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CHAPTER I. – A SIGNAL FROM THE SEA. 

 

There are few human habitations set so near the austere coastline of North Devon that 

they can look the great west wind in the face. Rather do the abodes of men turn their back on the 

giant, cluster in the valleys, or seek shelter from his terrific embraces behind some natural 

protection of ridge or hill.  

But Martin Hall, Combe Martin, knows no such fear; the old Tudor House, built indeed 

with immense solidity, has stood and sternly faced the storms and tempests of more than three 

hundred winters. Not fifty yards from the iron cliffs, the Hall shall be found, and a winding 

stairway, out in the rock, falls from the western terrace of the ancient dwelling to the beach 

below. Martin Hall stands at a spot where the far flung precipices of the coastline break, and for 

a quarter of a mile west of it a haven opens. From here the sloops of Combe Martin trade 

backwards and forwards to Wales, or the little northern Cornish ports; and a life-time spent in 

these dangerous waters has made the Combe Martin men skillful enough. But the ablest of them 

never shuts his eyes to the perils of this navigation, or the force of the mighty seas that roam 

hither from the Atlantic, to break in thunder on the rock-bound coast.  

Nor were nature's dangers all that a man might be called to face, for the wickedness of his 

fellow-men, long notorious   amid these savage scenes, was not wholly a thing of the past at the 

time of this narrative. Certain native sons bore evil characters, and though the worst among them 

repudiated with indignation the suggestion that he was, or ever had been, a wrecker, the 

accusation, of smuggling had probably offended none. Lack of opportunity rather than any moral 

objection to 'free trading' made smuggling a rare offence upon the North coast, and while a man 

here and there was still suspected of wrecking, years had passed, prior to the winter night 

whereon this narrative opens, since any definite hint of such an offence had been heard among 

the inhabitants of Combe Martin.  

By a curious coincidence the possibility of the crime now formed matter of earnest 

conversation, and while a group of men, over their after-dinner cup of coffee, declared the 

infamous thing could never happen again – it did so, not two miles from where they debated the 

question. But Sir Moran Trecarrow's guests at Martin Hall had discussed many matters of local 

interest before they came to the doings of the wreckers, and for his benefit local men traversed 

familiar ground and discussed the affairs of the little township, to whom, as a new lord of the 

manor, Sir Moran was now come.  

Though aware that he must succeed to the baronetcy, the young man had hardly 

anticipated the demands and duties of his position, or accustomed his mind to consider them; but 

now increasing interest woke and local acquaintance were quite ready to gratify it. The company 

on this occasion included the young baronet's sister, Viola Trecarrow, and her betrothed, another 

member of the clan; while with them sat a clergyman, the Reverend Raymond West, vicar of 
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Combe Martin, and Mr. Ned Polwarn, the estate bailiff – one who had succeeded his grandfather 

and his father, in that capacity. For Sir Moran was a fifth baronet, and followed three very 

undistinguished Cornish holders of the title. There was not much of the Celt about him. He was 

indeed fair, with crisp, corn coloured hair, light grey eyes and a buoyant, laughter-loving 

temperament. His age was 30, but he looked younger. He presented a marked contrast, both to 

his sister, Viola, who was a brunette, with a sweet and gentle but not beautiful countenance, and 

to his cousin, Nicholas Trecarrow – a man so dark that people suspected a touch of the tarbrush.  

But Nicholas was a Cornishman all through, and his black lair, brown eyes, and brown 

skin presented no unusual features to the West Country. He lived and practiced the law in 

London, and there his complexion appeared Oriental by comparison with most of his 

companions. He and Sir Moran were close friends, and Nicholas Trecarrow now controlled the 

baronet's affairs, for when the young man inherited, he had dismissed the former solicitors to the 

estate, much to their indignation, and appointed his cousin.  

“I'm a bachelor and fond of sport, and I may break my neck or come to grief in a dozen 

ways,'' explained Sir Moran; therefore it's right and proper that you should be in touch with the 

show, for you're next in the line, and may have to succeed me yet.”  

The new manor lord had been in residence three months and had proved himself 

energetic, friendly, and fairly intelligent. His bailiff, Ned Polwarn, prophesied hopeful things of 

him. While the storm rattled at the windows, Parson West, who loved the history of his parish, 

recited it for the benefit of the Trecarrows.  

"We are a theatre of long-vanished enterprises," he said, "and you've seen already the 

ruined silver-lead mines scattered round about. In places the district is riddled with them. Their 

tunnels and galleries run beneath the ground. Combe Martin was a busy place once. Some     

authorities have seen in our haven a spot whither the old Phoenicians were wont to trade, and 

bring their merchandise in exchange for our local minerals; but though that is doubtful, it is 

certain the place once enjoyed far greater importance than now."  

"I mean to revive that importance," declared Sir Moran. “We'll start the silver mines 

again, Nicholas, and make our fortune."  

"Be in no hurry, for why should you succeed where so many have failed!" warned Mr. 

Polwarn. He was a solemn, owl-eyed man of splendid probity, but without a ray of humour to 

light his road. 

“Our distinctive surname descends from the Martins of Tours,” continued the old 

clergyman. “The Norman Martins were the first lords of the Manor, but to Nicholas Fitz Martin, 

the market and fair were granted, in 1264. Our silver mines were subsequently worked during the 

reigns of Edward I and Edward II, when Combe Martin's treasures went to pay for the wars 

against France. Then the mines were long deserted, and not until the reign of Elizabeth, when 

this house was built, did Adrian Gilbert – a half-brother of Sir Walter Raleigh – awaken renewed 

interest in ventures by that time nearly forgot. With aid from Sir Bevis Bulmer he successfully   

reopened the mines, and among the corporation plate of the City of London at this day, may still 

be seen a fine cup and cover of Combe Martin silver. I have committed to memory the quaint   

inscription.” 

The good vicar proceeded to repeat these lines," 'Dispersed I in earthe did lye since alle 

beginning old in place called Combe, where Martin long had hid me in his molde. I dydd no 

service on the earth. And no manne sate me free till Bulmer by his skill and charge did frame me 

this to be.' I paid a visit to the City of London for no other reason than that I might gaze upon the 

cup" continued Mr. West. "And where there was silver, doubtless there is silver still. A young 



man so enterprising and spirited as yourself, Sir Moran, may awaken the kobolds and mine 

pixies from their long slumber and delve in the earth again for what it holds." 

“Permit me to hope, Sir Moran, that you'll do no such thing," interrupted the bailiff 

heavily.  

"Why not, Ned?"  

“For the very good reason that it would be a certain failure. Granted the ore is rich, for a 

hundred and fifty ounces of silver often were to the ton – even so the cost of production has 

again and again swamped all attempts to reopen the workings. I have the whole history of every 

fruitless enterprise if you care to read them." 

"I'm going to make history, which is more exciting than reading it, Ned. Who can tell 

what modern machinery and a good Cornish mine captain might do for us?” Viola Trecarrow 

spoke.  

"Mr. West promised to describe the famous old ceremony associated for so many years 

with the district," she said. "Ah! To revive that would be even more desirable than to open the 

mines again," declared the old man.  

"For five and forty years or thereabout, the rite has been in abeyance, though I can well 

remember it, and indeed many of us have the particulars at our fingers ends. 'Hunting the Earl of 

Rome,' it was called – an extraordinary and unique affair. I wrote a paper on the subject for the 

British Association, and read it to the members of that august body when they met at Exeter." 

“The late baronet has something about it in his note-books,” declared Sir Moran, "and it's 

the most interesting thing in them, for they're deadly dull as a rule. He seems even to have 

thought of reviving the fun himself. But he found it would cost a little money, and that, no doubt, 

frightened him from the attempt." 

But the clergyman stood up for his deceased parishioner. "That's too bad," he said. "Sir 

Henry only lacked the energy and enterprise – nothing else. He was an old man and put off the 

contemplated revival until too late. Several of us were prepared to help him, and as an antiquary 

myself I should have been delighted to see the old ceremony brought back to life. But Sir Henry 

was a sick man for years before he died."  

"He hated parting – Ned will tell you that."  

''He was just, but not generous," declared the bailiff.  

"He wasn't just to William Retallack of St. Tid's Strand."  

"So Billy says; but Billy's own sense of justice was clouded in that matter."  

"He's got two jolly pretty daughters," said Sir Moran, "and I'm going to build him a new 

cattle byre."  

"Now I understand why you've charmed him," answered the clergyman. "Retallack is 

really a very fine, distinguished man, but he's rather downright, and makes enemies in 

consequence. An uncompromising man is William Retallack, and, as I've told him a dozen times, 

compromise is the very soul of a parish such as this. To compromise is the same as to live and let 

live – in fact, the whole art of living. But Billy can't see that, and the result is that he has made 

enemies."  

"Only the enemies that all decent men ought to have," argued Sir Moran. "You mean that 

blackguard, Saul Pemberthy. Of course, as a sportsman myself, I admire Pemberthy and that 

limb of Satan, Hawke Pemberthy, his right-hand man. They're the unconventional sort – the birds 

of prey – and I sympathize more with the falcon than the linnet: with the fox more than the 

hounds. When Farmer Retallack got Saul Pemberthy locked up for a fortnight's hard labour, he 



probably made a mistake – I'm willing to grant that, even though Saul had been stealing his 

potatoes by night."  

“From a worldly point of view, he did,” agreed the vicar, “because Saul is dangerous and 

absolutely unscrupulous. To punish him for his theft was good morals, but bad policy, for men 

like Pemberthy always have the last word, and I'm afraid Billy will get scorpions for his whips, 

before Pemberthy has done with him.” 

 "He'll be revenged on Retallack?' asked Sir Moran. As if in answer the glittering thread 

of a rocket broke across the darkness of the night. It fretted the sky somewhat south of the spot 

where Martin Hall stood on the cliff edge, and it conveyed definite and serious information to the 

experienced local men who saw it. As they crowded to the window and stared into the storm, 

another rocket gashed the darkness, while Polwarn explained,  

“That's a ship in trouble,” he said. “What's brought her there, heaven knows, but if she is 

trying to make Combe Martin, or if she was going up or down Channel, it's all one now; the ship 

that fired those rockets can't escape the Dead Man."  

"The Dead Man?' asked Viola Trecarrow, and Polwarn replied.  

“It's a ledge of rocks, that runs out for half a mile due west under St. Tid's Head. There'll 

be a wreck tonight, and all we can do is to hope she's not a big ship with many souls aboard her." 

"Can we do nothing to help them?"  

“Probably nothing. Very few have ever been saved when a ship comes ashore on the 

Dead Man. The lifeboat can't get out to-night. She'd be swamped before she cleared the harbor. 

But we must go on the chance of helping." Sir Moran had already rung the bell and a manservant 

answered it. 

"Tell Cornford to get me my tarpaulins and sea boots," he said. Then he turned to his 

cousin. "I can fit you out, too, Nicholas, if you're coming."  

"Coming, of course, if there's a dog's chance for any of them."  

"The tide's falling, and if it's anything small she may have come in close enough to give 

the rocket apparatus a chance," explained Polwarn, "but if she's a big ship she may be the best 

part of a mile from shore."  

The clergyman sighed. "When will they hear our prayers and put a light on that accursed 

ridge?' he asked. Then he returned to the present. You must hear about the 'Earl of Rome' another 

day, Sir Moran."  

"I mean to. I shall need no persuasion. I'd like to revive the old ceremony in style."  

"A fool and his money are soon parted," laughed Nicholas, but his cousin would not 

allow that.  

“You lawyers hate to run up any bills but your own,” he said.  

Then he turned to Mr. West, but he was interrupted by the arrival of a young man clad in 

black, who brought with him a pile of clothes. The youth was fair and near his master's build, but 

Sir Moran's body servant did not resemble him in any other particular. He was impassive, pale, 

refined, and reserved. His manners were the perfection of what a valet's should be; his voice was 

smooth and gentle, and his movements exact. The four men were soon, rigged out for the night, 

and such work as it might bring. Sir Moran desired to take comforts for potential shipwrecked 

people, but he was told that many eyes besides his own had seen the rockets, and that the 

coastguard would have all life-saving apparatus and medical comforts at hand. Cyrus Cornford 

helped them into the tarpaulins, and Parson West took a sou'-wester also, and tied it beneath his 

grizzled chin. He had been out on many a like errand during the last five-and-thirty years, and 

was not excited. Indeed, while they tramped the storm-swept miles of coastland, that separated 



Combe Martin from the eminence known as St. Tid's Head, he returned to his hobby, and spoke 

of the far-famed rite of "The   Hunting." 

"I'm gratified indeed that you'll revive it," he said, while he struggled along beside Sir 

Moran. "Such wonderful survivals should not be permitted to die out amongst us, for they link a 

place to its own distinguished past and waken reverence for tradition and a lofty habit of mind in 

the rising generation."  

But the new lord of the manor was in no mood for these reflections. "Hunting the Earl of 

Rome," had ceased to interest him, before the immediate and more tremendous problem of life 

and death for fellow creatures. Indeed from his stand-point he marveled that the vicar could thus 

burrow in the past, while the present offered problems so vital. Impetuous always, he voiced his 

surprise, without wounding the feelings of the old man.  

“It is natural that you should be impatient," he answered. “But the seas and storms of our 

wild land will teach you patience soon enough. Wrecks and sudden deaths are part of our 

inheritance here, and the fact that I should discourse of ancient matters upon our way, neither 

lessens our rate of progress nor our chances of succouring those in peril." 

A moon had broken the flying clouds ere now, and the night was growing clear, though 

the force of the wind by no means abated. Polwarn and Nicholas Trecarrow led the way, while 

Sir Moran and the vicar followed close behind. Ned Polwarn knew every step of the cliff road, 

and he brought them presently where others already stood on St. Tid's Head. A small ship was on 

the dreaded reef known as the "Dead Man," and they could see her very distinctly, even to the 

fragments of the sails, which had been blown out of the bolt ropes when she struck. Landsmen 

were grouped on the cliff head, but the coastguards and seafarers had gone below and dotted the 

"Dead Man," where it rose black above a tremendous sea.  

"It's 'The farmer's Lass' your reverence," said a veteran with bright eyes and a clean 

shaved face. He wore a red woollen wrap round his throat and a great pair of sea boots, that came 

up to his knees. 

“'The Farmer's Lass!'” cried Mr. West. “Then it's a home boat. But how on earth did she 

get hung up here? Tom Keat knew the coast as well as he knew his back garden."  

''Time will show,” answered the other; “but it's 'The Farmer's Lass' without a doubt, and 

that means cruel trouble for a good many to-night. There's more aboard than the crew, and when 

all's known, 'twill be found that's the reason of the wreck."  

Old Nanjulian, or Nipper Nanjulian as he was called, pointed where a squat, broad figure 

tramped the cliffs alone. Then another speaker took up the tale.  

"Yonder's Farmer Retallack. His wife and his son were aboard with Captain Keat. They 

went across with him, to visit friends in Swansea, and they was coming back with him when he 

made his voyage home!"   

'But how got they here, Aaron Blake?” asked Ned Polwarn. “What brought Thomas Keat 

within a league of the Dead Man to-night?"  

"Ask that anointed scamp, Saul Pemberthy," answered Mr. Bake, with anger in his eyes. 

 He was an old soldier, now turned farmer, and a friend of the unfortunate man who 

tramped the cliff and stared out on the wrecked vessel beneath. Feeling that here ministration 

might prove of best avail, Parson West, approached his parishioner, to find him distraught; while 

Sir Moran, Nicholas Trecarrow, and Polwarn descended to the Strand and joined a concourse 

below. Here hurricane lanterns flashed and men hastened this way and that; but while able to 

climb along the Dead Man and approach the wreck, they had no power to aid those upon it.  



“The Farmers Lass” was hard and fast a hundred and fifty yards to seaward on the tail of 

the reef, and big seas were bursting over her. Each one threatened to break her up, but again and 

again the dark mass of her emerged from the welter and wash of black water and foam. The 

moonlight made a silhouette of her, and from time to time it was possible to see living men 

moving actively upon her deck.  

While they stood scourged by the spin-drift and expecting every moment to see the little 

ship destroyed, Sir Moran and his cousin heard more. A tall, majestic looking sailor stood among 

the men on the rocks nearest the wreck. He was a man of over sixty, with a splendid grey head, 

hooked nose, and flying beard. He might have served as a model for some patriarch or prophet of 

old time, yet was well known as the most doubtful man and unprincipled old rascal in the parish.  

“What's brought 'The Farmer's Lass' on the Dead Man, Pemberthy?” asked Polwarn, and 

the other shook his head.  

“God knows – you'd never have thought such a thing would happen to Tom Keat or his 

boy, Benny."  

A woman answered, and Sir Moran recognized the dark splendor of the girl and started at 

the passion in her face that the moonlight illuminated. She was dark, tall, and slight, and her 

black hair, flung loose by the wind, waved behind her. Another girl of more massive build stood 

beside her and sought to calm her; but she would not be calmed.  

“Liar!” she cried as Saul Pemberthy finished. “This is your work, and all men know why 

you've done it. For revenge – revenge because my father punished you as you deserved. And 

now you're a murderer!”  

Pemberthy shrugged his shoulders. "She's as mad as her father up over," he said, “and I'll 

have the law of 'em yet for daring to blast my character. I bear no goodwill to William Retallack; 

but that's not to say I've wrecked yonder sloop because the man's wife and son were aboard her." 

 He held up his hurricane lantern that he might see the newcomers and from his six feet 

six inches of height grinned down upon them contemptuously. The rascal was safe enough and 

knew it; for dead men tell no tales, and of the five unfortunate beings now in the enjoyment of 

life on the doomed sloop there seemed little reason to hope that any could reach the shore alive 

or escape undrowned and uncrushed from the rocks and tumultuous seas that spread between 

them and salvation. 
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CHAPTER II. – THE WRECK OF THE “FARMER’S LASS” 

 

 Strange, long-remembered things sprang from the stormy night on Dead Man, and the 

disaster accomplished in the grey dawn that followed the hurricane lead directly to the 

extraordinary events of this chronicle. So tremendous was the force of the wind that the rocket 

apparatus, now in action, failed the would-be rescuers. To the doomed eyes on the wreck was 

presented the rare and cruel phenomenon of a rocket blown from its course, lifted almost 

perpendicularly from the gun, and then, when its force was spent, blown back over the heads of 

the coastguards who had launched it. Twice an attempt was made to establish communication 

and twice the rocket and line were deflected by the wind.  

They waited for a lull, therefore, and those who best knew, foretold that the wind would 

fall at dawn. But some hours had yet to pass before the day broke and it seemed little likely that 

the sloop, though staunch enough, could stand the onset of the storm much longer. The tide had 



ebbed, and when it turned again none doubted but The Farmer's Lass would be broken up and 

her crew and passengers meet their fate. Ashore the people were scattered into knots, and Sir   

Moran, with Polwarn and a few of the coast watchers, had crept along the slippery weed-covered 

back of the Dead Man as far as they dared. But their position brought them no nearer to practical 

assistance of their unfortunate fellow creatures than that of those on the beach or cliffs. A 

howling turmoil of heavy water swept along on either side of the rocky shelf, and here and there 

in the great billows floated broken woodwork and water logged barrels from the wreck.  

Under the moon it was possible to see the men on The Farmer's Lass energetically 

engaged; but they labored against terrible disadvantages, and if, as was suspected, they sought to 

make a raft, it seemed impossible on that narrow and wave-swept deck to accomplish any such 

thing. Ashore people chattered and gesticulated, prophesied hope, or foretold absolute   

destruction, according to their temperaments. In a corner, partly sheltered above high-water 

mark, Mr. West was praying, and while two women stood near him with their arms round each 

other, and a cluster of men also listened to his pleading, another girl had fallen on her knees 

besides the old minister, and with clenched hands listened to his petition. She was a young, fair 

thing, and her heart was in the storm, for a life beyond all lives precious to her hung in the 

balance. The old clergyman knew as well as the rest on shore exactly which of his parishioners 

were threatened, and now he prayed to the Almighty very fervently to save each of the five in 

turn. 

“We ask Thee, Merciful Father – Thou Who neither slumberest nor sleepest – to watch 

over and guard Thy servants, whose lives are in Thy all-powerful hands alone. We pray Thee 

save Tom Keat and his son, Benny Keat, O God; we pray Thee bring Nancy Retallack and her 

son John safe to those who wait for them; and forget not, O Everlasting Father, the little ship's 

boy, Jack Nute, who is an orphan, and has few to care for him but his Creator. Save, we implore 

Thee, our fellow creatures from the death that awaits them; do Thy wonders in the great deep, O 

God, so that these Thy servants may proclaim Thee and call Thee blessed!"  

He had scarcely spoken when it seemed that the east shuddered, and the best faint 

promise of daylight broke, while yet the moon shone westerly above the turmoil, and steadfast 

stars looked down unblinking upon it. The vicar finished his prayers, and all those who had 

listened, and won a ray of hope from his appeal, went back to face the storm and watch what the 

day was to bring; but the kneeling one did not move, and, alone with her the good man sought to 

cheer her, for he knew of her distress.  

"Norah,” he said, “you must trust; you must be sure as I am sure that your Benny will be 

spared if it is God's will, and if not, then his Maker knows best, and will call him to better work 

in a better world."  

The girl rose. She seemed hardly to understand. ''Why should he be punished – or any of 

'em? Only a devil would punish the innocent for the guilty," she said. "And if they die, 'twill be 

the triumph of evil and I'll…" 

“Hush girl!” answered the other. "Who are you to cry out against the Power that holds us 

and this tempest together in the hollow of His hand?" 

Unworldly himself and slow to read character, Parson West had not perceived any 

significance in the young woman's broken speech; and yet he might well have done so, for he 

knew who she was. But she did not undeceive the reverend gentleman, and could even find it in 

her to be thankful that the significance of her passionate cry had escaped him. She bowed her 

head. 



"If Benny dies, I die too," she said, and he mourned her unchastened spirit, yet heeded 

her little knowing whence she sprang. For Norah was Saul Pemberthy's daughter. 

On the rocks, in the lull of a terrific wind, a third life-line had been fired from the rocket 

apparatus, and it started true enough for the wrecked coaster; but in mid-air an envious blast 

caught it and the streak of fire was deflected, flung upward, and hurled a hundred yards south of 

''The Farmer's Lass." It was clear now, that, between the heavy seas that swept them, the men on 

the sloop were toiling at a rate which should sustain all and possibly bring them ashore when the 

vessel broke up. The tide was at its lowest and about to turn; the moon sank red in the west and 

the dawn began to grow. But the wind blew as hard as ever and low black ridges of cloud over 

the horizon showed that the storm had not yet exhausted itself.  

At the limit of the Dead Man stood Sir Moran, Polwarn, and Nicholas Trecarrow, with 

eyes upon the sea; while groups of fishermen and coastguards crouched also on the ridge, their 

lines and lifebelts ready. Shoreward rolled immense breakers surging upon the land and 

thundering to the strip of shingle where women and children stood. A donkey cart was also there. 

It had been brought from the farm of St. Tid's Strand – the home of the Retallacks that lay two 

miles distant, in the combe, which opened on the beach beyond St. Tid's Head.  

Knee deep in the surges, Saul Pemberthy and another labored and gathered in the wreck 

and driftwood which was coming ashore on the returning tide. A spar – the topmast of The 

Farmer's Lass – grounded in the surf, and together the two men dragged it out of the sea. 

Pemberthy's assistant was a powerful youth, but looked slight and small beside the giant.  

Hawke Pemberthy had been, associated from child hood with Saul, and dwelt with him at 

a cottage in St. Tid's combe, not half a mile from the sea. Hawke was a young Spaniard 

concerning whom only the strange accident of his advent to Combe Martin, five and twenty 

years ago, was known. He had come ashore as an infant from the wreck of a Spanish trader on 

her way to Bristol, and was the sole survivor when the Don Pedro met her fate on the Dead Man. 

And Pemberthy, whose wife then lived, took the infant, who had come ashore in a box, and 

adopted him for his own, since no enquiries were ever made concerning him.  

The pair desisted now, and at sound of shouting from the men and wailing from the 

women, joined those upon, the reef. With the onset of the returning tide her end fell upon The 

Farmer's Lass, and watchers saw a mass of heavy green water sweep over her.  

The foremast staggered and fell; the hull split, and in a moment, where the black hull of 

her had risen above the billows, there was nothing but rushing water and wreckage; while the 

oncoming waves were streaked and stained to blackness with her cargo of coal, now scattered 

and sinking to the bottom of the sea. 

For a moment no raft could be discerned, but at last a fragment that seemed small amid 

the tossed ribs and timbers, heaved upon the crest of a breaker, and three figures were observed 

clinging to it. Which had thus far escaped, and how long their perilous craft would sustain them 

none could tell. The raft moved heavily and was very deep in the water, while between it and 

salvation stretched an awful space of broken sea torn up into mountains by the wind, lashed with 

foam and gored by sunken rocks. Still they waited, fretting at their impotence, while the buffeted 

raft made no progress landward. Then it lifted on a roller and was driven ten yards nearer the 

shore before the great billow swept forward from under it and left it in the welter behind. Other 

wreckage moved more rapidly, and the sea, along the lip of the reef, began to fling up broken 

timber and spars.  

There happened, too, a strange thing, for suddenly from the water heaved a huge, yellow, 

impassive head with a white face and staring blue eyes beneath it. The thing was larger far than 



life, and seemed for a moment as though some mighty mermaid of the deep seas had been caught 

by the storm and flung among the rocks; but not a few of the watchers recognized the apparition. 

It was the figurehead of “The Farmer's Lass,” that all had seen many a time nodding to the sea 

under the little coaster's bowsprit, as she sailed back and forth upon her journeys from Combe 

Martin to Wales and Cornwall. Now Pemberthy and his adopted son got a rope round the buxom 

torso and guided it ashore. They joked together at the task.  

"A good mate for Don Pedro," said the old man, and Hawke laughed, for in the midst of a 

cabbage patch beside his home. Saul had erected the enormous figurehead of the vanished 

barque that had perished five-and-twenty years earlier at this spot. It towered there, to mystify 

chance spectators, and the ferocious and truculent monster, which Perberthy often painted for its 

preservation, seemed a fitting guardian of his own abode.  

"He's wanted a wife for 25 years; now he shall have this fine, fat maiden," said 

Pemberthy; but he erred, for the ultimate resting place of the figure-head was not within sight of 

"Don Pedro."  

Now came the first of those from the wreck back to earth again, and a body drifted along 

the black ledge of the Dead Man, almost at the feet of those, who stood there. They joined hands 

and a coastguard went down over the side and gripped the collar of the dead. For dead he was — 

an old, bald man, whose head shone as white as an egg in the water. They hauled him up and 

found the captain of "The Farmer's Lass." He had evidently perished when the sloop foundered, 

for his body was crushed and his back broken. 

Under a tarpaulin they carried Thomas Keat to the Strand, while others watched the 

voyage of the raft. Those aboard were clearly powerless to control her, and the seas flung her this 

way and that; but she came steadily in, upon the tide and still held together. It was possible to tell 

that a woman clung to the raft. Two men and a woman still lived upon it. There was no boy. 

Ashore in the gathering light William Retallack and his daughters stood apart – a silent, 

statuesque group, with agony in their faces and attitudes. Every wave that broke upon the raft 

seemed to submerge their souls. At every moment when the frail thing that held their treasure 

disappeared in some gulf of waters they felt their life suspended. But greater suffering awaited 

them before the fate of mother and son was determined. For now a breaker overlapped and fell 

sheer upon the raft. The foam boiled round it and as it emerged again two figures only appeared, 

the one holding the other. Even through the din of the storm a woman's scream reached the 

listeners, and it was clear that Nancy Retallack's son had been flung off the raft under her eyes, 

while the other man now strove to prevent her from following him. A moment later and all was 

over, for the frail support so hastily flung together and already strained to destruction, dashed 

upon a rock and broke in many pieces. It had come within sixty or seventy yards of the head of 

Dead Man before the end, and nothing now remained but to gather up the dead as they drifted 

ashore.  

For one man alone there was hope, but it seemed little likely that Benny Keat, famous 

swimmer though he was, would reach safety through the mountainous seas that now rolled 

inshore and began to submerge the nose of Dead Man as the tide came in. At this moment, too, 

the storm increased, the ridge of cloud from westward which had risen over the land, loosed 

buckets of rain upon the scene, and obscured the grey daylight. That those in the water must 

presently be thrown ashore was probable, and so near had floated the raft before its destruction 

that the dead were likely to drift into the deep channel south of the reef. None prepared to take 

advantage of this accident, and local men would have declined any attempt to trust themselves in 

that sea, even with a line from shore to ensure their own safety; but both Sir Moran Trecarrow 



and his cousin were quick to see that a faint possibility of saving a life might yet offer. Despite 

Ned Polwarn's protests they prepared, and when actually a hand was flung up out of the water, 

half a minute later, and disappeared as an unconscious body rolled a moment on a wave and 

vanished, it was Sir Moran who plunged into the sea, while those on the reef paid out a line 

secured to his waist. He was a strong swimmer and enjoyed good fortune – the first that nature 

had measured out to man on that grim night. Swept like a cork upon the green seas and caught by 

the recoil of a billow from the reef, the swimmer was thrust half-way across the creek, and had 

reached within ten yards of the body in half a minute. Once alongside it he dived and failed to 

grasp it; but, at the second attempt, he succeeded, and the men on the ledge of rocks hauling 

steadily, soon brought him in and lifted his burden from the water.  

