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DRIFT FROM TWO SHORES.

1.
THE MAN ON TIE BEACH.

L

e

t PER E lived beside o river that emptied into a
iél

e

| great oeean. The narrow strip of land
9! that lay between him and the estuary was
covered ot hlgl'l tila |:|n_'|.r ﬂ]'l“:ll:ﬂg filn of water, st
low tide with the cast-up offerings of sez aml shore.
Logy yet grecn, and saplings washed away from in-
land banks, battered fragments of wrecks and orango
erates of bamboo, broken into tiny rafis yet odorous
with their lost freight, lay in long sueccssive curves,
— the fringes and overlappings of the sea. At high
oo the shadow of a sea-gull’s wing, or & sadden
flurry and gray squall of sand-pipers, themselves
but shadows, was all that broke the mounotonons
glare of the level sunds.

He had lived there aloue for a twelvemonth.
Although but a few miles from a thriving settle-
ment, during that time his retirewent had never
been intruded upon, biz seclusion remained un-
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broken. In any other community he might have
becn the subject of rumor or criticism, but the
miners at ':'-:unp Rugne amd the traders at Trinidad
Head, themselves individual and eccentric, weres
profoandly indifferent to all other forms of ecoen-
trivity or heterodoxy that did not come in contact
with their own. And certainly there was no form
of eccontricity less aggressive than that of a ler-
mit, had they chosen to give him that appellation.
But thcy did not even do that, Pl'u}_ﬂlﬂj fram lack
of interest or perception. To the various traders
who supplicd his small wants he was known as
“ Kernel,” < Juidge,” and * Boss.™  To the genoral
“public #'I'he Man on the Beach ™ was considered o
sufficiendy distinguishing title. His name, his oe-
cupation, rank, or antecedents, nobody cared to
ingnire. Whether this arose from a fear of recip-
rocul inguiry and interest, or from the profound in-
difference before referred to, I eannot say.

He did not look like a hermit. A man yvel young,
erget, well-irassed, clean-zhaven, with o low voiee,
and a smile half melancholy, half cynical, was
starcely the conveotional ides of a solitury. His
dwelling, 1 rude improvement on s fisherman’s
cabin, bl all the severe exterior simplicity of fron-
tier architecture, but within it was comfortable
and wholesome. Three rooms— a kitchen, @ living-
room, aid a bedroom — were all it contained.
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He had lived there long enough to see the dull
monotony of one season lapze into the dull monot-
ony of the other. The bleak northwest trade-
winds had bronght him mornings of staring sun-
light and nights of fog and silence. The warmer
sonthwest trades had brounsht him clowds, rain, awd
the transient glories of quick grasses and cdorous
lwach Dlogsoms.  But summer or winter, wet or
dry season, on one side rose always the sharply de-
fined  hills with their changeless background of
evergreens ; on the other side streiched always the |
illimitable ocean as sharply defined against the horis
gon, and as unchanging in its hoe. The onset of
spriog and antamn tides, some changes among his”
feathered neighbors, the footprints of certain wild
animals along the river's bank, and the hanging
out of parti-colored signals from the woeded hill-
side far inland, helped bhim to record the slow
months. On summer afternoons, when - the sun
sank Lehind a hank of fog that, moving solemnly
shiorewand, at last encompassed him and blotted out
sea and sky, his isolution wus complete, The damp
gray sea that flowed above and aronnd and about
him always seemed to shut out an intangible world
bevond, and Lo be the only real presence. The
booming of breakers scarce a dozen rods from hig
dwelling was bat & vague and unintelligible sound,
or the eche of something past forever. Every



