CHAPTER XXI
THE HOOFS

Now, Lise, after a time wishing to have some guiding sound, had quickened pace; then, hearing
nothing, had gone yet fagter; and now had arrived a the certainity of some cdamity. She reined
and sat troubled, and terrified, and angry, and puzzled.

Suddenly—behind her—she heard afar the dark Hi! Hi!

Of dl the crazy improbabilities and didtracting surprises of topsy-turvydom this, to her mind,
was the most crazy. She knew the voicel Here was the Duke of Wellington, evidently aone,
hurrying &fter his captors, caling anxioudy for them!

Nearer grew the dark voice, with a“Hi, Frenchmen, Hi!” and a“Hi! Hi! Hi!”

Before this paradox reason succumbed. But one thing was clear: he believed them before, and
she had decided that they must be behind.

It remained to her, ather to reved hersdf and tell him to change his course, or to hurry after
her friends. Upon this latter she resolved, and, making a detour with noisdess downess, re-found
the footpath, and st off galoping northward.

The French were again near the meeting of footpath and castle-road, when Margaret, hanging
behind them, al wonderment at this northward flight, drew out of the way of the cantering hoofs.

“That woman again,” she muttered: “now, anyway, he'll know the beast in her true colours, |
should think!”

The French hailed: Lise drew up.

“What has happened?’ she asked.

“Happened!” replied Danda. “Your friend here let go hold of the man on his parole, and the
English fox—"

Lise” sad Verdier, “ | think | told you not to make arow with your horse' s hoofs.”

“Nonsensel” she cried angrily—“turn back—and fly, fly—he is on the road behind you—
cdling for you—!"

They were off southward, brushing past Magaret, unsuspecting, came to the point of ther
deviaion, and on, with continuous sharp trot, beyond. From this point the path curves to the
right, and loses itsdf in Seacombe Moor. The Duke had gone to its termination, then, meeting
untracked bush, turned back, waking now, tired, hopeess of finding them. Occasondly Hill he
lifted hisvoicein a“Hi!”

“Wel, then,” he muttered at last, “if not to-night—to-morrow.”

But presently afterwards on-coming feet reached his ears. He smiled.

“Ah, | thought they would be looking up again somewhere,” he said.

They were quite near before he said coally:

“l am here, you see.”

Verdier sepped forward with invisible bows.

“We are most sorry, your Grace, if, by any blundering of ours, we have caused your Grace
anxiety.”

“Wadl, now,” the Duke said to himsdlf, “this fellow is a gentleman.”

He added:

“No, it was rather my own fault. | got into a hollow tree somewhere, and stayed in it too long.”

He was among them again. But as the march reformed, he said:

“But my promise no longer holds good. Understand that | mean to run off, if | can.”



“Then may we now take hold of your Grace sarm?’ said Verdier.

“No. | mean to say, if an extraordinary chance happens, as happened just now. Otherwise |
shdl stay with you. Let us be going.”

The march recommenced: three, then the Duke, then three; then, behind, Lise; then Margaret.

They reached the Moor, and now the Duke waked in the middle of a narrow circle. Anon
Verdier would drike a flash, and look at his compass. The course was south; eight miles, then the
shore, then the boat, the frigate, and victory.

Abreast went Lise and Margaret. Anon a sound, dark and ghostly, broke the silence. The Duke
fantly heard it, and wondered; Verdier heard it, and was angry; Margaret heard it, and it became
intolerable to her.

It was the drike of a waking hoof againgt some stone, an occasiona tramp on hard earth. Lise
now kept nearer, resolved not to lose them again, guided by rare glints of Verdier’s flint; and her
hoof-sounds were heard—aways sngly, and most vaguely, seeming to come from the depths of
space, the bosom of nowhere.

Margaret they affected with irritation and a groming rancour; broke in upon her agonised effort
to think; molested and embarrassed her. For now again the thought, “What am | to do?”
tormented her. All the old hopes, of Golde, of rescue-parties, recurred, and turned to despairs. It
was wdl on in the smal hours but long, long, before a ray pierced the blackness, the party
would be on board the frigate. The shore couldn't be far off, and the boat: for here was
Seacombe Moor. And she was following just like a little child, or an old woman, feeble, without
wits in her. But something she would do, she vowed: draightway would run and do it. Only
what? The possbility of again mideading them, in the then order of march, was gone. There was
the boat—if something could be done to that! This was her thought, when again the hoof-sound
from nowhere threw her into confusion.

“If I could only find out where you are, | would soon do for you!” she sad, with shaken
menace of head.

The boat! Again she began to think of this— And again a hoof-sound: but this time she knew
where and how to make it cease for ever. The nag had neighed. The previous ghosts of sound
were adifferent matter to this definite whinny: and Margaret turned to the left.

Lise had no idea that Margaret was now near the party. The cracking of a twig would have
aoused al her suspicion: but Margaret gpproached with absolute caution, lifted skirts, dainty
sep. Soon the regular hoof-sounds were in her ears, a snort, then the laboured breathing. He
passed close before her. Her warily-stretched hand touched his haunch.

And Lise only saved hersdf from a backward fdl by a cdutch of the lax reins the horse, in a
gpasm, had reared draight, Margaret having buried in his haunch the knife from the gipsy's
pannier.

Where her blow fdl, whether into Lise or the horse, she did not care, nor know. But she was
not long in doubt: out, as the nag dropped from the curvet, went its hind-legs in a kick of agony;
and away went Margaret with them, and lay sprawling, moaning low.

CHAPTER XXIlI
THE BOAT

What caused the curvet Lise did not know: the nag settled into its former wak, and she went un-
conscious that thick gore oozed from a profuse wound behind her.



Onward, over grass and gorse, with steady tramp, went the men.

They crossed the cand by a bridge periloudy near Seacombe: but Seacombe lay in nepenthe
profound asthe last deep.

A long way behind sprawled Margaret, haf on her face, a hand on her hip, where the kick had
fdlen like a swung club. She was crying, but it was rather from rage, and soon the tears dried,
and she began to think again, reverting to the boat: but it lay motiveless in her brain; then to
Golde, and he lay motive-less in her brain; then to the boat, in vain. Suddenly she sat draight
with acry of pain, of joy: she had connected the boat and Golde, and had invented.

She blessed hersdf for having written to him that night. It would be impossible, she knew, to
reach Wyemouth before the French the shore. Even of Newton she was not sure—how far it was,
how far the shore was. But she sprang up, tried to estimate directions, and determined upon a
course. She st out dowly, with limping difficulty, started into a forced run, had to stop, ran
agan, and found it now less painful. Findly, in virtue of that naturd power of mind and body to
rise to the necessity of the case, she was able to run continuoudy, though with distress.

Now, Golde, about midnight, had awoke ravening. A lamp burned in the room, and the first
thing he spied was Margaret’s note: he was to be a his mill. But a stronger reason urged Golde:
the vacuous hole within him. The inn was dlent: and though Newton meant a yearning trudge of
three miles, yet a cetan oyder-patty, neat’s tongue, and ved-surprise a the mill offered
eedier satisfaction than the process of rousing the inn. With the lamp he crept down, undid a
back door, and went across fields. The mill stood well outsde Newton on a very steep ground,
timber-framed Elizebethan, dark with age, and had the look of madly struggling to keep its
perpendicular, as a man tripping too fast downhill, tries to stop, projecting a leg. It had been
added to, dtered, and added to again; and sdient bits and gables, oriels and tny turrets with
finids, made it an eccentricity dmost droll. Within, the rooms were antic as possible, triangular,
pentagond, numerous, comicdly tiny; everything seemed to dant; things hung askew; door-
bottoms did not run level with the flooring, nor ether with the celing. At the back the old green
whed, and the works.

Golde uttered an “Ah!” after a crowded med, and sat back lazily throeing with digestion. He
had known how to enter and provide himsef with light, food and porter, without waking s old
housekeeper. When Margaret, guided by his light, began pounding at the door, he sat thus done
and down he went.

Now her sugtained fight againgt the sprain collgpsed; and she dmost fell upon him. He bore her
up the inconsequent, crochety stairs, laid her in an easy-chair.

“| am sorry, miss,” he said, “to seeyou in that way.”

“The Duke—istaken” —her nose and forehead screwed together for pain.

“You don't say that, miss.”

“He id By now he is not far from the sea. There isn't any hope left, unless you get there at
once, asfast as ever ahorse can take you.”

“Thereisno horse” he sad, “there’ salittle ass—”

“Oh, don't say you haven't ahorse! An asscan't carry us both!”

“Wouldn't it be better if you stayed ill, and rested, miss, a hbit? You seem in pain enough,
too.”

“That isnothing at al! A wretched nag kicked me. Can’t you get ahorse—7”

“We could, yes, by going into the village and knocking it up. Let me see—it is near two
o' clock—"

“That' s no use! we haven't an age to spare! Y ou must go done on the ass, then *



“I tell you what we might do,” said Golde, whose dow mind now hit upon the right thought:

“do you know those new-fangled hobby-horses that’ ve come up?’

“Yes have you one?’

“I have, miss”

Shejumped up.

“Canit carry two?’

“Just what it was made for,” said Golde. “I bought it a bargain a the sdle a Wyemouth two
months since. And warmish exercise | have found it, too.”

“Be quick, then, Mr. Golde, do!* said Margaret. “Can it go asfast asan ass?”’

“Equaly, | should say. But whet isit we are going to do when we do get there?’

“I will tell you. Bring alantern, that’ s dl.”

Golde got a lanthorn, descended to an old cellar, and came dragging the hobby-horse. He
settled Margaret on the saddle in front, holding it upright, smung the lanthorn to the handle-bar,
and sprang adtride to his seat, making a backward dab a the ground with his toes. They were off,
in long spurts of motion, Golde leaning far forward to the handliebar, sourning the ground with
dternate feet, hislegs going a aterificaly wide angle of urgency.

The light of the boat came into view, steady, and dainty, and clean.

“Try and hide the lantern,” said Margaret.

Golde threw over it ared handkerchief.

“And how do you take to thiskind of travelling, miss?’ he said on heaving breaths.

“It does jerk,” she answered.

For the bicycle—without crank, pedd, chain, or rubber tyre—was devoid of undulancy, and
with every backward thrust of Golde's toes at the scrubby ground,. the sudden spurt and spasm
of the hobbyhorse shook them with strong jolt, like rowing on very rough sea with oars that ply,
not together, but dternately. A fant light, however, from the covered lanthorn reveded the
rudest spots, and guided a career of some six miles an hour.

Margaret said: “I did not think you took to sports and fashion, Mr. Golde.”

“Itisn't so much that, miss” Golde panted, “but when aman lives dl done by himsdf—"

“You don’'t mean you are not married?”

“No, miss, strange to say. It never happened to me, somehow. | suppose it is that no one ever
took afancy to me.”

“They will now, when they hear dl you have gone through, and how you saved the Duke with
your hobby—horse.”

“Ah, now you are joking!”

“No. A woman likes a man who has been through things, and seen adventures. You will have
al the girls a Wyemouth and Newton wanting to live at the mill, Mr. Golde.”

Golde was intimately tickled.

“And much good they’'ll get of ther wanting, too,” he sad sheepishly. “The chances are that
the one | should like won't have me.”

“Oh, but that's faint heart. Send me to her, and let me tell her of the lighthouse, and how you
saved me out of the sack, and see.”

“You wouldn't have to go very far, then, miss.”

“Stop it, Mr. Golde! Thereis no need for that, you know.”

“I am serious, miss”

“You are like dl the men! The first thing that comes to the tongue.”