Elsewhere others, with Nicholas and Polwarn kept their eyes seaward, but for a time were 

not rewarded. Meanwhile men ran down the Dead Man to shore, and cried the news to William 

Retallack and his daughters that John Retallack had been recovered. But hope quickly died in 

them, for the young man was apparently lifeless, and though Mr. West and others, who knew the 

rightful method, toiled to restore him, he gave no sign of life. They persisted, however, and good 

news from the sea redoubled their efforts. For one man, thanks to his own rare powers and 

prompt aid from those ashore, reached within a rope-throw of the ledge, and caught the first line 

heaved to him. It circled through the air thirty yards, and, with allowance for the wind, fell in 

reach of Benny Keat's hand. But even then it was touch and go, for his strength had been spent, 

and he was only able to hold on long enough to enable Nicholas Trecarrow and a fisherman to 

reach him. They had flung off their clothes and swum out together. Like Sir Moran they were 

none the worse for their ducking.  

Keat proved unhurt, though his tremendous struggle had reduced him to such weakness 

that he had to be carried to the beach. He opened his eyes to find Norah Pemberthy at his side; he 

swore afterwards that it was the vision of her that brought him back to life. They gave him 

brandy and more brandy, carried him to shelter, stripped him, rubbed him, and wrapped him in 

blankets while he regained his strength. 

His first speech was to Norah, who, like a dog, stuck beside him and would not be driven 

away. He hissed the words under his breath, for he was still too weak to utter them aloud. 

''Your cursed father's done this!” he said, and then spoke again for the benefit of those 

beside him. “We were beating off land since noon yesterday, and could see nought, because it 

was too thick. Then, with night, father marked the coast and signaled the coastguard station, and 

decided he'd run for Combe Martin on the tide. We worked up after night fell, but had to take a 

long tack south to get clear. Then coming back after midnight we saw the green light of Combe 

Martin haven, and father said,  

“Good luck! We've got back quicker than I thought to.” There was the light, steady 

enough through the storm, and we steered for it – just a bead of green in the blackness, with the 

storm howling round us like all the devils from hell. And then, afore you could think, we was in 

white water, and then we struck. And the shore light went out! Afore my Maker I swear that's 

true, though I'm the only one living to swear it.”  

Polwarn stood among those who heard this awful indictment, and he sought Sir Moran, 

who was now standing beneath a tarpaulin stretched pent-wise from the cliff and made fast to the 

boulders. A rough shelter from the rain had thus been formed and here at last the vicar's tireless 

efforts were rewarded and the flickering life in John Retallack promised to return. He lay 

profoundly unconscious; but he began to breathe. With glad triumph the old man announced his 



success and many congratulated the two girls who knelt by their brother. One burst into a passion 

of tears; the other was more practical and asked what could be done.  

“We brought the donkey cart to the strand, thinking we might be of use before we knew 

what vessel it was on the rocks," she said calmly. "Then carry him to it, and drive him as fast as 

may be to Martin Hall," directed Sir Moran.  

“He'll come sooner to the doctor so, for some man quick on his feet must run to Combe 

Martin, and Doctor Thorpe can be at the hall as soon as the patient."  

They plied the rescued man with a little liquor, then Julitta Retallack, for that was the 

dark girl's name, brought up the donkey cart, and the unconscious John was lifted into it. Julitta 

herself offered to drive her brother, and with her went Mr. West, to watch the sick man. A young 

fellow ran on before, that he might summon the doctor, while Nicholas Trecarrow and Sir Moran 

prepared also to return home.  

But first they went with Dolly Retallack to her father, who still stood dazed and staring 

out upon the sea. They thought to comfort him and dwelt on the rescue of his son: but the farmer 

appeared unable to apprehend.  

"Let be," he said. "I'm waiting for her."  

The sea brought more wreckage, but the dead did not return, and while many searched 

along to right and left and climbed again to the Dead Man until driven back by the returning tide, 

poor Nancy Retallack was not restored to her husband. Neither was the drowned sailor boy, 

Jacky Nute, ever seen again. 

Sir Moran went to Benny Keat before he left the desolate beach, but it was not until 

another day that he had speech with Benny, for now Ned Polwarn spoke with him and told of the 

terrible accusation brought against Pemberthy. Ned, who was yet new to Sir Moran, had not 

gauged his fiery temper and impetuosity, otherwise he had kept his ugly story until another 

occasion, for the younger man suffered still from tremendous excitement. He had saved a fellow 

creature from the sea; he had witnessed the death of other fellow-creatures, and faced such a 

storm as few amid the experienced natives had ever seen. He was panting, also, from a sense of 

the cruelty of nature and the blind wrong under which those around him suffered. When, 

therefore, he learned that a man almost at his elbow was accused of this infamy, and found that 

the criminal stood within reach of his hand, his rage broke loose. He did not stop to consider the 

nature of the evidence: but dashed at Saul Pemberthy and poured his scorn and indignation upon 

him in a blistering torrent of words. The huge man dropped the timber he was carrying stood up, 

crossed his arms, and regarded his opponent indifferently; but it was Hawke Pemberthy who 

answered rage with rage. In size and weight Sir Moran and he were a fair match, and now he 

thrust between. 

"Who be you to curse old men?" he said. "Shut your mouth, you blustering fool, and 

mend your manners! We're not the sort to stand your yelping!"  

He spoke no more, for Sir Moran fell upon him. Nor could his cousin or Polwarn, prevent 

the fight. A battle was indeed what Hawke desired, for he prided himself on his prowess with his 

fists; but today he reckoned without his host. Sir Moran was as tough as he, and he knew the 

game and loved it. His passion died the moment he put up his hands; he parried Hawke's 

sweeping ''hay makers" with ease, bided his time, and after two heavy lefts to the face that 

brought the other's blood to his nose, doubled him up with another left on the mark, and then 

neatly knocked him out with a right to the chin. Fifty seconds sufficed to finish the unequal 

battle, and when the beaten man again came to his senses it was only to hear the laughter of 

others who loved him not.  



Sir Moran had disappeared with his friends, and Hawke, as soon as he recovered,   

desired to follow them. But Pemberthy restrained him and took him apart. 

"Bide your time,” he said. "Our turn next, for your enemy's mine. Look at yonder man 

and be patient. None ever wrongs me but he pays in full."  

He pointed where William Retallack with his daughter beside him, still stood haggard, 

wild-eyed, staring out upon the sea. 
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CHAPTER III.  ̶  LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT.  

 

A week after the wreck of “The Farmer's Lass” a little party assembled in the library of 

Martin Hall. It was a handsome chamber on the ground floor, and it had been transformed into a 

sick room on the advent of John Retallack. Four days after his arrival consciousness was restored 

to the young man, and Dr. Thorpe, of Combe Martin, gave joint praise to Viola Trecarrow and 

Julitta, the invalid's sister, who, at Sir Moran's wish, had stopped at Martin Hall to nurse him.  

For the farmer's daughter it was an interesting experience, and those who now surrounded 

her, when they reflected upon it, were astonished to find the girl so easily able to adopt a routine 

unlike her own. But the explanation was simple. Julitta, as her father's favourite, had been 

educated in a manner that envious critics called above her station. She had gone to expensive 

schools and found the culture there acquired perfectly suited to her own tastes and inclinations. 

With former pupils, when her school days were done, she visited and corresponded; she kept up 

her reading and study; she devoted her leisure to improvement and found in her home, with its 

simple pleasures, ample work and the companionship and love of her family, nothing distasteful. 

For all was fine and of good repute at St. Tid's Farm.  

But she was not perfect, and six months before her mother's unhappy death Julitta had 

erred profoundly and made a mistake of vital import, the significance of which was now to 

become apparent to others beside herself. She found herself happy in the company of her new 

friend, for Viola Trecarrow, a gentle and kind-hearted girl, who had not as yet met in the new 

society of North Devon any congenial companions of her own sex, took to Julitta from the first, 

and joined Sir Moran in singing her praises.  

Now, that they might celebrate John Retallack's restoration and the good news that time 

would soon complete his recovery, Sir Moran arranged a little breakfast in the sick room and 

joined Julitta and his sister by young Retallack's couch. Nicholas Trecarrow was also there. An 

early visitor intruded upon the party, for Polwarn called before the late meal was ended, and for 

once the stolid man seemed moved as he shook John Retallack's hand and welcomed him back   

to life. Then came yet another caller, for Parson West brought a message to Sir Moran. The 

following day was to see the funeral of Thomas Keat, and all Combe Martin designed to attend 

it, that the dead citizen might be honoured.  

"His relations would deem it a great compliment if you could be present," said Mr. West, 

"and so would his son, Benny. The young man isn't a penny the worse for his awful experience, 

and I'm glad to learn the sloop was insured. So the widow and girls won't suffer. And Benny's 

got an idea. He wishes the figure-head of 'The Farmer's Lass' to be erected above his father's 

grave. Our cliff churchyards often hold these fragments from vanished ships, and young Keat 

sees no reason why in this case we should not do likewise."  



They debated the problem while the clergyman drank a cup of coffee and expressed his 

pleasure at sight of the invalid. They spoke of the wreck and then, to turn talk into happier 

channels, Viola reminded Mr. West that they had yet to hear the story of 'Hunting the Earl of 

Rome,' with all particulars of that unique and ancient ceremony. 

“So you shall,” he said, “though if I am to credit rumours, my eloquence will be wasted. 

It's said, in more places than one, that Sir Moran is already weary of the West Country, and that 

he's not going to make his home with us.” 

Sir Moran's eyes, whether unconsciously or of set purpose, were on Julitta Retallick as he 

answered.      

“Don't believe them. I'm very well content with Combe Martin, and I mean to revive the 

bit of ancient fun for everybody." 

"Then you shall hear about it. The old 'Hunt' belongs to history, though the actual origin 

is now, perhaps, beyond human knowledge. If it still exists, one would have to seek it in Irish 

archives. This part of Devon had close intercourse with Ireland in the Middle Ages, and tradition 

records that an Earl of Tyrone, a refugee during the time of the Irish Rebellion, landed here by 

night, and was finally run to earth at Combe Martin and captured in Lady's Wood  ̶  a plantation 

still standing between our village and the sea."  

"A tricky place, too,” said Nicholas."Viola and I went for a walk there not long since and 

soon lost ourselves. It's full of holes and tunnels and mysteries." 

“Remains of the old mine shafts. And some are dangerous. That is one of the things to be 

done  ̶  to make them safe," declared Polwarn. 

"Well," continued the clergyman. "It was this incident  ̶  doubtless a true one  ̶  that gave 

birth to our famous old ceremony, and its commemoration became enriched from year to year by 

incidents from the May Day mumming, until it grew to be the great annual Ascension Day 

festival and revel of the district." 

"And how did it go?" asked Sir Moran. 'The chief character, of course, was the 'Earl of 

Rone' himself. The 'Earl' wore a comic mask, a ploughman's smock and a necklace of sea 

biscuits strung round his throat. The smock-frock, no doubt, indicated the disguise of the original 

runaway, while the biscuits represented the food on which he was supposed to subsist in hiding. 

These details show how real incidents become woven into tradition, for nothing is more likely 

than that they were true. Then comes a hobby horse, also masked grotesquely and armed with a 

'mapper'   ̶  a fearsome weapon, like a horse's mouth, with teeth that shut and open. Timothy 

Chave has the last that was used, for his grandfather played hobby-horse in the final celebration. 

Julitta nodded.  

"I've seen it,' she said. "I hope you'll let Timothy play hobby-horse, for he's a funny 

fellow and would love to do it." 

“Your word is law, Miss Retallack. Timothy Chavc shall be hobby-horse," promised Sir 

Moran.  

"The hobby-horse dances about and bites the spectators," continued the historian, "and 

with him we have a motley fool riding on a donkey. The ass also wears a necklace of biscuits, 

though why none can tell. Then follows a troop of grenadiers, to hunt the 'Earl.' After a bit of fun 

at the start, the actor playing the 'Earl' runs off to Lady's Wood and hides there, and presently the 

soldiers fire a volley, then led by a sergeant-major and followed by the fool and the hobby-horse, 

they pursue him. It was the practice for everybody to take part in the hunt, and when ‘his 

lordship' is duly run to earth, he is set on the donkey, face to tail, and marched round the village 

to the music of marrow-bones and cleavers, trumpets, and drums. Arrived presently at the beach, 



with the fool on one side of him and the hobby-horse on the other, he is set against the cliff, and 

the grenadiers draw up in a line and fire a volley at him where he sits on the donkey. He is 

supposed to tumble off mortally wounded, but he recovers immediately, has a drink and is 

pardoned. Then the spectators are invited to contribute largesse, and those who refuse payment 

suffer rough treatment from the 'mapper.' People used to come from far round about for the joke, 

and there were added Maypole dances and subsequent dancing on the village green, with 

wrestling quarter-staff and other amusements belonging to ' Merrie   England.' "  

Sir Moran applauded this narrative, and declared that nothing would please him better 

than to revive it on a lavish scale, with every attention to detail. All seconded his resolve very 

heartily save Ned Polwarn, who pulled a long face and whined at extravagance and waste of 

time. But he was not heeded; old Mr. West beamed at the reception of his story, and Julitta and 

John Retallack were able to throw light on the survival also, for though the last celebration had 

occurred before they were born, the ceremony was familiar to their parents, who had both taken 

part in it thirty years earlier.  

“Poor mother was a dancer,” said Julitta sadly. “She knew all about it and told us the 

story many a time when we were children. And father remembers it well, and often laughs over it 

yet. He played one of the grenadiers." 

"Do you dance?” asked Sir Moran, but Julitta shook her head.  

"Very little. Dolly's our dancer. None dances like Dolly. Mother taught her. She loves it." 

"The best dancer in North Devon   ̶   our Dolly," declared John.  

The impetuous host was fired with an idea. "I'll send for her," he cried. "She shall come 

and see her brother and tell us about the dancing. She's been once to see you, Retallack, but you 

didn't know it.”  

"She'll not leave father," declared Julitta.  

But Sir Moran was determined. ''Then Mr. Retallack must come too. It will distract his 

mind and do him good. They tell me your father haunts the cliffs, and won't be shaken from his 

grief, poor fellow."  

He rang the bell as he spoke, and Julitta had no time to protest, for before she could speak 

Cyrus Cornford had entered and received his master's orders.  

“Go straight off to St. Tid's Strand, Cornford, and put your best foot forward. Give my 

compliments to Miss Retallack, and beg her, please, to return here to luncheon. And Farmer 

Retallack, too, if he'll come. Say I'll take no denial; or, better still, let the message come from 

Mr. John. Tell them he's better and very anxious to see them. And do hurry for once, Cornford. 

You don't take half enough exercise! Run part of the way; it'll do you good."  

The valet slightly inclined his body, but made no answer. He disappeared at once, and in 

five minutes was on his way. When he had left the room his master praised him very heartily. 

“Cornford is not a man; he's a perfect and exquisite machine," declared Sir Moran. "After 

two years of him, it is utterly impossible to imagine life without him. I call him the harmless 

necessary Cornford."  

But whether the valet reciprocated these high opinions was doubtful. He had a handsome 

face of Napoleonic cast, and pale, corn-coloured hair scrupulously brushed across his brow. 

Considerably more of intellect appeared in his face than his master's, but he lacked the other 

man's good nature and geniality, if with these virtues he also escaped their complement  ̶  a 

sudden and stormy temper.  

He proceeded now upon the cliffs and his thoughts moved in familiar channels, for his 

life failed to satisfy him, and existence at Combe Martin threatened to become intolerable. 



Walking bored him, and presently, to cut off a corner, he scrambled down a slope of the Cliffs, 

seeing before him what appeared an easy ascent on the other side. But he had been wiser to 

follow the winding path inland for though the descent proved simple the climb on the other side 

soon landed him in unguessed difficulties, for presently he found it impossible to go forward or 

go back.  

He was not in actual danger, so long as he kept his head, and a local man would have 

made no business of the feat, but Cyrus was town-bred and had as yet little experience of 

physical danger or perilous paths. He was safe only on the spot he occupied, and having a good 

nerve and clear head, felt no fear for his bones, but only vexation that he might be called to 

spend some painful and anxious hours in a very unpleasant position. To his left he could see a 

stretch of the grass-covered summit; to the right it was hidden from him, but now, a hundred 

yards distant, and approaching by the way he desired to go, there appeared a woman, and, 

thanking his lucky star. Cyrus lifted his voice and shouted for help.  

For some minutes the traveller failed to see whence the cry came; but at last she marked 

the stranded man, and he saw her begin to run. As swiftly as a boy she came along, sure-footed 

by the very cliff edge; then she disappeared for half a minute, and then he heard her immediately 

above his head. Her voice was calm and reassuring. She told him to look up, not down, and 

promised him her strength was quite sufficient to help him into safety.  

"You're all right so long as you don't get giddy," she said. "Lay hold of my arm, and don't 

fear how tight you hold it   ̶   'tis strong as a man's. Then turn round with your face to the cliff, 

and use my arm like a stick. When you once get your hands on the top you're safe."  

The girl had flung herself on her breast and was looking over the edge at him. Then she 

stretched down a strong arm and a powerful hand. Cyrus, making no delay, gripped her fingers 

and turned round on the ledge with his chest to the rock. Now he saw her face, and the sight 

made him jump and grip her arm the stronger. For within a yard of him a lovely elfin thing, with 

grey eyes and wild brown hair, was leaning. She was excited with her running, and her lips were 

open and her teeth flashing. The man had never seen anything so beautiful so close. Aware that 

he was now safe, he took his time and praised her.  

“It's like an angel from heaven coming to rescue a poor fellow,” he said, and she laughed. 

“Not much of an angel, master. Only a girl, well used to the cliffs. And you are not 

seemingly, or you wouldn't have stood there shouting. Lay hold; don't mind me. I'm strong as a 

pony."  

A moment later she proved it, for as soon as Cyrus, with her aid had got his hands on to 

the turf, she gripped his wrists and by sheer strength dragged him upwards so that he soon had 

his arms over to the shoulders. Then she put her hands under one shoulder, and quickly, if 

unceremoniously, lugged the young man on to the top. In triumph she panted after her effort, 

while he sat down mopped his face, and thanked her heartily.  

"You may say you've saved my life," he said, "and I'll tell you this: even if I'd known 

what was to happen and had the power to avoid it, I wouldn't  ̶  for the pleasure of seeing you and 

thanking you and touching your splendid hand."  

"My! That's a fine speech. And who might you be?” she asked. "My name's Cyrus 

Cornford  ̶  valet to Sir Moran Trecarrow at Martin Hall." The girl's expression changed and fear 

came into her face.  

"Then you'll be no friend to me," she said.  

"Why not?”  

"I'm Saul Pemberthy's daughter  ̶  worse luck.”  



"There's great talk against him, but talk never hung a man. If he's your father, there's a lot 

on the credit side anyway. What's your name, if I may ask?”  

“Norah, I'm called.”  

 “Well, nobody's likely to quarrel with you. And I shan't quarrel with your father, or wish 

him any harm. If your father knows how to take care of himself and hit back when he's struck  ̶ 

why not? I'd do the same."  

"He fears nought on two legs; but he's a wicked man."  

"No wicked man ever had a daughter with such a lovely face as yours." declared Mr. 

Cornford, and his own pale countenance for once flushed with animation. The girl blushed under 

her brown skin. 

"My stars!" she cried. “You're a foreigner, I reckon. Folks don't talk so fine hereabout.” 

You saved my life," declared the other solemnly.  

"What nonsense!"  

"It's truth  ̶  truer than you know  ̶  truer than I know very likely. I wasn't much in love 

with life half an hour ago. Now I am. I'm your friend for evermore, Miss Pemberthy."  

“I've got friends already, for that matter; but you're very kind, I'm sure.” 

"Not a friend like me. Not a friend who'd do for you what I would. Where do you live? 

I'll come and see your father someday. I like what I hear about him."  

Fear clouded Norah's eyes again. She faltered. "Don't you seek him. God forbid I should 

speak evil of my father; but I can't speak good. He doesn't love me; I've only got to work for him. 

And 'tis no use for you seek him out. He's no friend to honest men.” 

"Trust me," he said quietly. 'I'll come and see Saul Pemberthy someday soon. We shan't 

quarrel. I owe you a good turn, and I'm not the sort to rest under a debt. Good-bye for the present 

and thank you. You won't be sorry for today's work." 

He took off his hat, bowed and left her. Then he went on his way and presently turned 

inland to take his message to Julitta's sister at the farm. Dolly Retallack was ready and willing to 

accept the invitation to luncheon at Martin Hall. Indeed she had intended to come and see her 

brother on the afternoon of that day. She quickly overtook Cyrus on his homeward journey, and, 

finding her more ingenuous than Julitta, the valet returned to ask a few questions as they walked 

together. It was concerning the Pemberthys that he desired knowledge, and Dolly, showing 

passion at the name, hoped that adequate punishment would soon fall on Saul and his adopted 

son.  

"They are murderers," she said. “The difficult thing is to prove it. Granted that 'The 

Farmer's Lass' was buried on the rocks and wrecked by a false light  ̶  and there's no doubt of 

that, for both Benny Keat and your brother can swear it was so  ̶  but even then, who's to prove 

that Pemberthy showed the light?" 

"Nobody in the world but Pemberthy, or that Spanish wretch who lives with him, would 

have done such a dastardly thing. And the motive is clear too; it was done for revenge on my 

father."  

Then Cyrus came to the matter that interested him.” You wouldn't say Norah Pemberthy 

was to blame, miss, would you?” he asked. 

"Poor Norah  ̶  no. Why, Benny Keat's her sweetheart. But little her brute of a father cared 

for that. She's innocent enough. She'll escape soon now, for Keat's going to marry her as quickly 

as he can."  

“She's engaged to young Keat?" 

"Yes." 



Cyrus Cornford said no more and, pleading weariness, let Dolly proceed without him. 

She was soon at Martin Hall and shed some tears of emotion to see John in his right mind again. 

 "Now there's only father," she said." And the sooner Julitta comes back to him the better, 

for she can do more with him than I can. He spends half his time on the cliffs staring out over the 

sea." 

An excellent luncheon and a glass of sparkling wine cheered Dolly and unsealed her lips. 

She loved dancing better than anything in the world but a certain Mr. Samuel Warner, and she 

rejoiced at the prospect of the revival.    

"I can dance you every step of the Maypole dances,'' she said, “for my dear mother was a 

champion dancer and taught me when I was a little one." 

Sir Moran promptly elected Dolly as Mistress of the Maypole and Queen of the Revels. 

"All the dancing shall be under your control," he promised, "and I only hope there's 

enough material."  

"What good will it all be?" asked the bailiff, who had joined Sir Moran's luncheon party.   

"Your practical mind is utterly useless, Ned, in an affair of this sort. But the right spirit exists 

according to West, so you can croak alone. The old people here are going to welcome this in the 

right spirit, and there'll be plenty of young men to do the same. Combe Martin will do a great 

deal for me already   ̶   though I say it." 

"You vain thing!" laughed Sir Moran's sister; yet she knew very well her brother spoke 

the truth.  

"I'm going to play the Earl myself!" declared the lord of the manor. "Don't look as though 

you were in for apoplexy, Ned   ̶  I mean it.”  

The others applauded, but Polwarn took it very seriously. To his solemn mind, Sir Moran 

contemplated an outrage.  

"I beg you won't dream of it," he said. "If you go dancing about in comic clothes before 

the whole of North Devon in a crowd of mumming yokels and holiday folks, your dignity will be 

lost forever."  

"What an owl you are, Ned! For two pins I'd make you play the hobby-horse yourself; 

only I know you'd spoil it if you did."  

“Not for the world. Dignity is dignity, and once lost can't be regained,” answered the 

bailiff. “There was a doctor at Bude   ̶   to name no names  ̶  who once blackened his face and 

played the banjo at a parish entertainment. And he lost four lying-in by it, not to speak of other 

patients also. He tried to atone by giving a lecture on astronomy, with magic lantern pictures of 

the stars; but it was no use. It took Bude years to get over such a shock, and many never forgave   

him."    

But Sir Moran was not convinced. "I must look up that doctor   ̶  he'd suit me," he said. 

“Anyway, I'm going to be the 'Earl of Rone,' and they say Timothy Chave, the sexton, is the man 

for the hobby-horse."  

"So he is," declared Dolly. "He's the funniest man in Combe Martin, and very popular. 

He'll do it well."  

"I've seen him," answered Sir Moran.    

"He's as funny as the first grave-digger in 'Hamlet.'” 

“Then Nipper Nanjulian, the cordwainer, is funny, too,' continued Dolly. 

"He'd make a splendid fool. And he loves publicity." The name was noted down, another   

suggested also.  

"What about Matthew Bassett?” asked Viola. “He's a born comedian.'' 



"He's a hopelessly bad farmer," answered Polwarn.  

“We must have light and shade. You can't expect everybody to love work as well as you 

do, Ned," said Nicholas.  

The lawyer's holiday was ended and he returned to London on the following day. 

 "They're a lazy lot," returned Polwarn, "and this play-acting business will make them all 

lazier still. And Sir Moran ought to be down on them, and not always ready to lend an ear to their     

nonsense?” 

''Plenty of time   ̶  plenty of time. Will you be one of the grenadiers who hunt the Earl 

Ned? You ought to do that?” 

"Not for anything on earth. Once let the people see me as a mountebank and my power's 

gone." 

“There'll be plenty to play the grenadiers," promised Dolly, my sweetheart for one. 

 "Have you got a sweetheart? Lucky man, Miss Retallack!" laughed Nicholas.  

"He shall be the sergeant-major, and lead the army," promised Sir Moran. "Twenty of the 

old grenadier dresses I'm going to have, " he continued "scarlet coats and long gaiters and three-

cornered hats and all."    

"Sam will love to be sergeant-major," declared Dolly.    

"Sam Warner's much too sensible," prophesied Polwarn.  

"And what about your sister?" asked Viola.  

"I'm sure Julitta's betrothed, too."  

The dark girl did not answer, but Dolly replied for her, while Nicholas glanced at his 

cousin without appearing to do so. Sir Moran turned away to a bookshelf as Dolly spoke. 

“I'm afraid Mr. Lobb won't help. It isn't much in his line, is it, Joe?” 

“Nathan would help if I asked him," answered Julitta quietly. There had been a painful 

pause in the conversation at this juncture, but luckily John Retallack, who knew not the 

significance of Viola's question, began to speak. He was still weak and his words came slowly. 

"Nathan wouldn't mind. He's serious, of course, and takes life in a serious way, but he'd 

never set his face against a bit of innocent fun such as Sir Moran Trecarrow thinks of. He'd help 

for certain if Joe asks him to. And so will as many more as you want. The twenty grenadiers   

will be easy to find." 

“There must be music, too,” said Dolly.  

"All the old musickers are dead and gone, though Dick Nute, who used to play the 

clarionet, and old Joe Nankivell, who played the viol, are still alive." 

"There will be a band, of course," answered Sir Moran. But his tone was changed and the 

gaiety had gone out of his voice. His altered mood was very apparent, and Dolly took the hint. 

She rose and prepared to go home. 

"I must be off, and Julitta's coming with me to see father." 
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The party broke up; Viola brought out a story book to read to John Retallack; the sisters 

went off together with Polwarn; and Sir Moran and his cousin strolled upon the broad stone 

terrace which extended before Martin Hall and overlooked the sea. Nicholas was a little nervous, 

for he had something to say and doubted how it would be taken. He lighted a cigar, pointed to a 

steamer making her way up channel, and then, deciding that banter would be more safe than 

serious speech, struck into the matter on his mind.  



"You mustn't lose your heart to Miss Julitta, old chap, or there'll be the devil to pay,'' he 

said abruptly, but with a laugh.  

The other flushed up at this direct challenge and for a moment an expression of anger 

came into his face. But quickly vanished and he echoed his cousin's laugh.  

"You men in love think everybody's in love. I suppose Viola put you up to this?”  

''Not she." 

"Have you met many girls to best her? Not Viola, of course; I mean Miss Retallack." 

"She's splendid   ̶   beautiful and clever both."  

"A jolly sight too good for any man I ever met," declared Sir Moran. "I admit frankly that 

I've never seen quite such a fascinating woman. She makes the girls one meets seem tame and 

tasteless. It's the freshness of outlook, the absence of all our starch and convention. She's got 

everything that education can do for her, and, in addition, the fresh, sane standpoint of her class." 

 "Class is nothing to me, and never was, and you know it," answered the other. "I judge 

man and woman by themselves, not by the accident of where they sprang from. Class is simply a 

shuffle, and one family is of as long descent as another."  

"I know. Don't think I've got any more class prejudice than you have. I'm really a greater 

radical than you are, and don't care a button for birth. But you've got to look all round these 

things. When a man marries…" 

"Who the deuce is talking of marrying?” asked Sir Moran. “Perhaps under other   

conditions   ̶   Lord knows. But passing interest and what one understands by love are very 

different things. Besides, isn't she betrothed? Does a girl like that change her mind? And am I a 

sort of man that would ask her to do so?' ''It's easy to see that she…." 

 A wave of bad temper overtook the cousin of Nicholas and he interrupted the lawyer. 

