
' 'Come below, come quick!" 

He took Hiram's arm, and raised him. 
I followed, and so we entered the cabin. 
A lanthorn swun^ from a beam. o 

John Salt led the way, muttering to 
himself, as though his mind had been 
wrecked; and as he came beneath the 
lanthorn, I paused, and held my breath in 
wonder. 'Twas not the man's laugh, nor 
his curse, nor his upraised arm that held 
me so, but only the red rose-tint on his 
shoulder. I clutched Hiram, and John 
Salt turned full about, and we started 
back together, crying out in amazement. 

He was red from tip to toe, wet with 
dreadful red. His hair and face and 
hands and chest were stained sanguine, 
nothing being else but his dark eyes. 
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' 'What have you done, John S a l t ? " 
said Hiram. " What dark and guilty 
deed, you miserable man ? " 

For an answer, the other looked at 
him and laughed. Raising a finger, he 
pointed towards Hiram's beard, and I 
followed the finger, and drew apart. 
Every dark hair dripped red. 

Startled, and with half-averted eyes, I 
raised my hands and looked at them, then 
turned and rushed away, painted as I 
was like my fellows in that rich and 
awful hue. 

T o me shortly after came the others 
and sat beside. The dreadful rain poured 
through the dark, and with set lips, lest 
a drop should stain our tongues, we held 
silence. At times we swept the circle 
for a sign of dawn, but saw none, and 
each man feared within himself no dawn 
would come again. 

At length, wearied out, I drooped for-
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ward and fell asleep, and that timely re-
lease, I think, saved me from madness. 

I awoke with a voice ringing in my 
ears. 

'' Wreck, ahoy! " it cried ; '' ahoy, 
there!" 

I started up and saw a stately sloop a 
ship's length from the wreck, rising and 
falling on the wave. The morning light 
was on her, and revealed a strange and 
splendid sight. 

Her sails were red, her ropes were 
beaded, as with rubies, her sides ran 
blood. At every roll she showed a 
glistening deck, on which guns were 
mounted. A flag—of what nation I did 
not know—trailed from her stern. And 
it too had been soaked by that red rain, 
or rain of blood, that followed the great 
wind many years ago. 



XIV 

A GAIN, and while we looked in fear 
^ ^ and wonder, the voice rang out 
from the red ship and hailed us. Then 
we told them who we were, and how 
wrecked, caring not to hide either our 
names or our occupation; for we had 
been so wrought on by things beyond 
nature that we cared Httle what befell. 

In answer, the sloop lowered a boat 
and carried us aboard. We stood on her 
deck, and the crew, dark fellows with 
black, bushy brows and beards, grouped 
about and eyed us curiously. 

I drew myself together and turned from 
one to another, a challenge in my eyes. 
Never yet did I behold a strong man, 
but that worthiness of thew and muscles, 
called strength, stirred strangely within 

164 



M O S T Y N S T A Y N E 165 

me. A grey old man, six feet or more In 
height, came forward and addressed me. 

'' Smuggler, your life is in our hands," 
he said. 

It is yours," I answered; *'take it, if 
you care to." 

'' Nay," he returned ; '' it is not our way. 
We take no lives, except in fair fight." 

" Yet," I made answer, '' I may be 
wrong; but if this be a king's ship, 'tis 
your duty to uphold king's law." 

' ' B y my oath," he cried, laughing, '"'tis 
good, is't not, my men ? " 

They laughed in return, and answered, 
'' Indeed and indeed it is, skipper." 

' ' In lamb's clothing, eh, lads ? " said he. 
" Y e s , skipper, and yet a sea wolf." 
I stood confused, wondering where the 

jest lay, and finding neither food nor 
mood for laughter in what they made 
merry over. At length the skipper 
turned to me, his eyes still glistening. 
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'' Smuggler, I am my own king, and 
we have no law save to share fairly 
wealth won and the blood that wins it." 

"Then this is no warship?" I asked. 
' ' I t is," he answered; ' 'a ship at war 

with all." 
' 'Your name, good sir?" 
" The Derring Do!' 
I started, every limb thrilling with new 

joy. 
" Ah, God be thanked that sent you 

this way, master! Here is Mostyn 
Stayne, heart and hand at your vservice." 

"Good," he replied; "we are a tall 
crew, and I, by an inch, the tallest. It 
seems, however, at length, I've found a 
taller man. To tell you truly, I like that 
little. Yet you have a gallant manner and 
brave eyes, and these things glamour that." 

" I am glad to be of this vessel," I 
said, " for on the seas no ship moves 
but sees the Der^nng Do in every rising 
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sail. It is a name that makes the mer-
chant pale." '' Yes," cried the skipper, 
well pleased with my words, ^^ours is a 
great name. Will you join us ? " 

We consented gladly, and so came to 
serve on the free ship Derring Do, I 
thought it a worthy step for one of my 
years. I blessed the gale that, wrecking 
our vessel, had freed me from a stale 
round. But, blessing the gale, I forgot 
I blessed God. It is years since then, 
and I have grown wise by little steps. 
It seems to me that those who war with 
Him should bless nothing. 

All through my early life I stood drawn 
swords with God. A hate of the wisdom 
above smouldered in me. Every deed 
was done in defiance of Him. How would 
He have me to do this} I asked ; and 
I did the opposite. After years the fire 
is dead, and it is cold. I am in a shade-
less land, cut off from my kind. 
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For years we sailed the sea, taking 

booty and fighting battles. But on the 

whole I found fewer hard knocks fell to 

our portion than I had expected. This 

was the disadvantage of a great reputa-

tion. Over and over again I importuned 

the skipper to change our name and build 

a new terror. But the veteran brushed 

me aside with a laugh. 

