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“1 was parzing upon the last two individuals of an all but extinct race,”

caught a word or two of their conversation,
whirled back to me on the sea-wind.
They were speaking of the Harbour-Mas-

ter.
I11.

Toward sunset I came out on a sheer gran-
ite cliff where the sea-birds were whirling

and clamoring, and the great breakers
dashed, rolling in double thundered rever-
berations on the sun-dyed crimson sands be-
low the bedded rock.

Across the half-moon of beach towered
another cliff, and, behind this, 1 saw a col-
umn of smoke rising in the still air. It cer-






