 “Leave it, please, Nick. You're famed for minding your own business, so go on doing so. 

This is not your business, and I'm rather surprised you say these things to me. Viola’s in it too, of 

course. It was bad taste to suggest that Miss Retallack was engaged, but I quite appreciate her   

meddling. You're going tomorrow, aren't you? Well, we've never quarreled in our lives, that I 

remember, and I don't want to now." 

He left the other abruptly and gave him no further opportunity to speak. Nicholas, not 

surprised, occupied himself with his own thoughts for an hour, then went into the library. He 

desired a little more information, and John Retallack would be able to furnish it. But the invalid 

was dozing after an exciting day, and Viola talked with Nicholas in whispers.  

"It happened just, as I told you it would,” he said. ''Moran's hard hit and the trouble is that 

nobody on earth could blame him. She's such a lovely girl, and has got such a fine nature." 

"Everything about her's fine," declared Viola. "I love her myself and admire her   

exceedingly. But she's betrothed. I could see how poor Moran felt when he heard it. There's no 

doubt he was thinking of her."  

"And is. He was savage with me and told me to mind my own business and he saw 

through your question also." 

''Honestly, I never thought she was engaged," said Viola, "or I shouldn't have suggested it 

when we were talking. Most girls tell you that pretty quickly and she wore no ring. But she's just 

the sort not to speak of it. She thinks her affairs couldn't interest us. She's extraordinarily tactful 

and delicate. I never saw a girl quite so sensitive for others." 

"She loves somebody, so we needn't bother," summed up Nicholas. "She's not the sort to 

accept a man if she didn't love him."  



“Then there's a mystery,” answered Viola, "for you've taught me what love is, Nick, and 

if I haven't seen love in Julitta's face, I never saw it. Her eyes were on Moran when he was 

talking to her brother, and she didn't know I was looking at her.”  

“Shall I ask Moran to come to London with me?” 

"You can ask, but he won't go. You know what he is, if anything gets into his head."  

He suggested other possible enterprises, and Viola promised to do what she could. Then 

they talked about their own affairs. They were to be married during the following year, and had 

heartily desired to see Sir Moran take a wife, if he could find one, before his sister left him. 

Meantime Dolly and Julitta went their way, and by chance the younger said pretty much to her 

sister what Nicholas had spoken to his cousin. But first she praised the lord of the manor and 

Viola Trecarrow.  

"The more you see of him the more you feel," said Julitta, "that he is the kind of man who 

would be a hero if he had the opportunity. For that matter, the opportunity to be a hero is never 

denied to any man; so you may be sure he'll be one sooner or later." Dolly laughed.  

“Don't you fall in love with him, Joe!” 

“You needn't fear that. You'll not find me even praising him to anybody but you.” 

"It will be a rare girl who's good enough for him."  

"Never heard you so full of praise for a man," answered her sister. "Really, I think it is 

high time Nathan was put on his guard." She chaffed Julitta, but the other made no pretense 

about her admiration.  

Then as they went homeward there came a man to them and he kissed Julitta when he 

greeted her. "Well, Joe, and what's the best news with you?'' he asked "I began to think I was 

never going to set eyes on you again.”  

Nathan Lobb, Julitta's betrothed, was a big-boned, broad-shouldered man of religious 

mind. He took life in an earnest spirit and distrusted the search for human happiness. He was a 

yeoman farmer   ̶   somewhat old for Julitta  ̶  but his importunity had won her, as it seemed, and 

he enjoyed her love.  

So at least he thought; but we are now come to that error already mentioned in Julitta's 

character, and it concerned her engagement with Nathan. It was not the man's importunity that 

had won her, but the wish and entreaty of her own father. William Retallack had long entertained 

respect and admiration for Nathan Lobb, and when Nat asked her parents in the old-fashioned 

way if he might pay court to Julitta, her father did not hesitate to bring the greatest possible 

pressure to bear upon Julitta.  

These things belonged to the past, and the girl, who while admiring Nathan, could never 

have wedded him if she had listened to her heart, agreed to do so for her father's sake. Nathan 

Lobb was dark, with brown, dog like, faithful eyes, and a strong mouth. A great simplicity 

marked his mind and manners. He walked along now with his hand in Julitta's, and listened to 

her news. He, too, praised Sir Moran, and appreciated to the full his kindness to the Retallacks. 

Love looked out of his face upon Julitta. It was easy to see that she had grown to be the master of 

his life. They had only become engaged a few months before the death of Julitta's mother, and 

the man had striven since that sad event to minister to the bereaved husband. Indeed he was 

seeking him when he met the sisters. They found the widower presently engaged in his ceaseless 

quest. He had left the cliffs and was wandering on the strand by the sea. He welcomed them 

affectionately, and seemed quite content to walk along between his daughters.    

"Your mother hasn't come back yet," he said, "but she will." 

 



CHAPTER IV. – BLACKGUARDS BOTH 

 

By a curious freak of chance, Sir Moran Trecarrow and Cyrus Cornford now found 

themselves in a like, unfortunate position. Master and man were similarly stricken, for both had 

fallen in love, and in each case their hopes seemed destined to fail, since the objects of their 

passion had plighted troth to other men. Julitta was engaged to Nathan Lobb, who already 

pressed her to marry; while Norah Pemberthy, whose grey eyes had awakened love in the bosom 

of the valet, looked forward to being the wife of the young seaman, Benny Keat. His father's 

death had improved Benny's own worldly position, and he meant to marry Norah as soon as he 

might; while, for her part, she welcomed the prospect thankfully, yet trembled at what her father 

would say when she spoke of leaving him. For he scoffed at her lover and refused to take her 

betrothal seriously.  

Thus stood the two men, and it was very certain that they would approach their adventure 

in a different spirit, and fight the necessary battle – with themselves or with others – under 

opposite codes and dissimilar traditions. But love tries character as nothing else can, and it   

remained to be seen how these two would come out of the fire under such hopeless 

circumstances. Their initial attitude was, of course, opposed, for while Sir Moran, on hearing of 

Julitta's engagement, strove at once to banish certain dreams and the beautiful image that had so 

suddenly risen in the forefront of his life; while he, as a man of good breeding and high honor, 

perceived that he must think no more of the girl he loved, and do battle with his newly wakened 

emotions; Cyrus, on the contrary, recognized no need for self-denial on learning that Norah   

Pemberthy had a lover. His natural instinct was to attack, and after hearing particulars of Benny 

Keat, Cornford made the acquaintance of that young man, and soon convinced himself that he 

would prove no very serious rival. Subsequent events encouraged him, and for a time he fancied 

that Norah, might easily be tempted to change her mind. It was not until he realized that she had 

no intention of doing so that he took a different line and involved himself with her father.  

Accident helped him there, for the world did not stand still, and before long it was no 

more possible to say that Sir Moran had not an enemy in Combe Martin. Hawke Pemberthy, 

indeed, hated him from the time that he fell battered and senseless on the Strand of St. Tid’s 

during the morning after the wreck; but now a more formidable foe had sprung up in the shape of 

Saul himself. No evidence of the crime could be brought against the old man, but he was 

prepared to prove that he had not left his cabin up the combe until the blaze of the warning 

rockets had flashed across the window of it. There had sat another man with him that night – one 

Prester, a coney-catcher  – and though Mr. Prester's own record was not unsullied, his oath could 

hardly be ignored, and he swore to the fact that neither he nor Hawke, nor Pemberthy himself 

had emerged into the storm that destroyed “The Farmer's Lass” until the signal rockets from the 

wreck attracted them. Thus, though very few in Combe Martin doubted that Saul had lighted the 

green lamp, which both Benny Keat and John Retallack had seen, to bring the crime home to him 

proved impossible.  

But Sir Moran was not done with it, and a direct attack now launched against Pemberthy 

proved less easy to evade. Indeed, the lord of the manor had no intention that it should be 

evaded, and Saul now raged in earnest and cast about for the best means of counter attack. The 

matter formed the theme of a serious debate, and in the early spring, by which time Pemberthy 

found the need for immediate action, he and Cyrus Cornford had advanced their friendship very 

considerably and suffered to fall for ever a curtain of reserve that, until now, had hidden each 

from the other.  



Cyrus was true to his word and came to see Norah in the cabin she called home. It was a 

dwelling as ugly as need be – a low cottage built into the rocky hill behind it and barred off from 

a road, which descended to the Strand by a formidable barrier of barbed wire. An old, upturned 

fishing boat formed an extension of the cottage. It had a tiny chimney at one end and a glass 

window in its side. This was Hawke's private apartment. Beside the cottage towered the gaunt 

effigy of "Dom Pedro" painted in flaming colors and rising higher than the hovel itself. Cornford 

brought Norah a gift on his first visit and explained to Saul Pemberthy that he owed her thanks 

for getting him out of a grave predicament. He stayed not long, but came again on the old man's 

invitation. At the second visit he divulged a little of the truth concerning himself, did not 

contradict the fisherman when he sneered at Sir Moran, and mentioned the fact that he greatly 

admired Saul's daughter. 

"A rare handsome girl and too good for anybody she's likely to find in Combe Martin," 

declared Cyrus.  

The point of view interested Norah's father. He had never considered Norah in any other 

light than as his slave, and the idea that she might appeal to an educated person interested him. 

"The little fool tells me she's tokened to that chap, Benny Keat, who had a squeak for his 

life when his father wrecked 'The Farmer's Lass,' " he said."But that’s as I will. She's got her 

work cut out to look after me and keep the Fifth Commandment." 

"Don't you be in any hurry to let her go," warned Cyrus. "Don't let her throw herself away 

on a sailorman. She's much too good for a chap like Keat."  

On Cornford's third visit it was that something approaching an understanding dawned 

between him and Norah's father, but in the meantime Cyrus had cultivated Norah when 

opportunity offered, and had given her little presents, which she took gladly enough. She was 

greatly flattered at his attention and bragged about it to Benny; indeed, they laughed over Mr. 

Cornford's compliments until Benny himself became acquainted with Cyrus; and then he laughed 

no more.  

For Cyrus lost no time in coming to the point with the simple sailor, and rather hoped to 

settle the matter speedily in that quarter. His idea was primitive, but suited, in his judgment, to so 

primitive a person as Benny. He proposed to buy Keat off  – explained that one girl was as good 

as another, but that he was taken with Norah and pretty sure she would be just the wife for him. 

He declared himself most friendly disposed to Benny, who he had already flattered to the best of 

his power, and he now offered him five and twenty pounds in gold if Benny would transfer his 

affections from Norah and leave the way clear. But Cornford's failure was complete and 

exasperating, for, not content with ridiculing the views of the valet on what constituted love, 

Benny blazed abroad his offer, and Cyrus found Combe Martin people did not let him down 

easily. As a “foreigner” he became the object of much local chaff. 

Norah, on her side, declined to have anything further to do with him, and he realised that 

ultimate success must now depend on himself and such friends as he could make. The hope of 

winning Norah by any further appeal to Benny or herself was vain; but he knew that there would 

be no sentiment about Norah's father, and trusted to have his way in the long run with 

Pemberthy's help.  

Thus he came again to Saul on a day when the girl happened to be absent from home; but 

it was some time before Cyrus had opportunity to broach his own affairs, for a severe blow had 

fallen from headquarters, and the longshore man was full of his own troubles. With him were 

Hawke and Prester, and while Prester merely expressed sympathy since he was not himself hit, 

Pemberthy and his adopted son raged together. Hawke declared himself as quite ready and 



willing to let daylight into the lord of the manor, and Saul cursed Sir Moran from the crown of 

his bead to the sole of his shoe. He turned on Cornford and broke the news.  

“Do you know what your blasted dog at Martin Hall is after now?" he said. “The hound 

couldn't prove any crime against me when Keat's boat went down, and he paid for his 

carelessness with his life. But Trecarrow tried hard to ruin me then, as we all know, and now he's 

persecuting me again. 'Tis my house this time – the house where I was born and have lived in 

near all my life. He won't suffer such a house to stand on his cursed land – condemns it – dooms 

it – threatens to pull it down over my head!"  

"And what compensation do you get?' asked the valet.  

"Compensation? The compensation of living in another house built to his pattern, and put 

where he likes to put it. I'll see him damned first. 'Tis flat robbery and tyranny: and it will be 

murder, too, if the fool dares to put a finger on my home. I'd' fight for it till there wasn't one 

stone left on another." 

"That blustering bailiff, Polwarn  – he comes along and smites the door as if it was a 

public house," continued Hawke, "and when I answer him, and ask him civil what he wants he 

asks for the guv'- nor, and tells him we've got to clear out in the spring; because his master 

means to pull the house down!"  

Pemberthy struck the table with his fist. "And you can tell him this, and spit it in his face, 

from me. If he pulls my house down I'll pull his house down! And more than the bricks and 

mortar – the flesh and the blood. What was good enough for the last man shall be good enough 

for the new men. I've made my house to my liking, and the devil himself shan't draw me out of it 

while I've got a finger to pull a trigger."  

“They'll do it for all your cussing, Saul, my bold hero," said Prester. "They're stronger 

than you, and they've got the law behind them. They'll lug you out, like you lug the lobster out of 

the rocks, and if you fight so much the deeper will their prongs stick into you."  

"Sling your hook then, and don't you come here no more, Bob Prester," shouted Hawke, 

“and if this chap, who's content to serve the tyrant, thinks like you do he can sling his hook, too. 

We only want friends round us, not spies."  

"Don't be a silly ass, Hawke," answered Prester – a red-haired, hulking man of fifty or 

thereabout. "You know whether I'm a friend or not, or if you're too big a fool to know friend 

from foe your adopted father ain't. Him and me was friends before you was born, and shall still 

be after you're hung, so like as not."  

"Shut your ugly mouth, Hawke, and let me speak,” said Pemberthy. "I want to ask this 

chap here if he's heard ought about it.' He turned to Cornford.  

"I have,' said Cornford."He doesn't love you, or Hawke either. He believes all they say 

against you, and he's certainly going to fire you out of here if he can. Not that he'd have thought 

about it, but for the bailiff. Polwarn's at the bottom of this. He says your shanty is a blot on the 

estate."  

''Twas him who came here," answered Pemberthy. "And for two pins he'd never have 

gone again. And not the first silly man who's been knocked on the head in Combe Martin and 

buried after dark in the sea, with a bit of lead to keep him company. But my quarrel's with his 

master, and not him. Sir Moran decides, not Polwarn." 

“The silly fool wants to be friends with everybody," replied Cornford “ –Trecarrow, I 

mean. All the place, rich and poor alike, bleat what a wonder he is, and he's very ready to believe 

it. He only wants to hit you because you've got no friends.'' 



“Then we'll see who can hit hardest," growled Saul. "He must be a fool, as you say, to 

think I'll turn out of this at his whim. There's more here than he knows, or anybody else, and I 

ain't going to give up my secrets for his asking. They'll only pull this place down over my dead 

body – that I'll swear afore my Maker – and if I die, I shan't go to hell without company."  

"I'm with you for that matter," replied Cyrus, who began to see his own advantage 

growing out of the incident. "I don't hold with it, and when he laughed about it to me I told the 

man he was doing an injustice. What right has anybody to condemn your house over your head if 

you're satisfied with it and want to stop in it?" 

Pemberthy considered and regarded his new acquaintance with a shrewd and searching 

stare, but Cyrus returned the glance as steadily. He felt that his quicker brains and deeper wits 

might serve him in this company. He had no intention to be the tool of Saul Pemberthy, but he 

felt that he might use the old wrecker and his allies for his own purpose. He took a strong course 

now and resolved to strike while the moment seemed auspicious.  

“Tell those chaps to clear out," he said, "and give me half an hour. I want to talk to you 

and it will pay you well to listen.” 

The other, who until today, had not taken Cyrus very seriously, was impressed by his 

command. He knew not at all what he might have to say, but began to realize that Cornford was 

an insurgent and rebel like himself – one who clearly entertained neither respect nor regard for 

the master he served.  

"If you're one of our sort you can say so," he answered; "and if you're trying a cross and 

thinking to play any tricks against my side it will be better for you that you'd never been born." 

"As to that, you'll not frighten me. I'm like most other people – out for my own hand first 

and last and always," answered the valet coolly. "But after what you've told me, it looks as 

though we might be useful to one another – that's all. You can help me, where I want a bit of 

help, and it's very certain I can help you. But you can take it or leave it, and trust me or not, as 

you please."  

Pemberthy's next words showed that he was prepared to hear the other.  

"Clear out, you men," he said to Hawke and Bob Prester. "You'll know what there is to 

know presently. I'll hear him; and if it's a fair deal and he's game to help me, and got the power 

to do it then I'll help him."  

The others went out together, and Pemberthy brought down a bottle of spirits and invited 

Cyrus to drink. But he declined.  

"Leave that till after," he said, "and liquor's no use to me anyway. It's just this, Saul 

Pemberthy, I'm gone on your girl. I mean everything straight and honest, and I love her with all 

my heart and intend to marry her, even if the devil himself said I shouldn't."  

"Offered her man five-and-twenty quid to be off his bargain, I hear. A fool's trick that. 

Why didn't you offer me the money?"  

"A fair question. But we all make mistakes when we're in love. However, I won't make 

another. If I'd known you better, I'd have come to you first, instead of to that young idiot who's 

after Norah. And now I do come to you, and I don't offer you five-and-twenty quid, but I offer to 

help you against Trecarrow, if you'll help me with your girl. If you won't; then enough said; if 

you will, then it's a bargain. And one thing understand: I mean nothing but good to Norah. She's 

a grand creature – a lot too good to be waiting on you – and if she marries me, she'll have a better 

time and more money and a finer life every way than she will have at home, or with that sailor. 

And it will pay you very well, too, in the long run, because I know how to get money, money, 

and you'll never be short."  



"I know how to get money as well as you – perhaps better, answered Pemberthy. I'm not 

after money at present. I'm after staying in my own house and queering the pitch of this 

bumptious young dog, who thinks he's going to turn me out. Can you help me against him, and if 

so, how?”  

“Yes, I can help you. He thinks a lot of me; I've made myself valuable to him, and he 

trusts me. Mind this, I've no quarrel in that quarter, and if your Norah had come to me of her own 

free will, I shouldn't have come to you now. But after three months courting she made it clear I 

couldn't win her single-handed, so I've got to come to you. And if the only way is to smite 

Trecarrow, then I'll smite him, for nothing on the earth or under the earth matters to me but 

Norah, and if I could sacrifice the whole world and so win her, then I would. You ask how I can 

help you and I'll tell you what I can do and what I can't. I can't certainly influence him in your 

favor by speech. He knows, like everybody else, that you wrecked ‘The Farmers Lass’ and killed 

those people. It's a fact everybody knows but nobody can prove. And being convinced of it you'll 

get no mercy from him and it's idle to think so." 

"I never meant to seek mercy," answered Saul. “I'm not the sort to try and get round a 

man by craft. I want the whip hand. I want to beat him by main force. I'm out to do things, not 

talk or whine about 'em."  

"Just so. You're at war with him. In fact he's declared war. He says your house is no 

better than a sea wolf's den, and it's an eyesore and a disgrace, and all that. The truth is he means 

to get you out of St. Tid's Strand and a good few miles away from the sea; and he can do so by 

pulling your wretched house down over your ears. And, so far as I can see, the one way to escape 

that is to put Sir Moran in a position where you've got the whip hand that you want to get. In a 

word, what you need is to have him under your thumb and in your power." 

"Can that be done?" 

"Yes, it can," declared Cyrus. 'I'm in a position to say that it can be done. But only by me. 

And I'll do it on the clear understanding that I marry your girl. That's my sole condition and 

terms of payment. Promise that, and I promise the other thing."  

Pemberthy was quite ready to strike the bargain and swear that he would keep his part of 

the contract. "You needn't fear I can't manage the girl," he said. “My word's law with her. And 

now tell me what you're going to do, and what I must."  

But Cyrus shook his head. “Plenty of time," he answered. "It's none too easy; things are 

going to happen that make it easier. There are more ways than one of giving him up to you 

bound hand and foot. But you've got to help me, and if there's any fighting or blood to flow, 

that's your look-out. I'm not going to have any truck with brutality or physical force. And you 

understand this: I must have the plot my way, and not be interfered with. I can only do it if I'm 

free to go my own way." 

For an hour Cyrus spoke, while the other listened. Then the younger man prepared to end 

his visit. He had lifted the veil, and Pemberthy's attitude was changed from that hour. In future 

he spoke with the profoundest respect of Cyrus, and declared that he would be proud to have 

such a man for his son-in- law.  

When he was gone and Hawke had re turned. Saul made mention of Cornford. 

"I thought I was pretty spry," he said, 'but I'm a new-born child alongside that man. A 

proper limb of Satan he is."   

“Not wickeder than what you are, I'll wager," answered the other. "Wickeder than the 

pair of us put together," declared Saul, grinning. "And why? Because he's got more brains than 

the pair of us put together. But don't you be jealous. He's all right. There's no humbug about him 



– just a plain man of business. He wants something I can give him, and I want something he can 

give me. Rest easy, my boy; we shall keep this roof over us and our secrets after all.” 
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CHAPTER V.—A MYSTERY. 

A man of ingenious mind and open nature cannot suffer great trials without revealing 

them, and, try as he may to hide tribulation, he will succeed no better than the bird who sets her 

nest in a tree and thinks that none knows where her home is.  

But, like the bird, Sir Moran deluded himself in the great adventure of his life that his 

secret was unknown and unguessed save by one other; while she too, and possibly with better 

reason, believed the truth to be entirely hidden. Neither Julitta nor the man who now loved her 

with such ardour was ignorant of the situation as it affected her. They merely found, each in the 

other's society, the very best that life had ever brought to them—a joy of union and an 

understanding of heart extraordinarily close and complete.  

They met openly for a time, for Sir Moran often rode over to the farm of St. Tid's Strand, 

where John Retallack was well enough to return to his home; and more than once both Dolly and 

Julitta came to Martin Hall at Viola's invitation. But friendship of this kind could not be 

maintained, and when Sir Moran met Nathan Lobb for the first time he knew it. Until he had 

actually seen and spoken with the man to whom Julitta was betrothed, any idea concerning the 

future had remained vague and unsubstantial. For Julitta seemed one created to be his own 

second self; and to see her as the partner of any other man appeared impossible. But with the 

advent of him who had already won her, really burst upon Sir Moran, and his brief day-dream 

was shattered.  

Lobb farmed the biggest property on the estate, and succeeded a long line of ancestors at 

the Higher Bartons. He was a good farmer, without inspiration, and content to follow in the track 

laid out for him; indeed, people said he shone to better purpose in the ministry, for he inclined 

that way, was a stern Wesleyan, and something of a fanatic in matters of religion. He was 

earnest, well-meaning, and dry. He had no need for relaxation or pleasure in his own life, and did 

not recognize the need for others.  

He came as a revelation to Sir Moran, who had not fallen in with the type as yet, and his 

consternation increased when he reflected that to this man Julitta had given her life. He could not 

understand it, nor was she able to explain. But he learned something of the facts from Holly's 

sweetheart—a different type of man, who alone among those' connected with the girl was the 

one able to perceive that her engagement with Nathan Lobb had been entered into from a 

mistaken sense of duty.  

Holly's lover was a young lawyer  ̶  the managing clerk of the largest firm in Combe 

Martin. Samuel Warner was his name, and meeting him over certain local matters of business. 

Sir Moran had found the man agreeable, cheerful, and worth cultivation. Samuel, like Dolly, was 

full of the joy of life, and entered very heartily into the project of reviving the "Hunt." Indeed, he 

became a very energetic lieutenant to Sir Moran and as John Retallack and Holly were also 

lending a hand, the baronet found himself insensibly thrown upon the family, despite the 

growing conviction that he must, for Juliita's sake, break relations with them.  

He put it off until after Ascension Day, and the celebration to which he was now devoting 

thought and care, but even while he toyed with duty and avoided its sterner demands, he knew 



that he erred; and the consequence was a gradual change in his manner and the appearance of 

certain weaknesses of temper until now concealed from his new environment, but these were 

trifles for a few eyes only.  

The large circle of Combe Martin had taken very heartily to the new lord of the manor, 

and he became daily more popular. All men united in praising him; all women spoke kindly of 

his good looks and good temper. For few had seen his temper anything but good. Every class 

found in him a friend, and though Polwarn openly grumbled and declared that Sir Moran's 

principles were subversive of discipline, and that he was identifying himself too much with the 

people, none really appreciated his employer more than he did.  

Sir Moran soon made himself master of the district's needs and peculiarities. He 

investigated the old silver-lead mines that wound their subterranean channels into the bowels of 

the land, and estimated the chances of renewing the industry. His own property he thoroughly 

overhauled, and, in many cases, prepared to rebuild mean houses that remained as blots on the 

estate.  

Thus it was that in the course of his perambulations he condemned Saul Pemberthy's 

ramshackle home; but no personal spite or animosity dictated the action; for, though hating Saul 

and his friends very heartily, and still determined to get level with them on the first chance, to 

evict Saul had been no part of the programme, and not until after he ordered the house in the 

combe to be pulled down did he hear who dwelt there. This fact may have increased his 

determination, and when Pemberthy himself came, to Martin Hall with an insolent refusal to 

leave his ancient Hall Sir Moran merely told him to be off and prepare to quit his den on a 

certain date, lest a worse thing happened to him.  

"A new house is being built, and you know it," he said to the giant. "And when the place 

is ready, you go into it  ̶  or go to the devil, which you please. But you don't stop in the Combe; 

you've done enough evil there, and if I had the power I'd condemn you to go inland 20 miles 

from sea and dare you ever to sail a boat again."  

In this unyielding spirit Saul found his enemy, and the attitude only helped to strengthen 

his own temper. For he was hand in glove with Cyrus now, and the traitor came and went, 

reported the opinion Sir Moran entertained of Pemberthy and his friends, and inspired them to an 

outrage without parallel in its audacity.  

By this time considerable progress had been made with the preparations for the pageant. 

All invited to undertake, the leading party were well pleased to accept, and the 20 grenadiers, 

who formed so important a feature of the ceremony were quickly recruited. Indeed a division of 

twice the number might have been formed. Among those who joined and attended the first 

rehearsals, with Sam Warner for Sergeant-Major, were young Benny Keat, for whom Sir Moran 

gladly made a place; John Retallack, who was happy to assist; Arthur Prentice, a fishmonger; 

and Aaron  Bake, an old soldier, now turned farmer, who rented a little farm between Coombe 

Martin and St. Tid's Strand.  

To Dolly's surprise, Julitta persuaded her lover to join up also. Nathan Lobb considered 

the problem with all due seriousness, and decided that he might take part without offence to 

morale; but as for Dolly's own duties as mistress of the Maypole, Nathan was much more 

doubtful. He regarded dancing as a dangerous amusement, and even had Julitta wanted to join 

her sister and the Jacka-in-the-green, she knew that Nathan would not have permitted it. Indeed 

he was glad that she had no part in the business. But there were plenty of dancing girls and not a 

few agile young men delighted to share their revels.  



The old dances, indeed, promised to be a feature of the celebration, and the rehearsals, 

conducted under Parson West's direction in the schoolrooms, brought many spectators. Not 

seldom Sir Moran and Viola attended them: and then came Nicholas, for a week's holiday at 

Easter, and he proved full of happy thoughts for the principal figures in the fun and helped 

Nipper Nanjulian as the motley fool, and Timothy Chave, the grave digger, who was to play 

hobby horse. With Sir Moran be also planned the athletic sports that would take the place of the 

English games and pastimes associated with the "Hunting" in olden days.  

But it was now that those nearest to him began to see a change in the lord of the manor 

and mark how often, in his most cheerful moments, a cloud would descend upon him. At such 

times he abruptly left his companions, or if he stayed, he quarreled and introduced an element 

directly foreign to his character as all knew it. The fits passed only to recur. 

It was plain that Sir Moran suffered from secret tribulations and those who cared for him 

were jealous concerning his lapses and concealed them, until others outside the family circle also 

came under the cloud. This extension of the trouble reached Viola's ears through Dolly 

Retallack. The girl was uneasy at a dancing rehearsal, and when the opportunity offered spoke to 

Viola alone.  

"Has Sir Moran mentioned my brother, John?" she asked. “I’m sadly afraid they've had a 

difference, Miss Trecarrow, and it's grieving me and Sam a good deal. It seems almost 

impossible that two such men should quarrel, for John is slow to anger, though I'll admit he's 

nasty when his temper's up. But, for the most part, he's as easy and kindly as father himself, 

while we all know Sir Moran. But something has happened, for John won't speak of him now, 

when we praise him."  

They discussed the mystery, and Viola could throw no light upon it. She guessed a 

reason, but her suspicion was too uncertain even to put into words. She remembered the incident, 

however, when another murmur came to her ears. This appeared to involve a mere lapse of 

temper on Sir Moran's part, and when she taxed him with it, he admitted his error and expressed 

regret; but, on being asked if he had differed from John Retallack, his slumbering fires showed a 

flash.  

"We had words; but I didn't think the fool had spoken to anybody else," he said. '"The 

people in this place  ̶  most of them  ̶  don't know they're born. They are narrow-minded and 

narrow-hearted, censorious and infernally ignorant. Living in the country seems to make one 

suspicious and quick to think evil. They're curious and inquisitive, too, and the better I know 

them the less I like them. Retallack presumed to criticize me from very imperfect knowledge and 

faulty understanding. And I told him to mind his own business."  

