"RIFT AND SPRAY,
(E AND VENGEANCE AMONG THE SMUGGLERS.

ATING OcEAY RoMANCE SINCE THE Davs or

CooPER AND MarvaTT.

e

Tas Most FascIx

CHAPTER XIV.
HOST THAT PARALYZED THE PIRATE.

ing good luck to,

been invented ever so 1
course, the worthy indivitual is dead—dead.
be dead some day, when
our time comes; but I don’t want my time to
come. Oh, no, no! I have made too

a thing of smuggling and of  the Rifs alto-
gether to want that. I shall bea
gentleman yet, if I look sharp
run on any rocks. That's the thing to do.
It’s decidedly good.”

These last words applied to another
draught of the brandy. Bt

Dolan, then h_nlding by the table in his
cabin, glared about him with a ferocity
expression peculiarly his own and thoughts
of murder came into his mind.

““I don’t see,” he muttered, “w
should be troubled with Mocq
be troubled. The sooner he is out of my
way the better for me.
else, and there will be no end of bother.
am here with him—here alone, except the
boy, and I don’t care what he says or what
I will have him hung ;
Thomas Clifford, the admiral of the port,
shall see that even-handed justice is done ;
and then I will write him a letter—oh, such
aletter! Ha! ha !'—such a letter ! Oh, what
a letter that willbe! Ha ! ha !
ha ! Good gracious !”

Dolan very

(erald had not known how thecatastrophe
of the Spray had been brought
erhaps, he would have shrunk
en Bowline, who had been the
He would not have been
able to enter into Ben's’ views and
jeas as to how far you may carry a princi-
i self defense,
.4 it was an immense relief to Gerald to
ieable to leave the deck.

Bn had released him from the
it zae handkerchief in his own pocket, and
hen (rerald reached the state-cabin of the
Rifz, as it was called, he was at once receiv-
in the arma of Captain Mocquet, who,
whi.e, helrubhed the region of hia stomach,
sxelaimed :

«<acre, mon ami ! I shail call one mor-
you say—duel that Monsieur
] I do not like de hox.”

- 3V hat box ?” said (zerald.

« Dis box,”” replied Mocquet, as he dealt
terald a feeble blow in the stomach..

“0n! I understand. Marie—how is poor
jear Marie ?”

- 3he sleep like one mouton ; that is, small
—what you call him ?—lamb.”
“Where is he?

0 the boat
about—o0r%,
fictle from be
iver of 1it.
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he sees. - and Sir

I will have him up '—I
gill have him !" roared the voice of Captain
[blan at this moment, and there was a scuf-
dinr noise at the hatchway. :

sald (zerald.

i Nacre !” said Captain Mocquet.

““ He shall yet -come on deck. He shall
 vet fire on the schoonerl I have sworn it !”
 “ He comes !” said Gerald, faintly. ‘“‘An-
ther strugele with that man !
Is he, indeed, or is he not, my

Oh ! ha!

near choked himself with the
strained laughter that came over him at the
idea of what a letter he would send to Ad-
miral Sir Thomas Clifford.
some time to recover, and then he looked
at the panel that would slide back and open
a way. to the berth leading from the cabin,
and the deadly hyena-like glare flashed from
his eyes again and he plunged his hand in
the breast of his apparel as he said :

‘ Captain Mocquet ! Captain Mocquet ! I
want you, if you please. I know perfectly
you are and I want you, Captain

“Dolan

It took him

Oh, heaven,
direst me.
father 7

*« Hold, Captain Dolan !” was now heard
in the voice of Ben Bowline.
elieve it !

** You—don't—believe—it !
Ben Bowline, what is it that you don’t be-

lieve *” e
E “That Gerald wrote to the port ad-
niral.” 3 |
¢ In-deed !”

“-Qh, that's all very
lan, but Martinand I don’t believe.”

‘“ Martin and you are two mutinous ras-
speak to both of you another
I suppose, though, I may be permit- |
Wted to go into my own cabin *”

“\Well, as to that—"
- ¢ Oh, much obliged to you—ha ! ha!—
Bmuch obliged !”

“ We don’t

well where
Mocquet

There was noreply.

