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[bookmark: story01]THE MYSTERY OF SASASSA VALLEY


  First published in Chambers’s Journal, September 6, 1879

  First book appearance in Mysteries And Adventures, 1889


  Do I know why Tom Donahue is called “Lucky Tom?” Yes; I do; and that is
  more than one in ten of those who call him so can say. I have knocked about a
  deal in my time, and seen some strange sights, but none stranger than the way
  in which Tom gained that sobriquet and his fortune with it. For I was with
  him at the time.—Tell it? Oh, certainly; but it is a longish story and
  a very strange one; so fill up your glass again, and light another cigar
  while I try to reel it off. Yes; a very strange one; beats some fairy stories
  I have heard; but it’s true sir, every word of it. There are men alive at
  Cape Colony now who’ll remember it and confirm what I say. Many a time has
  the tale been told round the fire in Boers’ cabins from Orange State to
  Griqualand; yes, and out in the Bush and at the Diamond Fields too.


  I’m roughish now sir; but I was entered at the Middle Temple once, and
  studied for the Bar. Tom—worse luck!—was one of my fellow-
  students; and a wildish time we had of it, until at last our finances ran
  short, and we were compelled to give up our so-called studies, and look about
  for some part of the world where two young fellows with strong arms and sound
  constitutions might make their mark. In those days the tide of emigration had
  scarcely begun to set in towards Africa, and so we thought our best chance
  would be down at Cape Colony. Well—to make a long story short— we
  set sail, and were deposited in Cape Town with less than five pounds in our
  pockets; and there we parted. We each tried our hands at many things, and had
  ups and downs; but when, at the end of three years, chance led each of us
  up-country and we met again, we were, I regret to say, in almost as bad a
  plight as when we started.


  Well, this was not much of a commencement; and very disheartened we were,
  so disheartened that Tom spoke of going back to England and getting a
  clerkship. For you see we didn’t know that we had played out all our small
  cards, and that the trumps were going to turn up. No; we thought our “hands”
  were bad all through. It was a very lonely part of the country that we were
  in, inhabited by a few scattered farmers, whose houses were stockaded and
  fenced in to defend them against the Kaffirs. Tom Donahue and I had a little
  hut right out in the Bush; but we were known to possess nothing, and to be
  handy with our revolvers, so we had little to fear. There we waited doing odd
  jobs, and hoping that something would turn up. Well, after we had been there
  about a month something did turn up upon a certain night, something which was
  the making of both of us; and it’s about that night sir, that I’m going to
  tell you. I remember it well. The wind was howling past our cabin, and the
  rain threatened to burst in our rude window. We had a great wood-fire
  crackling and sputtering on the hearth, by which I was sitting mending a
  whip, while Tom was lying in his bunk groaning disconsolately at the chance
  which had led him to such a place.


  “Cheer up, Tom—cheer up,” said I. “No man ever knows what may be
  awaiting him.”


  “III-luck, ill-luck, Jack,” he answered. “I always was an unlucky dog.
  Here have I been three years in this abominable country; and I see lads fresh
  from England jingling the money in their pockets, while I am as poor as when
  I landed. Ah, Jack, if you want to keep your head above water, old friend,
  you must try your fortune away from me.”


  “Nonsense, Tom; you’re down in your luck to-night. But hark! Here’s some
  one coming outside. Dick Wharton, by the tread; he’ll rouse you, if any man
  can.”


  Even as I spoke the door was flung open, and honest Dick Wharton, with the
  water pouring from him, stepped in, his hearty red face looking through the
  haze like a harvest-moon. He shook himself, and after greeting us sat down by
  the fire to warm himself.


  “Whereaway, Dick, on such a night as this?” said I. “You’ll find the
  rheumatism a worse foe than the Kaffirs, unless you keep more regular
  hours.”


  Dick was looking unusually serious, almost frightened, one would say, if
  one did not know the man. “Had to go,” he replied—“had to go. One of
  Madison’s cattle has been straying down Sasassa Valley, and of course none of
  our blacks would go down that Valley at night; and if we lad waited till
  morning, the brute would have been in Kaffirland.”


  “Why wouldn’t they go down Sasassa Valley at night?” asked Tom.


  “Kaffirs, I suppose,” said I.


  “Ghosts,” said Dick.


  We both laughed.


  “I suppose they didn’t give such a matter-of-fact fellow as you a sight of
  their charms?” said Tom from the bunk.


  “Yes,” said Dick seriously—“yes; I saw what the niggers talk about;
  and I promise you, lads, I don’t want ever to see it again.”


  Tom sat up in his bed. “Nonsense, Dick; you’re joking, man! Come, tell us
  all about it. The legend first, and your own experience afterwards.—
  Pass him over the bottle, Jack.”


  “Well, as to the legend,” began Dick “—it seems that the niggers
  have had it handed down to them that Sasassa Valley is haunted by a frightful
  fiend. Hunters and wanderers passing down the defile have seen its glowing
  eyes under the shadows of the cliff; and the story goes that whoever has
  chanced to encounter that baleful glare, has had his after-life blighted by
  the malignant power of this creature. Whether that be true or not,” continued
  Dick ruefully, “I may have an opportunity of judging for myself.”


  “Go on, Dick—go on,” cried Tom. “Let’s hear about what you saw.”


  “Well, I was groping down the Valley, looking for that cow of Madison’s,
  and I had, I suppose, got half-way down, where a black craggy cliff juts into
  the ravine on the right, when I halted to have a pull at my flask. I had my
  eye fixed at the time upon the projecting cliff I have mentioned, and noticed
  nothing unusual about it. I then put up my flask and took a step or two
  forward, when in a moment there burst apparently from the base of the rock,
  about eight feet from the ground and a hundred yards from me, a strange lurid
  glare, flickering and oscillating, gradually dying away and then reappearing
  again.—No, no; I’ve seen many a glow-worm and firefly—nothing of
  that sort. There it was burning away, and I suppose I gazed at it, trembling
  in every limb, for fully ten minutes. Then I took a step forwards, when
  instantly it vanished, vanished like a candle blown out. I stepped back
  again; but it was some time before I could find the exact spot and position
  from which it was visible. At last, there it was, the weird reddish light,
  flickering away as before. Then I screwed up my courage, and made for the
  rock; but the ground was so uneven that it was impossible to steer straight;
  and though I walked along the whole base of the cliff, I could see nothing.
  Then I made tracks for home; and I can tell you, boys, that until you
  remarked it, I never knew it was raining, the whole way along.—But
  hollo! what’s the matter with Tom?”


  What indeed? Tom was now sitting with his legs over the side of the bunk,
  and his whole face betraying excitement so intense as to be almost painful.
  “The fiend would have two eyes. How many lights did you see, Dick? Speak
  out!”


  “Only one.”


  “Hurrah!” cried Tom—“that’s better!” Whereupon he kicked the
  blankets into the middle of the room, and began pacing up and down with long
  feverish strides. Suddenly he stopped opposite Dick, and laid his hand upon
  his shoulder: “I say, Dick, could we get to Sasassa Valley before
  sunrise?”


  “Scarcely,” said Dick.


  “Well, look here; we are old friends, Dick Wharton, you and I. Now, don’t
  you tell any other man what you have told us, for a week. You’ll promise
  that; won’t you?”


  I could see by the look on Dick’s face as he acquiesced that he considered
  poor Tom to be mad; and indeed I was myself completely mystified by his
  conduct. I had, however, seen so many proofs of my friend’s good sense and
  quickness of apprehension, that I thought it quite possible that Wharton’s
  story had had a meaning in his eyes which I was too obtuse to take in.


  All night Tom Donahue was greatly excited, and when Wharton left he begged
  him to remember his promise, and also elicited from him a description of the
  exact spot at which he had seen the apparition, as well as the hour at which
  it appeared. After his departure, which must have been about four in the
  morning, I turned into my bunk and watched Tom sitting by the fire splicing
  two sticks together, until I fell asleep. I suppose I must have slept about
  two hours; but when I awoke, Tom was still sitting working away in almost the
  same position. He had fixed the one stick across the top of the other so as
  to form a rough T, and was now busy in fitting a smaller stick into the angle
  between them, by manipulating which, the cross one could be either cocked up
  or depressed to any extent. He had cut notches too in the perpendicular
  stick, so that by the aid of the small prop, the cross one could be kept in
  any position for an indefinite time.


  “Look here, Jack!” he cried, whenever he saw that I was awake, “Come, and
  give me your opinion. Suppose I put this cross-stick pointing straight at a
  thing, and arranged this small one so as to keep it so, and left it, I could
  find that thing again if I wanted it—don’t you think I could, Jack
  —don’t you think so?” he continued nervously, clutching me by the
  arm.


  “Well,” I answered, “it would depend on how far off the thing was, and how
  accurately it was pointed. If it were any distance, I’d cut sights on your
  cross-stick; then a string tied to the end of it, and held in a plumb-line
  forwards, would lead you pretty near what you wanted. But surely, Tom, you
  don’t intend to localise the ghost in that way?”


  “You’ll see to-night, old friend—you’ll see tonight. I’ll carry this
  to the Sasassa Valley. You get the loan of Madison’s crowbar, and come with
  me; but mind you tell no man where you are going, or what you want it
  for.”


  All day Tom was walking up and down the room, or working hard at the
  apparatus. His eyes were glistening, his cheek hectic, and he had all the
  symptoms of high fever. “Heaven grant that Dick’s diagnosis be not correct!”
  I thought, as I returned with the crowbar; and yet, as evening drew near, I
  found myself imperceptibly sharing the excitement.


  About six o’clock Tom sprang to his feet and seized his sticks. “I can
  stand it no longer, Jack,” he cried; “up with your crowbar, and hey for
  Sasassa Valley! To-night’s work, my lad, will either make us or mar us! Take
  your six-shooter, in case we meet the Kaffirs. I daren’t take mine, Jack,” he
  continued, putting his hands upon my shoulders—“I daren’t take mine;
  for if my ill-luck sticks to me to-night, I don’t know what I might not do
  with it.”


  Well, having filled our pockets with provisions, we set out, and as we
  took our wearisome way towards the Sasassa Valley, I frequently attempted to
  elicit from my companion some clue as to his intentions. But his only answer
  was: “Let us hurry on, Jack. Who knows how many have heard of Wharton’s
  adventure by this time! Let us hurry on, or we may not be first in the
  field!”


  Well sir, we struggled on through the hills for a matter of ten miles;
  till at last, after descending a crag, we saw opening out in front of us a
  ravine so sombre and dark that it might have been the gate of Hades itself;
  cliffs many hundred feet high shut in on every side the gloomy
  boulder-studded passage which led through the haunted defile into Kaffirland.
  The moon rising above the crags, threw into strong relief the rough irregular
  pinnacles of rock by which they were topped, while all below was dark as
  Erebus.


  “The Sasassa Valley?” said I.


  “Yes,” said Tom.


  I looked at him. He was calm now; the flush and feverishness had passed
  away; his actions were deliberate and slow. Yet there was a certain rigidity
  in his face and glitter in his eye which shewed that a crisis had come.


  We entered the pass, stumbling along amid the great boulders. Suddenly I
  heard a short quick exclamation from Tom. “That’s the crag!” he cried,
  pointing to a great mass looming before us in the darkness. “Now Jack, for
  any favour use your eyes! We’re about a hundred yards from that cliff, I take
  it; so you move slowly towards one side, and I’ll do the same towards the
  other. When you see anything, stop, and call out. Don’t take more than twelve
  inches in a step, and keep your eye fixed on the cliff about eight feet from
  the ground. Are you ready?”


  “Yes.” I was even more excited than Tom by this time. What his intention
  or object was, I could not conjecture, beyond that he wanted to examine by
  daylight the part of the cliff from which the light came. Yet the influence
  of the romantic situation and of my companion’s suppressed excitement was so
  great, that I could feel the blood coursing through my veins and count the
  pulses throbbing at my temples.


  “Start!” cried Tom; and we moved off, he to the right, Ito the left, each
  with our eyes fixed intently on the base of the crag. I had moved perhaps
  twenty feet, when in a moment it burst upon me. Through the growing darkness
  there shone a small ruddy glowing point, the light from which waned and
  increased, flickered and oscillated, each change producing a more weird
  effect than the last. The old Kaffir superstition came into my mind, and I
  felt a cold shudder pass over me. In my excitement, I stepped a pace
  backwards, when instantly the light went out, leaving utter darkness in its
  place; but when I advanced again, there was the ruddy glare glowing from the
  base of the cliff. “Tom, Tom!” I cried.


  “Ay, ay!” I heard him exclaim, as he hurried over towards me.


  “There it is—there, up against the cliff!”


  Tom was at my elbow. “I see nothing,” said he.


  “Why, there, there, man, in front of you!” I stepped to the right as I
  spoke, when the light instantly vanished from my eyes.


  But from Tom’s ejaculations of delight it was clear that from my former
  position it was visible to him also. “Jack,” he cried, as he turned and wrung
  my hand—“Jack, you and I can never complain of our luck again. Now heap
  up a few stones where we are standing.—That’s right. Now we must fix my
  sign-post firmly in at the top. There! It would take a strong wind to blow
  that down; and we only need it to hold out till morning. 0 Jack, my boy, to
  think that only yesterday we were talking of becoming clerks, and you saying
  that no man knew what was awaiting him too! By Jove, Jack, it would make a
  good story!”


  By this time we had firmly fixed the perpendicular stick in between two
  large stones; and Tom bent down and peered along the horizontal one. For
  fully a quarter of an hour he was alternately raising and depressing it,
  until at last, with a sigh of satisfaction, he fixed the prop into the angle,
  and stood up. “Look along, Jack,” he said. “You have as straight an eye to
  take a sight as any man I know of.”


  I looked along. There, beyond the further sight was the ruddy
  scintillating speck, apparently at the end of the stick itself, so accurately
  had it been adjusted. “And now, my boy,” said Tom, “let’s have some supper,
  and a sleep. There’s nothing more to be done to-night; but we’ll need all our
  wits and strength to-morrow. Get some sticks, and kindle a fire here, and
  then we’ll be able to keep an eye on our signal-post, and see that nothing
  happens to it during the night.”


  Well sir, we kindled a fire, and had supper with the Sasassa demon’s eye
  rolling and glowing in front of us the whole night through. Not always in the
  same place though; for after supper, when I glanced along the sights to have
  another look at it, it was nowhere to be seen. The information did not,
  however, seem to disturb Tom in any way. He merely remarked: “It’s the moon,
  not the thing, that has shifted;” and coiling himself up, went to sleep.


  By early dawn we were both up, and gazing along our pointer at the cliff;
  but we could make out nothing save one dead monotonous slaty surface, rougher
  perhaps at the part we were examining than elsewhere, but otherwise
  presenting nothing remarkable.


  “Now for your idea, Jack!” said Tom Donahue, unwinding a long thin cord
  from round his waist. “You fasten it, and guide me while I take the other
  end.” So saying he walked off to the base of the cliff, holding one end of
  the cord, while I drew the other taut, and wound it round the middle of the
  horizontal stick, passing it through the sight at the end. By this means I
  could direct Tom to the right or left, until we had our string stretching
  from the point of attachment, through the sight, and on to the rock, which it
  struck about eight feet from the ground. Tom drew a chalk circle of about
  three feet diameter round the spot, and then called to me to come and join
  him. “We’ve managed this business together, Jack,” he said, “and we’ll find
  what we are to find, together.” The circle he had drawn embraced a part of
  the rock smoother than the rest, save that about the centre there were a few
  rough protuberances or knobs. One of these Tom pointed to with a cry of
  delight. It was a roughish brownish mass about the size of a man’s closed
  fist, and looking like a bit of dirty glass let into the wall of the cliff.
  “That’s it!” he cried—“that’s it!”


  “That’s what?”


  “Why, man, a diamond, and such a one as there isn’t a monarch in Europe
  but would envy Tom Donahue the possession of. Up with your crowbar, and we’ll
  soon exorcise the demon of Sasassa Valley!”


  I was so astounded that for a moment I stood speechless with surprise,
  gazing at the treasure which had so unexpectedly fallen into our hands.


  “Here, hand me the crowbar,” said Tom. “Now, by using this little round
  knob which projects from the cliff here, as a fulcrum, we may be able to
  lever it off.—Yes; there it goes. I never thought it could have come so
  easily. Now, Jack, the sooner we get back to our hut and then down to Cape
  Town, the better.”


  We wrapped up our treasure, and made our way across the hills, towards
  home. On the way, Tom told me how, while a law-student in the Middle Temple,
  he had come upon a dusty pamphlet in the library, by one Jans van Hounym,
  which told of an experience very similar to ours, which had befallen that
  worthy Duchman in the latter part of the seventeenth century, and which
  resulted in the discovery of a luminous diamond. This tale it was which had
  come into Tom’s head as he listened to honest Dick Wharton’s ghost-story;
  while the means which he had adopted to verify his supposition sprang from
  his own fertile Irish brain.


  “We’ll take it down to Cape Town,” continued Tom, “and if we can’t dispose
  of it with advantage there, it will be worth our while to ship for London
  with it. Let us go along to Madison’s first, though; he knows something of
  these things, and can perhaps give us some idea of what we may consider a
  fair price for our treasure.”


  We turned off from the track accordingly, before reaching our hut, and
  kept along the narrow path leading to Madison’s farm. He was at lunch when we
  entered; and in a minute we were seated at each side of him, enjoying South
  African hospitality.


  “Well,” he said, after the servants were gone, “what’s in the wind now? I
  see you have something to say to me. What is it?”


  Tom produced his packet, and solemnly untied the handkerchiefs which
  enveloped it. “There!” he said, putting his crystal on the table; “what would
  you say was a fair price for that?”


  Madison took it up and examined it critically. “Well,” he said, laying it
  down again, “in its crude state about twelve shillings per ton.”


  “Twelve shillings!” cried Tom, starting to his feet. “Don’t you see what
  it is?”


  “Rock-salt!”


  “Rock fiddle; a diamond.”


  “Taste it!” said Madison.


  Torn put it to his lips, dashed it down with a dreadful exclamation, and
  rushed out of the room.


  I felt sad and disappointed enough myself; but presently remembering what
  Tom had said about the pistol, I, too, left the house, and made for the hut,
  leaving Madison open-mouthed with astonishment. When I got in, I found Tom
  lying in his bunk with his face to the wall, too dispirited apparently to
  answer my consolations. Anathematising Dick and Madison, the Sasassa demon,
  and everything else, I strolled out of the hut, and refreshed myself with a
  pipe after our wearisome adventure. I was about fifty yards away from the
  hut, when I heard issuing from it the sound which of all others I least
  expected to hear. Had it been a groan or an oath, I should have taken it as a
  matter of course; but the sound which caused me to stop and take the pipe out
  of my mouth was a hearty roar of laughter! Next moment, Tom himself emerged
  from the door, his whole face radiant with delight. “Game for another
  ten-mile walk, old fellow?”


  “What! for another lump of rock-salt, at twelve shillings a ton?”


  “‘No more of that, Hal, an you love me,’” grinned Tom. “Now look here,
  Jack. What blessed fools we are to be so floored by a trifle! Just sit on
  this stump for five minutes, and I’ll make it as clear as daylight. You’ve
  seen many a lump of rock-salt stuck in a crag, and so have I, though we did
  make such a mull of this one. Now, Jack, did any of the pieces you have ever
  seen shine in the darkness brighter than any fire-fly?”


  “Well, I can’t say they ever did.”


  “I’d venture to prophesy that if we waited until night, which we won’t do,
  we would see that light still glimmering among the rocks. Therefore, Jack,
  when we took away this worthless salt, we took the wrong crystal. It is no
  very strange thing in these hills that a piece of rock-salt should be lying
  within a foot of a diamond. It caught our eyes, and we were excited, and so
  we made fools of ourselves, and left the real stone behind. Depend upon it,
  Jack, the Sasassa gem is lying within this magic circle of chalk upon the
  face of yonder cliff. Come, old fellow, light your pipe and stow your
  revolver, and we’ll be off before that fellow Madison has time to put two and
  two together.”


  I don’t know that I was very sanguine this time. I had begun in fact to
  look upon the diamond as a most unmitigated nuisance. However, rather than
  throw a damper on Tom’s expectations, I announced myself eager to start. What
  a walk it was! Tom was always a good mountaineer, but his excitement seemed
  to lend him wings that day, while I scrambled along after him as best I
  could. When we got within half a mile he broke into the “double,” and never
  pulled up until he reached the round white circle upon the cliff. Poor old
  Tom! when I came up, his mood had changed, and he was standing with his hands
  in his pockets, gazing vacantly before him with a rueful countenance.


  “Look!” he said—“look!” and he pointed at the cliff. Not a sign of
  anything in the least resembling a diamond there. The circle included nothing
  but flat slate-coloured stone, with one large hole, where we had extracted
  the rock-salt, and one or two smaller depressions. No sign of the gem. “I’ve
  been over every inch of it,” said poor Tom. “It’s not there. Some one has
  been here and noticed the chalk, and taken it. Come home, Jack; I feel sick
  and tired. Oh! had any man ever luck like mine!”


  I turned to go, but took one last look at the cliff first. Tom was already
  ten paces off.


  “Honor!” I cried, “don’t you see any change in that circle since
  yesterday?”


  “What d’ye mean?” said Tom.


  “Don’t you miss a thing that was there before?”


  “The rock-salt?” said Tom.


  “No; but the little round knob that we used for a fulcrum. I suppose we
  must have wrenched it off in using the lever. Let’s have a look at what it’s
  made of.”


  Accordingly, at the foot of the cliff we searched about among the loose
  stones.


  “Here you are, Jack! We’ve done it at last! We’re made men!”


  I turned round, and there was Tom radiant with delight, and with a little
  corner of black rock in his hand. At first sight it seemed to be merely a
  chip from the cliff; but near the base there was projecting from it an object
  which Tom was now exultingly pointing out. It looked at first something like
  a glass eye; but there was a depth and brilliancy about it such as glass
  never exhibited. There was no mistake this time; we had certainly got
  possession of a jewel of great value; and with light hearts we turned from
  the valley, bearing away with us the “fiend” which had so long reigned
  there.


  There sir; I’ve spun my story out too long, and tired you perhaps. You see
  when I get talking of those rough old days, I kind of see the little cabin
  again, and the brook beside it, and the bush around, and seem to hear Tom’s
  honest voice once more. There’s little for me to say now. We prospered on the
  gem. Tom Donahue, as you know, has set up here, and is well known about town.
  I have done well, farming and ostrich-raising in Africa. We set old Dick
  Wharton up in business, and he is one of our nearest neighbours. If you
  should ever be coming up our way sir, you’ll not forget to ask for Jack
  Turnbull—Jack Turnbull of Sasassa Farm.
 

  

   


  
[bookmark: story02]THE AMERICAN’S TALE—AN ARIZONA TRAGEDY


  First published in London Society, Christmas edition, Dec 1880

  First book appearance in Mysteries And Adventures, 1889


  “It air strange, it air,” he was saying as I opened the door of the room
  where our social little semi-literary society met; “but I could tell you
  queerer things than that ‘ere—almighty queer things. You can’t learn
  everything out of books, sirs, nohow. You see it ain’t the men as can string
  English together and as has had good eddications as finds themselves in the
  queer places I’ve been in. They’re mostly rough men, sirs, as can scarce
  speak aright, far less tell with pen and ink the things they’ve seen; but if
  they could they’d make some of your European’s har riz with astonishment.
  They would, sirs, you bet!”


  His name was Jefferson Adams, I believe; I know his initials were J.A.,
  for you may see them yet deeply whittled on the right-hand upper panel of our
  smoking-room door. He left us this legacy, and also some artistic patterns
  done in tobacco juice upon our Turkey carpet; but beyond these reminiscences
  our American storyteller has vanished from our ken. He gleamed across our
  ordinary quiet conviviality like some brilliant meteor, and then was lost in
  the outer darkness. That night, however, our Nevada friend was in full swing;
  and I quietly lit my pipe and dropped into the nearest chair, anxious not to
  interrupt his story.


  “Mind you,” he continued, “I hain’t got no grudge against your men of
  science. I likes and respects a chap as can match every beast and plant, from
  a huckleberry to a grizzly with a jawbreakin’ name; but if you wants real
  interestin’ facts, something a bit juicy, you go to your whalers and your
  frontiersmen, and your scouts and Hudson Bay men, chaps who mostly can scarce
  sign their names.”


  There was a pause here, as Mr. Jefferson Adams produced a long cheroot and
  lit it. We preserved a strict silence in the room, for we had already learned
  that on the slightest interruption our Yankee drew himself into his shell
  again. He glanced round with a self-satisfied smile as he remarked our
  expectant looks, and continued through a halo of smoke,


  “Now which of you gentlemen has even been in Arizona? None, I’ll warrant.
  And of all English or Americans as can put pen to paper, how many has been in
  Arizona? Precious few, I calc’late. I’ve been there, sirs, lived there for
  years; and when I think of what I’ve seen there, why, I can scarce get myself
  to believe it now.


  “Ah, there’s a country! I was one of Walker’s filibusters, as they chose
  to call us; and after we’d busted up, and the chief was shot, some on us made
  tracks and located down there. A reg’lar English and American colony, we was,
  with our wives and children, and all complete. I reckon there’s some of the
  old folk there yet, and that they hain’t forgotten what I’m agoing to tell
  you. No, I warrant they hain’t, never on this side of the grave, sirs.


  “I was talking about the country, though; and I guess I could astonish you
  considerable if I spoke of nothing else. To think of such a land being built
  for a few ‘Greasers’ and half-breeds! It’s a misusing of the gifts of
  Providence, that’s what I calls it. Grass as hung over a chap’s head as he
  rode through it, and trees so thick that you couldn’t catch a glimpse of blue
  sky for leagues and leagues, and orchids like umbrellas! Maybe some on you
  has seen a plant as they calls the ‘fly-catcher,’ in some parts of the
  States?”


  “Diancea muscipula,” murmured Dawson, our scientific man par
  excellence.


  “Ah, ‘Die near a municipal,’ that’s him! You’ll see a fly stand on that
  ‘ere plant, and then you’ll see the two sides of a leaf snap up together and
  catch it between them, and grind it up and mash it to bits, for all the world
  like some great sea squid with its beak; and hours after, if you open the
  leaf, you’ll see the body lying half-digested, and in bits. Well, I’ve seen
  those flytraps in Arizona with leaves eight and ten feet long, and thorns or
  teeth a foot or more; why, they could—But darn it, I’m going too
  fast!


  “It’s about the death of Joe Hawkins I was going to tell you; ‘bout as
  queer a thing, I reckon, as ever you heard tell on. There wasn’t nobody in
  Montana as didn’t know of Joe Hawkins—‘Alabama’ Joe, as he was called
  there. A reg’lar out and outer, he was, ‘bout the darndest skunk as even man
  clapt eyes on. He was a good chap enough, mind ye, as long as you stroked him
  the right way; but rile him anyhow, and he were worse nor a wild-cat. I’ve
  seen him empty his six-shooter into a crowd as chanced to jostle him agoing
  into Simpson’s bar when there was a dance on; and he bowied Tom Hooper ‘cause
  he spilt his liquor over his weskit by mistake. No, he didn’t stick at
  murder, Joe didn’t; and he weren’t a man to be trusted further nor you could
  see him.


  “Now at the time I tell on, when Joe Hawkins was swaggerin’ about the town
  and layin’ down the law with his shootin’-irons, there was an Englishman
  there of the name of Scott—Tom Scott, if I rec’lects aright. This chap
  Scott was a thorough Britisher (beggin’ the present company’s pardon), and
  yet he didn’t freeze much to the British set there, or they didn’t freeze
  much to him. He was a quiet simple man, Scott was—rather too quiet for
  a rough set like that; sneakin’ they called him, but he weren’t that. He kept
  hisself mostly apart, an’ didn’t interfere with nobody so long as he were
  left alone. Some said as how he’d been kinder ill-treated at home —been
  a Chartist, or something of that sort, and had to up sticks and run; but he
  never spoke of it hisself, an’ never complained. Bad luck or good, that chap
  kept a stiff lip on him.


  “This chap Scott was a sort o’ butt among the men about Montana, for he
  was so quiet an’ simple-like. There was no party either to take up his
  grievances; for, as I’ve been saying, the Britishers hardly counted him one
  of them, and many a rough joke they played on him. He never cut up rough, but
  was polite to all hisself. I think the boys got to think he hadn’t much grit
  in him till he showed ‘em their mistake.


  “It was in Simpson’s bar as the row got up, an’ that led to the queer
  thing I was going to tell you of. Alabama Joe and one or two other rowdies
  were dead on the Britishers in those days, and they spoke their opinions
  pretty free, though I warned them as there’d be an almighty muss. That
  partic’lar night Joe was nigh half drunk, an’ he swaggered about the town
  with his six-shooter, lookin’ out for a quarrel. Then he turned into the bar
  where he know’d he’d find some o’ the English as ready for one as he was
  hisself. Sure enough, there was half a dozen lounging about, an’ Tom Scott
  standin’ alone before the stove. Joe sat down by the table, and put his
  revolver and bowie down in front of him. ‘Them’s my arguments, Jeff,’ he says
  to me, ‘if any white-livered Britisher dares give me the lie.’ I tried to
  stop him, sirs; but he weren’t a man as you could easily turn, an’ he began
  to speak in a way as no chap could stand. Why, even a ‘Greaser’ would flare
  up if you said as much of Greaserland! There was a commotion at the bar, an’
  every man laid his hands on his wepins; but afore they could draw we heard a
  quiet voice from the stove: ‘Say your prayers, Joe Hawkins; for, by Heaven,
  you’re a dead man!’ Joe turned round, and looked like grabbin’ at his iron;
  but it weren’t no manner of use. Tom Scott was standing up, covering him with
  his Derringer; a smile on his white face, but the very devil shining in his
  eye. ‘It ain’t that the old country has used me over-well,’ he says, ‘but no
  man shall speak agin it afore me, and live.’ For a second or two I could see
  his finger tighten round the trigger, an’ then he gave a laugh, an’ threw the
  pistol on the floor. ‘No,’ he says, ‘I can’t shoot a half-drunk man. Take
  your dirty life, Joe, an’ use it better nor you have done. You’ve been nearer
  the grave this night than you will be agin until your time comes. You’d best
  make tracks now, I guess. Nay, never look black at me, man; I’m not afeard at
  your shootin’-iron. A bully’s nigh always a coward.’ And he swung
  contemptuously round, and relit his half-smoked pipe from the stove; while
  Alabama slunk out o’ the bar, with the laughs of the Britishers ringing in
  his ears. I saw his face as he passed me, and on it I saw murder, sirs
  —murder, as plain as ever I seed anything in my life.


  “I stayed in the bar after the row, and watched Tom Scott as he shook
  hands with the men about. It seemed kinder queer to me to see him smilin’ and
  cheerful-like; for I knew Joe’s bloodthirsty mind, and that the Englishman
  had small chance of ever seeing the morning. He lived in an out-of-the-way
  sort of place, you see, clean off the trail, and had to pass through the
  Flytrap Gulch to get to it. This here gulch was a marshy gloomy place, lonely
  enough during the day even; for it were always a creepy sort o’ thing to see
  the great eight- and ten-foot leaves snapping up if aught touched them; but
  at night there were never a soul near. Some parts of the marsh, too, were
  soft and deep, and a body thrown in would be gone by the morning. I could see
  Alabama Joe crouchin’ under the leaves of the great Flytrap in the darkest
  part of the gulch, with a scowl on his face and a revolver in his hand; I
  could see it, sirs, as plain as with my two eyes.


  “‘Bout midnight Simpson shuts up his bar, so out we had to go. Tom Scott
  started off for his three-mile walk at a slashing pace. I just dropped him a
  hint as he passed me, for I kinder liked the chap. ‘Keep your Derringer loose
  in your belt, sir,’ I says, ‘for you might chance to need it.’ He looked
  round at me with his quiet smile, and then I lost sight of him in the gloom.
  I never thought to see him again. He’d hardly gone afore Simpson comes up to
  me and says, ‘There’ll be a nice job in the Flytrap Gulch to-night, Jeff; the
  boys say that Hawkins started half an hour ago to wait for Scott and shoot
  him on sight. I calc’late the coroner be wanted to-morrow.’