"You've made him very miserable apparently  ̶  at least so Dolly says."  

"Then let him come and tell me he's ashamed of himself," said Sir Moran. "I like John 

Retallack. He seemed a modest, decent chap, and I'm glad to think I saved his life. Perhaps be 

forgets that."  

"No, he doesn't, for Dolly reminded him. You must make allowances for country people. 

They can't see very far before their noses, or understand that what means much to them may 

mean nothing to us."  

"They're quick to think evil," he answered, "and I hate anybody, who does that. We're 

none of us perfect, and I've got my trials and difficulties, like everybody else But I meet them my 

own way, and I'll have no interference or dictation from any man. Nor will I be lectured."  



She soothed him as best she could, and strove to distract his mind. Whatever the quarrel 

between Sir Moran and John Retallack, it apparently made no difference to the latter's friendship 

in some directions, for he continued to attend the drill of the grenadiers with the rest.  

Then, from time to time, there came a whisper, from one quarter or another, that Sir 

Moran had been surprising his tenants, and the circle of these whispers widened. It was during 

the Easter stay of Nicholas Trecarrow at Martin Hall that a sharp, open difference of opinion 

occurred between his cousin and Ned Folwarn; and Ned, a man very loyal and straightforward, 

was ignored over a matter of business, and subjected to a contradiction that directly reflected on 

the bailiff's authority. Polwarn, discussed the matter with Nicholas, who, as Sir Moran's solicitor, 

had the right to hear it, and he quickly perceived that Ned had every reason to be disturbed, and 

annoyed.  

"I'm the last to be touchy," said Polwarn. "I come from generations of factors on this 

estate, and I learned more than my business from my father. Among other things to keep my 

temper and know my place. But I'm responsible to myself as well as Sir Moran. I've got to think 

of my authority and power for usefulness here, and if every Dick, Tom, and Harry is to snap his 

fingers at me, the game's up as far as I'm concerned. It's perverse and wrong-headed. He doesn't 

understand what he's doing. You can very quickly spoil people. And once spoiled, you'll never 

unspoil them again. But I'll say this  ̶  Sir Moran's not himself. There is a big change in him 

during the past few weeks. He's got something on his mind, and it's altering his quality and 

making him irrational  ̶  even childish."  

"D'you know what it is, Ned? I do; but I can't interfere. It's a tragedy in a way, and far too 

delicate a matter for me or anybody. He must settle it with himself  ̶  and her."  

“Miss Retallack?"  

”I've met them several times on out-of-the-way places by accident. A sort of evil fate has 

run use upon them when they had the right to expect absolute privacy. I daresay it looked to him 

as I was spying, though God knows I’m not that sort. But once in Lady's Wood, and, again out a 

way beyond the Point, and yet again in the glen on Raven Down, I tumbled upon them together. 

Once he was riding and she was walking beside him; once they were both on horseback. And I 

daresay, as much for those unfortunate meetings as any other reason, he's got his knife into me." 

"Don't think that for a moment. He'd know of course, that nothing but accident had taken 

you along, and I'll wager you had a very good reason for being there every time. Does her 

sweetheart, Nathan Lobb, know anything about it?"  

"Not he. He's the lad to know, poor devil."  

"Well, keep your nerve, Ned. It's up to me to do something, I suppose. It can't go on. Sir 

Moran's a gentleman, and he must understand that he's not playing the game. What beats me is 

the girl. I should have thought she was utterly incapable of anything underhand."  

"So she is," declared Polwarn. "That's the puzzle. My wife knows her very well. She says 

Jufitta's obviously unhappy, and a good bit ‘under the weather’, as we put it. But she always 

speaks of Nathan with affection, and they're about together as usual. There's no trouble there. 

And this my wife will swear to, and everybody else who knows Julitta Retallack; she'd never do 

anything dishonourable or mean. No Retallack could, for that matter. If she's doing wrong, she 

doesn't think so.” 

“Well, I'll see what I can make of it. Nothing would ever induce me to dream my cousin 

would harm that woman  ̶  or any woman. My own impression is that they're head over heels in 

love with each other, which isn't their fault; and that they can't drop each other, which is their 



fault  ̶  for a friendship of this sort is impossible, though they may be fooling themselves to think 

it is.”  

“Others have met them about besides me  ̶  people who won't keep their mouths shut 

either," added Polwarn. "I don't envy you, Trecarrow; but you understand him, and, of course, 

he'll know you mean, nothing but sense and kindness, so I hope you'll shake him up and open his 

eyes. And as for my affair, tell him I must go my way, or I shall have to leave Combe Martin. 

Awfully sorry, but I can't go back on that, and I won't be stultified."  

"I don't bother about your affair, Ned. He's not weak-minded and will soon see you are 

right and he's royally wrong; but the other thing  ̶  I'm frightened of it. I wish an older man could 

tackle him."  

Nicholas spoke truly, both in his assurance and fear, for that night over a game of 

billiards, after Viola had gone to bed, he approached Sir Moran resolutely. In the matter of 

Polwarn, his cousin had evidently reflected and was already penitent.  

“I'm an idiot," he said, "and more kinds of an idiot than anybody I ever heard about. 

Really I'm past praying for. I’ll see Ned tomorrow, and eat humble pie."  

"He's really perturbed."  

"Of course he is. He'll be fed up with me before long. And what the deuce I should do 

without him, I don't know. It'll be all right. He won't have me to bother him much more."  

"What d'you mean, Moran. I thought you were going to settle down to the country life?"  

"So did I; but I thought wrong, old chap. At first the novelty and freshness rather 

intrigued me. It seemed such an improvement over London and the old, stuffy routine, but to be 

frank, these rustic delights are beginning to get on my nerves. I shall stick it out till after the 

Ascension Day rollick; and then I shall travel. I may as well get a little fun out of the revenues 

and see the world before I get middle-aged."  

"A jolly good idea," assented Nicholas. "You couldn't have told me anything I liked 

better to hear; but don't bolt off after the revel. Wait till Viola and I are married. Then you can let 

Martin Hall for a term and amuse yourself by going round the world if you want to."  

For a time the conversation moved thus easily, and Sir Moran appeared in a placid and 

amiable mood. But presently an accident changed his manner. He was off his game and played 

badly. Nicholas made a mistake too, when he mentioned the name of John Retallack.  

“What's this nonsense I bear of a row between you and Farmer Retallack's son?" he 

asked. 

 ''Damn Farmer Retallack's son," answered the other. "It seems to me that we're a parcel 

of old women in this place, and that nothing interests us but other people's business. John 

Retallack, like most of the other locals, is a narrow-minded, inexperienced fool, and I've told him 

so, and he doesn't believe it. And as for you, Nicholas, you're getting as meddling as anybody 

else, and as curious and inquisitive. Isn't it enough that I should have great private griefs and 

troubles without suffering from pinpricks on every side? And the devil of it seems to be that 

those one might naturally think were most concerned for me are just those who make all the fuss. 

I mean you and Viola. It's insufferable this inquisition."  

“You're on edge, or you wouldn't talk such rubbish," answered Hicholas "I believe the 

country is spoiling your sense of humour, and if I thought that I simply wouldn't let you stop in 

it."  

"It's no laughing matter. You've got to be in a tight place, I suppose, before you find out 

what your friends are really worth, and I can't say mine have proved very valuable.”  

"How can they help you if they don't know where the difficulty lies?"  



“They can help me by leaving me alone. I thought you, at any rate, had more sense, but 

you're just as bad as Viola."  

"You'll be sorry for this, my dear fellow. I'm not a magician, unfortunately, nor yet a 

thought reader; therefore 1 can't get at the root of the mystery; but don't think I'm curious, or any 

nonsense of that sort. I only want… " 

For answer Sir Moran did an outrageous thing. He was flagrantly rude  ̶  evidence clear 

enough of his distracted mind. He flung down his cue violently and left the billiard room. Nor 

did he return.  

Nicholas, deeply troubled, waited an hour in hope that his cousin would grow cool and 

come back to him. Then he went to bed  ̶  not angry with the other, but mad with himself for 

handling the delicate matter so clumsily. He turned in, but could not sleep, and guessed that Sir 

Moran was probably not sleeping either.  

An impulse took him to the other's room presently. He rose, pulled a dressing gown over 

his pyjamas and strolled down a corridor. I was now past 1 o'clock, and his surprise was great, 

therefore, to see a sudden light flash from his cousin's open door. He fell back and concealed 

himself, while at the same moment Sir Moran, muffled to the throat and fully dressed, came out 

of his room. Behind him, silent as a shadow, followed Cyrus Cornford. He extinguished light in 

his master’s room, and the two proceeded quietly down stairs by the light of a lantern which the 

servant carried.  

A few, moments later they had let themselves out of the house. In amazement Nicholas 

Trecarrow returned to his own room. Through the tangle of his thoughts one conviction 

persisted  ̶  Sir Moran was clearly about to take some definite step in the matter of the woman he 

adored. The lawyer guessed that he intended to run away with her, and expected that the morning 

would proclaim his cousin's disappearance. The far-reaching consequence of such an action at 

this juncture overwhelmed him, for it meant little less than a catastrophe. He could not reconcile 

such a course with Sir Moran's character, for even love would hardly thus fling a sane man off 

his balance to the confusion of so many other interests. The destruction of the approaching 

pageant and the waste of months upon it, together with the annoyance caused to all those who 

had been working to ensure success, seemed the least part of this threatened disaster. A darker 

and more tragic side confronted the thinker when he remembered Julitta's betrothal and 

engagement to another man. Indeed, no ray of light penetrated the mystery, and Nicholas 

returned to his room, bewildered and ill at ease.  
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CHAPTER VI.  ̶  THE PARTING.  

 

William Retallack was long in coming back to his life again and taking up the burden of 

it. The loss of his partner had been a cruel shock to the old man, and it required all the care, 

affection, and patience of his family to help him weather the blow. He often said that had the 

dust of the departed one been laid in earth his sufferings must have lessened; but the sea would 

not give up its dead, and it was not until Mr. West hit upon a kindly thought that the farmer 

began to return to himself and the steadfast qualities of his mind were re-established. The 

clergyman held a service for the drowned on St. Tid's Strand, and a large congregation 

assembled there out of regard for the dead woman and the sailor boy who perished with her. The 



moving ceremony had done much for William Retallack's mind, and he was at last restored to 

mental health and able to interest himself in his children and his work.  

A fresh anxiety now overtook him and there came to his ear a painful rumor. Hardly had 

he visited Martin Hall, and personally thanked Sir Moran and Miss Trecarrow for their goodness 

to his boy, when, from more sources than one, arose a reason for anxiety; while in another 

quarter also trouble seemed to brew for the old man. John Retallack was hot tempered, and when 

it appeared that no steps could be taken against Saul Pemberthy for the infamous crime imputed 

to him, John had sworn to take the matter into his own hands and be avenged for the death of his 

mother. This he openly undertook to do, and his father, having pleaded without avail, went in 

daily fear that some disaster might fall upon him. 

But a more pressing anxiety appeared in Julitta. She had changed and it was not only the 

death of her mother, but matters very personal and vital to herself that had brought about the 

change. Nathan Lobb first attracted her father's attention to Julitta's broken spirits, but he knew 

not the reason, and it remained for others to throw light upon it and awaken very serious distress 

in her father's mind.  

"Joe's not herself, farmer," declared Nathan, on a day when he fell in with Retallack upon 

the land. "I know her better than she knows herself, I reckon, for love throws a sharp light upon 

character, and though not worthy to brush her boots I can rise to the heights of her nature and am 

quick to respond to them. She's done much for me and made me a wiser man, and now I'm 

fretting to do much for her and lift her out of a sort of quiet, resigned mood that's got hold upon 

her. She's not changed to me  ̶  don't think I mean that. Never man had such a tender, faithful 

sweetheart. But she's changed to life and the joy of life's gone out of her. I'm not a light-hearted 

man myself, for the fear of God is always at my heart, and the sorrow of the world doesn't miss   

me. But it's been my daily bread, you might say, to come to Julitta and let her happier nature 

lighten my troubles and brighten my stern outlook. Of late instead of her lifting me up I've cast 

her down, and I'm brooding about it and wondering if the fault's in me." 

"It's her dear mother's death," said Julitta's father. 

“No  ̶  not that. I've made her see that nobody can be really happy till they're dead. To 

mourn for the dead is selfishness. Mourn for the living, not for the dead. She felt her mother's 

death, as we all did, but there's something deeper than that going on in Julitta. You'd think she 

was going to die herself   ̶  and knew it. So doomed people behave. Haven't you, or Dolly, seen a 

change in her?"  

"Since you speak of it, I have," answered William Retallack. "I've been so broken myself 

and so lost, with my right hand took from me, that I've not had time to think as I ought of my 

girls  ̶  or anybody; but it's true that Joe's far from herself. I'll tackle her, Nat."  

"I want to wed. There's nothing gained by putting it off longer that I can see; for though 

she's young, I'm getting on."  

"Have you asked her to name a day?"  

"I've hinted, but a man feels tender in such a matter   ̶  a man like me, that is. I was going 

to speak again; then came your bitter trouble and I hadn't the heart."  

"Life must go on, and you must marry," declared Retallack. "Not in the shadow of death, 

though. Leave it till late summer, after harvest, Nathan. And as for the girl, it's her health belike. 

She's been through a lot. I'll speak to her."  

But before he did so others had hinted at far more than Lobb knew, and it was Dolly who 

finally whispered her growing fears to her father. She told him frankly that Julitta had fallen in 

love with Sir Moran Trecarrow and that she saw him sometimes. 



"I'm not saying anything I wouldn’t say before Joe," she added.  

"For she knows I know. It isn't her fault, poor darling, dear, any more than it's his fault; 

and he ought to go away and let Julitta get over it. And it might be kind and wise, father, if you 

told him so." 

But Retallack refused to believe the story. “What moonshine is this?' he cried. “The 

man's as good as gold, and honorable, and well worthy to be lord of the manor. He's befriended 

us in many things, and we owe him our prayers as well as our thanks. He knows that our Joe's 

tokened to a good and religious man. D'you mean to say he'd sink to unsettle the girl's mind and 

cast a shadow over her life? I never would believe so ill of him, Dolly."  

“I'm not saying a word against him, father, or suggesting for a moment, that he's got an 

evil thought in his head. He's all you say and more. You can't blame a man or woman or child for 

loving him; and they all do for that matter. But he's only a young man after all, not an angel, and 

you know how many fell in love with Julitta before she took Nathan. She can't help being loved 

and making the men love her. She doesn't try to, and I'm sure she would never have taken Nat if 

she hadn't meant to be a good and true wife to him. But after that? Suppose Sir Moran has fallen 

in love with her. Is it his fault?"  

“Certainly it would be," declared her father. "No proper man ever thinks of a girl he 

knows is tokened to somebody else. It's contrary to nature."  

"Nature don't trouble about whether a girl's engaged or not, my old dear," she said. "A 

man can't help falling in love. Why, there's nothing to prevent a man from falling in love with a 

married woman, let alone another man's sweetheart. Sir Moran couldn't help that much, any more 

than Joe could help that much. So far it's only misfortune, not their fault; but farther it won't go, 

because Julitta's herself. You needn't be troubled, because her word's her bond, and she'd rather 

die a thousand deaths than jilt Nat, or do anything like that." 

"Then where's the trouble, Dolly?" 

"The trouble is in the thing having happened," said Dolly. “It's simple bad luck for Julitta. 

She couldn't help it, and we must help her to get over it; and that's why I say you might fairly and 

reasonably put it to Sir Moran and ask him to go away for a bit. He's young and experienced, and 

I doubt not he's unhappy, too, if he's really in love." 

But Retallack had a larger knowledge of life and saw deeper into the situation. “There's a 

lot more to it than you understand," he told Dolly. "For if this has really happened, what does it 

mean? We know that Sir Moran is not engaged to be married, and, therefore, if by evil chance 

he's fallen in love with our girl, it's a fair and honest thing on his side. I grant he couldn't help it, 

since Nature's no respecter of persons. But in Julitta's case it's very different. She's engaged to   

another man. She took him, and I won't say that love for me wasn't one of the reasons; but not 

the first and chief reason. She took him, because she felt she could be a good wife to him and a 

good mother for his children. In a word, she loved him, as I thought and as Nat thought. But can 

a woman love two men? This is a very serious business, Dolly, and God knows I don't see the 

end of it. For if Julitta loves Sir Moran Trecarrow, then it's certain, as day follows night, that she 

don't love Nathan. And what does that mean?" 

Dolly grew a shade paler. What had seemed a simple matter now became suddenly 

complex.  

"If she gave Nathan up, what would he do?" asked the old man, and answered his own 

question. "He'd feel the firm ground fallen from under his feet and everything gone to wreck and 

ruin. He lives for her; he plans his present and his future for her. She's his life, under God. He's a 



fanatical sort of man in everything   ̶  in work, in love, in religion. Nothing more terrible on this 

earth could happen to him, or us, than that Julitta should find that she didn't love him now." 

Dolly strove to allay her father's alarm. "Don't dream of any such thing," she said. "With 

some folks it might be as bad as that; but not with Joe. She doesn't guess that anybody knows 

anything about this. It's the way of people to think, because they want their troubles hid, they are 

hid."  

But Retallack sought an early opportunity to speak with Julitta. She was his favourite, 

and the apple of his eye. That she could have any troubles unshared by her father, he could 

hardly believe.  

Though he quickly gave her the opportunity to do so, Julitta could tell him nothing, and 

when he protested at her looks, and declared that her laugh was a thing of the past, she assured 

him that he was dreaming. He was hurt that she could not confide in him, and on a night when 

Nathan Lobb supped with them, he spoke of Julitta again.  

"You're right; she's not herself," he said. "A father's eyes were deceived: but not a lover's. 

We must do something about it."  

It seemed, however, that Nathan, too, was not in the best of spirits. He appeared self-

absorbed  ̶  a common thing with him, for he spoke a good deal at the little Methodist chapel 

wherein he worshipped, and constantly buried himself in the thoughts of future addresses.  

"I've marked nothing farther," he said. “She tells me she's happy enough, yet I'm doubtful 

if it's true. I wish you could get her to name the day, Nat."  

"That's for her to do  ̶  if she wants to."  

At supper, as if to give the lie to Nathan's gloom and to her father's fears, Julitta was in 

her brightest mood, and her spirits infected William Retallack, and cheered him in spite of 

himself. None could dream this laughing, bright-eyed girl was unhappy, and Dolly rejoiced at 

this change and hoped it meant that Julitta 's tribulations were over.  

For a time she felt suspicious, and it was to be noticed that Julitta's high spirits by no 

means charmed her brother, John, into a better temper. He had been glum as a bear for a month, 

and it was known that he and his sister had quarreled and were not on speaking terms. But 

whatever John might think, and whatever grievance he might entertain against Julitta, Dolly felt 

happier this evening than she had done for many weeks, for Julitta's attitude to her betrothed 

disarmed suspicion.  

She had never been more affectionate or cheerful in Nathan's company. He, however, 

continued to be absent-minded, it seemed, and said but little  ̶  either to his sweetheart or 

anybody else. A student of character had observed that some great secret emotions were 

struggling both in Julitta and Nathan Lobb; but while the one was prompted by her feelings to 

unusual gaiety and spirits, as the suffering bird will express its grief in singing, the other 

continued abstracted and cloudy and mentally unable to fling himself into Julitta's humor. His 

quiet demeanor made no impression on the party, because it was familiar and often apparent; but 

Julitta, who knew him best, understood that something far more tremendous than thoughts of a 

future sermon kept Nathan silent. She tried in vain to rouse him and presently, when he rose to 

leave them, declared that she would walk part of his way back with him. They went out together 

at 9 o'clock, and it was some hours before Julitta returned.  

Her family had retired ere she came home and her father was asleep; but Dolly hastened 

to her room. Julitta, however, would not see her. Much indeed had happened during those hours  ̶ 

much more than Julitta herself knew. She had walked with Nathan and striven to cheer him, but 

she had not succeeded. It seemed again and again that he had something to say to her, and if he 



had said it the course of many lives must have been changed, but he was himself and could only 

act within the ambit of his own nature and its limitations. What another man might have blurted 

out, this man found it impossible to say, and that despite the fact that Julitta gave him ample 

opportunity to do so. But he was dumb on the vital matter, let her run on and preserved a 

measure of silence very unusual in her company. She tried repeatedly to rouse him from his 

sombre mood, and at a cost to herself he could not guess, strove with all her might to charm him. 

"Father's been at me to wed, Nathan," she told him presently, as they reached a stile upon 

the way to Higher Bartons. He says it's time: and you say it's time. And what you both think must 

be right. So I'll fix a day, dear heart. After the corn's cut will be the time to suit you best, won't 

it?"  

He heard dully, but even now his mind seemed to be immersed in his own thoughts, and 

not until Julitta had said “good night,” kissed him and left him, did he realize the immensity of 

the promise she had made. It seemed to break in upon his dreary spirit, like an echo of her, after 

she had gone, and it went far to banish the matter that had darkened his day for himself and for 

others.  

Remorse overcame him. The night air brushed coldly on his forehead; a peaceful star 

shining over the darkened earth, spoke a message to him and seemed to twinkle again the 

previous words that Julitta had last uttered. A great wave of shame and regret swept over the 

man. His nature was prone to respond to the last influence, and now he stood still, turned in his 

tracks and began hurrying back with speedy strides to catch Julitta before she returned home. He 

made such haste that he must have easily over taken her, but he did not do so and was puzzled at 

his failure. For a while he stood in doubt with his face to the stars; and then he suddenly saw her 

outlined on the west, where the sky was still pale. Here the hill sloped abruptly and not two 

hundred yards from him Julitta was walking quickly upwards, away from her home, over waste 

land that rose to the heath called Raven Down. It was she, indeed, and little guessing at the 

change in her betrothed's mind after she had left him, Julitta went her way through the night to 

face the fiercest trial her young life had been called upon to endure.  

She climbed up through the last of the light to the lonely region of scrub and thorn that 

extended above; and there, at a familiar tryst, Sir Moran Trecarrow awaited her. In the midst of 

the waste stood an old limekiln, long disused. The oven beneath opened in a little hollow carved 

from the undulation of the land, and it was surrounded by a thicket of sloe and hazel that 

concealed it from any passer-by.  

"I've kept you waiting," she said. He took her hand and held it a moment.  

"I can't believe this is the last time we shall ever meet and pour out our hearts to each 

other," he answered. "It seems an outrage on love somehow. To think we found each other, only 

to lose each other again, little Julitta. Nature will never forgive us for throwing away her gifts.” 

"We've fought it out,” she said. “Duty's higher than nature, and it can help us to rise 

above nature. And it has."  

''Yet I shall always believe that nature ought to have guided us."  

“No, no. We won't go back over that again. We've fought and we've conquered. We've 

helped each other to be strong."  

"I haven't helped you much," he told her, "but you've filled me with your strength and 

pluck. God knows what life will be like without you. I've come to the gate and glimpsed 

paradise, and then the door was shut in my face. And I don't deserve it. Nor do you. Fate's played 

us a hard trick."  



"We're stronger than fate. We make our own. And you have helped me, though you say 

you have not. You've shown me a glimpse of what men and women can rise to. And we can do 

what others have done; we can ascend above love to a passionless friendship  ̶  the friendship 

Dante reached for his Beatrice."  

"Perhaps it's easier for a woman than a man. I only know that I shall never ascend above 

my love for you, and never try to. I shall love you and worship you, and say my prayers to you 

till the end of my life, Julitta. And that's no crime in me. It's a necessity. I must love you as long 

as I live. I'm not asking you any more to follow nature and throw Nathan over. That can never   

be I know. But I shall always believe you were wrong not to take the plunge now you feel what 

love means. However you put it on the plane of duty and say your soul would never be happy 

again  ̶  so I can only yield to you. It's a choice between soul and body, life and death; and you 

think your soul will be happy with your betrothed. Then who am I to hurt your soul, little 

Julitta?" 

"You will find I am right and your soul will find I'm right too," she assured him. "Our 

friendship has been unutterably precious to me, and if it had brought twice the sorrow to me, yet 

would I have welcomed it. The pain was a small price to pay for the joy of loving you and 

knowing you loved me." 

"You can say that and yet leave me, Julitta?”  

“I can. I know how I hurt you; yet I know in time to come the hurt and agony will die out 

for you, and you will look back not unhappily and feel it was better for us both to have loved 

each other and lost each other than never to have loved at all. You see how frank I am. We must 

both suffer bitter wounds tonight, kind friend; but they shall be clean wounds. We know where 

we stand."  

"It's an awful sacrifice  ̶  a needless sacrifice, Julitta."  

“Not needless  ̶  vital. I have promised, and such a promise is greater than all else, a 

sacred thing."  

"You are so strong because you are so ignorant," he said. "A time may come when it is 

too late, that will bring you nothing but unavailing tears, because you listened to your conscience 

instead of your heart."  

She put her hand in his before she answered. "Do not tempt me to think that. You know 

what I believe and in Whom I trust. We are Christians  ̶  a servile creed they say  ̶  yet perhaps 

the greatest women who have trod this earth abided by it. You know that we are doing right and 

honoring all that is highest in us by our renunciation. We have lived blessed hours together and 

the measure of our happiness in each other must be the measure of our pain at parting. But the 

past was worth the pain. I shall never forget that. You have made me wise as well as happy, and 

sorrow is a fair price to pay for wisdom." 

 They talked together till the distant church clock of Combe Martin tolled 11. Then they 

parted and it was understood between them that the secret friendship, against the making of 

which their hearts had not been proof, must now cease. They would meet no more clandestinely, 

for Julitta was staunch to her plighted troth, and the man's arguments against it availed nothing. 

Perhaps in his heart he only loved her the better for her devotion to justice and high honour. 

So they came to the last “good-bye” and each understood that henceforth they would see 

each other only in the company of the world, that their secret companionship and romance was 

ended forever. The man's lips had never touched Julitta, but they did now. 

“The first and the last, and with it all that makes my life worth living!” he cried, and 

caught her passionately to his heart. Thrice he kissed her and held her close; but she could not 



speak: indeed she nearly fainted. The night whirled round her and the stars left their places. For a 

few moments she was unconscious, and when she returned to her senses he had left her. 
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CHAPTER VII. ̶  HUNTING THE EARL OF RONE. 

 

Only the lovers knew all that went to their great surrender. Henceforth they were to be 

acquaintances  ̶  and no more  ̶   a counsel of perfection that owed its inspiration of Julitta alone, 

for the man did not pretend to view their situation as she did, and for a long time urged her to 

throw over Nathan Lobb, seeing that now she knew she had never loved him. But reason 

weighed lightly with Julitta against a mother-taught conscience, and the sure conviction that to   

break her word in so grave a matter must darken all the future and stain it forever. 

She faced a lifetime of frustrated love with steady determination; and she did so largely 

in the conviction that, whatever might be her sufferings, the man who worshipped and desired 

her would suffer far less than she, and presently come to know that she had helped him to do 

right. She erred from ignorance of what the married state must mean; but she erred nobly in the 

highest tradition of self-sacrifice and self-effacement. She knew now that it was no sin to have 

loved Sir Moran, but conscience none the less spoke in tones that hurt her sensitive spirit. She 

faced the future with simple courage and the will to do right; and she forced her view upon her 

lover until he accepted it, albeit to the last he rebelled. For intuition told her that to marry a man 

you do not love, can only end in grief for the woman and bitterness for the husband when the   

cruel truth reaches him. She prevailed, however, and the lovers made an end of their innocent 

friendship, each knowing that, with it, must end the supreme experience and greatest happiness 

that life had brought to them. Their brief romance had been conducted, as they believed, in 

secrecy, and knowing well enough that perfect restraint had marked it, save only in the moment 

of their parting, neither felt anything to mourn in the manner of their meetings. Life went its way 

and Sir Moran stayed only for the great, business of the “Hunting” to be over before he set out on 

lengthy wanderings; while Julitta turned her thoughts to her betrothed and promised to wed in 

the autumn.  

Then came Ascension Day and “Hunting the Earl of Rone." The occasion was brilliant as 

to weather and the widely advertised festivities brought into Combe Martin an army of holiday-

makers. From far afield they came  ̶  from Lynton and Lynmouth; from Trentishoe and Northoe 

and Ilfracombe; from Braunton, from Pilton, from Barnstaple, from "Bude and Boss." It was 

guessed that more than four thousand persons streamed into the little church-town, tempted by 

summer sunshine, blue skies, and rumours of the great novelty that would reward them. The 

mummers assembled in the courtyard of Martin Hall, and with them came not a few of their 

admirers, to see the procession set out. At the start a slight hitch occurred, and though, in the 

light of future events, it assumed a very grave significance, at the time none thought twice about 

it.  

Sir Moran was being dressed by Cyrus Cornford for his part in the ceremony, and had 

just got into the breeches, tail coat, flowered waistcoat, mask and hat of a comic Irishman, when 

Nicholas Trecarrow entered his dressing-room with news of a defaulter. The lawyer had run own 

for the holiday only, that he might help with a long programme of athletic sports destined to 

follow the "Hunting." He laughed loudly at the absurd mask his cousin was to wear, then told his 

news.  



