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PEA RSON' S MA GA ZINE.

Provinces, beginning with Peshawur, and

winding up with the Maharajah of Malar-

Kadir. As the latter potentate is so well

known, I need not describe him. His forcible

personality, his enlightened rule, and the

progress his state has made within the last

ten years are well known to every student

of the history of our magnificent Indian

Empire.

My stay with him was a pleasant finish

to an otherwise monotonous business, for

his hospitality has a world wide reputation

When I arrived he placed his palace, his

servants, and his stables at my disposal to

use just as I pleased. My time was practi-

cally my own. I could be as solitary as a

hermit if I so desired ; on the other hand, I

had but to give the order, and five hundred

men would cater for my amusement. It

seems therefore the more unfortunate that to

this pleasant arrangement I should have to

attribute the calamities which it is the purpose

of this series of stories to narrate.

On the third morning of my stay I woke

early. When I had examined my watch I

discovered that it wanted an hour of daylight,

and, not feeling inclined to go to sleep again,

I wondered how I should employ my time

until my servant should bring me my chota

hazri or early breakfast. On proceeding to

my window I T;und a perfect morning, the

stars still shining, though in the east they

were paling before the approach of dawn.

It was difficult to realise that in a few

hours the earth which now looked so cool

and wholesome would be lying, burnt up and

quivering, beneath the blazing Indian sun.

I stood and watched the picture presented

to me for some minutes, until an over-

whelming desire came over me to order a

horse and go for a long ride before the sun

should make his appearance above the jungle

trees. The temptation was more than I could

resist, so I crossed the room and. opening the

door, woke my servant, who was sleeping in

the antechamber. Having bidden him find a

groom and have a horse saddled for me,

without rousing the household, I returned and

commenced my toilet. Then, descending by

a private staircase to the great courtyard, I

mounted the animal I found awaiting me

there, and set off.

Leaving the city behind me I made my way

over the new bridge with which His Highness

has spanned the river, and, crossing the plain,

headed towards the jungle that rises like a

green wall upon the other side. My horse

was a waler of exceptional excellence, as

everyone who knows the Maharajah's stable

will readily understand, and I was just in the

humour for a ride. But the coolness was

not destined to last long, for, by the time I

had left the second village behind me, the stars

had given place to the faint grey light of dawn.

A soft breeze stirred the palms and rustled

the long grass, but its freshness was deceptive;

the sun would be up almost before I could

look round, and then nothing could save us

from a scorching day.

After I had been riding for nearly an hour

it struck me that, if I wished to be back in

time for breakfast, I had better think of

returning. At the time I was standing in the

centre of a small plain, surrounded by jungle.

Behind me was the path I had followed to

reach the place; in front, and to right and

left, others leading whither I could not tell.

Having no desire to return by the road I had

come, I touched up my horse and cantered

off in an easterly direction, feeling certain

that, even if I had to make a divergence, I

should reach the city without very much

trouble.

By the time I had put three miles or so

behind me the heat had become stifling,

the path being completely shut in on either

side by the densest jungle I have ever known.

For all I could see to the contrary I might

have been a hundred miles from any habita-

tion.

Imagine my astonishment, therefore, when,

on turning a corner of the track, I suddenly

left the jungle behind me, and found myself

standing on the top of a stupendous cliff

looking down upon a lake of blue water. In

the centre of this lake was an island, and on

the island a house. At the distance I was

from it the latter appeared to be built of white

marble, as indeed I afterwards found to be the

case. Anything, however, more lovely than the

effect produced by the blue water, the white

building, and the jungle-clad hills upon the

other side can scarcely be imagined. I stood

and gazed at it in delighted amazement. Of
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resemblance. The forehead was broad, and

surmounted with a wealth of dark hair, in

colour almost black. His eyes were large and

dreamy, the brows almost pencilled in their

delicacy; the nose, the most prominent feature

of his face, reminded me more of that of the

great Napoleon than any other I can recall.

His mouth was small but firm, his ears as

tiny as those of an English beauty, and set in

closer to his head than is usual with those

organs. But it was his chin that fascinated me

most. It was plainly that of a man accustomed

to command; that of a man of iron will

whom no amount of opposition would deter

from his purpose. His hands were small

and delicate, and his fingers taper, plainly

those of the artist, either a painter or a musi-

cian. Altogether he presented a unique

appearance, and one that once seen would

not be easily forgotten.

During the meal I congratulated him upon

the possession of such a beautiful residence,

the like of which I had never seen before.

" Unfortunately,'' he answered, " the place

does not belong to me, but is the property of

our mutual host, the Maharajah. His

Highness, knowing that I am a scholar and

a recluse, is kind enough to permit me the

use of this portion of the palace ; and the

value of such a privilege I must leave you to

imagine."

" You are a student, then ? " I said, as I

began to understand matters a little more

clearly.

" In a perfunctory sort of way," he replied.

" That is to say, I have acquired sufficient

knowledge^tobe aware of my own ignorance.1'

I ventured to inquire the subject in which

he took most interest. It proved to be China

and the native art of India, and on these two

topics we conversed for upwards of half an

hour. It was evident that he was a con-

summate master of his subject. This I

could the more readily understand when,

our meal being finished, he led me into an

adjoining room, in which stood the cabinets

containing his treasures. Such a collection I

had never seen before. Its size and com-

pleteness amazed me.

" But surely you have not brought all these

specimens together yourself ? " I asked in

astonishment.

" With a few exceptions," he answered.

" You see it has been the hobby of my life.

And it is to the fact that I am now engaged

upon a book upon the subject, which 1 hope

to have published in England next year, that

you may attribute my playing the hermit

here."

" You intend, then, to visit England ? "

" If my book is finished in time," he

answered, " I shall be in London at the end

of April or the commencement of May.

Who would not wish to be in the chief city

of Her Majesty's dominions upon such a

joyous and auspicious occasion ? "

As he said this he took down a small vase

from a shelf, and, as if to change the subject,

described its history and its beauties to me.

A stranger picture than he presented atj:hat

moment it would be difficult to imagine. His

long fingers held his treasure as carefully as if

it were an invaluable jewel, his eyes glistened

with the fire of the true collector, who is born

but never made, and when he came to that part

of his narrative which described the long hunt

for, and the eventual purchase of, the orna-

ment in question, his voice fairly shook with

excitement. I was more interested than at

any other time I should have thought possible,

and it was then that I committed the most

foolish action of my life. Quite carried away

by his charm I said :

" I hope when you do come to London, you

will permit me to be of any service I can to

you."

" I thank you," he answered gravely.

" Your lordship is very kind, and if the

occasion arises, as I hope it will. I shall most

certainly avail myself of your offer."

" We shall be very pleased to see you," I

replied, " and now. if you will not consider

me inquisitive, may I ask if you live in this

great place alone ? "

" With the exception of my servants I have

no companions.''

â�¢' Really! You must surely find it very

lonely ?"

" I do. and it is that very solitude which

endears it to me. When His Highness so

kindly offered me the place for a residence, I

inquired if I should have much company.

He replied that I might remain here twenty

years and never see a soul unless I chose to
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the man in question had occupied a wing

of the island palace, going away for months

at a time, presumably in search of speci-

mens for his collection, and returning when

he became tired of the world. To the best

of His Highness' belief he was exceedingly

wealthy, but on this subject little was known.

Such was all I could learn about the mysterious

individual I had met earlier in the day.

Much as I wanted to do so I was unable to

pay another visit to the palace on the lake.

Owing to pressing business, I was compelled

to return to Calcutta as quickly as possible.

For this reason it was nearly eight months

before I saw or heard anything of Simon

Carne again. When I did meet him we

were in the midst of our preparations for re-

turning to England. I had been for a ride, I

remember, and was in the act of dismounting

from my horse, when an individual came

down the steps and strolled towards me. I

recognised him instantly as the man in whom

I had been so much interested in Malar-

Kadir. He was now dressed in fashionable

European attire, but there was no mistaking

his face. I held out my hand.

" How do you do, Mr. Carne ? " I cried.

" This is an unexpected pleasure. Pray how

long have you been in Calcutta ?"

"I arrived last night," he answered, "and

I leave to-morrow morning for Burma. You see

I have taken Your Excellency at your word."

" I am very pleased to see you," I replied.

" I have the liveliest recollection of your

kindness to me the day that I lost my way

in the jungle. As you are leaving so soon, I

fear we shall not have the pleasure of seeing

much of you. but possibly you can dine with

us this evening ? "

" I shall be very glad to do so," he

answered simply, watching me with his

wonderful eyes, which somehow always re-

minded me of those of a collie.

â�¢' Her ladyship is devoted to Indian pottery

and brass work," I said, " and she would

never forgive me if I did not give her an

opportunity of consulting you upon her

collection."

" I shall be very proud to assist in any way

I can," he answered.

" Very well, then, we shall meet at eight.

Good-bve."

That evening we had the pleasure of his

society at dinner, und I am prepared to state

that a more interesting guest has never sat at

a vice-regal table. My wife and daughters

fell under his spell as quickly as I had done.

Indeed, the former told me afterwards that she

considered him the most uncommon man she

had met during her residence in the East, an

admission scarcely complimentary to the

numerous important members of my council,

who all prided themselves upon their origin-

ality. When he said good-bye we had extorted

his promise to call upon us in London, and I

gathered later that my wife was prepared to

make a lion of him when he should put in an

appearance.

How he did arrive in London during the

first week of the following May; how it

became known that he had taken Porchester

House, which, as everyone knows, stands at

tue corner of Belverton Street and Park Lane,

for the season, at an enormous rental; how

he furnished it superbly, brought an army of

Indian servants to wait upon him, and was

prepared to astonish the town with his

entertainments, are matters of history. I

welcomed him to England, and he dined

with us on the night following his arrival,

and thus it was that we became, in a manner

of speaking, his sponsors in Society. When

one looks back on that time, and remembers

how vigorously, even in the midst of all that

season's gaiety, our social world took him up,

the fuss that was made of him, the manner

in which his doings were chronicled by the

Press, it is indeed hard to realise how

egregiously we were all being deceived.

During the months of June and July he

was to be met at every house of distinction.

Even Royalty permitted itself to become on

friendly terms with him, while it was rumoured

that nofewerthan three of the proudest beauties

in England were prepared at any moment to

accept his offer of marriage. To have been a

social lion during such a brilliant season, to

have been able to afford one of the most

perfect residences in our great city, and to

have written a book which the foremost

authorities upon the subject declare to be a

masterpiece, are things of which any man

might be proud. And yet this was exactly

what Simon Carne was and did.
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And now, having described his advent

among us, I must refer to the greatest excite-

ment of all that year. Unique as was the occa-

sion which prompted the gaiety of London,

constant as were the arrivals and departures of

illustrious folk, marvellous as were the social

functions, and enormous the amount of money

expended, it is strange that the things which

attracted the most attention should be neither

royal, social, nor political.

As may be imagined, I am referring to the

enormous robberies and swindles which will

for ever be associated with that memorable year.

Day after day, for weeks at a time, the Press

chronicled a series of crimes, the like of

which the oldest Englishman could not

remember. It soon became evident that they

\vere the work of one person, and that that

person was a master hand was as certain as

his success.

At first the police were positive that the

depredations were conducted by a foreign

gang, located somewhere in North London,

and that they would soon be able to put their

fingers on the culprits. But they were speedily

undeceived. In spite of their efforts the

burglaries continued with painful regularity.

Hardly a prominent person escaped. My

friend Lord Orpington was despoiled of his

priceless gold and silver plate; my cousin,

the Duchess of Wiltshire, lost her world

famous diamonds; the Earl of Calingforth

his racehorse " Vulcanite " ; and others of

my friends were despoiled of their choicest

possessions. How it was that I escaped I

can understand now, but I must confess that

it passed my comprehension at the time.

Throughout the season Simon Carne and

I scarcely spent a day apart. His society

was like chloral; the more I took of it the

more I wanted. And I am now told that

others were affected in the same way. I used

to flatter myself that it was to my endeavours

he owed his social success, and I can only,

in justice, say that he tried to prove himself

grateful. I have his portrait hanging in my

library now, painted by a famous Academician,

with this inscription upon the lozenge at the

base of the frame :

" To my kind friend, the Earl of Amber ley,

in remembrance nf a happy and prosperous

visit to London, from Simon Carne,''

The portrait represents nim standing before

a bookcase in a half dark room. His extra-

ordinary face, with its dark penetrating eyes,

is instinct with life, while his lips seem as if

opening to speak. To my thinking it would

have been a better picture had he not been

standing in such a way that the light accentuated

his deformity ; but it appears that this was the

sitter's own desire, thus confirming what, on

many occasions, I had felt compelled to

believe, namely, that he was for some peculiar

reason proud of his misfortune.

It was at the end of the Cowes week that

we parted company. He had been racing

his yacht, the Unknown Quantitv, and, as if

not satisfied with having won the Derby,

must needs appropriate the Queen's Cup.

It was on the day following that now famous

race that half the leaders of London Society

bade him farewell on the deck of the steam

yacht that was to carry him back to India.

A month later, and quite by chance, the

dreadful truth came out. Then it was dis-

covered that the man of whom we had all been

making so much fuss, the man whom royalty

had condescended to treat almost as a friend,

was neither more nor less than a Prince of

Swindlers, who had been utilising his splendid

opportunities to the very best advantage.

Everyone will remember the excitement

which followed the first disclosure of this

dreadful secret, and the others which followed it.

As fresh discoveries came to light, the popular

interest became more and more intense, while

the public's wonderment at the man's almost

superhuman cleverness waxed every day

greater than before. My position, as you may

suppose, was not an enviable one. I saw how

cleverly I had been duped, and when my

friends, who had most of them suffered from

his talents, congratulated me on my immunity,

I could only console myself with the reflection

that I was responsible for more than half the

acquaintances the wretch had made. But,

deeply as I was drinking of the cup of sorrow,

I had not come to the bottom of it yet.

One Saturday eveningâ��the 7th of Novem-

ber, if I recollect arightâ��I was sitting in

my library, writing letters after dinner,

when I heard the postman come round the

square and finally ascend the steps of my

house. A few moments later a footman
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said something in an undertone to the driver

as he paid him, and then stood upon the

footway placidly smoking until the vehicle

had disappeared from view. When it was no

longer in sight he looked up at the houses

towering above his head ; in one a marriage

feast was being celebrated; across the way

the sound of a woman's voice in angry expos-

tulation could be heard. The passers by,

all of whom were natives, scanned him

curiously, but made no remark. English-

men, it is true, were sometimes seen in that

quarter and at that hour, but this one seemed

of a different class, and it is possible that nine

out of every ten took him for the most

detested of all Englishmen, a police officer.

For upwards of ten minutes he waited, but

after that he seemed to become impatient.

The person he had expected to find at the

rendezvous had, so far, failed to put in an

appearance, and he was beginning to wonder

what he had better do in the event of his

not coming.

But, badly as he had started, he was not

destined to fail in his enterprise for, just as

his patience was exhausted, he saw, hastening

towards him, a man whom he recognised as

the person for whom he waited.

" You are late," he said in English, which

he was aware the other spoke fluently, though

he was averse to owning it. " I have been

here more than a quarter of an hour.''

" It was impossible that I could get away

before,"the other answered cringingly; "but

if your Excellency will be pleased to follow

me now I will conduct you to the person you

seek, without further delay."

" Lead on," said the Englishman, " we

have wasted enough time already."

Without more ado the Babu turned him-

self about and proceeded in the direction he

had come, never pausing save to glance over

his shoulder to make sure that his companion

was following. Seemingly countless were

the lanes, streets, and alleys through which

they passed. The place was nothing more

or less than a rabbit warren of small pas-

sages, and so dark that, at times, it was as

much as the Englishman could do to see his

guide ahead of him. Well acquainted as he

was with the quarter, he had never been able

to make himself master of all its intricacies,

and as the person whom he was going to

meet was compelled to change her residence

at frequent intervals, he had long given up

the idea of endeavouring to find her himself.

Turning out of a narrow lane which

differed from its fellows only in the fact that

it contained more dirt and a greater number

of unsavoury odours, they found themselves

at the top of a short flight of steps, which in

their turn conducted them to a small square,

round which rose houses taller than any they

had yet discovered. Every window contained

a balcony, some larger than others, but all in

the last stage of decay. The effect was

peculiar, but not so strange as the quiet of

the place; indeed, the wind and the far off

hum of the city were the only sounds to be

heard.

Now and again figures issued from the

different doorways, stood for a moment

looking anxiously about them, and then

disappeared as silently as they had come.

All the time not a light was to be seen, or the

sound of a human voice. It was a strange

place for a white man to be in, and so Simon

Came evidently thought as he obeyed his

guide's invitation and entered the last house

on the right hand side.

Whether the buildings had been originally

intended for residences or for offices it would

be difficult to say. They were as old almost

as John Company himself, and would not

appear to have been cleaned or repaired since

they had been first inhabited.

From the centre of the hall, in which he

found himself, a massive staircase led to the

other floors, and up this Carne marched be-

hind his conductor. On gaining the first

landing he paused while the Babu went for-

ward and knocked at a door. A moment

later the shutter of a small grille was pulled

back, and the face of a native woman looked

out. A muttered conversation ensued, and

after it was finished the door was opened and

Carnc was invited to enter. This summons

he obeyed with alacrity, only to find that

once he was inside, the door was immediately

shut and barred behind him.

After the darkness of the street and the

semi-obscurity of the stairs, the dazzling

light of the apartment in which he now

stood was almost too much for his eyes.
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fact that may be stated without fear of

contradiction.

On seeing her the visitor rose from his seat

and went to meet her.

" So you have come at last.'' she said,

holding out both hands to him. " I have been

expecting you these three weeks past. Re-

member, you told me you were coming."

"I was prevented,"' said Carne. ''And the

business upon which I desired to see you was

not fully matured."

"So there is business then?'' she answered

with a pretty petulance. "I thought as much.

I might know by this time that you do not

come to see me for anything else. But there,

do not let us talk in this fashion when I have

not had you with me for nearly a year. Tell

me of yourself and what you have been doing

since last we met.1'

As she spoke she was occupied preparing

a huqa for him. When it was ready she

fitted a tiny amber mouthpiece to the tube

and presented it to him with a compliment as

delicate as her own rose-leaf hands. Then,

seating herself on a pile of cushions beside

him, she bade him proceed with his narrative.

"And now," she said when he had finished,

" what is this business that brings you to me ? "

A few moments elapsed before he began his

explanation, and during that time he studied

her face closely.

" I have a scheme in my head," lie said,

laying the huqa stick carefully upon the floor,

" that properly carried out should make us

both rich beyond all telling, but to carry it out

properly I must have your co-operation."

She laughed softly, and nodded her head.

" You mean that you want money," she

answered. 'â�¢ Ah, Simon, you always want

money."

" I do want money," he replied without

hesitation. " I want it badly. Listen to what

I have to say, and then tell me if you can give

it to me. You know what year this is in

England ?''

She nodded her head. There were few

things with which she had not some sort of

acquaintance.

"It will be a time of great rejoicing," he

continued. " Half the princes of the earth

will be assembled in London. There will be

wealth untold there, to be had for the mere

gathering in; and who is so well able to

gather it as I ? I tell you, Liz, I have made

up my mind to make the journey and try my

luck, and, if you will help me with the money,

you shall have it back with such jewels, for

interest, as no woman ever wore yet. To

begin with, there is the Duchess of Wiltshire's

necklace. Ah, your eyes light up ; you have

heard of it ? "

â�¢' I have,'' she answered, her voice trembling

with excitement. " Who has not ? "

" It is the finest thing of its kind in Europe,

if not in the world," he went on slowly, as if

to allow time for his words to sink in. " It

consists of three hundred stones, and is

worth, apart from its historic value, at least

fifty thousand pounds."

He saw her hands tighten on the cushions

upon which she sat.

" Fifty thousand pounds! That is five

lacs of rupees ? "

" Exactly ! Five lacs of rupees, a king's

ransom," he answered. "But that is not all.

There will be twice as much to be had for

the taking when once I get there. Find me

the money I want, and those stones shall be

your property."

" How much do you want ? "

" The value of the necklace," he answered.

" Fifty thousand pounds."

" It is a large sum," she said, " and it

will be difficult to find."

He smiled as if her words were a joke and

should be treated as such.

" The interest will be good," he answered.

" But are you certain of obtaining it ? " she

asked.

" Have I ever failed yet? " he replied.

" You have done wonderful things, cer-

tainly. But this time you are attempting so

much.''

" The greater the glory ! " he answered.

" I have prepared my plans and I shall not

fail. This is going to be the greatest under-

taking of my life. If it comes off successfully

I shall retire upon my laurels. Come, for the

sake ofâ��well, you know for the sake of what

â��will you let me have the money ? It is not

the first time you have done it, and on each

occasion you have not only been repaid but

well rewarded into the bargain."

" When do vou want it ? "
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fewer than from 200 to 500 vessels in the

Pool, and seeing that there was absolutely no

authority to restrain them, it is little to be

wondered at that the river pirates became

exceptionally powerful, whilst immunity from

danger made them exceedingly daring.

One of their favourite plans was to note,

during the day, a ship discharging its cargo

into a lighter, and at night to cut this lighter

adrift, following her down the river until she

had reached a convenient spot where she

might be pillaged.

The various classes of these thieves had

their nicknames, the most numerous being

the " Light Horsemen," who were invariably

in league with one or more of the officers of

the ship they intended robbing. They would

go on board at night, having with them a

choice assortment of crowbars, adzes, shovels,

and biack bags, these lact being for sugar, of

which no less a quantity than an amount

averaging in value /"ioo,ooo was stolen each

year. In the most deliberate way they would

unhead the casks, fill the bags, and perhaps

succeed in carting away as much as would

reach the value of ^"150 to ^200 per night,

the officers of the ships, who had con-

veniently " on this occasion only" retired

early, sleeping peacefully the while.

The " Heavy Horsemen" were another

class, numbering, it is stated, about seven

hundred. These men were principally

" lumpers," engaged in the unloading of ships.

They owned a curious under-garment known

as a "jemmy," a robe fearfully and wonder-

fully made, and possessing numerous pockets.

Amongst their other " accessories" were

long pouches, which were worn under their

baggy trousers. The lumpers frequently had

occasion to go ashore for meals, and they

usually returned considerably less in bulk than

when they landed. It was stated on oath, in

1797, that the amount of money received for

stolen sugar and spices taken from ten ships

only, and sold by the " Heavy Horsemen "â��â�¢

sold, be it noted, at 50 per cent, under the

proper priceâ��amounted to ^"3972.

Then, there were the " Game " watermen,

who would first of all induce the officers or

crew of a ship to allow them to smuggle their

private " adventures " ashore, and would then

persuade them to become " game," a word

in common use on the river to describe those

who were not absolutely incorruptible. The

lowest class of river pirates were known as

" Scuffle Hunters," who were ever ready to

help in the unloading of a ship. In order,

so they said, to protect their clothes, they

wore long aprons, which, like charity, covered

a multitude of sins. Of course, a system

such as this involved a number of receivers,

who were principally men with marine store

shops.

It must be borne in mind, too, that the

depredations of ,the Thames pirates were

not confined to the cargo only. They were

snappers up of any unconsidered, or, what

was more to the purpose, unwatched trifle,

anchors, cordage, rigging, and blocks, all

were fish for their nets.

The West Indian merchants, who were the

greatest sufferers, from time to time passed

resolutions to regulate the unloading of their

ships, with but little effect although they

offered high rewards for the detection of the

thieves. Eventually they approached the

House of Commons, and a special committee

was formed, before which it was proved that

the plunder on West India produce alone

amounted annually to .Â£158,000, meaning a

loss to the revenue of .Â£50,000. This state

of things was acknowledged by everybody as

being intolerable, and on the 3Oth of January,

1798, a syndicate of these merchants was

formed to consider the proposal of Dr.

Colquhoun as to the formation of a system of

" Police applicable to the peculiar circum-

stances of the trade of the river Thames." A

resolution was passed that this idea should be

carried out, provided the sanction of the

Government could be obtained. On the 27th

of March the Duke of Portland wrote to the

committee that the scheme was approved by

the Cabinet, and that a certain portion of the

cost would be paid from the Chancellery of

the Exchequer. In June, John Harriott was

appointed to ths position of resident

magistrate, with a commodious office situated

at 259, Wapping New Stairs, and what is now

the Thames Police Court, since removed to

Stepney, was instituted.

Meanwhile the constitution of the body

known as the " Marine Police" was being

worked out, and it eventually assumed the
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himself dismissed with his cargo, or might sit

at his cabin table with his own nose and his

lips served up with pepper and salt in front of

him. It took a stout seaman in those days to

ply his calling in the Caribbean Gulf.

Such a man was Captain John Scarrow, of

the ship Morning Star, and yet he breathed a

long sigh of relief when he heard the splash

of the falling anchor and swung at his moor-

ings within a hundred yards of the guns of

the citadel of Basseterre. St. Kitt's was his

final port of call, and early next morning his

bowsprit would be pointed for Old England.

He had had enough of those robber-haunted

seas. Ever since he had left Maracaibo upon

the Main, with his full lading of sugar and red

pepper, he had winced at every topsail which

glimmered over the violet edge of the tropical

sea. He had coasted up the Windward

Islands, touching here and there, and assailed

continually by stories of villainy and outrage.

Captain Sharkey, of the zo-gun pirate

barque, Happy Delivery, had passed down the

coast, and had littered it with gutted vessels

and with murdered men. Dreadful anecdotes

were current of his grim pleasantries and of

his inflexible ferocity. From the Bahamas to

the Main his coal-black barque, with the

ambiguous name, had been freighted with

death and many things which are worse than

death. So nervous was Captain Scarrow,

with his new full-rigged ship and her full and

valuable lading, that he struck out to the

west as far as Bird's Island to be out of the

usual track of commerce. And yet even in

those solitary waters he had been unable to

shake off sinister traces of Captain Sharkey.

One morning they had raised a single skiff

adrift upon the face of the ocean. Its only

occupant was a delirious seaman, who yelled

hoarsely as they hoisted him aboard, and

showed a dried-up tongue like a black and

wrinkled fungus at the back of his mouth.

Water and nursing soon transformed him

into the strongest and smartest sailor on

the ship. He was from Marblehead, in New

England, it seems, and was the sole survivor

of a schooner which had been scuttled by

the dreadful Sharkey.

For a week Hiram Evanson, for that was

his name, had been adrift beneath a tropical

sun. Sharkey had ordered the mangled

remains of his late captain to be thrown into

the boat, " as provisions for the voyage," but

the seaman had at once committed it to the

deep, lest the temptation should be more than

he could bear. He had lived upon his own

huge frame until at the last moment the

Morning Star had found him in that mad-

ness which is the precursor of such a death.

It was no bad find for Captain Scarrow, for,

with a short-handed crew, such a seaman as

this big New Englander was a prize worth

having. He 'vowed that he was the only

man whom Captain Sharkey had ever placed

under an obligation.

Now that they lay under the guns of

Basseterre, all danger from the pirate was at

an end, and yet the thought of him lay heavily

upon the seaman's mind as he watched the

agent's boat shooting out from the custom

house quay.

" I'll lay you a wager, Morgan," said he to

the first mate, " that the agent will speak of

Sharkey in the first hundred words that pass

his lips."

" Well, captain, I'll have you a silver

dollar, and chance it," said the rough old

Bristol man beside him.

The negro rowers shoi the boat alongside,

and the linen-clad steersman sprang up the

ladder.

" Welcome, Captain Scarrow," he cried.

" Have you heard about Sharkey ? "

The Captain grinned at the mate.

"What devilry has he been up to now? "

he asked.

" Devilry! You've not heard then I Why

we've got him safe under lock and key here

at Basseterre. He was tried last Wednesday,

and he is to be hanged to-morrow morning."

Captain and mate gave a shout of joy, which

an instant later was taken up by the crew.

Discipline was forgotten as they scrambled up

through the break of the poop to hear the

news. The New Englander was in the front

of them with a radiant face turned up to

heaven, for he came of the Puritan stock.

" Sharkey to be hanged ! " he cried.

" You don't know, Master Agent, if they lack

a hangman, do you ? "

" Stand back !" cried the mate, whose

outraged sense of discipline was even stronger

than his interest at the news. " I'll pay that
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ague, and it is likely that he will keep his

cabin most of the voyage. Dr. Larousse said

that he would have sunk had the hanging of

Sharkey not put fresh life into him. He has

a great spirit in him though, and you must

not blame him if he is somewhat short in his

speech."

" He may say what he likes and do what

he likes so long as he does not come athwart

my hawse when I am working the ship," said

the captain. " He is Governor of St. Kitt's,

but I am Governor of the Morning Star.

And by his leave I must weigh with the first

tide, for I owe a duty to my employer, just as

he does to King George."

" He can scarce be ready to-night, for he

has many things to set in order before he

leaves."

" The early morning tide, then."

" Very good. I shall send his things

aboard to-night, and he will follow them

to-morrow early if I can prevail upon him

to leave St. Kitt's without seeing Sharkey do

the rogue's hornpipe. His own orders were

instant, so it may be that he will come

at once. It is likely that Dr. Larousse may

attend him upon the journey."

Left to themselves, the captain and mate

made the best preparations which they could

for their illustrious passenger. The largest

cabin was turned out and adorned in his

honour, and orders were given by which

barrels of fruit and some cases of wine

should be brought off to vary the plain food

of an ocean-going trader. In the evening

the Governor's baggage began to arrive, great

iron bound ant-proof trunks, and official tin

packing cases, with other strange-shaped

packages, which suggested the cocked hat or

the sword within. And then there came a

note, with a heraldic device upon the big red

seal, to say that Sir Charles Ewan made his

compliments to Captain Scarrow, and that he

hoped to be with him in the morning as early

as his duties and his infirmities would permit.

He was as good as his word, for the first

grey of dawn had hardly begun to deepen

into pink when he was brought alongside, and

climbed with some difficulty up the ladder.

The captain had heard that the Governor was

an eccentric, but he was hardly prepared for

the curious figure who came limping feebly

down his quarter-deck, his steps supported

by a thick bamboo cane. He wore &

Ramillies wig, all twisted into little tails lik*

a poodle's coat, and cut so low across the

brow that the large green glasses which

covered his eyes looked as if they were hung

from it. A fierce beak of a nose, very long

and very thin, cut the air in front of him. His

ague had caused'him to swathe his throat

and chin with a broad linen cravat, and he

wore a loose damask powdering gown secured

by a cord round the waist. As he advanced

he carried his masterful nose high in the air,

but his head turned slowly from side to side

in the helpless manner of the purblind, and

he called in a high, querulous voice for the

captain.

" You have my things ? " he asked.

" Yes, Sir Charles."

" Have you wine aboard ? "

" I have ordered five cases, sir."

"And tobacco ?"

" There is a keg of Trinidad."

" You play a hand at picquet ?'"

" Passably well, sir."

" Then up anchor, and to sea!'"

There was a fresh westerly wind, so by

the time the sun was fairly through the

morning haze, the ship was hull, down from

the islands. The decrepid Governor still

limped the deck, with one guiding hand upon

the quarter rail.

" You are on Government service now,

Captain," said he. " They are counting the

days till I come to Westminster, I promise

you. Have you all that she will carry ?"

" Every inch, Sir Charles."

" Keep her so if you blow the sails out of

her. I fear, Captain Scarrow, that you will

find a blind and broken man a poor com-

panion for your voyage."

" I am honoured in enjoying your excel-

lency's society," said the captain. " But I

am sorry that your eyes should be so

afflicted."

" Yes, indeed. It is the cursed glare of the

sun on the white streets of Basseterre which

has gone far to burn them out."

"I had heard also that you had been plagued

by a quartan ague."

" Yes; I have had a pyrexy, which has

reduced me much."
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" We had set aside a cabin for your sur-

geon."

" Ah, the rascal! There was no budging

him, for he has a snug business amongst the

merchants. But hark !"

He raised his ring-covered hand in the air.

From far astern there came the low deep

thunder of cannon.

â�¢' It is from the island !" cried the captain

in astonishment. " Can it be a signal for us

to put back ? "

The Governor laughed.

" You have heard that Sharkey, the pirate,

is to be hanged this morning. I ordered the

batteries to salute when the rascal was kicking

his last, so that I might know of it out at sea.

There's an end of Sharkey! "

" There's an end of Gharkey ! " cried the

captain, and the crew took up the cry as they

gathered in little knots upon the deck and

stared back at the low purple line of the

vanishing land.

It was a cheering omen for their start

across the Western Ocean, and the invalid

Governor found himself a popular man on

board, for it was generally understood that

but for his insistence upon an immediate

trial and sentence, the villain might have

played upon some more venal judge and so

escaped. At dinner that day Sir Charles

gave many anecdotes of the deceased pirate,

and so affable was he, and so skilful in

adapting his conversation to men of lower

degree, that captain, mate, and Governor

smoked their long pipes and drank their

claret as three good comrades should.

" And what figure did Sharkey cut in the

dock ? " asked the captain.

" He is a man of some presence," said the

Governor.

" I had always understood that he was an

ugly, sneering devil," remarked the mate.

" Well, I daresay he could look ugly upon

f>ccasions," said the Governor.

" I have heard a New Bedford whaleman

say that he could not forget his eyes," said

Captain Scarrow. " They were of the lightest

filmy blue, with red-rimmed lids. Was that

not so, Sir Charles ? "

"Alas, my own eyes will not permit me to

know much of those of others! But I

remember now that the Adjutant-General

said that he had such an eye as you describe,

and added that the jury were so foolish as to

be visibly discomposed when it was turned

upon them. It is well for them that he is

dead,- for he was a man who would never

forget an injury, and if he had laid hands

upon any one of them he would have stuffed

him with straw and hung him for a figure

head."

The idea seemed to amuse the Governor,

for he broke suddenly into a high neighing

laugh, and the two seamen laughed also, but

not so heartily, for they remembered that

Sharkey was not the last pirate who sailed the

western seas, and that as grotesque a fate

might come to be their own. Another bottle

was broached to drink to a pleasant voyage,

and the Governor would drink just one other

on the top of it, so that the seamen were glad

at last to stagger offâ��the one to his watch and

the other to his bunk. But when after his four

hours' spell the mate came down again, he

was amazed to see the Governor in his

Ramillies wigj his glasses, and his powdering

gown still seated sedately at the.lonely table

with his reeking pipe and six black bottles by

his side.

" I have seen the Governor of St. Kill's

when he was sick," said he, " and God forbid

lhat I should ever try to keep pace with him

when he is well."

The voyage of the Morning Star was a

successful one, and in about three weeks she

was at the mouth of the British Channel.

From ihe firsl day ihe infirm Governor had

begun lo recover his strength, and before

they were half-way across the Atlantic he was,

save only for his eyes, as well as any man

upon the ship.

Those who uphold the nourishing qualities

of wine might point to him in triumph, for

never a night passed that he did not repeat

the performance of his first one.

And yet he would be oul upon deck in the

early morning as fresh and brisk as the best

of them, peering about with his weak eyes,

and asking questions about the sails and the

rigging, for he was anxious lo learn ihe ways

of the sea. And he made up for the defi-

ciency of his eyes by obtaining leave from the

captain that the New England seaman â�� he

who had been cast away in the boatâ��should
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Morgan had never known a voyage pass so

pleasantly.

And then at length came the last day, when,

after passing the island, they had struck land

again at the high white cliffs at Beachy Head.

As evening fell the ship lay rolling in an

oily calm, a league out from Winchelsea,

with the long dark snout of Dungeness jut-

ting out in front of her. Next morning they

would pick up their pilot at the Foreland,

and Sir Charles might meet the king's

ministers at Westminster before the evening.

The boatswain had the watch, and the three

friends were met for a last turn of cards in

the cabin, the faithful American still serving

as eyes to the Governor. There was a good

stake upon the table, for the sailors had tried

on this last night to win their losses back

from their passengers. Suddenly he threw

his cards down, and swept all the money into

the pocket of his long-flapped silken waist-

coat.

" The game's mine ! " said he.

" Heh, Sir Charles, not so fast! " cried

Captain Scarrow ; " you have not played

out the hand, and we are not the losers."

" Sink you for a liar," said the Governor.

"I tell you that I have played out the hand,

and that you are a loser." He whipped off

his wig and his glasses as he spoke, and there

was a high bald forehead, and a pair of

shifty blue eyes with the red rims of a bull

terrier.

" Good God ! " cried the mate. " It's

Sharkey !"

The two sailors sprang from their seats,

but the big American castaway had put his

huge back against the cabin door, and he

held a pistol in each of his hands. The

passenger had also laid a pistol upon the

scattered cards in front of him, and he burst

into his high, neighing laugh.

"Captain Sharkey is the name, gentlemen,"

said he, " and this is Roaring Ned Galloway,

the quartermaster of the Happy Delivery.

We made it hot, and so they marooned us,

me on a dry Tortuga cay,.and him in an

oarless boat. You dogsâ��you poor, fond,

water-hearted dogsâ��we hold you at the end

of our pistols."

" You may shoot, or you may not," cried

Scarrow, striking his hand upon the breast of

his frieze jacket. " If it's my last breath,

Sharkey, I tell you that you are a bloody

rogue and miscreant, with a halter and hell

fire in store for you."

" There's a man of spirit, and one of my

own kidney, and he's going to make a very

pretty death of it," cried Sharkey. " There's

no one aft save the man at the wheel, so you

may keep your breath, for you'll need it soon.

Is the dingey astern, Ned ? "

"Aye, aye, captain."

" And the other boats scuttled ? "

" I bored them all in three places."

" Then we-shall have to leave you, Captain

Scarrow. You look as if you hadn't quite got

your bearings yet. Is there anything you'd

like to ask me ? "

" I believe you're the devil himself," cried

the captain. " Where is the Governor of St.

Kitfs ?"

" When last I saw him his Excellency was

in bed with his throat cut. When I broke

prison I learnt from my friendsâ��for Captain

Sharkey has those who love him in every

portâ��that the Governor was starting for

Europe under a master who had never seen

him. I climbed his verandah, and I paid him

the little debt that I owed him. Then I came

aboard you with such of his things as I had

need of and a pair of glasses to hide these

tell-tale eyes of mine, and I have ruffled it as

a governor should. Now, Ned, you can get

to work upon them."

" Help ! Help ! Watch ahoy! " yelled the

mate; but the butt of the pirate's pistol

crashed down on to his head, and he dropped

like a pitted ox. Scarrow rushed for the

door, but the sentinel clapped his hand over

his mouth, and threw his other arm round his

waist.

"No use, Master Scarrow," said Sharkey.

" Let us see you go down on your knees and

beg for your life."

" I'll see you ' cried Scarrow, shaking

his mouth clear.

" Twist his arm round, Ned. Now will

you ?"

" No ; not if you twist it off."

" Put an inch of your knife into him."

" You may put six inches, and then I

won't."

" Sink me, but I like his spirit! " cried







WHICH IS THE CLEVEREST COUNTY?

BY J. HOLT SCHOOLING.
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WHATEVER may be force of heredity in form-

ing the sum total of a manâ��clever or other-

â�¢wiseâ��and heredity probably does have no

small share in the making or marring of our

brains and bodiesâ��we may reasonably be-

lieve that environment after birth plays an

â�¢even more important part than heredity in the

production and shaping of clever men. In-

cluded by the familiar term environment is

the item place; and with place there must go

all the innumerable variations of social and

material conditions that characterise a place

of birth or of residence, and all of which, in

a subtle and complex way, have their share in

the making of clever and stupid men alike.

I have been asked by the editor of PEAR-

SON'S MAGAZINE to look into this matter of

place, with the purpose of finding out which

of the forty counties of England produces

the largest number of clever men.

r H.

h ^UTWI

N<-. 1.â��A facsimile in reduced size of one of the cards

nsed for this investigation.

First, then, we will look at the results of

this inquiry about English counties, and later

we will glance at the less detailed results,

which contain a comparison of the respective

degrees of cleverness of the three divisions of

the United Kingdom, i.e., of England, Scot-

land, and Ireland viewed separately.

For the sake of clearness, and for the

guidance of readers, I will briefly state how

I went to .work on this question, so that

any local patriot who may be dissatisfied

with my results can tackle the job on his own

account.

To begin with the first step, I had a thou-

sand white cards made, each -tfin. by 3in..

on which to write the necessary facts about

the clever men. The top corner at the

right of each card was cut offâ��see No. iâ��

so that in each of the several shuffling pro-

cesses undergone by the cards, one could

easily turn any accidentally reversed cards the

right way up.

This little detail, by the way, is a valuable

wrinkle to anyone who is handling a statis-

tical subject by aid of the card-system, which

is by far the best and most mobile system for

this sort of work; one can sort and re-sort

these handy cards into any kind of grouping

that may be necessary to the investigation of

the main subject, or to any side-issue that

may, and often does, arise from the main

subject.

When the blank cards were ready, I

selected a good modern biographical dic-

tionary, went through it page by page, and

filled up a card for every person of undoubted

clevernessâ��see, for a specimen card, the

facsimile in No. iâ��writing the name, the'

description, the place of birth, the year of

birth.

This process extended over four thick

volumes containing in the aggregate nearly

2500 pages of names, each page being
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"Indeed, Monsieur," she answered, still

smiling,'.' I shall do nothing of the sort. You

have yet to answer my question. Here am I

agreeing with the young ladies you speak of,

and dying to know what nextâ��yet you tell

me nothing. For shame, monsieur, to leave

a lady ailing with her curiosity."

" Misfortune overtake me if I do any such

thing," cried Dauberval, bowing gallantly;

"yet, for the life of me, mademoiselle, I

cannot remember what I was saying."

" Oh, but I remember it perfectly, Monsieur

Dauberval," she answered ; " you were sayint

'and then'â��I want to know what comes after

' and then' ? "

A quick thought passed like an inspiration

through the man's mind.

" Mademoiselle," he cried, " you insist ? "

" Certainly I do."

"Then I will tell you in a word. I was

saying to myself as you came in that if I

should be happy enough to win your favour,

you would find me some place in Paris."

He stood watching her keenly to see how

his I..,!Â«!no- v.-niiM be repaid ; but her imme-

diate answer was only a command.

" Sit, mon ami," she said, " and we will

talk of these things."

Dauberval took a chair, and drew it near to

the little couch upon which she was resting.

He said that he had never seen such sur-

passing loveliness of skin or face, never a

woman worthy to sit at the feet of Corinne

de Montesson. The very air about her was

laden with the breath of roses. Her girlish

face was like the face of one of the Madonnas

which the great masters had painted. Her

voice was like the note of a silver bell.

" You wish me to find you a place in Paris,

Monsieur Dauberval," she said, when they

were seated; " well, that is already done "

"What! " cried Dauberval, forgetting him-

self in his surpriseâ��at the same time he said

to himself, " my fortune is made."

" Yes," she continued, " after making all

inquiries about you, I am willing to take you

into my service."

Dauberval's expectation became tremen-

dous. " She knows nothing," he thought.

"You will consent, I am sure, Monsieur,"

Corinne went on, " to do as my other ser-

vants have done, and to attain promotion by

your diligence and fidelity. Yet I do not

forget that you were educated by the Cure" of

Avranches, and are a man of some learning.

On that account, I have determined to over-

look all that I might remember about you,

and to make you an usher of the table."

Dauberval listened no more, but sprang

from his chair. He was white with passion

when he answered her.

" Dieu, mademoiselle ! " he cried; " would

you make a lacquey of me ? "

" Exactly," she replied, without so much

as noticing his temper; " an usher of my

table to begin with, and after that the clerk of

my household if your service in the first

employment warrants it. It is even possible,

should you seek by the future to blot out the

sins of your past, that I may remember you

as the brother of Armand Dauberval, whom

you drove from his home, after accusing him

falsely of a robbery."

" It is a lie! " stammered Dauberval,

hoarse with his anger; "I am the victim

of "

Corinne de Montesson rose from her seat,

and touched a gong at her side.

" Monsieur," she said, very quietly, " to-

night you remain here as my guest. If you

are willing to accept the place which I offer

you, hold yourself ready to begin your work

at ten o'clock to-morrow morning. But I

warn you that, should you speak to me again

as you spoke just now, my servants shall flog

you at the tail of a cart. You understand

me! "

There was laughter in her eyes no longer,

and her cheek was warmed with a red flush.

Dauberval realised for the first time what a

great gulf lay between them. His hopes had

gone tumbling down already, pell-mell, like

stones into a pit. He was cowed, and he

trembled with rage and disappointment.

" del" said he, wringing his hands, " that

you should wish to make a lacquey of me I

Oh, mademoiselle, have pityâ��you know

what I have suffered ? "

" Say rather, that I remember what your

brother suffered at your hands," she replied.

" Indeed, Monsieur Dauberval, you reap that

which you have sowed. Have a care, then, to

treasure in the future the seeds of honesty and

of love. I wish you good night, monsieur."
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She retired with a gentle grace, a lacquey

holding the door as she passed to her own

apartments. Dauberval followed her with

eyes in which the tears of shame and

cowardice welled up plenteously. To make

a lacquey of him ! Better by far that he had

remained at Avranches, he thought, or had

extorted money from his father.

He had been pacing the room for some

little time, gathering up the threads of his

anger when the servant returned to tell him

that his bedchamber was prepared. He fol-

lowed the fellow sullenly, determined already,

in his own heart, that he would never submit

to the proposed degradation.

The lacquey, meanwhile, conducted him

down a long stone corridor ; thence across a

little garden, and through a second passage,

which terminated in a small circular hall off

which five doors opened. Dauberval scarce

took notice of anything that he passed ; but

when the lacquey opened the third of the five

doors and informed him that here was his

bedchamber a new interest occupied hirri.

Noneof MademoiselleCorinne's reproaches

seemed to fit in with the elegance of the room

to which he had been conducted. It was a

room for the king, he said, while the man

lighted the candles in the gilt sconces and

set a cup of wine upon the table. And it was

maddening to him to remember that he was

to enjoy such splendours for one night and

only for one night.

" To-morrow," he snarled, for the servant

had left him then, " to-morrow they will make

a lacquey of me ! Oh ! that shall never be.

I swear it on the cross. She shall listen to

me in the morning. I will go on my knees

to herâ��I will humble myselfâ��she will surely

relent then."

He repeated these words again and again,

and they were still upon his lips when he

climbed into the high bed and stretched him-

self luxuriously upon the downy cushions.

The candle was out, and the moon's beams

flooded the room picturesquely, seeming to

magnify size and beauty. Indeed, the very

splendours of the apartment awed the man.

He lay for a long while unable to sleep

or to do anything but contemplate the

things he would plan and say when morning

came.

When he had settled those to his satisfac-

tion, and sleep still refused her friendship, he

began to follow the path of the pale yellow

rays and to observe the beauty of the things

they touched with their caressing light. He

remarked then for the first time a little picture

of a Madonna hung near the wall by his bed;

and when he had looked at this for some

moments, he saw that it was the central piece

of a shrine upon which there was a cross with

a great diamond blazing at the heart of it.

So beautiful were the lights which the

jewel scattered, so large was it, that Dauber-

val asked himself why he had not seen it

before. Then he sat up in bed the better to

observe it; but lay down again quickly lest

the thought which came to him so powerfully

should remain and prevail.

" She must be very rich," he said, as he

drew the clothes over his head, and fought

anew for sleep; "that diamond alone would

keep a man in food and wine for life."

He lay for some moments trembling with

the excitement of the thought. He knew

that such a diamond as the one which lay

within reach of his hand, would enrich him

for life. He had but to slip the cross into

his pocket and to climb the wall of the

garden through which he had passed to his

room, and he need think of being a lacquey

no more. What a revenge that would be, he

said. And why did he owe her any mercy ?

She had shown him none. Nay, she had

threatened to have him beaten at a cart's tail.

"We shall see about that," he muttered, and

then he sat up in bed again. The diamond

shone now with a finer, richer lustre. The

sight of it was to him like a cup of wine to a

drunkard. " Heaven!" he muttered, "it is a

prince's ransomâ��and I am alone."

He was out of bed now, and his teeth were

chattering with dread of his determination.

While he said all the time that he was not

going to steal the diamond, he knew perfectly

well that he had made up his mind to do so.

Quickly and with trembling hands he drew

on his boots and his fine new coat.

He opened his bed-room door, and found

to his satisfaction that the little hall outside

was in darkness and as silent as the grave.

Everything drove him on to the crime which

he declared that he would never commit, but
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which he was even then committing. Twice

he touched the diamond, and drew back his

hand as though it had been burned by fire.

" Coward!" he cried, " coward,coward! to

turn your back on a fortune which lies there

at your hand. Ten steps and you are in the

garden: you leave Paris at dawn and set out

for Englandâ��a little hiding by the way,

perhaps, a .little privationâ��and then, and

then!"

Visions of luxury, of ease, even of vice

passed before his burning eyes. A new

hunger, the hunger of wealth, was upon him

now. The agonies of the temptation were

like the agonies of a burning fever. He

stood rocking on his heels before the shrine,

saying " I will not; I will not."

He covered his face with his hands, yet the

lights from the sparkling jewel seemed to

flash into his very brain. When at last he

grasped the stone with trembling finger, and

thrust it deep down into his bosom, phantoms

of ihe night gathered about him in his fancy,

and cried : " We see, we see.''

With possession the fever abated a little.

He was in a cold sweat now, but his ideas

were less confusing. He opened his door,

and stood for a moment to listen if there were

any sound about the house. A gentle whisper

of the wind sighing in the dome of the hall

was the only answer to his silent question.

Encouraged by the stillness, he stepped

from his chamber, and began to creep

towards that door of "the five through which

he believed that he had passed to his bed-

room. And here a difficulty which he had

not foreseen suddenly presented itself and

demanded consideration.

The five doors in the hall were as alike as

five drops of water. How if he opened the

wrong one, and found himself, not in the

garden, but in the bed-chamber of some

lacquey or page ? That, he declared, would

mean the galleys at the least. And he blamed

himself now that he had not tried the doors

before leaving his bedroom. To be taken

with the jewel in his possession were a folly

indeed.

Dauberval was a cunning rogue at all

times, but he did not know what forces of cun-

ning and trickery were being pitted against him

as he stood debating the puzzle of the doors.

At the very moment when he thought that he

was alone, six pairs of eyes were watching

him with interest, and not a little amusement.

True, there was a moment when he had an

instinctive warning of peril hovering about

him; and that was the moment when the

door of the bedroom he had just quitted shut

suddenly, and the key grated ominously in

the lock.

" Alort-Christ," he muttered ; "my door

has locked itself. I heard the key turn.

What a thing to happen!"

There was no doubt about it at all. The

door had shut and the key had turned.

Dauberval stood like one petrified, pressing

the jewel to his breast with both his hands,

and telling himself that the wind had done

the work.

" Bah," he said, " am I a woman to start

at the fall of a pebble ? If I stand here much

longer, I shall go to sleep, and a lacquey

will find me at daybreak. Courage, thenâ��a

little courage, and all is well."

The idea put new life into him. He tried

the first of the doors, but it was locked ; and

the second, in like manner, refused to yield

to his hand. Only when he came to the

fourth door did he take heart and say that

success was near to him. For that door

opened readily at his touch ; and when he had

hesitated a moment lest it should lead him to

a room and not to a passage, he pushed it

back inch by inch that the little light in the

hall might break the darkness which now

blinded him. He would have given half that

he possessed to have had a lantern for a

minute then, so dark was the place in which

he found himself : but he knew that he could

not work miracles, and so he nerved himself

for a last effort, and boldly passed the door.

At the same instant the place was flooded by

a soft, yellow lightâ��and Mademoiselle

Corinne stood face to face with him.

She was dressed in a loose gown of muslin,

spotlessly white and ornamented, and she

held a golden candlestick high above her

head that the light might fall upon the face of

the man. Dauberval, staggering with terror,

observed that a small diamond cross glittered

upon her white neck, and that a great hound

crouched by her side, and pressed his nose

into her hand.
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" Well, Monsieur Dauberval! " she cried,

and there was merriment in her voice. " Well,

Monsieur Dauberval, are you not pleased to

see me ?"

Deceived by her manner, the robber looked

up. " She is alone," he thought, " and she

is a woman.'' But he made no attempt to

answer her; seeking rather to escape from

the room into the hall behind him. And at

this she laughed aloud.

" For a truth, you are a bold fellow,'' she

continued, as the man backed towards the

door ; " and I am very glad that you did not

die at my gate to-night. Have a care to your

steps I beg of you, Monsieur Dauberval, or

you will be of little service to the galleys.

Shall I summon a lacquey to carry your

plunder ? How unfortunate that you should

awake me at the very moment you were

robbing my house."

Something in the tone of her voice, a note

of scorn mingling with the chord of her

laughter, compelled the man to stand. It

occurred to him that he must deal with her

before he left the room, or assuredly she

would awake the house, and he would be

taken in the gardens of it. He determined

to play first upon her pity.

" Mademoiselle," he exclaimed, coming a

little nearer to her, and speaking with an

effort, " you are very cruel to meâ��I could

not sleepâ��I wished to walk a little way in

your gardensâ��do you think that I am a

robberâ��God forbidâ��I swear it on the

crossâ��â��'

" On the cross which you carry at your

breast, Monsieur Dauberval ? "

" del," he gasped, drawing back again,

" you know about that ?"

â�¢' You hear that I doâ��and since I know

about it, my servants are now going to carry

you to the Palais de Justice, where you will

have leisure to regret that you did not become

a lacquey."

She said this, and with the words she took

up a padded stick, and raised it as though to

beat upon the gong by which she stood. For

a moment, however, she held her hand; and

forgetting that she had laughed, she went

on to remind the man of that which he

had lost.

'' When you came to my house to-night,"

she said, "I was content to forget the life

yon have lived, and the crimes you have

committed. For your brother's sake, I

thought to give you one more opportunity of

becoming that which you will never beâ��an

honest man. To-morrow, had you submitted

for a day to the test which I chose for you,

I would have remembered again that you

were the son of the advocate of Avranches.

You will not ask me to do that now, Monsieur

Dauberval ?"

Dauberval listened to her with burning

ears. He watched the upraised stick as he

would have watched a rod about to fall upon

him. He knew that if the gong were struck,

his hope of life would die away with the

echoes of the note.

" Mademoiselle," he wailed, " for God's

sake spare meâ��you will never regret itâ��I

swear it on my knees. You will not summon

your servants ? "

He fell upon his knees before her and

raised his hands in cowardly intreaty. But

her manner was unpitying.

"Nay," she said, " I am about to summon

my servants now."

" Dieu, Mademoiselle," muttered the man

springing to his feet, " you shall do nothing

of the sort." But to himself he said againâ��

"she is a woman and she is alone."

The madness of his mood magnified and

became uncontrollable. He raised his hand

to. strike her down ; shutting his eyes that he

might not see the exquisite beauty of her face.

" You shall not do it," he cried savagelyâ��

" by heaven, I will prevent you."

" Indeed ?" she cried, stepping back

quickly, " it is already done "â��and even as

she spoke, the blows fellâ��that of the man in

the air, that of the woman upon the silver

gong.

Dauberval had struck wildly ; but he had

struck no second blow. He had said " she

is alone"; but never was she less alone.

The great dog at her side, who had curled

himself up to sleep while his mistress had no

need of him, awoke at the booming of the

gong, and was at the throat of the man even

while he reeled back fora new attack. With

a low, warning roar, the beast sprang at the

robber, and felled him as an ox is felled by

a butcher's adze.
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Over and over upon the wooden floor the

two rolled ; the dog growling ferociously, the

man imploring, screaming, fighting. Death

seemed to breathe into his very face now.

He held his arm across his throat, and the

hound's fangs touched the bone of it. He

struck the brute again and again with his

clenched fist; and for every blow, his whole

body was shaken until his teeth gnashed like

the teeth of a madman.

" Kill me, kill me," he screamed, " for

God's sakeâ��oh, he is tearing me limb from

limbâ��Heavenâ��what suffering !"

He had rolled now almost to the door of

the room, and there the hound drew back for

a moment, hearing his mistress's voice.

Dauberval, mad with fear and pain, scrambled

to his feet, and staggered out into the hall of

the unyielding doors. A light was there this

time, and one of the five doors stood wide open

before him ; but he had no thought of asking

how, or for what reason. Dread of the dog

drove him onward recklessly. " Anything,

anything but that! " he cried ; and reeling,

staggering, sobbing, he passed through the

door, and down the long passage to which it

gave access.

There was very little light in the corridor

where he now found himself, and when he

had run perhaps twenty yards he turned a

sharp corner, and was then in utter darkness.

So black was it that he could not see the

ground at his feet. He guided himself only

by touching the wall with his fingers.

It was a smooth wall, a paneled one he

said at first; and though he knew that he

might go tumbling headlong down a stair-

case, or crashing against a door, at any step,

so great was his terror that he ran on heed-

lessly ; believing ever to hear the patter of the

hound's paws upon the ground behind him,

even to ft-el his wet and frothing lips against

his hand

And he was becoming exhausted now.

Often he reeled against the wall and thought

that he was fainting. Would he never come

into the garden, he asked ? He had been

running for long minutes, and still the

dreadful wall guided him onward, onward.

Once he paused, panting for his breath, but

his ear told him plainly that the hound had

followed him. There was no mistaking that

haunting "pit, pat, pat " behind him. "God

have mercyâ��he will tear me limb from

limb," he criedâ��and so wailing, he began to

run again.

Dauberval was a man who had known few

hardships in life ; but just as the past two

days had taught him what it is to hunger,

so did 'this night of agony teach him the

meaning both of fear and of fatigue. His

life seemed to exude from his body drop by

drop. Every step was a torture to him.

The tears ran down his face like rain ; a

spasm gripped his heart and seemed to hold

it still; his legs were so weary that he could

scarce lift them from the ground. And to

his terror of the seen, the terror of the

unseen was now added. He had run for the

third part of an hour by this time; and still

the terrible wall led him on.

He began to say that fiends were cheating

himâ��for how could the Hotel Beautreillis

possess a corridor down which a man might

run for twenty minutes. That would carry

him half across Paris.

Under any other circumstances, he would

have tried to reason with the situation, but

the ominous patter of the hound banished

reason from his head. More than this, he

heard the soft tread of other hounds now

before him, now behind him. He shrieked

aloud with his fearâ��and fled again like a

madman, only to fall senseless at last and to

lie motionless upon the floor of the passage.

When he opened his eyes, hours had

passed. The ghostly dawn light, streaming

through a lantern tower above him, told him

that day had broken ; but he lay motionless

for long minutes, unable to remember how

he had come into the place ; or why he slept

upon a wooden floor. He was still very

weak and his limbs were cold and stiff and

painful; his brain burnt and would shape no

story for him.

When at last he began to remember the

events of the dreadful night, he thought

first of the diamond and pressed his hands

to his breast instinctively ; but the jewel was

gone, nor could he recollect how he had lost

it. By-and-bye he recalled the moment when

he had left his bedchamber, and that other

moment when pretty Mademoiselle Corinne

stood before him, and he had struck her.
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Indo-China, visiting in succession Cochin-

China, Cambodia, and the provinces of

Battambang and Angkor; thence he pro-

ceeded to Annam and its capital, Hue, and

afterwards returned to his favourite Tonquin.

" We succeeded in finding a new route

from the frontier of Tonquin to Ssemao,

about 450 miles, and that entirely unknown,

and continuing and completing the work

started by Francis Gamier," the Prince

went on to tell me. They were the first

Europeans who found the direct route from

China to India, and it was during the latter

part of this voyage that they discovered the-

source of the Irrawaddy.

The enthusiasm with which the distinguished

traveller and his companion were welcomed

by the English in India, proved the great

interest taken by geographers, scientists, and

even politicians in the still unknown regions

of eastern Asia.

From mystic Thibet, the home of theosophy,

the Prince brought away very valuable Lolas

and Pals manuscripts, which he presented to

the French College of Oriental languages.

He had also jotted down the vocabularies

of the countries he passed through, thereby

furnishing much useful philological informa-

tion to students of the Far East; and still more

interesting to the general public were his

notes on the habits and customs of the

inhabitants, together with their legends and

popular songs.

" Now, when you ask me about my journey

from Tonquin to Yunnan, from Mong-Tse to

Tali-fou,'' said Prince Henri,-" I can only give

you the barest possible outlines, although I

think you will find it enough, indeed more

than enough, about a simple three months'

exploration.

" One important fact, perhaps, is that

during a journey, which lasted from the

27th of February to the 26th of May, 1895,

we travelled over 1000 miles, of which 800

were unknown.

" Our plan was to explore the right bank of

the Red River, and, crossing a region but

little known, to rejoin the river Mekong not

far from its entrance into Indo-China; that is

to say, at the spot where the French explorer,

Gamier, failed to follow it.

" We meant, then, to try and reach Tali-fou,

keeping as close to the river as possible, in

order to be able to follow its course upwards

as far as the great western city of Yunnan.

We should thus traverse a country especially

interesting as regards our Indo-China posses-

sions, forming as it does the nat ral zone for

peaceful commercial expansion ; we should

also be continuing the thoroughly French

enterprise started thirty years ago by Francis

Garnier."

By a hitherto unexplored route they reached

Issa, a rather important commercial city on

the banks of the Red River, by the 13th of

March.

The country was very broken, necessitating

continual ascents and descents over very steep

declivities. Rocks and stones blocked the

road at every turn, and these being very

slippery, and affording no foothold for man

or beast, the animals were continuously falling,

and the travellers suffered from the additional

annoyance of " stuffy, rainy weather and con-

tinual fogs,'' to quote the Prince's description.

"At the end of two days," he went oh to

say, "our men were in despair and threatened

to leave us. Some of them wept and be-

moaned themselves like children. Nor could

we get them to move until we had ruined

ourselves in fine promises, and exhausted

our imaginations in conjuring up visions of

pleasures awaiting them in the great cities we

should shortly reach."

Questioned as to their resting places en

route, he lightly answered that he " did not

include these among the material difficulties

they had to encounter. But if you are curious

on the subject, try to imagine ' holes ' of

the blackest, narrowest, and most sordid

description ; these were our kitchens or bed-

rooms, and they were often so abominably

dirty that we preferred to take refuge in a

barn or stable, and sleep on straw.

" As to pirates and banditti," said the

Prince in reply to a question, " our men often

tried to frighten us with stories, and I confess

to feeling some apprehension with regard to

them on one occasion.

" Sao, my Annamite servant, and I had set

out in front of the caravan, and night came on

before it had overtaken us : some shelter there-

fore must be found ; I remembered near a

village a house at which I had stopped during





PEARSON'S MAGAZINE.

" the war with Japan seemed to have no echo

in this region !"

On the ist of April, while on open ground,

they were assailed by a fearful storm, the

hailstones being the size of pigeon's eggs.

"These celestial bullets," said the Prince,

" hurt us very much, even through our hats,

and they well nigh stampeded the animals."

Between Manhoa and Ssemao, the party

went through a country across which two

distinguished English travellers, Messrs.

Colquhoun and Bourne, declared that no one

could pass. They were continually wad ing-

through flooded tributaries, crossing rivers

by means of sampans, flat-bottomed boats,

bamboo rafts, and chain bridges, and no

fewer than six times did they cross, and re-

cross the Mekongâ��which, with its breadth of

from 150 to 200 yards, flowing between

wooded hills and precipitous banks, excites

the admiration and enthusiastic patriotism of

the Prince, for he speaks of it as "the French

river, par excellence"

Having gathered important information

as to the people, products, and routes open

to China, from the French Indo-Chinese

possessions, the party arrived at Tali-fou on

the banks of Lake Erhai on the 26th of May,

and after a brief rest commenced their journey

from Yunnan to Assam.

Working westward, they surmounted two

great peaks, the men cutting their own road

as they went, and often having to make a

path in the midst of landslips ready to glide

kito the river, while the ground was so

slippery, owing to rains, that the animals

were scarcely able to keep their footing.

"I remember," said Prince Henri, "one

day in which, at the same spot, we saw

five mules, with their burdens, roll down

about 100 feet. Everybody had to assist

in unsaddling, shifting, reloading, and then

leading the animals, which after these terrible

falls we found quietly grazing at the bottom

of a ravine as if they had been made of india-

rubber, and all the while the rain poured

down incessantly."

The expedition progressed amid divers

hardships and misfortunes, not the least of

which was the theft of the instruments on

which the party depended for the making of

observations.

They finished the exploration of the

Mekong in China; and then the mystery

enveloping the country separating China from

India excited their curiosity, and they

determined to penetrate and cross it, thereby

trying to reach India by the shortest and most

direct route, at the same time that they

discovered and tracked the higher branches

of the Irrawaddy to their source.

They had to dispense with their mules, and

the rest of their journey â�� which lasted

another three monthsâ��was performed en-

tirely on foot.

The Prince related how they " came across

an extraordinary torrent which ran like a

flood at night time, threatening to surround

us, and then subsided, apparently without

reason, in the morning. By a phenomenon,

which we were able to verify later on, the

level of the torrent follows a regular move-

ment with the day, being low in the morning

and rising at night."

He discovered a peak nearly 11,000 feet in

height, and named it " Francis Gamier."

" Nothing but steep mountains were around

us," he said, speaking of a subsequent stage

of their progress. " Their precipices, con-

cealed by dense forests, their feet bathed by

immense torrents, or small rivers of clear, icy

water.

" We had to scale the sides on all fours,

clinging on to roots with our hands. We

had to keep our balance on bridges con-

sisting of a single bamboo thrown over a

torrent, and during this march we were never

dry, for if one had the good luck not to fall

at full length into the water, the rain took it

in hand to wet any portion of one's garments

that had escaped the torrent." Small wonder

that the Prince was attacked by fever, accom-

panied by asthma and neuralgia.

There was a great scarcity of food in these

regions, and he found the greatest difficulty

in feeding the forty men who composed his

caravan. For a long period they were with-

out fat and suet, their only food consisting of

rice cooked in water without seasoning; and

later on they were compelled to divide into

two parties, in order that the stronger section

might go on in advance and forage for the

other.

Only when the expedition set out from
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from the point of view of a twenty-pound

cod; was, in fact, for an hour, a cod himself,

and looked remarkably like one. Then he

removed the pipe from his teeth.

"Dad,'' said Dan, "we' done our chores.

Can't we go over side a piece ? It's good

caichin' weather."

" Not in that cherry-coloured rig ner them

ha'af-baked brown shoes. Give him suthin'

fit to wear."

" Dad's pleasedâ��that settles it," said Dan

delightfully, dragging Harvey into the cabin,

while Troop pitched a key down the steps.

" Dad keeps my spare rig where he kin over-

haul it, 'cause ma sez I'm keerless." He

rummaged through a locker, and in less than

three minutes Harvey was adorned with

fisherman's rubber boots that came half up

to his thigh, a heavy blue jersey well darned

on the elbows, a pair of nippers, and a sou'-

wester.

" Naow ye look somethin' like," said Dan.

" Hurry! "

" Keep nigh an' handy," said Troop, " an'

don't go visitin' round the fleet. Ef anyone

asks you what I'm cal'latin' to do, speak the

truth, fer ye don't know."

A little red dory, labelled " Hattie S," lay

astern of the schooner. Dan hauled in the

painter, dropped lightly on to the bottom

boards, while Harvey tumbled after.

" That's no way o' gettin' into a boat," said

Dan. "Ef there was any sea you'd go to the

bottom, sure. You got to learn to meet her."

Dan fitted the thole pins, took the forward

thwart, and watched Harvey's work. The boy

had rowed, in a lady-like fashion, on the

Adirondack ponds, but there is a difference

between squeaking pins and well-balanced

rullocksâ��light sculls and stubby eight-foot

sea oars. They stuck in the gentle swell, and

Harvey grunted.

" Short! Row short," said Dan. " Ef you

cramp your oar in any kind o' sea you're

liable to turn her over. Ain't she a daisy?

Mine, too."

The little dory was specklessly clean. In

her bows lay a tiny anchor, two jugs of water,

and some seventy fathoms of thin brown

dory-roding. A tin dinner horn rested in

cleats just under Harvey's right hand, beside

an ugly-looking maul, a short gaff, and a

shorter wooden stick. A couple of lines, with

very heavy leads and single cod hooks, all

neatly coiled on square reels, were stuck in

their place by the gunwale.

" Where's the sail and mast?" said Harvey,

for his hands were beginning to blister.

Dan chuckled. " Ye don't sail fishin' dories

much. Ye pull; but ye needn't pull so hard.

Don t you wish you owned her? "

" Well, I guess my father might give me

one or two if I asked 'em," Harvey replied.

He had been too busy to think much of his

family till then.

" That's so. I forgot your dad's a mil-

lionare. You don't act millionary any. naow.

But a dory an' craft an' gearâ��" Dan spoke

as though she were a whaleboatâ��" costs a

heap. Think your dad 'ud give you one fer

â��fer a pet ? "

" Shouldn't wonder. It would be 'most

the only thing I haven't stuck him for."

" Must be an expensive kinder kid to home.

Don't slitheroo like way, Harve. Short's the

trick, because the sea's ever dead still, an'

the swells 'll "

Crack! The loom of the oar kicked

Harvey under the chin, and knocked him

backwards.

" That was what I was goin' to say. I hed

to learn, too, but / wasn't more than eight

years old when I got my teachin'."

Harvey regained his seat with aching jaws

and a frown.

" No good gettin' mad at things, dad says.

It's our own fault ef we can't handle 'em, he

says. Le's try here. Manuel 'll give us the

water."

The " Portugee " was rocking fully a mile

away, but when Dan up-ended an oar, he

waved his left arm three times.

" Thirty fathom," said Dan, stringing a salt

clam on to the hook. " Over with the dough-

boys. Bait same's I do, Harve, an' don't

snarl your reel."

Dan's line was out long before Harvey

had mastered the mystery of baiting and

heaving out the leads. The dory drifted

along easily. It was not worth while to

anchor till they were sure of good ground.

" Here we come ! " Dan shouted, and a

shower of spray rattled on Harvey's shoulders

as a big cod flapped and kicked alongside.
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the big flatfish was gaffed and hauled in at

last.

" Beginner's luck," said Dan, wiping his

forehead. " He's all of a hundred."

Harvey looked at the huge grey and

mottled creature with unspeakable pride.

He had seen halibut many times on marble

slabs ashore, but it had never occurred to

him to ask how they came there. Now he

knew; and every square inch of his body

ached with fatigue.

" Ef dad was along," said Dan, hauling up,

"â�¢ he'd read the signs plain's print. The fish

are runnin' smaller an' smaller, an' you've

took 'baout as logy a halibut 's we're apt to

find this trip. Yesterday's catchâ��did ye

notice it ?â��wuz all big fish an' no halibut-

Dad, he'd read them signs right off. Dad

says everythin' on the banks is signs, an' can

be read wrong er right. Dad's deeper'n the

Whale Hole."

Even as he spoke a pistol was fired on the

We're Here, and a potato basket run up

on the fore-rigging.

" What did I say, naow ? That's the call

fer the whole crowd. Dad's onter something,

or he'd never break fishin' this time o' day.

Keel up, Harve, an' we'll pull back."

They were to windward of the schooner,

just ready to flirt the dory over the still sea,

when sounds of woe half a mile off led them

to " Pennsylvania," who was careering round a

fixed point, for all the world like a gigantic

water-bug. The little man backed away and

came down again with enormous energy,

but at the end of each manoeuvre his dory

swung round and snubbed herself on her

rope.

" We'll hev to help him er he'll root an'

seed here," said Dan.

" What's the matter ?" said Harve. This

was a new world, where he couldn't lay

down the law, but had to ask questions.

" Anchor's fouled. Penn's always losing

"em. Lost two this trip a'readyâ��on sandy

bottom tooâ��an' Dad says next one he loses,

Mire's fishin', he'll give him the kelleg.

That 'ud break Penn's heart."

"What's a 'kelleg'?" said Harvey, who

had an idea it might be some kind of marine

torture, like keel-hauling.

" Big stone instid of an anchor. You kin

see a kelleg ridin' in the bows fur's you can

see a dory, an' all the fleet knows what it

means. They'd guy him dretful. Penn

couldn't stand that no more'n a dog with a

dipper to his tail. He's so everlastin' sensi-

tive. Hello, Penn ? Stuck again ? Don't

try any more o' your patents. Come up on

her and keep your rodin' straight up an'

down."

" It doesn't move," said the little man,

panting. " It doesn't move at all, and,

indeed, I tried everything."

"What's all this hurrah's-nest for'rard?"

. said Dan, pointing to a wild tangle of spare

oars and dory-roding, all matted together

by the hand of inexperience.

"Oh, that," said Penn proudly, "is a

Spanish windlass. Mr. Salters showed me

how to make it; but even thai doesn't move

her."

Dan bent low over the gunnel to hide a

smile, twitched once or twice on the roding.

and, behold, the anchor drew at once.

"Haul up, Penn," he said, laughing, "or

she'll git stuck again."

They left him regarding the weed-hung

flukes of the little anchor with big pathetic

blue eyes, and thanking them profusely.

" Oh, say, while I think of it, Harve," said

Dan, when they were out of ear-shot, " Penn

ain't quite all caulked. He ain't nowise

dangerous, but his mind's give out. See?"

" Is that so, or is it one of your father's

judgments ? " Harvey asked as he bent to his

oars. He felt he was learning to handle

them more easily.

" Dad ain't mistook this time. Penn's a

sure 'nuff loony. No, he ain't thet exactly,

so much ez a harmless ijjit. It wuz this way

(you're rowin' quite so, Harve), an' I tell you

'cause it's right you orter know. He was

a Moravian preacher once. Jacob Boller

wuz his name, dad told me, an' he lived

with his wife an' four children somewheres

out Pennsylvania way. Well, Penn he took

his folk along to a Moravian meetingâ��camp-

meetin' most likeâ��an' they stayed over jest

one night in Johnstown. You've heard talk

o' Johnstown ? "

Harvey considered. " Yes, I have. But

I don't know why. It sticks in my head

same as Ashtabula."
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" Both was big accidents â�� thet's why,

Harve. Well, that one single night Penn and

his folks wuz to the hotel, Johnstown wuz

wiped out. Dam bust an' flooded her, an' the

houses struck adrift an' bumped into each

other an' sunk. I've seen the pictures, an'

they're dretful. Penn, he saw his folks

drowned all 'n a heap 'fore he rightly knew

what was comin'. His mind give out from

that on. He mistrusted somethin' hed hap-

pened up to Johnstown, but for the poor

life of him he couldn't remember what, an'

he jest drifted around smilin' an' wonderin'.

He didn't know what he wuz, ner yit what

he hed bin, an' thet way he ran agin Uncle

Saiters, who was visitin' 'n Allegheny City.

Ha'af my mother's folks they're all scattered

inside o' Pennsylvania, an' Uncle Salters he

visits around winters. Uncle Salters he

kinder adopted Penn, well knowin' what his

trouble wuz ; an' he brought him East, an' he

give him to work on his farm."

" Why, I heard him calling Penn a farmer

last night when the boats bumped. Is your

Uncle Salters a farmer ? "

" Fanner!" shouted Dan. "There ain't

water' enough 'tween here an' Hatt'rus to

wash the furrer-mould off n his boots. He's

jest everlastin' farmer. Why, Harve, I've

seen that man hitch up a bucket, long towards

sundown, an' set twiddling the spigot to the

scuttle-butt same's ef 'twuz a cow's bag.

He's thet much farmer ! Well, Penn an' he

they ran the farmâ��up Exeter way, 'twuz.

Uncle Salters he sold it this spring to a jay

from Boston as wanted to build a haouse

fer summer, an' he got a heap fer it.

" Well, them two loonies scratched along

till one day Penn's church as he'd belonged

to, the Moravians, found out where he was

drifted an' layin', an' wrote to Uncle Salters.

Never heerd what they said exactly; but

Uncle Salters was right mad. He's a 'pisco-

palian mostlyâ��but he jest let 'em hev it both

sides .o' the bow, 's if he was a Baptist; an'

sez he warn't gwin' to give up Penn to any

blame Moravian connection in Pennsylvania

or anywheres else.

"Then he come to dad, towin' Pennâ��

thet was two trips backâ��an' sez he an' Penn

must fish a trip for their health. Guess he

thought the Moravians wouldn't hunt the

Banks fer Jacob Boller. Dad was agreeable,

fer Uncle Salters he'd been fishing off an' on

fer thirty years, and he took quarter-share in

the We're Here; an' the trip done Penn so

much good dad made a habit o' taking him.

Some day, dad sez, he'll remember his wife

an' kids an Johnstown, an' then he'll dieâ��

dad sez. Don't ye talk abaout Johnstown,

ner such things to Penn, 'r Uncle Salters

he'll heave ye overboard."

" Poor Penn," murmured Harvey. '' I

shouldn't ever have thought Uncle Salters

cared for him by the look of 'em together."

"I like Penn, though; we all do," said

Dan. " We ought to iia' give him a tow, but

I wanted to tell ye first."

They were close to the schooner now, tlic

other boats a little behind them.

" You needn't heave in the dories till after

dinner," said Troop from the deck. " We'll

dress down right off. Fix table, boys! "

" Deeper'n the Whale-Deep," said Dan

with a wink, as he set the gear for dressing

down. " Look at them boats that hev edged

up sence mornin'. They're all waitin' on

dad. See 'em, Harve ? "

"They are all alike to me." And indeed

the nodding schooners around seemed, to a

landsman, run from the same mould.

" They ain't, though. That yaller dirty

packet with her bowsprit steeved that way,

she's the Nope of Prague. Nick Brady's her

skipper, the meanest man on the Banks.

We'll tell him so when we strike the Main

Ledge. Way off yander's the Day's Eye.

The two Jcraulds own her. She's from Har-

wich ; fastish, too, an' hez good luck; but

dad, he'd find fish in a graveyard. Them

other three, side along, they're the IMargie

Smith, Rnse, an' Edith S. Walen, all frum

home. Guess we'll see the Abbie Jlf.

Deering to-morrer; dad, won't we ? They're

all slippin' over from the shoal o' 'Queereau."

" You won't see many boats to-morrer,

Danny." When Troop called his son Danny,

it was a sign that the old man was pleased.

" Boys, we're too crowded," he went on,

addressing the crew as they clambered in

board. " We'll leave 'em to bait big an'

catch small." He looked at the catch in the

pen, and it was curious to see how little and

level the fish ran. Save for Harvey's hali-
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" Soundin' is a trick, though," said Dan,

" when your dipsey lead's all the eye you're

like to hev for a week. What d'you make

it, dad ?"

Disko's face relaxed. His skill and

honour were involved ' in the march he had

stolen on the rest of the fleet. " Sixty,

mebbeâ��ef I'm any judge," he replied,

with a glance at the tiny compass in the

window of the house.

" Sixty," sung out Tom Platt, hauling in

great wet coils.

The schooner gathered way again.

" Heave ! " said Disko, after a quarter of an

hour.

"What d'you make it?" Dan whispered,

and he looked at Harvey proudly. But

Harvey was too proud of his own per-

fonrrattces to be impressed just then.

" Fifty," said the -father. " I mistrust

we're right over the nick o' Green Bank

on old Sixty-Fifty."

" Fifty," roared Tom Platt. They could

scarcely see him through the fog. " She's

bust within a yardâ��like the shells ar Fort

Macon."

" Bait up, Harve," said Dan, diving for a

line on the reel.

The schooner seemed to be straying pro-

miscuously through the smother, her headsail

banging wildly. The men waited, and looked

at the boys.

" Heugh ! " Dan's lines twitched on the

scored and scarred rail. " Now haow in

thunder did dad know ? Help us here,

Harve. It's a big un. Poke-hooked, too."

They hauled together, and landed a goggled-

eyed, twenty-pound cod who had taken the

bait right into his stomach.

" Why, he's all covered with little crabs,"

cried Harvey, turning him over.

" By the great hook-block, they're lousy

already," said Long Jack. " Disko, ye kape

your spare eyes under the keel."

Splash went the anchor, and they all heaved

over the lines, each man taking his own place

at the bulwarks.

" Are they good to eat ? " Harvey panted

as he lugged in another crab-covered cod.

" Sure. When they're lousy it's a sign

they've all been herdin' together by the

thousand, and when they take the bait that

way they're hungry. Never mind how the

bait sets. They'll bite on the bare hook."

" Say, this is great," Harvey cried, as the

fish came in gasping and splashingâ��nearly

all poke-hooked, as Dan had said. "Why

can't we always fish from the boat instead of

from the dories ? "

" Allus can, till we begin to dress down.

Efter thet, the heads and offals 'ud scare the

fish to Fundy. Boat fishin' ain't reckoned

progressive, though, unless ye know ez much

ez dad knows. Guess we'll run aout the

trawl to-night. Harder on the back, this,

than from the dory, ain't it ? "

It was rather back-breaking work, for in a

dory the weight of a cod is water-borne till

the last minute, and you are, so to speak,

abreast of him ; but the few feet of a

schooner's free board make so much extra

dead-hauling, and stooping over the bulwarks

cramps ttie stomach. l\\,i it vas wild aÂ«<l

furious sport so long as it lasted ; and a big

pile lay aboard when the fish ceased biting.

" Where's Penn and Uncle Salters ? " Har-

vey asked, slapping the slime off his oil skins,

and reeling up the line in careful imitation of

the others.

" Git's coffee and see."

Under the yellow glare of the lamp on the

pawl-post, the foc'sle table down and opened,

utterly unconscious of fish or weather, sat the

two men, a checker-board between them,

Uncle Salters snarling at Penn's every moce.

" What's the matter now ? " said the forme-,

as Harvey, one hand in the leather loop at

the head of the ladder, hung shouting to the

cook.

" Big fish and lousyâ��heaps and heaps."

Harvey replied, quoting Long Jack. " How's

the game ?"

Little Penn's jaw dropped. " Tweren't

none o' his fault," snapped Uncle Salters.

" Penn's deef."

" Checkers, weren't it ? " said Dan, as

Harvey staggered aft with the steaming coffee

in a tin pail. " That lets us out o' cleanii/

up to-night. Dad's a jest man. They'll have

to do it."

" An' two young fellers I know 'll bait

up a tub or so o' trawl, while they're

cleanin','' said Disko, lashing the wheel to

his taste.
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and just when it seemed impossible that she

could avoid smashing against the schooner's

side, slid over the ridge, and was swallowed

up in the damp dusk.

" Take hold here, an' keep ringin' steady,"

said Dan, passing Harvey the lanyard of a

bell that hung just behind the windlass.

Harvey rung -lustily, for he felt -two lives

depended on him. But Disko in the cabin,

scrawling in the log-book, did not look like

a murderer, and when he went to supper he

even smiled drily at the anxious Harvey.

" This ain't no weather," said Dan. "Why,

you an' me could set thet trawl. They've

only gone out jest far enough so's not to

foul our cable. They don't need no bell,

reelly."

" Clang ! cling! clang! " Harvey kept it

up, varied with occasional rub-a-dubs, for

another half-hour. There was a bellow and

a bump alongside. Manuel and Dan raced

to the hooks of the dory tackle; Long Jack

and Tom Platt arrived on deck, together it

seemed, with half the North Atlantic at their

backs, and the dory followed them in the air,

landing with a clatter.

" Nary snarl," said Tom Platt as he

dripped. " Danny, you'll do yet."

" The pleasure av your comp'ny to the

banquit," said Long Jack, squelching the

water from his boots as he capered like an

elephant, and stuck an oil-skinned arm into

Harvey's face. " We do be condescending

to honour the second half wid our presence."

And off they all four rolled to supper, where

Harvey stuffed himself to the brim on fish-

chowder and fried pies, and fell fast asleep

just as Manuel produced from a locker a

lovely two-foot model of the Lucy Holmes,

his first boat, and was going to show Harvey

the ropes. He never even twiddled his

fingers as Penn pushed him into his bunk.

" It must be a sad thingâ��a very sad

thing," said " Pennsylvania," watching the

boy's face, " for his mother and his father,

who think he is dead. To lose a childâ��to

lose a man-child ! "

" Get out o' this, Penn," said Dan. " Go

aft and finish your game with Uncle Saiters.

Tell dad I'll stand Harve's watch ef he don't

keer. He's played aout.''

" Ver' good boy," said Manuel, slipping

out of his boots and disappearing into the

black shadows of the lower bunk. " Expec'

he make good man, Danny. I no see he is

any so mad as your parpa he says. Eh,

whaâ��at? "

Dan chuckled, but the chuckle ended in a

snore.

It was thick weather outside;-with a rising'

wind, and the elder men stretched their

watches. The hours struck clear in the

cabin; the nosing bows slapped and scurried

with the seas; the foc'sle stove-pipe hissed

and sputtered as the spray caught it; and

the boys slept on, while Disko, Long Jack,

Tom Platt, and Uncle Walters, each in turn,

stumped aft to look at the wheel, forward

to see that the anchor held, or to veer out

a little more cable against chafing, with a.

glance at the dim anchor-light between each

round.

CHAPTER IV.

HARVEY waked to find the " first half " at

breakfast, the foc'sle door drawn to a crack,

and every square inch of the schooner sing-

ing its own tune. The black bulk of the

cook balanced behind the tiny galley over

the glare of the stove, and the pots and pans

in the pierced wooden board before it jarred

and racketed to each plunge. Up and up

the foc'sle climbed, yearning and surging and

quivering, and then, with a clear, siikle-like

swoop, came down into the seas. He could

hear the flaring bows cut and squelch, andl

there was a pause ere the divided waters came

down on the deck above, like a volley of

buck-shot. Followed the woolly sound of

the cable in the hawse-hole ; a grunt and

squeal of the windlass; 'a yaw, a punt, and a

kick, and the We're Here gathered herself

together to repeat the motions.

" Now, ashore," he heard Long Jack

saying ; " ye've chores, an' ye must do thim

in any weather. Here's we're well clear of"

the fleet, an' we've no choresâ��an' that's a

blessin'. Good-night, all."