  “What passed in the gulch that night? It were a question as were asked
  pretty free next morning. A half-breed was in Ferguson’s store after
  daybreak, and he said as he’d chanced to be near the gulch ‘bout one in the
  morning. It warn’t easy to get at his story, he seemed so uncommon scared;
  but he told us, at last, as he’d heard the fearfulest screams in the
  stillness of the night. There weren’t no shots, he said, but scream after
  scream, kinder muffled, like a man with a serape over his head, an’ in mortal
  pain. Abner Brandon and me, and a few more, was in the store at the time; so
  we mounted and rode out to Scott’s house, passing through the gulch on the
  way. There weren’t nothing partic’lar to be seen there—no blood nor
  marks of a fight, nor nothing; and when we gets up to Scott’s house, out he
  comes to meet us as fresh as a lark. ‘Hullo, Jeff!’ says he, ‘no need for the
  pistols after all. Come in an’ have a cocktail, boys.’ ‘Did you see or hear
  nothing as you came home last night?’ says I. ‘No,’ says he; ‘all was quiet
  enough. An owl kinder moaning in the Flytrap Gulch—that was all. Come,
  jump off and have a glass.’ ‘Thank ye,’ says Abner. So off we gets, and Tom
  Scott rode into the settlement with us when we went back.


  “An allfired commotion was on in Main-street as we rode into it. The
  ‘Merican party seemed to have gone clean crazed. Alabama Joe was gone, not a
  darned particle of him left. Since he went out to the gulch nary eye had seen
  him. As we got off our horses there was a considerable crowd in front of
  Simpson’s, and some ugly looks at Tom Scott, I can tell you. There was a
  clickin’ of pistols, and I saw as Scott had his hand in his bosom too. There
  weren’t a single English face about. ‘Stand aside, Jeff Adams,’ says Zebb
  Humphrey, as great a scoundrel as ever lived, ‘you hain’t got no hand in this
  game. Say, boys, are we, free Americans, to be murdered by any darned
  Britisher?’ It was the quickest thing as ever I seed. There was a rush an’ a
  crack; Zebb was down, with Scott’s ball in his thigh, and Scott hisself was
  on the ground with a dozen men holding him. It weren’t no use struggling, so
  he lay quiet. They seemed a bit uncertain what to do with him at first, but
  then one of Alabama’s special chums put them up to it. Joe’s gone,’ he said;
  ‘nothing ain’t surer nor that, an’ there lies the man as killed him. Some on
  you knows as Joe went on business to the gulch last night; he never came
  back. That ‘ere Britisher passed through after he’d gone; they’d had a row,
  screams is heard ‘mong the great flytraps. I say agin he has played poor Joe
  some o’ his sneakin’ tricks, an’ thrown him into the swamp. It ain’t no
  wonder as the body is gone. But air we to stan’by and see English murderin’
  our own chums? I guess not. Let Judge Lynch try him, that’s what I say.’
  ‘Lynch him!’ shouted a hundred angry voices—for all the rag-tag an’
  bobtail o’ the settlement was round us by this time. ‘Here, boys, fetch a
  rope, and swing him up. Up with him over Simpson’s door!’ ‘See here though,’
  says another, coming forrards; ‘let’s hang him by the great flytrap in the
  gulch. Let Joe see as he’s revenged, if so be as he’s buried ‘bout theer.’
  There was a shout for this, an’ away they went, with Scott tied on his
  mustang in the middle, and a mounted guard, with cocked revolvers, round him;
  for we knew as there was a score or so Britishers about, as didn’t seem to
  recognise Judge Lynch, and was dead on a free fight.


  “I went out with them, my heart bleedin’ for Scott, though he didn’t seem
  a cent put out, he didn’t. He were game to the backbone. Seems kinder queer,
  sirs, hangin’ a man to a flytrap; but our’n were a reg’lar tree, and the
  leaves like a brace of boats with a hinge between ‘em and thorns at the
  bottom.


  “We passed down the gulch to the place where the great one grows, and
  there we seed it with the leaves, some open, some shut. But we seed something
  worse nor that. Standin’ round the tree was some thirty men, Britishers all,
  an’ armed to the teeth. They was waitin’ for us evidently, an’ had a
  businesslike look about ‘em, as if they’d come for something and meant to
  have it. There was the raw material there for about as warm a scrimmidge as
  ever I seed. As we rode up, a great red-bearded Scotchman—Cameron were
  his name—stood out afore the rest, his revolver cocked in his hand.
  ‘See here, boys,’ he says, ‘you’ve got no call to hurt a hair of that man’s
  head. You hain’t proved as Joe is dead yet; and if you had, you hain’t proved
  as Scott killed him. Anyhow, it were in self-defence; for you all know as he
  was lying in wait for Scott, to shoot him on sight; so I say agin, you hain’t
  got no call to hurt that man; and what’s more, I’ve got thirty six-barrelled
  arguments against your doin’ it.’ ‘It’s an interestin’ pint, and worth
  arguin’ out,’ said the man as was Alabama Joe’s special chum. There was a
  clickin’ of pistols, and a loosenin’ of knives, and the two parties began to
  draw up to one another, an’ it looked like a rise in the mortality of
  Montana. Scott was standing behind with a pistol at his ear if he stirred,
  lookin’ quiet and composed as having no money on the table, when sudden he
  gives a start an’ a shout as rang in our ears like a trumpet. ‘Joe!’ he
  cried, Joe! Look at him! In the flytrap!’ We all turned an’ looked where he
  was pointin’. Jerusalem! I think we won’t get that picter out of our minds
  agin. One of the great leaves of the flytrap, that had been shut and touchin’
  the ground as it lay, was slowly rolling back upon its hinges. There, lying
  like a child in its cradle, was Alabama Joe in the hollow of the leaf. The
  great thorns had been slowly driven through his heart as it shut upon him. We
  could see as he’d tried to cut his way out, for there was slit in the thick
  fleshy leaf, an’ his bowie was in his hand; but it had smothered him first.
  He’d lain down on it likely to keep the damp off while he were awaitin’ for
  Scott, and it had closed on him as you’ve seen your little hothouse ones do
  on a fly; an’ there he were as we found him, torn and crushed into pulp by
  the great jagged teeth of the man-eatin’ plant. There, sirs, I think you’ll
  own as that’s a curious story.”


  “And what became of Scott?” asked Jack Sinclair.


  “Why, we carried him back on our shoulders, we did, to Simpson’s bar, and
  he stood us liquors round. Made a speech too—a darned fine speech
  —from the counter. Somethin’ about the British lion an’ the ‘Merican
  eagle walkin’ arm in arm for ever an’ a day. And now, sirs, that yarn was
  long, and my cheroot’s out, so I reckon I’ll make tracks afore it’s later;”
  and with a “Good-night!” he left the room.


  “A most extraordinary narrative!” said Dawson. “Who would have thought a
  Diancea had such power!”


  “Deuced rum yarn!” said young Sinclair.


  “Evidently a matter-of-fact truthful man,” said the doctor. “Or the most
  original liar that ever lived,” said I.


  I wonder which he was.
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  “Robinson, the boss wants you!”


  “The dickens he does!” thought I; for Mr. Dickson, Odessa agent of Bailey
  & Co., corn merchants, was a bit of a Tartar, as I had learned to my
  cost. “What’s the row now?” I demanded of my fellow-clerk; “has he got scent
  of our Mcolaieff escapade, or what is it?”


  “No idea,” said Gregory; “the old boy seems in a good humor; some business
  matter, probably. But don’t keep him waiting.” So summoning up an air of
  injured innocence, to be ready for all contingencies, I marched into the
  lion’s den.


  Mr. Dickson was standing before the fire in a Briton’s time-honored
  attitude, and motioned me into a chair in front of him. “Mr. Robinson,” he
  said, “I have great confidence in your discretion and common-sense. The
  follies of youth will break out, but I think that you have a sterling
  foundation to your character underlying any superficial levity.”


  I bowed.


  “I believe,” he continued, “that you can speak Russian pretty
  fluently.”


  I bowed again.


  “I have, then,” he proceeded, “a mission which I wish you to undertake,
  and on the success of which your promotion may depend. I would not trust it
  to a subordinate, were it not that duty ties me to my post at present.”


  “You may depend upon my doing my best, sir,” I replied.


  “Right, sir; quite right! What I wish you to do is briefly this : The line
  of railway has just been opened to Solteff, some hundred miles up the
  country. Now, I wish to get the start of the other Odessa firms in securing
  the produce of that district, which I have reason to believe may be had at
  very low prices. You will proceed by rail to Solteff, and interview a Mr.
  Dimidoff, who is the largest landed proprietor in the town. Make as favorable
  terms as you can with him. Both Mr. Dimidoff and I wish the whole thing to be
  done as quietly and secretly as possible in fact, that nothing should be
  known about the matter until the grain appears in Odessa. I desire it for the
  interests of the firm, and Mr. Dimidoff on account of the prejudice his
  peasantry entertain against exportation. You will find yourself expected at
  the end of your journey, and will start to-night. Money shall be ready for
  your expenses. Good-morning, Mr. Robinson; I hope you won’t fail to realize
  the good opinion I have of your abilities.”


  “Gregory,” I said, as I strutted into the office, “I’m off on a mission a
  secret mission, my boy; an affair of thousands of pounds. Lend me your little
  port-manteau mine’s too imposing and tell Ivan to pack it. A Russian
  millionaire expects me at the end of my journey. Don’t breathe a word of it
  to any of Simkins’s people, or the whole game will be up. Keep it dark!”


  I was so charmed at being, as it were, behind the scenes, that I crept
  about the office all day in a sort of cloak-and-bloody-dagger style, with
  responsibility and brooding care marked upon every feature; and when at night
  I stepped out and stole down to the station, the unprejudiced observer would
  certainly have guessed, from my general behavior, that I had emptied the
  contents of the strong-box, before starting, into that little valise of
  Gregory’s. It was imprudent of him, by the way, to leave English labels
  pasted all over it. However, I could only hope that the “Londons” and
  “Birminghams” would attract no attention, or at least that no rival corn
  merchant might deduce from them who I was and what my errand might be.


  Having paid the necessary roubles and got my ticket, I ensconced myself in
  the corner of a snug Russian car, and pondered over my extraordinary good
  fortune. Dickson was growing old now, and if I could make my mark in this
  matter it might be a great thing for me. Dreams arose of a partnership in the
  firm. The noisy wheels seemed to clank out “Bailey, Robinson & Co.,”
  “Bailey, Robinson & Co.,” in a monotonous refrain, which gradually sunk
  into a hum, and finally ceased as I dropped into a deep sleep. Had I known
  the experience which awaited me at the end of my journey it would hardly have
  been so peaceable.


  I awoke with an uneasy feeling that some one was watching me closely; nor
  was I mistaken. A tall dark man had taken up his position on the seat
  opposite, and his black, sinister eyes seemed to look through me and beyond
  me, as if he wished to read my very soul. Then I saw him glance down at my
  little trunk.


  “Good heavens!” thought I, “here’s Simkins’s agent, I suppose. It was
  careless of Gregory to leave those confounded labels on the valise.”


  I closed my eyes for a time, but on reopening them I again caught the
  stranger’s earnest gaze.


  “From England, I see,” he said in Russian, showing a row of white teeth in
  what was meant to be an amiable smile.


  “Yes,” I replied, trying to look unconcerned, but painfully aware of my
  failure.


  “Traveling for pleasure, perhaps?” said he.


  “Yes,” I answered, eagerly. “Certainly for pleasure; nothing else.”


  “Of course not,” said he, with a shade of irony in his voice. “Englishmen
  always travel for pleasure, don’t they? Oh, no; nothing else.”


  His conduct was mysterious, to say the least of it. It was only
  explainable upon two hypotheses he was either a madman, or he was the agent
  of some firm bound upon the same errand as myself, and determined to show me
  that he guessed my little game.


  They were about equally unpleasant, and, on the whole, I was relieved when
  the train pulled up in the tumble-down shed which does duty for a station in
  the rising town of Solteff Solteff, whose resources I was about to open out,
  and whose commerce I was to direct into the great world’s channels. I almost
  expected to see a triumphal arch as I stepped on to the platform.


  I was to be expected at the end of my journey, so Mr. Dickson had informed
  me. I looked about among the motley crowd, but saw no Mr. Dimidoff. Suddenly
  a slovenly, unshaven man passed me rapidly, and glanced first at me and then
  at my trunk that wretched trunk, the cause of all my woes. He disappeared in
  the crowd, but in a little time came strolling past me again, and contrived
  to whisper as he did so:


  “Follow me, but at some distance,” immediately setting off out of the
  station and down the street at a rapid pace. Here was mystery with a
  vengeance! I trotted along in his rear with my valise, and on turning the
  corner found a rough drosky waiting for me. My unshaven friend opened the
  door, and I stepped in.


  “Is Mr. Dim ” I was beginning.


  “Hush!” he cried. “No names, no names; the very walls have ears. You will
  hear all to-night;” and with that assurance he closed the door, and, seizing
  the reins, we drove off at a rapid pace so rapid that I saw my black-eyed
  acquaintance of the railway carriage gazing after us in surprise until we
  were out of sight.


  I thought over the whole matter as we jogged along in that abominable
  springless conveyance.


  “They say the nobles are tyrants in Russia,” I mused; “but it seems to me
  to be the other way about, for here’s this poor Mr. Dimidoff, who evidently
  thinks his ex-serfs will rise and murder him if he raises the price of grain
  in the district by exporting some out of it. Fancy being obliged to have
  recourse to all this mystery and deception in order to sell one’s own
  property! Why, it’s worse than an Irish landlord. It is monstrous! Well, he
  doesn’t seem to live in a very aristocratic quarter either,” I soliloquized,
  as I gazed out at the narrow, crooked streets and the unkempt, dirty
  Muscovites whom we passed. “I wish Gregory or some one was with me, for it’s
  a cut-throat-looking shop! By Jove! he’s pulling up; we must be there!”


  We were there, to all appearance; for the drosky stopped, and my driver’s
  shaggy head appeared through the aperture.


  “It is here, most honored master,” he said, as he helped me to alight.


  “Is Mr. Dimi ” I commenced; but he interrupted me again.


  “Anything but names,” he whispered; “anything but that. You are too used
  to a land that is free. Caution, oh, sacred one!” and he ushered me down a
  stone-flagged passage, and up a stair at the end of it. “Sit for a few
  minutes in this room,” he said, opening a door, “and a repast will be served
  for you;” and with that he left me to my own. reflections.


  “Well,” thought I, “whatever Mr. Dimidoff’s house may be like, his
  servants are undoubtedly well trained. ‘Oh, sacred one!’ and ‘revered
  master!’ I wonder what he’d call old Dickson himself, if he is so polite to
  the clerk! I suppose it wouldn’t be the thing to smoke in this little crib;
  but I could do a pipe nicely. By the way, how confoundedly like a cell it
  looks!”


  It certainly did look like a cell. The door was an iron one, and
  enormously strong, while the single window was closely barred. The floor was
  of wood, and sounded hollow and insecure as I strolled across it. Both floor
  and walls were thickly splashed with coffee or some other dark liquid. On the
  whole, it was far from being a place where one would be likely to become
  unreasonably festive.


  I had hardly concluded my survey when I heard steps approaching down the
  corridor, and the door was opened by my old friend of the drosky. He
  announced that my dinner was ready, and, with many bows and apologies for
  leaving me in what he called the “dismissal room,” he led me down the
  passage, and into a large and beautifully furnished apartment. A table was
  spread for two in the centre of it, and by the fire was standing a man very
  little older than myself. He turned as I came in, and stepped forward to meet
  me with every symptom of profound respect.


  “So young and yet so honored!” he exclaimed; and then seeming to recollect
  himself, he continued, “Pray sit at the head of the table. You must be
  fatigued by your long and arduous journey. We dine tete-a-tete, but the
  others assemble after-ward.”


  “Mr. Dimidoff, I presume?” said I.


  “No, sir,” said he, turning his keen gray eyes upon me. “My name is
  Petrokine; you mistake me perhaps for one of the others. But now, not a word
  of business until the council meets. Try our chef’s soup; you will find it
  excellent, I think.”


  Who Mr. Petrokine or the others might be I could not conceive. Land
  stewards of DimidofFs, perhaps; though the name did not seem familiar to my
  companion. However, as he appeared to shun any business questions at present,
  I gave in to his humor, and we conversed on social life in England a subject
  in which he displayed considerable knowledge and acuteness. His remarks, too,
  on Malthus and the laws of population were wonderfully good, though savoring
  somewhat of Radicalism.


  “By the way,” he remarked, as we smoked a cigar over our wine, “we should
  never have known you but for the English labels on your luggage; it was the
  luckiest thing in the world that Alexander noticed them. We had no personal
  description of you; indeed, we were prepared to expect a somewhat older man.
  You ai’e young indeed, sir, to be intrusted with such a mission.”


  “My employer trusts me,” I replied; “and we have learned in our trade that
  youth and shrewdness are not incompatible.”


  “Your remark is true, sir,” returned my newly made friend; “but I am
  surprised to hear you call our glorious association a trade. Such a term is
  gross indeed to apply to a body of men banded together to supply the world
  with that which it is yearning for, but which, without our exertions, it can
  never hope to attain. A spiritual brotherhood would be a more fitting
  term.”


  “By Jove!” thought I, “how pleased the boss would be to hear him! He must
  have been in the business himself, whoever he is.”


  “Now, sir,” said Mr. Petrokine, “the clock points to eight, and the
  council must be already sitting. Let us go up together, and I will introduce
  you. I need hardly say that the greatest secrecy is observed, and that your
  appearance is anxiously awaited.”


  I turned over in my mind as I followed him how I might best fulfil my
  mission and secure the most advantageous terms. They seemed as anxious as I
  was in the matter, and there appeared to be no opposition, so perhaps the
  best thing would be to wait and see what they would propose.


  I had hardly come to this conclusion when my guide swung open a large door
  at the end of a passage, and I found myself in a room larger and even more
  gorgeously fitted up than the one in which I had dined. A long table, covered
  with green baize and strewn with papers, ran down the middle, and round it
  were sitting fourteen or fifteen men conversing earnestly. The whole scene
  reminded me forcibly of a gambling hell I had visited some time before.


  Upon our entrance the company rose and bowed. I could not but remark that
  my companion attracted no attention, while every eye was turned upon me with
  a strange mixture of surprise and almost servile respect. A man at the head
  of the table, who was remarkable for the extreme pallor of his face as
  contrasted with his blue-black hair and moustache, waved his hand to a seat
  beside him, and I sat down.


  “I need hardly say,” said Mr. Petrokine, “that Gustave Berger, the English
  agent, is now honoring us with his presence. He is young indeed, Alexis,” he
  continued to iny pale-faced neighbor, “and yet he is of European
  reputation.”


  “Come, draw it mild!” thought I, adding aloud: “If you refer to me, sir,
  though I am indeed acting as English agent, my name is not Berger, but
  Robinson Mr. Tom Robinson, at your service.”


  A laugh ran round the table.


  “So be it, so be it,” said the man they called Alexis. “I commend your
  discretion, most honored sir. One can not be too careful. Preserve your
  English sobriquet by all means. I regret that any painful duty should be
  performed upon this auspicious evening; but the rules of our association must
  be preserved at any cost to our feelings, and a dismissal is inevitable
  to-night.”


  “What the deuce is the fellow driving at?” thought I. “What is it to me if
  he does give his servant the sack? This Dimidoff, wherever he is, seems to
  keep a private lunatic asylum.”


  “Take out the gag!” The words fairly shot through me, and I started in my
  chair. It was Petrokine who spoke. For the first time I noticed that a burly,
  stout man, sitting at the other end of the table, had his arms tied behind
  his chair and a handkerchief round his mouth. A horrible suspicion began to
  creep into my heart. Where was It Was I in Mr. DimidofPs? Who were these men,
  with their strange words 2”


  “Take out the gagl” repeated Petrokine; and the handkerchief was
  removed.


  “Now, Paul Ivanovitch,” said he, “what have you to say before you go?”


  “Not a dismissal, sirs,” he pleaded; “not a dismissal; anything but that!
  I will go into some distant land, and my mouth shall be closed forever. I
  will do anything that the society asks, but pray, pray do not dismiss
  me.”


  “You know our laws, and you know your crime,” said Alexis, in a cold,
  harsh voice. “Who drove us from Odessa by his false tongue and his double
  face? Who wrote the anonymous letter to the governor?


  Who cut the wire that would have destroyed the arch-tyrant? You did, Paul
  Ivanovitch, and you must die!”


  I leaned back in my chair and fairly gasped.


  “Remove him!” said Petrokine; and the man of the drosky, with two others,
  forced him out.


  I heard the footsteps pass down the passage and then a door open and shut.
  Then came a sound as of a struggle, ended by a heavy, crunching blow and a
  dull thud.


  “So perish all who are false to their oath,” said Alexis, solemnly; and a
  hoarse “Amen” went up from his companions.


  “Death alone can dismiss us from our order,” said another man further
  down; “but Mr. Berg Mr. Kobinson is pale. The scene has been too much for him
  after his long journey from England.”


  “Oh, Tom, Tom,” thought I, “if ever you get out of this scrape you’ll turn
  over a new leaf. You’re not fit to die, and that’s a fact.” It was only too
  evident to me now that by some strange misconception I had got in among a
  gang of cold-blooded Nihilists, who mistook me for one of their order. I
  felt, after what I had witnessed, that my only chance of life was to try to
  play the role thus forced upon me until an opportunity for escape should
  present itself; so I tried hard to regain my air of self-possession, which
  had been so rudely shaken.


  “I am indeed fatigued,” I replied; “but I feel stronger now. Excuse my
  momentary weakness.”


  “It was but natural,” said a man with a thick beard at my right hand. “And
  now, most honored sir, how goes the cause in England 2”


  “Remarkably well,” I answered.


  “Has the great commissioner condescended to send a missive to the Solteff
  branch?” asked Petfokine.


  “Nothing in writing,” I replied.


  “But he has spoken of it?”


  “Yes; he said he had watched it with feelings of the liveliest
  satisfaction,” I returned.


  “ ‘Tis well! ‘tis well!” ran round the table.


  I felt giddy and sick from the critical nature of my position. Any moment
  a question might be asked which would show me in my true colors. I rose and
  helped myself from a decanter of brandy which stood on a side-table. The
  potent liquor flew to my excited brain, and as I sat down I felt reckless
  enough to be half amused at my position, and inclined to play with my
  tormentors. I still, however, had all my wits about me.


  “You have been to Birmingham?” asked the man with the beard.


  “Many times,” said I.


  “Then you have, of course, seen the private work-shop and arsenal?”


  “I have been over them both more than once.”


  “It is still, I suppose, entirely unsiispected by the police?” continued
  my interrogator.


  “Entirely,” I replied.


  “Can you tell us how it is that so large a concern is kept so completely
  secret ?”


  Here was a poser; but my native impudence and the brandy seemed to come to
  my aid.


  “That is information,” I replied, “which I do not feel justified in
  divulging even here. In withholding it I am acting under the direction of the
  chief commissioner.”


  “You are right perfectly right,” said my original friend Petrokine. “You
  will no doubt make your report to the central office at Moscow before
  entering into such details.”


  “Exactly so,” I replied, only too happy to get a lift out of my
  difficulty.


  “We have heard,” said Alexis, “that you were sent to inspect the Livadia.
  Can you give us any particulars about it?”


  “Anything you ask I will endeavor to answer,” I replied, in
  desperation.


  “Have any orders been made in Birmingham concerning it?”


  “None when I left England.”


  “Well, well, there’s plenty of time yet,” said the man with the beard
  “many months. Will the bottom be of wood or iron?”


  “Of wood,” I answered at random.


  “ ‘Tis well!” said another voice. “And what is the breadth of the Clyde
  below Greenock?”


  “It varies much,” I replied; “on an average about eighty yards.”


  “How many men does she carry?” asked an anemic-looking youth at the foot
  of the table, who seemed more fit for a public school than this den of
  murder.


  “About three hundred,” said I.


  “A floating coffin!” said the young Nihilist in a sepulchral voice.


  “Are the store-rooms on a level with or underneath the state-cabins?”
  asked Petrokine.


  “Underneath,” said I decisively, though I need hardly say I had not the
  smallest conception.”


  “And now, most honored sir,” said Alexis, “tell us what was the reply of
  Bauer, the German Socialist, to Ravinsky’s proclamation?”


  Here was a deadlock with a vengeance. Whether my cunning would have
  extricated me from it or not was never decided, for Providence hurried me
  from one dilemma into another and a worse one.


  A door slammed downstairs, and rapid footsteps were heard approaching.
  Then came a loud tap out-side, followed by two smaller ones.


  “The sign of the society!” said Petrokine; “and yet we are all present;
  who can it be?”


  The door was thrown open, and a man entered, dusty and travel-stained, but
  with an air of authority and power stamped on every feature of his harsh but
  expressive face. He glanced round the table, scanning each countenance
  carefully. There was a start of surprise in the room. He was evidently a
  stranger to them all.


  “What means this intrusion, sir?” said my friend with the beard.


  “Intrusion!” said the stranger. “I was given to understand that I was
  expected, and had looked forward to a warmer welcome from my
  fellow-associates. I am personally unknown to you, gentlemen, but I am proud
  to think that my name should command some respect among you. I am Gustave
  Berger, the agent from England, bearing letters from the chief commissioner
  to his well-beloved brothers of Solteff.”


  One of their own bombs could hardly have created greater surprise had it
  been fired in the midst of them. Every eye was fixed alternately on me and
  upon the newly arrived agent.


  “If you are indeed Gustave Berger,” said Petrokine, “who is this?”


  “That I am Gustave Berger these credentials will show,” said the stranger,
  as he threw a packet upon the table. “Who that man may be I know not; but if
  he has intruded himself upon the lodge under false pretences, it is clear
  that he must never carry out of the room what he has learned. Speak, sir,” he
  added, addressing me; “who and what are you?”


  I felt that my time had come. My revolver was in my hip-pocket; but what
  was that against so many desperate men? I grasped the butt of it, however, as
  a drowning man clings to a straw, and I tried to preserve my coolness as I
  glanced round at the cold, vindictive faces turned toward me.


  “Gentlemen,” I said, “the role I have played tonight has been a purely
  involuntary one on my part. I am no police spy, as you seem to suspect; nor,
  on the other hand, have I the honor to be a member of your association. I am
  an inoffensive corn-dealer, who by an extraordinary mistake has been forced
  into this unpleasant and awkward position.”


  I paused for a moment. Was it my fancy that there was a peculiar noise in
  the street a noise as of many feet treading softly? No, it had died away; it
  was but the throbbing of my own heart.


  “I need hardly say,” I continued, “that anything I may have heard to-
  night will be safe in my keeping. I pledge my solemn honor as a gentleman
  that not one word of it shall transpire through me.”


  The senses of men in great physical danger become strangely acute, or
  their imagination plays them curious tricks. My back was toward the door as I
  sat, but I could have sworn that I heard heavy breathing behind it. Was it
  the three minions whom I had seen before in the performance of their hateful
  functions, and who, like vultures, had sniffed another victim?


  I looked round the table. Still the same hard, cruel faces. Not one glance
  of sympathy. I cocked the revolver in my pocket.


  There was a painful silence, which was broken by the harsh, grating voice
  of Petrokine.


  “Promises are easily made and easily broken,” he said. “There is but one
  way of securing eternal silence. It is our lives or yours. Let the highest
  among us speak.”


  “You are right, sir,” said the English agent; “there is but one course
  open. He must be dismissed.”


  I knew what that meant in their confounded jargon, and sprang to my
  feet.


  “By Heaven!” I shouted, putting my back against the door, “you shan’t
  butcher a free Englishman like a sheep! The first among you who stirs
  drops!”


  A man sprang at me. I saw along the sights of my derringer the gleam of a
  knife and the demoniacal face of Gusfave Berger. Then I pulled the trigger,
  and, with his hoarse scream sounding in my ears, I was felled to the ground
  by a crushing blow from behind. Half-unconscious, and pressed down by some
  heavy weight, I heard the noise of shouts and blows above me, and then I
  fainted.


  When I came to myself I was lying among the debris of the door, which had
  been beaten in on the top of me. Opposite were a dozen of the men who had
  lately sat in judgment upon me, tied two and two, and guarded by a score of
  Russian soldiers. Beside me was the corpse of the ill-fated English agent,
  his whole face blown in by the force of the explosion. Alexis and Petrokine
  were both lying on the floor like myself, bleeding profusely.


  “Well, young fellow, youVe had a narrow escape,” said a hearty voice in my
  ear.


  I looked up, and recognized my black-eyed acquaintance of the railway
  carriage.


  “Stand up,” he continued: “you’re only a bit stunned; no bones broken.
  It’s no wonder I mistook you for the Nihilist agent, when the very lodge
  itself was taken in. Well, you’re the only stranger who ever came out of this
  den alive. Come downstairs with me. I know who you are, and what you are
  after now; I’ll take you to Mr. Dimidoff. Nay, don’t go in there,” he cried,
  as I walked toward the door of the cell into which I had been originally
  ushered. “Keep out of that; you’ve seen evil sights enough for one day. Come
  down and have a glass of liquor.”


  He explained as we walked back to the hotel that the police of Solteff, of
  which he was the chief, had had warning and been on the lookout during some
  time for this Nihilist emissary. My arrival in so unfrequented a place,
  coupled with my air of secrecy and the English labels on that confounded
  portmanteau of Gregory’s, had completed the business.


  I have little more to tell. My socialistic acquaintances were all either
  transported to Siberia or executed. My mission was performed to the
  satisfaction of my employers. My conduct during the whole business has won me
  promotion, and my prospects for life have been improved since that horrible
  night, the remembrance of which still makes me shiver.
 

  

   


  
[bookmark: story04]THE GULLY OF BLUEMANSDYKE

  A TRUE COLONIAL STORY


  First published in London Society, Christmas edition, 1881

  First book appearance in Mysteries And Adventures, 1889


  Broadhurst’s Store was closed, but the little back room looked very
  comfortable that night. The fire cast a ruddy glow on ceiling and walls,
  reflecting itself cheerily on the polished flasks and shot-guns which adorned
  them. Yet a gloom rested on the two men who sat at either side of the hearth,
  which neither the fire nor the black bottle upon the table could
  alleviate.


  “Twelve o’clock,” said old Tom, the storeman glancing up at the wooden
  timepiece which had come out with him in ‘42. “It’s a queer thing, George,
  they haven’t come.”


  “It’s a dirty night,” said his companion, reaching out his arm for a plug
  of tobacco. “The Wawirra’s in flood, maybe; or maybe their horses broke down;
  or they’ve put it off, perhaps. Great Lord, how it thunders! Pass us over a
  coal, Tom.”


  He spoke in a tone which was meant to appear easy, but with a painful
  thrill in it which was not lost upon his mate. He glanced uneasily at him
  from under his grizzled eyebrows.


  “You think it’s all right, George?” he said, after a pause.


  “Think what’s all right?”


  “Why, that the lads are safe.”


  “Safe! Of course they’re safe. What the devil is to harm them?”


  “Oh, nothing; nothing, to be sure,” said old Tom. “You see, George, since
  the old woman died, Maurice has been all to me; and it makes me kinder
  anxious. It’s a week since they started from the mine, and you’d ha’ thought
  they’d be here now. But it’s nothing unusual, I s’pose ; nothing at all. Just
  my darned folly.”