''When you grow old," he said, '' and 

scarred like me, you'll hold the work of 

years less light. Wait your day, and pre-

pare the meanwhile. The ship was never 

built that lasted always. An end must 

come, and it may wait us beyond yonder 

rim. There are stout hearts outside this 

ship, and as tough timbers." 

Still we had some hard fighting. Now 

and again a merchantman gave us work 

for shot and shroud. In one of these 

encounters fell the old man, and I took 

his place. I was made skipper of the 
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Derrmg Do, and I felt the peer of kings. 
Yet there were some bickerings at my 
elevations, some whisperings and biting 
of beards, and Hiram, I thought, was as 
little pleased as any. Yet 'twas the old 
skippers wish, and the majority obeyed. 
A time came, however, when those that 
disagreed with me had their revenge ; but 
that is yet to tell. We had brushes with 
English warships. Though England's 
navy is master of the sea. Englishmen 
gone wrong, with a thrust for her laws, 
and for her foes a downright stroke, were 
ever her greatest captains. 

Cruising nigh the Barbadoes, we picked 
up a Spanish ship. She had little that 
was worth taking, and some were for 
hanging the captain and firing her. 

But I said, '' What use ? Haul him for-
ward ; he may know something of value." 

They brought him, and he cowered. 
'' Now, Don, what is your life worth ? " 
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Speaking in his own language, he 
answered, '' I will give my ship for it." 

'' It is not yours to give, Don ; it is ours." 
His face whitened. I have nothing." 

Think," I said ; '' know you of any ship 
laden with treasure and manned by men ?" 

'' Nay, Senor," he answered, '' they 
grow scarce nowadays." 

I give you another chance, Don. 
Answer me truly for your soul's sake." 

^̂  I will," he nodded. 
Know you of any port that we might 

be repaid in taking ? " 
'' I know of none, Senor." 
'' There are plenty," I cried ; '' there 

must be plenty. You are full of lies, and 
shall hang." 

He trembled in every joint. 
'' Senor," he pleaded, ''we have no 

gold ; your ships take all." 
"Take him away," I said, ' 'and do as 

you like; he tells of a barren sea." 
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I went to my cabin, and now and 

again saw glimpses of red water, and 

heard the jaws of fire feasting on the 

Spanish ship. I was worried and ill at 

ease. From a drawer I took a map and 

spread it before me. It showed four con-

tinents and five oceans. I had a stout 

ship, and a heart for any quest; yet, 

glancing on the map, my eyes drowsed 

and my arms tired. 

W e sailed north. Winter was on the 

ocean, and no time is like winter for wild 

work. In the tropics a man melts and 

half forgets a purpose. But in the rac-

ing of white seas the heart reddens and 

the sinews tighten. 

W e met few ships, but those we met took 

tough handling before they struck flag. 

When no craft crossed our track, it 

often chanced a gale blew. Then, with 

sails narrowed and thrilled nerves, we 

ran for leagues across the waste. 



XV 

AT this time the great white fog 
befell. 

For a week we rode a greasy sea that 
rolled in from a far storm. No wind filled 
our sails—not as much as would send a 
tinder flame this way or that. Day and 
night the ship groaned and the rigging 
strained and loosened. 

One evening I stood on deck, looking 
at the horizon, when suddenly a dense 
cloud rolled up and drew in on us. From 
all quarters it advanced till the ship was 
reached. It was thick as wool, and skirted 
the water like smoke. 

I could not see an arm's length distant. o 

The fog shrouded everything, and even a 
man s voice went astray and sounded from 
a distance. 
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It drowned our spirits. A sailor tried 
to sing, and seemed to sob. No man 
knew how to laugh. For three days it 
crowded us without break ; on the third 
evening came a rift. It revealed wet sails 
and beaded ropes. But more than this, 
we saw a sight that haunted us the night 
long as a thing of evil omen. Perched 
on a yard, with folded wings and buried 
head, sat a bird, black as ebony. Only 
one glimpse did we catch, and then the fog 
closed in and walled our hearts with ice. 

It is not well for man to be jailed thus. 
Eyes that should see sunshine, sea, and 
sky, turn inward, and see instead disma' 
depths and taloned things. It takes a 
little stroke to cut the moorings of the 
mind, and if we drift, perhaps we drift 
for ever. 

All the following day the crew lay in 
their berths, silent for the most part, but 
with watchful eyes and strained ears. 
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Some said they heard the voices of 
dead men crying out through the thick 
mould that filled their mouths. 

Hiram opened a book, and read. 
At the second passage his voice sank, 

till his lips moved, and no sound came 
from them. 

'' Read on, Hiram," I said, my own 
voice trembling ; for a chill and a terror 
were abroad. 

I cannot," he answered; there is a 
new meaning in every word." 

I could hear the sailors breathing slowly 
as they listened. 

' 'Yet read," I urged; ' 'why should we 
fear ?" 

Hiram bent his eyes and began. 
" Hark ! " cried a sailor. 
The crew jumped to their feet and 

stood looking at each other with wild 
eyes. 

" W h a t is i t?" I whispered. 
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'' A sound of weary singing," the sailors 
answered. '' Listen ! do you not hear ?" 

I bent my ear, and heard far off a 
chanting, a sound of dream voices/ Then 
it faded into silence, and I rose and went 
on deck. 

The sailors in a body followed. Long 
time I stood there and listened. I heard 
distant voices, but could distinguish no 
words. After a weary wait, the voices 
neared. Then stealing through the 
smother, and blanching every face, came 
the chant I here set down,— 

" Pale and cold we must lie 
One day 'neath the cheerless sky ; 
Sin and woe are fog and snow; 
Let us conquer as we fly, 
Let us live ere yet we die." 

John Salt leant on my shoulder and 
sobbed. 

I pressed his hand. Be brave," I 
said. '' Why should you fear ? " 
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'' That chant comes from no man's 
'Ips/' he moaned; ' 'they are voices from 
a far land." 

