THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC.

Baturday, July 4, 1963,

A

X X X By HARRIS BURLAND, Author

5! ‘;Dacobra." l:;tc.

TThe Unspeakable 1hin
E -

¥KE FULL SYNODPSIS PAGE 49.
CHAPTER 1V.
TILE HOUNE IN THE WOOs

The little village of (Garth Yes on the
shures of Cardigan Bay, It has but @&
single street of emall white houses ex-
temling for mearly & mile along the
coast. The backs of those Rearest the
sea are built up and fortiied with row
after row of piles and balke of timber
fastened together with iron chaing and
clumps. Tor the sea is fierce when the
tides are high and a west wind is blow-
ing in Cardigan Bay. The very houses
themselves are low built to meet the
atormw, and the slates are strengihened
with layers of eement. But year after
year the sea takes its toll of the in-
habitants. It sweeps their homes with
water and strikes them with fying

shingle. Tt fills the backyards knee-
deep with foaming waves and carries
awny the cuthouses. At one end of the

villa it even mderinines the masonry
itself, and beats some hapless cottage in-
to a heap of bricks and mortar. And
year after year the patient folk rebuild.
and ve-fortify. and replace, content to
live on their ridge by the courtesy of an
angry ocean, though within half a mile
the cliffs begin to rise from the beach,
aml their houses might be built oo
snlil rock for all time.

The inhabitants of this little place are
ehictly snilors and fisherfelk. Captains
are exceeding plentiful. Some hayve re-
tired on their savings and make a rieh
harvest by letting cut their tiny rooms
at exorbitant rates to visitors in the
sumvner.  Others are on active service.
For months, for a year, for two years
perhaps they disappear and return with
consiilerable savings and much to tell
to those thait wait for them. Rough
feliows some of them are. mostly small
and tough. but men to whom the ma-
tivn owes much. They live a hard life
and enjoy their rest when it comes to
them. A stranger walking down the
street would say he had mever seen 80
many loafers in a village before—strong
ahle-bodied fellows lounging in the door-
k with pipes in their mouths and
absolutely idle from morning to night.
Yet more than one of them has com-
pressed as much physical labour and
mental anxiety into 4B hours as most
pecple experience in six months.

To the north of the village the courn-
try lies flat and low. a mere line of
sand hilla and shingle ending in the
estuary of the Llyn. To the south it
rises into hills. and the coast line
changes to cliffs 500 or 600 feet in
heizht  with enormous rocks piled up
at their hases. through which the szea
rushes with thunderous eclamour, and
the burst of foam and spray.

Dircetly behind the villaze and almost
on a level with the high tides stretches
the great hog of Gogerddan. It is
intersected in every direction with dvkes,
anl a small river flows through it from
the hilla to join the Liyn, Some of these
dykes are filled with dark brown water
sl are  absalutely stagnant. Uthers
feel the ebb and the fow of the tides.
aml their depth depends on the move-
ments of the sea up the estuary some
fonr miles off. The bog is covered with
heather and rushes, and is almost value-
~less as pasture. The peat, however.
supplies twenty villages with fuel. and
the =tacks of it break the monatony ol
the =urfure with tall brown heaps. built
up square and sturdy ke the towers
of same old Tartalice.

All round thiz bng and on the far side

]

wf the estpary rise the mountains,
towering out of woods inte harrem es-
carprienta af rock.  Most of them are

in

huvight, and
imporing &
see farther
heirhta in the far
distanee,
barrier of Whales, and to this day they
have kept the Welah  curtoms  and
IWelsh languaze as living things in apite
of the great tide of Saxona that beat

rising above them
These are part of the great

\"""--7

against them from the East. .
At the fout of thewe hills lies the «il-

lage aof Trethol. noted through all the
pountry side fur ita flannels, which are
woven on hand looms in the houses of
the cottapers. And looking across the
hog from Garth une large house stands
out white and clear among the trees
and when the sun is setting its long
line of windows turn into & bar of
flanie. Behind it and un either side the
wouds Tun up the mountain. In front
its gurdens slope down to a long grey
wall, beneath which the woods again
encircle it, and the tops of seme of the
trees are almost on a level with the
coping of the wall, and so steep is the
descent that it is almost possible to
lean over and touch their bough.