  “What’s to harm them?” repeated George Hutton again, arguing to convince
  himself rather than his comrade. “It’s a straight road from the diggin’s to
  Rathurst, and then through the hills past Bluemansdyke, and over the Wawirra
  by the ford, and so down to Trafalgar by the bush track. There’s nothin’
  deadly in all that, is there? My son Allan’s as dear to me as Maurice can be
  to you, mate,” he continued; “but they know the ford well, and there’s no
  other bad place. They’ll be here to-morrow night, certain.”


  “Please God they may!” said Broadhurst; and the two men lapsed into
  silence for some time, moodily staring into the glow of the fire, and pulling
  at their short clays.


  It was indeed, as Hutton had said, a dirty night. The wind was howling
  down through the gorges of the western mountains, and whirling and eddying
  among the streets of Trafalgar; whistling through the chinks in the rough
  wood cabins, and tearing away the frail shingles which formed the roofs. The
  streets were deserted, save for one or two stragglers from the drinking
  shanties, who wrapped their cloaks around them and staggered home through the
  wind and rain towards their own cabins.


  The silence was broken by Broadhurst, who was evidently still ill at
  ease.


  “Say, George,” he said, “what’s become of Josiah Mapleton?”


  “Went to the diggin’s.”


  “Ay; but he sent word he was coming back.”


  “But he never came.”


  “An’ what’s become of Jos Humphrey?” he resumed, after a pause.


  “He went diggin’, too.”


  “Well, did he come back?”


  “Drop it, Broadhurst; drop it, I say,” said Hutton, springing to his feet
  and pacing up and down the narrow room. “You’ve trying to make a coward of
  me! You know the men must have gone up country prospectin’ or farmin’, maybe.
  What is it to us where they went? You don’t think I have a register of every
  man in the colony, as Inspector Burton has of the lags.”


  “Sit down, George, and listen,” said old Tom. “There’s something queer
  about that road; something I don’t understand, and don’t like. Maybe you
  remember how Maloney, the one-eyed scoundrel, made his money in the early
  mining days. He’d a half-way drinking shanty on the main road up on a kind of
  bluff, where the Lena comes down from the hills. You’ve heard, George, how
  they found a sort of wooden slide from his little back room down to the
  river; an’ how it came out that man after man had had his drink doctored, and
  been shot down that into eternity, like a bale of goods. No one will ever
  know how many were done away with there. They were all supposed to be farmin’
  and prospectin’, and the like, till their bodies were picked out of the
  rapids. It’s no use mincing matters, George; we’ll have the troopers along to
  the diggings if those lads don’t turn up by to-morrow night.”


  “As you like, Tom,” said Hutton.


  “By the way, talking of Maloney—it’s a strange thing,” said
  Broadhurst, “that Jack Haldane swears he saw a man as like Maloney wath ten
  years added to him as could be. It was in the bush on Monday morning. Chance,
  I suppose ; but you’d hardly think there could be two pair of shoulders in
  the world carrying such villainous mugs on the top of them.”


  “Jack Haldane’s a fool,” growled Hutton, throwing open the door and
  peering anxiously out into the darkness, while the wind played with his long
  grizzled beard, and sent a train of glowing sparks from his pipe down the
  street.


  “A terrible night!” he said, as he turned back towards the fire.


  Yes, a wild, tempestuous night; a night for birds of darkness and for
  beasts of prey. A strange night for seven men to lie out in the gully at
  Bluemansdyke, with revolvers in their hands, and the devil in their
  hearts.


  The sun was rising after the storm. A thick, heavy steam reeked up from
  the saturated ground, and hung like a pall over the flourishing little town
  of Trafalgar. A bluish mist lay in wreaths over the wide track of bushland
  around, out of which the western mountains loomed like great islands in a sea
  of vapour.


  Something was wrong in the town. The most casual glance would have
  detected that. There was a shouting and a hurrying of feet. Doors were
  slammed and rude windows thrown open. A trooper of police came clattering
  down with his carbine unslung. It was past the time for Joe Buchan’s saw-mill
  to commence work, but the great wheel was motionless, for the hands had not
  appeared.


  There was a surging, pushing crowd in the main street before old Tom
  Broadhurst’s house, and a mighty clattering of tongues. “What was it?”
  demanded the new-comers, panting and breathless. “Broadhurst has shot his
  mate.” “He has cut his own throat.” “He has struck gold in the clay floor of
  his kitchen.” “No; it was his son Maurice who had come home rich.” “Who had
  not come back at all.” “Whose horse had come back without him.” At last the
  truth had come out; and there was the old sorrel horse in question whinnying
  and rubbing his neck against the familiar door of the stable, as if
  entreating entrance; while two haggard, grey-haired men held him by either
  bridle, and gazed blankly at his reeking sides.


  “God help me,” said old Tom Broadhurst; “it is as I feared!”


  “Cheer up, mate,” said Hutton, drawing his rough straw hat down over his
  brow. “There’s hope yet.”


  A sympathetic and encouraging murmur ran through the crowd.


  “Horse ran away, likely.”


  “Or been stolen.”


  “Or he’s swum the Wawirra an’ been washed off,” suggested one Job’s
  comforter.


  “He ain’t got no marks of bruising,” said another, more hopeful.


  “Rider fallen off drunk, maybe,” said a bluff old sheep-farmer. “I kin
  remember,” he continued, “coming into town ‘bout this hour myself, with my
  head in my holster, an’ thinking I was a six-chambered revolver— mighty
  drunk I was.”


  “Maurice had a good seat; he’d never be washed off”


  “Not he.”


  “The horse has a weal on its off fore-quarter,” remarked another, more
  observant than the rest.


  “A blow from a whip, maybe.”


  “It would be a darned hard one.”


  “Where’s Chicago Bill?” said some one; “he’ll know.”


  Thus invoked, a strange, gaunt figure stepped out in front of the crowd.
  He was an extremely tall and powerful man, with the red shirt and high boots
  of a miner. The shirt was thrown open, showing the sinewy throat and massive
  chest. His face was seamed and scarred with many a conflict, both with Nature
  and his brother man; yet beneath his ruffianly exterior there lay something
  of the quiet dignity of the gentleman. This man was a veteran gold-hunter; a
  real old Californian ‘forty-niner, who had left the fields in disgust when
  private enterprise began to dwindle before the formation of huge incorporated
  companies with their ponderous machinery. But the red clay with the little
  shining points had become to him as the very breath of his nostrils, and he
  had come halfway round the world to seek it once again. “Here’s Chicago
  Bill,” he said; “what is it?” Bill was naturally regarded as an oracle, in
  virtue of his prowess and varied experience. Every eye was turned on him as
  Braxton, the young Irish trooper of constabulary, said, “What do you make of
  the horse. Bill?”


  The Yankee was in no hurry to commit himself He surveyed the animal for
  some time with his shrewd little grey eye. He bent and examined the girths;
  then he felt the mane carefully. He stooped once more and examined the hoofs
  and then the quarters. His eye rested on the blue wheal already mentioned.
  This seemed to put him on a scent, for he gave a long, low whistle, and
  proceeded at once to examine the hair on either side of the saddle. He saw
  something conclusive apparently, for, with a sidelong glance under his shaggy
  eyebrows at the two old men beside him, he turned and fell back among the
  crowd.


  “Well, what d’ye think?” cried a dozen voices.


  “A job for you,” said Bill, looking up at the young Irish trooper.


  “Why, what is it? What’s become of young Broadhurst?”


  “He’s done what better men has done afore. He has sunk a shaft for gold
  and panned out a coffin.”


  “Speak out, man! what have you seen?” cried a husky voice.


  “I’ve seen the graze of a bushranger’s bullet on the horse’s quarter, an’
  I’ve seen a drop of the rider’s blood on the edge of the saddle—Here,
  hold the old man up, boys; don’t let him drop. Give him a swig of brandy an’
  lead him inside. Say,” he continued, in a whisper, gripping the trooper by
  the wrist, “mind, I’m in it. You an’ I play this hand together. I’m dead on
  sich varmin. We’ll do as they do in Nevada, strike while the iron is hot. Get
  any men you can together. I s’pose you’re game to come yourself?”


  “Yes, I’ll come,” said young Braxton, with a quiet smile.


  The American looked at him approvingly. He had learned in his wanderings
  that an Irishman who grows quieter when deeply stirred is a very dangerous
  specimen of the genus homo.


  “Good lad!” he muttered; and the two went down the street together towards
  the station-house, followed by half-a-dozen of the more resolute of the
  crowd.


  One word before we proceed with our story, or our chronicle rather, as
  every word of it is based upon fact. The colonial trooper of fifteen or
  twenty years ago was a very different man from his representative of to-day.
  Not that I would imply any slur upon the courage of the latter; but for
  reckless dare-devilry and knight-errantry the old constabulary has never been
  equalled. The reason is a simple one. Men of gentle blood, younger sons and
  wild rakes who had outrun the constable, were sent off to Australia with some
  wild idea of making their fortunes. On arriving they found Melbourne by no
  means the El Dorado they expected; they were unfit for any employment, their
  money was soon dissipated, and they unerringly gravitated into the mounted
  police. Thus a sort of colonial “Maison Rouge” became formed, where the
  lowest private had as much pride of birth and education as his officers. They
  were men who might have swayed the fate of empires, yet who squandered away
  their Hves in many a lone wild fight with native and bushranger, where
  nothing but a mouldering blue-ragged skeleton was left to tell the tale.


  It was a glorious sunset. The whole western sky was a blaze of flame,
  throwing a purple tint upon the mountains, and gilding the sombre edges of
  the great forest which spreads between Trafalgar and the river Wawirra. It
  stretched out, a primeval, unbroken wilderness, save at the one point where a
  rough track had been formed by the miners and their numerous camp-followers.
  This wound amid the great trunks in a zigzag direction, occasionally making a
  long detour to avoid some marshy hollow or especially dense clump of
  vegetation. Often it could be hardly discerned from the ground around save by
  the scattered hoof-marks and an occasional rut.


  About fifteen miles from Trafalgar there stands a little knoll, well
  sheltered and overlooking the road. On this knoll a man was lying as the sun
  went down that Friday evening. He appeared to shun observation, for he had
  chosen that part in which the foHage was thickest; yet he seemed decidedly at
  his ease, as he lolled upon his back with his pipe between his teeth, and a
  broad hat down over his face. It was a face that it was well to cover in the
  presence of so peaceful a scene—a face pitted with the scars of an
  immaterial smallpox. The forehead was broad and low; one eye had apparently
  been gouged out, leaving a ghastly cavity; the other was deep-set, cunning,
  and vindictive. The mouth was hard and cruel; a rough beard covered the chin.
  It was the cut of face which, seen in a lonely street, would instinctively
  make one shift the grasp of one’s stick from the knob end to the ferrule
  —the face of a bold and unscrupulous man.


  Some unpleasing thought seemed to occur to him, for he rose with a curse
  and knocked the ashes out of his pipe. “A darned fine thing,” he muttered,
  “that I should have to lie out like this! It was Barrett’s fault the job
  wasn’t a clean one, an’ now he picks me out to get the swamp-fever. If he’d
  shot the horse as I did the man, we wouldn’t need a watch on this side of the
  Wawirra. He always was a poor white-livered cuss. Well,” he continued,
  picking up a gun which lay in the grass behind him, “there’s no use my
  waiting longer; they wouldn’t start during the night. Maybe the horse never
  got home, maybe they gave them up as drowned; anyhow it’s another man’s turn
  to-morrow, so I’ll just give them five minutes and then make tracks.” He sat
  down on the stump of a tree as he spoke and hummed the verse of a song. A
  sudden thought seemed to strike him, for he plunged his hand into his pocket,
  and after some searching extracted a pack of playing cards wrapped in a piece
  of dirty brown paper. He gazed earnestly at their greasy faces for some time.
  Then he took a pin from his sleeve and pricked a small hole in the corner of
  each ace and knave. He chuckled as he shuffled them up, and replaced them in
  his pocket. “I’ll have my share of the swag,” he growled. “They’re sharp, but
  they’ll not spot that when the liquor is in them. By the Lord, here they
  are!”


  He had sprung to his feet and was bending to the ground, holding his
  breath as he listened. To the unpractised ear all was as still as before
  —the hum of a passing insect, the chirp of a bird, the rustle of the
  leaves; but the bushranger rose with the air of a man who has satisfied
  himself. “Good-bye to Bluemansdyke,” said he ; “I reckon it will be too hot
  to hold us for a time. That thundering idiot! he’s spoilt as nice a lay as
  ever was, an’ risked our necks into the bargain. I’ll see their number an’
  who they are, though,” he continued; and, choosing a point where a rough
  thicket formed an effectual screen, he coiled himself up, and lay like some
  venomous snake, occasionally raising his head and peering between the trunks
  at the reddish streak which marked the Trafalgar Road.


  There could be no question now as to the approach of a body of horsemen.
  By the time our friend was fairly ensconced in his hiding-place the sound of
  voices and the clatter of hoofs was distinctly audible, and in another moment
  a troop of mounted men came sweeping round the curve of the road. They were
  eleven all told, armed to the teeth, and evidently well on the alert. Two
  rode in front with rifles unslung, leisurely scanning every bush which might
  shelter an enemy. The main body kept about fifty yards behind them, while a
  solitary horseman brought up the rear. The ranger scanned them narrowly as
  they passed. He seemed to recognise most of them. Some were his natural
  enemies the troopers; the majority were miners who had volunteered to get rid
  of an evil which affected their interests so closely. They were a fine
  bronzed set of men, with a deliberate air about them, as if they had come for
  a purpose and meant to attain it. As the last rider passed before his
  hiding-place the solitary watcher started and growled a curse in his beard.
  “I know his darned face,” he said; “it’s Bill Hanker, the man who got the
  drop on Long Nat Smeaton in Silver City in ‘53; what the thunder brought him
  here? I must be off by the back track, though, an’ let the boys know.” So
  saying, he picked up his gun, and with a scowl after the distant party, he
  crouched down and passed rapidly and silently out of sight into the very
  thickest part of the bush.


  The expedition had started from Trafalgar on the afternoon of the same day
  that Maurice Broadhurst’s horse, foam-flecked and frightened, had galloped up
  to the old stable-door. Burton, the inspector of constabulary, an energetic
  and able man, as all who knew him can testify, was in command. He had
  detached Braxton, the young Irishman, and Thompson, another trooper, as a
  vanguard. He himself rode with the main body, grey-whiskered and lean, but as
  straight in the back as when he and I built a shanty in ‘39 in what is now
  Burke Street, Melbourne. With him were McGillivray, Foley, and Anson of the
  Trafalgar force, Hartley the sheep-farmer, Murdoch and Summerville, who had
  made their pile at the mines, and Dan Murphy, who was cleaned out when the
  clay of the “Orient ” turned to gravel, and had been yearning for a solid
  square fight ever since. Chicago Bill formed the rearguard, and the whole
  party presented an appearance which, though far from military, was decidedly
  warlike.


  They camped out that night seventeen miles from Trafalgar, and next day
  pushed on as far as where the Stirling Road runs across. The third morning
  brought them to the northern bank of the Wawirra, which they forded. Here a
  council of war was held, for they were entering what they regarded as enemy’s
  country. The bush track, though wild, was occasionally traversed both by
  shepherds and sportsmen. It would hardly be the home of a gang of desperate
  bushrangers. But beyond the Wawirra the great rugged range of the Tapu
  mountains towered up to the clouds, and across a wild spur of these the
  mining track passed up to Bluemansdyke. It was here they decided at the
  council that the scene of the late drama lay. The question now was what means
  were to be taken to attack the murderers; for that murder had been done no
  man doubted.


  All were of one mind as to what the main line of action should be. To go
  for them straight, shoot as many as possible on sight, and hang the balance
  in Trafalgar: that was plain sailing. But how to get at them was the subject
  of much debate. The troopers were for pushing on at once, and trusting to
  Fortune to put the rangers in their way. The miners proposed rather to gain
  some neighbouring peak, from which a good view of the country could be
  obtained, and some idea gained of their whereabouts. Chicago Bill took rather
  a gloomy view of things. “Nary one will we sec,” said he ; “they’ve dusted
  out of the district Tore this. They’d know the horse would go home, and
  likely as not they’ve had a watch on the road to warn them. I guess, boys,
  we’d best move on an’ do our best.” There was some discussion, but Chicago’s
  opinion carried the day, and the expedition pushed on in a body.


  After passing the second upland station the scenery becomes more and more
  grand and rugged. Great peaks two and three thousand feet high rose sheer up
  at each side of the narrow track. The heavy wind and rain of the storm had
  brought down much debris, and the road was almost impassable in places. They
  were frequently compelled to dismount and to lead the horses. “We haven’t far
  now, boys,” said the inspector cheerily, as they struggled on; and he pointed
  to a great dark cleft which yawned in front of them between two almost
  perpendicular cliffs. “They are there,” he said, “or nowhere.” A little
  higher the road became better and their progress was more rapid. A halt was
  called, guns were unslung, and their pistols loosened in their belts, for the
  great gully of Bluemansdyke—the wildest part of the whole Tapu range
  —was gaping before them. But not a thing was to be seen; all was as
  still as the grave. The horses were picketed in a quiet little ravine, and
  the whole party crept on on foot. The Southern sun glared down hot and clear
  on the yellow bracken and banks of fern which lined the narrow winding track.
  Still not a sign of life. Then came a clear low whistle from the two advanced
  troopers, announcing that something had been discovered, and the main body
  hurried up. It was a spot for deeds of blood. On one side of the road there
  lowered a black gnarled precipice, on the other was the sullen mouth of the
  rugged gully. The road took a sharp turn at this spot. Just at the angle
  several large boulders were scattered, lining and overlooking the track. It
  was at this angle that a little bed of mud and trampled red clay betokened a
  recent struggle. There could be no question that they were at the scene of
  the murder of the two young miners. The outline of a horse could still be
  seen in the soft ground, and the prints of its hoofs as it kicked out in its
  death-agony were plainly marked. Behind one of the rocks were the tracks of
  several feet, and some pistol wadding was found in a tuft of ferns. The whole
  tragedy lay unclosed before them. Two men, careless in the pride of their
  youth and their strength, had swept round that fatal curve. Then a crash, a
  groan, a brutat laugh, the galloping of a frightened horse, and all was
  over.


  What was to be done now? The rocks around were explored, but nothing fresh
  discovered. Some six days had elapsed, and the birds were apparently flown.
  The party separated and hunted about among the boulders. Then the American,
  who could follow a trail like a bloodhound, found tracks leading towards a
  rugged pile of rocks on the north side of the gully. In a crevice here the
  remains of three horses were found. Close to them the rim of an old straw hat
  projected through the loose loam. Hartley, the sheep-farmer, sprang over to
  pick it up; he started back in the act of stooping, and said in an awe-
  struck whisper to his friend Murphy, “There’s a head under it, Dan!” A few
  strokes of a spade disclosed a face familiar to most of the group— that
  of a poor travelling photographer well known in the colony by the sobriquet
  of “Stooping Johnny,” who had disappeared some time before. It was now in an
  advanced stage of putrefaction. Close to him another body was discovered, and
  another beside that In all, thirteen victims of these English Thugs were
  lying under the shadow of the great north wall of the Bluemansdyke gully. It
  was there, standing in silent awe round the remains of these poor fellows,
  hurried into eternity and buried Hke dogs, that the search-party registered a
  vow to sacrifice all interests and comforts for the space of one month to the
  single consideration of revenge. The inspector uncovered his grizzled head as
  he solemnly swore it, and his comrades followed his example. The bodies were
  then, with a brief prayer, consigned to a deeper grave, a rough cairn was
  erected over them, and the eleven men set forth upon their mission of stern
  justice.


  Three weeks had passed—three weeks and two days. The sun was sinking
  over the great waste of bushland, unexplored and unknown, which stretches
  away from the eastern slope of the Tdpu mountains. Save some eccentric
  sportsman or bold prospector, no colonist had ever ventured into that
  desolate land; yet on this autumn evening two men were standing in a little
  glade in the very heart of it. They were engaged tying up their horses, and
  apparently making preparations for camping out for the night. Though haggard,
  unkempt, and worn, one still’ might recognise two of our former
  acquaintances—the young Irish trooper and the American Chicago
  Bill.


  This was the last effort of the avenging party. They had traversed the
  mountain gorges, they had explored every gully and ravine, and now they had
  split into several small bands, and, having named a trysting-place, they were
  scouring the country in the hope of hitting upon some trace of the murderers.
  Foley and Anson had remained among the hills, Murdoch and Dan Murphy were
  exploring towards Rathurst, Summerville and the inspector had ascended along
  the Wawirra, while the others in three parties were wandering through the
  eastern bushland.


  Both the trooper and the miner seemed dejected and weary. The one had set
  out with visions of glory, and hopes of a short cut to the coveted stripes
  which would put him above his fellows ; the other had obeyed a rough wild
  sense of justice ; and each was alike disappointed. The horses were picketed,
  and the men threw themselves heavily upon the ground. There was no need to
  light a fire; a few dampers and some rusty bacon were their whole provisions.
  Braxton produced them, and handed his share to his comrade. They ate their
  rough meal without a word. Braxton was the first to break the silence.


  “We’re playing our last card,” he said.


  “And a darned poor one at that,” replied his comrade.


  “Why, mate,” he continued, “if we did knock up agin these all-fired
  varmin, ye don’t suppose you and I would go for them? I guess I’d up an’
  shove for Trafalgar first.”


  Braxton smiled. Chicago’s reckless courage was too well known in the
  colony for any words of his to throw a doubt upon it. Miners still tell how,
  during the first great rush in ‘52, a blustering ruffian, relying upon some
  similar remark of the pioneer’s, had tried to establish a reputation by an
  unprovoked assault upon him; and the narrators then glide imperceptibly into
  an account of Bill’s handsome conduct towards the widow—how he had
  given her his week’s clean-up to start her in a drinking shanty. Braxton
  thought of this as he smiled at Chicago’s remarks, and glanced at the massive
  limbs and weather-beaten face.


  “We’d best see where we are before it grows darker,” he said; and rising,
  he stacked his gun against the trunk of a blue gum-tree, and seizing some of
  the creepers which hung down from it, began rapidly and silently to ascend
  it.


  “His soul’s too big for his body,” growled the American, as he watched the
  dark lithe figure standing out against the pale-blue evening sky.


  “What d’ye see. Jack?” he shouted; for the trooper had reached the topmost
  branch by this time, and was taking a survey of the country.


  “Bush, bush; nothing but bush,” said the voice among the leaves. “Wait a
  bit, though; there’s a kind of hill about three miles off away to the nor’-
  east. I see it above the trees right over there. Not much good to us,
  though,” he continued, after a pause, “for it seems a barren, stony sort of
  place.”


  Chicago paced about at the bottom of the tree.


  “He seems an almighty long time prospectin’ it,” he muttered, after ten
  minutes had elapsed. “Ah, here he is!” and the trooper came swinging down and
  landed panting just in front of him.


  “Why, what’s come over him? What’s the matter, Jack?”


  Something was the matter. That was very evident. There was a Hght in
  Braxton’s blue eyes, and a flush on the pale cheek.


  “Bill,” he said, putting his hand on his comrade’s shoulder, “it’s about
  time you made tracks for the settlements.”


  “What d’ye mean?” said Chicago.


  “Why, I mean that the murderers are within a league of us, and that I
  intend going for them. There, don’t be huffed, old man,” he added; “of course
  I knew you were only joking. But they are there, Bill; I saw smoke on the top
  of that hill, and it wasn’t good, honest smoke, mind you; it was dry-wood
  smoke, and meant to be hid. I thought it was mist at first; but no, it was
  smoke. I’ll swear it. It could only be them: who else would camp on the
  summit of a desolate hill? We’ve got them, Bill; we have them as sure as
  Fate.”


  “Or they’ve got us,” growled the American. “But here, lad, here’s my
  glass; run up and have a look at them.”


  “It’s too dark now,” said Braxton; “we’ll camp out to-night. No fear of
  them stirring. They’re lying by there until the whole thing blows over,
  depend upon it; so we’ll make sure of them in the morning.”


  The miner looked plaintively up at the tree, and then down at his fourteen
  stone of solid muscle.


  “I guess I must take your word for it,” he grumbled; “but you are bushman
  enough to tell smoke from mist, and a dry-wood fire from an open one. We
  can’t do anything to-night till we feel our way, so I allow we’d best water
  the horses an’ have a good night’s rest.”


  Braxton seemed to be of the same mind; so after a few minutes’ preparation
  the two men wrapped themselves in their cloaks, and lay, two little dark
  spots, on the great green carpet of the primeval bush.


  With the first grey light of dawn Chicago sat up and roused his comrade. A
  heavy mist hung over the bushland. They could hardly see the loom of the
  trees across the little glade. Their clothes glistened with the little
  shining beads of moisture. They brushed each other down, and squatted in bush
  fashion over their rough breakfast. The haze seemed to be lifting a little
  now; they could see fifty yards in every direction. The miner paced up and
  down in silence, ruminating over a plug of “Barrett’s Twist.” Braxton sat on
  a fallen tree sponging and oiling his revolver. Suddenly a single beam of
  sunshine played over the great blue gum. It widened and spread, and then in a
  moment the mist melted away, and the yellow leaves glowed like flakes of
  copper in the glare of the morning sun. Braxton cheerily snapped the lock of
  the pistol, loaded it, and replaced it in his belt. Chicago began to whistle,
  and stopped in the middle of his walk.


  “Now, young un,” he said, “here’s the glass.” Braxton slung it round his
  neck, and ascended the tree as he had done the night before. It was child’s-
  play to the trooper—a splendid climber, as I can testify; for I saw him
  two years later swarming up the topmost backstay of the Hector frigate in a
  gale of wind for a bet of a bottle of wine. He soon reached the summit, and
  shuffling along a naked branch two hundred feet from the ground, he gained a
  point where no leaves could obstruct his view. Here he sat straddle-legged;
  and, unslinging the glass, he proceeded to examine the hill, bush by busb and
  stone by stone.


  An hour passed without his moving. Another had almost elapsed before he
  descended. His face was grave and thoughtful.


  “Are they there?” was the eager query.


  “Yes; they are there.”


  “How many?”


  “I’ve only seen five; but there may be more. Wait till I think it out,
  Bill.”


  The miner gazed at him with all the reverence matter has towards mind.
  Thinking things out was not his strong point.


  “Blamed if I can help you,” he said apologetically. “It kinder don’t come
  nat’ral to me to be plottin’ and plannin’. Want o’ eddication, likely. My
  father was allowed to be the hardest-headed man in the States. Judge Jeffers
  let on as how the old man wanted to hand in his checks; so he down an’ put
  his head on the line when the first engine as ran from Vermont was comin’ up.
  They fined him a hundred dollars for upsettin’ that ‘ere locomotive; an’ the
  old man got the cussedest headache as ever was.”


  Braxton hardly seemed to hear this family anecdote; he was deep in
  thought.


  “Look here, old man,” said he; “sit down by me on the trunk and listen to
  what I say. Remember that you are here as a volunteer, Bill—you’ve no
  call to come; now, I am here in the course of duty. Your name is known
  through the settlement; you were a marked man when I was in the nursery. Now,
  Bill, it’s a big thing I am going to ask you. If you and I go in and take
  these men, it will be another feather in your cap, and in yours only. What do
  men know of Jack Braxton, the private of police? He’d hardly be mentioned in
  the matter. Now, I want to make my name this day. We’ll have to secure these
  men by a surprise after dusk, and it will be as easy for one resolute man to
  do it as for two; perhaps easier, for there is less chance of detection.
  Bill, I want you to stay with the horses, and let me go alone.”


  Chicago sprang to his feet with a snarl of indignation, and paced up and
  down in front of the fallen trees. Then he seemed to master himself, for he
  sat down again.


  “They’d chaw you up, lad,” he said, putting his hand on Braxton’s
  shoulder. “It wouldn’t wash.”


  “Not they,” said the trooper. “I’d take your pistol as well as my own, and
  I’d need a deal of chawing.”


  “My character would be ruined,” said Bill.


  “It’s beyond the reach of calumny. You can afford to give me one fair
  chance.”


  Bill buried his face in his hands, and thought a little.


  “Well, lad,” he said, looking up, “I’ll look after the horses.”


  Braxton wrung him by the hand. “There are few men would have done it,
  Bill; you are a friend worth having. Now, we’ll spend our day as best we can,
  old man, and lie close till evening; for I won’t start till an hour after
  dusk; so we have plenty of time on our hands.”


  The day passed slowly. The trooper lay among the mosses below the great
  blue gum in earnest thought. Once or twice he imagined he heard the
  subterranean chuckle and slap of the thigh which usually denoted amusement on
  the part of the miner; but on glancing up at that individual, the expression
  of his face was so solemn, not to say funereal, that it was evidently an
  illusion. They partook of their scanty dinner and supper cheerfully and with
  hearty appetites. The former listlessness had given place to briskness and
  activity, now that their object was in view. Chicago blossomed out into many
  strange experiences and racy reminiscences of Western life. The hours passed
  rapidly and cheerily. The trooper produced a venerable pack of cards from his
  holster and proposed euchre; but their gregariousness, and the general
  difficulty of distinguishing the king of clubs from the ace of hearts,
  exercised a depressing influence upon the players. Gradually the sun went
  down on the great wilderness. The shadow fell on the little glade, while the
  distant hill was still tipped with gold; then that too became purplish, a
  star twinkled over the Tdpu range, and night crept over the scene.


  “Good-bye, old man,” said Braxton. “I won’t take my carbine; it would only
  be in the way. I can’t thank you enough for letting me have this chance. If
  they wipe me out, Bill, you’ll not lose sight of them, I know; and you’ll say
  I died like a man. I’ve got no friends and no message, and nothing in the
  world but this pack of cards. Keep them, Bill; they were a fine pack in ‘51.
  If you see a smoke on the hill in the morning you’ll know all’s well, and
  you’ll bring up the horses at once. If you don’t, you’ll ride to Fallen Pine,
  where we were to meet,—ride day and night. Bill,—tell Inspector
  Burton that you know where the rangers are, that Private Braxton is dead, and
  that he said he was to bring up his men, else he’d come back from the grave
  and lead them up himself. Do that. Bill. Good-bye.”


  A great quiet rested over the heart of that desolate woodland. The croak
  of a frog, the gurgle of a little streamlet half hidden in the long grass
  —no other sound. Then a wakeful jay gave a shrill chatter, another
  joined, and another; a bluefinch screamed; a wombat rushed past to gain its
  burrow. Something had disturbed them; yet all was apparently as peaceful as
  before. Had you been by the jay’s nest, however, and peered downwards, you
  would have seen something gliding like a serpent through the brushwood, and
  caught a glimpse, perhaps, of a pale, resolute face, and the glint of a
  pocket-compass pointing north-by-east.


  It was a long and weary night for Trooper Braxton. Any moment he might
  come on an outpost of the rangers, so every step had to be taken slowly and
  with care. But he was an experienced woodman, and hardly a twig snapped as he
  crawled along. A morass barred his progress, and he was compelled to make a
  long detour.


  Then he found himself in thick brushwood, and once more had to go out of
  his way. It was very dark here in the depth of the forest. There was a heavy
  smell, and a dense steam laden with miasma rose from the ground. In the dim
  light he saw strange creeping things around him. A bush-master writhed across
  the path in front of him, a cold, dank lizard crawled over his hand as he
  crouched down; but the trooper thought only of the human reptiles in front,
  and made steadily for his goal. Once he seemed to be pursued by some animal;
  he heard a creaking behind him, but it ceased when he stopped and listened,
  so he continued his way.


  It was when he reached the base of the hill which he had seen from the
  distance that the real difficulty of his undertaking began. It was almost
  conical in shape, and very steep. The sides were covered with loose stones
  and an occasional large boulder. One false step here would send a shower of
  these tell-tale fragments clattering down the hill. The trooper stripped off
  his high leather boots and turned up his trousers; then he began cautiously
  to climb, cowering down behind every boulder.