“Wel, | don't know. | look upon you as a most brave lass, and a shrewd one, and a taking one.
| should be a happy man to-morron—"

“Hark! | hear the seal”

“We are not far from it now.”

“Keep graight for the light, will you?’

“And what isit you propose to do when we get there?’

“Don't you see?’ she said. “It is very late, isn't it? The Frenchmen have been wandering: they
lost the Duke twice. The men in the boat must have expected them hours ago; they must think
that something very bad has happened. If they see a fdse light in-shore now, going one way and
another, like aboat tacking, and getting aways nearer to him, what will they think?”

“Well, and a good plan, too,” said Golde. “They will think that a craft of some kind is coming
to take them. Isthat your meaning, miss?’

“Yes—and they will think that they must be a long way farther out than they supposed, and a
long way nearer their ship. There can’'t be many in the boat, because a lot have aready landed.
And they won't know how many are coming to take them. It will be madness if they don't put
out ther light, and take a short cut to their ship.”

Now the frigate's port-light, too, very amdl, like red Mars, appeared; the hobby-horse was in
the midst of the loud rumour of the frothy surf; and opposite burned the steady boat-light.

The drategy began: Margaret, in one hand, held high the uncovered lanthorn, that the vess
fagned might ssem bigger; and Golde, spurning with dternate toes, sent the hobby-horse
running obliqudy essward;, then, with large-curving tack, westward; then eastwards,
goproaching dways the shore. Before they reached the region of dry sand, the boat-light
vanished. But they continued the dternate career till Golde's toes sank into wet sand, and
Margaret quenched the lanthorn under her woollen shawl.

She had estimated with some accuracy the mind of the boatmen. They were only three: they
had long been anxious and they could not doubt that the tacking, growing light, which infinitely
puzzled them, was hodile. Her edimate of their courage aone was a fault: they did, indeed,
make for the frigate, but only in order to return with another boatful of armed and desperate men.

A mileinland with steady tramp, the Duke in their midst, came on the belated Frenchmen.

CHAPTER XXIII
TO SEACOMBE

The light which the French saw, and thought therr boat-light, was the lanthorn hed high by
Margaret.

Danda cried out: “We are there a lag!” A moment after, they noticed the movement with
amazement, ther boat being sdlless. Then the light tacked! and, ther dupor a dimax,—
vanished!

“They can't be far off now,” Margaret said: “we had better get out of their way. We have done
for them now, anyway.”

Golde rode towards the moor.

“Hark!” whispered she. Then, with certainty: “Yed here they come. We must get off this thing,
Mr. Golde: it makes anoise”

They dismounted and stood 4ill. On came the sounds, and passed them close in voiceess
tramp. Then from the shore vague words came up to them rolled in the noise of the waters.



There is nothing for them to do,” sad she, not careful to whisper, since the surf filled the
French ears, “even if the boat is there, the men in it would fardly hear a hall in the noise. And
they're afraid to hail; and the boat, | think, isn’'t there.”

“There | agree with you, miss” sad Golde. “They are in a bad way, certainly. | could dmost
pity the poor brutes.”

Yes, I'd pity them!”

“I pity the poor Duke, anyway. HE Il have a poor night's rest of it. They’ll smply keep him a
prisoner till the boat putsin an appearance again.”

“If we let them, you mean!” cried she, exultant and flushed: “just let them wait there an hour,
and see if they don't get some bullets in their head!”

“It would be what they deserve, too,” remarked Golde. “And there is no doubt, miss, you have
no lack of schemes passing in your head. What may the next be, if | might ask? | am reedy for it,
whatever itis”

“How far is Seacombe from here, Mr. Golde?’

“I should say about afour mile”

“It isthe nearest town, isT't it?’

“Yes, much.”

“Hasit got achurchinit?’

“A church and achapd.”

“Wall, then, let us go and ring up Seacombe quick, and bring it out upon these French beasts!”

“I am with you, miss. That is, if the boat doesn't put in an appearance while we are gone, and
take them off.”

“But if it did, we couldn’t do any good by standing about here. Let us go at once.”

“I don’t know,” said Golde, “but it looksto me asif | saw alight out yonder amoment since.

“I don't see any.”

“No, nor | now.”

“Come on, then—make your hobby-horse go, Mr. Golde! It's a race: and they’ll have to look
sharp, or we have them sure!”

Golde helped her up, mounted, and went rocking and toeing in the direction of Seacombe. But
it was a race in an unsuspected sense. For, some feet off dtting stock ill, Lise d'Arblay had
heard every word, and, hearing, understood the cause of the boat’'s disappearance. Margaret had
done this. Margaret had lkeen with them dl through, the secret cause of dl ther woes Margaret
was with them dill, dert, hardened againg them, bent upon their ruinl And she would succeed,
too: only she had Lise to reckon with! Down upon the horse's haunch dashed her whip, and the
panting nag was away.

Horse, then, against hobby-horse: and Seacombe was the god. From the lanthorn Margaret
soon took off her cloak, and the light was a guide to Lise behind. With quick invention, Lise had
aready decided what to say, what do, if she could reach the village three minutes in advance.
Bitterly now she reproached hersdf for lacking some weapon, for the possesson of which she
would have forfeited her fortune, or alimb.

Upon the tailing bicycligts stole the gdloping hoofs.

“Itisclear, miss, that someoneis after us on horseback,” panted Golde s labouring chest.

“Yes—I| know who it is” answered Margaret. “It is a beast of a woman who is the cause of
al”

“Wel—awoman!”



“Yes It is her horse that kicked me. She is the wife or mstress to that Verdier. He cdls her
Lise. The Duke thinks her nameis Mrs. Opie, but it is D’ Arblay.”

“It looks, miss, asif shewill be begting us.”

“You mugn't let her! Do, pray, Mr. Golde!”

“1 don’'t seem to see what she could do at Seacombe, even if she does put us behind a bit.”

“She is a vile woman, that. She will do something! She must have heard what we were saying
inthedark!”

“Mightn’'t it be agood thing to cover over that lantern, miss?’

“It might. Why?’

“We offer avery fair target for a pistol, don’'t we?’

“But would you be able to see?”

“No, you arein the right there. Still, I think | should cover over that lantern, miss”

She covered it.

On came the spattering hoofs. Five minutes from the sart Lise was two hundred yards behind;
in seven they were abreast, and Seacombe three miles ahead. Side by Sde, ten yards apart they
goed, Lisg's whip plying, Golde spurting with al his carering legs, esch a condant
unconquerable presence with the other.

“Don't let her beat us!” Margaret tossed the hiss behind her.

A moment, and she was rolling on the ground, Golde with her: he had run into a gorsy
depression. Ahead, asthey lay, they heard the lessening hoof- beats.

She leagpt up. “If we had had alight, you see—!”

Her first care was the lanthorn: it had been jerked some distance, but till burned.

“Ah, that was a nagty hit, miss” sad Golde. “I hope you have not met with an injury. We
might il be able to get there within four or five minutes of her.”

“Come, then!”

And again they were up and off, this time lit, Lise being a thousand yards ahead. But some-
thing was wrong with the horse: she felt that. He no longer answered to the whip, save on his left
haunch, when a throe beneath her, a dight kick-out, was the response. She began to know that
her speed was dackening: there was a sense of failure, as if he yieded beneath her weight: she
was not strongly and bravely borne. Yet be could not be so tired! she whipped and whipped.
Once there was a tottering gait an ingtant; later he ssumbled, nearly lifting her over his head. But
he continued to run: and adways the whip went.

It became clear to Margaret that they were rapidly gaining upon her. Never was Golde 0 in
eanest: in his unconscious eagerness to gain her smile, his short power of wind seemed to
multiply itsdf; and with widdy-careering legs, in dternate rock and rush, navigating the en
cumbered heath, he went toiling on the toiling hobby-horser toiling—for ominous cresks, and
presently, as they sole near Lise, a sngular clack of metd upon meta, were heard a every
backward toe-thrugt, the machine swaying in the middle a the jerk of each repeated impetus, like
a thing protesting againg the work demanded of it. But they were wdl within a mile of
Seacombe. Golde, conscious of some weskness, did not relax, but even, with a certain merciless
vehemency, put forth his lagt reserve of vigour; and while on this pitch of effort, once more
heard the galoping hoofs abreast, heard them sruggle an unconquerable presence, heard them
yield defeated behind. He found breath to say:

“We shdl leave her out on the moor yet, misd”



And farther receded the hoof-beats during three minutes, till the hobby-horse quietly parted
into a front and a back whed, the front lying over Margaret. And Golde was a her dde, lifting
her, and she, with bruised arm, was saying: “It cannot be far off now; on foot, then!”

And before Lise reached them they were off the lanthorn with them. And when Lise dashed
past, Golde knew that Seacombe could not be half amile, and panted:

“We ghdl be there within five minutes of her yet!”

But even this find edtimate proved wrong: for Lise had hardly cantered by, when her horse
shivered through a horrible long heave of the flanks, tottered, dropped dead. He had been
bleeding through the wound of Margaret's knife for nearly two hours. When the race began his
eyes were glazed; his head hung low. It had hastened the end.

He fdl upon Lise, who for some time lay shocked and fettered. The two ran by, beieving her
wdl on towards Seacombe. But three minutes after they began to run down the long street, Lise
was gill out on the moor.

So Golde and Margaret won the race of horse against hobby-horse from Wyemouth coast to
Seacombe village.

CHAPTER XXIV
THE ALARM

But they did not know their victory: and with prone run down the slent street, made paces for
the church.

It ood in meadow at the end, smal but rich, Edward Il. Decorated. Golde knew its postion
exactly. They passed through a gate up the steps of a frontage pierced by a rich and deeply-
recessed Norman arch under a gable-niche containing a statue of St. John. Here Golde hoped for
entrance. But, holding the lanthorn, saw only the brass knocker by which crimind fugitives
gained sanctuary, and the locked keyless door, though the short iron bar hung unsecured.

“We shdl have to knock up the sexton,” said Margaret.

“No, this way, miss, plesse” answered Golde. “There is a door around there in the vesry,
which it ismore likdy—"

Round they ran through old dant tomb- stones.

The vestry stuck out sdeways, a cubicd box againg the church-wdl. Golde found a smdl
door, secured by a hook and eye, ran through a little north chantry of dainty Perpendicular, past a
pulpit of corbel and crocket, and over storied grave-dabs in the nave floor. By an inner handle
they opened and flung wide the portd for the entrance of Seacombe.

Not a sound in the village: it was past three; and the faintest breeze arose, premonitory of day.

“Thisway, miss, for the steeple,” panted Golde.

It was square, battlemented, at the south corner of the fagade, the only thing crudely modern in
. John's. One entered by a door within the church. They looked about for the ropes, and not
seeing any, climbed a ladder-stair to the stage above; and here, through holes in a higher floor,
came three ropes. They deposited the lanthorn near the door, and took each a rope. Suddenly
Seacombe was awake, daing scae Loud went jargoning the turbulent bells in affrighted
clamour through the night. Firel And out looked a thousand wondering heads, the savour of
soring beditudes Hill fresh in the nodrils, to find for answer only darkness and the insstent
darum of the bels

High through the reverberations, cried Margaret:



“I wonder what that woman is doing flow!”

“It remains to be seen!” bawled Golde.

It remained not long: before the first sound Lise was hasting down the dreet. She had visted it
before, but was uncertain of the pogtion of the church, when forth clashed the innovating
clangour upon the timid slence. She flew, entered, passed the font, the line of blue mosac
beyond which women once might not advance, looking, spied the turret-door, pesped in. Light
sreamed down. She hurried up, not even careful to go soft in the tumultuous verberaions which
brayed through the narrow tower. She was a the door; looked in; the backs of both were toward
her. She introduced an arm, dtraining to reach the lanthorn: it was too far; she entered, stood
there with them an ingtant; and they did not see her.