¢ Oh, you won’t speak. You won’t come
out and see your old friend, who has trans-
acted business with you for so lon
s we will find some way o
aptain. Mocquet.”

The silence was still unbroken.

‘“ Ah, you pretend to be asleesp—y
Gerald. You are perhaps thinking that
you will resist me—that both of you have
got into a sort of citadel, where you are hid,
You will find yourselves mistaken. Captain
The rapid sound of Captain Dolan’s de- Mocquet, I say
ling footsteps came plainly upon the
ars of Gerald and of Captain Mocquet. ment on the other side cf the
The latter seized upon Gerald ; and,
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Dolan thought he heard a slight move-
nel and he
ing- dropped on his knees by the table and took
Fin open the sliding-door of the little berth ; a pistol with a long, bright barrel from his
breast and leveled it over the table, shutting
1 one eye, as he thought, very slowly, so as
- It was at that moment Captain Dolan | to take good aim at Captain Mocquet when
he should make his appearance.

‘“ Are you coming ?
my dear Captain Mocquet ? I am waiting
There is no danger—not a bit—

Yet, stop ; I want to say some-
I was nearly forgetting—
very nearly forgetting. Will you give me
that order for the twenty thousand

Will you give me that and then I will
you where your little daughter is?
Good, that ! I will tell him where his little
daughter is and then he can have no com-
| plaint against me. S

Dolan was just under the influence of the
ardent spirits he had taken sufficiently to
have lost his discretion, and to utter aloud!
his secret thoughts, as well as those which |
he wished to keep to himself ; so that Cap-
tain Mocquet and Gerald, by both listening
heard much that otherwise
they could only have faintly guessed at.

They did both listen most silently.

Marie slept.

It was strange what a deep slumber had
come over the young girl ; but it was,
haps, to be accounted for by the fatigue con-
sequent upon the brief cessation of the ordi-

nary current of life, when she was all but
the sinking of the Co-

ivhere Marie slept, he dragged him in with
Shim and abruptly closed it.

eached the cabin.
All was darkness. .
B Coming out of the faint night-light—'
hich, after all, is ever a sort of light in the
eaming from the surface of
rkness of the cabin of the
FRift was something very impenetrable and
gorofound to Captain Dolan ; and he paused
& n the threshold as a man might pause on
*he brink of a well.
. He had been very

Are you coming,

' for you.
not a bit.
thing to you.
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much bruised by his
il down the forecastle hatech  Asno bones
“icre broken, he had managed to crawl up,
rith such an accession of savageness and
ace about his heart and brain that he was

Ha, ha !”

i The crew of the Rift he dared not, he
p il knew, raise a finger -against ; so his
f nt idea was to make Gerald feel the |
greicht of his vengeance.

b - Hilloa !” he said ; ¢ hilloa !”
- There'was no reply.

L Gerald, I say !”
s No answer.,
“~Skulking, eh ?

attentively,

E - Oh, we will soon put an
2l to that—oh, very soon ! Stop4
g, hilloa ! Captain DMocquet; holloa,

bit, Moc-

drowned, after
quette. |

Certain it is that she slept soundly—
neither the confusion upon the deck of the
Rift, nor the firing—both from it and from
the Spray—mnor the stru
 place with Gerald, wherf
the deck, had sufficed to awaken her.

But in her sleep
sciousness of that latter tumult. -
girl had moaned sadly when
the faint echoes of Gerald’s voice came to her
in her dreams ; and she muttered some few
inarticulate woras and her eyelashes had
' become drenched with tears.

But the noise had ceased and Marie had
slept on as before.

She slept still. :

Captain Mocquet and  Gerald were close
to the panel that opened into the cabin,
had no notion that Dolan was p
panel, which, at the

All was still. :
¢ "doyou won't speak, either! No doubt ;
dare both agreed on that. But who knows

fwont find a way to make you both speak ?
E=. 2! who knows ? Come, now—I know
L= enough that you are both here, so you
i<v 23 well speak—eh 2—eh ?”

Al the sound in the cabin was the hoarse }
£ ot his own words.
800, very well, very
~e3, only don’t think you will do any good
. Don’t make a rush atme ; Iam arm-
F~lam armed !”