'' Hush! they sing again," whispered 
Hiram. 

" W h a t are these that come and go, 
With set lips and scowling eyes? 
These in weeds are evil deeds, 
These the ghosts of long ago. 
Shrouding us with utter woe." 

The chant died and left us speechless. 
I pierced the fog, and could see but a 
few feet distant. 

Where the sound had risen was silence. 
No faintest whisper rose. 

John Salt left me and felt his way to 
the cabin. The crew with faltering feet 
strung off behind him, and I was alone. 

I remained, tortured by fancies. My 
past arose—Cassandra, and the crime in 
Empson woods. Stain by stain my hand 
reddened. 
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Then suddenly I was roused by voices. 
'' Wine, let us have wine ; our hearts 

are cold/' 
In the cabin sat the white-faced sailors. 

Each had wine in his hand, and a timid 
daring lurked in their eyes. 

skipper!" they cried to me; ''here 
is a new weapon to fight a new foe." 

'' I'll have none of it," I said. It is 
flight, not fight, that troubles you." 

' 'Even so, skipper," answered one. "Can 
we fight the unseen ? " 

" W h o knows what they a r e ? " I re-
plied ; " they may be flesh and blood." 

" If that be so, how came they here ? " 
" I do not know," I answered; "but 

come they may have." 
" A power is," said Hiram, speaking 

slowly, "amongst dead things that draws 
them nigh on calm seas." 

" If that be so," I replied, " this may 

well be a ship." 
M 
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The sailors laid the wine aside, and 
their faces warmed. 

'' Dead or alive, let us hail them," I 
cried. 

W e went on deck, but no sooner were 
we there, than the fog crept through our 
bones and chilled us. We trembled and 
grouped together. 

^̂  Who will h a i l " I asked. 
I looked from man to man, but each 

shook his head and was silent. 
You, Hiram," I urged; you are 

learned in many things." 
'' Nay, skipper," he answered in a low 

voice; '' I will not speak. There are 
things beyond my knowledge. I have 
heard it said that who hails the dead 
himself dies." 

' 'Tel l me then, Hiram, how^ to speak, 
and I will do it." 

Speak, then, in God's name." 
My heart swelled up till it seemed 
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about to burst. I turned my eyes down 
and shook my head. 

'' I cannot," I replied ; '' long ago I 
forgot its sound." 

'' I know no other way," said Hiram ; 
'' there is a name, but ill follows its use." 

Skipper, beware," chorused the sail-
ors ; '' do not speak it." 

I leapt on the rail. Steadying by a stay, 
I peered at the fog. I was filled with 
daring. 

The name they feared was on n ŷ 
lips. I took a great breath to bellow 
it forth, when suddenly the sound as of 
a fiend of mirth came from the ropes 
above. 

There had been no noise before, but 
the hush deepened. 

What is that, Hiram I whispered. 
It is the thing on the yard." 

'' Use not its name, skipper," said John 
Salt. 
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And the others came forward with pale, 

quivering faces. 

'' Use it not," they cried ; '' take warn-

ing—no good can follow." 

'' Listen, then, with all your ears," I 

said, ''while I hail. Ahoy! who lies 

there " 

My voice rose and fell, and we listened. 

There was no answer, and the fog thick-

ened and crushed our sight. 

Again I hailed. 

Again was no answer, and the sailors 

shuffled uneasily. 

'' Do not call," whispered Hiram ; '' you 

have spoken twice." 

''Why.^^" 

'' Because if you speak a spirit, and it 

is silent, be silent too, and let it go. If 

you press, words may come to freeze your 

ears." 

'' I do not care," I answered, and hailed 

once more. 
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Then following this third hail came a 
voice that rolled through the fog like 
thunder. 

^^Who calls?" 
'' Do not tell," the sailors cried. 
I did not heed, and gave my name. 
''Mostyn Stayne of what ship " cried 

the voice. 
'' The Derring Do,'' I answered. 
"An evil name," was the reply; ' ' a 

ship that sails from sin to sin." 
'' Even so," I said, '' and who are you 

to malign us ? " 
'' Mostyn Stayne/' came the answer, 

'' know that this is the Exodus, bound 
from the haunts of Satan and the places 
of sin to the New World." 

' 'Indeed! and what is your merchan-
dise ?" 

'' We have none save ploughs and 
scythes and such, and these are worthless 
to men like thee." 
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' ' H a ! " sneered Hiram, ''this is trick-
ery. Such guises are not new. Their 
scythes and ploughs may be butts of wine 
and bars of gold." 

The voice again rose. 
'' You of the Derring Do^^' it said, 

"have you there a bird prized by our 
people ? It left us two days since." 

" Such a bird is here," I replied ; "come 
and take it." 

" Nay, I have an easier way," was the 
answer, and the stranger clapped his 
hands and called out the name " Aaron " 
thrice. 

At the third call there was a fluttering 
in the ropes, followed by the beat of 
wings. 

" Man of blood," said the stranger, " we 
thank thee—farewell." 

"Hold ! " I cried ; " two must say that 
word." 

" Well, what is't ye require ?" 
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** Spite of your cant," I cried, ' 'we sus-
pect your character, and the Derring Do 
lets no ship pass but such as pleases her." 

Mostyn Stayne," pealed the voice, 
'' we have spoken the truth. Your eyes 
shall not see our faces, nor your feet touch 
our planks. There is a way for you and 
one for us. We came from the same port, 
but sail varied courses. A fair haven 
fronts us, but in your wake is the wrath 
of God, and the evil you have done 
smokes out behind you. Go your way, 
for us you shall not touch." 

I stepped on deck. 
'' My men," I said, '' the fog may last 

a week ; but till it goes, yonder craft must 
stay." 