"The grenadiers have all turned up but one," he said. "John Retallack, Benny Keat, Nat 

Lobb, and the rest are here, and Sam Warner, too; but Aaron Bake's wife has run over to say 

Aaron can't come. The fever and ague, that bother him from time to time, have cropped up again 

just at the wrong moment. Thorpe has seen him, and says he mustn't dream of going out." 

“Then you'll have to do it, Cyrus," said Sir Moran, turning to the valet; but to his surprise 

Cornford objected. It was not often that he differed from his master or questioned a mandate; yet 

upon the question of the grenadiers he appeared absolutely firm. Nothing could induce him to 

don the scarlet and buff. He exhibited the deepest concern and begged the baronet to spare him 

this ignominy.  

"I couldn't do it, sir; I couldn't bring myself to do it," he said. '"I've never dressed up in 

my life, and it would always be remembered against me, and I could never respect myself 

again.”  

Sir Moran, rather surprised at so much feeling, could not press the point. "You're as big a 

duffer as Mr. Polwarn," he declared. ''Don't you see, this is nothing but silly vanity at bottom, 

Cornford? As though anybody on earth cared two pence what you wear or what you do. If you 

went and stood on your head on the village green or grinned through a horse-collar at the 

churchyard gate on Sunday nobody would remember it a week afterwards.” 

"I'll do it,” said Nicholas. ''I'm an old volunteer, and if I'm slow with the drill I must be 

pardoned." 

His cousin applauded and the lawyer soon joined the rest of the military, where they 

stood at attention in the court yard. Shouts and cheers greeted each protagonist as he appeared. 

Nipper Nanjulian, in a suit of red and yellow motley, with bells on his crown and a bladder in his 

hand, rode Farmer Retallack's big black donkey. The bootmaker's monkey-like face was 

amazingly wrinkled and his mouth had fallen in a trifle; but his eyes were bright, his vitality 

brisk, and laughter followed him and his antics from the moment the procession set forth. 

Timothy Chave capered in the hobby horse, and his nimble feet were never still. He pranced and 

curvetted under the framework of the comic steed, and with his formidable 'mapper,' dived 

presently to the right and to the left to threaten the shouting crowds. The grenadiers also looked 

very smart, and a gamekeeper now loaded their carbines for the first volley. Drilling, with 

marches and counter-marches had done the men good, and when he descended to the entrance 

and saw the gallant band standing at attention Sir Moran applauded the sergeant-major. Nicholas 

Trecarrow had taken the place of Aaron Bake, and his uniform fitted pretty well.  

Then, on the hour of noon, the pageant set forth, and Combe Martin was deserted for the 

line of route. A little fair, that had won patronage through the morning, became now quite 

neglected for the scenes of the “Hunt.” To the village green the mummers marched heralded by a 

brass band, clad in the old uniforms, and twelve men in blue butcher’s coats with marrow-bones 

and cleavers. Then came the “Earl” himself, wearing his ridiculous disguise and the historic 

string of biscuits round his neck. There followed the hobby-horse and the fool on his donkey; the 

dancing-girls, all clad in white and pink, led by Dolly Retallack, their Jacks in the green and the 

grenadiers, under command of Samuel Warner. The crowd lined the way and poured in after the 

procession. 

All proceeded at once to the village green, where the first halt was made. Here a volley 

was fired, and the “Earl” ran off to "Lady's Wood." He was allowed ten minutes' grace, after 

which the grenadiers marched off to hunt him, and as the hunt was open to all, many men and 

boys joined in this part of the sport. The peaceful glades and lonely dells of Lady's Woods for 

once were alive and awake. Instead of the songs of the birds or the whispering of lovers, the old 



trees heard the laughter and shouts of a hundred men and lads, and the din they made in crashing 

hither and thither through the brakes and thickets. 

Time passed and the “Earl” was not run down. It seemed clear that he meant to be hunted 

in earnest, nor yield tamely to the soldiers. Outside Lady's Wood stood the band. It played 

invigorating melodies, supported by the butcher boys and their historic accompaniment. The 

dancing girls and their Jacks waited with them  ̶  to join the procession when it should reform; for 

their energies were to come, and the Maypole dances would follow the "execution," which 

completed the "Earl's" business.  

Outside the wood were gathered not a few local people interested in the ceremony of the 

day, and on a little knoll, just without the eastern fringes of the trees, a small party had 

assembled to watch proceedings. Here were Parson West, Ned Polwarn, and old William 

Retallack with Julitta. She had prevailed with her father to come and he was enjoying it. Now 

capered up Timothy Chave in his hobby-horse and Nipper Nanjulian accompanied him.  

"It's all going fine," said the sexton. "But 'tis hard work, I can tell you, William."  

"I lay it is, Timothy. To think of you, a grave-maker, with so much fun in you! I'm sure it 

shows one mustn't measure a man by his business," answered the old farmer. 

"Surely no, for the truest wisdom is to let your own character shine through your 

business," declared Mr. West. “A man's business is made for him, not the man for the business: 

and though Timothy's our ‘bedman,’ he knows it's an ancient and respectable calling; for the 

quick must bury the dead, and to make our last bed in the churchyard is just as seemly as to make 

our first bed in the cradle. And Timothy is wise to cultivate his great gift of laughter and his great   

power of making other people laugh."  

Ned Polwarn asked a question. "Have you noticed Saul Pemberthy or any of his gang in 

the crowd, Nanjulian? You've had a good opportunity to see the people."  

"None of 'em," answered the cobbler. "I thought that Pemberthy and Hawke and Prester 

and a few more of that sort might try and make trouble today; but so far as I've seen they're not 

here.” 

"More likely to be taking the opportunity somewhere else," said Mr. Chave.    

"Combe Martin's as empty as if there was a wreck, and everybody had run out of the 

house to the cliffs. It's just about what you might expect from Pemberthy to be doing a bit of 

daylight robbery now we've all got our backs turned." 

"Is Norah Pemberthy taking any part?" asked Polwarn, and Julitta answered him. "Yes; 

she's with the dancers. Dolly made her join them." 

"There'll be trouble over that girl," foretold Nipper Nanjulian. "I hear these things  ̶  not 

because I want to hear them, but because people will come in my shop and tell me. It seems that 

Benny Keat  ̶  poor Captain Keat's son, as was saved from death by his eyelashes last year, when 

the ‘Farmers Lass went down  ̶  it seems that he's sweet on Norah. And a very good man, so far 

as I know; though he's asking for trouble to marry a Pemberthy for certain; but that's his 

business. And now there's another after the girl  ̶  Sir Moran's valet by all accounts; and Saul 

Pemberthy favours the valet against Benny Keat.” 

“Who do Norah favour?” asked Timothy Chave.  

"According to Benny, she favours him," said Nipper, ''and Benny's a rough, customer 

when he's roused, and Gods knows he haven't got to thank Pemberthy for much. He met 

Cornford, man to man, a few nights back  ̶  in the bar at The Ring o' Bells they met  ̶  and it was 

Aaron Bake that told me about it. Benny warned Cornford off Norah once for all, and said it 

would be the worse for him if he plagued her anymore; and Cornford, who is a very quiet, 



gentlemanly man, asked Benny to have a drink: but Benny said as like as not it would be 

poisoned if he did, and refused. And now the trouble's coming to a head, because Saul 

Pemberthy has given out that Norah is tokened to Cornford and will marry him when Saul 

wishes it."  

"Never!" cried Julitta. "She must be protected against her father."  

But the old clergyman was doubtful, "Such a man has powers at which we can only 

guess," he said. "At any rate, it is certain he will be too strong for Norah, unless those who are 

stronger than he help her. I for one will do so."  

"You'd better be smart, your reverence," warned Timothy, "for that man works like the 

plague, by night, and you may wake up any morning to find Norah's wedded against her will. 

He'd drug her, or anything."  

Ned Polwarn spoke. "Sir Moran thinks very highly of Cornford. He's going to take him 

with him next month when he starts on his travels. I'll speak to him, and if Cornford's doing 

anything wrong and persecuting a girl that doesn't want him, Sir Moran will no doubt give him a 

hint to behave himself.''  

"And if he don't, Benny will," prophesied Nanjulian.  

"He's breathing out fire and slaughter as it is against the valet, and there'll be a painful 

surprise for that sleek chap if he don't throw up the sponge and mend his manners."  

"If he has got Pemberthy on his side he'll be a very formidable rival, and Benny would 

stand no chance against them single handed,” declared Mr. West.  

Then Julitta suddenly bade them be silent and listen. For a while the woods beneath them 

had been quiet, and the 'Hunt' had drifted in another direction; but now, as it seemed, from not 

very far distant there came a faint, but clear, cry. Julitta, at least had heard it. It was no jest, but 

sounded like a man or a boy in trouble. 

"There are dangerous places in the wood yet, though everything has been done to make it 

safe for this business," explained Polwarn.  

Then their speculations were cut short, for suddenly, within a hundred yards of them at 

the edge of the wood, “The Earl” himself broke cover  ̶  hotly pursued. He was soon captured by 

a dozen men and boys, and loud yells and clamor proclaimed the event. The news ran through 

Lady's Wood like a flash and the people quickly assembled at the point of capture. Nanjulian and 

Chave returned to their parts, and the grenadiers lined up once more, hot and breathless after 

their labours. 

Then the people began to surge round the captured “Earl” he was soon lifted on Mr. 

Nanjulian's mount and the patient black donkey went upon its way once more with the captive 

seated head to tail on its back. The people from the knoll were swept off in the rush and only 

Julitta remained, for the procession now formed up again to march round the village and thence 

to the beach for the “execution.” She had seen Sir Moran depart, and admired the way he entered 

into the frolic of the day. But she had no mind to see more and presently she found herself alone 

beside the now silent and deserted wood.  

Then again did Julitta hear a smothered cry for help. There could be no mistake about it. 

The blare of the band had faded in the distance, and the splash of the scarlet soldiers was only 

fitfully visible as they tramped through the village to the harbour; but the cry rose from a spot 

much nearer, somewhere within the wood itself. Julitta had promised to meet her father an hour 

later at the Maypole, to see Dolly's dance; but for an hour she was free to do what she pleased, 

and now she descended into the woods, und sought the unseen person who had apparently come 

to grief therein.  



The wood awakened sad memories for Julitta, and not its many beauties at this season of 

spring could dispel them. The flowers blossomed in vain for her, and the bluebells spread their 

loveliness without her smile. For the place was sacred to this beautiful and terrible experience 

that had changed the currents of her life, and brought her face to face with the mystery of reality 

and the meaning of love. Here she had walked with Sir Moran, and, knowing Lady's Wood far 

better than he, had shown him many of its secret denes and dingles  ̶  the cave mouth hung with 

hart's tongue ferns, the ruined adit of an ancient mine, the stream which glittered unseen through 

the very heart of the place, the old packhorse track, that struck a deep forgotten furrow from west 

to east, and was a busy thoroughfare in mediaeval days. And the wonders of fine trees she had 

shown him, where the squirrels built their drays; the hollow oak, where the woodpecker made 

her nest; the clitters and mounds of overgrown mine debris, where the foxes dwelt. Sometimes 

too, the red deer wandering hither by night and going far afield, as they will, came from Exmoor 

for change of air, and harboured in Lady's Wood, to the delight of local sportsmen.  

Julitta walked now along by spots associated with her romance, and her thoughts were far 

away, when suddenly ahead of her, in a little clearing, she saw a man. The spot was very 

secluded. It lay under low cliff amidst the trees. And the sunshine found it and made a jewel of 

brightness among the tree trunks. Here the young eagle fern was uncurling, and a solitary, 

weeping birch glimmered with emerald beauty and wrapped a translucent green mantle about her 

silver stem. Hidden by the trees Julitta was able to approach without being seen; but the man was 

quick-eared and apparently he heard her. She believed that she recognized him, but he had not 

seen her, nor did he know that Julitta had observed him hunting industriously through the fern 

and evidently seeking for some lost object.  

It was Hawke Pemberthy  ̶  of that the girl felt sure, but what he might be doing in Lady's 

Wood at such a time and upon such a day, she could not guess. Hawke  ̶  if it was he  ̶  gave her 

no opportunity to learn the mystery of his movements, for at the sound of Julitta's approach, he 

dropped into the fern and sneaked away. He had disappeared before she reached the clearing. 

She listened, and then hid herself, thinking that he might return. An instinct of tribulation   

awoke in her, and while she by no means associated it with any particular person, yet this 

apparition, so unexpected of the longshoreman in this place, boded hard to somebody. Of that 

she felt assured and with senses alert, she remained concealed in hope to be of service to some 

fellow-creature. But nothing farther rewarded her patience. The alarmed life of the woods began 

slowly to recover courage. The birds flew back, the ancient peace of the place was restored.  

Then Julitta turned her attention to the spot where Hawke had been making such 

industrious search, and she found the region bore marks of violence. The earth hereabouts was   

trampled deep and torn with heavy feet; the fern was broken and bruised. More than the mere 

onset of the hunters, who had run every way to seek the vanished “Earl,” was responsible for 

these scars and wounds in the spring wood. There seemed indeed evidence of a struggle 

concentrated upon one spot. Here the bracken had been smashed into the ground, and the wild 

hyacinths, that had made a little lake of blue in the clearing, were crushed. A dark stain also 

spread upon the spring green and Julitta knew that it was blood.  

Thoroughly alarmed, yet feeling no shadow of fear for herself she began a systematic 

search over the disordered ground. Only a patch of half a dozen square yards had endured the 

struggle, and having examined this without avail, she extended her scrutiny into the fern and 

underwood round about. Unclouded sunshine beat into the clearing and helped her.  

At last she was rewarded and her heart stood still as the light glinted upon a sparkling 

object at her feet. It was a familiar sight for she had seen it in Sir Moran's hands a hundred times. 



There lay a cigarette case made of Russian silver and having on one side an etching, chased in 

black, of a palace in Petrograd, and on the other, Sir Moran's crest and coat of arms. The box was 

unique  ̶  a gift  ̶  and she knew the owner valued it highly. Thus was the lord of the manor 

brought directly into the problem before Julitta, and almost at the moment when she was to 

abandon it, the mystery suddenly embraced a life beyond all others precious to herself. And yet it 

seemed impossible to associate him with any sinister happening at this spot. For she had seen 

him with her own eyes leap from the wood half an hour before in full strength and vigor.  

The struggle, evidences of which extended around her, might not have happened until Sir 

Moran was captured, in his character of the “Earl of Rone,” and had left the woods. Fear soon 

ceased and Julitta felt no more than curiosity. The only certain fact that emerged was this. The 

man who so closely resembled Hawke Pemberthy must have known that Sir Moran's cigarette 

case had fallen in the wood and he was evidently seeking for it when Julitta surprised him. But 

why he should have disappeared and abandoned his search at her approach she could not guess. 

As she stood, lost in wonder, there came the distant peal of a volley from the shore. It 

echoed and reverberated through Lady Wood and told Julitta that the “Hunting” was ended and 

the “execution” of the unfortunate “Earl” duly accomplished.  
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CHAPTER VIII. ̶  MURDER. 

 

Julitta was glad to hear the gunfire, for that meant that Sir Moran's duties were at an end. 

He had often spoken of the "Hunting," and she knew that when all was over he would tumble off 

the donkey on to the sand and then leap up and make a bolt for home. For the final scene was to 

be enacted immediately beneath Martin Hall upon the beach, and thence steps led upward to the 

terrace. Julitta knew, therefore, that by this time Sir Moran would be home again, and she hoped 

presently to meet Nicholas Trecarrow, Viola, or perhaps Cyrus Cornford, that she might give his 

cigarette case into safe custody, for she was aware that he greatly valued it. She set off for the 

village green, where the Maypole dances were to be celebrated, but to her surprise the gay 

Maypole stood deserted and the spot still remained forsaken. The flags and pole, with its 

streamers, were unattended, while from half a mile away came the murmur of the crowds.  

Very strange events had taken place while Julitta wandered in Lady's Wood, and it 

seemed presently that kindly chance had saved her from such a shock as she might hardly have 

sustained. For she was physically weakened by her recent experiences and in no case to have 

seen the awful sight now witnessed by these holiday crowds beside the sea. The procession had 

proceeded gaily enough on its way after the capture of “The Earl,” and seated on Mr. Retallack's 

donkey with his face to the tail, the victim had perambulated Combe Martin and passed on to the 

harbour, while marrowbones and cleavers crashed and the band played. He endured the ordeal 

very gamely and submitted to the chaff of the hobby-horse and the fun of the fool. Then the 

pageant spread out upon the beach, and it was the turn of the grenadiers.  

Under the cliff sat “The Earl of  Rone,” and everybody drew off from him, while the 

band ceased and the marrowbones and cleavers were silent. The sergeant-major gave an order, 

and the soldiers lined up for the final scene. 

       "Ready  ̶  Present  ̶  Fire!" shouted Sam Warner, and the grenadiers lifted their 

carbines and fired a volley from a distance of thirty yards. The crash of sound came back 



intensified from the cliff faces and rolled and reverberated with a thousand echoes along the 

beach; the people shouted and cheered:  

"The Earl" flung up his arms and tumbled very realistically off his steed. Then came an 

unrehearsed effect, for the long-suffering black donkey, freed at last and frightened out of his 

life, tossed his heels in the air, brayed vigorously, and galloped off as fast as he could go.  

And meantime the fallen “Earl,” who had come down with a crash, lay still and prone, 

with his hands spread out on the shingle. His hat had flown off and disclosed his bright hair: his 

necklace was broken and the sea-biscuits scattered round him. People applauded and clapped, 

but still he did not move, and curious spectators, interested to see the young man responsible for 

their day's fun, began to crowd nearer over the sands. Nicholas and others were puzzled, and as 

the grenadiers broke up and mingled with the throng, Sir Moran's cousin, with Polwarn and 

others, approached. For it was understood after his fall, that the "Earl" intended to jump up 

promptly and run off by the cliff stairway immediately behind him. 

"There'll be a rush when the show's over," he had said, “so I'll cut off home, and get a 

change and wash. Then I'll join you at the Maypole, for the dances will have begun by that time."  

But still he did not move, and Nicholas, suspecting that the fall had hurt him, now 

hastened forward and bent down beside the fallen man. A moment later the rumor flashed, like   

magic, that something was amiss. In the mysterious fashion that news filters through a crowd, it 

happened now, and first the people began to say that Sir Moran had fainted, and then came a   

darker word, that he was dead.  

Great movements swept the masses of the crowd. They swirled here and there like a sea; 

they converged upon the insensible man, and those who had already set out for the village green 

ran back and pressed in up on the dense concourse now trampling the beach under the cliff. 

There were shouts  ̶  angry and frightened  ̶  to the sightseers to keep back; the few police proved 

unavailing, and the grenadiers were called to press against the throng: now being driven forward 

by those behind. Men shouted for a doctor and two or three answered from the throng which 

opened to let them pass. In the midst a ring had been made, and the grenadiers and policemen, 

with others to help them, kept the people back, while Nicholas Trecarrow, Polwarn, and two 

physicians knelt beside the grotesque figure of the fallen "Earl."  

The man was dead and the back of his head had been blown away by a bullet. Not wholly 

blank had been that volley, for one of the twenty grenadiers had loaded his carbine with a ball: 

and he had not missed his mark. Like lightning ran the grim report that Sir Moran Trecarrow had 

been murdered, and a hush of terror fell upon the holiday folks. Many laughed and shouted to the   

end, thinking they were participating in some final jest; but the word "murder" silenced them. It 

stilled the din, and the pressure that had been from without now changed to a centrifugal action, 

as though the horror of an awful crime thus suddenly exploded in the midst had burst the crowd 

and flung it everywhere backward.  

Then, like a magnet, the dead man drew them again, and the pressure increased. A 

strange, psychological effect was manifested and the spectators with curious rapidity grasped the 

significance of what they heard. It meant that one at least among those red-coated soldiers was a   

murderer. None could tell which, for his crime at present hid in the assassin's bosom; but certain 

it was that one, for secret reasons, had killed the lord of the manor, and the crowd, with a crowd's 

conscience, appreciated the fact, and began to hold all the comic soldiers guilty. A shout rose 

against them; they were collectively cursed and threatened; then each seemed to become the 

focus of an angry group, until bewildered and dazed, they ran together to protect themselves. 

Only in the light of this gathering danger did the grenadiers begin to understand the awful 



shadow in which each and all of them now stood; so they drifted towards each other for 

protection, and stood pale and fearful, hemmed in under the cliff with the sight-seers surging 

round them   ̶  eighteen innocent men and a murderer. What might have happened none can say. 

Sorrow as genuine as fellow-creatures could feel for a stranger, terribly cut off in the 

midst of happy hours, fell on that great throng of revellers: while those who had known and 

valued the young man for qualities, were crushed and unnerved by his destruction. Utter 

stupefaction had first filled every mind, for he had endeared himself to many; but the thousands 

of strangers present knew nothing of him save that he had contributed with purse and person to 

their pleasures. None could name an enemy, or guess the reason for his taking off; they therefore 

turned on those responsible for it and lynch law threatened to add another horror to the hour. But 

then there was shouted out a further extraordinary discovery, which distracted attention from the 

unfortunate red-coats herded under the cliff.  

The astounding thing that now became known was the result of examination of the dead; 

for when Nicholas turned the fallen man over and removed his absurd mask, not the features of 

his cousin appeared. Instead there stared up the impassive countenance of Cyrus Cornford. Blood 

trickled from his mouth, and his cold eyes stared with horrible semblance of intelligence into the 

faces that bent over him. But he was dead, though how he had come by his death  ̶  how he had 

taken the place of his master, and whether he had received a bullet intended for himself, or Sir 

Moran, none of those grouped about the corpse could guess.  

Now the fact was shouted far and wide by a dozen men; and to many it brought untold 

relief as well as amazement, while to most it only signified that one man was slain instead of 

another. A murder had been committed and the murderer was loose among them. Not until this 

moment did the attitude of the crowd begin to be appreciated by Nicholas Trecarrow; but now he 

was made painfully aware of it.  

His whole thoughts had been upon his cousin, and judging quickly that, unknown to any 

but the dead valet, Sir Moran lad arranged with Cyrus to meet him in Lady's Wood, there assume 

the garments of “The Earl of Rone,” and finish the business, Nicholas guessed that Sir Moran 

would only have waited until hue and cry was over, then gone quietly home. Cyrus would then 

have played his part to the end and run up the steps of Martin Hall, as his master had intended to 

do. Concluding that this must have happened, so far as Sir Moran was concerned, Nicholas now 

prepared to ascend the steps in the cliff himself, seek his cousin and break to him the dreadful 

event on the beach. But, to his surprise, as he prepared to depart, he was met by an angry shout 

and something like an order from a thousand throats to stop where lie was. So entirely absorbed 

in the adventure had he been, that not until the fact was thus forced upon him did he realize his 

own position, or understand that he stood on the common ground of his fellow mummers. For 

while a gamekeeper was loaded all the carbines on the occasion of the first volley, for the final 

discharge each man had loaded his own; and until it should be learned which had dropped the 

fatal bullet into his weapon all stood under the shadow of the crime. 

Instantly grasping the situation, Trecarrow stopped, turned back and joined the other 

men, now equally incriminated. Dismay and fear darkened their faces, and they knew not what to 

do before the threatening people. It was indeed Nicholas himself who directed them and issued 

an order which they were all ready and willing to carry. His speech calmed the mob, and 

indicated their duty to the half dozen policemen upon the beach. And it was thus he spoke, for 

the rougher members of the crowd already began to act. Missiles were hurtling through the air, 

an ugly rush was with difficulty stemmed and one grenadier had been hit in the face and stunned 

by a heavy stone. 



''Be men!' shouted Nicholas. "You're not a gang of Yankees after a negro  ̶  are   you? 

Here we stand  ̶  20 of us  ̶   and our only care  ̶  like yours  ̶  is that the criminal hid among us 

shall be found out and punished. Things have happened that not one among us understand, and 

we can't tell whether the murderer meant to kill this unfortunate man-servant, or his master, Sir 

Moran Trecarrow. And till Sir Moran himself turns up, none can throw any light on it. But we're 

not going to run away, and 19 out of 20 of us are innocent men. So be English, realize the horror 

of the position in which we find ourselves, and don't add to it. Each of us carries his carbine as 

you see. Mine lies yonder, where Cornford fell, and it can be brought to me. And now we'll give 

up our weapons to the police, and each must be marked with the name of the man who fired it. 

That may help us to find the truth presently. And when that's done, we'll march together to the 

police station, and give the authorities as little trouble as need be. We shall lie in Barnstaple Gaol 

tonight  ̶  that's clear enough; and let nobody think that we, who are honest, have any desire to 

escape our obligations, or fear to answer the demands of justice." 

By force of character, and from professional knowledge he, though himself among the 

accused, thus took the lead, calmed the people, and assisted the authorities. The sense of his 

speech could not be denied, and once the mob perceived that its anger was being directed at 

nineteen innocent men out of twenty, it grew calmer. The carbines were duly relinquished, and 

the name of each grenadier written down and fastened to his weapon. Then, guarded, as a matter 

of form, by the few policemen present they marched to the Constabulary Station, whither the 

corpse of Cyrus Cornford had already been conveyed. 

Perhaps one only of the grenadiers did not hesitate to express open gratification at the 

tragic death all had witnessed. One only was heartily glad that Cornford lived no more, and, 

careless that his satisfaction might lay him open to suspicion, Benny Keat made no pretense of 

regret. In his joy at the death of his rival he overlooked the predicament in which he himself 

stood, together with the rest, and while he trudged along with a companion red-coat on either 

side of him, he declared his satisfaction.  

"God knows who done it," he said: ''but God also knows 'tis a thing that called for doing, 

and if I knew which man among us it was that let daylight into that hard hearted rogue, I'd be the 

first to stick up for him and shake his hand."  

They asked Benny how Cyrus Cornford had injured him, that he could thus openly 

rejoice at his downfall.  

"Better not open your mouth so wide, my son," said an elderly man  ̶  a carpenter  ̶  who 

walked beside him. “If it comes out presently that none had a quarrel with this dead chap but 

you, as like as not they'll fix the crime on your shoulders."  

But Benny showed no fear. "Anybody who knew the creature as well as I did, would 

have itched to put him out of the way," he answered. "And no doubt one among us, feeling the 

world was better without him, has sent him out of it. And he'll be rewarded for so doing some 

day. As for me, I do right to hate him, for he's been trying for six months to get my sweetheart 

away from me; and when he found he couldn't do it by fair means, he started to do it by foul. 

And if she hadn't been as brave as a lion, and clever enough to see through him and his lies 

against me she'd have thrown me over without a doubt." 

"All's fair in love," answered the grenadier on Benny's left hand. “He'd a right to try and 

win Norah Pemberthy if he could. You can't blame the dead, for that."  

But Keat denied it. He was explicit and described Cornford's courting, which had soon 

developed into persecution.  



"To begin with, he won round her father," said Benny. "Like sought like, for they were 

both limbs of Satan, and her father took sides against Norah and me, and threatened to do all 

manner of evil if she didn't throw me over and agree to marry that carrion that was a man. But 

he'd never have broke her to it   ̶  not if he'd starved her. And now Cornford's dead, and there'll be 

peace for Norah."  

"Don't shout about it, for your own sake," advised the carpenter. "Some deeper and 

cleverer man than you committed this murder, and for the rest of us and our good names it is to 

be hoped the law will worm him out; but you may be sure he won't give himself away like you're 

doing. The least said the soonest mended for each of us just now; so you keep your mouth shut. 

and don't brag as though you'd done the job, else people may begin to think you have." 

Elsewhere Nicholas walked with John Retallack. Both men were beyond measure 

mystified at the horrible incident of the day, and John supposed that the unknown murderer had 

done what he desired to do, until Trecarrow showed him his error.  

"You may be right," he admitted; "it is just within the bounds of possibility that one of 

the grenadiers knew Sir Moran's secret  ̶  if secret there were  ̶  and took the opportunity to 

destroy poor Cornford. But I don't think so. It is far more probable that the murderer thought that 

he was killing my cousin, and that he is now face to face with the knowledge that he has 

committed his crime in vain."  

"Who could have quarrelled with such a man so deeply?" asked Retallack. "I don't mean 

it was impossible, for he was difficult sometimes, and headstrong, and prone to have his own 

way. Nobody knows that better than I do. But there's a wide gulf fixed between a quarrel and 

this. I won't believe that anybody in Combe Martin would have had such a grievance against 

such a man that they would have taken this devilish way to be even with him."  

"Until he himself appears we can't say," answered Nicholas. "I've never heard him 

express any lasting dislike of a soul in this place; but he knew that he had enemies. There's 

Pemberthy and Hawke Pemberthy; and if they'd been among the grenadiers we might have felt 

suspicious; but neither they, nor any of their friends, were chosen."  

"Who knows who are their friends?" Out of twenty men there may easily be one who'd 

have done this for money."  

“They'll look into the case of each of us, no doubt," answered Nicholas, "and investigate 

the relations that exist between each of us and Sir Moran."  

"Special bad luck for you," answered the other. "Surely they'll let you off without any 

fuss? For nothing but an accident turned you into a grenadier at the very last moment. You never 

thought you were going to be one; you can prove that."  

"The things that look easiest to prove are always the hardest," answered Trecarrow. 