§ lh:idea that such might happen came
L= the craven heart of the ruffian and he
“tated a couple of steps up the hatchway
40 of the door.

'iHG}' ! a licht here !” he said.

Th one, but it is out.
- ‘% of the crew brought.a lantern down to
_ fa}ul lit it onthe steps. '

) “TLI-H'E you are, sir.”

| “I}le Spray, where is she ?”

» she’s—why, there she is !”

¢port of a gun from the Spray suffi-

gle that had taken
e was forced upon

she had a sort of con-

Please your- ] - The young

““There
Alight here. oy !
but they
senting a pistol to that
caprice of a moment, he might discharge,
possibly to the injury of Marie.
Had such a thought as that .
their minds, they would not have hesitated
answered the inquiry, but it was evi- | & moment to sally out and confront him. -
As it was, Gerald whispered to Captain
Mocquet :
] had better go- to him and speak to

I shall.” :
you, sir! Have you not heard
against you.

iIl ot realizefly
oney from the

suf % 'LIEhM the shot flew wide of the Rift.
_\¢ep on,” said Dolan, * kee

(5 a0d let her just

Y, ay, sir.”

: bis shall be the last,” he muttered, as
‘It Into the cabi

0 on the .table—*‘this shall be the
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““ Non—non.
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Me he reserves for some future fate, whi
tion ; so for the
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t, I am safe.”
ke again.
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As for you, Gerald,
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out—out at once
*ilirill---hmaﬂ.i,::l ha !—I wi]%
think of you ; but you, Cap Mocquet,
uwilljl gettle with at once. Come, now
—about that little girl of yours—what will
How much—eh? IfI tell you
how much will you give?”
The stillness was now unbroken for a iew
moments and then Dolan cried outin a voice

of -
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It was either her father’s voice or Gerald
whicl_:n at this moment broke

that she was in her own little cot on
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tions, revive what it has concluded e

without dispute.. She forgot, for the moment | in the
all that had happened to ste her from
| the French lugger ; or if it dire . floated

now who invented brandy? Some great
genius, I should say; but whoever he was
good luck to himsay I. But he’s past wish-
course, for brandy has
ago; so, of

[]

over her half-wakened recollection, it was
bus like the faint remembrance of a dream.

With precisely a similar action to that
she had used while on board the Coquette,

Marie stretched forth her hand and touch

the brass handle of the sliding door; she

drew it open, and from the berth|

in which she lay, said ;

& wnjnnr,muncherpam. On sommes-

nous .

uttered when Captain Dolan first saw her
the cabin of the E’oq

tain Mocquet- 8 lockers.

The attitude, too, of the young girl was
the !ﬂi;]lﬂ ;f ;:&:I around her waist hung the
same. bit ging to her night-dress, which
he had noticed when her arm was out-
stretched to open the similar little sliding

door on board the lugger,

'The lantern—by which Captain Dolan
about him in the cabin—
sent a full ray through a hole in _the "side,

: —lp;rtln.llr rising
from the berth—of Marie. e resemblance
to the last occasion on which he had seen

could see now w

upon the face aud form

her was very complete.

If death itself had breathed with its icy
sighs upon thé heart of Dolan he could not
pletely paralyzed than

have been more com
he was at the moment.
The confusion of his intellect was rapi

and complete ; and he could do nothing but
still kneel by the table, and glare at what
he could consider to be nothing else than the

apparition before him.

ow was it possible to be other thana

supernatural being who now metﬁﬁn eyes?
here was the girl whom he h
the cabin of the

did ; she uttered the same wo

ly tonotice that. .
You might have counted twenty slowly,

while Dolan, with parted lips and staring |
eyes, regarded the fair image before him;
and then the agony of his fear, which else
would have killed him, found vent in a howl |

of fright that echoed through the ship.

Hefell completely over on his back. He
yelled again, and shrieked fearfully. He

rolled to his knees again. He struggled
half way so his feet.

‘““Help—help! Have mercy upon me?

Ben, Martin! Oh, save me!”