Suddenly Margaret cried, “ Look!” —but too late.

Lise was gone; they were in darkness. The door was closed upon them, and fastened outside.

The turret was littered with rubbish, dust, ancient refuse. On the lowest floor stood in a corner
a dust-hegp of old torn documents, shavings of repairs, bits of cloth and wood. When Lise saw
this she smiled: it was what she needed. By armfuls she hegped it a the star-foot, then held the
lanthorn-dip steedily to the pile. A flame shot up. Outsde were remote sounds of a crowd. The
bells had ceased. She threw the lanthorn upon the burning hegp and dipped out quickly, locking
the door by a bang behind her. Into the church now streamed old and young, dovenly women
haf-nude, children. No fire, certainly, was in the village, and none knew what to make of the
reveille. In some minutes the building was the thronged focus of the village Babd reigned—a
tempest of tongues. In rushed a plump rector, red-faced from his winey dumber, with one stock-
ing, his night-dress bagging a the breeches-was under smdl-clothes. Who had rung the bells,
and for what, became the question. When the sexton entered, belated and dazed, and could give
no account of things, it began to seem as if Bedzebub himsdf was abroad. Women screamed
guesses across the church-breadth one to another. Parson and bell-man, apothecary and “post-
medter,” dignitaries al, assembled near the dtar-screen. The object of Lise was time a minute
more or less might be everything. Only when the ferment grew superlative, and there was a
movement of investigation towards the steeple, did she run up the pulpit-gairs, and in the circle
of lonely marble stood.

Clustered pillars of Purbeck and carved bosses, fantraceried roof and panel wals, al was a
vagueness in the ruddy dair-obscure of chance lanthorns snatched by hurried hands. Only half
observed Lise, till the parson roared “ Silence!” and there was slence, and vacant mouths.

“My friendd” she began, filling the church. “It was | who rang the bellgl”

Here was light, the beginning of light. The murmur hushed; she proceeded.

It was essentid, my friends, that | should arouse you. You know, don't you, that a menagerie
has been on the moor, and was burnt down last night by some accident?’

“Ayel 'tisso! goon!”

“You think perhgps that dl the men in it perished in the flames, or ae gone where thar
business calls them—"

“No! no!—three of 'em are here now!”

Thiswas a nonplus. She hesitated: but proceeded:

“At any rate, there are two others of them, to my knowledge, not only dive, but near you now.
| happened to be passing over the moor a while since, my friends, as | have to be a Lessng, nine
miles hence, by early cock-crow; as | came aong, | heard two people in the dark; | stole toward
them, and heard their tadk—a woman and a man they were. They averred that the menagerie had
been st fire to by you Seacombe folk, and they were coming straight here to give you tit-for-tat,



by burning down Seacombe while you were in your beds, friends, beginning, they sid, with the
church. They found out that | was ligtening, and chased me, friends. | know they can't be far off,
if they have not dready s fire to something while | was ringing—"

At this point there was sensation, commotion: for now, in truth, the church was perceived to be
full of athin smoke.

Agan arose the outcry of fire. Through the uproar screamed the voice of Lise:

“Friendd you see | told you true! and the incendiaries are in the village ill! The only way to
secure them is to form a cordon round the village, dl of you, and wait for hours—till morming—
to block their escape—"

But this suggestion was mostly unheard, the people now being turned toward the turret- door,
where fast came oozing dark smoke from every cranny; when some rushed to goen it, they found
it locked and keyless, the sexton was impotent: the key had stood there for years, nor was there a
duplicate that he knew of. The air thickened every moment to a darker grey, the lights showing
lurid, the crowd jostling between and over the pew-backs, shoes fdling off women fainting. Now
a dout farrier shouted above the din, bidding some follow him: these crushed their way to the
frontage, and ran down to the smithy, seizing upon crow-bars and dedges, hastened back then,
made to the turret-door, and a vigorous bombardment began.

Lise, seaing this and fearing the rescue of the two, coolly doomed the whole village, and
hasted out.

And soon gtrange panic was added to the turmoil by a crush a the front, by a heart-gartling
rumour: the porta had been barred on the outsde, and now a man came belowing from the
vestry tha there, too, escape was barred, while aove the turmoil and short-winded mélée of the
blinded people out clanged once more, with mystifying unexpectedness, the noisy bells, adding
to digraction sound. For a red fire this time rang Golde and Margaret: for, as the dedge-men
with unlooked-for quickness crushed a hole through the turret-door, the interior sent forth a belch
of sparks and redundant smoke, hurling the cromd into a backward jam: and immediatdly it was
seen that the inner surface of the door was well dight, and the steeple in flames.

Now it was the turn of the porta, blows thundering upon lock and wood-work, and at the
vestry-door a thunder of blows, and above, the quarreling bells, and within a hubbub of voices,
gasps and screams. When the pent-up crowd at length streamed forth, a great mouth of flame had
opened within between church and turret.

Outsde, they assembled before the facade, filling the churchyard, spreading up the Street,
gaoing a an up-gliding cloud of flushed smoke, through which thronged processions of sparks
and flashes from turret-top and window-dit. Far it dispated the solemn dark with a scintillating
mig, till atongue of bright flame shot, and the fire-dawn was turned to red day.

Some tak had been going on about forming the recommended cordon: but before any
movement could be made, two shapes gppeared to the astounded crowd scampering round the
turret-top. (Lise had long since disappeared, no one knew or asked whither.)

The man, seeming to stretch down arms of gpped, was answered by a shout of execration.

The eyes of both were wide in panic. It was impossble to misundersand the nature of the
shouts below.

“It does look, miss, as if we were down for this time, and no mistake either,” heaved from
Golde' s short breast.

She was running round, he behind her, looking for the lightning-conductor, remembering the
lighthouse. But lightning-conductors were not common: here was nore. The turret was, however,
covered from top to bottom with ivy, and thisfact occurred to the girl’ s swift mind.



“Down by theivy,” she panted, “it will bresk our fall.”

“Our necks, | think, you mean, miss” answered Golde, “and a very safe way of doing it, too.
Do, pray, don't think of that!”

“’Tis better than burning!”

“’Tis quicker, yes, and just assure.”

Golde, as dways, clung to life for as great a number of seconds as the heavens would grant it
him: the turret was nearly eighty feet high.

“l an going—!" she cdled.

“Oh, miss, miss—" cried Golde.

Her leg was actudly over the top, but she stopped: for she had chosen the shortest side,
separated from the church by a platform low down seven feet wide, but just beneath her was a
Gothic window pouring out processons of sparks, and these had thinned the ivy above. At the
sheer precipice her heart faled: and as she paused, she noticed what caused her to tingle: the
window was on a level with the church-coping. If she could lesp from one to the other—»but the
window was too smdl to admit a sanding body the only posshbility seemed to lie in the placing
of abar or abeam across, so to furnish abridge.

With this thought, without a word, she flew down scorched dairs into thick smoke brightly it
by a dresk of flame, which had even shot through the roof on one sde. There hung the three
bels.

The moment when the bell nearest the flaring side would drop to the very bottom was not far.

In the burning room she looked wildly around: but no bar or beam ma her sght: only the
doomed and slent bells, waiting. She saw a ladder, indeed, but its three steps were only four feet
long. Foiled, she ran back, to be met by a stone from below which cut her temple.

In the heart of the mob was not one gentle throe. A dramatic Providence, it seemed, was here at
work, burning those who had thought to burn. And when humorous old Steve, the fiddler, he of
the sharp face, bright eyes, and fumbling toothless mouth, hit upon the idea that Providence was
weak aone, and trew a stone, this inspiration caught the whole mob. It chanced that a conica
heap of broken stone for paving lay near, and this, once discovered by another genius, began to
grow less, and went showering upwards, faling mostly short.

But a few reached, one cutting Margaret, and immediately another gave out a clang, striking on
metal: and this sound drew her interest, and inspired her invention.

“Mr. Golde, herel” she cried: “let us seeif we can move this—"

It was a rod, round above, square at bottom, ten feet high, & its summit a wesather-cock
glancing now with creaks at the gadding of the morning breeze.

Golde, without question, set to work a her bidding. They laid hold of the rod with desperate
wrestle. It did not budge, being embedded in the masorry, and clamped to it by two rectangular
cramps.

They dessted. The fire soread. Now a stone flew by.

“Wdl, miss, thereisnothing in that,” panted Golde.

“It is the only thing left,” she wept. Suddenly she vanished again, flew down, placed the
ladder-gteps beside the smalest of the bels, and with cheeks hot from the near flame, was about
to mount, when the mass of metd disengaged itsdf from the eaten roof, and down with huge
clatter tumbled, rending with it dl the flane and burnt flooring in that corner. Back she leapt,
dismayed by the bigness of the downfal; but in a moment was under another, mounted, and with
furious effort disengaged the tongue from its socket. Faltering under the 85 Ibs. weight, she again
reached the top.



“Now, drive a that thing, Mr. Golde!” she cried, “and drop the bell-tongue on these people
when you've done.”

Whereupon Golde, with this ponderous dedge, did drive, and the mason-work began to spatter,
and the flaky old iron to fly, crack, and writhe and presently there were no cramps there worth
mentioning, and the bar was nodding in adusty hole.

“Now, miss, | think it will cometo apull,” gasped Golde, winded.

At their upward drain it yielded, and, one a ether end, went rapidly down, and out a the
Gothic window. The father it went, the greater the drain to keep its outer end, though the
lighter, up to the coping-leve; but by the bel-tongue and their own hung weght, the other end
rose and rose with jerks, and fell, with a push, upon the coping, a bridge secure.

The flooring was haf consumed, three sdes aflame, and as Margaret clambered to the sl
down crashed bellowing another of the bells She let hersdf down a full length, and commenced
a hand-wak across, a hollow space of fifty feet below. But now the mob, missng them, had
edged round, and a rain of crue missiles surrounded her, striking her back, her head, or flopping
spent in her skirts, amid hoots and ribald jeers. Now Golde, too, trusted his weight over
emptiness, going adride, dagping with the ams, winning himsdf adong with dowest caution.
When he was hdf-way across, Margaret stood waiting on the leads behind the coping. He
reached her with bleeding jaw.

And now was the run, no longer from the fire, but the stones, round the coping, in search of
descent. There were buttresses, but without foothold. They went baancing in dose flight dong
the coping-top, making for the chance-end, where it was dimmer, till Margaret cried:

“The vestry!”

Its flat roof lay thirty feet belon—a deep drop: but here, too, covering vestry-roof and church
wall, grew thicknesses of ivy and white briony.

“Jugt let me try fird, miss” sad Golde, “and see how it treats me. If it waan't for those foolish
men and women down there—"

“I may aswdl go firgt, Mr. Golde—"

“No, lass—remember your sprained leg. Just et me go, and receive you as you come.”

He depped hestantly over the edge, and in a moment went clutching and tearing a the
yidding masses of tendrils, bumping to a seat astounded as a fat monk from benesth whom,
about to gt, the chair is pulled. And now came Margaret, dl a disarray of wild skirts, and Golde,
as he caught her impetus, fell with her, and together they rolled a little in the ivy there, tightly
held, and lingeringly. Here they were secure from pebbles, and for some minutes sat so among
exuberance and |eaves, watching the square flame-pyramid at the turret-top.

“That boat must have come back by this, lass” sad Golde, and laid his hand on hers “I have
an ideathat thisis abad busness.”