Here. ome evening in May, nearly
twelve months after the events record-
ed in the last ehapter, & young girl
stood alone and gnzed Across the Go-
gerddan to the sea. In the light of
ihe setting aun something xparkled on
her cheek like a drop of hquid gold.
Her fauce wns very beautiful, and her
beauty was only emphasised by the
sorrow in her eyes as she gazed out
across the sea.

In her hand she lield a small serup
of paper, ragged and creased with
much handling. Every mow and then
she would read it and press it to her
lips. It only econtained four verses
of indifferent poetry; but even Shaks-
pere might have been proud of such »
tribute from so fair & maid. The lines
ran as follows:—

Have yon remembrance of that alsht.
The long lew line of tawny sand,
The sullen streteh of warshy land

Broeath the mouzntains’ purple helght;

Thr cottage llights upon the lew,
The ebon eliffs against the sky.
The weary curlew's farewell orr

From shadowed fleld to silent sea;

The path ascending rtound the hill,
The blurted expanse of arer bulow.
The fernjools Baming with the vlow

0f one gold bar that liogered still;

Then dark agalnst the topaz Lizht,
Two lonely Rgures, man and mald
And one too trembling aond nfraid,

Have rou rvmiembrance of that night?

They were signed "ET.”

“Have I remembrance? she murmur
ed to herself. “Have T remembrance?”
And then the sun sank below the
horizon. and the one gold bar lingered
=till. und she heard the cry of the cur-
lew. and saw the flaming light on the
fenpools. It was just such a scene as
the verses dereribed. “That night”
came back to her, and she burst into

tears.

She was roused from her mournful
reverie by a harsh volee calling from
the lawn:

“Muvanwy! Mavanwy!”

*Yeg, father”

“T3n vou know the time? Dinner is

in half an hour and veu haven’t start-
ed fo dress vet. You know the Wal
royds are eoming to-night!”

“Yes, father: I am coming.”

She hastily dricl her eves and turned
her back on the West,  But before she
entered the louse she looked hack
once more and saw the sails of a brig-
antine silhouetted black against the
golden sky., Fhe hit her lip and passed
in. The very sight of a ship wns agony
to her.

She put on & plain hlack dinner frock
and came down to the drnwing-room.
There she found her father atandinz hy
the fireplace, There waz a look of im-
patience on his face, and he held a
wateh in his hand.

“It ja panrt the dinner honr” he =aid
abruptle. “When T war youneg ouests
hnd more enurteay. and the hostess was
nlwnys ready to reeeive them hall an
heur before thevy were dne”

Maranwy smiled sadly.

“They are Americans,
suid, gentlv. “Their
albly  Aifferent,™

Mr Morgan looked at her with dis-
approval,

fother.”  ahe
ideas nre prob-

“Is that vour best dresa? he aaid,
harshly. “Youn look as if you were
going to a funeral”

“Black suits me, father,” she answer-
ed, and she looked at hemielf yin the
giase with a little smile of vanity.

And indeed she looked superh, with
her dark hair and dark eyes, and her
white arma and shoulders fleshing from
the sombre material of her dress. Yet
il was not for that reason she wore
black, and her father knew it, and it
was the knowledge that made him speak
s0 bitterly. As a rule, he cared mno-
thing for a woman’s drpss. and repard-
el any smartness as a sign of emply
vanity. :

“You are not old enough 4o wear
blark,” he answered. °

‘fhen he econsulted his watch
and frowned. —

A hard, cold man was John Morgan
of Llynglaa.
conformist family, he added all his nn-
tural harshness of character to the
somewhat stern and narrow principles
of hia partienlar sect. He was poor, but
poverty had had no chastening effect wp-
on his mind. It had only served to warp
his soul and arouse the worst traits of
his nature. Im his father’s lifetime h~
had seen & fine property dwindle down
to & few hundred acrea of harren land.
and o house which was only & mackery
when there was no money to keep it up.
He had not even -the eatisfaction of
knowing that this was due in axtravp
gance. and that he evuld lay the blame
on a dead man. Tt had been due solely
to & grasping spirit which he had him-
self inherited, a desive to make more
money without the ability to make it.
a longing for 10 per cent. inatead of 4
per cent., an inclination to enter into
the wildest schemes if ther held nut pro-
mise of immense fortunes. Tt is ofien
the peculiarityr of the hard and grasp-
mg man that, though he will save pen-
nies at every turn, and strive his ut-
most to do other men out of odd shil-
lings, wet he 7= uiterly reckless when
his vision i3 dazzled by the prospects
of gold. and he is the easiest prev of
the clever and uwnscrupulous adven-
turer.