He passed like a big snake from the table

to his bunk, and began to snore. Tom Platt

followed his example, and Uncle Saiters,

with Penn, fought his way up the ladder to

stand his watch, and the cook set for the

" second half."

It came out of its bunks as the others had.
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entered theirs, with a shake and a yawn. It

ate till it could eat no more ; and then Manuel

filled his pipe with some terrible kind of

tobacco, crotched himself between the pawl-

post and a forward bunk, cocked his feet up

on the table, and smiled tender and indolent

smiles at the smoke. Dan lay at length in

his bunk, wrestling with a gaudy, gilt-stopped

accordion, whose tunes went up and down

with the pitching of the We're Here. The

cook, his shoulders against the lockers, where

he kept the fried pies (Dan was fond of fried

pies), peeled potatoes, with one eye on the

stove in case of too much water finding its

way down the pipe ; and thj general smell,

and smother were past all description.

Harvey considered affairs, wondered that

he was not deathly sick, and crawled into his

bunk again, as the softest and safest place,

while Dan struck up " You shan't play in

my yard," as accurately as the wild jerks

allowed.

" How long is this for ? " Harvey asked of

Manuel.

" Till she get a little quiet, and we can

row to trawl. Perhaps to-night. Perhaps

two days more. You do not like ? Eh,

whaâ��at ? ''

" I should have been crazy sick a week

ago, but it doesn't seem to upset me now

â��much."

" That is because we make you fisherman,

these days. If I was you, when I come to

Gloucester I would give two, three big candles

for my good luck."

" Give who ? "

" To be sure ; the Virgin of our Church

on the Hill. She is very good to fishermen

all the time. This is why so few of us

Portugee men ever are drowned.''

" You are a Roman Catholic, then ? "

" I am a Madeira man. I am not a Porto

Rico boy. Shall I be Bapptist, then? Eh,

whaâ��at ? I always give candlesâ��two, three

more when I come to Gloucester. The good

Virgin she never forgets me, Manuel."

" I don't sense it that way," Tom Platt put

in from his bunk ; his scarred face lit up by

the glare of a match as he sucked at his pipe.

" It stands to reason the sea's the sea; and

you'll git jest about what's gOin'; candles or

kerosine fer that matter."

" 'Tis a mighty good thing," said Long

Jack, " to have a frind at coort, though. I'm

o' Manuel s way o' thinkin'. About tin years

back I was crew to a Sou' Boston market

boat. We was off Minot's Ledge wid a

northeaster, butt first, atop of us, thicker'n

burgoo. The ould man was dhrunk, wid

his chin waggin' on the tiller, an' I sez to

myself, ' If iver I stick my boathook into

T-wharf again, I'll show the saints fwhat

manner o' craft they saved me out av.' Now,

I'm here, as ye can well see, an' the model

of the dhirty ould Kathleen that took me a

month to make, I gave ut to the priest, an'

he hung ut up forninst the alter. There's

more sense in givin' a model that's by wav

o' bein' a work av art than any candle. Ye

can buy candles, but a model shows the

good saints ye ve tuk trouble an' are grateful."

" D'you believe that, Irish ? " said Tom

Platt, turning on his elbow.

" Would I do ut if I did not, Ohio ? "

"Wa-al, Enoch Fuller he made a model

o' the old Ohio, and she's to Salem museum

now. Mighty pretty model, too, but I guess

Enoch he never done it fer a sacrifice ; an' the

way I take it is "

There were the makings of an hour-long

discussion of the kind that fishermen love,

where the talk runs in shouting circles, and

no one proves anything in the end, had not

Dan struck up this cheerful rhyme :

Up jumped the mackerel with his striped back:

Reef in the mainsail and haul on the tack,

For it's windy weather.

Here Long Jack joined in.

And it's blowy weather,

When the winds begin to blow pipe all hands together!

Dan went on, with a cautious look at Tom

Platt, holding the accordion low in the bunk.

Up jumped the cod ; with his chuckle-head,

Went to the main-chains to heave at the lead,

For it's windy weather, etc.

Tom Platt seemed to be hunting for

something. Dan crouched lower, but sung

louder:

Up jumped the flounder that swims to the ground.

Chuckle-head! Chuckle-head! Mind where ye sound I

Tom Plrttt's huge rubber boot whirled

across the foc'sle and caught Dan's uplifted
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between Liverpool and New York as con-

scientiously as though he were on her deck,

and the accordion pumped and the fiddle

squeaked beside him. Tom Platt followed

with something about " the rough and

tough McGinn, who would pilot the vessel

in." Then they called on Harvey, who felt

very flattered, to contribute to the entertain-

ment ; but all that he could remember were

some pieces of " Skipper Ireson's Ride,"

that he had been taught at the camp school

in the Adirondacks. It seemed that they

might be appropriate to the time and place,

but he had no more than mentioned the

title, when Disko brought down one foot

with a bang, and cried : " Don't go on, young

feller. That's a mistaken jedgmentâ��one o'the

worst kind, too, becaze it's catchin' to the ear."

" I orter ha' warned you," said Dan.

" Thet allus fetches dad."

" What's wrong ? " said Harvey, surprised

and a little angry.

"All you're goin' to say," said Disko.

" All dead wrong from start to finish, an'

Whittier he's to blame. I've no special call

to right any Marblehead man, but tweren't

no fault o' Ireson's. My father he told me the

tale time an' again, an' this is the way "twuz."

" For the wan hundredth time," put in

Long Jack under his breath.

" Ben Ireson he was skipper o' the Betty,

young feller, comin' home frum the Banksâ��

that was before the war of 1812, but jestice is

jestice at all times. They fund the Active,

o' Portland an' Gibbons, o' that town, he was

her skipper ; they fund her leakin' off Cape

Cod Light. There was a terr'ble gale on, an'

they was gettin' the Bettv home 's fast ez

they could craowd her. Well, Ireson he said

there wasn't any sense to reskin' a boat in

that sea ; the men they wouldn't hev it; and

he laid it before them to stay by her till the

sea run daown a piece. They wouldn't hev

that either, hangin' araound the Cape in any

sech weather, leak or no leak. They jest up

stay'sle an' quit,nat'rallytakin' Ireson with'em.

" Folks to Marblehead was ruther mad at

him not runnin' the risk, and becaze nex' day,

when the sea was ca'amer (they never stopped

to think o' thai}, some o' the Active's folk was

took off by a Truro man. They come into

Marblehead with their own tale to tell, savin'

how Ireson had shamed the town an' so forth

an' so on, an' Ireson's men they was scared

seein' public feelin' agin' 'em, an' they went

back on Ireson, an' swore he was respons'ble

for the hull act. 'Tweren't the women

neither that tarred and feathered himâ��

Marblehead women don't act. that wayâ��

'twas a passel o' men an' boys, an' they carted

him araound town in an old dory till the

bottom fell aout, an' Ireson he told 'em they'd

be sorry for it some day.

" Well, the facts come aout later, same's

they usually do, too late to be any ways useful

to an honest man; an' Whittier he come

along an' picked up the slack end of a lyin'

tale, an' tarred an' feathered Ben Ireson all

over onct more after he was dead. 'Twas

the only time Whittier ever slipped up, an'

tweren't fair. I whaled Dan good when he

brought that piece back from school. You

don't know no better, o' course, but I've give

you the facts, hereafter an' evermore to be

remembered. Ben Ireson weren't no sech

kind o' man as Whittier makes aout; my

father he knew him well, before an' after that

business, an' you beware o' hasty jedgments,

young feller. Next! "

Harvey had never heard Disko talk so

long, and collapsed with burning cheeks :

but, as Dan said promptly, that a boy could

only learn what he was taught at school, and

life was too short to keep track of every lie

along the coast.

Then Manuel touched the jangling, jarring

little machette to a queer tune, and sang

something in Portuguese about " Nina, inno-

cente!" ending with a full-handed sweep

that brought the song up with a jerk. Then

Disko obliged with his second song, to an

old-fashioned creaky tune, and all joined in

the chorus. This is one stanza :

" Now Aprile is over and melted the snow,

And outer Noo Bedford we shortly must tow ;

Yes, out o' Noo Bedford we shortly must clear.

We're the whalers that never see wheat in the ear.'*

Here the fiddle went very softly for a

while by itself, and then :

" Wheat-in-the-ear, my true-love's posy blowin';

Wheat-in-the-ear, we're goin' off to sea ;

Wheat.in-the-ear, I left you fit for sowin' ;

When I come beck a loaf o' bread you'll be."
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That made Harvey almost weep, though

he could not tell why. But it was much

worse when the cook dropped the potatoes

and held out his hands for the fiddle. Still

leaning against the locker door, he struck

into a tune that was like something very bad,

but sure to happen whatever you did. After

a little he sang in an unknown tongue, his

big chin down on the fiddle tail, his white

eyeballs glaring in the lamplight. Harvey

swung out of his bunk to hear better; and

amid the straining of the timbers and the

wash .of the waters the tune crooned and

moaned on, like lee surf in a blind fog, till it

ended with a wail.

" Jiminy Christmas! Thet gives me the

blue creevles," said Dan. " What in thunder

is it?"

"The song of Fin McCoul," said the cook,

" when he wass going to Norway." His

English was not thick, but all clear cut, as

though it came from a phonograph.

" Faith, I've been to Norway, but I didn't

make that unwholesim noise. 'Tis like

some of our old songs, though," said Long

Jack.

" Don't let's hev another 'thout somethin'

between," said Dan; and the accordion

struck up a rattling, catchy tune that ended :

It's six an' twenty Sundays sence las' we saw the

land,

With fifteen hunder quintal,

An' fifteen hunder quintal,

'Teen hunder toppin' quintal,

'Twix old 'Queereau an' Grand!"

" Hold on," roared Tom Platt. " D'ye

want to nail the trip, Dan ? That's Jonah

sure, 'less you sing it after all our salt's wet."

" No, 'tain't. Is it, dad ? Not unless

you sing the very las' verse. Yira can't

learn me anything on Jonahs!"

"What's that ?" said Harvey. "What's

a Jonah ?"

" A Jonah's anything that spoils the luck.

Sometimes it's a manâ��sometimes it's a boy

â��or a bucket. I've known a splittin'-knife

Jonah two trips till we was on to it," said

Tom Platt. " There's all sorts o' Jonahs.

Jim Bourke was one till he was drowned on

George's. I'd never ship with Jim Bourke,

not if I was starvin'. There wuz a green

dory on the ' Ezra Flood.' Thet was

Vol. IH.-69.

a Jonah too, the worst sort o' Jonah.

Drowned four men she did, an' used to

shine fiery o' nights, in the nest."

" And you believe that ?" said Harvey,

remembering what Tom Platt had said

about candles and models. " Haven't we

all got to take what's served ?"

A mutter of dissent ran round the bunks.

" Outboard, yes; inboard, things can

happen," said Disko. " Don't you go to

making a mock of Jonahs, young feller."

" Well, Harve ain't no Jonah. Day after

we catched him," Dan stuck in, " we had a

toppin' good catch."

The cook threw up his head and laughed

suddenlyâ��a queer, thin laugh. He was a

most disconcerting nigger.

" Murder ! " said Long Jack. " Don't do

that again, doctor. We ain't used to ut."

" What's wrong ? " said Dan. " Ain't he

our mascot, an' didn't they strike on good

after we'd struck him ? "

" Oh, yess," said the cook. " I know that,

but the catch iss not finished yet."

" He ajn't goin' to do us any harm," said

Dan hotly. " What are ye hintin' an' edgin'

to ? He's all right."

" No harm. But one day he will be your

master, Danny."

" That all ? " said Dan placidly. " He

won'tâ��not by a heap."

" Master," said the cook, pointing to

Harvey. " Man ! " and he pointed to Dan.

" That's news. How soon ? " said Dan

with a laugh.

" In some years, and I shall see it. Master

and manâ��man and master."

" How in thunder d'ye work that out ? "

said Tom Platt.

"In my head, where I can see."

" Hcfw ? " This from all the others at

once.

"I do not know, but so it will be." He

dropped his head and went on peeling the

potatoes, and not another word could they get

out of him.

" Well," said Dan, " a heap o' things'll

hev to come abaout 'fore Harve's any master

o' mine ; but I'm glad the doctor ain't choosen

to mark him for a Jonah. Now, I mistrust

Uncle Saiters fer the Jonerest Jonah in the

fleet regardin' his own special luck. Dtufrio





CAPTAINS COURAGEOUS.

be followed on the next wave by a high

stern with old-fashioned wooden snail's-horn

davits. The sails were red tanned.

" Frenchmen ! " shouted Dan. " No, tain't

neither. Da-ad ? "

" That's no French," said Disko. " Saiters,

your blame luck holds tightei'n a screw in

a keg-head."

" You can't nowise tell fer sure."

" I've eyes. It's Uncle Abishai."

" The head-king of all Jonahs," groaned

Tom Platt. " O Salters, Saiters, why wasn't

you abed an' asleep ? "

" How could I tell ? " said poor Salters,

as the schooner swung up.

She might have been the very " Flying

Dutchman," so foul, draggled, and unkempt

was-every rope and stick aboard. Her old-

style quarterdeck was some four or five feet

high, and her rigging flew knotted and tangled

like weed at a wharf-end. She was running

before the windâ��yawing frightfullyâ��her

staysail let down to act as a sort of e.xtra

foresail, " scandalised " they call it, and her

foreboom guyed out over the side. Her

bowsprit cocked up like an old-fashioned

frigate's; her jib-boom had been fished and

spliced and nailed and clamped beyond

further repair, and as she hove herself

forward, and sat down on her broad tail, she

looked for all the world like a blouzy, frouzy,

bad old woman sneering at a decent girl.

"That's Abishai," said Saiters. "Full

o' gin an' Judique men, an' the judgments

o' Providence layin' fer him an' never takin'

good holt. He's run in to bait, Miquelon way."

" He'll run her under," said Long Jack.

" That's no rig fer this weather."

" Not he, 'r he'd adone it long ago," Disko

replied. " Looks as if cal'lated to run us

under. Ain't she daown by the head more'n

natural, Tom Platt ?''

" Ef it's his way o' loadia her she ain't

safe," said the sailor slowly.

" Ef she's spewed her oakum he'd better

git to his pumps mighty quick."

The creature threshed up, wore round with

a clatter and rattle, and lay head to wind

within ear-shot.

A grey beard wagged over the bulwark, and

a thick voice yelled something Harvey could

not understand. But Disko's face darkened.

" He'd resk every stick he hez to carry bad

news. Says we're in fer a shift o' wind.

Abishai! Abishai!" He waved his arm up

and down with the gesture of a man at the

pump, and pointed forward. The crew

mocked him and laughed.

" Jounce ye, an' strip ye, an' trip ye I"

yelled Uncle Abishai. "A livin' galeâ��a

livin' gale. Yah! Cast up fer your last trip,

all you Gloucester haddocks. You won't see

Gloucester no more, no more ! "

" Crazy fullâ��as usual," said Tom Platt.

" Wish he hadn't spied us, though."

She drifted out of hearing while the grey-

head yelled something about a dance at the

Bay of Bulls and a dead man in the foc'sle.

Harvey shuddered. He had seen the sloven

decks and the savage-eyed crew.

" An' that's a fine little floatin' hell fer her

draught,'' said Long Jack. " I wondher what

mischief he's been at ashore."

" He's a trawler," Dan explained, " an' he

runs in fer bait all along the coast. Oh no,

noi home, he don't go. He deals along the

south an' east shore up yonder." He nodded

in the direction of the pitiless Newfoundland

beaches. " Dad won't never take me ashore

there. They're a mighty tough crowdâ��an'

Abishai's the toughest. You saw his boat ?

Well, she's nigh seventy year old, they say ;

the last o' the old Marblehead heel-tappers.

They don't make them quarterdecks any

more. Abishai don't use Marblehead, though.

He ain't wanted there. He jes' drifs

araound, in debt, trawlin' an' cussin' like

you've heard. 'Bin a Jonah fer years an'

years he hez. Gits liquor frum the Feecamp

boats fer makin' spells an' sellin' winds an'

such truck. Crazy, I guess."

" Twon't be any use underrunnin' the

trawl to-night," said Tom Platt, with quiet

despair. " He come alongside special to cuss

us. I'd give my wage an' share to see him

at the gangway o' the old Ohio 'fore we'd

quit floggin'. Jest about six dozen, an' Sam

Mocatta layin' em on criss-cross! "

The dishevelled " heel-tapper" danced

drunkenly down wind, and all eyes followed

her. Suddenly the cook cried in his phono-

graph voice : " It wass his own death made

him speak so-! He iss feyâ��fey I tell you!

Look ! " She sailed into a patch of watery
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Underrunning a trawl means pulling it in

on one side of the dory, picking off the fish,

rebaiting the hooks, and passing them back

to the sea againâ��something like pinning

and unpinning linen on a wash line. It is

a lengthy business and rather dangerous;

but when they heard: " And naow to thee,

O Capting" booming out of the fog, the

crew of the We're Here took heart. The

dory swirled alongside well loaded; Tom

Platt yelling for Manuel to act as relief-boat.

"The luck's cut square in two pieces,"

said Long Jack, forking in the fish, while

Harvey stood open-mouthed at the skill with

which the plunging dory was saved from

destruction. " One half was jest punkins,

Tom Platt wanted to haul her an' ha' done

wid ut; but I said, 'I'll back cookie that

has the second sight,' an' the other half

come up sagging full o' big 'uns. Hurry,

Man'nle, an' bring's a tub o' bait. There's

luck afloat to-night."

The fish bit at the newly baited hooks from

which their brethren had just been taken,

and Tom Platt and Long Jack moved

methodically up and down the length of the

trawl, the boat's nose under the wet line of

hooks, stripping the sea-cucumbers that they

called pumpkins, slatting off the fresh-caught

cod against the gunwale, rebaiting and

loading Manuel's dory till dusk.

" I'll take no risks," said Disko then, " not

with him floatin' around so near. Abishai

won't sink fer a week. Heave in the dories

an' we'll dress down after supper."

That was a mighty dressing-down, at-

tended by three or four blowing grampuses.

It lasted till nine o'clock, and Disko was

thrice heard to chuckle as Harvey pitched

the split fish into the hold.

"Say, you're haulin' ahead dretful fast,"

said Dan, when they ground the knives

after the men had turned in. " There's

somethin' of a sea to-night, an' I hain't

heard you make no remarks on it."

"Too busy," Harvey replied, testing a

blade's edge. " Come to think of it, she is

a high-kicker."

The little schooner was gambolling all

around her anchor among the silver-tipped

waves. Backing with a start of affected sur-

prise at the sight of the strained cable, she

pounced on it like a kitten, while the spray

of her descent burst through the hawse-holes

with the report of a gun. Shaking her head,

she would say : " Well, I'm sorry I can't stay

any longer with you. I'm going North," and

sidled off, halting suddenly with a dramatic

rattle of her rigging. "As I was just

going to observe," she would begin, as

gravely as a drunken man addressing a lamp-

post. The rest of the sentence (she acted

her words in dumb-show, of course) was lost

in a fit of the fidgets, when she behaved

exactly like a puppy chewing a string, a

clumsy woman in a side-saddle, a hen with

her head cut off, or a cow stung by a hornet,

as the whim of the sea took her.

" See her sayin' her piece. She's Patrick

Henry naow," said Dan. She swung side-

ways on a roller and gesticulated with her

jib-boom from port to starboard. "Butâ��ez

â��ferâ��-me, give me libertyâ��erâ��death."

Harvey laughed aloud. " Why, it's just as

if she was alive," he said.

" She's as stiddy as a haouse an' as dry as

a herrin'," said Dan enthusiastically, as he

was slung across the deck. " Fends 'em off

an' fends 'em off, an' ' don't ye come anigh '

me, she sez. Look at herâ��jest look at her!

Sakes ! You should see one o' them tooth-

picks histin' up her anchor on her spike outer

fifteen-fathom water."

" What's a toothpick, Dan ? "

" Them new haddockers an' herrin' boats.

Fine's a yacht forward, with yacht sterns to

'em, an' spike bowsprits, an' a haouse that

ud take our hold. I've heard that Burgess

himself he made the models for three or four

of 'em. Dad's sot agin 'em on account o'

their pitchin' an' joltin', but there's heaps o'

money in 'em. Dad can find fish, but he

ain't no ways progressiveâ��he don't go with

the march o' the times. They're chock full o'

labour-savin' jigs an' such all. Ever seed the

Elector, o' Gloucester? She's a daisy, ef

she is a toothpick."

" What do they cost, Dan ? "

" Hills o' dollars. Fifteen thousand,

p'haps; more, mebbe. There's gold leaf an'

everything you kin think of." Then to him-

self, half under his breath: "Guess I'd call

her Hattie S., too."

(To be continued in the February Number.)
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being in the least aware whose hands thev

were with which she had to deal.

It is also only right to say that she told me

that it was scarcely possible to give a proper

delineation from photographs alone. Some

of the photographs submitted to her were

indistinct, owing to their having^ been taken

in an atmosphere darkened by November

fogs, or in the evening by artificial light.

Considering the difficulties under which she

laboured, I think she has made some very

successful delineations.

Mrs. Patrick Campbell, whose hand appears

on page 98, informed me that she was a

I have stated. We certainly are influenced,

he said, by people's faces, and so similar

reasoning might lead us to infer that person-

ality might be expressed by, or rather im-

pressed upon, the hand.

The Lord Chief Justice does not believe

in palmistry, but he was kind enough to cbn-

sent to have his hands photographed.

In the " delineation " of His Lordship'^

hand there is a good deal that is surprisingly

accurate.

Mr. George Alexander has had his hand read

before, and from what he has been told in

this way he has no confidence in palmistry.

Typical outline hands, showing tie various "lines" and "mounts" and other characteristic features

â�¢ considered in the science of palmistry.

rhich are

believer in palmistry. Her faith in this

respect is grounded on the fact that her

hands were read by a palmist in Paris, who

described to her her past and present

with the utmost accuracy. Her future was

at the same time also foretold, and, up

â�¢ to the present time, Mrs. Patrick Campbell

tells me that, to use the language of the

children's story books, it has all "come true."

Sir Walter Besant said, while he had no

great belief in palmistry, he thought there

might be a little in it because of the reasons

Mr. George R. Sims, who is perhaps better

known to all the world as " Dagonet," does

not believe in palmistry. Considering what

the palmist has found on Mr. Sims' palm

(page 96) this is as well.

Dr. Parker consented to have his hand

photographed simply because he thought it

would be " good fun." He has no belief in

the thing whatever. After the reading

the palmist has given of the reverend

gentleman's hand, his scepticism will be

confirmed.
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Gilbert Group, and his huge, ill-built store-

house was generally filled to bursting with

copra (dried coconut) and sharks' fins when-

ever a trading ship entered the lagoon and

dropped anchor off his station.

So steadily did his business and his reputa-

tion for fair dealing increase with the natives,

that, after a time, fleets of canoes would visit

Tarawa, coming, some from Marakei, fifty

miles to the north, and some from the great

lagoon island of Apamama, a hundred miles

to the south-east, bringing with them their

produce of dried coconut to be exchanged

with the white man for coloured prints,

calicoes, arms, tobacco, and liquor.

The white men living on Apiang and the

other atolls in the group could not but ex-

perience a feeling of vexation that Malleson,

who. as they said, was the laziest man in the

South Seas, should divert so much custom

and so many dollars from their islands to his.

Day after day they would see large sailing

canoes filled with dried coconut and other

native produce sailing past their very doors

bound to Malleson's place. But being on the

whole a decent lot o.f men, they bore their

successful rival no ill-will, accepted matters

(after a time) philosophically, and lived in the

hope of Malleson being found cheating by

the natives, and either getting himself tabud

from further trading, or being warned off the

island by the chiefs

So one day, after business jealousies had

quite subsided, they again manned their boats

and visited him, and, knowing that many

months had passed since a ship had called at

Tarawa, they bore with them the gift of

friendship peculiar to the countryâ��some half

a dozen or so of Hollands ginâ��in order to

cheer up his lonely existence by endeavouring

to make him drunk. In this they had always

failed on previous occasions, for the more

liquor he consumed the more melancholy

and owl-like of visage he became.

They had all also, individually and collec-

tively, endeavoured to induce Malleson to give

up his single life and permit them or one of the

chiefs of Tarawa to find him a suitable wife

from among the many hundreds of young

marriageable girls on the island. But their

kindly intentions proved unavailing, for

Malleson distinctlv declared his intention of

remaining as he was, and put some little

warmth into his manner of declaring that

rather than have a native wife forced upon

him, he would barricade his house.

â�¢' I don't want.any native wife, boys," he

would say solemnly. " I dessay you chaps

mean well, an' wouldn't see me marry a girl

as wasn't no good, an' means to try and make

me feel more comfortable; but I ain't agoin'

to do it.''

But a plot against his further celibacy had

been formed, not, it must be mentioned,

without ulterior views by one of the partici-

pants therein, Mr. Andy O'Rourke, a genial,

rollicking trader on the island of Apiang.

He was agentfor a firm trading in opposition

to Malleson's employers, had a large half-

caste family, and a very extensive native con-

nection generally, both socially and in busi-

ness, and for a long time past had cogitated

upon the possibility of joining his fortunes

with those of his successful rival, to his own

particular advantage financially, and that of

Malleson from a domestic point of view.

In short, he intended to get Malleson married,

and had already made up his mind that Tera,

his wife's sister, was eminently calculated to

fill the position of Mrs. Jimmy Malleson.

And to avoid any suspicion of underhand

work he determined to so arrange matters

that no one of his fellow-traders should ever

suspect that he had any preconceived idea of

making Malleson his brother-in-law, and set

about his plans in a thoroughly open, genial

Irish manner.

He had, therefore, proposed that on the

present trip to Malleson's they should as a

matter of conjugal and family duty take their

wives, children, and relatives with them.

â�¢' We ought to give the women a run over

to Malleson's, boys," he said, when the trip

was first proposed. " It's the nogo (mutton-

bird) season over at Tarawa just now, and the

women and children would enjoy themselves

fine getting the eggs and birds. You'll bring

your wife, Davy, won't you ? Tom French's

missus is coming, and a couple of his

daughters ; and my wife wants to bring her

sister with her. What d'ye say, boys ? "

The "boys " said that they would come.

So over they came, each trader sailing his

own boat, and carrying with him his native
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wife and half-caste family, all bent upon

having a thoroughly good time at Tarawa, for

the people of the two islands were now at

peace.

Seated aft in Andy's boat, between his wife

and himself, was the pretty Tera, who had been

well tutored by her sister Lebonnai (Mrs.

O'Rourke) in the part she was to play in cap-

tivating the heart of Malleson. And although

Tera had frankly admitted that she had

looked to get a handsomer and younger

husband than the one her brother-in-law

designed for her, she was a dutiful girl, and

consented to sacrifice herself upon the altar

of family affection with resigned and un-

obtrusive cheerfulness.

As the boats, with their snow-white sails

bellying out to the trade-wind, sped along

over the long ocean swell, Davy Walsh, whose

boat was nearest, called out to Andy (they

were all sailing close together):

" I wonder how old Malleson's piggy wiggy

is getting on ? "

A general laugh followed, for Malleson's

affection for his pig was a source of continual

amusement to his fellow-traders.

* * Â» * Â»

About a year after he had landed on

Tarawa, a passing Puget Sound lumber ship,

bound to the Australian colonies, had hove-

to off Malleson's place for an hour or two.

He had boarded her, and in exchange for

some young coconuts and bananas, the

American skipper had presented him with a

pig of the male sex, informing him that the

animal was of a high lineage in the porcine

line.

Malleson had been much struck with

the promising proportions and haughty but

reserved demeanour of the creature as it

poked about the deck, and at once con-

ceived the idea of improving the breed of

pigs on the islandâ��not, of course, from dis-

interested motives, but as a means of adding

to his income.

As time went on the pig grew and throve

amazingly, and the fame of the beast spread

throughout the Gilbert Group; and Malleson's

anticipations with regard to his own profit in

possessing such an animal were amply veri-

fied.

Natives from outlving villages, and, finally.

from islands a hundred miles distant, came

to look at his pig, and a deputation of

leading old men (i.e., the village councillors)

from Apiang visited Malleson with the object

of conveying the pig, as a friendly loan, to

their august master, the King. But to this

he would not consent, pointing out politely,

but firmly withal, the risks attendant upon

carrying such a valuable animal in an open

canoe a distance of forty miles; besides that,

he had become attached to the creature, he

said, and would be lonely without him.

The deputation thanked the trader, and

withdrew.

* * * * *

As the visitors' boats sailed across the

lagoon, and brought-to in front of Malleson's

dilapidated dwelling, the trader came out of

his house, and walked down the beach to

meet them ; and Andy O'Rourke noted with

envy that Malleson's storehouses, the doors

of which were wide open, were full to bursting

of copra.

" Come up to the house," said the melan-

choly-looking man, shaking hands with them

all in a limp sort of manner. " My boys

(servants) will bring your traps up out o' the

boats; but," and here he glanced dejectedly

at the women visitors, " I'm afraid that my

house is too small to hold you all. Perhaps

the women and children wouldn't mind

sleepin' in my boathouse just for to-night.

To-morrow I can get a house run up for

'em."

"That's all right, old chap," said Andy,

slapping his solemn-visaged host on the back;

"but, if you don't mind, Lebonnai and her

sister will stay with me in your house. You

see, Teraâ��that's her coming up nowâ��was a

bit seasick coming over, and my wife got a

touch of the sun ; they are both complaining

a bit. However, they won't trouble you

much. Just let 'em have a corner to them-

selves."

" 'Tain t much of a place for women," said

Malleson disconsolately, as he looked at his

dirty, untidy sitting-room, with its floor

covered with ragged. worn-out mats, and then

at Lebonnai and Tera, tall, stately, and grace-

ful in their white muslin gowns and broad

Panama hats. " You see, I does my own

cookin'. and on'v straightens up onst a week
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" tell the white man that if he will give me

a piece of soap, Lebonnai and I shall wash

his clothes in the morning." (Result of

prompting from Lebonnai aforesaid during

the night.)

Of course. Malleson understood the native

tongue, and as he walked away with Andy he

said that Tera was a good-hearted girl to

trouble about his dirty clothes.

" She is that. Look here, old man, she's

a regular star of a girl. Now, I ain't going

to beat about the bush. I brought her here

thinking you might take a likin' to her, and

marry her. She'll be a fine wife for you. and

make you comfortable. What do you say ?

She's willin' enough, and there ain't a better-

mannered girl anywhere in the Gilbert

Group; an' what's more, there isn't any

scandal about her.''

Malleson made no reply for a minute or

two. Then he began filling his pipe. After

he had lighted it, he spoke.

" Look here, Andy, I'll just tell you the

whole thing. I'd be willin' enough, but the

fac' is I'm a married man. My old woman

is livin' in Auckland. She's got a rotten

temper, an' to make things worse, she took

up with some o' these here wimmen suffrage

wimmen, and used to jaw the head off herself

tellin' me what a degradin' beast I was to live

with. Well, things went on from bad to

worse, until one day I seed in the paper as

Mrs. James Malleson had said at a meetin'

that she too had an unthinkin' husband as

hadn't got no intelligence. That just finished

me. I cleared out from her, and came down

here with Captain Peate to start tradin'.

That was two years ago. I send her money

every six months by the schooner, but,

although I won't ever go back to her again,

I ain't a-goin' to marry no native woman. It's

bigamy.''

" No, it ain't. Not down in the islands

anyway. Why, it ain't respectable for a man

to be livin' by himself, as you are. You can

marry Tera right enough. Who's agoin' to

know that you've a wife in New Zealand ? "

" I would, and Peate would. And besides

that I ain't agoin' to do anything like that.

My wife's a holy terror, but, at the same time,

I know she's an honest woman, and I won't

wrontr her that wav."

Andy gave a long whistle of astonishment.

" Well, just as you like, old man; but you

beat anything I ever saw as a trader. You

ought to get a billet as a missionary. And do

you mean to keep on livin' like this, all

alone ?''

" Yes, why not. I'm all right. I'm doin'

pretty well, and Brian takes up a lot of my

time when business is dull. How do you

think he's lookin' ? "

*****

A week later pretty, black-browed Tera

went away with her sisterâ��still single. As

the boats sailed from the white beach Malle-

son stood in his doorway and waved his hand

in farewell.

" She's a pretty little creatur,'' he said as he

watched the boats heeling over to the breeze,

" an' as merry as a lark. I wonder if Brian

would ha' took to her? "

* * * Â« *

Sometimes the village children would come

near to Brian's sty, and ask Malleson to let

them give the creature a young coconut,

knowing full well that the pleased trader

would reward them individually by a present

of a ship biscuit in return. At dusk Malleson,

carrying a huge wooden bowl full of tender

coconut pulp and milk, would give the pig his

last meal for the day, and then stand and lean

over the fence and gaze admiringly down, as

Brian thrust his round. pink snout into the

repast.

Sometimes also, Malleson. although natu-

rally a modest man, could' not but feel a

proud swell of bosom, when, in the bright

moonlight nights, he would look and see

perhaps thirty or forty natives from the far

end of the island, standing around the pig

pen, rifles in hand, discussing the magnificent

-proportions and money value of its slumbering

tenant.

* * â�¢Â» -3 *

A year went by, and then one day the

Indiana sailed into the lagoon. The captain

and Denison the supercargo soon came ashore,

and met Malleson standing on the beach.

" How are you, Malleson ? Got much for

me this trip ? "

" About ninety tons of copra, Captain

Peate. Did you bring me those two bags of

maize for the pig ? "
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The country was scoured for miles around ;

the nearest railway station was four miles off,

ind it was easily proved he had not been

ihere, in fact the first train stopping there

since 6.38 the previous evening was the one

by which the officer bearing the warrant had

arrived; the seaports were watched, but all

to no purpose.

A man who was lodging in the same house

was arrested on suspicion, but it was proved

that he had been in his room since ten

o'clock the preceding night, and was one of

the many artists who go down to Fenhurst

to sketch in the neighbourhood. Since then

Penstone's escape has been completely

shrouded in mystery, and it now remains for

me to lift the curtain.

--**-

About two years ago I was able to be of

some slight service to a man who must be

nameless, although he is no more. He gave

me the story of his life, and a very eventful

life it had been, but the most remarkable

chapter in it was the part he took in the

escape of Penstone the Fenian. We had

been chatting anent railway matters, and after

a pause he exclaimed:

" You are interested in railway adventures,

I see. If you will give me your word not to

reveal during my life what I am about to tell

you, you shall hear one of the most remark-

able railway experiences imaginableâ��nothing

tess than the details of the escape of the

Fenian leader, Penstone."

I gave the required promise. Some weeks

ago I heard of the death of this man, and

there is no reason now why I should not tell

his story, which I will do in, as nearly as I

remember them, his own words.

" I belonged to the secret society of which

Penstone was the head. I have left it for

many years now, and have always been

thankful that the only prominent part I ever

played in it was the assisting at his escape.

Penstone knew very well that he was being

'shadowed,' and he also knew that, sooner

or later, the warrant for his arrest would

be issued. He made one or two attempts to

get out of the country, but, seeing that he was

so closely watched, and being short of means,

he returned to London in despair. It was then

that the clever plot was formed for his escape.

" There was a man among us named

Ringardâ��at least that is what I shall call him

â�¢â��one of the most marvellous fellows tor in-

venting and carrying through a plot that I

have ever met. This Ringard was in com-

munication with Penstone at the time, and

one day he called upon me in company with

another ' brother,' whom we will call Marsh,

a man of about the same build as Penstone.

There was a look of singular triumph on

Ringard's face as, after a few moments, he

exclaimed:

" ' Look here, I've formed a plan by which

we three.will try and get Penstone over the

water. I've been working at it for some

days now, and though there's a certain amount

of risk in it, it's his last chance, and I want

you to help me. The warrant for him will be

out soonâ��it's only a question of a few days

now, I findâ��and we must get him clear.'

" ' Well, let's have your plan,' I said.

"' In the first place,' he replied, ' we must

carefully consider the facts of the case. If he

travels he'll be watched. If he even escapes

observation for an hour or two they'll set the

telegraph going all over the country and nab

him through some ticket-collector or station-

detective. We may be sure they'll use all the

orthodox means. Then how are we. to defeat

ihem ? There's only one answer, as far as I

can see, to this question, and that is, by

asing unorthodox means!

"' And those are ?'

" ' First, the getting him away by a method

that has never before been attempted; and

secondly, the making the police believe he is

still in the country after his escape; and,

most of all, the giving him nine or ten hours'

start before the escape is discovered.'

" ' And how can we do this ?'

" ' In reply to that question let me ask you

both if you are ready to help me and to trust

me implicitly ?'

"' Certainly,' we replied, ' we'll do all we

can.'

" ' Good. Do you know a village named

Fenhurst ?'

"'No.'

'"Well, let me describe it. It's about forty

miles from town, and the main line from

London to Silkminster passes within a mile

of it-â��only there is no station, the nearest one
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being at least four miles distant. But just

where the railway is closest to Fenhurst there

branches off from the main line the line to

Binston, and, of course, a signal box con-

trols the junction.

" ' At Fenhurst there is a good-sized house,

where rooms are let in the summer to artists,

for it is a great sketching neighbourhood,

and Mrs. Shale, the landlady, is well known

to members of the brush and palette. I have

seen Penstone this morning, and he has gone

down to Fenhurst to-day, with the detectives

close at his heels. Oh, they think themselves

mighty smart, no doubt, but this is a part of

the plan. He will take rooms at Mrs. Shale's.

Now you, Marsh, can draw and paint a bit,

can't you ? '

"' Yes, just a little.'

"'Very well. On Friday, the day on which

we will work our scheme, you must go down

to Fenhurst with some artist's materials, and

take rooms in the same house as Penstone,

being very careful not to speak to him or to

take the slightest notice of him. You will

hire a sitting-room and bedroom combined,

situated on the ground floor, and looking out

on the garden at the back. Penstone will be

sleeping in the bedroom, the door of which

is exactly opposite the stairs, on the first

floor. You see just at this time of the year,

being late autumn, there won't be anyone

staying there, so we shall have choice of

rooms, and, as I know the house, I'm certain

of their positions.

" ' Now attend carefully. You will go into

your room in the evening about ten o'clock,

taking care to let Mrs. Shale know you have

done so. Lock your door, open your window

softly, get out into the garden, at the bottom

of which you will find a gate leading out into

a laneâ��here's a rough map to guide you ;

then take the turning to the right till you

come to this road, in which are a lot of trees.

" ' Place yourself behind the fifth tree from

this end. As soon as you hear the church

clock strike eleven, be on your guard. Pen-

stone will come by walking slowly and heavily

and smoking a cigar. You will quickly take

the cigar from his hand and pass on smoking

it, while he will slip into your place behind

the tree.

"' Of course a ' tec' will be following.

Imitate Penstone's walk, and this, with the

scent of the cigar, ought to throw him off the

scent. Stroll round this way to your lodgings,

go in by the front door, mount the stairs

rather noisily, enter Penstone's room, and go

to bed there for an hour or so. Then get

up quietly and go down to your own room.

There, that's your part; do you understand ?'

" ' Perfectly.'

"' Good. Then we'd better not be seen

together any more.'

" So Marsh went off, and then Ringard

said to me :

" ' Let us stroll down to the terminus of

the Silkminster line. I want to show you

something.'

" In a short time we stood on the departure

platform of the station. There was a train

just about to start, and Ringard walked me

up to the rear of it, and then said:

" ' You know what " tail-lights " are, don't

you?'

" ' Yes. The lights on the rear of the last

carriage of a train running at night. They're

to prevent anything behind from running

into the train if there's a stoppage, or some-

thing of the sort, aren't they ?'

"' Ah, not only that, but they act as signals

and tell the destination of the train to the

men on duty in the signal cabins, so that they

may be sure the right train has passed them.

For instance, do you see in this case that

there is a red light in the centre of the carriage

and a green light on each side ?'

"'Yes.'

"' Well, that means the train is going to

Binston, branching off the main line near

Fenhurst. And remember this: every signal-

man on night duty must see, as the train

passes him, that these tail-lights are correct

according to the description of the train sig-

nalled from the box before.'

" ' I seeâ��well, but what would he do if

they were not correct ?'

"' That's just the important point. He'd

signal on at once to the next box " Stop and

examine train" and the signalman there

would bring the train to a halt and see what

was wrong. Now come and have some

supper, and we'll come back here again

presently, for there's something else I want

to explain to you.'
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exertions (in the interests of an earthly

employer) elsewhere.

He took ferry across the filthy Tyne, and

walked down alleys and squalid streets where

coal dust formed the mud, and the air was

sour with foreign vapours. And as he walked

he champed still at the unlit cigar, and

brooded over the angularity of his fate. But

when he passed between the gates of the

dock company's premises, and exchanged

words with the policeman on guard, a change

came over him. He threw away the cigar

stump, tightened his lips, and left all thoughts

of personal matters outside the door-sill. He

was Mr. Gedge's hired servant; his brain

was devoted to furthering Gedge's interests;

and all the acid of his tongue was ready to

spur on those who did the manual work on

Gedge's ship.

Within a minute of his arrival on her

deck, the Sultan of Borneo was being

unmoored from the bollards on the quay;

within ten, her winches were clattering and

bucking as they warped her across to the

black, straddling coal-shoots at the other side

of the dock; and within half an hour the

cargo was roaring down her hatches as fast

as the railway waggons on the grimy trestle

overhead could disgorge.

The halo of coal dust made day into dusk ;

the grit of it filled every cranny, and settled

as an amorphous scum on the water of the

dock ; and labourers hired by the hour, toiled

at piece-work pace through sheer terror at

their employer.

If his other failings could have been elimi-

nated, the little skipper, with the red-peaked

beard, would certainly have been, from an

owner's point of view, the best commander

sailing out of any English port. No man ever

wrenched such a magnificent amount of work

from his hands. But it was those other fail-

ings which kept him what he was, the pitiful

knockabout ship-master, living from hand to

mouth, never certain of his berth from one

month's end to another.

That afternoon Captain Kettle signed on

his crew, got them on board, and with the

help of his two mates kicked the majority of

them into sobriety ; he received a visit and final

instructions from Mr. Gedge at six o'clock;

and by night-fall he had filled in his papers,

warped out of dock, and stood anxiously on

the bridge watching the pilot as he took the

steamboat down through the crowded

shipping of the river. His wife stood under

the glow of an arc lamp on the dock head

and waved him good-bye through the gloom.

Captain Kettle received his first fright as

he dropped his pilot just outside the Tyne

pier heads. A man of war's launch steamed

up out of the night, and the boarding officer

examined his papers and asked questions.

The little captain, conscious of having no

contraband of war on board just then, was

brutally rude; but the naval officer remained

stolid, and refused to see the insults which

were pitched at him. He had an unpalatable

duty to perform; he quite sympathised with

Kettle's feelings over the matter ; and he got

back to his launch thanking many stars that

the affair had ended so easily.

But Kettle rang on his engines again with

very unpleasant feelings. It was clear to him

that the secret was oozing out somewhere; that

the Sultan of Borneo was suspected ; that his

course to Cuba would be beset with many

well-armed obstacles; and he forthwith made

his first ruse out of the long succession which

were to follow.

He had been instructed by Gedge to

steam off straight from the Tyne to a point

deep in the North Sea, where a yacht

would meet him to hand over the con-

signment of smuggled arms. But he felt

the night to be full of eyes, and for a Havana-

bound ship to leave the usual steam-lane

which leads to the English Channel, was

equivalent to a confession of her purpose

from the outset. So he took the parallel

rulers and pencilled off on his chart the

stereotyped course, which just clears Whitby

and Flamboro' Head; and the Sultan of

Borneo was held steadily along this, steaming

at her normal nine knots ; and it was not till

she was out of sight of land off Humber

mouth, and the sea chanced to be desolate,

that he starboarded his helm and stood off

for the ocean rendezvous.

A hand on the foretopsail yard picked up

the yacht out of the grey mists of dawn, and

by eight bells they were lying hove-to in the

trough, with a hundred yards of cold grey

water tumbling between them. The tran-
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shipment was made in two lifeboats, and

Kettle went across and enjoyed an extravagant

breakfast in the yacht's cabin. The talk was

all upon the Cuban revolution. Carnforth,

the yacht's owner, brimmed with it.

" If you can run the blockade, Captain,"

said he, " and land these rifles, and the

Maxims, and the cartridges, they'll be grate-

ful enough to put up a statue to you. The

revolution will end in a snap. The Spanish

troops are half of them fever-ridden, and all

of them discouraged. With these guns you

are carrying, the patriots can shoot their

enemies over the edges of the island into the

Caribbean Sea. And there is no reason why

you should get stopped. There are filibuster-

ing expeditions fitted out every week from

Key West, and Tampa, and the other Florida

ports, and one or two have even started from

New York itself."

" But they haven't got through ? " suggested

Captain Kettle.

" Not all of them," Mr. Carnforth

admitted. " But then you see they sailed in

schooners, and you have got steam. Be-

sides, they started from the States, where the

newspapers knew all about them, and so

their arrival was cabled on to Cuba ahead;

and you have the advantage of sailing from

an English port."

"I don't see where the pull comes in,''

said Kettle gloomily. " There isn't a blessed

country on the face of the globe more inter-

fering with her own people than England. A

Yankee can do as he darn well pleases in the

filibustering line ; but if a Britisher makes a

move that way, the blessed law here stretches

out twenty hands and plucks him back by

the tail before he's half started. No, Mr.

Carnforth, I'm not sweet on the chances.

I'm a poor man, and this means a lot to me;

that's why I'm anxious. You're rich; you

only stand to lose the cost of the consign-

ment; and if that gets confiscated it won't

mean much to you."

Carnforth grinned. " You pay my busi-

ness qualities a poor compliment, Captain.

You can bet your life I had money down in

hard cash before I stirred foot in the matter.

The weapons and the ammunition were paid

for at fifty per cent, above list prices, so as to

cover the trouble of secrecy, and I got a

charter for the yacht to bring the stuff out

here which would astonish you if you saw

the figures. No, I'm clear on the matter

from this moment, Captain, but I'll not deny

that I shall take an interest in your future

adventures with the cargo. Help yourself to

a cigarette "

" Then it seems to me," said Kettle acidly,

" that you'll look at me just as a hare set on to

run for your amusement ? "

The yacht-owner laughed. " You put it

brutally," he said, "but that's about the size

of it. And if you want further truths, here's

one: I shouldn't particularly mind if you

were caught."

" How's that ? "

" Because, my dear skipper, if the Spanish

captured this consignment, the patriots would

want another, and I should get the order.

Whereas, if you land the stuff safely, it will

see them through to the end of the war, and

my chance of making further profit will be

at an end."

" You have a very clear way of putting it,''

said Captain Kettle.

" Haven't I ? Which will you take, green

chartreuse or yellow ? "

" And Mr. Gedge ? Can you tell me, sir,

how he stands over this business ? "

" Oh, you bet, Gedge knows when to

come in out of the wet. He's got the old

Sultan underwritten by the insurance and by

the Cuban agents up to double her value, and

nothing would suit his books better than for

a Spanish cruiser to drop upon you."

Captain Kettle got up, reached for his cap,

and swung it aggressively on to one side of

his head.

" Very well," he said, " that's your side of

the question. Now hear mine. That cargo's

going through, and those rebels or patriots,

or whatever they are, shall have their guns if

half the Spanish navy was there to try and

stop me. You and Mr. Gedge have started

about this business the wrong way. Treat

me on the square and I'm a man a child

might handle; but I'd not be driven by the

Queen of England, no, not with the Emperor

of Germany to help her."

" Oh, look here, Captain," said Carnforth,

" don't get your back up."

" I'll not trade with you," replied Kettle.
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merrily down Channel at top speed through

the same impenetrable fog. the little skipper

whistled dance music on the upper bridge,

and caught the notion for a most pleasing

sonnet. That evening ;he crew came aft in a

state of mild mutiny, and Kettle attended to

their needs with gusto.

He prefaced his remarks by a slight exhi-

bition of marksmanship. He cut away the

vane which showed dimly on the fore-topmast

truck with a single bullet, and then, after

dexterously icloading his revolver, lounged

over the white rail of the upper bridge with

the weapon in his hand.

He told the malcontents he was glad of the

opportunity to give them his views on matters

generally. He informed them genially that

for their personal wishes he cared not one

decimal of a jot. He stated plainly that he

had got them on board, and intended by

their help to carry out his owner's instructions

whether they hated them or not. And

finally he gave them his candid assurance

that if any cur amongst them presumed to

disobey the least of his orders, he would

shoot that man neatly through the head with-

out further preamble.

This elegant harangue did not go home to

all hands at once, because being a British

ship, the Sultan of Borneo's crew naturally

spoke in five different languages, and few of

them had even a working knowledge of

English. But the look of Kettle s savage

little face as he talked, and the red torpedo

beard which wagged beneath it. conveyed to

them the tone of his speech, and for the time

they did not require a more accurate trans-

lation. They had come off big with the

intention of forcing him (if necessary with

violence^ to run the steamer there and then

into an English port: they went forward

again like a pack of sheep, merely because

one man had let them hear the virulence of

his bark, and had shown them with what

accuracy he could bite if necessary. " And

that's the beauty of a mongrel crew," said

Kettle complacently. " If they'd been

English. I'd have had to shoot at least

two of the beasts to keep my end up like

that."

" You're a marvel," Carnforth admitted.

" I'm a bit of a speaker myself, but I never

heard a man with a gift of tongue like you

have got."

" I'm poisonous when I spread myself,"

said Kettle.

" I wish I was clear of you," said Carn-

forth, with an awkward laugh. " Whatever

possessed me to leave the yacht and come on

this cruise I can't think."

" Some people never do know when they're

well off." said Kettle. " Well, sir, you're in

for it now, and you may see things which

will be of service to you afterwards. You

ought to make your mark in Parliament if you

do get back from this trip. You'll have some-

thing to talk about that men will like to listen

to, instead of merely chattering wind, which

is what most of them are put to. so far as I

can see from the papers. And now, sir,

here's the steward come to tell us tea's ready.

You go below and tuck in. I'll take mine on

the bridge here. It won't do for me to turn

my back yet awhile, or else those beasts

forrard will jump on us from behind and

murder the whole lot whilst we aren't

looking."

The voyage from that time onwards was

for Captain Kettle a period of constant watch-

fulness. It would not be true to say that he

never took off his clothes or never slept; but

whether he was in pyjamas in the chart-house,

or whether he was sitting on an up-turned

ginger-beer case under the shelter of one of

the upper bridge canvas dodgers, with his

tired eyes shut and the red peaked beard upon

his chest, it was always the same, he was

ever ready instantly to spring upon the

alert.

â�¢ One dark night an iron belaying-pin flew

out of the blackness of the forecastle and

whizzed within an inch of his sleeping head ;

but he roused so quickly that he was able to

shoot the thrower through the shoulder before

he could dive back again through the fore-

castle door. And another time when a

powdering gale had kept him on the bridge

for forty-eight consecutive hours, and a

deputation of the deck hands raided him in

the chart-house on the supposition that

exhaustion would have laid him out in a dead

sleep, he woke before their fingers touched

him, broke the jaw of one with a camp-stool,

and so maltreated the others with the same
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glowing centre away between the heads of

the bay, and they watched it sweep past

them over the surface of the water, and

then sweep back again. Finally, after a little

more dalliance, it settled on the steamer and

lit her, and the ring of water on which she

swam, like a ship in a lantern picture.

Carnforth swore aloud, and Captain Kettle

lit a fresh cigar. Those of the mongrel crew

who were on the deck went below to pack

their bags.

" Well, sir," said Kettle cheerfully, " here

we are. That's a Spanish gunboat with

search light, all complete ''â��he screwed up

his eyes and gazed astern meditativelyâ��

" She's got the heels of us too; by about

five knots I should say. Just look at the

flames coming out of her funnels. Aren't

they just giving her ginger down in the stoke

hold ? Shooting will begin directly, and the

other blackguards ashore have apparently

forgotten all about us. There isn't a light

anywhere."

" What are you going to do ? " asked

Carnforth.

" Follow out Mr. Gedge's instructions, sir,

and put this cargo on the beach. Whether

the old Sultan goes there too, remains to be

seen."

" That gunboat will cut you off in a quarter

of an hour if you keep on this course."

" With that extra five knots she can do as

she likes with us, so I shan't shift my helm.

It would only look suspicious.''

" Good Lord ! " said Carnforth, " as if our

being here at all isn't suspicion itself."

But Kettle did not answer. He had, to use

his own expression, "got his wits working

under forced draught," and he could not

afford time for idle speculation and chatter.

It was the want of the answering signal ashore

which upset him. Had that showed against

the black background of hills, he would have

known what to do.

Meanwhile the Spanish warship was closing

up with him hand over fist, and a decision

was necessary. Anyway, the choice was a

poor one. If he surrendered he would be

searched, and with that damning cargo of

rifles and machine guns and ammunition under

his hatches, it was not at all improbable that

his captors might string him up out of hand.

They would have right on their side for doing

so.

The insurrectionists were not "recognised

belligerents"; he would stand as a filibuster

confessed; and as such would be due to

suffer under that rough and ready martial

law which cannot spare time to feed and gaol

prisoners.

On the other hand, if he refused to heave

to, the result would be equally simple ; the

warship would sink him with her guns inside

a dozen minutes; and reckless dare-devil

though he might be, Kettle knew quite well

there was no chance of avoiding this.

With another crew he might have been

tempted to lay his old steamer alongside the

other, and try to carry her by boarding and

sheer hand to hand fighting; but, excepting

for those on watch in the stronghold, his

present set of men were all below packing

their belongings into portable shape, and he

knew quite well that nothing would please

them better than to see him discomfited.

Carnforth was neutral; he had only his two

mates, and the engineer officers to depend

upon in all the available world; and he

recognised between deep draughts at his

cigar that he was in a very tight place.

Still the dark shore ahead remained un-

beaconed, and the Spaniard was racing up

astern, lit for battle, with her crew at quarters;

and the guns run out and loaded. She leapt

nearer by fathoms to the second, till Kettle

could hear the panting of her engines as she

chased him down. His teeth chewed on the

cigar butt, and dark rings grew under his eyes.

He could have raged aloud at his impotence.

The war steamer ranged up alongside,

slowed to some forty revolutions so as to keep

her place, and an officer on the top of her

chart-house hailed in Spanish.

"Gunboat ahoy," Kettle bawled back; "you

must speak English or I can't be civil to you."

"What ship is that?"

" Sultan of Borneo, Kettle, master. Out

of Shields."

"Where for?"

"The Havana."

Promptly the query came back : " Then

what are you doing in here ? "

Carnforth whispered a suggestion. " Fresh

water, run out; condenser water given all
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hands dysentery; put in here to fill up

tanks."

" I thank you, sir," said Kettle in the same

undertone, â�¢' I'm no hand at lying myself, or

I might have thought of that before." And he

shouted the excuse across to the spokesman

on the chart-house roof.

To his surprise they seemed to give weight

to it. There was a short consultation, and

the steamers slipped along over the smooth

black waters of the bay on parallel courses.

" Have you got dysentery bad aboard ?"

came the next question.

Once more Carnforth prompted, and Kettle

repeated his words : " Look at my decks,"

said he. "All my crew are below. I've hardly

a man to stand by me."

There was more consultation among the

gunboat's officers, and then came the fatal

inquiry : " What's your cargo, Captain ? "

" Oh, coals," said Kettle resignedly.

" What ? You're bringing Tyne coal to

the Havana ? "

" Just coals," said Captain Kettle with a

bitter laugh.

The tone of the Spaniard changed. " Heave

to at once," he ordered, "whilst I send a boat

to search you. Refuse, and I'll blow you out

of water."

On the Sultan of Borneo's upper bridge

Carnforth swore. " Eh-ho, Skipper,'' he

said, " the game's up, and there's no way out

of it. You won't be a fool, will you, and

sacrifice the ship and the whole lot of us?

Come, I say, man, ring off your engines, or

that fellow will shoot, and we shall all be

murdered uselessly. I tell you, the game's up."

" By James ! " said Kettle, " is it ? Look

there"â��and he pointed with outstretched

arm to the hills on the shore ahead. " Three

fires !" he cried. " Two above one in a

triangle, burning- like Elswick furnaces

amongst the trees. They're ready for us

over yonder, Mr. Carnforth, and that's their

welcome. Do you think I'm going to let

my cargo be stopped after getting it this

far ?" He turned to the Danish quarter-

master at the wheel, with his savage face

close to the man's ear.

" Starboard," he said. " Hard over, you

bung-eyed Dutchman. Starboard as far as

she'll go."

The wheel engines clattered briskly in the

house underneath, and the Sultan of Borneo's

head swung off quickly to port. For eight

seconds the officer commanding the gunboat

did not see what was happening, and that

eight seconds was fatal to his vessel. When

the inspiration came, he bubbled with orders,

he starboarded his own helm, he rang

"full speed ahead" to his engines, and

ordered every rifle and machine gun on his

ship to sweep the British steamer's bridge.

But the space of time was too small. The

gunboat could not turn with enough quick-

ness ; on so short a notice the engines could

not get her into her stride again; and the

shooting, though well intentioned and prodi-

gious in quantity, was poor in aim. The

bullets whisped through the air, and pelted on

the plating like a hailstorm, and one of them

flicked out the brains of the Danish quarter-

master on the bridge; but Kettle took the

wheel from his hands, and a moment later the

Sultan of Borneo's stem crashed into the gun-

boat's unprotected side just abaft the sponson

of her starboard quarter gun.

The steamers thrilled like kicked biscuit-

boxes, and a noise went up into the hot night

sky as of ten thousand boiler makers, all

heading up their rivets at once.

On both ships the propellers stopped as if

by instinct, and then in answer to the

telegraph, the grimy collier backed astern.

But the war-steamer did not move. Her

machinery was broken down. She had

already got a heavy list towards her wounded

side, and every second the list was increasing

as the sea water poured in through the

shattered plates. Her crew was buzzing with

disorder. It was evident that the vessel had

but a short time longer to swim, and their

lives were sweet to them. They had no

thought of vengeance. Their weapons lay

deserted on the sloping decks. The grimy

crews from the stoke holds poured up from

below, and one and all they clustered about

the boats with frenzied haste to see them

floating- in the water.

There was no more to be feared at their

hands for the present.

Carnforth clapped Kettle on the shoulder

in involuntary admiration. "By George," he

cried, "what a daring little scoundrel you are.
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Look here. I'm on your side now if I can be

of any help. Can you give me a job ? "

" I'm afraid, sir," said Captain Kettle, "that

the old Sultan's work is about done. She's

settling down by the head already. Didn't

you see those rats of men scuttling up from

forrard directly after we'd rammed the Don ?

I guess that was a bit of a surprise packet for

them anyway. They thought they'd get down

there to be clear of the shooting, and they

found themselves in the most ticklish part of

the ship."

" There's humour in the situation," said

Carnforth. " But the case will keep. For

the present it strikes me that this old steam-

boat is swamping fast."

" She's doing that," Kettle admitted.

" She'll have a lot of plates started forrard, I

guess. But I think she's come out of it very

creditably, sir. I didn't spare her, and she's

not exactly built for a ram."

" I suppose it's a case of putting her on the

beach ? "

"There's nothing else for it,'' said Kettle

with a sigh. " I should like to have carried

those blessed coals into the Havana if it could

have been done, just to show people ours was

a bond fide contract, as Mr. Gedge said, in

spite of its fishy look. But this old steam-

boat's done her whack, and that's the square

truth. It will take her all she can manage to

reach shore with dry decks. Look, she's in

now nearly to her forecastle head. Lucky

the shore's not steep to here, or else ."

From beneath there came a bump and a

rattle, and the steamer for a moment halted

in her progress, and a white-crested wave

surged past her rusty flanks. Then she lifted

again and swooped further in, with the pro-

peller still squattering astern ; and then once

more she thundered down again into the

sand ; and so lifting and striking, made her

way in through the surf.

More than one of the hands was swept from

her decks,and reached the shore by swimming;

but as the ebb made, the hungry seas left her

stranded dry under the morning's light, and

a crowd of insurrectionists waded out and

climbed on board by ropes which were thrown

to them.

They were men of every tint, from the

grey black of the pure negro to the sallow

lemon tint of the blue-blooded Spaniard.

They were streaked with wounds, thin as

skeletons, and clad more with nakedness than

with rags; and so wolfish did they look that

even Kettle, callous little ruffian though he

was, half regretted bringing arms for such a

crew to wreak vengeance on their neigh-

bours.

But they gave him small time for sentiment

of this brand. They clustered round him

with leaping hands, till the morning sea-fowl

fled affrighted from the beach. El Sefior

Capitan Inglese was the saviour of Cuba,

and let everyone remember it. Alone, with

his unarmed vessel, he had sunk a warship

of their hated enemies ; and they prayed him

(in their florid compliment) to stay on the

island and rule over them as king.

But the little sailor took them literally.

" What's this ? " he said ; " you want me to

be your blooming king ? "

"El rey ! '' they shouted. "El rey de los

Cubanos! "

"By James," said Kettle, "I'll do it. I was

never asked to be a king before, and the

chance may never come again. Besides, I'm

out of a berth just now, and England will be

too hot to hold me yet awhile. Yes, I'll stay

and boss you, and if you can act half as ugly

as you look, we'll give the Dons a lively time.

Only remember there's no tomfoolery about

me. If I'm king of this show, I'm going to

carry a full king's ticket, and if there's any

man tries to meddle without being invited,

that man will go to his own funeral before he

can think twice. And now we'll just begin

business at once. Off with those hatches and

break out that cargo. I've been at some

pains to run these guns out here, so be careful

in carrying them up the beach. Jump lively

now, you black-faced scum."

Carnforth listened with staring eyes. What

sort of broil was this truculent little scamp

going to mix in next ? He knew enough of

Spanish character to understand clearly that

the offer of the crown was merely an empty

civility; he understood enough of Kettle to

be sure that he had not taken it as such, and

would assert his rights to the bitter end. And

when he thought of what that end must

inevitably be he sighed over Owen Kettle's

fate.



THE GOBELINS.

A FAMOUS FRENCH INDUSTRY.

BY MARIE A. BELLOC.

ALTHOUGH 30,000 people visit the Gobelins

factory each year, comparatively few F.nglish

visitors to Paris ever find their way to the

quaint and beautiful corner of the old city

where the world-famous tapestry works are to

be found. The picturesque groups of build-

ings have survived many revolutions, and

have been honoured in turn by the patronage

of kings, demagogues, emperors, and presi-

dents.

Once you are through the stately doors

you seem to be in a place apart, and on a

fine spring morning those whose good for-

tune brings them to the Gobelins might

believe themselves to be in some quiet corner

of Venice rather than in gay Paris, for the

Bievre flows in and out between the buildings,

lending a curious beauty and quietude to the

scene. But the stream is no longer useful

as it once was to the dyeing department of

the factory, for its course through modern

Paris has destroyed whatever salubrious pro-

perties it formerly possessed.

As has so often happened in the history of

French trade, the State played a great part in

making the Gobelins what it isâ��one of the

industrial art centres of the world; for,

though the tapestry works were actually

founded by a certain Jean Gobelin, a citizen

of Paris, who was by trade a dyer, it was soon

taken over by that lordly monarch, Louis

XIV., or rather by his great Minister Colbert,

who spent much of his leisure in developing

the resources of the place.

Indeed, the name of the sturdy dyer, who

had laid the foundations of a State business,

was associated, not only with tapestries and

carpets, but also with 'he finest bronzes,

mosaics, and inlaid furniture, for Colbert

sent to Italy for Florentine workers in bronze

and mosaics, and there is scarcely a French

chateau from Fontainebleau to Chaumont

which does not contain some very wonderful

specimens of either furniture or woven

pictures, presented by the French King to his

friends or favourites.

By placing the Gobelins under Royal

protection, Colbert secured for it a re-

putation which it has never lost. Indeed,

tapestry weaving is now considered a

specially French art, although at one

time the tapestry works at Mortlake were the

envy of the artistic world, and amongst the

most precious exhibits in the curious museum

now attached to the Gobelins factory is the

" Sacrifice of Lystra," executed in England

during the reign of Charles I., from a fine

cartoon by Raphael.

There was at the time a great fancy for

religious and mythological subjects, and the

greatest artists did not disdain designing

cartoons with the view of a loom reproduc-

tion of their work.

Few people realise that tapestry is one of

the oldest crafts in the world. Even in

Exodus there is a mention of it, and in Baby-

lon the priests decorated the temples of the

gods with hangings produced with the aid of

looms. Although the Koran explicitly for-

bids the representation of any living creature

by either modelling or drawing, the Caliphs

have never chosen to regard the prohibition

as having reference to tapestry. We have all

of us heard of the loom of Penelope, though

her weaving was, of course, done not for its

own sake, but to trick the suitors whom her

faithful heart loathed. Both in the Iliad and

the Odyssey there is constant reference to the

beautiful craft. Even Circe had a loom, and

Calypso seems to have combined weaving and

singing.

Tapestry has been defined as an ornamental

figured cloth made by weaving upon a ground-

work of hemp or flax with coloured threads

composed of linen, silk, or cotton, and some-

times of gold and silver thread. But, though

the weavers at the Gobelins will undertake

any kind of weaving, modern tapestry is
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statue ? You have no love for history, you

say. Saint Denis, I do not wonder at it

since it is for you that Monsieur de Sartines

has brought about this pretty play, and come

into this den of beasts."

Coq le Roi, quickened by the danger, took

up his second pistol. His natural courage

had returned to him now. Little man that

he was, little and with a face like a young

girl's, he had made danger so good a bed-

fellow that surprise was rather pleasant than

alarming to him.

" Bah," cried he, " that Sartines should be

such a fool as to look for me at the house of

the Red Cock. Oh, we shall have a merry

night, comradeâ��yet who you are and why

you are here, the devil take me if I can say."

He buttoned his cloak around his

shoulders with itching fingers, convinced,

though he did not say so, that this man who

had come to him so mysteriously had come

as a friend. Meanwhile, the whole quarter

without was thundering with the clamour of

the mobâ��Hades itself seemed to have been

loosed in that labyrinth of crime and

squalor. Coq le Roi was sure that his

liberty was a matter of moments.

" Look you, my friend," he continued to

the unknown, who had watched him with

some amusement, and perhaps a little malice,

" I am now going upstairs, to get some fresh

air upon the roof. But I shall not forget that

you, whoever you may be, warned me of to-

night's affair. I wish you good-night,

Monsieur. When we meet again it may be

your turn to thank me, and to tell me how

you got into this house. I hope it will

be so."

The stranger laughed aloud, insolently in-

different to the haste of the other.

" You are going on the roof, Monsieur

Cabot ?'' he exclaimed mockingly. " Surely

that is very thoughtless of you."

" And why, monsieur ? "

" You shall be the judge of that when I

tell you that five of Sartines' men are there

before you."

Coq le Roi swore a full-mouthed oath. He

thought even for a moment that this man had

betrayed him; but he was too wise to act

upon his suspicions.

" I shall see for myself,'' said he, and with

that he quitted the room, only to return an

instant later with pale face and a quaking

heart.

" Monsieur," said he, trying to force a jest,

" you reckon well. There are exactly five of

Sartines' men above us. How many there

may be in the street below I will not venture

to hazard. Nor will I dispute with you any

longer. If you came here to aid me, this is

the time to do your work; but if you are upon

any other errandâ��then God help you, for I

will certainly blow out your brains."

The stranger laughed again.

" I do not keep my brains in the ceiling of

your garret," said he. " Upon my word, you

are a very impertinent fellow, Monsieur Cabot.

I am half of the mind to leave you to

Sartines, who has sworn to dig up the stones

of Paris rather than lose the pleasure of your

company."

" He has sworn that ? " muttered Coq le

Roi, beginning to tremble again.

" As I say. Did you not stop the coach of

Madame Geoffrin but a week ago, and wound

two of her lacqueys ? Very well. Madame

Geoffrin complained to the King, and the

King to Monsieur de Sartines. And now,

you see, the Dragoons are coming to beat in

the door of your house. Oh, the Lieutenant

knows well that he could only take you with

Dragoons. What a man he isâ��to trap

you here like a bear in a cage. And hark!

there are the troopers themselves."

The clamour without (a clamour in which

were co-mingled the hoarse cries of men, the

shrieks of women, the ringing of hoofs upon

the flags, the clash of steel, the loud note of

command) now rose up from the very street

below them. Coq le Roi listened to the

hubbub, and his knees bent under him;

but the unknown, who had timed his play to

the ultimate moment, seemed at last to turn

from his humour, and to take pity upon the

trembling robber.

"Come," said he, "follow me and ask

nothing. You have a lanternâ��light it."

The hunted man was now as clay in the

hands of this maker of mysteries. He

lighted his lantern mechanically; mechani-

cally he followed the stranger down the dark

and narrow stairs of the house of the Red

Cock. He could hear those without beating
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already upon his door; but he trembled no

longer. The man who went before him

seemed to fill him with a new courage, to make

hot blood leap in his veins. He did not ask

whence does he come, whither does he go ?

He said only, he will save me. And when

at length he found himself out in the narrow,

high-walled courtyard, which was called by

courtesy his garden, he was like a ehild obey-

ing a father and trusting him unquestioningly.

" Monsieur," he exclaimed, with humble

civility, " there is no door to the street here."

"You lie," said the stranger curtly, " give

me your lantern."

Coq le Roi watched him with amazement

now. For when the masked man had taken

the lantern in his hand he walked straight to

the mouth of the old well, which was the one

conspicuous thing in that filthy and deserted

court. Then he unwound a long coil of thin

rope, and, attaching the lantern to this, he

lowered it into the orifice. Coq le Roi,

looking over his shoulder timidly, watched

him as one watches a conjuror at his tricks.

" del, Monsieur," cried he, " you cannot

hide me in the well."

The unknown laughed scornfully.

" St. Dennis" exclaimed he, â�¢' that a man

should live five years in a house and yet

know nothing of its resources. Do you

follow the path of that light, my friend ? Well,

tell me what you see ? "

" The light shows me walls green with

slime and fungus," said the robber, " I see

great gaps where bricks have been; there

are lizards of strange shapes, and rats feed-

ingâ��-and now I see the water. Holy

Virginâ��you would not send me down there,

Monsieur ?"

" Look again,'' cried the other, unmoved

at the plea, " upon the right hand side of the

well, at a little distance above the water's

edge, what see you now ? "

Coq le Roi stretched out his neck and

searched the foetid depths with eager eyes.

The twinkle of the light below was like a

star seen through a black tube. The rats

fled at its light, stones fell with resounding

splashes while they ran, cold air oozed up

and seemed to freeze the robber's face.

" Mon Dieu," said he, " you have dis-

covered something, Monsieur: there is a

little tunnel running into the well, and the

water does not cover its mouth.''

" You have said well," answered the un-

known ; " through that tunnel we shall pass to

our friends. After you, Monsieur Cabot.

This rope, which holds the bucket will bear

the weight of three men. Trust your life to

it rather than to your friends without. I wait

for you."

Coq le Roi shuddered.

" Holy Virgin," said he, " I dare not go

down there."

" You dare notâ��rentre-bleu, do you hear

those blows ? They are from the sabres of the

Guards who beat in your door. Shall I leave

you to receive your guests ? I give you one

minute."

He folded his arms and waited. Coq le

Roi, now wringing his hands, or running to

and fro in his distress, or peering with a horrid

fear into the well below, was like a woman

distracted.

â�¢' God have pity," cried he, " I cannotâ��

I cannot."

"The half of a minute is gone," answered

the unknown in a voice hard as iron.

" Do you wish to kill me, Monsieur ? "

moaned the robber.

" You have ten seconds yet," cried the

unknown.

" You torture me," wailed the robber.

" The Guards are just beating in your

door," replied the unknown.

It was as he said. The great iron-bound

gate was giving way to the crashing blows

which fell upon it. Coq le Roi listened for

one long instantâ��and then, reeling, staggering

towards the well, he clutched the rope and

began to descend.

" When you come to the tunnel, kick

against the wall and that will swing you in,"

cried the masked man, bending over to watch

him. " Leave the lantern until I follow."

" You will find my body," howled the

robber from the darkness.

Lowering himself hand under hand, Coq le

Roi went down into the well. The unknown

waited until he had reached the light and had

entered the dark hole above the water. Then

he, too, clutched the ropeâ��but he could not

keep back the laugh from his lips.

" Ventre bleu, Sartines," said he to himself,
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waters. One horseman keeps watch in the

dark place of the valley. He is waiting for

the coming of his highness, the Duke de

Nevers "

" Thousand devils ! '' cried Sartines,

unable to control himself; "you lie, Mon-

sieur "

Antonio turned his head swiftly; Corinne

pressed the Lieutenant's arm warningly.

" Your pardon ! " cried Sartines, nettled at

his outburst, and now pale with excitement ;

" but has not this jest gone far enough ? "

" It is as Monsieur pleases," cried the old

physician, pushing his paper away from him ;

" he has asked me what the highwayman

known as Coq le Roi has done to-day, and I

have told him, reading from the signs which

have been given to me."

"Certainly," replied the Lieutenant, "you

have amused me very well; but is it not

possible, Monsieur, that you have not read

your signs aright ? "

"Oh, indeed, if you think that," cried

Corinne, interrupting quickly, " why not ask

Coq le Roi himself ? "

" Ask Coq le Roi! "

" As I say. Had you allowed Antonio to

finish his work, he would have told you that,

after stopping the coach of his highness, the

Duke de Nevers, Coq le Roi turned his horse

towards Paris; and that, even while we were

speaking of him, he entered this house, and

is now my guest in the Tower of St. Paulâ��

which, I need not tell you, Lieutenant, is still

part of the Hotel Beautreillis."

Sartines heard her out, and when she had

finished his face was almost as green as the

shade of the physician's lamp.

" Am I a child, Mademoiselle ? " he blurted

out at last, " that you should tell me such

tales ? "

Corinne, holding herself with great dignity,

struck a gong at her side; and this was her

answer to him. A lacquey answered the

summons while the note was reverberating

in the hall.

" Edouard,'' she said to the servant, " Mon-

sieur Jacques Cabot, is he in his apartment ? "

" He arrived an hour ago. Mademoiselle."

"And now ? "

" He is sleeping, Mademoiselle.''

Corinne clapped her pretty hands.

"Could anything be better?" she said.

" We will have a peep at him, and apologise

afterwards. Come, Monsieur de Sartines,.

you shall doubt no more."

She led the way from the room while the

Lieutenant was still gaping with his astonish-

ment ; and he, not knowing whether he stood

upon his head or his heels, followed her into-

the courtyard of the old house, and thence

across a pretty garden, darkened by great

chestnut trees and a labyrinth of bushes.

The Hotel Beautreillis, as Corinne's home

was called, formed a part of the once royal

palace of St. Paul, and many strange old,

towers and turrets and pavilions then stood in

its beautiful grounds. It was to one of these

pavilions that the girl now conducted Sartines;

and the excellent Lieutenant was not a little

surprised to find two sturdy Swiss guards

standing sentry at its iron-barred door.

" Parbleu !'' cried he; "you watch your

guests well, my dear lady."

" Nay," she said, " it is the King's wish.''

" How ? The King knows that the man,

is here."

" Certainlyâ��or rather, he knows that I

await him."

Sartines asked himself, for the fifth time,

what wine he had drunk, and from what

malady he suffered. Then he stumbled up-

the narrow stairs: and, while Corinne held

aloft the lantern which a servant had given

her, he entered a small and exquisitely fur-

nished roomâ��and there he saw Coq le Roi.

The highwayman was no typical robber.

Short to the point of absurdity, with hair as

red as the sands of the sea, and clothes which

spoke of long hours in the saddle, you might

have taken him for a hunchback of Notre

Dame, or a tailor of the Rue St. Severin.

All the city called him the " Little Red Man,"

and the title fitted him like a glove. When

Sartines then saw him, he was sleeping, still

dressed, upon a couch ; and the light from

Mademoiselle's lantern, playing upon his

strange little face, lit up features which might

have been those of a girl. Beyond this, the

man was splashed to his shoulders with mud ;

and two great pistols he always carried were

displayed threateningly upon the table beside

the relics of the admirable supper he had just

eaten.
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" Dame," cried Sartines, feasting his eyes

upon the motionless figure of the robber,

"that is Coq le Roi right enough. I could

;pick him from a hundred."

" Certainly you could," whispered Corinne,

drawing back from the room.

" Very well," cried the Lieutenant, " I am

content to ask no questions, Mademoiselle;

â�¢but in ten minutes my officers will call for

itheir prisoner.''

" One moment, Lieutenant. Be pleased first

â�¢ to read this."

At the word she held her lantern quite close

to the Lieutenant's eyes, and showed him a

little sheet of parchment which she had

brought with her from the music room. At

â�¢ the foot of this there was the royal seal and

the signature of King Louis. Sartines took

the document with trembling hands, and read

â�¢ these words:

" Jacques Cabot, sometimes called Coq le

Roi, is to be the prisoner of Mlle, de

Montesson until he shall steal the diamond

ring from the fingers of Monsieur de

Sartines."

The Lieutenant suppressed his anger with

â�¢difficulty.

" Mademoiselle,'' said he, bowing low, " I

congratulate you upon the farce you are

playing; at the same time. His Majesty's wish

is a command to me. I shall make it my

business to see him to-morrow, and to alter

this.''

" Very well, my dear Monsieur de Sartines

â��but remember, it is half-past ten o'clock."

" Half-past ten o'clockâ��why should I

remember that ? "

" You will learn presently."

He turned upon his heel with another

stately bow, and the voices of the lacqueys

were heard immediately crying for his coach.

Two minutes later, his horses were galloping

furiously towards the Hotel de Ville; but

Corinne de Montesson was still laughing in

her garden.

" Oh," she said, " if only he will go to the

king."

Monsieur de Sartines did not go to the

kingâ��that night at any rate. His first act

was to call the Captain of the Guard, and to

.give him precise instructions for the good of

â�¢Coq le Roi.

"Take a file a men." said he to the

captain, " and surround the pavilion of St.

Paul in the garden of the Hotel Beautreillis.

Coq le Roi, the highwayman, is there.

Shoot him if he attempts to leave the place.

Otherwise, keep the guard posted until you

hear from me."

The captain saluted and withdrew. When

he had gone, Sartines called for a cup of

white wine and drank it at a draught. Then

he took snuff in huge quantities, seeking

vainly to compose his thoughts.

" Dame," said he to himself, " what a tale

to tell. That she should be the friend of

assassins! And the king supports her.

Either I am mad or I have dreamed the things

of this night. Jacques Cabot, her guest!

Holy Virginâ��she will burn the Bastille next! "

Long he paced his apartment, his brain

burning with his changing thoughts. Twelve

o'clock rang out from Notre Dame, one

o'clock was tolled by all the churches of

Paris, and still his coach waited to carry him

to his own house in the Faubourg St.

Germain. At a quarter past one, when

sleep had begun to battle with his perplexity,

a new clatter of hoofs disturbed the silent

courts of the Hotel de Ville, and awoke him

from his stupor. He had scarce started up

from his chair to learn the meaning of the

interruption when a horseman, dripping wet

and splashed from head to foot with mud,

burst into his room and stood at the salute

before him.

" Well,'' cried Sartines.

" I have the honour to inform your

Excellency," cried the man, "that Monsieur

I'Abbe Lamotte was stopped upon the road

to Choisy at half-past \en to-night and

robbed of a hundred crowns by the man

called Coq le Roi."

" What! " roared Sartines, " at half-past

ten ! You lie, rogueâ��I was with Coq le Roi

myself at that hour."

" It is as I say, Sirâ��I was one of the

company and I could pick the man from a

thousand."

"God deliver me from all devils,"

ejaculated the Lieutenant. " it was the hour

she told me to remember."

Monsieur de Sartines, was, perhaps, as

little in love with hags' tales and superstitions
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" Oh," cried the Lieutenant, bristling with

anger, " you come to tell me thatâ��then tell

it to the devil."

The man crossed himself devoutly.

" God save us all." said he ; " here is your

Excellency's own guard declaring that the

fellow has slept all night, and has never so

much as turned in his sleep."

The Lieutenant waited to hear no more.

Refusing even the coffee which his servants

offered to him. he called for his coach and

set out at a gallop for Versailles.

It was eight o'clock when he arrived at the

palace, but there he learnt to his chagrin that

the king had set out to the hunt, and was not

to return until the afternoon. This was an

irritating foil to his plans; but he spent the

day in seeking audience of his friends, and

endeavouring vainly to glean some hints from

which he could forge a key to his perplexity.

Disappointed in this, he conceived the notion

of walking a little way into the park ; and so

of catching his Majesty before he should be

surrounded by the host of idlers and pleasure

seekers who lay waiting to whisper a word

into the roval ear.

It was nearly five o'clock in the evening

when he set out on this quest, and an unusual

stillness reigned in the magnificent gardens of

the chateau. Here and there, daintily coloured

lanterns gave dancing light to the arbours

beneath the trees ; a few richly dressed fops

were making love to pretty women; but the

great world of pleasure was resting until the

zenith ot the night should awake it to new

occupations.

Sartines, indeed, found himself almost

alone when, absorbed in his unending specu-

lations, he crossed the gardens where

the fountains foamed redly in the glowing

rays of the setting sun, and passed down the

Avenue of the Trianon into the grove of the

more open park. This was quite deserted at

such an hour : valets, stablemen, gardenersâ��

all were taking what rest they could, knowing

well that the night would have need of them.

The silence and the twilight suited the

Lieutenant's mood well. He began to pace

a deserted avenue of elms with the slow

steps of a man bearing a burden of worry and

of doubt. He looked often across the park

for the advance guards of the Royal party.

He believed himself to be alone, and even

spoke his thoughts aloud.

"Bah," said he, remembering still the letter

which Corinne had read to him, "when any

highwayman shall steal my ring, then will I

hang myself from the king's bedpost. What

an idea to suggest! It really amuses meâ��it

reallyâ��ha, ha! "

To his intense surprise, a mocking laugh

answered his spoken thoughts. He turned

round swiftly, abashed at his words, to find

that the intruder was no other than an ex-

ceedingly pretty girl, apparently not yet twenty

years of age, who was then sitting upon a

mouldy bench under the shadow of the

elms. She was dressed in an exquisite riding

habit of green velvet, and the merriment of

her laugh, together with the brightness of her

eyes and the exceeding suppleness of her

figure, completed a picture which arrested

even the wandering attention of the Lieutenant

of Police.

â�¢' A thousand pardons. Mademoiselle,"

cried he. bowing very low, '' have I the

honour "

" Oh,'' said the young girl, laughing again.

" the honour is mine, Monsieurâ��to be

forgotten by the chief of his Majesty's

police."

" I see so many faces." pleaded Sartines

gallantly; " but that I should forget your face.

Mademoiselleâ��oh, that were impossible."

" I think not. Monsieur, since you do not

remember that you met me at the chateau of

the Comte d'Eu."

The name of the Comte d'Eu sent a shiver

down the Lieutenant's back. It recalled the

old physician and his mystic prophecies.

" Pan/ieu," cried he, " I remember, of

course. You are a kinswoman of the Count.

I doubt notâ��and that being so. you know

something of the misfortune which overtook

him yesterday."

" Indeed, I do," said the girl. '' since I was

with him in his coach when he was stopped

by the highwayman they call Coq le Roi."

Sartines gasped. Such a striking confirm-

ation of the old physician's word he had

never looked to hear.

" Mademoiselle," cried he, very anxiously,

"' will you permit me to sit a moment while

vou tell me more of this affair ? "
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your robber has the face of a young girl.

Corinne, you know, remembered that, and so

tricked you. She has always been the friend

of Coq le Roi. He saved her life some years

ago in the forest of Fontainebleau. She sent

her kinsman, Benoit, to bring him out of the

Rue St. Sauveur two days ago, and lent him

the disguise in which he escaped. He told

her himself what coaches he was going to

rob, and where. Her old physician helped

her with his nonsense and his gown. And

now she-has set all Paris laughing at you."

Sartines groaned like a wounded man.

" What, then, in heaven's name, means this

farce about stealing my ring?" he cried, more

to himself than to the pretty creature at

his side.

" My dear Monsieur de Sartines, where are

your wits ? Don't you see that she wished

to get the King's pardon for her friend ?

And the King makes this ridiculous condi-

tion, meaning that the man shall not be

pardoned. Oh, it is all as plain as Trianon

there."

" Of course it isâ��of course it is !'' snarled

the Lieutenant, whose hands were trembling

with rage and shame.

" I could tell you many more things,

Monsieur," continued the girl, " if the sun

were not in such a hurry to set; but see how

dark it grows. Meanwhile, here is a letter

which you may keep and read when you

return to Paris to-nightâ��it will be worth

much to you."

She took a letter from the breast of her

habit, and pressed it into the hand of the

Lieutenant, allowing her fingers to rest for

some moments in his. Sartines. tormented

by a thousand reproaches, did not even notice

the pressure.

" Do you know," he asked abstractedly,

" in what disguise Coq le Roi left Paris ? "

"Indeed, I do, Monsieur; it was in the

disguise of a woman of fashionâ��in fact, he

wore a green velvet riding habit, which

Corinne gave to him."

"A green velvet riding habit,"' repeated

Sartines, thinking of anything but the green

velvet habit at his side.

" Nothing elseâ��a green velvet riding habit

and a little three-cornered hat. Oh, they

cheated you wellâ��but read that letter, and

it will save your being fooled a third

time."

" A third time ? " exclaimed the Lieutenant,

looking round quickly, while the clasp of the

girl's pretty fingers was strong upon his left

hand, into which she was forcing the letter.

" As I sayâ��a third time," she explained

boisterously. " Corinne has cheated you once

in making you believe that a woman is a man.

I have cheated you a second time in making

you believe that a man is a woman.''