For answer she jumped up, and a once went down the vestry-wall, tearing at the tendrils, in a
drop of twenty-five feet. She dighted upon soft ivy-grown mould; and looked up to discern
Golde hesitating: and soon he, too, was with her, a much-bumped man. They found themsdves
in the midst of the rough- handed and noisily-vengeful villagers of Seacombe.

CHAPTER XXV
THREE CHEERS

“Drive un back into the turret—Ilet un burn!” cried the snuff-man.



“Take'em round to my shop, let’sgi’ "em apill a-piece!” said the apothecary.

“Under the pump with them, and quench some of their fire!” cried the rough-nosed rector.

“You silly fools!” dhrilled Margaret.

“No, no, lass” sad Golde, who, meanwhile, was being roughly husled, “ligen to me, folks,
please. You have got on the wrong track somehow—" he backed towards the vestry-door, and
lifted himsdf on the dep. The dusky light of lanthorns shone here and there on a rude visage,
leaving vague interspaces of heads, while in buttress-recess, in the shadow of oak, or church, was
the very blackness of darkness, though broad overhead the sparkling fume solemnly informed the
night. “On the wrong track somehow— We are two perfectly innocent people—"

“Oh, aye—us |l show ye innocent soon!”

“Wdl, but you will give a man a chance to tak, | hope” proceeded Golde: “violence is not
likely to help you to the truth, and it's the truth you want, | daresay. You are thinking, | shouldn’t
wonder, some of you, that it was we who st fire to the church: and nice people were they that
did it, and much luck may they expect, too—"

This was too ponderous for the occasion. The mob would not stand it.

“Oh, come on, ye it wur right enough: under the pump with 'em, as passon says” cried some.

But Margaret had no taste for the pump. She legpt to Golde' s Sde. Her tongue went flying.

“I haven't got any patience with dlly fools like you!” she screamed—+to beieve the firg lying
Frenchwoman that comes and suffs your head with a lot of lies, as if you oughtn’'t to have more
sense! Whatever it was the woman told you wasn't true, can’'t you understand, not a word of it!
She chased us across the moor because she heard us saying we were coming to get you to rescue
the Duke, before the boat came back, and it was she who stole our lantern, and st fire to the
church, and you have got to get ready now, the whole of you, and come with me and Mr. Golde
to the shore to catch the Frenchmen who have kidnapped the Duke, that is, if we are not too late
dready, after dl this time, just through your slliness in bdieving a lot of lies of a lying
Frenchwoman, Englishmen like you—!"

But she spoke to brains already captured and prejudiced by Lise. There was a burst of derision,
amovement of menace, shouts of contemptuous query:

“Which Duke?’

“Which boat?’

“What about the menagerie?’

“Which menagerie?” screamed Margaret. “What has the menagerie to do with it? The
Frenchmen—"

“Ben't ye two from the menagerie?’

“No!” cried one of the menagerie-men staying a Seacombe: “the girl is, but | don't think she'd
st fire to a church. The man don’t belong to us.”

“The man is Mr. Golde of Newton Mill!* cried a woman, who, having heard Golde's name,
had peered and recognised him.

Well, here was contradiction, and no knowing what to believe. But the minds of the boors were
hopelessy preoccupied by Lise' s nicdy-plausible ory.

“What about burning down the whole of Seacombe?’ bawled Steve, the fiddler.

“I don't know what you are talking about!* Margaret cried. “Listen to me a little, can’'t you?
The Frenchmen have kidnapped the Duke—"

“Which Duke?’

“But this is dupidnesss The Duke of Wdlington, of course! What other Duke does anybody
care anything about? Can't you understand, some of you? A lot of Frenchmen have come in a



vessH to take the Duke to France, and they have got him from Grandcourt, they have him now a
the shore, only they’ve no boat, because Mr. Golde has frightened away their boat with his
hobby-horse; and we came to you to rescue him, only the vile French-woman shut us up in the
tower, and st fire to the church—"

At lagt, here and there, a boorish mind opened to her earnest, prone, shrill pleadings. The
crowd divided into a minority in favour of her improbability, and a mgority in favour of Lise
The danger of the pump a any rate vanished. The parson adopted Margaret’s side, for the
pleasure of becoming darmed a public affars, the apothecary and the fiddler led the oppostion.
There was an interva of generd noisy jargoning.

Then Margaret had a thought.

“But where is that Frenchwoman?’ she cried.

“1 don’t suppose you have been slly enough to let her go!”

Where was Lise? That became the question. It was soon known that she had disappeared, and
this suspicious circumstance brought over adherents to the right sde. Out went the rector’s hand,
shaking Golde's in a warm grip; some old dames came to tears with murmurs of “Poor thing!
and to think, after al—"

At this point there was a clatter of broken chance-windows heard, and out swarmed a belch of
rufous smoke, throwing the crowd into backward rout. Margaret, running, too, was full of rage
and inward fret. Everything seemed conspiring to delay the end for which, with so much drain,
they had come to Seacombe.

But the rector lifted his sacred plumpness to atomb-stone, and there was a speech. He said:

“l venture to address to you, dear friends, a brief, but pointed, discourse on this occason. It
would be folly, and an insult to the Understanding, if we refused to credit that there is some iota,
or tittle, of Truth in the evidence of these witnesses, nor should we be either sensble or polite.
Two, it has been wittily sad, are better than One. And though it would be folly to deny a certain
vagueness in these reports as to ‘Frenchmen,” ‘Frenchwoman,” and ‘the Duke,’ yet |, for my part,
am ready to hold out to them the right hand of felowship. Mr. Golde, it seems, is a Man of
Respectability in the neighbouring Parish of Newton, and his Companion is known to the
homeless men saying among us. While, therefore, deploring the grest catastrophe which has
resulted in the destruction of our dear old Church, let us beware lest we punish the Innocent for
the Guilty. | therefore give my voice for investigating their Report. Let us go out. If there is in
truth, a Rescue to be effected, let us effect it. The French have fdt the weight of British ams
before, and run like curs before it; let them have a taste of Seacombe men to-night, if it be indeed
true that they are near us. | mysdlf, late asisthe hour, offer mysdf as a volunteer—”

Thiswas cheered.

“But it won't be any good,” shrilled Margaret, “if you don't go now!”

The rector took no notice of her impassoned cry.

“All who have fireearms” he went on, “let them—"

Truthis, therean't no Frenchmen there,” shouted the fiddler: and this, too, was cheered.

“No?’ cried Margaret, “and who burnt down the lighthouse?”

Thiswas very plausible. It won conviction.

They had been wondering at the cause of the lighthouse fire.

“Those who have fireearms,” went on the rector imperturbably in hs dow gross bass, “let them
assemble a the end of the street forthwith—"

“But which of us hasfire-arms?’ asked the fiddler.



There was no answer: a rusty match-lock leaned in the rector’s kitchen; otherwise there was no
gun in Seacombe.

But a humorous idea occurred to the fiddler. “What about the cannon?” he called.

A full cheer, mixed with laughter, went up: and indantly, like wild-fire, a contagion of devilry
goread through the mob of boors, the suggestion blending wel with their humour of gpathy and
half-belief hardly one redlisng the affair as momentous.

At the mention of “the cannon,” they became volatile, rowdily adventurous, eager for a sortie,
caught with laughter. Seacombe stood on the edge of a low diff, and “the cahnon” were three
sakers which had lain on rotten carriages pointing from the diff seaward since Armadadays, the
jest and pride of the village, utterly disntegrated, light with age. But the rector was no longer
heard: the mob had rushed to a decison, like the decison of asngle man. A detachment ran off
toward the cliff, some stopping to procure ropes. In a minute dl were hastening different ways
about the dreet and dleys. “Don't forget them flags, Tom!” shouted the butcher to the post-
master, who, after Waterloo, had decorated the tavern with two endggns. “And, mind the flute,
Stevel” “And don't forget that drum o yourn!” With these exhortations they dispersed, while the
main body ran toward the village-end to wait.

A few minutes, and the rescue-party was ready, the rector in their midst, near him Golde and
Margaret virtudly prisoners, she sernly dlent with rage and contempt. There were fird three
ringing cheers, and defiance to Frenchmen; and with lanthorns, and two flags flying, and the
drum and flute meking holiday, and three lads rattling gaas on tin-pots, with a horn, two dust-
bells, a watchman's rattle, and two of the cannons trundling behind, they started down the incline
to the moor, a moving, junketing hubbub.

And it was thus that Seacombe set out toward four o'clock in the morning to confound the
wiles of the French.

CHAPTER XXVI
THE CLIFFS

The morning came dowly, and there was ill no sgn of it when Seacombe arrived a the point of
coast indicated by Golde and Margaret. Of Frenchmen now, however, there was nothing to be
Seen: and no wonder: for Seacombe had come out as to carnival, with drums and hilarities.

And there, as they stood, confusion of tongues ensued. Margaret done was fixed in dlence,
pde lips tight, her brain dl conflict and guesses. That boat, anyway, had had plenty of time to
return, and take them. “They are gone, surel” she muttered, the words cutting her heart like the
keenest persond pang. If the boat had not come back, then the Duke, she reasoned, must be freel
for he would refuse to run with them at the sounds of Seacombe, and they were too few to carry
him, without a good fight! But she could not hope: nothing concelvable could have prevented the
boat’ s return: the Duke, she believed, was adegp in the frigate’ s cabin.

But to make sure?

“You see” the rector was saying, “we have put you to the proof: but here are no Frenchmen!”,

“Stop—just lend me your lantern,” she sad, snaiching a lad's. “You have to follow me, dl of
you! We shdl soon know—"

She went dong the high-water mark, the lanthorn held over sands light-coloured, shelly, and
toilsome. The villagers trudged behind with bent backs, examining the dsrand. But though slent



now, they were wdl lit up to anyone in the darkness above. After a time Margaret fell eagerly to
her knees, with the cry:

“Hereisther track!”

This was a dry band of footprints in shapeless mélée, a mere indication of feet The villagers
peered, but with blank minds. At dl events some party of men had been here, and their fath in
Margaret grew.

A glesful outcry from her: “They are fill on land!”

The inference was hasty, but not groundless. for having edged father down to the fdlen tide-
edge, in wet sand she saw three digtinct foot-prints, the heels toward the sea.

She jJumped up, crying: “It isthat way they are gone!”

She pointed between west and north, following the direction of the trodden band.

The whole company of smock-frocks, eager now, was ready to be off over the moor.

“But stop,” sad Margaret, “it is no good running about the moor, where they wouldn’'t have
any business. If they are on shore, they are near the sea—'

“Along the sands, then,” said the rector.

“But we don't want al those lanterns” she went on; “why can't you put them out, and have
some sense, and keep quiet like decent people?’

Seacombe was now more subdued; out went its lights, and in dlence it followed Golde, who
went swinging the lanthorn in front. The loud surf was in ther ears the talk by the track had
been uttered in shouts.

For ten minutes they trudged. The wind was freshening, and a gentle rain began to fdl. And
now, once again, Margaret, with a cry, fdl upon her knees: she had come upon another oblique
track; and this time there could be no doubt: the toes pointed seaward, losing themsdaves 4 the
line where the surf came gently rolling.

The dgnificance of this was fdt by the dullest yokd. Even higher up the drizzle had given con
ggency to the foot-prints. From end to end of the track hurried Margaret, her bosom crouching
low, eyes shrewd as gimlets. There was a momentous silence. Golde, close to her ear, said:

“Miss, are they gone?’