  There was a little patch of light far away on the horizon, a very little
  grey patch, but it caused the figure of a man who was moving upon the crest
  of the hill to loom out dim and large. He was a sentry apparently, for he
  carried a gun under his arm. The top of the hill was formed by a little
  plateau about a hundred yards in circumference. Along the edge of this the
  man was pacing, occasionally stopping to peer down into the great dusky sea
  beneath him. From this raised edge the plateau curved down from every side,
  so as to form a crater-like depression. In the centre of this hollow stood a
  large white tent. Several horses were picketed around it, and the ground was
  littered with bundles of dried grass and harness. You could see these details
  now from the edge of the plateau, for the grey patch in the east had become
  white, and was getting longer and wider. You could see the sentry’s face,
  too, as he paced round and round. A handsome, weak-minded face, with more of
  the fool than the devil impressed on it. He seemed cheerful, for the birds
  were beginning to sing, and their thousand voices rose from the bush below.
  He forgot the forged note, I think, and the dreary voyage, and the wild
  escape, and the dark gully away beyond the Tdpu range; for his eye glistened,
  and he hummed a quaint little Yorkshire country air. He was back again in the
  West Riding village, and the rough boulder in front shaped itself into the
  hill behind which Nelly lived before he broke her heart, and he saw the ivied
  church that crowned it He would have seen something else had he looked
  again—something which was not in his picture: a white passionless face
  which glared at him over the boulder, as he turned upon his heel, still
  singing, and unconscious that the bloodhounds of justice were close at his
  heels.


  The trooper’s time for action had come. He had reached the last boulder;
  nothing lay between the plateau and himself but a few loose stones. He could
  hear the song of the sentry dying away in the distance; he drew his
  regulation sword, and, with his Adams in his left, he rose and sprang like a
  tiger over the ridge and down into the hollow.


  The sentry was startled from his dream of the past by a clatter and a
  rattling of stones. He sprang round and cocked his gun. No wonder that he
  gasped, and that a change passed over his bronzed face. A painter would need
  a dash of ultramarine in his flesh-tints to represent it now. No wonder, I
  say; for that dark active figure with the bare feet and the brass buttons
  meant disgrace and the gallows to him. He saw him spring across to the tent;
  he saw the gleam of a sword, and heard a crash as the tent-pole was severed,
  and the canvas came down with a run upon the heads of the sleepers. And then
  above oaths and shouts he heard a mellow Irish voice—“IVe twelve shots
  in my hands. I have ye, every mother’s son. Up with your arms! up, I say,
  before there is blood upon my soul. One move, and ye stand before the
  throne.” Braxton had stooped and parted the doorway of the fallen tent, and
  was now standing over six ruffians who occupied it. They lay as they had
  wakened, but with their hands above their heads, for there was no resisting
  that quiet voice, backed up by the two black muzzles. They imagined they were
  surrounded and hopelessly outmatched. Not one of them dreamed that the whole
  attacking force stood before them. It was the sentry who first began to
  realise the true state of the case. There was no sound or sign of any
  reinforcement. He looked to see that the cap was pressed well down on the
  nipple, and crept towards the tent. He was a good shot, as many a keeper on
  Braidagarth and the Yorkshire fells could testify. He raised his gun to his
  shoulder. Braxton heard the click, but dared not remove his eye or his weapon
  from his six prisoners. The sentry looked along the sights. He knew his life
  depended upon that shot There was more of the devil than the fool in his face
  now. He paused a moment to make sure of his aim, and then came a crash and
  the thud of a falling body. Braxton was still standing over the prisoners,
  but the sentry’s gun was unfired, and he himself was writhing on the ground
  with a bullet through his lungs. “Ye see,” said Chicago, as he rose from
  behind a rock with his gun still smoking in his hand, “it seemed a powerful
  mean thing to leave you. Jack; so I thought as Fd kinder drop around
  promiscus, and wade in if needed, which I was, as you can’t deny. No, ye
  don’t,” he added, as the sentry stretched out his hand to grasp his fallen
  gun; “leave the wepin alone, young man ; it ain’t in your way as it lies
  there.”


  “I’m a dead man!” groaned the ranger.


  “Then lie quiet like a respectable corpse,” said the miner, “an’ don’t go
  a-squirmin’ towards yer gun. That’s ornary uneddicated conduct.”


  “Come here, Bill,” cried Braxton, “and bring the ropes those horses are
  picketed with. Now,” he continued, as the American, having abstracted the
  sentry’s gun, appeared with an armful of ropes, “you tie these fellows up,
  and I’ll kill any man who moves.”


  “A pleasant division of labour, eh, old Blatherskite,” said Chicago,
  playfully tapping the one-eyed villain Maloney on the head. “Come on ; the
  ugliest first!” So saying, he began upon him and fastened him securely.


  One after another the rangers were tied up; all except the wounded man,
  who was too helpless to need securing. Then Chicago went down and brought up
  the horses, while Braxton remained on guard; and by mid-day the cavalcade was
  in full march through the forest en route for Fallen Pine, the rendezvous of
  the search-party. The wounded man was tied on to a horse in front, the other
  rangers followed on foot for safety, while the trooper and Chicago brought up
  the rear.


  There was a sad assemblage at Fallen Pine.


  One by one they had dropped in, tanned with the sun, torn by briers,
  weakened by the poisonous miasma of the marshlands, all with the same tale of
  privation and failure. Summerville and the inspector had fallen in with
  blacks above the upper ford, and had barely escaped with their lives.
  Troopers Foley and Anson were well, though somewhat gaunt from privation.
  Hartley had lost his horse from the bite of a bushmaster. Murdoch and Murphy
  had scoured the bush as far as Rathurst, but without success. All were
  dejected, and weary. They only waited the arrival of two of their number to
  set out on their return to Trafalgar.


  It was mid-day, and the sun was beating down with a pitiless glare on the
  little clearing. The men were lying about on the shady side of the trunks,
  some smoking, some with their hats over their faces and half asleep. The
  horses were tethered here and there, looking as listless as their masters.
  Only the inspector’s old charger seemed superior to the weather—a
  shrewd, blasd old horse, that had seen the world, and was nearly as deeply
  versed in woodcraft as his master. As Chicago said, “Short of climbin’ a
  tree. there weren’t nothin’ that horse couldn’t do; an’ it would make a
  darned good try at that if it was pushed.” Old “Sawback” seemed ill at ease
  this afternoon. Twice he had pricked up his ears, and once he had raised his
  head as if to neigh, but paused before committing himself. The inspector
  looked at him curiously and put his meerschaum back into its case.
  Meerschaums were always a weakness of poor Jim Burton’s. “Demme it, sir,” 1
  have heard him say, “a gentleman is known by his pipe. When he comes down in
  the world his pipe has most vitality.” He put the case inside his uniform and
  went over to the horse. The ears were still twitching.


  “He hears something,” said the inspector. “By Jove, so do I! Here, boys,
  jump up; there’s a body of men coming!” Every man sprang to his horse’s head.
  “I hear hoofs, and I hear the tramp of men on foot. They must be a large
  party. They’re heading straight for us. Get under cover, boys, and have your
  guns loose.” The men wheeled right and left, and in a very few moments the
  glade was deserted. Only the brown barrel of a gun here and there among the
  long grass and the ferns showed where they were crouching. “Steady, boys!”
  said Burton; “if they are enemies, don’t fire till I give the word. Then one
  by one aim low, and let the smoke clear. Rangers, by Jove!” he added, as a
  horseman broke into the clearing some way down, with his head hanging down
  over his horse’s neck. “More,” he growled, as several men emerged from the
  bush at the same point. “By the living powers, they are taken! I see the
  ropes. Hurrah!” And next moment Braxton and Chicago were mobbed by nine
  shouting, dancing men, who pulled them and tugged at them, and slapped them
  on the back, and dragged them about in such a way, that Maloney whispered
  with a scowl—


  “If we’d had the grit to do as much, we’d have been free men this
  day!”


  And now our story is nearly done. We have chronicled a fact which we think
  is worthy of a wider circulation than the colonial drinking-bar and the
  sheep-farmer’s fireside, for Trooper Braxton and his capture of the
  Bluemansdyke murderers have long been household words among our brothers in
  the England of the Southern seas.


  We need not detail that joyful ride to Trafalgar, nor the welcome, nor the
  attempt at lynching; nor how Maloney, the arch criminal, turned Queen’s
  evidence, and so writhed away from the gallows. All that may be read in the
  colonial press more graphically than I can tell it. My friend Jack Braxton is
  an officer now, as his father was before him, and still in the Trafalgar
  force. Bill I saw last in ‘61, when he came over to London in charge of the
  barque of the Wellingtonia for the International Exhibition. He is laying on
  flesh, I fear, since he took to sheepfarming; for he was barely brought up by
  seventeen stone, and his fighting weight used to be fourteen; but he looks
  well and hearty. Maloney was lynched in Placerville—at least so I
  heard. I had a letter last mail from the old inspector ; he has left the
  police, and has a farm at Rathurst. I think, stout-hearted as he is, he must
  give a little bit of a shudder when he rides down to Trafalgar for the
  Thursday market, and comes round that sharp turn of the road where the
  boulders lie, and the furze looks so yellow against the red clay.
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  “All aboard?” said the captain.


  “All aboard, sir!” said the mate.


  “Then stand by to let her go.”


  It was nine o’clock on a Wednesday morning. The good ship Spartan was
  lying off Boston Quay with her cargo under hatches, her passengers shipped,
  and everything prepared for a start. The warning whistle had been sounded
  twice; the final bell had been rung. Her bowsprit was turned towards England,
  and the hiss of escaping steam showed that all was ready for her run of three
  thousand miles. She strained at the warps that held her like a greyhound at
  its leash,


  I have the misfortune to be a very nervous man. A sedentary literary life
  has helped to increase the morbid love of solitude which, even in my boyhood,
  was one of my distinguishing characteristics. As I stood upon the
  quarter-deck of the Transatlantic steamer, I bitterly cursed the necessity
  which drove me back to the land of my forefathers. The shouts of the sailors,
  the rattle of the cordage, the farewells of my fellow-passengers, and the
  cheers of the mob, each and all jarred upon my sensitive nature. I felt sad
  too. An indescribable feeling, as of some impending calamity, seemed to haunt
  me. The sea was calm, and the breeze light. There was nothing to disturb the
  equanimity of the most confirmed of landsmen, yet I felt as if I stood upon
  the verge of a great though indefinable danger. I have noticed that such
  presentiments occur often in men of my peculiar temperament, and that they
  are not uncommonly fulfilled. There is a theory that it arises from a species
  of second-sight, a subtle spiritual communication with the future. I well
  remember that Herr Raumer, the eminent spiritualist, remarked on one occasion
  that I was the most sensitive subject as regards supernatural phenomena that
  he had ever encountered in the whole of his wide experience. Be that as it
  may, I certainly felt far from happy as I threaded my way among the weeping,
  cheering groups which dotted the white decks of the good ship Spartan. Had I
  known the experience which awaited me in the course of the next twelve hours
  I should even then at the last moment have sprung upon the shore, and made my
  escape from the accursed vessel.


  “Time’s up!” said the captain, closing his chronometer with a snap, and
  replacing it in his pocket. “Time’s up!” said the mate. There was a last wail
  from the whistle, a rush of friends and relatives upon the land. One warp was
  loosened, the gangway was being pushed away, when there was a shout from the
  bridge, and two men appeared, running rapidly down the quay. They were waving
  their hands and making frantic gestures, apparently with the intention of
  stopping the ship. “Look sharp!” shouted the crowd.


  “Hold hard!” cried the captain. “Ease her! stop her! Up with the gangway!”
  and the two men sprang aboard just as the second warp parted, and a
  convulsive throb of the engine shot us clear of the shore. There was a cheer
  from the deck, another from the quay, a mighty fluttering of handkerchiefs,
  and the great vessel ploughed its way out of the harbour, and steamed grandly
  away across the placid bay.


  We were fairly started upon our fortnight’s voyage. There was a general
  dive among the passengers in quest of berths and luggage, while a popping of
  corks in the saloon proved that more than one bereaved traveller was adopting
  artificial means for drowning the pangs of separation. I glanced round the
  deck and took a running inventory of my compagnons de voyage. They presented
  the usual types met with upon these occasions. There was no striking face
  among them. I speak as a connoisseur, for faces are a specialty of mine. I
  pounce upon a characteristic feature as a botanist does on a flower, and bear
  it away with me to analyse at my leisure, and classify and label it in my
  little anthropological museum. There was nothing worthy of me here. Twenty
  types of young America going to “Yurrup,” a few respectable middle-aged
  couples as an antidote, a sprinkling of clergymen and professional men, young
  ladies, bagmen, British exclusives, and all the olla podrida of an
  ocean-going steamer. I turned away from them and gazed back at the receding
  shores of America, and, as a cloud of remembrances rose before me, my heart
  warmed towards the land of my adoption. A pile of portmanteaus and luggage
  chanced to be lying on one side of the deck, awaiting their turn to be taken
  below. With my usual love for solitude I walked behind these, and sitting on
  a coil of rope between them and the vessel’s side, I indulged in a melancholy
  reverie.


  I was aroused from this by a whisper behind me. “Here’s a quiet place,”
  said the voice. “Sit down, and we can talk it over in safety.”


  Glancing through a chink between two colossal chests, I saw that the
  passengers who had joined us at the last moment were standing at the other
  side of the pile. They had evidently failed to see me as I crouched in the
  shadow of the boxes. The one who had spoken was a tall and very thin man with
  a blue-black beard and a colourless face. His manner was nervous and excited.
  His companion was a short plethoric little fellow, with a brisk and resolute
  air. He had a cigar in his mouth, and a large ulster slung over his left arm.
  They both glanced round uneasily, as if to ascertain whether they were alone.
  “This is just the place,” I heard the other say. They sat down on a bale of
  goods with their backs turned towards me, and I found myself, much against my
  will, playing the unpleasant part of eavesdropper to their conversation.


  “Well, Muller,” said the taller of the two, “we’ve got it aboard right
  enough.”


  “Yes,” assented the man whom he had addressed as Muller, “it’s safe
  aboard.”


  “It was rather a near go.”


  “It was that, Flannigan.”


  “It wouldn’t have done to have missed the ship.”


  “No, it would have put our plans out.”


  “Ruined them entirely,” said the little man, and puffed furiously at his
  cigar for some minutes.


  “I’ve got it here,” he said at last.


  “Let me see it.”


  “Is no one looking?”


  “No, they are nearly all below.”


  “We can’t be too careful where so much is at stake,” said Muller, as he
  uncoiled the ulster which hung over his arm, and disclosed a dark object
  which he laid upon the deck. One glance at it was enough to cause me to
  spring to my feet with an exclamation of horror. Luckily they were so
  engrossed in the matter on hand that neither of them observed me. Had they
  turned their heads they would infallibly have seen my pale face glaring at
  them over the pile of boxes.


  From the first moment of their conversation a horrible misgiving had come
  over me. It seemed more than confirmed as I gazed at what lay before me. It
  was a little square box made of some dark wood, and ribbed with brass. I
  suppose it was about the size of a cubic foot. It reminded me of a
  pistol-case, only it was decidedly higher. There was an appendage to it,
  however, on which my eyes were riveted, and which suggested the pistol itself
  rather than its receptacle. This was a trigger-like arrangement upon the lid,
  to which a coil of string was attached. Beside this trigger there was a small
  square aperture through the wood. The tall man, Flannigan, as his companion
  called him, applied his eye to this, and peered in for several minutes with
  an expression of intense anxiety upon his face.


  “It seems right enough,” he said at last.


  “I tried not to shake it,” said his companion.


  “Such delicate things need delicate treatment. Put in some of the needful,
  Muller.”


  The shorter man fumbled in his pocket for some time, and then produced a
  small paper packet. He opened this, and took out of it half a handful of
  whitish granules, which he poured down through the hole. A curious clicking
  noise followed from the inside of the box, and both the men smiled in a
  satisfied way.


  “Nothing much wrong there,” said Flannigan.


  “Right as a trivet,” answered his companion.


  “Look out! here’s some one coming. Take it down to our berth. It wouldn’t
  do to have any one suspecting what our game is, or, worse still, have them
  fumbling with it, and letting it off by mistake.”


  “Well, it would come to the same, whoever let it off,” said Muller.


  “They’d be rather astonished if they pulled the trigger,” said the taller,
  with a sinister laugh. “Ha, ha! fancy their faces! It’s not a bad bit of
  workmanship, I flatter myself.”


  “No,” said Muller. “I hear it is your own design, every bit of it, isn’t
  it?”


  “Yes, the spring and the sliding shutter are my own.”


  “We should take out a patent.”


  And the two men laughed again with a cold harsh laugh, as they took up the
  little brass-bound package, and concealed it in Muller’s voluminous
  overcoat.


  “Come down, and we’ll stow it in our berth,” said Flannigan. “We won’t
  need it until to-night, and it will be safe there.”


  His companion assented, and the two went arm-in-arm along the deck and
  disappeared down the hatchway, bearing the mysterious little box away with
  them. The last words I heard were a muttered injunction from Flannigan to
  carry it carefully, and avoid knocking it against the bulwarks.


  How long I remained sitting on that coil of rope I shall never know. The
  horror of the conversation I had just overheard was aggravated by the first
  sinking qualms of sea-sickness. The long roll of the Atlantic was beginning
  to assert itself over both ship and passengers. I felt prostrated in mind and
  in body, and fell into a state of collapse, from which I was finally aroused
  by the hearty voice of our worthy quartermaster.


  “Do you mind moving out of that, sir?” he said. “We want to get this
  lumber cleared off the deck.”


  His bluff manner and ruddy healthy face seemed to be a positive insult to
  me in my present condition. Had I been a courageous or a muscular man I could
  have struck him. As it was, I treated the honest sailor to a melodramatic
  scowl which seemed to cause him no small astonishment, and strode past him to
  the other side of the deck. Solitude was what I wanted—solitude in
  which I could brood over the frightful crime which was being hatched before
  my very eyes. One of the quarter-boats was hanging rather low down upon the
  davits. An idea struck me, and climbing on the bulwarks, I stepped into the
  empty boat and lay down in the bottom of it. Stretched on my back, with
  nothing but the blue sky above me, and an occasional view of the mizen as the
  vessel rolled, I was at least alone with my sickness and my thoughts.


  I tried to recall the words which had been spoken in the terrible dialogue
  I had overheard. Would they admit of any construction but the one which
  stared me in the face? My reason forced me to confess that they would not. I
  endeavoured to array the various facts which formed the chain of
  circumstantial evidence, and to find a flaw in it; but no, not a link was
  missing. There was the strange way in which our passengers had come aboard,
  enabling them to evade any examination of their luggage. The very name of
  “Flannigan” smacked of Fenianism, while “Muller” suggested nothing but
  socialism and murder. Then their mysterious manner; their remark that their
  plans would have been ruined had they missed the ship; their fear of being
  observed; last, but not least, the clenching evidence in the production of
  the little square box with the trigger, and their grim joke about the face of
  the man who should let it off by mistake—could these facts lead to any
  conclusion other than that they were the desperate emissaries of some body,
  political or otherwise, who intended to sacrifice themselves, their
  fellow-passengers, and the ship, in one great holocaust? The whitish granules
  which I had seen one of them pour into the box formed no doubt a fuse or
  train for exploding it. I had myself heard a sound come from it which might
  have emanated from some delicate piece of machinery. But what did they mean
  by their allusion to to-night? Could it be that they contemplated putting
  their horrible design into execution on the very first evening of our voyage?
  The mere thought of it sent a cold shudder over me, and made me for a moment
  superior even to the agonies of sea-sickness.


  I have remarked that I am a physical coward. I am a moral one also. It is
  seldom that the two defects are united to such a degree in the one character.
  I have known many men who were most sensitive to bodily danger, and yet were
  distinguished for the independence and strength of their minds. In my own
  case, however, I regret to say that my quiet and retiring habits had fostered
  a nervous dread of doing anything remarkable or making myself conspicuous,
  which exceeded, if possible, my fear of personal peril. An ordinary mortal
  placed under the circumstances in which I now found myself would have gone at
  once to the Captain, confessed his fears, and put the matter into his hands.
  To me, however, constituted as I am, the idea was most repugnant. The thought
  of becoming the observed of all observers, cross-questioned by a stranger,
  and confronted with two desperate conspirators in the character of a
  denouncer, was hateful to me. Might it not by some remote possibility prove
  that I was mistaken? What would be my feelings if there should turn out to be
  no grounds for my accusation? No, I would procrastinate; I would keep my eye
  on the two desperadoes and dog them at every turn. Anything was better than
  the possibility of being wrong.


  Then it struck me that even at that moment some new phase of the
  conspiracy might be developing itself. The nervous excitement seemed to have
  driven away my incipient attack of sickness, for I was able to stand up and
  lower myself from the boat without experiencing any return of it. I staggered
  along the deck with the intention of descending into the cabin and finding
  how my acquaintances of the morning were occupying themselves. Just as I had
  my hand on the companion-rail, I was astonished by receiving a hearty slap on
  the back, which nearly shot me down the steps with more haste than
  dignity.


  “Is that you, Hammond?” said a voice which I seemed to recognise.


  “God bless me,” I said, as I turned round, “it can’t be Dick Merton! Why,
  how are you, old man?”


  This was an unexpected piece of luck in the midst of my perplexities. Dick
  was just the man I wanted; kindly and shrewd in his nature, and prompt in his
  actions, I should have no difficulty in telling him my suspicions, and could
  rely upon his sound sense to point out the best course to pursue. Since I was
  a little lad in the second form at Harrow, Dick had been my adviser and
  protector. He saw at a glance that something had gone wrong with me.


  “Hullo!” he said, in his kindly way, “what’s put you about, Hammond? You
  look as white as a sheet. Mal de mer, eh?”


  “No, not that altogether,” said I. “Walk up and down with me, Dick; I want
  to speak to you. Give me your arm.”


  Supporting myself on Dick’s stalwart frame, I tottered along by his side;
  but it was some time before I could muster resolution to speak.


  “Have a cigar,” said he, breaking the silence.


  “No, thanks,” said I. “Dick, we shall be all corpses to-night.”


  “That’s no reason against your having a cigar now,” said Dick, in his cool
  way, but looking hard at me from under his shaggy eyebrows as he spoke. He
  evidently thought that my intellect was a little gone.


  “No,” I continued, “it’s no laughing matter; and I speak in sober earnest,
  I assure you. I have discovered an infamous conspiracy, Dick, to destroy this
  ship and every soul that is in her;” and I then proceeded systematically, and
  in order, to lay before him the chain of evidence which I had collected.
  “There, Dick,” I said, as I concluded, “what do you think of that? and, above
  all, what am I to do?”


  To my astonishment he burst into a hearty fit of laughter.


  “I’d be frightened,” he said, “if any fellow but you had told me as much.
  You always had a way, Hammond, of discovering mares’ nests. I like to see the
  old traits breaking out again. Do you remember at school how you swore there
  was a ghost in the long room, and how it turned out to be your own reflection
  in the mirror. Why, man,” he continued, “what object would any one have in
  destroying this ship? We have no great political guns aboard. On the
  contrary, the majority of the passengers are Americans. Besides, in this
  sober nineteenth century, the most wholesale murderers stop at including
  themselves among their victims. Depend upon it, you have misunderstood them,
  and have mistaken a photographic camera, or something equally innocent, for
  an infernal machine.”


  “Nothing of the sort, sir,” said I, rather touchily “You will learn to
  your cost, I fear, that I have neither exaggerated nor misinterpreted a word.
  As to the box, I have certainly never before seen one like it. It contained
  delicate machinery; of that I am convinced, from the way in which the men
  handled it and spoke of it.”


  “You’d make out every packet of perishable goods to be a torpedo,” said
  Dick, “if that is to be your only test.”


  “The man’s name was Flannigan,” I continued.


  “I don’t think that would go very far in a court of law,” said Dick; “but
  come, I have finished my cigar. Suppose we go down together and split a
  bottle of claret. You can point out these two Orsinis to me if they are still
  in the cabin.”


  “All right,” I answered; “I am determined not to lose sight of them all
  day. Don’t look hard at them, though, for I don’t want them to think that
  they are being watched.”


  “Trust me,” said Dick; “I’ll look as unconscious and guileless as a lamb;”
  and with that we passed down the companion and into the saloon.


  A good many passengers were scattered about the great central table, some
  wrestling with refractory carpet bags and rug-straps, some having their
  luncheon, and a few reading and otherwise amusing themselves. The objects of
  our quest were not there. We passed down the room and peered into every
  berth, but there was no sign of them. “Heavens!” thought I, “perhaps at this
  very moment they are beneath our feet, in the hold or engine-room, preparing
  their diabolical contrivance!” It was better to know the worst than to remain
  in such suspense.


  “Steward,” said Dick, “are there any other gentlemen about?”


  “There’s two in the smoking-room, sir,” answered the steward.


  The smoking-room was a little snuggery, luxuriously fitted up, and
  adjoining the pantry. We pushed the door open and entered. A sigh of relief
  escaped from my bosom. The very first object on which my eye rested was the
  cadaverous face of Flannigan, with its hard-set mouth and unwinking eye. His
  companion sat opposite to him. They were both drinking, and a pile of cards
  lay upon the table. They were engaged in playing as we entered. I nudged Dick
  to show him that we had found our quarry, and we sat down beside them with as
  unconcerned an air as possible. The two conspirators seemed to take little
  notice of our presence. I watched them both narrowly. The game at which they
  were playing was “Napoleon.” Both were adepts at it, and I could not help
  admiring the consummate nerve of men who, with such a secret at their hearts,
  could devote their minds to the manipulating of a long suit or the finessing
  of a queen. Money changed hands rapidly; but the run of luck seemed to be all
  against the taller of the two players. At last he threw down his cards on the
  table with an oath, and refused to go on.


  “No, I’m hanged if I do,” he said; “I haven’t had more than two of a suit
  for five hands.”


  “Never mind,” said his comrade, as he gathered up his winnings; “a few
  dollars one way or the other won’t go very far after to-night’s work.”


  I was astonished at the rascal’s audacity, but took care to keep my eyes
  fixed abstractedly upon the ceiling, and drank my wine in as unconscious a
  manner as possible. I felt that Flannigan was looking towards me with his
  wolfish eyes to see if I had noticed the allusion. He whispered something to
  his companion which I failed to catch. It was a caution, I suppose, for the
  other answered rather angrily—


  “Nonsense! Why shouldn’t I say what I like? Over-caution is just what
  would ruin us.”


  “I believe you want it not to come off,” said Flannigan.


  “You believe nothing of the sort,” said the other, speaking rapidly and
  loudly. “You know as well as I do that when I play for a stake I like to win
  it. But I won’t have my words criticised and cut short by you or any other
  man. I have as much interest in our success as you have—more, I
  hope.”


  He was quite hot about it, and puffed furiously at his cigar for some
  minutes. The eyes of the other ruffian wandered alternately from Dick Merton
  to myself. I knew that I was in the presence of a desperate man, that a
  quiver of my lip might be the signal for him to plunge a weapon into my
  heart, but I betrayed more self-command than I should have given myself
  credit for under such trying circumstances. As to Dick, he was as immovable
  and apparently as unconscious as the Egyptian Sphinx.


  There was silence for some time in the smoking-room, broken only by the
  crisp rattle of the cards, as the man Muller shuffled them up before
  replacing them in his pocket. He still seemed to be somewhat flushed and
  irritable. Throwing the end of his cigar into the spittoon, he glanced
  defiantly at his companion and turned towards me.


  “Can you tell me, sir,” he said, “when this ship will be heard of
  again?”


  They were both looking at me; but though my face may have turned a trifle
  paler, my voice was as steady as ever as I answered—


  “I presume, sir, that it will be heard of first when it enters Queenstown
  Harbour.”


  “Ha, ha!” laughed the angry little man, “I knew you would say that. Don’t
  you kick me under the table, Flannigan, I won’t stand it. I know what I am
  doing. You are wrong, sir,” he continued, turning to me, “utterly wrong.”


  “Some passing ship, perhaps,” suggested Dick.


  “No, nor that either.”


  “The weather is fine,” I said; “why should we not be heard of at our
  destination.”


  “I didn’t say we shouldn’t be heard of at our destination. Possibly we may
  not, and in any case that is not where we shall be heard of first.”


  “Where then?” asked Dick.


  “That you shall never know. Suffice it that a rapid and mysterious agency
  will signal our whereabouts, and that before the day is out. Ha, ha!” and he
  chuckled once again.


  “Come on deck!” growled his comrade; “you have drunk too much of that
  confounded brandy-and-water. It has loosened your tongue. Come away!” and
  taking him by the arm he half led him, half forced him out of the
  smoking-room, and we heard them stumbling up the companion together, and on
  to the deck.


  “Well, what do you think now?” I gasped, as I turned towards Dick. He was
  as imperturbable as ever.


  “Think!” he said; “why, I think what his companion thinks, that we have
  been listening to the ravings of a half-drunken man. The fellow stunk of
  brandy.”


  “Nonsense, Dick I you saw how the other tried to stop his tongue.”


  “Of course he did. He didn’t want his friend to make a fool of himself
  before strangers. Maybe the short one is a lunatic, and the other his private
  keeper. It’s quite possible.”


  “O Dick, Dick,” I cried, “how can you be so blind! Don’t you see that
  every word confirmed our previous suspicion?”


  “Humbug, man!” said Dick; “you’re working yourself into a state of nervous
  excitement. Why, what the devil do you make of all that nonsense about a
  mysterious agent which would signal our whereabouts?”


  “I’ll tell you what he meant, Dick,” I said, bending forward and grasping
  my friend’s arm. “He meant a sudden glare and a flash seen far out at sea by
  some lonely fisherman off the American coast. That’s what he meant.”


  “I didn’t think you were such a fool, Hammond,” said Dick Merton testily.
  “If you try to fix a literal meaning on the twaddle that every drunken man
  talks, you will come to some queer conclusions. Let us follow their example,
  and go on deck. You need fresh air, I think. Depend upon it, your liver is
  out of order. A sea-voyage will do you a world of good.”


  “If ever I see the end of this one,” I groaned, “I’ll promise never to
  venture on another. They are laying the cloth, so it’s hardly worth while my
  going up. I’ll stay below and unpack my things.”


  “I hope dinner will find you in a more pleasant state of mind,” said Dick;
  and he went out, leaving me to my thoughts until the clang of the great gong
  summoned us to the saloon.


  My appetite, I need hardly say, had not been improved by the incidents
  which had occurred during the day. I sat down, however, mechanically at the
  table, and listened to the talk which was going on around me. There were
  nearly a hundred first-class passengers, and as the wine began to circulate,
  their voices combined with the clash of the dishes to form a perfect Babel. I
  found myself seated between a very stout and nervous old lady and a prim
  little clergyman; and as neither made any advances I retired into my shell,
  and spent my time in observing the appearance of my fellow-voyagers. I could
  see Dick in the dim distance dividing his attentions between a jointless fowl
  in front of him and a self-possessed young lady at his side. Captain Dowie
  was doing the honours at my end, while the surgeon of the vessel was seated
  at the other. I was glad to notice that Flannigan was placed almost opposite
  to me. As long as I had him before my eyes I knew that, for the time at
  least, we were safe. He was sitting with what was meant to be a sociable
  smile on his grim face. It did not escape me that he drank largely of wine
  —so largely that even before the dessert appeared his voice had become
  decidedly husky. His friend Muller was seated a few places lower down. He ate
  little, and appeared to be nervous and restless.


  “Now, ladies,” said our genial Captain, “I trust that you will consider
  yourselves at home aboard my vessel. I have no fears for the gentlemen. A
  bottle of champagne, steward. Here’s to a fresh breeze and a quick passage! I
  trust our friends in America will hear of our safe arrival in eight days, or
  in nine at the very latest.”


  I looked up. Quick as was the glance which passed between Flannigan and
  his confederate, I was able to intercept it. There was an evil smile upon the
  former’s thin lips.