Her words came in a torrent; and even

while they were upon her lips, she raised the

gloved hand which was free, leaving the other

hand still in that of the man; and very dex-

terously and suddenly she cast the contents

of a tiny bottle she had concealed in her palm

into the eyes of Monsieur de Sartines. At

the same moment she grasped his fingers

with a strange twist, and so sprang to her

feet. But the Lieutenant, whose eyes seemed

on fire, and who believed himself to be blind,

roared like a stricken bull.

" Who, in heaven's name, are you ?" he cried.

" I am Jacques Cabot, otherwise Coq le

Roi, otherwise the Little Red Manâ��very

much at your service. Bon soir, Monsieur

de Sartines. You will see very well in ten

minutes. I have your diamond ring upon my

left hand."

The Lieutenant uttered a terrible cry, and

staggered across the path in a vain endeavour

to grapple with the robber. But when the

guard at last answered his cries he was quite

alone, and the silence of the night reigned in

the grove.

The next sio.y of this fascinating series 'will be published in the March Number.
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addition to the regular army, looks after the

medical establishments connected with the

militia and volunteers. As far as adminis-

tration is concerned, volunteer corps have

their own medical officers.

When a young doctor, who has graduated

from a university, college, or recognised

medical school, desires to receive Her

Majesty's commission, he has first to undergo

a preliminary competitive examination.

Having passed this ordeal successfully, he is

every way, having a splendid staff of professors

and assistant professors, library, museum,

model room, and laboratories.

The lectures given by the professional staff

are specially directed for fitting the young

doctors to take thorough and efficient charge

of the sick and wounded of the army, no

matter in what part of the world it may be

stationed. Everything that experience can

suggest is done to help them. For instance

(and this is, perhaps, the most interesting
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dignified with the title of " surgeon on pro-

bation." He is then required to attend one

entire course of practical instruction at the

Army Medical School, and at the Military

Hospital in connection with it, at Netley.

An illustration near the top of the next page

shows these young gentlemen at work in the

hygiene laboratory under the direction of

one of the professors of the school. It will

be noticed that they wear a uniform, although

they have not yet received commissions.

The school is very completely equipped in

portion of the museum), there is shown in

one room a collection of plans and models

of everythinfj that is used in the army for

the conveyance, support, or protection of

wounded menâ��models of tents, hospitals,

and so forth, as shown in our illustrations:

" Bearer company camp '' and " Field hospital

camp."

At the end of each session examinations

are held to test the proficiency of the students

and also to settle the order in which their

names will afterwards appear for commissions
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lordship. " She bade me welcome you to

England in her name as well as my own, and

I was to say that she is looking forward to

seeing you."

" She is most kind, and I shall do myself

the honour of calling upon her as soon as

circumstances will permit," answered Carne.

" I beg you will convey my best thanks to her

for her thought of me."

While these polite speeches were passing

between them they were rapidly approaching

a large hoarding on which was displayed a

poster setting forth the name of the now

famous detective, Klimo.

Simon Carne, leaning forward, studied it,

and when they had passed, turned to his

friend again.

" At Victoria and on all the hoardings we

meet I see an enormous placard, bearing the

word 'Klimo.' Pray, what does it mean?"

His lordship laughed.

" You are asking a question which, a

month ago, was on the lips of nine out of

every ten Londoners. It is only within the

last fortnight that we have learned who and

what ' Klimo ' is."

" And pray what is he ? "

" Well, the explanation is very simple. He

is neither more nor less than a remarkably

astute private detective, who has succeeded in

attracting notice in such a way that half

London has been induced to patronise

him. I have had no dealings with the

man myself. But a friend of mine, Lord

Orpington, has been the victim of a most

audacious burglar}-, and, the police having

failed to solve the mystery, he has called

Klimo in. We shall therefore see what he

can do before many days are past. But,

there, I expect you will soon know more

about him than any of us."

" Indeed ! And why ?"

" For the simple reason that he has taken

No. 1,Belverton Terrace, the house adjoining

your own, and sees his clients there."

Simon Carne pursed up his lips, and ap-

peared to be considering something.

" I trust he will not prove a nuisance," he

said at last. " The agents who found me the

house should have acquainted me with the

fact. Private detectives, on however large a

scale, scarcely strike one as the most desir-
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able of neighbours,â��particularly for a man

who is so fond of quiet as myself."

At this moment they were approaching

their destination. As the carriage passed

Belverton Street and pulled up,Lord Amberley

pointed to a long line of vehicles standing

before the detective's door.

" Yon can see for yourself something of

the business he does,'' he said. "Those are

the carriages of his clients, and it is probable

that twice as many have arrived on foot."

" I shall certainly speak to the agent on

the subject," said Carne, with a shadow of

annoyance upon his face. " I consider the

fact of this man's being so close to me a

serious drawback to the house."

Jowur Singh here descended from the box

and opened the door in order that his master

and his guest might alight, while portly Ram

Gafur, the butler, came down the steps and

salaamed before them with Oriental obse-

quiousness. Carne greeted his domestics

with kindly condescension, and then, accom-

panied by the ex-Viceroy, entered his new

abode.

" I think you may congratulate yourself

upon having secured one of the most desir-

able residences in London," said his lord-

ship ten minutes or so later, when they had

explored the principal rooms.

" I am very glad to hear you say so," said

Carne. " I trust your lordship will remember

i hat you will always be welcome in the house

as long as I am its owner."

" It is very kind of you to say so," returned

Lord Amberley warmly. " I shall look for-

ward to some months of pleasant intercourse.

And now I must be going. To-morrow,

perhaps, if you have nothing better to do,

you will give us the pleasure of your company

at dinner. Your fame has already gone

abroad, and we shall ask one or two nice

people to meet you, including my brother and

sister-in-law, Lord and Lady Gelpington, Lord

and Lady Orpington, and my cousin, the

Duchess of Wiltshire, whose interest in China

and Indian Art, as perhaps you know, is only

second to your own."

" I shall be most glad to come.''

" We may count on seeing you in Eaton

Square, then, at eight o clock ? "

" If I am alive you may be sure I shall be
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could be seen beneath it, he adorned his

cheeks with a pair of cre/<u-ha\r whiskers,

donned the flannel vest and the velvet coat

previously mentioned, slipped his feet into

the carpet slippers, placed a pair of smoked

glasses upon his nose, and declared himself

ready to proceed about his business. The

man who would have known him for Simon

Carne would have been as astute as, well,

shall we say, as the private detectiveâ��Klimo

himself.

" It's on the stroke of twelve," he said, as

he gave a final glance at himself in the pier-

glass above the dressing-table, and arranged

his tie to his satisfaction. " Should anyone

call, instruct Ram Gafur to tell them that I

have gone out on business, and shall not be

back until three o'clock."

" Very good, sir."

" Now undo the door and let me go in."

Thus commanded, Belton went across to

the large wardrobe which, as I have already

said, covered the whole of one side of the

room, and opened the middle door. Two or

three garments were seen inside suspended

on pegs, and these he removed, at the same

time pushing towards the right the panel at

the rear. When this was done a large aper-

ture in the wall between the two houses was

disclosed. Through this door Carne passed

drawing it behind him.

In No. 1, Belverton Terrace, the house

occupied by the detective, whose presence in

the street Carne seemed to find so objection-

able, the entrance thus constructed was

covered by the peculiar kind of confessional

box in which Klimo invariably sat to receive

his clients, the rearmost panels of which

opened in the same fashion as those in the

wardrobe in the dressing-room. These being

pulled aside, he had but to draw them to

again after him, take his seat, ring the electric

bell to inform his housekeeper that he was

ready, and then welcome his clients as quickly

as they cared to come.

Punctually at two o'clock the interviews

ceased, and Klimo, having reaped an excellent

harvest of fees, returned to Porchester House

to become Simon Carne once more.

Possibly it was due to the fact that the Earl

and Countess of Amberley were brimming

over with his praise, it may have been the

rumour that he was worth as many millions

as you have fingers upon your hand that did

it ; one thing, however, was self evident,

within twenty-four hours of the noble Earl's

meeting him at Victoria Station, Simon Carne

was the talk, not only of fashionable, but also

of unfashionable, London.

That his household were, with one excep-

tion, natives of India, that he had paid a

rental for Porchester House which ran into

five figures, that he was the greatest living

authority upon China and Indian art generally,

and that he had come over to England in

search of a wife, were among the smallest of

the canards set afloat concerning him.

During dinner next evening Carne put

forth even' effort to please. He was placed

on the right hand of his hostess and next to

the Duchess of Wiltshire. To the latter he

paid particular attention, and to such good

purpose that when the ladies returned to the

drawing-room afterwards Her Grace was full

of his praises. They had discussed china of

all sorts, Carne had promised her a specimen

which she had longed for all her life, but had

never been able to obtain, and in return she

had promised to show him the quaintly

carved Indian casket in which the famous

necklace, of which he had, of course, heard,

spent most of its time. She would be wear-

ing the jewels in question at her own ball in

a week's time, she informed him, and if he

would care to see the case when it came from

her bankers on that day, she would be only

too pleased to show it to him.

As Simon Carne drove home in his luxuri-

ous brougham afterwards, he smiled to him-

self as he thought of the success which was

attending his first endeavour. Two of the

guests, who were stewards of the Jockey Club,

had heard with delight his idea of purchasing a

horse in order to have an interest in the

Derby. While another, on hearing that he

desired to become the possessor of a yacht,

had offered to propose him for the R.C.Y.C.

To crown it all, however, and much better

than all, the Duchess of Wiltshire had pro-

mised to show him her famous diamonds.

" By this time next week," he said to him-

self, " Liz's interest should be considerably

closer. But satisfactory as my progress has

been hitherto it is difficult to see how I am to
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get possession of the stones. From what I

have been able to discover they are only

brought from the bank on the day the Duchess

intends to wear them, and they are taken back

by His Grace the morning following.

" While she has got them on her person it

would be manifestly impossible to get them

from her. And as, when she takes them off,

they are returned to their box and placed in a

safe, constructed in the wall of the bedroom

adjoining, and which for the occasion is occu-

pied by the butler and one of the under foot-

men, the only key being in the possession of

the Duke himself, it would be equally foolish

to hope to appropriate them. In what manner

therefore I am to become their possessor

passes my comprehension. However, one

thing is certain, obtained they must be, and

the attempt must be made on the night of the

ball if possible. In the meantime I'll set my

wits to work upon a plan."

Next day Simon Carne was the recipient of

an invitation to the ball in question, and two

days later he called upon the Duchess of

Wiltshire at her residence in Belgrave Square

with a plan prepared. He also took with him

the small vase he had promised her four nights

before. She received him most graciously,

and their talk fell at once into the usual

channel. Having examined her collection

and charmed her by means of one or two

judicious criticisms, he asked permission to

include photographs of certain of her treasures

in his forthcoming book, then little by little

he skilfully guided the conversation on to the

subject of jewels.

"Since we are discussing gems, Mr. Carne,"

she said, " perhaps rt would interest you to see

my famous necklace. By good fortune I have

it in the house now, for the reason that an

alteration is being made to one of the clasps

by my jewellers.''

" I should like to see it immensely,"

answered Carne. " At one time and another

I have had the good fortune to examine the

jewels of the leading Indian Princes, and I

should like to be able to say that I had seen

the famous Wiltshire necklace."

" Then you shall certainly have that

honour," she answered with a smile. " If

you will ring that bell I will send for it."

Carne rang the bell as requested, and when

the butler entered he was given the key of the

safe and ordered to bring the case to the

drawing-room.

" We must not keep it very long," she ob-

served while the man was absent. " It is to

be returned to the bank in an hour's time."

" I am indeed fortunate," Carne replied,

and turned to the description of some curious

Indian wood carving, of which he was making

a special feature in his book. As he ex-

plained, he had collected his illustrations

from the doors of Indian temples, from the

gateways of palaces, from old brass work,

and even from carved chairs and boxes he

had picked up in all sorts of odd corners.

Her Grace was most interested.

" How strange that you should have men-

tioned it," she said. " If carved boxes have

any interest for you, it is possible my jewel

case itself may be of use to you. As I think

I told you during Lady Amberley's dinner, it

came from Benares, and has carved upon it

the portraits of nearly every god in the Hindu

Pantheon."

" You raise my curiosity to fever heat,"

said Carne.

A few moments later the servant returned,

bringing with him a wooden box, about six-

teen inches long, by twelve wide, and eight

deep, which he placed upon a table beside his

mistress, after which he retired.

" This is the case to which I have just been

referring," said the Duchess, placing her

hand on the article in question. " If you

glance at it you will see how exquisitely it is

carved."

Concealing his eagerness with an effort,

Simon Carne drew his chair up to the table,

and examined the box.

It was with justice she had described it as

a work of art. What the wood was of which

it was constructed Carne was unable to tell.

It was dark and heavy, and, though it was

not teak, closely resembled it. It was literally

covered with quaint carving, and of its kind

was a unique work of art.

" It is most curious and beautiful," said

Carne when he had finished his examination.

" In all my experience I can safely say I have

never seen its equal. If you will permit me

I should very much like to include a descrip-

tion and an illustration of it in my book."
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Wajib Baksh did not reply for a few

moments. His instinct told him what his

master wanted, and he was not disposed to

answer hastily, for he also saw that his repu-

tation- as the most cunning craftsman in India

was at stake.

" If the Heaven-born will permit me the

night for thought," he said at last, " I will

come to him when he rises from his bed and

tell him what I can do, and he can then give

his orders as it pleases him."

"Very good," said Carne. "Then to-

morrow morning I shall expect thy report.

Let the work be good and there will be many

rupees for thee to touch in return. As to the

lock and the way it shall act, let that be the

concern of Hiram Singh."

Wajib Baksh salaamed and withdrew, and

Simon Carne for the time being dismissed

the matter from his mind.

Next morning, while he was dressing,

Belton reported that the two artificers desired

an interview with him. He ordered them to

be admitted, and forthwith they entered the

room. It was noticeable that Wajib Baksh

carried in his hand a heavy box, which, upon

Carne's motioning him to do so, he placed

upon the table.

" Have ye thought over the matter ?" he

asked, seeing that the men waited for him to

speak.

" We have thought of it," replied Hiram

Singh, who always acted as spokesman for

the pair. "If the Presence will deign to

look he will see that we have made a box of

the size and shape such as he drew upon the

paper."

" Yes, it is certainly a good copy," said

Carne condescendingly, after he had ex-

amined it.

Wajib Baksh showed his white teeth in

appreciation of the compliment, and Hiram

Singh drew closer to the table.

" And now, if the Sahib will open it, he

will in his wisdom be able to tell if it

resembles the other that he has in his

mind."

Carne opened the box as requested, and

discovered that the interior was an exact

counterfeit of the Duchess of Wiltshire's

jewel case, even to the extent of the quilted

leather lining which had been the other's

principal feature. He admitted that the

likeness was all that could be desired.

" As he is satisfied," said Hiram Singh, " it

may be that the Protector of the Poor will

deign to try an experiment with it. See, here

is a comb. Let it be placed in the box, soâ��

now he will see what he will see."

The broad, silver-backed comb, lying

upon his dressing-table, was placed on the

bottom of the box, the lid was closed, and

the key turned in the lock. The case being

securely fastened, Hiram Singh laid it before

his master.

" I am to open it, I suppose ?" said Carne,

taking the key and replacing it in the lock.

"If my master pleases,'' replied the other.

Carne accordingly turned it in the lock,

and, having done so, raised the lid and looked

inside. His astonishment was complete. To

all intents and purposes the box was empty.

The comb was not to be seen, and yet the

quilted sides and bottom were, to all appear-

ances, just the same as when he had first

looked inside.

"This is most wonderful," he said. And.

indeed it was as clever a conjuring trick as

any he had ever seen.

"Nay, it is very simple," Wajib Baksh

replied. " The Heaven-born told me that

there must be no risk of detection."

He took the box in his own hands and,

running his nails down the centre of the

quilting, dividing the false bottom into two

pieces; these he lifted out, revealing the comb

lying upon the real bottom beneath.

" The sides, as my lord will see," said

Hiram Singh, taking a step forward, " are

held in their appointed places by these two

springs. Thus, when the key is turned the

springs relax, and the sides are driven by

others into their places on the bottom, where

the seams in the quilting mask the join.

There is but one disadvantage. It is as

follows: When the pieces which form the

bottom are lifted out in order that my lord

may get at whatever lies concealed beneath,

the springs must of necessity stand revealed.

However, to anyone who knows sufficient of

the working of the box to lift out the false

bottom, it will be an easy matter to withdraw

the springs and conceal them about his

person."
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but nine hours before you, so you must make

the most of them."

The men went for their implements, and

as soon as they were ready set to work. All

through the day they were kept hard at it,

with the result that by five o'clock the altera-

tions had been effected and the case stood

ready. By the time Carne returned from his

afternoon drive in the Park it was quite

prepared for the part it was to play in his

scheme. Having praised the men, he turned

them out and locked the door, then went

across the room and unlocked a drawer

in his writing table. From it he took a flat

leather jewel case which he opened. It con-

tained a necklace of counterfeit diamonds, if

anything a little larger than the one he

intended to try to obtain. He had purchased

it that morning in the Burlington Arcade for

the purpose of testing the apparatus his

sen-ants had made, and this he now proceeded

to do.

Laying it carefully upon the bottom he

closed the lid and turned the key. When he

opened it again the necklace was gone, and

even though he knew the secret he could not

for the life of him see where the false bottom

began and ended. After that he reset the

trap and tossed the necklace carelessly in. To

his delight it acted as well as on the previous

occasion. He could scarcely contain his

satisfaction. His conscience was sufficiently

elastic to give him no trouble. To him it

was scarcely a robbery he was planning, but

an artistic trial of skill, in which he pitted his

wits and cunning against the forces of society

in general.

At half-past seven he dined and afterwards

smoked a meditative cigar over the evening

paper in the billiard room. The invitations to

the ball were for ten o'clock, and at nine-

thirty he went to his dressing-room.

" Make me tidy as quickly as you can," he

said to Belton when the latter appeared, " and

while you are doing so listen to my final

instructions.

" To-night, as you know, I am en-

deavouring to secure the Duchess of

Wiltshire's necklace. To-morrow morning

all London will resound with the hubbub,

and I have been making my plans in such a

way as to arrange that Klimo shall be the

first person consulted. When the messenger

calls, if call he does, see that the old woman

next door bids him tell the Duke to come

personally at twelve o'clock. Do you under-

stand ? "

" Perfectly, sir."

" Very good. Now give me the jewel

case, and let me be off. You need not sit

up for me."

Precisely as the clocks in the neighbour-

hood were striking ten Simon Carne reached

Belgrave Square, and, as he hoped, found

himself the first guest.

His hostess and her husband received him

in the ante-room of the drawing-room.

" I come laden with a thousand apologies,''

he said as he took Her Grace's hand, and

bent over it with that ceremonious polite-

ness which was one of the man's chief

characteristics. " I am most unconscionably

early, I know, but I hastened here in order

that I might personally return the jewel case

you so kindly lent me. I must trust to your

generosity to forgive me. The drawings took

longer than I expected."

" Please do not apologise," answered Her

Grace. " It is very kind of you to have brought

the case yourself. I hope the illustrations

have proved successful. I shall look forward

to seeing them as soon as they are ready.

But I am keeping you holding the box. One

of my servants will take it to my room."

She called a footman to her and bade him

take the box and place it upon her dressing-

table.

" Before it goes I must let you see that I

have not damaged it either externally or

internally," said Carne with a laugh. " It is

such a valuable case that I should never

forgive myself if it had even received a scratch

during the time it has been in my possession."

So saying he lifted the lid and allowed her

to look inside. To all appearance it was

exactly the same as when she had lent it

to him earlier in the day.

" You have been most careful," she said.

And then, with an air of banter, she con-

tinued : " If you desire it I shall be pleased to

give you a certificate to that effect."

They jested in this fashion for a few

moments after the servant's departure, during

which time Carne promised to call upon her
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the following morning at eleven o'clock, and

to bring with him the illustrations he had

made and a queer little piece of china he had

had the good fortune to pick up in a dealer's

shop the previous afternoon. By this time

fashionable London was making its way up

the grand staircase, and with its appearance

further conversation became impossible.

Shortly after midnight Carne bade his

hostess good night and slipped away. He

was perfectly satisfied with his evening's enter-

tainment, and if the key of the jewel case

were not turned before the jewels were placed

in it, he was convinced they would become

his property. It speaks well for his strength

of nerve when I record the fact that on going

to bed his slumbers were as peaceful and

untroubled as those of a little child.

Breakfast was scarcely over next morning

before a hansom drew up at his front door

and Lord Amberley alighted. He was ushered

intc Came's presence forthwith, and on seeing

that the latter was surprised at his early visit,

hastened to explain.

"My dear fellow,"he said as he took posses-

sion of the chair the other offered him, " I have

come round to see you on most important

business. As I told you last night at the

dance, when you so kindly asked me to

come and see the steam yacht you have

purchased, I had an appointment with Wilt-

shire at half-past nine this morning. On

reaching Belgrave Square, I found the whole

house in confusion. Servants were running

hither and thither with scared faces, the butler

was on the borders of lunacy, the Duchess

was well-nigh hysterical in her boudoir, while

her husband was in his study vowing

vengeance against all the world."

" You alarm me,'' said Carne, lighting a

cigarette with a hand that was as steady as a

rock. " What on earth has happened ? "

"I think I might safely allow you fifty

guesses and then wager a hundred pounds

you'd not hit the mark ; and yet in a certain

measure it concerns you."

" Concerns me ? Good gracious. What

have I done to bring all this about ?'

" Pray do not look so alarmed," said

Amberley. " Personally you have done

nothing. Indeed, on second thoughts, I don't

know that I am right in saying that it con-

cerns you at all. The fact of the matter is,

Carne, a burglary took place last night at

Wiltshire House, and the famous necklace has

disappeared. "

" Good Heavens ! You don't say so ?"

" But I do. The circumstances of the case

are as follows : When my cousin retired to

her room last night after the ball, she un-

clasped the necklace, and, in her husband's

presence, placed it carefully in her jewel case,

which she locked. That having been done,

Wiltshire took the box to the room which con-

tained the safe, and himself placed it there,

locking the iron door with his own key. The

room was occupied that night, according to

custom, by the butler and one of the foot-

men, both of whom have been in the family

since they were boys.

"Next morning, after breakfast, the Duke

unlocked the safe and took out the box,

intending to convey it to the Bank as usual.

Before leaving, however, he placed it on his

study-table and went upstairs to speak to his

wife. He cannot remember exactly how long

he was absent, but he feels convinced that he

was not gone more than a quarter of an hour

at the very utmost.

" Their conversation finished, she accom-

panied him downstairs, where she saw him

take up the case to carry it to his carriage.

Before he left the house, however, she said :

' I suppose you have looked to see that the

necklace is all right ?' ' How could I do

so ? ' was his reply. ' You know you possess

the only key that will fit it.'

. " She felt in her pockets, but to her surprise

the key was not there."

" If I were a detective I should say that

that is a point to be remembered," said

Carne with a smile. " Pray, where did she

find her keys ?''

" Upon her dressing-table," said Amberley.

" Though she has not the slightest recollec-

tion of leaving them there."

" Well, when she had procured the keys,

what happened ? "

" Why, they opened the box, and to their

astonishment and dismay, found it emptv.

The jewels mere gone ! "

" Good gracious. What a terrible loss !

It seems almost impossible that it can be

true. And pray, what did they do ?'
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â�¢' At first they stood staring into the empty

box, hardly believing the evidence of their

own eyes. Stare how they would, however,

they could not bring them back. The jewels

had without doubt disappeared, but when and

where the robbery had taken place it was

impossible to say. After that they had up all

the servants and questioned them, but the

result was what they might have foreseen, no

one from the butler to the kitchenmaid could

throw any light upon the subject. To this

minute it remains as great a mystery as when

they first discovered it."

" I am more concerned than I can tell

you," said Carne. " How thankful I ought

to be that I returned the case to Her Grace

last night. But in thinking of myself I am

forgetting to ask what has brought you to

me. If I can be of any assistance I hope you

will command me.''

" Well, I'll tell you why I have come,"

replied Lord Amberley. " Naturally they

are most anxious to have the mystery solved

and the jewels recovered as soon as possible.

Wiltshire wanted to send to Scotland Yard

there and then, but his wife and I eventually

persuaded him to consult Klimo. As you

know, if the police authorities are called in

first he refuses the business altogether. Now,

we thought, as you are his next door neigh-

bour, you might possibly be able to assist

us."

" You may be very sure, my lord, I will

do everything that lies in my power. Let us

go in and see him at once."

As he spoke he rose and threw what

remained of his cigarette into the fireplace.

His visitor having imitated his example, they

procured their hats and walked round from

Park Lane into Belverton Street to bring up

at No. i. After they had rung the bell the

door was opened to them by the old woman

who invariably received the detective's clients.

"Is Mr. Klimo at home?" asked Carne.

" And, if so, can we see him ? "

The old lady was a little deaf, and the

question had to be repeated before she could

be made to understand what was wanted.

As soon, however, as she realised their desire

she informed them that her master was absent

from town, but would be back as usual at

twelve o'clock to meet his clients.

"What on earth's to be done?" said the

Earl, looking at his companion in dismay.

" I am afraid I can't come back again, as I

have a most important appointment at that

hour."

" Do you think you could intrust the busi-

ness to me ? " asked Carne. " If so, I will

make a point of seeing him at twelve o'clock,

and could call at Wiltshire House afterwards

and tell the Duke what I have done'."

"That's very good of you,'' replied Am-

berley. " If you are sure it would not put

you to too much trouble, that would be quite

the best thing to be done."

" I will do it with pleasure," Carne replied.

" I feel it my duty to help in whatever way I

can."

" You are very kind," said the other.

" Then, as I understand it, you are to call

upon Klimo at twelve o'clock, and afterwards

to let my cousins know what you have suc-

ceeded in doing. I only hope he will help

us to secure the thief. We are having too

many of these burglaries just now. I must

catch this hansom and be off. Goodbye,

and many thanks."

" Goodbye," said Carne, and shook him

by the hand.

The hansom having rolled away, Carne

retraced his steps to his own abode.

" It is really very strange," he muttered as

he walked along, " how often chance con-

descends to lend her assistance ts my little

schemes. The mere fact that His Grace left

the box unwatched in his study for a quarter

of an hour may serve to throw the police off

on quite another scent. I am also glad that

they decided to open the case in the house,

for if it had gone to the bankers' and had

been placed in the strong room unexamined,

I should never have been able to get posses-

sion of the jewels at all."

Three hours later he drove to Wiltshire

House and saw the Duke. The Duchess

was far too much upset by the catastrophe to

see anyone.

" This is really most kind of you, Mr.

Carne," said His Grace when the other had

supplied an elaborate account of his interview

with Klimo. " We are extremely indebted to

you. I am sorry he cannot come before ten

o clock to-night, and that he makes this
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for the whole countryâ��Ireland's very much

so. In other words, at the ist January, 1896 :

Actual

Lunatics.

Actual

Lunatics.

England and Wales had 96,400, via.: 3,900 too few.

Scotland had 14,100,vis.: 400 too many.

Iretand had 18,400. vis.: 3,500 too many.

United Kingdom had 128,900.

Viewing the whole population

of the United Kingdom, and

splitting it into two groups.

the sane and the known

insane, we get as a result

the diagram shown in

No. 2. This tells us

that the sane section

has still a good margin

of safety, quantitatively,

against the possible

danger that may arise

in the future [when

the two cubes seen

in No. 2 shall have

attained to about equal

sizes] as to whether the

sane shall take care of

the insane, or the in-

sane of the sane. When

these two cubes be-

come equal in size the

very delicate question

will arise: " Which of

us two is mad ? " and

then it is quite possi-

ble that the greater

vehemence and cun-

ning of the insane cube

will carry the argument

in its own favour,

and will forthwith shut

up the sane cube.

In this case the in-

sane would propagate

their species, and the

shut-up sane would

not, so that the future

(and then insane) statis-

tician would have to

transpose the two labels

on the white cubes

shown in No. 2. But

whatever changes the

future may show in

Vol. III.â��66.

this respect, we are faced by the fact that

one person in every 306 of our population is

a known lunatic, the corresponding results for

each of the three countries being:

In Person ls,a knt!wn

Lunatic.

England and Wales... i ... in 318

Scotland i ... " 298

Ireland i ... n 248

HucK.sUv&,\ No matter how we lookatthe facts,

we always get the results that

the English population is the

least tainted with insanity,

that the Irirh population

is the most tainted, and

that Scotland takes the

middle place between

these two extremes.

I deal now with

â�¢' The Men who go

Mad"â��see No. 3. It

is not practicable to

extend this piece of

the inquiry to Scot-

land and Ireland; the

results set out in No.

3 relate only to the

population of England

and Wales, and they

are rather interesting.

The census of 1891

enables one to get at

the population in about

a hundred different

groups of Professions

or Occupations, which,

together, make up the

whole population of

England and Wales ;

and by taking the

yearly average of the

number of lunatics

admitted to asvlums,

etc., during the five

years 1890-1894, who

are also classed in

similar groups of occu-

pation, we get a very

fair practical test of

No. 3. The Men who go Mad. Showing, for

England and Wales, the thirteen occupations that

provide the highest proportions of lunatics per 1000

of the populations at work in each occupation. {.The

area inelumd by each of the thirteen circles is in true

proper tivn tv the rates of lunacy per toooef the population

in each- mcupation; the six occupations, fitt, to XIII.,

are prai ticuiiy iMjual in their lnnaiy-prnductii'e farce^,

the feature to which

No. 3 relates.

Of the thirteen occu-

pations most prolific
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population. For

this purpose, I

have had to re-

ject all lunatics

in private houses

kept by special-

ists, and also all

lunatics in crimi-

nal establish-

ments, because

these two classes

of lunatics are

drawn from all

parts of the

country, and,

therefore, they

cannot rightly be

included in the

calculation of the

degree of local

insanity of any

place where these

two kinds of

establishments

may be.

So I base this

part of the work

on the records of

pauper lunatics

only, who, for

practical pur-

poses, may be

regarded as being

detained in that county or borough asylum,

or workhouse, etc., to which each of them

belongs. The localisation of lunatics is

carefully looked after by local corporations,

etc., and I remember that some while ago I

was asked to calculate the number of future

lunatics that would in certain years become

chargeable to the rates of a large borough

as distinct from the charges for future

lunatics on the county in which the borough

is placed. Finally, as the pauper lunatics

form more than 90 per cent, of all the

lunatics in the country, we have a suffi-

ciently large numerical base to work on, even

when we confine ourselves to this class only.

The final results obtained from my calcula-

tions are now thrown into six groups, which

comprise all the forty English counties.

Southern counties are in italics, Northern

1887

18 l<)

18)1

18)1

W }7>

IREL

18 ^

18

iSWj-
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3I-A-

' r
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No. 5.â��The Madness of Ireland : the Sanity of England. A ton-yean' contrast of the Number of

Lunatics per 10,000 of the Population in England and Wales, in Scotland, and in Ireland. From 1887

to 1896, England's rate per 10,000 has increased from 29'1 to 31'4, Scotland's rate from 28'9 to 3,'f 6.

and Inland's rate from 30'0 lunatics per 10,000 of the Irish Population in 1887, to 40 3 in the year 1896!

counties in ordinary type, and the North

and South counties, respectively, are the

same as those stated in my article " Which

is the Cleverest County ? " See PEARSON'S

MAGAZINE for January. These groups are:â��

I.â��Three counties whose number of lunatics per

10,000 of the population of each county is 40 or

more, ma. : Hereford, Middtesex, Gtoucester [in the

order written].

II.â��Three counties whose number of lunatics

per 10,000 of the population of each county is from

3S'O to 39'p, via. : Wittshire, Oxfordshire, Dorset-

shire [in the order written}.

III.â��Nine counties whose number of lunatics per

10,000 of the population of each county is from 30^0

to 34-9, vis.: Norfotk, Hampshire, Hertfordshire,

Bedfordshire. Buckinghamshire, Devonshire, War-

wickshire. Cambridgeshire, Sussex [in the order

written'}.

IV.â��Sixteen counties whose number of lunatics

per to.ooo of the population of each county is from
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are warned from day to day, is so near at hand,

that after the duels between the big cannon on

the opposite sides are over, and the machine

guns have done their worst, the superiority of

the best magazine rifle will close the contest.

You will see in museums specimens of the

old gunsâ��the hand-gun, the wheel-lock, the

flint-lock; and you will notice that a great

deal of very careful and beautiful workmanship

has been expended on their ornamentation.

In the good old days they seem to have taken

some unnecessary pride in these matters,

spending far more time and ability on the

thing that did the killing rather than in the

killing itself.

The invention of the flint-lock has really

quite a touching history.

The earliest form of it was the " Snap-

haunce," which was first manufactured by a

set of German hen thieves, who found that,

when they were engaged in robbing the

poultry yards, the burning match which they

had to keep flaming over their hand-guns

gave them dead awayâ��often Irterally, I

suspect, dead away.

As their business of robbing the roosts was

not a very profitable one, they found it

impossible to buy wheel-locks, which were

very expensive, and so, spurred on by

necessity, one bright-witted poultry stealer

produced the flint-lock.

The Swiss, who have always been well in

front where anything connected with marks-

manship was concerned, probably invented

the rifle, for in the sixteenth century, we find

the government of that people rising to

remark that "discord had been sown"

amongst marksmen at the shooting matches,

because those who had rifles were more

accurate in their fire than those who had only

smooth-bores.

In 1800, the old 95th Regiment, which

later has become famous as the Rifle Brigade,

was armed with the " Baker," which dis-

charged a bullet of about the same size as a

golf ball, and there was nothing gentle or

pleasing about its action whatever.

When it came to actual killingâ��I mean

killing as a continuous affairâ��this weapon

was not of much use, for after firing a few

rounds the barrel became so foul that it was

almost impossible to ram the bullets home.

This was gotten over to some extent, by

giving each soldier a wooden mallet to

drive the ball down the barrel. I love to

think of Tommy Atkins, stopping in the

middle of a fight, hammering that bullet into

place, and the language he would useâ��if he

could find any to suit the occasion.

The next step in the business took place in

1807, when a Scotchman named Forsyth, who,

oddly enough, was a clergyman, obtained a

patent for priming with fulminating powder,

an invention which revolutionised the me-

chanism of fire-arms, the cap and nipple

taking the place of the flint-lock.

Something like progress was at length

made when the Prussians discarded the

muzzle-loading, smooth-bore musket, re-

placing it by an arm, which, besides having

a rifle barrel, was also constructed to load at

the breech. This was the celebrated needle

gun, and it killed all right, not perhaps very

gently or nicely, but it killed. So the Danes

and the Austrians found.

During my researches into this matter as

regards the British army, I have been pained

to discover that the Allies in the Crimean

War, to use an American phrase, " played a

low down game " on the Russians, as the

latter were armed only with old smooth-bores,

whereas the former had a rifle, the " Bruns-

wick." I feel sure the Russians could not

have known of this, otherwise they would

have begged off.

Yet what a rifle was that our army had in

the Crimea! How it would be scorned now!

But it did its work, anii very nasty work it

was. There was nothing neat or pretty, or

gentle about it. It weighed nearly ten pounds.

It was .tft. 7in. long, and the diameter of the

bore was -7ozin., while the bullet weighed

six hundred and eighty grains. Where that

bullet hit anything with life in it, woe betide

the being who was struck. What a big,

brutal hole it did make, to be sure !

Passing over the " Enfield " and " Snider,"

we come to the " Martini-Henry '' rifle of

1874, the bullets for which were only half

the size of those formerly in use. The

smaller missile, it was found, when in argu-

ment with the human body, did its work with

quiet effectiveness. It did more work than

the bigger bullet, for it was noticed that it was
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a small shoal, which the ebbing tide had

just rendered visible, about a mile distant on

our right. As we approached more near, my

curiosity was excited by a large, dark object

lying partially immersed among the rocks.

" What is that over yonder, Joe ? " I asked.

As if he had been anticipating the query,

(he old man replied at once, without turning

his head or marking the direction of my

gaze:

" The hulk of the cutter Dionysius."

" How did she come to grief ? "

" I'll tell ye when we drop the stone," he

answered, with that air of deliberate self-

assurance of one who, having implicit confi-

dence in the strength of his yarn and faith

in the insatiate curiosity of his auditors, may

venture to dictate his own terms.

A few moments later Joe shipped his oars

and dropped overboard the large stone which,

fastened to a time-worn rope, performed the

function of an anchor. We were now only a

couple of hundred feet distant from the spot

where the battered and discoloured hulk of a

cutter, about eighty feet over all, lay help-

lessly on her side among the slippery rocks.

As Farnsworth and I curiously surveyed the

ill-fated craft, we attempted to elicit from the

phlegmatic mariner some crumbs of pre-

liminary information; but our interrogations

invariably met with such irrelevant responses

asâ��"Get out your tackle," "Put fresh bait

on your hooks," "Throw your lines over-

board," and " When I've kindled me pipe."

At length the autocratic demands of the

narrator were appeased, and the long-delayed

narrative proceeded without interruption.

" Ye are now, sirs," began the old man

deliberatelyâ��" Ye are now ridin' quietly by

one of the gol-darndest shoals that the

Almighty ever reared up in His waters for

the botherment of long-sufferin' man. Well

nigh every rock ye see about us now could,

I reckon, tell ye how in its time it had butted

the ribs of some poor, quakin' craft that, at

high water, had come all unbeknownst upon

its ugly, lowered head.

" Them as sails these waters calls them

' the Billies,' and there is not a skipper

on the Sound who is not fearful lest some-

day he may come upon them unawares. I

tell ye, sirs, there's somethin' mighty queer

about this here shoal, and some old salts

about these parts will tell ye that it moves

about o' nightsâ��nights when the sky be over-

cast an' the waves toss their great white

manes high in air an' cry in angry roars to

God, whose fierce, blustery winds won't let

'em go to sleep.

" Some folks will tell ye that they've seen

this shoal a-floating off the Sand's Point

light, whilst others will swear to havin' seen

it in stormy weather just off Larchmont

yonder, and nigh the entrance to Echo Bay

at New Rochelle. But I'm not sayin' such as

this, nor am I sayin' that it isn't so. I know

what I know, though, to tell the truth, sirs, I

sometimes know things I don't always reckon,

it just wise to say.

" Wai, havin' told ye the natur' of this

shoal, I'll tell ye now about yonder cutter an'

the night when she an' all aboard of her, save

one, were bruised to death on these same

rocks, where, if the bones below are all well

picked, ye'll be gettin' all the fish ye want

to-day.

" One day last summer there come a

strange craft to Echo Bay. I was doin' odd

jobs up to the boathouse then, bein' other-

wise disengaged, an' it come about that when

the cutter hove in sight I had a fishin' party

in my boat. As fish were fightin' shy of

hooks just then, I fell to watching the

stranger as she made for port.

" Ay, sirs, she was a daisy craft, an' no

mistake. Her sides were the colour of newly-

risen cream; her spars were as light an'

purty to gaze upon as they were staunch an'

true, an' when the sun was glintin" on her

bellyin' sails you'd a thought she was a lady-

ghost that had plumped clean out, all sudden

like, from some old lovin' giant's dream.

" Soon after she cast anchor in the bay, the

party I was with gave up their fishin', an'

comin' home I rowed 'em alongside the

cutter. I saw her name was Dionysius, an'

I asked a school-bred chap who was with me

in the boat to tell me what Dionvsius meant.

He told me Dionysius was the angel what

helped the Lord to wine.

"Wai, that very night a stranger sailin'

master come to me and asked me if I

would ship with him aboard the Dionvsius,

Straightaway I told him 'yes,' for, to tell
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the truth, I had been hankerin' after a berth

on that vessel ever since she hove in sight.

Terms were agreeable, so I went aboard next

mornin'.

" A city chap named Walcott owned the

boat, and next day he an' a parly o' men an'

gals come up to New Rochelle by train, an'

got aboard.

" Wai, sirs, that man Walcott was the oddest

combination o' queer qualities that ever

exposed 'emselves to God's bright sunlight

in a yachtin' cap, for, on my oath, a hand-

somer, wickeder, kindlier, or braver devil

never trod the decks of a pleasure craft. He

stood pretty nigh six feet in his stockin's, an',

though he looked to be no more than two-

and-thirty years of age, his black hair had

already begun to turn grey. There was lots

of fun in them dark eyes of his, but it was

just the sort o' fun what Methodist churches

don't tolerate, an' poor folks had better leave

alone.

" Me an' my mates in the foc'sle knew he

wasn't just the sort o' critter the Lord had

originally intended him to be, but we couldn't

help likin' him for all that. We all held our

distance purty well, for there was somethin'

in his eyes what warned us to sheer off

sometimes, even when he was talkin' to us

kindly, and seemed to want to make us

friends.

" I told ye, didn't I, that he had a party o'

gals an' fellers with him ? Wai, he had.

The fellers were purty much as some fellers

go; but the galsâ��wal, bein' as one o' ye

is a married man, perhaps the less said o'

them the better.

" That day was the beginnin' of some

pretty lively times. I can tell ye. Walcott

was a reg'lar fiend forcruisin', an' always had

purty nigh the same crowd with him. He

was as rich as a Cunard president, an' there

was never a lack of top-notch vittles, an' top-

notch drinkâ��principally of the drink. When

they got to openin' bottles, the order o' their

fun would begin to go round an' round with

'em, ever changin', like the bits o' coloured

glass in a kaleidyscope.

" They was always seekin' an' doin' some-

thing new, an' nigh everything they did was

spiced with deviltry. On such-like occasion,

provided the yacht was sailin', modest men

naturally looked for new points o' interest

along the Long Island and Connecticut

shores; but the only modest men aboard

were the crew, an' as ive couldn't be a-lookin'

landwards all the time, we got used to it

by-an'-bye. Anyhow, them's the sort o'

times they used to have aboard the

Dionysius.

" Wal, things went on like this for well nigh

two months, until at last, to tell ye the whole

truth, sirs, I begun to get a bit sick at heart.

I ain't been inside a church for well nigh on

thirty years, but there are some things I can't

quite tolerate in human natur', and Walcott

an' them friends o' his riled my very blood

within me.

" I told Bill Jens, my mate, I couldn't put up

with such awful carryin's on much longer,

and was makin' up my mind to get released

from my contract, when, all of a sudden,

somethin' happened that brought outraged

Providence an' offendin' man face to face at

last.

" This is how it came about. Over yonder,

round the Sand's Point light, lies Glen Cove,

where a big yacht club has its station. There

is a casino on the pier, an' durin' the summer

days yachtsmen land an' lounge around the

bathin' place an' the breakwater that runs for

seven hundred feet out into the sea.

" A little distance back from the shore is a

big starch factory, where a lot o' young gals

toil from morn till night for honest bread.

On Sundays these gals, togged out in their

best frocks, an' lookin' as sweet an' purty as

the flowers in Glen Cove gardens, come down

to the casino an' the sands to flirt with the

yachtsmen, who dance with 'em an' take 'em

for strolls through the woods an' green fields

that lie between Glen Cove an' Sea Cliff, three

miles beyond.

" These here gals, though poor enough in

purse, are of good repute, an' I never met a

man who could say a word agen' them as a

class; but they, like all women-folk, are fond

o' men's society, and take it when it comes

their way, and, for the life o' me, I could

never see no harm in that, for it's human

natur'.

" Wal, among these gals was old Cap

Butler's daughter. The Cap had followed

the sea for well nigh forty year, an' when he































PEARSON'S MA GAZINE.

Now, the chief engineer of the liner could

have done no more. The said " hog-yoke,"

an Eldridge chart, the farming almanac,

Blunt's " Coast Pilot," and Bowditch's

" Navigator," were all the weapons Disko

needed to guide him, except the deep-sea

lead that was his spare eye.

Harvey nearly slew Penn with it when Tom

Platt taught him first how to " fly the blue

pigeon " ; and, though his strength was not

equal to continuous sounding in any sort of

a sea, for .calm weather on shoal water Disko

used him freely. As Dan said: " 'Tain't

soundin's dad wants. It's samples. Grease

her up good, Harve."

Harvey would tallow the cup at the end,

and carefully bring the sand, shell, sludge, or

whatever it might be, to Disko, who fingered

and smelt it, and then gave judgment. As

has been said, when Disko thought of cod he

thought as a cod; and by some mysterious

mixture of instinct and experience, moved

the We're Here from berth to berth, always

with the fish, as a blindfolded chess-player

moves on the unseen board.

But his board was the Grand Bankâ��a tri-

angle of two hundred and fifty miles on each

sideâ��a waste of wallowing sea, cloaked with

dank fog, vexed with gales, harried with

drifting ice, scored by the tracks of the reck-

less liners, and dotted with the sails of the

fishing-fleet.

For days they worked in fogâ��Harvey at

the bellâ��till grown familiar with the thick

airs, he went out with Tom Platt, his heart

rather in his mouth. But the fog would not

lift, and the fish were biting, and no one can

be helplessly afraid for six hours at a time.

Harvey devoted himself to his lines and the

gaff or gob-stick as Tom Platt called for

them ; and they rowed back to the schooner

guided by the bell and Tom's instinct;

Manuel's conch sounding thin and faint beside

them. But it was an unearthly experience,

and, for the first time in a month, Harvey

dreamed of the shifting, smoking floor of

water round the dory, the lines that strayed

away into nothing, and the air above that

melted on the sea below ten feet from his

straining eyes.

A few days later he was out with Manuel

on what should have been forty-fathom

bottom, but the whole length of the roding

ran out and still the anchor found nothing,

and Harvey grew mortally afraid, for that his

last touch with earth was lost. " Whale-

hole," said Manuel, hauling in. "That is

good joke on Disko. Come ! " and he rowed

to the schooner to find Tom Platt and the

others jeering at the skipper because, for

once, he had led them to the edge of the

barren Whale-deep, the blank hole of the

Grand Bank.

They made another berth through the fog,

and that time the hair of Harvey's head

stood up when he went out in Manuel's dory.

A whiteness moved in the whiteness of the

fog with a breath like the breath of the grave,

and there was a roaring, a plunging, and

spouting.

It was his first introduction to the dread

summer berg of the Bank, and he cowered

in the bottom of the boat while Manuel

laughed. There were days, though, clear and

soft and warm, when it seemed a sin to do

anything but loaf over the hand-lines and

spank the drifting " sun-scalds " with an oar;

and there were days of light airs, when

Harvey was taught how to steer the schooner

from one berth to another.

It thrilled through him when he first felt

the keel answer to his hand on the spokes,

and slide over the long hollows as the foresail

scythed back and forth against the blue sky.

That was magnificent, in spite of Disko

saying that it would break a snake's back to

follow the wake; but, as usual, pride ran

before a fall.

They were sailing on the wind with the

stay-sail â�� an old one, luckily â�� set, and

Harvey jammed her right into it to show Dan

how completely he had mastered the art.

The fore-sail went over with a bang, and the

fore-gaff stabbed and ripped through the

stay-sail, which was, of course, prevented

from going over by the main-stay. They

lowered the wreck in awful silence, and

Harvey spent his leisure hours for the next

few days under Tom Platt's lee, learning to

use a needle and palm. Dan hooted with

joy, for, as he said, he had made the very

same blunder himself in his early days.

Boylike, Harvey imitated all the men by

turns, till he had combined Disko's peculiar
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" Guess he strikes 'em outen his own head,"

Disko called from the cabin, where he was

busy with the log-book. " Stands to reason

that sort is all made up. It don't take in no

one but Dan, an' he laughs at it. I've heard

him, behind my back."

" 'Y'ever hear what Sim'on Peter Ca'houn

said when they whacked up a match 'twix' his

sister Hitty an' Loring Jerauld, an' the boys

put up that joke on him daown to Georges ? "

drawled Uncle Sailers, who was dripping

peaceably under the lee of the starboard

dory-nest.

Tom Platt puffed at his pipe in scornful

silence; he was a Cape Cod man, and had

not known that tale more than twenty

years. Uncle Salters went on with a rasping

chuckle.

" Sim'on Peter Ca'houn he said, an' he was

jest right, abaout Lorin',' Ha'af on thetaoun,'

he said, ' an' t'other ha'af blame fool; an'

they told me she's married a 'ich man.'

Sim'on Peter Ca'houn he hadn't no roof to

his mouth, an' talked that way.''

" He didn't talk any Pennsylvania Dutch,"

Tom Platt replied. " You'd better leave a

Cape man to tell that tale. The Ca'houns

was gypsies frum way back."

" Wai, I don't profess to be any elocu-

tionist," Salters said. '' I'm comin' to the

moral o' things. That's jest abaout what

aour Harve be ! Ha'af on the town, an'

t'other ha'af blame fool; an' there's some '11

believe he's a rich man. Yah ! "

" Did ye ever think how sweet 'twould be

to sail wid a full crew o' Salterses ?" said

Long Jack. " Ha'af in the furrer, an' other

ha'af in the muck-heap, as Ca'houn did not

say, an' makes out he's a fisherman."

A little laugh went round at Salters'

expense.

Disko held his tongue and wrought over

the log-book that he kept in a hatchet-faced,

square hand : this was the kind of thing that

ran on, soiled page after page:

" July 17. This day thick fog and few fish.

Made berth to northward. So ends this day.

" July J8- This day comes in with thick

fog. Caught a few fish.

" July 19. This day comes in with light

breeze from N.E. and fine weather. Made a

berth to eastward. Caught plenty fish.

" July 20. This, the Sabbath, comes in

with fog and light winds. So ends this day.

Total fish caught this week, 3,478."

They never worked on Sundays, but shaved,

and washed themselves if it were fine, and

Pennsylvania sang hymns. Once or twice he

suggested that, if it was not an impertinence,

he thought he could preach a little. Uncle

Salters nearly jumped down his throat at the

mere notion, reminded him that he was not a

preacher and mustn't think of such things.

" We'd hev him rememberin' Johnstown

next," Salters explained, " an' what would

happen then?" So they compromised on

his reading aloud from a book called

" Josephus."

It was an old, leather-bound volume,

smelling of a hundred trips, very solid and

very like the Bible, but enlivened with ac-

counts of battles and sieges; and they read

it nearly from cover to cover. Otherwise

Penn was a silent little body. He would not

utter a word for three days on end sometimes,

though he played checkers, listened to the

songs, and laughed at the stories. When

they tried to stir him up, he would answer:

" I don't wish to seem unneighbourly, but it

is because I have nothing to say. My head

feels quite empty. I've almost forgotten my

name." He would turn to Uncle Salters

with an expectant smile.

" Why, Pennsylvania Pratt," Salters would

shout. " You'll fergit me next."

"Noâ��never," Penn would say, shutting

his lips firmly. " Pennsylvania Pratt, of

course," he would repeat over and over.

Sometimes it was Uncle Salters who forgot,

and told him he was Haskins, or Rich, or

McVitty; but Penn was equally contentâ��till

next time.

He was always very tender with Harvey,

whom he pitied both as a lost child and as a

lunatic ; and when Salters saw Penn liked the

boy, he relaxed too. Salters was not an

amiable person (he esteemed it his business

to keep the boys in order); and the first time

Harvey, in fear and trembling, on a still day,

managed to shin up to the main-truck (Dan

was behind him ready to help), he esteemed

it his duty to hang Salters' big sea-boots up

thereâ��a sight of shame and derision to the

nearest schooner.
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were made homeless on the ice in three

daysâ��wonderful tales, all true; but more

wonderful still were his stories of the cod,

and how they argued and reasoned on their

private businesses deep down below the

keel.

Long Jack's tastes ran more to the super-

natural. He held them silent with ghastly

stories of the " Yo-hoes " on Manomoy Beach

that mock and terrify lonely clam-diggersâ��

of sand-walkers and dune-haunters who were

never properly buried; of hidden treasure

on Fire Island guarded by the spirits of

Kidd's men; of ships that sailed in the fog

slap over Truro township; of that harbour

in Maine where no one but a stranger will

lie at anchor twice in a certain place because

of a dead crew who row alongside at mid-

night with the anchor in the bow of their

old-fashioned boat, whistlingâ��not calling

but whistlingâ��for the soul of the man who

broke their rest. Â»

Harvey had a notion that the east coast

of his native land from Mount Desert south

was populated chiefly by people who took

their horses there in the summer and enter-

tained in country-houses with hardwood

floors and Vantine portieres. He laughed

at the ghost talesâ��not as much as he would

have done a month beforeâ��but ended by

sitting still and shuddering.

Tom Platt dealt with his interminable

trip round the Horn on the old Ohio in the

flogging days; with a navy more extinct than

the dodoâ��the navy that passed away in the

great war. He told them how red-hot shot

are dropped into a cannon, a wad of wet clay

between them and the cartridge; how they

sizzle and reek when they strike wood, and

how the little ship's boys of the Miss Jim

Buck hove water over them and shouted to

the fort to try again.

And he told tales of blockadeâ��long weeks

of swaying at anchorâ��varied only by the

departure and return of steamers who had

used up their coal (there was no change for

the sailing-ships); of gales and coldâ��cold

that kept two hundred men, night and day,

pounding and chopping at the ice on cable,

blocks, and rigging, when the galley was as

red-hot as the fort's shot, and men drank

cocoa by the bucket. Tom Platt had no use

for steam. His service closed when that

thing was comparatively new. He admitted

that it was a specious invention in time of

peace, but looked hopefully for the day when

sails should come back again on ten-thousand-

ton frigates with hundred-and-ninety-foot

booms.

Manuel's talk was slow and gentleâ��all

about pretty girls in Madeira washing clothes

in the dry beds of streams, by moonlight,

under waving bananas ; legends of saints,

and tales of queer dances or fights away in

the cold Newfoundland baiting-ports. Saiters

was mainly agricultural, for, though he read

" Josephus " and expounded it, his mission

in life was to prove the value of green

manures, and specially of clover, against

every form of phosphate whatsoever. He

grew libellous about phosphates; he dragged

greasy " Orange Judd " books from his bunk

and intoned them, wagging his finger at

Harvey, to whom it was all Greek. Little

Penn was so genuinely pained when Harvey

made fun of Salters' lectures that the boy

gave it up and suffered in polite silence.

The cook naturally did not join in these

conversations. As a rule, he only spoke

when it was absolutely necessary ; but at

times a queer gift of speech descended on

him, and he held forth, half in Gaelic, half in

broken English, an hour at a time. He was

specially communicative with the boys, and

he never withdrew his prophecy that one day

Harvey would be Dan's master, and that he

would see it. He told them of mail-carrying

in the winter up Cape Breton way, of the dog-

train that goes to Coudray, and of the steamer

Arctic that breaks the ice between the

mainland and Prince Edward Island.

Then he told them stories that his mother

had told him, of life far down to the south-

ward where water never froze; and he said

that when he died his soul would go to lie

down on a warm white beach of sand with

palm-trees waving above. That seemed to

the boys a very odd idea for a man who had

never seen a palm in his life. Then, too,

regularly at each meal, he would ask Harvey,

and Harvey alone, whether the cooking was

to his taste ; and this always made the

"second half" laugh. But they had a great

respect for the cook's judgment, and in their
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stone-ballast hove at us 'long o' your callin'

Miquelon boats ' footy cochins ' same's you

did off Le Have."

" Harmon Rush he said that was the way to

rise 'em. Plain United States is good enough

fer me. We're all dretful short on terbakker.

Young feller, don't you speak French ? "

" Oh, yes," said Harvey valiantly; and he

bawled : " Hi! Say I Arrltez vous ! At-

tendez ! Nous sommes venant pour tabac."

"Ah, tabac, tabac! " they cried, and laughed

again.

" That hit 'em. Let's heave a dory over,

anyway," said Tom Platt. " I don't exactly

hold no certificates on French, but I know

another lingo that goes, I guess. Come on,

Harve, an' interpret."

The raffle and confusion when he and

Harvey were hauled up the bark's black side

was indescribable. Her cabin was all stuck

round with glaring coloured prints of the

Virginâ��the Virgin of Newfoundland, they

called her. Harvey found his French of no

recognised brand, and his conversation was

limited to nods and grins. But Tom Platt

waved his arms and got along swimmingly.

The captain gave him a drink of unspeakable

gin, and the opera-comique crew, with their

hair>' throats, red caps, and long knives,

greeted him as a brother.

Then the trade began. They had tobacco

plenty of itâ��American, that had never paid

duty to France. They wanted chocolate and

crackers. Harvey rowed back to arrange

with the cook and Disko, who owned the

stores, and on his return the cocoa-tins and

cracker-bags were counted out by the French-

man's wheel. It looked like a piratical

division of loot; but Tom Platt came out of it

roped with black pigtail and stuffed with cakes

of chewing and smoking tobacco. Then these

jovial mariners swung off into the mist, and

the last Harvey heard was a gay chorus :

" Par derriere chez ma tante,

Il y a un bois joli,

Et le rossignol y chante

Et le jour et la nuit . . .

Que donneriez vous, belle,

Qui I'amenerait ici V

Je donnerai Quebec,

Sorel et Saint Denis."

"How was it my French didn't go and

your sign-talk did ?" Harvey demanded

when the barter had been distributed among

the " We're Heres."

" Sign talk ! " Platt guffawed. " Well,

yes, 'twas sign-talk, but a heap older'n your

French, Harve. Them French boats are

chock full o' Freemasons, an' that's why."

" Are you a Freemason then ? "

" Look's that way, don't it ? " said the

man-o'-war's man, stuffing his pipe; and

Harvey had another mystery of the deep sea

to brood upon

CHAPTER VI.

THE thing that struck him most was the

exceedingly casual way in which some craft

loafed about the broad Atlantic. Fishing-

boats, as Dan said, were naturally dependent

on the courtesy and wisdom of their

neighbours, but one expected better things of

steamers. That was after another interesting

interyiew when they had been chased

for three miles by a big lumbering old cattle

boat, all boarded over on the upper deck,

that smelt like a thousand cattle-pens.

A very excited officer yelled at them

through a speaking-trumpet, and she lay and

lolloped helplessly on the water while Disko

ran the We're Here under her lee and

gave the skipper a piece of his mind.

" Where might ye beâ��eh ? Ye don't

deserve to be anywheres. You barn-yard

tramps go hoggin' the road on the high-

seas with no blame consideration fer your

neighbors, an' your eyes in your coffee-cups

instid o' in your silly heads.''

At this the skipper danced on the bridge

and said something about Disko's own eyes.

" We haven't had an observation for three

days. D'you suppose we can run her

blind ?" he shouted.

" Wa-al / can,'' Disko retorted. " What's

come to your lead ? Et it ? Can't ye smell

bottom, or are. them cattle too rank ?"

" What d'ye feed 'em?" said Uncle Salters

with intense seriousness, for the smell of

the pens woke all the farmer in him. "They

say they fall off dretful on a v'yage. Dunno

as it's any o' my business, but I've a kind

o' notion that oil-cake broke small an'

sprinkled "

"Thunder!" said a cattle-man in a red
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enced in discipline and etiquette. " Right

there, I take it, Disko, you should ha' asked

him to stop ef the conversation wuz likely in

your jedgment to be anyways â�� what it

shouldn't."

" I dunno but that's so," said Disko, who

saw his way to an honourable retreat from a

fit of the dignities.

" Why, o' course it was so," said Salters;

" you bein' skipper here, an' I'd cheerful hev

stopped on a hintâ��not from any leadin' or

conviction, but fer the sake o' bearin' an

example to these two blame boys of aours."

" Didn't I tell you, Harve, 'twould come

araound to us 'fore we'd done ? Always

those blamed boys. But I wouldn't have

missed the show fer half-share in a hali-

butter," Dan whispered.

" Still, things should ha' been kep' sep'-

rate," said Disko, and the light of new argu-

ment lit in Salters' eye as he crumbled cut

plug into his pipe.

" There's a power av vartue in keepin'

things sep'rate," said Long Jack, intent on

stilling the storm. "That's fwhat Steyning

of Steyning and Hare's fund when he sent

Counahan fer Skipper on the Manila D.

Kuhn instid o' Cap. Newton that was took

with inflam'try rheumatism, an' couldn't go.

Counahan the navigator, we called him."

" Nick Counahan he never went aboard fer

a night 'thout a pond o' rum somewheres in

the manifest," said Tom Platt, playing up to

the lead. " He used to bum araound the

c'mission houses to Boston lookin' fer the

Lord to make him captain of a tow-boat on

his merits. Sam Coy, up to Atlantic Avenoo,

give him his board free for a year or more

on account av his stories. Nick Counahan

the navigator! Tck ! Tck ! Dead these

fifteen year, ain't he ? "

" Seventeen, I guess. He died the year

the Caspar McVeagh was built ; but he

could niver keep things sep'rate. Steyning

tuk him fer the reason the thief tuk the hot

stoveâ��bekaze there 'was nothin' else that

season. The men was all to the Banks, and

Counahan he whacked up an iverlastin' hard

crowd fer crew. Rum! Ye cud ha' floated

the Marilla, insurance an' all, in fwhat they

stowed aboard her. They lef Boston Har-

bour for the great Grand Bank, wid a roarin'

nor'wester behind 'em, an' all hands full to

the bung. An' the hivens looked after thim,

for divil a watch did they set, an' divil a rope

did they lay hand to, till they'd seen the

bottom av a fifteen-gallon cask o' bug-juice.

That was about wan week, so far as Counahan

remembered. (If I cud only tell the tale as

he told ut!).

" All that whoile the wind Wew fike ould

glory, an' the Marillaâ��'twas summer, and

they'd give her a fore top-mastâ��struck her

gait and kept ut. Then Counahan tuk the

hog-yoke, an' thrembled over it for a whoile,

an' made out betwix' that an' the chart an'

the singin' in his head, that they was to the

south'ard o' Sable Island, gettin' along

glorious, but speakin' nothin'. Then they

broached another keg, an' quit speculatin'

about anythin' fer another spell. The Marilla

she lay down when she dropped Boston Light,

and she never lufted her lee-rail up to that

timeâ��hustlin' on one an' the same slant.

But they saw no weed, nor gulls, nor schooners,

an' prisintly they obsarved they'd bin out a

matter o' fourteen days, and they mistrusted

the Bank had suspended payment. So they

sounded an' got sixty fathom. ' That's me,'

sez Counahan. ' That's me iv'ry time ! I've

run her slat on the Bank fer you, an' when

we get thirty fathom we'll turn in like little

men. Counahan is the b'y,' sez he. ' Couna-

han the navigator!'

" Nex' cast they got ninety. Sez Counahan:

'Either the lead-line's tuk to stretching or

else the Bank's sunk.'

" They hauled ut up, bein' just about in

that state when ut seemed right an' reason-

able, and sat down on the deck countin' the

knots, an' gettin' her snarled up hijjus. The

Marilla she'd struck her gait, an' she held

ut, an' prisintly along come a tramp, an'

Counahan spoke her.

" ' Hev ye seen any fishin'-boats now ?' sez

he, quite casual.

"' There's lashin's av them off the Irish

coast,' sez the tramp.

" ' Oh, go shake yerself," sez Counahan.

' Fwhat have I to do wid the Irish coast ?'

" ' Then fwhat are ye doin' here ?' sez the

tramp.

" ' Sufferin' Christianity !' sez Counahan.

(He always said that whin his pumps sucked,
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an' he was not feelin' good.) ' Sufferin'

Christianity !' he sez. ' Where am I at ?'

" ' Thirty-five mile west sou'-west o' Cape

Clear,' sez the tramp, ' if that's any consola-

tion to you.'

" Counahan fetched wan jump, four feet

sivin inches, measured by the cook.

"' Consolation !' sez he, bould as brass.

' D'ye take me fer a dialect? Thirty-five mile

from Cape Clear, an' fourteen days from

Boston Light. Sufferin' Christianity, 'tis a

record, an' by the same token I've a mother

to Skibbereen !' Think av ut! The gall av

um ! But ye see he could niver keep things

sep'rate.

" The crew was mostly Cork an' Kerry

men, barrin' one Marylander, that wanted to

go back, but they called him a mutineer, an'

they ran the ould Marilla into Skibbereen,

an' they had an illigant time visitin' around

with friends on the ould sod for a week.

Thin they wint back, an' it cost 'em two an'

thirty days to beat to the Banks again. 'Twas

gettin' on towards fall by thin, an' grub was

low, so Counahan ran her back to Boston, 'an

no more bones to ut."

" And what did Steyning say ? " Harvey

demanded.

" Fwhat could they ? The fish was on the

Banks, an' Counahan was at T-wharf talkin'

av his record trip, east! They took their

satisfaction out o' that, an' ut all came av not

keepin' the crew and the rum sep'rate in the

first place; an' confusin' Skibbereen wid

'Queereau in the second. Counahan the

navigator!"

" Once I was in the Lucy Holmes" said

Manuel, in his gentle voice. " They not want

any of her feesh in Gloucester. Eh, wha-at ?

Give us no price. So we go across the water,

and think to sell to some Fayal man. Then

it blow fresh, and we cannot see well. Eh,

wha-at ? Then it blow some more fresh, and

we go down below and drive very fastâ��no

one know where. By and by we see a land,

and it get some hot. Then come two, three

nigger in a brick. Eh, wha-at ? We ask

where we are, and they sayâ��now, what you

all think ? "

" Grand Canary," said Disko, after a

moment. Manuel shook his head, smiling.

" Blanco," said Tom Platt.

"No. Worse than that. We was below

Bezagos, and the brig she was from Liberia !

So we sell our fish there! Not bad, so ?

Eh, wha-at?"

" Can a schooner like this go right across

to Africa ? " said Harvey.

" Go araound the Horn ef there's anythin'

worth goin' fer, and the grub holds aout,"

said Disko. " My father he run his packet,

an' she was a kind o' pinkey, abaout fifty ton,

I guessâ��the Rupertâ��he run her over to

Greenland's icy mountains the year ha'af

our fleet got tryin' after cod there. An'

what's more, he took my mother along

with him, to show her haow the money

was earned I presoom, an" they was all

iced up, an' I was born at Disko. Don't

remember nothin' abaout it, o' course. We

come back when the ice eased in the

spring, but they named me fer the place.

Kinder mean trick to put up on a baby, but

we're all baound to make mistakes in aour

lives."

" Sure ! Sure !" said Saiters, wagging

his head. "All baound to make mistakes,

an" I tell you two boys here thet after you've

made a mistakeâ��ye don't make fewer 'n a

hundred a dayâ��the next best thing's to own

up to it, like men."

Long Jack winked one tremendous wink

that embraced all hands, except Disko and

Saiters, and the incident was closed.

Then they made berth after berth to the

northward, the dories out almost every day,

running along the east edge of the Grand

Bank in thirty to forty fathom water, and

fishing steadily.

It was here Harvey first met the squid, who

is one of the best cod-baits, but uncertain in

his moods. They were waked out of their

bunks one black night by yells of " Squid

O !" from Saiters, and for an hour and a half

every soul aboard hung over his squid-jugâ��

a piece of lead painted red and armed at the

lower end with a circle of pins bent back-

ward like half-opened umbrella-ribs.

The squidâ��for some unknown reasonâ��

wraps himself round this thing and is hauled

up ere he can escape from the pins. But as

he leaves his home, he squirts first a stream

of water and next a stream of ink into his

captor's face, and it was curious to see the
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" Overalls ! Overalls ! " yelled Dan, who

knew that one of the Carrie's crew had

worked in an overall factory the winter

before.

' " Shrimp ! Gloucester shrimp ! Get aout,

you Novy! "-

To call a Gloucester man a Nova Scotian

is not well received. Dan answered in kind.

" Novy yourself, ye Scrabble-towners !

ye Chatham wreckers ! Get aout with your

brick in your stockin'! " And the forces

separated, but Chatham had the worst of it.

" I knew how 'twould be," said Disko.

"She's drawed the wind raound already.

Someone oughter put a deesist on thet boat.

She's snore till midnight, an' jest when we're

gettin' our sleep she'll strike adrift. Good

job we ain't crowded with craft hereaways.

But-I ain't goin' to up anchor fer her. She

may holdâ��perhaps." The wind, which had

hauled round, rose at sundown and blew

steadily. There was not enough sea, though,

to disturb even a dory's tackle, but the Carrie

Pitman was a law unto herself. At the end

of the boys' watch they heard the crack-crack-

track of a huge muzzle-loading revolver

aboard her.

" Glory, glory, hallelujah ! " sung Dan.

" Here she comes, Dad; butt-end first,

vralkin' in her sleep same's she done on

"Queereau." With any other boat Disko

would have taken his chances, but now he cut

the cable as the Carrie Pitman lurched down

directly upon them. The We're Here, under

jib and riding-sail, gave her no more room

than was absolutely necessary. Disko did

not wish to spend a week hunting for his

cable, but scuttled up into the wind as the

Carrie passed within easy hail, a silent and

angry boat, at the mercy of a raking broad-

side of Bank chaff.

" Good evenin'," said Disko, raising his

head-gear; " an' haow does your garden

grow ?"

" Go to Ohio an' hire a mule," said Uncle

Salters. " We don't want no farmers here."

" Will I lend you my dory-anchor ? " cried

Long Jack.

" Unship your rudder an' stick it in the

mud," said Tom Platt.

" Say ! " Dan's voice rose shrill and high.

â�¢" Sa-ay! Is there a strike in the overall

factory, or hev they hired girls, ye Shacka-

maxons ? "

" Veer out the tiller-lines," cried Harvey,

" and nail 'em to the bottom." That was a

salt-flavoured jest he had been put up to by

Tom Platt. Manuel leant over the stern

and yelled: " Johnna Morgan play the organ!

Ahaaaa! " He flourished his broad thumb

with a gesture of unspeakable contempt and

derision, while little Penn covered himself

with glory by piping up: " Gee a little.

Hssh ! Come here. Haw! " They rode

on their chain for the rest of the night, a

short, snappy, uneasy motion as Harvey

found, and wasted half the next forenoon

recovering the cable. But the boys agreed

the trouble was cheap at the price of triumph

and glory, and thought over all the beautiful

things that they might have said to the

discomfited Carrie.

CHAPTER VII.

NEXT day they fell in with more sails, all

circling slowly from the east northerly

towards the west, but just when they ex-

pected to make the shoals by the Virgin the

fog shut down, and they anchored, sur-

rcfanded by tinklings of invisible bells.

There was not much fishing, but occa-

sionally dory met dory in the fog and ex-

changed news.

That night, a little before dawn, Dan and

Harvey, who had been sleeping most of the

day, tumbled out to " hook" fried pies.

There was no reason why they should not

have taken them openly, but they tasted

better so, and it made the cook angry. The

heat and smell below drove them on deck

with their plunder, and they found Disko at

the bell, which he handed over to Harvey.

" Keep her goin'," said he. " I mistrust I

hear somethin'. Ef it's anything, I'm best

where I 'm so's to get at things."

It was a forlorn little jingle; the thick air

seemed to pinch it off; and in the pauses

Harvey heard the muffled shriek of a liner's

syren, and he knew enough to know what

that meant. It came to him, with horrible

distinctness, how a boy in a cherry-coloured

jerseyâ��he despised fancy blazers now with

all a fisherman's contemptâ��how an ignorant

rowdy boy had once said it would be " gay "
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if a steamer ran down a fishing-boat. That

boy had a stateroom with a hot and cold

bath, and spent ten minutes each morning

picking over a gilt-edged bill of fare.

And that same boyâ��no. his very much

older brotherâ��was up at four of die dim

dawn in streaming, crackling oilskins, ham-

mering, literally for the dear life, on a bell

smaller than the steward's breakfast bell,

while somewhere, close at hand, a thirty-foot

steel stem was storming along at twenty miles

an hour! The bitterest thought of all was

that there were folks asleep in dry cabins, who

would never learn that they had massacred a

boat before breakfast. So Harvey rang the â�¢

bell.

" Yes, they slow daown one turn o' their

blame propeller," said Dan, applying him-

self to Manuel's conch, " fer to keep inside

the law, an' that's consolin' when we're all

at the bottom. Hark to her! She's a

humper!"

" Hooooâ��whoooo â�� whupp!" went the

syren. " Wingleâ��tingleâ��tink," went the

bell. " Graaaâ��ouch," went the conch, while

sea and sky were all milled up in milky fog.

Then Harvey felt that he was near a moving

body, and found himself looking up and up

at the wet edge of a cliff-like bow, leaping, it

seemed, directly over the schooner. A jaunty

little feather of water curled in front of it, and

as it lifted it showed a long ladder of Roman

numeralsâ��XV., XVI., XVII., XVIII., and

so forthâ��on a salmon-coloured, gleaming side.

It tilted forward and downward with a

heart-stilling " Ssssooo " ! The ladder dis-

appeared ; a line of brass-rimmed portholes

flashed past; a jet of steam puffed in Harvey's

helplessly uplifted hands; a spout of hot

water roared along the rail of the We're

Here, and the little schooner staggered and

shook in a rush of screw-torn water, as a

liner's stern vanished in the fog. Harvey got

ready to faint or be sick, or both, when he

heard a crack like a trunk thrown on a side-

walk, and, all small in his ear, a far-away tele-

phone voice drawling : " Heave to! You've

sunk us!"

" Is it us? " he gasped.

" Shucks, no ; some one outside. Ring!

V/e're goin' to look," said Dan, running out

a dory.

In half a minute all, except Harvey, Penn,

and the cook, were overside and away.

Presently a schooner's foremast, snapped clean

across, drifted past the bows. Then an

empty green dory came up, knocking on the

Wi're Here's side, as though it wished to

be taken in. Then followed something, face

down, in a blue jersey, butâ��it was not the

whole of a man. Penn changed colour and

caught his breath with a click. Harvey

pounded despairingly at the bell, for he

feared they might be sunk at any minute, and

jumped at Dan's hail as the crew came back.

" The Jennie. Cushman," said Dan hysteri-

cally, " cut clean in halfâ��graound up an'

trompled on at that! Not a quarter of a mile

away. Dad's got the old man. There ain't

anyone else, andâ��there was his son, too.

Oh, Harve, Harve, I can't stand it! I've

seenâ��" He dropped his head on his arms,

and sobbed while the others dragged a grey-

headed man aboard.

" What did you pick me up for ? " the

stranger groaned. " Disko, what did you

pick me up for? "

Disko dropped a heavy hand on his

shoulder, for the man's eyes were wild, and

his lips trembled as he stared at the silent

crew. Then up and spoke Pennsylvania

Pratt, who was also Haskins or Rich or

McVitty when Uncle Saiters forgot, and his

face was changed on him from the face of a

fool to the countenance of an old, wise man,

and he said in a strong voice: " The Lord

giveth and the Lord taketh away. Blessed be

the name of the Lord ! I wasâ��I am a

minister of the Gospel. Leave him to me."

"Oh, you be, be you?" said the man.

" Then pray my son back to me! Pray

back a nine-thousand-dollar boat an' a thou-

sand quintal of fish. If you'd left me alone

my widow could ha' gone on to the

Provident an' worked fer her board, an"

never knownâ��an' never known. Now I'll

hev to tell her."

" There ain't nothing to say," said Disko.

" Better lie down a piece, Jason Olley."

When a man has lost his only son, his

summer's work, and his means of livelihood,

in thirty counted seconds, it is hard to make

consolation.

"All Gloucester men, wasn't they?" said
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Tom Platt, fiddling helplessly with a dory-

becket.

" Oh, that don't make no odds," said

Jason, wringing the wet from his beard.

" I'll be rowin' summer boarders araound

East Gloucester this fall." He rolled

heavily to the rail, singing :

Happy birds that sing and fly

Round thine altars, O Most High I

"Come with me. Come below!" said

Penn, as though he had a right to give

orders. Their eyes met and fought for a

quarter of a minute.

" I dunno who you be, but I'll come,"

said Jason submissively. " Mebbe I'll get

back some o' theâ��some o' theâ��nine thou-

sand dollars." Penn led him into the cabin

and slid the door behind.

"That ain't Penn," cried Uncle Saiters.

" It's Jacob Boiler, an'â��he's remembered

Johnstown! I never seed such eyes in any

livin' man's head. What's to do naow?

What'll I do naow ? "

They could hear Penn's voice and Jason's

together. Then Penn's went on alone, and

Saiters slipped off his hat, for Penn was

praying. Presently the little man came up

the steps, huge drops of sweat on his face,

and looked at the crew. Dan was still

sobbing by the wheel.

"He don't know .us," Saiters groaned.

"It's all to do over again, checkers and

everythingâ��an' what'll he say to me?"

Penn spoke; they could hear that it was

to strangers. " J. have prayed," said he.

" Our people believe in prayer. I have prayed

for the life of this man's son. Mine were

drowned before my eyes, she and my eldest

andâ��the others. Shall a man be more wise

than his Maker ? I prayed never for their

lives, but I have prayed for this man's son,

and he will surely be sent him."

Salters looked pleadingly at Penn to see

if he remembered.

" How long have I been mad ?" Penn

asked suddenly.

" Pshaw, Penn ? You weren't never mad,"

Salters began. " Only a little distracted like."

" I saw the houses strike the bridge before

the fires broke out. I do not remember any

more. How long ago is that ? "

Vol. III.â��69.

" I can't stand it. I can't stand it! " cried

Dan, and Harvey whimpered in sympathy.

" Abaout five year," said Disko, in a.

shaking voice.

" Then I have been a charge on some

one every day of that time. Who was the

man ? "

Disko pointed to Salters.

" Ye hain'tâ��ye hain't! " cried the sea-

farmer, iwisiing his hands together. " Ye've

more'n earned your keep twice-told; an'

there's money owin' you, Penn, besides ha'af

o' my quarter-share in the boat, which is yours

fer value received.''

" You are good men. I can see that in

your faces. But "

" Mother av Mercy," whispered Long Jack.

" an' he's bin wid us all these trips! He's

clean bewitched."

A schooner's bell struck up alongside,

and a voice hailed through the thinning

fog: " O, Disko! Heard abaout the Jennie

Cushman ? "

" They have found his son," cried Penn.

" Stand you still, and see the salvation of the

Lord! "

" Got Jason aboard here," Disko answered,

but his voice quavered. " There warn't any

one else."

" We've fund one, though. Run acrost

him snarled up in a mess o' lumber, thet

might ha' been a foc'sle. His head's cut

some."

" Who is he ? " The We're Here's heart-

beats answered one another.

" Guess it's young Olley," the voice

drawled.

Penn raised his hands and said something

in German. Harvey could have sworn that a

bright sun was shining upon his lifted face;

but the drawl went on : " Sa-ay ! You fellers

guyed us consid'rable I'other night."

"We don't feel like guyin' any now," said

Disko.

" I know it; but to tell the honest truth we

was kinderâ��kinder driftin' when we run agin

young Olley."

It was the irrepressible Carrie Pitman,

and a roar of unsteady laughter went up from

the deck of the We're Here.

" Hedn't you baout's well send the old

man aboard ? We're runnin' in' fer more
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bait an' graound-tackle. Guess you won't

want him any way, an' this blame windlass

work makes us short-handed. We'll take

keer of him. He married my woman's aunt."

" I'll give you anything in the boat," said

Troop.

" Don't want nothin', 'less, mebbe, an

anchor that'll hold. Say, young Olley's

gittin' kinder baulky an' excited. Send the

old man along."

Penn waked him from his stupor of despair

and Tom Platt rowed him over. He went

away without a word of thanks, not knowing

what was to come, and the fog closed over all.

" And now," said Penn, drawing a deep

breath as though about to preach. " And

now "â��the erect body sank like a sword

driven home into the scabbard; the light

faded from the over-bright eyes; the voice

returned to its usual pitiful little titterâ��" and

now," said Pennsylvania Pratt, "do you think

it's too early for a little game of checkers,

Mr. Saiters ?"

" The very thingâ��the very thing I was

goin' to say myself," cried Saiters promptly.

" It beats all, Penn, how ye git on to what's

in a man's mind."

The little fellow blushed, and meekly fol-

lowed Saiters forward.

" Up anchor! Hurry ! Let's quit these

crazy waters," shouted Disko, and never was

he more swiftly obeyed.

" Now what in creation d'ye suppose is the

meanin' o' that all ? " said Long Jack, when

they were working through the fog once more.

" The way I sense it," said Disko, at the

wheel, " is this. The Jennie Cushman busi-

ness comin' on an empty stummick "

" Heâ��we saw one of them go by," sobbed

Harvey.

" An' that, o' course, kinder hove him

outer water, julluk runnin' a craft ashore ;

hove him right aout, I take it, to rememberin'

Johnstown an' Jacob Boller an' such-like

reminiscences. Well, consolin' Jason there

held him up a piece, same's shorin' up a boat.

Then, bein' weak, them props slipped an'

slipped, an' he slided down the ways, an'

naow he's water-borne ag'in. That's haow /

sense it."

They decided that Disko was correct.

" 'Twould ha' bruk Saiters all up," said

Long Jack, " if Penn had stayed Jacob

Bollerin'. Did ye see his face when Penn

asked who he'd been charged on all these

years ? How is ut, Saiters ? "

" Asleepâ��dead asleep. Turned in like a

cl.;ld," Saiters replied, tiptoeing aft. " There

won't be no grub till he wakes, natural. Did

ye ever see sech a gift in prayer ? He ever-

lastin'ly hiked young Olley outer the ocean.

Thet's my belief. Jason was tur'ble praoud

of his boy, an' I mistrusted all along 'twas a

jedgment on worshippin' vain idols."

" There's others, jest as sot," said Disko.

"That's difrunt," Saiters retorted quickly.

" Penn's not all caulked, an' I ain't only but

doin' my duty by him."

They waited, those hungry men, three

hours till Penn reappeared with a smooth

face and a blank mind. He said he believed

that he had been dreaming. Then he

wanted to know why they were so silent,

and they could not tell him. Disko worked

all hands mercilessly for the next three or

four days; and when they could not go out,

turned them into the hold to stack the ship's

stores into smaller compass, to make more

room for the fish.

The packed mass ran from the cabin

partition to the sliding door behind the

foc'sle stove; and Disko showed how there

is great art in stowing cargo so as to bring a

schooner to her best draught. The crew were

thus kept lively till they recovered their

spirits; and Harvey was tickled with a rope's

end by Long Jack for being, as the GaKvay

man said, " sorrowful as a sick cat ovei what

couldn't be helped." He did a great deal

of thinking in those drear}' days; and told

Dan what he thought, and Dan agreed with

himâ��even to the extent of asking for fried

pies instead of hooking them.

But a w;ek later the two nearly upset the

Hattie S. in a wild attempt to stab a shark

with an old bayonet tied to a gobstick. The

grim brute rubbed alongside the dory

begging for small fish, and between the three

of them it was a mercy they all got off alive.

At last, after playing blind man's buff in

the fog, there came a morning when Disko

shouted down the foc'sle : " Hurry, boys !

We're in taown! "

(To be continued in the March Number.)
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the plunder, and sometimes to shoot the wild

oxen of Hispaniola, which, when dressed and

barbecued, provided provisions for his next

voyage. In the latter case the barque would

come round to some prearranged spot to pick

him up and take on board what he had shot.

There had always been a hope in the

islands that Sharkey might be taken on one

of these occasions, and at last there came

news to Kingston which seemed to justify an

attempt upon him. It was brought by an

elderly logwood-cutter who had fallen into

the pirate's hands, and in some freak of

drunken benevolence had been allowed to

get away with nothing worse than a slit nose

and a drubbing. His account was recent and

definite. The Hii],fv Deliverv was careening

at Torbec on the south-west of Hispaniola.

Sharkey with four men was buccaneering on

the outlying island of La Vache. The blood

of a hundred murdered crews was calling out

for vengeance, and now at last it seemed as if

it might not call in vain.

Sir Edward Compton, the high-nosed, red-

faced Governor, sitting in solemn conclave

with the commandant and the head of the

council, was sorely puzzled in his mind as to

how he should use this chance. There was

no man-of-war nearer than Jamestown, and

she was a clumsy old fly-boat, which could

neither overhaul the pirate on the seas, nor

reach her in a shallow inlet. There were forts

and artillerymen both at Kingston and Port

Royal, but no soldiers available for an

expedition.

A private venture might be fitted out, and

there were many who had a blood-feud with

Sharkeyâ��but what could a private venture

do ? The pirates were numerous and

desperate. As to taking Sharkey and his four

companions, that, of course, would be easy if

they.could get at them, but how were they to

get at them on a large well-wooded island

like La Vache. full of wild hills and impene-

trable jungles ? A reward was offered to

whoever could find a solution, and that

brought a man to the front who had a singular

plan, and was himself prepared to carry it

out.

Stephen Craddock had been that most

formidable person, the Puritan gone-wrong.

Sprung from a decent Salem family, his ill-

doing seemed to be a recoil from the austerity

of their religion, und he brought to vice all the

physical strength and energy with which the

virtues of his ancestors had endowed him.

He was ingenious. fearless, and exceedingly

tenacious of purpose, so that when he was

still young his name became notorious upon

the American coast.

He was the same Craddock who was tried

for his life in Virginia for the slaying of the

Seminole Chief, and though he escaped it was

well known that he had corrupted the witnesses

and bribed the judge.

Afterwards, as a slaver, and even, as it was

hinted, as a pirate, he had left an evil name

behind him in the Bight of lienin. Finally

he had returned to Jamaica with a consider-

able fortune, and had settled down to a life

of sombre dissipation. This was the man,

gaunt, austere, and dangerous, who now

waited upon the Governor with a plan for the

extirpation of Sharkey.

Sir Edward received him with little enthu-

siasm, for in spite of some rumours of con-

version and reformation, he had always

regarded him as an infected sheep who might

taint the whole of his little flock. Craddock

saw the Governor's mistrust under his thin

veil of formal and restrained courtesy.

" You've no call to fear me, sir," said he;

" I'm a changed man from what you've

known. I've seen the light again of late after

losing sight of it for many a black year. It

was through the ministration of the Rev. John

Simons. of our own people. Sir, if your own

spirit should be in need of quickening, you

would find a very sweet savour in his dis-

course."

The Governor cocked his Episcopalian

nose at him.

" You came here to speak of Sharkey,

Master Craddock,'' said he.