We went below, and sang and jested 
with the backward spring of the spirit. 
We drank wine freely, and emptied many 
a bottle. One time amidst our revelry I 
heard a sound of subdued chanting. But 
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now I laughed or tried to laugh, and sang 
an old ballad. 

The wine fired us, and we vowed great 
things. What we had done was a trifle 
to what we would do. Wine and gold 
and glory were food for men like us. 
Heroes had been—but each man stroked 
his beard and gave a little laugh. 

'' More wine," they cried ; '' we at least 
know how to live." 

They spoke of incidents that had be-
fallen, of ships, of shots and men, and 
last they spilt the wine upon their beards 
and spoke of women. 

Then I grew cold and parted kinship 
with them. 

'' More wine," I called, but ice was at 
my heart. 

Slight maids and tall tripped in at each 
man's beck, and at length violet eyes 
looked into mine. I sank my head and 
dreamt of Cassandra. 
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I awoke, and found all asleep. Clear 
Ught streamed through the hatch. It was 
day, and the fog had gone. I ran on 
deck, and at the topmost step of the 
stairs stumbled on a book. I raised it. 
It was this Bible. I looked out to sea. 
A swift breeze blew, but no speck was 
anywhere. 

I returned and roused the men, and 
told them. 

They cursed, and were for heaving the 
Bible over. 

'' But," I said, no, some day it may 
be needed." 



XVI 

^̂  U I R A M , " I asked one day, ^ îs this 
^ all the world ? " I pointed to an 

outspread map. 
' 'Yes, skipper, all that we know of it." 
" Are there no lands but these ? " and I 

indicated the continents and islands. 
'' I would not say. Once I heard of 

another land. It was said bold men had 
sailed south beyond the track of trade. In 
distant seas they found a country that 
stretched farther south." 

'' Who were these men ?" 
'' De Quiros and Dampier." 
'' And what said they of this land ? " 
'' I do not know. A sailor told me once 

that he sailed with a Dutch captain, and 
in the Southern Ocean saw a line of cliff 

186 
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that stretched league after league south-

ward." 

' 'What name gave they this land?" 

' ' I t was called by some Terra Australis 

del Espiritu Santo, and by others Hoi-

landea Nova." 

A seed planted sometime had begun to 

quicken. A shadow fell on the future, and 

it was sick. North, West, and East I 

smelt the smoke of burning ships, and 

heard death-cries. A something said, 

" Which way you sail, the Past awaits 

you." 

An unquiet seized me, and at times my 

head burned. My eyes swam in scalding 

tears. I slept, and Cassandra came and 

said, " Fly," and she pointed south. 

I knew a man that felt the gale in his 

blood ere it blew. In my inner self I felt 

warnings of strange things to happen—of 

a keen-toothed doom in leash. 

And where should I go but south ? 
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Trim my sails any other way, cinders were 

in the sea and smoke in the heavens. 

Here in this silence, neither of death 

nor life, but in part of each, I counsel all 

men to listen to good voices. 'Tis a fear-

some thing to meet death beneath the 

shadow of an evil past. 

I said to my men, '' I am tired of these 

seas. Let us break new water." 

Then the sailors, nothing loth, an-

swered, '' Aye, and we are tired also; 

whither shall we steer?" 

'' There is a land," I answered, '' very 

distant. It is a great south land, and by 

some called Terra Australis del Espiritu 

Santo." 

''Where lies this land?" 

'' In the Southern Ocean, and it 

stretches many leagues. Little is known, 

few having seen it." 

'' Let us go there," said John Salt, 

making large eyes. '' I had a dream of 
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an Isle of gold, ringed with red coral, and 

in the coral pearls were nested." 

'' In my youth," Hiram cried, '' it was 

averred dragons still abode on earth. 

Perhaps it is there we shall find them." 

' ' I heard once," a third man said, ' 'of 

a land where a fruit grows that banishes 

care." 

'' Let us go there, then," the rest an-

swered, ' 'and behold those things." 

So it came to pass that we trimmed our 

sails and steered south. Few ships we 

met, and fewer stopped. W e took some 

wine from one, some flour and meat from 

another. They went north, and told, per-

haps, of how they met the Derrmg Do, 
with all sails set, standing south. But 

never more on those seas was Mostyn 

Stayne to fire across their bows and lower 

their flags. Out of the beaten roads his 

ship's keel cut its way through untracked 

water. If those who knew him once could 
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see him now, would they pity or curse 
him ? Does his name live still, I wonder, 
on those reaches of the north, or has it 
passed like a puff of smoke that rises, 
breaks, and vanishes ? 

Even yet, at times, perhaps the mer-
chant pales when his ship is overdue. He 
thinks on Mostyn Stayne and the days of 
yore. Yet, if he knew, little is to fear. 
The heart that no. man's might could 
whiten, shivers at a dead leafs fall. 



XVII 

WE ran south with fair winds. At 
night new stars stood In the sky, 

and dim, white clouds that never vanish. 
With miles of green Ice to larboard, we 

plunged around Cape Hoorn and went 
west. 

For some time I had conceived a dis-
taste of my companionship. I soured as 
the days passed. No bright prospect lay 
ahead. The future was a dead blur, and 
my gods were In ashes. 

One after the other the sailors drew off, 
and eyed me with scowls. We ate to-
gether, but I drank no wine. They grew 
drunk, and nodded at my abstinence with 
nods and winks. 

I did not heed them. A mood was on 
me that made me savage with my soul. 

1 9 1 
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There came a day when the rift 

widened. 

We were sitting round the table, when 

the crew, unloosening their tongues, 

thought fit to discuss my conduct. 

It was due, they agreed, to the strange 

people in the fog ; and Hiram, curling his 

lips to a sneer, gave me a sidelong look. 

'' Their gift has unmanned him," he 

said. 

I answered nothing, knowing that the 

sword is a man's best weapon. 

Then Hiram nodded to John Salt, who 

rose and laid hands on the Bible. 