  The conversation rippled on. Politics, the sea, amusements, religion, each
  was in turn discussed. I remained a silent though an interested listener. It
  struck me that no harm could be done by introducing the subject which was
  ever in my mind. It could be managed in an off-hand way, and would at least
  have the effect of turning the Captain’s thoughts in that direction. I could
  watch, too, what effect it would have upon the faces of the conspirators.


  There was a sudden lull in the conversation. The ordinary subjects of
  interest appeared to be exhausted. The opportunity was a favourable one.


  “May I ask, Captain,” I said, bending forward and speaking very
  distinctly, “what you think of Fenian manifestoes?”


  The Captain’s ruddy face became a shade darker from honest
  indignation.


  “They are poor cowardly things,” he said, “as silly as they are
  wicked.”


  “The impotent threats of a set of anonymous scoundrels,” said a pompous-
  looking old gentleman beside him.


  “O Captain!” said the fat lady at my side, “you don’t really think they
  would blow up a ship?”


  “I have no doubt they would if they could. But I am very sure they shall
  never blow up mine.”


  “May I ask what precautions are taken against them?” asked an elderly man
  at the end of the table.


  “All goods sent aboard the ship are strictly examined,” said Captain
  Dowie.


  “But suppose a man brought explosives aboard with him?” I suggested.


  “They are too cowardly to risk their own lives in that way.”


  During this conversation Flannigan had not betrayed the slightest interest
  in what was going on. He raised his head now and looked at the Captain.


  “Don’t you think you are rather underrating them?” he said. “Every secret
  society has produced desperate men—why shouldn’t the Fenians have them
  too? Many men think it a privilege to die in the service of a cause which
  seems right in their eyes, though others may think it wrong”


  “Indiscriminate murder cannot be right in anybody’s eyes,” said the little
  clergyman.


  “The bombardment of Paris was nothing else,” said Flannigan; “yet the
  whole civilised world agreed to look on with folded arms, and change the ugly
  word ‘murder’ into the more euphonious one of ‘war.’ It seemed right enough
  to German eyes; why shouldn’t dynamite seem so to the Fenian?”


  “At any rate their empty vapourings have led to nothing as yet,” said the
  Captain.


  “Excuse me,” returned Flannigan, “but is there not some room for doubt yet
  as to the fate of the Dotterel? I have met men in America who asserted from
  their own personal knowledge that there was a coal torpedo aboard that
  vessel.”


  “Then they lied,” said the Captain. “It was proved conclusively at the
  court-martial to have arisen from an explosion of coal-gas—but we had
  better change the subject, or we may cause the ladies to have a restless
  night;” and the conversation once more drifted back into its original
  channel.


  During this little discussion Flannigan had argued his point with a
  gentlemanly deference and a quiet power for which I had not given him credit.
  I could not help admiring a man who, on the eve of a desperate enterprise,
  could courteously argue upon a point which must touch him so nearly. He had,
  as I have already mentioned, partaken of a considerable quantity of wine; but
  though there was a slight flush upon his pale cheek, his manner was as
  reserved as ever. He did not join in the conversation again, but seemed to be
  lost in thought.


  A whirl of conflicting ideas was battling in my own mind. What was I to
  do? Should I stand up now and denounce them before both passengers and
  Captain? Should I demand a few minutes’ conversation with the latter in his
  own cabin, and reveal it all? For an instant I was half resolved to do it,
  but then the old constitutional timidity came back with redoubled force.
  After all there might be some mistake. Dick had heard the evidence and had
  refused to believe in it. I determined to let things go on their course. A
  strange reckless feeling came over me. Why should I help men who were blind
  to their own danger? Surely it was the duty of the officers to protect us,
  not ours to give warning to them. I drank off a couple of glasses of wine,
  and staggered upon deck with the determination of keeping my secret locked in
  my own bosom.


  It was a glorious evening. Even in my excited state of mind I could not
  help leaning against the bulwarks and enjoying the refreshing breeze. Away to
  the westward a solitary sail stood out as a dark speck against the great
  sheet of flame left by the setting sun. I shuddered as I looked at it. It was
  grand but appalling. A single star was twinkling faintly above our mainmast,
  but a thousand seemed to gleam in the water below with every stroke of our
  propeller. The only blot in the fair scene was the great trail of smoke which
  stretched away behind us like a black slash upon a crimson curtain. It was
  hard to believe that the great peace which hung over all Nature could be
  marred by a poor miserable mortal.


  “After all,” I thought, as I gazed into the blue depths beneath me, “if
  the worst comes to the worst, it is better to die here than to linger in
  agony upon a sick-bed on land.” A man’s life seems a very paltry thing amid
  the great forces of Nature. All my philosophy could not prevent my
  shuddering, however, when I turned my head and saw two shadowy figures at the
  other side of the deck, which I had no difficulty in recognising. They seemed
  to be conversing earnestly, but I had no opportunity of overhearing what was
  said; so I contented myself with pacing up and down, and keeping a vigilant
  watch upon their movements.


  It was a relief to me when Dick came on deck. Even an incredulous
  confidant is better than none at all.


  “Well, old man,” he said, giving me a facetious dig in the ribs, “we’ve
  not been blown up yet.”


  “No, not yet,” said I; “but that’s no proof that we are not going to
  be.”


  “Nonsense, man!” said Dick; “I can’t conceive what has put this
  extraordinary idea into your head. I have been talking to one of your
  supposed assassins, and he seems a pleasant fellow enough; quite a sporting
  character, I should think, from the way he speaks.”


  “Dick,” I said, “I am as certain that those men have an infernal machine,
  and that we are on the verge of eternity, as if I saw them putting the match
  to the fuse.”


  “Well, if you really think so,” said Dick, half awed for the moment by the
  earnestness of my manner, “it is your duty to let the Captain know of your
  suspicions.”


  “You are right,” I said; “I will. My absurd timidity has prevented my
  doing so sooner. I believe our lives can only be saved by laying the whole
  matter before him.”


  “Well, go and do it now,” said Dick; “but for goodness’ sake don’t mix me
  up in the matter.”


  “I’ll speak to him when he comes off the bridge,” I answered; “and in the
  meantime I don’t mean to lose sight of them.”


  “Let me know of the result,” said my companion; and with a nod he strolled
  away in search, I fancy, of his partner at the dinner-table.


  Left to myself, I bethought me of my retreat of the morning, and climbing
  on the bulwark I mounted into the quarter-boat, and lay down there. In it I
  could reconsider my course of action, and by raising my head I was able at
  any time to get a view of my disagreeable neighbours.


  An hour passed, and the Captain was still on the bridge. He was talking to
  one of the passengers, a retired naval officer, and the two were deep in
  debate concerning some abstruse point in navigation. I could see the red tips
  of their cigars from where I lay. It was dark now, so dark that I could
  hardly make out the figures of Flannigan and his accomplice. They were still
  standing in the position which they had taken up after dinner. A few of the
  passengers were scattered about the deck, but many had gone below. A strange
  stillness seemed to pervade the air. The voices of the watch and the rattle
  of the wheel were the only sounds which broke the silence.


  Another half-hour passed. The Captain was still upon the bridge. It seemed
  as if he would never come down. My nerves were in a state of unnatural
  tension, so much so that the sound of two steps upon the deck made me start
  up in a quiver of excitement. I peered over the edge of the boat, and saw
  that our suspicious passengers had crossed from the other side, and were
  standing almost directly beneath me. The light of a binnacle fell full upon
  the ghastly face of the ruffian Flannigan. Even in that short glance I saw
  that Muller had the ulster, whose use I knew so well, slung loosely over his
  arm. I sank back with a groan. It seemed that my fatal procrastination had
  sacrificed two hundred innocent lives.


  I had read of the fiendish vengeance which awaited a spy. I knew that men
  with their lives in their hands would stick at nothing. All I could do was to
  cower at the bottom of the boat and listen silently to their whispered talk
  below.


  “This place will do,” said a voice.


  “Yes, the leeward side is best.”


  “I wonder if the trigger will act?”


  “I am sure it will.”


  “We were to let it off at ten, were we not?”


  “Yes, at ten sharp. We have eight minutes yet.” There was a pause. Then
  the voice began again—


  “They’ll hear the drop of the trigger, won’t they?”


  “It doesn’t matter. It will be too late for any one to prevent its going
  off.”


  “That’s true. There will be some excitement among those we have left
  behind, won’t there?”


  “Rather. How long do you reckon it will be before they hear of us?”


  “The first news will get in at about midnight at earliest.”


  “That will be my doing.”


  “No, mine.”


  “Ha, ha! we’ll settle that.”


  There was a pause here. Then I heard Muller’s voice in a ghastly whisper,
  “There’s only five minutes more.”


  How slowly the moments seemed to pass! I could count them by the throbbing
  of my heart.


  “It’ll make a sensation on land,” said a voice.


  “Yes, it will make a noise in the newspapers.”


  I raised my head and peered over the side of the boat. There seemed no
  hope, no help. Death stared me in the face, whether I did or did not give the
  alarm. The Captain had at last left the bridge. The deck was deserted, save
  for those two dark figures crouching in the shadow of the boat.


  Flannigan had a watch lying open in his hand.


  “Three minutes more,” he said. “Put it down upon the deck.”


  “No, put it here on the bulwarks.”


  It was the little square box. I knew by the sound that they had placed it
  near the davit, and almost exactly under my head.


  I looked over again. Flannigan was pouring something out of a paper into
  his hand. It was white and granular—the same that I had seen him use in
  the morning. It was meant as a fuse, no doubt, for he shovelled it into the
  little box, and I heard the strange noise which had previously arrested my
  attention.


  “A minute and a half more,” he said. “Shall you or I pull the string?”


  “I will pull it,” said Muller.


  He was kneeling down and holding the end in his hand. Flannigan stood
  behind with his arms folded, and an air of grim resolution upon his face.


  I could stand it no longer. My nervous system seemed to give way in a
  moment.


  “Stop!” I screamed, springing to my feet. “Stop misguided and unprincipled
  men!”


  They both staggered backwards. I fancy they thought I was a spirit, with
  the moonlight streaming down upon my pale face.


  I was brave enough now. I had gone too far to retreat.


  “Cain was damned,” I cried, “and he slew but one; would you have the blood
  of two hundred upon your souis?”


  “He’s mad!” said Flannigan. “Time’s up. Let it off, Muller.” I sprang down
  upon the deck.


  “You shan’t do it!” I said.


  “By what right do you prevent us?”


  “By every right, human and divine.”


  “It’s no business of yours. Clear out of this.”


  “Never!” said I.


  “Confound the fellow! There’s too much at stake to stand on ceremony. I’ll
  hold him, Muller, while you pull the trigger.”


  Next moment I was struggling in the herculean grasp of the Irishman.
  Resistance was useless; I was a child in his hands.


  He pinned me up against the side of the vessel, and held me there.


  “Now,” he said, “look sharp. He can’t prevent us.”


  I felt that I was standing on the verge of eternity. Half-strangled in the
  arms of the taller ruffian, I saw the other approach the fatal box. He
  stooped over it and seized the string. I breathed one prayer when I saw his
  grasp tighten upon it. Then came a sharp snap, a strange rasping noise. The
  trigger had fallen, the side of the box flew out, and let off—TWO GREY
  CARRIER PIGEONS!


  Little more need be said. It is not a subject on which I care to dwell.
  The whole thing is too utterly disgusting and absurd. Perhaps the best thing
  I can do is to retire gracefully from the scene, and let the sporting
  correspondent of the New York Herald fill my unworthy place. Here is an
  extract clipped from its columns shortly after our departure from America:
  —


  “Pigeon-flying Extraordinary.—A novel match has been brought off
  last week between the birds of John H. Flannigan, of Boston, and Jeremiah
  Muller, a well-known citizen of Lowell. Both men have devoted much time and
  attention to an improved breed of bird, and the challenge is an old-standing
  one. The pigeons were backed to a large amount, and there was considerable
  local interest in the result. The start was from the deck of the
  Transatlantic steamship Spartan, at ten o’clock on the evening of the day of
  starting, the vessel being then reckoned to be about a hundred miles from the
  land. The bird which reached home first was to be declared the winner.
  Considerable caution had, we believe, to be observed, as some captains have a
  prejudice against the bringing off of sporting events aboard their vessels.
  In spite of some little difficulty at the last moment, the trap was sprung
  almost exactly at ten o’clock.


  “Muller’s bird arrived in Lowell in an extreme state of exhaustion on the
  following morning, while Flannigan’s has not been heard of. The backers of
  the latter have the satisfaction of knowing, however, that the whole affair
  has been characterised by extreme fairness. The pigeons were confined in a
  specially invented trap, which could only be opened by the spring. It was
  thus possible to feed them through an aperture in the top, but any tampering
  with their wings was quite out of the question. A few such matches would go
  far towards popularising pigeon-flying in America, and form an agreeable
  variety to the morbid exhibitions of human endurance which have assumed such
  proportions during the last few years.”
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  Abe Durton’s cabin was not beautiful. People have been heard to assert
  that it was ugly, and, even after the fashion of Harvey’s Sluice, have gone
  the length of prefixing their adjective with a forcible expletive which
  emphasised their criticism. Abe, however, was a stolid and easygoing man, on
  whose mind the remarks of an unappreciative public made but little
  impression. He had built the house himself, and it suited his partner and
  him, and what more did they want? Indeed he was rather touchy upon the
  subject. “Though I says it as raised it,” he remarked, “it’ll lay over any
  shanty in the valley. Holes? Well, of course there are holes. You wouldn’t
  get fresh air without holes. There’s nothing stuffy about my house. Rain?
  Well, if it does let the rain in, ain’t it an advantage to know its rainin’
  without gettin’ up to unbar the door. I wouldn’t own a house that didn’t leak
  some. As to its bein’ off the perpendic’lar, I like a house with a bit of a
  tilt. Anyways it pleases my pard, Boss Morgan, and what’s good enough for him
  is good enough for you, I suppose.” At which approach to personalities his
  antagonist usually sheered off, and left the honours of the field to the
  indignant architect.


  But whatever difference of opinion might exist as to the beauty of the
  establishment, there could be no question as to its utility. To the tired
  wayfarer, plodding along the Buckhurst-road in the direction of the Sluice,
  the warm glow upon the summit of the hill was a beacon of hope and of
  comfort. Those very holes at which the neighbours sneered helped to diffuse a
  cheery atmosphere of light around, which was doubly acceptable on such a
  night as the present.


  There was only one man inside the hut, and that was the proprietor, Abe
  Durton himself, or “Bones,” as he had been christened with the rude heraldry
  of the camp. He was sitting in front of the great wood fire, gazing moodily
  into its glowing depths, and occasionally giving a faggot a kick of
  remonstrance when it showed any indication of dying into a smoulder. His fair
  Saxon face, with its bold simple eyes and crisp yellow beard, stood out sharp
  and clear against the darkness as the flickering light played over it. It was
  a manly resolute countenance, and yet the physiognomist might have detected
  something in the lines of the mouth which showed a weakness somewhere, an
  indecision which contrasted strangely with his herculean shoulders and
  massive limbs. Abe’s was one of those trusting simple natures which are as
  easy to lead as they are impossible to drive; and it was this happy
  pliability of disposition which made him at once the butt and the favourite
  of the dwellers in the Sluice. Badinage in that primitive settlement was of a
  somewhat ponderous character, yet no amount of chaff had ever brought a dark
  look on Bones’s face, or an unkind thought into his honest heart. It was only
  when his aristocratic partner was, as he thought, being put upon, that an
  ominous tightness about his lower lip and an angry light in his blue eyes
  caused even the most irrepressible humorist in the colony to nip his
  favourite joke in the bud, in order to diverge into an earnest and
  all-absorbing dissertation upon the state of the weather.


  “The Boss is late to-night,” he muttered as he rose from his chair and
  stretched himself in a colossal yawn. “My stars, how it does rain and blow!
  Don’t it, Blinky?” Slinky was a demure and meditative owl, whose comfort and
  welfare was a chronic subject of solicitude to its master, and who at present
  contemplated him gravely from one of the rafters. “Pity you can’t speak,
  Blinky,” continued Abe, glancing up at his feathered companion. “There’s a
  powerful deal of sense in your face. Kinder melancholy too. Crossed in love,
  maybe, when you was young. Talkin’ of love,” he added, “I’ve not seen Susan
  to-day;” and lighting the candle which stood in a black bottle upon the
  table, he walked across the room and peered earnestly at one of the many
  pictures from stray illustrated papers, which had been cut out by the
  occupants and posted up upon the walls.


  The particular picture which attracted him was one which represented a
  very tawdrily-dressed actress simpering over a bouquet at an imaginary
  audience. This sketch had, for some inscrutable reason, made a deep
  impression upon the susceptible heart of the miner. He had invested the young
  lady with a human interest by solemnly, and without the slightest warrant,
  christening her as Susan Banks, and had then installed her as his standard of
  female beauty.


  “You see my Susan,” he would say, when some wanderer from Buckhurst, or
  even from Melbourne, would describe some fair Circe whom he had left behind
  him. “There ain’t a girl like my Sue. If ever you go to the old country
  again, just you ask to see her. Susan Banks is her name, and I’ve got her
  picture up at the shanty.”


  Abe was still gazing at his charmer when the rough door was flung open,
  and a blinding cloud of sleet and rain came driving into the cabin, almost
  obscuring for the moment a young man who sprang in and proceeded to bar the
  entrance behind him, an operation which the force of the wind rendered no
  easy matter. He might have passed for the genius of the storm, with the water
  dripping from his long hair and running down his pale refined face.


  “Well,” he said, in a slightly peevish voice, “haven’t you got any
  supper?”


  “Waiting and ready,” said his companion cheerily, pointing to a large pot
  which bubbled by the side of the fire. “You seem sort of damp.”


  “Damp be hanged! I’m soaked, man, thoroughly saturated. It’s a night that
  I wouldn’t have a dog out, at least not a dog that I had any respect for.
  Hand over that dry coat from the peg.”


  Jack Morgan, or Boss, as he was usually called, belonged to a type which
  was commoner in the mines during the flush times of the first great rush than
  would be supposed. He was a man of good blood, liberally educated, and a
  graduate of an English university. Boss should, in the natural course of
  things, have been an energetic curate, or struggling professional man, had
  not some latent traits cropped out in his character, inherited possibly from
  old Sir Henry Morgan, who had founded the family with Spanish pieces of eight
  gallantly won upon the high seas. It was this wild strain of blood no doubt
  which had caused him to drop from the bedroom-window of the ivy-clad English
  parsonage, and leave home and friends behind him, to try his luck with pick
  and shovel in the Australian fields. In spite of his effeminate face and
  dainty manners, the rough dwellers in Harvey’s Sluice had gradually learned
  that the little man was possessed of a cool courage and unflinching
  resolution, which won respect in a community where pluck was looked upon as
  the highest of human attributes. No one ever knew how it was that Bones and
  he had become partners; yet partners they were, and the large simple nature
  of the stronger man looked with an almost superstitious reverence upon the
  clear decisive mind of his companion.


  “That’s better,” said the Boss, as he dropped into the vacant chair before
  the fire and watched Abe laying out the two metal plates, with the horn-
  handled knives and abnormally pronged forks. “Take your mining boots off,
  Bones; there’s no use filling the cabin with red clay. Come here and sit
  down.”


  His gigantic partner came meekly over and perched himself upon the top of
  a barrel.


  “What’s up?” he asked.


  “Shares are up,” said his companion. “That’s what’s up. Look here,” and he
  extracted a crumpled paper from the pocket of the steaming coat. “Here’s the
  Buckhurst Sentinel. Read this article—this one here about a paying lead
  in the Conemara mine. We hold pretty heavily in that concern, my boy. We
  might sell out to-day and clear something—but I think we’ll hold
  on.”


  Abe Durton in the mean time was laboriously spelling out the article in
  question, following the lines with his great forefinger, and muttering under
  his tawny moustache.


  “Two hundred dollars a foot,” he said, looking up. “Why, pard, we hold a
  hundred feet each. It would give us twenty thousand dollars! We might go home
  on that.”


  “Nonsense!” said his companion; “we’ve come out here for something better
  than a beggarly couple of thousand pounds. The thing is bound to pay.
  Sinclair the assayer has been over there, and says there’s a ledge of the
  richest quartz he ever set eyes on. It is just a case of getting the
  machinery to crush it. By the way, what was to-days’ take like?”


  Abe extracted a small wooden box from his pocket and handed it to his
  comrade. It contained what appeared to be about a teaspoonful of sand and one
  or two little metallic granules not larger than a pea. Boss Morgan laughed,
  and returned it to his companion.


  “We sha’n’t make our fortune at that rate, Bones,” he remarked; and there
  was a pause in the conversation as the two men listened to the wind as it
  screamed and whistled past the little cabin.


  “Any news from Buckhurst?” asked Abe, rising and proceeding to extract
  their supper from the pot.


  “Nothing much,” said his companion. “Cock-eyed Joe has been shot by Bill
  Reid in McFarlane’s Store.”


  “Ah,” said Abe, with listless interest.


  “Bushrangers have been around and stuck up the Rochdale station. They say
  they are coming over here.”


  The miner whistled as he poured some whisky into a jug. “Anything more?”
  he asked.


  “Nothing of importance except that the blacks have been showing a bit down
  New Sterling way, and that the assayer has bought a piano and is going to
  have his daughter out from Melbourne to live in the new house opposite on the
  other side of the road. So you see we are going to have something to look at,
  my boy,” he added as he sat down, and began attacking the food set before
  him. “They say she is a beauty, Bones.”


  “She won’t be a patch on my Sue,” returned the other decisively.


  His partner smiled as he glanced round at the flaring print upon the wall.
  Suddenly he dropped his knife and seemed to listen. Amid the wild uproar of
  the wind and the rain there was a low rumbling sound which was evidently not
  dependent upon the elements.


  “What’s that?”


  “Darned if I know.”


  The two men made for the door and peered out earnestly into the darkness.
  Far away along the Buckhurst road they could see a moving light, and the dull
  sound was louder than before.


  “It’s a buggy coming down,” said Abe.


  “Where is it going to?”


  “Don’t know. Across the ford, I s’pose.”


  “Why, man, the ford will be six feet deep to-night, and running like a
  mill-stream.”


  The light was nearer now, coming rapidly round the curve of the road.
  There was a wild sound of galloping with the rattle of the wheels.


  “Horses have bolted, by thunder!”


  “Bad job for the man inside.”


  There was a rough individuality about the inhabitants of Harvey’s Sluice,
  in virtue of which every man bore his misfortunes upon his own shoulders, and
  had very little sympathy for those of his neighbours. The predominant feeling
  of the two men was one of pure curiosity as they watched the swinging swaying
  lanterns coming down the winding road.


  “If he don’t pull ‘em up before they reach the ford he’s a goner,”
  remarked Abe Durton resignedly.


  Suddenly there came a lull in the sullen splash of the rain. It was but
  for a moment, but in that moment there came down on the breeze a long cry
  which caused the two men to start and stare at each other, and then to rush
  frantically down the steep incline towards the road below.


  “A woman, by Heaven!” gasped Abe, as he sprang across the gaping shaft of
  a mine in the recklessness of his haste.


  Morgan was the lighter and more active man. He drew away rapidly from his
  stalwart companion. Within a minute he was standing panting and bare-headed
  in the middle of the soft muddy road, while his partner was still toiling
  down the side of the declivity.


  The carriage was close on him now. He could see in the light of the lamps
  the raw-boned Australian horse as, terrified by the storm and by its own
  clatter, it came tearing down the declivity which led to the ford. The man
  who was driving seemed to see the pale set face in the pathway in front of
  him, for he yelled out some incoherent words of warning, and made a last
  desperate attempt to pull up. There was a shout, an oath, and a jarring
  crash, and Abe, hurrying down, saw a wild infuriated horse rearing madly in
  the air with the slim dark figure hanging on to its bridle. Boss, with the
  keen power of calculation which had made him the finest cricketer at Rugby in
  his day, had caught the rein immediately below the bit, and clung to it with
  silent concentration. Once he was down with a heavy thud in the roadway as
  the horse jerked its head violently forwards, but when, with a snort of
  exultation, the animal pressed on, it was only to find that the prostrate man
  beneath its forehoofs still maintained his unyielding grasp.


  “Hold it, Bones,” he said, as a tall figure hurled itself into the road
  and seized the other rein.


  “All right, old man, I’ve got him;” and the horse, cowed by the sight of a
  fresh assailant, quieted down, and stood shivering with terror. “Get up,
  Boss, it’s safe now.”


  But poor Boss lay groaning in the mud.


  “I can’t do it, Bones.” There was a catch in the voice as of pain.
  “There’s something wrong, old chap, but don’t make a fuss. It’s only a shake;
  give me a lift up.”


  Abe bent tenderly over his prostrate companion. He could see that he was
  very white, and breathing with difficulty.


  “Cheer up, old Boss,” he murmured. “Hullo! my stars!”


  The last two exclamations were shot out of the honest miner’s bosom as if
  they were impelled by some irresistible force, and he took a couple of steps
  backward in sheer amazement. There at the other side of the fallen man, and
  half shrouded in the darkness, stood what appeared to Abe’s simple soul to be
  the most beautiful vision that ever had appeared upon earth. To eyes
  accustomed to rest upon nothing more captivating than the ruddy faces and
  rough beards of the miners in the Sluice, it seemed that that fair delicate
  countenance must belong to a wanderer from some better world. Abe gazed at it
  with a wondering reverence, oblivious for the moment even of his injured
  friend upon the ground.


  “0 papa,” said the apparition, in great distress, “he is hurt, the
  gentleman is hurt,” and with a quick feminine gesture of sympathy, she bent
  her lithe figure over Boss Morgan’s prostrate figure.


  “Why, it’s Abe Durton and his partner,” said the driver of the buggy,
  coming forward and disclosing the grizzled features of Mr. Joshua Sinclair,
  the assayer to the mines. “I don’t know how to thank you, boys. The infernal
  brute got the bit between his teeth, and I should have had to have thrown
  Carrie out and chanced it in another minute. That’s right,” he continued as
  Morgan staggered to his feet. “Not much hurt, I hope.”


  “I can get up to the hut now,” said the young man, steadying himself upon
  his partner’s shoulder. “How are you going to get Miss Sinclair home?”


  “Oh, we can walk,” said the young lady, shaking off the effects of her
  fright with all the elasticity of youth.


  “We can drive and take the road round the bank so as to avoid the ford,”
  said her father. “The horse seems cowed enough now; you need not be afraid of
  it, Carrie. I hope we shall see you at the house, both of you. Neither of us
  can easily forget this night’s work.”


  Miss Carrie said nothing, but she managed to shoot a little demure glance
  of gratitude from under her long lashes, to have won which honest Abe felt
  that he would have cheerfully undertaken to stop a runaway locomotive.


  There was a cheery shout of “Good-night,” a crack of the whip, and the
  buggy rattled away in the darkness.


  “You told me the men were rough and nasty, pa,” said Miss Carrie Sinclair,
  after a long silence, when the two dark shadows had died away in the
  distance, and the carriage was speeding along by the turbulent stream. “I
  don’t think so. I think they were very nice.” And Carrie was unusually quiet
  for the remainder of her journey, and seemed more reconciled to the hardship
  of leaving her dear friend Amelia in the far-off boarding school at
  Melbourne.


  That did not prevent her from writing a full, true, and particular account
  of their little adventure to the same young lady upon that very night.


  “They stopped the horse, darling, and one poor fellow was hurt. And 0,
  Amy, if you had seen the other one in a red shirt, with a pistol at his
  waist! I couldn’t help thinking of you, dear. He was just your idea. You
  remember, a yellow moustache and great blue eyes. And how he did stare at
  poor me! You never see such men in Burke-street, Amy;” and so on, for four
  pages of pretty feminine gossip.


  In the mean time poor Boss, badly shaken, had been helped up the hill by
  his partner and regained the shelter of the shanty. Abe doctored him out of
  the rude pharmacopoeia of the camp, and bandaged up his strained arm. Both
  were men of few words, and neither made any allusion to what had taken place.
  It was noticed, however, by Blinky that his master failed to pay his usual
  nightly orisons before the shrine of Susan Banks. Whether this sagacious fowl
  drew any deductions from this, and from the fact that Bones sat long and
  earnestly smoking by the smouldering fire, I know not. Suffice it that as the
  candle died away and the miner rose from his chair, his feathered friend flew
  down upon his shoulder, and was only prevented from giving vent to a
  sympathetic hoot by Abe’s warning finger, and its own strong inherent sense
  of propriety.


  A casual visitor dropping into the straggling township of Harvey’s Sluice
  shortly after Miss Carrie Sinclair’s arrival would have noticed a
  considerable alteration in the manners and customs of its inhabitants.
  Whether it was the refining influence of a woman’s presence, or whether it
  sprang from an emulation excited by the brilliant appearance of Abe Durton,
  it is hard to say—probably from a blending of the two. Certain it is
  that that young man had suddenly developed an affection for cleanliness and a
  regard for the conventionalities of civilisation, which aroused the
  astonishment and ridicule of his companions. That Boss Morgan should pay
  attention to his personal appearance had long been set down as a curious and
  inexplicable phenomenon, depending upon early education; but that
  loose-limbed easy-going Bones should flaunt about in a clean shirt was
  regarded by every grimy denizen of the Sluice as a direct and premeditated
  insult. In self-defence, therefore, there was a general cleaning up after
  working hours, and such a run upon the grocery establishment, that soap went
  up to an unprecedented figure, and a fresh consignment had to be ordered from
  McFarlane’s store in Buckhurst.


  “Is this here a free minin’ camp, or is it a darned Sunday-school?” had
  been the indignant query of Long McCoy, a prominent member of the reactionary
  party, who had failed to advance with the times, having been absent during
  the period of regeneration. But his remonstrance met with but little
  sympathy; and at the end of a couple of days a general turbidity of the creek
  announced his surrender, which was confirmed by his appearance in the
  Colonial Bar with a shining and bashful face, and hair which was redolent of
  bear’s grease.


  “I felt kinder lonesome,” he remarked apologetically, “so I thought as I’d
  have a look what was under the clay,” and he viewed himself approvingly in
  the cracked mirror which graced the select room of the establishment.


  Our casual visitor would have noticed a remarkable change also in the
  conversation of the community. Somehow, when a certain dainty little bonnet
  with a sweet girlish figure beneath it was seen in the distance among the
  disused shafts and mounds of red earth which disfigured the sides of the
  valley, there was a warning murmur, and a general clearing off of the cloud
  of blasphemy, which was, I regret to state, an habitual characteristic of the
  working population of Harvey’s Sluice. Such things only need a beginning; and
  it was noticeable that long after Miss Sinclair had vanished from sight there
  was a decided rise in the moral barometer of the gulches. Men found by
  experience that their stock of adjectives was less limited than they had been
  accustomed to suppose, and that the less forcible were sometimes even more
  adapted for conveying their meaning.


  Abe had formerly been considered one of the most experienced valuators of
  an ore in the settlement. It had been commonly supposed that he was able to
  estimate the amount of gold in a fragment of quartz with remarkable
  exactness. This, however, was evidently a mistake, otherwise he would never
  have incurred the useless expense of having so many worthless specimens
  assayed as he now did. Mr. Joshua Sinclair found himself inundated with such
  a flood of fragments of mica, and lumps of rock containing decimal
  percentages of the precious metals, that he began to form a very low opinion
  of the young man’s mining capabilities. It is even asserted that Abe shuffled
  up to the house one morning with a hopeful smile, and, after some fumbling,
  produced half a brick from the bosom of his jersey, with the stereotyped
  remark “that he thought he’d struck it at last, and so had dropped in to ask
  him to cipher out an estimate.” As this anecdote rests, however, upon the
  unsupported evidence of Jim Struggles, the humorist of the camp, there may be
  some slight inaccuracy of detail.