" The man Sharkey is a vessel of wrath,"

said Craddoik. " His wicked horn has been

exalted over long, and it is borne in upon me

that if I can cut him off and utterly destroy

him, it will be a goodly deed, and one which

may atone for many backslidings in the past.

A plan has been given to me whereby I may

encompass his destruction."

The Governor was keenly interested, for

there was a grim and practical air about the
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pushed on again with the earliest light.

About noon they came to the huts of bark,

which, the Carib told them, were the camp

of the hunters, but they were silent and

deserted. No doubt their occupants were

away at the hunt and would return in the

evening, so Craddock and his men lay in

ambush in the brushwood around them. But

no one came, and another night was spent in

the forest. Nothing more could be done,

and it seemed to Craddock that after the two

days' absence it was time that he returned to

his ship once more.

The return journey was less difficult, as

they had already blazed a path for themselves.

Before evening they found themselves once

more at the Bay of Palms, and saw their ship

riding at anchor where they had left her.

Their boat and oars had been hauled up

among the bushes, so they launched it and

pulled out to the barque.

" Xo luck, then !'' cried Joshua Hird, the

mate, looking down with a pale face from

the poop.

" His camp was empty, but he may come

â�¢down to us yet," said Craddock, with his hand

on the ladder.

Somebody upon deck began to laugh. " I

think," said the mate. " that these men had

better stay in the boat."

"Why "so?"

" If you will come aboard, sir, you will

understand it." He spoke in a curious hesi-

tating fashion.

The blood flushed to Craddock's gaunt

face.

"How is this, master Hird?" he cried,

springing up the side. " What mean you by

giving orders to my boat's crew ?"

But as he passed over the bulwarks, with

one foot upon the deck, and one knee upon

the rail, a tow-bearded man, whom he had

never before observed aboard his vessel,

grabbed suddenly at his pistol. Craddock

clutched at the fellow's wrist, but at the same

instant his mate snatched the cutlass from

his side.

" What roguery is this?" shouted Craddock,

looking furiously around him. But the crew

stood in little knots about the deck, laughing

and whispering amongst themselves without

showing any desire to go to his assistance.

Even in that hurried glance Craddock noticed

that they were dressed in the most singular

manner, with long riding coats, full skirted

velvet gowns and coloured ribands at their

knees, more like men of fashion than seamen.

As he looked at their grotesque figures he

struck his brow with his clenched fist to be

sure that he was awake. The deck seemed to

be much dirtier than when he had left it, and

there were strange sun-blackened faces

turned upon him from every side. Not one

of them did he know save only Joshua Hird.

Had the ship been captured in his absence ?

Were these Sharkey's men who were around

him ? At the thought he broke furiously

away and tried to climb over to his boat, but

a dozen hands were on him in an instant and

he was pushed aft through the open door of

his own cabin.

And it was all different to the cabin which

he had left. The floor was different, the

ceil ing was different, the furniture was different.

His had been plain and austere. This was

sumptuous and yet dirty, hung with rare

velvet curtains splashed with wine stains, and

paneled with costly woods which were

pocked with pistol marks.

On the table was a great chart of the

Caribbean sea, and beside it, with compasses

in his hand, sat a clean shaven, pale faced

man with a fur cap), and a claret-coloured

coat of damask. Craddock turned white

under his freckles as he looked upon the

long, thin, high-nostrilled nose and the red-

rimmed eyes which were turned upon him

with the fixed humourous gaze of the master

player who has left his opponent without a

move.

" Sharkey ! " cried Craddock.

Sharkey's thin lips opened and he broke

into his high sniggering laugh.

" You fool!'' he cried, and, leaning over,

he stabbed Craddock's shoulder again and

again with his compasses. " You poor, dull-

witted fool, would you match yourself against

me ?"

It was not the pain of the wounds, but it

was the contempt in Sharkey's voice which

turned Craddock into a savage madman. He

flew at the pirate, roaring with rage, striking,

kicking, writhing, and foaming. It took six

men to drag him down on to the floor amidst
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of the men ashore with you, we could offer

but a poor defence. Some were cut down,

and they were the happiest. The others were

killed afterwards. As to me, I saved my life

by signing on with them."

" And they scuttled my ship ? "

" They scuttled her, and then Sharkey and

his men, who had been watching us from the

brushwood, came off to the ship. His main

yard had been cracked and fished last voyage,

so he had suspicions of us, seeing that ours

was whole. Then he thought of laying the

same trap for you which you had set for

him.'' â�¢

Craddock groaned.

" How came I not to see that fished main-

yard,'' he muttered. " But whither are we

bound ? "

" We are running north and west."

" North and west! Then we are heading

back towards Jamaica."

" With an eight-knot wind."

" Have you heard what they mean to do

with me ?"

" I have not heard. If you would but sign

the articles "

"Enough, Joshua Hird ! I have risked

my soul too often."

" As you wish ! I have done what I could.

Farewell! "

All that night and the next day the Happv

Deliverv ran before the easterly trades, and

Stephen Craddock lay in the dark of the sail

room working patiently at his wrist irons.

One he had slipped off at the cost of a row

of broken and bleeding knuckles, but, do

what he would, he could not free the other,

and his ankles were securely fastened.

From hour to hour he heard the swish of

the water, and knew that the barque must be

driving with all set in front of the trade wind.

In that case they must be nearly back again

to Jamaica by now. What plan could Sharkey

have in his head, and what use did he hope

to make of him ? Craddock set his teeth,

and vowed that if he had once been a villain

from choice he would, at least, never be one

by compulsion.

On the second morning Craddock became

aware that sail had been reduced in the

vessel, and that she was tacking slowly, with

a light breeze on her beam. The varying

Vo1. III.--71.

slope of the sail room and the sounds from

the deck told his practised senses exactly

what she was doing. The short reaches

showed him that she was manoeuvring near

shore, and making for some definite point.

If so she must have reached Jamaica. But

what could she be doing there ?

And then suddenly there was a burst of

hearty cheering from the deck, and then the

crash of a gun above his head, and then the

answering booming of guns from far over the

water. Craddock sat up and strained his ears.

Was the ship in action ? Only the one gun

had been fired, and though many had

answered there were none of the crashings

which told of a shot coming home.

Then, if it was not an action, it must be a

salute. But who would salute Sharkey, the

pirate ? It could only be another pirate ship

which would do so. So Craddock lay back

again with a groan, and continued to work at

the manacle which still held his right wrist.

But suddenly there came the shuffling of

steps outside, and he had hardly time to wrap

the loose links round his free hand, when the

door was unbolted and two pirates came in.

" Got your hammer, carpenter ? " asked

one, whom Craddock recognised as the big

quartermaster. " Knock off his leg shackles,

then. Better leave the braceletsâ��he's safer

with them on."

With hammer and chisel the carpenter

loosened the irons.

" What are you going to do with me ? "

asked Craddock.

" Come on deck and you'll see." The

sailor seized him by the arm and dragged

him roughly to the foot of the companion.

Above him was a square of blue sky cut

across by the mizzen gaff, with the colours

flying at the peak. But it was the sight of

those colours which struck the breath from

Stephen Craddock s lips. For there were two

of them, and the British ensign was flying

above the Jolly Rodgerâ��the honest flag

above that of the rogue.

For an instant Craddock stopped in amaze-

ment, but a brutal push from the pirates behind

drove him up the companion ladder. As he

stepped out upon deck, his eyes turned up to

the main, and there again were the British

colours flying above the red pennant, and all
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words were uttered, they spread abroad like ward majestically, invincibly, and irresistibly

a running fire of fervour; they seized upon to ends that no men know,

and entered into people like the germs of a The making of the Bible in its modern

benignant epidemic, in a way which history aspect does not begin until the middle

clearly records, but which science cannot of the fourth century after Christ. It is

remotely explain. It is the miracle of all the a story of manuscripts and of researches,

miracles, because it is a cold, inexplicable, concerning which libraries of history and

but indisputable fact among the facts of of criticism have been written. But as

to-day. these volumes are read by the student of

The founder of the Christian religion left theology rather than the general public, a

no writing. No apostle was deputed to keep very brief outline of the work may prove

the record, and none, so far as is known, kept of very general interest and be not in-

it. Matthew and John, who were of the appropriate in an article of this kind,

twelve, and Mark and Luke, who were not, The authority for it is Mr. F. G. Kenyon,

wrote accounts, many years after the death of the keeper of the manuscripts in the

the Master, of his life and doings. But no British Museum, who has written a valuable

man known to

history ever saw

these original

accounts, and no

allusion has ever

been made to

them by any

ancient writer

whose writings

exist. No manu-

script written

within three hun-

dred years after

the death of Christ

has ever been

seen by any

modern eye.

How those

â�¢ KJU XII v

o-rris.%

TÂ»J>C IXt.OXM -

CODEX ALEXANDRINUS (St. Luke xll. 54-xiii. 4).

Fifth Century.

(British Museum, Royal MS. I D. v-viii.)

book on the

subject.

In one of the

locked rooms of

the Museum is an

ancient document

in vellum, 1500

years old, which

is, perhaps, the

rarest and most

priceless object

in that great col-

lection. This is

the Codex Alex-

andrinus, one of

the four great

manuscripts from

which the Bible

,< 1 â�¢ I The Bible In Creek, written in uncial letters. The MS. once belonged to the Patriarchal ,. ,

WOrClS have lived chamber of Alexandria. It was sent as a present to Kins Charles the First in 1637. OI tO-Clay

no man knows. mainly come. As

The most tremendous empire of antiquity Mr. Kenyon places it before you, it consists

massed all its forces against them without of 773 sheets of dull grey goat skin, the

avail. The words, living mainly in men's skin being exceptionally thin. Each sheet

minds, passed from mouth to ear and meet- measures I2fin. by lofin., and is written on

ing to meeting until they vanquished the both sides of the sheet in two columns of

Roman Empire, and set a Christian King

upon a pagan throne.

faint but clear Greek characters. The

Museum has bound the leaves in four

Time, decay, the errors of translators, the volumes, and had photographic copies made

injurious vanity of copyists, the distortion of of each page for the use of students in

fought-for creeds, the blood-thirstiness of order that the precious original may not be

Inquisitors, and the malignant persecution by touched.

the world's greatest hierarchy of those who The other three manuscripts, all more or

â�¢would put the words into the hands of the less incomplete, are the Codex Vaticanus

peopleâ��all these the Words have overcome (now in the Vatican), the Codex Sinaiticus,

with a seemingly effortless supremacy, and and the Codex Ephraemi.

after nineteen centuries are still moving for- From manuscripts such as these, from the





























276

PEARSON'S MA GA ZIXE.

the trainer himself mounted upon his well-

known white pony, Columbine.

" Good morning, Bent," said Came, as the

latter rode up and lifted his hat to himself

and friends. " You see we have kept our

promise, and are here to witness the trial you

said you had arranged for us."

" I am glad to see you, sir," Bent replied.

" And I only hope that what I am about to

show you will prove of service to you. The

horse is as fit as mortal hands can make him,

and if he don't do his best for you next

week there will be one person surprised in

England, and that one will be myself. As

you know, sir, the only horse I dread is

Vulcanite, and the fact cannot be denied that

he's a real clinker."

" Well," said Carne, " when we have seen

our animal gallop we shall know better how

much trust we are to place in him. For my

own part I'm not afraid. Vulcanite, as you

say, is a good horse, but, if I'm not mistaken,

Knight of Malta is a better. Surely this is

he coming towards us."

" That's him,'' said the trainer, with a fine

disregard for grammar. " There's no mis-

taking him, is there ? And now, if you'd

care to stroll across we'll see them saddle."

The party accordingly descended from the

carriage, and walked across the turf to the

spot where the four thoroughbreds were being

divested of their sheets. They made a pretty

group; but even the most inexperienced critic

could scarcely have failed to pick out Knight

of Malta as the best among them. He was a

tall, shapely bay, with black points, a trifle

light of flesh perhaps, but with clean, flat

legs, and low, greyhound-like thighs, sure

evidence of the enormous propelling power

he was known to possess. His head was

perfection itself, though a wee bit too lop-

eared if anything. Taken altogether, hj

looked, what he was, thoroughbred every inch

of him. The others of the party were

Gasometer, Hydrogen, and Young Romeo,

the last named being the particular trial horse

of the party. It was a favourite boast of the

trainer that the last named was so reliable

in his habits, his condition, and his pace,

that you would not be far wrong if you were

to set your watch by him.

" Bv the wav, Bent," said Carne, as the

boys were lifted into their saddles, " what

weights are the horses carrying ? "

" Well, sir, Young Romeo carries 8st. gib.;

Gasometer, 7st. 8lb.; Hydrogen, 7st. lib.; and

the Knight, 9s1. nib. The distance will be

the Epsom course, one mile and a half, and

the best horse to win. Now, sir, if you're

ready we'll get to work."

He turned to the lad who was to ride

Hydrogen.

" Once you are off you will make the

running, and bring them along at your best

pace to the dip, where Gasometer will, if

possible, take it up. After that I leave it to

you other boys to make the best race of it

you can. You, Blunt," calling up his head

lad, "go down with them to the post, and get

them off to as good a start as possible."

The horses departed, and Simon Carne

and his friends accompanied the trainer to a

spot where they would see the finish to the

best advantage. Five minutes later an

ejaculation from Lord Orpington told them

that the horses had started. Each man

accordingly clapped his glasses to his eyes,

and watched the race before them. Faithful

to his instructions, the lad on Hydrogen came

straight to the front, and led them a cracker

until they descended into the slight dip which

marked the end of the first half mile.

Then he retired to the rear, hopelessly

done for, and Gasometer took up the run-

ning, with Knight of Malta close alongside

him, and Young Romeo only half a length

away. As they passed the mile post Young

Romeo shot to the front, but it soon became

evident he had not come to stay. Good

horse as he was, there was a better catching

him hand over fist. The pace was all that

could be desired, and when Knight of Malta

swept past the group, winner of the trial bv

more than his own length, the congratula-

tions Simon Carne received were as cordial

as he could possibly desire.

"What did I tell you, sir?" said Bent,

with a smile of satisfaction upon his face.

" You see what a good horse he is. There's

no mistake about that."

" Well, let us hope he will do as well a

week hence," Carne replied simply, as he

replaced his glasses in their case.

"Amen to that, "remarked Lord Orpington.
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of condition, and who has beaten our horse

each time they have met; there's The

Mandarin, who won the Two Thousand this

week, and who will be certain to come into

greater favour as the time shortens, and

The Filibuster, who won the Biennial Stakes

at the Craven Meeting, a nice enough horse,

i hough I must say I don't fancy him over

much myself."

" I take it then that the only horse you

really fear is Vulcanite."

" That's so, sir. If he were not in the list,

f should feel as certain of seeing you leading

vour horse back a winner as any man could

well be."

On looking at his watch Carne discovered

that it was time for him to rejoin his friends

and be off to the railway station if they desired

to catch the train which they had arranged

should convey them back to town. So bid-

ding the trainer and his wife good-bye, they

took their places in the carriage once more,

and were driven asvay.

Arriving at Waterloo, they drove to Lord

Orpington's club to lunch.

" Do you know you're a very lucky fellow,

Carne?" said the Earl of Amberley as they

stood on the steps of that institution after-

wards, before separating in pursuit of the

pleasures of the afternoon. " You have health,

wealth, fame, good looks, one of the finest

houses in London, and now one of the pro-

spective winners of the Derby. In fact, you

only want one thing to make your existence

perfect."

" And what is that ? " asked Carne.

" A wife," replied Lord Amberley. "' I

'wonder the girls have let you escape so long.''

" I am not a marrying man," said Carne ;

" how could a fellow like myself, who is here

to-day and gone to-morrow, expect any

woman to link her lot with his? Do you

remember our first meeting ? "

" Perfectly," replied Lord Amberley.

" When I close my eyes I can see that

beautiful marble palace, set in its frame of

blue water, as plainly as if it were but yester-

day I breakfasted with you there."

"That was a very fortunate morning for

me," said the other. "And now here is my

cab. I must be off. Good-bye."

"Good-bye,'' cried his friends, as he went

down the steps and entered the vehicle

" Don't forget to let us know if anything

further turns up."

" I will be sure to do so," said Simon

Carne, and then, as he laid himself back on

the soft cushions and was driven by way of

Waterloo Place to Piccadilly, he added tc

himself, "yes, if I can bring off the little

scheme I have in my mind, and one or two

others which I am preparing, and can

manage to get out of England without anyone

suspecting that I am the burglar who hac

outwitted all London, I shall have good

cause to say that was a verv fortunate day

for me when I first met his lordship."

That evening he dined alone. He seemed

pre-occupied, and it was evident that he was

disappointed about something. Several times

on hearing noises in the street outside he

questioned his servants as to the cause. At

last, however, when Ram Gafur entered the

room carrying a telegram upon a salver, his

feelings found vent in a sigh of satisfaction.

With eager fingers he broke open the

envelope, withdrew the contents, and read

the message it contained :

" Seven Stars music hallâ��Whitechapel

Road. Ten o'clock."

There was no signature, but that fact did

not seem to trouble him very much. He

placed it in his pocket book, and afterwards

continued his meal in better spirits. When

the servants had left the room he poured him-

self out a glass of port, and taking a pencil

proceeded to make certain calculations upon

the back of an envelope. For nearly ten

minutes he occupied himself in this way, then

he tore the paper into tiny pieces, replaced

his pencil in his pocket, and sipped his wine

with a satisfaction that was the outcome of

perfected arrangements.

" The public excitement," he said to him-

self, not without a small touch of pride, "has

as yet scarcely cooled down from the robbery

of the famous Wiltshire jewels. Lord

Orpington has not as yet discovered the

whereabouts of the gold and silver plate

which disappeared from his house so

mysteriously a week or two ago, while

several other people have done their best to

catch a gang of burglars who would seem to

have set all London at defiance. But if I
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Acting up to his appearance, Came called

for a " two of Scotch cold," and, having lit a

meerschaum pipe which he took from his

waistcoat pocket, prepared to make himself

at home. As ten o'clock struck he turned

his chair a little, in order that he might have

a better view of the door, and waited.

Five minutes must have elapsed before his

patience was rewarded. Then two men came

in together, and immediately he saw them he

turned his face in an opposite direction, and

seemed to be taking an absorbing interest in

what was happening upon the stage.

One of the men who had entered, and

whom he had seemed to recogniseâ��a

cadaverous-looking individual in a suit of

clothes a size too small for him, a velvet

waistcoat at least three sizes too large, a

check tie, in which was stuck an enormous

horseshoe pin composed of palpably imita-

tion diamonds, boasting no shirt as far as

could be seen, and wearing upon his head a

top hat of a shape that had been fashionable

in the early sixtiesâ��stopped, and placed his

hand upon his shoulder.

" Mr. Blenkins, or I'm a d'isy," he said.

" Well, who'd ha' thought of seeing you here

of all places ? Why, it was only this after-

noon as me and my friend, Mr. Brown here,

was a-speaking of you. To think as how

you should ha' come up to London just this

wery time, and be at the Seven Stars Music

'all, of all other plaices! It's like what the

noospapers call a go-insidence, drat me if it

ain't. 'Ow are yer, old pal ? " ,

He extended his hand, which Mr. Blenkins

took, and shook with considerable cordiality.

After that, Mr. Brown, who from outward

appearances was by far the most respectable

of the trio, was introduced in the capacity of

a gentleman from America, a citizenship that

became more apparent when he opened his

mouth to speak.

" And what was 'ee speaking of I about ?''

asked Mr. Blenkins, when the trio were com-

fortably seated at table.

This the diffident Mr. Jones, for by that

commonplace appellative the seedy gentleman

with the magnificent diamonds chose to be

called. declined to state. It would appear

that he was willing to discuss the news of the

day, the price of forage, the prospects of war,

the programme proceeding upon the stage, in

fact, anything rather than declare the subject

of his conversation with Mr. Brown that

afternoon.

It was not until Mr. Brown happened to

ask Mr. Blenkins what horse he fancied for

the Derby that Mr. Jones in any degree

recovered his self-possession. Then an

animated discussion on the forthcoming race

was entered upon. How long it would have

lasted had not Mr. Jones presently declared

that the music of the orchestra was too much

for him, I cannot say.

Thereupon Mr. Brown suggested that they

should leave the Hall and proceed to a place

of which he knew in a neighbouring street.

This they accordingly did, and when they

were safely installed in a small room off the

bar, Mr. Jones, having made certain that

there was no one near enough to overhear, un-

locked his powers of conversation with whisky

and water, and proceeded to speak his mind.

For upwards of an hour they remained

closeted in the room together, conversing in

an undertone. Then the meeting broke up,

Mr. Blenkins bidding his friends ''good-

night '' before they left the house.

From the outward appearances of the party,

if in these days of seedy millionaires and

overdressed bankrupts one may venture to

judge by them, he would have been a specu-

lative individual who would have given a five

pound note for the worldly wealth of the trio.

Vet, had you taken so much trouble, you

might have followed Mr. Blenkins and have

seen him picked up by a smart private hansom

at the corner of Leman Street. You might

then have gone back to the " Hen and

Feathers," and have followed Mr. Brown as

far as Osborn Street, and have seen him enter

a 'neat brougham, which was evidently his

own private property. Another hansom, also

a private one, met Mr. Jones in the same

thoroughfare, and an hour later two of the

number were in Park Lane, while the third

was discussing a bottle of Heidseck in a

gorgeous private sitting-room on the second

floor of the Langham Hotel.

As he entered his dressing-room on his

return to Porchester House, Simon Carne

glanced at his watch. It was exactly twelve

o'clock.
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" I hope Belton will not be long," he said

to himself. " Give him a quarter of an hour

to rid himself of the other fellow, and say

half-an-hour to get home. In that case he

should be here within the next few minutes.'

The thought had scarcely passed through

his brain before there was a deferential knock

at the door, and next moment Belton, clad in

a long great coat, entered the room.

" You're back sooner than I expected,"

said Came. " You could not have stayed

very long with our friend ? "

" I left him soon after you did, sir," said

Belton. " He was in a hurry to get home,

and as there was nothing more to settle I did

not attempt to prevent him. I trust you are

satisfied, sir, with the result of our adventure."

" Perfectly satisfied," said Carne. " To-

morrow I'll make sure that he's good for the

money, and then we'll get to work. In the

meantime you had better see about a van and

the furniture of which -I spoke to you, and

also engage a man whom you can rely upon.

" But what about Merford, sir, and the

attempt upon Knight of Malta? "

" I'll see about that on Monday. I have

promised Bent to spend the night there."

" You'll excuse my saying so, sir, I hope,"

said Belton, as he poured out his master's hot

water and laid his dressing-gown upon the

back of a chair, ready for him to put on,

" but it's a terrible risky business. If we don't

bring it off, there'll be such a noise in

England as has never been heard before.

You might murder the Prime Minister, I

believe, and it wouldn't count for so much

with the people generally as an attempt to

steal the Derby favourite. "

" But we shall not fail," said Carne confi-

dently. " By this time you ought to know

me better than to suppose that. No, no,

never fear, Belton; I've got all my plans cut

and dried, and even if we fail to get posses-

sion of Vulcanite, the odds are a thousand

to one against our being suspected of any

complicity in the matter. Now you can go to

bed. Good-night."

"Good-night, sir," said Belton respectfully,

and left the room.

It was one of Simon Came's peculiarities

always to fulfil his engagements in spite of

any inconvenience thev might cause himself.

Accordingly the four o'clock train from

Waterloo, on the Monday following the

meeting at the Music Hall just narrated,

carried him to Merford in pursuance of the

promise he had given his trainer.

Reaching the little wayside station on the

edge of the Downs, he alighted, to find himself

welcomed by his trainer, who lifted his hat

respectfully, and wished him good afternoon.

During the drive, Carne spoke of the

impending race, and among other things of

a letter he had that morning received, warn-

ing him of an attempt that would probably be

made to obtain possession of his horse. The

trainer laughed good humouredly.

" Bless you, sir," he said, " that's nothing.

You should just see some of the letters I've

got pasted into my scrap book. Most of 'em

comes a week or fortnight before a big race.

Some of 'em warns me that if I don't prevent

the horse from starting, I'm as good as a

dead man; others ask me what price I will

take to let him finish outside the first three ;

while more still tell me that if I don't put 'im

out of the way altogether, I'll find my house

and my wife and family flying up to the clouds

under a full charge of dynamite within three

days of the race being run. Don't you pay

any attention to the letters you receive. I'll

look after the horse, and you may be very

sure I'll take good care that nothing happens

to him."

" I know that, of course," said Carne, "but

I thought I'd tell you. You see, I'm only a

novice at racing, and perhaps I place more

importance just now upon a threat of that

kind than I shall do a couple of years hence."

" Of course," replied the trainer. " I

understand exactly how you' feel, sir. It's

quite natural. And now here we are, with

the missis standing on the steps to help me

give you a hearty welcome."

They drove up to the door, and when Carne

had alighted he was received by the trainer's

wife as her lord and master had predicted. His

bedroom he discovered, on being conducted

to it to prepare for dinner, was at the back of

the house, overlooking the stableyard, and

possessed a lovely view, extending across the

gardens and village towards where the Downs

ended and the woods of Herbarford began.

" A pretty room," he said to Belton, as the
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other side, still without making any noise.

Instead of dismounting by it, however, he

seated himself for a moment astride of it,

while he drew on a pair of clumsy boots he

had brought with him, suspended round his

neck. Then, having chosen his place, he

jumped. His weight caused him to leave a

good mark on the soft ground on the other

side.

He then walked heavily for perhaps fifty

yards until he reached the high road. Here

he divested himself of the boots, put on his

list slippers once more, and returned as

speedily as possible to the ladder, which he

mounted and drew up after him. Having

descended on the other side, he left it

standing against the wall, and hastened

across the yard towards the gates, where he

found Belton just finishing the work he had

set him to do.

With the aid of a brace and bit similar to

that used by Carne upon the stable door, the

lock had been entirely removed and the gate

stood open. Belton was evidently satisfied

with his work; Carne, however, was not so

pleased. He picked up the circle of wood

and showed it to his servant. Then, taking

the bit, he inserted the screw on the reverse

side and gave it two or three turns.

"You might have ruined everything," he

whispered, " by omitting that. The first

carpenter who looked at it would be able to

tell that the work was done from the

inside. But, thank goodness, I know a trick

that will set that right. Now then, give me

the pads, and I'lI drop them by the door.

Then we can return to our rooms.''

Four large blanket pads were handed to

him, and he went quietly across and dropped

them by the stable door. After that he

rejoined Belton, and they made their way,

with the assistance of the ladders, back to

their own rooms once more.

Half-an-hour later Carne was wrapped in

a sweet slumber, from which he did not

wake until he was aroused by a tapping at

his chamber door. It was the trainer.

" Mr. Carne," cried Bent, in what were

plainly agitated tones, " if you could make it

convenient I should be glad to speak to you

as soon as possible."

In something under twenty minutes he was

dressed anil downstairs. He found the

trainer awaiting him in the hall, wearing a

very serious face.

" If you will stroll with me as far as the

yard, I should like to show you something,"

he said.

Carne accordingly took up his hat and

followed him out of the house.

" You look unusually serious," said the

latter, as they crossed the garden.

" An attempt has been made to get

possession of your horse."

Carne stopped short in his walk and faced

the other.

"What did I tell you yesterday?" he

remarked. â�¢' I was certain that that letter

was more than an idle warning. But how do

you know that an attempt has been made ? "

" Come, sir, and see for yourself," said

Bent. " I am sorry to say there is no gain-

saying the fact."

A moment later they had reached the

entrance to the stableyard.

" See, sir," said Bent, pointing to a circular

hole which now existed where previously the

lock had been. " The rascals cut out the

lock, and thus gained an entry to the yard."

He picked up the round piece of wood

with the lock still attached to it, and showed

it to his employer.

" One thing is very certain, the man who

cut this hole is a master of his trade, and is

also the possessor of fine implements.",

" So it would appear," said Carne grimly.

" Now, what else is there for me to hear ? Is

the horse much hurt ? "

" Not a bit the worse, sir," answered Bent.

" They didn't get in at him, you see. Some-

thing must have frightened them before they

could complete their task. Step this way,

sir, if you please, and examine the door of

the box for yourself. I have given strict

orders that nothing shall be touched until you

have seen it."

They crossed the yard together, and

approached the box in question. On the

woodwork the commencement of a circle

similar to that which had been completed

on the yard gates could be plainly dis-

tinguished, while on the ground below lay

four curious shaped pads, one of which

Carne picked up.
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" What on earth are these things?" he

asked innocently enough.

" Their use is easily explained, sir,"

answered the trainer. "They are intended

for tying over the horse's feet, so that when

he is led out of his box his plates may make

no noise upon the stones. I'd like to have

been behind 'em with a whip when they got

him out, that's all. The double-dyed rascals to

try such a trick upon a horse in my charge.''

" I can understand your indignation," said

Carne. " It seems to me we have had a

narrow escape."

" Narrow escape, or no narrow escape, I'd

have had 'em safely Ipcked up in Merford

Police Station by -this time," replied Bent

vindictively. " And now, sir, let me show

you how they got out. As far as I can see

they must have imagined they heard some-

body coming from the house, otherwise they

would have left by the gates instead of by

this ladder.''

He pointed to the ladder which was still

standing where Carne had placed it, and then

led him by a side door round to the other

side of the wall. Here he pointed to some

heavy footmarks upon the turf. Carne ex-

amined them closely.

" If the size of his foot is any criterion of

his build," he said, " he must have been a

precious big fellow. Let me see how mine

compares with it."

He placed his neat shoe in one of the

imprints before him, and smiled as he noticed

how the other overlapped it.

They then made their way to the box,

where they found the animal at his breakfast.

He lifted his head and glanced round at

them, bit at the iron of the manger, and

then gave a little playful kick with one of

his hind legs.

" He doesn't seem any the worse for his

adventure," said Carne, as the trainer went

up to him and ran his hand over his legs.

" Not a bit," answered the other. " He's

a wonderfully even-tempered horse, and it

takes a lot to put him out. If his nerves had

been at all upset he wouldn't have licked up

his food as clean as he has done."

Having given another look at him, they

left him in charge of his lad, and returned to

the house.

The gallop after breakfast confirmed their

conclusion that there was nothing the matter,

and Simon Carne returned to town ostensibly

comforted by Bent's solemn assurance to that

effect. That afternoon Lord Calingforth,

the owner of Vulcanite, called upon him.

They had met repeatedly, and consequently

were on the most intimate terms.

" Good afternoon, Carne," he said as he

entered the room. " I have come to condole

with you upon your misfortune, and to offer

you my warmest sympathy."

" Why, what on earth has happened ? "

asked Carne as he offered his visitor a cigar.

" God bless my soul, my dear fellow!

Haven't you seen the afternoon's paper ?

Why, it reports the startling news that your

stables were broken into last night, and that

my rival, Knight of Malta, was missing this

morning."

Carne laughed.

" I wonder what they'll say next," he said

quietly. " But don't let me appear to deceive

you. It is perfectly true that the stables were

broken into last night, but the thieves were

disturbed, and decamped just as they were

forcing the lock of The Knight's box."

" In that case I congratulate you. What

rascally inventions some of these sporting

papers do get hold of to be sure. I'm indeed

glad to hear that it is not true. The race

would have lost half its interest if your horse

were out of it. By the way, I suppose you

arc still as confident as ever ?"

" Would you like to test it ? "

" Very much, if you feel inclined for a

bet."

"Then I'll have a level thousand pounds

with you that my horse beats yours. Both to

start or the wager is off. Do you agree ?''

" With pleasure. I'll make a note of it."

The noble Earl jotted the bet down in his

book, and then changed the subject by in-

quiring whether Carne had ever had any

transactions with his next door neighbour,

Klimo.

" Only on one occasion," the other replied.

" I consulted him on behalf of the Duke of

Wiltshire at the time his wife's diamonds

were stolen. To tell the truth, I was half

thinking of calling him in to see if he could

find the fellow who broke into the stables





286

PEARSON'S MAGAZINE.

away along the high road towards Exbridge,

reaching the village between five and six.

I shall meet you in the wood alongside

the third milestone on the other side, made

up for the part I am to play. Do you

understand ? "

" Perfectly, sir."

" That will do then. I shall go down to

the village to-morrow evening, and you will

not hear from me again until you meet me at

the place I have named. Good night."

" Good night, sir."

Now, it is a well-known fact that if you

wish to excite the anger of the inhabitants of

Exbridge village, and more particularly of

any member of the Pitman Training Estab-

lishment, you have but to ask for information

concerning a certain blind beggar who put

in an appearance there towards sunset on

the Thursday preced ing the Derby of 18â��,

and you will do so. When that mysterious

individual first came in sight he was creeping

along the dusty high road that winds across

the Downs from Market Stopford to Beaton

Junction, dolorously quavering a ballad that

was intended to be, though few would have

recognised it, "The Wearing of the Green."

On reaching the stables he tapped along

the wall with his stick, until he came to the

gate. Then, when he was asked his business

by the head lad, who had been called up by

one of the stable boys, he stated that he was

starving, and, with peculiar arts of his own,

induced them to provide him with a meal.

For upwards of an hour he remained

talking with the lads, and then wended

his way down the hill towards the village,

where he further managed to induce the rector

to permit him to occupy one of his out-

houses for the night.

After tea he went out and sat on the

green, but towards eight o'clock he crossed

the stream at the ford, and made his way

up to a little copse, which ornamented a

slight eminence, on the opposite side of the

ullage to that upon which the training stables

were situated.

How he found his way, considering his

infirmity, it is difficult to say, but that he did

find it was proved by his presence there. It

might also have been noticed that when he

was once under cover of the bushes, he gave

up tapping the earth with his stick, and walked

straight enough, and without apparent hesita-

tion, to the stump of a tree upon which he

seated himself.

For some time he enjoyed the beauty of

the evening undisturbed by the presence of

any other human being. Then he heard a

step behind him, and next moment a smart-

looking stable lad parted the bushes and

came into view.

" Hullo," said the new-comer. " So you

managed to get here first?"

" So I have," said the old rascal, " and it's

wonderful when you come to think of it, con-

sidering my age, and what a poor old blind

chap I be. But I'm glad to find ye've

managed to get away, my lad. Now what

have ye got to say for yourself ?"

" I don't know that I've got anything to

say," replied the boy. " But this much is

certain, what you want can't be done."

" And a fine young cockerel you are to be

sure, to crow so loud that it can't be done,"

said the old fellow, with an evil chuckle.

" How do you know it can't ? "

"Because I don't see my way," replied the

other. " It's too dangerous by a long sight.

Why, if the guv'nor was to get wind of what

you want me to do, England itself wouldn't

be big enough to hold us both. You don't

know 'im as well as I do."

" I know him well enough for all practical

purposes," replied the beggar. " Xow, if

you've got any more objections to raise, be

quick about it. If you haven't, then I'll talk

to you. You haven't ? Very good then.

Now, just hold your jaw, open your ears, and

listen to what I've got to say. What time do

you go to exercise to-morrow morning ?''

"Nine o'clock."

" Very good then. You go down on to

the Downs, and the Boss sends you off with

Vulcanite for a canter. What do you do ?

Why, you go steadily enough as long as he

can see you, but directly you're round on the

other side of the hill you stick in your heels,

and nip into the wood that runs along on

your right hand, just as if your horse was

bolting with you. Once in there, you go

through for half a mile until you come to the

stream, ford that, and then cut into the next

wood, riding as if the devil himself were aftc'r
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horse's head, " and remove the saddle. Now

be quick with those cloths, we must rub him

down or he'll catch cold."

When the horse was comparatively dry he

â�¢was led into the van, which was to be his

.stable for the next few hours, and, in spite of

his protests, slung in such a fashion that his

feet did not touch the floor. This business

completed, Carne bade the frightened boy

get in with him, and take care that he did not,

on any account, neigh.

After that the mask of furniture was re-

placed, and the doors closed and locked-

The men mounted to their places on the box

and roof, and the van continued its journey

along the high road towards the Junction.

But satisfactory as their attempt had so far

proved, the danger was by no means over.

Scarcely had they proceeded three miles on

their way before Carne distinguished the

sound of hoofs upon the road behind him.

A moment later a young man, mounted on a

well-bred horse, came into view, rode up

alongside, and signalled to the driver to stop.

"What's the matter?'' inquired the latter,

as he brought his horses to a standstill.

" Have we dropped anything ?"

" Have you seen anything of a boy on a

horse?" asked the man, who was so much

out of breath that he could scarcely get his

words out.

" What sort of a boy, and what sort of a

horse ? " asked the man on the van.

" A youngish boy," was the reply, " seven

stone weight, with sandy hair, on a thorough-

bred."

" No: we ain't seen no boy with sandy 'air,

ridin' of a thoroughbred 'orse seven stone

weight," said Carne. " What's 'e been an'

done ?"

" The horse has bolted with him off the

Downs, back yonder," answered the man.

"The Guv'nor has sent us out in all directions

to look for him."

" Sorry we can't oblige you," said the

driver as he prepared to start his team again.

" Good day to you."

"Much obliged," said the horseman, and,

when he had turned off into a side road, the

van continued its journey till it reached the

railway station. A quarter of an hour later

it caught the eleven o'clock goods train and
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set off for the small seaside town of Bar-

worth, on the south coast, where it was

shipped on board a steamer which had

arrived that morning from London.

Once it was safely transferred from the

railway truck to the deck, Carne was accosted

by a tall, swarthy individual, who, from his

importance, seemed to be both the owner

and the skipper of the vessel. They went

down into the saloon together, and a few

moments later an observer, had one been

there, might have seen a cheque for a con-

siderable sum of money change hands.

An hour later the Jessie Branker was

steaming out to sea, and a military-looking

individual, not at all to be compared with

the industrious mechanic, who had shipped

the furniture van on board the vessel bound

for Spain, stood on the platform of the

station waiting for the express train to

London. On reaching the metropolis he

discovered it surging beneath the weight of a

great excitement. The streets re-echoed

with the raucous cries of the newsvendors:

" The Derby favourite stolenâ��Vulcanite

missing from his stable ! "

Next morning an advertisement appeared

in every paper of consequence, offering' "A

reward of Five Hundred Pounds for any in-

formation which might lead to the conviction

of the person or persons who on the morn-

ing of May 28th had stolen or caused to

be stolen from the Pitman Training Stables,

the Derby favourite, Vulcanite, the property of

the Right Honourable the Earl of Calingforth."

The week following, Knight of Malta,

owned by Simon Carne, Esq., of Porchester

House, Park Lane, won the Derby by a neck,

in a scene of intense excitement. The

Mandarin being second, and The Filibuster

third. It is a strange fact that to this day not

a member of the racing world has been able

to solve the mystery surrounding the dis-

appearance of one of the greatest horses that

ever set foot on an English racecourse.

To-day, if Simon Carne thinks of that

momentous occasion, when, amid the shout

ing crowd of Epsom he led his horse back a

winner, he smiles softly to himself, and

murmurs beneath his breath :

" Valued at twenty thousand pounds, and

beaten in the Derby by a furniture van."
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" Corinne," he cried, " is it an hour for

jests ? "

He turned from one to the other appeal-

ingly, his distress being so great that tears

stood in his eyes, and his voice was husky

and broken. But it was the old physician

who answered him :

" Chevalier,1' said he, laying down his pen

for the first time, " you beseech me to be

plain with you, and I will hasten to obey your

wish. Mademoiselle tells you truly that a

fortune and a future await you at the Chateau

Saint Mande" to-night; but if they are to be

won, they will be won by your own courage.

The Count of Brives asks you to his home

that he may kill you, as he killed your

brother Gilbert. If you turn back now,

thinking to spare him the crime, you will

dishonour your father's memory, and add

new shame to a house which knew shame for

the first time when your eldest brother was

born to it. Let me conjure you, then, to do

no such thing, but to ride hence at once for

the chateauâ��"

" Where they will poison me ! " interrupted

Sabatier, a little angrily.

" Exactly,' continued Antonio ; " where

they will poison you. But you, if you are

careful to do exactly as I bid you, will awake

presently from the death you shall seem to

die, and, being awakened, will find yourself,

in twenty hours, Count of Brives and master

of his fortune."

Sabatier stood wonderstruck. The old

man, excited now by the story he was telling,

raised his hand as in warning, and continued

rapidly.

" Monsieur, there is no other in the world

who is called, as you are now called, to be

God's messenger in this work of vengeance

and of right. Go. then, before the clock

strikes again to Saint Mande ; and say to

yourself as you enter, that you are come to

avenge your brother Gilbert. Whatever you

see there, whatever may happen to youâ��fear

nothing. The eyes of those that send you to

this work will watch you even as you sit. I

say no moreâ��the minutes pass swiftly; and

what further counsel I can give is written

here upon this parchment. Let me exhort

you to read every letter of that injunctionâ��

not once, but twelve times, as vou ride

towards the chateau. For that writing is life

or deathâ��as you remember or forget it.''

There was a great stillness in the room

when the old man ceased to speak. Sabatier,

scarce knowing whether the words were real

or the echo of a dream, took with trembling

hands the paper which the physician thrust

upon him. Then he turned questioning]}- to

Corinne; but she had now risen from her

seat, and, coming forward, she laid her pretty

fingers caressingly upon his arm.

"Eugene,'' she asked earnestly, ''you will

avenge your brother ? "

"As God is my witness,'' he answered, "I

will know the truth this nigl.t."

The woods of Vincennes were very dark

when Eugene Sabatier passed through them

on his way to his brother's house. But his

head was too full of absorbing thoughts to

permit him to notice the state of the night or

even the dangers of the road. For the

matter of that, he had ridden at a hard gallop

from Mademoiselle Corinne's courtyard ; and,

skirting the right bank of the Seine, he drew

rein but twice before the grim and forbidding

home of the Count of Brives stood up in the

valley before him. Then, indeed, with a

little shiver of fear, he permitted his horse to

walk ; while he took off his heavy brass helmet

and wiped the sweat from his forehead.

There was no braver man in Conde's legion

than Eugene Sabatier; none readier with the

rapier or more skilled in all those arts which

are a soldier's boast. It was the hidden

dangerâ��the death in the cupâ��that now made

his heart beat so loudly. He could not hide

it from himself that the old man, Antonio,

who had warned him, might be a fool and a

boaster. How. he asked himself, if the

scheme should fail and his own body be

found to-morrow in the Marne? He had little

to hope for in life, for he was a penniless

soldier who must make his own future; but,

so long as he could treasure up in his heart

love for little Corinne, he was content to live,

and to dream of a day when there should be

no gulf of wealth and station between them.

That day would come quickly enough if'

his brother, the Count of Brives, were to die ;

since the Count had neither wife nor child ;

and title and lands would then descend to
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command. Charlesâ��though there is little

hope left to us of the war. I am sure you.

wish me God-speed, for I am to have your

old company in Conde's legion."

The Count shrugged his shoulders.

" Pah ! " said he curtly; " if you can make

those rats fight you are a clever man. They

ran at Minden like deer from the dogs. Let

us go to supper and forget them."

He led the way to an adjoining dining-

room, even a larger chamber than the one

they quitted ; and they sat together at the end

of a long table, feebly lit by eight wax lights.

The toothless old man, Armand, waited upon

them, like a ghostly image from the gloom in

which the greater part of the room was

plunged.

For awhile neither of the brothers spoke a

word; eating silently, and scarce looking at

one another. The supper itself was of the

plainestâ��a capon, a dish of spinach, some

tender slices of venisonâ��and for drink,

champagne in long goblets of sparkling cut

glass. Eugene said to himself for the second

time when he lifted such a goblet and drank

deeply of the foaming draught, that old

Antonio, the physician to Mademoiselle

Corinne, was a fool. He was half of a mind to

hint to his brother the cruel slander put

abroad about him : but, restraining himself,

he began to talk of the H6tel Beautreillis and

â�¢of its fascinating mistress.

" You have seen Corinne lately ? " he asked

indifferently.

The Count looked up quickly.

" You speak of Mademoiselle de Mon-

tesson?" said he.

" Certainly I do ; but I thought you were

such good friends."

Count Charles shrugged his shoulders.

â�¢â�¢ I know her a little," said he with assumed

nonchalance; " and youâ��"

" Oh," said Eugene, with whole-hearted

energy, " I know her very well indeed,

brother."

The Count put out his glass that Armand

might fill it with champagne. The action

helped him to conceal from Eugene the deep

flush upon his face, and the angry brightness

of his eyes. But he said no word to betray

himself; and began cleverly to talk of other

subjects with a loquacity quite foreign to him.

When supper at last was done, he pushed

back his chair from the table, seeming to be

well content with all the world.

" Armand/' he cried to the toothless old

serving man, " bring a flask of Armagnac and

set glasses. You can go home then."

Eugene was surprised at the request.

" Do you live alone here, brother ?" he

asked.

" Certainly! " replied the Count. "Am I

not a soldier who has been alone all my life?"

â�¢ It was a bitter question, and Eugene

shuddered, he knew not why. Far from

fearing his brother now, he pitied him, and

would have been very glad to have said so ;

but just when the word was upon his lips,

Armand returned with the flask of the wine

of Armagnac and two long glasses which he

wiped and set carefully upon the table.

Eugene observed their colour immediately.

They were of a deep purple tint.

" del!" he murmured to himself, while his

heart beat fast and the blood rushed to his

brain; "the purple glass!" In the same

moment, Armand left the room ; and a little

while after a gate in the courtyard was shut

with a loud clang. The brothers were alone

in the house of gloom.

The Count was the first to speak. He had

the flask of wine in his hands : and Eugene,

who watched him like one fascinated, observed

that his arm trembled when he raised it.

" Come," cried he, in a thick, unnatural

voice, " there is no finer Armagnac in Paris

than this. Let me give you some ? "

Eugene bowed his head. His face was

almost livid now. For that which he must

suffer, he cared nothing. He would sooner

have died there and then than make sure of

so horrible a truth. "My brother a poisoner ?"

he said to himself a hundred times. " Oh, what

shame, what dishonour !''

The Count filled his glass and pushed it

over to him. Eugene was surprised to see

that his brother helped himself also to the

wine, drinking the half of a glass at a draught.

The action reassured him. " They have

told me a lie," he said to himself for the

twentieth timeâ��and with this upon his lips

and the warning of old Antonio ringing in his

ears like a knell, he lifted the purple glass

and drank from it. " The half is life ! " said
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and he watched him as a prisoner may watch

a captor from whom he has no hopes of

mercy. Deliberately and with all the nerve

of a man grown callous to crime, the Count

prepared to finish his work. He put out the

lights upon the table one by one, until a single

candle alone lighted the vast chamber. Then,

taking this candle in his hand, he bent over

the body before him and looked at it with a

malignity woful to see.

" Pah! ' he said, placing the light upon the

table again. " Conde's legion will want a

captain to-morrow, and Corinne a lover. He

brought it upon himselfâ��why should I pity

him ? "

The dragoon heard the words very plainly,

and the hate in them added to that which he

suffered. It was true, then, as Antonio had

told him, that his brother meant to kill him

when he asked him to the Chateau Saint

Mande. He recollected at the same time that

the old man had prophesied things which he

did not understand at the moment of their

utterance.

" You will awake presently from the death

you shall seem to die, and, being awakened,

will find yourself in twenty hours C'ount of

Brives and master of his fortunes." Or again:

" The eyes of those that send you to this work

will watch you even as you lie."

The Count of Brives had opened the

windows of the salon now, and the cool air

of the May night flooded the chamber re-

freshingly. Eugene heard his brother pass

out into the garden bevond, and when he

returned to the table he had a lantern in his

hand. Nerved by all the resolution of daring

and cruelty, the Count was quick to act that

his crime might be hidden from men and

from his own eyes.

Twice he walked up to the body of the â�¢

man he believed to be dead; twice he drew

back with a tremor of nerve and a gesture of

repugnance. When at last .his iron will

conquered, he stooped quickly, and, bringing

all his great strength to the work, he began

to drag the body towards the window. It

was a hard effort, even for him ; and he had

but begun it when a loud sound, like the

sound of a door shutting in a chamber above,

caused him to spring up with a great cry, and

to stagger from the room as though unnum-

bered phantoms had come about him to

proclaim the deed.

Eugene heard the sound well enough, and

began to hope for the second time. " They

watch meâ��they watch me," he cried. " Oh,

how I need my courageâ��if they should be

too late ! " The thought was unbearable,

almost maddening ; the agony of the bondage

of helplessness greater than any man could

conceive. He prayed for unconsciousnessâ��

even for death; but these were denied to

him. The drug had quickened his lifeâ��

and yet had robbed him of all that which

life is.

In this, the mood of fear unspeakable, he

lay and listened while his brother passed

quickly from room to room, opening and

shutting the doors loudly, and often crying

" Who goes there ? as though he was sure

that someone else had entered the chateau.

Nor was the Count content until he had

searched even the garrets, and had told him-

self a hundred times that the wind cheated

him in this alarm.

When, at last, he retumed to the dining-

room, his step was stronger, and his will more

sure. He picked up the body now as

though it had been a common burden,

and, staggering from step to step down the

stairs upon which the window opened, he

dragged it into the garden and so out into

the moonlight, which fell plenteously upon

the dewy grass. There for a moment he

stood, panting for his breath, and shading

his eyes that he might peer into the darkness.

As for Eugene, he had felt the strength

of the arms which clasped him so surely:

and now. when he lay stiff and voiceless upon

the grass, he said that death had become his

neighbour. " He means to throw my body in

the Seine," thought he; "they will come too

lateâ��they have left me to die !"

But the Count was rested now ; and once

more he stooped to his dreadful work. The

spot whereon he stood was scarce fifty

yards from the black waters of the Seine.

There was to be no delay this time. Turning

his eyes away that he might not look upon his

brother's face again, he gripped him by the left

arm, and began to drag him towardsthe river.

Two paces he took: his foot was raised

for a third -when the second omen of the
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river, the shiver of the aspens, the foreboding

which possessed him. Angry with himself

that these thoughts prevailed, he set spurs to

his horse, and rode at a gallop towards the

village.

" A plague upon it," said he. " It was a

dream, a silly dream. I did not sup with my

brother and never shall I be Count of Brives

â��fool that I am to think of it."

" Chevalier," said a voice at his side,

" permit me to tell you that you are mis-

taken."

Eugene checked his horse and looked

round quickly. He saw to his astonishment

that a man, who wore a rich dress of black

cloth and a black plumed hat, rode at his

side upon a magnificent beast which kept pace

with the other as easily as though he had

been walking for the show of it in the Place

Louis Quinze.

" Chevalier," said the dragoon civilly,

" you say "

" That you are very mistaken, Monsieurâ��

you did sup with your brother last night, and

you will be Count of Brives before the clock

strikes again."

The words were spoken with such a fine

air that Sabatier began to ask himself if this

were some new apparition come to cheat him

as the others had done.

" Oh!" cried he impatiently," what mystery

is all this ? Am I in my senses, or do I still

sleep ?"

He reined in his horse, and the stranger

came close up to his side.

"Chevalier," said he, "you neither sleep

nor dream. Do not ask yourself such a silly

question. It is quite true that your brother

attempted to poison you last night with a

flask of Armagnac, in which, as the physician

Antonio would tell you, there were four

grains of one of the most deadly drugs

known to the East. You, however, remem-

bering the warning, drank but a half of the

glass set before youâ��and so you become

Count of Brives."

" I ?" cried Eugene impatiently. " I become

Count of Brives ? "

" Exactly," said the other, "you have only

to ride to yonder chateau to make it your

own."

The dragoon laughed scornfully.

" Pah!" said he, " how could the wine have

been poisoned when my brother drank of it;

and how could your physician know what the

flask contained ?"

The man in the plumed hat betrayed no

sign of impatience.

" Chevalier," said he slowly, " you ask me

two questions and I will answer them. We

knew what the wine contained because

Armand, your brother's servant, has long

been good enough to sell us for money ar

account of your brother's life. Three weeks

ago, the Count of Brives was offered by an

agent of my mistress, Mademoiselle Corinne,

a preparation of the poppy leaf brought from

Yezd. So fatal is this to those whose bodies

are not fortified against it by the continued

and gradual habit of eating the drug, that

two-thirds of a grain will kill the strongest

man. You, however, drinking but a half of

that which was offered to you, suffered only a

passing loss of your senses.

"It is obvious to you that the Count, having

been long in the East and accustomed to the

use of opium, could drink that which would

mean the death of another not so prepared.

The draught last night steeled his will to the

crime he sought to commit. You, however,

succumbed to it; and never, I swear, did the

living wear the cloak of the dead as you wore

it in the Chateau Saint Mande."

Sabatier groaned at the remembrance. It

seemed to him that he began to suffer the

terror of the garden for the second time.

" del I" cried he, " it is all a miracleâ��I

cannot believe itâ��I cannot "

" It is no miracle," said the stranger

solemnlyâ��" it is the hand of Almighty God

avenging your brother who was slain. Go

then, to the Chateauâ��but go alone that the

eyes of no other may witness the deed which

must be. I wait here until yonder church

bell shall tell me that you are Count of Brives.''

He pointed with outstretched arm to the

gate of the darkening house upon whose

blackened walls the last crimson rays of the

setting sun were falling fitfully. As Eugene

rode away, he remembered that he had seen

the stranger before ; and he said : " It was he

who called from the window last nightâ��

' Monsieur le Comte, Monsieur le Comte,

where is your brother Eugene ? " Driven on
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money and family ought to be joined in holy

matrimony. Matrimony! Bah! A matter

of money! "

So saying, he pushed ahead ; but at every

step he sank more deeply into the sand, until

at length he was unable to extricate one of

his legs, and was compelled to extend the

other in a very undignified manner to prevent

himself being engulphed.

" Diable ! This is a predicament! " he

exclaimed. " And the tide is beginning to

turn. I wonder how long it will be before

the sea reaches me ? Well, that will be a

release indeed ! Would it be cowardly to

shout for help ? Someone might hear me at

the chateauâ��Adele herself, perhaps. But

no. It would be pitiably ridiculous to be

found by her in this position. I will show

that a bourgeois, even a rich one, can face

death as stoically as any aristocrat. Allons !

Let us lie philosophic, come what may."

For about twenty minutes philosophy held

good, and Raoul watched the gradual advance

of the white line of breakers with a somewhat

contemptuous smile of resignation. But his

position was cramped and uncomfortable,

and few philosophies are proof against present

discomfort, however brave in face of pros-

pective evils.

" Peste ! I wish I had gone to the bridge,

after all," said the young man, making a

desperate effort to extricate himself. " Now

if I could only lift my right leg a little higher,

I might sit down comfortably. It is keeping

my left leg out at nearly a right angle, like a

dancer at the Moulin Rouge, that is so

irksome. But if I try to pull it in, or double

it up, I shall only sink deeper. To drown in

water is pleasant, they sav, but I don't relish

being drowned in mud. It is getting softer

every moment. I expect the tide filters up

the river bed long before it covers the sur-

rounding sand. How white those waves are !

They appeared pretty from the shore, but now

they look cruel, like a panther's teeth. Ah ! "

The young man shuddered, and an involun-

tary cry rang from his lips.

The season of the year was September,

when each day is visibly shorter than that

preceding. Dusk was already creeping over

the sea, and it was for this reason, perhaps,

that Raoul had been struck by the exceeding

whiteness of the waves. Shoreward, an even-

ing mist was rising in long grey swathes, and

the turrets of Croisic-lcs-Sables were already

hidden from view. Raoul's own rapid breath-

ing, and the deep-drawn inspirations of the

sea, were the only sounds breaking the even-

ing stillness. Suddenly, faint and far, the

mellow tones of a bell were borne across the

sand to the young man's ears. Two strokes,

then an interval, then two more.

" Hold ! " said he. " It is the Angelus. I

wonder if I ought to pray ? I used to! If

praying would only help to get me out of this !

Well, I may as well try. Sainie Marie, mere

i/e Diaiâ��but hist! What is that ? It sounds

like a horse galloping over the sands. It is

impossible. My ears must deceive me. But

no ! Yes ! There is someone coming.

Thank God !â��But they don't see me. They

are going in the wrong direction." They are

turning away. I must shout. Hola ! Hola-a ! "

The cry rang across the waste place like a

human echo of the chiming Angelus bell.

The figure on horseback heard it, and rode

fast to the spot whence the sound proceeded.

" Mon Dieu ! It is only a girl! " said

Raoul, as the ne-.v-comer approached. " How

can she help ? It is a mere mockery."

But the girl did not draw rein till she had

come as close as she dared to the edge of the

soft sand marking the river channel. Then

she dismounted from the magnificent mare

she was riding, and advanced still further on

her feet, carefully but confidently, like one

who knew the safest path. When within ten

yards of Raoul she halted.

" Can you not get your leg free ?" she

asked. " If you can only do that, the rest is

easy. Lean forward flat on your chest and

spread out your arms. Then, it you can kick

out your leg, you must wriggle across like a

sand-eel. The mud will bear you flat on

your chest, when you would sink if you stood

upright. You will get very dirty, of course,

but it is better to be dirty than dead, and the

tide is coming in very swiftly."

Raoul obeyed the girl's orders without

hesitation. The event proved the correctness

of her instructions. Lying horizontally, the

young man was able to worm his leg out of

the sand, and, after ten minutes slow and

painful creeping across the treacherous sur-
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face, he reached the comparatively firm

ground where the girl was awaiting him.

Covered with mud from head to foot, even

his face being tattooed in strange streaks of

green and grey, he did indeed present so

sorry a spectacle that the girl could not for-

bear smiling.

But Raoul himself quite forgot his ludi-

crous appearance in admiration for his pre-

server. She was certainly a beautiful girl.

Her long hair, which had become unbound in

her swift canter across the sands, hung over

her shoulders in a wave of golden brown.

Her cheeks were flushed by her swift passage

through the salt sea-air, and her blue eyes

were as deeply lustrous as the blue ocean

itself.

" What made you come ? How did you

know I was here ? " asked Raoul.

" I was riding home when I heard the

Angelus bell, and I stopped to say my prayer.

As I did so, I thought I heard a cry, and I

rode on to the sands to see, for many a poor

man has met his death on the sands of

Croisic. I did not see you at first owing to

the mist. Then you shouted, and "

" You saved my life," added Raoul, stoop-

ing over her hand and kissing it with an

old-world French courtesy curiously out

of keeping with the comical figure he

presented.

"If I had not prayed, you would have

perished," mused the girl with a far away

look.

"Ah. I also prayed," said Raoul. "The

first time for years. One easily forgets

prayers â�� you know ! At least, a man

does."

" But you will always pray nowâ��won't

you ? If you had not prayed as well as Iâ��

who knows ?â��perhaps you would not have

been saved. But come, let us go. It is late,

and my father will be anxious."

" Your father ! Do you live here, then ? "

" Of course, I doâ��at the chateau."

"The chateau ! Then you are Adele.''

The girl frowned.

" Mademoiselle de Bonnechose. if it please

you."

" Ah, you do not know me, then ? But, of

course, you cannot remember me. It is so

long sinceâ��and thenâ��well, I doubt if I

would recognise myself now, if I saw my face

in a mirror."

The girl stood still, and gazed at him

fixedly.

" Surely thou art not Raoul ?" said she,

using the familiar second person singular.

" It is my name, and thouâ��thou art

Adele."

"Raoul," said the girl, "thou art to be

my husband. But thou didst pain me by what

thou didst say just now about never praying.

Wilt thou promise me thou wilt always pray

whenever thou hearest the Angelus bell ? It

has saved thee from one danger. Perhaps

it may save thee from another."

"I promise!" answered Raoul, and he

meant to keep his word, even though he

added to himself, " a loving glance from her

eyes is well worth an Angelus." So he came

with Adele to the chateau of Croisic-les-

Sables, a rueful figure enough, but not in the

least anxious on that account, for the Sieur

de Bonnechose to show him the doorâ��to

freedom.

II.

HALF a year had passed and spring had just

touched to verdure the trees on the Paris

boulevards, and wakened to thoughts of

summer jaunts and open air delights the

hearts of the pleasure-loving young people of

the pleasure-loving capital. Not least of these

young people was Gaston de Fleury, as he

entered a cafe one evening with the lady who

was known among his friends as la belle

He'lene. He was just sitting down at one of

the tables, when he quickly rose again, saying

to his companion: " A thousand sacred

thunders ! Look, mamie, if there is not Raoul

Duhamel! It is a million years since I have

seen him! I must go and speak to him !

Wait thou here and I will invite him to dine

with us! Perhaps he will come with us to

Marly on Sunday."

He walked quickly across the room, and

clapping his friend on the shoulder, exclaimed:

" Hola! my brave ! where hast thou been in

hiding? We thought thou must have turned

Trappist at least! "

" I have been workingâ��or trying to!" said

Raoul.

"Working! What hast thou to do with
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his hand to the floor like an autumn leaf on

a still November day.

" The Fleur tie Croisic given up for lost! "

he gasped, sinking back on a chair. " The

firm bankrupt! My father and I beggars !

What does it mean ? Is this an answer

to prayer, or is the Bon Dicu mocking

me ? Oh, Adeleâ��Adele, if thou knewestâ��if

thou knewest! "

He flung on his hat in desperation, and

sallied forth to the Boulevards, where he

paced aimlessly but swiftly up and down till

dawn. Twice he went to the Seine and looked

curiously at the dark, cold water. Twice, the

sound of the long wash of the current against

the quays seemed a siren voice luring him to

forgetfulness of all his troubles. But twice

also between him and the water came a vision

of a girlish face with a wealth of gold-brown

hair, and twice the swishing of the water was

drowned by the well-remembered tone of the

Angelus bell of Croisic-les-Sables.

So he endured the misery of the night and

returning home at daybreak, a pale washed out

creature, who was eyed askance by the

gendarmes, threw himself on his bed. He

slept on all that day and far into the following

night, not waking until nearly the dawn of

another day.

Looking at his watch, he bethought him

that it was Sunday, the day on which he had

promised to go with Gaston de Fleury and

HeTene to Marly. Should he go or not ? He

was asking himself this question, when his eye

fell on the telegram which had remained lying

on the floor, where it had fallen from his

hands on the previous night.

He laughed bitterly to himself.

" Vogue la galere ! " he muttered. " What

matter one more day of pleasure before the

general wreck ? Yes! I will go and enjoy

myself once moreâ��if I can ! HeTene asked

me to come! Adele is lost to me! I will

make a pleasure of necessity! Aliens!"

He leisurely proceeded to attire himself in

his best, had his morning roll and coffee, and

went out to call for Gaston de Fleury.

Helene opened the door.

" Gaston is detained on business! " said

she. " His father has come unexpectedly to

Paris, and wants to see him. It is a duty!

But he said we two were to go on, and

he would join us as soon as he could get

away."

Raoul hesitated, though only for an instant;

but the woman noticed it and asked :

" Art thou then afraid to trust thyself alone

â�¢â��with me f"

" Afraid ? I ? " exclaimed Raoul. " I am

afraid of nothing now, absolutely nothing! "

" There spoke the brave man ! Wait, then,

only ten minutes and I will be ready! "

Late that same afternoon the man and

woman sat on a bench beneath the trees

of the Forest of Marly, on the borders of the

strange tarn known as the Etang de Si.

Cucufcrâ��The Pond of St. Cucufer. Raoul's

face was flushed as if with wine. Helene

nestled closely against his side, and her hand

was laid caressingly upon his arm. She

looked up at his face awaiting an answer to

her question.

â�¢' Gaston is my friend," he said hoarsely.

" Besides, what is the good ? I am a

beggar/'

Helene laughed.

" Ah ! I will take the risk of that. What

is beggary to the Duhamels is wealth to

ordinary people, Say, then, Raoul, wilt thou

not have me ? I love thee ! Gaston is weary

of me, and thouâ��well! I know thou art

lonely, and ''

" I amâ��utterly alone. No one knows

how alone. Why should I not, then, take

pleasure and companionship where I find it ?

It is true there is honour, but what is honour

without the means to maintain it ? An

expensive luxury. An estate without a rent-

roll. But, yes; an estate which is mortgaged,

with destiny for the mortgagee. Good God !

And this is the answer to prayer."

So saying, the young man shook his

impotent fist at the serene blue sky above the

tree-tops, and then, turning to Helene,

offered her his arm, saying:

" Come, let us go. Gaston de Fleury may

be here at any moment."

The girl rose from the seat with a light of

triumph on her face.

" Money is better than blood," she mur-

mured. " And he is rich as Crcesus.

Gaston says so."

Then aloud to her companion she added :

" Come quickly, Raoul, in case he comes.
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northern squadron, Disko waving his hand

to friend after friend, and anchored as neatly

as a racing yacht at the end of the season. The

Bank Fleet pass good seamanship in silence;

but a bungler is jeered all along the line.

"Jest in time fer the capelin'," cried the

Mary Chilton.

" Salt most wet ?" asked the King Phillip.

" Hey, Tom Platt! Come t' supper to-

night ? " said the Henry Clay, and so

questions and answers flew back and forth.

.Men had met one another before dory-fishing

in the fog, and there is no place for gossip

like the Bank Fleet. They all seemed to

know about Harvey's rescue, and asked if he

were worth his salt yet. The young bloods

jested with Dan, who had a lively tongue of

his own, and inquired after their health by

the town-nicknames they least liked. Manuel's

countrymen jabbered at him in their own

language ; and even the silent cook was seen

riding the jib-boom and shouting Gaelic to a

friend as black as himself.

After they had buoyed the cableâ��all

around the Virgin is rocky bottom, and care-

lessness means chafed ground-tackle and

d.inger from driftingâ��after they had buoyed

the cable, their dories went forth to join the

mob of boats anchored about a mile away.

The schooners rocked, and dipped, and

courtseyed at a safe distance, like mother

ducks watching their brood, while the dories

behaved like mannerless ducklings.

As they drove into the confusion, dory

banging against dory, Harvey's ears tingled

at the comments on his rowing. Everv

dialect from Labrador to Long Island, with

Portugee, Neapolitan, Lingua Franca, French,

and Gaelic, with songs and shoutings and

now oaths rattled round him, and he seemed

to be the butt of it all. For the first time in

his life he felt shyâ��perhaps that came from

living so long with only the We're Heresâ��

among the scores of wild, strange faces that

rose and fell with the reeling boats. " Watch

j\jA \" said Dan, flourishing a dip-net.

" When I tell you dip, you dip. The capelin

'll school any time from naow on. Where'll

we lay, Tom Platt ?''

Pushing and shoving and hauling, greeting

old friends here and warning old enemies

there, Commodore Tom Platt led his little

fleet well to leeward of the general crowd,

and immediately three or four men began to

haul on their anchors with intent to lee-bow

the We're Heres. But a yell of laughter

went up as a dory shot from her station with

exceeding speed, its occupant pulling madly

on the roding.

" Give her slack ! " roared twenty vo'ces.

" Let him shake it out."

" What's the matter ? " said Harvey, as the

boat flashed away to the southward. " He's

anchored, isn't he ? "

" Anchored, sure enough, but his graound-

tackle's kinder shifty," said Dan, laughing.

" Whale's fouled it. ... Dip, Harve !

Here they come ! "

The sea round them clouded and darkened,

and then frizzed up in showers of tiny silver

fish, and over a space of five or six acres the

cod began to leap like fingerling trout in

May; while, behind the cod, three or four

broad grey-black backs broke the water into

boils.

Then everybody shouted and tried to haul

up his anchor to get among the, school, and

fouled his neighbour's line and said what was

in his heart, and dipped furiously with his

dip-net, and shrieked cautions and advice to

his companions, while the deep fizzed like

freshly-opened soda-water, and cod, men, and

whales together flung in upon the luckless

bait. Harvey was nearly knocked overboard

by the handle of Dan's net.

But in all the wild tumult he noticed, and

never forgot, the wicked set little eyeâ��some-

thing like a circus-elephant's eyeâ��of a whale,

that drove along almost level with the water,

and, so he said, winked at him. Three boats

found their rodings fouled by these reckless

hunters, and were towed away half a mile ere

their horses shook the line free.

Then the capelin moved off, and five

minutes later there was no sound except the

splash of the sinkers overside, the flapping of

the cod, and the whack of the 'â�¢ muckles " as

the men stunned them. It was wonderful

fishing. Harvey could see the glimmering

cod below, swimming slowly in droves, biting

as steadily as they swam. Bank Law strictly

forbids more than one hook on one line when

the dories are on the Virgin or the Eastern

Shoals ; but so close were the boats that even
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line was cut, and so was Term's, and they

were turned into relief-boats to carry fish to

the We're Here as the dories filled. The

capclin schooled once more at twilight, when

the mad clamour was repeated; and at dusk

they rowed back to dress down by the light

of a kerosine lamp on the edge of the pen.

It was a huge pile, and they went to sleep

while they were dressing. Next day, several

boats fished right above the cap of the Virgin

and Harvey, with them, looked down on the

very weed of that lonely rock which rises to

within twenty feet of the surface. The cod

were there in legions, marching solemnly

over the leathery kelp. When they bit they

bit all together, and so when they stopl ed.

There was a slack lime at noon, and the

dories began to search for amusement. It

was Dan who sighted the Hope of Prague

just coming up, and as her boats joined the

company they were greeted with the ques-

t.on : " Who's the meanest man in the

Fleet ? "

Three hundred voices answered cheerily:

" Nick Bra-ady." It sounded like an organ-

chant.

" Who stole the lamp-wicks ?'' That was

Dan's contribution.

" Nick Bra-ady," sang the boats.

" Who biled the salt-bait fer soup ?'' This

was an unknown backbiter a quarter of a

mile away.

Again the joyful chorus. Now, Brady

was not especially mean, but he had that

reputation, and the fleet made the most of

it. Then they discovered a man from a

Truro boat, who, six years before, had been

convicted of using a tackle with five or six

hooksâ��a " scrowger," they call itâ��on the

Shoals. Naturally, he had been christened

Scrowger Jim ; and though he had hidden

himself on the Georges ever since, he found

his honours waiting for him full blown.

They took it up in a sort of fire-cracker

chorus:â��"Jim! O Jim! Jim! O Jim!

Sssscrowger Jim!'' That pleased every-

body. And when a poetical Beverly man

â��he had been making it up all day, and

talked about it for weeksâ��sang "The Carrie

Pilman's anchor doesn't hold her for a cent!"

the dories felt that they were indeed fortunate.

Then they had to ask the Beverly man how

he was off for beans, because even poets

can't have things all their own way.

Every schooner and nearly every man got

it in turn. Was there a careless or dirty cook

aboard anywhere ? The dories sang about

him and his food. Was a schooner badly

found ? The Fleet was told at full length.

Had a man hooked tobacco from a mess-

mate ? He was named in meeting; the named

tossed from roller to roller. Disko's infallible

judgments ; Long Jack's market-boat that he

had sold years ago, Dan's sweetheart (oh,

but Dan was an angry boy !), Penn's bad

luck with dory-anchors. Salter's views on

manure, Manuel's little slips from virtue

ashore, and Harvey's ladylike handling of

the oarâ�� all were laid before the public ; and

as the fog fell around them in silvery sheets

beneath the sun, the voices sounded like a

bench of invisible judges, pronouncing

sentence.

The dories roved and fished and squabbled

till a swell underran the sea. Then they

drew more apart to save their sides, and

someone called that if the swell continued

the Virgin would break. A reckless Galway

man with his nephew denied this, hauled up

anchor, and rowed over the rock itself. Many

voices called them to come away, and others

dared them to hold on. As the smooth-

backed rollers passed to the southward, they

hove the dory high and high into the mist,

and dropped her in ugly, sucking, dimpled

water, where she spun round her anchor

within a foot or two of the rock. It was play-

ing with death for mere bravado; and the

boats looked on in uneasy silence till Long

Jack rowed up behind his countrymen and

quietly cut their roding.

" Can't ye hear ut knockin' ': " he cried.

" Pull for your miserable lives ! Pull! "

The men swore and tried to argue as the

boat drifted ; but the next swell checked a

little, like a man tripping on a carpet. There

was a deep sob and a gathering roar, and the

Virgin flung up a couple of acres of foaming

water, white, furious, and ghastly, against the

shoal sea. Then all the boats greatly

applauded Long Jack, and the Galway men

held their tongue.

" Ain't it elegant ? " said Dan, bobbing like

a voung seal at home. " She'll break about
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All that night the Virgin roared hoarsely,

and next morning, over an angry, white-

headed sea, Harvey saw the whole Fleet with

flickering masts waiting for a lead. Not a

dory was hove over till ten o'clock, when the

two Jeraulds of the Dav's Eye, imagining a

lull which did not exist, set the example. In

a minute half the boats were out and bobbing

in the cockly swells, but Troop kept the

We're Here's at work dressing down. He

saw no sense in " dares," and as the storm

grew that evening they had the pleasure of

receiving wet strangers, only too glad to make

any refuge in the gale.

The boys stood by the tackles with lanterns,

the men ready to haul, all watching for a

sweeping sea that would make them drop

everything and hold on for the dear life.

Out of the dark would come a yell of " dory,

dory ! " They would hook up and haul in a

drenched man and a half-sunk boat till their

decks were littered down with nests of dories

and the bunks were full.

Five times that night did Harvey, with Dan,

jump for the fore-gaff where it lay lashed on

the boom, and cling with arms, legs, and

teeth to rope and spar and sodden canvas as

a big wave filled the decks.

One boat was smashed to pieces, and the

sea pitched the man head first on to the

decks, cutting his forehead open ; and about

dawn, when the racing seas glimmered all

along their cold edges, another man, white

and ghastly, crawled in with a broken hand,

asking for his brother. Seven extra mouths

sat down to breakfastâ��a Swede; a Chatham

skipper; a boy from Hancock, Maine; one

Duxbury, and three Provincetown men.

There was a general sorting out among the

Fleet next day, and although no one said

anything, all ate with better appetites when

boat after boat reported all hands aboard.

Only a couple of Portugees and an old man

from Gloucester were drowned, but many

were cut or bruised, and two schooners had

parted their tackle and been blown to the

southward, three days' sail. A man died on

a Frenchmanâ��it was the same bark that had

traded tobacco with the We're Here's.

She slipped away quite quietly one wet, white

morning, moved to a patch of deep water, her

sails all hanging anyhow, and Harvey saw the

funeral through Disko's spy-glass. It was

just an oblong bundle slid overside. They

did not seem to have any form of service, but

in the night, at anchor, Harvey heard them

singing something that sounded like a hymn.

It went to a very slow tune.

La brigantine

Qui va tourner,

Roule et s'inciine

Pour m'entrainer.

Oh, Vierge Marie,

Pour moi priez Dieu!

Adieu patrie;

Quebec, adieu !

Tom Platt visited her, because, he said,

the dead man was his brother as a Free-

mason. It came out that a wave had doubled

the poor fellow over the heel of the bowsprit

and broken his back. The news spread like

a flash, for, contrary to general custom, the

Frenchman held an auction of the dead man's

kitâ��he had no friends at St. Malo or Mique-

lonâ��and everything was spread out on the

top of the house, from his red, knitted cap to

the empty leather belt with the sheath-knife

at the back.

Dan and Harvey were out on twenty-

fathom water in the Hattie S., and naturally

rowed over to join the crowd. It was a long

pull, and they stayed some little time while

Dan bought the knife, which had a curious

brass handle. When they dropped over-

side and pushed off into a drizzle of rain and

a lopping sea, it occurred to them that they

might get into trouble for neglecting the lines.

" Guess 'twon't hurt us any to be warmed

up," said Dan, shivering under his oilskin:

and they rode on into the heart of a white

fog, which, as usual, dropped on them with-

out warning.

" There's too much blame tide hereabouts

to trust to your instinks. Heave over the

anchor, Harve, and we'll fish a piece till the

thing lifts. Bend on your biggest lead.

Three pound ain't any too much in this

water. See how she's tightened on her rodin'

already."

There was quite a little bubble at the bows,

where some irresponsible Bank current was

holding the dory full stretch on her rope ;

but they could not see a boat's length in any

direction. Harvey turned up his collar and
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bunched himself over his reel with the air of

a wearied navigator. Fog had no special

terrors for him now. They fished awhile in

silence, and found the cod struck on well.

Then Dan drew the sheath knife and tested

the edge of it on the gunwale.

" That's a daisy,'' said Harvey. " How

did you get it so cheap ? "

" On account o' their blame Cath'lic super-

stitions," said Dan, jabbing with the bright

blade. " They don't fancy takin' iron fram

off of a dead man, so to speak. See them

Arichat Frenchmen step back when I bid ? "

" But an auction ain't taking anything off

a dead man. It's business."

â�¢' We know it ain't, but there's no goin' in

the teeth o' superstition. That's one o' the

advantages o' livin' in a progressive country."

And Dan began whistling:

" Oh, Double Thatcher, how are you '?

No'.v Eastern Point comes inter view ;

The girls an' boys we soon shall see

At anchor off Cape Ann ! "

" Why didn't that Eastport man bid,

then? He bought his boots. Ain't Maine

progressive? "

" Maine ? Pshaw ! They don't know

enough, or they hain't got money enough

to paint their haouses in Maine. I've seen

'em. The Eastport man he told me that the

knife had been used--so the French captain

told himâ��used up on the French coast last

year."

"'Cutaman? Heave's the muckle. ' Harvey

hauled in his fish, rebaited, and threw over.

' Killed him ! 'Course, when I heard that

I was keener'n ever to get it."

â�¢' Christmas ? I didn't know it,'' said

Harvey, turning round. "I'll give you a

dollar for it when Iâ��get my wages. Say, I'll

give you two dollars."

"Honest? D you like it as much as all

that ?" said Dan, flushing. " Well, to tell the

truth, I kinder got it for youâ��to give; but I

didn't let on till I saw how you'd take it. It's

yours, and welcome, Harve, because we're

dory mates, and so on and so forth, an' so

followin'. Catch a-holt! "

He held it out, belt and all.

" But look at here. Dan, I don't seeâ��

" Take it. Tairt't no use to me. I wish

you to hev it."

The temptation was irresistible. " Dan,

you're a white man," said Harvey. " I'll keep

it as long as I live."

" That's good hearin'," said Dan, with a

pleasant laugh, and then, anxious to change

the subject: " Looks 's if your line was fast

to somethin ."

â�¢' Fouled, I guess," said Harve, tugging.

Before he pulled up he fastened the belt

round him, and with deep delight heard the

tip of the sheath click on the thwart. " Con-

cern the line ! " he cried. " She acts as

though she were on strawberry bottom. It's

all sand here, ain't it? "

Dan reached over and gave a judgmatic

tweak. " Holibut 'll act that way 'f he's

sulky. Thet's no strawberry bottom. Yank

her once or twice. She gives, sure. Guess

we'd better haul up an' make certain."

They pulled together, making fast at each

turn on the cleats, and the weight rose slug-

gishly.

" Prize, oh ! Haul! " shouted Dan ; but

the shout ended in a shrill, double shriek of

horror, for out of the sea cameâ��the body of

the dead Frenchman buried two days before.

The hook had caught him under the right

armpit, and he swayed, erect and horrible,

head and shoulders above water. His arms

were tied to his side, andâ��he had no face.

The boys fell over each other in a heap at

the bottom of the dory, and there they lay

while the thing bobbed alongside, held by

the shortened line.

" The tideâ��the tide brought him ! " said

Harvey with quivering lips, as he fumbled at

the clasp of the belt.

" Oh, Lord ! oh, Harve ! " groaned Dan ;

"be quick. He's come for it. Let him

have it. Take it off."

" I don't want it! / don't want it! " cried

Harvey. " I can't find the bu-buckle."

" Quick, Harve ! He's on your line ! "

To unfasten the belt Harvey had to sit up,

and that brought him face to face with the

head that had no face under its streaming

hair. " He's fast still," he whispered to Dan.

who slipped out his knife and cut the line,

while Harvey flung the belt far overside.

The body shot down with a plop, and Dan

rose to his knees, whiter than the fog.

" He come for it. He come for it. I've
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seen one hauled up on a trawl and I didn't

much care, but he come to us special."

" I wishâ��I wish I hadn't taken the knife.

Then he'd have come on your line."

" Dunno as thet would ha' made any differ.

We're both scared out o' ten years' growth.

Oh, Harve ! did ye see his head ?"

" Did I ? I'll never forget it. But look at

here, Dan ; it couldn't have been meant. It

was only the tide."

" Tide ! He come for it, Harve. Why,

they sunk him six mile to south'ard o' the

fleet, an' we're two miles from where she's

lyin' now. They told me he was weighted

with a fathom and a half o' chain cable."

" Wonder what he did with the knifeâ��up

on the French coast ? ''

" Something bad. Guess he's bound to

take it with him to the Judgment, an' soâ��

What are you doin' with the fish ? "

" Heaving 'em overboard," said Harvey.

" What for? We shan't eat 'em."

" I don't care. I had to look at his face

while I was takin' the belt off. You can keep

your catch if you like. I've no use for mine."

Dan said nothing, but threw his fish over

again.

â�¢' Guess it's best to be on the safe side,''

he murmured at last. " I'd give a month's

pay if this fog ud lift. Things go abaout in

a fog that ye don't see in clear weatherâ��

yo-hoes an' hollerers and such like. I'm

sorter relieved he come the way he did instid

o' walkin'. He might ha' walked."

" Do-on't, Dan! We're right on top of

him now. Wish I was safe aboard, bein'

pounded by Uncle Salters.''

" They'll be lookin' fer us in a little time.

Gimme the tooter." Dan took the tin dinner

horn, but paused before he blew.

" Go on," said Harvey. " I don't want to

stay here all night."

" Question is, haow he'd take it. There

was a man frum down the coast told me once

he was in a schooner where they darsen't

ever blow a horn to the dories, becaze the

skipperâ��not the man he was with, but a

captain that had run her five years bcfcre

-i-he'd drownded a boy alongside in a drunk

fit; an' ever after that boy he'd row along-

side, too, and shout: ' Dory ! dory !' with

the rest."

" Dory ! dory ! " a muffled voice cried in

.the fog. They cowered again, and the horn

dropped from Dan's hand.

" Hold on ! " cried Harvey ; " it's the

cook."

" Dunno what made me think o' thet fool-

tale, either," said Dan. " It's the doctor,

sure enough."

" Dan ! Danny ! Oooh, Dan 5 Harve !

Harvey! Oooh, Haarveee ! "

"We're here," sung both boys together.

They heard oats, but could see nothing till

the cook, shiny and dripping, rowed into

them.

" What iss happened ?'' said he. " You

will be beaten at home."

" Thet's what we want. Thet's what we're

sufferin' for," said Dan. " Anything homey's

good enough for us. We've had company

here that was kinder depressin'." As the

cook passed them a line Dan told him the

tale.

" Yess ! He come for hiss knife," was all

he .said at the end.

Never had the little We're Here looked so-

deliciously home-like as when the cook, born

and bred in fogs, rowed them back to her.

There was a warm glow of light in the cabin

and a satisfying smell of food forward, and it

was heavenly to hear Disko and the others,

all alive and solid, leaning over the rail, and

promising them a first-class pounding.

But the cook was a master of strategy. He

took care not to get the dories aboard till he

had given the more striking points of the talc,

and explained how Harvey was the mascot to-

destroy any possible bad luck. So the boys

came overside as rather uncanny heroes,

and everyone asked them questions instead

of pounding them for making trouble.

Little Pen delivered quite a speech on the

folly of superstitions ; but public opinion was

against him and in favour of Long Jack, who

told the most excruciating ghost stories till

nearly midnight. Under that influence no

one except Salters said anything about

" idolatry" when the cook put a lighted

candle, a cake of flour and water, and a pinch

of salt on a shingle, and floated them out

astern to keep the Frenchman quiet in case

he was still restless. Dan lit the candle

because he had bought the belt, and the cook
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ning before dawn and ending when it was

too dark to see. They even used the cook

as pitcher, and turned Harvey into the

hold to pass salt, while Dan helped to

dress-down. Luckily the Parry Norman

lost a man who sprained his ankle falling

down the foc'sle, and the Were Here's

gained.

Harvey could not see how more fish could

be crammed into her, but Disko and Tom

Platt stowed and stowed, and planked all

down with big stones from the ballast, and

there was always jest another day's work."

Disko did not tell them when all the salt was

vetted. He rolled to the lazarette aft the

cabin and began hauling out the big main-

sail. This was at ten in the morning. The

riding-sail was down and the main and top

sail were up by noon, and dories came along-

side with letters for home, envying their good

fortune.

At last, with cleared decks, she hoisted her

flagâ��as is the right of the first boat off the

Banksâ��up-anchored and began to move.

Disko pretended that he wished to accom-

modate folks who had not sent in their

mail, and so worked her gracefully in and

out among the schooners. In reality, that

was his little triumphant procession, and for

the fifth year running it showed what kind of

mariner he was. Dan's accordion and Tom

Platt's fiddle supplied the music of the

magic verse you must not sing till all the salt

is wet:

Hey ! Yih ! Yoho! 'Send your letters raound !

All our salt is wetted, an' the anchor's off the

graound!

Bend, oh, bend your main'sle, we're back to Yankee-

landâ��

With fifteen hunder' quintal,

An' fifteen hunder' quintal,

'Teen hunder' toppin' quintal,

'Twix old 'Queereau an' Grand.

The last letters pitched, on deck wrapped

round pieces of coal, and the Gloucester

men shouted messages to their wives and

womenfolk and owners, while the We're

Here went through her musical ride among

the Fleet, her headsails quivering like a

man's hand when he raises it to say good-bye.

Harvey very soon discovered that the

We're Here, with her riding-sail, strolling

from berth to berth, and the We're Here

headed west by south under home canvas,

were two very different boats. There was

a bite and kick to the wheel even in " boy's "

weather; he could feel the dead weight in

the hold flung forward mightily across the

surges, and the streaming line of bubbles

overside made his eyes dizzy.

They had little time foi loafing those

days. Disko kept them busy fiddling with

the sails; and when those were flattened

like a racing yacht's, Dan had to wait on

the big topsail, which was put over by hand

every time she went about. In spare

moments they pumped, for the packed fish

dripped brine which does not improve a

cargo.