He reached the hatchway on his hands
and knees ; still yelling for aid or mercy he
ell into the arms of
the terrified crew, who, hearing such yells
and shouts from the cabin, had made a rush

reached the deck and

to the hatchway to ascertain the cause.

CHAPTER XV.

THE AMERICAN CAPTAIN CATCHES A GLIMPSE

oF His LostT DAUGHTER.

Once more we take our way to that little
bit of beach, on which now the advancing
tide was surging, and listen to the words—
few now and faint—which were falling from

the lips of the dying smuggler. Captain
Morton was so deéﬁﬁr 2

thing that had been uttered by Hutchins,
inrelation to the child that

knock at the door of the hut had to be re-
peated before he paid attention to it.
The dying man heard it, however.

It had all the effect upon him of a sum-

mons to the grave.

With a loud cry, he sprang up toa sitting’
posture in his bed; and holding out his
arms before him, as thﬂugh he would ward

something off, he shrieked out :

‘“ No, no ; not yet—not yet—oh, not yet !
I cannot go; I know you! Oh,
yet—for the love of Heaven, and of Hea-

ven’s mercy, spare me yet! Let me have
time to repent. Oh, not yet! I know you

—IJ know you too well !”
““ Who is it?”’ said Captain Morton,
“ Death—death !” . |
‘“ Nay—you are deceiving yourself.”
““No; it is death—death !’
‘“ Death does not come in a material form.
Compose yourself and hope for the best.

You may still seek for mercy where mercy

is infinite.”
With a deep si¥h the smuggler fell back
upon his miserable bed and said faintly :
““ Yes—yes.” -
Captain Morton went to the door, which

at the request of the dying 'man had been
closed, although it could easily have been
opened from without. The captain flung it

open, saying, as he did so:
““ Who is there?” e

There was no reply from the person seek-
ing admission to the boat-house; but by
the dim, very dim light, Captain Morton
could see that it was a young girl with a
shawl placed over her head and pinned or
tied beneath her chin, while the long ends

hung down over her shoulders.

*“ Who are you?” he said again. * Whom

la-eijrnu here, my girl 7’

L E -II

““ Who is Jabez?""

‘“ Huschins, sir.” ;

‘ He is very ill—dying, I think—and can-

not see any one.

the cottages, I suppose ?”’ -
¢ Oh, no—no ! I have brought him this.”
She produced a little basket over which

was a clean, white cloth ; and it was just
at that moment, while the captain-had his
hand on one of the handles of the little
basket and the young girl still retained her
hold of the other that the sullen echo of a
gun and then of another came from over the

sea, & tlg far off.

e ” said the girl, I fear—”

‘¢ What do you fear 1”

¢¢ Poor Gu\{d—my poor Gerald ! O, God,
be $o him 1” =

' 1 started from the open door | .
nfthaMhnm. and then, suddenly|

Tramp—Are
| hotel, sir?
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the ribs as hard as youean?.
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do. . Now, what. I'm

W;_. ’l

e

- ':"'
- By

pausing, she looked up into the night
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leaned

The tide, with
the beach, and he
a melancholy, dirge-like howl, i
the waves in the Channel. He strove to
pierce the darkness with his eyes, but all in
vain; no trace of the young girl could he
discover.

With a deep sigh Captain Morton re-enter-

weak,” he said, ‘‘and Iittle.
because I have suffer-

that the yo irl had
with her she left inuflfe
placed it on the side,

could b

Hwthmmﬁugodpmmi ad

: i uette, while bent upon
his plundenng tion among poor Cap- e

“T am very
trifles move me. It is
ed so much.”