' ' I f that be so," he said, '''tis easy 

mending." 

I sat silent and very still, each man's 

eyes fixed on me. 

John Salt raised the Bible, and strode 

towards the door. Just as he reached it I 

shifted. 

" Stop!" I said. 
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The man paused, defiance glittering in 
nis eyes. 

I took three strides and faced him. 

' 'Take back the book!" I hissed. 

He turned his eyes on the crew, and 

each man nodded '' Go on," but Hiram 

alone spoke. 

'' Do it," he said ; ' ' his looks sicken us." 

Gathering courage, John Salt answered, 
and my face flushed. 

'' Nay, Mostyn Stayne, I shall not do as 
you bid. It is better to rid you of this 
loadstone. Make way, skipper, that I may 
heave it well out." 

'' No," I said; '' I have strength yet." 

I took him by the body, and lifted him 
like a child. As one carries a sheaf of 
wheat, I bore him in my arms. Reaching 
the table, I pressed the middle of his back 
on its edge. I held him there till his face 
grew blue with veins, and he cursed and 
prayed and begged for mercy. 

N 
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'' Bravo ! " the sailors cried ; '' bravely 
done!" 

Not caring to kill the man, I threw him 
aside. He fell in a heap. 

'' Cry your praises elsewhere," I said, 
'' you crowd of knaves." 

They "veiled the anger in their eyes, and 
did not answer. 

'' Rise now, and," I continued, pointing 
to the fallen man, ' ' take this sack away. 
If I am any judge, some slight damage 
hath been done him." 

They lifted John Salt between them. 
If it should happen," I said, speaking 

grimly, '' that any man hath a mission to 
mend Mostyn Stayne's ways, let him see 
well that he first provide for his own 
mending." 

Their feet shuffled uneasily, and it 
seemed as if they waited for a dismissal. 

Then, as I looked at them, a warm 
glory flushed my veins. 
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'' Go ! " I cried ; ^̂  and remember that if I 
gave you glory, it was because each of you 
felt that I could give him death." 

After this I was left wholly alone. 
The sailors feared me, and frowned as 
they obeyed. I cared not, however, what 
weather their faces w^ore. 

As I come to deal with the present, 
things that took place near in time seem 
less than those which happened long ago. 
A sinless space at my feet stands less in 
view than a distant sin. I look along my 
jfe, and see a mountain chain of crimes 
rising as it recedes. A land of evil 
memory is graded so that no sin shall be 
hidden. Each has its place, and must be 
seen. 

Sailing in silence through a charmed 
sea, we came to the island of Brown 
People. It was a pleasant place to rest 
tired eyes on : palms and vines and white 
beaches, where the wave spread with 
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kisses and teeth of pearl. It was Eden 
before Eve's lips touched the apple. 

Drawing nigh, we saw a reef ringing 
the land, and no way through, but, sailing 
on, came to a gateway in the coral, and 
passed in and dropped anchor in quiet 
water. It was long since we had seen 
land, and here was a lovely island to feast 
our eyes. 

As we rode at anchor, furling sails, arose 
a sound of singing. Then fronds were 
thrust aside, and into the sunlight leapt a 
troop of happy women. An instant their 
brown forms shone against the green, and 
then they fled. 

The sailors ceased to furl the sails, and 
lay along the yards with open mouths. 

Truly 'tis a fairy land," murmured 
Hiram. 

They came again. After a long inter-
val, a sailor drew our attention to a move-
ment in the palms. Then through the 
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i^reen I glimpsed bright eyes, and by-and-
by the palms shook as when a bird 
shakes foliage at nesting-time. 

" Pretty creatures," I cried, ' 'comeforth ; 
you shall have no hurt." 

There was no answer from the green, 
but the sailors laughed. 

I turned to the crew and said, It is so ; 
they shall have no hurt." 

They said no word, but over the face 
of each came a great incredulous smile. 
Then, one following the other, they 
laughed again. 

'' Laugh not," I said, tingling with in-
sult ; ' 'but pay good heed : no man must 
lay a hand on yonder women." 

They frowned, and drew together and 
muttered. 

" For what, then, did you bring us 
here.^" said John Salt. 

" Not to wreak ill," I replied, " on the 
innocent and clean." 
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' 'Yet, skipper," said Hiram, ' 'we have 
done greater wrongs, and you yourself 
have aided." 

" E v e n so," I answered, "and so I am 
accursed. Yet that and this are different, 
and if they be not, does not matter. No 
man must touch these women." 

" As well forbid the bee its honey," 
muttered Hiram, walking aft. 

I went below, and an hour after a sailor 
hailed me. Two long canoes had drawn 
nigh, filled with armed men. 

I greeted them in English words, but 
they stared and frowned. They did not 
understand. I stretched forth my hands 
in sign of amity, but they held their spears 
aloft and shook them. 

" How can we make them understand, 
Hiram ? " I asked. 

" By presents—baubles," Hiram an-
swered ; "all heathens love them." 

" Is that so ? then they shall have this 
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dagger — that's worth many a crown." 

I threw it out, but being timid lest it 

should hurt them, misjudged my mark. 

T h e bright blade flashed and fell short, 

and, so I thought, was gone for ever. 

But a native rose and dived from his 

canoe, and caught it and reappeared. 

Bravo ! goodly sport!" I said, and 

laughed. My laugh did not die. It rip-

pled through the canoes, each warrior 

renewing it in a long peal. A t length I 

had found a common language. 
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E R E A F T E R it was an easy busi-

ness coaxing them aboard. That 

day and many days after they thronged 

the ship. They were a gentle people, 

who came heart in hand with smiles and 

merry faces. They gathered round the 

crew with questioning eyes, and looked 

on this and that, and wondered at white 

man's work. The sailors played with 

them as with children. And so it came 

about that a great feast was arranged. 