The best fun was when the boys were put

on the wheel together, Tom Platt within hail,

and she cuddled her lee-rail doÂ«m to the

crashing blue, and kept a little home-made

rainbow arching unbroken over her windlass.

Then the jaws of the booms whined against

the mast, and the sheets creaked, and the sails

filled with roaring; and when she slid into a

hollow she trampled like a woman tripped in

her own silk dress, and came out, her jib wet

halfway up, yearning and peering for the tall,

twin lights of Thatcher's Island.

They left the cold grey of the Bank sea,

saw the lumber-ships making for Quebec up

the straits of St. Lawrence, with the Jersey

salt brigs from Spain and Sicily; found a

friendly north-easter off Artimon Bank that

drove them within view of the East light of

Sable Islandâ��a sight Disko did not linger

overâ��and stayed with them past Western and

Le Have, to the northern fringe of George s.

From there they picked up the deep water, and

let her go merrily.

" Hattie's pulling on the string," Dan

confided to Harvey. " Hattie an' ma. Next

Sunday you'll be hirin' a boy to throw water

on the windows to make ye go to sleep.

Guess you'll keep with us till your folks

come. Do you know the best of gettin'

ashore again ? "

" Hot bath?" said Harvey. His eyebrows

were all white with dried spray.

" That's good, but a night-shirt's better.

I've been dreamin' o' night-shirts ever since

we bent our mainsail. Ye can wiggle your
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noise of a switching-engine coughing to her-

self in a freight-yard ; and all those things

made his heart beat and his throat dry up as

he stood by the foresheet.

They heard the anchor-watch snoring on a

lighthouse-tug, nosed into a pocket of dark-

ness where a lantern glimmered on either

side. Somebody waked with a grunt, threw

them a rope, and they made fast to a silent

v.-harf flanked with great iron-roofed sheds

full of warm emptiness, and lay there without

a sound.

Then Harvey sat down by the wheel, and

sobbed and sobbed as though his heart

would break, and a tall woman who had been

sitting on a weigh-scale dropped down into

the schooner and kissed Dan once on the

cheek ; for she was his mother, and she had

seen the We re Here by the lightning

flashes. She took no notice of Harvey till

he had recovered himself a little, and Disko

had told her his story.

Then they went to Disko's house together

as the dawn was breaking and, until the tele-

graph office was open and he could wire to

his folk, Harvey Cheyne was perhaps the

loneliest boy in all America. But the curious

thing was that Disko and Dan seemed to

think the better of him for crying. He could

not help himself.

Wouvermann was not ready for Disko's

prices till Disko had given him a few days to

swallow them; so all hands played about the

streets, and Long Jack stopped the Rocky

Neck trolley, on principle, as he said, till the

conductor let him ride free. But Dan went

about with his nose in the air, bung-full of

mystery and most haughty to his family.

"Dan, I'll hev to lay into you ef you act

this way," said Troop pensively. " Sense

we've come ashore you've bin a heap too

fresh."

" I'd lay into him naow ef he was mine,"

said Uncle Saiters sourly. He and Penn

boarded with the Troops.

"Oho!" said Dan, shuffling with the

accordion round the back-yard, ready to leap

the fence if the enemy advanced. " Dad,

you're welcome to your own jedgment, but

remember I've warned you. Your own

flesh an' blood ha' warned ye! Tain't

any o' mv fault ef you're mistook, but I'll
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be on deck to watch ye. An' ez for yeou,

Uncle Saiters, Pharaoh's chief butler ain't

in it 'longside o' you ! You watch aout an'

wait! You'll be ploughed under like your

own blamed clover ; but meâ��Dan Troopâ��

I'll flourish like a green bay-tree because /

warn't stuck on my own opinion."

Disko was smoking in all his shore dignity

and a pair of beautiful carpet-slippers.

" You're gettin' ez crazy as poor Harve.

You two go araound gigglin' an' squinchin'

an' kit km' each other under the table till

there's no peace in the haouse," said he.

" There's goin' to be a heap lessâ��fer

some folks," Dan replied. "You wait an'

see."

He and Harvey went out on the trolley

to East Gloucester where they tramped

through the bay-berry bushes to the light-

house, and lay down on the big red boulders

and laughed themselves hungry. Harvey

had shown Dan a telegram, and the two

swore to keep silence till the shell burst.

" Harve's folk?" said Dan, with an un-

ruffled face after supper. "Well, I guess

they don't amount to much of anything, or

we'd ha' heard frum 'em. His pop keeps

a kind o' store out West. Maybe he'll give

you's much as five dollars, dad."

" What did I tell ye ?" said Saiters.

" Don't sputter over your vittles, Dan."

CHAPTER IX.

WHATEVER his private sorrows may be, a

multi-millionaire, like any other working

man, should keep abreast of his business.

Harvey Cheyne, senior, had gone East late in

June to meet a woman broken down, half

mad, who dreamed day and night of her son

drowning in the grey seas. He had sur-

rounded her with doctors, trained nurses,

massage-women, and even faith-cure com-

panions, but they were useless.

Mrs. Cheyne lay still and moaned, or

talked of her boy by the hour together to any

one who would listen. Hope she had none,

and who could offer it ? All she needed was

assurance that drowning did not hurt; and

her husband watched to guard lest she

should make the experiment. Of his own

sorrow he spoke littleâ��hardly realised the

depth of it till he caught himself asking the
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calendar on his writing-desk : " What's the

use of going on ? "

There had always lain a pleasant notion at

the back of his head that, some day, when he

had rounded off everything and the boy had

left college, he would take his son to his

heart and lead him into his possessions.

Then that boy, he argued, as busy fathers

do, would instantly become his companion,

partner, and ally, and there would follow

splendid years of great works carried out to-

getherâ��the old head backing the young fire.

Now his boy was deadâ��lost at sea as it

might have been a Swede sailor from one of

Cheyne's big tea-ships ; the wife was dying,

or worse ; he himself was trodden down by

platoons of women and doctors and maids

and attendants; worried almost beyond en-

durance by the shift and change of her poor,

restless whims; hopeless, with no heart to

meet his many enemies.

He had taken the wife to his raw, new

palace in San Diego, where she and her

people occupied a wing of great price, and

Cheyne, in a verandah-room between a

secretary and a typewriter, who was also a

telegraphist, toiled along wearily from day to

day. There was a war of rates among four

Western railroads in which he was supposed

to be interested ; a devastating strike had de-

veloped in his lumber camps in Oregon, and

the legislature of the State of California,

which had no love for its makers, was pre-

paring open war against him.

Ordinarily he would have accepted battle

ere it was offered, and have waged a pleasant

and unscrupulous campaign. But now he

sat limply, his soft black hat pushed forward

on to his nose, his big body shrunk inside

his loose clothes, staring at his boots or the

Chinese junks in the bay, and assenting

absently to the secretary's questions as he

opened the Saturday mail.

Cheyne was wondering how much it would

cost to drop everything and pull out. He

carried huge insurances, could buy himself

royal annuities, and between one of his places

in Colorado and a little society (that would

do the wife good), say in Washington and

South Carolina, a man might forget plans

that had come to nothing. On the other

hand

The click of the typewriter stopped ; the

girl was looking at the secretary who had

turned white.

He passed Cheyne a telegram repeated

from San Francisco:

Picked up bv fishing schooner " We're

Here,'' having fallen off boat. Great times

on Banks, fishing. All weII. Waiting-

Gloucester, Jlfass., fare Disko Troop, for

money or orders. Wire what shall do; and

how is mamma ?â��Harvey N. Cheyne.

The father let it fall, laid his head down

on the roller-top of the shut desk, and

breathed heavily. The secretary ran for

Mrs. Cheyne's doctor, who found Cheyne

pacing to and fro.

" Whatâ��what d'you think of it ? Is it

possible ? Is there any meaning to it ? I.

can't quite make it out," he cried.

" I can," said the doctor. " I lose seven

thousand a yearâ��that's all.'' He thought of

the struggling New York practice he had

dropped at Cheyne's imperious bidding, and;

returned the telegram with a sigh.

" You mean you'd tell her ? May be a.

fraud ?''

" What's the motive ? " said the doctor

coolly. " Detection's too certain. It's the

boy sure enough.''

Enter a French maid impudently, as an

indispensable one who is kept on only by

large wages.

" Mrs. Cheyne she say you must come at

once. She thinks you are seek."

The master of thirty millions bowed his

head meekly and followed Suzanne; and a

thin, high voice on the upper landing of the

great, white-wood, square staircase, cried:

" What is it ? What has happened ? "

No doors could keep out the shriek that

rang through the echoing house a moment

later, when her husband blurted out the news.

" And that's all right," said the doctor

serenely, to the typewriter. " About the only

medical statement in novels with any truth to'

it is that joy don't kill. Miss Kinzey."

" I know it, but we've a heap to do first."

Miss Kinzey was from Milwaukee, somewhat

direct of speech, and as her fancy leaned

towards the secretary, she divined there was

work in hand. He was looking earnestly
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ing over the keys. Then Milsom laughed

too, for the frantic clicks from Los Angeles

ran : " We want to know whyâ��whyâ��why ?

General uneasiness developed and spreading."

Ten minutes later Chicago appealed to

Miss Kinzey in these words : " If crime of

century is maturing please warn friends in

time. We are all getting to cover here."

This was capped by a message from Topeka

(and wherein Topeka was concerned even

Milsom could not guess) : " Don't shoot,

Colonel. We'll come down."

Cheyne smiled grimly at the consternation

of his enemies when the telegrams were laid

before him. "They think we're on the war-

path. Tell 'em we don't feel like fighting

just now, Milsom. Tell 'em what we're

going for. I guess you and Miss Kinzey

had better come along, though it isn't likely I

shall do any business on the road. Tell 'em

the truthâ��for once."

So the truth was told. Miss Kinzey clicked

in the sentiment while the secretary added the

memorable quotation ; " Let us have peace,"

and in board-rooms two thousand miles away

the representatives of sixty-three million

dollars' worth of variously manipulated

railroad interests breathed more freely.

Cheyne was flying to meet the only son, so

miraculously restored to him. The bear was

necking his cub, not the bulls. Hard men

,vho had their knives drawn to fight for their

financial lives put away the weapons and

wished him God speed; while half-a-dozer.

panic-smitten tinpot railroads perked up their

heads and spoke of the wonderful things they

would have done had not Cheyne buried the

hatchet.

It was a busy week-end among the wires ;

for, now that their anxiety was removed, men

and cities hastened to accommodate. Los

Angeles called to San Diego and Barstow

that the Southern California engineers might

know and be ready in their lonely round-

houses : Barstow passed the word to the

Atlantic and Pacific, and Albuquerque flung

it the whole length of the Atchison, Topeka

and Santa Fe management, even into Chicago.

An engine, combination-car with crew, and

the great and gilded " Constance " private

car were to be "expedited" over those two

thousand three hundred and fiftv miles.

The train would take precedence of one

hundred and seventy-seven others meeting

and passing; dispatchers and crews of every

one of those said trains must be notified.

Sixteen locomotives, sixteen engineers, and

sixteen firemen would be neededâ��each and

every one the best available; two and one-

half minutes would be allowed for changing

engines ; three for watering, and two for

coaling. 'â�¢ Warn the men and arrange tanks

and shutes accordingly; for Harvey Cheyne

is in a hurry, a hurryâ��a hurry," sang the wires.

" Forty miles an hour will be expected, and

division superintendents will accompany this

special over their respective divisions. From

San Diego to Sixteenth Street, Chicago, let

the magic carpet be laid down. Hurry ! oh,

hurry!"

" It will be hot," said Cheyne, as they rolled

out of San Diego in the dawn of Sunday.

" We're going to hurry, mother, just as fast

as ever we can, but I really don't think there's

any good of your putting on your bonnet and

gloves yet. You'd much better lie down and

take your medicine. I'd play you a game o'

dominoes but it's Sunday."

" I'll be good. Oh, I will be good. Only

taking off my bonnet makes me feel as if

we'd never get there."

" Try to sleep a little, mother, and we'll be

in Chicago before you know."

" But it's Boston, father. Tell them to

hurry."

The six-foot drivers were hammering their

way to San Bernardino and the Mohave

wastes, but this was no grade for speed.

That would come later. The heat of the

desert followed the heat of the hills as they

turned east to the Needles and the Colorado

River.

The car cracked in the utter drouth and

glare, and they put crushed ice to Mrs.

Cheyne's neck and toiled up the long, long

grades, past Ash Fork, towards Flagstaff,

where the forests and quarries are. under the

dry, remote skies. The needle of the speed-

indicator flicked and wagged to and fro; the

cinders rattled on the roof, and a whirl of

dust sucked after the whirling wheels. The

crew of the combination sat on their bunks,

panting in their shirt sleeves, and Cheyne

found himself among them shouting old, old
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stories of the railroad that every trainman

knows, above the roar of the car. He told

them about his son, and how the sea had

given up its dead, and they nodded and spat

and rejoiced with him; asked after " her, back

there,'' and whether she could stand it if the

engineer " let her out a piece," and Cheyne

thought she could. Accordingly the great

fire-horse was let out from Flagstaff to Win-

slow, till a division superintendent protested.

But Mrs. Cheyne, in the boudoir state-room,

where the French maid, sallow-white with

fear, clung to the silver door-handle, only

moaned a little, and begged her husband to

bid them " hurry.'' And so they dropped

the dry hills and moon-struck rocks of

Arizona behind them, and grilled on till the

crash of the couplings and the wheeze of the

brake-hose told them they were at Coolidge

by the Continental Divide.

Three bold and experienced menâ��cool,

confident, and dry when they began; white,

quivering, and wet when they finished their

trick at those terrible wheelsâ��swung her over

the great dips and falls from Albuquerque to

Glorietta and beyond Springer up and up to

the Raton Tunnel on the State line, whence

they dropped rocking into La Junta, had

sight of the Arkansaw, and tore down the

long slope to Dodge City, where Cheyne

took comfort once again from setting his

watch an hour ahead.

There was very little talk in the car. The

secretary and typewriter sat together on the

stamped Spanish-leather cushions by the

plate-glass observation-window at the rear

end, watching the surge and ripple of the ties

crowded back behind them, and, it is be-

lieved, making notes of the scenery.

Cheyne moved nervously between his own

extravagant gorgeousness and the naked

necessity of the combination, an unlit cigar

in his teeth; and the pitying crews forgot that

he was their tribal enemy, and did their best

to enteitain him.

At night the bunched electrics lit up that

distressful palace of all the luxuries, and they

fared sumptuously, swinging on through the

emptiness of abject desolation. Now they

heard the swish of a watcr-tfink, and the

guttural voice of a Chinaman, the clink-clink

of hammers that tested the Krupp steel

wheels, and the oath of a tramp chased off

the rear-platform; now the solid crash of

coal shot into the tender ; and now a beating

back of noises as they flew past a waiting

train. Now they looked out into great

abysses, a trestle purring beneath their tread,

or up to rocks that barred out half the stars.

Now scaur and ravine changed and rolled

back to jagged mountains on the horizon's

edge, and now broke into hills lower and

lower, till at last came the true plains.

At Dodge City an unknown hand threw in

a copy of a Kansas paper containing some

sort of an interview with Harvey, who had

evidently fallen in with an enterprising re-

porter, telegraphed on from Boston. The

joyful journalese revealed that it was beyond

question their boy, and it soothed Mrs. Cheyne

for awhile. Her one word " hurry " was

conveyed by the crews to the engineers at

Nickerson, Topeka, and Marcelinc, where the

grades are easy, and they brushed the Con-

tinent behind them. Towns and villages

were close together now, and a man could

feel here that he moved among people.

" I can't see the dial, and my eyes ache so.

What are we doing ?"

" The very best we can, mother. There's

no sense in getting in before the Limited.

We'd only have to wait."

" I don't care. I want to feel we're moving.

Sit down and tell me the miles."

Cheyne sat down and read the dial for her

(there were some miles at eighty-two), but

the seventy-foot car never changed its long

steamer-like roll, moving through the heat

with the hum of a giant bee. Yet the speed

was not enough for Mrs. Cheyne and the

heat, the remorseless August heat, was making

her giddy; the deck hands would not move,

and when, oh when would they be in

Chicago!

It is not true that as they changed engines

at Fort Madison, Cheyne passed over to the

Amalgamated Brotherhood of Locomotive

F.ngineers an endowment sufficient to enable

them to fight him and his fellows on equal

terms for evermore. He paid his obligations

to engineers and firemen as he believed they

deserved, and only his banks know what he

gave the crews who had sympathised with

him. It is on record that the last crew took
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taken. Indeed, he caught himself thinking

that he knew very little whatever of his son,

but he distinctly remembered an unsatisfied,

dough-faced youth who took delight in ''calling

down the old man " and reducing his mother

to tearsâ��such a person as adds to the gaiety

of public rooms and hotel piazzas where the

ingenious young of the wealthy play with or

revile the bell-boys.

But this well-set up fisher youth who did

not wriggle, looked at him with eyes steady,

clear and unflinching, and spoke in a tone

distinctly, even startlingly, respectful. There

was that in his voice which seemed to promise

that the change might be permanent; and

that the new Harvey had come to stay.

"Some one's been coercing him," thought

Cheyne. "Now Constance would never have

allowed that. Don't see as Europe could

have done it any better."

" But why didn't you tell this man, Troop,

who you were? " the mother repeated, when

Harvey had expanded his story at least

twice.

" Disko Troop, dear. The best man that

ever walked a deck. I don't care who the

next is."

" Why didn't you tell him to put you

ashore? You know father would have made

it up to him ten times over."

" I know it; but he thought I was crazy.

I'm afraid I called him a thief because I

couldn't find the bills in my pocket."

" The quartermaster found them by the

flagstaff thatâ��that night," sobbed Mrs.

Cheyne:

" That explains it, then. I don't blame

Troop any. 1 just said I wouldn't workâ��on

a Banker, tooâ��and of course he hit me on

the nose and, oh ! I bled like a stuck hog."

" My poor darling. They must have

abused you horribly."

" Dunno quite. Well, after that, I saw a

light."

Cheyne slapped his leg and chuckled.

This was going to be a boy after his own

hungry heart. He had never seen precisely

that twinkle in Harvey's eye before.

" And the old man gave me ten and a half

a month ; he's paid me half now ; and I took

hold with Dan and pitched right in. I can't

do a man's work yet. But I can handle a

dory 'most as well as Dan. and I don't get

rattled in a fog, much; and I can take my

trick in light windsâ��that's steering, dearâ��

and I can 'most bait up a trawl, and I know

my ropes, of course; and I can pitch fish

till the cows come home, and I'm great on

old Josephus, and I'll show you how I can

clear coffee with a piece of fish skin, andâ��I

think I'll have another cup, please. Say,

you've no notion what a heap of work there

is in ten and a half a month."

"I began with eight and a half, my son,"

said Harvey.

" That so ? You never told me, sir."

"You never asked, Harve ? I'll tell you

about it some day, if you care to listen. Try

a stuffed olive."

" Troop says the most interesting thing in

the world is to find out how the next man

gets his vittles. It's great to have a trimmed-

up meal again. We were well fed, though.

Best mug on the Banks. Disko fed us first

class. He's a great man. And Danâ��that's

his sonâ��Dan's my partner. And there's

Uncle Sailers and his manures, an' he reads

Josephus. He's sure I'm crazy yet. And

there's poor little Penn, and he is crazy.

And, oh, you must know Tom Platt and Long

Jack and Manuel. Manuel saved my life.

I'm sorry he's a Portugee. He can't talk

much, but he's an everlasting musician. He

found me struck adrift and drifting, and

hauled me in."

" I wonder your nervous system isn't com-

pletely wrecked," said Mrs. Cheyne.

" What for, mamma? I worked like a horse

and I ate like a hog, and I slept like a dead

man."

That was too much for Mrs. Cheyne, who

began to think of her visions of a corpse

rocking on the salty seas. She went to her

state-room, and Harvey curled up beside his

father, explaining his indebtedness.

" You can depend upon me to do every-

thing I can for the crowd, Harve. They

seem to be good men on your showing."

" Best in the fleet, sir. Ask at Gloucester,"

said Harvey. " But Disko believes still he's

cured me of being crazy. Dan's the only

one I've let on to about you, and our private

cars and all the rest of it, and I'm not quite

sure Dan believes. I want to paralyze me'
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our world, and long before this earth ceased

to be molten, life upon its surface must have

begun its course. The fact that it is scarcely

one seventh of the volume of the earth must

have accelerated its cooling to the tempera-

ture at which life could begin. It has air

and water, and all that is necessary for the

support of animated existence.

Yet so vain is man, and so blinded by his

vanity, that no writer up to the very end of the

nineteenth century expressed any idea that

intelligent life might have developed there,

far, or indeed at all, beyond its earthly level.

Nor was it generally understood that since

Mars is older than our earth, with scarcely a

quarter of the superficial area, and remoter

from the sun, it necessarily followed that it

was not only more distant from life's begin-

ning there but nearer its end.

The secular cooling that must some day

overtake our planet has already gone far

indeed with our neighbour. Its physical

condition is still largely a mystery, but we

know now that even in its equatorial region

the midday temperature barely approaches

that of our coolest winter. Its air is much

more attenuated than ours, its oceans have

shrunk until they cover but a third of its

surface, huge snowcaps gather and melt about

either pole as its slow seasons change, and

periodically inundate its temperate zones.

That last stage of exhaustion which to us is

still incredibly remote, has become a present-

day problem for the inhabitants of Mars.

The immediate ,pressure of necessity has

brightened their intellects, enlarged their

powers, and hardened their hearts. And

looking across space, with instruments and

intelligences such as we can only dream of

vaguely, they see at its nearest distance, only

35,000,000 of miles sunward of them, a

morning star of hope, our own warmer planet,

green with vegetation and grey with water,

with a cloudy atmosphere eloquent of fertility,

with glimpses through its drifting cloud wisps,

of broad stretches of populous country and

narrow navy-crowded seas.

And we men, the creatures who inhabit

this earth, must be to them at least as alien

and as lowly as are the monkeys and lemurs

lo us. The intellectual side of man already

admits that life is an incessant struggle for

existence, and it would seem that in the final

issue the same is the belief of the minds upon

Mars.

Their world is far gone in its cooling,

and this world is still palpitating and crowded

with life, but crowded only with what they

regard as inferior animals. To carry warfare

sunward is their only escape from the destruc-

tion that generation by generation creeps

upon them.

And before we judge of them too harshly

in their invasion we must remember what

ruthless and utter destruction our own species

has wrought not only upon animals, such as

the vanished bison and the dodo, but upon

its own inferior races. The Tasmanians, in

spite of their human likeness, were entirely

swept out of existence in a war of extermina-

tion waged by European immigrants in the

space of fifty years. Are we such apostles of

mercy as to complain if the Martians turned

against us ?

The Martians seemed to have calculated

their descent with amazing subtletyâ��their

mathematical learning is evidently far in

excess of oursâ��and to have carried out their

preparations with a well-nigh perfect unan-

imity. Had our instruments only permitted

it we might have seen the gathering trouble

far back in the nineteenth century. Men like

Schiaparelli watched the red planetâ��it is

odd, by the bye, that for countless centuries

Mars has been the star of Warâ��but failed to

interpret the fluctuating appearances of the

markings they mapped so well. All that

time the Martians must have been getting

ready.

During the opposition of 1894 a great light

was seen on the illuminated part of the disc,

first by Perrotin, of the Nice observatory, and

then by other observers. English readers

heard of it first in the issue of Nature dated

August 2nd. I am inclined to think that the

appearance may have been the casting of the

huge gun, the vast pit sunk into their planet,

from which their shots were fired at us.

Peculiar markings, as yet unexplained, were

seen near the site of that outbreak during the

next two oppositions.

The storm burst upon us six years ago-

now. As Mars approached opposition,

Lavelle of Java set the wires of the as-
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flying swiftly and steadily towards me across

that incredible distance, drawing nearer every

minute by so many thousands of miles, came

the Thing they were sending us, the Thing

that was to bring so much struggle and

calamity and death to the earth. I never

dreamt of it then as I watched; no one on

earth dreamt of that unerring missile.

That night, too, there was another jetting

out of gas from the distant planet. I saw it.

A reddish flash at the edge, the slightest pro-

jection of the outline, just as the chronometer

struck midnight, and at that I told Ogilvy and

he took my place. I went, stretching my legs

clumsily, and feeling my way in the darkness,

to the little table where the syphon stood, for

the night was warm and I was thirsty, while

Ogilvy exclaimed at the streamer of gas that

came out towards us.

That night another invisible missile started

on its way to the earth from Mars, just a

second or so under twenty-four hours after

the first one. I remember how I sat on the

table there in the blackness, with patches of

green and crimson swimming before my eyes.

I wished- I had a light to smoke by, little

suspecting the meaning of the minute gleam

I had seen and all that it would presently

bring me. Ogilvy watched until one, and

then gave it up, and we lit the lanterns and

walked over to his house. Down below in the

darkness were Ottershaw and Chertsey and all

their hundreds of people, sleeping in peace.

He was full of speculation that night

about the condition of Mars, and scoffed at

the vulgar idea of its having inhabitants who

were signalling us. His idea was that

meteorites might be falling in a heavy shower

upon the planet, or that a huge volcanic

explosion was in progress. He pointed out

to me how unlikely it was that organic

evolution had taken the same direction in the

two adjacent planetsâ��the chances against

anything man-like on Mars are a million to

one, he said.

Hundreds of observers saw the flame that

night and the night after about midnight, and

again the night after, and so for ten nights,

a flame each night. Why the shots ceased

after the tenth no one on earth has attempted

to explain. Dense clouds of smoke or dust,

too, visible through a powerful telescope on

earth as little, grey, fluctuating patches, spread

through the clearness of the planet's atmo-

sphere and obscured its more familiar features.

Even the daily papers woke up to the dis-

turbances at last, and popular notes appeared

here, there, and everywhere concerning the

volcanoes upon Mars. The serio-comic

periodical Punch, I remember, made a happy

use of it in the political cartoon. And, all

unsuspected, those missiles the Martians had

fired at us drew earthward, rushing now at a

pace of many miles a second through the

empty gulf of space, hour by hour and dav

by day, nearer and nearer.

It seems to me now almost incredibly won-

derful that with that swift fate hanging over

us men could go about their petty concerns as

they did. I remember how jubilant Markham

was at securing a new photograph of the planet

for the illustrated paper he edited in those days.

People in these latter times scarcely

realise the abundance and enterprise of our

nineteenth century papers. For my own

part I was much occupied in learning to

ride the bicycle, and busy upon a series of

papers discussing the probable developments

of moral ideas as civilisation progressed.

One night (die Thing then could scarcely

have been ten million miles away) I went for

a walk with my wife. It was starlight, and I

explained the Signs of the Zodiac to her, and

pointed out Mars, a bright dot of light creep-

ing zenith-ward, towards which so many

telescopes were pointed. For in those days

there was no terror for men among the stars.

It was a warm night. Coming home, a

party of excursionists from Chertsey or

Isleworth passed us singing and playing

music. There were lights in the upper win-

dows of the houses as the people went to bed.

From the railway station in the distance came

the sound of shunting trains, ringing and

rumbling, softened almost into melody by the

distance. My wife pointed out to me the

brightness of the red, green and yellow signal

lights, hanging in a framework against the

sky. It had all seemed so safe and tranquil.

II.â��THE FALLING STAR.

THEN came the night of the first falling star.

It was seen early in the morning rushing over
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before he could burn his hands on the still

glowing metal. At that, he stood irresolute

for a moment, then turned, scrambled out of

the pit, and set off running wildly into

Woking. The time then must have been

somewhere about six o'clock. He met a

waggoner and tried to make him understand,

but the tale he told and his appearance were

so wildâ��his hat had fallen off in the pitâ��

that the man simply drove on. He was

equally unsuccessful with the potman who

was just unlocking the doors of the public

house byHorsell Bridge. The fellow thought

he was a lunatic at large, and made an un-

successful attempt to shut him into the tap-

room. That sobered him a little, and when

he saw Henderson, the London journalist,

in his garden, he called over the palings and

made himself understood.

" Henderson." he called ; " you saw that

shooting star last night ? "

" Well ? " said Henderson.

" It's out on Horsell Common now."

" Good Lord ! " said Henderson. " Fallen

meteorite ! That's good."

" But it's something more than a meteorite.

It's a cylinderâ��an artificial cylinder, man !

And there's something inside.''

Henderson stood up with his spade in his

hand. " What's that?" he said. He is deaf

in one ear. Ogilvy told him all that he had

seen. Henderson was a minute or so taking

it in. Then he dropped his spade, snatched

at his jacket and came out into the road.

The two men hurried back at once to the

common, and found the cylinder still lying, in

the same position. But now the sounds

inside had ceased, and a thin circle of bright

metal showed between the top and the body

of the cylinder. Air was either entering or

â�¢escaping at the rim with a thin, sizzling sound.

They listened, rapped on the scale with a

stick, and meeting with no response, they

both concluded the man or men inside must

be insensible or dead.

Of course the two were quite unable to

â�¢do anything. They shouted consolation

and promises, and went off back to the

town again to get help. One can imagine

them, covered with sand, excited and dis-

ordered, running up the little street in the

bright sunlight, just as the shop folks were

taking down their shutters, and people were

opening their bedroom windows. Henderson

went into the railway station at once, in order

to persuade the officials to telegraph the news

to London. The newspaper articles had

prepared men's minds for the reception of the

idea.

By eight o'clock, a number of boys and

unemployed men had already started for

the common to see the " dead men from

Mars.'' That was the form the story took.

I heard of it first from my newspaper boy,

about a quarter to nine, when I went out to

get my Daily Neivs. I was naturally startled,

and lost no time in going out and across the

Ottershaw bridge to the sand-pits.

HI.â��ON HORSELL COMMON.

I FOUND a little crowd of perhaps twenty

people surrounding the huge hole in which

the cylinder lay. I have already described

the appearance of that colossal bulk, im-

bedded in the ground. The turf and gravel

about it seemed charred as if by a sudden

explosion. No doubt its impact had caused

a flash of fire. Henderson and Ogilvy were

not there. I think they perceived that nothing

was to be done for the present, and had

gone away to breakfast at Henderson's

house.

There were four or five boys sitting on the

edge of the pit with their feet dangling, and

amusing themselves-â��until I stopped themâ��

by throwing stones at the giant mass. After

I had spoken to ihem about it, they began

playing at "touch " in and out of the group

of bystanders.

Among these were a couple of cyclists, a

jobbing gardener I employed sometimes, a

girl carrying a baby, Gregg the butcher an<".

his little boy, and two or three loafers and

golf caddies who were accustomed to hang

about the railway station. There was very

little talking. Few of the common people

in Kngland had anything but the vaguest astro-

nomical ideas in those days. Most of them

were staring quietly at thebigtablc-like end of

the cylinder, which was still as Henderson

and Ogilvy had left it. I fancy the popular

expectation of a heap of charred corpses was

disappointed by this inanimate bulk. Some
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went away while I was there, and other people

came. I clambered into the pit and fancied

I heard a faint movement under my feet.

The top had certainly ceased to rotate.

It was only when I got thus close to it that

the strangeness of this object was at all

evident to me. At the first glance it was

really no more exciting than an overturned

carriage or a tree blown across the road.

Not so much so, indeed. It looked like a

rusty gas float half buried, more than any-

thing else in the world. It required a certain

amount of scientific education to perceive

that the grey scale on the thing was no

common oxide, that the yellowish white metal

that gleamed in the crack between the lid and

the cylinder had an unfamiliar hue. " Extra-

terrestrial " had no meaning for most of the

onlookers.

At that time it was quite clear in my

own mind that the Thing had come from

the planet Mars, but I judged it improbable

that it contained any livingcreature. I thought

the unscrewing might be automatic. In spite

of Ogilvy I still believed that there were men

in Mars. My mind ran fancifully on the

possibilites of its containing manuscript, on

the difficulties in translation that might arise,

whether we should find coins and models in

it, and so forth. Yet it was a little too large

for assurance on this idea. I felt an im-

patience to see it opened. About eleven,

as nothing seemed happening, I walked

back, full of such thoughts, to my home

in Maybury. But I found it difficult to

get to work upon my abstract investigations.

In the afternoon the appearance of the

common had altered very much. The early

editions of the evening papers had startled

London with enormous headlines : " A MES-

SAGE RECEIVED FROM MARS," " Re-

markable Story from Woking," and so forth.

In addition, Ogilvy's wire to the Astronomical

Exchange had roused every observatory in the

three kingdoms.

There were half-a-dozen flys or more from

the Woking station standing in the road by the

sand-pits, a basket chaise from Chobham and

a rather lordly carriage. Besides that there was

quite a heap of bicycles. In addition a large

number of people must have walked, in spite

of the heat of the day, from Woking and

Chertsey. So that there was altogether quite

a considerable crowdâ��one or two gaily

dressed ladies among the others.

It was glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky,,

nor a breath of wind, and the only shadow was

that of the few scattered pine trees. The burn-

ing heather had been extinguished, but the level

ground towards Ottershaw was blackened as

far as one could see, and still giving off vertical

streamers of smoke. An enterprising sweet-

stuff dealer in the Chobham road had sent

up his son with a barrow-load of green apples

and ginger beer.

Going to the edge of the pit I found it

occupied by a group of about half-a-dozen

men, Henderson, Ogilvy, and a tall fair-

haired man, that I afterwards learnt was Stent,

the Astronomer Royal, with several workmen

wielding spades and pickaxes. Stent was

giving directions in a clear, high-pitched voice.

He was standing on the cylinder, which was

now evidently much cooler; his face was

crimson, and streaming with perspiration, and

S jmething seemed to have irritated him.

A large portion of the cylinder had

been uncovered, though its lower end was

still imbedded. As soon as Ogilvy saw me

among the staring crowd on the edge of the

pit, he called to me to come down, and asked

me if I would mind going over to see Lord

Hilton, the lord of Horsell Manor. The

growing crowd, he said, was becoming a.

serious impediment to their excavations, es-

pecially the boys. They wanted a light

railing put up, and help to keep the people

back. Fie told me that a faint stirring

was occasionally still audible within the

case, but that the workmen had failed to-

unscrew the top, as it afforded no grip to-

them. The case appeared to be enormously

thick, and it was possible that the faint

sounds we heard representei! a noisy tumult

in the interior.

I was very glad to do as he asked, and so

become one of the privileged spectators

within the contemplated inclosure. I failed

to find Lord Hilton at his house, but I was

told he was expected from London by the six

o'clock train from Waterloo, and as it was

then about a quarter past five I went home

and had some tea, and walked up to the

station to wavlav him.
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out, and the lid of the cylinder fell upon

the gravel with a ringing concussion. I

struck my elbow into the person behind and

turned my head towards the Thing again.

For a moment that circular cavity seemed

perfectly black. I had the sunset in my

eyes.

I think everyone expected to see a man

emergeâ��possibly something a little unlike

us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man.

I know I did. Hut looking, I presently saw

.something stirring within the shadow, greyish

billowy movements, one above another, and

then two luminous discs like eyes. Then

something resembling a little grey snake,

about the thickness of a walking stick,

coiled up out of the writhing middle, and

wriggled in the air towards me. And then

another.

A sudden chill came upon me. There

was a loud shriek from a woman behind.

I half turned, keeping my eyes fixed upon

the cylinder still, from which other tentacles

were now projecting, and began pushing my

way back from the edge of the pit. I saw

astonishment giving place to horror on the

faces of the people about me. I heard inar-

ticulate exclamations on all sides. There

was a general movement backward. I saw the

shopman struggling still on the edge of the

pit. I found myself alone, and saw the people

on the other side of the pit running off, Stent

among them. I looked again at the cylinder,

and ungovernable terror gripped me. I stood

petrified and staring.

A big greyish rounded bulk, the size per-

haps of a bear, was rising slowly and painlully

out of the cylinder. As it bulged up and

caught the light, it glistened like wet leather.

Two large dark-coloured eyes were regarding

me steadfastly. It was rounded and hadâ��

one might sayâ��a face. There was a mouth

under the eyes, the lipless brim of which

quivered and panted, and dropped saliva.

The body heaved and pulsated convulsively.

A lank tentacular appendage gripped the

edge of the cylinder, another swayed in

the air.

You who have only seen the dead monsters

in spirit in the Natural History Museum,

shrivelled brown bulks, can scarcely imagine

the strange horror of their appearance. The

peculiar V-shaped mouth, with its pointed

upper lip, the absence of brow ridges, the

absence of a chin beneath the wedge-like

lower lip, the incessant quivering of this

mouth, the Gorgon circlet of tentacles, the

tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a strange

atmosphere, the evident heaviness and pain-

fulness of movement, due to the greater

gravitational energy of the earthâ��above all,

the extraordinary intensity of the immense

eyes, culminated in an effect akin to nausea.

There was something fungoid in the oily

brown skin, something in the clumsy delibera-

tion of their tedious movements unspeakably

terrible. Kven at this first encounter, this

first glimpse, I was overcome with disgust

and dread.

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had

toppled over the brim of the cylinder, and

fallen into the pit, with a thud like the fall of

a great mass of leather. I heard it give a

peculiar, thick cry, and forthwith another of

these creatures appeared darkly in the deep

shadow of the aperture.

At that my rigour of terror passed away. I

turned, and, running madly, made for the

first group of trees perhaps a hundred yards

away. But I ran slantingly and stumbling,

for I could not avert my face from these

things.

There, among some young pine trees

and furze bushes, I stopped, panting, and

waited for further developments. The com-

mon round the sand-pits was dotted with

people, standing like myself in a half fasci-

nated terror, staring at these creatures, or

rather at the heaped gravel at the edge of the

pit in which they lay. And then, with a

renewed horror, I saw a round black object

bobbing up and down on the edge of the pit.

It was the head of the shopman who had

fallen in, but showing as a little black object

against the hot western sky. Now he got his

shoulder and knee up, and again he

seemed to slip back until only his head

was visible. Suddenly he vanished, and

I could have fancied a faint shriek had

reached me. I had a momentary impulse

to go back and help him, that my fears

overruled.

Everything was then quite invisible, hidden

by the deep pit and the heap of sand that the
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The big man in the shooting coat gave

a rueful laugh. " You've got my promise,

Kettle. I don't see any way of backing out

of it."

" I thank you for that, sir," said the sailor

with a bow. " When I come to be formally

made King of these Cubans, you shall find

I am not ungrateful. I am not a man to

neglect either my friends or my enemies.

" You shall sign on as Prime Minister, Mr.

Carnforth, when we get the show regularly in

commission, and I'll see you make a good

thing out of it. Don't you get the notion it'll

be a bit like the dreary business you were

used to in Parliament in England. â�¢ Empty

talk is not to my taste, and I'll not set up a

Parliament here to encourage it. I'm going

to hold a full King's ticket myself, and it

won't do for anyone to forget it."

" You seem very anxious for power, Cap-

tain."

" It's a fact, Mr. Carnforth," said the other

with a sigh, " I do like to have the ordering

of men. But don't you think, sir, that's the

only reason I'm taking on with this racket.

I'm a man with an income to make, and I'm

out of a berth elsewhere. I'm a man with a

family, sir."

" I am a bachelor," said Carnforth, " and

I'm thanking heaven for it this minute.

Doesn't it strike you, Captain, that this is no

sort of a job for a married man ? Can't you

see it's far too risky ? "

" Big pay, big risk ; that's always the way,

sir, and as I've faced ugly places before and

come out top side, there's no reason why I

shouldn't do it again here. Indeed, it's the

thought of my wife that's principally pushing

me on. During all the time we've been

together, Mr. Carnforth, I've never been able

to give Mrs. Kettle the place I'd wish.

" She was brought up, sir, as the daughter of

a minister of religion, and splendidly

educated ; she can play the harmonium and

do crewel-work; and, though I'll not deny I

married her from behind a bar, I may tell

you she only took to business from a liking

to see society." He looked out dreamily

through the smoke at the fireflies which were

winking across the black rim of the forest.

" I'd like to see her, Mr. Carnforth, with

gold brooches and chains, and a black satin

dress, and a bonnet that cost zos., sitting in

Government house, with the British Consul

on the mat before her, waiting till she chose

to ask him to take a chair and talk. She'd

fill the position splendidly, and I've just got

to wade in and get it for her. "

The little man broke off and stared out a

the fireflies, and Carnforth coughed the wood-

smoke from his lungs and rammed fresh

tobacco into his pipe. He was a man with a

fine sense of humour, and he appreciated to

the full the ludicrousness of Kettle's preten-

sions. The sailor had run a cargo of much

wanted contraband of war on to the Cuban

beach, had sunk a Spanish cruiser in the

process, and had received effusive thanks.

But he had taken the florid metaphor of

the country to mean a literal offer, and when

in their complimentary phrase they shouted

that he should be king, a king from that

moment he intended to be. The comedy of

the situation was irresistible.

But at the same time, Mr. Martin Carn-

forth was a man of wealth, and a man (in

England) of assured position; and he could

not avoid seeing that by his present associa-

tion with Capt. Owen Kettle he was flirting

with ugly tragedy every moment that he lived.

Yet here he was pinned, not only to keep in

the man's society, but to help him in his mad

endeavours.

He would gladly have forfeited half his

fortune to be snugly back in St. Stephen's,

Westminster, clear of the mess; but escape

was out of the question; and, moreover, he

knew quite well that trying to make Kettle

appreciate his true position would be like an

attempt to reason with the winds or the surf

on an ocean beach. So he held his tongue,

and did as he was bidden. He was a man

of physical bravery, and the rush of actual

fighting that morning had come pleasantly to

him.

It was only when he thought of the certain

and treacherous dangers of the future, and

the cosy niche that awaited him at home in

England, that his throat tickled with appre-

hension, and he caressed with affectionate

fingers the region of his carotids. And if he

had known that at that precise moment the

ex-priest, and the mulatto they called el

Cuchillo, and the others of the insurgent
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leaders, were stalking him with a view to

capture and execution, it is probable that he

would have felt even still more disturbed.

"We did well in that fight this morning,"

said Captain Kettle presently, as he drew his

eyes away from the light-snaps of the fire-

flies, and shut them to keep out the sting of

the wood-smoke. " You've been shot at

before, sir ?"

" Never," said Carnforth.

" You couldn't have been cooler, sir, if

you'd been at sea all your life, and seen pins

flying every watch. Do you know, I've been

thinking it over, and I'm beginning to fancy

that perhaps our black and yellow mongrels

weren't quite such cowards as I said. I know

they did scuttle to the bushes like rabbits so

soon as ever a gun was fired ; but then their

business is to shoot these Spanish soldiers

and not get shot back, and so, perhaps, they

were right to keep to their own way.

" Anyway, we licked them, and that means

getting on towards Mrs. Kettle's being a

queen. But that murdering the wounded

afterwards was more than I can stand, and

it has got to be put a stop to."

" You didn't make yourself popular over

it."

" I am not usually liked when I am cap-

tain," said Kettle grimly.

" Well, skipper, I don't, as a rule, agree

with your methods, as you know, but here

I'm with you all the way. Your excellent

subjects are a great deal too barbarous for

my taste."

" They are holy brutes, and that's a fact,"

said Captain Kettle, " and I expect a good

many of them will be hurt whilst I'm teaching

them manners. But they've got to learn this

lesson first of all: they're to treat their pri-

soners decently, or else let them go, or else

shoot them clean and dead in the first in-

stance whilst they're still on the run.

" I'm a man myself, Mr. Carnforth, that

can do a deal in hot blood; but afterwards,

when the poor brutes are on the ground, I

want to go round with sticking plaster, and

not a knife to slit their throats."

" It will take a tolerable amount of trouble

to drum that into this crew. A Spaniard on

the war-path is not merciful; an African is a

barbarian, but make a cross of the two (as

you get here) and you turn out the most

unutierable savage on the face of the earth."

" They will not be taught by kindness

alone," said Captain Kettle suggestively.

" I've got heavy hands, and I shan't be

afraid to use them. It's a job," he added

with a sigh, " which will not come new to me.

I've put to sea with some of the worst toughs

that ever wrote their crosses before a shipping

master, and none of them can ever say they

got the top side of me yet."

He was about to say more, but at that

moment speech was taken from him. A

long raw-hide rope suddenly flicked out into

the air like a slim, black snake; the noose at

its end for an instant poised open-mouthed

above him ; and then it descended around

his elbows, and was as simultaneously plucked

taut by unseen hands behind the shelter of

the jungle. Captain Kettle struggled like a

wild cat to release himself, but four lithe,

bony men threw themselves upon him, twisted

his arms behind his back, and made them

fast there with other thongs of raw hide.

Carnforth did nothing to help. At the first

alarm, that burly gentleman had looked up

and discovered a rifle muzzle, not ten feet off,

pointing squarely at his breast. The voice of

the ex-priest came from behind the rifle, and

assured him in mild, unctuous tones that the

least movement would secure him a quick and

instant passage to one or other of the next

worlds. And Martin Carnforth surrendered

without terms. When the four men had

finished their other business, they came and

roped him up also.

The mulatto strode out from the cover and

flicked the ashes of a cigarette into Kettle's

face. " El rey," he said, " de los Cubanos

must have his power limited. He has come

where he was not wanted, he has done what

was forbidden, and shortly he will taste the

consequences."

" You ginger-bread coloured beast," re-

torted Captain Kettle ; " you shame of your

mother, I made a big mistake when I did not

shoot you in the morning."

The mulatto pressed the lighted end of his

cigarette against Kettle's forehead. " I will

trouble you," he said, "to keep silence for

the present. At dawn you will be put upon

trial, and then you may speak. But till then
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" You had no place to gaol them," said

Carnforth in defence.

The mulatto pointed a thin yellow finger at

the sun-baked ground in front of the piazza.

" We have the earth," he said. " Give them

to the earth, and she will keep them gaoled

so fast that they will never fight against us

more. It is a war here to the knife on both

sides. The Spanish troops kill us when they

catch, and we do the like bv them. It is

right that it should be so. We do not want

quarter at their hands; neither do we wish

them to remain alive upon Cuba. Three

Spanish soldiers were ours a few hours ago.

Our cause demanded that their lives should

have been taken away. And yet they were

set free."

" Yes," broke in Kettle, " and by James

that's a thing you ought to sing small about.

Here's you : six officers and 150 men, all

armed. Here's me : a common low-down

foul-of-his-luck Britisher, with a vinegar

tongue and a thirty-shilling pistol. You said

the beggars should be hanged; I said they

shouldn't; and by James I scared the whole

caboodle of you with just one-half an ugly

look, and got my own blessed way. Oh, I do

say you are a holy crowd."

Carnforth stamped in anger. It seemed

to him that this truculent little sailor was

deliberately inviting their captors to murder

the pair of them out of hand. He understood

that Kettle was bitterly disappointed at having

his bubble about the kingship so ruthlessly

pricked, but with this recklessness which was

snatching away their only chance of escape,

he could have no sympathy. He was unpre-

pared, however, for his comrade's next remark.

" Don't think I'd any help from Mr. Carn-

forth here. He's a Member of Parliament

in London, and is far too much of a gentle-

man to concern himself with your fourpenny-

ha'penny matters here. He warned me before

I began that being king of the whole of your

rotten island wasn't worth a dish of beans ;

but I wouldn't believe him till I'd seen how

it was for myself.

" I'm here now through my own fault; I

ought to have remembered that niggers, and

yellow-bellies, and white men who have for-

gotten their colour, could have no spark of

gratitude. I'll not deny, too, that I got to

thinking about those fireflies, and so wasn't

keeping a proper watch; but here I am,

lashed up snug, and I guess you're going to

make the most of your chance. By James,

though, if you weren't a pack of cowards,

you'd cast me adrift, and give me my gun

again!"

" Speaking as a man of peace," said the

ex-priest, " I fancy you are safest as you are,

amigo."

" I'd be king of this crowd again inside

three minutes if I was loose," retorted Kettle.

El Cuchillo snapped his yellow fingers

impatiently. " We are wasting time," he

said. " Captain Kettle seems still to dispute

my supreme authority. He shall taste of it

within the next dozen minutes; and if he

can see his way to resisting it, and asserting

his own kingship, he has my full permission

to do so. Here, you : go into the ingenio,

and bring out that machine."

A dozen ragged fellows detached them-

selves from the onlookers, and went through

a low stone doorway into the ruined sugar

house. In a couple of minutes they re-

appeared, dragging with noisy laughter a

dusty, cumbersome erection, which they set

down in the open space before the piazza.

It was made up of a wooden platform on

which was fastened a chair and an upright.

On the upright was a hinged iron ring imme-

diately above the chair. A screw passed

through the upright into the ring, with a long

lever at its outside end, on either extremity of

which was a heavy sphere of iron. If once

that lever was set on the twirl, it would drive

the screw's point into whatever the iron ring

contained with a force that was irresistible.

The mulatto introduced the machine with

a wave of his yellow fingers. "El garntie,''

he said. " A mediaeval survival which I did

not dream of finding here. Of its previous

history I can form no idea. Of its future use

I can give a simple account. It will serve to

ease us of the society of this objectionable

Captain Kettle."

" Great heavens, man," Carnforth broke

out; " this is murder."

" Ah," said el Cuchillo, " I will attend to

your case at the same time. You shall have -

the honour of turning the screw which gives

your friend his exit. In that way we shall
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" That will be a flimsy excuse to remember

afterwards."

" You will be paying a weekly fine, and

can recollect that carries a full pardon with it."

" Pah," said Carnforth, " what is ten shil-

lings a week ?"

" Exactly," said Kettle. " Make it twelve,

sir, and that will hold you clear of every-

thing."

" What feeble, dilatory people you English

are," said el Cuchillo. " I must trouble you

to make up your mind at once, Senor Carn-

forth."

" He has made it up," said Kettle, "and I

shall go smiling, because I shall get my

clearance at the hands of a decent man. I'd

have taken it as a disgrace to be shoved out

of this world by a yellow beast like you, you

shame of your mother."

The mulatto blazed out -with fury. " By

heaven,'' he cried, " I've a mind to take you

out of that garotte even now and have you

burnt."

" And we should lose a pleasant little

comedy," said the ex-priest. " No, amigo;

let us see the pair of them perform together."

" Go on," said the mulatto to Carnforth.

" Yes," said Kettle in a lower voice. " For

God's sake go on and get it over. It isn't

very pleasant work for me, this waiting. And

you will make it twelve shillings a week,

sir ? "

" I will give your wife a thousand a year,

my poor fellow. I will give her five thou-

sand. No, I am murdering her husband,

and I will give her all I have, and go away to

start life afresh elsewhere. I shall never dare

to show my face again in England or carry

my own name." He gripped one of the iron

spheres and threw his weight upon the lever.

The bar buckled and sprang under his effort,

but the screw did not budge.

" Quick man, quick," said Kettle in a low,

fierce voice. " This is cruel. If you don't

get me finished directly, I shall go white or

something, and those brutes will think I'm

afraid."

Carnforth wrenched at the lever with a

tremendous effort. One arm of the bar bent

slowly into a semi-circle, but the lethal screw

remained fast in its socket. It was glued

there with the rust of years.

Carnforth flung away from the machine.

" I have done my best," he said sullenly to

the men on the piazza, " and I can do no

more. You have the satisfaction of knowing

that you have made me a murderer in intent,

if not in actual fact; and now, if you choose,

you can stick me up against that wall and

have me shot. I'm sure I don't care. I'm

sick of it all here."

" You shall have fair treatment," said el

Cuchillo, " and neither more nor less. You

have tried to obey my orders, and Captain

Kettle is at present alive because of the

garotte's deficiency, and not by your inten-

tion." He gave a command, and the men

released the iron collar from Kettle's neck.

" I will have the machine repaired by my

armourer," he said, " and in the meanwhile

you may await my pleasure out of the sun-

shine."

He gave another order, and the men laid

hands upon their shoulders and led them

away, and thrust them into a small arched

room of whitened stone, under the boiler-

house of the ingcnio. The window was a

mere arrow-slit; the door was a ponderous

thing of Spanish oak, barred with iron bolts

which ran into the stone work; the place was

absolutely unbreakable. Â»

The silence had lasted a dozen hours,

although it was plain that each of the prisoners

was busily thinking. At last Kettle spoke.

" If I could only get a rhyme to ' brow,' "

he said, "I believe I could manage the rest."

" What ? " asked Carnforth.

" I want a word to rhyme with ' brow,' sir,

if you can help me."

" What in the world are you up to now ? "

" I've been filling up time, sir, whilst we've

been here by hammering out a bit of poetry

about those fireflies. I got the idea of it last

night, when we saw them flashing in and out

against the black of the forest."

" You don't owe them much gratitude

that I can see, skipper. According to what

you said, if you hadn't been looking at them,

you'd have been more on the watch, and

wouldn't have got caught."

"Perfectly right, sir. And so this poem

should be all the more valuable when it's put

together. I'm running it to the tune of

' Greenland's icy mountains,' my favourite
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At last he broke out again. " Look here,

skipper," he said, " I'm fond enough of life,

but I don't think I want to earn it by playing

executioner. I'd prefer to let this rebel

fellow parade me and bring out his platoon."

Kettle woke up from his work. " I'm not

sweet on wearing the iron collar again, and

that's a fact. It's horrible work waiting to

have your backbone snapped without being

able to raise a finger to interfere. I'm not a

coward, Mr. Carnforth, but I tell you it took

all the nerve I'd got to sit quiet in that chair

without squirming whilst you were getting

ready the ceremonial.

" It's no new thing for me to expect being

killed before the hour was through. I've had

trouble of all kinds with all sorts of crews,

but I've always had my hands free and been

able to use them, and I will say I've 'most

always had a gun of some sort to help me.

I might even go so far as to tell you, sir (and

you may kick me for saying it if you like),

I've felt a kind of joy regularly glow inside

me during some of those kind of scuffles.

Yes, sir, that's the kind of animal I am; in

hot blood I think no more of being killed

than a terrier dog does."

"If there was only a chance of being

knocked on the head in hot blood," said

Carnforth, " I'd fight like a cornered thief till

I got my quietus." â�¢

"And Mrs. Kettle would lose her twelve

shillings a week ifâ�� By James, sir, here

they come for us."

He leapt up from the bench on which

he had sat, and whirled it above his head.

With a crash he brought it down against the

whitened wall of the cell, and the bench split

down its length into two staves. He gave one

to Carnforth, and hefted the other himself like

a connoisseur.

"Now, sir, you on one side of the door,

and me on the other. They can't reach us

from the outside there. And if they want us

out of here, we've got to be fetched."

Carnforth took up his stand, and shifted

his fingers knowingly along his weapon. He

was a big man and a powerful one, and the

hunger for fighting lit in his eye.

" Horatius Cockles and the other Johnnie

holding the bridge," quoth he. " We can bag

the first two, and the others will fall over

them if they try a rush. What fools they

were to untie our wrists and shins ! But our

fun won't last long. As soon as they find

we are awkward, they will go round to the

window-slit, and shoot us down from there."

" We aren't shot yet," said Kettle grimly,

"and I'm wanting to do a lot of damage

before they get me. Look out! "

The bolts grated back in the rusty staples,

and the heavy door screamed outwards on

its hinges. A negro came in, whistling

merrily. The two halves of the bench

flew down upon his head from either side

with a simultaneous crash.

A white man's skull would have crunched

like an eggshell under that impact, but the

African cranium is stout. The fellow toppled

to the ground under the sheer tonnage of the

blows, and he lay there with the whistle half-

frozen on his lips, and such a ludicrous look

of surprise growing over his features that

Carnforth burst into an involuntary laugh.

Kettle, however, was more business-like.

The negro had a machete dangling from his

hip, and the little sailor darted out and

snatched it from its sheath. He jumped

back again to cover with slim activity, and a

couple of pistol bullets which followed him

made harmless grey splashes on the opposite

wall. Then there was a pause in the pro-

ceedings, and Carnforth felt his heart thump-

ing noisily against his watch as he waited.

Presently a brisk footstep made itself heard

on the flagging outside, and the voice of the

mulatto leader spoke through the doorway.

" If you come out now, one of you shall

be garotted, and the other shall go free. If

I have more trouble to fetch you, you shall

both be roasted to death over slow fires."

"Ifâ��ifâ��if!" retorted Kettle. "If your

mother had stuck to her laundry work and

married a nigger, she'd have kept a very great

rascal out of the world. If I'd the sense of

a sheep I'd come to you at once, and my

poor wife would have twelve bob a week for

life. If you want to talk, you frightened lump

of gingerbread, come in here and do it, and

don't squall out there like a cat on a garden

wall."

The suave voice of the ex-priest made a

comment. " Saints deliver us from these

Englishmen's tongues. Truly they are not
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be^an, the sound of it coming from two dis-

tinct quarters.

The ex-priest's head went out of sight. It

was the last they ever saw of him. Some-

one outside the doorway shouted ''Los

EspaTwks!" and there was the scuffle of

bare feet running away and fading into the

distance. And, meanwhile, outside the

windows the crackle of rifles grew more

noisy, and cries rose up of men in pain.

The light in the vaulted room grew faintly

blue, and the air was soured with powder

smoke.

"By James,'' said Kettle, '-'the Spanish

regular troops have raided the camp, and the

whole lot of them are fighting like a parcel of

cats. Hark to the racket. Here's a slice of

luck."

"I don't see it," said Carnforth. "If

we're out of the fire, we're into the frying pan.

Sinking that Spanish warship was an act of

piracy, and we shall be strung up if the Dons

catch us, without the prelude of a trial.

Listen ! There's a Maxim come into action.

Listen! I wonder which way the fight's

going. They're making row enough over it.

I'm going to get to the window and have a

look."

" It's tempting," said the little sailor,

wistfully, " but I think, sir, you'd better not.

If you're seen we shall be gastados, as they

say, anyway. Whereas, if the rebels are

licked, the Dons may march off again with

out knowing we are here. It's a chance.

By James, though, I'd like to have a look.

Hark to that. They're at hand-grips now.

Hear 'em swear. And hear 'em scream."

" Some of them are beginning to run.

Hark to that crashing as they're making their

way through the cane."

" And hark to those shouts. It's like a lot

of cockneys at a foxhunt."

" These Dagos always yell blue murder

when they're, in a fight," said Kettle

contemptuously.

"The Maxim's stopped," said Carnforth,

with a frown.

They listened on for awhile with straining

cars, and then: " Perhaps that means the

rebels have rushed it."

" They may have run. But the Dons ought

to be browning the cover if they've cleared

the camp. The fools! A Maxim would

shoot through half a mile of that cane-

jungle."

" Short of ammunition," said Kettle, " or

perhaps it's jammed." A bugle shrilled out

through the hot air, and its noise came to

them there in the hot, dark room. " That

means cease fire, and the Spaniards have

won. Our mongrels had no bugles. Well,

it's been a quick thing. I wonder what

next! "

There was a dull murmur of many voices.

Then orders were shouted, and noise came as

of moving men, and a few more scattered

shots rang out, most of them answered by

cries or groans.

" Hullo? " said Kettle.

A weak voice from beneath him made

explanation. " They are shooting their

prisoners, Senoresâ��the men who were my

comrades. It is the customâ��the custom of

Cuba."

" So you have concluded to come to life

again, have you?" asked the little sailor.

" I thought I'd bumped you harder. What

do you expect to be done with, eh?"

" I am in your hands," said the mulatto

sullenly.

" That's no lie," said Kettle, " and I've a

perfect right to kill you if I wish. But I

don't choose to dirty my hands further.

You've only acted according to your nature.

Andâ��when it came to me being able to

move, I've beaten you every time. But now

we'll have silence, please, for all hands. If

those Spaniards are going to search this old

sugar house, they'll do it, and up on a string-

we go the three of us; but there's no need

to entice them here by chattering."

Their voices stopped, and the noises from

without buzzed on. Of all the trials he had

gone through, Carnforth felt that waiting to

be the most intolerable of all. The Spanish

soldiery were looking to their wounds and

hunting through the bivouac. Some (to

judge from their talk) had gathered round

the rusted garotte and were examining it with

interest. And a few strolled up to the ruined

ingcnio, and smoked their cigarettes under its

pia/za. Any moment the room beneath the

boiler house might be peeped upon.

The sun beat down upon the stonework
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country which, like the United States, is ruled

by universal suffrage.

Where universal suffrage exists the majority

rules, and the advocates of this sort of rule

firmly believe that the majority is infallible.

Now, in every country the people who are

ignorant, and those who are vicious, constitute

the majority. The intelligent and virtuous

people, being the minority, have no share in

the government. They simply stand aside,

and say to the majority : " Please, govern us

as you see fit."

It is true that the minority goes through the

form of casting its vote, but that vote has

no influence whatever upon the governing

class. If, then, as the advocates of universal

suffrage believe, the ignorant majority is alone

fit to rule, it follows that the larger this

majority is the better it must be for the

country.

If ignorance means infallibility, the more

ignorance you have, the better. Instead of

prohibiting the introduction of immigrants

who can neither read nor

r^ffs write, the United States

ought to prohibit the intro-

duction of all immigrants

who show any signs of

intelligence.

The intelligent immi-

grant, when he becomes

a citizen, will naturally vote

with the intelligent

minority, and his vote

will thus be practically

thrown away; whereas, the

ignorant immigrant will

swell the ranks of that

noble and infallible

majority, the rule of which constitutes true

democracy.

Indeed, the United States, and all other

countries which have adopted democratic

institutions, might do well to abandon the

useless practice of permitting intelligent

people to vote. Suffrage should be given

only to those who can prove that they are too

hopelessly ignorant ever to learn anything

about the true principles of government, and

to those who, though they may be to some

extent intelligent, are, nevertheless, thoroughly

vicious.

NOTICED the

other day that the

"original'' of Pete,

in Mr. Hall Caine's

" Manxman,'' has

just died. Now

that Pete has begun

to die, he will die yearly,

if not daily, for many years-

to come. My note book shows

that up to the year 1884 the original

of Mrs. Bcecher-Stowe's " Uncle Tom " had

died thirty-nine times, and without doubt he-

has been dying ever since, although I have

ceased to take notice of his deaths.

The originals of many of the characters in

Dickens' and Thackeray's novels have been

dying at intervals, ever since the two great

authors left us; and in the course of the

next quarter of a century Mr. Kipling's

" Mulvancy,'' and his comrades, will die in

all quarters of the globe, and at all times and

seasons.

It has always seemed strange to me that

people persist in fancying that every eminent

novelist copies his characters, instead of

creating them. If I were an

eminent novelist, I should

as soon think of copying my

characters as of copying my

statistics.

If I copy the statistics

which other men have pre-

pared, I am the slave of

them, and can only use

them to prove what they

were intended to prove.

Whereas, if I invent my statistics, I can

mould them into just the shape that I desire,

and can use them to prove any and even--

thing. Besides, it is so much simpler to

invent statistics than it is to search for them

and copy them.

Suppose you ask me what is the population

of the capital of Madagascar ? Would it not

be much easier for me to reply: " About

34,750," than it would be to go to a gazetteer,

and find out what someone else said of the

population of the capital ? So, too, it must

be far easier for the eminent novelist to-

invent his characters than it would be to copy-

then).
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you may be pleased to give, you will find

me a grateful listener. Heaven be my

witness that I have an unpleasant duty to

perform in the city yonder. Too long have

I been patientâ��the day for that has passed.

Even though the King himself were to

intercede, my purpose should be delayed no

more. To-morrow, gentlemen, all Paris

shall hear that the Hotel Beautreillis is

closed, and that its mistress, Corinne, my

ward, is safe within the convent walls at

Charenton."

The Abbe was emphatic. He brought his

pompous speech to a fitting close with a good

thwack of the cudgel nicely laid upon the pony's

quarters. His two servants, always imitative,

laid two sticks smartly upon the backs of

their, asses, and all began to ride at a good

trot towards the park of St. Cloud.

Not until they came to the summit of the

hill wherefrom they could see the thick

woods about the chateau of St. Cloud, with

the river Seine flowing like a river of blood in

the valley, and Paris herself away in the

distance, the sunlight making mighty jewels

of her domes and towers, and shining with

a deep crimson from a thousand West turned

windows, did the three strangers draw rein,

that one of them who had not spoken before,

might address the Abbe in a parting word.

" My Lord Bishop," said he, " you go on a

bold errand. There have been many before

this who have sought to stand between

Corinne de Montesson and her pleasures.

Do you seek for those persons, you will find

them in the prisons of Parisâ��or gone to

the wars for shame of their defeat. Beware

then, how you act, and think yourself a lucky

man if you ride into Paris at all. Nay, I will

wager you a thousand crowns that this time

to-morrow night you shall be very glad to see

us and to get back to Yvette with what speed

you may. Yon wood is full of strange sights

and sounds, Monseigneurâ��many a man who

entered it at sundown has been known

no more when dawn has come. Look to

your steps, I beseech you; and heaven guard

you!"

He doffed his cap as the other had done,

and all three bowing with ready grace, pre-

sently they set spurs to their horses and dis-

appeared at a gallop into the heart of the

wood. The Abbe, who had been content at

first to think that some mistake had led them

to give him so distinguished a title, now

became very angry and not a little alarmed.

" A plague on them and their Bishop of

Blois as well!" cried he; "three tipsy gallants,

I will wager, ridden out of the palace to point

the finger at me. I should not be surprised

to hear that Corinne has sent them. It is

well known that she is a friend to footpads.

Possibly she has saved them from the gallows.

But she shall gain nothing by this. Though

she fall on her knees before me, I will carry

her to the convent. The day for mercy has

passed."

The reflection pleased the Abbe'. He had

been made guardian of the pretty Corinne de

Montesson (who, as all the world knew, was

mistress of the Hotel Beautreillis, in Paris)

upon the death of her father, the Count. For

his part, he would have sent her to a convent

at once, there to complete her education,

which, he thought, had been sadly neglected.

But the King had put in a word ; and so

Corinne was left in her great house to be the

friend of all the ne'er-do-wells in the city,

and to disgrace, as the good Abbe said, the

proud position to which she had been called.

Had she done anything for him personally,

his anger, possibly, would have been more

moderate. But, notwithstanding her profes-

sions of love, he remained the simple cure of

Yvette, and there he had fretted two years

over his misfortunes. Then came the tidings

that Corinne had helped the notorious Coq-

le-Roi, the highwayman, to escape from

Sartines, the new lieutenant of police. The

news awoke the Abbe to his old resolutions.

" I will go to Paris," said he, " and place

her with the good nuns of Charenton. She

is like a little wild animal; her claws must

be cut. I have been merciful too long."

This seemed a very simple resolution in

theory ; but when the Abbe entered the dark

woods of St. Cloud, after his conversation

with the three jesters in the masks, the

practice of it began to be difficult.

" Ho, ho! " said he, as he quitted the high

road and plunged into the darkness of the

silent thicket; " strange sights and sounds,

indeed. Am I a child to be frightened by

old women's tales ? Never let it be said."
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Oh, surely, I will lay my cudgel upon your

backs to-morrow."

To his amazement, neither Jean nor

Francois answered his appeal; but in the wood

behind him there arose again the eerie wail,

and now it was long sustained and piercing,

like the wail of witches upon the wing.

" Hail to the Lord Bishop of Blois! " was

the cry; "hail! hail! Whither he goes, there

go weâ��lolallaâ��lolallaâ��lolalla ! "

The echo fell from wood to wood and

grove to grove, until it died away in moaning

sighs afar at the heart of the forest. When

the last note was stilled, the Abbe heard a

voice, sweet and fresh and young, crying :

" What shall be done to the Lord Bishop

of Blois !"

And from the woods the answer came:

" He must suffer, he must sufferâ��lolallaâ��

lolallaâ��lolalla !"

A loud peal of laughter followed the words,

and, while the laughter rang, the thicket was

lit again with the flaming crimson light. The

Abbd's heart threatened to stand still when

he saw, grouped there upon the green sward

in the heart of the wood, the strangest com-

pany he had ever beheld in all his life.

Dressed in scarlet, some like devils, some

like dwarfs, some like hideous creatures,

with horns protruding from their brows, the

throng appeared to be led by a woman whose

sugar-loaf cap and sweeping crimson skirts

answered in all things to the popular pictures

of a witch. When the Abbe beheld her

she rode upon a great black horse, but

those around her were mounted upon white

ponies ; and the whole company galloping

out of the wood presently, they surrounded

the trembling ecclesiastic and roared until the

very woods rang as if with demon voices :

"Long live the Lord Bishop of Blois!â��

lolallaâ��lolalla!"

It was a strange scene; the torches, which

many of the masqueraders had now lighted,

casting a lurid glow upon the scarlet dresses

and masks and whitened faces of the dwarfs

and demons and horrid monsters who flocked

about the amazed cure " of Yvette. No

wonder if the terror of the wood and the

darkness of the night, and the horrid yells of

the horned and hoofed company contributed

to his bewilderment.

A hundred possibilities occurred to the

Abbe" while the cries were still ringing in his

ears. He had heard of the terrible jests

which courtly masqueraders had perpetrated

on those who were obnoxious to them. Could

he have given offence in high places ? Or

was it true, after all, that the woods of St.

Cloud were peopled by spirits, and elves, and

witches, and that he had fallen into their

power? He said he would believe no such

tale.

" Sirs," he cried at last, " I have heard much

talk of the Lord Bishop of Blois, and I see

plainly that you mistake me for him. Know,

then, that I am but a simple priest, the cure

of Yvette, sirs, and that I ride to Paris upon

an affair of very great importance."

He spoke the words very slowly, but, to

his astonishment, no one gave any answer.

All together, witches, dwarfs, and demons,

they began to repeat his explanation, in a sort

of monotone the key of which changed note

by note until it rose to a discordant and

unearthly shriek.

" Sirs," cried they, " we have heard much

talk of the Lord Bishop of Blois, and we see

plainly that you mistake us for him. Know,

then, that we are but simple priests, the cures

of Yvette, and that we ride to Paris upon an

affair of very great importance.''

The Abbe", deafened by the clamour, put

his fingers into his ears and began to shiver

with fear.

" del," he murmured, "you are all mad."

" del," repeated the scarlet company, " we

are all mad."

The sally was roared rather than intoned ;

and at the end of it, the whole company bent

low in their saddles, the men dofling their

hats to the terrified Abbe, the women bowing

to him. Then the scarlet woman who ap-

peared to be the mistress of the throng, raised

her fresh young voice and asked again :

" What must be done to the Lord Bishop

of Blois ?"

And for the second time, the answer came :

" He must suffer."

The Abbe " was really frightened now.

The wailing melancholy of the chant; the

hideous shapes of the men who rode at his

side; the strange, distorted whitened faces

seemed to him to resemble nothing human.
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surprise. The scene in the wood had robbed

him of all power of reason. When they

stripped him of his bandage, and he was able

to look about him, he neither spoke nor

wondered. Yet the spectacle was strange

enough to have frightened a bolder man.

For the Abbe sat at that moment in a

room draped in scarlet; and, in this room

there was a long table lit pleasingly by the

soft light of many wax candles. The table

was covered over with a cloth of scarlet,

and bore upon it many plates and glasses

and decorations in preparation for the

coming feast.

As for the company, that also was a scarlet

company â��devils, demons, witches; their

whitened faces now hidden by crimson

masks, their very hair appearing to be of

the brightest red. Even the walls were

draped in the same glowing colours; while

the attendants, some in hideous masks, some

garbed like scarlet elves, capped the scheme

fittingly. Yet this was the curious thingâ��.

no word was spoken, no greeting given.

The company sat like mutes. The Abbe

shuddered P'^'n; he could not altogether

suppress th,. tuought that he might be

supping with the risen dead.

But one of the servants had set a plate

before him now, a plate upon which was a

little fish exquisitely garnished and served.

So tempting did the morsel look that the

Abb^, despite his fear, hastened to plunge his

fork into it; but at the first mouthful he made

an ugly grimace, and was unable to withhold

an exclamation.

"del!" cried he, "that is nothing but

breadcrumbs."

He looked round the table appealing!y,

but no one in the masked company vouch-

safed him an answer. All were busy upon

similar dishes, of which they appeared to

partake with exceeding relish.

" St. John," cried the Abbe, sitting back in

his chair, " who ever heard of that ?â��a fish

made of breadcrumbs; and everyone eating

of it as though it were a mullet from the

king's table. Body of St. Paulâ��they are all

mad!"

Mad or sane, the scarlet company appeared

to enjoy the fish very much. With heads

bent low over the plates, the suppers varied

their occupation of eating by the equally

pleasant one of taking long draughts from

the crystal goblets before them. When the

Abbe spoke to them, they did not seem to

hear him. His words, his exclamations, his

questions, fell upon deaf ears.

" Ho, ho !'' said he at last, while he leant

back in his chair, and raised the goblet of

wine they had poured out for him ; " a plague

upon the table which sets breadcrumbs before

a hungry man ! "

He put the goblet to his lips and took a

long draught from it. The wine, he said,

would wash the tasteless bread from the

mouthâ��and so he held the cup long. When

he put it down, there was upon his face the

most unclerical grimace that had ever sat

there.'

"Maledetto!"' cried he, "but that is water."

He spoke loudly, seeking no answer; for

he was quite assured by this time that he

was dreaming; or, if he were not, then that

he had become the victim of the strangest

jest yet played in France. And he was very

surprised when a voice behind him greeted

him with the first word he had heard since

he entered the room. Indeed, the voice

was hardly raised before all the suppers leapt

to their feet and stood in an attitude of

respectful attention.

"And what is the trouble of the Lord

Bishop of Blois?" asked the speaker as he

advanced to the Abbe's chair.

He was a man slightly above the medium

height, dressed in a suit of white velvet

upon which a lace-work of the purest

diamonds glittered. The Abbe observed that

he was somewhat advanced in years, and that

his features were clear-cut and singularly

handsome. He was attended now by two

pages, who wore trunk-hose of purple, and

purple cloaks above them ; while an officer

in the blue uniform of the Corsican legion

stood at his heels as though expecting some

command.

"Ho. ho," thought the Abbe", as he

watched the stranger; " here, then, is the

rogue who has played this jest upon me. I

will find a word for him, at any rate." And

so he answered the newcomer.

" Sir," said he, " who you may be, I do

not wish to know ; but if this be your house,
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brought upon him. He saw it all nowâ��

mystery no longer perplexed him. The mas-

querade in the woods, the horrible apparition,

the flashing of the crimson fireâ��what was it

all but the work of the jesters at the Palace

of St. Cloud.

They had gene out to seek whom they

could devour, and they had lighted upon the

cure of Yvette, he said. Then the Kingâ��he

had heard, of course, of their pastime and

had eome to witness its consummation. And

thus had the perpetration of a crime so terrible

been brought about.

Nothing, not even religion, was held as

sacred in that vear 1759 as the body of the

King. The Abbe" knew full well that unless

mercy were shown to him, he might spend

the remaining years of his life in the prison

of For-l-Eveque, or even in the Bastille. Men

had come to such a punishment for mere

wordsâ��but to throw a goblet of wine in His

Majesty's face! The very memory of his

offending compelled him to shudder like one

who was already doomed.

The Corsican officer had led him to a bed-

room now; a pretty room lighted by many

wax candles, and furnished with all the taste

characterising a period so tasteful. It was a

long apartment with a cabinet giving off it,

and the Abbe" observed in this smaller

chamber a supper table decked prettily with

lighted candles and flowers. For this, how-

ever, he had no appreciating eyes. He felt

at the moment as though he could never eat

again. Foreboding, real and stern, had set

his nerves itching. He began to question

his conductor; hoping for some little word of

comfort.

" Monsieur," he said with pitiable anxiety,

" I beg you tell me whose house is this, and

where does it lie ? "

"Readily," answered the young officer;

" this is the pavilion of Mme. Doublet de

Persan. The villagers call it the house of

the Scarlet Witch. I regret, Monseigneur,

that your first acquaintance of it should be

made so unpropitiously. St. Dennis ! who

would have thought that His Majesty was

unknown to you?''

" God help me!" answered the Abbe"; " I

never saw him but once, Monsieur, and then

it was from a bench in the Place Louis

Quinze. Oh, surely he will remember

that ? "

The Corsican shook his head, implying

that he doubted.

" My Lord Bishop," said he, " I am but a

very humble servant of His Majesty, and

heaven forbid that I should anticipate his

pleasure. If you have friends, however, let

me beg of you to write to them. It is possible,

should their influence be not delayed, that

you may yet atone for this offence with a

vear in the Bastille."

" A year in the Bastille," murmured the

Abbe, "a yearâ��the Saints help me!â��a year

for a moment's loss of temper! Oh, mon

Dieu, will you not plead for me, Monsieur ?

I am no Lord Bishop, but only a poor cure",

who is friendless and helpless, as you see. I

conjure you, of your charity, be a friend to

me."

" What!'' cried the soldier, with a wondrous

assumption of surprise ; " vou tell me, my

Lord, that you are not the Bishop of Blois ?

Oh, surely, this night's work has robbed you

of your memory. Think a little, and you

will recall the circumstances. How to-day

you were riding to Paris upon the business

of your diocese, when you fall into the hands

of Madame Doublet de Persan's merry

fellows, who bring you to this house to supper.

The King, learning of the jest, is driven over

from the palace to enjoy it, when you, losing

your temper, throw a goblet of wine into His

Majesty's face, and so become my prisoner

until vour sentence is delivered. I exhort

you, my Lord, hide none of these things from

yourself, but send at once to vour friends and

conjure them to intercede for vou."

There was a wondrous air of honesty

about the Corsican's tale; and, although the

Abbe was more perplexed than ever when

the soldier had done, he determined to trust

him, and to make a last effort to help him-

self. Indeed, a sudden inspiration seized

upon him, and, when he spoke, his words

came quickly and his white cheeks flushed

scarlet.

" Monsieur," he said, " I see it all plainly;

they have mistaken me for the Lord Bishop

of Blois, and so this misfortune has fallen

upon me. I have but one friend in Parisâ��

if, indeed, she be in Paris now. I speak of
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my ward, Corinne de Montesson, who is to

be found at the Hotel Beautreillis, in the Rue

St. Paul. Could you but convey a word to

her of my necessity, I know that it would

not be unavailing. Indeed, she is very gentle

and loving to all, and never fails to help those

who are in adversity. Send to her, I beg of

you, and tell her to come to St. Cloud at

once. Say that the Abbe Morellet implores

her assistance "

" del!" cried the Corsican, "I will tell

her no such tale ; for why should she come

to the help of the Abbe Morellet, when it is

Monseigneur the Bishop of Blois whom she

is to assist ? "

" Sir," said the Abbe", with humble intreaty,

" if you tell her that, I am surely lost."

" Courage," said the Corsican ; " you for-

get, Seigneur. In a little time your memory

will come back to you. I shall send to Paris

at once. Meanwhile, you will pardon

me if I must hold you under lock and

key. You heard the King's command, my

Lord ?"

" God help me!" cried the Abbe, "I heard

it too well! "

At this the Corsican withdrew and went

downstairs to the supper table. The scarlet

masks of the company were all laid aside now,

and the suppers no longer ate fish made of

breadcrumbs. On the contrary, they were

very merry over flagons of rare red wine, and

goblets of champagne, and trout from the Lake

of Geneva, and dishes of carps' tongues and

sturgeon and mullet and legs of venison and

fat capons. When they saw the officer, they

cried out joyfully and hastened to ask how

the Abbe did.

" Grimod, Grimod, what does he say,

what does he do?â��oh, tell us quicklyâ��

we die with impatienceâ��you have news,

Grimod ?"

The Corsican held up his hand for silence.

Then, addressing the scarlet witchâ��whose

fresh and piquant face belied her role now

that the mask was laid asideâ��he said :

" Ma foi, Mademoiselle Corinne, the Abbe

asks for you ! "

" For me," cried the girlâ��" then you have

told him, Grimod ? "

" Upon my word, Mademoiselle, I have

told him nothing. He thinks vou are at the

Hotel Beautreillis, and he begs me to send a

messenger there."

Corinne clapped her pretty hands.

" Oh," she cried, " how I love him. But

he will not send me to a convent after all."

The idea that Corinne de Montesson would

ever succumb to such a fate seemed to amuse

the masqucraders very much. They greeted

her words with extravagant enthusiasm. One

love-sick swainâ��whose devil's head was set

mockingly upon a plate before himâ��turned

toward her, eyes full of sheepish affection,

and exclaimed :

" St. John, Corinne, if you go to the nuns

at Charenton, you will take half Paris with

you."

" We shall have to build a city there,"

cried another.

" Such a place of worship never will have

been seen," said a third.

" I go as man-in-waiting," lisped a pretty

â�¢ boy, who was busy with a dish of venison.

" And the King, what does he go as ?"

asked a demon, whose head was tucked

away under his chair.

" Yes," cried Corinne joyfully, "the King,

where is he ? Come forth, sire, and let us

see you."

" Sacre bleu," answered a voice from the

further end of the table, '' the King is very

well, thank you, Mademoiselleâ��but he will

be the better when he has eaten this pasty."

Could the Abbe " have seen the King at that

moment, his fears would have vanished like

the mists. Truth to tell, His Majesty looked

exceedingly unkingly, seated as he was,

astride a small chair and holding a very large

pate between his knees. But the wretched

priest in the bedroom above knew of none of

these things. While the masqueraders below

were at the zenith of their merriment, the

miserable Abbe" was pacing his elegant prison

and every turn he took brought a fresh ex-

clamation to his lips.

He, excellent man, had lived so noble a

life that fear had not in all his years been an

enemy to him. But now he feared exceed-

inglyâ��feared so that for a long while he

started at every whisper of the wind or creak

of board; feared until he forgot that he was

hungry and had not supped. By and by,

however, one of his restless pacings carried
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tell what this meant. I was not in my father's

confidence, and I had no notion who his

mysterious correspondent might be. But as

the doctor had distinctly stated that to allow

him to consider any businebs at all would

bring on a relapse, and probably kill him, I

placed the-message in a drawer and deter-

mined to let it remain there until he should

be well enough to attend to it without danger

to himself. The week following he was not

quite so well, and fortunately there was

complete silence on the part of his corre-

spondents. Thtn this second message arrived.

As you will see it is also from Chicago and

from the same person.

Reply immediately, or remember consequences.

Time presses, if do not realise at present price,

market will be lost. NERO.

" Following my previous line of action, I

placed this communication also in the drawer,

and determined to let Nero wait for a reply.

By doing so, however, I was incurring greater

trouble than I dreamt of. Within forty-

eight hours I received the following message,

and upon that I made up my mind and came

off at once to you. What it means I do not

know, but that it bodes some ill to my father

I feel certain. I had heard of your fame,

and as my husband is away from home, my

father unable to protect himself, and I am

without friends at all in England, I thought

the wisest course I could pursue would be to

consult you."

"Let me look at the last cablegram," said

Klimo, putting his hand from the box, and

taking the slip of paper.

The first and second messages were

simplicity itself; this, however, was a com-

plete enigma. It was worded as follows :

Uneasyâ��Alphaâ�� Omega â��Nineteenâ�� Twelveâ��

to-day â�� five â�� lacs â�� arrange â�� seventyâ�� eight â��

Brazilsâ��oneâ��twentyâ��nine. NERO.

Klimo read it through, and the girl noticed

that he shook his head over it.

" My dear young lady," he said. " I am

afraid that it would be safer for you not to

tell me any further, for I fear it is not in my

power to help you."

" You will net help me now that I have

told you my miserable position ? Then

there is nothing before me but despair. Oh,

sir, is your decision quite irrevocable ? You

cannot think how I have counted on your

assistance."

" I regret exceedingly that I am compelled

to disappoint you," he answered. " But my

time is more than occupied as it is, and I

could not give your case my attention, even if

I would."

His decision had been too much for her

fortitude, and before he could prevent her,

her head was down upon her hands and she

had begun to weep bitterly. He attempted

to comfort her, but in vain; and when she

left him, tears were still coursing down her

cheeks. It was not until she had been gone

about ten minutes, and he had informed his

housekeeper that he would see no more

clients that day, that he discovered that she

had left her precious cablegrams behind

her.

Actuated by a feeling of curiosity, he sat

down again and spread the three cablegrams

out upon his writing table. The first two, as

I have said, required no consideration, they

spoke for themselves, but the third baffled

him completely, Who was this Septimus

O'Grady who lived in Chicago, and whose

associates spent their time discussing the

wrongs of Ireland ? How was it that, being

a man innocent of private means, he engaged

in no business ?

Then another question called for conside-

ration. If he had no business, what brought

him to London and took him so repeatedly

into the Midlands ? These riddles he set

aside for the present, and began to pick the

last cablegram to pieces. That its author

was not easy in his mind when he wrote it

was quite certain.

Then who and what were the Alpha and

Omega mentioned ? What connection had

they with Nero ; also what did nineteen and

twelve mean when coupled with To-day?

Further, why should five lacs arrange seventy-

eight Brazils ? And what possible sense could

be made out of the numbers oneâ��twentyâ��

and nine ? He read the message from begin-

ning to end again, after that from the end to

the beginning, and, like a good many other

men in a similar position, because he could

not understand it, found himself taking a

greater interest in it. This feeling had not
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left him when he had put off disguise as

Klimo and was Simon Came once more.

While he was eating his lunch the thought

of the lonely Irishman lying ill in a house,

where he was without doubt an unwelcome

guest, fascinated him strangely, and when he

rose from the table he found he was not able

to shake off the impression it had given

him. That the girl had some notion of her

father's business he felt as certain as of his

own name, even though she had so strenuously

denied the fact. Otherwise why should she

have been so frightened by what might have

been simply innocent business messages in

cypher? That she was frightened was as

plain as the sun then shining into his room.

Despite the fact that he had resolved not

to take up the case, he went into his studv,

and took the cablegrams from the drawer in

which he had placed them. Then drawing a

sheet of paper towards him, he set to work

upon the puzzle.