“No!” she screamed, legping from her scrutiny, “they are here somewhere! This is a false
track! All the prints are the same size, made by a woman's shoes!  She wants to make us think
that they have gone on board—and they are herel”

Amid the dlence which followed, a strange sound was heard: a splash, three splashes, quick-
repeated.

“You hear?’ cried Margaret—"there is the woman. Come — quick — thisway — to the diffd

All went after her, still westward, but dso somewhat northward.

The splashes were made by Lise, who, standing on the bank above, and hearing Margaret’'s
outcry of discovery, had darted into a run to reach her friends. Treading in her riding-skirt, she
had splashed, hdf fdling, into a sAt-water pool.

On returning from Seacombe she had run draight, and to her amazement found the French ill
by the shore, with no sgn yet of the boat. Approaching them, in a degp man's-voice she had
sad: “ Camille!” and when Verdier joined her, rdlated what had happened. He determined to
move away, told her where they would await the boat, and bid her hang behind, in case of danger
from the village. The clamours of the yokes had soon reached her, and hdf the way from
Seacombe she had followed them.

When they reached the first track, she was on the bank above, and when they surmised that the
French were ill on land, she ran forward, and made the false track by stepping back and fore



without turning, so that her foot-marks pointed al sea-ward. Here she had waited, and on
Margaret’'s discovery of her ruse, darted towards the dliffs, with a three-fold splash which
revealed her whereabouts.

She flev—they after her. It was essentia that she should reach her party before the Duke could
catch sound or sght of another soul on the moor. The diffs, two miles to the west, were the am
of both pursued and pursuers. a mass of Portlandstone, risng &oruptly from the moor, and
folowing the coadt-line till you come amog to Wyemouth. Their eastern wall, a mile long, runs
north and south over the moor, doping down toward the north, till it gently meets the plain. The
two faces, the south and the east, meet at right angles, the south or sea-face being honeycombed
by a successon of roomy caves, while in the east face overlooking the moor there is dso one
hollow, known as “ Scobble' s Cave.”

It was towards this east face that the race was directed. But it was soon over. Lise ran north,
meking voluntary noises, and when the rescue-paty was well darted, shot off in a dlent,
gingerly run toward the high end of the diff, where her friends should be waiting. The
divergence was rapid, and soon the rector began to blow; the cannons, indeed, left behind, no
longer impeded them, but the run, by common consent, dackened to a trot, and soon to a
discontented walk.

“l shouldn’t fret, miss” sad Golde, with a pat on Margaret’s shoulder: “there is nothing for it
but patience, and plenty of it, too.”

“Let me aone, Mr. Golde” she answered wearily. “What patience can anybody have with
people who can't run ayard?’

Lise now had gpproached the dliffs with flying heds then dackened, ligening esgerly for a
sound of the French. They were to wait close againg the dliff-face overlooking the moor, near
the shore. But in the dense darkness preceding dawn she actudly butted upon the sheer rock:
whether they were north or south of her was uncertain: and every instant so precious She began
groaning “ Camille! Camille!” inlow gutturd, walking warily. The drizzle fell heavily now.

“Thank the good God!” she gasped presently, as a sound reached her strained ears.

The Duke had said:

“You see, now, it looks like coming to rain. You should have brought some tents with you, if
you meart living out here on the moor.”

“Camille!” groaned Lise.

In amoment Verdier was with her.

“Another minute,” she said, “and dl is over! There are men, many, many, searching for you—
from Seacombe! Camille! For the good God' s sske—"

Shewas livid with fright.

“lsn’'t there a cave, or something, about here?’ he asked.

“Yed it must be further north—allittle. Scoble' s Cave—it is your hope—run—run!”

Verdier pelted. He took a sudden interest in therain.

“Your Grace” he sad hurriedly— “If your Grace will wak quickly with us this way, | think
we can find your Grace shelter from this shower.”

And northward, in rgpid wak, they moved, Verdier's hand groping againg the wadl for the
narrow cave-mouth; while behind came Lise

CHAPTER XXVII

SCOBLE'SCAVE



Up to now, nether sght nor sound of the rescue-party had reached the Duke: a short distance
from the diffs a saries of hillocks blocked the generd level of the moor from dght, hiding
Margaret’s lanthorn.

When therefore Vedier cdled: “In here—to the left,” the Duke waked into a long passage
hardly wide enough to admit three abreast.

They went infile, Verdier lagt, then Lise.

“There is a pool of some sort,” she whispered at his ear, “you must not hesitate—you must go
right through, and hide on the other side, far off. They will be certain to comein here”

“A pool?’

“Y es—it comes abruptly—walk fast, and you will be into it before you know, in the dark—"

“But — 'tisrather too much to expect of him, you know. He won't go through.”

“Y ou must make him somehow!”

“Don’'t be absurd, my dear. He is getting frightfully moody and angry, asit is”

“You must make him! If he could once be got well in—you must make him run—now.”

“And how, pray?’

For answer she dipped by him, and ran rapidly, but slently, cringing againg the wall. Once,
twice, she sumbled, with echoed sound. But she did swiftly beyond the foremost, and beyond
dill ten yards: then sopped, and lanced a shill cry of piercing distress.

The whole party, with mixed impulses, ran forward, the Duke eager asthe rest.

“Lise haswits,” muttered Verdier.

But Lisgs cay was not dl dmulated: in it beng mixed a note of red surprise, dismay.
Suddenly, as she stopped her dark run, there had appeared before her—Ilight! Terror seized her
lest she should be seen, though, in fact, a bend hid her, and the light was of a kind which hardly
reveded an object neer it.

Sill, as the Duke rescued himsdf from a sumble—his third in the short run—he was
momentarily conscious of a femde form,—Margaret’s he was sure—rushing like a phantom in
the opposite direction. The next moment they all dashed, spattering and struggling, into amorass.

Lise had cdled it “a pool”, had sad that the pursuers would be “certain to come in”; had
gpoken of it as being “in the dark”: and in each case there was misstatement, due to the fact that,
in soite of her Intdligence-Department scrutiny, she did not redly know the country-side. She
had visted Scoble's Cave one day, and seen a black, oily tarn dumbering where the passage
ended, and the rock opened in a circular vaulted cavern. The sun, shining up the passage, had
shown her that the wals rose sheer out of the unctuous water; and she had noted a fetid ill-odour,
like garlic and rotten eggs. But she did not know that the fluid surface was only an inch deep,
and that far down lay a bardymoist swamp of decomposing phosphoric offd, sea-fowl refuse,
putrid fish, dgee dl the carrions and waste-products of the sea; nor that above this mawkish and
pestilent mass there arose, in darkness, a luminous exhdation, a white and garish haze of light;
nor that, for no consideration would ayokel of the country-side enter this place by night.

At tha time, when witches rode, and the mind was in a sate ready to believe whatever & ex-
traordinary, Scobles Cave had a bad name. Individuas, supposed to have entered it, had
vanished, never to be seen again. The definite suction of the morass was sufficient to account for
this, but the fact itsdf, together with reports of drange Sghts seen here, inspired sensations of
vague immense avesomeness in reference to the Cave. Wyemouth, however, was a good-sized
town, and freer-minded, and the Cave was the stock resort of its fishermen on the way over the
moor each Monday, Wednesday and Saturday, in the passage being deposted rolled seines,



creds, oars, logs, hand-nets, etc., while from time immemorid the tarn had been the repository
of dl the usdess fish, and unsold, decaying resdues of the hauls. It is doubtful, however, if even
a Wyemouth fisherman would have entered the Cave by night; and it is possble that not a living
soul had seen the wannish sheen which then emanated from it.

The morass is amply a phosphorus-swamp, precisdy smilar to that of Spendi, though for
some reason less famous, its fesble luminosty being identical with that of a decaying haddock in
the dark: for, origindly a fishpool formed by the sed's overflow into the cavern, in the course of
ages it became amere bog of fishy products.

But it was deep; and the French and the Duke were carried by their impetus amost to the
middle. Some feet down, the substance is of the consistency of dough, and they were able to take
some floundering steps: but then the full horror broke upon them: the inddious doom below, soft
but strong, had caught ther feet; the higher layers afforded no prise for upward effort; the marsh
was sucking themiin.

The more they floundered, the quicker the end. Huguenin, the firg to plunge, had sunk in an
agony of druggle to the chin, had gulped a firg potion of the fad filth, and was about to
disappear. The Duke saw the backward hanging head; and knew that nothing could now save
him. Mog were Hill a chest above, he highest; dl save him, fighting hard againg the foul tomb
that hedld and drew them. He had noted the effect of Huguenin's struggles, for objects within the
mist of light were distinct, though al beyond lay dark: and he cried out:

“Don’t dance about, any of you. That only makes the matter worse, it looks like.”

They gaced a him: there he sood in the sckly nebulous glare, dowly snking, his brow
twitching. A minute before he had been weary, languid, sullen; now, in the sudden peril, his eyes
lifted with interest, keen, but cam: so keen, that before he sank an inch, e had estimated every
posshility of the dtuation so cdm, that the working of his mind was quas-disinterested, as a
mathematician is concerned with his problem for its own sake.

But puzzlement twitched his wry-pulled forehead: the roof was out of resch; the wals were
smooth, and out of reach.

Danda, in his angry struggles, was nearly gone. Huguenin had bubbled his cry, and perished.

“It rather looks as if we werein for it,” the Duke said to Verdier near him, “unless—"

“Wél, your Grace?’

Verdier's cheeks were ashen.

“Unless one of you has some twine.”

Of dl things twine seemed the most usdess: but one tossed a coil. To his osk-gtick, floating
near, the Duke tightly tied it, round and round, near the ferule then, the dick horizontad in his
uplifted am, he oscillated it, taking am, and cagt it. The effort sank him an inch. It flew draight
through the middle of the passage, and fdl. He drew it back, dowly, with one mancauvring hand:
and back it came to him—nbut empty, and ineffectud.

And agan he cadt, and again it returned ineffectud; and then again, and it returned ineffectud:
with every hurl he sank an inch.

“Ah,” sad he, “the old gtick is not turning out so good a friend as it has been. Well, then, we
must only keep him on histravels.”

And again he cast with cdm accuracy, and agan it returned—but not done. The curved end
had caught in a wide-spaced wicker-work, and brought a cred with it.

Something of this kind he had expected, remembering his sumblings over obstacles in the
passage, and their softness underfoot.



“Ah,” he sad, “I thought there was something. Some more like that, and we shdl get on very
well.”

He drew in the cred: pushed it towards Verdier, to lift himsalf upon.

And out, with wrinkled, speculative brow, he cast again: but it returned ineffectud.

Immediately, however, five, 9x creds were cast in swift successon by invisble hands. Lise
had sood quivering and pardysed in the passage, till she comprehended the meaning of the
gtick-and-twine, and flung the credls.

“Waéll,” said he, “Margaret knows how to succour both her friends and her enemies.”

Cred after cred came flying, and with them old sacks, logs, a swab, a tiller; and down as the
floating objects sank beneath their weight, so up they won the feet from the reluctant clutch of
the dush. In three minutes they were on the other Sde, no longer seven, but six.

Here was a passage in the rock, nearly opposite that of entrance. But passing through, they
dopped smultaneoudy, gazing in the extremity of surprises for each saw the other shrouded
from neck to toe in a feeble hdo, not of light, but of the mere scum and frivolous froth of light,
like the shimmering ghosts of huge glon-worms. and so phantasmd, mournful, was the
impression, that when Verdier laughed, it was with a certain nervous tremor.

Through the passage, clearly visble to one another, they came out on a levd space between
two spurs of the gentle dope at the back of the seaward-looking diffs

Verdier here caled Danda asde, proposing the ascent of a hill, in order to sght the light or
boat or frigate. And up the dope they began to trudge.