  It is certain that what with professional business in the morning and
  social visits at night, the tall figure of the miner was a familiar object in
  the little drawing room of Azalea Villa, as the new house of the assayer had
  been magniloquently named. He seldom ventured upon a remark in the presence
  of its female occupant; but would sit on the extreme edge of his chair in a
  state of speechless admiration while she rattled off some lively air upon the
  newly-imported piano. Many were the strange and unexpected places in which
  his feet turned up. Miss Carrie had gradually come to the conclusion that
  they were entirely independent of his body, and had ceased to speculate upon
  the manner in which she would trip over them on one side of the table while
  the blushing owner was apologising from the other. There was only one cloud
  on honest Bones’s mental horizon, and that was the periodical appearance of
  Black Tom Ferguson, of Rochdale Ferry. This clever young scamp had managed to
  ingratiate himself with old Joshua, and was a constant visitor at the villa.
  There were evil rumours abroad about Black Tom. He was known to be a gambler,
  and shrewdly suspected to be worse. Harvey’s Sluice was not censorious, and
  yet there was a general feeling that Ferguson was a man to be avoided. There
  was a reckless élan about his bearing, however, and a sparkle in his
  conversation, which had an indescribable charm, and even induced the Boss,
  who was particular in such matters, to cultivate his acquaintance while
  forming a correct estimate of his character. Miss Carrie seemed to hail his
  appearance as a relief, and chattered away for hours about books and music
  and the gaieties of Melbourne. It was on these occasions that poor simple
  Bones would sink into the very lowest depths of despondency, and either slink
  away, or sit glaring at his rival with an earnest malignancy which seemed to
  cause that gentleman no small amusement.


  The miner made no secret to his partner of the admiration which he
  entertained for Miss Sinclair. If he was silent in her company, he was
  voluble enough when she was the subject of discourse. Loiterers upon the
  Buckhurst road might have heard a stentorian voice upon the hillside
  bellowing forth a vocabulary of female charms. He submitted his difficulties
  to the superior intelligence of the Boss.


  “That loafer from Rochdale,” he said, “he seems to reel it off kinder
  nat’ral, while for the life of me I can’t say a word. Tell me, Boss, what
  would you say to a girl like that?”


  “Why, talk about what would interest her,” said his companion. “Ah, that’s
  where it lies.”


  “Talk about the customs of the place and the country,” said the Boss,
  pulling meditatively at his pipe. “Tell her stories of what you have seen in
  the mines, and that sort of thing.”


  “Eh? You’d do that, would you?” responded his comrade more hopefully. “If
  that’s the hang of it I am right. I’ll go up now and tell her about Chicago
  Bill, an’ how he put them two bullets in the man from the bend the night of
  the dance.”


  Boss Morgan laughed.


  “That’s hardly the thing,” he said. “You’d frighten her if you told her
  that. Tell her something lighter, you know; something to amuse her, something
  funny.”


  “Funny?” said the anxious lover, with less confidence in his voice. “How
  you and me made Mat Houlahan drunk and put him in the pulpit of the Baptist
  church, and he wouldn’t let the preacher in in the morning. How would that
  do, eh?”


  “For Heaven’s sake, don’t say anything of the sort,” said his Mentor, in
  great consternation. “She’d never speak to either of us again. No, what I
  mean is that you should tell about the habits of the mines, how men live and
  work and die there. If she is a sensible girl that ought to interest
  her.”


  “How they live at the mines? Pard, you are good to me. How they live?
  There’s a thing I can talk of as glib as Black Tom or any man. I’ll try it on
  her when I see her.”


  “By the way,” said his partner listlessly, “just keep an eye on that man
  Ferguson. His hands aren’t very clean, you know and he’s not scrupulous when
  he is aiming for anything. You remember how Dick Williams, of English Town,
  was found dead in the bush. Of course it was rangers that did it. They do
  say, however, that Black Tom owed him a deal more money than he could ever
  have paid. There’s been one or two queer things about him. Keep your eye on
  him, Abe. Watch what he does.”


  “I will,” said his companion.


  And he did. He watched him that very night. Watched him stride out of the
  house of the assayer with anger and baffled pride on every feature of his
  handsome swarthy face. Watched him clear the garden paling at a bound, pass
  in long rapid strides down the side of the valley, gesticulating wildly with
  his hands, and vanish into the bushland beyond. All this Abe Durton watched,
  and with a thoughtful look upon his face he relit his pipe and strolled
  slowly backward to the hut upon the hill.


  March was drawing to a close in Harvey’s Sluice, and the glare and heat of
  the antipodean summer had toned down into the rich mellow hues of autumn. It
  was never a lovely place to look upon. There was something hopelessly prosaic
  in the two bare rugged ridges, seamed and scarred by the hand of man, with
  iron arms of windlasses, and broken buckets projecting everywhere through the
  endless little hillocks of red earth. Down the middle ran the deeply rutted
  road from Buckhurst, winding along and crossing the sluggish tide of Harper’s
  Creek by a crumbling wooden bridge. Beyond the bridge lay the cluster of
  little huts with the Colonial Bar and the Grocery towering in all the dignity
  of whitewash among the humble dwellings around. The assayer’s verandah-lined
  house lay above the gulches on the side of the slope nearly opposite the
  dilapidated specimen of architecture of which our friend Abe was so
  unreasonably proud.


  There was one other building which might have come under the category of
  what an inhabitant of the Sluice would have described as a “public edifice”
  with a comprehensive wave of his pipe which conjured up images of an endless
  vista of colonnades and minarets. This was the Baptist chapel, a modest
  little shingle-roofed erection on the bend of the river about a mile above
  the settlement. It was from this that the town looked at its best, when the
  harsh outlines and crude colours were somewhat softened by distance. On that
  particular morning the stream looked pretty as it meandered down the valley;
  pretty, too, was the long rising upland behind, with its luxuriant green
  covering; and prettiest of all was Miss Carrie Sinclair, as she laid down the
  basket of ferns which she was carrying, and stopped upon the summit of the
  rising ground.


  Something seemed to be amiss with that young lady. There was a look of
  anxiety upon her face which contrasted strangely with her usual appearance of
  piquant insouciance. Some recent annoyance had left its traces upon her.
  Perhaps it was to walk it off that she had rambled down the valley; certain
  it is that she inhaled the fresh breezes of the woodlands as if their
  resinous fragrance bore with them some antidote for human sorrow.


  She stood for some time gazing at the view before her. She could see her
  father’s house, like a white dot upon the hillside, though strangely enough
  it was a blue reek of smoke upon the opposite slope which seemed to attract
  the greater part of her attention. She lingered there, watching it with a
  wistful look in her hazel eyes. Then the loneliness of her situation seemed
  to strike her, and she felt one of those spasmodic fits of unreasoning terror
  to which the bravest women are subject. Tales of natives and of bushrangers,
  their daring and their cruelty, flashed across her. She glanced at the great
  mysterious stretch of silent bushland beside her, and stooped to pick up her
  basket with the intention of hurrying along the road in the direction of the
  gulches. She started round, and hardly suppressed a scream as a long red-
  flannelled arm shot out from behind her and withdrew the basket from her very
  grasp.


  The figure which met her eye would to some have seemed little calculated
  to allay her fears. The high boots, the rough shirt, and the broad girdle
  with its weapons of death were, however, too familiar to Miss Carrie to be
  objects of terror; and when above them all she saw a pair of tender blue eyes
  looking down upon her, and a half-abashed smile lurking under a thick yellow
  moustache, she knew that for the remainder of that walk ranger and black
  would be equally powerless to harm her.


  “0 Mr. Durton,” she said, “how you did startle me!”


  “I’m sorry, miss,” said Abe, in great trepidation at having caused his
  idol one moment’s uneasiness. “You see,” he continued, with simple cunning,
  “the weather bein’ fine and my partner gone prospectin’, I thought I’d walk
  up to Hagley’s Hill and round back by the bend, and there I sees you
  accidental-like and promiscuous a-standin’ on a hillock.” This astounding
  falsehood was reeled off by the miner with great fluency, and an artificial
  sincerity which at once stamped it as a fabrication. Bones had concocted and
  rehearsed it while tracking the little footsteps in the clay, and looked upon
  it as the very depth of human guile. Miss Carrie did not venture upon a
  remark, but there was a gleam of amusement in her eyes which puzzled her
  lover.


  Abe was in good spirits this morning. It may have been the sunshine, or it
  may have been the rapid rise of shares in the Conemara, which lightened his
  heart. I am inclined to think, however, that it was referable to neither of
  these causes. Simple as he was, the scene which he had witnessed the night
  before could only lead to one conclusion. He pictured himself walking as
  wildly down the valley under similar circumstances, and his heart was touched
  with pity for his rival. He felt very certain that the ill-omened face of Mr.
  Thomas Ferguson of Rochdale Ferry would never more be seen within the walls
  of Azalea Villa. Then why did she refuse him? He was handsome, he was fairly
  rich. Could it—? no, it couldn’t; of course it couldn’t; how could it!
  The idea was ridiculous—so very ridiculous that it had fermented in the
  young man’s brain all night, and that he could do nothing but ponder over it
  in the morning, and cherish it in his perturbed bosom.


  They passed down the red pathway together, and along by the river’s bank.
  Abe had relapsed into his normal condition of taciturnity. He had made one
  gallant effort to hold forth upon the subject of ferns, stimulated by the
  basket which he held in his hand, but the theme was not a thrilling one, and
  after a spasmodic flicker he had abandoned the attempt. While coming along he
  had been full of racy anecdotes and humorous observations. He had rehearsed
  innumerable remarks which were to be poured into Miss Sinclair’s appreciative
  ear. But now his brain seemed of a sudden to have become a vacuum, and
  utterly devoid of any idea save an insane and overpowering impulse to comment
  upon the heat of the sun. No astronomer who ever reckoned a parallax was so
  entirely absorbed in the condition of the celestial bodies as honest Bones
  while he trudged along by the slow-flowing Australian river.


  Suddenly his conversation with his partner came back into his mind. What
  was it Boss had said upon the subject? “Tell her how they live at the mines.”
  He revolved it in his brain. It seemed a curious thing to talk about; but
  Boss had said it, and Boss was always right. He would take the plunge; so
  with a premonitory hem he blurted out,


  “They live mostly on bacon and beans in the valley.”


  He could not see what effect this communication had upon his companion. He
  was too tall to be able to peer under the little straw bonnet. She did not
  answer. He would try again.


  “Mutton on Sundays,” he said.


  Even this failed to arouse any enthusiasm. In fact she seemed to be
  laughing. Boss was evidently wrong. The young man was in despair. The sight
  of a ruined hut beside the pathway conjured up a fresh idea. He grasped at it
  as a drowning man to a straw.


  “Cockney Jack built that,” he remarked. “Lived there till he died.”


  “What did he die of?” asked his companion.


  “Three star brandy,” said Abe decisively. “I used to come over of a night
  when he was bad and sit with him. Poor chap! he had a wife and two children
  in Putney. He’d rave, and call me Polly, by the hour. He was cleaned out,
  hadn’t a red cent; but the boys collected rough gold enough to see him
  through. He’s buried there in that shaft; that was his claim, so we just
  dropped him down it an’ filled it up. Put down his pick too, an’ a spade an’
  a bucket, so’s he’d feel kinder perky and at home.”


  Miss Carrie seemed more interested now.


  “Do they often die like that?” she asked.


  “Well, brandy kills many; but there’s more gets dropped—shot, you
  know.”


  “I don’t mean that. Do many men die alone and miserable down there, with
  no one to care for them?” and she pointed to the cluster of houses beneath
  them. “Is there any one dying now? It is awful to think of.”


  “There’s none as I knows on likely to throw up their hand.”


  “I wish you wouldn’t use so much slang, Mr. Durton,” said Carrie, looking
  up at him reprovingly out of her voilet eyes. It was strange what an air of
  proprietorship this young lady was gradually assuming towards her gigantic
  companion. “You know it isn’t polite. You should get a dictionary and learn
  the proper words.”


  “Ah, that’s it,” said Bones apologetically. “It’s gettin’ your hand on the
  proper one. When you’ve not got a steam drill, you’ve got to put up with a
  pick.”


  “Yes, but it’s easy if you really try. You could say that a man was
  ‘dying,’ or ‘moribund,’ if you like.”


  “That’s it,” said the miner enthusiastically. “‘Moribund!’ That’s a word.
  Why, you could lay over Boss Morgan in the matter of words. ‘Moribund!’
  There’s some sound about that.”


  Carrie laughed.


  “It’s not the sound you must think of, but whether it will express your
  meaning. Seriously, Mr. Durton, if any one should be ill in the camp you must
  let me know. I can nurse, and I might be of use. You will, won’t you?”


  Abe readily acquiesced, and relapsed into silence as he pondered over the
  possibility of inoculating himself with some long and tedious disease. There
  was a mad dog reported from Buckhurst. Perhaps something might be done with
  that.


  “And now I must say good-morning,” said Carrie, as they came to the spot
  where a crooked pathway branched off from the track and wound up to Azalea
  Villa. “Thank you ever so much for escorting me.”


  In vain Abe pleaded for the additional hundred yards, and adduced the
  overwhelming weight of the diminutive basket as a cogent reason. The young
  lady was inexorable. She had taken him too far out of his way already. She
  was ashamed of herself; she wouldn’t hear of it.


  So poor Bones departed in a mixture of many opposite feelings. He had
  interested her. She had spoken kindly to him. But then she had sent him away
  before there was any necessity; she couldn’t care much about him if she would
  do that. I think he might have felt a little more cheerful, however, had he
  seen Miss Carrie Sinclair as she watched his retiring figure from the garden-
  gate with a loving look upon her saucy face, and a mischievous smile at his
  bent head and desponding appearance.


  The Colonial Bar was the favourite haunt of the inhabitants of Harvey’s
  Sluice in their hours of relaxation. There had been a fierce competition
  between it and the rival establishment termed the Grocery, which, in spite of
  its innocent appellation, aspired also to dispense spirituous refreshments.
  The importation of chairs into the latter had led to the appearance of a
  settee in the former. Spittoons appeared in the Grocery against a picture in
  the Bar, and, as the frequenters expressed it, the honours were even. When,
  however, the Grocery led a window-curtain, and its opponent returned a
  snuggery and a mirror, the game was declared to be in favour of the latter,
  and Harvey’s Sluice showed its sense of the spirit of the proprietor by
  withdrawing their custom from his opponent.


  Though every man was at liberty to swagger into the Bar itself, and bask
  in the shimmer of its many coloured bottles, there was a general feeling that
  the snuggery, or special apartment, should be reserved for the use of the
  more prominent citizens. It was in this room that committees met, that
  opulent companies were conceived and born, and that inquests were generally
  held. The latter, I regret to state, was, in 1861, a pretty frequent ceremony
  at the Sluice; and the findings of the coroner were sometimes characterised
  by a fine breezy originality. Witness when Bully Burke, a notorious
  desperado, was shot down by a quiet young medical man, and a sympathetic jury
  brought in that “the deceased had met his death in an ill-advised attempt to
  stop a pistol-ball while in motion,” a verdict which was looked upon as a
  triumph of jurisprudence in the camp, as simultaneously exonerating the
  culprit, and adhering to the rigid and undeniable truth.


  On this particular evening there was an assemblage of notabilities in the
  snuggery, though no such pathological ceremony had called them together. Many
  changes had occurred of late which merited discussion; and it was in this
  chamber, gorgeous in all the effete luxury of the mirror and settee, that
  Harvey’s Sluice was wont to exchange ideas. The recent cleaning of the
  population was still causing some ferment in men’s minds. Then there was Miss
  Sinclair and her movements to be commented on, and the paying lead in the
  Conemara, and the recent rumours of bushrangers. It was no wonder that the
  leading men in the township had come together in the Colonial Bar.


  The rangers were the present subject of discussion. For some few days
  rumours of their presence had been flying about, and an uneasy feeling had
  pervaded the colony. Physical fear was a thing little known in Harvey’s
  Sluice. The miners would have turned out to hunt down the desperadoes with as
  much zest as if they had been so many kangaroos. It was the presence of a
  large quantity of gold in the town which caused anxiety. It was felt that the
  fruits of their labour must be secured at any cost. Messages had been sent
  over to Buckhurst for as many troopers as could be spared, and in the mean
  time the main street of the Sluice was paraded at night by volunteer
  sentinels.


  A fresh impetus had been given to the panic by the report brought in to-
  day by Jim Struggles. Jim was of an ambitious and aspiring turn of mind, and
  after gazing in silent disgust at his last week’s clean up, he had
  metaphorically shaken the clay of Harvey’s Sluice from his feet, and had
  started off into the woods with the intention of prospecting round until he
  could hit upon some likely piece of ground for himself. Jim’s story was that
  he was sitting upon a fallen trunk eating his midday damper and rusty bacon,
  when his trained ear had caught the clink of horses’ hoofs. He had hardly
  time to take the precaution of rolling off the tree and crouching down behind
  it, before a troop of men came riding down through the bush, and passed
  within a stone-throw of him.


  “There was Bill Smeaton and Murphy Duff,” said Struggles, naming two
  notorious ruffians; “and there was three more that I couldn’t rightly see.
  And they took the trail to the right, and looked like business all over, with
  their guns in their hands.”


  Jim was submitted to a searching cross-examination that evening; but
  nothing could shake his testimony or throw a further light upon what he had
  seen. He told the story several times and at long intervals; and though there
  might be a pleasing variety in the minor incidents, the main facts were
  always identically the same. The matter began to look serious.


  There were a few, however, who were loudly sceptical as to the existence
  of the rangers, and the most prominent of these was a young man who was
  perched on a barrel in the centre of the room, and was evidently one of the
  leading spirits in the community. We have already seen that dark curling
  hair, lack-lustre eye, and thin cruel lip, in the person of Black Tom
  Ferguson, the rejected suitor of Miss Sinclair. He was easily distinguishable
  from the rest of the party by a tweed coat, and other symptoms of effeminacy
  in his dress, which might have brought him into disrepute had he not, like
  Abe Durton’s partner, early established the reputation of being a quietly
  desperate man. On the present occasion he seemed somewhat under the influence
  of liquor, a rare occurrence with him, and probably to be ascribed to his
  recent disappointment. He was almost fierce in his denunciation of Jim
  Struggles and his story.


  “It’s always the same,” he said; “if a man meets a few travellers in the
  bush, he’s bound to come back raving about rangers. If they’d seen Struggles
  there, they would have gone off with a long yarn about a ranger crouching
  behind a tree. As to recognising people riding fast among tree trunks—
  it is an impossibility.”


  Struggles, however, stoutly maintained his original assertion, and all the
  sarcasms and arguments of his opponent were thrown away upon his stolid
  complacency. It was noticed that Ferguson seemed unaccountably put out about
  the whole matter. Something seemed to be on his mind, too; for occasionally
  he would spring off his perch and pace up and down the room with an
  abstracted and very forbidding look upon his swarthy face. It was a relief to
  every one when suddenly catching up his hat, and wishing the company a curt
  “Good-night,” he walked off through the bar, and into the street beyond.


  “Seems kinder put out,” remarked Long McCoy.


  “He can’t be afeard of the rangers, surely,” said Joe Shamus, another man
  of consequence, and principal shareholder of the El Dorado.


  “No, he’s not the man to be afraid,” answered another. “There’s something
  queer about him the last day or two. He’s been long trips in the woods
  without any tools. They do say that the assayer’s daughter has chucked him
  over.”


  “Quite right too. A darned sight too good for him,” remarked several
  voices.


  “It’s odds but he has another try,” said Shamus. “He’s a hard man to beat
  when he’s set his mind on a thing.”


  “Abe Durton’s the horse to win,” remarked Houlahan, a little bearded
  Irishman. “It’s sivin to four I’d be willin’ to lay on him.” “And you’d be
  afther losing your money, a-vich,” said a young man with a laugh. “She’ll
  want more brains than ever Bones had in his skull, you bet.”


  “Who’s seen Bones to-day?” asked McCoy.


  “I’ve seen him,” said the young miner. “He came round all through the camp
  asking for a dictionary—wanted to write a letter likely.”


  “I saw him readin’ it,” said Shamus. “He came over to me an’ told me he’d
  struck something good at the first show. Showed me a word about as long as
  your arm—‘abdicate,’ or something.” “It’s a rich man he is now, I
  suppose,” said the Irishman. “Well, he’s about made his pile. He holds a
  hundred feet of the Conemara, and the shares go up every hour. If he’d sell
  out he’d he about fit to go home.”


  “Guess he wants to take somebody home with him,” said another. “Old Joshua
  wouldn’t object, seein’ that the money is there.”


  I think it has been already recorded in this narrative that Jim Struggles,
  the wandering prospector, had gained the reputation of being the wit of the
  camp. It was not only in airy badinage, but in the conception and execution
  of more pretentious practical pleasantries that Jim had earned his
  reputation. His adventure in the morning had caused a certain stagnation in
  his usual flow of humour; but the company and his potations were gradually
  restoring him to a more cheerful state of mind. He had been brooding in
  silence over some idea since the departure of Ferguson, and he now proceeded
  to evolve it to his expectant companions.


  “Say, boys,” he began. “What day’s this?”


  “Friday, ain’t it?”


  “No, not that. What day of the month?”


  “Darned if I know!”


  “Well, I’ll tell you now. It’s the first o’ April. I’ve got a calendar in
  the hut as says so.”


  “What if it is?” said several voices.


  “Well, don’t you see, it’s All Fools’ day. Couldn’t we fix up some little
  joke on some one, eh? Couldn’t we get a laugh out of it? Now there’s old
  Bones, for instance; he’ll never smell a rat. Couldn’t we send him off
  somewhere and watch him go maybe? We’d have something to chaff him on for a
  month to come, eh?”


  There was a general murmur of assent. A joke, however poor, was always
  welcome to the Sluice. The broader the point, the more thoroughly was it
  appreciated. There was no morbid delicacy of feeling in the gulches.


  “Where shall we send him?” was the query.


  Jim Struggles was buried in thought for a moment. Then an unhallowed
  inspiration seemed to come over him, and he laughed uproariously, rubbing his
  hands between his knees in the excess of his delight.


  “Well, what is it?” asked the eager audience.


  “See here, boys. There’s Miss Sinclair. You was saying as Abe’s gone on
  her. She don’t fancy him much you think. Suppose we write him a note—
  send it him to-night, you know.”


  “Well, what then?” said McCoy.


  “Well, pretend the note is from her, d’ye see? Put her name at the bottom.
  Let on as she wants him to come up an’ meet her in the garden at twelve. He’s
  bound to go. He’ll think she wants to go off with him. It’ll be the biggest
  thing played this year.”


  There was a roar of laughter. The idea conjured up of honest Bones mooning
  about in the garden, and of old Joshua coming out to remonstrate with a
  double-barrelled shot-gun, was irresistibly comic. The plan was approved of
  unanimously.


  “Here’s pencil and here’s paper,” said the humorist. “Who’s goin’ to write
  the letter?”


  “Write it yourself, Jim,” said Shamus.


  “Well, what shall I say?”


  “Say what you think right.”


  “I don’t know how she’d put it,” said Jim, scratching his head in great
  perplexity. “However, Bones will never know the differ. How will this do?
  ‘Dear old man. Come to the garden at twelve to-night, else I’ll never speak
  to you again,’ eh?”


  “No, that’s not the style,” said the young miner. “Mind, she’s a lass of
  eddication. She’d put it kinder flowery and soft.” “Well, write it yourself,”
  said Jim sulkily, handing him over the pencil.


  “This is the sort of thing,” said the miner, moistening the point of it in
  his mouth. “‘When the moon is in the sky—’” “There it is. That’s
  bully,” from the company.


  “‘And the stars a-shinin’ bright, meet, 0 meet me, Adolphus, by the
  garden-gate at twelve.’”


  “His name isn’t Adolphus,” objected a critic.


  “That’s how the poetry comes in,” said the miner. “It’s kinder fanciful,
  d’ye see. Sounds a darned sight better than Abe. Trust him for guessing who
  she means. I’ll sign it Carrie. There!” This epistle was gravely passed round
  the room from hand to hand, and reverentially gazed upon as being a
  remarkable production of the human brain. It was then folded up and committed
  to the care of a small boy, who was solemnly charged under dire threats to
  deliver it at the shanty, and to make off before any awkward questions were
  asked him. It was only after he had disappeared in the darkness that some
  slight compunction visited one or two of the company.


  “Ain’t it playing it rather low on the girl?” said Shamus. “And rough on
  old Bones?” suggested another.


  However, these objections were overruled by the majority, and disappeared
  entirely upon the appearance of a second jorum of whisky. The matter had
  almost been forgotten by the time that Abe had received his note, and was
  spelling it out with a palpitating heart under the light of his solitary
  candle.


  That night has long been remembered in Harvey’s Sluice. A fitful breeze
  was sweeping down from the distant mountains, moaning and sighing among the
  deserted claims. Dark clouds were hurrying across the moon, one moment
  throwing a shadow over the landscape, and the next allowing the silvery
  radiance to shine down, cold and clear, upon the little valley, and bathe in
  a weird mysterious light the great stretch of bushland on either side of it.
  A great loneliness seemed to rest on the face of Nature. Men remarked
  afterwards on the strange eerie atmosphere which hung over the little
  town.


  It was in the darkness that Abe Durton sallied out from his little shanty.
  His partner, Boss Morgan, was still absent in the bush, so that beyond the
  ever-watchful Blinky there was no living being to observe his movements. A
  feeling of mild surprise filled his simple soul that his angel’s delicate
  fingers could have formed those great straggling hieroglyphics; however,
  there was the name at the foot, and that was enough for him. She wanted him,
  no matter for what, and with a heart as pure and as heroic as any
  knight-errant, this rough miner went forth at the summons of his love.


  He groped his way up the steep winding track which led to Azalea Villa.
  There was a little clump of small trees and shrubs about fifty yards from the
  entrance of the garden. Abe stopped for a moment when he had reached them in
  order to collect himself. It was hardly twelve yet, so that he had a few
  minutes to spare. He stood under their dark canopy peering at the white house
  vaguely outlined in front of him. A plain enough little dwelling-place to any
  prosaic mortal, but girt with reverence and awe in the eyes of the lover.


  The miner paused under the shade of the trees, and then moved on to the
  garden-gate. There was no one there. He was evidently rather early. The moon
  was shining brightly now-, and the country round was as clear as day. Abe
  looked past the little villa at the road which ran like a white winding
  streak over the brow of the hill. A watcher behind could have seen his square
  athletic figure standing out sharp and clear. Then he gave a start as if he
  had been shot, and staggered up against the little gate beside him.


  He had seen something which caused even his sunburned face to become a
  shade paler as he thought of the girl so near him. Just at the bend of the
  road, not two hundred yards away, he saw a dark moving mass coming round the
  curve, and lost in the shadow of the hill. It was but for a moment; yet in
  that moment the quick perception of the practised woodman had realised the
  whole situation. It was a band of horsemen bound for the villa; and what
  horsemen would ride so by night save the terror of the woodlands—the
  dreaded rangers of the bush?


  It is true that on ordinary occasions Abe was as sluggish in his intellect
  as he was heavy in his movements. In the hour of danger, however, he was as
  remarkable for cool deliberation as for prompt and decisive action. As he
  advanced up the garden he rapidly reckoned up the chances against him. There
  were half a dozen of the assailants at the most moderate computation, all
  desperate and fearless men. The question was whether he could keep them at
  bay for a short time and prevent their forcing a passage into the house. We
  have already mentioned that sentinels had been placed in the main street of
  the town. Abe reckoned that help would be at hand within ten minutes of the
  firing of the first shot.


  Were he inside the house he could confidently reckon on holding his own
  for a longer period than that. Before he could rouse the sleepers and gain
  admission, however, the rangers would be upon him. He must content himself
  with doing his utmost. At any rate he would show Carrie that if he could not
  talk to her he could at least die for her. The thought gave him quite a glow
  of pleasure, as he crept under the shadow of the house. He cocked his
  revolver. Experience had taught him the advantage of the first shot.


  The road along which the rangers were coming ended at a wooden gate
  opening into the upper part of the assayer’s little garden. This gate had a
  high acacia hedge on either side of it, and opened into a short walk also
  lined by impassable thorny walls. Abe knew the place well. One resolute man
  might, he thought, hold the passage for a few minutes until the assailants
  broke through elsewhere and took him in the rear. At any rate, it was his
  best chance. He passed the front door, but forbore to give any alarm.
  Sinclair was an elderly man, and would be of little assistance in such a
  desperate struggle as was before him, and the appearance of lights in the
  house would warn the rangers of the resistance awaiting them. 0 for his
  partner the Boss, for Chicago Bill, for any one of twenty gallant men who
  would have come at his call and stood by him in such a quarrel! He turned
  into the narrow pathway. There was the well-remembered wooden gate; and
  there, perched upon the gate, languidly swinging his legs backwards and
  forwards, and peering down the road in front of him, was Mr. John Morgan, the
  very man for whom Abe had been longing from the bottom of his heart.


  There was short time for explanations. A few hurried words announced that
  the Boss, returning from his little tour, had come across the rangers riding
  on their mission of darkness, and overhearing their destination, had managed
  by hard running and knowledge of the country to arrive before them. “No time
  to alarm any one,” he explained, still panting from his exertions; “must stop
  them ourselves—not come for swag—come for your girl. Only over
  our bodies, Bones,” and with these few broken words the strangely assorted
  friends shook hands and looked lovingly into each other’s eyes, while the
  tramp of the horses came down to them on the fragrant breeze of the
  woods.


  There were six rangers in all. One who appeared to be leader rode in
  front, while the others followed in a body. They flung themselves off their
  horses when they were opposite the house, and after a few muttered words from
  their captain, tethered the animals to a small tree, and walked confidently
  towards the gate.


  Boss Morgan and Abe were crouching down under the shadow of the hedge, at
  the extreme end of the narrow passage. They were invisible to the rangers,
  who evidently reckoned on meeting little resistance in this isolated house.
  As the first man came forwards and half turned to give some order to his
  comrades both the friends recognised the stern profile and heavy moustache of
  Black Tom Ferguson, the rejected suitor of Miss Carrie Sinclair. Honest Abe
  made a mental vow that he at least should never reach the door alive.


  The ruffian stepped up to the gate and put his hand upon the latch. He
  started as a stentorian “Stand back!” came thundering out from among the
  bushes. In war, as in love, the miner was a man of few words.


  “There’s no road this way,” explained another voice with an infinite
  sadness and gentleness about it which was characteristic of its owner when
  the devil was rampant in his soul. The ranger recognised it. He remembered
  the soft languid address which he had listened to in the billiard-room of the
  Buckhurst Arms, and which had wound up by the mild orator putting his back
  against the door, drawing a derringer, and asking to see the sharper who
  would dare to force a passage. “It’s that infernal fool Durton,” he said,
  “and his white-faced friend.”


  Both were well-known names in the country round. But the rangers were
  reckless and desperate men. They drew up to the gate in a body.


  “Clear out of that!” said their leader in a grim whisper; “you can’t save
  the girl. Go off with whole skins while you have the chance.”


  The partners laughed.


  “Then curse you, come on!”


  The gate was flung open and the party fired a struggling volley, and made
  a fierce rush towards the gravelled walk.


  The revolvers cracked merrily in the silence of the night from the bushes
  at the other end. It was hard to aim with precision in the darkness. The
  second man sprang convulsively into the air, and fell upon his face with his
  arms extended, writhing horribly in the moonlight. The third was grazed in
  the leg and stopped. The others stopped out of sympathy. After all, the girl
  was not for them, and their heart was hardly in the work. Their captain
  rushed madly on, like a valiant blackguard as he was, but was met by a
  crashing blow from the butt of Abe Durton’s pistol, delivered with a fierce
  energy which sent him reeling back among his comrades with the blood
  streaming from his shattered jaw, and his capacity for cursing cut short at
  the very moment when he needed to draw upon it most.


  “Don’t go yet,” said the voice in the darkness.