" The first word requires no explanation,"

he said as he wrote it down. " For the two

next, Alpha and Omega, we will, for the sake

of argument, write The Beginning and The

End, and as that tells us nothing, we will

substitute for them The First and The Last.

Now, who or what are The First and The

Last ? Are they the first and last words of

a code, or of a word, or do they refer to two

individuals who are the principal folk in some

company or conspiracy ? If the latter, it is

just possible they are the people who are

so desperately uneasy. The next two words,

however, are too much for me altogether.''

Uninteresting as the case had appeared at

first sight, he soon discovered that he could

think of nothing else. He found himself

puzzling over it during an afternoon concert

at the Queen's Hall, and he even thought of

it while calling upon the wife of the Prime

Minister afterwards. As he drove in the

Park before dinner, the wheels of his carriage

seemed to be saying " Alpha and Omega,

nineteen, twelve " over and over again with

pitiless reiteration, and by the time he

reached home once more he would gladly

have paid a ten-pound note for a feasible

solution of the enigma, if only to get its

weight off his mind.

While waiting for dinner he took pen and

paper and wrote"the message out again, this

time in half-a-dozen different ways. But the

effect was the same, none of them afforded

him any clue. He then took the second letter

of each word, after that the third, then the

fourth, and so on until he had exhausted them.

The result in each case was absolute gibberish,

and he felt that he was no nearer understand-

ing it than when Mrs. Jeffreys had handed it

to him nearly eight hours before.

During the night he dreamt about it, and

when he woke in the morning its weight was

still upon his mind. Nineteen â�� twelve,

it is true had left him, but he was no better

off for the reason that " Seventy-eight

Brazils " had taken its place. When he got

out of bed he tried it again. But at the end

of half-an-hour his patience was exhausted.

" Confound the thing," he said, as he threw

the paper from him, and seated himself in a

chair before his looking-glass in order that

his confidential valet, Belton, might shave

him. "I'll think no more of it. Mrs.

Jeffreys must solve the mystery for herself.

It has worried me too much already."

He laid his head back upon the rest and

allowed his valet to run the soap brush over

his chin. But, however much he might desire

it his Old Man of the Sea was not to be dis-

carded so easily ; the word " Brazils " seemed

to be printed in letters of fire upon the

ceiling. As the razor glided over his cheek

he thought of the various constructions to be

placed upon the wordâ��The Countryâ��Stocks

â��and even nutsâ��Brazil nuts, Spanish nuts,

Barcelona nuts, walnuts, cob nutsâ��and then>

as if to make the nightmare more complete,

no less a thing than Nuttall's Dictionary. The

smile the last suggestion caused him came

within an ace of leaving its mark upon his

cheek. He signed to the man to stay his hand.

"Egad,'' he cried, "who knows but this

may be the solution of the mystery ? Go

down to the study, Belton, and bring me

Nuttall's Dictionary."

He waited with one side of his face still

soaped until his valet returned, bringing with

him the desired volume. Having received it

he placed it upon the table and took up the

telegram.

" Seventyâ��eight Brazils," it said, " oneâ��

twentyâ��nine."
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and society in general ? What was he to

do ?

To communicate with the police and thus

allow himself to be drawn into the affair,

would be an act of the maddest folly ; should

he therefore drop the whole thing, as he had

at first proposed, or should he take the matter

into his own hands, help Mrs. Jeffreys in her

trouble by shipping her father out of harm's

way, outwit the Fenians, and appropriate the

fifty thousand pounds mentioned in the cable-

gram himself ?

The last idea was distinctly a good one.

But, before it could be done, he felt he must

be certain of his facts. Was the fifty thousand

referred to money, or was it something else ?

If the former, was it pounds or was it dollars?

There was avast difference, but in either case,

if only he could hit on a safe scheme, he

would be well repaid for whatever risk he

might run. He decided to see Mrs. Jeffreys

without loss of time. Accordingly, after

breakfast, he sent her a note asking her to

call upon him, without fail, at twelve o'clock.

Punctuality is not generally considered a

virtue possessed by the sex of which Mrs.

Jeffreys was so unfortunate a member, but

the clock upon Klimo's mantelpiece had

scarcely struck the hour before she put in an

appearance. He immediately bade her be

seated.

"Mrs. Jeffreys," he began with a severely

judicial air, " it is with much regret I find

that while seeking my advice yesterday you

were all the time deceiving me. How was it

that you failed to tell me that your father was

connected with a Fenian Society, whose one

aim and object is to destroy law and order

in this country ? "

The question evidently took the girl by

surprise. She became deathly pale, and for

a moment Klimo thought she was going to

faint. With a marvellous exhibition of will,

however, she pulled herself together and

faced her accuser.

" You have no right to say such a thing,"

she began. " My father is â�¢"

" Pardon me," he answered quietly, " but

I am in the possession of information which

enables me to understand exactly what he is.

If you answer me correctly it is probable that

after all I will take your case up, and will

help you to save your father's life, but if you

decline to do so, ill as he is, he will be

arrested within twenty-fours, and then nothing

on earth can save him from condign punibh-

ment. Which do you prefer? "

"I will tell you everything," she said

quickly. " I ought to have done so at first,

but you can understand why I shrank from it.

My father has for a long time past been

ashamed of the part he has been playing, but

he could not help himself. He was too

valuable to them, and they would not let him

slip. They drove him on and on, and it was

his remorse and anxiety that broke him down

at last."

" I think you have chosen the better course

in telling me this. I will ask my questions,

and you can answor them. To begin with,

where are the headquarters of the Society ? "

" In Chicago."

" I thought as much. And is it possible

for you to tell me the names of the two

principal members?"

"There are many members, and I don't

know that one is greater than another."

" But there must be some who are more

important than others. For instance, the

pair referred to in this telegram as Alpha and

Omega ? "

" I can only think," she answered, after a

moment's thought, " that they must be the

two men who came oftenest to our house,

Messrs. Maguire and Rooney."

" Can you describe them, or, better still,

have you their photographs ? "

" I have a photograph of Mr. Rooney.

It was taken last year."

" You must send it to me as soon as you

get home," he said, " and now give me as

close a description as possible of the

other person to whom you refer, Mr.

Maguire."

Mrs. Jeffreys considered for a few moments

before she answered.

" He is tall, standing fully six feet, 1

should think," she said at last, " with red

hair and watery blue eyes, in the left of

which there is a slight cast. He is broad

shouldered and, in spite of his long residence

in America, speaks with a decided brogue. I

know them for desperate men, and if they

come over to England may God help us all.
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did take their departure, sneaked out in the

dead of night.

" I remember a time in the fall of the last

year that I was at home, when there were

more meetings than ever, and when these

men, Maguire and Rooney, almost lived with

us. They and my father were occupied day

and night in a room at the top of the house,

and then, in the January following, Maguire

came to England. Three weeks later the

papers were full of a terrible dynamite explo-

sion in London, in which forty innocent

people lost their lives. Mr. Klimo, you

must imagine for yourself the terror and

shame that seized me, particularly when

I remembered that my father was a com-

panion of the men who had been concerned

in it.

" Now my father repents, and they are egg-

ing him on to some fresh outrage. I cannot

tell you what it is, but I know this, that if

Maguire and Kooney are coming to England,

something awful is about to happen, and if

they distrust him, and there is any chance of

anyone getting into trouble, my father will be

made the scapegoat.

"To run away from them would be to court

certain death. They have agents in almost

every European city, and, unless we could get

right away to the other side of the world, they

would be certain to catch us. Besides, my

father is too ill to travel. The doctors say he

must not be disturbed under any pretence

whatever."

" Well, well!" said Klimo, " leave the

matter to me, and I will see what can be

done. Send me the photograph you spoke

of, and let me know instantly if there are any

further developments."

" Do you mean that after all I can rely upon

you helping me ? "

" If you are brave," he answered, " not

without. Now, one last question, and then

you must be off. I see in the last telegram,

mention made of fifty lacs ; I presume that

means money ? "

" A lac is their term for a thousand

pounds," she answered without hesitation.

"That will do,'' said Klimo. "Now go

home and don't worry yourself more than

you can help. Above all, don't let anyone

suspect that I have any interest in the case.

Upon your doing that will in a great measure

depend your safety."

She promised to obey him in this particular

as in the others, and then took her departure.

When Klimo had passed into the adjoining

house, he bade his vr.let accompany him to

his study.

" Belton," he said as he seated himself in

a comfortable chair before his writing table,

"I have this morning agreed to undertake

what promises to be one of the most

dangerous, and at the same time most

interesting, cases that has yet come under

my notice. A young lady, the wife of a

respectable Bank Inspector, has been twice

to see me lately with a very sad story. Her

father, it would appear, is an Irish-American

with the usual prejudice against this country.

He has been for some time a member of a

Fenian Society, possibly one of their most

active workers. In January last the executive

sent him to this country to arrange for an

exhibition of their powers.

" Since arriving here the father has been

seized with remorse, and the mental strain

and fear thus entailed have made him seriously

ill. For weeks he has been lying at death's

door in his daughter's house. Hearing

nothing from him the Society has telegraphed

again and again, but without result. In con-

sequence, two of the chief and most dangerous

members are coming over here with fifty

thousand pounds at their disposal, to look

after their erring brother, to take over the

management of affairs, and to commence the

slaughter as per arrangement.

" Now as a peaceable citizen of the City of

London, and a humble servant of Her Majesty

the Queen, it is manifestly my duty to deliver

these rascals into the hands of the police.

But to do that would be to implicate the girl's

father, and to kill her husband's faith in her

family, for it must be remembered he knows

nothing of the father's Fenian tendencies. It

would also mix me up in a most undesirable

matter at a time when I have the best of

reasons for desiring to keep quiet.

'â�¢ Well, the long and the short of the matter

is. that I have been thinking the question out

and I have arrived at the following conclusion.

If I can hit upon a workable scheme I shall

play policeman and public benefactor, check-
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mate the dynamiters, save the girl and her

father, and reimburse myself to the extent of

fifty thousand pounds. Fifty thousand pounds,

Belton, think of that. If it hadn't been for

the money I should have had nothing at all

to do with it."

" But how will you do it, sir ?" asked

Belion, who had learnt by experience never

to be surprised at anything his master might

say or do.

"Well, so far," he answered, "it seems a

comparatively easy matter. I see that the

last telegram was dispatched on Saturday,

May 26th, and says, or purports to say, ' sail

to-day.' In that case, all being well, they

should be in Liverpool some time to-morrow,

Thursday. So we have a clear day at our

disposal in which to prepare a reception for

them. To-nip'ht I am to have a photograph

of one of the men in my possession, and to-

morrow I shall send you to Liverpool to meet

them. Once you have set eyes on them you

must not lose sight of them until you have

discovered where they are domiciled in

London. After that I will take the matter in

hand myself."

" At what hour do you wish me to start for

Liverpool, sir ? " asked Belton.

" First thing to-morrow morning,'' his

master replied. " In the meantime you must

by hook or crook, obtain a police inspector's,

a sergeant's, and two constables' uniforms

with belts and helmets complete. Also I

shall require three men in whom I can place

absolute and implicit confidence. They must

be big fellows with plenty of pluck and intel-

ligence, and the clothes you get must fit them

so that they shall not look awkward in them.

They must also bring plain clothes with them,

for I shall want two of them to undertake a

journey to Ireland. They will each be paid

a hundred pounds for the job, and to ensure

their silence afterwards. Do you think you

can find me the men without disclosing my

connection with the matter ?"

"I know exactly where to put my hand

upon them, sir," remarked Belton, " and for

the sum you mention it's my belief they'd

hold their tongues for ever, no matter what

pressure was brought to bear upon them."

" Very good. You had better communicate

with them at once, and tell them to hold

themselves in readiness, for I may want them

at any moment. On Friday night I shall

probably attempt the job, and they can get

back to town when and how they like."

" Very good, sir. I'll see about them this

afternoon without fail."

Next morning, Belton left London for

Liverpool, with the photograph of the mys-

terious Rooney in his pocket-book. Carne

had spent the afternoon with a fashionable

party at Hurlingham, and it was not until he

returned to his house that he received the

telegram he had instructed his valet to send

him. It was short, and to the point.

Friends arrived. Reach Euston nine o'clock.

The station clocks wanted ten minutes of

the hour when the hansom containing a.

certain ascetic looking curate drove into the

yard. The clergyman paid his fare, and,

having inquired the platform upon which the

Liverpool express would arrive, strolled

leisurely in that direction. He would have

been a clever man who would have recognised

in this unsophisticated individual either de-

formed Simon Carne, of Park Lane, or the

famous detective of Belverton Street.

Punctual almost to the moment the train,

put in an appearance, and drew up beside the

platform. A moment later the curate was

engulfed in a sea of passengers. A by-

stander, had he been sufficiently observant to.

notice such a thing, would have been struck

by the eager way in which he looked about

him, and also by the way in which his

manner changed directly he went forward to-

greet the person he was expecting.

To all appearances they were both

curates, but their social positions must have

been widely different if their behaviour to-

each other could have been taken as any

criterion. The new arrival, having greeted

his friend, turned to two gentlemen standing-

beside him, and after thanking them for their

company during the journey, wished them a.

pleasant holiday in England, and bade them

good-bye. Then, turning to his friend again,,

he led him along the platform towards the

cab rank.

During the time Belton had been speaking-

to the two men just referred to, Carne had

been studying their faces attentively. One,

the taller of the pair, if his red hair and
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remained standing in the shadow of the

opposite houses, watching the Jeffreys'

residence. The lights in the lower room had

by this time disappeared, and within ten

minutes that on the first floor followed suit.

Being convinced, in his own mind, that the

inmates were safely settled for the night, he

left the scene of his vigil, and, walking to the

corner of the street, hailed a hansom and was

driven home. On reaching No. i Belverton

Street, he found a letter lying on the hall

table addressed to Klimo. It was in a

woman's handwriting, and it did not take him

long to guess that it was from Mrs. Jeffreys.

He opened it and read as follows :

Bellamer Street,

Thursday evening.

Dear Mr. Klimo,â��I am sending this to you to

tell you that my worst suspicions have been realised.

The two men whose coming I so dreaded, have

arrived, and have taken up their abode with us. For

my father's sake I dare not turn them out, and to-

night I have heard from my husband to say that he

will be home on Saturday next. What is to be

done? If something does not happen soon, they

will commence their dastardly business in England,

and then God help us all. My only hope is in Him

and you.â��Yours ever gratefully,

EILEF.N JEFFREYS.

Carne folded up the letter with a grave

face and then let himself into Porchester

House and went to bed to think out his plan

of action. Next morning he was up betimes,

and by the breakfast hour had made up his

mind as to what he was going to do. He

had also written and dispatched a note to the

girl who was depending so much upon him.

In it he told her to come and see him without

fail that morning. His meal finished, he

went to his dressing-room and attired himself

in Klimo's clothes, and shortly after ten

o'clock entered the detective's house. Half-

an-hour later Mrs. Jeffreys was ushered into

his presence. As he greeted her he

noticed that she looked pale and wan. It

was easily seen she had spent a sleepless

night.

" Sit down," he said, " and tell me what

has happened since last I saw you."

" The most terrible thing of all has hap-

pened," she answered. " As I told you in

my note the men have reached England, and

are now living in our house. You can

imagine what a shock their arrival was to me.

I did not know what to do. For my father's-

sake I could not refuse them admittance,

and yet I knew that I had no right to take

them in during my husband s absence. Be

that as it may, they are there now, and to-

morrow night George returns. If he dis-

covers their identity, and suspects their

errand, he will hand them over to the police

without a second thought, and then we shall

be- disgraced for ever. Oh, Mr. Klimo,.

you promised to help me, can you not do-

so ? Heaven knows how badly I need your

aid."

" You shall have it. Now listen to my

instructions. You will go home and watch

these men. During the afternoon they will

probably go out, and the instant they do so,

you must admit three of my servants and place

them in some room where their presence will

not be suspected by our enemies. A friend

who will hand you my card will call, later on,

and as he will take command, you must do-

your best to help him in every possible way."

" You need have no fear of my not doing;

that," she said. " And I will be grateful to

you till my dying day."

" Well, we'll see. Now good-bye."

After she had left him Klimo returned to

Porchester House and sent for Belton. He

was out, it appeared, but within half-an-hour

he returned and entered his master's presence.

" Have you discovered the Bank?" asked

Carne.

" Yes, sir, I have," said Belton. " But not

till I was walked off my legs. The men are

as suspicious as wild rabbits, and they dodged

and played about so that I began to think

they'd get away from me altogether. The

Bank is the ' United Kingdom,' Oxford

Street branch."

" That's right. Now what about the uni-

forms ?"

" They're quite ready, sir, helmets, tunics,

belts and trousers complete."

" Well then have them packed as I told

you yesterday, and ready to proceed to

Bellamer Street with the men, the instant we

get the information that the folk we are after

have stepped outside the house door."

" Very good, sir. And as to yourself?"

"I shall join you at the house at ten
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o'clock, or thereabouts. We must, if pos-

sible, catch them at their supper."

London was half through its pleasures that

night, when a tall, military looking man,

muffled in a large cloak, stepped into a han-

som outside Porchester House, Park Lane,

and drove off in the direction of Oxford

Street. Though the business which was

taking him out would have presented suffi-

cient dangers to have deterred many men

who consider themselves not wantingin pluck,

it did notinthe least oppressSimon Carne ; on

the contrary, it seemed to afford him no

small amount of satisfaction. He whistled

a tune to himself as he drove along the lamp-

lit thoroughfares, and smiled as sweetly as a

lover thinking of his mistress when he

reviewed the plot he had so cunningly con-

trived.

He felt a glow of virtue as he remembered

that he was undertaking the business in order

to promote another's happiness, but at the same

time he reflected that, if fate were willing to

pay him fifty thousand pounds for his gene-

rosity, well, it was so much the better for

him. Reaching Mudie's Library, his coach-

man drove by way of Hart Street into

Bloomsbury Square, and later on turned into

Bellamer Street.

At the corner he stopped his driver and

gave him some instructions in a low voice.

Having done so, he walked along the pave-

ment as far as No. 14, where he came to a

standstill. As on the last occasion that he

had surveyed the house, there were lights in

three of the windows, and from this illumina-

tion he argued that his men were at home.

Without hesitation he went up the steps and

rang the bell. Before he could have counted

fifty it was opened by Mrs. Jeffreys herself,

who looked suspiciously at the person she

â�¢saw before her. It was evident that in the

tall, well-made man with iron-grey mous-

tache and dark hair, she did not recognise

her elderly acquaintance, Klimo, the detec-

tive.

" Are you Mrs. Jeffreys ? " asked the new-

comer, in a low voice.

" I am," she answered. " Pray what can

I do for you ? "

" I was told by a friend to give you this

card."

He thereupon handed to her a card on

which was written the one word " Klimo."

She glanced at it, and, as if that magic name

were sufficient to settle every doubt, beckoned

to him to follow her. Having softly closed

the door she led him down the passage until

she arrived at a door on her right hand.

This she opened and signed to him to enter.

It was a room that was half office half

library.

" I am to understand that you come from

Mr. Klimo?" she said, trembling under the

intensity of her emotion. " What am I to

.do?"

" First be as calm as you can. Then tell

me where the men are with whom I have to

deal."

" They are having their supper in the

dining-room. They went out soon after

luncheon, and only returned an hour ago."

" Very good. Now, if you w1ll conduct

me upstairs I shall be glad to see if your

father is well enough to sign a document I

have brought with me. Nothing can be done

until I have arranged that."

" If you will come with me I will take you

to him. But we must go quietly for the men

are so suspicious that they send for me to

know the meaning of every sound. I was

dreadfully afraid your ring would bring them

out into the hall."

Leading the way up the stairs she conducted

him to a room on the first floor, the door of

which she opened carefully. On entering

Carne found himself in a well-furnished bed-

room. A bed stood in the centre of the

room, and on this lay a man. In the dim

light, for the gas was turned down till it

showed scarcely a glimmer, he looked more

like a skeleton than a human being. A long

white beard lay upon the coverlet, his hair

was of the same colour, and the pallor of his

skin more than matched both. That he was

conscious was shown by the question he

addressed to his daughter as they entered.

"What is it, Eileen?" he asked faintly.

" Who is this gentleman, and why does he

come to see me?."

" He is a friend, father," she answered.

" One who has come to save us from these

wicked men."

" God bless you, sir," said the invalid, and
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She slipped away, and Carne hastened to

the room at the end of the passage. He

scratched with his finger nail upon the door,

and a second later it was opened by a sergeant

of police. On stepping insidi he found two

constables and an inspector awaiting him.

" Is all prepared, Belton?" he inquired of

the latter.

" Qui:e prepared, sir."

" Then come along, and step as softly as

you can."

As he spoke he took from his pocket a

couple of papers, and led the way along the

corridor and down the stairs. With infinite

care they made their way along the hall until

they reached the dining-room door, where

Mrs. Jeffreys joined them. Then the street

bell rang loudly, and the man who had

opened the front door a couple of inches

shut it with a bang. Without further hesita-

tion Carne called upon the woman to stand

aside, while Belton threw open the dining-

room door.

" I tell you, sir, you are mistaken," cried

the terrified woman.

" I am the best judge of that," said Carne

roughly, and then, turning to Belton, he

added : " Let one of your men take charge of

this woman."

On hearing them enter the two men they

were in search of had risen from the chairs

they had been occupying on either side of the

fire, and stood side by side upon the hearth

rug, staring at the intruders as if they did not

know what to do.

"James Maguire and Patrick Wake

Rooney," said Carne, approaching the two

men and presenting the papers he held in his

hand, " I have here warrants, and arrest you

both on a charge of being concerned in a

Fenian plot against the well being of Her

Majesty's Government. I should advise you

to submit quietly. The house is surrounded,

constables are posted at all the doors, and

there is not the slightest chance of escape."

The men seemed too thunderstruck to do

anything, and submitted quietly to the process

of handcuffing. When they had been secured

Carne turned to the inspector and said :

" With regard to the other man who is ill

upstairs, Septimus O'Grady, you had better

post a man at his door ?"

" Very good, sir."

Then turning to Messrs. Maguire and

Rooney, he said : " I am authorised by Her

Majesty's Government to offer you your

choice between arrest and appearance at

Bow Street, or immediate return to America.

Which do you choose ? I need not tell you

that we have proof enough in our hands to

hang the pair of you if necessary. You had

better make up your minds as quickly as

possible for I have no time to waste."

The men stared at him in supreme

astonishment.

" You will not prosecute us ? "

"My instructions are, in the event of your

choosing the latter alternative, to see that you

leave the country at once. In fact, I shall

conduct you to Kingstown myself to-night,

and place you aboard the mail-boat there."

" Well, so far as I can see, it's Hobson's

choice," said Maguire. " I'll pay you the

compliment of saying that you're smarter

than I thought you'd be. How did you

come to know we were in England ? "

" Because your departure from America

was cabled to us more than a week ago. You

have been shadowed ever since you set foot

ashore. Now passages have been booked

for you on board the outgoing boat, and you

will sail in her. First, however, it will be

necessary for you to sign this paper,

pledging yourselves never to set foot in

England again."

" And supposing we do not sign it ?"

"In that case I shall take you both to Bow

Street forthwith, and you will come before

the magistrates in the morning. You know

what that will mean. You had better make

up yowr minds quickly, for there is no time

to lose."

For some moments they remained silent.

Then Maguire said sullenly : " Bedad, sir,

since there's nothing else for it, I consent."

"And so do I," said Rooney. " Where's

the paper ? "

Carne handed them a formidable-looking

document, and they read it in turn with

ostentatious care. As soon as they had pro-

fessed themselves willing to append their

signatures to it, the sham detective took it to

a writing-table at the other end of the room,

and then ordered them to be unmanacled,
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always wait, my father. But she is very long

in comingâ��and it is getting late. I think she

will not come to-day. But she is quite safe,

isn't she ? They have only kept her longer.

She will come to-morrowâ��orâ��the next day

â��orâ��"

His voice died away, and, though his lips

still moved, no sound was heard. His gaze

had wandered away into space again, and his

thoughts were evidently far distant. The

priest regarded him sorrowfully.

Five years ago, this same Michael Dourdv

had been one of the most intelligent men in

the village. He was to have been married,

and, a week before the wedding, his fiancee

had gone to visit some friends in a neigh-

bouring hamlet. She never came back. It

was the old storyâ��cholera. But the shock

had mercifully turned Michael's brain. And

he sat by the road, day by day, year in year

out, patiently waiting for the bride who would

never return to him on earth.

Suddenly his eyes brightened again. He

laid his hand on the priest's arm.

" My father," he said, in a whisper, " I

know what is happening in the village. They

won't tell meâ��they call me foolishâ��but I

know. It's the Cunning One, my fatherâ��

you know to whom I refer, the Cunning One,

who goes about killing the people. They

call it Cholera, but it's only a name for the

Cunning One."

He paused ; the priest waited to hear what

he would say next.

" Last night," he continued, dropping his

voice to a lower tone, " I was out late, my

fatherâ��very late. And I heard a sound of

wheels, muffled, and very soft. So I hid

myself, and waited, and presently a cart came

alongâ��a tarantass, my father.

" It drove right into the village, and I ran

after it, but I must have been seen, for it

vanishedâ��vanished clean into air. I never

saw it come back. My father"â��he drew

nearer to the priest, and glanced fearfully

roundâ��" there was a woman in the tarantass,

and the woman was the Choleraâ��the Cun-

ning One."

Father Fedor started. Of course he

believed implicitly in the devil, and his

capacity for appearing before mortal eyes.

But this circumstantial story of the woman in

the tarantass impressed him unpleasantly. It

never entered his head to doubt it.

" It vanished, you say ? " he faltered.

" It vanished. But," and a cunning gleam

shone in Michael's eyes, " it will come again.

The cholera fiend is not satisfied. He will

come again, and thenâ��I have spoken, my

father, to my brothers, and they to their

friendsâ��and to-night we must meet the

Cunning One and kill him."

" But how ? " queried the priest. He was

exceedingly dubious as to the possible success

of this very novel method of giving the devil

his due.

Michael Dourdv drew from under his

tattered dress a dark object, which he showed

to the priest and then returned hastily to its

former resting-place. It was a pistol. The

man's face shone with delight, and he patted

the concealed weapon affectionately.

" Michael Dourdv is not a fool, my father

â��no, no. He knows a thing or two. We

will kill the Cunning Oneâ��it is quite easy.

You pull the triggerâ��soâ��" and he made

signs in the air, "and it goes offâ��soâ��

and the thing is done. Oh, it is quite easy.

You will come and help us, my father,

won't you? And now I must go and watch

again."

The light died out of his eyes, the ring of

triumph out of his voice. He moved away

at his old shuffling pace. Then he turned

his vacant face back towards the priest.

" It is getting very late," he said, with a

pathetic wistfulness in the words. " I do

not think she will come to-day. But she will

soon. You think so, don't you, my father ?

She will coiie soon."

Â» Â» * Â»

It was night. Wild, ragged clouds moved

slowly across the sky. The moon shone

faintly, and the stars trembled between the

edges of the heavy clouds. Outside the

village a knot of men lingered beside the

road. They started at every sound, and

crouched nearer together. The shadows of

the clouds frightened them. It was very still.

Now and again there was a rumbling sound

as of thunder, but it was very far off.

Occasionally a blast of air, hot and sicken-

ingly oppressive, would sweep into their pale

faces, accompanied by a wailing murmur
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" He's a good boy, an' ketches right hold

jest as he's bid. You've heard haow we

found him ? He wuz suffering from nervous

prostration, I guess, or else his head had

hit somethin', when we hauled him aboard.

He's all over that naow. Yes, this is the

cabin. 'T ain't anyways in order, but you're

quite welcome to look around. Those are

his figures on the stove-pipe where we keep

the reckonin' mostly. He's a head to him."

" Did he sleep here ? " said Mrs. Cheyne,

sitting on a yellow locker and surveying the

disorderly bunks.

" No. He berthed forward, madam, an'

only for him an' my boy hookin' fried pies

an' muggin' up when they ought to ha' been

asleep, I dunno as I've any special fault to

find with him."

" There weren't nothin' wrong with

Harve," said Uncle Saiters, descending the

steps. " He hung my boots on the main

truck, an' he hain't over an' above respect-

ful to such as knows more'n he do, 'specially

about farmin', but he was mostly misled by

Dan."

Dan in the meantime, profiting by dark

hints from Harvey early that morning, was

executing a war-dance on deck. " Tom,

Tom." he whispered down the hatch,

" his folks has come, an' Dad hain't caught

on yet, an' they're pow-wowin' in the cabin.

She's a daisy, an' he's all Harve claimed he

was by the looks of him."

" Howly Smoke ! " said Long Jack, climb-

ing out covered with salt and fish-skin.

" D'ye belave his tale av the kid an' the

little four-horse rig was thrue ? "

" I knew it all along," said Dan. " Come

an' see Dad mistook in his judgments."

They came delightedly, just in time to hear

Cheyne say: " I'm glad he has a good

character, becauseâ��he's my son."

Disko's jaw fellâ��Long Jack always vowed

that he heard the click of itâ��and he stared

alternately at the man and the woman.

" I got his telegram in San Diego four

days ago, and we came over."

"In a private car? " said Dan. " He said

ye might."

" In a private car, of course."

Dan looked at his father with a hurricane

of irreverent winks.

"There was a tale he tould us av drivin'

four little ponies in a rig av his own," said

Long Jack. " Was that thrue now ? "

" Very likely," said Cheyne. " Was it,

mother? "

" He had a little drag when we were in

Toledo, I think," said the mother.

Long Jack whistled. " Oh, Disko," said

he, and that was all.

" I wuzâ��I am mistook in my jedgmentsâ��

worse'n the men o' Marblehead,'' said Disko,

as though the words were being windlassed

out of him. " I don't mind admittin' to you,

Mister Cheyne, as I mistrusted the boy to be

crazy. He talked kinder odd about money."

" So he told me."

" Did he tell ye anything else ? 'Cause I

pounded him once." This with a somewhat

anxious glance at Mrs. Cheyne.

" Oh, yes,' said Cheyne. " I should say

it probably did him more good than anything

else in the world."

" I jedged 'twuz necessary er I wouldn't

ha' done it. I don't want you to think we

abuse our boys any on this packet."

" I don't think you do, Mr. Troop."

Mrs. Cheyne had been looking at the faces

â��Disko's ivory-yellow, hairless iron counten-

ance ; Uncle Saiters', with its rim of agricul-

tural hair ; Penn's bewildered simplicity;

Manuel's quiet smile; Long Jack's grin of

delight, and Tom Platt's scar. Rough, by

her standards, they certainly were; but she

had a mother's wits in her eyes, and she rose

with outstretched hands. " Oh, tell me,

which is who," said she, half sobbing. "I

want to thank you and bless youâ��all of you."

" Faith, that pays me a hunder time," said

Long Jack.

Disko introduced them all in due form.

The captain of an old time Chinaman could

have done no better, and Mrs. Cheyne babbled

incoherently. She nearly threw herself into

Manuel's arms when she understood that he

had first found Harvey.

" But how shall I leave him dreeft," said

poor Manuel. " What do you yourself if

you find him so ? Eh, whaâ��at ? We are in

one good boy, and I am ever so pleased he

come to be your son."

" And he told me Dan was his partner ? "

she cried. Dan was already sufficiently pink,
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but he turned a rich crimson when Mrs.

Cheyne kissed him on both cheeks before

the assembly. Then they led her forward to

show her the foc'sle, at which she wept again,

and must needs go down to see Harvey's

identical bunk, and there she found the cook

cleaning up the stove, and he nodded as

though she were someone he had expected to

meet for years. They tried, two at a time, to

explain the daily life to her, and she sat by

the pawl-post, her ringed hands on the greasy

table, laughing with trembling lips and crying

with dancing eyes.

" And who's ever to use the We're Here

after this," said Long Jack to Tom Platt. "I

feel it as if she'd made a cathedral av us all."

" Cathedral! " sneered Tom Platt. " Oh,

ef it had bin even the Fish Commission boat

instid o' this dirt! Ef we only had some

decency an' crJer an' side-boys as she goes

over! She'll have to climb that ladder like

a hen, an' weâ��we ought to be mannin the

yards."

" Then Harvey was not mad," said Penn

slowly to Cheyne.

" No, indeedâ��thank God," the big million-

aire replied, stooping down tenderly.

" It must be terrible to be mad. Except to

lose your child, I do not know anything more

terrible. But your child has come back. Let

us thank God for that." ..

"Hello!" said Harvey, looking down upon

them from the wharf.

" I wuz mistook, Harve. I was mistook,"

said Disko swiftly, holding up a hand. " I

wuz mistook in my jedgments. Ye needn't

rub it in any more."

" 'Guess I'll take care o' that," said Dan,

under his breath.

" You'll be goin' off naow, won't ye ?''

" Well, not without the balance of my

wages 'less you want to have the We're Here

attached."

" Thet's so; I'd clean forgot," and he

counted out the remaining dollars. " You

done all you contracted to do, Harve; and

ye done it baout's well as ef you'd been

brought up." Here Disko brought himself

up. He did not quite see where the sentence

was going to end.

" Outside of a private car," said Dan

wickedly.

" Come on, and I'll show her to you," said

Harvey.

Cheyne stayed to talk to Disko, but the

others made a procession to the depot wjth

Mrs. Cheyne at the head. The French maid

shrieked at the invasion; and Harvev laid

the glories of the â�¢' Constance " before them

without a word. They took them in in equal

silenceâ��stamped leather, silver door-handles

and rails, cutvelvet, plateglass, nickel, bronze,

hammered iron, and the rare woods of the

continent inlaid.

" I told you," said Harvey ; " I told you."

This was his crowning revenge, and a most

ample one.

Mrs. Cheyne decreed a meal, and that

nothing might be lacking to the tale Long

Jack told afterwards in his boarding-house,

she waited on them herself. Men who are

accustomed to eat at tiny tables in howling

gales, have curiously neat and finished table-

manners ; but Mrs. Cheyne, who did not

know, was surprised. She longed to have

Manuel for a butler: so silently and easily

did he comport himself among the frail glass-

ware and dainty silver. Tom Platt remem-

bered great days on the Ohio, and the

manners of foreign potentates who dined

with the officers; and Long Jack, being Irish,

supplied the small talk till all were at their

ease. â��

In the We're Here's cabin the two fathers

took stock of each other behind their cigars.

Cheyne knew well enough when he dealt

with a man to whom he could not offer

money ; equally well he knew that no money

could pay for what Disko had done. He

kept his own counsel and waited for an

opening.

" I hevn't done anything to your boy or

fer your boy excep' make him work a piece

an' learn him how to handle the hog-yoke,"

said Disko. " He has twice my boy's head

for liggers."

"By the way," Cheyne answered casually,

"what d'you calculate to make of your boy?"

Disko removed his cigar and waved it

comprehensively round the cabin. " Dan's

jest plain boy an' he don't allow me to do

any of his thinkin'. He'll hev this able little

packet when I'm laid by. He ain't noways

anxious to quit the business. I know that."
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ha' listened to that, instill o' his truck about

railroads an' pony-carriages."

" He didn't know."

" Little thing like that slipped his mind, I

guess ?''

" No, I only capturedâ��took hold of the

' Black Ox ' freighters this summer.'

Disko collapsed where he sat, beside the

stove.

" Great Caesar Almighty ! I mistrust I've

bin fooled from one end to the other. Why,

Phil Airheart, he went from this very town

six year backâ��no, sevenâ��an' he s mate on

the San jfose nowâ��twenty-six days was her

time from San Francisco. His sister, she's

livin' here yet, an' she reads his letters to

my woman. An' you own the 'Black Ox'

freighters ?'"

Cheyne nodded.

" If I'd known that I'd ha' jerked the

We're Here back to port all standin', on the

word.''

" Perhaps that wouldn't have been so good

for Harvey."

" Ef I'd only known ! Ef he'd only said

about the cussed line, I'd ha' understood!

I'll never stand on my own jedgments again

â��never. They're well-found packets. Phil

Airheart, he says so."

" I'm glad to have a recommend from that

quarter. Airheart's skipper of the San Jose

now. What I was getting at is to know

whether you'd lend me Dan for a year or two,

and we'll see if we can't make a mate of him.

Would you trust him to Airheart ? "

" It's a resk taking a raw boyâ��''

" I know a man who did more for me."

" That's diff'runt. Look at here naow, I

ain't recommendin' Dan special because he's

my own flesh an' blood. / know Bank ways

ain't clipper ways, but he hain't much to

learn. Steer he canâ��no boy better, ef /say

itâ��an' the rest's in our blood an' get, but I

could wish he warn't so cussed weak on

navigation."

" Airheart will attend to that. He'll ship

as a boy for a voyage or two, and then we

can put him in the way of doing better.

Suppose you take him in hand this winter,

and I'll send for him early in the spring. I

know the Pacific's a long ways off â�¢â��

" Pshaw! We Troops, livin' an' dead,

are all around the earth an' the seas

thereof."

" But I want you to understandâ��and I

mean thisâ��any time you think you'd like

to see him, tell me and I'll attend to the

transportation. 'Twon t cost you a cent."

'â�¢Ef you'll walk apiece with me, we'll go

to my house an' talk this to my woman.

I've bin so crazy mistook in all my jedgments,

it don't seem to me as this was like to be

real."

They went over to Troop's eighteen

hundred dollar, blue-trimmed white house,

with a retired dory full of nasturtiums in

the front yard and a shuttered parlour which

was a museum of oversea plunder. There

sat a large woman, silent and grave, with the

dim eyes of those who look long to sea for

the return of their beloveds. Cheyne ad-

dressed himself to her, and she gave con-

sent wearily.

" We lose one hundred a year from Glou-

cester only, Mr. Cheyne," she said, " one

hundred boys an' men; an' I've been come

so's to hate the sea as if 'twuz alive an' listen-

in". God never made it fer humans to anchor

on. These packets o' yours, they go straight

out, I take it, and straight home again."

" As straight as the winds let ;em, and I

give a bonus for record-passages. Tea

doesn't improve by being at sea."

"When he wuz little he use to play at

keepin' store, an' I had hopes he might follow

that up. But soon's he could paddle a dory

I knew that were goin' to be denied me."

" They're square-riggers, mother; iron

built, an' well found. Remember what Phil's

sister reads you when she gits his letters."

" I've never known as Phil told lies, but

he's too venturesome (like most of 'em that

use the sea). Ef Dan sees fit, Mr. Cheyne,

he can go fer all o' me."

" She jest despises the ocean," Disko ex-

plain?, " an' Iâ��I dunno haow to act polite, I

guess, er I'd thank you better."

" My fatherâ��my own eldest brotherâ��two

nephews an' my second sister's man," she

said, dropping her head on her hand.

" Would you care fer any one that took all

those ?"

Cheyne was relieved when Dan turned up

and accepted with more delight than he was
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able to put into words. Indeed, the offer

meant a plain and sure road to all desirable

things; but Dan thought most of command-

ing watch on deck, and looking into far-away

harbours.

Mrs. Cheyne had spoken privately to the

unaccountable Manuel in the matter of

Harvey's rescue. He seemed to have no

desire for money. Pressed hard, he said

that he would take five dollars, because he

wanted to buy something for a girl. Other-

wiseâ��" How shall I take money when I

make so easy my eats and smokes ? You u'ill

giva some if I like or know. Eh, wha-at ?

Then you shall giva me money, but not that

way. You shall giva all you can think.'' He

introduced her to a snuffy Portugee priest,

with a list of semi-destitute widows as long

as his cassock. As a strict Unitarian, Mrs.

Cheyne could not sympathise with the creed,

but she ended by respecting the brown,

voluble little man. Manuel, faithful son of

the Church, appropriated all the blessings

showered on her for her charity.

"That letta me out," said he. "I have

now ver' good absolutions for six months,''

and he strolled forthto get a handkerchief for

the girl of the hour, and to break the hearts

of all the others.

Saiters went away with Penn, and left no

address behind. He had a dread that these

millionary people, with wasteful private cars,

might take undue interest in his companion.

It was better to visit inland relatives till the

coast was clear. " Never you be adopted by

rich folk, Penn," he said in the cars, " or I'll

tak'n break this checker-board over your

head. Ef ever you forgit your name aginâ��

which is Pratrâ��you remember you belong

with Saiters Troop, an' set down right where

you are till I come fer you. Don't go

taggin' around after them whose eyes hung

out with fatness, accordin' to Scripcher."

CHAPTER X.

BUT it was otherwise with the We're

Here's silent cook, for he came up, his kit

in a handerchief, and boarded the " Con-

stance." Pay was no particular object, and

he did not in the least care where he slept.

His business as revealed to him in dreams

was to follow Harvey. They tried argument

and, at last, persuasion; but there is a

difference between one Cape Breton and two

Alabama negroes, and the matter was referred

to Cheyne by the cook and porter.

The millionaire only laughed. He pre-

sumed Harvey might need a body-servant

some day or other, and was sure one volun-

teer was worth five hirelings. Let the man

stay, therefore; even though he called him-

self MacDonald and swore in Gaelic. The

car could go back to Boston, where, if he

were still of the same mind, they would take

him West.

With the " Constance," which in his heart

of hearts he loathed, departed the last

remnant of Cheyne's millionairedom, and he

gave himself up to an energetic idleness.

Mhis Gloucester was a new town in a new

land, and he purposed to " take it in " as of

old he had taken in all the cities from Snoho-

mish to San Diego of that world whence he

hailed. They made money along the

crooked street which was half wharf and

half ship's store: as a leading professional

he wished to learn how the noble game was

played.

Men said that four out of every five fish-

balls served at New England's Sunday

breakfast came from Gloucester, and over-

whelmed him with figures in proofâ��statistics

of boats, gear, wharf-frontage,capital invested,

salting, packing, factories, insurance, wages,

repairs, and profits. He talked with the

owners of the large fleets whose skippers

were little more than hired men, and whose

crews were almost all Swedes or Portuguese.

Then he conferred with Disko, one of the

few who owned their craft, and compared

notes in his vast head. He coiled himself

away on chain-cables in marine junk-shops,

asking questions with cheerful, unslaked

Western curiosity, till all the water-front

wanted to know " what in thunder that man

was after, anyhow."

He took a chair at the Mutual Insurance

rooms. and demanded explanations of the

mysterious remarks chalked up on the black

board day by day; and that brought down

upon him secretaries of even' Fisherman's

Widow and Orphan Aid Society within the

city limits. They begged shamelessly, each

man anxious to beat the other institution's
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boy. Anything I can get you, dear ? Cushion

under your head ? Well, we'll go down to

the wharf again and take a look around.''

Harvey was his father's shadow in those

days, and the two strolled along side by side,

Cheyne using the grades as an excuse for

laying his hand on the boy's square shoulder.

It was then that Harvey noticed and admired

what had never struck him beforeâ��his

father's curious power of getting at the heart

of new matters as learned from men in the

street.

" How d'you make 'em tell you everything

without opening your head ? " demanded

the son, as they came out of a rigger's

loft.

" I've dealt with quite a few men in my

time, Harve, and one sizes 'em up somehow.

I guess I know something about myself, too."

Then, after a pause, as they sat down on a

wharf-edge: "Men can most always tell when

a man has handled things for himself, and

then they treat him as one of themselves."

" 'Same as they treat me down at Wouvcr-

mann's wharf. I'm one of the crowd now.

Disko has told everyone I've earned my pay."

Harvey spread out his hands and rubbed the

palms together. " They're all soft again,"

he said dolefully.

" Keep 'em that way for the next few years

while you're getting your education. You

can harden 'em up after."

" Ye-es, I suppose so," was the reply, in

no delighted voice.

" It rests with you, Harve. You can take

cover behind your mamma, of course, and

put her on to fussing about your nerves, and

your high-strungness and all that kind of

poppycock."

" Have I ever done that ? " said Harvey

uneasily.

His father turned where he sat, and thrift

out a long hand. "}~ou know as well as I

do that I can't make anything of you if you

don't act straight by me. I can handle you

alone if you'll stay alone, but I don't pretend

to manage both you and your mamma.

Life's too short, anyway."

" 'Don't make me out much of a fellow,

does it?"

" I guess it's been my fault a good deal;

but if you want the truth, you haven't been

much of anything up to date. Now, have

you ? "

" Umm! Disko thinks .... Say,

what d'you reckon it's cost you to raise me

from the startâ��first and last and all over ? "

Cheyne smiled. " I've never kept track,

but I should estimate, in dollars and cents,

nearer forty than thirty thousand. The young

generation comes high. It has to have things,

and it tires of "em, andâ��the old man foots

the bill."

Harvey whistled, but at heart he was rather

pleased to think that his upbringing had cost

so much. "And all that's sunk capital,

isn't it ?"

" Invested, Harve. Invested, I hope."

" Making it only thirty thousand, the thirty

I've earned is about ten cents on the hundred.

That's a mighty poor catch." Harvey wagged

his head solemnly. Cheyne laughed till he

nearly fell off the pile into the water.

" Disko has got a heap more than that out

of Dan, since he was ten; and Dan's at

school half the year, too."

" Oh, that's what you're after, is it ? "

" No. I'm not after anything. I'm not

stuck on myself any just nowâ��that's all.

. . I ought to be kicked."

" I can't do it, old man; or I would, I

presume. If I'd been made that way."

" Then I'd have remembered it to the last

day I livedâ��and never forgiven you," said

Harvey, his chin on his doubled fists.

" Exactly. That's about what I'd do.

You see ?"

" I see. The fault's with me, and no one

else. All the samey, something's got to be

done."

Cheyne drew a cigar from his vest-pocket,

bit off the end, and fell to smoking. Father

and son were very much alike; for the beard

hid Cheyne's mouth, and Harvey had his

father's slightly aquiline nose, close-set black

eyes, and narrow, high cheek-bones. With

a touch of brown paint he would have made

up very picturesquely as a Red Indian in the

story books.

" Now you can go right on from here," said

Cheyne slowly, " costing me between six and

eight thousand a year till you're a voter.

Well, we'll call you a man, then. You can

go right on from that, living on me to the
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" Thirty million dollars o' mistake, wasn't

it ? I'd risk it (or that."

" I lost some; and I gained some. I'll tell

you."

Cheyne pulled his beard and smiled as he

looked over the still water, and spoke away

from Harvey, who presently began to be

aware that his father was telling the story of

his life. He talked in a low, even voice,

without gesture and without expression ; and

it was a history for which a dozen leading

journals would cheerfully have paid many

dollarsâ��the story of forty years that was at

the same time the story of the New West,

whose story is yet to be written.

It began with a kinless boy turned loose in

Texas, and it went on through a hundred

changes and chops of life, the scenes shifting

from state after Western state, from cities

that sprang up in a month and in a season

utterly withered away, to wild ventures in

wilder camps that are now laborious, paved

municipalities. It covered the building of

three railroads and the deliberate wreck of a

fourth.

It told of steamers, townships, forests and

mines, and the men of every nation under

heaven manning, creating, hewing, and dig

ging these.

It touched on chances of gigantic wealth

flung before eyes that could not see, ot

missed by the merest accident of time and

travel; and through the jarring shift of things.

sometimes on horseback, more often afoot.

now rich, now poor, in and out, and back

and forth, deck-hand, train-hand, contractor,

boarding-house keeper, journalist, engineer,

drummer, real-estate agent, pohtician, dead-

beat, rum-seller, mine-owner, speculator

cattle-man or tramp, moved Harvey Cheyne

alert, and quiet, seeking his own ends, and,

so he said, the glory and advancement of

his country.

He told of the faith that never deserted

him even when he hung on the ragged-edge

of despair, the faith that comes of knowing

men and things. He enlarged as though he

were talking to himself on his very great

courage and resource at all times. The

thing was so evident in the man's mind that

he never changed his tone.

He described how he had bested his

enemies, or forgiven them exactly as they

had bested or forgiven him in those roaring

days; how he had intreated, cajoled and

bullied towns, companies and syndicates, all

for their good; crawled round, through, or

under mountains and ravines, dragging a

string and hoop-iron railroad after him, and

sat still while promiscuous communities tore

the last fragments of his character to shreds.

The tale held Harvey almost breathless,

his head a little cocked to one side, his eyes

rixed on his father's face as the twilight

deepened, and the red cigar-end lit up the

furrowed cheeks and heavy eyebrows. It

seemed to him like watching a locomotive

rushing across country in the darkâ��a mile

between each glare of the opened fire-door;

but this locomotive could talk, and the words

shook and stirred the boy to the core of his

soul. At last Cheyne pitched away the cigar-

butt, and the two sat in the dark over the

lapping water.

"I've never told that to any one before,"

said the father.

Harvey gasped. "It's just the greatest

thing that ever was !"

" That's what I got. Now I'm coming to

what I didn't get. It won't sound much of

anything to you, but I don't wish you to be

as old as I am before you find out. I can

handle men of course, and I'm no fool along

my own lines, butâ��butâ��I can't compete with

the man who has been taught ! I've picked

up as I went along, and I guess it sticks out

all over me."

" I've never seen it," said the son indig-

nantly.

" You will though, Harve. You willâ��just

as soon as you've finished college. Don't I

know it ? Don't I know the look on men's

faces when they think me aâ��a ' mucker,' as

they call it out here. I can break them to

little piecesâ��yesâ��but I can't get back at 'em

to hurt 'em where they live. I don't say

they're 'way, 'way up, but I feel I'm 'way,

'way, 'way off, somehow. But you've got

your chance. You've got to soak up all the

learning that's around, and you'll live with a

crowd that are doing the same thing. They'll

be doing it for a few thousand dollars a year

at most; but remember vou'll be doing it for

millions. You'll learn law enough to look
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after your own property when I'm out o' the

light, and you'll have to be solid with the

best men in the market (they'll be useful

later), and, above all, you'll have to stowaway

the plain common sit-down-with-your-chin-

on-your-elbows book-learning. Nothing pays

like that, Harve, and it's bound to pay more

and more each year in ourcountryâ��in business

and in politics. You'll see when you come

to face the music."

" There's no sugar my end of the deal,"

said Harvey. " Four years at college ! Wish

I'd chosen the valet and the yacht."

" It's all part of the business," Cheyne

insisted. " You're investing your capital

where it'll bring in the best returns. I guess

you won't find our property shrunk any ivhen

you're ready to take hold. Think it over, and

let me know in the morning. Hurry! We'll

be late for supper!"

As this was a business talk, there was no

need for Harvey to tell his mother about it;

and Cheyne naturally took the same point of

view. But Mrs. Cheyne saw and feared and

was a little jealous. Her boy who rode

rough-shod over her was gone, and in his

stead reigned a keen-faced youth, abnormally

silent, who addressed most of his conver-

sation to his father. She understood it was

business, and therefore a matter outside

her premises. If she had any doubis, they

were resolved when Cheyne went to Boston

and brought back a new diamond marquise-

ring.

" What have you two men been doing

now ? " she said, with a weak little smile, as

she turned it in the light.

" Talkingâ��just talking, mamma. There's

nothing mean about Harvey."

There was not. The boy had made a treaty

on his own account. Railroads, he explained

gravely, interested him as little as lumber,

real estate, or mining. What his soul yearned

after was control of the " Black Ox''

freighters. If that could be promised him

within what he conceived to be a reasonable

time, he, for his own part, guaranteed more

or less of diligence and sobriety at college for

four or five years. In vacations he was to be

allowed free access to all details connected

with the lineâ��he had asked fully two thou-

sand questions about itâ��from his father's

most private papers in the safe to the tug in

San Francisco harbour.

" It's a deal," said Cheyne at the last.

" You alter your mind twenty times before

you leave college, o' course; but if you take

hold of it in proper shape, and if you don't

tie it up before you're twenty-three, I'll

make the thing over to you. How's that,

Harvey?''

" Nope. Never pays to split up a going

concern. There's too much competition in

the world, any way, and Disko says, â�¢ Blood-

kin hev to stick together.' His crowd never

go back on him. That's one reason why

they make such big fares. Say, the We're

Here goes off to the Georges on Monday.

They don't stay long ashore, do they ? "

â�¢' Well, we ought to be going too, I guess.

I've left my business hung up at loose ends,

and it's time to. ... I just hate to do it,

though ; haven't had a holiday like this in

twenty years."

" We can't go without seeing Disko off,"

said Harvey, " and Monday's memorial day.

Let's stay over that, anyway/'

" What is this memorial business ?

They were talking about it in the boarding-

house," said Cheyne weaklv. He, too, was

not anxious to spoil the golden days.

" Well, as far as I can make out, this

business is a sort of song-and-dance act

whacked up for the summer boarders. Disko

don't think much of it, he says, because they

take up a subscription for the widows and

orphans. Disko's independent. Haven't

you noticed that ? "

" Wellâ��yes. A littleâ��in spots. Is it a

town-show? "

" The summer convention is. They read

out the names of the fellows drowned or

gone astray since last time, and they make

speeches and recite and all. Then, Disko

says, the secretaries of the aid societies go into

the back-yard and fight over the collateral.

The real show he says is in the spring. The

ministers all take a hand then, and there

aren't any summer boarders around."

" I see," said Cheyne, with the brilliant and

perfect comprehension of one born into and

bred up to city pride. " We'll stay over

for memorial day and get off in the after-

noon.''
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email men, their few craft pawned to the

mast-heads, with bankers and marine in-

surance agents, captains of tugs and

water-boats, riggers, fitters, lumpers, salters,

boat-builders, and coopers, and all the

mixed population of the water fronts.

They drifted along the line of seats made

gay with the dresses of the summer boarders,

where one of the town officials patrolled and

perspired till he shone all over with pure city

pride. Cheyne had met him once for five

minutes a few days before, and between the

two there was a perfect city sympathy.

" Well, Mr. Cheyne, and what d'you think

of our city? Yes, madam, you can sit any-

where you please You have this kind of

thing out West, I presume ? "

" Yes, but we aren't as old as you."

" That's so, of course. You ought to have

been at our exercises when we celebrated our

two hundred and fiftieth birthday. I tell you,

Mr. Cheyne, the old city did herself credit."

" So I heard. It pays, too. What's the

matter with the town that it don't have a

first-class hotel ? "

" Right over there to the left, Pedro.

Heaps o' room for you and your crowdâ��

Why, that's what / tell 'em all the time, Mr.

Cheyne. There's big money in it, but I

presume that don't affect you any. What we

want is "

A heavy hand fell on his broadcloth

shoulder, and the flushed skipper of a Port-

land coal and ice coaster spun him half

round.

" What in thunder do you fellows mean by

clappin' the law on the town when all decent

men are at sea, this wayâ��Heh ? Taown's

dry's a bone, an' smells a sight worse sense I

quit. Might ha' left us one saloon for soft

drinks anyway."

" 'Don't seem to have hindered your

nourishment this morning, Caison. I'll go

into the politics of it when this business is

over. Sit down by the door and think up

your arguments till I come around."

" What good's argument to me? In

Miquelon champagne's eighteen dollars a

case, and "â��The skipper lurched into his seat

as an organ prelude silenced him.

" Our new organ,'' said the official proudly

10 Cheyne. " Cost us four thousand dollars

too. We'll have to get back to high-licence

next year to pay for it. 1 wasn't going to let

the ministers have all the religion at their

convention. Those are some of our orphans

standing up to sing. My wife taught 'em.

See you again later. I'm wanted on the

platform."

High, clear and true, children's voices bore

down the last noises of those settling into

their places.

" Oh, all ye Works of the Lord, bless ye

the Lord ; praise Him and magnify Him for

ever I''

The women throughout the hall leant

forward to look as the reiterated cadences

filled the air. Mrs. Cheyne, with some others;

began to breathe shortâ��she had hardly-

imagined there were so many widows in the

worldâ��and by instinct sought out Harvey.

He had found the We're Here's at the back of

the audience and was standing, as by right,

between Dan and Disko. Uncle Salters,

returned the night before with Penn, received

him suspiciously.

'' Hain't your folk gone yet ? " he grunted.

" What are you doin' here, young feller? "

" Oh, all ye Seas and Floods, bless ye the

Lord; praise Him and magnify Him for

ever!"

"Hain't he good right?" said Dan. "He's

bin there, same as the rest of us."

" Not in them clothes,'' Salters snarled.

'' Shut your head, Salters," said Disko.

'â�¢ Your bile's gone back on you. Stay right

where ye be, Harve."

After this, up and spoke the orator of the

occasion, another pillar of the municipality,

bidding the world welcome to Gloucester, and

incidentally pointing out wherein Gloucester

excelled the rest of the world. Then he

turned to the sea-wealth of the city and spoke

of the price that must be paid for the yearly

harvesting. They would hear later the names

of their lost deadâ��one hundred and seven-

teen of them. (The widows stared a little

and looked at one another here.) Glouces-

ter could not boast any overwhelming mills

or factories. Her sons worked for such

wage as the sea gave, and they all knew that

neither Georges nor the Banks were cow-

pastures. The utmost that folk ashore could

accomplish was to help the widows and the
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to say his piece. Comes from daown aour

way, too."

He did not say that Captain B. Edwardes

had striven for five consecutive years, to be

allowed to recite a piece of his own com-

position on Gloucester memorial day. An

amused and exhausted committee had at last

given him his desire. The simplicity and

utter happiness of the old man as he stood

up in his very best Sunday clothes won the

audience ere he opened his mouth. They

sat unmurmuring through seven and thirty

hatchet-made verses, describing at fullest

length the loss of the schooner Joan

Haskens off the Georges in the gale of

1867, and when he came to an end, shouted

with one kindlv throat.

A far-sighted Boston reporter slid away for

a full copy of the epic, and an interview with

the author; so that earth had nothing more

to offer Captain Bart Edwardes, ex-whaler,

shipwright, master, fisherman and poet in the

seventy-third year of his age.

" Now, I call that sensible," said the

Eastport man. "I've bin over that graound

with his writin' jest as he read it, in my two

hands, and I can testify that he's got all in."

" Ef Dan here couldn't do better'n that

with one hand 'fore breakfast, he ought to

be switched," said Salters, upholding the

honour of Massachusetts on general princi-

ples. " Not but what I'm free to own he's

considerable litt'eryâ��fer Maine. Still "

" Guess Uncle Salters goin' to die this

trip. Fust compliment he's ever paid me,"

Dan sniggered. " What's wrong with you,

Harve ? You act all quiet and you look

greenish. Feelin'sick? "

" Don't know what's the matter with me,"

Harvey replied. " Seem's if my insides were

too big for my outsides. I'm all crowded up

and shivery."

"Dispepsy? Pshaw! Thet's toobad. Maybe

you've inherited it from your ma. She looks

that way just naow. We'll wait for the

readin' an' then we'll quit, so's to catch the

tide."

The widowsâ��they were nearly all of that

season's makingâ��braced themselves rigidly

like people going to be shot in cold blood.

The summer boarder girls in pink and blue

shirt-waists stopped tittering over Captain

Edwardes' wonderful poem, and looked back

to see why all was so silent behind them. The

fishermen pressed forward a little closer as

that town-official who had talked with Cheyne

bobbed up on the platform and began to read

the year's list of losses, dividing them into

months. Last September's casualties were

mostly single men and strangers, but his

voice rang very loud in the stillness of the

hall.

" September gth.â��Schooner, Ftorrie Anderson.

lost with all aboard off the Georges. Reuben

Pitman, master, 50, single, Main Street, City.

" Emil Olsen, 19, single, 329, Hammond Street,

City, Denmark.

" Oscar Standberg, single, 25, Sweden.

" Carl Standberg, single, 28, Main Street, City.

" â�� Pedro, supposed Madeira, single, Keene's

Boarding House, City.

"Joseph Welsh, atias Joseph Wright, 30, St.

John's, Newfoundland."

" No; Augusta, Maine ! " a voice cried from

the body of the hall.

" He shipped from St. John's," said the

reader, looking to see.

" I know it. He belongs in Augusta. My

nevvy."

The reader made a pencilled correction on

the margin of the list, and resumed :

"Same schooner.â��Charlie Ritchie, Liverpool,

Xova Scotia, 23, single ; Albert May, 267, Rogers

Street, City, 27, single.

" September 27th.â��Orvin Dollard, 30, married,

drowned in dory off Eastern Point."

The shot went home, for one of the widows

flinched where she sat, clasping and unclasp-

ing her hands. Mrs. Cheyne, who had been

listening with wide opened eyes, threw up her

head and choked. Dan's mother, a few seats

to the right, saw and heard, and quickly

moved to her side. The terrible reading

went on. By the time they reached the

January and February wrecks, the shots were

falling thick and fast, and the widows drew

breath between their teeth.

" February 14.â��Schooner, Harry Randolph, dis-

masted on way home from Newfoundland. Asa

Musie, married, 32, Main Street, City, lost over-

board.

" February 23rd.â��Schooner, Gitbert Hope. Went

astray in dory, Robert Bcavon, 29, married, native

of Pubnico, N.S."

But his wife was in the hall. They heard

a low cry, as though a little animal had been
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the crowd as a body guard, and it was a very

white and shaken Harvey that they propped

up on a bench in an ante-room.

" Favours his ma," was Mrs. Troop's only

comment as the mother bent over her boy.

This roused Harvey, and he announced that

he never felt better in his life, but it was not

till he saw the We're Here fresh from the

lumper's hands at Wouvermann's Wharf, that

he lost his all-overish feelings, in a queer feel-

ing of pride and sorrowfulness. Other people

â��summer boarders and such-likeâ��played

about in cat-boats or looked at the sea from

pier-heads, but he understood things from the

insideâ��more things than he could begin to

think about. None the less he could have sat

down and howled because the little schooner

was going off. Mrs. Cheyne simply cried

and cried every step of the way, and said most

extraordinary things to Mrs. Troop who

" babied " her till Dan, who had not been

babied since he was six, whistled aloud.

And so the old crowdâ��Harvey felt like

the most ancient of marinersâ��dropped into

the old schooner among the battered doriesâ��

while Harvey slipped the stern-fast from the

pile-head and they slid her along the wharf-

side with their hands. Everyone wanted to

say so much that no one said anything in

particular. Harvey bade Dan take care of

Uncle Sailer's sea-boots and Penn's dory-

anchor, and Long Jack intreated Harvey to

remember his lessons in seamanship ; but the

jokes fell flat in t,he presence of the two

women, and it is hard to be funny with green

harbour-water widening between good friends.

" Up jib and fores'le," shouted Disko,

getting to the wheel as the wind took her.

" See you later, Harve. Dunno but I come

near thinkin' a heap o' you an' your folk."

Then she glided beyond earshot and they

sat down to watch her up the harbour. And

still Mrs. Cheyne wept.

" Psha, my dear," said Mrs. Troop.

"We're both women, I guess. 'Like's not

it'll ease your heart to hev your cry aout.

God knows it never does me a mite o' good

â��but then He knows I've had something to

cry fer."

o a o o

Now it was four good years later, and on

the other edge of America, that a young man

came through the clammy sea-fog up a windy

street which is flanked with most expensive

houses built of wood to imitate stone. To

him, as he was standing by a hammered iron

gate, entered on horsebackâ��and the horse

would have been cheap at a thousand dollars

â��another young man. And this is what they

said :

" Hello, Dan ! "

" Hello. Harve! "

" What's the best with you ? "

" Well, I'm so's to be that kind o' animal

called second-mate this trip. Ain't you most

through with that triple-invoiced college o

yours? "

" Getting that way. I tell you the Leland

Stanford Junior isn't a circumstance to the

old We're Here; but I'm coming into the

business for keeps next fall."

" Meanin' aour packets?''

'â�¢ Nothing else. You just wait till I get

my-knife into you, Dan. I'm going to make

the old line lie down and cry when I take

hold."

" I'll resk it," said Dan with a brotherly

grin, as Harvey dismounted, and asked

whether he were coming in.

" That's what I took the cable for. But

say. is the doctor anywheres araound ? I'll

draown that crazy nigger some day, his one

cussed joke an' all."

There was a low, triumphant chuckle as

the ex-cook of the We're Here came out of

the fog to take the horse's bridle. He

allowed no one else to attend to any of

Harvey's wants.

" Thick as the Banks, ain't it, doctor ?''

said Dan propitiating!}-.

But the coal-black Celt with the second-

sight did not see fit to reply till he had tapped

Dan on the shoulder and for the twentieth

time croaked the old, old prophecy in his ear:

" Masterâ��man. Manâ��master," said he.

" You remember, Dan Troop ? On the We're

Here .J "

" Well, I won't go so far as to deny that it

do look like it as things stand at present,"

said Dan. " She was an able packet, and

one way an' another I o\ve her a heapâ��her

an' Dad.''

" Me too," quoth Harvey Cheyne.

THE END.
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and a policeman drink together, and part

with a shake of the hand.

Paul and Malvina, a flirt, are seen, and

exchange affectionate glances. He is in the

street, she is on the balcony. They make

love to one another.

As there are threatenings of a shower in

the air, Malvina comes down to give Paul

an umbrella and kisses him. She enters the

house again, but just as Paul leaves the scene

he sees the postman come limping along.

His suspicions are aroused; he hides him-

self and watches the postman give a letter to

Malvina.

This she reads with evident pleasure, and

in her joy gives a tip to the postman, who

retires exultant.

Paul then comes out of his hiding place.

Vol. III.-86.

He is furious and shakes his fist, for he

imagines from Malvina's demonstrations of

joy that there is a rival in the field. He

steps forward with the intention of up-

braiding the faithless girl as she re-enters

the house. But he changes his mind. An

idea strikes him.

He takes from his pocket a gigantic

key. It is that of Malvina's house. He

makes for the door and locks it to pre-

vent anyone from entering or going out,

thus making the fickle maiden a prisoner.

Meanwhile, she appears on the balcony,

surveys the scene, and smiles, for girls are

apt to treat with disdain the precautions of

their jealous lovers.

But Paul, who is chuckling over his

revenge, soon sees his rival coming. Again

he hides himself, and keeps watch from

behind the ironmonger's shop. The

rival, Paton, comes along with a flower

in his buttonhole, and holding in one

hand a huge bag, on which is written

in large figures Â£10,000. He rings the

bell, and Malvina appears at the window.

She explains to him that she is

shut in, and, pointing across at the shop

of the ironmonger, makes signs that the

ironmonger will know how to pick the

lock.
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twos and threes, however, they found little

knots of people standing talking excitedly,

and peering at the spinning mirror over the

sand-pits, and the newcomers were soon

infected by the strange excitement of the

occasion.

By half-past eight, when the Deputation

was destroyed, there may have been a

crowd there- of three hundred or more,

besides those who had left the road to

approach the Martians nearer. There were

three policemen, too, one of whom was

mounted, doing their best, under instruc-

tions from Stent, to keep the people back

and deter them from approaching the cylin-

der. There was some booing from those

more thoughtless and excitable souls to

whom a crowd is always an occasion for

noise and horseplay.

Stint and Ogilvy, anticipating some possi-

bilities of a collision, had telegraphed from

Horsell to the barracks as soon as the

Martians emerged, for the help of a com-

pany of soldiers to protect these strange

creatures from violence. After that it was

they returned to lead that ill-fated advance.

The description of their death as it was seen

by the crowd tallies very closely with my

own impressions: the three puffs of green

Cmoke, the deep humming note, and the

splashes of flame.

But that crowd of people had a far nearer

escape than mine. Only the fact that a

hummock of heathery sand intercepted the

lower part of the Heat Ray saved them

Had the elevation of the parabolic mirror

been a few yards higher none could have

lived to tell the tale. They saw the flashes,

and the men falling, and an invisible hand,

as it were, lit the bushes as it hurried towards

them through the twilight. Then with a

whistling note mingling with the droning of

the pit, the beam swung close over their

heads, lighting the tops of the beech trees

that line the road, and splitting the bricks,

smashing the windows, firing the window-

frames, and bringing down in crumbling ruin

a portion of the gable of a house nearest the

corner.

In the sudden thud and hiss and glare of

the ignited trees, the panic-stricken crowd

seems to have swayed hesitatingly for some

moments. The unexpected burst of flame

overhead, and the black shadows jumping

about them must have been intensely discon-

certing in themselves. There were shrieks

and shouts, and the mounted policeman came

galloping through the confusion with his

hands clasped over his head and screaming.

Sparks and burning twigs began to lall into

the road, and single leaves like puffs of flame,

that never reached the ground. A girl's dress

caught fire. Then came a crying from the

common . " They're coming ! " A woman

shrieked, and incontinently everyone was

turning and pushing at those behind, in order

to clear their way to Woking again. Where

the road grows narrow between the high

banks the crowd jammed ; a hideous struggle

occurred, and two women and a little boy

were crushed and left dying there amidst the

terror and the darkness.

VII.â��HOW I CAME HOME.

FOR my own part, I remember nothing of

my flight except the stress of frantic exertion,

and my agony of blundering against trees and

tumbling through the heather. I ran into the

road between the cross-roads and Horsell,

and along this to the cross-roads. To think

of it brings back very vividly the whooping

of my panting breath as I ran. All about

me gathered the invisible terrors of the

Martians, that pitiless sword of heat seemed

whirling to and fro, flourishing overhead

before it descended and smote me out of life.

At last I could go no further; I was

exhausted with the violence of my emotion

and of my flight, my knees smote together

and I staggered and fell by the wayside.

That was near the bridge that crosses the

canal by the gasworks. I fell and lay

panting. I must have remained there some

time.

I sat up, strangely perplexed. For a

moment, perhaps, I could not clearly under-

stand how I came there. My terror had

fallen from me like a garment. My hat had

gone, and my collar had burst away from its

stud. A few minutes before, there had only

been three real things before meâ��the im-

mensity of the night and space and nature,

my own feebleness and anguish, and the near

approach of death. Now it was as if some-
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" There is one thing," I said, to allay the

fears I had aroused, " they are the most

sluggish things I ever saw crawl. They

may keep the pit and kill people who come

near them, but they cannot get out of it. But the horror of them ! "

"Don't, dear ! " said my wife, knitting her

brows and putting her hand on mine.

" Poor Ogilvy ! " I said. " To. think he

may be lying dead there ! "

My wife at least did not find my experience

incredible. She ate scarcely a mouthful of

dinner, and ever and again she shuddered at

my too vivid story of the death of the flag-

bearers. When I saw how deadly white her

face was, I ceased describing. 'â�¢ They may

come here," she said again and again. I

pressed her to take wine, and tried to reassure

her. " They can scarcely move," I said. 1

repeated all that Ogilvy had told me, of the

impossibility of the Martians establishing

themselves on the earth, at first for her com-

fort, and then I found for my own.

In particular I laid stress on the gravitation

difficulty. On the surface of the earth, the

force of gravity is three limes what it is on the

surface of Mars. A Martian, therefore, would

weigh three times more than on Mars, albeit

his muscular strength would be the same.

His own body would be a cope of lead to

him therefore. Both the Times and the

Daily Telegraph repeated this consideration

the next morning, and both overlooked two

modifying influences. The atmosphere of

the earth, we now know, contains far more

oxygen or far less argon (whichever way one

likes to put it), than does Mars. The invigo-

rating influence of this excess of oxygen upon

the Martians indisputably did much to

counterbalance the increased weight of their

bodies. And, in the second place, we all

overlooked the fact that such mechanical

intelligence as the Martian possessed, was

quite able to dispense with muscular exertion

at a pinch. But I did not consider these

points at the time. With wine and food, the

confidence of my own table, and the necessity

of reassuring my wife, I grew, by insensible

degrees, courageous.

" They have done a foolish thing," said

I, fingering my wine-glass. " They are

dangerous because no doubt they are mad

with terror. Perhaps they expected to find

no living thingsâ��certainly no intelligent

living things.

" A shell in the pit," said I, " if the worst

comes to the worst, will kill them all."

The intense excitement of the events had

no doubt left my perceptive powers in a state

of erethism. I remember that dinner table

with extraordinary vividness even no\v. My

dear wife's sweet anxious face peering at me

from under the pink lamp shade, the white

cloth, with its silver and glass table furniture

â��for in those days even philosophical writers

had many little luxuries-â��the crimson purple

wine in my glass, are photographically distinci.

At the end of it I sat, tempering nuts with a

cigarette, regretting Ogilvy's rashness, and

denouncing the short-sighted timidity of the

Martians.

So some respectable dodo in the Mauritius

might have Jorded it in his nest, and dis-

cussed the arrival of that shipful of pitiless

sailors in want of animal food. " We will

peck them to death to-morrow, my dear."

I did not know it, but that was the last

civilised dinner I was to eat for very many

strange and terrible days.

VIII.â��FRIDAY NIGHT.

THE most extraordinary thing to my mind,

of all the strange and wonderful things that

happened upon that Friday, was the dove-

tailing of the commonplace habits of our

social order with the first beginnings of the

series of events that was to topple that social

order headlong. If, on Friday night, you

had taken a pair of compasses and drawn a

circle with a radius of five miles round the

Woking sand-pits, I doubt if you would have

had one human being outside it, unless it was

some relation of Stent, or the three or four

cyclists or London people who lay dead on

the Common, whose emotions or habits were

at all affected by the newcomers. Many

people had heard of the cylinder, of course,

and talked about it in their leisure, but it

certainly did not make the sensation an

ultimatum to Germany would have done.

In London, that night, poor Henderson's

telegram, describing the gradual unscrewing

of the shot, was judged to be a canard, and

his evening paper, after wiring for authenti-



































QUEEN OF THE JESTERS.

come backâ��I shall seek her to-dayâ��oh, she

has not forgotten you, be sure of it."

He spoke like a father might have spoken

to a son; and pushing the tiembling prisoner

gently forward, he closed the door upon him,

and hurried back to the light and the life

above. Penalty enough that he should spend

moments in an abode of such horrors.

Serrefort, on the other hand, took two steps

forward and then sank down upon the mouldy

straw with which the floor of his new prison

was covered.

There was no braver man in Paris, none

with a stouter heart or more noble courage;

but the Bombec Tower was quick to conquer

him. Fear now dominated his mind until

his whole body trembled and his very heart

seemed to stand still. The darkness weighed

upon him like a crushing burden. The foul

cell appeared to be full of the shapes of those

who had gone before him to this agony. His

lungs were scorched by the stifling air; the

dreadful silence, he said, was the silence of

the tomb.

Terror told him that he would soon feel the

touch of some creeping thing upon his face ;

he crouched like a driven animal, putting out

his hand to find the walls with his fingers. But

his flesh was cut by the blade of a knife pro-

truding Irom the stonework; and when he drew

back his bleeding hand he remembered what

Baptiste had said, that he was then in the

Prison of Swords. Full well he knew what

the words meant. Many a time had he heard

of this infamous cell whose walls bristled with

knives, and the floor of which, as tradition

told, was covered with creeping things and

even with loathsome reptiles.

" Oh, my God," he prayed again, " have

pity upon me, have pity upon meâ��I cannot

suffer it."

Maddened as many a prisoner before him,

he hurled himself ferociously upon the floor,

and writhed there with burning brain, and

hands and arms cut by the sharp blades which

protruded from the walls.

When the fever passed, and he lay weak

and motionless upon the straw, he began to

ask himself by what right the bailiff inflicted

these wrongs upon him ? Years had gone

by since he had sinned in striking the Comte

de Chateauneuf, the lord of his province,

who had robbed him of a fame which was

more precious to him than wealth, and had

sought to injure the one being for whom he

would have given his life willingly.

Had they such memories that they remem-

bered "the crime still ? He could not believe

it; but, as misery grew upon him, there came

back, strong, and clear, and life-giving, his

hate of the' man who had doomed him to

these torments. Often in the prison above

he had prayed that the day might be his

when he would meet the Comte de Chateau-

neuf face to face, and reckon with him for

these years. His brightest dreams were those

wherein he fancied that his enemy lay dead

at his feet.

It had been very early in the morning

when they carried him to the Bombec Tower,

and old Baptiste had brought a manchet of

bread and a flask of wine to the dungeon, so

that Serrefort could not hope to see his gaoler

again before night fell. For the matter of

that, he had nothing to tell him the hour;

and he lay, it seemed for days, quite still in

his cell while the rats ran over his arms, and

ever and anon some living thing would touch

his face, and fill him with loathing inexpres-

sible.

The patter of these animals was for a long

time the only sign of life down there below

the river's flood; but presently he heard a

gentle lapping of water, and knew that the

tide was rising. It was good at the first to

think of mother Seine which ran without like

some friend of the world he had forgotten.

Anon, however, the lap of the waves grew

stronger; the sound of swirling water began

to fill the whole cell. He realised quite

suddenly, yet with a new and immeasurable

dread, that the river would rise above the level

of his cell. When, at last, a cold stream of

water touched his feet, he cried out anew,

thinking that they meant to drown him, and

had brought him to the Bombec Tower with

that intent.

The water rose slowly, lapping about the

feet and knees and hands of the prisoner.

But he had imagined a fate which was not in

the minds of those who sent him to the

dungeon. Twice every day the Seine washed

the floor of this cell; bringing up great rats

in its flood, and leaving the oozing slime and
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â�¢filth of its waters upon the straw which made

the prisoner's bed.

Just \vhen Jacques de Serrefort was telling

himself that the water would cover his mouth

presently, its flow ceased, and taught him the

devilish malignity of his captors. Wet and

â�¢cold and shivering, the wretched man stood

for long hours while the stream ebbed. Then

he sank again upon his reeking "bed to ask

how he should support another clay of torture

so revolting and cruel.

Until this time, and he judged that it must

now be night, no sign had been given that

those above remembered his existence.

Indeed, he listened so long for any sound

â�¢of the life above that ultimately a drowsiness

crept near himâ��Nature's medicine against his

terror ; he could not sleep, yet became almost

insensible to the horrors of the cell ; he

forgot where he was ; visions of his home

and wife came back to him. so that when his

cell door was opened ultimately, and the flare

of a torch lit up its inmost recesses, those who

visited him found tears running down his

cheeks, and a word of love upon his lips.

Serrefort had thought, when he heard the

key grate in the lock, that it was old Baptiste

â�¢come back as he had promised ; but so soon

as his eyes were awake to the light, he looked

up to see the Bailiff Hubert, the governor of

the prison, and with him a tall, grey-haired

man, whose fine dress and white ruffles were

strange things to find in the Conciergerie.

The same soldiers who had conducted the

prisoner to the cell in the morning now

accompanied the governor, and ranged them-

selves on either side of the prisoner, bidding

him rise and salute the bailiff. Serrefort did

so mechanically, shutting his eyes that he

might not behold the dreadful sights which

the torches disclosed. All his old spirit was

broken now; he held his head erect no more.

One day in the Bombec had made him an

old man.

" Sirs,'' said he with a sob in his voice, " I

beg you of your pity carry me from this place.

You see how I surfer. Oh, God knows

â�¢what my sufferings have been !''

He stood before them sobbing like a child,

fearful that they would leave him to the

silence of the pit again, to the flowing waters,

and the maddening darkness. At any other

time his distress would have been a fine sub-

ject for merriment to the Bailiff Hubert; but

the man was dumb in the presence of a

stranger who did not conceal his sympathy

nor hesitate to utter it.

" Monsieur," said the stranger encourag-

ingly, " you are Jacques de Serrefort, I believe,

sent to this place now fifteen years ago for

threatening to kill the Comte of Chaieauneuf

â��is that so ? "

Serrefort raised his head quickly at the

mention of his crime. His shoulders were

squared again. He stood before them erect

and fearless as he had stood before his

officers in the old days.

" Monsieur,'' he said, " it is quite true that

I am the Jacques de Serrefort you name;

yet whether it were a crime or no which sent

me to this place, I leave my God to judge."

" Impudent fellow ! " cried the bailiff ; " I

will have you branded upon the face with an

iron."

The stranger, who did not appear to love

the bailiff, hushed him with a gesture of his

hand.

" Please to hold your tongue, monsieur,"

cried he with the air of one accustomed to

command; "I am here to interrogate the

prisoner, not to listen to your angers."

The bailiff bit his lip and scowled at

Serrefort. It was with difficulty that he

turned a smiling face to the stranger at last,

and said as pleasantly as possible:

" Your pardon, Monsieur le Comte. Yet

have a care, I beg of you, how you deal with

this fellow, for he is very dangerous."

" I will be the judge of that myself," said

the man addressed as Count; and then,

turning to Serrefort. he continued :

" Hark you, my friend, you are not to

deceive yourself with any hope that I am

come here to serve you. If I carry you away

from the Conciergerie to-night, it will be that

I may send you back when a few hours are

passed to do as the bailiff shall bid you. But

first you must give me your word as a man of

honourâ��for such 1 know you to be, monsieur

â��that you will obey me faithfully and return

here when midnight is struck. Are we agreed

upon that, Jacques de Serrefort ? "

Serrefort rubbed his eyes; the men, the

light, the voices were unreal to him. He
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impatience now amounted almost to anger,

" if you would remember that I wait, I would

even forget all your stupidities. Lead the

way, sir, and let us hear less of your pestilent

tongue."

The bailiff, astounded at the rebuke, and

snarling with temper, commanded the guards

to lead out the prisoner. Ten minutes later

the victim of the Bombec was sitting in a

carriage with -<the Count of Saint Florentin,

who surveyed him curiously. In truth, the

Count was asking himself a remarkable

question and was busy in speculating upon

the answer. The Count's question was this

â��would Jacques de Serrefort return to his

cell a miserable or a contented man?

"The King," said he to himself, "has

â�¢wagered pretty Corinne de Montesson a

thousand gold pieces and this man's liberty

that she will not send Jacques de Serrefort

back lo the Conciergerie willingly. She is to

have him in her house until the clock strikes

twelve. If then, he confesses himself content

to go back to his cell, Corinne wins the

wager. Oh, it is a pretty questionâ��yet, I

make sure, she has lost already. For who

â�¢ever saw a fellow so gloomy? St. Denis, the

â�¢man is at death's door now."

The Count, who was then one of the most

influential men in Paris, did not usually

concern himself much about the sufferings of

rogues in the Conciergerie, but something in

the face of Jacques de Serrefort appealed to

Tiis pity; and beyond that, he was. like all the

world, in love with Corinne de Montesson,

who owned the great Hotel Beautreillis. He

tegan to hope that she would win her wager;

though, for the life of him. he had no idea as

to the way she would set about it.

He, at any rate, had performed his part

faithfully, and when anon the coach drew up

before the gates of Corinne's house, he had

"become as much interested in the strange

â�¢experiment as though his own money had

been ventured upon it.

The gates of the Hotel Beautreillis were

â�¢open when the coach rolled up. Many

lights shone from the windows of the great

house, and it was plain that Serrefort had

Tjeen expected. No sooner did the coach-

man rein in the horses than lacqueys came

running from the house to greet the Count

and to help the prisoner. Serrefort, accus-

tomed to the gloom and silence of the prison,

was half blinded by the brilliancy of all he

saw, deafened by the clamour and the cries

of the many servants. Indeed, he stood tor a

spell gazing about him wildly, pitifully, and

would have remained so had it not been for a

lacquey who touched him upon the arm and

bade him follow.

Like a man in a dream, he permitted them

to conduct him to a room in the great house;

a cabinet with painted frieze and thick carpets

and gilded chairs, and many tapers shedding

a soft light. He opened his eyes when he

saw the richness of the apartment; and was

the more surprised when two or three ser-

vants came up and began to busy themselves

with his ragged clothes.

" Monsieur," said one of the fellows, bow-

ing with great deference, " will you be pleased

to dress now ? Mademoiselle waits and will

sup directly."

" To dress ? " cried Serrefort wonderingly,

"where am I, then, and whose house is this

that I should be carried here ? "

" Oh, sir," said the man, surprised that

such a question should be put, ''you are

in the house of Mademoiselle Corinne de

Montesson, and be sure that she wishes well

to you. Indeed, you are lucky to have found

such a friend, Monsieur."

" A friendâ��to me^â��" gasped Serrefort, â�¢

" how then is thatâ��you jest, sir."

The lacquey did not heed the question.

Rather, he made haste to take Serrefort's

coat from him and to bring him water for.his

hands. When this was done, he spread a

fine uniform upon the couch and invited his

mistress's guest to put it on.

" Monsieur," said he, " my mistress /

thinks that you would wish to appear here

to-night in the uniform of your old regiment.

It is all laid out there, and I beg you to

hasten for they will sup before the clock

strikes."

He indicated the articles one by one as he

spoke, the coat of bright blue with the gold

facings, the brass helmet, the high boots, the

cunningly wrought sword. Serrefort gave a

little cry of delight, and hesitated no longer.

They said afterwards that his hands trembled,

that there were tears in his eves when he
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BÂ£noit had carried him away from the guests

by this time to a little grove where an arbour

stood, and old trees rich in leaf; a flowery

dell hidden from the world like a pool in a

forest. Here they walked awhile, earnest in

merry talk ; but, of a sudden, Serrefort stood

quite still, his face paled, his hand trembled.

A clock in a church near by was striking the

hour. The wretched man counted the bells

as one doomed to death may count them up

on the morning of his execution.

" Eleven o'clock," he exclaimed at last in

a hoarse voice. " You heard it strike,

monsieur ? "

But his companion was with him no longer,

and, finding himself left to his own thoughts,

Serrefort remembered the Bombec shudder-

ingly, and from that passed to another memory

of the years when he had known the peace

of a haven like this in his own home in

Brittany. He said that the sin of one man

had driven him forth from that home to

endure the living death of the prison. Never

had his hate of the Comte de Chateauneuf,

the man who had sent him to the Con-

ciergerie, waxed so strong as it did in that

instant. There was a fever in his blood at

the thought of the name. "Ciel!" he

murmured, " if I might meet him face to

face before I die ! "

It was an angry exclamation ; his hand was

hot upon the hilt of his sword while the im-

pulse of vengeance maddened him. He

uttered the name of Monsieur de Chateau-

neuf again and again as he paced the path

with unresting steps. When he stopped at

last, a great cry frothed upon his lips, the

strength of ten men filled his veins, he knew

that his prayer had been answered. For

Monsieur de Chateauneuf stood before him

in the groveâ��and the two were face to face

at the hour of reckoning.