"But be sure I'm giving some at attention to my own problems, for, as a matter of fact, 

they are more grave than you may guess. lt's very important for me to make it clear that the man 

whose place I took  at the last moment was really ill. So important that I must insist that Dr. 

Thorpe or another doctor sees him again today. Luckily I don't know Aaron Bake  ̶  the old 

soldier who failed us  ̶  and I can prove that I have never seen him. Polwarn knows that." 

John Retallack began to perceive that Nicholas Trecarrow might find himself the most 

seriously implicated of all among the grenadiers, and behind him another man was pointing out 

the same fact to Nathan Lobb. The farmer walked beside Ned Polwarn, who entertained no doubt 

that the destruction of Sir Moran had been intended.  

"It's clear enough in my opinion." he said. “Sir Moran has been very difficult of late and 

private trials have turned his temper. The result is that he has made some enemies, and one of 



them  ̶  a bitter one he must be  ̶  fully meant to murder him an hour ago. That's how it looks to 

me, but, of course, there are other reasons why men are murdered beside hate. Take Mr. Nicholas 

Trecarrow. If you're looking for motives, the law might easily say that none had such a motive as 

him for doing away with his cousin." Nathan Lobb nodded. 

"On the face of it, yes," he said; "but nothing could be more absurd in reality for I should 

think Mr. Trecarrow was about the best friend Sir Moran had. It's true he's his heir; but he can't 

help being that, and everybody who knows anything about them knows that the lawyer is going 

to marry Sir Moran's sister; and no doubt feels himself a brother to the lord of the manor. " 

"All true," admitted Polwarn. "I'm only saying how it might look to the law till it hears 

these facts. Motive is the thing, and where are we going to find motive, deep enough for this? I'd 

as soon think myself the murderer as Mr. Trecarrow, or any one of you all for that matter. 

There's not a single one among you can be named in connection with such a thing."  

It was at this moment that Julitta met them and walked beside Nathan. They talked 

earnestly together, for Julitta brought a new mystery. She handed Sir Moran's cigarette case to 

Ned Polwarn, described where she had found it, and accompanied her betrothed to the police-

station. 
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CHAPTER IX— A RIDDLE NONE CAN GUESS.       

 

There were no Maypole dances or athletic sports on Combe Martin Green that day; and 

when night came the 20 men who had surrendered to authority slept, or kept uneasy vigil, in 

Barnstaple Gaol. Thither were they taken, but two days later returned, under police escort, to the 

village by the sea, that they might attend before the magistrates at the police court. Twenty men 

stood charged with potential murder, for it was clear that one among them had committed a very 

deliberate and calculated crime.  

A case so startling – a case bringing with it issues of life and death to so many – could 

not be paralleled in the West Country. Indeed, forensic history furnished no parallel. It was a 

unique event. The situation became enormously complicated by the disappearance of Sir Moran   

Trecarrow who, from the time that he entered Lady's Wood, in the comic disguise of “The Earl 

of Rone,” had been seen no more. Nor could any clue to his disappearance be discovered. A very 

careful search over the ground, where Julitta had found his cigarette case, gave no further results, 

and when Hawke Pemberthy was approached he replied that he had not been near Lady's Wood 

on the day of the murder. He and his foster rather declared that they had spent the day at sea. 

Two detectives from Scotland Yard arrived in Combe Martin, learned all that was known 

by those interested, and pursued a strenuous search for Sir Moran; but they were not rewarded, 

and the young man appeared to have vanished off the face of the earth. His disappearance served 

much to increase the difficulties of the case, since only he could tell how he had exchanged 

clothes with his valet in Lady's Wood, and whether he had done so of his own free will or under 

compulsion. There were thus two mysteries, and the solution of one appeared to depend upon   

the other. 

The matter of Sir Moran had perforce to lie in abeyance; but an inquest was held on 

Cornford's body, which elicited certain facts and absolved two of the grenadiers from all further 

suspicion. Public opinion busied itself with the mystery, and though a few thinkers entertained 

the contrary opinion, most people, including the police, were convinced that the assassin of 



Cyrus Cornford had slain the valet in ignorance and under the impression that the victim was 

Cornford's master. Whether Sir Moran had, or had not, fallen into the hands of unfriendly people 

in the midst of the wood could not be known; but it was accepted, as a fundamental fact of the 

case, that the grenadiers were entirely ignorant that his place had been taken by Cornford; and it 

was definitely assumed that the man who had committed the murder believed he was destroying 

Sir Moran. Accepting his assumption and fed on rumour, gossip, and half-truths, as happens in 

such cases, the sense of mankind had therefore fastened, upon the murderer and separated him 

from the innocent nineteen before the inquest. Nor was it strange that this should happen so, for 

the aggregate mind generally moves on a lower level than the individual intellect, and the herd is 

prone to take the line of least resistance and support the superficially obvious. A natural question 

was asked and answered. Presuming they asked with an object, and stood to gain thereby. 

In only one case among the accused could obvious motive exist for the destruction of   

the young baronet; indeed in the majority of cases, since most of the grenadiers were his tenants, 

to destroy so good and generous a landlord had been the extremity of folly. That he might have 

secret enemies, from who few men are free, was not denied; and that there might be some 

connection between the unknown events in Lady's Wood and the subsequent murder was 

possible; but for the present opinion stuck to the most obvious solution of the crime. 

Nicholas Trecarrow it was who came under the shadow of general suspicion, and while 

the inner circle of Sir Moran's acquaintance and those who knew the relations obtaining between 

the cousins, laughed at this logical but none the less ridiculous opinion, it persisted. The death       

of Sir Moran would have given Nicholas Trecarrow the title, revenues, and lands, while to no 

other man among the twenty incriminated could that death be of the least possible service, but 

rather the reverse. Therefore public suspicion settled upon him; everything that could advance 

his conviction was eagerly accepted; everything that made against the theory was ignored. The 

chief interest at the inquest rose round those incidents that had brought Nicholas into the ranks of 

the grenadiers at the last moment and the psychology of the crowds was upheld; for while all 

evidence went to prove that nothing but pure chance had thrust him into the empty uniform and 

had led him to take the place of Aaron Bake, who was prevented by sickness from attending, the 

general impression of the people, once formed, persisted in the belief that he alone could be the 

guilty party, and that, therefore, he must be. His swarthy appearance was even cited against him. 

Some men suspected that Nicholas Trecarrow harboured Oriental blood and had plotted a dark 

crime to get his cousin out of the way. These also went as far as to declare that the lawyer knew 

where Sir Moran really was, and that he had slain Cornford deliberately, because Cornford once 

dead, his cousin would have no friend to reveal the truth about him. But this subtle theory was 

not generally held, and the bulk of the people supported the simpler opinion that Nicholas 

thought he was shooting Sir Moran, when the bullet struck down the unfortunate man-servant. 

Yet the inquest lent no colour to such impressions. Search for the bullet proved 

unavailing, though the search of the cliff-face immediately behind the spot where Cornford fell 

was thoroughly explored. The examination of the muzzle-loading carbines, however, added some 

to knowledge, for it was found that two were still charged and had not exploded at the last 

volley. The possessor of each weapon had been recorded when they were given up, and as the 

two men involved had already claimed that their carbines missed fire, their assertion was       

proved true, and they were now released.  

With respect to Nicholas, no little depended on the man who had failed to appear, and 

whose place he had taken in the firing party; but Trecarrow anticipated this, and Dr. Thorpe, who 

visited Aaron Bake on the night of the murder, was able to give valuable evidence. The physician 



knew Bake and his weakness. The old soldier frequently suffered from intermittent ague and 

fever, and on the day in question, at the time of Thorpe's visit, he lay in the grip of a genuine 

attack. It was also possible to prove that Nicholas Trecarrow had never seen or spoken to Aaron 

Bake at any time; nor had he heard of his existence until the farmer's wife came at the last 

moment to Martin Hall with the news that her husband could not attend. 

The coroner enquired how it came about that Nicholas had played his part, and in answer 

he was able to describe the scene that had taken place between himself, Sir Moran, and Cornford. 

"You have only my word for it," he said, “since the valet is dead and my cousin has 

disappeared, but what happened is easily told. Sir Moran, on hearing that Farmer Bake was not 

to turn up bade Cyrus Cornford take his place; but Cyrus declined most emphatically. He was so 

definite and viewed the possibility of playing the part with such dismay that Sir Moran had to let 

him off. And it was only then that I offered to go through with it. That is the whole truth, and I 

leave you to judge how much is implied in my statement beside the mere fact."  

Invited to elaborate his point he was glad to speak again. "I hold this evidence of 

enormous importance," he answered, "because it throws some light on the case of Sir Moran 

himself. At any rate, it indicates the line along which we ought to proceed, and along which, no 

doubt the detectives are proceeding. For if I have told you the truth, and time I hope will show 

that I have, then when Sir Moran bade Cornford play the part of a grenadier, he certainly had no 

idea of presently changing clothes with Cornford in Lady's Wood. On the other hand, Cornford's 

energetic objection to taking Aaron Bake's place is accounted for, if we assume that he was 

already in a plot against his master and intended himself to hasten off to Lady's Wood, as soon as 

the procession started, and he was free to do so, and, he was free to do so. That, at any rate, is 

what he must certainly have done. There can be no possible doubt on that score. Whether his 

purpose was sinister, or honest, he clearly went off to Lady's Wood and there met Sir Moran, 

when the latter ran in to hide. And, while in the wood, we know that Cornford assumed the 

comic disguise, and carried on the pageant of 'The Earl of Rone,' with disastrous result to 

himself."  

Nicholas Trecarrow had already argued along this line with the detectives, whose 

operations will occupy us in a moment; but his information was also conveyed to the coroner at 

Cyrus Cornford's inquest, and it impressed him and his jury without influencing the verdict. It 

was at the inquest also that a stranger in court asked to be permitted to offer some evidence. He 

proved to be a responsible man and was heard accordingly. His observation, in the opinion of 

many, tended to reduce the onus on at least half the grenadiers. The witness was a stranger to all 

concerned – a miller who had come to the fatal revel from Morthoe. He said that at the moment 

when the second volley was fired he happened to be standing on a line with the grenadiers; and 

he had noticed that, whilst most of the carbines were pointed well over the head of the victim, 

one, or, possibly, two, had been distinctly directed at a level, and apparently, aimed directly at 

the man on the donkey. This was certain enough, since one at least was known to have been   

aimed true; but the miller added that in his judgment the man who thus directed his weapon 

stood in the middle of the firing line. Previous experiments and calculations had tended at first to 

show that the death wound must have been inflicted by a carbine pretty nearly opposite Cyrus   

Cornford, rather than one at either end of the row; but the mock soldiers had stood in close order 

to deliver their volley, and it was not felt at this stage of proceedings that any difference could be 

made among them. Again, however, the sense of the public fastened on this gratuitous item of     

evidence, and since the position of every man in the line had been rehearsed on several 



occasions, and they had kept their order, it was possible to tell where each man had stood at the 

moment of firing.  

It then appeared that Nicholas had occupied a place near the middle of the line, between 

John Retallack and Benny Keat. Future experiments, however, served to discount all these facts, 

for before the actual trial the whole scene was reconstructed, a dummy head set up, and shots 

fired into it from each point whence a shot could have come. And then a London sporting paper     

immediately pointed out that the results were altogether worthless. Indeed the experiments were 

ridiculed by all sportsmen of common-sense, several of whom wrote to the newspapers on the 

subject. For who among the living could remember which way the dead man had been looking, 

or how carrying his head, at the exact moment when the bullet struck him The ball had entered   

his head above and a little behind the left ear, torn off the back of his skull, and emerged on the 

right side: but given a triangle, which had for its base the line of grenadiers and for its apex the 

head of the murdered man, it was not in the least possible to assume that the bullet had sped from 

one part of the base line more than another, since none knew what surface the apex might have 

presented to any point in that base line at the critical moment.  

One important thing was, however, proved by this experiment; the murderer must have 

been an exceedingly good shot, and the possession of skill in this respect could not be denied to 

Nicholas, who was a keen sportsman. But others among the grenadiers were equally well known 

as marksmen and the subject of their skill was very fully taken into account at a later stage in the 

proceedings, when all were brought to trial. Some, of course, were known never to have fired a 

gun in their lives before the day of "The hunting." The inquest occupied two sittings, and the 

coroner's jury brought in the curious verdict of "Wilful murder against a person unknown, but in 

custody." Bail was refused all the prisoners by reason of the gravity of the count, and the 

eighteen grenadiers went back to Barnstaple Gaol, there to await the next Assizes. 

But one at least of them was interested in more than the preparation of his own case, and 

– the situation being what it was – Nicholas Trecarrow had liberty to see those whom he desired 

to see, and work almost as hard as though he had been a free man, for the discovery of his 

vanished cousin. The detectives were permitted to confer with him, and learned all that he could 

tell them. He attached the greatest importance to Julitta's information, and doubted not that it was 

really Hawke Pemberthy she had seen in Lady's Wood; and that Hawke and his foster-father 

knew far more of the matter than they pretended. Thus instructed, the police dogged Pemberthy 

and Hawke industriously; but nothing resulted from their spying, and it was at present impossible 

to say whether the old wrecker had any knowledge of the truth. Though watched very closely in 

secret, neither he nor Hawke was ever seen by day or night to approach Lady's Wood, or Martin 

Hall; and no anonymous communication, or other flight of any sort upon the complete 

disappearance of Sir Moran was received, though Nicholas had expected that some such thing 

might presently reach him, or Polwarn. For the lawyer had swiftly come to the conclusion that 

his cousin was captive against his will; and that it was not with Sir Moran's consent, but by force, 

that the dead man had stripped him of the mummer's clothes in Lady's Wood. Nicholas and many 

others knew of the feud between the lord of the manor and Saul Pemberthy, and not a few, 

therefore, connected Saul with the mystery: but all practical attempts to do so failed, and an 

organised raid on the Pemberthy cottage neither produced evidence to associate him with Sir 

Moran's disappearance, nor discovered any clue to the hiding-place of Sir Moran himself. 

This fact, however, did not disarm Nicholas Trecarrow's enemies; for such still supposed 

him guilty, and doubted not that his cousin was dead and buried – either on land or in the sea. 



The mystery formed subject for ceaseless debate around and about Combe Martin, and, indeed 

throughout England. 

Ashore and at sea men talked of nothing else, and in every village public-house of North 

Devon and Cornwall the two great problems of where Sir Moran might be, and who had shot 

Cyrus Cornford occupied men's brains and tongues to the exclusion of every lesser theme.In 

course of time the people divided into parties, and while the majority, ignoring facts, or ignorant 

of them, still believed Nicholas Trecarrow the culprit, others found reasons for suspecting certain 

grenadiers, who now became more intimately associated with the vanished lord of the manor.  
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There met at "The Green Man," on Combe Martin quay a few local characters, and Nipper 

Nanjulian for the thousandth time, stated the case as it appeared to him.  

"There's three men and only three that stand in the shadow of murder”, said the 

cordwainer, "That is to say, there's only three you can see had any cause, great or small, to do 

such a thing. And when you examine even these three cases, you feel that they aren't based upon 

any difference big enough between the parties to turn into such a thing as murder.” 

“First, then, there's Mr. Nicholas, the lawyer” began old William Retallack, who was in 

the bar.  

"That is so farmer; and yet, while I grant that he had more to gain by Sir Moran's death 

than any other, the evidence rules him out more than .any other. Not for an instant can it be said 

he had ever intended to be a grenadier. 'Twas thrust upon him at the last moment, and such a man 

never would have yielded to any sudden temptation, even if it had come to him red hot from the 

devil."  

"‘The means to do ill deeds make ill deeds done,' as Shakespeare says," observed 

Timothy Chave, who was also present. "Only if there'd is thoughts for 'em to work on, but here 

you've got a gentleman, the close friend of Sir Moran, and actually tokened to Sir Moran's sister. 

He's loyal to the heart, and he's working day and night at this minute, as far as he can while he's 

locked up, to get to the bottom of Sir Moran's disappearance."  

"And who else?" asked Retallack. 

"Your boy," replied Nanjulian bluntly. "Don't be vexed, for to name him only serves to 

show how little there is on which we can base the shadow of a charge. But the fact is that John 

Retallack had a proper bitter row with Sir Moran, and, being his father, I should have thought 

you might know what the row was about, and so throw light on the matter."  

“I’ve heard of no such thing, Nipper," answered William, "and I doubt your ear's abused, 

for my sop's about the last man in the world to quarrel with Sir Moran Trecarrow. You don't fall 

foul of those who have saved your life, I should think, and be it as it will, there's nothing Sir 

Moran could do to make my John his enemy.’ 

“I'm very glad to hear you say, William," answered the cordwainer. "And I'm sure you 

know what you're talking about. It's contrary to reason and human nature and the ways of the 

human heart that man should fall out who stand to each other as your son and Sir Moran. So 

there's number two disposed of, and, strangely enough, number three was another survivor of the 

wreck, when your dear wife was catched up to be a shining angel" 

“You don't mean to tell me that Benny Keat had any quarrel with Sir Moran” asked 

Timothy Chave."Your credit for sense is gone, Nipper, if you was to claim that."  



"I do not, Timothy – far from it; for Benny must be looked at from quite a different point 

of view. In the matter of Mr. Trecarrow and John Retallack we've got to assume that, suppose 

one of them had done this dreadful deed, he'd have thought, he was shooting the lord of the 

manor; but Keat's different; if Keat fired the shot, then he knew more about the business than 

anybody else in the ranks of the grenadiers, and knew it was Cyrus Cornford, and not Sir Moran, 

that he was going to kill."  

“Great Powers! What bee will get in your bonnet next, Nipper?" asked the landlord.  

"No bee, only my reasoning intellects, and my great skill at putting two and two together 

and making four of 'em," answered Mr. Nanjulian. 

"Why for should Benny Keat have any grievance against Cornford?" asked Timothy 

Chave.  

''A proper question, bedman, and it shows you follow the argument," answered Nipper. 

"Well, he had a grievance, and a very great one, and it's no less a person than Saul Pemberthy's 

daughter has thrown light upon it. For she's terribly afeared that Benny took the law into his own 

hands against Cornford and shot him because he's plotted with Pemberthy to take Norah away 

from Benny Keat, and marry her himself. Ah? And many lies against Keat did Cornford tell the 

girl. ‘Tis much on the poor maiden's nerves,  and of course she's got a pretty good reason to be 

troubled."  

“Indeed, hers ain't the only nerves that are giving out."  

"And d'you think, then, that Benny done it?" inquired the landlord. 

"I do not," answered Nanjulian. ''For if you say Keat knew it was Cornford, then you 

must grant that Keat was in the great secret of what happened when Cornford took his master's 

place in Lady's Wood. And I never will believe that Benny knew anything about that. He don't 

belong to the enemy – so to call Pemberthy and his lot. And so I told Norah, and I granted 'twas a 

very lucky thing for her that Cornford had been entered to a place where he'll cease from 

troubling, very lucky for her, and her sweetheart also; but I never would suggest that Benny 

worked his own luck. Far from it. If we want the real murderer, we must look elsewhere."  

The theory rather appealed to some listeners, however, and they argued for it. Benny was 

passionate and strong. He bore more than one grudge against Pemberthy and Pemberthy's 

friends. It was quite possible that, through Norah herself, he’d got to know more than other 

people about what was going on. Thus he might have learned a measure of the secret, and acted 

on his knowledge. But this theory assumed that Norah also was in her parents' plot, if plot there 

were, and Nanjulian would not admit so much for a minute. Indeed he defied it.  

"Norah knows nought – that I will swear to," he said.  

"And as to nerves," declared Farmer Retallack, "you're right when you say nerves are 

breaking under the strain. Three of the grenadiers are in the prison hospital, and I daresay many 

people might think 'tis among them that we shall find the sinner."  

"And who are they?" inquired Timothy Chave. "I know Amos Bell, the carpenter, was 

sick, but none else."  

"There’s him"' answered Retallack, "and my son-in-law to be, Nathan Lobb; and Dick 

Prettyman, Sir Moran's second game-keeper. All are sick men and in the doctor's hands."  

"`You can rule out Bell and Nathan," declared Mr. Nanjulian, "for neither of 'em ever 

fired a gun in his life afore the revel; and neither ever will again, you may be sure; but 

Prettyman's a rare sportsman, and if he had loaded with a bullet and tried to shoot straight, which 

God forbid, no doubt he'd have succeeded."  

 



CHAPTER X – A LETTER FOR NED POLWARN.  

 

Despite a great deal of arduous work and the application of all their experience and 

ingenuity, the detectives who came to solve the mystery of Cyrus Cornford's destruction and Sir 

Moran Trecarrow's disappearance made but little progress in either direction. They accepted the 

general opinion that they were called to face a plot within a plot, and proceeded on the theory 

that Cornford had fallen a victim to the fact that he took his master's place in the pageant. But 

whether he had done this at his master's wish could not at present be proved circumstantially. 

Indeed, since Cornford's mouth was sealed, it might never be known unless Sir Moran were 

discovered: that Cornford was not working single handed seemed certain; and that his death must 

have been utterly unexpected by the other conspirators could hardly be doubted. Here there had 

been some ground for hope at first, and detectives were sanguine that, from this failure of a 

suspected conspiracy, something might result; but for a considerable time no sign was made and 

no light penetrated the absolute darkness surrounding the whereabouts of the vanished man. For 

this reason it was that other theories were started, and first one prisoner and 'then another was 

suspected of being in the secret. But none of them offered any sort of explanation how 

circumstances should have thrust them into such a monstrous situation. They began to feel that 

the truth would never be revealed, and that for the rest of their lives seventeen honest men must 

be called to live under the suspicion and stain of an abominable crime.  

More than one, indeed, found health succumb before this strain, and when Julitta 

Retallack was permitted to visit her betrothed, she found him suffering from great excitation of 

nerves. She comforted him and left him calmer; but he was very depressed. He declared a 

conviction that Sir Moran himself might be responsible for the disaster.  

“He knew that somebody meant to kill him – be sure that's how it was – and he let the 

valet take his place, and then seized the opportunity to disappear himself. Be sure that's how it 

was," he said earnestly. Julitta's heart sank, for she felt such an opinion irrational and foolish.  

"Don't imagine anything like that," she said. "If Sir Moran Trecarrow had dreamed of an 

enemy, he would have tackled him directly. It's the last thing, he could have done deliberately to 

let another man be subjected to the risk of his life. I'm very sure for my part that Cornford, by 

some strange act of destiny, received this awful punishment for a crime he had committed, or 

intended to commit. I believe that he and others, had plotted against Sir Moran for secret and 

wicked reasons, and that he was kidnapped, if not actually murdered in Lady's Wood. For think, 

Nat, what must have happened if Cornford had not been killed. He knew what his master 

intended to do, after the sham execution, and meant of course to do the same."  

"What was, that?"  

"Why, jump up quickly, before the people could reach him, and then run away up the 

steps in the cliff to Martin Hall. There he would have changed his clothes and presently joined 

the merry makers upon the village green. It was only the destruction of Cornford that instantly 

diverted attention to Sir Moran."  

"How is his sister taking it?" asked Nathan Lobb."She's terribly distressed, of course, for 

she is called to suffer doubly. Her brother has vanished, and her lover, of all men, is suspected. 

Not by the police, or by the law, but by the sense of the people."  

"He had most to gain."  

“You don't know him, Nathan. How could a man, who wasn't a fiend, kill Sir Moran and 

wed his sister? As a matter of fact even my slight acquaintance with Nicholas Trecarrow makes 



the suspicion absurd. He could no more have done it than my brother John. But John, too, is 

suspected."  

"Why?" 

"Because he had quarreled with Sir Moran."  

“For what reason?" 

"If you don't know, dear heart, don't seek to know," answered Julitta. "My brother was 

mistaken – cruelly mistaken and he knows it now. But in such a case, where it was almost 

impossible to find man, woman or child at enmity with Sir Moran, it was difficult for the public 

to solve the puzzle, as it always seeks to do in these cases. So they make these absurd 

suggestions."  

"It may have been that the man who fired that bullet knew it was Cornford," argued the 

other.  

"A few think so – poor Norah Pemberthy for one; but I hope Benny Keat has convinced 

her that her fears are vain."  

"You're feeling this," he said. "You're looking a miserable woman, Joe."  

"Naturally I'm feeling it for you first, Nat." 

 "And for him too."  

"If you mean Sir Moran Trecarrow, yes. I'm only human, and even if he had been less 

than a good friend, a kind and noble friend to us all, should still have felt this horrible thing. It 

must be a great disaster from his point of view, if he is alive. You'll be free, dear Nathan, after 

the Assizes, and all the world will welcome you home once more, but who can tell what has 

happened to Sir Moran? Many think that he is dead, and will never be seen again."  

"Do you?" he asked. "No, I think he will be rescued."  

Julitta was right when she spoke of Benny Keat, for all the grenadiers were visited by 

their friends, and when Norah received permission to see her sweetheart, he speedily convinced 

her that her fears were unfounded.  

"I hated the man hearty enough; but why should I have troubled to kill him?" he asked. 

 "Perhaps if you'd thrown me over, I might have swung for Cornford, if there had been no 

other way of preventing him from marrying you; but I knew you were safe, and that, while you 

pretended to come round and agree to your father's orders, you meant in secret to give him the 

slip, and sail with me on my new sloop when she came along to Combe Martin a month hence. 

So I'd got the laugh of Cornford. All the same I'm glad enough he's met his death, because he 

was a hard hearted dog and a liar, and he treated me like dirt, and your love for me like dirt too. 

But I'd never have killed him so long as you loved me?” 

Norah was thankful enough to believe these words. Indeed, they went far to determine 

her future actions. She was unmoral, because her conscience had never I been trained, and she 

obeyed her own inclinations and intuitions without an instructed monitor to question her 

decisions, but her love once satisfied, and herself assured that Benny was innocent and in no 

danger, she had room in her mind to think of others. While this shadow hung over Keat, she 

would have let a thousand innocent persons suffer rather than that he should, and even if he had 

confessed to guilt, her love would have made light of it; but now, thankfully enough, she realized 

that he had not incurred this peril, and must, as she believed, soon be free again. She was thus 

relieved of her paramount fear, and able to think of other serious things within her knowledge. 

While Benny seemed in peril, these had appeared to her indifferently; for all the other grenadiers 

together, with Sir Moran himself, weighed not a grain against Benny Keat; but now the case was 

altered, and, after leaving her sweetheart, Norah found herself faced with a greater call and need. 



Her nature, impervious before, was no longer unarmed to a different demand upon it, and though 

this challenge threatened grave personal dangers, these did not deter her from facing it. What to 

do, however, was a very difficult question, and she had not determined with herself the line of 

action likely to be most advantageous when an event of great significance demanded the 

hastening of her steps. She was now faced with the necessity to act at once, or not at all; and in 

the event it seemed, that, Benny once safe, Norah had, after all, been content to run no risks on 

behalf of other people. Nor could any have fairly blamed her, seeing what those risks were. 
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But now there came a letter for Ned Polwarn from Sir Moran Trecarrow; the whole face 

of the problem was changed, and the outlook in one direction brightened. It reached him by post, 

and the envelope was directed in an illiterate hand. The post mark was Combe Martin. The letter 

itself bore very distinct traces of being written under condition of stress, and it might even have 

been doubted whether Sir Moran had really written it. At any rate Polwarn could not decide. But 

Viola felt no doubt, and, though the scrawl was in pencil, she knew her brother's writing well 

enough to be sure that it was his work. Of the superscription at any rate she was positive. Nor did 

Nicholas hesitate to believe it a genuine document, when he considered it later in the day. Thus 

ran the missive:-  

"Dear Ned, I am alive and well, and my captors order me to write to you. The position 

dies in a nutshell. They want a ransom and an indemnity for what they have done. Failing this, 

they'll knock me on the head. They can do me in at any moment with the least possible trouble 

and absolute safety to themselves. Nor will all Scotland Yard ever find them, or, me. For that 

matter I haven't the most shadowy idea where I am at present. The thing must be carried fairly 

and squarely through, as they have the whip-hand, and any attempt to trick them will, mean a cut 

throat for me. They want five thousand pounds in gold. It must be left at the 'Coffin Stone' on 

Haven Down, between 11 o'clock and midnight on Friday next; and any attempt to spy or play 

them false will certainly mean my death. Those who deposit the cash must instantly depart, and 

the fewer people who know what is being done the better. It is no good setting traps, or anything 

of that sort, because if those who go for the money don't return safely with it to their destination, 

I shall be destroyed. If this demand is complied with I shall be set' free. 

Yours, Moran Trecarrow 

P.S. ̶  Go to Nicholas at once, and. for God's sake don't try to be too clever, because you will fail 

with the results that I have described. I am being perfectly well treated."  

Ned Polwarn found himself quite unequal to measuring the significance of this document. 

His mind whirled before it, and his plain and straightforward mind understandably felt that there 

must be much hidden between the lines which he was not competent to perceive. But he had the 

wit to know his own limitations, and follow the directions contained in Sir Moran's postscript. 