The basket

in, who now
, aahxahridﬁin a tlﬁﬂilr voice, be-

traying great exhaustion with feeling :
¢ Hutchins, here is a basket, ]ilnagupposa
containing some delicacies for you, sent by
passionate friend or neighbor. Do

Wt
m
of the

some com
you hear me?”
Hutchins did not mow:
“Try torouse yourself a little, Here is
a basket, I say, which has been brought by a

young gi
The
it

E“ht had got very dim in the hut and
orton could not very well see that
look of another world which was now

man. It was only

e could speak.

on the face of the d

in a faint whisper t
‘¢ Come—come—come !”
““ Where?
¢ Nearer—nearer,
Eé YEE-"

What?”
Come !”
-met in
oquette—whom he could
have sworn he saw go down with the French
lugger. There she was, lu-ukiﬁﬂjuat as she

: , too ; and
there was thelittle fluttering lace that hung
by her waist. He had happened particular-

—am—going now! I se¢ the light.
“itinlured and fearful ! and'ygt—
*“Yet what ? : |

1 hear soft voices praying, and they
utter my name—even my sinful name !”
‘¢ Be comforted.”
““Hush ! hush ! hush !”
Captain Morton was silent; and as the
light slowly waned away, and got dimmer
and dimmer, he could hear the breathings
of the smuggler grow fainter.
L spoke again, it was in a low,

y & basket—a girl ?”

When the
dying
faint w
““Did you
“Yes.” :
“¢With fair hair, and so sweet a look—”
€1 saw that she was fair, and very love-

11 God !
- ““Some neighbor’s child ?”
With a writhing movement, the smu
approached close to Captain Morton ; an
_strange, spasmodic way, he whispered to

““That was the child that was saved from
the wreck of the Sarah Ann. Her clothes |-
were marked with the name of Grace Mor-
ton !”

Captain Morton cried out aloud :

My child—my own—my little one! 0O
My darling—my Grace !”
“You—you—you the father—"”

“] am—]I am!

Heaven !

I have come from afar
over the sea to seek for news of this little
one. I am Captain Morto
child !’ -
L k—thank God !” _
Boom ! came the thunder of a gun at sea ;
and ﬂ;ak irit of the smuggler fled.
“S again—oh, speak i
Captain Morton.
has she fled? Oh, tell me!
only one word !”
‘was still.

father were

-interested in every- n, and you speak
been saved '
from the wreck of the Sarah Ann, that the

1” cried
‘Where
One . word—

The frantic appeals of the

_ put to an insensible clod.

Then, with a wild. rush, Captain Morton

flew from the hut, and cried

*¢ Grace—Grace ! my child ! my own dar-
ling! It is your own father calls you—
your poor suffering

own dear one ! m

not hear me?

have you fled? Your father calls you, to
hold you to his heart forever and forever !”

With such shouts and cries Captain Mor-
ton fled along the beach and up the narrow
pathway that led to the town, and the fish-
ermen and their wives, who had retired to
rest, muttered prayers as they heard the
frantic cries and the rapid footsteps.

now since we have set foot

within the precincts of that sea-girt house,

where first we descried the yo
conversation with the old sailor, who had
ge of the beacon ot the cliff, as de-
scribed in the first chapter of this veritable

“ Where is she?

spare me

father ! Grace—my
own little one !'—do you

race ! Grace! WWhither

It is long

girl in

ry.
.]WE n{ﬁw ramrnth to that mysterious place.

oseph and the young girl are no lon
on the top the cliff. They occupy a i
on a sort of plateau, about
the face of it, and they are both loo
to the sea.

position
down
king out

* Come, come, Miss Grace,” said Joseph,
““1 advise you for the best. You will have
Mrs. Wagner coming after you soon, and
you know her.”

‘I do know her, Jos
I am no longer a little

¢ Well, no more you are, miss, if it comes
to that ; but you know that your father—”

““I will not call him father, Joseph.”

“Well, well, miss, don’t then;and I
can’t say he’s much of a fatherto you.
What makes you shake so, Miss Grace, to- |.
night ? You don't seem like yourself.”
y know, Joseph.”

NOW you are crying.” . .

2 Jam. I don’tmind telling yc

I went, as you know, in the boat to Hutchins’
a ]itifln time

P Yo, mis

the little bit of

halfwa

h : but I know

You come from some of

1 hardl
“ Why,
HI kmw

mdnql?'mnmwﬂynuﬂong
| coast, didn’t he ?”

““He did. I went to take him the little
basket of things that 1 always take him
once a week.” "

" °  (TO BE CONTINUBD.)
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VARIETIES.
*The 'Welsh title 6f the aspén Is* * the leaf

of the maiden’s tongue.”