The Count stood before himâ��a man in

the prime of life, dressed, as the fashion of

the hour dictated, in a suit of violet silk

slashed with gold and embroidered with

precious stones. A sword, whose hilt

sparkled with diamonds, hung at his side ;

there were diamond buckles upon his shoes;

diamond pins glittering in his snow-white

ruffles. But the easy, placid smile, which

usually characterised his handsome face,

Vol. III.- 89.

lighted it no longer. He stood before Serre-

fort with terror shining in his eyes, with

quaking knees and beating heart.

Ten minutes before that supreme moment

he had entered the Hotel Beautreillis thinking

that little Corinne had some favour to grant

him. They had conducted him to the garden

upon that excuse, and young Benoit had met

him and brought him to the grove. But

Benoit was at his side no longer. Myste-

riously, silently, he and the other guests had

withdrawn from the garden. The two men,

he who had sinned and he who had suffered,

stood face to face in the deserted glade.

And both of them knew that this was an

hour momentous beyond any they had lived.

The Count was the first to speak. He

had suppressed a cry at the moment when

first his eyes encountered those of his victim;

but now, after it was plain to him that

Serrefort was mad and exultant at the meet-

ing, he turned round, thinking his guide was

still at his heels, and exclaimedâ��

" Monsieur, what liberty is this ? "

But no one answered him. It see.ned to

the Count that the silence of death was in the

place. As for Serrefort, the ferocity of a wild

beast was upon him. Anger, joy, lust for

vengeance gave incoherency to his words.

The sword with which Corinne de Montesson

had armed him flashed already at his enemy's

throat.

" Monsieur le Comte de Chateauneuf," he

cried with terrible deliberation, " God surely

has sent you here that I may kill you. Draw,

monsieur, for your hour has come."

The Count staggered back, crying with all

his voice for help. The cry moved his

antagonist to a peal of mocking laughter.

" Ha," cried he, " you would run like a

lacquey, Monsieur le Comte ; you who have

boasted of your skill in every salon of Paris

â��shame on you. Must I call for a whip to

beat you like a dog? Draw. I beg of you for

my patience is worn. Oh, monsieur, I have

waited fifteen long years for this hour. I

swear that all Paris shall not save you now."

He pressed upon the doomed man with a

new ferocity, adding light blows of his sword

to the stinging taunts of invitation. Chateau-

neuf, who saw that he had fallen into a trap,

hesitated no longer, but drew his sword and
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from his lips) wrote down the name that was

new to them; some spelt it phonetically,

" Aliston," and one little girl wrote it as

" Aliceton. probably connecting the name she

had read from the Director's lips with that of

a girl friend. And so through all the classes

the instruction goes on, arithmetic, geography,

history, all are learned from the lips of the

teacher and repeated by the pupils, so that in

learning fresh sub-

jects they are at the

same time exercising

the power of speech

which they have ac-

quired.

In the arithmetic

class the children answered brightly and

quickly questions upon simple interest and

the like, and the answers upon geography

were all equally good. Essays upon all

sorts of subjects were shown neatly written in

exercise books, the standard of which was

quite up to the" ordinary school-girl form.

Of course, there is instruction in drawing

and painting, and then there is a needle-

work class for the girls, who are also taught

dressmaking, while for the boys there is a

carpenter's shop fitted up with all the

necessary appliances. The pupils of the

school attend a neighbouring gymnasium, so

that the body is cared for as well as the mind,

and upon Sunday afternoons one of the

teachers holds a class for religious teaching

on non-sectarian lines.

The whole impression left upon one, after

a visit to this unique day school, is that the deaf

and dumb are as capable of learning as their

more fortunate brothers and sisters, and that

as soon as they have acquired the art of lip-

reading they can be as easily taught as other

children. As Mr. Van Praagh points out, so

far as the deaf

and dumb child -

is himself con-

cerned. it is far

more important

that he should be

able by natural means to understand the

speech of others, than he himself be able to

speak, for in the former case he is continually

learning from everyone with whom he is

brought into contact.

Thus lip-reading, or hearing with tne eyes,

may be of service not only to the deaf and

dumb, but also to those who have in after

years become afflicted with deafness. Lip-

reading once acquired, the gloomy isolation

of the totally deaf is entirely broken down,

and they are able, by watching the faces of

the speakers, to take in all the conversation

that is going on around them. This is what

the pure oral method accomplishes for the

deaf and dumb. It enables them to speak

with their own lips such words as they have

learned and practised, to understand the

spoken words of others, and to complete

their education, not through a laborious system

of signs, but through the spoken words that

are the readiest vehicle of all human

thought.

For this good work the State can claim

little credit. The Institution in Fitzroy

Square has been entirely supported by the

donations of private individuals, and by the

fees it has been enabled to earn, supple-

mented only

since the Educa-

tion Act of 1893

by a small capi

tation fee from

the State on its

purely educa-

tional results

At the present

moment the Duke of York is assisting

the President and Committee of the Insti-

tution to raise a fund of Â£7000 that is

required to provide proper buildings, to

enable the work to be carried on in its full

usefulness.

The pure oral method has now been on its

trial for thirty years, and the time has come

when the benefits of this successful system

should be more generally extended by the

State to the deaf and dumb children of the

poor, so that they may share its advantages

as well as the rich.

The successful introduction of the system

into England is entirely due to the liberality

of the Baroness Mayer de Rothschild, and the

able assistance she has received from Mr.

William Van Praagh in all her charitable

schemes to brighten the lives of the deaf and

dumb.
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feud with Sharkey, but not one who had

suffered more bitterly than Coplev Banks, of

Kingston. Banks had been one of the lead-

ing sugar merchants of the West Indies. He

was a man of position, a member of the

Council, the husband of a Percival, and the

cousin of the Governor of Virginia. His two

sons had been sent to London to be

educated, and their mother had gone over to

bring them back. On their return voyage

the ship, the Duchess of Cornwall, fell into

the hands of Sharkey, and the whole family

met with an infamous death.

Copley Banks said little when he heard the

news, but he sank into a morose and enduring

melancholy. He neglected his business,

avoided his friends, and spent much of his

time in the low taverns of the fishermen and

seamen. There, amidst riot and devilry, he

sat silently puffing at his pipe, with a set face

and a smouldering eye. It was generally

supposed that his misfortunes had shaken his

wits, and his old friends looked at him

askance, for the company which he kept was

enough to bar him from honest men.

From time to time there came rumours of

Sharkey over the sea. Sometimes it was

from some schooner which had seen a great

flame upon the horizon, and approaching to

offer help to the burning ship, had fled away

at the sight of the sleek, black barque, lurking

like a wolf near a mangled sheep. Some-

times it was a frightened trader, which had

come tearing in with her canvas curved like

a lady's bodice, because she had seen a

patched fore-topsail rising slowly above the

violet water line. Sometimes it was from a

Coaster^ which had found a waterless Bahama

Cay littered with sun-dried bodies.

Once there came a man who had been

mate of a Guineaman, and who had escaped

from the pirate's hands. He could not speak

-â��for reasons which Sharkey could best

supplyâ��but he could write, and he did write,

to the very great interest of Copley Banks.

For hours they sat together over the map.

and the dumb man pointed here and there to

outlying reefs and tortuous inlets, while his

companion sat smoking in silence, with his

unvarying face and his fiery eyes.

One morning, some two years after his

misfortune, Mr. Copley Banks strode into his

own office with his old air of energy and

alertness. The manager stared at him in

surprise, for it was months since he had

shown any interest in business.

" Good morning, Mr. Banks ! " said he.

" Good morning, Freeman. I see that

Ruffling Harry is in the Bay."

" Yes, sir; she clears for the Windward

Islands on Wednesday."

" I have other plans for her, Freeman. I

have determined upon a slaving venture to

Whydah."

" But her cargo is ready, sir."

" Then it must come out again, Freeman.

My mind is made up, and the Ruffling Harry

must go slaving to Whydah."

All argument and persuasion were vain, so

the manager had dolefully to clear the ship

once more.

And then Copley Banks began to make

preparations for his African voyage. It ap-

peared that he relied upon force rather than

barter for the filling of his hold, for he carried

none of those showy trinkets which savages

love, but the brig was fitted with eight nine-

pounder guns and racks full of muskets and

cutlasses. The after sailroom next the cabin

was transformed into a powder magazine, and

she carried as many round shot as a well-

found privateer. Water and provisions were

shipped for a long voyage.

But the preparation of his ship's company

was most surprising. It made Freeman, the

manager, realise that there was truth in the

rumour that his master had taken leave of his

senses. For, under one pretext or another,

he began to dismiss the old and tried hands,

who had served the firm for years, and in

their place he embarked the scum of the

portâ��men whose reputations were so vile

that the lowest crimp would have been

ashamed to furnish them.

There was Birthmark Sweetlocks, who was

known to have been present at the killing of

the logwood cutters, so that his hideous

scarlet disfigurement was put down by the

fanciful as being a red afterglow from that

great crime. He was first mate, and under

him was Israel Martin, a little sun-wilted

fellow who had served with Howell Davies at

the taking of Cape Coast Castle.

The crew were chosen from amongst those
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fighting naked in the light of the battle-

lanterns, with a bucket of rum and a pannikin

laid by the tackles of every gun. They ran

to Topsail Inlet in North Carolina to refit,

and then in the spring they were at the Grand

Caicos, ready for a long cruise down the

West Indies.

By this time Sharkey and Copley Banks

had become very excellent friends, for

Sharkey loved a whole-hearted villain, and he

loved a man of metal, and it seemed to him

that the two met in the captain of the

Ruffling Harry. It was long before he gave

his confidence to him, for cold suspicion lay

deep in his character. Never once would he

trust himself outside his own ship and away

from his own men.

But Copley Banks came often on board

the Happy Deliverv, and joined Sharkey in

many of his morose debauches, so that at last

his misgivings were set at rest. He knew

nothing of the evil that he had done him, for

of his many victims how could he remember

the woman and the two boys whom he had

slain with such levity so long ago ! When,

therefore, he received a challenge to himself

and to his quartermaster for a carouse upon

the last evening of their stay at the Caicos

Bank, he saw no reason to refuse.

A well-found passenger ship had been

rifled the week before, so their fare was of the

best, and after supper five of them drank

deeply together. There were the two cap-

tains, Birthmark Sweetlocks, Ned Galloway,

and Israel Martin, the old buccaneersman.

To wait upon them was the dumb steward,

whose head Sharkey split with his glass,

because he had been too slow in the filling

of it.

The quartermaster had slipped Sharkey's

pistols away from him, for it was an old joke

with him to fire them cross-handed under the

table, and see who was the luckiest man. It

was a pleasantry which had cost his boatswain

his leg, so now when the table was cleared

they would coax Sharkey's weapons away

from him on the excuse of the heat, and lay

them out of his reach.

The Captain's cabin of the Ruffing Harry

was in a deck house upon the poop, and a

stern-chaser gun was mounted at the back of

it. Round shot were racked round the wall.

and three great hogsheads of powder made a

stand for dishes and for bottles. In this grim

room the five pirates sang and roared and

drank, while the silent steward still filled up

their glasses, and passed the box and the

candle round for their tobacco pipes. Hour

after hour the talk became fouler, the voices

hoarser, the curses and shoutings more inco-

herent, until three of the five had closed their

blood-shot eyes, and dropped their swimming

heads upon the table.

Copley Banks and Sharkey were left face

to face, the one.because he had drunk the

least, the other because no amount of liquor

would ever shake his iron nerve or warm his

sluggish blood. Behind him stood the

watchful steward for ever filling up his waning

glass. From without came the low lapping

of the tide, and from over the water a sailor's

chanty from the barque.

In the windless tropical night the words

came clearly to their ears :

A trader sailed from Stepney Town,

Wake her up ! Shake her up! Try her with the

mainsail!

A trader sailed from Stepney Town

With a keg full of gold and a velvet gown.

Ho, the bully Rover Jack,

Waiting with his yard aback

Out upon the Lowland Sea.

The two boon companions sat listening in

silence. Then Copley Banks glanced at the

steward, and the man took a coil of rope from

the shot rack behind him.

" Captain Sharkey," said Copley Banks,

" do you remember the Duchess of Cornwall,

hailing from London, which you took and

sank three years ago off the Statira Shoal ? "

" Curse me if I can bear their names in

mind," said Sharkey. " We did as many as

ten ships a week about that time."

" There were a mother and two sons among

the passengers. Maybe that will bring it

back to your mind."

Captain Sharkey leant back in thought,

with his huge thin beak of a nose jutting up-

wards. Then he burst suddenly into a high

treble, neighing laugh. He remembered it,

he said, and he added details to prove it.

"But burn me if it had not slipped from

my mind ! " he cried. " How came you to

think of it ? "
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" It was of interest to me," said Copley

Banks, " for the woman was my wife and the

lads were my only sons."

Sharkey stared across at his companion,

and saw that the smouldering fire which

lurked always in his eyes had burned up into

a lurid flame. He read their menace, and

he clapped his hands to his empty belt.

Then he turned to seize a weapon, but the

bight of a rope was cast round him, and in

an instant his arms were bound to his side.

He fought like a wild cat and screamed for

help.

"Ned!" he yelled, "Ned! Wake up!

Here's damned villainy ! Help, Ned, help!''

But the three men were far too deeply sunk

in their swinish sleep for any voice to wake

them. Round and round went the rope,

until Sharkey was swathed like a mummy

from ankle to neck. They propped him stiff

and helpless against a powder barrel, and

they gagged him with a handkerchief, but

his filmy red-rimmed eyes still looked curses

at them. The dumb man chattered in his

exultation, and Sharkey winced for the first

time when he saw the empty mouth before

him. He understood that vengeance, slow

and patient, had dogged him long, and

clutched him at last.

The two captors had their plans all

arranged, and they were somewhat elaborate.

First of all they stove the heads of two of

the great powder barrels, and they heaped

the contents out upon the table and floor.

They piled it round and under the three

drunken men, until each sprawled in a heap

of it. Then they carried Sharkey to the gun

and they triced him sitting over the porthole,

with his body about a foot from the muzzle.

Wriggle as he would he could not move an

inch either to right or left, and the dumb man

trussed him up with a sailor's cunning, so

that there was no chance that he should work

free.

" Now, you bloody devil," said Copley

Banks softly, "you must listen to what I have

to say to you, for they are the last words that

you will hear. You are my man now, and I

have bought you at a price, for I have given

all that a man can give here below, and I

have given my soul as well.

" To reach you I have had to sink to your

level. For two years I strove against it,

hoping that some other way might come, but

I learnt that there was no other way. I've

robbed and I have murderedâ��worse still, I

have laughed and lived with youâ��and all for

the one end. And now my time has come,

and you will die as I would have you die,

seeing the shadow creeping slowly upon you

and the devil waiting for you in the shadow."

Sharkey could hear the hoarse voices of his

rovers singing their chanty over the water.

Where is the trader of Stepney Town V

Wake her up! Shake her up! Every stick a-

bending !

Where is the trader of Stepney Town ?

His gold's on the capstan, his blood's on his

gown.

All for bully rover Jack,

Reaching on the weather tack

Right across the Lowland Sea.

The words came clear to his ear, and just

outside he could hear two men pacing back-

wards and forwards upon the deck. And yet

he was helpless, staring down the mouth of

the nine-pounder, unable to move an inch or

to utter so much as a groan. Again there

came the burst of voices from the deck of the

barque.

So it's up and it's over to Stornoway Bay,

Pack it on ! Crack it on ! Try her with the stun-

sails!

It's off on a bowline to Stornoway Bay,

Where the liquor is good and the lasses are

gay.

Waiting for their bully Jack,

Watching for him sailing back,

Right across the Lowland Sea.

To the dying pirate the jovial words and

rollicking tune made his own fate seem the

harsher, but there was no softening in his

venomous blue eyes. Copley Banks had

brushed away the priming of the gun, and

had sprinkled fresh powder over the touch-

hole. Then he had taken up the candle and

cut it to the iength of about an inch. This

he placed upon the loose powder at the

breach of the gun. Tnen he scattered

powder thickly over the floor beneath, so that

when the candle fell at the recoil it must

explode the huge pile in which the three

drunkards were wallowing.

"You've made others look death in the

face, Sharkey." said he. " Now it has come
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man. Ten, distance, water, a journey. Nine, than by Cards, is illustrated by Nos. 3, 4, and

failure. Eight, night, illness. Seven, determination. s_TAe Cabalistic Calculations of Pvthagoras

Diamonds. Ace a ring, bank-note. King, a _an application of the magic of numbers tO

grey-haired man. Queen, widow, friend. Knave,

a soldier. Ten, money. Nine, sharp instruments.

Eight, short journey.- Seven, a child, a pet.

These meanings, and others, are merely

the A B C of the art, the letters, as it were,

of the sentences

to be formed by

the various com-

binations of the

cards.

If, in the shuf-

fling or deal-

ing, cards get

reversed, i.e.,

turned upside

A

B

C

D

E

F

S

H

I

J

K

L

n

'

j.

i

it-

?

t

7

8

1

&<00

to

3.0

50

N

0

p

Q

R

S

T

u

V

w

X

Y

Z

HO

50

to

7Â°

So

1Â°

too

3-00

700

lifoo

.loo

(tÂ«o

Sou

No. 3.â��The Cabalistic Calculations of Pythagoras. For direction! as

to use in divination, see text and Nos. 4 and 5.

down, their

meaning differs from the preceding list; as

modern court cards are made double-headed,

it is necessary to mark the top of these, and

of such other cards that would not show

reversal, so that a reversed card may be

recognised. I have not space to state the

meanings of reversed cards, but I give a few

examples of the combinations of cards.

King of Clubsâ��Ten of Hearts. Sincere tove.

Knave of Diamondsâ��Ten of Spades. Troubte, unrest.

Ten of Heartsâ��Ace of Diamonds. Wedding.

Eight of Heartsâ��Ace of Diamonds. Proposat.

Nine of Spadesâ��Nine of Diamonds. Coffin.

Seven of Spadesâ��Nine of Diamonds. Accident.

Etc., etc., etc.

W

I

L.

l_

.2.0

iO

9

i

30

The querent is repre-

sented by either the King

or the Queen of the suit,

which, by the rules of the

art, is in accord with his

or her complexion, and,

as "good" or "bad"

cards touch, or are distant

from, the querent [" LE

CONSULT," in No. a], so

do such cards vary in their

force of good or of harm.

But this is only one of the

many things that must be

considered, and which only

a very long technical and detailed account

could include.

Another mode of divination, otherwise

e s-

W I boo

A I

K 80

T IOO

WILLIAM ---- |lÂ«.8o

EWAR.T

Ho. â�¢!. TV Cabatistic Calculation* of

Pythagoras. , text and Not. 3 and 5.

fortune-telling. Pythagoras was born about

600 years before Christ, and, although this

philosopher undoubtedly mixed with his

sound mathematical ability and invention

some curious Eastern ideas about the trans-

migration of

souls, making

this belief the

ground for in-

culcating kind-

ness to animals,

and for abstain-

ing from eating

their flesh, lest

one might be

beating or eating

a departed friend, yet we may doubt if

Pythagoras ever went so far in his mysticism

as to invent this mode of divination that I

now explain, and which I came across in an

interesting little book on Occult Divination

by "Grand Orient," published in 1891 by

Mr. George Redway, London. Here is the

way to work this oracle, which I have

consulted with reference to Mr. Gladstone.

Write down the name of the person about

whom you wish to learn (see No. 4), then

write against each letter of the name the

number which you find in No. 3, placed

underneath each letter. Then add up your

numbers (see No. 4),

combine the separate totals,

and note the grand total,

which, in the specimen,

comes out at 3392. Now

turn to the table of mean-

ings given in No. 5, and

pick out from the three

narrow columns of num-

bers those numbers which

will exactly add up' to

your grand total.

For example, Mr. Glad-

stone's grand total is 3392,

so I first pick out from

No. 5 the number 1300

(Persecution), this leaves a remainder 2092 ;

again, looking at No. 5, I see that 1260

(Torments) is the next number towards

7

zo

I

I OO

5'0
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PEARS

He, by these means, obtains the

following addition sum :

Number underneath A in No. 7

Tuesday's number in No 8 ...

The number of Tuesday's Planet Mars

in No. 8

The number of the day of the month

on which he was born

Totat ..

The querent divides

thirty, and he gets a remainder.

fifteen. Then he looks in table

No. 9, at the left, for the number

fifteen, and he finds the answer given by the

oracle is " Dissimulations, labours, and cares

will often beset you, and there is fore-

shadowed a world of difficulties; but you

will finally overcome all enemies." This is

the oracular reply to his question " Shall I

be fortunate or unfortunate in this world ?''

â��and one is reminded of the sound old

saying, "To endure is to conquer one s fate.''

I have said that only one of the thirty Life-

Questions can now be dealt with, and in-

spection of No. 9 will show that, of the thirty

possible answers to be given by the Oracle of

is the

NUMBERS or THE PLANETS

JL

0

cf

0

114

9

... 4

... 52

ars

flocoi.

4-5-

55

34

39

78

... 39

NUMBERSoFTHE DAYS

ith

... 10

'.'In* J.i. -,

TtLeS/OM

Uj'Jtit&lai/

THuA.s4ixy

SS

IO6

52

IO2.

31

68

... 105

5 bv

\**k<i fay

AaUA by

MOOTV

'i M ! . ? by

(Ifctuvy

ui ! ,<( by

\i( ( ',./ LV

flaA.S

Vc^LWi

No. 8.â��The Oracle of Human Destiny. Part 11. the Planets ar.,1

Days i ste No. ^ and text.

will find all of them in the little book I have

mentioned.

I think that one should regard this oracle

only as an amusing game, and I cannot

endorse the prefatory statement of " Grand

Orient" that " the successful conduct of all

magical operations depends, almost exclu-

sively, on the temporary predominance of

the intuitional faculties of the seer,'' at any

rate not in this present instance, for the reason

that the working of this Oracle of Human

Destiny is wholly separated from intuitional

or other faculties of the seer, or of the

1. This indicates that the asker will be fortunate in this life, commencing one year from this day. He will have a fair

habitation, and enjoy the luxuries of wealth.

2. The planets indicate that you are destined to a fate replete with vicissitudes and changes.

3. You have sought that of which you had better not ask further particulars for three months; otherwise you may be

vexed at the answers.

4. This tells of poverty near you, and then of a sudden elevation in your fortune.

5. Fortune and a full share of happiness will be yours. But you will have many enemies.

6. The planet Mercury and the moon indicate that you will be a lucky adventurer.

7. Your fate is uncertain as the wind, and but little of the past has been good; yet yours is a fortunate planet, and

better days await you a year hence.

8. If a male, ambition will at times possess your whole soul. If a female, love is your foible ; but either will be

fortunate after the thirty-eighth year.

g. Inconstancy and care will embitter a great part of your life; but you will, after your fortieth year, possess much

gold and silver.

10. Your destiny will be as inconstant as the elements : a fate now steeped in sorrow, now fraught with joy, now rich,

now depressed, but never poor. This is the lot of your life.

11. Beginning in trouble, even until the asker's middle age, fate will cross and gainsay your endeavours; but, after all,

riches and dignities are your lot.

ia. Fortune's gifts without your seeking will raise you to wealth, which you will afterwards lose.

13. Sorrow and care will in a great measure be your lot; manifold omens deny any great amount of wealth.

14. Why seek riches ? But the stars allot you many years of good fortune.

15. Dissimulations, labours, and cares will often beset you, and there is foreshadowed a world of difficulties ; but you

will finally overcome all enemies,

Etc., etc., etc.. throughout the thirty answers [to Life-Question No. i] of this ORACLE

OF HUMAN DESTINY, of which the lirst fifteen answers are here given.

No. 9.â��The Oracte of Human Destiny. Part III. The Oracle Speaks â�¢. ste No. 7 and text.

Human Destiny to any one of the thirty

questions, only fifteen of the thirty answers

to " Life-Question No. i " can now be re-

corded. In all there are nine hundred answers

to the thirty " Life-Questions" [30 X 30],

and the reader who is curious in this matter

querent, the operation now described being

merely a numerical process, dependent on

certain dates, etc. The process is certainly

interesting, and it is amusing, but it is nothing

more.

Illustration No. 10 brings us. back again to
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i. If this number be fixed on, it assures the querent that he or she will marry a homely, but wealthy person.

2. Whatever your intentions are, for the present decline them. Those absent will return. 3. Shows loss of friends, bad

success in things legal, loss of money, and infidelity in love. 4. If your desires are extravagant they will not be granted,

but mind how you make use of your fortune. 5. Very good fortune, sudden prosperity, great respect from high persons,

a letter bringing important news. 6. Look well to those who owe you money, if ever so little. A letter of abuse may be

expected. 7. Your lover will treat <you with truth and constancy. 8. A friend has crossed the sea, and will return with

riches by which you also will be much benefited. 9. A loving partner, success in your undertakings, a large and pros-

perous family. 10. Your husband will not have a great fortune, but with your assistance he is likely to live in middling

circumstances, n. A very sudden journey, a pleasant fellow-traveller, a result generally beneficial to your family.

13. You may regain that which you have lost, with great perseverance and trouble. 13. A letter of importance will

arrive, announcing the death of a relative for whom you have no very great respect, but who has left you a legacy.

14. By venturing carefully, you will gain doubly, though you will suffer great privation. 15. You will meet with many

crosses before you are comfortably settled. 16. Too sudden acquaintance with the opposite sex, notwithstanding the

party should persevere, as it will be to his or her advantage. 17. An agreeable partner, a good temper, and a large

family of children. 18. Let the chooser of this number persevere, for the schemes are good and must succeed. 19. You

will marry voung and have dutiful children. 20. Your lover may be in low circumstances, but affectionate. 21. Your

marriage will add to your welfare, and you will be very happy. 22. A drunken partner, bad success in trade; but the

party will never be very poor, although always unhappy. 23. Do not neglect your lover; let your conduct command

respect. 24. You have many friends, and will probably have a large and virtuous family. 25. Your travels will be

prosperous if you are prudent. 26. You have many enemies who will endeavour to make you unhappy. 27. The luck

that is ordained for you will be coveted by others. 28. Be very prudent in your conduct, as this number is very capri-

cious, and much depends upon yourself; it is, however, generally good. 29. Beware, or you will be deceived'by the

person to whom you are paying your attentions. 30. You love one who is affectionate, true, and worthy of respect. 31.

You too fantastically refuse offers. Be prudent whom you accept or you will be sorry. 32. You will be very unfortunate

for a short time, but be careful, and your situation will soon alter. 33. A fortune will be yours ; be not over anxious. 34.

Alter your intentions, or you will be sorry when it is too late. 35. You will have a rich but jealous partner, and will live

very uncomfortably. 36. You will have a sober, steady, and affectionate but poor partner. 37. A very good fortune,

sudden prosperity, and a large family. 38. The persons who draw this unlucky number must look well to their conduct,

or justice will overtake them. 39. Remain among your friends and you will escape misfortune. 40. You will have an

affectionate partner, but no family ; you will be blessed with a large fortune. 41. If you have a fortune be charitable; if

you have little be frugal. 42. You wilt have a quarrel with your lover through jealousy. 43. You must bear your losses

with fortitude. 44. You will get a handsome, young, and wealthy partner.

Etc., etc., etc., for each number up to No. loo [there being 100 numbers in the GOLDEN WHEEL] ; the last

six answers being :â��95. You will marry in poverty, but will be rich in the end. 96. You are too whimsical and

deceitful ever to be happy. 97. Be not nattered, though you have an amorous sweetheart. 98. A shocking accident

will happen to you, or to your children, and will cause great trouble, yf. You will discover your false lover. 100. You

will have a very handsome but artful partner.

No. 12.â��Fifty specimens of the hundred replies given by Grand Orient in connection with The Golden Wheel of

Fortune, iee No. u.

II. Shall I meet with the preferment 1 want ?

III. Will a certain sick person recover?

IV. Will the said sickness be of long or short

duration P

V. Will my wish or expectation succeed ?

VI. Is it well for me to marry, or not ?

VII. Will the friendship of a certain person be ad-

vantageous to me ?

VIII. Shall I become rich or poor ?

Etc., etc., etc.

The person who wishes to consult this

oracle must turn the Golden Wheel face

downwards, and then prick into it with a pin

or needle from the back (" it is better to do

this with the eyes shut," saith " Grand

Orient"). The querent then turns over the

wheel and sees which number he has pricked

with his pin or needle.

When the querent has asceriained the

number that he has pricked in No. uâ��we

will say eight has been prickedâ��he looks at

the tabular statement in No. 12 for the same

number. [Let his question be say. I. .'Shall

I obtain the favour I desire from a certain

person f] He finds that the answer given for

eight, in No. 12, is " A friend has crossed

the sea, and will return with riches by which

you also will be much benefited," and with

this eminently cheerful reply from the oracle-

the querent ought to be satisfied.

As there are one hundred numbers in the-

Golden Wheel, so there are one hundred

replies set out, but here I have space for

only fifty of them including the last six

answers out of the original hundred (see-

No. 12).

To conclude, I have set out plainly and

fairly the information I have gathered as to.

" Fortune-Telling by Cards, and otherwise."

I have found nothing in the curious works of

the authorities I have consulted which causes

me to alter my first opinionâ��viz., that neither

" the cards " nor any other medium can tell

us anything about our future. We may

amuse ourselves by these devices, but we

should remember that by no such methods

as those now described can the future, or any-

part of it, be revealed to us.













OF course Geoffrey Carr's marriage was a

mistake, and a great many people said from

the first that they knew how it would end.

When the end came, however, it was felt

that no one could really have foreseen that

which actually happened ; so the phrase was

changed to one capable of more vague inter-

pretation. It was a very common-place

affair, one of those misfortunes which are

brought about by a concurrence of trivialities

that really seems pre-ordained.

A little manoeuvring, and the careless

repetition of groundless scandal acting upon

an exaggerated sense of honour and responsi-

bility, all combined to effect the instalment

of Bessy Burridge, the fair, fluffy-haired

girl, with the dead white skin, and the rose

pink in her cheeks, as mistress of Carr's

Glen.

Bessy Burridge was a farmer's daughter,

and Geoffrey Carr her father's landlord, and

the most fastidious of men; but then he had

known the girl from childhood, and it was

not to be borne that idle jests should be made

at her expense on his accountâ��although the

occasional encounters during his long lonely

walks, which gave rise to the gossip, had not

been of his seeking.

Had he been aware of it, such jesting was

no source of annoyance to Bessy, who, during

the two years which had elapsed since her

return from a cheap boarding school, had had

no lack of admirers, in the hunting field and

elsewhere.

But Mr. Carr did not hunt, and heard

nothing of the talk concerning her until he

himself was associated with it.

It was at the dinner table at Langrove

Hall, after the ladies had left, that his friend,

Sir Charles Langrove, rallied him on being

the latest victim of the blandishments of Miss

Burridge, concluding his remarks with a

timely warning of danger.

In reply, Carr had spoken warmly on the

girl's behalf, and there the matter might have

ended but for an encounter with Bessy a few

days later.

The meeting was in the lane, not half a

mile from Carr's Glen; there were traces of

tears upon her pretty face, and injudicious

inquiry elicited the fact that Farmer Bur-

ridge was wroth; some cruel reports had

reached his cars, and he had threatened to

send Bessy away to earn her living as nur-

sery governess or lady's help. Finally, with

much apparent reluctance, Mr. Carr was

allowed to infer that he was the cause of all

the trouble.

Then Geoffrey took the decisive step, which

he regarded but as a just reparation for un-

intentional injury, and offered to make Bessy

Burridge, Mrs. Carr.

When, an hour later, he reached home, he

looked around the familiar places with a

sense of unutterable strangeness. If his sen-

sations were not those of a rapturous lover,

they were not wholly unpleasant.

The idea of the wild hair and the rose-leaf

face which became suddenly pictured in

every corner of his dull bachelor establish-

ment was curiously fascinating; and his

fancy imparted to the nature of which they

were the outward semblance, the poetry of

his own. She was so young, so gentle with

all her irrepressibility, it would be easy to

imbue her with the refinement and high cul-

ture which he desired.

That his projects might be a trifle

egotistical occurred to him no more than did

the idea that his action had been foolishly

generous and quixotic.

It seemed equally inevitable that he should

Copyright, 1897, by Mrs. Egerton Easfwick, in the United Staies of America.
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marry Bessy Burridge, and that marrying

her, she should conform to his ideal. In

truth, his nature had become as self-inclosed

as one of his own folios.

The vision of the dual life to which he had

pledged himself was haunting, perplexing,

and slightly alluring, but unsuggestive of

material change in his own habits.

Also, having made his decision, pride

forbade his giving further thought to differ-

ence of station between himself and his

chosen wife, although the fact had greatly

added to the offensiveness of the gossip

which had first associated their names.

Three months later he was married, and in

due time brought home his bride.

The month in Paris had been pregnant

with discovery, but it was not until he was

settled at Carr's Glen that his full enlighten-

ment began.

Then it soon became evident that Mrs.

Carr intended to enjoy life after her own

fashion.

A few of Geoffrey's old friends called, but

she scandalised them with her audacious

folly, and the one or two dinners given in

her honour proved experiments which, in the

future, it would be well to avoid.

Indeed, Bessy had no taste for those

decorous and moderate entertainments where,

as she afterwards complained to her husband,

the women stared at her if she " so much as

opened her mouth."

She started little parties at Carr's Glen,

giving promiscuous invitations, in which

Geoffrey's name figured but slightly, but

which he found it impossible to cancel with-

out provoking that ultimatum of horrors, a

scene, or giving occasion for some daringly

scandalous behaviour. Her rebellion was

audacious, irrepressible, and humiliating,

altogether lacking in the tact with which a

woman of more depth, experience, and cul-

ture might have modified it.

Carr suffered intensely, but took a course

which many condemned. Finding himself

unable to control his wife, he sought to

support and shield her, covering her extrava-

gances with the sanction of his presence,

enduring a society that was hateful to

him, until the world whispered that it was

wonderful he should have allowed himself

to be so dragged down by his miserable

infatuation.

He bore his burden in silence, having no

hope but in patience and forbearance. Time

might accomplish that which had proved

beyond his powerâ��or, the helpless hands of

a little child.

In the spring he planned to take her abroad,

away from the influences of early surround-

ings ; but during the hunting season she

refused to leave Carr's Glen, and. through all

that dreary winter, he had but one confidant

for a pain that at times amounted to agonyâ��

the horse upon which his once unfamiliar

figure now constantly appeared in the hunting

field in attendance upon his wife.

The Grey Monk was a splendid thorough-

bred, bought by Carr as a colt; but to the

world in general showing a vile temper, and

reserving all his charms and good qualities

for his master; he was also something of a

misogynist, having a hatred of petticoats,

and could never be trained to carry a habit

satisfactorily.

In particular he held in aversion his

master's wife, and Bessy, although she

regarded the creature with some jealousy and

dislike, had an iniiard longing to mount and

conquer him. She was a splendid horse-

woman, and he seemed the-one insuper-

able barrier to her absolute dominion.

Had she known the outpourings of secret

pain and baffled hopes of which Carr made

the dumb beast the sole recipient, her feeling

would have been increased tenfold.

One morning there was a more painful

half hour than usual. Carr found himself

obliged to go to town for a couple of days,

and he asked his wife not to hunt until his

return, and to defer a luncheon party fixed

for the morrow.

She laughed quite pleasantly, and gave a

dozen reasons for making no change in her

plans. When he reminded her that the horse,

which in the usual course she would have

ridden was lame, she answered jestingly:

" You will not be at homeâ��I can have the

Grey Monkâ��a capital opportunity for teach-

ing him manners."

"For Heaven's sake â�� Bessy â�� " Can

cried in alarm.

But she showed her white teeth in a smile
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moment of mad passion coursed through

his mind; a hundred reasons why his wife

might still claim patience and forbearance at

his hands; surely a strength feebler and yet

infinitely greater than his own might ere long

suffice to awaken her into true womanhood,

and some gentle dignity and grace.

He prayed and prayed again that he might

be forgiven that miserable thought which had

all the weight of contemplated crime; and

meanwhile the Grey Monk stood beside hi.m,

turning upon him his restless eye, his ears

erect and nostrils quivering as though some

latent antagonism had been stirred within

him.

Geoffrey soothed the creature back into

docile quietude, as he alone could, but he

hurried from the stall. To suppose that his

own evil mood was in any way connected

with the disturbance of the horse could be

only the creation of a morbid overwrought

mind, but the associations of the place had

become painful.

That night, before he slept, he tried more

earnestly than he had ever yet done to extort

a promise from Bessy. He urged her to

pass her word that she would make no

attempt to mount the Monk, that she would

not even approach the horse during his

absence.

He was so terribly in earnest that he won

her into something like seriousness; she

seemed impressed, and yielded a conditional

sort of promise to the effectâ��did he think

she was going to make an utter fool of her-

self and risk breaking her neck ?

The next morning things looked brighter.

Bessy had never shown herself so amenable

since their marriage. She confessed to feel-

ing slightly tired, and regretted the necessity

of the luncheon party; she thought certainly

she should not follow the hounds on Friday;

she might just drive to the meet in the pony

cart.

Under these circumstances Carr recon-

sidered a decision he had arrived at the pre-

vious night before sleeping. He had then

determined to ride the Grey Monk to a

station some twenty miles up the line, and

have him stabled at the inn until his return.

Now, under Bessy's altered mood such a

course seemed unwise, calculated to stir her

into fresh rebellion. She would construe it

as a sign of distrust.

He contented himself with cautioning her

afresh, and when he left her at length he was

in a more soothed and hopeful mood than

he had known for months.

He returned on the evening of the following

Friday. The train was due at D at

6.30, and thence the village of Langrove was

reached by a single branch line. There was

a wait of ten minutes at the Junction, and

the night being cold, Carr went into the

refreshment bar. Two men were there

before him; their backs were towards him as

he entered; hunting men, evidently, return-

ing from the day's sport, boots and spurs

showing beneath their long coats.

They were discussing something that

had happened, and their words caught his

attention.

" I never saw such a thingâ��the brute

literally kicked the life out of her."

" She was quite dead then ?"

" Noâ��but it was horribleâ��horribleâ��they

carried her homeâ��and ." Here the

voice was lowered and the words became

inaudible.

After a moment the two men turned to

leave, and Carr recognised one of them as

an occasional visitor at Carr's Glen. He

himself was in the shadow of the door and

escaped notice; they both looked grave,

almost appalled, and, as they passed near

him, he who had spoken first said:

" How Carr could keep such a brute "

Geoffrey had listened and watched,

fascinated, but without clear thought of

personal application in their words, until he

heard his own name.

Then he started nervously, and, seized

with sudden horrible fear, rushed after them,

only to find that they had already disappeared

into the darkness.

How he reached home he could not after-

wards recall; but the news which awaited

him was no shock. He seemed to have been

living upon the ghastly details, filling up the

hiatus left by the men's scant words, during

that terrible hour.

No one had been able to give him certain

information ; the news had not yet become

pubKc in D . His groom was waiting in
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'' I am surprised myself,'' said Kelmare, as

he rose to go. " Now, I must be off. I

came in to see if you felt inclined for a

week's cruise in the Channel. Burgrave has

lent me his yacht, and somehow I think a

change of air will do me good."

"I am very sorry," said Carne, "but it

would be quite impossible for me to get away

just now. I have several important functions

on hand that will keep me in town."

" I suppose this wedding is one of them ? "

" To tell the honest truth, I had scarcely

thought of it," replied Carne. " Must you be

off? Well, then, good-bye, and a pleasant

holiday to you."

When Kelmare had disappeared, Carne

went back to his study, and seated himself at

his writing-table. " Kelmare is a little over

sensitive," he said, " and his pique is spoiling

his judgment. He does not seem to realise

that he has come very well out of a jolly bad

business. I am not certain which I pity most

â��Miss Greenthorpe, who is a heartless little

hussy, or the Marquis of Kilbenham, who is

a thorough-paced scoundrel. The wedding,

however, promises to be a fashionable one,

and "

He stopped midway, rose, and stood leaning

against the mantelpiece, staring into the empty

fireplace. Presently he flipped the ash off his

cigar, and turned round, " It never struck

me in that light before," he said, as he

pressed the button of the electric bell in the

wall beside him. When it was answered, he

ordered his carriage, and a quarter of an hour

later was rolling down Regent Street.

Reaching a well-known jeweller's shop,

he pulled the check string, and, the door

having been opened, descended, and went

inside. It was not the first time he had had

dealings with the firm, and as soon as he

was recognised the proprietor hastened for-

ward himself to wait upon him.

" I want a nice wedding present for a young

lady," he said, when the other had asked

what he could have the pleasure of showing

him. " Diamonds, I think, for preference."

A tray containing hairpins, brooches, rings,

and aigrettes set with stones was put before

him, but Carne was not satisfied. He wanted

something better, he saidâ��something a little

more imposing. When he left the shop a

quarter of an hour later he had chosen a

diamond bracelet, for which he had paid the

sum of one thousand pounds. In con-

sequence, the jeweller bowed him to his

carriage with almost Oriental obsequiousness.

As Carne rolled down the street, he took

the bracelet from its case and glanced at it.

He had long since made up his mind as to

his line of action, and having done so, was

now prepared to start business without delay.

On leaving the shop, he had ordered his

coachman to drive home; but on second

thoughts he changed his mind, and, once

more pulling the check string, substituted

Berkeley Square for Park Lane.

" I must be thoroughly convinced in my

own mind," he said, " before I do anything,

and the only way to do that will be to see old

Greenthorpe himself without delay. I think

I have a good and sufficient excuse in my

pocket. At any rate, I'll try it."

On reaching the residence in question, he

instructed his footman to inquire whether

Mr. Greenthorpe was at home, and, if so, if

he would see him. An answer in the affirma-

tive was soon forthcoming, and a moment

later Carne and Greenthorpe were greeting

each other in the library.

"Delighted to see you, my dear sir," the

latter said as he shook his guest warmly by

the hand, at the same time hoping that old

Sir Mowbray Mowbray next door, who was a

gentleman of the old school, and looked

down on the plutocracy, could see and re-

cognise the magnificent equipage standing

before his house. " This is most kind of

you, and indeed I take it as most friendly

too."

Carne's face was as smiling and fascinating

as it was wont to be, but an acute observer

might have read in the curves of his lips

a little of the contempt he felt for the

man before him. Matthew Greenthorpe's

face and figure betrayed his origin as plainly

as any words could have done. If this had

not been sufficient, his dress and the pro-

fusion of jewelleryâ��principally diamondsâ��

that decked his person would have told the

tale. In appearance he was short, stout, very

red about the face, and made up what he

lacked in breeding by an effusive familiarity

that sometimes bordered on the offensive.
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" I am afraid/' said Carne, when his host

had finished speaking, " that I ought to be

ashamed of myself for intruding on you at

such an early hour. I wanted, however, to

thank you personally for the kind invitation

you have sent me to be present at your

daughter's wedding."

"I trust you will be able to come." replied

Mr. Greenthorpe a little anxiously, for he

was eager that the world should know that he

and the now famous Simon Carne were on

familiar terms.

" That is exactly what has brought me to

see you,'' said Carne. " I regret to say I

hardly know yet whether I shall be able to

give myself that pleasure or not. An im-

portant complication has arisen in connection

with some property in which I am interested,

and it is just possible that I shall be called to

the Continent within the next few days. My

object in calling upon you this morning

was to ask you to permit me to withhold my

answer until I am at liberty to speak more

definitely as to my arrangements."

"By all means, by all means," answered

his host, placing himself with legs wide apart

upon the hearthrug, and rattling the money

in his trouser pockets. " Take just as long

as you like so long as you don't say you can't

come. Me and the missusâ��hem ! I mean

Mrs. Greenthorpe and Iâ��are looking forward

to the pleasure of your society, and I can tell

you we shan't think our company complete

if we don't have you with us."

" I am extremely flattered," said Carne

sweetly, " and you may be sure it will not

be my fault if I am not among your guests. '

" Hear, hear, to that, sir," replied the old

gentleman. " We shall be a merry party,

and, I trust, a distinguished one. We did

hope to have had Royalty present among us,

but, unfortunately, there were special reasons,

that I am hardly privileged to mention, which

prevented it. However, the Duke of Rugby

and his duchess, the father and mother of my

future son-in-law, you know, are coming; the

Earl of Boxmoor and his countess have

accepted ; Lord Southam and his lady, half-a-

dozen baronets or so, and as many Members

of Parliament and their wives as you can count

on one hand. There'll be a ball the night

before, given by the Mayor at the Assembly

Rooms, a dinner to the tenants at the conclu-

sion of the ceremony, and a ball in my own

house after the young couple have gone

away. You may take it from me, my dear

sir, that nothing on a similar scale has ever

been seen at Market Stopford before."

" I can quite believe it," said Carne. " It

will mark an epoch in the history of the

county."

'â�¢ It will do more than that, sir. The

festivities alone will cost me a cool five

thousand pounds. At first 7 was all for

having it in town, but I was persuaded out of

it. After all, a country house is better suited

to such jinks. And we mean to do it well."

He took Carne familiarly by the button of

his coat, and, sinking his voice to an impres-

sive whisper, asked him to hazard a guess

how much he thought the whole affair,

presents and all, would cost.

Carne shook his head. " I have not the

very remotest notion," he said. " But if you

wish me to guess, I will put it at fifty thousand

pounds."

'â�¢ Not enough by half, sirâ��not enough by

half. Why, I'll let you into a little secret that

even my wife knows nothing about."

As he spoke, he crossed the room to a

large safe in the wall. This he unlocked,

and having done so took from it an

oblong box, wrapped in tissue paper. This

he placed on the table in the centre of the

room, and then, having looked out into the

hall to make sure that no one was about,

shut and locked the door. Then, turning to

Carne, he said:

" I don't know what you may think, sir, but

there are some people 1 know as try to

insinuate that if you have money you can't

have taste. Now, I've got the money "â��here

he threw back his shoulders, and tapped

himself proudly on the chestâ��"and I'm

going to convince you, sir, that I've got as

pretty an idea of taste as any man could wish

to have. This box will prove it."

So saying, he unwrapped the tissue paper,

and displayed to Carne's astonished gaze a

large gilded casket, richly chased, standing

upon four massive feet.

" There, sir, you see," he said, "an artistic

bit of workmanship, and I'll ask you to guess

what it's for."
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deferential valet, "and I don't suppose

you'll do so on this occasion."

" You flatter me, Belton, but I will not be

so falsely modest as to say that your praise is

altogether undeserved. This, however, is a

case of more than usual delicacy and danger,

and it will be necessary for us to play our

cards with considerable care. When I

have examined this house I shall elaborate

my plans more fully. We have none too

much time, for the attempt must be made

to-morrow night. You have brought down

with you the things I mentioned on that list,

I suppose ? "

"They are in these chests, sir,'' said

Belton. " They make a precious heavy load,

and once or twice I was fearful lest they might

arouse suspicion."

" You need have no fear, my good Belton,"

said Carne. " I have a very plausible excuse

to account for their presence here. Everyone

by this time knows that I am a great student,

and also that I never travel without at least

two cases of books. It is looked upon as a

harmless fad. Here is my key. Open the

box standing nearest to you."

Belton did as he was commanded, when it

was seen that it was filled to its utmost

holding capacity with books.

" No one would think," said Carne, with a

smile at the astonishment depicted on the

other's face, " that there are only two layers

of volumes there, would they ? If you lift out

the tray upon which they rest, you will dis-

cover that the balance of the box is now

occupied by the things you placed in it.

Unknown to you, I had the trays fitted after

you had packed the others. There is nothing

like being prepared for all emergencies.

Now, pay attention to what I am about to say

to you. I have learned that the wedding

presents, including the fifty thousand sovereigns

presented by Mr. Greenthorpe to his daughter

in that absurd casket, of which I spoke to you,

will be on view to-morrow afternoon in the

billiard room; to-night, and to-morrow before

the ball commences, they will be placed in

the safe. One of Mr. Greenthorpe's most

trusted servants will keep watch over them in

the room, while a constable will be on duty in

the lobby outside. Bars have been placed on

all the windows, and, as I understand, the

village police will patrol the building at

intervals during the night. The problem of

how we are to get hold of them would seem

rather a hard nut to crack, would it not ? "

" I must confess I don't see how you are

going to do it at all, sir," said Belton.

" Well, we'll see. I have a plan in my head

now, but before I can adopt it I must make a

few inquiries. I believe there is a staircase

leading from the end of this corridor down to

the lobby outside the billiard and smoking-

rooms. If this is so, we shall have to make

use of it. It must be your business to discover

at what time the custodians of the treasure

have their last meal. When you have found

that out let me know. Now you had better

get me ready for dinner as soon as possible."

When Carne retired to rest that evening,

his inimitable valet was in a position to

report that the sentries were already in-

stalled, and that their supper had been taken

to them, by Mr. Greenthorpe's orders, at ten

o'clock precisely, by one of the under-footmen

who had been instructed to look after them.

" Very good," said Carne, " I think I see

my way now. I'll sleep on my scheme and

let you know what decision I have come to

in the morning. If we pull this little business

off successfully there will be ten thousand

pounds for you to pay into your credit, my

friend."

Belton bowed and thanked his master

without a sign of emotion upon his face.

After which Simon Carne went to bed.

When he was called next morning, he

discovered a perfect summer day. Brilliant

sunshine streamed in at the windows,

and the songs of birds came from the trees

outside.

" An excellent augury," he said to himself

as he jumped out of bed and donned the

heavy dressing-gown his valet held open for

him. " Miss Greenthorpe, my compliments

to you. My lord Marquis is not the only man

upon whom you are conferring happiness

to-day."

His good humour did not leave him, for

when he descended to the breakfast-room an

hour later his face was radiant with smiles,

and everyone admitted that it would be

impossible to meet a more charming

companion.
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During the morning he was occupied in

the library, wiiting letters.

At one he lunched with his fellow guests.

none of the family being present, and at half-

past went off to dress for the wedding

ceremony. This important business com-

pleted, a move was made for the church :

and in something less than a quarter of an

hour the nuptial knot was tied, and Miss

Sophie Greenthorpe, only daughter of

Matthew Greenthorpe, erstwhile grocer and

provision merchant, of Little Bexter Street,

Tottenham Court Road, left the building, on

her husband's arm, Marchioness of Kilben-

ham and future Duchess of Rugby.

Simon Carne and his fellow guests followed

in her wake down the aisle, and, having

entered their carriages, returned to the Park.

The ball that evening was an acknowledged

success, but, though he was an excellent

dancer, and had his choice of the prettiest

women in the room, Carne was evidently ill

at ease. The number of times he stealthily

examined his watch said this as plainly as

any words. As a matter of fact, the last guest

had scarcely arrived before he left the ball-

room, and passed down the lobby towards

the back staircase, stopping en route to

glance at the billiard room door.

As he expected, it was closed, and a

stalwart provincial policeman stood on guard

before it.

He made a jocular reference about the

treasure the constable was guarding, and,

with a laugh at himself for forgetting the way

to his bedroom, retraced his steps to the stairs,

up which he passed to his own apartment.

Belton was awaiting him there.

â�¢' It is ten minutes to ten. Belton," he said

abruptly. " It must be now or never. (Jo

down to the kitchen, and hang about there

until the tray upon which the suppers of the

guard are placed is prepared. When the

lootman starts with it for the billiard room,

accompany him, and, as he opens the green

baize door leading from the servants' quarters

into the house, manage, by hook or crook,

to hold him in conversation. Say something,

and interrupt yourself by a severe fit of

coughing. That will give me my cue.

If anything should happen to me as I

come down stairs, be sure that the man puts

his tray down on the slab at the foot of the

stairs and renders me assistance. I will

manage the rest. Now be off.''

Belton bowed respectfully, and left the

room. As he did so, Carne crossed to the

dressing-table, and unlocked a small case

standing upon it. From this he took a tiny

silver-stoppered scent bottle, containing,

perhaps, half-an-ounce of white powder.

This he slipped into his waistcoat pocket,

and then made for the door.

On the top of the back staircase he paused

for a few moments to listen. He heard the

spring of the green baize door in the passage

below creak as it was pushed open. Next

moment he distinguished Helton's voice.

" It's as true as that I'm standing here," he

was saying. "As I went up the stairs with the

governor's hot water there she was coming

along the passage. I stood back to let her

pass, and as 1 did she " (Here the

narrative was interrupted by a violent fit of

coughing.) . On hearing this Carne descended

the stairs, and, when he had got halfway

down, saw the footman and his valet coming

along the passage below. At the same

instant he must have caught his foot in the

stair carpet, for he tripped and fell headlong

to the bottom.

"Heaven's alive!'' cried Belton. " I do

believe that's my governor, and he's killed."

At the same time he ran forward to the

injured man's assistance.

Carne lay at the foot of the stairs just as he

had fallen, his head thrown back, his eyes

shut, and his body curled up and mo'ionless.

Belton turned to the footman, who still stood

holding the tray where he had stopped on see-

ing the accident, and said : " Put down those

things and go and find Mr. Greenthorpe as

quickly as you can. Tell him Mr. Carne has

fallen downstairs, and I'm afraid is seriously

injured."

The footman immediately disappeared.

His back was scarcely turned, however,

before Carne was on his feet.

" Excellent, my dear Belton." he whispered;

and, as he spoke, he slipped his fingers into

his waistcoat pocket. " Hand me up that

tray, but be quiet, or the policeman round

the comer will hear you."

Belton did as he was ordered, and Carne
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down the stairs on tip-toe. On turning into

.the billiard room lobby, he discovered the

rural policeman propped up in the corner

fast asleep. His heavy breathing echoed

down the corridors, and one moment's in-

spection showed Carne that from him he

.had nothing to fear. Unlocking the door

with a key which he took from his pocket,

he entered the room, to find the gardener,

like the policeman, fast asleep in an arm-

chair by the window. He crossed to him,

and, after a careful examination of his breath-

ing, lifted one of his eyelids.

" Excellent,'' he said. " Nothing could be

â�¢better. Now, when Belton comes, we shall

.be ready for business."

So saying, he left the room again, and

went softly up the stairs to find his valet.

The latter was awaiting him, and, before a

witness, had there been one, could have

â�¢counted twenty, they were standing in the

billiard room together. It was a large

apartment, luxuriously furnished, with a bow

window at one end and an alcove, surrounded

with seats, at the other. In this alcove,

â�¢cleverly hidden by the wainscotting, as Mr.

Greenthorpe had once been at some pains to

point out to Simon Carne, there existed a

large iron safe of the latest burglar-proof

pattern and design.

The secret was an ingenious one, and

would have baffled any ordinary craftsman.

Carne, however, as has already been explained,

was far from being a common-place member

â�¢of his profession. Turning to Belton, he

said: " Give me the tools." These being

forthcoming, in something less than ten

minutes he had picked the lock and was

master of the safe's contents.

When these, including the fifty thousand

sovereigns,had been safely carried upstairs and

stowed away in the portmanteaux and chests,

and the safe had been filled with the spurious

jewellery he had brought with him for that

purpose, he signed to Belton to bring him a

long pair of steps which stood in a corner

of the room, and which had been used for

securing the sky-light above,the billiard table.

These he placed in such a position as would

enable him to reach the window.

With a diamond-pointed instrument, and a

hand as true as the eye that guided it, he

quickly extracted a square of coloured glass,

filed through the catch, and was soon stand-

ing on the leads outside. A few moments

later, the ladder, which had already rendered

him such signal service, had enabled him to

descend into the garden on the other side.

There he arranged a succession of footsteps

in the soft mould, and having done so,

returned to the roof, carefully wiped the end

of the ladder so that it should not betray him,

and climbed down into the room below,

pulling it after him.

" I think we have finished now," he said to

Belton, as he took a last look at the recumbent

guardians of the room. " These gentlemen

sleep soundly, so we will not disturb them

funher. Come, let us retire to bed."

In less than half-an-hour he was in bed

and fast asleep. Next morning he was still

confined to his room by his accident, though

he expressed himself as suffering but slight

pain. Everyone was quick to sympathise with

him, and numerous messages were conveyed

to him expressive of sorrow that he should

have met 'with his accident at such a time of

general rejoicing. At ten o'clock the first

batch of guests took their departure. It was

arranged that the Duke and Duchess of Rugby,

the Earl and Countess of Raxter, and Simon

Carne, who was to be carried downstairs,

should travel up to town together by the

special train leaving immediately after

lunch.

When they bade their host good-bye, the

latter was nearly overcome.

" I'm sure it has been a real downright

pleasure to me to entertain you, Mr. Carne,"

he said as he stood by the carriage door and

shook his guest warmly by the hand. " There

is only one thing bad about it, and that is

your accident."

" You must not speak of that," said Carne

with a little wave of his hand. " The

pleasure I have derived from my visit to you

amply compensates me for such a minor

inconvenience."

So saying he shook hands and drove away

to catch his train.

Next morning it was announced in all the

Society papers that, owing to an unfortunate

accident he had sustained while visiting Mr.

Matthew Greenthorpe, at Greenthorpe Park,
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enemies for him. That is my position.

Haven't you heard the news ? "

" What news ? " asked Carne innocently.

"The greatest of all possible news,"

answered Kelmare, "and one which concerns

you, my dear fellow. You may not believe

it, but it was discovered last evening that the

Kilbenham-Greenthorpe wedding presents

have all been stolen, including the fifty

thousand sovereigns presented to the bride

in the now famous jeweled casket. What do

you think of that ?''

" Surely you must be joking," said Carne

incredulously. " I cannot believe it."

"Nevertheless it's a fact," replied Kelmare.

" But when did it happen ? and how did

they discover it ? " asked Came.

" When it took place nobody can tell, but

they discovered it when they came to put the

presents together after the guests had de-

parted. On the morning after the wedding

old Greenthorpe had visited the safe himself,

and glanced casually at its contents, just to

see that they were all right, you know; but it

was not until the afternoon, when they began

to do them up, that they discovered that

every single article of value the place con-

tained had been abstracted, and dummies

substituted. Then investigation proved that

the sky-light had been tampered with, and

one could see unmistakable footmarks on

the flower beds outside.

" Good gracious ! " said Carne. " This is

news indeed. What a haul the thieves must

have had, to be sure ! I can scarcely believe

it even now. But I thought they had a

gardener in the room, a policeman at the

door, and a patrol outside, and that old

Greenthorpe went to sleep with the keys

of the room and safe under his pillow ? "

" Quite right," said Kelmare, " so he did,

that's the mysterious part of it. The two

chaps swear positively that they were wide

awake all night, and that nothing was

tampered with while they were there. Who

the thieves were, and how they became so

familiar with the place, are riddles that it

would puzzle the Sphinx, or your friend

Klimo next door, to unravel."

" What an unfortunate thing," said Carne.

" It's to be hoped the police will catch them

before they have time to dispose of their

booty."

" You are thinking of your bracelet, I

suppose ? "

"It may seem egotistical, but I must confess

I was ; and now I suppose you'll stay to

lunch ? "

" I'm afraid that's impossible. There are

at least five families who have not heard the

news, and I feel that it is my bounden duty

to enlighten them."

" You're quite right, it is not often a man

has such glorious vengeance to chronicle. It

behoves you to make the most of it."

The other looked at Carne as if to discover

whether or not he was laughing at him.

Came's face, however, was quite expression-

less.

" Good-bye ; I suppose you won't be at the

Wilbringhams' to night ? "

" I'm afraid not. You evidently forget

that, as I said just now, I have a very good

and sufficient excuse."

When the front door had closed behind his

guest, Carne lit a third cigar.

"I'm overstepping my allowance," he said

reflectively, as he watched the smoke circle

upward, " but it isn't every day a man gives a

thousand pounds for a wedding present and

gets upwards of seventy thousand back. I

think I may congratulate myself on having

brought off a very successful little specu-

lation.
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man, never meddling with affairs of State ; and

yet, as the son of a Malignant, he was ever an

object of suspicion to the Government, and

â��which concerned me more nearlyâ��to my

father.

Of late my cousin Lukeâ��I think I see him

now, with his small, shifty eyes and rabbit

mouthâ��-had whispered such false and lying

rumours into my father's ears, that he had

harshly forbidden me, on pain of his severest

displeasure, to speak or write to my dear

friend and former playmate. Moreover, my

father had threatened to lay his staff across

the shoulders of anyone, man or woman,

who played the part of messenger between

us. He had a square chin and a heavy hand,

and his orders were seldom disobeyed. Yet

in spite of his threats and the prying eyes of

my cousin Luke, we contrived, as lovers will,

to hear from each other.

That afternoon my father was mightily up-

lifted in spirit, for Cromwell, who was passing

through the neighbourhood, was coming to

visit him, and the thought of receiving in his

humble home the Lord Protector, at whose

side he had fought from Marston Moor to

Worcester, puffed him up with a pride

which he would sternly have reproved in

others.

He had hinted his intention of making

known to Cromwell his suspicions of Guy

being concerned in one of those plots to

assassinate the Protector, which were being

constantly formed by the baser sortot Royalists,

and the fanatical Anabaptists and Fifth-

Monarchy men. I shuddered to think that it

might lead to Guy being imprisoned, and,

even though his life were spared, banished

from the country, shipped to the Barbadoes

or elsewhere.

So it was with a sinking heart that, from

the window of my chamber, I saw the Protector

ride towards the house, and my father and

Luke hasten to meet him. He had come

alone to visit his old friend, leaving his

escort, a troop of Lifeguards, at a village two

or three miles away.

Presently I was summoned to speak with

him, and I obeyed with a very ill grace, fear-

ing my father would put me to open shame,

and that the Protector himself might "deal

plainly with me," as the phrase went at that

time. I sailed majestically into the room, with

my head high in the air, wearingmy brave, new

gown that had come that morning post haste

from London, and ready, for the sake of my

dear friend, to do battle with fifty Lord Pro-

tectors.

I am an old woman now, and yet I some-

times laugh a little to myself to think with

what rapidity my pride and dignity forsook me.

and how I stood before him in my new finery,

all my courage gone, feeling like a little,

naughty child who had come there to be

scolded.

It was not because he was stern or cold

with me. Indeed, he was most gracious and

gentle, and altogether simple and unaffected

in his manner, jesting freely, and discussing

the old days with my father. Yet, petulant

and self-willed child as I was, there was

something about him, I scarce knew what,

that overawed me. Graceful or handsome

he was not, but the strength of the man, the

courage, resolution, and energy that shone in

his eyes, gave him to my young mind, trained

already to reverence him, a majesty some-

thing more than kinglx.

I had thought out many fine speeches with

which to defend myself and Guy, and yet

when my father told him bluntly of our

mutual affection, and of his suspicions with

regard to Guy's loyalty, and, moreover, rated

me soundly, I had not a word to say. His

Highness listened with a grave face, and yet

as I stood before him with tear-filled eyes

and cheeks scarlet with shame, it somehow

comforted me to note an almost imper-

ceptible twinkle lurking in the corner of his

eye.

" Well, well, Mistress Dorothy," said he,

"we must have this matter inquired into, and

if it be found on examination that this Lacy

is unfaithful to the Commonwealth, you will

no doubt submit to the wishes of your

father."

Then I found my tongue at last.

"I can assure you, your Highness," I

ventured to say, " that Master Lacy, though

a Royalist by birth and conviction, is abso-

lutely incapable, as a gentleman and a man of

honour, of conspiring with assassins against

your person."

" Be silent, girl," said my father angrily.







5yo

PEARSON'S MAGAZINE.

against the wall. Then we mounted the

winding stone staircase, so steep and narrow

that more than once he stumbled, and but

for my hand would, I think, have fallen.

At length we entered the chamber, a bare

little room immediately beneath the roof,

furnished with a narrow bed and roughly

made wooden chair and table. Such rooms

were common in old houses in those

troublous times. It was dimly lighted by a

small casement, over which the ivy had been

trained so that it was invisible from below.

There were writing materials on the table,

and in a wickerwork cage against the wall

the pigeon that Jacob had brought to me was

contentedly preening its wings.

" Ah," he said sharply and, as I thought,

suspiciously, " this chamber hath but lately

had an occupant. Is the secret known to

many of your household, Mistress Dorothy?"

" No, no," I faltered. " No one but my-

self hath set foot in it for many years. Tis

but a childish fancy of mine toâ��â�� "

" It is well," he interrupted impatiently.

" Now attend to me, child. I desire you to

answer me certain questions. Speak briefly

and to the point."

Thereupon he questioned me in short,

sharp sentences like a general on the field of

battle, respecting the nearest houses and vil-

lages, and whether any of the neighbours

were likely to come to our aid did they learn

in what peril we lay. I could give him but

cold comfort, for it was well known that most

of the gentlemen in our neighbourhood were

open or secret Royalists, and those who

favoured the Commonwealth were too few or

too far away to be of any service to us. There

was no way of leaving the secret chamber save

that by which we had entered, and if the house

were surrounded it would be impossible for

my father to send a messenger for assistance.

" Enough," he said at length. " They have

caught me in the toils at last, and unless God

see fit to put forth some signal manifestation

of his power I perceive no chance of escape."

" But the secret door is known to none but

my father and Luke," I said. " No stranger

could discover it."

He looked at me with a grim smile.

" The spirit may be willing, but the flesh is

weak," he rejoined; " and I doubt not this

.Sexby will find means to wring the secret even

from the lips of those who would rather die

than utter it.''

I but dimly understood his meaning, and

yet I sank down on the narrow bed and hid

my face in my hands. For the first time I

began to realise what might take place, and I

had much ado to keep from sobbing with

fright. The house rang with the trampling

of heavy feet on stairs and along passages,

shouts and oaths, the banging of doors, and

the clattering of furniture thrown here and

there. In my anguish and terror my thoughts

flew to Guy, and I longedâ��foolish child that

I wasâ��for his presence, that he might com-

fort and help me. I knew he would come

at a word, come through fire and steel to aid

me, but how ? The bird moved restlessly in

its cage, and fluttered its wings, and I sprang

to my feet with a cry of joy.

" We are saved," I exclaimed. " Oh, your

Highness, God in His mercy hath revealed

to me a plan whereby your escort may be

summoned, and the designs of these evil men

be brought to confusion."

" Speak, child," he said sharply.

Then I realised what I had done, and

stood before him with bowed head while the

tell-tale crimson flooded my cheeks. How

could I tell him the truth ? He looked so

grim and stern. I feared he might be harsh

with me, and might reveal the secret which I

had hitherto kept so carefully from my father.

Yet it I remained silent it might be impossible

to save him, or to prove that Guy was guilt-

less. If I spoke I might do both. Words

rushed to my lips, and I uttered them almost

before I was aware.

I told him all, told him how Guy and I had

been playmates and had loved each other

since childhood, and how, keeping the pretty

creatures as playthings, we had adopted the

quaint device of using our pigeons as letter-

carriers when ill-health or other matters kept

us apart. At first it was done as a merry jest:

but when my father forbade us to see or speak

with each other, and had kept strict watch

that no letters passed between us, the birds

had still flown from house to house with

kindly messages, the deaf and dumb lad,

Jacob, carrying them to and fro as if for sale

without suspicion.
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stern voice. " Bear yourself like a man. If

it be God's will that we should perish for

His cause, let us ''

"I may tell you this," broke in Sexby.

" You are but throwing away your lives. If

you do not speak I will set fire to this house,

so that riot so much as a mouse shall escape

death."

" You hear him, uncle," cried Luke.

" Think of Dorothy. If he sets fire to the

house "

'' Silence," exclaimed my father. " Dorothy

is in God's hands, and if it be well "

" Hold your tongue," shouted Sexby

furiously. " I will trifle no more with you.

Away with them both."

"No, no." cried Luke. "Let me speak.

Hear me, for God's sake, hear me. Stopâ��

mercyâ��stop, stop. Iâ��I will speak. Look

â��seeâ��the doorâ��the door to the passage

that leads to the secret chamber is there in

the corner of the wall. There is a spring in

the panel, but the door is bolted. You will

have to burst it in."

It was as though the room were full of

madmen, raging like wild beasts with the

lust of blood. His voice was lost in a sudden

storm of shouts, a tumult of clashing weapons

and rushing feet. In a moment they were

battering with their sword hilts against the

door, while Sexby, hoarse with rage and

impatience, was shouting orders that no one

apparently heeded. The door was thick and

strong, and the heavy iron bolts thrust deep

into the solid wall, but it shook so with their

violence that I believed them already upon

me, and with a scream of terror I fled up the

stairs. Cromwell was on his feet, and in the

dim light I saw the glimmer of a naked sword

in his hand.

" They are at the door. They are breaking

it in," I gasped, and wrung my hands and

sobbed like a frightened child.

" Say you so ? " he answered. " Then the

end is near at hand. God knows if I desire

to live it is that I may be further serviceable

to Him and to His people. Well, if it be so

â��and yet it is an ill death to die like a rat in

a trap at the hands of such as these. Look

forth, Dorothy. If the troopers be not in sight

they will come too late, and it is indeed God's

will that I should be called to mv account."

I looked out through the casement, along

the winding hedge-bordered lane, and saw

the placid fields steeped in the afternoon sun-

shine, and the apple-burdened orchard, and

the cows grazing in the meadow, and the-

pigeons wheeling round and round, but no>

sign of horse or man.

"God have pity on us," I cried. "I see

no one."

A resounding crash from below made me

cry out with fear.

"The door holds," said Cromwell quietly,.

" but it will give way ere long. I doubt not

chey have brought in some great log or beam,

and are using it as a battering ram. Neither

oak nor iron can resist it."

I looked out again. How still and peace-

ful everything seemed on that quiet summer's,

afternoon. I could hear a skylark singing

away up in the blue, and, strange as it may

seem at such a moment, I tried to distinguish

the tiny, dark speck from which that flood of

melody was raining.

Another crash from below made me drop-

my eyes, and as I did so I started violently

and almost thrust my head through the-

narrow casement. Could I have been mis-

taken ? Beyond the orchard, above the tall

hedge that bordered the lane, I was sure the

sun had flashed upon a steel helmet or the

blade of a sword. Yes, there it was again.

And now I could hear, in spite of the shouts,

and the trampling of feet, and the crash of

the heavy log against the door, the mur-

murous thud of horses' hoofs.

" They are coming," I cried, " There is a

gap in the hedge. I can see them riding past

at full gallop with drawn swords."

"They will come too late," said Cromwell

calmly. " The door is giving way. 1 hear

the splintering of the wood. Thrust out

your kerchief and wave to them."

They were coming up the broad lane like

hounds slipped from the leash, large grim-

faced men, with the long, straight swords in

their hands that had flashed in the thickest of

the battle at Dunbar and Worcester. They

made a brave show these veteran Ironsides,

and yet I scarce noticed them. My eyes

were fixed on a slim figure mounted on a

black horse galloping in front. Tears of joy

sprang to my eyes, for it was Guy. I thrust
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talked with these soldiers for a time ; I told

them of my sight of the Martians on the

previous evening. None of them had seen

the Martians, and they had but the vaguest

ideas of them, so that they plied me with

questions. They said that they did not know

who had authorised the movements of the

troops; their idea was that a dispute had

arisen at the Horse Guards. The ordinary

sapper is a great deal better educated than

the common soldier, and thev discussed the

peculiar conditions of the possible fight with

some acuteness. I described the heat-ray to

them, and they began to argue among them-

selves.

" Crawl up under cover and rush 'em, say

I,'' said one.

" Get aht! " said another. " Wot's cover

against this 'ere 'eat ? Sticks to cook yer !

What we got to do is to go as near as the

ground'll let us and then drive a trench."

" Blow yer trenches ! You always want

trenches. You ought to ha' been born a

rabbit, Snippy."

" Ain't they got any necks, then ? " said a

third, abruptlyâ��a little, contemplative, dark

man, smoking a pipe.

I repeated my description.

" Octupuses," said he; " that's what I

calls 'em. Talk about fishers of men!â��

fighters of fish it is this time."

" It ain't no murder killin' beasts like that,"

said the first speaker.

" Why not shell the darned things strite off

and finish 'cm ? " said the little dark man.

" You earn tell what they might do."

" Where's your shells ?" said the first

speaker. " There ain't no time. Do it in a

rushâ��that's my tip. And do it at once."

So they discussed it. After a while I left

them and went on to the railway station to

get as many morning papers as I could. But

I will not weary the reader with a discussion

of that long morning, and of the longer after-

noon. I did not succeed in getting a glimpse

of the Common, fftr even Horsell and Chob-

ham church towers were in the hands of the

military authorities. The soldiers I addressed

didn't know anything; the officers were

mysterious as well as busy. I found people

in the town quite seeure again in the prepuce

of the military, and I heard for the first time

from Marshall, the tobacconist, that his son

was among the dead on the Common. The

soldiers had made the people on the outskirts

of Horseil lock up and leave their houses.

I got back to lunch about two, very tired,

for as I have said, the day was extremely

hot and dull, and, in order to refresh myself,

I took a cold bath in the afternoon. About

half past four I went up to the railway station

to get an evening paper, for the morning

papers had contained only a very inaccurate

description of the killing of Stent. Hender-

son, Ogilvy and the others. But there was

little I didn't know. The Martians did not

show an inch of themselves. They seemed

busy in their pit, and there was a sound now

of digging, as well as hammering, and an

almost continuous streamer of smoke.

Apparently they were busy getting ready for

a struggle. " Fresh attempts have been

made to signal, but without succesj,'' was

the stereotyped formula of the papers. A

sapper told me it was done by a man in a

ditch, with a flag on a long pole. The Mar-

tians took as much notice of such advances

as we should of a lowing cow.

I must confess the sight of all this arma-

ment, all this preparation, greatly excited me.

My imagination became belligerent, and

defeated the invaders in a dozen striking

ways; something of my schoolboy dreams

of battle and heroism came back to me.

They seemed so helpless in this pit of theirs.

About three o'clock there began the thud

of a gun at measured intervals from Chertsey

or Addlestone. I learnt that the smouldering

pine wood into which the second cylinder

had fallen was being shelled, in the hope of

destroying that object before it opened. It

was only about five, however, that a field gun

reached Chobham for use against the first

body of Martians.

About six in the evening, as I sat at tea

with my wife in the summer house, talking

vigorously about the battle that was lowering

upon us, I heard a muffled detonation from

the common, and immediately after a gust of

firing. Close on the heels of that came a

violent, rattling crash, quite close to us, that

shook the ground ; and, starting out upon the

lawn. I saw the tops of the trees about the

Oriental College burst into smoky red flame.
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home, and so secured the dog-cart. At the

time it did not seem to me nearly so urgent

that the landlord should leave his. I took

care to have it there and then, drove it off

down the road, and, leaving it in charge of my

wife and servant, rushed into my house and

packed a few valuables, such plate as we had,

and so forth. The beech trees below the

house were burning while I did this, and the

palings up the hill glowed red. While I was

occupied in this way, one of the dismounted

hussars came running up. He was going

from house to house, warning people to leave.

He was going on as I came out of my front

door, lugging my treasures done up in a

table-cloth. I shouted after him : " What

news?"

He turned, stared, bawled something about

" crawling out in a thing like a dish cover,"

and ran on to the gate of the house at the

crest. A sudden whirl of black smoke

driving across the road, hid him for a moment.

I ran to my neighbour's door, and rapped, to

satisfy myself, what I already knew, that his

wife had gone to London with him, and had

locked up their house. I went in again for

my servant's box, according to my promise,

lugged it out, clapped it beside her on the

tail of the dog-cart, and then caught the reins

and jumped up into the driver's seat beside

my wife. In another moment we were clear

of the smoke and noise, and spanking down

the opposite slope of Maybury Hill towards

Old \Voking.

In front was a quiet sunny landscape, a

wheat field ahead on either side of the road,

and the " Maybury Inn," with its swinging

sign. At the bottom of the hill I turned my

head to look at the hillside I was leaving.

Thick streamers of black smoke shot with

threads of red fire were driving up into the

still air, and throwing dark shadows upon

the green tree tops eastward. The smoke

already extended far away to the east and

west, to the Byfleet pine woods eastward, and

to Woking on the west. And very faint now,

but very distinct through the hot quiet air,

one heard the whirr of a machine gun, that

was presently stilled, and an intermittent

cracking of rifles.

Apparently the Martians were setting fire

to everything within range of their heat ray.

I am an inexpert driver, and I had imme-

diately to turn my head to the horse again.

But that strange sight of the swift confusion

and destruction of war, the first real glimpse

of warfare that had ever come into my life,

was photographed in an instant upon my

memory. When I looked back again the

second hill had hidden the black smoke. I

slashed the horse with the whip, and gave him

a loose rein until Woking and Send lay

between us and that quivering tumult.

X.â��IN THE STORM.

LEATHERHEAD is about twelve miles from

Maybury Hill. We got there without mis-

adventure about nine o'clock, and the horse

had an hour's rest while I took supper with

my cousins, and commended my wife to their

care. The evening had been a pleasant one,

a little hot and close perhaps at first, but the

rapid drive had made an artificial breeze for

us. The scent of hay was in the air through

the lush meadows beyond Pyrford, and the

hedges on either side were sweet and gay

with multitudes of dog roses. The heavy

firing that had broken out while we were

driving down Maybury Hill ceased as ab-

ruptly as it began, leaving the evening very

peaceful and still.

My wife was curiously silent throughout

the drive, and seemed oppressed with fore-

bodings of evil. I talked to her reassuringly,

pointing out that the Martians were tied to

the pit by sheer heaviness, and, at the utmost,

could but crawl a little out of it, but she

answered only in monosyllables. Had it not

been for my promise to the innkeeper she

would, I think, have urged me to stay in

Leatherhead. Her face, I remember, was

very white as we parted. For my own part I

had been feverishly excited all day. Some-

thing very like the war-fever, that occasionally

runs through a civilised community, had got

into my blood, and in my heart I was not so

very sorry that I had to return to Maybury

that night. I was even afraid that last fusillade

I had heard might mean the extermination of

our invaders from Mars. I wanted to be in

at the death.

It was nearly eleven when I started to

return. The night was unexpectedly dark ;

to me, walking out of the lighted passage of
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my cousin's house, it seemed indeed black,

and it was as hot and close as the day. Over-

head the clouds were driving fast, albeit not a

breath stirred the shrubs about us. My

cousin's man lit both lamps. Happily I knew

the road intimately. My wife stood in the

light of the doorway and watched me until I

jumped up into the dog-cart. Then abruptly

she turned and went in, leaving my cousins

side by side wishing me good hap.

I was a little depressed at first with the

contagion of my wife's fears, but very soon

my thoughts reverted to the Martians. At

that time I was absolutely in the dark as to

the course of the evening's fighting. I did

not know even the circumstances that had

precipitated the conflict. As I came through

Ockham (for that was the way I returned, and

not through Send and Old Woking), I saw

along the western horizon a blood-red glow,

which, as I drew nearer, crept slowly up the

sky. The driving clouds of the gathering

thunderstorm mingled there with masses of

black and red smoke.

Ripley Street was deserted, and except for

a lighted window or so the village showed

not a sign of life, but I narrowly escaped an

accident at the corner of the road to Pyrford,

where a knot of people stood with their backs

to me.

They said nothing to me as I passed.

I do not know what they knew of the things

happening beyond the hill, nor do I know if

the silent houses I passed on my way were

sleeping securely, or deserted and empty,

or harrasscd and watching against the

terror of the night. Until I came through

Pyrford, I was in the valley of the Wey, and

the red glare was hidden from me. As I

ascended the little hill beyond Pyrford church,

the glare came into view again, and the trees

about me shivered with the first intimation of

the storm that was upon me. Then I heard

midnight pealing out from Pyrford church

behind me, and then came the clear sight of

Maybury Hill with its treetops and roofs

black and sharp against the red.

Even as I beheld this a lurid green

glare lit the road about me, and showed

the distant woods towards Addlestone. I felt

a tug at the reins. I saw, only with half an

eye, that the driving clouds had been pierced

as it were by a thread of green fire, suddenly

lighting their confusion, and falling into the

fields to my left. It was the Third Falling

Star. Close on its apparition, and blindingly

violet by contrast, danced out the first light-

ning of the gathering storm, and the thunder

burst like a rocket overhead.

The horse took the bit between his teeth

and bolted. I gripped the reins, and we

went whirling along between the hedges, and

emerged in a minute or so upon the open

common. A moderate incline runs down

towards the foot of Maybury Hill, and down

this we clattered. Once the lightning had

begun it went on in as rapid a succession of

flashes as I have ever seen. The thunder

claps, treading one on the heels of another,

and with a strange crackling accompaniment,

sounded more like the working of a gigantic

electric machine than the usual detonating

reverberations. The flickering light was

blinding and confusing, and a thin hail

smote in gusts at my face as I drove down

the slope.

At first I regarded little but the road be-

fore me, and then abruptly my attention was

arrested by something that was moving

rapidly down the opposite slope of Maybury

Hill. At first I took it for the wet roof of a

house, but one flash following another

showed it to be in swift rolling movement.

It was an elusive vision ; a moment bewilder-

ing darkness, and then a flash like daylight,

the red masses of the Orphanage, near the

crest of the hill, and the green tops of the

pine trees coming out clear and sharp and

bright.

And this Thing ! How can I describe it ?

A monstrous tripod, higher than many houses,

striding over the young pine trees, and

smashing them aside in its wallowing career :

a walking engine of glifering metal, reeling

now across the heather; articulate ropes of

steel dangling from it, and the clattering

tumult of its passage mingling with the riot

of the thunder. A flash, and it came out

vividly, heeling over one way with two feet

in the air, to vanish and reappear almost

instantlv as it seemed, with the next flash, a

hundred yards nearer. Can you imagine a

milking stool tilted and bowled violently

along the ground ? But instead of a milking
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up the hank to a drier position, or think at all

of my imminent peril.

Not far from me, was a little one-roomed

squatter's hut of wood, surrounded by a patch

of potato garden. I struggled to my feet at

last, and, crouching and making use of every

chance of cover, I made a run for this. I

hammered at the door, but I could not make

the people hear (if there were any people

inside), and after a time I desisted, and,

availing myself of a ditch for the greater part

of the way, succeeded in crawling, unobserved

by these monstrous machines, into the pine

wood towards Maybury.

Under cover of this I pushed on, wet and

shivering now, towards my own house. I

walked among the trees trying to find the

footpath. It was very dark indeed in the

wood, for the lightning was now becoming

infrequent, and the hail, which was pouring

down in a torrent, fell in columns through

the gaps in the heavy foliage. The steaming

air was full of a hot resinous smell.

If I had fully realised the meaning of all

the things I had seen I should have imme-

diately worked my way round through Byfleet

to Street Chobham and so gone back to rejoin

my wife at Leatherhead. But that night the

strangeness of things about me and my phy-

sical wretchedness prevented me, for I was

bruised, weary, and wet to the skin, deafened

and blinded by the storm. I had a vague

idea of going on to my own house, and that

was as much motive as I had. I staggered

through the trees, fell into a ditch and bruised

my knees against a plank, and finally splashed

out into the lane that ran down from the

" College Arms." I say splashed, for the

storm water was sweeping the sand down the

hill in a muddy torrent. There in the dark-

ness, a man blundered into me and sent me

reeling back.

He gave a cry of terror, sprung sideways,

and rushed on before I could gather my

wits together sufficiently to speak to him.

So heavy was the stress of the storm just at

this place, that I had the hardest task to win

my way up the hill. I went close up to the

fence on the left, and worked my way along

its palings.

Near the top, I stumbled upon something

soft, and, by a flash of lightning, saw between

my feet a heap of black broadcloth and a

pair of boots. Before I could distinguish

clearly how the man lay, the flicker of light

had passed. I stood over him waiting for the

next flash. When it came, I saw that he was

a sturdy man, cheaply but not shabbily

dressed; his head was bent under his body,

and he lay crumpled up close to the fence, as

though he had been flung violently against it.

Overcoming the repugnance natural to one

who had never before touched a dead body,

I stooped and turned him over to feel for his

heart. He was quite dead. Apparently his

neck had been broken. The lightning

flashed for a third time, and his face leapt

upon me. I sprang to my feet. It was the

landlord of the " Spotted Dog," whose con-

veyance I had taken.

I stepped over him gingerly and pushed on

up the hill. I made my way by the police

station and the " College Arms " towards my

own house. Nothing was burning on the

hillside, though from the common there still

came a red glare and a rolling tumult of

ruddy smoke beating up against the drenching

hail. So far as I could see by the two or

three distant flashes, the houses about me

were mostly uninjured. By the " College

Arms " a dark heap lay in the road, but I did

not care to examine it.

Down the road towards Maybury Bridge

there were voices and the sound of feet, but I

had not the courage to shout or to go to

them. I saw nothing unusual in my garden

that night, though the gate was off its hinges,

and the shrubs seemed trampled. I let

myself in with my latchkey, closed, locked,

and bolted the door, staggered to the foot of

the staircase, and sat down. My strength

and courage seemed absolutely exhausted.

A great horror of this darkness and desolation

about me came upon me. My imagination

was full of those striding metallic monsters,

and of the dead body smashed against the

fence. I felt like a rat in a corner. I

crouched at the foot of the staircase, with my

back to the wall, shivering violently.

XI.â��AT THE WINDOW.

I HAVE said already that my storms of

emotion have a trick of exhausting them-

selves. I seem to remember noting that I
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nor the clear form of them, nor recognise

the black objects they were busied upon.

Neither could I see the nearer fire, though

the reflections of it danced on the wall and

ceiling of the study. A sharp resinous

twang of burning was in the air.

I closed the door noiselessly and crept

towards the window. As I did so the view

opened out until on the one hand it reached

to the houses about Woking station, and on

the other to the charred and blackened pine

woods of Byfleet. There was a light down

below the hill, on the railway near the arch,

and several of the houses along the Maybury

road, and the streets near the station were

glowing ruins. The light upon the railway

puzzled me at first; there was a black heap

and a vivid glare, and to the right of that a

row of yellow oblongs. Then I perceived

this was a wrecked train, the forepart smashed

and on fire, the hinder carriages still upon the

rails.