Not only did he hasten to Barnstaple by the first possible train after receipt of the letter, but with 

him he took the two detectives, who were still fruitlessly pursuing their inquiries. They agreed on 

one thing: that the letter had doubtless been written under compulsion; and Nicholas, when 

presently he studied it, was of the same opinion. Sir Moran had evidently fallen into the hands of 

desperate and resolute men, who were determined to execute on English ground such an 

operation, as belongs to romance. No bandits in Italy, or Corsica, had ever planned an outrage 

more deliberate, or succeeded so completely in the details of their enterprise. How much Sir 

Moran himself might know concerning his captors could not be measured. It was certain that he 



would say nothing on this subject in his letter, and Nicholas also felt sure that, even if all went as 

the communication asserted, and Sir Moran was released, absolute faith would be kept by him. 

But would his captors keep faith?  

"Whether he has seen them and knows them, or whether he has not," said the lawyer, 

"they've got his word and they are safe. And that's to be bitterly regretted; but it's nothing 

weighed, against his security. The money is all we've got to think about at present and 

scrupulous observance of the conditions."  

But the detectives were inclined to question Nicholas on this point, until he interposed his 

authority upon them.  

"The less you say the better," he told them rather roughly, for his nerves, too, had 

suffered under the strain of imprisonment and enforced inactivity. "You've failed utterly in this 

enterprise, though it's clear enough the whole blackguard business has been going on under your 

noses. You’ve not the most shadowy idea what has happened, nor discovered one jot of 

evidence, linking any of this with the murder. And in the matter of what is next to be done, there 

can be no question whatever. We must obey the directions of Sir Moran Trecarrow to the letter. 

These blackguards have been one too many for law and order, and the situation is such that any 

attempt to circumvent them, spy on them, or get the better of them at this juncture would 

probably mean the death of my cousin. This is no time for meddling from you, and neither you 

nor anybody else must go a step beyond these directions."  

The professional mind resented this desire, but both men perceived that he spoke the 

truth.  

"No doubt," added. Trecarrow, "these bandits are perfectly, well aware of your 

operations, and have friends and accomplices, who keep them well informed of your movements. 

They are on their own ground, and, consequently, at a great advantage. If you analyse my 

cousin's letter you find certain very important facts rise from it, and while the paramount point –  

that it was obviously written under compulsion – vitiates it in one sense, in another it makes it 

supremely urgent. Nothing could be more businesslike. In fact the letter was probably dictated. 

There are phrases Sir Moran would not have used. It tells us that all Scotland Yard won't find Sir 

Moran or his captors. That may be bluff; but you must admit, as far as your experience is 

cotncenned, it is no more than the truth. It is also probably true that Sir Moran has not the 

faintest knowledge of where he is himself. Ample time existed for these people to take him out 

of Lady's Wood, while we were all on the beach, when Cyrus Cornford lost his life. He may be 

within a few miles of us; or he may be far away. But some of his enemies are evidently near 

enough, and the fact that they want five, thousand pounds in gold, while at first sight a crude and 

elementary demand, is really a proof of their foresight and ingenuity. If you think it over, you'll 

see that for yourselves.  

"And you may be sure that only some minor pawn in the game will be sent to fetch the 

money. Therefore it behoves us to banish from our minds any thought of retaliation, at present. 

We must frankly admit that, as Sir Moran says, they have got the whip-hand, and that my 

cousin's life probably hangs on our recognising the fact and acting accordingly. To play them 

false will mean his death. Those are the words they made him write. So there we stand; the game 

is theirs. We may yet win the rubber, and I hope we shall; but until Sir Moran is safe not a step 

must be taken, or the least effort made to evade these conditions of his release." 

He spoke thus definitely and then dismissing the detectives, turned his attention to the 

practical question of raising the money. Another had come with Pol warn; Samuel Warner, the 

young lawyer from Combe Martin, Dolly Retallack's betrothed; and now he undertook to do so 



immediately. It was arranged that he should go to London at once with necessary powers from 

Nicholas Trecarrow, and bring the ransom back with him on the following day.  

"Messrs. Drummonds will probably send a couple of clerks with, it," explained Nicholas, 

"and on Friday night, after dark, Polwarn must conduct them to the 'Coffin Stone' on Raven 

Down."  

"It is a famous slab of natural granite lying 'half way up the hill," explained Polwarn. 

"And it is so called, because in the old days of walking funerals, the dead were brought up that 

way from the valleys, to be buried at Combe Martin. At the 'Coffin Stone' a halt was always 

made for the bearers to change hands and rest. If we leave Martin Hull at 10 o'clock on Friday 

might with the money in my gig, we shall be on the edge of Raven Down by 11, and can deposit 

the stuff and clear out at once as directed."  

"That you must do," declared Nicholas. "You may be sure unseen eyes will be upon you, 

and the money will be snapped up quickly enough after your backs are turned."  

Thus was the matter left. Trecarrow gave necessary instructions to young Warner, who 

started immediately for London; while Polwarn returned to Combe Martin, visited Martin Hall 

and explained to Viola the course to be pursued.  

"To-day's Wednesday," he said. "To morrow the young men will be down with the 

money, and had better be put up here, for the thing must be kept as quiet as possible. On Friday 

night, I'll drive round for them, and we'll do as we've been told to do. On Saturday morning 

they'll leave by the first train."  

Ned then went home leaving Miss Trecarrow to prepare for her guests; but Polwarn's day, 

albeit, full enough, was not yet ended. From his wife he had no secrets, and after dinner they 

were still discussing Sir Moran's letter when a further incident threw the experience of the 

morning into the background for Ned. He dwelt not far from the church of Combe Martin, in a 

little ivy-covered house separated from the highway by a garden. His wife took pride in this, and 

kept it gay in summer, and in winter neat.  

She left him presently and went to bed, while he smoked his pipe and considered the 

future. Then, five minutes after Mrs. Polwarn was gone, Ned heard a little sound, looked round 

and saw that he was not alone. A French window opened from his dining room into the garden, 

and it was not yet closed and fastened, for the day had been hot and sunny. Now there stood 

someone at this window – a lad, who beckoned to Polwarn, having first attracted his attention by 

knocking. He leapt up and accosted the youth, who was a stranger to him. But the boy shook his 

head and touched his mouth and ears, indicating thereby that he was deaf and dumb. He then 

produced a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to the other. There were but few words 

upon it, and Polwarn, taking the document to the lamp, swiftly deciphered them.  

"Follow bearer. He will show you where they have hidden Sir Moran. You can trust him. 

A friend."  

Natural suspicion did not long detain the bailiff. For a few seconds only, he doubted that 

this might be enemy's work; then he rejected the fear; and perceived pretty clearly that the 

message was genuine. In any case nothing could be gained by the conspirators if they attacked 

him at this juncture. Such an attempt could only complicate their own plot, and even defeat their 

own ends. He wrote on the paper, beckoned the boy, and invited him to read.  

"Wait. I will join you in a minute." 

 The lad nodded, and it was clear he understood. Polwarn then ran upstairs to his wife, 

and explained, that he had forgotten a matter of importance, and must see Miss Trecarrow at 

Martin Hall before he turned in.  



"I shan't be half an hour," he said, and two minutes afterwards, having visited his 

workroom and put a revolver and an electric torch into his pockets, he rejoined his silent visitor. 

The lad set off at a sharp walk, and soon Polwarn discovered that their destination was Lady's 

Wood. The guide hesitated and seemed doubtful of his bearings but once; then he proceeded 

steadily, struck across an open glade, and presently descended into a leafy tunnel – the remains 

of the old pack horse track that ran through the densest portion of the wood. So deeply it sank 

that it seemed no more than a trench whose sides were matted with ivy, and above which 

interlaced the lower branches of surrounding trees. Here the boy went slower, and he made signs 

that he wished to borrow the torch. Polwarn, however, would not let it out of his hand. At length, 

by some evidence unseen, the youth appeared to recognise his destination, stopped, and swept 

back the living ivy that here festooned with a heavy curtain the side of the path. Nothing but 

earth and stone appeared; but one stone evidently told its tale: the lad raised his hands to it and 

gently pulled it out. He then moved other stones, and revealed a door of old timber-tile ancient 

entrance to mine workings.  

This opened easily, and bending his head Polwarn entered a tunnel behind it. The narrow 

way was of course pitch dark. It sloped tilted slightly downward. Deciding to explore at once, he 

turned again for his companion, emerged, and found himself alone. The boy had vanished. 
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CHAPTER XI  ̶  UNDER THE EARTH. 

 

Polwarn, on the disappearance of the unknown boy, felt some trouble as to his best step. 

He was a man of cautious temperament and without imagination; but he did not lack for courage, 

and he was accustomed to make up his mind at short notice on most affairs of life. In this matter, 

he had already done so, and though the fact that his guide should thus choose to desert him on 

the threshold of the mystery, gave him pause, it was not long before he determined to go 

forward. Two considerations decided him. The deaf and dumb boy, out of his humanity, or for 

secret pay had probably taken grave risks, and could not be blamed for looking after himself, his 

good work done. While as to the suggestion that his own cautious self now made to Polwarn an 

obvious answer was not far to seek. His first thought had been to summon aid before venturing 

into the subterranean passage, but the reply of reason, to an idea that seemed itself so reasonable, 

was quietly made. Ned knew that if once he left Lady's Wood he would certainly never find 

again his present position. Indeed, any attempt even to leave the wood until daylight returned 

was hardly worth making, for he had not a shadow of knowledge as to what part of the forest he 

now occupied. Lastly, he felt that his duty demanded instant personal investigation of the 

mystery. He was armed and felt no personal fear.  

He returned, therefore, and with his torch pointing forward and his hand on the revolver 

in his pocket, set out along the dark way he hoped would lead him to a great discovery. Polwarn 

had specially resented the insolence of the demands made upon Sir Moran by unknown rascals, 

and in his orderly mind he thought that these nocturnal operations might not only save his 

employer, but also the estate five thousand pounds, proved another incentive to pursue his 

enterprise. But he checked his enthusiasm and inclination to dash forward; for it was very certain 

that no child's play lay before him. Whether he might rescue the prisoner single-handed remained 

to be seen, and he guessed that he could not afford to fail. For failure must alter the whole 

situation, upset existing arrangements, and possibly leave Sir Moran in a worse position than he 



filled at present. Polwarn, therefore, warned himself against the taking of great risks; indeed 

events to come might prove it wiser to take no risks all. His plan of action was to make 

investigations, discover the whereabouts of the prisoner, if possible, and then retreat unseen, 

unless circumstances demanded a bolder course.    

And while Ned argued very wisely in this fashion, he was in reality taking risks at every 

step, for he stood now on ground doubtless familiar to the enemy, but altogethcr blind so far as 

he was concerned. The path had clearly been a thoroughfare into the old mine workings, but was 

long disused. It offered its own dangers alike to Polwarn and those he now opposed, for the pit-

props were rotted away, and here and there the earth had bulged and fallen in. The air was foul at 

some places, but after passing these he struck currents of pure atmosphere. The tunnel entered 

a stratum of stone presently, and the walls glimmered fitfully with facets of silver, flashed with 

water, that trickled down their jagged surfaces. They also, exhibited on the roof above strange 

stalactites in rounded bosses and fantastic daggers, that hung like the sword of Damocles over 

Polwarn's head, and seemed to threaten him. Elsewhere the percolations took the form of demon 

faces grinning down on him through the gloom. Stalagmites, too, made the floor of the tunnel 

rough and dangerous.  

At last, indeed, the explorer was tripped up. He came down heavily, and his fall made a 

great noise, that not only started a curious rumbling echo, but was also answered by showers of 

stones from overhead. For a moment he did not move, and then became conscious of a pain in 

his left knee and something warm trickling down his leg. Applying the torch, he found that the 

fall had cut through his trousers, and inflicted a flesh wound below his kneecap. He got his 

handkerchief to it, and presently the blood ceased to flow. Then he bound the wound firmly and 

went forward. For some ten minutes he pushed on with greater care; but the path was very rough, 

and his progress had to be slow. As yet no sign appeared that the tunnel began to approach its 

destination, and he felt called to keep a sharp scrutiny on either side, for fear some aperture 

might branch unobserved to right or left.  

At length this actually occurred, or, rather, the tunnel itself forked, and while one arm 

extended in front of him, the other bent to the right and took a downward turn. The latter he 

suspected fell to the old mine workings, while the former probably led again to the surface and 

furnished another entrance. His road thus far had tended slightly downward; but it was 

impossible for him to judge how far beneath the earth he now stood.  

He examined the spot where the way forked, and cast the light from his torch very 

carefully upon, the damp earth. He also investigated the sides of the tunnel hereabout, to see if 

any evidences of recent occupation existed. The search was rewarded, for on the rock, breast-

high, where it jutted between the two paths, lay a mass of tallow; and the remains of a candle. It 

had gone out, or been blown out, while yet an inch or two remained. The grease was fresh. 

Encouraged by this find, Polwarn made scrutiny of the floor around it, and picked up a few 

burned matches that had been dropped there. A newspaper also rewarded his search. It had been 

doubled up, and evidently carried in a man's pocket. It was 'The Barnstaple Herald,' of the day 

that succeeded Cornford's death, and it contained an account of the festivities at Combe Martin 

and their sequel. Further investigation enabled him to see on the earth prints of many hobnailed 

boots going and coming down the right-hand branch of the tunnel.  

But now a serious disaster threatened to end the bailiff's adventures, for he became 

conscious of an awkward fact. His torch began to grow dim; and he knew that in ten minutes it 

would be out. He looked at his watch, and discovered that he had been underground for nearly an 

hour. It wanted but ten minutes to 1 o'clock. He thought of the candle end, but he carried no 



matches, for he was not a smoker. And then, after extinguishing the little light that was left to 

him, while he considered what best to do, Polwarn became suddenly conscious of a greater light, 

and saw the distance of the lower tunnel filled with a red illumination. It blazed out abruptly 

round a bend close at hand, and he fell back, to take cover if possible.  

But it was too late. He saw a huge form outlined in the lurid radiance not fifty yards 

distant, and as he stood a moment in hesitation there came; the sudden thunder of a gun that 

bellowed through the narrow channel. Polwarn felt a hard blow on the shoulder that flung him 

backward; but it did not stop him. He was hit, and with his blood up, and reckless now, drew his 

revolver and dashed forward. Then came a second shot and he heard the shriek of a bullet past 

his ear. Only twenty yards separated him from the giant in the passage way, and he lifted his 

revolver and fired thrice. Then, as the huge man rushed upon him, in a moment the scene was 

changed, and a sudden roar of sound and hurricane of cold air struck Ned like a leaf to the 

ground. His enemy disappeared, the red glare vanished, and he was conscious of an immense 

black curtain crashing down upon him from above. At the same moment an unseen force dealt 

him a heavy blow upon the head, and he saw and felt no more.  

Polwarn knew not how long he remained thus oblivious to the extraordinary event of 

which he was the cause: nor, when he recovered his senses, was it possible for him immediately 

to guess the truth. He came to himself at last, and slowly returned to the moment of his life when 

he had lost consciousness. Darkness still surrounded him, and a sense of great cold and gusts of 

heat and intolerable pain in his head. His skull seemed bursting. He was lying on his back 

looking up at a black vault. Then in the darkness above he perceived a hole with ragged edges 

through which some glimmer of light obtruded. There hung one brilliant spark of fire in the hole 

and he watched it for a few moments. Presently it vanished and he knew that it was a star.  

Now a sound fell upon his ear and he heard a man groaning. For a moment he thought it 

must be himself. He held his breath and the groans still persisted. They seemed near at hand, but 

he could not judge. He listened to the awful anguish of some fellow-creature, himself dazed and 

dreading to move lest he should discover his limbs mangled and powerless. The groans ceased 

and Polwarn cried out.  

“Who is there? What has happened?” he shouted. Some smothered sound that might have 

been a human voice answered him, but he could not distinguish any distinct word, and the 

vibration of his voice loosened more earth and stones. A feeling of intense exhaustion and a 

longing for unconsciousness mastered him. He wanted to become insensible again, but his head 

prevented it. Another pain asserted itself, and he felt some hard thing thrusting into his aide. 

Putting down a land gingerly he found himself covered to the waist in earth and stones. He felt 

cut in half as though his legs were gone. Grubbing at the earth he got down to the pain, and 

found the revolver pressing hard upon his body beneath the ribs. The discovery acted like a tonic 

and impressed upon him his marvelous escape from death. This was no moment to throw up the 

sponge. He told himself that he must get free at any cost. Then he struggled hard to do so. But 

the effort exhausted his small strength, and after a vain attempt, during which he felt like a 

mouse, fighting with mountain, he fainted again.  

When next his eyes opened daylight revealed an extraordinary scene and a shaft of 

radiance from a cloudless morning poured down from the roof of the broken tunnel. It had run 

here but twelve or fifteen feet under the surface of the ground, and it was evident from the 

catastrophe which now appeared, that the ancient working had become in the highest degree 

perilous.  



What had happened appeared to be this. Suddenly startled by the sound of his approach, 

for the tunnel was a whispering gallery that had conveyed his footsteps to their ears, those hidden 

here under the earth had crept out to learn the meaning of the noise. They had found their hiding 

place discovered and little guessing the result on the crumbling fabric of the subterranean 

channel, had fired a gun twice at the intruder. The result of that discharge with Polwarn's 

revolver shots and their concussion upon the frail supports of the earth in this quarter of the 

workings had been fatal, and the roof, falling in bodily, brought with it a sudden and appalling 

Nemesis for Ned's antagonists.  

But whether guilty and righteous had perished together, the wounded man could not tell. 

He reflected that search would speedily be made for him, and, indeed, he had not long to wait 

before succour came. For his wife wakened at 2 o'clock, and finding him still absent, became 

alarmed rose and went with a maid servant to Martin Hall. Learning no news of him she raised 

an alarm; and men were actually starting to search for Ned when the great fall occurred in Lady's 

Wood. Through the silence of the night it was heard afar, but not understood. Some believed it to 

be a peal of distant thunder: while others with keener ears traced the strange, subdued growl of 

sound to earth.  

No enquiry was possible until dawn; but at earliest break of day a considerable body of 

men set about systematic search; and by ten o'clock in the morning, the subsidence of ground in 

Lady's Wood was discovered; and Polwarn found himself in friendly hands. He had a gunshot 

wound through his shoulder and an ugly gash in his knee; but the gravest injury was to the head, 

for a small rock, flung forward from the falling masses, had struck him full on the forehead, and 

he suffered from concussion. He was able, however, to give some account of his adventure and 

indicate the need for swift investigation of the fall. And while some of the rescuers brought a 

hurdle and carried him to his home, a hundred men, soon strengthened by a breakdown gang of 

navvies from the railway, set to work with necessary caution upon the ruined tunnel. 

Two corpses swiftly appeared in the excavation and within five yards of where Polwarn 

had passed the night was found the dead body of Saul Pemberthy. A rock had fallen crosswise 

above him, and prolonged his agony, for it was clear that he had not been crushed, but slowly 

suffocated. Deeper in the mass of the fall and ground to pulp beneath it lay the remains of the 

dead wrecker's adopted son.  

Five and twenty yards of the tunnel had come in, and with them had fallen several trees; 

but beyond this destruction, a vertical shaft was sunk, timber brought to support it, and the intact 

tunnel struck again. Explorers were able to proceed swiftly when this was done, and relays of 

men worked without ceasing to accomplish it. For none could say how the prisoner fared, and 

whether every hour, might not be adding to his dangers. Two hundred yards of the tunnel were 

penetrated, and the course of it plunged more and more steeply downward until the way opened 

into an old mine gallery that had evidently been largely worked in the past. From a central 

chamber there branched arteries into the rock and the sides, touched by torchlight, flashed with 

mineral riches.  

But here the rescue party soon found what they sought, and discovered Sir Moran 

Trecarrow. He knew nothing whatever of the things that had happened, but apprehended that 

some event had altered the plans of his captors, for the sound of gunfire and fall of earth had 

reached his ear from afar as a gentle murmur. He lay on a bed of dead fern and litter, fastened 

hand and foot to the rocks. He was suffering physically from chill and slight congestion of the 

lungs: but he had been well fed and supplied with spirits. Seven days had he spent in the mine; 

but he was unaware of the fact and wholly ignorant of time and place.  



Sir Moran wore a suit of Cyrus Cornford's clothes, and his first question was to learn if 

the valet had been arrested. On hearing the truth, he expressed very hearty satisfaction. Within an 

hour he had reached his home, and when Dr. Thorpe arrived to see him, Sir Moran's chief 

anxiety was for Polwarn. That Ned would probably live went far to improve the sufferer's own 

spirts, and after adequate care, hot food, and a long, unbroken sleep, he caused the medical man 

no anxiety. Not for a day or two was he allowed to be questioned, however, and by that time his 

interest in the grenadiers, and their approaching trial absorbed his mind rather than his own 

painful experiences.  

It was almost with impatience that he consented to make a full statement of all that he 

had undergone. The necessary authority, however, visited him, and to the police Sir Moran gave 

a full and minute account of everything that had happened.    

"There's no doubt," he said, "that Cyrus Cornford was at the bottom of this business, and 

from what I saw, during my confinement, of Saul Pemberthy and the Spaniard they call Hawke, 

it is clear that the mastermind was Cornford's. That red-haired man, Robert Prester, I have 

already directed you to arrest; but he was only a subordinate, and about the most decent of the 

bunch.  

"Long ago Cornford, who pretended to take the deepest interest in the pageant of the 

'Hunting,' told me that he had found in Lady's Wood a place where I might well hide and be 

concealed as long as I pleased. He begged me to let him show me this spot, and in the light of 

what we now know, I have no doubt that had I arranged to go with him to Lady's Wood on some 

fixed day, and thus given him the opportunity to have his friends there in time, he would not 

have waited till the pageant, with all the additional complications that event made necessary for 

him and his accomplices. But, owing to one reason and another, I was never ready to give the 

time, nor did it seem to me to matter where I hid. However, Cornford made much of it, and 

pointed out that it would be a convenience to me to have a rest and a cigarette in Lady's Wood on 

the day of the 'Hunting' so I told him I would go and see the place he had discovered when I had 

an hour to do so. But I did not fix the hour luckily, so he was prevented from making plans for 

my reception.  

"A time came, however, when I went; but accident and a sudden whim on my part, upset 

Cornford's hopes. I announced my determination to go and see the hiding place at a moment 

utterly unexpected by him  ̶  indeed, I was moved by impulse to go when I ought to have been in 

bed and asleep, for as a result of great mental trouble and perturbation, I felt a need for exercise 

and fresh air. Late on a certain night, therefore, I rang for my valet, and told him I would do what 

he wished then and there. Nothing ever astonished him, so he put on his clothes and came. It was 

past 1 o'clock when I left Martin Hall, and Cornford, who evidently knew Lady's Wood inside 

out by this time, conducted me, to a little, retired glade in the very heart of the place.  

“It was surrounded on three sides by a low precipice of stone. He showed me the way to 

it and I saw that it would be a good spot enough in which to hide awhile on the day of the 'Hunt,' 

smoke a cigarette, and have a rest. I visited the place by day alone a month later; and, when the 

time came, and I bolted off disguised as the 'Earl of Rone' to the woods, I went there quickly, to 

take off my mask for a breather, and had just brought a cigarette case out of my pocket, when 

four men popped up round me and hemmed me in.  

“For a moment I thought all was right, and that I had been caught quicker than I 

expected; but mighty soon I found my mistake. The men were Cornford, who must have gone 

straight to Lady's Wood after our procession started; Saul Pemberthy, Hawke, and Bob Prester. I 

saw what was up in a moment, and did my best; but the brutes were in a hurry, and you may 



judge it was not fair fighting. They were armed with cudgels, and it appeared to me they meant 

to murder me. I shouted twice for help, and tried to get my back to the cliff to make a fight, but 

but didn't reach it. Saul flung himself at my throat, and under the huge bulk of the man I went 

down like a straw. Then Hawke deliberately smashed me over the head with a heavy stake, and 

naturally I lost consciousness.  

“What happened then is clear enough. They must have stripped me and put Cornford's 

clothes on me, while he changed into the comic mask and garments, of the 'Earl.' Thus disguised 

he went on his way, attracted pursuers to him, and continued to play his part; while I was carried 

off to the underground tunnel in the old packhorse road. I recovered conscious before they got 

me there, however, and shouted again as loud as I could. Then Hawke threatened to stick a knife 

into me if I made another sound. But I was dazed and enraged at the way I had been treated, and, 

risking his threat, I yelled once more. This was just before they carried me into the hole. For 

answer Hawke flung his coat over my head, and as my arms were strapped to my body I could do 

nothing.  

“Once in the tunnel, they blindfolded me, and made me walk on and on. Saul Pemberthy 

and Bob Prester no doubt looked after me, while the other blackguard remained outside to build 

up the wall behind us. I didn't see him again for many hours. They then trundled me along till we 

came, I suppose, to the place where I was found. I was very weak by this time; for I'd lost a lot of 

blood from the smash over the head. They fastened me up with some ship's chain and left me 

lying on a bed of rough litter. They took the bandage from my eyes next day. Meantime, of 

course, things had evidently happened to upset their plans pretty badly and they lost their leader. 

I had expected to see Cornford again that night, for when I came to my senses and found myself 

in his clothes, I guessed pretty correctly what he'd been about. But neither he nor his ghost turned 

up, and when I asked Saul Pemberthy where he was, he declined to tell me. They fed me 

decently, and no doubt followed Cornford's plot as well as they could. Pemberthy also demanded 

of me that he should be left free to live in his house, and that I would not pull it down. He wanted 

money  ̶  tons of it  ̶   and I wrote to Polwarn at his dictation. I suggested writing to my cousin; 

but they knew what I did not, that Nicholas Trecarrow was under arrest, and they insisted on the 

demand going to Ned.  

“That's all there is to tell. They came and went, and often left me for hours unattended. I 

could get nothing out of them as to what was happening in the world. But they supplied plenty of 

bread and cold meat and spirits. I asked for tobacco, and Hawke said that he had tried to find my 

cigarette case and failed. That I natural believed to be a lie; but for once it appears he spoke the 

truth. They gave me a pipe, and some shag  ̶  I will say that for the poor devils."  

"And now the mills of God have ground my enemies exceeding small, and not ground 

slowly either. Each by his own act has been destroyed. But there, yet remains this other 

deliberate attack on my life from another quarter by one of the grenadiers. It is very, exasperating 

to have so many enemies, when I fondly thought that I had none." 
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CHAPTER XII. ̶ THE TRIAL. 

Since Fate willed his opponents should thus be swept out of his path, Sir Moran had the 

more leisure to concentrate upon the approaching trial. But first the business of Robert Prester 

occupied him, and as soon as he was sufficiently well to do so he attended an examination of the 



red-haired sailor man. Bob, as well he might be, was in a very penitent mood and thankful to find 

himself still alive. Indeed, the awful fate that had overtaken his friends made him superstitious. 

He lost his nerve and doubted not that a dreadful death lay before him also at no distant date as 

punishment for his crime.  

He was able to throw a little light on questions still unsolved and added another 

confirmation to one fact. He made it more than ever certain that none of the grenadiers knew 

Cyril Cornford had taken the place of the master and so lost his life. For the plot against Sir 

Moran was entirely Cornford's work. He had planned it, elaborated every detail, and left no 

incident unprovided for. His original hope had been to lure his master to Lady's Wood at some 

time fixed beforehand. Thus he designed to have Pemberthy, Hawke, and Prester ready for Sir 

Moran when he should bring him to them under pretence of showing him a hiding-place for the 

day of the “Hunt.” But since Sir Moran would not arrange for a specified time, and Cornford 

dare not press him to do so, the plotters were called to make a more elaborate plan. The lord of 

the manor, as he had stated, went to the woods on a sudden whim, with the valet by night, but no 

preparation had been possible for that expected visit. Cornford's subsequent inspiration it was to 

kidnap his master when he came there on the actual day of the festival, change clothes with him, 

and complete the “Hunt” himself. By so doing he must draw all suspicion away from Lady's 

Wood, for he meant, of course, to carry out the programme as his master had designed to do. It 

was his purpose after tumbling off the donkey to run back to the hall, change his clothes, leave 

the comic garments of the “Earl” in Sir Moran's dressing room, and then himself hasten out to 

join the revel and be seen among the people.  

On examination Cyrus would have reported that Sir Moran returned according to the 

programme, that he helped him to change his clothes, and that, after assisting his master, he had 

gone out himself and seen no more of Sir Moran. Questioned as to what was to follow, Prester 

admitted that he knew very little. Subsequent plans rested chiefly with Cornford, who intended to 

demand a ransom and indemnity for the plotters while a condition of Sir Moran's release was to 

be a promise that he would take no steps against Pemberthy and allow him to remain unmolested 

in his house. But the details of this enterprise perished with Cornford, and when he died, neither 

Saul Pemberthy, Hawke, nor Prestor himself knew exactly how he had designed to proceed. His 

end upset their plans, and the fact that they found themselves suspected and shadowed by the 

police increased their difficulties. But they were wary and succeeded in keeping their secret, 

largely thanks to Prester, who was not suspected and not watched.  

The idea of making the prisoner write a letter was Pemberthy's. He felt confident that Sir 

Moran's appeal would be responded to immediately, and he had intended to be present, with 

Hawke, in hiding, when the money was deposited at the “Coffin” Stone. Meantime Prester was 

to keep guard over the prisoner; and it had been arranged that if any trick was played, or ill-

fortune overtook the longshore man and his adopted son, Prester was to inform Sir Moran of the 

fact. They did not fear this, however, for like many a rascal, Pemberthy knew an honest man 

when he met one, and he was sure enough that neither Sir Moran would go back on his word, nor 

his friends depart by a hair's breadth from the course they were directed to pursue. 