By now, Seacombe had arived a the mouth of Scoble's Cave, and there was a prompt move-
ment to hurry past. It was the rector who called out:

“They may bein there!”

Seacombe did not relish the suggestion. Even Golde did not volunteer to enter.

“We had better look!” said Margaret; and she entered, followed by Golde and the rector. Lise,
having heard their approach, had dipt out of the passage to the moor. They passed through, and
the moment the miasma shone before them, Golde cried out:

“Miss, miss, come back—!"

The rector, a locd man, gave no second look, but ran back to scarce the villagers with awful
news, followed soon by the two. They had seen a feaful thing: the creds and bags dowly
gnking under the luminous haze were now barely indicated in dusky vagueness, and seemed the
backs of drowned men: while 4ill dicking straght up in the sheen was the right hand of the
perished Frenchman.

And Seacombe ran, hdtingly, obliquely, away from the diff toward the shore, scared by the
horror that the maliceful pooi had claimed yet another band of victims. But near the shore, with
eyeswide in awe and pity, they stopped, doubtful, excited, and looked back.

And as they looked, an appdling spectacle met their gaze. Poised in mid-ar they behdd six
forms, like headless phantasms in shrouds, as it were, of the fugitive pollen of moonshine,
wavering in awan lilac luminosty.

It was impossible to doubt that these were the ghosts of the men lately perished.

The French and the Duke stood on the hill-brow just dimbed; but any outline of the hill itsdf
was invisble in the blackness, and they seemed to hang suspended in air.

And suddenly, the Duke, for some purpose, raised his luminous gtick in what seemed to Sea
combe a menacing gesture: and with the action, Seacombe was gone—scattered like chaff—in
headlong panic homeward, Golde and Margaret with the ret.



And it was thus that Seacombe, having gone out with timbrils and with dances to defeat the
wiles of the French, returned singly and in fear, having seen asight.

CHAPTER XXVIII
THE SHORE

The sx shimmering men looked for the light of boat or ship, but saw only darkness. Here was a
mystery before which the French stood aghast and helpless: and the speedy advent of morning,
their terror before, became their hope.

Both, they bdieved, must for some reason be hiding their lights, and could not be distant: with
the earliest beams, the Situation would change.

They descended, since it rained a little, to take shelter in the west passage of Scoble's Cave,
waking in loose order, hardly now keeping any survellance for dl were visble from the neck
downward, and the Duke, the tallest, was digtinguishable.

And so they went, till, in the descent, they came to a path between bare dliffs, and now fdl into
gngle file, four, then the Duke, then one, a varying intervas. The Duke had designedly stepped
into the path a the moment when one only was behind him. His brows were twitching; a amile,
haf scorn, half mischief, curved hislips, something worked in his mind: he was going to escape.

He was weary now of the adventure.

“I must turn in somewhere,” he said to himself “and get some good deep.”

His presence here was due to a promise: but it had been qudified by the condition: “unless
some extraordinary chance offers” The passage through the luminous morass was that: he
decided to use the luminous morass.

His means were smple and sure as possble he made himsdf invisble Firs, he went treading
with studious noisgessness; then, a a sharp turn of the defile, he stood, and quickly, but without
haste, threw off his coat, of which the inmogt lining was hardly damp, except a the tails, which
were wet through by the surface-fluid. With it he covered his legs, lining outward, and was now
invisble, save for a triangular spot on his waistcoat, and a hint of light on the tail-lining; so, as
the man behind turned the corner, he lad his waistcoat, lining outward, over the sheening tails.
He had vanished, the hand which held the coat being behind it. He stood back againgt the rock
over his gick. The whole was accomplished with whirlwind-rage, juggler-coolness. The man
behind came, passed, and seeing a longish interva, dightly quickened his pace. The Duke put on
his waistcoat, and, the coat Hill about his legs, followed their sounds down the winding path. He
heard them enter the Cave-passage s0 close was he, and a moment stopped, thinking: Wyemouth
should be his am, and his shortest way over the moors. But he had no intention of being
recaptured this time, and the open moor, with his glowing spots, might mean recgpture. The
shore, on the other hand, was full of possbilities—windings crannies, caves. and he turned
southward into the narrowing interval between two hills, till, through a split, he emerged upon
the sands, and walked rapidly westward toward Wyemouth.

It was not till Verdier addressed some remark to him in the cave that they awoke. That he
should dip them now, when he had sood in garments of light—this added to their stupor a touch
of madness, a rage of incredulity. The smple method of the sagacious and many-counsdled
mind did not occur to them. Dandawas like a maniac. Verdier, in prone rush, cried:

“Comeon! he can’t escape!”



He ran up the hill-path done, to the diff-brow, whence both the hill’s dope and a reach of
shore were vishle; the dope was smooth and tredess grass. the Duke was not there. Along the
shore he had dready passed behind a bluff: Verdier saw nothing save a lanthorn-gleam near the
shore. But it vanished so0 indantaneoudy that he thought it an illuson of fancy. He ran back
down the hill.

That lanthorn-gleam had vanished under Margaret’s shawl. She had not run far from the
goectacle of the men shimmering doof in drouds of moonshine Her mind was srongly
raiona—she was “hard-headed.” She had stopped to look back, panting, but impudent, like a
frightened-off dog, which yet ralies and faces round, head erect, ready to fly again. The rest ran
on, dl scattered, Golde with them, leaving her done. As she stood looking, rather wild-eyed,
frightened, defiant, the French moved to descend: and with their movement the spel broke. She
gave forth alittle sob, mixed with laughter.

“Bah! why it's them!” she said—"they are not drowned—though one of them is. It's that pool
which makes them like that!”

The French, in their intense scrutiny of the sea, had not noticed her lanthorn.

She remained wondering what she was now to do, once more aone. Her hip, as soon as she
found time to think of it, began to pain her again.

“Oh, | do wish Mr. Golde would come back,” she thought: “I don’'t think a man ought to run
like that.”

Wearied and a a loss, she stood uncertain; then adong the shore, she saw something: two coa-
tals and a waking-gick taking a groll by themsdves—the Duke. She thought it must be a
Frenchman sent for some purpose aong the beach, and covered her lanthorn.

Soon she saw Verdier appear at the diff-brow, and again covered the;lanthorn. He ran back
hurriedly.

“Something must have happened,” she thought, “1 am not going to stand here, and do nothing.”

And a once she ran to the beach, and dong it; by the cleft through which the Duke had passed
she entered the level space between two hills, and away yonder to the north saw the French
running about like ghosts gone mad, widdy separated. Her heart bounded with a vague
premonition of good, and, eager to know, she went trotting ever nearer, when footsteps were
heard behind, someone dashed by her with hedls of furious speed, and sounds of—a skirt.

She, too, doubled her run, treading noisgesdy in moist marl.

“Come! comel” cried Liseimperioudy, within hailing distance of the French.

They flocked round her. She had gone shoreward to spy for the boat’s light, and seen the faint
luminosty which promenaded: the Duke had passed close to her, unsuspectingly; she had
divined that it could not be one of her friends, and who it was.

“He is gone dong—aong the shorel” she gasped, in accents of agony, plainly audible to
Margaret, her face digtorted, palid as death: “adong the shore—quick—nby the back of the hills—
run—far forward—there are the clefts—wait on the shore—in a cave ill he come—"

Without a second’ s delay they were gone.

The diffs and ther hills behind are aranged in separate masses, with vdleys and dlefts, by
which is passage from moor to beach. For the French to fore-run and intercept was therefore
easy, they running straight dong the moor, he walking al the long sweeps of the fore-shore.

But Margaret had heard, and never did her feet put on such shoes of swiftness. The French had
hardly dashed into westward race, when she was off southward to the sands. This time, anyway,
there would be no migakel Off then, she flew with the heds of a young hind, laughing to scorn
the hip-pain, no longer careful to hide the swinging lanthorn,



But Lise saw the lanthorn, and knew well that it represented the weak spot of dl their hope—
Margaret Feris. But for Margaret dl had long been wdl, and over. Yet Margaret, this time, must
be stopped—el se good-bye to everything. And Lise had no gun to shoot her dead.

But she had an indant brain: she could intercept Margaret as the men were intercepting the
Duke! running at the back to emerge upon the shore ahead of her—if she were swift! And she,
too, went flying.

And somewhat in advance of Margaret she did come out upon the sands, and a minute waited
for the onthagting lanthorn. It happened low down, near the tide-rim, where the sand was less
toilsome. When Margaret was within a yard of her spring, Lise had her, crying in her deep,
intense, and panting guitturd:

“Not thistime, Margaret Ferrigl”

She might as wedl have sought to bar the progress of a cyclone. The tusde filled with the
hissng of infuriate cats, lasted not a minute. Down upon the head of the Frenchwoman crashed
the lanthorn: and Margaret flew forward, the other lying weeping in the sand.

CHAPTER XXIX
HOMICIDE

Long before the Duke was in dght, the French were waiting behind a large rock on the sand, till
he should come.

He was waking lesurdy, not far from the sea-edge. The fine rall of the surf was good to him
to hear. He had put on his coat agan, feding farly secure, thinking d nothing but a bed, and the
splendid perseverance of the ever-preaching sea. The morning breeze fanned his hair.

Margaret hasted upon him with furious expedition, then suddenly, a the last momernt,
tentatively. She was not quite sure of her reception. Unfortunately, she had broken her lanthorn
upon Lise, and he could not see her honest face, nor she his.

“My lord—" she said, quite close.

He half-turned his head, continuing hiswalk. He knew the voice.

“Wel now, Margaret,” he said.

“My lord—stop, will you?—thereis not an instant to be lost.”

He walked on, neither faster, nor dower, without answer.

Then, dl a once, the full tragedy of the Stuation broke in upon he—the posshility that he
might not listen to her this time: the one thing that she had not taken into account.

“My lord, don't you believe what | say to you?’ she wailed.

He did not answer.

“Don’t you believe what | say, Sr?’

“Wel, and what isit you say, Margaret?’

“The Frenchmen are on in front, my lord—they have run on in front behind the diffs to wait
for you—they must be in front now, waiting—will you turn back with me, my lord?’

Her head was screwed round, vainly seeking, with agonized interest, to peer into his face. It
was as hard as the marble images of it which now frown upon the public places of England.

They waked on aminute, she not knowing what in the world to do. He said:

“It does not look, Margaret, asif your side was going to best.”

“You are right, my lord,” she answered—*it won't, not if you keep waking on like this
another five minutes.”



“Isit that you till pretend that you are on my side, then?’

“What other sde should | be on, my lord?’

“Ontheenemy’s, | gather. What if | tell you that | saw you in the cave?’

“Which cave, Sr?’

He did not answer. He meant the momentary phantom of Lise rushing through the passage.

“You never saw me in any cave, dr,” she said; “you might have seen Mrs. Opie. She is lying
yonder in the sand now. I've killed her, | hope.”

“Sheisnoat, then, adeep at Grandcourt, Margaret?’

“Will you come with me, my lord?’

“Or out with a party of the servantslooking for the Duke of Welington, en?’

“Won't you come? Do, sr! Pray, do, my lord! | promise you—I promise you—if you will only
trust me, just this once more—my lord—"

“Y ou are impudent. And your impudence makes you rather abad dly to your friends.”

“Ah, gr, what aman you are!”

“Have you a mother?’

“No, sr.”

“No one dependent on you?’

She was surprised.

“No, gr.”

“Wadll, do you know where | am going now?’

“Y ou are going among the Frenchmen!”