Between these three main centres of

light, the houses, the train, and the burning

country towards Chobham, stretched irregular

patches of dark country, broken here and

there by intervals of dimly glowing and

smoking ground. It was the strangest spec-

tacle, that black expanse set with fire. It

reminded me, more than anything else, of the

potteries seen at night. People, at first I

could distinguish none, though I peered

intentlv for them. Later I saw, against the

light of Woking station, a number of black

figures hurrying one after the other across

the line.

And this was the little world in which I

had been living securely for years, this fiery

chaos ! What had happened in the last seven

hours, I still did not know, nor did I know,

though I was beginning to guess, the relation

between these mechanical Colossi and the

sluggish lumps I had seen disgorged from

the cylinder. With a queer feeling of im-

personal interest, I turned my desk chair to

the window, sat down, and stared at the

blackened country, and particularly at the

three gigantic black things that were going to

and fro in the glare about the sand pits.

They seemed amazingly busy. I began to

ask myself what they could be. Were they

intelligent mechanisms? Was such a thing

possible? Or did a Martian sit within each,

ruling, directing, using, much as a man's

brain sits and rules in his body ?

Later I was to learn that this was the case.

That with incredible rapidity these bodiless

brains, these limbless intelligences, had built

up these monstrous structures since their

arrival, and, no longer sluggish and inert,

were now able to go to and fro, destroying

and irresistible.

The storm had left the sky clear, and over

the smoke of the burning land the little

fading pin point of Mars was dropping into

the west, when the soldier came into my

garden. I heard a slight scraping at the

fence, and rousing myself from the lethargy

that had fallen upon me, and looking down,

I saw him dimly, clambering over the palings.

I was so delighted at the sight of another

human being, that my torpor passed, and I

leant out of the window eagerly.

" Hist! " said I in a whisper.

He stopped, astride of the fence, in doubt.

Then he came over and across the lawn to

the corner of the house. He bent down and

stepped softly.

" Who's there ? " he said (also whispering),

standing under the window and peering up.

" Where are you going ? " I asked.

" God knows."

" Are you trying to hide ?''

"That's it."'

" Come into the house," I said.

I went down, unfastened the door, and let

him in, and locked the door again. I could

not see his face. He was hatless, and his

coat was unbuttoned.

" My God ! " he said as I drew him in.

" What has happened ? " I asked.

" What hasn't ? " In the obscurity I could

see he made a gesture of despair. " They

wiped us out: simply wiped us out," he

repeated again and again. He followed me

almost mechanically into the dining room.

" Take some whisky,'' I said, pouring out

a stiff dose. He drank it. Then abruptly he

sat down before the table, put his head on

his arms, and began to sob and weep like a

little boy, in a perfect passion of emotion,

while I, with a curious forgetfulness of my owa

recent despair, stood beside him wondering.

It was a long time before he could steady
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Written and Illustrated by J. HOLT SCHOOLING,
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["It is far greater now than it was in the eighteenth century; it was far greater in the eighteenth century than in

the seventeenth, far greater in the seventeenth than in the sixteenth. The prodigious greatness to which it has attained

makes the question of its future infinitely important, and, at the same time, most anxious, because it is evident that the

great colonial extension of our State exposes it to new dangers, from which, in its ancient insular insignificance,

it was free."â��Sir J. R. Seeley, in the Expansion of England.]

1. The Lion's Share in

1837 was only two-thirds of

Mi share in 1897.

Victoria, the

or modern

history.

Victoria had

a noble heritage

when, nearly

sixty years ago,

in reply to the

Archbishop of

Canterbury's

solemn chal-

lenge,she swore

this oath:â��

"The things

N looking at facts about

the British Empire, as re-

gards its size and its

international importance

as a piece of the Earth,

one is quite clearly im-

pressed by a result which

soon becomes evidentâ��

that we as an Empire now

have the Lion's Share of

this planet.

We all know, probably,

that the area of the British

Empire, with its colonies

and dependencies, is, in

round numbers, eleven

millions of square miles.

That is, nearly three times

as large as Europe, almost

as big as Africa, and more

than one-fifth part of the

land-surface of the earth.

Our population is not far

short of 400 millions, or,

more precisely, one per-

son in every four who

crawl, walk, or ride on

the surface of this planet

is under the rule of

greatest monarch in ancient

which I have before promised I will perform

and keep. So help me God." And then

the Queen signed her name on the long

Coronation roll. (See No. 2.) But, great

as that heritage was, it has increased by

just one-half of its size since Victoria

became Queen.

We may look at No. 1, and see there that

the total height of the black column from its

base to the top (where " 1897 " is written in

white) is just one and a half times as high as

that part of the black column from the base to

the white line marked " 1837." In other

words, for every 100 square miles of British

land in 1837 there are now 150 square miles

under the Queen's rule.

We will go back for five times sixty years,

to 300 years ago, when, in the year 1597,

Elizabeth was Queen. Look at No. 3. The

difference between the Lion's Share then and

his share now is, curiously enough, as plainly

marked as is the difference between the

signatures of the two great Queens. Eliza-

beth's rule extended over an area of less

than one-eightieth part of the size of the

area now ruled by Victoria, so that for every

ico square miles of British land in 1897

there were in 1597 only ij square miles

(nearly) for the Tudor Queen.

But clearly, Elizabeth did not minimise

The Queen's Signature to the Coronation Oath.

























THE ONDERDONK.

623

For the old man was on the side of the

river.

" She's done, she's done," said he. And

he ran down stream, knowing that in a minute

or two the steamer would yield utterly.

And as he ran King gave way and jammed

the helm hard over to port to let her go, to

save her from the rocks on the other side to

which her nose pointed. He yelled to the

engineer: " Stop her! "

Then she was a chip on the waters. But,

after one breathless and helpless minute,

which took them almost to the lower end of

the island from which they had started, King

called again the engineer :

"Full speed ahead!"

And, though the men below were bidding

good-bye to the things of the upper air, they

opened her up again. As he got a little

steerage way on her, King put the helm hard

over again and stranded her in the only spot

sheltered from the stream. A cheer went up

from the running crowd. For the victory of

the river was not complete.

" I did my best," said King.

"I guess you did,"said Andy. "Tieherup."

And he went ashore by a plank thrust out

from the bows. As his feet crunched on the

gravel he felt as though he had not known

the solid earth for strange, long years, so

extreme in concentrated expectation of

imminent disaster had been the last few

minutes. He sat down on a rock and con-

sidered his namesake stranded on the rocks.

"King," he called presently.

"Sir," answered King from the little pilot

house.

" This isn't put through."

" How ?" said King.

" We mucked it," said Andy, whose pure

United States dialect was sometimes oddly

fouled by extraneous slang. For among his

men were the cream and the scum of all ends

of the earth.

" We did," said King brightly, spitting into

the river.

" Any good trying again ?"

" Make her a twenty-knot boat and I'll try."

" It can't be done at the price," said Andy;

" but this trip isn't through."

" How?" said King again. And his brother

Bill came on deck.

" What shall I do, mil ? " said Andy in

familiar shorthand.

" Tote her in wagons up to the lakes," said

Bill.

"I'll not touch a rivet," said Andy. "And

I'll have her on the lower river. What'll you

take her there for, King ? "

Neither of the brothers spoke, but both

turned and looked down the long canon.

And what they saw with their eyes was

nothing. In their minds they beheld the

worst of the tortured stream below the bar.

Could it be done at all ?

" It spells out in dollars, Mr. Onderdonk,"

said King.

" I never reckoned it in cents," replied

Andy, as he threw a bit of drift quartz into

the river.

The brothers spoke together for a moment.

" It could be done with three men," said

King presently; " but they must be hired."

" That's so," said Andy.

" There's me and Bill here. And the

engineer."

" There ain't the engineer," said Bill.

" No ?" asked Andy. " Won't he ? "

" Not if I know him. It took trouble to

get him this morning. But we'll find a man."

" I'll give two thousand dollars to have her

safe at Yale," said Andy.

" We'll take three," answered King.

" Say two and a half."

" And three to our widows if â�¢"

" If I lose the boat ? " said Andy.

" That's so, Mr. Onderdonk. And fair

enough."

And Andy considered.

" Done," he said. " And you find the

engineer? "

King nodded.

" But you will have her ready, with her

nose down stream, and properly fixed, Mr.

Onderdonk ?"

" Of course. How long will you be get-

ting to Yale ?"

"It's fifty miles," said King. " Or sayforty-

five. The stream runs over fifteen; we can

do fifteen. An hour and three-quarters, say

two hours, Mr. Onderdonk. Weshall be there."

"But bring the steamer," said Andy with a

smile. "I'd come with you, but I've too

many people depending on me."
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Corinne shuddered. She remembered that

dreadful story well. The darkening woods

around her, the silence of the gloomy planta-

tions, the phantom-like shape of tree and

bush, compelled her to realise very forcibly in

what a dangerous place she was, and how

pleased she would be to see the lights ot

Paris again.

" Oh," she said, " you are a poor com-

forter, Antonioâ��to speak of that affair now,

when BenSit remains at Gros Bois and we

ride alone."

Antonio closed his book with a snap, for

the light no longer permitted him to read.

" Mademoiselle," he said, " do not say that

you ride alone when I am with you."

" Not at all, my dear Antonio, I said that

we ride aloneâ��and lack any protector save

the good will which some of these men bear

to me. What a poor thing is that to rely

upon. I am sure that I was very foolish to

leave Be'noit behind. The sword is with

thieves a better weapon than a thiefs charity,

man ami. And was there ever such a swords-

man as Benoit ? "

Antonio shrugged his shoulders.

" All that you claim for our kinsman, that

I will admit," said he; " yet when you would

praise the sword as a weapon, Mademoiselle,

then you speak as one who knows nothing of

the greater mysteries. I, who am a child

with the rapier in my hand, can become the

equal of armies when I turn to those allies

which exist neither in matter nor in the

schoolsâ��but here, in thought, in conception,

in, if you will, my dreams. To-night you

ask for your kinsman and his strong arm,

}et, beKeve me, my daughter, should misfor-

tune overtake us, I, who have no weapon but

my book, no ally but my visions, will prove

the better friend. Not that I anticipate any

such necessity. Another hour will see us at

the barrier; we shall pass Fontenay itself

before the clock strikes again. Take

courage, then, Mademoiselle, and forget that

the sun no longer shines, and that night is in

the woods.''

Corinne, who never ceased to enjoy the

pompous self-assurance and the egotistical

pronouncements of old Antonio, laughed

merrily. Then she buried her head in the

cushions, and suffered stoically the terrible

lurchings and rollings of the rut-tossed coach.

After all, she thought, her name was a great

name amongst the robbers about Paris, and

he would be a daring fellow who would ven-

ture to stop her carriage. She recalled again

how she had won a pardon for the notorious

Coq le Koi, who had narrated the deed in a

hundred taverns since then, and had made of

her, all unwillingly, a very deesse among

patrons.

Should 'anyone attack her, she believed it

would be sufficient for her lacqueys to men-

tion her name. Nor did she rely at all upon

the mysterious boasts and promises of the old

physician, who had forgotten them already,

and slept soundly with his half-open book

lying neglected at his feet.

The coach rolled on deeper and deeper

into the hollow of the night. By here and

there the trees were so thick that the lanternâ��

which a lacquey had kindledâ��scarce saved

them from the ditch. At other times you

could see a little way into the clearings of

the thickets, or espy dark and noxious pools

suggesting solitude and terrible deeds and

the gloomy mystery of woodland life.

Corinne needed all her courage to banish

the thoughts suggested by the scenes, but she

had a mind powerful in obedience ; and when

her first alarms had passed, she compelled

herself to think of the gaiety and life of

Paris, and of all she would do during her

long summer there. Indeed, she had made

some very pretty plans for herself, and was, in

fancy, dancing a minuet with the King, when

a loud report of a musket, followed by a

great clamour of question and answer, and

the sudden stopping of the coach, awoke her

from the dream; and all her little castles

came tumbling on the ground.

" Antonio, Antonio," she cried, " do you

not hear itâ��they have stopped the coach,

Antonioâ��make haste to tell them who I am,.

Oh, if I had not left Benoit at Gros Bois."

Antonio, who woke with a start, stopped a

moment to pick up his book; then he put

his head out of the window; but drew it back

upon the instant.

" Mademoiselle," said he, " there are three

men, and they are tying your lacqueys to the

trees."

Corinne. ashamed of her first alarms,
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a little supperâ��where, be assured, the

homage due to so great a name shall be fully

paid. Let this old man hasten to get out of

the coach, that I may have the pleasure of

feeling your pretty hand upon my arm."

He held his plumed hat still in his fingers,

and his manner was in all things the manner

of Trianon. Corinne did not fail to see that

no words of hers would avail anything;

but old Antonio was by no means so willing

to surrender readily.

" Sir," cried he, " you are a very imperti-

nent fellow; if you do not have a care, all

Paris will come presently to see you hang at

your own door."

" St. John ! " said the robber grimly, " if

that day come, old man, surely I will ask for

the halter which thou hast worn. Get down,

lest I hasten thy steps with my boot."

Then, turning to Corinne, he continued :

" Mademoiselle, our supper is getting cold

while we wait. Bid this old man be silent, I

implore you, lest injury befal him. You

have heard of me, I doubt not, and will

know how little I am disposed to take ' no'

for my answer when I have set my mind

upon a ' yes.' ' La Force' they call me,

Mademoiselle, as I shall call you my friend

presently." ,

He bowed again, and seeing that Antonio

still hesitated, he put his hand roughly upon

the physician's collar and dragged him from

the coach. Corinne, on her part, convinced

that further resistance was useless, stepped

lightly from the carriage and took the robber's

arm.

" Monsieur,'' she said, " I am trusting to

you as to one of my own kinsmen. But, I

warn you that you will find me a dangerous

guest."

The robber laughed.

" Mademoiselle," said he, " my own

daughter shall not win greater respect. You

have but to command and I obey."

" In that case," said she, " I beg you

permit my lacqueys to accompany me and to

bring the coach to your house so that when

we have supped I can continue my journey."

He answered her very gallantly.

" Your lacqueys are even now following us

â��and look, your coachman is again upon

his box. If they no longer carry pistols.

Mademoiselle, it is that they may not shoot

themselves. Take my word for it, they will

never shoot anyone else."

He laughed gaily, and gave the pcetty

white arm which rested upon his own the

suspicion of a squeeze. Had Corinne been

certain that the adventure would have begun

and ended with the supper at the house of

the Silver Birch, her alarm would have been

less. As it was, she had a great dread of her

company and of the very dark wood which

the highwayman now entered.

As for old Antonio, he stumbled along

behind her, muttering to himself like a man

demented. But he still carried his book, his

pen, and his ink-horn ; and now and then,

had there been light whereby to observe it, a

meaning smile might have been seen playing

upon his usually placid face. The lacqueys,

on the other hand, were in the last stages of

fear; and while the coachman cried out that

his coach would surely be found in the ditch,

the others behind clung to their straps des-

perately and rolled against each other as men

drunk with wine. It was five minutes before

this strange cavalcade reached the house of

the Silver Birch.

The robber's house lay snug in the thicket

as a nest in the hedge. Save for a small

clearing near the door, where a stagnant pool

gleamed as with the face of a blackened

mirror, the copse put walls of bramble and

of bracken about the simple chalet, and so

sheltered it that only the eye of a woodlander

might detect a habitation in the vicinity.

Nor did there seem to be anyone to guard

a retreat so remarkable. Not a light shone

from the windows when the guests arrived;

not a dog barked nor a sound made itself

heard. Corinne, who was shivering with the

rasping air of the night and the noxious and

humid miasma of the swamp, began at last to

be alarmed seriously. Her coach, perforce,

had been left in the more open glade a

hundred yards from the robber's home.

" La Force " was accompanied now by one

only of the torch bearers. He had left the

other heavily armed to watch the terrified

lacqueys. Old Antonio, in his turn, had

become green with anger and cold and im-

patience. He mumbled no longer, even to

himself. The highwayman alone remained
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self-possessed and talkative ; indeed, he

assumed a more plausible politeness with

every step he took.

"Mademoiselle," he said, producing a

great key from his pocket, and bidding his

fellow hold the flambeau nearer to the door,

" why do you tremble ? Am I not here to

protect you ? In half-an-hour you shall have

eaten a good supper, and be on your way to

Paris again. Judge me not harshly since my

honour is at stake."

Corinne stamped her foot.

"Your honour, Monsieur!" she cried;

" if that be at stake, then surely the wager is

trifling.''

" Saint John! Madame, it is no trifle, since my

honour intrusts to me so precious a charge.''

He spoke with exceeding deference, and

stood bare-headed, despite the raw cold of

the night, while he threw open the door for

her to enter, and bade the torchbearer hold

up the light. None the less did Corinne

continue to tremble when she passed into the

house and found herself at once in the chief

room of it. She asked only that the adven-

ture might draw quickly to its end, for she

felt very helpless, and thought how different

it would have been had B^n6it accompanied

her from Gros Bois. As for her old physician,

who had been so ready with his boasts and

his talk of mysteries, she could have laughed

aloud at his undisguised distress. The

shadow of death seemed already upon him.

He started at every sound.

The robber entered the house, and, quickly-

divesting himself of his heavy cloak and his

mask, he lighted candles in a heavy silver

candelabrum. Directly the pale yellow light

flooded the room, Corinne uttered a little

word of surprise, for she had never thought

that so poor a house could offer such a feast

to the eye as this room now presented.

Though the Chalet itself was rough hewn of

wood from the surrounding thickets, its

internal ornament was worthy of the Louvre.

Rare tapestries hid its bare walls ; dainty

cabinets filled with fine china, chairs and

tables reflecting the delicate taste of the

period, a fine copy of the Apollo and Marsyas

of Raphael, a genuine sketch by Jean de

Paris, another by Rigaud, added to the wealth

of its decoration.

Corinne felt her feet sinking into soft white

skins the moment she had passed the door

of the house. A blazing fire of faggots

spangled with golden stars the polished wood-

work of the ingle nook, and the whole place

was redolent with the air of dishes steaming

and of good things made ready.

" Come," said " La Force,'' when he had

indicated the seat of honour and had placed

Corinne therein, " you will forgive me that I

have no lacqueys as you have, Mademoiselle.

I am a lover of solitude, and my secrets are

not well worn in company. But you will

find my supper none the less excellent,

believe me. As for our friend here, let

there be no hot blood between us. I have

not forgotten the service he did to Coq le Roi.

Saint John! it is I who should fear with such

a wizard for my guest."

The bloodless eyes of the old physician

twinkled when the compliment was paid.

He, for the first time, appeared to forget the

pass to which things had come, and to

observe the supper now being served by the

comrade of their host. When at length he

sat down, a smile of satisfaction played upon

his face, and he hastened to admit so much

to the robber.

"Monsieur," said he, " it is to my mistress

that your friend Coq le Roi owes thanks.

My own share in that business is not worthy

of mention."

" del!" cried the robber, helping Corinne

to a goblet of Chianti, " you are modest,

Monsieur le Medecin; did you not, as the

story goes, tell the lieutenant of police every-

thing that Coq le Roi was about to do during

the next four-and-twenty hours. Holy Mother

of God, I would have given a hundred crowns

had I been there to hear the jest."

Antonio looked up from his plate.

" My friend," said he, " it was a jest I

grant; yet had it been my intention, I could

have told the future of Coq le Roi not for one

day but for a year."

" La Force " roared -with laughter ; the

wine had warmed him and his wager was

nearly won.

" Name of the devil," cried he, " you are a

true magician, old man ; have a care lest you

provoke me to ask a like experiment.''

'â�¢ Indeed," intervened Corinne, who had
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and, although she hid her feelings very

prettily, nevertheless she told herself that the

highwayman known as " La Force " should

find her, as she had declared, a dangerous

guest.

All this passed through her mind when the

lesser rogue, who aped the role of lacquey,

brought the silver bowl from the kitchen, and

the steam from the boiling water began to

moisten the air of the supper room. Antonio

had now tucked up the sleeves of his heavy

gown, and was prepared, apparently, to fulfil

his promise to the ultimate letter.

" Monsieur Brissac, you have asked me to

tell you upon what employment you will be

engaged at this hour to-morrow night. When

the steam from that bowl shall have cleared,

away, I will ask you to look at the surface of

the water, and to read your own fate therein.''

The robber laughed scornfully.

" At your pleasure, friend," said he, " though

if you fail me, I warrant you I will keep my

word."

Antonio bowed, but said nothing. Corinne

felt her heart beating quickly, while the blood

surged up into her head and made her dizzy.

She began to fear that Antonio had embarked

upon some very dangerous enterprise in which

failure might leave her alone with this ruffian

who had stopped her coach. She was tempted

almost to beg her friend to desist; but he

refused steadfastly to exchange a glance with

her, and she, by a great effort of will, held

her peace.

A minute passed, perhaps, before the steam

floated away from the circle of the bowl.

When it was quite clear, Antonio rose from

his chair and began to peer into the water

very diligently.

" Monsieur," said he with great dignity,

"come near and tell me if the water of life

have any message for you."

The robber bent over the bowl, and ex-

amined its contents very narrowly. " Bah ! "

he answered, " you mock me; there is

nothing there."

Antonio looked again.

" My son," said he, speaking now with the

air of a doctor, " fate is not the child of man,

that he shall say to her, do this, and she will

do it. Seek rather to approach these mys-

teries with awe, for they are mysteries to

which God alone holds the key. Let there

be obedience in your heart and humility in

your mind, since the hour of your death is

about to be made known to you."

" Monsieur," said the robber, " for the

third time I tell you, beware how you jest

with me."

In spite of his braggadocio, " La Force ''

trembled. His hand shook a little when he

bent over the table; the colour rushed from

his face and his lips were bloodless.

" Speak not of jests, I say," cried the old

physician solemnly, " speak not of jests, for

the book of God is about to be opened before

your eyes. Nay, my son, let there be a

prayer upon your lips, and fear of God in

your mind. Behold, the picture shapes

itself."

Swiftly and deftly he took a phial from

his pocket and cast the contents upon the

face of the water. The robber, wound up to

a surpassing dread and curiosity, bent over

the bowl until his eyes almost touched the

water. At the same moment the white powder

from the phial began to mix with the liquid

and to set up a great effervescence with a

noxious odour which filled the whole room;

a seething, choking vapour which hurt the

lungs of those who breathed it. " La Force,"

who all unwillingly inhaled the vapour as he

bent over the water, uttered a loud cry and

made to draw back from the table; but old

Antonio had gripped him by the neck now,

and was strong with the strength of ten

men.

"Behold, my son, behold, and read the

book of life," he cried, with a ferocity which

was almost devilish, while he forced the

robber's head down until his brow touched

the silver rim, " did I not tell you that the

hour of your death was written thereâ��look

well then, for the hour is come."

During a terrible instant, the struggle was

a doubtful one. The bowl tilted and spilt

the water upon the table; glasses fell and

were crunched under the elbows of the men;

the robber, about whose throat the bony

fingers of the physician were twined, fought

like a wild beast. But the first fumes of the

drug had robbed him of breath, almost of

sense ; his lungs were scorched as by burning

needles ; his eyes were blinded and smarting;
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master lay secure upon the top of Corinne's

coach, where, rolling and jolting like a log, it

rested until the barrier was passed and the

horses were driven through the gateway of

the Hotel Beautreillis. Dark as the night

proved, many stopped in the narrow streets

of the great city to point the finger at a

burden so curious ; many cried : " they carry

a dead man, what a thing to see." But

others only crossed themselves and lifted

their hats. " She jests with the dead," they

said, and hurried on afraid.

It was one o'clock in the morning when

" La Force," who had been conscious of a

restless and troubled sleep, and of strange

happenings in his dreams, wholly recovered

his senses and sat up in the bed upon which

unknown hands had laid him. He thought

at the instant of waking that he had slept out

in the woods by Gros Bois again; but when

he rubbed his eyes and looked around him,

some of the events of the night began to

shape themselves again in his brain, and to

be acted anew, until he remembered all

thingsâ��even to the silver bowl and the hor-

rible draught of vapour he had drunk there-

from.

"Mart Dieu!" said he, springing from

his bed angrily, " it was the devil's bowl I

drank fromâ��a curse upon them. And now

â��and now ? "

He began to examine the room with ques-

tioning eyes, but his curiosity was soon satis-

fied. It was a small apartment with walls of

stone; in shape, a horseshoe; having for

furniture a stool and a table, in addition to

the plain wooden bed whereon he had slept.

Its only ornament was a crucifix hung high

upon the crown of the apse.

" La Force" saw that the door was

sheathed with iron and monstrous thick, like

the door of a dungeon. A little window,

heavily barred, permitted him, when he stood

upon the tips of his toes, to see the world

without. At the moment, however, such a

privilege was worth little, for the night was

moonless, and his keen eyes could detect

nothing beyond a great black shape, which

had no meaning to him. None the less did

he begin to be haunted by the thought that

he was in a prison; and when he had reflected

a little while, he said it would be the prison

of the Conciergerie.

This thought was slow to be accepted, slow

to force itself upon his mind. He found

himself laughing at the idea as at a worthless

folly; but he could pause in his laughter to

feel the damp sweat upon his brow and to

sink upon the bed shivering with fear. Well

he knew that, if his surmise were true, he

might ask nothing more of the world. They

would send him to the galleysâ��possibly to

death. He remembered the dashing life of

the road, the women he had kissed, the gay

company he had enjoyed, the debauches

which had been kept in the house of the Silver

Birch; and these pleasant memories helped

him to stave off the dreadful omens of the

cell. " God," he said, " it cannot be that I

shall never see the woods again."

It needed a great effort to banish a sense

of peril such as this; but he refused to hear

the damning voices which haunted him ; and

anon, he got into bed again and tried to

sleep. He was very weak after the trial of

the night; and when he lay down and pulled

the heavy covering over his head to shut out

the light of the lantern which illumined the

apartment, he found that he was hot as one

in a fever, and that there was a new pain in

his lungs which forbade him to rest.

Do what he would, recall as he might the

most pleasant scenes of his past, a phantom

figure ever at his side seemed to whisper:

" You are come to the judgment." For a while

he battled bravely with the spectre, but when a

clock without struck two, he was able to endure

the vision no longer, and he sprang from his

bed in an agony of fear and of foreboding.

" Holy Moses! " he said, " it is my dream ;

that which I see is a thing of sleep. The sun

will shine in my eyes presently, and I shall

behold the forest again. My horse will come

to me, and we willâ��â�� ''

A shadow falling across the floor cut short

his pleasant promises. It was a dreadful

shadow, magnified by the lantern's feeble

light until it represented nothing human,

being a horrid shape, eyeless, with masked

face, and a head upon which a cap like a

fool's cap was placed. " La Force '' staggered

against the bed when he beheld it, and

covered his eyes with his hand.
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" Mother of God," he sobbed, " what do I

see ?"

" Monsieur," was the answer in a low and

gentle voice, " fear nothing from me. I come

to warn you."

"La Force" turned his head and looked.

A figure dressed in the rough black robe of a

monk, but having the head and face covered

with a pointed black hood, like the hood of

the Misereri in Rome, stood motionless at

his side. For a moment the highwayman

succumbed to an overwhelming panic. He

shrieked aloud at the terrible aspect of the

phantom, believing that the devil stood with

him in the cell.

"Oh, for pity's sake," he wailed, "tell me

what this means."

" My son," said the monk, " it means that

you have stopped the coach of Mademoiselle

de Montesson; for which crime you now find

yourself a prisoner in her house, where "

He paused as though he did not wish to

finish the sentence; but the robber, being

assured now that the apparition was no ghostly

one, could not suppress his curiosity.

"Yesâ��yes," he asked eagerly, "whereâ��?"

" Where you are to die at dawn," said the

monk.

"La Force" wiped the sweat from his brow

and laughed like an hysterical woman.

" Bah," he cried, " she will not kill me."

" My son," said the monk very earnestly,

"she will think no more of killing you than

of crushing an insect in her path. Do you

hear those blows? They are the blows of

the axes which hew a scaffold for you. If

you doubt me, look from yon window and

you shall see "

" La Force" ran to the window, and,

standing upon the tips of his toes, looked

into the court. Where darkness had prevailed

ten minutes before, lightâ��the light of fifty

torches â�� now mastered the night. The

highwayman saw that these torches were held

by men gowned as his mysterious visitor, all

in deep black, with hoods covering their faces,

and holes for their eyes which gave them an

ogreish aspect terrible to behold.

But that which interested him more than

all was the great structure they were helping

to buildâ��a structure of wood heavily draped

with black. Very familiar to him was that

warning shapeâ��the great cross-beam, the

heavy side supports, the platform for the

victim. He could even see a coil of rope

curled like a snake upon the black carpet.

"Jesus ! " he said, dropping upon his feet

again, " they build a scaffold."

" Exactly," said the monk, " and at dawn

they will have finished their work."

" La Force " felt his heart beating quickly,

but he nerved himself to look out of the

window again.

" Holy God, have pity upon me, I see a

coffin ! " he exclaimed, reeling back from the

casement and falling, terror-struck, upon the

bed. " Oh, Monsieur, of your charity be-

seecb a little mercy for me. I cannot dieâ��I

have sin upon my soul."

The monk watched his agony unmoved.

" My son," said he, " of that which we sow,

assuredly we must reap. Forget not that

your harvest is death. At dawn you will

garner the fruit you have fostered so well.

Remember that the sun will shine down to-

morrow, not upon your eyes glad to behold

the day again, but upon the earth which lies

heavy upon a spiritless body. Think of that,

and be warned, for here mercy is unknown.''

" La Force " answered him with a great

oath and a threat, lifting his clenched hand

to strike the speaker; but the monk seized

the upraised arm at the wrist and threw the

robber to the ground with such force that he

lay there many minutes stunned and bruised.

When he looked up again the monk had left

the cell.

He heard a clock strike three at this time;

but the sound of hammering still continued

in the court without; and although he dared

not to look again, he made sure that the

scaffold must be now near its completion.

Had it been given him to die upon the

high road in some affair where swords clashed

and pistols made merry music, he would have

shown a bold face enough; but to be killed

like a rat in a trap, to swing like a common

thief, simply because he had compelled a

woman to sup with him against her will, was

a punishment not to be borne.

There were moments when he raved like a

madman, beating with his fists against the

cold stone wall, or casting himself in rabid

fits of fury at the iron-sheathed door. At
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Of a sudden one of the men recollected

himself, looked to this side and that with a

scared face, and rapped the table with his

knuckles.

"Ladies,'' he said imploringly, "and

Senores, the heat is great. It may be

dangerous."

"Pah!" said Donna Clotilde, "we are

talking in English."

" Which other people besides ourselves

understand, even in Valparaiso."

â�¢'Let them listen," said Captain Kettle.

" I hold the same opinions on politics as

Miss La Touche here, since she has explained

to me how things really are, and I don't care

who knows that I think the present Govern-

ment, and the whole system, rotten. I am

not in the habit of putting my opinions in

words, Mr. Silva, and being frightened of

people hearing them."

"You." said the cautious man drily,

" have little to lose here, Captain. Donna

Clotilde has much. I should be very sorry

to read in my morning paper that she had

died from apoplexyâ��the arsenical variety

â��during the course of the preceding night."

" Pooh," said Kettle, " they could never do

that."

" As a resident in Chili," returned Silva,

" let me venture to disagree with you, Captain.

It is a disease to which the opponents of

President Quijarra are singularly addicted

whenever they show any marked political

activity. The palm trees in this patio have

a reputation, too, for being phenomenally

long eared. So, if it pleases you all, suppose

we go out on the roof ? The moon will

afford us a fine prospectâ��andâ��the air up

there is reputed healthy."

He picked up Donna Clotilde's fan and

mantilla. The other two ladies rose to their

feet; Donna Clotilde, with a slight frown of

reluctance, did the same ; and they all moved

off towards the stairway. Silva laid detaining

fingers upon Captain Kettle s arm.

" Captain," he said, " if I may give you a

friendly hint, slip away now and go to your

quarters."

" I fancy, sir," said Captain Kettle, " that

Miss La Touche has employment to offer

me."

" If she has," retorted Silva, " which I

doubt, it will not be employment you will

care about."

" I am what they call here 'on the beach,' "

said Kettle, " and I cannot afford to miss

chances. I am a married man, Mr. Silva,

with children to think about."

" Ah ! " the Chilian murmured thought-

fully. " I wonder if she knows he's married?

Well, Captain, if you will go up, come

along, and I'm sure I wish you luck."

The flat roof of the Cafe of the Lion d'Or

is set out as a garden, with orange trees

growing against the parapets, and elephants'

ears and other tropical foliage plants stood

here and there in round green tubs. Around

it are the other roofs of the city, which, with

the streets between, look like some white

rocky plain cut up by steep canons. A glow

comes from these depths below, and with it

the blurred hum of people. But nothing

articulate gets up to the Lion d'Or, and in

' the very mistiness of the noise there is some-

thing indescribably fascinating.

Moreover, it is a place where the fireflies

of Valparaiso most do congregate. Saving

for the lamps of heaven, they have no other

lighting on that roof. The owners (who are

Israelites) pride themselves on this : it gives

the garden an air of mystery ; it has made it

the natural birthplace of plots above number-

ing ; and it has brought them profit almost

beyond belief. Your true plotter, when his

ecstasy comes upon him, is not the man to

be niggardly with the purse. He is alive and

glowing then, he may very possibly be dead

to-morrow; and in the meanwhile money is

useless, and the things that money can buyâ��-

and the very best of their sortâ��are most

desirable.

One whispered hint did Mr. Silva give to

Captain Kettle as they made their way

together up the white stone steps.

" Do you know who and what our hostess

is? " he asked.

" A very nice young lady," replied the

mariner promptly, " with a fine taste in

suppers."

" She is all that," said Silva : " but she

also happens to be the richest woman in

Chili. Her father owned mines innumerable,

and when he came by his end in our last

revolution, he left every dollar he had at
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Donna Clotilda's entire disposal. By some

unfortunate oversight, personal fear has been

left out of her composition, and she seems

anxious to add it to the list of her acquire-

ments."

Captain Kettle puckered his brows. " I

don't seem to understand you," he said.

" I say this," Silva murmured, " because

there seems no other way to explain the keen-

ness with which she hunts after personal

danger. At present she is intriguing against

President Quijarra's Government. Well, we

all know that Quijarra is a brigand, just as

his predecessor was before him. The man

who succeeds him in the Presidency of Chili

will be a brigand also. It is the custom of

my country. But interfering with brigandage

is a ticklish operation, and Quijarra is always

scrupulous to wring the necks of anyone

whom he thinks at all likely to interfere with

his peculiar methods."

" I should say that from his point of view,"

said Kettle, " he was acting quite rightly, sir.''

" I thought you'd look at it sensibly," said

Silva. " Well, Captain, here we are at the

top of the stair. Don't you think you had

better change your mind, and slip away now,

and go back to your quarters ? "

" Why, no, sir," said Captain Kettle.

" From what you tell me, it seems possible

that Miss La Touche may shortly be seeing

trouble, and it would give me pleasure to be

near and ready to bear a hand. She is a

lady for whom I have got considerable re-

gard. That supper, sir, which we have just

eaten, and the wine, are things which will

live in my memory."

He stepped out on to the roof, and Donna

Clotilde came to meet him. She linked her

fingers upon his arm, and led him apart from

the rest. At the further angle of the gardens

they leant their elbows upon the parapet, and

talked, whilst the glow from the street below

faintly lit their faces, and the fireflies winked

behind their backs.

" I thank you, Capiain, for your offer," she

said at length, " and I accept it as freely as it

was given. I have had proposals of similar

service before, but they came from the wrong

sort. I wanted a man, and I found out that

'you were that before you had been at the

dinner table five minutes."

Captain Kettle bowed to the compliment.

" But," said he, " if I am that, I have all of a

man s failings."

"I like them better," said the lady, "than

a half-man's virtues. And as a proof I offer

you command of my navy."

" Your navy, Miss? "

"It has yet to be formed," said Donna

Clotilde, " and you must form it. But, once

we make the nucleus, other ships of the

existing force will desert to us, and with

those we must fight and beat the rest. Once

we have the navy, we can bombard the ports

into submission till the country thrusts out

President Quijarra of its own accord, and

sets me up in his place."

" Oh," said Kettle, " I didn't understand.

Then you want to be Queen of Chili ? "

" President."

"But a president is a man, isn't he? "

" Why ? Answer me that."

" Becauseâ��well, because they always have

been, Miss."

"Because men up to now have always

taken the best things to themselves. Well,

Captain, all that is changing; the world is

moving on : and women are forcing their way

in, and taking their proper place. You say

that no State has yet had a woman-president.

You are quite right. I shall be the first."

Captain Kettle frowned a little, and looked

thoughtfully down into the lighted street

beneath. But presently he made up his

mind, and spoke again.

" I'll accept your offer, Miss, to command

the navy, and I'll do the work well. You

may rely on that. Although I say it myself,

you'd find it hard to get a better man. I

know the kind of brutes one has to ship as

seamen along this South American coast, and

I'm the sort of brute to handle them. By

James, yes, and you shall see me make them

do most things, short of miracles.

" But there's one other thing, Miss, I ought

to say, and I must apologise for mentioning it.

seeing that you're not a business person. I

must have my twelve pound a month, and all

found. I know it's a lot, and I know you'll tell

me wages are down just now. But I couldn't

do it for less, Miss. Commanding a navy's a

strong order, and, besides, there's con-

siderable risk to be counted in as well."
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is, you must have enormous trust in your

crew."

Captain Kettle bit the end from a fresh

cigar. " You should go and look at them

for yourself," said he, "and hear their talk,

and then you'd know. The beasts are fit to

eat me already.''

" How did you get them on board ? "

" Well, you see, sir, I collected them by

promisesâ��fine pay, fine ship, fine cruise, fine

chances, and so on ; and, when I'd only this

smelling bottle here to show them, they hung

back a bit. If there'd been only twenty of

them, I don't say but what I could have

hustled them on board with a gun and some

ugly words. But sixty were too many to

tackle; so I just said to them that El Almirante

Cochrane was only a ferry to take us across

to a fine war steamer that was lying out of

sight elsewhere; and they swallowed the yarn,

and stepped in over the side.

" I can't say they've behaved like lambs

since. The grub's not been to their fancy,

and I must say the biscuit was crawling; and

it seems that as a bedroom, the hold hurt

their delicate noses ; and, between one thing

and another, I've had to shoot six of them

before they understood I was skipper here.

You see, sir, they were most of them living

in Callao before they shipped, because there's

no extradition there; and so they're rather a

toughish crowd to handle."

" What a horrible time you must have

had! "

" There has been no kid-glove work for

me, sir, since I got to sea with this rose

garden; and I must say it would have

knocked the poetry right out of most men.

But, personally, I can't say it has done that

to me. You'd hardly believe it, sir, but once

or twice, when the whole lot of the brutes

have been raging against me, I've been very

nearly happy. And afterwards, when I've

got a spell of rest, I've picked up pen

and paper, and knocked off one or two

of the prettiest sonnets a man could wish

to see in print. If you like, sir, I'll read

you a couple before you go back .to your

whaleboat.''

" I thank you, skipper, but not now. Time

is on the move, and Donna Clotilde is

waiting for me. What am I to tell her ? "

" Say, of course, that her orders are being

carried out, and her pay being earned."

"My poor fellow," said Silva, with a

sudden gush of remorse, " you are only

sacrificing yourself uselessly. What can you,

in a small sailing vessel like this, do with

your rifles against a splendidly armed vessel

like the Cancelario ? "

" Not much in the shooting line, that's

certain," said Kettle cheerfully. " That

beautiful agent sold us even over the ammuni-

tion. There were kegs put on board

marked ' cartridges,' but when I came to

break one or two so as to serve out a little

ammunition, for practice, be hanged if the

kegs weren't full of powder. And it wasn't

the stuff for guns even; it was blasting

powder, same as they use in the mines. Oh,

sir, that agent was the holiest kind of fraud."

Silva wrung his hands. " Captain," he

cried, " you must not go on with this mad

cruise. It would be sheer suicide for you to

find the Cancelario.''

" You shall give me news of it again after

I've met her," said Captain Kettle. " For

the present, sir, I follow out Miss La Touche's

orders, and earn my Â£1z a month. But if

you're my friend, Mr. Silva, and want to do

me a good turn, you might hint that if

things go well, I could do with a rise to

^"i4 a month when I'm sailing the Cancelario

for her."

The outline of Tampique Bay stood out

clearly in bright moonshine, and the sea

down the path of the moon's rays showed a

canal of silver, cut through rolling fields of

purple. The green-painted barque was

heading into the bay on the port tack ; and

at moorings, before the town, in the curve of

the shore, the grotesque spars of a modern

warship showed in black silhouette against

the moonbeams. A slate-coloured naphtha-

launch was sliding out over the swells towards

the barque.

Captain Kettle came up from below, and

watched the naphtha-launch with throbbing

interest. He had hatched a scheme for

capturing the Cancelario, and had made his

preparations; and here was an interruption

coming which might very well upset any-

thing most ruinously. Nor was he alone in
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his regard. The barque's topgallant rail was

lined with faces; all her complement were

wondering who these folk might be who

were so confidently coming out to meet

them.

A Jacob's ladder was thrown over the side;

the slate-coloured launch swept up, and

emittedâ��a woman. Captain Kettle started,

and went down into the waist to meet her.

A minute later he was wondering whether he

dreamed, or whether he was really walking

his quarterdeck in company with Donna

Clotilde La Touche. But meanwhile the

barque held steadily along her course.

The talk between them was not for long.

" I must beseech you, Miss, to go back

from where you came," said Kettle. " You

must trust me to carry out this business with-

out your supervision."

" Is your method very dangerous ? " she

asked.

"I couldn't recommend it to an Insurance

Company," said Kettle thoughtfully.

"Tell me your scheme."

Kettle did so in some forty words. He

was pithy, and Donna Clotilde was cool. She

heard him without change of colour.

"Ah," she said, " I think you will do it."

" You will know one way or another within

an hour from now, Miss. But I must ask

you to take your launch to a distance. As I

tell you, I have made all my own boats so

that they won't swim ; but, if your little craft

was handy, my crew would jump overboard

and risk the sharks, and try to reach her in

spite of all I could do to stop them. They

won't be anxious to fight that Cancelario

when the time comes, if there's any way of

wriggling out of it."

" You are quite right, Captain; the launch

must go; only I do not. I must be your

guest here till you can put me on the

Cancelario."

Captain Kettle frowned. â�¢' What's coming

is no job for a woman to be in at, Miss.''

" You must leave me to my own opinion

about that. You see, we differ upon what

a woman should do, Captain. You say a

woman should not be president of a republic;

you think a woman should not be sharer in a

fight: I am going to show you how a woman

can be both." She leant her shoulders

over the rail, and hailed the naphtha-launch

with a sharp command. A man in the bows

cast off the line with which it towed; the

man aft put over his tiller, and set the engines

a-going; and, like a slim, grey ghost, the

launch slid quietly away into the gloom.

" You see," she said, " I'm bound to stay

with you now." And she looked upon him

with a burning glance.

But Kettle replied coldly. " You are my

owner, Miss," he said, "and can do as you

wish. It is not for me now to say that you

are foolish. Do I understand you still wish

me to carry out my original plan ? "

" Yes," she said curtly.

"Very well, Miss, then we shall be aboard of

that war-steamer in less than fifteen minutes."

He bade this second mate call aft the crew;

but instead of remaining to meet them, he

took a keen glance at the barque's canvas,

another at her wake, another at the moored

cruiser ahead, and then, after peering thought-

fully at the clouds which sailed in the sky, he

went to the companion-way and dived below.

The crew trooped aft and stood at the break

of the quarterdeck waiting for him. And in

the meanwhile they feasted their eyes with

many different thoughts on Donna Clotilde

La Touche.

Presently Captain Kettle returned to deck,

aggressive and cheerful, and faced the men

with hands in his jacket pockets. Each

pocket bulged with something heavy, and the

men, who by this time had come to under-

stand Captain Kettle's ways, began to grow

quiet and nervous. He came to the point

without any showy oratory.

" Now, my lads," said he, " I told you

when you shipped aboard this lavender-box

in Callao, that she was merely a ferry to carry

you to a fine war-steamer which was lying

elsewhere. Well, there's the steamer, just

off the starboard bow yonder. Her name's

the Cancelario, and at present she seems to

belong to President Quijarra's Government.

But Miss La Touche here (who is employing

both me and you, just for the present) intends

to set up a Government of her own; and, as

a preliminary, she wants that ship. We've to

grab it for her."

Captain Kettle broke off, and for a full

minute there was silence. Then someone
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house, could see him nodding like a man in

deep sleep.

" Carrajo ! you barque, there ! Put down

your helm. You'll be aboard of us in a

minute."

Kettle made no reply: his hands sawed

automatically at the spokes, and the glow

from the pinnacle fell upon close, shut eyes.

It was a fine bit of acting.

The Chilians shouted, but they could not

prevent the collision, and when it came, there

broke out a yell as though the gates of the

Pit had been suddenly unlocked.

The barque's crew of human refuse, mad

with terror, rose up in a flock from behind

the bulwarks. As one man they clambered

over the cruiser's side and spread about her

decks.

Ill provided with weapons though they might

be, the Chilians were scarcely better armed.

A sentry squibbed off his rifle, but that was

the only shot fired. Knives did the greater

part of the work, knives and belaying pins,

and whatever else came to hand. Those of

the watch on deck who did not run below

were cleared into the sea ; the berth deck was

stormed ; and the waking men surrendered to

the pistol nose.

A couple of desperate fellows went below,

and cowed the firemen and engineer on watch.

The mooring was slipped, steam was given to

the engines, and whilst her former crew were

being drafted down into an empty hold, the

Cancelario was standing out at a sixteen-knot

speed towards the open sea under full com-

mand of the raiders. Then from behind

them came the roar of an explosion and a

spurt of dazzling light, and the men shud-

dered to think of what they had so narrowly

missed. And as it was some smelling

fragments of the old guano barque lit upon

the after deck as they fell headlong from the

dark sky above.

Donna Clotilde went on to the upper bridge,

and took Captain Kettle by the hand.

" My friend," she said," I shall never forget

this." And she looked at him with eyes that

spoke of more than admiration for his

success.

â�¢' I am earning my pay," said Kettle.

" Pah ! " she said, " don't let money come

between us. I cannot bear to think of you

in connection with sordid things like that. I

put you on a higher plane. Captain," she

said, and turned her head away, " I shall

choose a man like you for husband.''

"Heaven mend your taste, Miss," said

Kettle ; " butâ��there may be others like me."

" There are not."

" Then you must be content with the

nearest you can get.1'

Donna Clotilde stamped her foot upon the

planking of the bridge.

" You are dull," she cried.

"No," he said, "I have got clear sight,

Miss. Won't you go below now and get a

spell of sleep ? Or will you give me your

orders first ? "

" No," she answered, " I will not. We must

settle this matter first. You have a wife in

England. I know, but that is nothing.

Divorce is simple here. I have influence

with the Church ; you could be set free in a

day. Am I not the woman you would

choose ? "

"Miss laTouche, you are my employer."

" Answer my question."

" Then, Miss, if you will have it, you are

not."

" But why? Why ? Give me your reasons?

You are brave. Surely I have shown courage

too ? Surely you must admire that ? "

" I like men for men's work, Miss."

" But that is an exploded notion. Women

have got to take their place. They must

show themselves the equals of men in every-

thing."

"But you see, Miss," said Kettle, " I pre-

fer to be linked to a lady who is my superior

â��as I am linked at present. If it pleases

you, we had better end this talk."

" No," said Donna Clotilde, " it has got to

be settled one way or the other. You know

what I want. Marry me as soon as you are

set free, and there shall be no end of youi

power. I will make you rich; I will make

you famous. Chili shall be at our feet; the

world shall bow to us.''

"It could be done," said Kettle with a sigh.

" Then marry me."

" With due respect, I will not," said the

little man.

" You know you are speaking to a woman

who is not accustomed to be thwarted ? "
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do milk carts and

butchers' carts drive so

much faster than the

ordinary South-

Eastern railway

train ? This is a

mystery which

science has so far

found insoluble.

Sir Isaac Newton

thought he had solved

it by the theory that the

speed of a milk cart is to the amount of

milk which it contains, as the milkman him-

self is to the reason of the speed with which

he drives. Reducing this to an equation,

we find that the reason for the speed is equal

to the milkman multiplied by his milk, and

divided by the speed at which he drives.

If this satisfied Sir Isaac, it certainly will not

satisfy any man who is not an habitual and

confirmed mathematician.

A long series of observations has convinced

me that the reason why a milkman drives at

such an excessive speed is because he wishes

to avoid questions as to the quality of his

"milk. This is also the reason why he yells.

His idea is to strike terror into his customers

by his fiendish war whoop ; to leave his milk

and water with the terrified maid who opens

the door; and then to transport himself a

mile or two away before she can recover

sufficiently to exclaim that a milkman who

does not add at least a gill of milk to a quart

of water is little better than a gas company.

A similar consciousness of guilt impels the

butcher's boy to drive at a breakneck speed.

The knowledge that he always leaves the

wrong joint at

the wrong house

urges him to

seek safety in

flight. If the

housewife, who

has ordered six

pounds of leg

of mutton,

finds that the

butcher's boy has left her nine pounds of

pork, her natural impulse is to run to the

door, and tell the boy that she will not have

pork, and that she insists upon mutton. But,

long before she can reach the door, the

butcher's boy is half-a-mile away, having run

over two cyclists and a dog in his mad flight.

I am satisfied of the truth of this explana-

tion of the ways of milkmen and butcher's

boys, but I confess that it does not explain

why the butcher's boy invariably drives on the

wrong side of the road, especially when he

is turning a corner. The milkman is not

addicted to this latter habit, possibly because

he does not wish to be upset and to have all

his milk spilled at a distance from any available

pump or hydrant.

Of course, the butcher's boy hopes to run

over cyclists by driving round a corner on the

wrong side, but it cannot be denied that he

had this habit long before cycles were in-

vented. There is a mystery here which I

am unable to solve, and I might as well con-

fess it frankly.

IHE increase of lunacy

all over the civilised

world has been very

marked within the last

thirty years. In England

one and one-eighth of

every one thousand

persons were insane in

the year 1862. In the

year 1896 the number

of lunatics in a thou-

sand had increased to two and a-ninth.

Whether an eighth of a person is only one-

eighth as crazy as a full and integral

lunatic, I do not know. Neither do I know

whether the one-ninth of a lunatic mentioned

in the statistics for 1896 means that lunacy

is increasing among tailors. Details such as

these have nothing to do with the main fact

that in thirty, or rather thirty-five, years the

proportion of lunatics in the United Kingdom

has nearly doubled.

Various causes may be assigned for this

increase. There is no law against assigning

as many causes as you please, but I have yet

to see one mentioned in print which is in the

least degree satisfactory. It has been sug-

gested that, inasmuch as the increase of

lunacy has kept pace with the growth of rail-

ways, lunacy is induced by railway travelling.

I cannot, however, see why travelling by rail
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bedstead cramps him in all directions, both

in body and soul.

Of course there will be superficial thinkers

who will say that Frenchmen and Hollanders

use short bedsteads because Nature has

made them short men. In other words, such

unthinking persons will put the result before

the cause, and thus argue backward. The

fact that it is the bedstead that makes

the man is conclusively demonstrated by

the case of an Englishman who lived

forty-three years in France, and during

that time shrunk from the height of

5ft. nin. to 5ft. 2in. No more con-

clusive proof of the effect of French bed-

steads could be asked.

'HE County Council

meant well when it

decreed that every

dog should wear a

collar bearing the

name and address of

his owner, but the

regulation will be of

little use as an aid to

the identification of ill-

conducted dogs. The

theory of the Council seems

to be that when a man is bitten by a mad

dog, or worried by an ill-tempered one (this

will happen sometimes even when the

muzzling order is inforced), he will request

the offender to stand still while the legend

on his collar is deciphered.

This is precisely what the dog will refuse

to do. When a dog has bitten a man he has

far too much sense to give his name and

address to his enemy. Like the offending

cyclist, who has just run down a pedestrian,

the dog bolts as soon as he has slaked his

thirst for calves and trousers, and his victim

might as well attempt to measure the length

of the dog's teeth as to try to read the name

on his collar.

What the County Council should have done

would have been to order every dog-owner to

wear a collar engraved with the names and

addresses of both dog and owner. As a rule,

a dog seldom goes forth to bite except in

"company with his owner. If, when you are

quietly walking in the city street, or the

country lane, a dog rushes up and bites you,

the chances are ninety-nine to one that his

owner is within sight. Naturally he will de-

cline to give himself away by calling the dog,

or doing any-

thing else to

prove that he is

responsible for

him, and hence

you have really

no means of

knowing who is

the dog's owner,

unless the dog voluntarily hands you his card,

or in other words, asks you to look at his

collar.

But if dog-owners were compelled to wear

collars, nothing would be simpler than for

you to seize the nearest man and to read his

name and address on his collar, provided, of

course, that he wore one. If the name on

the collar corresponded to the appearance and

character of the offending dog, you would

know who to hold responsible for the offence.

If, on the other hand, you decided that the

man had no ownership in the dog, you would

seize upon some other man, and thus, sooner

or later, you would find the real owner of the

dog.

This simple plan for facilitating the detec-

tion of the owners of wicked dogs does not

seem to have occurred to the Council; but

then such bodies never hit upon a simple

plan when an intricate and difficult one can

be devised.

Vol. HI.â��99.
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thought to bribe the Lord to a partnership in

their corruption, and He answered by castin'

down the fair mansion into the waves."

I said : " Whoâ��who, my friend ? "

" They that builded the church,'' he an-

swered.

" Well," said I, " it seems a certain foolish-

ness to set the edifice so close to the edge."

Again he chuckled.

" It was closeâ��close, as you say; yet none

so close as you might think nowadays Time

hath gnawed here like a rat on a cheese.

But the foolishness appeared in settin' the

brave mansion between the winds and its own

graveyard. Let the dead lie seawards, one

had thought; and the church inland where

we stand."

" Certainly to have done so would show

the better providence."

â�¢' Sir, I said the foolishness appeared.

But, I tell you, there was foresight in the dis-

positionâ��in neighbourin' the buildin' to the

cliff path. For so they could the easier enter

unobserved, and store their kegs of Nantes

brandy in the bellv of the organ."

" They ? Who were they ? "

â�¢' Why. whoâ��but two-thirds of all Dun-

burgh ? "

â�¢' Smugglers ? "

" It was a nest of 'emâ��traffickers in the

eternal fire o' week days, and on the Sabbath,

who so sanctimonious ? But honesty comes

not from the washin', like a clean shirt; nor

can the piety of one day purge the evil of six.

They built their church anigh the margin,

forasmuch as it was handy, and that they

thought: ' Surely the Lord will not under-

mine His own.' A rare community o' blas-

phemers, fro' the parson that took his reg'lar

toll of the organ-loft, to him that sounded the

keys and pulled out the joyous stops as if they

was so many spigots to what lay behind.''

" Of when do you speak ? "

â�¢' I speak of nigh a century and a half ago. I

speak o' the Seven Years' \Var, and of Excise-

man Jones, that, twenty year after he were

buried, took his revenge on the cliff side of

the man that done him to death."

" And who was that ? "

" They called him Dark Dignum. sirâ��a

wild, reckless smuggler, and as wicked as he

was bold."

" Is your story about him ? "

" Aye, it is; and of my grandfather, that

were a boy when they laid, and was glad to

lay, the exciseman deep as they could dig,

for the sight of his sooty face in his coffin

was worse than a bad dream."

"Why was that?"

The old man edged closer to me, and

spoke in a sibilant voice.

"He were murdered, sir â�� foully and

horriblyâ��for all they could never bring it

home to the culprit."

" Will you tell me about it ? "

He was nothing loth. The wind; the

place of perished tombs ; the very wild blown

locks of this " withered apple-John" were

eerie accompaniments to the tale he piped in

my ear.

" When my grandfather were a boy," he

said, "there lighted in Dunburgh Exciseman

Jones. P'raps the village had gained an ill

reputation. P'raps Exciseman Jones's pre-

decessor had failed to secure the confidence

o' the exekitive. At any rate the new man was

little to the fancy of the village. He was a

grim, sour-looking, brass-bound galloot, and

incorruptibleâ��which was the worst. The

keg o' brandy left on his door-step o' New

Year's Eve had been better unspiled and run

into the gutter; for it led him somehow to

the identification of the innocent that done it,

and he had him by the heels in a twinklin'.

â�¢' The squire snorted at the man, and the

parson looked askance ; but Dark Dignum

he swore he'd be even with him if he swung

for it.

" At that time Dark Dignum was a young

man, with a reputation above his years for

profaneness and audacity. Ugly things there

were said about him ; and amongst many

wicked he was feared for his wickedness.

Exciseman Jones had his eye on him, and

that was bad for Exciseman Jones.

â�¢' Now one murk December night, Excise-

man Jones staggered home with a long

bloody slice down his scalp, and the red drip

from it spottin' the cobble-stones.

" ' Summut fell on him from a winder,'

said Dark Dignum a little later, as he were

drinkin' hisself hoarse in the 'Black Boy.'

' Summut fell on him retributive, as you

might call it. For, would you believe it, the
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man had at the moment been threatenin" me ?

He did ; he said : ' I know about you,

Dignum, and for all your blessed ingenuity,

I'll bring you with a crack to the ground

yet.'

" What had happened ? Nobody knew,

sir. But Exciseman Jones was in his bed

for a fortnight; and when he got on his legs

again, it was pretty evident there was a hate

between the two men that only blood-spillin'

could satisfy.

" So far as is known, they never spoke to

one another again. They played their game

of death in silenceâ��the lawful, cold and

unfathomable ; the unlawful, swaggerin' and

cruelâ��and twenty year separated the first

move and the last.

" This were the first, sirâ��as Dark Dignum

leaked it out long after in his cups. This

were the first; and it brought Exciseman

Jones to his grave on the cliff here.

" It were a deep, soft, summer night, and

the young smuggler sat by hisself in the long

room of the ' Black Boy.' Now, I tell you,

he were a fox-ship intriguerâ��grand, 1 should

call him, in the alonenessof his villainy. He

would play his dark games out of his own

hand ; and sure of all his wickedness this

game must have seemed the sum.

" I say he sat by hisself; and 1 hear the

listenin' ghost of him call me a liar. For there

â�¢were another body present, though invisible

to mortal eye; and that second party were

Exciseman Jones, who was hidden up the

chimney.

" How had he inveigled him there? All !

they've met and worried that point out

since. No other will ever know the truth

this side the grave. But reports come

to be whispered ; and report said as how

Dignum had made an appinlmcnt with

a bodiless master of a smack as never floated,

to meet him in the ' Black Boy,' and arrange

for to run a cargo as would never be shipped ;

and that somehow he managed to acquent

Exciseman Jones of this dissemblin' appiut-

ment, and to secure his presence in hidin' to

witness it.

" That's conjecture ; for Dignum never let

on so far. But what is known for certain is

that Exciseman Jonesâ��who were as daring

and determined as his enemy, p'r'aps more

soâ��for some reason was in the chimney, on

to a grating on which he had managed to

lower hisself from the roof; and that he

could, if given time, have scrambled up

agen with difficulty, but was debarred from

going lower. And, further, this is knownâ��

that, as Dignum sat on, pretendin' to yawn,

and huggin' his black intent, a little sut

plopped down the chimney, and scattered on

the coals of the laid fire beneath.

" At thatâ��' Curse this waitin,' said he.

' The room's as chill as a belfry,' and he got

to his feet, with a secret grin, and strolled to

the hearthstone.

"'I wonder,' said he, 'will the landlord

object if 1 ventur' upon a glint of lire for

comfort's sake ?' and he pulled out his Hint

and steel, struck a spark, and, with no more

feeliu' than he'd express in lightin' a pij>e,

set the flame to the sticks.

" The trapped rat above never stirred or

give tongue. My CJod ! What a man! Sich

a nature could afford to bide and bideâ��aye,

for twenty year, if need be.

" Dignum would have enjoyed the sound

of a cry ; but he never got it. He listened

with the grin lixed on his face; and, of a

sudden, he heard a scramblin' struggle, like

as a dog with the colic jumpin' at a wall;

and, presently, as the sticks blazed and the

smoke rose denser, a thick coughin', as of a

consumptive man under the bed-clothes.

Still no cry, nor any appeal for mercyâ��no,

not from the time he lit the fire till a horrible

rattle come down, which was the last twitches

of somethin' that choked and died on the

sooty gratin' above.

" When all was quiet, Dignum he knocks

with his foot on the floor, and sks hisself

down before the hearth, with a face like a

pillow for innocence.

" ' 1 were chilled, and lit it,' says he to the

landlord. â�¢ You don't mind ?'

'â�¢ Mind ! Who would have ventured to

cross Dark Dignum's fancies?

" He give a boisterous laugh, and ordered

in a double noggin of hummin' stuff.

" ' Here,' he says, when it comes, ' is to

the health of Exciseman Jones, that swore to

bring me to the ground.'

"'To the ground,' mutters a thick voice

from the chimney.
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events which had followed the introduction

just referred to, his quick ears should have

caught the sound of a bell that was destined

eventually to lead him up to one of the most

sensational adventures of all his sensational

career. A moment later his butler entered

to inform him that Lady Caroline Weltershall

and the Earl of Amberley had called, and

would like to see him. Tossing his cigar

into the grate, he passed through the door

Ram Gafur held open for him, and, having

crossed the hall, entered the drawing-

room.

As he went he wondered what it was that

had brought them to see him at such an early

hour. Both were among his more intimate

acquaintances, and both occupied distin-

guished positions in the social life of the

world's great metropolis. While her friends

and relations spent their time in search of

amusement, and a seemingly eternal round of

gaities, which involved a waste of both health

and money, Lady Caroline, who was the ugly

duckling of an otherwise singularly hand-

some family, put her life to a different

use.

Philanthropy was her hobby, and scarcely

a day passed in which she did not speak at

some meeting, preside over some committee,

or endeavour in some way, as she somewhat

grandiloquently put it: " To better the lives

and ameliorate the conditions of our less

fortunate fellow creatures." In appearance

she was a short, fair woman, of about forty-

five years of age, with a not unhandsome face,

the effect of which, however, was completely

spoilt by two large and protruding teeth.

" My dear Lady Caroline, this is indeed

kind of you," said Carne, as he shook hands

with her, " and also of you, Lord Amberley.

To what happy ciicumstance may 1 attribute

the pleasure of this visit ? "

" I fear it is dreadfully early for us to come

to see you." replied her ladyship, " but Lord

Amberley assured me that as our business is

so pressing you would forgive us."

" Pray do not apologise," returned Carne.

41 It gives me the greatest possible pleasure to

see you. As for the hour, I am ashamed to

confess that, while the morning is no longer

young, I have only just finished breakfast.

But won't you sit down ? "

They seated themselves once more, and

when they had done so, Lady Caroline

unfolded her tale.

"As you are perhaps aware, my friends

say that I never come to see them unless it is

to attempt to extort money from them for

some charitable purpose," she said. " No,

you need not prepare to button up your

pockets, Mr. Carne. I am not going to ask

you for anything to-day. What I do want,

however, is to endeavour to persuade you to

help us in a movement we are inaugurating

to raise money with which to relieve the great

distress in the Canary Islands, brought about

by the late disastrous earthquake. My cousin,

the Marquis of Laverstock, has kindly pro-

mised to act as president, and, although we

started it but yesterday, ten thousand pounds

have already been subscribed. As you are

aware, however, if we are to attract public

attention and support, the funds raised must

be representative of all classes. Our intention,

therefore, is to hold a drawing-room meeting

at my house to-morrow afternoon, when a

number of the most prominent people of the

day will be invited to give us their views upon

the subject.

" I feel sure, if you will only consent to

throw in your lot with us, and to assist in

carrying out what we have in view, we shall

be able to raise a sum of at least one hundred

thousand pounds for the benefit of the

sufferers. Our kind friend here, Lord

Amberley, has promised to act as Secretary,

and his efforts will be invaluable to us.

Royalty has signified its gracious approval,

and it is expected will head the list with a

handsome donation. Every class will be ap-

pealed to. Ministers of religion, of all known

denominations, will be invited to co-operate,

and if you will only consent to allow your

name to appear upon the personnel of the

committee, and will allow us to advertise your

name as a speaker at to-morrow's meeting,

I feel sure there is nothing we shall not be

able to achieve."

" I shall be delighted to help you in any

way I can," Carne replied. " If my name is

likely to be of any assistance to you, I beg

you will make use of it. In the meantime,

if you will permit me, I will forward you a

cheque for one thousand pounds, being my
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that will depend a good deal of my success.

It is a strange world in which it is ordained

that so much should depend upon so little ! "

At five minutes to three o'clock on the

following afternoon Simon Came might have

been observedâ��that, I believe, is the correct

â�¢expressionâ��strolling across from Apsley

House to Gloucester Place. Reaching Lord

Weltershall's residence, he discovered a long

TOW of carriages lining the pavement, and

â�¢setting down their occupants at his lordship's

â�¢door. Carne followed the stream into the

house, and was carried by it up the stairs

towards the large drawing-room where the

meeting was to be held. Already about a

hundred persons were present, and it was

â�¢evident that, if they continued to arrived at

the same rate, it would not be long before

the room would be filled to overflowing.

Seeing Lady Caroline bidding her friends

welcome near the door, Carne hastened to

shake hands with her.

" It is so very good of you to come," she

â�¢said, as she took his hand. " Remember we

are looking to you for a rousing speech this

afternoon. We want one that will inflame all

England, and touch the heart-strings of every

man and woman in the land."

" To touch their purse strings would,

oerhaps, be more to the point," said Carne,

with one of his quiet smiles.

"Let us hope we shall touch them, too,"

she replied. " Now would you mind going

to the dais at the other end of the room ?

You will find Lord Laverstock there, talking

to my husband, I think."

Carne bowed, and went forward as he had

been directed.

So soon as it was known that the celebrities

had arrived the meeting was declared open

and the speechmaking commenced. Clever

as some of them were it could not be doubted

that Came's address was the event of the

afternoon. He was a born speaker, and what

â�¢was more, despite the short notice he had

received, had made himself thoroughly con-

versant with his subject. His handsome face

was on fire with excitement, and his sonorous

voice rang through the large room like a

trumpet call. When he sat down it was

amidst a burst of applause. Lord Laverstock

leant forward and shook hands with him.

" Your speech will be read all over

England to-morrow morning," he said. " It

should make a difference of thousands of

pounds to the fund. I congratulate you most

heartily upon it."

Simon Carne felt that if it was really going

to make that difference he might, in the light

of future events, heartily congratulate him-

self. He, however, accepted the praise

showered upon him with becoming modesty,

and. during the next speaker's exhibition of

halting elocution, amused himself watching

the faces before him and speculating as to

what they would say when the surprise he

was going to spring upon them became

known. Half-an-hour later, when the com-

mittee had been elected and the meeting had

broken up, he bade his friends good-bye and

set off on his return home. That evening he

was dining at home, intending to call at his

club afterwards, and to drop in at a reception

and two dances between ten and midnight.

After dinner, however, he changed his mind,

and having instructed Ram Gafur to deny

him to all callers, and countermanding his

order for his carriage, went to his study,

where he locked himself in and sat down to

smoke and think.

He had set himself a puzzle which would

have taxed the brain of that arch schemer

Machiavelli himself. He was not, however,

going to be beaten by it. There must be

some way, he told himself, in which the

fraud could be worked, and if there was he

was going to find it. Numberless were the

plans he formed, only to discover a few

moments later that some little difficulty

rendered each impracticable.

Suddenly, throwing down the pencil with

which he had been writing, he sprang to his

feet and began eagerly to pace the room.

It was evident, from the expression upon his

face, that he had touched upon a train of

thought that was at last likely to prove pro-

ductive. Reaching the fireplace for about

the thirtieth time, he paused and gazed into

the fireless grate. After standing there for a

few moments he turned, and, with his hands

in his pockets, said solemnly to himself:

" Yes ! I think it can be done! "

Whatever the train of thought may have

been that led him to make this declaration
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be buried. At Southampton a yacht, which

I will arrange for myself, will be in readiness

to carry us out to sea. Do you think you

understand ?"

"Perfectly, sir," Belton replied, "but I

wish I could persuade you to give up the

attempt. You will excuse my saying so, sir,

I hope, but it does seem to me a pity, when

you have done so much, to risk losing it all

over such a dangerous bit of business as this.

It surely can't succeed, sir."

"Belton," said Carne very seriously, "you

strike me as being in a strange humour to-

night, and I cannot say that I like it. Were

it not that I have the most implicit confidence

in you I should begin to think you were

turning honest. In that case our connection

would be likely to be a very short one."

" I hope, sir," Belton answered in alarm,

" that you still believe I am as devoted as ever

to your interests."

" I do believe it," Carne replied. " Let the

manner in which you carry out the various

instructions I have just given you, confirm me

in that belief. This is Wednesday. I shall

expect you to come to me on Saturday with a

report that the house has been taken and

furnished and that the servants are installed

and the delicate old lady in residence."

" You may rely upon my doing my best,

sir."

" I feel sure of that," said Carne, " and

now that all is arranged I think that I will go

to bed."

A week later a committee of the Canary

Islands Relief Fund was able to announce to

the world, through the columns of the Daily

Press, that the generous public of England

had subscribed no less a sum than one

hundred thousand pounds for the relief of the

sufferers by the late earthquake. The same

day Carne attended a committee meeting in

Gloucester Place. A proposition advanced

by Lady Weltershall and seconded by Simon

Carne was carried unanimously. It was to

the effect that in a week's time such members

of the Relief Committee as could get away

should start for the scene of the calamity in

the chairman's yacht, which had been placed

at their disposal, taking with them, for dis-

tribution among the impoverished inhabitants

of the Islands, the sum already subscribed,

namely, one hundred thousand pounds in

English gold. They would then be able,

with the assistance of the English Consul,

to personally superintend the distribution of

their money, and also be in a position to

report to the subscribers, when they returned

to England, the manner in which the money

had been utilised.

"In that case," said Carne, who had not

only seconded the motion, but had put the

notion into Lady Weltershall's head, " it

might be as well if our chairman would

interview the authorities of the bank and

arrange that the amount in question shall be

packed, ready for delivery to the messengers

he may select to call for it before the date in

question."

" I will make it my business to call at the

bank to-morrow morning," replied the chair-

man, " and perhaps you, Mr. Carne, would

have no objection to accompany me."

" If it will facilitate the business of this

committee I shall be only too pleased to do

so," said Carne, and so it was settled.

On a Tuesday afternoon, six days later,

and two days before the date upon which it

had been arranged that the Committee should

sail, the Marquis of Laverstock received a

letter. Lady Caroline Weltershall, the Earl

of Amberley, and Simon Carne were with

him when he opened it. He read it through,

and then read it again, after which he turned

to his guests.

" This is really a very extraordinary com-

munication," he said, " and as it affects the

matter we have most at heart, perhaps I had

better read it to you :

154, Great Chesterton Street,

Tuesday Evening.

To the Most Noble the Marquis of Laverstock, K.G.

Berkeley Square.

MY LORDâ��As one who has been permitted to

enjoy a long and peaceful life in a country where

such visitations are happily unknown, I take the

liberty of writing to your Lordship to say how very

much I should like to subscribe to the fund so nobly

started by you and your friends to assist the poor

people who have lost so much by the earthquake in

the Canary Islands. Being a lonely old woman,

blessed by Providence with some small share of

worldly wealth, I feel it my duty to make some small

sacrifice to help others who have not been so blessed.

Unfortunately, I do not enjoy very good health,

but if your Lordship could spare a moment to call
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upon me, I would like to thank you in the name of

Womanhood for all you have done, and, in proof

of my gratitude, would willingly give you my cheque

for the sum of ten thousand pounds to add to the

amount already subscribed. I am permitted by my

doctors to see visitors between the hours of eleven

and twelve in the morning, and five and six in the

afternoon. I should then be both honoured and

pleased to see your Lordship.

Trusting you will concede me this small favour, I

have the honour to be,

Yours very sincerely,

JANET O'HALLORAN.

There was a momentary pause after his

lordship had finished reading the letter.

" What will you do ? " inquired Lady

Caroline.

" It is a noble offering," put in Simon Carne.

" I think there cannot be two opinions as

to what is my duty," replied the Chairman.

" I shall accede to her request, though why

she wants to see me is more than I can tell."

" As she hints in the letter, she wishes to

congratulate you personally on what you have

done," continued the Earl of Amberley; "and

as it will be the handsomest donation we

have yet received it will, perhaps, be as well

to humour her."

" In that case I will do as I say, and make

it my business to call there this afternoon

between five and six. And now it is my

duty to report to you that Mr. Simon Carne

and I waited upon the authorities at the

Bank this morning, and have arranged that

the sum of one hundred thousand pounds in

gold shall be ready for our messengers when

they call for it, either to-morrow morning or

to-morrow afternoon at latest."

" It is a large sum to take with us," said

Lady Caroline. "I trust it will not prove a

temptation to thieves ! "

"You need have no fear on that score,''

replied his lordship. " As I have explained

to the manager, my own trusted servants

will effect the removal of the money, accom-

panied by two private detectives, who will

remain on board my yacht until we weigh

anchor. We have left nothing to chance.

To make the matter doubly sure, I have also

arranged that the money shall not be handed

over except to a person who shall present my

cheque, and at the same time show this

signet ring which I now wear upon my finger."

The other members of the committee

expressed themselves as perfectly satisfied

with this arrangement, and when certain

other business had been transacted the

meeting broke up.

As soon as he left Berkeley Square Carne

returned with all haste to Porchester House.

Reaching his study he ordered that Belton

should be at once sent to him.

" Now, Belton," he said, when the latter

stood before him, " there is not a moment

to lose. Lord Laverstock will be at Great

Chesterton Street in about two hours. Send

a messenger to Waterloo to inquire if they

can let us have a special train at seven o'clock

to take a funeral party to Southampton. Use

the name of Merryburn, and you may say

that the amount of the charge, whatever it

may be, will be paid before the train starts.

As soon as you obtain a reply, bring it to

154, Great Chesterton Street. In the mean-

time I shall disguise myself and go on to

await you there. On the way I shall wire to

the captain of the yacht at Southampton to

be prepared for us. Do you understand

what you have to do ?''

" Perfectly, sir," Belton replied. â�¢; But I

must confess that I am very nervous."

" There is no need to be. Mark my words,

everything will go like clockwork. Now I

am going to change my things and prepare

for the excursion."

He would have been a sharp man who

would have recognised in the dignified-

looking clergyman who drove up in a han-

som to 154, Great Chesterton Street, half-an-

hour later, Simon Carne, who had attended

the committee meeting of the Canary Island

Relief Fund that afternoon. As he alighted

he looked up, and saw that all the blinds

were drawn down, and that there were evident

signs that Death had laid his finger on the

house. Having dismissed his cab he rang

the bell, and when the door was opened

entered the house. The butler who admitted

him had been prepared for his coming. He

bowed respectfully, and conducted him to the

drawing-room. There he found an intensely

respectable old lady, attired in black silk,

seated beside the window.

" Go upstairs," he said peremptorily,

" and remain in the room above this until vou
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lord," said the servant. " My mistress is

expecting you, and will see you at once."

When he entered the drawing-room he

discovered the same portly dignified clergy-

man whom the neighbours had seen enter

the house an hour or so before, standing

before the fireplace.

" Good afternoon, my lord," said this

individual, as the door closed behind the

butler. " If you will be good enough to

take a seat, Mrs. O'Halloran will be down in

a few moments."

His lordship did as he was requested, and

while doing so commented on the weather,

and allowed his eyes to wander round the

room. He took in the grand piano, the easy

chairs on either side of the book-case, and the

flower-stand in the window. He could see

that there was plain evidence of wealth in

these things. What his next thought would

have been can only be conjectured, for he

was suddenly roused from his reverie by

hearing the man say in a gruff, voice : " It's

all up, my lord. If you move or attempt to

cry out, you're a dead man ! "

Swinging round he discovered a revolver

barrel pointed at his head. He uttered an

involuntary cry of alarm, and made as if he

would rise.

" Sit down, sir," said the clergyman

authoritatively. " Are you mad that you

disobey me ? You do not know with whom

you are trifling."

"What do you mean?" cried the as-

tonished peer, his eyes almost starting from

his head, " I demand to be told what this

behaviour means. Are you aware who I am ?"

" Perfectly," the other replied. " As to

your other question, you will know nothing

more than I choose to tell you. What's

more I should advise you to hold your tongue

unless you desire to be gagged. That would

be unpleasant for all parties."

Then, turning to the door, he cried: " Come

in, Dick!"

A moment later the military individual,

who had been to Waterloo to arrange about

the train, entered the room to find the Most

Noble the Marquis of Laverstock seated in

an easy chair, almost beside himself with

terror, with the venerable clergyman standing

over him revolver in hand.

" Dick, my lad," said the latter quietly.

" His lordship has been wise enough to hear

reason. No, sir, thank you, your hands

behind your back, as arranged, if you please.

If you don't obey me I shall blow your brains

out, and it would be a thousand pities to

spoil this nice Turkey carpet. That's right.

Now Dick, my lad, I want his lordship's

pocket-book from his coat and those sheets

of note paper and envelopes we brought with

us. I carry a stylographic pen myself, so

there is no need of ink."

These articles having been obtained they

were placed on a table beside him and Carne

took possession of the pocket-book. He

leisurely opened it, and from it took the

cheque for one hundred thousand pounds,

signed by the chairman and committee of the

Canary Island Relief Fund, which had been

drawn that afternoon.

" Now take the pen," he said, "and begin to

write. Endeavour to remember that I am in

a hurry, and have no time to waste. Let the

first letter be to the bank authorities. Request

them, in your capacity of Chairman of the

Relief Fund, to hand to the bearers the

amount of the cheque in gold."

" I will do no such thing," cried the old

fellow sturdily. "Nothing shall induce me to

assist you in perpetrating such a fraud."

" I am sorry to hear that," said Carne

sweetly, " for I am afraid in that case we

shall be compelled to make you submit to a

rather unpleasant alternative. Come, sir,

I will give you three minutes in which to

write that letter. If at the end of that time

you have not done so, I shall proceed to

drastic measures."

So saying he thrust the poker into the fire in

a highly suggestive manner. Needless to say

within the time specified the letter had been

written, placed in its envelope, and directed.

" Now I shall have to trouble you to fill in

this telegraph form to your wife, to tell her

that you have been called out of town, and

do not expect to be able to return until

to-morrow."

The other wrote as directed, and when he

had done so Carne placed this paper also in

his pocket.

" Now I want that signet ring upon your

finger, if you please."
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Noble the Marquis of Laverstock, to proceed to the

seat of the disaster, taking with them the entire

amount of the sum raised, in English gold. Un-

fortunately for the success of this scheme, his

lordship was the recipient, two days ago, of a letter

from a person purporting to reside in Great

Chesterton Street, South Kensington. She signed

herself Janet O'Halloran, and offered to add a sum

of ten thousand pounds to the amount already

collected, provided the Marquis would call and

collect her cheque personally. The excuse given for

this extraordinary stipulation was that she wished

to convey to him her thanks for the trouble he had

taken.

" Accordingly feeling that he had no right to

allow such a chance to slip, his lordship visited the

house. He was received in the drawing-room by a

man dressed in the garb of a clergyman, who, assisted

by a military-looking individual, presently clapped

a revolver to his head and demanded, under the

threat of all sorts of penalties, that he should give

up to him the cheque drawn upon the Bank, and

which it was the Marquis's intention to have cashed

the following morning. Not satisfied with this

assurance, he was also made to write an order to

the Banking Authorities authorising them to pay

-over the money to the bearer, who was a trusted

.agent, while at the same time he was to supply them

-with his signet ring, which, as had already been

arranged, would prove that the messengers were

genuine and what they pretended to be. Next he

was ordered to drink a powerful opiate, and after

that his lordship remembers nothing more until he

woke to find himself on board a small yacht in mid-

channel. Despite the agony he was suffering, he

was detained on board this piratical craft until late

last night when he was set ashore at a small village

-within a few miles of Plymouth. Such is his lord-

ship's ctory. The sequel to the picture is as

-. follows.

" Soon after the Bank was opened yesterday, a

respectable-looking individual, accompanied by three

others, who were introduced to the Manager as

private detectives, put in an appearance and pre-

sented the Relief Fund's cheque at the counter.

In . reply to inquiries the letter written by the

Marquis was produced, and the signet ring shown.

Never for a moment doubting that these were the

messengers the Bank had all along been told to

-expect, the money was handed over and placed in

a handsome private omnibus which was waiting out-

side. It was not until late last night, when a

telegram was received from the Marquis of Laver-

r stock from Plymouth, that the nature of the gigantic

fraud which had been perpetrated was discovered.

The police authorities were immediately communi-

cated with and the matter placed in their hands.

Unfortunately, however, so many hours had been

allowed to elapse that it was extremely difficult to

obtain any clue that might ultimately lead to the

identification of the parties concerned in the fraud.

So far the case bids fair to rank with those other

mysterious robberies which, during the last few

months, have shocked and puzzled all England."

" I regard that as a remarkably able

exposition of the case," said Carne to himself

with a srnile as he laid the paper down, " but

what an account the man would be able to

write if only he could know what is in my

safe upstairs."

That afternoon he attended a committee

meeting of the fund at Weltershall House.

The unfortunate nobleman whose unpleasant

experience has founded the subject of this

story was present. Carne was among the first

to offer him an expression of sympathy.

" I don't know that I ever heard of a more

outrageous case," he said. "I only hope

that the scoundrels may be soon brought to

justice."

"In the meantime what about the poor

people we intended to help ?" asked Lady

Weltershall.

" They shall not lose," replied Lord

Laverstock. " I shall refund the entire

amount myself."

" No, no, my lord; that would be manifestly

unfair," said Simon Carne. "We are al

trustees of the fund, and what happened is as

much our fault as yours. If nine other

people will do the same I am prepared to con-

tribute a sum of ten thousand pounds towards

the fund.''

" I will follow your example," said the

Marquis.

" I also," continued Lord Amberley.

By nightfall seven other gentlemen had

done the same, and, as Simon Carne said as

he totalled the amounts: " By this means

the Canary Islanders will not be losers after

all."
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the United Kingdom with a population ex-

ceeding 200.000, for Manchester, and our

other monstrous provincial cities, have slums

as bad, and children as neglected, as even

the East End of London.

One is overwhelmed by the discovery of

the numberless little boys and girls who have

never seen the country; to whom freedom,

the most cherished blessing of childhood, is

an unintelligible joy.

And so these little miners are brought up

from their airless and squalid surroundings

to breathe the fresh air, to be shown the

wonders of Natureâ��to learn, perhaps, for the

first time that the world is beautiful. Ah !

and how beautiful it seerns to them.

It makes one's throat grow hot and one's

eyes turn moist to see their pleasure. The

little boys in coats much too big for them,

perhaps without a sleeve or without a side,

and in trousers much too short, bare footed

most of them, and the little girls in their

ragged skirts that once belonged to their

mothers, in boots with only a tiny scrap of

lace to hold them together, and the toes

bursting out as if to resent this feeble

attempt at confinement. When the promised

day comes at lastâ��and how dreadfully long

it is in comingâ��they are almost mad with

pent-up excitement. Even the railway journey

is a delight: the tent in which the meals

are spread seems a magical palace, and,

above all, the country, the bright sunshine,

the laughing trees with their cool shadows

thrown on the sweet smelling grass, the

butterflies which hover about to be chased,

the birds with their song of greeting, the

grasshoppers with their mysterious hurdy-

gurdies, even the flaccid frogs, all are the

source of such happiness as only children can

feel, and best of a!4 children such as these !

The tired miners trooping out into the

open daylight taking long breaths of the

mountain breeze, dazzled by the sunshine,

do not have such a change as this.

I have been into the slums of a great

many large cities, but in many ways those of

our own country are the most dismal. From

the horrible courts and crowded tenements of

\Vhitechapel to some spot where the wild

flowers grow on their mossy banks, where

heather and bracken scent the air, where the

children can roll on the bed-like turf, is such a

transition that one can hardly believe so small

a sum as ninepence is the only magician's

wand that is needed to provide it.

To see the first flush of health come into

some pallid cheek, to see the sunken eyes of

the children illumined with delight, to hear

the childish laughter, so long held back,

breaking out at the sight of some bubbling

stream which tempts the dusty little feet to

paddle, is the sweetest, nay the grandest,

spectacle that anyone can buy the right to

watch and hear.

And now we come to the actual arrange-

ment of the Fresh Air Fund. While nine-

pence pays the railway fares and two satis-

fying meals for one child, Â£8 zs. covers

the expenses of a complete party of 200,

including the fares and food for the

voluntary superintendents. Cheques for this

or for smaller amounts should be crossed

"Bank of England," and, as with sub-

scriptions of every kind, down to the

elusive postage stamp, should be addressed

to PEARSON'S MAGAZINE, Henrietta Streel,

London, }V.C. Since this is a monthly

periodical, and must necessarily be in the

hands of the printers a long while in advance

the acknowledgment of any donations will be

made in Pearson's Weekly.

There are two ways in which the public

can do these poor little miserables a good

turn. The first method is by direct dona-

tions ; the second, and this is one which I

recommend especially to children, is by

making a collection on behalf of the F.A.F.,

among relatives and friends, bothering no

one, but enlisting the sympathies of every-

one; not picking their pockets, but getting

them all the same by their coat tails.

Collecting forms we shall be delighted to

forward to anyone who will send us their

names and addresses. It is hard work some-

times the collecting, but it becomes light as a

labour of love to those whose -hearts are

ready to go out to these tiny victims of

poverty, who are already asking one another

" Are we to have a holiday ? "

For "THE KDITORIAL MIND," see p. 7120.
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