  However, they had no intention of going yet. A few minutes must elapse,
  they knew, before Harvey’s Sluice could be upon them. There was still time to
  force the door if they could succeed in mastering the defenders. What Abe had
  feared came to pass. Black Ferguson knew the ground as well as he did. He ran
  rapidly along the hedge, and the five crashed through it where there was some
  appearance of a gap. The two friends glanced at each other. Their flank was
  turned. They stood up like men who knew their fate and did not fear to meet
  it.


  There was a wild medley of dark figures in the moonlight, and a ringing
  cheer from well-known voices. The humorists of Harvey’s Sluice had found
  something even more practical than the joke which they had come to witness.
  The partners saw the faces of friends beside them—Shamus, Struggles,
  McCoy. There was a desperate rally, a sweeping fiery rush, a cloud of smoke,
  with pistol-shots and fierce oaths ringing out of it, and when it lifted, a
  single dark shadow flying for dear life to the shelter of the broken hedge
  was the only ranger upon his feet within the little garden. But there was no
  sound of triumph among the victors; a strange hush had come over them, and a
  murmur as of grief—for there, lying across the threshold which he had
  fought so gallantly to defend, lay poor Abe, the loyal and simple hearted,
  breathing heavily with a bullet through his lungs.


  He was carried inside with all the rough tenderness of the mines. There
  were men there, I think, who would have borne his hurt to have had the love
  of that white girlish figure, which bent over the blood-stained bed and
  whispered so softly and so tenderly in his ear. Her voice seemed to rouse
  him. He opened his dreamy blue eyes and looked about him. They rested on her
  face.


  “Played out,” he murmured; “pardon, Carrie, morib—“and with a faint
  smile he sank back upon the pillow.


  However, Abe failed for once to be as good as his word. His hardy
  constitution asserted itself, and he shook off what might in a weaker man
  have proved a deadly wound. Whether it was the balmy air of the woodlands
  which came sweeping over a thousand miles of forest into the sick man’s room,
  or whether it was the little nurse who tended him so gently, certain it is
  that within two months we heard that he had realised his shares in the
  Conemara, and gone from Harvey’s Sluice and the little shanty upon the hill
  for ever.


  I had the advantage a short time afterwards of seeing an extract from the
  letter of a young lady named Amelia, to whom we have made a casual allusion
  in the course of our narrative. We have already broken the privacy of one
  feminine epistle, so we shall have fewer scruples in glancing at another. “I
  was bridesmaid,” she remarks, “and Carrie looked charming” (underlined) “in
  the veil and orange blossoms. Such a man, he is, twice as big as your Jack,
  and he was so funny, and blushed, and dropped the prayer-book. And when they
  asked the question you could have heard him roar ‘I do!’ at the other end of
  George street. His best man was a darling” (twice underlined). “So quiet and
  handsome and nice. Too gentle to take care of himself among those rough men,
  I am sure.” I think it quite possible that in the fullness of time Miss
  Amelia managed to take upon herself the care of our old friend Mr. Jack
  Morgan, commonly known as the Boss.


  A tree is still pointed out at the bend as Ferguson’s gum-tree. There is
  no need to enter into unsavoury details. Justice is short and sharp in
  primitive colonies, and the dwellers in Harvey’s Sluice were a serious and
  practical race.


  It is still the custom for a select party to meet on a Saturday evening in
  the snuggery of the Colonial Bar. On such occasions, if there be a stranger
  or guest to be entertained, the same solemn ceremony is always observed.
  Glasses are charged in silence; there is a tapping of the same upon the
  table, and then, with a deprecating cough, Jim Struggles comes forward and
  tells the tale of the April joke, and of what came of it. There is generally
  conceded to be something very artistic in the way in which he breaks off
  suddenly at the close of his narrative by waving his bumper in the air with
  “An’ here’s to Mr. and Mrs. Bones. God bless ‘em!” a sentiment in which the
  stranger, if he is a prudent man, will most cordially acquiesce.
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  “Bob!” I shouted.


  No answer.


  “Bob!”


  A rapid crescendo of snores ending in a prolonged gasp. “Wake up,
  Bob!”


  “What the deuce is the row?” said a very sleepy voice. “It’s nearly
  breakfast-time,” I explained.


  “Bother breakfast-time!” said the rebellious spirit in the bed. “And
  here’s a letter, Bob,” said I.


  “Why on earth couldn’t you say so at once? Come on with it;” on which
  cordial invitation I marched into my brother’s room, and perched myself upon
  the side of his bed.


  “Here you are,” said I. “Indian stamp—Brindisi postmark. Who is it
  from?”


  “Mind your own business, Stumpy,” said my brother, as he pushed back his
  curly tangled locks and, after rubbing his eyes, proceeded to break the seal.
  Now if there is one appellation for which above all others I have a profound
  contempt, it is this one of “Stumpy.” Some miserable nurse, impressed by the
  relative proportions of my round grave face and little mottled legs, had
  dubbed me with the odious nickname in the days of my childhood. I am not
  really a bit more stumpy than any other girl of seventeen. On the present
  occasion I rose in all the dignity of wrath, and was about to dump my brother
  on the head with the pillow by way of remonstrance, when a look of interest
  in his face stopped me.


  “Who do you think is coming, Nelly?” he said. “An old friend of
  yours.”


  “What! from India? Not Jack Hawthorne?”


  “Even so,” said Bob. “Jack is coming back and going to stay with us. He
  says he will be here almost as soon as his letter. Now don’t dance about like
  that. You’ll knock down the guns, or do some damage. Keep quiet like a good
  girl, and sit down here again.” Bob spoke with all the weight of the two-and-
  twenty summers which had passed over his towsy head, so I calmed down and
  settled into my former position.


  “Won’t it be jolly?” I cried. “But, Bob, the last time he was here he was
  a boy, and now he is a man. He won’t be the same Jack at all.”


  “Well, for that matter,” said Bob, “you were only a girl then—a
  nasty little girl with ringlets, while now—


  “What now?” I asked.


  Bob seemed actually on the eve of paying me a compliment. “Well, you
  haven’t got the ringlets, and you are ever so much bigger, you see, and
  nastier.”


  Brothers are a blessing for one thing. There is no possibility of any
  young lady getting unreasonably conceited if she be endowed with them.


  I think they were all glad at breakfast-time to hear of Jack Hawthorne’s
  promised advent. By “all” I mean my mother and Elsie and Bob. Our cousin
  Solomon Barker looked anything but overjoyed when I made the announcement in
  breathless triumph. I never thought of it before, but perhaps that young man
  is getting fond of Elsie, and is afraid of a rival; otherwise I don’t see why
  such a simple thing should have caused him to push away his egg, and declare
  that he had done famously, in an aggressive manner which at once threw doubt
  upon his proposition. Grace Maberly, Elsie’s friend, seemed quietly
  contented, as is her wont.


  As for me, I was in a riotous state of delight. Jack and I had been
  children together. He was like an elder brother to me until he became a cadet
  and left us. How often Bob and he had climbed old Brown’s apple-trees, while
  I stood beneath and collected the spoil in my little white pinafore! There
  was hardly a scrape or adventure which I could remember in which Jack did not
  figure as a prominent character. But he was “Lieutenant” Hawthorne now, had
  been through the Afghan War, and was, as Bob said, “quite the warrior.” What
  ever would he look like? Somehow the “warrior” had conjured up an idea of
  Jack in full armour with plumes on his head, thirsting for blood, and hewing
  at somebody with an enormous sword. After doing that sort of thing I was
  afraid he would never descend to romps and charades and the other stock
  amusements of Hatherley House.


  Cousin Sol was certainly out of spirits during the next few days. He could
  be hardly persuaded to make a fourth at lawn-tennis, but showed an
  extraordinary love of solitude and strong tobacco. We used to come across him
  in the most unexpected places, in the shrubbery and down by the river, on
  which occasions, if there was any possibility of avoiding us, he would gaze
  rigidly into the distance, and utterly ignore feminine shouts and the waving
  of parasols. It was certainly very rude of him. I got hold of him one evening
  before dinner, and drawing myself up to my full height of five feet four and
  a half inches, I proceeded to give him a piece of my mind, a process which
  Bob characterises as the height of charity, since it consists in my giving
  away what I am most in need of myself.


  Cousin Sol was lounging in a rocking-chair with the Times before him,
  gazing moodily over the top of it into the fire. I ranged up alongside and
  poured in my broadside.


  “We seem to have given you some offence, Mr. Barker,” I remarked, with
  lofty courtesy.


  “What do you mean, Nell?” asked my cousin, looking up at me in surprise.
  He had a very curious way of looking at me, had cousin Sol.


  “You appear to have dropped our acquaintance,” I remarked; and then
  suddenly descending from my heroics, “You are stupid, Sol! What’s been the
  matter with you?”


  “Nothing, Nell, at least, nothing of any consequence. You know my medical
  examination is in two months, and I am reading for it.


  “0,” said I, in a bristle of indignation, “if that’s it, there’s no more
  to be said. Of course if you prefer bones to your female relations, it’s all
  right. There are young men who would rather make themselves agreeable than
  mope in corners and learn how to prod people with knives.” With which epitome
  of the noble science of surgery I proceeded to straighten some refractory
  antimacassars with unnecessary violence.


  I could see Sol looking with an amused smile at the angry little blue-
  eyed figure in front of him. “Don’t blow me up, Nell,” he said, “I have been
  plucked once, you know. Besides,” looking grave, “you’ll have amusement
  enough when this—what is his name?—Lieutenant Hawthorne
  comes.”


  “Jack won’t go and associate with mummies and skeletons, at any rate,” I
  remarked.


  “Do you always call him Jack?” asked the student. “Of course I do. John
  sounds so stiff.”


  “0, it does, does it?” said my companion doubtfully.


  I still had my theory about Elsie running in my head. I thought I might
  try and set the matter in a more cheerful light. Sol had got up, and was
  staring out of the open window. I went over to him and glanced up timidly
  into his usually good-humoured face, which was now looking very dark and
  discontented. He was a shy man as a rule, but I thought that with a little
  leading he might be brought to confess.


  “You’re a jealous old thing,” I remarked.


  The young man coloured and looked down at me.


  “I know your secret,” said I boldly.


  “What secret?” said he, colouring even more.


  “Never you mind. I know it. Let me tell you this,” I added, getting
  bolder, “that Jack and Elsie never got on very well. There is far more chance
  of Jack’s falling in love with me. We were always friends.”


  If I had stuck the knitting-needle which I held in my hand into cousin Sol
  he could not have given a greater jump. “Good heavens!” he said, and I could
  see his dark eyes staring at me through the twilight. “Do you really think
  that it is your sister that I care for?”


  “Certainly,” said I stoutly, with a feeling that I was nailing my colours
  to a mast.


  Never did a single word produce such an effect. Cousin Sol wheeled round
  with a gasp of astonishment, and sprang right out of the window. He always
  had curious ways of expressing his feelings, but this one struck me as being
  so entirely original that I was utterly bereft of any idea save that of
  wonder. I stood staring out into the gathering darkness. Then there appeared
  looking in at me from the lawn a very much abashed and still rather
  astonished face. “It’s you I care for, Nell,” said the face, and at once
  vanished, while I heard the noise of somebody running at the top of his speed
  down the avenue. He certainly was a most extraordinary young man.


  Things went on very much the same at Hatherley House in spite of cousin
  Sol’s characteristic declaration of affection. He never sounded me as to my
  sentiments in regard to him, nor did he allude to the matter for several
  days. He evidently thought that he had done all which was needed in such
  cases. He used to discompose me dreadfully at times, however, by coming and
  planting himself opposite me, and staring at me with a stony rigidity which
  was absolutely appalling.


  “Don’t do that, Sol,” I said to him one day; “you give me the creeps all
  over.”


  “Why do I give you the creeps, Nelly?” said he. “Don’t you like me?”


  “0 yes. I like you well enough,” said I. “I like Lord Nelson, for that
  matter; but I shouldn’t like his monument to come and stare at me by the
  hour. It makes me feel quite all-overish.”


  “What on earth put Lord Nelson into your head?” said my cousin.


  “I’m sure I don’t know.”


  “Do you like me the same way you like Lord Nelson, Nell?”


  “Yes,” I said, “only more.” With which small ray of encouragement poor Sol
  had to be content, as Elsie and Miss Maberley came rustling into the room and
  put an end to our tete-a-tete.


  I certainly did like my cousin. I knew what a simple true nature lay
  beneath his quiet exterior. The idea of having Sol Barker for a lover,
  however—Sol, whose very name was synonymous with bashfulness— was
  too incredible. Why couldn’t he fall in love with Grace or with Elsie? They
  might have known what to do with him; they were older than I, and could
  encourage him, or snub him, as they thought best. Gracie, however, was
  carrying on a mild flirtation with my brother Bob, and Elsie seemed utterly
  unconscious of the whole matter. I have one characteristic recollection of my
  cousin which I cannot help introducing here, though it has nothing to do with
  the thread of the narrative. It was on the occasion of his first visit to
  Hatherley House. The wife of the Rector called one day, and the
  responsibility of entertaining her rested with Sol and myself. We got on very
  well at first. Sol was unusually lively and talkative. Unfortunately a
  hospitable impulse came upon him; and in spite of many warning nods and
  winks, he asked the visitor if he might offer her a glass of wine. Now, as
  ill luck would have it, our supply had just been finished, and though we had
  written to London, a fresh consignment had not yet arrived. I listened
  breathlessly for the answer, trusting she would refuse; but to my horror she
  accepted with alacrity. “Never mind ringing, Nell,” said Sol, “I’ll act as
  butler;” and with a confident smile he marched into the little cupboard in
  which the decanters were usually kept. It was not until he was well in that
  he suddenly recollected having heard us mention in the morning that there was
  none in the house. His mental anguish was so great that he spent the
  remainder of Mrs. Salter’s visit in the cupboard, utterly refusing to come
  out until after her departure. Had there been any possibility of the
  winepress having another egress, or leading anywhere, matters would not have
  been so bad; but I knew that old Mrs. Salter was as well up in the geography
  of the house as I was myself. She stayed for three-quarters of an hour
  waiting for Sol’s reappearance, and then went away in high dudgeon. “My
  dear,” she said, recounting the incident to her husband, and breaking into
  semi-scriptural language in the violence of her indignation, “the cupboard
  seemed to open and swallow him!”


  “Jack is coming down by the two o’clock train,” said Bob one morning,
  coming in to breakfast with a telegram in his hand.


  I could see Sol looking at me reproachfully; but that did not prevent me
  from showing my delight at the intelligence. “We’ll have awful fun when he
  comes,” said Bob. “We’ll drag the fish-pond, and have no end of a lark. Won’t
  it be jolly, Sol?”


  Sol’s opinion of its jollity was evidently too great to be expressed in
  words; for he gave an inarticulate grunt as answer.


  I had a long cogitation on the subject of Jack in the garden that morning.
  After all, I was becoming a big girl, as Bob had forcibly reminded me. I must
  be circumspect in my conduct now. A real live man had actually looked upon me
  with the eyes of love. It was all very well when I was a child to have Jack
  following me about and kissing me; but I must keep him at a distance now. I
  remembered how he presented me with a dead fish once which he had taken out
  of the Hatherley Brook, and how I treasured it up among my most precious
  possessions, until an insidious odour in the house had caused the mother to
  send an abusive letter to Mr. Burton, who had pronounced our drainage to be
  all that could be desired. I must learn to be formal and distant. I pictured
  our meeting to myself, and went through a rehearsal of it. The holly-bush
  represented Jack, and I approached it solemnly, made it a stately curtsey,
  and held out my hand with, “So glad to see you, Lieutenant Hawthorne!” Elsie
  came out while I was doing it, but made no remark. I heard her ask Sol at
  luncheon, however, whether idiocy generally ran in families, or was simply
  confined to individuals; at which poor Sol blushed furiously, and became
  utterly incoherent in his attempts at an explanation.


  Our farmyard opens upon the avenue about half-way between Hatherley House
  and the lodge. Sol and I and Mr. Nicholas Cronin, the son of a neighbouring
  squire, went down there after lunch. This imposing demonstration was for the
  purpose of quelling a mutiny which had broken out in the henhouse. The
  earliest tidings of the rising had been conveyed to the house by young
  Bayliss, son and heir of the henkeeper, and my presence had been urgently
  requested. Let me remark in parenthesis that fowls were my special department
  in domestic economy, and that no step was ever taken in their management
  without my advice and assistance. Old Bayliss hobbled out upon our arrival,
  and informed us of the full extent of the disturbance. It seems that the
  crested hen and the Bantam cock had developed such length of wing that they
  were enabled to fly over into the park; and that the example of these
  ringleaders had been so contagious, that even such steady old matrons as the
  bandy-legged Cochin China had developed roving propensities, and pushed their
  way into forbidden ground. A council of war was held in the yard, and it was
  unanimously decided that the wings of the recalcitrants must be clipped.


  What a scamper we had! By “we” I mean Mr. Cronin and myself; while cousin
  Sol hovered about in the background with the scissors, and cheered us on. The
  two culprits clearly knew that they were wanted; for they rushed under the
  hayricks and over the coops, until there seemed to be at least half a dozen
  crested hens and Bantam cocks dodging about in the yard. The other hens were
  mildly interested in the proceedings, and contented themselves with an
  occasional derisive cluck, with the exception of the favourite wife of the
  Bantam, who abused us roundly from the top of the coop. The ducks were the
  most aggravating portion of the community; for though they had nothing to do
  with the original disturbance, they took a warm interest in the fugitives,
  waddling behind them as fast as their little yellow legs would carry them,
  and getting in the way of the pursuers.


  “We have it!” I gasped, as the crested hen was driven into a corner.
  “Catch it, Mr. Cronin! 0, you’ve missed it! you’ve missed it! Get in the way,
  Sol. 0 dear, it’s coming to me!”


  “Well done, Miss Montague!” cried Mr. Cronin, as I seized the wretched
  fowl by the leg as it fluttered past me, and proceeded to tuck it under my
  arm to prevent any possibility of escape. “Let me carry it for you.”


  “No, no; I want you to catch the cock. There it goes! There—behind
  the hayrick. You go to one side, and I’ll go to the other.” “It’s going
  through the gate!” shouted Sol.


  “Shoo!” cried I. “Shoo! 0, it’s gone!” and we both made a dart into the
  park in pursuit, tore round the corner into the avenue, and there I found
  myself face to face with a sunburned young man in a tweed suit, who was
  lounging along in the direction of the house.


  There was no mistaking those laughing grey eyes, though I think if I had
  never looked at him some instinct would have told me that it was Jack. How
  could I be dignified with the crested hen tucked under my arm? I tried to
  pull myself up; but the miserable bird seemed to think that it had found a
  protector at last, for it began to cluck with redoubled vehemence. I had to
  give it up in despair, and burst into a laugh, while Jack did the same.


  “How are you, Nell?” he said, holding out his hand; and then in an
  astonished voice, “Why, you’re not a bit the same as when I saw you
  last!”


  “Well, I hadn’t a hen under my arm then,” said I.


  “Who would have thought that little Nell would have developed into a
  woman?” said Jack, still lost in amazement. “You didn’t expect me to develop
  into a man, did you?” said I in high indignation; and then, suddenly dropping
  all reserve, “We’re awfully glad you’ve come, Jack. Never mind going up to
  the house. Come and help us to catch that Bantam cock.”


  “Right you are,” said Jack in his old cheery way, still keeping his eyes
  firmly fixed upon my countenance. “Come on!” and away the three of us
  scampered across the park, with poor Sol aiding and abetting with the
  scissors and the prisoner in the rear. Jack was a very crumpled-looking
  visitor by the time he paid his respects to the mother that afternoon, and my
  dreams of dignity and reserve were scattered to the winds.


  We had quite a party at Hatherley House that May. There were Bob, and Sol,
  and Jack Hawthorne, and Mr. Nicholas Cronin; then there were Miss Maberley,
  and Elsie, and mother, and myself. On an emergency we could always muster
  half a dozen visitors from the houses round, so as to have an audience when
  charades or private theatricals were attempted. Mr. Cronin, an easy-going
  athletic young Oxford man, proved to be a great acquisition, having wonderful
  powers of organisation and execution. Jack was not nearly as lively as he
  used to be, in fact we unanimously accused him of being in love; at which he
  looked as silly as young men usually do on such occasions, but did not
  attempt to deny the soft impeachment.


  “What shall we do to-day?” said Bob one morning. “Can anybody make a
  suggestion?”


  “Drag the pond,” said Mr. Cronin.


  “Haven’t men enough,” said Bob; “anything else?”


  “We must get up a sweepstakes for the Derby,” remarked Jack. “0, there’s
  plenty of time for that. It isn’t run till the week after next. Anything
  else?”


  “Lawn-tennis,” said Sol dubiously.


  “Bother lawn-tennis!”


  “You might make a picnic to Hatherley Abbey,” said I. “Capital!” cried Mr.
  Cronin. “The very thing. What do you think, Bob?”


  “First class,” said my brother grasping eagerly at the idea.


  Picnics are very dear to those who are in the first stage of the tender
  passion.


  “Well, how are we to go, Nell?” asked Elsie.


  “I won’t go at all,” said I; “I’d like to awfully, but I have to plant
  those ferns Sol got me. You had better walk. It is only three miles and young
  Bayliss can be sent over with the basket of provisions.”


  “You’ll come, Jack?” said Bob.


  Here was another impediment. The Lieutenant had twisted his ankle
  yesterday. He had not mentioned it to any one at the time; but it was
  beginning to pain him now.


  “Couldn’t do it, really,” said Jack. “Three miles there and three
  back!”


  “Come on. Don’t be lazy,” said Bob.


  “My dear fellow,” answered the Lieutenant, “I have had walking enough to
  last me the rest of my life. If you had seen how that energetic general of
  ours bustled me along from Cabul to Candahar, you’d sympathise with me.”


  “Leave the veteran alone,” said Mr. Nicholas Cronin. “Pity the war-worn
  soldier,” remarked Bob.


  “None of your chaff,” said Jack. “I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he added,
  brightening up. “You let me have the trap, Bob, and I’ll drive over with Nell
  as soon as she has finished planting her ferns. We can take the basket with
  us. You’ll come, won’t you, Nell?”


  “All right,” said I. And Bob having given his assent to the arrangement,
  and everybody being pleased, except Mr. Solomon Barker, who glared with mild
  malignancy at the soldier, the matter was finally settled, and the whole
  party proceeded to get ready, and finally departed down the avenue.


  It was an extraordinary thing how that ankle improved after the last of
  the troop had passed round the curve of the hedge. By the time the ferns were
  planted and the gig got ready Jack was as active and lively as ever he was in
  his life.


  “You seem to have got better very suddenly,” I remarked, as we drove down
  the narrow winding country lane.


  “Yes,” said Jack. “The fact is, Nell, there never was anything the matter
  with me. I wanted to have a talk with you.”


  “You don’t mean to say you would tell a lie in order to have a talk with
  me?” I remonstrated.


  “Forty,” said Jack stoutly.


  I was too lost in contemplation of the depths of guile in Jack’s nature to
  make any further remark. I wondered whether Elsie would be flattered or
  indignant were anyone to offer to tell so many lies in her behalf.


  “We used to be good friends when we were children, Nell,” remarked my
  companion.


  “Yes,” said I, looking down at the rug which was thrown over my knees. I
  was beginning to be quite an experienced young lady by this time, you see,
  and to understand certain inflections of the masculine voice, which are only
  to be acquired by practice.


  “You don’t seem to care for me now as much as you did then,” said
  Jack.


  I was still intensely absorbed in the leopard’s skin in front of me.


  “Do you know, Nelly,” continued Jack, “that when I have been camping out
  in the frozen passes of the Himalayas, when I have seen the hostile array in
  front of me; in fact,” suddenly dropping into bathos, “all the time I was in
  that beastly hole Afghanistan, I used to think of the little girl I had left
  in England.”


  “Indeed!” I murmured.


  “Yes,” said Jack, “I bore the memory of you in my heart, and then when I
  came back you were a little girl no longer. I found you a beautiful woman,
  Nelly, and I wondered whether you had forgotten the days that were gone.”


  Jack was becoming quite poetical in his enthusiasm. By this time he had
  left the old bay pony entirely to its own devices, and it was indulging in
  its chronic propensity of stopping and admiring the view.


  “Look here, Nelly,” said Jack, with a gasp like a man who is about to pull
  the string of his shower-bath, “one of the things you learn in campaigning is
  to secure a good thing whenever you see it. Never delay or hesitate, for you
  never know that some other fellow may not carry it off while you are making
  up your mind.”


  “It’s coming now,” I thought in despair, “and there’s no window for Jack
  to escape by after he has made the plunge.” I had gradually got to associate
  the ideas of love and jumping out of windows, ever since poor Sol’s
  confession.


  “Do you think, Nell,” said Jack, “that you could ever care for me enough
  to share my lot for ever? could you ever be my wife, Nell?”


  He didn’t even jump out of the trap. He sat there beside me, looking at me
  with his eager gray eyes, while the pony strolled along, cropping the wild
  flowers on either side of the road. It was quite evident that he intended
  having an answer. Somehow as I looked down I seemed to see a pale shy face
  looking in at me from a dark background, and to hear Sol’s voice as he
  declared his love. Poor fellow! he was first in the field at any rate.


  “Could you, Nell?” asked Jack once more.


  “I like you very much, Jack,” said I, looking up at him nervously; “but”
  —how his face changed at that monosyllable!—“I don’t think I like
  you enough for that. Besides, I’m so young, you know. I suppose I ought to be
  very much complimented and that sort of thing by your offer; but you mustn’t
  think of me in that light any more.”


  “You refuse me, then?” said Jack, turning a little white. “Why don’t you
  go and ask Elsie?” cried I in despair. “Why should you all come to me?”


  “I don’t want Elsie,” cried Jack, giving the pony a cut with his whip
  which rather astonished that easy-going quadruped. “What do you mean by
  ‘all,’ Nell?”


  No answer.


  “I see how it is,” said Jack bitterly; “I’ve noticed how that cousin of
  yours has been hanging round you ever since I have been here. You are engaged
  to him.”


  “No, I’m not,” said I.


  “Thank God for that!” responded Jack devoutly. “There is some hope yet.
  Perhaps you will come to think better of it in time. Tell me, Nelly, are you
  fond of that fool of a medical student?”


  “He isn’t a fool,” said I indignantly, “and I am quite as fond of him as I
  shall ever be of you.”


  “You might not care for him much and still be that,” said Jack sulkily;
  and neither of us spoke again until a joint bellow from Bob and Mr. Cronin
  announced the presence of the rest of the company.


  If the picnic was a success, it was entirely due to the exertions of the
  latter gentleman. Three lovers out of four was an undue proportion, and it
  took all his convivial powers to make up for the shortcomings of the rest.
  Bob seemed entirely absorbed in Miss Maberley’s charms, poor Elsie was left
  out in the cold, while my two admirers spent their time in glaring
  alternately at me and at each other. Mr. Cronin, however, fought gallantly
  against the depression, making himself agreeable to all, and exploring ruins
  or drawing corks with equal vehemence and energy.


  Cousin Sol was particularly disheartened and out of spirits. He thought,
  no doubt, that my solitary ride with Jack had been a prearranged thing
  between us. There was more sorrow than anger in his eyes, however, while
  Jack, I regret to say, was decidedly ill-tempered. It was this fact which
  made me choose out my cousin as my companion in the ramble through the woods
  which succeeded our lunch. Jack had been assuming a provoking air of
  proprietorship lately, which I was determined to quash once for all. I felt
  angry with him, too, for appearing to consider himself ill used at my
  refusal, and for trying to disparage poor Sol behind his back. I was far from
  loving either the one or the other, but somehow my girlish ideas of fair play
  revolted at either of them taking what I considered an unfair advantage. I
  felt that if Jack had not come I should, in the fulness of time, have ended
  by accepting my cousin; on the other hand, if it had not been for Sol, I
  might never have refused Jack. At present I was too fond of them both to
  favour either. “How in the world is it to end?” thought I. I must do
  something decisive one way or the other; or perhaps the best thing would be
  to wait and see what the future might bring forth.


  Sol seemed mildly surprised at my having selected him as my companion, but
  accepted the offer with a grateful smile. His mind seemed to have been vastly
  relieved.


  “So I haven’t lost you yet, Nell,” he murmured, as we branched off among
  the great tree-trunks and heard the voices of the party growing fainter in
  the distance.


  “Nobody can lose me,” said I, “for nobody has won me yet. For goodness’
  sake don’t talk about it any more. Why can’t you talk like your old self two
  years ago, and not be so dreadfully sentimental?”


  “You’ll know why some day, Nell,” said the student reproachfully. “Wait
  until you are in love yourself, and you will understand it.”


  I gave a little incredulous sniff.


  “Sit here, Nell,” said cousin Sol, manoeuvring me into a little bank of
  wild strawberries and mosses, and perching himself upon a stump of a tree
  beside me. “Now all I ask you to do is to answer one or two questions, and
  I’ll never bother you any more.”


  I sat resignedly, with my hands in my lap.


  “Are you engaged to Lieutenant Hawthorne?”


  “No!” said I energetically.


  “Are you fonder of him than of me?”


  “No, I’m not.”


  Sol’s thermometer of happiness up to a hundred in the shade at the
  least.


  “Are you fonder of me than of him, Nelly?” in a very tender voice.


  “No.”


  Thermometer down below zero again.


  “Do you mean to say that we are exactly equal in your eyes?”


  “Yes.”


  “But you must choose between us some time, you know,” said cousin Sol with
  mild reproach in his voice.


  “I do wish you wouldn’t bother me so!” I cried, getting angry, as women
  usually do when they are in the wrong. “You don’t care for me much or you
  wouldn’t plague me. I believe the two of you will drive me mad between
  you.”


  Here there were symptoms of sobs on my part, and utter consternation and
  defeat among the Barker faction.


  “Can’t you see how it is, Sol?” said I, laughing through my tears at his
  woe-begone appearance. “Suppose you were brought up with two girls and had
  got to like them both very much, but had never preferred one to the other and
  never dreamed of marrying either, and then all of a sudden you are told you
  must choose one, and so make the other very unhappy, you wouldn’t find it an
  easy thing to do, would you?”


  “I suppose not,” said the student.


  “Then you can’t blame me.”


  “I don’t blame you, Nelly,” he answered, attacking a great purple
  toadstool with his stick. “I think you are quite right to be sure of your own
  mind. It seems to me,” he continued, speaking rather gaspily, but saying his
  mind like the true English gentleman that he was, “it seems to me that
  Hawthorne is an excellent fellow. He has seen more of the world than I have,
  and always does and says the right thing in the right place, which certainly
  isn’t one of my characteristics. Then he is well born and has good prospects.
  I think I should be very grateful to you for your hesitation, Nell, and look
  upon it as a sign of your good-heartedness.”


  “We won’t talk about it any more,” said I, thinking in my heart what a
  very much finer fellow he was than the man he was praising. “Look here, my
  jacket is all stained with horrid fungi and things. We’d better go after the
  rest of the party, hadn’t we? I wonder where they are by this time?”


  It didn’t take very long to find that out. At first we heard shouting and
  laughter coming echoing through the long glades, and then, as we made our way
  in that direction, we were astonished to meet the usually phlegmatic Elsie
  careering through the wood at the top of her speed, her hat off, and her hair
  streaming in the wind. My first idea was that some frightful catastrophe had
  occurred—brigands possibly, or a mad dog—and I saw my companion’s
  big hand close round his stick; but on meeting the fugitive it proved to be
  nothing more tragic than a game of hide-and-seek which the indefatigable Mr.
  Cronin had organised. What fun we had, crouching and running and dodging
  among the Hatherley oaks! and how horrified the prim old abbot who planted
  them would have been, and the long series of black-coated brethren who have
  muttered their orisons beneath the welcome shade! Jack refused to play on the
  excuse of his weak ankle, and lay smoking under a tree in high dudgeon,
  glaring in a baleful and gloomy fashion at Mr. Solomon Barker; while the
  latter gentleman entered enthusiastically into the game, and distinguished
  himself by always getting caught, and never by any possibility catching
  anybody else.