On a certain day the decks were swept, 

wine broached, and each man made him-

self a garland. 

It was morning, and the natives trooped 

to the beach, bringing clustered fruits of a 

strange, new sweetness. From there they 

took canoe to the ship, singing, as they 

20Q 
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paddled, of the merry white men that had 

come over seas to lau2:h with them. 

They climbed aboard, and the sailors 

drew the men apart and talked with them 

in a language of gesture. Meanwhile, the 

supple women grouped round, their dark 

eyes and white teeth gleaming. 

They set their fruits on the board, and 

the wine began to flow. 

Then came song and dance. 

Yet I, Mostyn Stayne, looked at these 

things as a ghost at a banquet. My heart 

was lead, and I could but make believe 

and smile. Beyond the festive faces other 

visions scowled. 

I turned to the green island and its 

peaks, where a cloud rested. For one 

hour at least, I thought, I will be alone. 

A t the stern a boat lay moored. Ere 

I left the deck, I turned once again and 

looked at the crew. Their happiness 

made me sad. 
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'' Hiram," I called, '' I will take a turn 
on the island." 

Hiram's hand rested on a native s shoul-
der as on a brother's. He did not hear 
me at first, but when I called again, 
looked up smiling. 

' 'Aye, skipper," he said; ' 'but why not 
stay and make merry?" 

" For a good reason," I answered ; 
"and for the rest, I wish to see some-
thing of this new land." 

Hiram nodded, still smiling, and the 
crew smiled also. 

Then I said some words that cost a 
great effort to bring forth. 

" Before I go," I said, speaking slowly, 
" let me ask you to treat these people 
fairly. To the men be friends, to the 
women brothers." 

Hiram murmured something: I did not 
hear, that caused a laugh. Yet I left 
them, trusting their manhood. In later 



M O S T Y N S T A Y N E 203 

days, while walking through green ferns 
and flowers, I saw a speckled snake with 
ready eye and fang. So in brightest 
seeming sometimes lurks a treason. 

I landed and passed under palms, which 
held their heads a hundred feet aloft. The 
sunlight patched green glades with gold. 
Through an opening gleamed the crest of 
a distant peak. 

I stretched beneath a palm, and listened 
to a drowsy wind. A weariness of soul 
oppressed me, and tired my limbs. I 
closed my eyes, and slept for hours. 

I know not which it was, the distant 
clamour or the slanted sunbeam, that 
stirred me. I sat upright and listened. 
Far off were women wailing and men 
shouting hoarsely. Now there rose a 
trampling of shod feet, and now fell a 
silence, and again a trampling. 

I sprang to my feet, and ran. As I 
drew near the water, the noises failed. 
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Then suddenly from a green jungle a 
native reeled blindly, a red mark upon 
his face. 

I set my teeth, and went on at a great 
gallop. A woman running in my direc-
tion stopped with a cry of alarm, turned 
on a by-path, and disappeared. 

These things filled my lungs with 
breath. The blood was throbbing in my 
ears, but ever and again through the 
throbs came a sound that angered me. 
It was the '' Yo, heave ho " of men at the 
hawser. The anchor was being lifted. 

At length a sail fluttered, and I came 
out on the beach. The boat was still 
there, and I pulled for the ship. I hardly 
noticed the dead men or the dying, but 
plied my oars to reach the moving vessel. 
Nearing it, I caught a rope, and swung 
on board, and drew my blade. 

But ere I could raise it, Hiram, stand-
ing by, struck a stealthy blow, and I fell. 
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That night I awoke with an aching 
head and pinioned hands. A great breeze 
drove us seaward. Somewhere, far away 
in the dark, lay the island of Brown People. 

The women cried all night for their lost 
land. The sailors cursed, and beat, and 
kissed them. No man visited me where 
I lay. Each had found a wffe, and added 
a new crime to his account. 

From this out reigned a carnival. The 
sailors' desire for the native women was 
as fierce as the tiger s for new meat. 

With red lights in their eyes, dark, 
warm faces, and wine-stained lips, they 
walked and talked like men touched with 
a strange madness. 

Of me they took scant notice. Some-
times one stopped with a taunt, calling 
me to note my bonds and humiliation as 
the fruits of forbearance. And once they 
grouped their brown spouses about me 
with a strange malice in the act, and I 



206 M O S T Y N S T A Y N E 

closed my eyes, because I had a strong 
man s nature, and in the beginning Adam 
had eaten the fruit. 

One evening, after many days, the crew 
approached me. 

They ranged themselves about, and 
Hiram spoke. 

'' Mostyn Stayne, you are no longer 
skipper of the Derring Do'' 

I looked at him coldly. 
' ' I t would seem so, Hiram. Who walks 

in my shoes ? " 
' ' I , " he answered, his eyes flashing. 
' ' A worthy leader!" I sneered. 
Hiram, snarling viciously, bent down. 
'' Guard your tongue, Mostyn Stayne," 

he hissed. '' It was not to tell you this 
that we came aft." 

' 'Speak on," I said, "and quit flashing 
your plumes." 

" Seeing your strange conduct of late," 
he began, "we decided you were no Ion-
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ger fit to command us. How to dispose 
of you we did not know, for you are a 
violent man, and none cared to meet you 
in single fight, because of your sword 
arm's undue length. Some one, however, 

suggested you had a broad back " 
' ' H a , Hiram!" I interrupted, 
'' But," he continued, scowling, '' we 

decided to let you live. When we came 
to the island, and heard your mad com-
mand, we again sentenced you to death. 
If you had stayed through the feast, and 
lifted a hand to help the natives " 

'' You would have killed me. Well, 
Judas, and after the butchery?" 

'' After that — this," Hiram replied. 
' 'When I had laid you senseless with a 
right good blow, the men were for hitch-
ing a shot to your feet, and ending you." 