Prester was to receive five hundred pounds for his share of the ransom, while the other 

men appropriated the rest. And Bob confessed that all had been glad, after the first dismay, at 

Cornford's end since this largely lessened their own danger in the long run and increased their 

share of the ultimate re ward.  



"We could trust Sir Moran," declared the red rascal; "but Cornford we could not: and 

after he was dead, and we had made our plans, we saw it was a bit of luck for us he had been 

knocked out."  

The victim then asked a question. "And when you'd got the money, what were you going 

to do with me? You're on oath remember."  

"We hadn't agreed as to that," said Prester, but he hesitated before he spoke. Sir Moran 

laughed. "You can throw over the dead men now  ̶  eh? We're to understand, I suppose, that 

Pemberthy and Hawke meant to go back on the bond when they'd got the money, and knock me 

on the head as the simplest way? But you, with your keen feelings for right and honor, wanted 

me to go free?"  

"Wish I may die if that ain't true," answered Mr. Prester promptly.  

''We can't prove it isn't, though you mustn't blame us if we have our doubts. At any rate, 

you'll escape hanging for the present, for you've earned a rest from your labours, and I shan't 

make any effort to prevent your enjoying it," answered the other.  

The words came true, for presently Bob Prester went to prison for three years. The 

interest in him, however, soon disappeared. He was forgotten, even as his accomplices who slept 

in the earth whose crime was rounded and complete, as their payment had been. 

 A new interest opened with the trial of ''the Grenadiers,'' and a potential murder which 

clearly had no connection with the kidnapping of Sir Moran Trecarrow, and was indeed only 

frustrated by that event, now demanded investigation. 

Suspicion hung heavy on the fair name of eighteen men, one alone was guilty. With the 

exception of Nicholas Trecarrow, who stood on a separate footing from the rest and had secured 

the services of personal friends for his defence, "the Grenadiers'' were all represented by one 

counsel. They agreed to this, for the defense in every case was the same, and there existed no 

arguments for the Crown against one more than another. Samuel Warner, who had commanded 

them as a comic sergeant-major, now represented them as their solicitor, and it was determined 

to brief a barrister well known on the circuit, that he might represent the whole seventeen. Some 

were poor men, who had already suffered seriously by absence from their work; while some, 

such as Nathan Lobb and John Retallack, possessed ample means.  

In due course the extraordinary trial was heard, and for a time it grew to a nine days 

wonder and filled the newspapers. The trial of ''The Devon Grenadiers,'' as they were called, 

dominated people's minds, and a thousand theories and counter-theories were advanced. To 

detail the entire business of the court and nature of the investigations would take too long, and 

involve much that has already been narrated. The question of the actual shooting powers of the 

''grenadiers'' assumed a great importance, for it was appreciated that the old-fashioned weapons 

used in the pageant could by no means be relied upon, and to hit a man's head at the range argued 

no little skill. Counsel for the prisoners laboured this point, and he was able to prove that half a 

dozen of them had never until the day of the pageant fired a gun in their lives. His argument 

carried no little weight, and practically eliminated six among those on trial. These included two 

with whom we are specially concerned: Benny Keat, the sailor, and Nathan Lobb of High 

Bartons, Amos Bell, the carpenter, and three other men could also prove themselves innocent of 

any knowledge of firearms; but not a few of the prisoners, including John Retallack, Dick 

Prettyman, a gamekeeper, and Nicholas Trecarrow, with several local volunteers, were known to 

be good shots. As for the remainder, they were all at least familiar with firearms, as most country 

men are bound to be.  



While the prisoners were, of course, on trial for the murder of Cyrus Cornford, none now 

entertained any doubt that it was Sir Moran Trecarrow's life which had been aimed at, and the 

Crown was at great pains in every case to examine the relations of each prisoner to the lord of 

the manor. The previous record and history of every man was also examined. Among the 

humbler folks, none had ever exchanged a word with Sir Moran save at the rehearsals for the 

“Hunting,” and in no case was it possible to prove that one among them entertained any 

grievance against him. On the contrary, during his short reign he had, through Ned Polwarn, 

done many kind and considerate actions for those who were his tenants, and seven or eight of the 

incriminated men stood under direct obligation to him in matters affecting their houses and their 

rents. Not one denied it; not one but professed friendship, admiration, and kindly feeling; not one 

but rejoiced that Sir Moran had escaped the fate designed for him.  

Regarding the character and antecedents of the men, while it naturally appeared that the 

credit and record of some stood higher than others, against none could any very serious errors in 

the past be advanced. Few, indeed, had anything against them. One, Thomas Carey, had been 

locked up for drunkenness a year before, and a certain Jabez White had been twice fined for 

poaching in the days of Sir Moran's predecessor; but none among them was known to have come 

into collision with authority since the advent of the new lord of the manor, and if any had 

quarreled with him, neither they nor Sir Moran had anything to tell about it. He, indeed, was very 

positive on this count, and the rumours touching differences between him and John Retallack 

were set at rest, for Sir Moran declared on oath that their private difference had been made up 

long before 'the Hunting,' and Retallack's own record was unsullied. Moreover, it could not be 

forgotten that John owed his life to Sir Moran on the night when ''The Farmer's Lass'' went 

down.  

Due weight was, of course, given to the possibility that, despite all evidence to the 

contrary, one of “the grenadiers” might have known that Cornford and not his master, had been 

his mark but apparently only one or two of the incriminated men knew Cornford personally, and 

of these Benny Keat, who confessed that he hated Cornford and gave his reason for so doing, 

was proved to be no marksman. It seemed, moreover, impossible that he could have learned the 

particulars of the plot that had led to Cornford's end, and his past, his transparent character and 

his ingenuous attitude to the valet's death, all helped to prove him incapable of such; a 

premeditated crime. In this connection a minor mystery was solved, for Norah Pemberthy was 

summoned as a witness, and closely questioned as to her knowledge. Her statements rang true 

enough and even before she had completed them Ned Polwarn recognised her. For she it was in a 

man's clothes  ̶  borrowed secretly from Hawke Pemberthy's wardrobe  ̶  who had come to him by 

night, pretended to be deaf and dumb  ̶  a trick learned from her father long before  ̶  and led him 

to the secret hiding-place.  

Still patched and lame and ill, but on the way to recovery, Ned attended the Assizes, and 

followed the course of the proceedings. And almost as soon as Norah entered the witness-box he 

recognized her face. She had no knowledge whatever of the plot, but after Sir Moran's 

disappearance and the fruitless visits of the detectives to her father's home, had begun to suspect 

the truth. Disguising her fears very carefully, however, she had herself not been suspected, and, 

with difficulty and no small peril to herself, she had at last discovered the truth, and actually 

traced her father to the hidden mouth of the tunnel. More she dared not do, for at that stage of her 

enquiry a chance accident woke suspicion in Hawke. He imparted it to Saul Pemberthy, and 

Norah was ordered to leave her home no more. On the night of the discovery, however, she took 

the opportunity of her father's absence with his adopted son. They told her they were going night 



fishing, and would not be back till the dawn; and when they left her she had helped herself from 

Hawke's wardrobe for her own safety, and that she might not be implicated in future events. She 

had then visited Polwarn, led him to Lady's Wood, and, while he was exploring, was turned 

away and ran back to her home that she might await those who were never destined to return to 

it. Norah became something of a heroine after the second day of the trial, and it may be guessed 

that Sir Moran was not slow in recognizing the vital part that she had played in his rescue. 

As for Nicholas Trecarrow, proof positive existed that he had never seen or spoken with 

the old soldier, Aaron Bake, whose place he had taken at the last moment in the ranks of ''the 

grenadiers;'' and since everything depended on this fact, and it was further shown that relations 

of closest friendship had existed since boyhood between the prisoner and his cousin, no sane man 

longer associated him with the crime. Neither could the law find any reason for so doing. 

The summing-up was of no considerable length, nor need it be largely quoted, since it 

was little more than a recapitulation of evidence. The circumstances were, of course, profoundly 

singular, and after his discourse to the jury, his lordship's peroration took the shape of a very 

solemn exhortation to the unknown culprit. He was an old man and did not conceal his own deep 

feelings. 

"Here," said he, ''stand seventeen innocent fellow creatures and one with the stain of 

murder upon his conscience. His case is bitter enough, for he has most certainly lived to see the 

death he had planned for one man fall upon another, and if, as it would appear, in the light of this 

extraordinary trial, the guilty has suffered for the righteous, and Providence has watched over a 

just man and terribly punished a wicked one, that does not affect the case so far as the murderer 

is concerned. To you  ̶  you who conceal your crime at the expense of your fellow-men  ̶  I 

address my words; and I warn you as a judge and counsel you as a fellow-creature to proclaim 

your error.    

"And first, I warn you, because the significance of silence will be for you a ceaseless 

torture and growing agony. We are so constituted today that only in rare cases can we sin without 

quickly feeling the lash of our own conscience; and that even though our evil doing may not 

directly affect other men. How much the more will you suffer to know that seventeen fellow 

creatures must leave this court laboring forever under the slur and taint of the base crime which 

you have committed. Be sure your sins will find you out, and a punishment, far more tremendous 

than any earthly judge has power to inflict, will fall to your lot from the avenging furies of the 

soul if you stand silent at this solemn moment.    

"For the honour of humanity, therefore, I plead with you to speak and lift this veil of 

suspicion that must hang forever over the guiltless if you conceal your crime; and I repeat, from 

my knowledge of the human heart; that if you are a normal being, as there is every reason to 

suppose you were by the previous records of your life, then the remorse that follows blood-

guiltiness must inevitably haunt your existence; and while your fellow-prisoners, conscious of 

their own innocence, will be supported by their Maker against the onus of suspicion that must 

follow their release, for you only woe will be your portion, and a darkness of mind and soul that 

must increase, rather than diminish, as the long years roll over your head. For time will not dull 

your despair, or mitigate your terror, since the anodyne of time, so fruitful to lessen our griefs 

and dim our sufferings, cannot be poured for you. For you time will stand still, nay, roll 

backward, and your future must be eternally tormented by the vision of the evil you have done." 

At this point his lordship ceased to speak, and a silence, very tense and significant, fell 

upon the crowded court. But it was not broken: The sinner kept his secret and the powerful 

words, addressed publicly to his hidden heart, won no response from it. The prisoners were all 



equally moved, and one or two among them could not hide a tear; but not one responded or made 

the confession so eloquently urged upon them. The judge then dismissed the jury to consider 

their verdict.    

''For you, gentlemen of the jury, a simple task remains. You have heard all that is to be 

said upon the subject of this murder, and you have perceived from my summing-up that not one 

prisoner more than another stands convicted of the crime. To fasten guilt upon any man's 

shoulders is, therefore; impossible with our limited knowledge, and we can only leave justice to 

the Source and Fountain of all Justice.'' 

The jury departed, and were absent from court for five minutes. For them only one 

verdict was possible; as the judge had explained, and they save it.  

“Not guilty!' said the foreman, and ''the Grenadiers'' were free. Nor did one among them 

fail of a welcome come of their friends, or miss the cheer that burst out to welcome their 

liberation. As the dock was thrown open and prisoners joined spectators, each man became the 

centre of an enthusiastic knot of acquaintances or relations. Nathan Lobb, and John Retallack 

were surrounded by William Retallack, by Dolly and Julitta, by Samuel Warner, and many 

others from St. Tid's Strand and Higher Bartons; to Benny Keat came Norah Pemberthy and his 

mother and brothers and sisters; while Nicholas Trecarrow was greeted first by Viola and then by 

Sir Moran, Parson West, his counsel and Ned Polwarn. The news flashed swiftly to Combe 

Martin and, as the trial had terminated early on the third day, most of ''the grenadiers'' and their 

friends were home again by the evening. 

At the ''Green Man" that night Timothy Chave, who had attended the trial, held forth for 

the benefit of a full bar, held among those who heard him were not a few of ''the Grenadiers'' 

themselves. For them it was a case of free drinks. Their friends delighted to do them honour and 

listen to their experiences in prison and at the trial. 

''As solemn and far-reaching a thing as ever I was born to see," declared the sexton. ''I've 

often heard of the majesty of the law, souls; but no mind can grasp hold of it, I do assure you, 

until he's seen a judge on his throne in his awful robes. 'Tis the most fearful thing the honest eye 

can witness, and, if you happen to be a sinner, then well may you call on the hills to cover you! 

An old man he was, with a face like a piece of marble and a voice as clear as a tenor bell, for all 

his years; and if he didn't rub it into the conscience of the sinner, then I'm not Combe Martin 

bedman." 

A "grenadier'' agreed with him. It was Amos Bell, the carpenter. ''You say right, Timothy. 

Even for us innocent men 'twas a moving thing to hear his lordship speak, and I wept in his face, 

and bain't ashamed to say so; but for that black-hearted beggar who fired and shot  ̶  why, 'twas 

the voice of doom without a doubt; and yet such was his strength in wickedness that he kept 

dumb. No doubt the devil helped him to do so. ''  

“Twill be the worse for him,'' declared Benny Keat."If I'd been the man, after hearing the 

judge, I'd have well known a rope was better far than to live any longer. I shook in my shoes, 

innocent though I was, and so did a good few more.” 

''As for me,'' said Timothy,'' 'twas my lot to dig three sinners' graves, and I never dug 

none with a better appetite. For, not to speak ill of the dead, there's no manner of doubt that 

Cornford, and Saul Pemberthy, and that poor wretch they called 'Hawke,' be all better under the 

daisies than on 'em. And now I shall live in hope that the fearful man still walking free among us 

may come to his doom afore I'm past work. For 'twould be a very comfortable thought to me that 

I'd live to plant him and tramp the earth upon his dangerous dust.''  



''Where his body lies is no great matter. Tim, answered Amos Bell. ''But though we must 

live in doubt on that point, there's no doubt as to where the wretch's soul will spend eternity."      

So they chattered; but none guessed that within six weeks of that memorable day 

Timothy Chave's hope would be fulfilled.   
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CHAPTER XIII. ̶  A BOLT FROM THE BLUE. 

While some foretold that the man who slew Cyrus Cornford would never be known, 

others expressed a sure confidence that time must unravel the mystery and disclose the criminal. 

Such as thought so, however, were content to leave the ultimate disclosure for future years, and 

none imagined that truth was likely to come to light with such expedition as indeed happened. 

The days passed and ''the grenadiers'' won a sort of fame. Nor could their repute be said to have 

much sinister significance. To be a ''grenadier'' at Combe Martin was to be an object of interest  ̶  

a figure rising somewhat above the rank and file of men. An inclination to pity each individual 

changed gradually into a mild admiration for him. The men were pointed out to visitors as beings 

surrounded with an aura of romance; they were given opportunities to tell the tale, and always 

found fresh listeners ready to reward their narratives. The better class among them, of course, 

returned to the privacy of life and only challenged morbid spectators by their going and coming. 

Such were glad to speak no more of the events in which they had been so terribly involved  ̶  

were, indeed, only too thankful to get back to their business in the world and dismiss this painful 

interlude of existence from their minds. 

And then, within the brief space of six weeks, while the summer still had many days to 

run, there came the sequel, and those heavy curtains of doubt that promised forever to conceal 

the facts were torn asunder. On looking back at sudden and tremendous events, after passage it 

may be of years, the mind has power to construct vividly the surroundings of the moment when 

great and joyful, or crushing news overtook it. Thus those confronted with, the extraordinary 

sequel to “Hunting the Earl of Rone,” could well remember afterwards their exact situation, 

occupation, or even the tenor of their thoughts when the news exploded in their ears. And, 

according to its significance in each case  ̶  its gravity, force, and far-reaching consequences seen 

from a personal standpoint by so much was the vividness of the impression heightened and 

retained.  

John Retallack, for example, was riding over to see Nathan Lobb about some details of 

Julitta's approaching wedding when he heard the news; and ever afterwards he remembered the 

exact spot in the road where he pulled up his horse and the very contours of the landscape that 

photographed themselves for ever on his unconscious eyes at that stupendous moment.  

Ned Polwarn, still a cripple, was casting up accounts, when his wife ran in and told him 

the last chapter of the story in which he had played so conspicuous a part; while far away in 

London, Nicholas Trecarrow had just put his hat on to leave his office and go to luncheon when 

the telegraph boy tapped at his outer door with a brief outline of events at Combe Martin. Sir 

Moran remembered that he was directing a new man-servant, who was packing a cabin trunk in 

his dressing-room. For in a week he purposed to depart on an extended voyage to India and 

Japan, and thence to America. He was speculating as to boots when a servant came up to tell him 

that his sister wished to see him. Then, descending to Viola, he had found her with Ned Polwarn. 



Benny Keat and Norah Pemberthy had no difficulty in remembering that the news 

reached them at the most eventful moment of their young lives, for they were just emerging from 

a Wesleyan Chapel as man and wife, amid friendly shouts of the little company assembled, when 

a woman pushed from the crowd and told Benny that the man who shot his rival was known. 

Elsewhere Timothy Chare remembered how he had been met by a thatcher, as he 

emerged from the churchyard to go to dinner; and he never forgot that the astounding news came 

to him under the shadow of the lich-gate.  

As for Julitta, when she heard the truth she was walking home with Dolly from the 

marriage of Norah. For Benny's bride had begged them to be there. The sisters were talking of 

Julitta's own marriage, and less than two months remained before the event. Then came Dr. 

Thorpe, who feared to speak, yet spoke. From Nathan Lobb it was that Dr. Thorpe had come, and 

with him a small parcel sealed with red wax, and directed to his keeping by a hand that would 

write no more. As for the doctor himself, a life-long friend of Nathan, he never forgot how he 

had been picking roses in his garden, when a labourer from Higher Bartons galloped to his gate, 

leapt from a panting horse, and rushed in to say that his master had destroyed himself.  

A week later the contents of Thorpe's sealed packet were prominently printed in every 

newspaper in England. For it revealed the truth and, so far as the public was concerned, solved 

the mystery of the ''Hunting.'' Nor was there any impropriety in this full publication of a dead 

man's tragedy, since he himself directed that his narrative should be given utmost publicity. His 

reasons were very fully stated therein.  
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The unique document, so remarkable: in its psychology, so distinguished in its religious 

feeling, so vitiated by irrational operations of a mind unhinged by love, formed in some sort, a 

fitting conclusion to the strange series of incidents which concluded with it and upon which it 

threw such searching light. Thus had Nathan Lobb written:  

"Being now about to appear a suppliant before my Maker, and having heard in the secret 

places of my conscience a call, clear and unmistakable, to leave this earth and present my erring 

soul for judgment. I set down the following facts concerning the death of Cyrus Cornford, for the 

benefit of my fellow men, and as a warning and a lesson to all who, read them.  

"I, Nathan Lobb, am twice a murderer, for I slew one man unknowingly; but not before I 

had already sought to slay another man. And he who commits murder in his heart has already 

broken God's commandment before the Judgment Seat. Until the month of March. I entertained 

nothing but admiration for the lord of the manor, and shared the high esteem that he had 

awakened among us. But then there came to my ears a dreadful fear amid a warning, that a grave 

wrong was being inflicted upon me by Sir Moran Trecarrow. The wrong indeed was of a nature 

that the sufferer is always the last to learn. But it came with the greater force, and when I heard 

through one who was a stranger to me, that Sir Moran Trecarrow had compromised my 

betrothed, and that he had stolen in secret the love she owed to me, I was as one possessed. The 

very soul of honesty breathed from him who brought me this terrible intelligence. He expressed 

the bitterest regret that such a thing should have happened, and assured me that he spoke as much 

in the interest of his master as himself. He felt that once acquainted with the truth, I might take 

means to remove Julitta Retallack from her temptation, and put temptation beyond the reach of 

his master. He was only inspired by the desire to avoid a danger, and had felt it on his 

conscience, so he said, to acquaint me with facts that many others knew, but lacked the courage 



to reveal. He only bargained that his name should not appear, since, if that happened, he would 

lose his employment, and be deprived of his character. He added, however, that he would 

sacrifice himself for the honor of his master if necessary. He came to me as a well-meaning and 

deeply religious man. And I believed his story!  

"It was Cyrus Cornford who brought me in secret this appalling news, and I took my grief 

to the Throne of Grace, and asked to be instructed. Far better had I sought my fellow man, and 

indeed I imparted my terrible misfortune to one man and one alone. Mayhap I did not choose 

wisely; and yet my conscience is clear in this matter, for I confided in one who had every reason 

to think kindly of Sir Moran, one who also had the deepest cause to love Julitta and cherish her 

good name. I told John Retallack all that I had heard; but his nature was not suited to keep so 

terrible a secret, and his judgment failed him before the spectacle of his family's good name thus 

clouded. He spoke with Sir Moran, and allowed natural anger and bitterness of language to 

frustrate any good result of their meeting. The baronet answered harshly, denied the charges, and 

bade Retallack to mind his own business and he gone. Then it was that heaven helped me to fight 

the fear in my own mind and I made a resolute attempt to treat Julitta in all things and leave my 

tribulation in the hands of God.  

"She had changed of late, but not in her bearing and quiet affection to me. I perceived, 

however, that her nature was darkened and that she labored under anxieties and cares which she 

did not ask me to share. Her father, too, perceived it, and I know how that Julitta's sister, Dolly, 

had learned the truth and imparted it to William Retallack. He, however, refused to believe it. 

"Then came a night in early spring when I supped at St. Tid's Strand, and Julitta walked 

with me afterwards, and strove her best to banish the darkness that hung over me. She was her 

gentle self, and declared that she wanted to wed me as soon as I was willing. Still, however, my 

spirit remained stormy, and my mind, instead of banishing distrust and putting frankly before her 

the cause of my misery, could not bring itself to speak. Not until she had left me did I awaken to 

a cleaner vision and respond to the words that she had spoken. Scales seemed to fall from the 

eyes of my soul and I became filled with a great longing to see her again, confess what I had 

heard, and lay bare all that tormented me.  

"I thought awhile, then hastened after her, to overtake her before she should reach her 

home. I did not overtake her, but presently, on the edge of the hill, perceived her suddenly going 

in a contrary direction from St. Tid's Strand to the lonely region known as Raven Down.  

"For a long time I stood still with every evil fear and dark foreboding reawakened. Then I 

determined to follow her, nor doubted that as her bethrothed I had the right to do so. She had 

climbed by a sheep track, and I followed after. Julitta had a long start of me, however, and not 

till I reached the heath, did I slacken my steps, and proceed more slowly. Then, in the silence of 

a still night, I heard voices, and approached a little, ruined lime kiln on the shoulder of the hill. I 

crept very close, lifted my head, and saw her locked in the passionate embrace of a man. It was 

enough. I crept off, and went my way.  

“From that dark hour I communed with myself alone, and so became the unhappy 

minister of the Divine. Strange and terrible thoughts tortured my heart, and while I imagined that 

my own free will had planned my actions, I know now that in reality I was but the blind tool of 

that Higher Power Who sees the end from the beginning. I understood indeed I was in my 

Maker's hand, as all men are; but I conceived that it was my own nature, concealed from me until 

then, that inspired the terrible act of justice which now grew my paramount determination. Soon, 

however, I was convinced that I went "hand- in hand-with” the Almighty; and now, on the 

threshold of death, and conscious that I shall soon stand before Him from Whom no secrets are 



hid, I can still say that I acted in the belief that my thoughts and purposes were inspired by His 

command.  

"It was put into my heart to destroy Sir Moran Trecarrow, for now I held him a godless 

scoundrel, who had robbed me of my love and Julitta of her purity. I did not doubt that she was 

his, body and soul, and that Satan had won her, and put into her heart the accursed plot of 

wedding me to save her honor, while her devotion belonged to another man.  

“I left the issue to Heaven, and argued thusly. Maker should do with me as He pleased, 

and I would so act that, if He willed the death of Julitta's destroyer, He might use me as His 

minister, but if I was in error and the man did not merit death, then God would spare him. 

Opportunity to take this course was given me by coming circumstances. I hid my heart, 

therefore, concealed my terrible knowledge, and went on with my life, as though nothing were 

concealed.  

“For thus stood the matter. I possessed no skill in firearms, and had never pulled a trigger 

before the day of the 'Hunting.' Yet upon that day I resolved to aim at my adversary, and leave 

my bullet in God's hand; if so He willed, Moran Trecarrow would perish; if He willed otherwise, 

my bullet would fly harmlessly and none know but my Maker and myself that I had fired it.  

"I proceeded in this determination, and subsequent events are familiar to all men. I 

became, indeed, the weapon of the High See; and He performed the miracle of directing my 

unskilled aim and destroying His enemy; but His enemy was not mine; and when the truth came 

to light, I perceived that my plan and purpose had been far different from that of my Maker.  

"At, first I believed that Satan was responsible for my act, that in a moment of evil 

passion, my soul had passed into the keeping of the Evil One. But this fear, under which for a 

time my brain tottered, was presently removed and, like the sun shining from behind a thunder 

cloud, I found my God again, and perceived that I had not done well to frustrate His message. He 

chose me for this awful task, and since its completion, I have learned from Julitta herself the 

Whole truth concerning her relations with Moran Trecarrow. They were innocent, and only once 

in the moment when I saw them together had his arms been about her and his lips upon her lips, 

at their eternal farewell. They were young, and they had yielded to the temptation of nature, 

finding that their hearts clove together, and their lives had been surely planned to unite in love. 

"They committed no sin, and here in the last hour that I shall live, I call God's blessing 

upon them, and pray for them, that they may dwell in peace and well-doing, and use their united 

lives to make the world better than they find it.  

"For me, my course is run, and I go to my Judge in trust that He may pardon me my sins, 

as I pardon those who have sinned against me. He will find for me better work in a better world. 

"And I pray that this terrible story of God's ways with man shall be told and printed far 

and wide, that the doubter may turn from his doubt and the good man double his goodness. For 

from what I have written the world may learn how God still moves on the earth, still guides the 

human heart along the ways of light and darkness, still speaks His wonders and performs His 

miracles at the appointed time for those who have eyes to see and ears to hear,  

"Signed, Nathan Lobb."  

It is needless to say that this strange document excited an interest beyond the material 

facts that it illuminated, for, while the law and amateurs of crime were chiefly attracted by the 

dead man's actual confession, and the solution which it brought to the Combe Martin mystery, 

deeper students of character: and religion found subject for much thought in this revelation of a 

human mind under tremendous influences of love and faith that worked together upon the 



intellect and determined its action. A precise coroner's jury found the familiar verdict of “suicide 

in a fit of temporary insanity"; but many questioned their opinion.  

That investigation, however, may be left to the individual, and, so far as poor Lobb 

himself was concerned, on finding that the minister of his own sect hesitated to give him full 

Christian rites of burial Mr. West, who did not doubt that Nathan Lobb had died insane, himself 

conducted the last service. A great concourse attended it, and, since his immediate neighbors and 

friends were contented to believe with himself that he had been no more than an innocent 

weapon in the hand of superior powers, they came to his funeral, and mourned beside his grave. 

 Concern in the unravelled mystery soon died; life rolled upon its appointed way, and 

present needs and interests drew their inevitable veil over the past. When autumn came it was not 

Julitta, but his younger daughter, Dolly, who left her father's home, for then Samuel Warner took 

her to wife. But during the next February another marriage followed in London, where Viola 

Trecarrow and Nicholas were wedded, and Sir Moran gave his sister away. He had just returned 

from lengthy wanderings, for, despite the mighty resurrection of hope when Lobb had passed, he 

did not alter his plans. It was not at his own wish, however, that he followed them, for every 

passion and desire centred on Julitta alone, and he came to her as soon as he might after her 

betrothed was laid in the grave. But she bade him go, for both their sakes, since her instincts 

pointed to a lengthy gap in time before they could come together again.  

"Many days and months must pass over us," she said, "before we can know peace and 

content. I feel under a great cloud that darkens any thoughts; I want to be alone, dear Moran, on 

long vigils; I want to understand life better; above all, I want to let the knowledge of your love 

and the height and depth of it become the most precious part of myself. You need time too, as 

much as I, to fortify your mind and let it steady down again. Great and terrible things have 

happened to both of us, and I know well it is only wise and right that we should outlive the past 

and suffer a gap between that and the future."  

Life had already written a new chapter for the man, and his old impetuosity, for a time at 

least, deserted him. He was disappointed, but he did not doubt her sense. Indeed all just feeling 

approved Julitta. He went his way therefore, and by a correspondence extending into the next 

year the man and woman threw a light each for the other, and, thought half the world sometimes 

separated them, they daily grew closer in love and understanding. Not until Viola Trecarrow's 

wedding day did they meet again, and then it was that Julitta found herself in very truth 

betrothed.  

For both of them the intermediate time had brought knowledge, and while the visions of 

earth and its kingdoms stroke in the young man ambitions for the future extending beyond the 

conduct of his own affairs; for the woman, time sweetened life, dispelled the darkness of sorrow, 

and in her the noble aspirations to which her natural instincts led. They were heart and soul 

together when they met, and faced a future to be fought side by side in bright hope, in mighty 

trust each of the other, and in the understanding and shared love that can conquer all things.  

 

THE END. 

 