“No. | am going to Wyemouth. And | am going to take you with me, to give you a lesson. You
have put your own head into the noose, Margaret.”

“I shouldn't mind if you would keep yours out of it, sr. But | don't know what noose it is you
mean.”

“The noose means the House of Correction, Margaret, and the Constable!”

Saying it, he caught her wrigt in an iron grip.

And now she began to cry, suppressng her sobs, lest the Frenchmen should hear. Only, she
sad, walling:

“Oh, thisistoo hard of you, my lord'—believe me, | would have died to save you, sir!”

And in that cry something there was which reached and wounded him—sordy for an indant:
and a that moment—once more — in spite of everything, she had conquered him. He believed
her.

An ingant only: his stubborn heart would not yield. For two minutes longer he waked dlent,
his grasp on her wrigt, hearing the convulsve catches of her bresth. Then, dl in a moment, she
was free and running, her hand wrenched from his: and he a prisoner.

The stick went up, and dropped listlesdy.

“Does your grace admit yoursaf aprisoner?’ asked Verdier.

He did not answver. He was thinking of something else: of Margaret, mortally angry with her —
or with himsdf. Verdier asked again:

“Does your grace admit—7?"

“Let me see” hesad sharply, “how many are, there of you?—five. Wdl, very wdl.”

The faintest hint of grey was in the east, but over sea and land darkness; nor as yet could any
sgn of ship or boat be seen; and to fill the time before the light, they set out to return to the
secrecy and shelter of Scoble's Cave, drizzle ill faling.



The Duke walked preoccupied, his head bent. Had he not done her wrong? She had told him
right! Perhgps knowing that he would not now believe, and therefore perss in going wrong?
Was she, then, a Machiavel of craft? or a very angel of kindly purposes? If he had wronged her,
he had wronged her quite beyond pardon!

She, dl the time, was hanging behind, & safe distance, limping, hands clagped before. She had
heard some mention of Scobles Cave among the paty, and knew that thither they were
returning. When they turned into the cleft of the dliffs leading to the Cave's western passage, she
would not venture after them on that Sde; yet they were like a magnet to her; she could not leave
them: and ran round to the Cave' s east passage.

Here she thought hersdf done but two minutes before, Lise having dso accompanied the
return, but in advance, had run round, like Margaret, to this east passage, to wait and be near.

And 0 a the inner end of the passage, the two women met; and in the luminosty of the
morass saw each other’sface.

Margaret gave alittle cry of joy, acrud cry. In that moment she forgot everything but one.

They had come running; and the men, waking very dowly, were gill some way off, when the
women looked into each other’s eyes.

They wasted no words, feding the meaning of this meeting. The long contest would end here.
The Brahmin doctrine of “the Ferine Soul” found illugtration in their stare. The true hatred—the
hatred of hell—is when woman meets womean.

Neither had a weapon: but Nature is dways armed: here were the thews to embrace, and the
hands to squeeze, and the claws to rake.

Margaret flew at her with the cry of “ Beast!”

and a the same time the lady of fashion became a mere Fury, blood-thirdy, visage dl
inflamed. They became involved in a mere chaos of didracted intengities, pounding, tearing hair,
cothes flesh, pushing and pulling, tugging a the windpipe, and findly rolling together on the
narrow space between passage-end and morass.

The am of Margaret was to get her enemy into the morass itsdf. But it was not so easy: both
were grongly built: one an ahlete, the other large, a womanof-the-world, axd venomous. When
they fdl an entanglement of womanhood, it was difficult to say which was uppermogt. At dl
events, Margaret made a grand effort to lift hersdf, and succeeded: but as she rose, Lise rose
with her; and as with one heave of the whole frame, she thrust Lise forth, Lise had her ill; and
together, with smultaneous cry, they splashed, Hill struggling wildly, locked in maddest ecdasy,
aconsderable distance from the edge.

Either, by hersdf, must have perished, choked with filth, unless quick hep came thus
desperately locked, dl the help of man could avall them nothing.

When ther cry dvilled out, the men were in the cave-passage on the other sde dl rushed in,
and at the edge stood looking, helpless and amazed.

“Let go each other!” shouted Verdier, pade as marble.

He might as well have shouted to the Portland rock. The mire had the women well by the fest;
they had sunk to the neck; and dill they struggled, seeking to destroy each other. The minute
before the fatal dime must bubble in their gaping mouth was come.

The Duke with the rest, stood looking, his bran working mightily. He was asking himsdf
questions of the most awful abstract import, grappling with doubts as to the relative powers of
God and Man in the face of certain eventudities;, and, a the very same time, was weighing like a
judge, with nicest quick subtlety, evidence asto ahost of minute detalls.



His measuring eye had seen a a glance that no human power could save both women, so
fixedly locked. But he could save one—if he chose: one a the expense of the other. Only, had he
the right? Tha was his bold question: and boldly his capacious intellect expanded to the breadth
of it, and answered—Y es.

He would do a murde.

“Just give me your pigtal,” he said coolly to one.

The man hesitated.

“No—I won't shoot you,” said the Duke—" make haste!”

There was need for frightful urgency. The women were nearly gone. Yet when he had the
pistol, he, too, hesitated.

For there was another question to be solved! The question d—which? One of the women was
here doing noble duty; one engaged in an atempt agang himsdf heinoudy wrong. But which?
The wife of his friend, Opie?—or Margaret, who had led him, to his certain knowledge, into the
ams of his enemies; who, to his certain knowledge, hed lied to him?

He hesitated—and there was need for haste.

It was a terrible moment for him. His soul wrought intensdly. To do right now—to see as the
Judge of dl the Eath saw—this was his effort, his task. By one of those myserious travals of
the spirit, a&kin to the operation of Intuition—by the fierce working of that affinity with Truth
which isthe chief trait of every noble mind—nhe decided, and decided well.

The pistol sounded, and a shriek rang through the cave.

“Oh, Lise! Lise! Lise!” cried Verdier, when the smoke had thinned, covering his face, with
passionate sobs.

CHAPTER XXX
“HAIL, HOLY LIGHT!”

In spite of the rdaxing of Lises ams Margaret was about to perish, her chin dready sunken,
when, once more, the Duke's action—so intense as to resemble tempest, so camly exact as to
resemble the planetary intercourse—saved her. He threw off his long coat, cdling upon the
French for thers. Then, with his own hurrying hands tied them deeve and deeve, a moment later
a coat-tal fell with nicest caculation before Margaret’s face, and as she caught it, they drew her,
holding high their end.

The Duke pulled her up, seated her on a block of rock. She was fainting, her colour ghastly,
eyes closed. He bent over her assduoudy, gently. But it was quite harshly that he said:

“How do you fed ?’

She heard that voice and smiled She knew what had happened! He had killed her enemy. for
her! He had believed in her at the last!

“Wadll, now, how do you fed ?’

She would not answer; she wanted him to on asking; she smiled.

“Well, you have gone rather near to it this time, Margaret; you must now set about and come
round again.”

“Ah, my lord—" she sighed, and smiled.

The voice of Dandawas heard. “We must be going! Bring the girl too!”

“ And why the girl?’ said the Duke.



“She is our prisoner, your Grace, our prisoner last night, and escgped Verdier through his
paroxysm of grief.

“Isthat s0...?7... Wdl, but she can't go now. Y ou must wait.”

The white exhdation of the morass was nearly invisble now, merging in vaguest slver into the
growing day, as a veled bride fants upon the bosom of her lord. It was morning. Margaret
would not move,

“Now—" said Verdier.

“Can you come now?’ said the Duke gently.

“Yes, my lord.”

“Wdll, then—"

She rose bedraggled, with bruises, but erectly tal, agreat brightnessin her golden eyes.

They went out. It was late September, and the morning had come suddenly: dready it was
megnificently broad and bright.

Southward through the cleft they. came yon the beach, and here were sartled by the sight of a
man some distance away. He ran from them a little, then stopped, looking. Margaret recognised
Golde, and waved her hand.

Golde, like her, had not run far from the phantoms but by the time he recovered himsdf had
lot her. He ran aout a little, and, from an devation dghted the lanthornrshine but it
dissppeared: she had seen Verdier at the cliff-brow and covered it. And since then he had been
seeking her painfully over moor and shore.

All eyes now turned seaward: there lay a little fleet of little boats anchored beyond the surf-
line, Wyemouth craft, and there dl night, unknown to the French, had lain. But of ther own
boat, of the frigate, no trace.

At this, however, they hardly wondered: for the shape of the bay in which they stood afforded
limited purview of the sea

“We shdl sight them from the headland there,” said Danda—"come on.”

“I hope the boat isn't on the sea a dl now,” sad Verdier, “she might well get noticed by
someone. We can take one of those craft there, as soon as we sght the frigate.”

“Why the devil did the frigate hide her lights?’ queried Danda

“There was some reason or other, | suppose” Verdier said nonchaantly, and sffled through
his teeth-edges. Then: “Y our Grace must be exceedingly hungry and tired!”

He did not answer.

“Ah, wdl,” whispered Danda, “we will soon give him bed and breskfagt,” and his inward-
tending upper lip, longer than his chin, tightened vicioudly.

They waked westward, Margaret and the Duke in the centre. Golde following smdl, a a
perfectly safe distance.

The muscd caw of a large snow-white bird, scarlet-legged, was on high; over-sea a flight of
gulls swung, skating the ar with dternate wingtip dipped in the bring in the negp-tide suf was a
certain quietude now; and down by the water-edge lay rank abundance of brown seaweed twine;
and dl in the blithe fresh morning was the seg, the sea.

Round the curve of sand they went to a thin promontory, risng toward its end, whence was
wide prospect of the sea; and near it the little fleet of boats, useful in case their own were not in
sght.

And a the terminating bluff of gneissoid rocks, rugged and seamed with wet ageg they stood,
exposed to possible prying eyes, but no longer careful, snce it was beyond doubt that al, a ladt,
was safe.



But for some minutes they looked everywhere, and did not see the frigate.

Murmurs, hisses, curses, arose and multiplied. But to one another they said nothing, nor looked
a one ancother, feding now the intolerably harsh frown of Fate. Danda's face, quaint as a bat’s,
was a rigid pdlor. The boat was not visble: the frigate was not visble. Here was a touch of the
Inscrutable: thisway lay—Madness.

“Wdll, your Grace—" Verdier said at last, with awry and pae attempt at laughter.

He was interrupted by a cry from Margaret. She had fixed her eyes, by a naturd ingtinct, upon
the scene of her great druggle with Verdie—the lighthouse. There it stood, black and burnt,
distant and solitary. Her powers of vison were excdlent. And suddenly:

“There—there’ s their ship, my lord!” she cried, pointing—"“oh, my lord, my lord—!"

Her jubilant hands clapped with crud glee. What she cdled “their ship” was five bow-timbers
gticking above the water on Raddon Rocks. For, dmost immediately after the boat had returned
to the frigate during the night to procure more men, the frigate had run upon the lighthouse
rocks.

That guiding light the Frenchmen had themsdlves quenched. . . .

At that laugh of Margaret, Verdier fixed her with alook of hate.

“Wadll, certainly, Margaret,” said the Duke, “it rather looks as if our sde were going to best,
after dl.”

Our Sde He coupled her lovingly with him now! A sweat pain, like mixed honey and
peppermint, went rankling in her heart.

But Verdier was a fdlow of invincible mind, persstent, quick-willed, great in desperation. No
sooner had he made out the wreck through screwed-up eyes, than he was resolved. He cdled
Danda aside; whispered:

“I am off to Wyemouth—the French barque that hailed us two days since was bound there—is
there now. | shdl get her. That cave there—take the Duke: and wait till | send the barque's boat
to this point.”