" Well, and who stopped them ? " 
" I," said Hiram. 
" Y o u ? " I cried; " impossible!" 
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'' Yet it was so, Mostyn Stayne." 
'' Then, Hiram, even you have some 

humanity ?" 
'' I have," he answered, '' for a man!' 
' ' Indeed!" I exclaimed; ' 'but for a 

woman none." 
" Be still," he growled, " and hear me 

out. I said to the crew. Let him live : 
he will die time and again watching us, 
a thirst in his throat and wine at his lips, 
but no drop in his mouth. Do you guess 
my meaning ? " 

" I do, Hiram. The devil walks in 
many a guise ; he crawls in yours." 

"Your bold eyes," he sneered; "were 
they shocked ?" 

I did not answer, and he continued,— 
" After a week we tired of your pre-

sence. Again it was decided you should 
die. By this time you would have been 
in the deep sea, but that once more I 
saved you." 
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I did not speak, knowing he had dis-
covered some new villainy. 

Have you lost your tongue, Mostyn 
Stayne ? Where are your thanks ? " 

I maintained silence, and looked beyond 
him, where in the distance a dim land-
line was rising. 

'' Sulk," he snarled ; '' but, neverthe-
less, listen. Last night I crept to your 
side to tell your doom. You slept, and, 
sitting here an hour, I heard you mutter 
many things. Then I stole away, and 
told the men of the dark things that tor-
tured you. 

They agreed in your case death would 
be a mercy." 

I shuddered. 

Just so," he said, ^'it was shuddering 
and sobs with you." 

Go on, sir, have done," I answered. 
'' In a little while you will change your 
mind again." 

o 
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'' No, no/' he replied ; '' our plans are 
made." 

' 'Well, and what is your new devilry?" 
' ' The first place touched at," he an-

swered, " you shall be landed. You will 
be allowed your book and a gun—the 
latter lest you die too soon. And may 
you live a thousand years." 

They left me to my bitterness. I had 
fondled vipers, and they gave me death. 
For these men I was black beyond re-
demption, and their reward was to maroon 
me on a desert coast. 

" Land ho!" a sailor cried, and the dim, 
blue line had grown to sombre capes and 
stretches of golden s^nd. 



X I X 

T HAVE travelled much since then up 

and down this new land ; for fast on 

my track crowd the shapes of the past. 

But never has white face looked into mine. 

Since the sun reddened on that receding 

sail I have seen no other, and none would 

come, though I walked the coast and 

waited till my beard was bleached with 

salt. 

Sometimes I think death is nigh. I am 

tired and old, and write with faltering 

fingers. Yet my past does not lessen as 

the years go. It grows ever darker and 

more terrible. It pursues me with its 

legion sins, and I fly before them with a 

white heart. 

This Terra Australis del Espiritu Santo 



212 MOSTYN S T A Y N E 
(if that indeed be its name) is a wondrous, 
strange land. 

I am loth to describe it. It may be 
these pages are destined to crumble to 
dust, and that all I have written will pass 
unseen. Again, it may be that a white man 
crossing blue leagues will see for himself, 
and in that case also why should I write ? 
Yet not these, but a third consideration 
holds my pen. If the world saw through 
one man s mind, it might see either mono-
tonous night or monotonous day. Because 
a rock may show a thousand shades to a 
thousand moods, I shall not write of this 
grey land. 

I think I am the first white man to walk 
its soil. Still, who knows ? Since first 
men learnt to steer by the stars there have 
been far sailings. I do not say this region 
is virgin, and that under the dead leaves 
of a thousand years there may not lie the 
print of a white foot. 
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In this land of age-in-youth I have seen 
strange things. Once in a pallid scene I 
had a blessed dream, and dream and scene 
are with me still. 

The natives of this country revered me 
as a god, and fed and sheltered and sped 
me whither I would go. 

One day I came to a plain with a cer-
tain tribe, and they left me there with fear 
in their eyes. They told me there was a 
wood in the plain, and that it was haunted 
with evil things. I left them, and long 
after I heard their sounds of lamentation 
behind me. 

The sun had dipped his round when I 
came to the wood in the plain. 

It was level country, and the trees of 
ample girth. They were gnarled and 
knotted and twisted all awry. At their 
feet the ground was red and sodden, as 
though blood had clotted there. 

About me was deep silence. Even the 
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strange bird laughed not, and the lizard on 
the log was still. As I walked on, the 
shadows grew till half darkness was among 
the trees. 

Then happening to look up, I paused 
and breathed hard. High in a tree, where 
the branches met, hung a skeleton. I 
turned my eyes earthward and went on. 
Anon I lifted them again, and in the 
fork of another tree I saw a second 
skeleton. 

The tiredness left my feet, and I made 
haste. Darkness was falling, and it is il 
walking among these trees beneath the 
stars, because the roots coil up and catch 
the feet. 

Again, after a weary while I looked up, 
and woe was me! I had journeyed into 
the land of death. In every tree hung a 
skeleton ; nay, in some were two and 
three. In the early gloom they shone 
with a dim whiteness. Away in far forest 
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depths I saw pale patches, and near by 
they gleamed through green leaves. 

I shivered and sank down, wet and cold 
with fear. I was awed, yet it was not the 
dead bones that cowed me, but the thing 
that lived when they died. 

How long I lay there I do not know. 
It is said in such scenes moments are 
hours. I heard no sound, and desired to 
lear none. But at length silence itself 
pained me, it seemed so wakeful. 

The scene was stirless. From every 
fork vacant sockets peered at me, and the 
blood frosted in my veins. 

I thought that here, amongst uncof¥ined 
bones, I had at length found a death-
place. I bowed my head on the red clay, 
and breathed in short, thick gasps. On 
my brow the sweat of fear turned to salt 
and stung me. 