+ The standard of education in Spain is very

cent. of the population being to read

Increasing quantities for English marketa.

Russia is the chief source of the flax su
‘of and the British East
of the . we import.

Prussian ‘state railways have _lfor some

time employed women as at
' The wrnrk consists ohis;:?tha

¢
closing and opening of the .bara and the

ing and sweeping of s, and the
E‘:ﬁ%mtm-:smm ‘wives or

widows of Their are
= e Tk ke e

The cock partridge takes a share of sit-

ting on the nest, but when the brood it
hatched he feeds some yards ahead ofis,
and takes care of number one, and leaves
his mate to cater for the youngones. Young
partridges newly hatched live almost en-
Firol on insects, which the old hen finds
| for them. -

When a bee has filled a cell either with

pure honey ora mixture of pollen-dough'
and honey, and has completed the lid, a
drop of formic acid, obtained from the pois-
nn-g'ag connected with the sting, is added
to the honey by perforating the lid with
the sting. Numerous experiments show
that this formic acid preserves honey and
every other sugar solution from fermenta-

tion.

This pretty story is told with regard to

the origin of the Corinthian capital, It is
said that a loving nurse had placed a basket
of toys, covered with a tile, npon the grave
of a Corinthian girl, and that in the spring-
time an acanthus plant, upon which it
stood, sent forth shoots covering the basket
and curling over the-tile, thus providing a
model which was imitated directly bya
celebrated sculptor of the time.

The red clover is a veritable ‘b&e—ﬂzzvf
s »

zle. Except the ordinary bumble

there are no bees in our apiaries cap- .
able of extracting the honey which is -
secreted at the end of the long tubes of its
flowers. To tap the garnerea nectar of a
red-clover field it is necessary to procure a
bee with even a -longer tongue that
of the Syrian variety, and such a bee is said .
to be found only in the East Indies.

Coverings for the foot began with sandals.

After these came shoes left openat the toes,
then the wooden shoes of the ninth and
t&ﬁthheenturias, followed in the dMiddlB
Ages by shoes with long pointed and turn-
ed-up toes, which sometimes turned up as
high as the knee. Later, a shoe was worn
with an exceedingly wide toe—so very wide
that it impeded the process of walking.
Queen Mary restricted the wearing of this
by a proclamation which ran to the effect
that shoes should not be worn wider than
six inches.

HEART QUESTIONINGS.

BY JOHX IMEIE, TORONTO,

What stirs an emotion
As deep as the ocean, -

And strong as the hills that tower above ?

’Tis the sound of a sigh,
- As the zephyrs go by,

That tells in a breath the presence of Love!

What is seen in the glance,
Astrue lovers advance, .

That kindles a flame which never can die?

'Tis a spark from above,
From the altar of Love,

Dropp’d unerringly down from on high! - |

As the loving hands clasp,
What is told in the grasp

That quickens the pulse and glows on . the

cheek ?
"Tis ““ the story of old,”
In that loving enfold,

The language of Love that ﬁ_qrds cannot

speak !

Whence the tones that can thrill,
Without effort or will,

And woo the heart’s fond admiration ?

They are notes from the choir,
With the golden lyre,

Tuned by Love’s'sublime inspiration !

Oh ! from whence comes the bliss
Of love's first fervent kiss,

That rapturous outflow of feeling ?

'Tis a faint echoe given
Of earth’s foretaste of Heaven,

By fond hearts their fulness revealing !

‘Whence the breathings of nuni
That defies our control, -

Those sweet communings of heart with

heart ?
"Tis a gift from above,
"T'is the token of love,

Once possess'd, time or death cannot part !

_ Standards
The truest and fullest conception of right
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for to-day ; if he is living a true

and nodle life, in in ce, wis-
-dom, and love will com to form a still -
wharmdbetter ion for to-morrow.

e cannot always dwell in an imaginative

state, be it ever so and nor would
it be desirable. Work of hmdgooﬂ mdwhead
rightly absorbs much of our time and

ts. Yet all duty will be better per-
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A writer in a recent nnm]:-ar of the Am-

ercan Natwralist gives an account of a swal-
low which set the broken of one of its
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