Such a man had been Morman Mor-
gan. and his son now reaped the fruits
of hia avarice. The great house was
almost as empty as a barn. The fines!
victurez had gone from the walla. and
had not even been replaced by inferior
copier. The library was a mere row
of empty bookshelves. The dining-room
would have disgraeed a third-rate res-
taurant, The grounds about the house

aé&iin;-

were ill-kept and overegrown with weeds.

But the sight of all these things failed
to impress Jobn Morgan with the vanity
of earthly possessions, It onlv filled
lim with a strong and immovable pur-
pose, to make good the waste, te re-
stare the fortunes of his family at any
cost,

Tt was therefore ‘the ironv of fate
that two rears amo young Emrys Tre.
degar should have fallen in love with
his daughter and won her heart. The
voung man. thoueh of a family even su-
perior to his own, was, if possible, in
n atill more hopeleas financial eondition.
Gut Emrys Tredeoar was dead—or, ta
use p phrase made familiar by the
South  African war. “minrsine”—and it
secrmed now that matters might werk
out to a satiafactary conclusion. Be-
fore young Tredegar had sailed for Peru
he had let hiz house to &wo rich Ame-
rican hrothera—the Walrovda, of hi-
cagn. They were reputed to he million-
aires. and though mothing was known
nf their previour history, that was no
thing to their diseredit. They hailed
from a country where men became rich
i a single night, and no one comments
on the faet. The elder brother, Cyrus
P. Walroyd, was undoubtedly in love
with Mavanwy. He had even express-
€d hia desire to marry an Englishwainan
of good family, and resuscitate the for-
tune of some fallen houss for his cwn

Bred up in a atrictk Non-.

children, The only obstacle to the conm.
simmation of this ideal match was
Mavanwy berself. And that ia why on
this night her father suapped like an
angry dog at her, and the mere sight of
her black dresa irritated him beyond
endurance. - . . -

He looked once more at his watch, and

lapped hin feet impatiently. Mavanwy
had seated hersel in & chair, and wag

-baly turning over the pages of a maga-

zine, His mood. was!such that he could
not leave her:alone. - . : i
“I hope you will be civil 46 these Wal-
royds to-might, Mavanwy,” he gaid, ab.
suptly.  “They are e
kerp friends with.™ people I wish l-!:"‘
“Why should I not be evil? she an-
swered, scarcely raising her eyes from

lher book.

“The last® time they were here you'
were barely so. But I must ask you ta
remember that my guests must be treat-

;ed with cordinlity.” :

Mavanwy flushed, and ~ lookedt  her
father straight in the face

“Which ohe do you wish me to be
mant eivil—te be most cordial to%”

Mr Morgan bil bis lips withavexation
and turned his baek on his dawughter.

‘Then he suddenly swung round and

faced her. . - :

“Cyrus Walroyd loves you, Mavan-
wy.” he said, sternly. - R .

“I am homoured,” . she spid., coldly,
“and I am sorry for him. Y am, as you
know, not likely to return -his atfec
tion.” . .

At that moment there was a loud
ring at the bell, and a heavy knock at
the hall door. A few minutes lnter the
door was flung open by a wizened old
butler attired in very ill-fitting clothes,
and twe men entered. Mavanwy rose
to meet them and extended her hand
with 3 smile. The elder took ijt, im
silence, and the marks of hiz muscular
fingers conld be seen on the flesh when
he loosened it from his grasp. ‘'I'he
younger took it with more courtesy
and less warmth. Both apologised
curtly for their unpunctuality, whick
was due to the breaking of a shaft om
Taliesin Hill. They had walked the last
three-quarters of a mile. :

The two brothers were fine men, leam,
square built, and tall. John T. Wal
royd, the younger, had the high eheeck
bones and keen angular face which in
some mysterious way the true bors
American has inherited from the soil, as
the North American Indian did before

him. The features of the elder were of
8 coarscr type. The faee was more
square and the jaw more heavy. It was