Then as I lay there came a long sigh, 
as though the dead were waking. 
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It passed and came no more, and, lis-

tening, I fell asleep, and had a dream. 

I stretched in a green hollow, and my 

love threw flowers upon me. At whiles 

she smiled, showing white teeth. But in 

a moment, bending down, she shuddered. 

'^What is this, Mostyn?" she said. 

'' Why are you scarred, and whence have 

you come ? " 

I could not answer, and tears began 

to fall 

She looked at me with pitying eyes 

and a sad smile. 

Then it seemed that I had a trouble, 

and tried to hide it from her. My feet 

were red with wounds; she must not see 

them. I buried them deep in flowers, but 

some hand drew the flowers aside, and 

she saw. 

Whose blood is this upon your feet?" 

she asked. 

'''Tis mine, Cassandra,' 
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'' And whose upon your hands ?" 
I turned my face down and whispered 

in the flowers, but could not answer other-
wise. 

Then her eyes grew grave. 
'' Mostyn," she said, '' you stain the 

flowers. Arise, and go." 
' 'Alas!" I answ^ered, ''am I banished.^" 
" No man must stain the flowers," she 

wept. " Arise, and go." 
" Cassandra," I sobbed, " it was not 

this way in the old days. If I had 
wounds, you bound them and embraced 
me." 

" I know," she said ; " but what was 
right is wrong." 

I rose and turned my face from her 
and limped away, and every flint in front 
was sharp, and every flint behind was red. 

Yet from a distance I heard her voice. 
" Go on, my love, a time may come 

when I shall bind your feet." 
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I went on moaning for the agony be-

neath. '' The roughest path and where 

wounds cluster is the way to me." 

I looked in front, and a great hil 

stretched upward. It was littered with 

stones, sharp as a dagger's point. 

I set my feet upon it and cried out. 

The stones pierced my flesh. I made 

slow progress, and the hill was long. At 

times I paused, distressed in breathing, 

and heard a stone rolling down behind 

me and clicking as it touched another. 

Far off and near, they rolled and clicked. 

And so my dream passed. Yet strange 

to say, while I lay wide awake, I 

heard the noise of my dream happen 

in the forest. The wood was full of 

vague moonlight, and a wind was stray-

ing through the trees. In the sky was 

a glazed moon, ringed with a rainbow. 

Neither bright light nor deep shadow 

was anywhere. 
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I rose and rested on an elbow. Far 
off I heard a chorus of long, sad cnes, 
rising in the east and going out at the 
west. But these were not the sounds 
I waited. 

At length far away a twig broke ; then 
something clicked. 

I hushed my breathing, and with out-
stretched head listened. 

Again all was silent. 
Behind me a weight dropped to the 

earth. I looked there, but nothing 
moved. 

From a great distance the mysterious 
noise stole through the air, and then near 
by it happened again. I stood up and 
shivered. 

Peering through the moonlight with 
eyes that discovered nothing, there grew 
on me a feeling, dimmer than that of 
dreams. 

And now a strange thing took place, 
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and I leapt like a hare and bounded 
through the wood. At my feet some-
thing white had fallen. 

It was a dead mans arniy and through 
the pale forest dry bones were falling ! 

I passed from that white, accursed 
scene, and heard no more. 



X X 

IT is a long time since I came to this 
cave. Here, at end of earth, I know 

I shall die. Day after day I am fading. 
I live in dreams. Often I seem to my-
self a twilight creature, dim as blue 
smoke in sunshine; and, now, till death 
be very near, I write no more. 

# ' f r # # 

It is near, it is at hand. I have bound 
my wounds, and have strength to write. 

Yester-even, I sat on a rock at the 
cave door. The sky was grey and distant. 
High clouds veiled it, and a whispering 
wind brushed my hair and passed onward 
—seeming to laugh here and sigh there 
as it went its quiet round. Far away 
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and fixed in stillness stood grey trees. 
Above black birds flew wearily, and as 
they flew, dropped plaintive notes. With 
faint, sad calls they died in the distance, 
and night came. 

I entered my cave and stood in the 
darkness, weighed down with weariness, 
and sad beyond words. Then in a great 
grief I walked about the cave, calling on 
Cassandra and those whom I had known 
in life. 

At last I lay down, my face among 
the leaves that make my bed. 

Then many feet pattered on the cave 
floor, and I thought my sins had come 
for me. I could feel that all about shapes 
were filling the dark. I hid my face 
and could not look up for fear of my 
past. 

Hot breathings were on my hands 
and hair, a shaggy body brushed my 
face ; sharp teeth tore my fingers, and 
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I leapt to my feet. Then I staggered 

back. 

All around gleamed green eyes in the 

gloom! 

Even while I beat back the leaping 

brutes, I thanked God my end had come. 

No sins of mine were these that sought 

to rend me. They were the things half-

wolf, half-fox, the lean, starved dogs that 

lunt in packs, and howl like exiled souls. 

# # 

Day is going, and the sun sets. From 

my ledge I look down on the mass of 

hungry brutes, and they answer my looks 

with starved eyes and lifted lips. 

Night is coming, and it is weary to 

write. No day shall break for me. My 

arms are torn with many teeth. All 

night long I fought a fierce fight, ward-

ing them off; and all to-day they have 

lain in wait. Now the first long howl 
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goes up, and they rise in a mass, and 
the darkness deepens. A little more, 
and I have finished. This day I dreamt 
again. 

I saw my love ; she blew a kiss. Squire 
Empson stood beside with outstretched 
hands. 

I saw the Derring Do, with broken 
masts, on a coral reef, and dead men 
in the depths. 

It is almost dark, and I trace this with 
a straying hand, my eyes being useless. 
All about me long, lean forms are leap-
ing. Ere morning, Mostyn Stayne shall 
have fought his last great fight. 

To my work. . . . 

THE END 
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