Turning to the Duke, he said:

“Your Grace, | am going away for a time. But your Grace sees that there will be four of us left.
And your Grace is one, unarmed. Will you go with them to save a row? | am dreadfully sorry to
put your Graceto al this annoyance—"

“A genead should disband his army, and let go his prisoners, when he has nothing to give them
to eat,” said the Duke. “Wdll, but | will go with the four, to see what becomes of you.”

Verdier dipped down and ran dong to the sands. Here he sent a flying shot a Golde, who,
however, had retreasted before him, keeping that safe distance of his. Verdier disappeared through
acleft, making over the moor for Wyemouth. The others came dowly dong the headland.

“Do you see that man yonder on the beach, my lord?’ asked Margaret.

The Duke, bending down his ear to her, looked.

“Yes, | see”

“That isMr. Golde, gir.”

“And who isMr. Golde, Margaret?’

“He is the man who went through dl the adventures with me lagt night, and the night before,
my lord.”

“Isthat s0? Well, then, he must be an admirable fellow.”

“Heisnot abad kind of man, dr. But he doesn't like getting killed.”

“| see that—I see. That iswhy the fdlow is hanging off over there”



“But | shouldn't like you to think he is a coward, my lord. There is nobody braver when it
comes to the push. And he is very kind-hearted, and good.”

“Wdll, Mr. Golde is a happy man, Margaret, snce you like him so much.”

She coloured.

“But this is what | wanted to say, my lord: that you needn’'t be kept bothering with these men
any more, because there are three of us now, and only four of them.”

“Wadll, but 1 don't wish to see you and Mr. Golde shot down, Margaret. The four have guns,
and we have none.”

“But are we to go on quietly, and do nothing, Sr?

“It israther agood thing to know how to wait sometimes, Margaret.”

“They say that ishow you won the battle of Waterloo, gr.”

“Wadll, there is something in that.”

“But, my lord—there is that Verdier who has just run off | can't tell you, Sr, what a beastly
atful man thet is”

“He seems to me rather a gdlant felow. If | had the judging of the rascd, | should condemn
him to be hanged, and then go to hisfunerd afterwards.”

“But, my lord—won't you listen to me? He is a most cunning man, that man! and whatever it
isheisgoneto do, hewill do. | could seeit in hisface.”

“And have you something to propose, then?’

“Yes, my lord! When we get to the cave-mouth, | am going to run. They can't come after me,
because not enough of them will be left to guard you. They can only shoot a me. Will you stand
in front and prevent them, Sr?’

“Why, yes. But what isit you mean to be after when you have run off?’

“Mr. Golde ought to have followed that Verdier, sr: but he didn't think of it. He is not very
much a one for thinking of things. | want to run and tdl him to hurry off to Wyemouth, and rouse
the people againgt Verdier. | believe that is where Verdier has gone to. He has gone to see if he
can get aship!”

“Well, but suppose you get shot?’

“You are not going to let them, gr!”

“Wdll, then, we shdl see”

The four were parleying hotly in French; and so, al taking, they crossed the sands to the cave.
It opened in a roomy area beyond a passage ten yards long. They entered in double file: two, then
the prisoners, then two. It was when the last were five yards within the passage that Margaret
whispered, without looking a him:

“Now, my lord!”

He saw that the order of march was about as unfavourable as possible; that it would have been
better dtrategy if she had started some seconds earlier; that the passage was too broad. He re-
gretted his consent, percelving danger: there were four pistols somebody was going to be shot:
he or she Round glared his strong sure eyes, drinking in every posshility of the indant, and
quickly he stooped to her with:

“Don’'t go!”

He was the fraction of a second late. She was gone.

The two hinder men shouted an exclamation, one staggering, struck by her rush, she hersdf
faling upon her hands beyond him.

“Shoot!” dhrieked Danda, who had been of the van, but now of the rear, al having turned.



As one pointed, the wegpon was vigoroudy struck downward; and by the time the man who
had been staggered was prepared to fire, the Duke was before the four, facing them, yet seeing
through the back of his head, as it were, the progress of Margaret. There came an ingtant when he
perceived that he must guard her from three different shots at the same time. From one he saved
her by a dsrike-out of the left fist, from the second by a downward sweep of the right hand.
Before he could ded with the third, the percusson-cap was exploded, and he knew it; but the
round-shot, passing through his right pam, fel spent on her kirt, just as she flew round the
corner, and disappeared.

They made arush to follow: but the Duke's arms, stretched across the passage, barred them.

“No,” he sad, “you may aswell let her be off now. If you go after her, | shadl run avay.”

They saw the crucified and sacrificid pam, dripping, the hard glint in his eye—and desisted.

He went with them into the interior.

CHAPTER XXXI
THE BARQUE

Margaret flew. And Golde, seeing her come, ran to meet he—with suspicious glances a the
cave-mouth, for he had heard the pistol-shot afar.

“We have got to go to Wyemouth a once, Mr. Golde!” she said: “their ship is wrecked on the
lighthouse, and that Verdier is gone to get another, you see—oh, | wish we had the hobby-horse
now—"

“There is a French ship in Wyemouth Roads, t00,” sad Golde. 1 have been hunting for you al
the morning, lass”

“Have you—?1 thought you wouldn’t befar. . . Come!”

They darted, seering ther run for a deft in the diffs not far from the cave-mouth. The earth
and its birds, sun and sea, were wide awake now, dl blithely brisk, dert; but the men and women
were gill adeep; the shore was as deserted as a midnight; and far and near over dl the land was
hardly a human sound.

A little way they ran together, ther nimble tread up-borne by the soft and passve sand, till
Margaret stopped suddenly short, and with wide and solemn eyes dsared into the wide and
solemn eyes and bloodless face of Golde.

“O God, Mr. Golde!” she whispered, “what isthat?”

She did not wait for answer: but flew back to cave just escaped—with winged fegt—into the
mouth, down the passage.

“That” was a multiple roar of wild beasts—of two tigresses, of a lon—the escaped menagerie
beasts, which, knowing themsdves in inhabited country, had herded within this cave, frightened,
for a day and a night, famished now, mad with pangs. On the entrance of the French and the
Duke they saw amedl from God.

Precisely what happened Margaret could never andyse: it was a whirl of frenzy. The cave was
crowded with reverberations. One man was dready rent to pieces, and close againg the furthest
wal she saw through the haf-dark the Duke benegth the fangs of Apollyon.

At her cry—that voice which, adone of voices, they feared—the three beasts turned upward an
emerdd glow of eyes, paused in their jubilee, and cowered. But only for an ingant: Nature was
gronger in them than their fears One tigress, soringing from a wriggling crouch, brought down
Danda in his flight, and above al sounds rang the intendty of his dying shrieks while the other,



wanton for daughter, daintily discarded her firgt victim, and ingantly had another man benegth
ravening daws and hanging jowl.

Now Golde, too, gppeared in the mélée, his chest heaving at the weight of a huge pointed rock
in his ams, and as one of the tigresses, with ingant fastidiousness, dragged the last of the French
beneath her talons, down upon her skull crashed the stone, and she fell dead.

The Duke, from the fird, had sought the wall, and when he fel benegath the lion's rush, fell
only as to the legs, the wall supporting his back. Then Margaret's cry was heard, and Apollyon,
more timorous of her than the tigresses, looked up with hurried guilt, and hurriedly turned again
to finish, and fly: but the snatch of his teeth carried with it the Duke's gick only: he had log a
moment, and in the next was faced by the eyes of Margaret.

What, at thet ingtant, filled the Duke' s mind was the daring of the girl.

“Passthat pistol there,” he said, pointing to a weapon on the ground—*then run.”

She did not pass the pigol: but with a menace of crimson rage dashed her fig into the lion's
face, and he, with a throat-murmur ran, and ®me disance away stood facing her, haf-defiantly.
At the same time she behed the living tigress about to spring upon Golde, and with aggressve
stamp, cried:

“Ah, you Fan! you dare!”

The tigress backed a step, while a shot from the Duke entered its skull. Margaret, seeing him
take another pistol from the ground, now said:

“Hewon't hurt, my lord—if you will please spare the poor brute s life—he belongs to me—"

Apollyon was backing away towards the wall.

One only of the four French, saved by Golde's rock, had run out unharmed; and the next day
was in the Wyemouth House of Correction.

Golde, Margaret, and the Duke went leisurely eastward across the sands, and northward over
the moor toward Seacombe, for a horse to take the Duke to Grandcourt.

“To think that that foolish beast, Pol, should have torn your hand like that, my lord,” said
Margaret, pointing to the bullet-wound in his pam.

“Ah” sad he, and amiled, “the fellow mistook me for a Frenchman, you see” Then, turning to
Golde on the other side of him: “That was gdlantly done with the one, Golde.”

Golde was timoroudy tingling a his nearness to the Great, with a condant tendency in his
hand to go up and snatch off his hat.

“It was a privilege, your Grace, to be able to save that poor man's life. Though they have
served me some ugly turns, too, these men—your Grace.”

“Oh, my lord, my lord!” cried Margaret—"there—there—is where Mr. Golde rode the hobby-
horse!”

“Isthat so? Which hobby-horse?”

As her hand fdl, it fdl somehow into his and she told him, while Golde tingled and tingled, of
the tacking ride, and of the race with Lise, and of the polyglot darum of the bels, and of how
Seacombe, having gone out with timbres and with dances, returned singly, and in fear. It was
not a walk, but a saunter through the blithe broad morning, she limping a little, the dry dasp of
his hand filling her with comfort, her tongue loosed.

“And oh, my lord, | am s0 glad you saved Pol’ slifel Do you know why—chiefly?’

“No. Tel me”

“Because when that Verdier goes back to the cave, Pol will make short work of him.”

“And it would be little more than what that man deserves, too,” hazarded Golde.

“Ah, but | rather fancy Pol will come off second in that battle,” said the Duke.



He waked looking far away over the moor, with wrinkled speculaive brow, smiling dl the
time. Something he wanted to say, and did not like to say it. At last he ventured bluntly:

“I am coming to the wedding.”

Margaret’ s heart gave a big bound—and Golde's.

“Which wedding, Sr?’ she said, her eyes on the ground.

“Wdl, you have been telling me about it dl the time, Margaret, and did not know. You must
let me hear. And you, Golde.”

“And thanks to your Grace, too, for saying it!” said Golde.

She did not answer. She was white as a corpse. They were near Seacombe now. And half-an-
hour later, when the Duke rode northwards, they two, on the dope of the hill, ssood watching.
And as he disgppeared on the yon sde of the bridge, Golde, who held her hand, turned his mouth
and touched her lips, most timoroudy, gently, haf-expecting her to spit and hisslike cats.

But she bore it tamely, with cast-down eyes, a little disgust in her nether lip. And presently an
awful Sgh came from her lifted bosom; and she said:

“Ah, Mr. Golde! | never expected that it would come to this”

They waked back into Seacombe hand in hand.

It was Hill early; and about this time Verdier returned to the cave. The Duke' s prophecy proved
correct: he had no sooner perceived the haf-eaten bodies of his comrades, and the crouching
lion, than Apollyon fell dead. At nine o'cock he was gtting out a the promontory-end, legs
dangling, a hand supporting his chin, gffling through the teeth-edges, brooding with meancholy
under-glance upon the frigate's timbers on Raddon Rocks. And now, round a point of land came
the stately French barque, crowded with white wide sails, like a countrywoman in Sunday-be<t,
dl garch and crinoline. Verdier had won her captain by a fabulous bribe: and at the sght of her,
he threw back the head, dl red, and laughed madly.