  Poor Jack! He was certainly unfortunate that day. Even an accepted lover
  would have been rather put out, I think, by an incident which occurred during
  our return home. It was agreed that all of us should walk, as the trap had
  been already sent off with the empty basket, so we started down Thorny Lane
  and through the fields. We were just getting over a stile to cross old
  Brown’s ten-acre lot, when Mr. Cronin pulled up, and remarked that he thought
  we had better get into the road.


  “Road?” said Jack. “Nonsense! We save a quarter of a mile by the
  field.”


  “Yes, but it’s rather dangerous. We’d better go round.”


  “Where’s the danger?” said our military man, contemptuously twisting his
  moustache.


  “0, nothing,” said Cronin. “That quadruped in the middle of the field is a
  bull, and not a very good-tempered one either. That’s all. I don’t think that
  the ladies should be allowed to go.”


  “We won’t go,” said the ladies in chorus.


  “Then come round by the hedge and get into the road,” suggested Sol.


  “You may go as you like,” said Jack rather testily; “but I am going across
  the field.”


  “Don’t be a fool, Jack,” said my brother.


  “You fellows may think it right to turn tail at an old cow, but I don’t.
  It hurts my self-respect, you see, so I shall join you at the other side of
  the farm.” With which speech Jack buttoned up his coat in a truculent manner,
  waved his cane jauntily, and swaggered off into the ten-acre lot.


  We clustered about the stile and watched the proceedings with anxiety.
  Jack tried to look as if he were entirely absorbed in the view and in the
  probable state of the weather, for he gazed about him and up into the clouds
  in an abstracted manner. His gaze generally began and ended, however,
  somewhere in the direction of the bull. That animal, after regarding the
  intruder with a prolonged stare, had retreated into the shadow of the hedge
  at one side, while Jack was walking up the long axis of the field.


  “It’s all right,” said I. “It’s got out of his way.”


  “I think it’s leading him on,” said Mr. Nicholas Cronin. “It’s a vicious
  cunning brute.”


  Mr. Cronin had hardly spoken before the bull emerged from the hedge, and
  began pawing the ground, and tossing its wicked black head in the air. Jack
  was in the middle of the field by this time, and affected to take no notice
  of his companion, though he quickened his pace slightly. The bull’s next
  manoeuvre was to run rapidly round in two or three small circles; and then it
  suddenly stopped, bellowed, put down its head, elevated its tail, and made
  for Jack at the very top of its speed.


  There was no use pretending to ignore its existence any longer. Jack faced
  round and gazed at it for a moment. He had only his little cane in his hand
  to oppose to the half ton of irate beef which was charging towards him. He
  did the only thing that was possible, namely to make for the hedge at the
  other side of the field.


  At first Jack hardly condescended to run, but went off with a languid
  contemptuous trot, a sort of compromise between his dignity and his fear,
  which was so ludicrous that, frightened as we were, we burst into a chorus of
  laughter. By degrees, however, as he heard the galloping of hoofs sounding
  nearer and nearer, he quickened his pace, until ultimately he was in full
  flight for shelter, with his hat gone and his coat-tails fluttering in the
  breeze, while his pursuer was not ten yards behind him. If all Ayoub Khan’s
  cavalry had been in his rear, our Afghan hero could not have done the
  distance in a shorter time. Quickly as he went, the bull went quicker still,
  and the two seemed to gain the hedge almost at the same moment. We saw Jack
  spring boldly into it, and the next moment he came flying out at the other
  side as if he had been discharged from a cannon, while the bull indulged in a
  series of triumphant bellows through the hole which he had made. It was a
  relief to us all to see Jack gather himself up and start off for home without
  a glance in our direction. He had retired to his room by the time we arrived,
  and did not appear until breakfast next morning, when he limped in with a
  very crestfallen expression. None of us was hard-hearted enough to allude to
  the subject, however, and by judicious treatment we restored him before
  lunch-time to his usual state of equanimity.


  It was a couple of days after the picnic that our great Derby sweepstakes
  was to come off. This was an annual ceremony never omitted at Hatherley
  House, where, between visitors and neighbours, there were generally quite as
  many candidates for tickets as there were horses entered.


  “The sweepstakes, ladies and gentlemen, comes off to-night,” said Bob in
  his character of head of the house. “The subscription is ten shillings.
  Second gets quarter of the pool, and third has his money returned. No one is
  allowed to have more than one ticket, or to sell his ticket after drawing it.
  The drawing will be at seven thirty.” All of which Bob delivered in a very
  pompous and official voice, though the effect was rather impaired by a
  sonorous “Amen!” from Mr. Nicholas Cronin.


  I must now drop the personal style of narrative for a time. Hitherto my
  little story has consisted simply in a series of extracts from my own private
  journal; but now I have to tell of a scene which only came to my ears after
  many months.


  Lieutenant Hawthorne, or Jack, as I cannot help calling him, had been very
  quiet since the day of the picnic, and given himself up to reverie. Now, as
  luck would have it, Mr. Solomon Barker sauntered into the smoking-room after
  luncheon on the day of the sweepstakes, and found the Lieutenant puffing
  moodily in solitary grandeur upon one of the settees. It would have seemed
  cowardly to retreat, so the student sat down in silence, and began turning
  over the pages of the Graphic. Both the rivals felt the situation to be an
  awkward one. They had been in the habit of studiously avoiding each other’s
  society, and now they found themselves thrown together suddenly, with no
  third person to act as a buffer. The silence began to be oppressive. The
  Lieutenant yawned and coughed with over-acted nonchalance, while honest Sol
  felt very hot and uncomfortable, and continued to stare gloomily at the paper
  in his hand. The ticking of the clock, and the click of the billiard-balls
  across the passage, seemed to grow unendurably loud and monotonous. Sol
  glanced across once; but catching his companion’s eye in an exactly similar
  action, the two young men seemed simultaneously to take a deep and all-
  absorbing interest in the pattern of the cornice.


  “Why should I quarrel with him?” thought Sol to himself. “After all, I
  want nothing but fair play. Probably I shall be snubbed; but I may as well
  give him an opening.”


  Sol’s cigar had gone out; the opportunity was too good to be
  neglected.


  “Could you oblige me with a fusee, Lieutenant?” he asked. The Lieutenant
  was sorry—extremely sorry—but he was not in possession of a
  fusee.


  This was a bad beginning. Chilly politeness was even more repulsing than
  absolute rudeness. But Mr. Solomon Barker, like many other shy men, was
  audacity itself when the ice had once been broken. He would have no more
  bickerings or misunderstandings. Now was the time to come to some definite
  arrangement. He pulled his armchair across the room, and planted himself in
  front of the astonished soldier.


  “You’re in love with Miss Nelly Montague,” he remarked. Jack sprang off
  the settee with as much rapidity as if Farmer Brown’s bull were coming in
  through the window.


  “And if I am, sir,” he said, twisting his tawny moustache, “what the devil
  is that to you?”


  “Don’t lose your temper,” said Sol. “Sit down again, and talk the matter
  over like a reasonable Christian. I am in love with her too.”


  “What the deuce is the fellow driving at?” thought Jack, as he resumed his
  seat, still simmering after his recent explosion.


  “So the long and the short of it is that we are both in love with her,”
  continued Sol, emphasising his remarks with his bony forefinger.


  “What then?” said the Lieutenant, showing some symptoms of a relapse. “I
  suppose that the best man will win, and that the young lady is quite able to
  choose for herself. You don’t expect me to stand out of the race just because
  you happen to want the prize, do you?”


  “That’s just it,” cried Sol. “One of us will have to stand out. You’ve hit
  the right idea there. You see, Nelly—Miss Montague, I mean— is,
  as far as I can see, rather fonder of you than of me, but still fond enough
  of me not to wish to grieve me by a positive refusal.”


  “Honesty compels me to state,” said Jack, in a more conciliatory voice
  than he had made use of hitherto, “that Nelly—Miss Montague, I mean
  —is rather fonder ofyou than of me; but still, as you say, fond enough
  of me not to prefer my rival openly in my presence.”


  “I don’t think you’re right,” said the student. “In fact I know you are
  not; for she told me as much with her own lips. However, what you say makes
  it easier for us to come to an understanding. It is quite evident that as
  long as we show ourselves to be equally fond of her, neither of us can have
  the slightest hope of winning her.”


  “There’s some sense in that,” said the Lieutenant reflectively; “but what
  do you propose?”


  “I propose that one of us stand out, to use your own expression. There is
  no alternative.”


  “But who is to stand out?” asked Jack.


  “Ah, that is the question.”


  “I can claim to have known her longest.”


  “I can claim to have loved her first.”


  Matters seemed to have come to a deadlock. Neither of the young men was in
  the least inclined to abdicate in favour of his rival.


  “Look here,” said the student, “let us decide the matter by lot.” This
  seemed fair, and was agreed to by both. A new difficulty arose, however. Both
  of them felt sentimental objections towards risking their angel upon such a
  paltry chance as the turn of a coin or the length of a straw. It was at this
  crisis that an inspiration came upon Lieutenant Hawthorne.


  “I’ll tell you how we will decide it,” he said. “You and I are both
  entered for our Derby sweepstakes. If your horse beats mine, I give up my
  chance; if mine beats yours, you leave Miss Montague for ever. Is that a
  bargain?”


  “I have only one stipulation to make,” said Sol. “It is ten days yet
  before the race will be run. During that time neither of us must attempt to
  take an unfair advantage of the other. We shall both agree not to press our
  suit until the matter is decided.”


  “Done!” said the soldier.


  “Done!” said Solomon.


  And they shook hands upon the agreement.


  I had, as I have already observed, no knowledge of the conversation which
  had taken place between my suitors. I may mention incidentally that during
  the course of it I was in the library, listening to Tennyson, read aloud in
  the deep musical voice of Mr. Nicholas Cronin. I observed, however, in the
  evening that these two young men seemed remarkably excited about their
  horses, and that neither of them was in the least inclined to make himself
  agreeable to me, for which crime I am happy to say that they were both
  punished by drawing rank outsiders. Eurydice, I think, was the name of Sol’s;
  while Jack’s was Bicycle. Mr. Cronin drew an American horse named Iroquois,
  and all the others seemed fairly well pleased. I peeped into the smoking-room
  before going to bed, and was amused to see Jack consulting the sporting
  prophet of the Field, while Sol was deeply immersed in the Gazette. This
  sudden mania for the Turf seemed all the more strange, since I knew that if
  my cousin could distinguish a horse from a cow, it was as much as any of his
  friends would give him credit for.


  The ten succeeding days were voted very slow by various members of the
  household. I cannot say that I found them so. Perhaps that was because I
  discovered something very unexpected and pleasing in the course of that
  period. It was a relief to be free of any fear of wounding the
  susceptibilities of either of my former lovers. I could say what I chose and
  do what I liked now; for they had deserted me completely, and handed me over
  to the society of my brother Bob and Mr. Nicholas Cronin. The new excitement
  of horse-racing seemed to have driven their former passion completely out of
  their minds. Never was a house so deluged with special tips and every vile
  print which could by any possibility have a word bearing upon the training of
  the horses or their antecedents. The very grooms in the stable were tired of
  recounting how Bicycle was descended from Velocipede, or explaining to the
  anxious medical student how Eurydice was by Orpheus out of Hades. One of them
  discovered that her maternal grandmother had come in third for the Ebor
  Handicap; but the curious way in which he stuck the half crown which he
  received into his left eye, while he winked at the coachman with his right,
  throws some doubt upon the veracity of his statement. As he remarked in a
  beery whisper that evening, “The bloke’ll never know the differ, and it’s
  worth ‘arf a dollar for him to think as it’s true.”


  As the day drew nearer the excitement increased. Mr. Cronin and I used to
  glance across at each other and smile as Jack and Sol precipitated themselves
  upon the papers at breakfast, and devoured the list of the betting. But
  matters culminated upon the evening immediately preceding the race. The
  Lieutenant had run down to the station to secure the latest intelligence, and
  now he came rushing in, waving a crushed paper frantically over his head.


  “Eurydice is scratched!” he yelled. “Your horse is done for, Barker!”


  “What!” roared Sol.


  “Done for—utterly broken down in training—won’t run at all!”
  “Let me see,” groaned my cousin, seizing the paper; and then, dropping it, he
  rushed out of the room, and banged down the stairs, taking four at a time. We
  saw no more of him until late at night, when he slunk in, looking very
  dishevelled, and crept quietly off to his room. Poor fellow, I should have
  condoled with him had it not been for his recent disloyal conduct towards
  myself.


  Jack seemed a changed man from that moment. He began at once to pay me
  marked attention, very much to the annoyance of myself and of someone else in
  the room. He played and sang and proposed round games, and, in fact, quite
  usurped the role usually played by Mr. Nicholas Cronin.


  I remember that it struck me as remarkable that on the morning of the
  Derby-day the Lieutenant should have entirely lost his interest in the race.
  He was in the greatest spirits at breakfast, but did not even open the paper
  in front of him. It was Mr. Cronin who unfolded it at last and glanced over
  its columns. “What’s the news, Nick?” asked my brother Bob.


  “Nothing much. 0 yes, here’s something. Another railway accident.
  Collision apparently. Westinghouse brake gone wrong. Two killed, seven hurt,
  and—by Jove! listen to this: ‘Among the victims was one of the
  competitors in the equine Olympiad of to-day. A sharp splinter had penetrated
  its side, and the valuable animal had to be sacrified upon the shrine of
  humanity. The name of the horse is Bicycle.’ Hullo, you’ve gone and spilt
  your coffee all over the cloth, Hawthorne! Ah, I forgot, Bicycle was your
  horse, wasn’t it? Your chance is gone, I am afraid. I see that Iroquois, who
  started low, has come to be first favourite now.”


  Ominous words, reader, as no doubt your nice discernment has taught you
  during, at the least, the last three pages. Don’t call me a flirt and a
  coquette until you have weighed the facts. Consider my pique at the sudden
  desertion of my admirers, think of my delight at the confession from a man
  whom I had tried to conceal from myself even that I loved, think of the
  opportunities which he enjoyed during the time that Jack and Sol were
  systematically avoiding me, in accordance with their ridiculous agreement.
  Weigh all this, and then which among you will throw the first stone at the
  blushing little prize of the Derby Sweep?


  Here it is as it appeared at the end of three short months in the Morning
  Post: “August 12th.—At Hatherley Church, Nicholas Cronin, Esq., eldest
  son of Nicholas Cronin, Esq., of the Woodlands, Cropshire, to Miss Eleanor
  Montague, daughter of the late James Montague, Esq., J.P., of Hatherley
  House.”


  Jack set off with the declared intention of volunteering for a ballooning
  expedition to the North Pole. He came back, however, in three days, and said
  that he had changed his mind, but intended to walk in Stanley’s footsteps
  across Equatorial Africa. Since then he has dropped one or two gloomy
  allusions to forlorn hopes and the unutterable joys of death; but on the
  whole he is coming round very nicely and has been heard to grumble of late on
  such occasions as the under-doing of the mutton and the over-doing of the
  beef, which may be fairly set down as a very healthy sympton.


  Sol took it more quietly, but I fear the iron went deeper into his soul.
  However, he pulled himself together like a dear brave fellow as he is, and
  actually had the hardihood to propose the bridesmaids, on which occasion he
  became inextricably mixed up in the labyrinth of words. He washed his hands
  of the mutinous sentence, however, and resumed his seat in the middle of it,
  overwhelmed with blushes and applause. I hear that he has confided his woes
  and his disappointments to Grace Maberley’s sister, and met with the sympathy
  which he expected. Bob and Gracie are to be married in a few months, so
  possibly there may be another wedding about that time.
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  “Served, sir? Yes, sir,” said my tattered vis-a-vis, drawing
  himself up and touching his apology for a hat. “Crimea and Mutiny, sir.”


  “What arm?” I asked, lazily.


  “Royal Horse Artillery. Thank you sir, I take it hot with sugar.”


  It was pleasant to meet anyone who could talk English among those barren
  Welsh mountains, and pleasanter still to find one who had anything to talk
  about. I had been toiling along for the last ten miles, vowing in my heart
  never to take a solitary walking tour again, and, above all, never under any
  circumstances to cross the borders of the Principality. My opinions of the
  original Celt, his manners, customs, and above all his language, were very
  much too forcible to be expressed in decent society. The ruling passion of my
  life seemed to have become a deep and all-absorbing hatred towards Jones,
  Davis, Morris, and every other branch of the great Cymric trunk. Now,
  however, sitting at my eaze in the little inn at Langerod, with a tumbler of
  smoking punch at my elbow, and my pipe between my teeth, I was inclined to
  take a more rosy view of men and things. Perhaps it was thsa spirit of
  reconciliation which induced me to address the weather-beaten scarecrow in
  front of me, or perhaps it was that his resolute face and lean muscular
  figure attracted my curiosity.


  “You don’t seem much the better for it,” I remarked.


  “It’s this, sir, it’s this,” he answered, touching his glass with the
  spoon. “I’d have had my seven shillings a day, as retired sergeant-major, if
  it wasn’t for this. One after another I’ve forfeited them—my badges and
  my good service allowance and my pension, until they had nothing more to take
  rom me, and turned me adrift into tho world at forty-nine. I was wounded once
  in the trenches and once at Delhi, and this is what I got for it, just
  because I oouldn’t keep away from drink. You don’t happen to have a fill of
  ‘baccy about you? Thank you, sir; you are the first gentleman I have met this
  many a day.


  “Sebastopol? Why, Lord bless you, I knows it as well as I know thia here
  village. You’ve read about it, may be, but I could make it clear to you in a
  brace of shakes. This here fender is the French attack, you see, and this
  poker is the Bussian lines. Here’s the Mamelon opposite the Frenoh, and the
  Redan opposite the English. This spittoon stands for the harbour of
  Balaclava. There’s the quarries midway between the Russians and us, and
  here’s Cathcart’s hill, and this is the twenty-four gun battery. That’s the
  one I served in towards the end of the war. You see it all now, don’t you,
  sir?”


  “More or less,” I answered doubtfully.


  “The enemy held those quarries at the commencement, and very strong they
  made them with trenches and rifle-pits all round. It was a terrible thorn in
  our side, for you couldn’t show your nose in our advanced works, but a bullet
  from the quarries would be through it. So at last the General, he would stand
  it no longer, so we dug a covering trenoh until we were within a hundred
  yards of them, and then waited for a dark night. We got our chance at last,
  and five hundred men were got together quietly under cover. When the word was
  given they made for the quarries as hard as they could run, jumped down, and
  began bayonetting every man they met. There was never a shot fired on our
  side, sir, but it was all done as quiet as may be. The Russians stood like
  men—they never failed to do that—and there was a rare bit of
  give-an’-take fightiug before we cleared them out. Up to the end they never
  turned, and our fellows had to pitchfork them out of the place like so many
  trusses of hay. That was the Thirtieth that was engaged that night. There was
  a young lieutenant in that corps, I disremember his name, but he was a
  terrible one for a fight. He wasn’t more’n nineteen, but was as tall as you,
  sir, and a deal stouter. They say that he never drew his sword during the
  whole war, but he used an ash stick, supple and strong, with a knob the size
  of a oocoa-nut at the end of it. It was a nasty weapon in hands like his. If
  a man came at him with a firelock, he could down him before the bayonet was
  near him, for he was long in the arm and active as well. I’ve heard from men
  in his company that he laid about him like a demon in the quarries that
  night, and crippled twenty, if he hit one.”


  It seemed to me that the veteran was beginning to warm to his subject,
  partly, perhaps, from the effects of the brandy-and-water, and partly from
  having found a sympathetic listener. One or two leading questions were all
  that he would require. I refilled my pipe, settled myself down in my chair,
  put my weary feet upon the fender, and prepared to listen.


  “They were splendid soldiers, the Russians, and no man that ever fought
  against them would deny it. It was queer what a fancy they had for the
  English, and we for them. Our fellows that were taken by them were uncommon
  well used, and when there was an armistice we could get on well together. All
  they wanted was dash. Where they were put they would stick, and they could
  shoot right well, but they didn’t seem to have it in them to make a rush, and
  that was where we had them. They could drive the French before them, though,
  when we were not by. I’ve seen them come out for a sortie, and kill them like
  flies. They were terribly bad soldiers—the worst I ever saw— all
  except the Zouaves, who were a different race to the rest. They were all
  great thieves, and rogues, too, and you were never safe if you were near
  them.”


  “You don’t mean to say they would harm their own allies?” said I.


  “They would that, sir, if there was anything to be got by it. Look at what
  happened to poor Bill Cameron, of our battery. He got a letter that his wife
  was ailing, and as he wasn’t vory strong himself, they gave him leave to go
  back to England. He drew his twenty-eight pound pay, and was to sail in a
  transport next day; but, as luck would have it, he goes over to the Frenoh
  oanteen that night, just to have a last wet, and he lets out there that he
  had the money about him. We found him next morning lying as dead as mutton
  between the lines, and so kicked and bruised that you oould hardly tell he
  was a human being. There was many an Englishman murdered that winter, sir,
  and many a Frenchman who had a good British pea-jacket to keop out the
  cold.


  “I’ll tell you a atory about that, if I am not wearying you. Thank you,
  sir; I thought I’d just make sure. Well, four of our fellows—Sam Kelcey
  and myself,’ and Jack Burns and Prout—were over in the Frenoh lines on
  a bit of a spree. When we were coming back, this chap Prout suddenly gets an
  idea. He was an Irishman, and uncommon clever.


  “‘See here, boys,’ says he; ‘if you can raise sixpence among you, I’ll put
  you in the way of making some money to-night, and a bit of fun into the
  bargain.’


  “ Well, we all agreed to this, and turned out our pockets, but we only had
  about fourpence altogether.


  “‘Nivor mind,’ says Prout, ‘come on with me to the Frenoh canteen. All
  you’ve to do is to seem very drunk, and to keep saying ” Yes” to all I
  ask.’”


  “All this time, sir, we hadn’t a ghost of an idea of what he was driving
  at, but we went stumbling and rolling into the canteen, among a crowd of
  loafing Frenchmen, and spent our coppers in a drain of liquor.


  “‘Now,’ says Prout, loud out, so as everyone could hear, ‘are you ready to
  come back to camp?’


  “‘Yes,’ says we.


  “‘Have you got your thirty pounds safe in your pooket, Sam?’


  “‘Yes,’ says Sam.


  “‘And you, Bill,’ he says to me, ‘have you got your three months’ pay all
  right?’


  “‘Yes,’ I answers.


  “‘Well, come on then, and don’t tumble down more’n you can help,’ and with
  that we staggers out of the canteen and away off into the darknoss.


  “By this time we had a pretty good suspicion of what he was after, but
  when we were well out of sight of evorybody he halted and explained to
  us.


  “‘They’re bound to follow us after what we’ve said, and it’s queer if the
  four of us can’t manage to best them. They keep their money in little bags
  round their necks, and all you’ve got to do is to cut the string.’


  “Wel, we stumbled on, still pretending to be very drunk, so as to have the
  advantage of a surprise, but never a soul did we see. At last we was within a
  stone’s-tkrow of our lines when we heard a whispering of ‘Anglais! Anglais!’
  which is their jargon for ‘English,’ sir; and there, sure enough, was about a
  dozen men coming down against us in the moonlight. We stumbled along,
  pretending to be too drunk even to see them. Pretty soon they stopped, and
  one of them, a big stout man, sidles up to Sam Kelcey and says, ‘What time
  you call it?’ while the rest of them began to draw round us. Sam says
  nothing, but gives a terrible lurch, on which the Frenohie, thinking it all
  right, sprang at his throat.


  “That was our signal for action, and in we went. Sam Kelcey was the
  strongest man in the battery and a terrible bruiser, and he caught this
  leader of theirs a clip under the jaw that sent him twice head over heels
  before he brought up against the wall, with the blood pouring from his mouth.
  The others made a run at un, but all they oould do was to kick and scream,
  while we kept knocking them down as quick as they could get to their feet. We
  had all their little bags, sir, and we left the lot of them stripped and
  senseless on the road. Five-and-thirty golden pieces in English money and
  French we counted out upon a knapsack when we got back to our quarters,
  besides boots and flannel shirts and other things that were handy. There was
  never another drunken man followed after that night’s work, for you see they
  never could be sure that it wasn’t a sham.”


  The veteran paused for a moment to have a pull at his glass and listen to
  my murmur of appreciation. I was afraid that I had exhausted his
  story-telling capacities; but he rippled on again between the puffs of his
  pipe.


  “Sam Kelcey—him that I spoke about—was a fine man, but his
  brother Joe was a finer, though a bit of a scamp in his day, like many a fine
  man is. When I was stationed at Gibraltar after the war Joe Kelcey was
  working at the fortifications as a convict, having been sent out of England
  for some little game or other. He was known to be a bold and resolute man,
  and the overseers kept a sharp look-out on him for fear he’d try to break
  away. One day he was working on the banks of the river and he seed an empty
  hamper come floating down—one that had come with wine, as like as not,
  for the officers’ mess. He gets hold of the hamper, and be knocks the bottom
  out, and stows it away among the rushes. Next morning we were having
  breakfast when in rushes one of the guard and cries, ‘Come on, boys; the
  five-of spades is up!’—the five-of-spades being a name they gave to the
  spotted signal they ran up when a convict had escaped. Out we all tumbled,
  and begin searching like hounds for a hare, because there was always a reward
  of two pounds for the finder. There wasn’t a drain or a hollow but was
  overhauled, and never a sign of Joe, till at last we gave him up in despair,
  and agreed that he must be at the bottom of the river.


  “That afternoon I was on guard on the ramparts, and my eye chanced to
  light on an old hamper drifting about half a mile or so from the shore. I
  thought nothing of it at the time, but in a quarter of an hour I happened to
  oatch sight of the same object again. I stared at it in astonishment.


  “‘Why,’ I said to the sentry on the wall, ‘that hamper’s going further
  away towards the Spanish shore. Blest if it isn’t moving against wind and
  tide and every law of Nature.’


  “‘Nonsense!’ says he; ‘there’s alway a queer eddy in the straits.’


  “Well, this didn’t satisfy me at all, so I goes up to Captain Morgan, of
  our battery, who was smoking his cigar, and I saluted and told him about the
  hamper. Off he goes, and is back in a minute with a spy-glass, and takes a
  peep through it.


  “‘Bless my soul’! he cries, ‘why the hamper’s got arms sticking out of it!
  Ah, to be sure, it’s that rascal who esoaped this morning. Just run up the
  signal to the man-of-war.’


  “We hoisted it, and in a few minutes two boats were in pursuit of the
  convict. Now if we had left well enough alone, Joe would have been caught
  sure enough, for he never knew he was found out, and was taking things
  leisurely, being an uncommon fine swimmer. But Captain Morgan says:


  “‘Just wheel round this thirty-two pounder, and wo’ll drop a shot beside
  him to show him that we see him, and bring him to a halt.’


  “We slewed the gun round, sir, and the captain looked along the sights and
  touched her off. A more wonderful shot you never saw, and the whole crowd
  that was on the ramparts gave a regular shout. It hit the top of the hamper
  and sent the whole thing flying in the air, so that we made sure that the man
  was killed. When the foam from the splash had cleared away, he was still
  there though, and striking out might and main for the Spanish coast. It was a
  close race between him and the boats, and the coxswain actually grabbed at
  him with a boat-hook as he clambered up on land, but there he was, and we
  could see him dancing about and chaffiog the men-o’-war’s men. There was a
  cheer, sir, when we saw him safe, for a plucky ohap like that deserves to be
  free, whatever he’s been and done. You look tired. You’ve had a long walk
  maybe. Perhaps you’d best have some rest.”


  This remark, disinterested as it sounds, was given point to by the
  plaintive manner in which my companion gazed at the two empty glasses, as if
  it were evident that the proceedings of the evening had come to a close.


  “It’s not often,” he murmured, “that a poor old soldier like me finds a
  gentleman as sociable-like and free as your honour.”


  I need hardly say that after that I had no alternative but to ring the
  bell and order up a second edition of the brandy-and-water.


  “You were talking about the Russians,” he continued, “and I told you they
  were fine soldiers. Some of their riflemen were as good shots as ever pulled
  a trigger. Excuse me, that glass is yours, sir, and the other is mine. Our
  sharpshooters used to arrange four sandbags, one on each side, one in front,
  and one crossways on the top, so as to cover them all round. Then, you see,
  they shot through the little slit between the bag in front and the one on the
  top; maybe not more than two inches across. You’ll hardly believe me, but
  I’ve seen at the distance of five hundred yards the bullets humming through
  the narrow slits as thick as bees. I’ve known as many as six men knocked over
  in half an hour in one of these sand-traps, as we used to call them; every
  one of them hit in the eye too, for that was the only part that showed.


  “There is a story that reminds me of which might interest you. There was
  one Russian fellow that had a sand-pit all of his own, right in front of our
  trenches. I never saw anybody so persevering as that man was. Early in the
  morning he’d be popping away, and there he’d stay until nightfall, taking his
  food with him into the pit. He seemed to take a real pleasure in it, and as
  he was a very fine shot, and never let us get muoh of a ohance at him, he was
  not a popular character in the advanced trenches. Many a good fellow he sent
  to glory. It got such a nuisance that we dropped shells at him now and again,
  but he minded them no more than if they had been so many oranges.


  “One day I was down in the trenches when Colonel Mancor, of the Forty-
  eighth, a splendid shot and a great man for sport, came along. A party with a
  sergeant were at work, and just as the colonel came up, one of them dropped
  with a ball through his head.


  “‘Deuced good shot! Who fired that!’ says the colonel, putting up his eye-
  glass.


  “‘Man in the rifle-pit to the left, sir,’ answers the sergeant.


  “‘Never saw a neater shot,’ says the colonel. ‘He only showed for a
  moment, and wouldn’t have shown then, only that the edge of the trench is a
  bit worn away. Does he often shoot like that?’


  “‘Terribly dangerous man,’ replies the sergeant; ‘kills more than all the
  guns in the Redan.’


  “‘Now, major,’ says the colonel, turning to another officer as was with
  him, ‘what’s the odds against my picking him off?’


  “‘In how long?’


  “‘Within ten minutes.’


  “‘Two to one, in ponies, I’ll give you,’ says the major.


  “‘Say three, and it’s a bargain.’


  “‘Three to one in ponies,’ answered the major, and the bet was made.


  “He was a great man for measuring his powder, was the colonel, and alwaya
  emptied out a cartridge and then filled it up again according to his taste.
  He took about half his time getting the sergeant’s gun loaded to please him.
  At last he got it right, and the glass screwed well into his eye.


  “‘Now, my lads,’ says he, ‘just push poor Smith here up over the trench.
  He’s dead enough, and another wound will make little difference to him.’


  “The men began to hoist the body up, and the colonel stood, maybe 20 yards
  off, peering over the edge with eyes like a lynx. As soon as the top of
  Smith’s shako appeared, we saw the barrel of the gun come slowly out of the
  sand-pit, and when his poor dead face looks over the edge, whizz comes a
  bullet right through his forehead. The Russian he peeps out of the pit to see
  the effect of his shot, and he never looks at anything again until he sees
  the everlasting river. The colonel fired with a sort of a chuckle, and the
  rifleman sprang up in the air, and ran a matter of ten or twelve paces
  towards us, and then down on his faoe as dead ns a doornail. ‘Double or quits
  on the msn in the pit to the right,’ says the colonel, loading up his gun
  again, but I think the major had dropped money enough for one day over his
  shooting, for he wouldn’t hear of another try. By the way, it was handed over
  to Smith’s widow, for he was a free-handed gentleman, was the colonel, not
  unlike yourself, sir.


  “That running of dead men is a queer thing. Perhaps your eddication may
  help you to understand it, but it beats me. I’ve seen it, though, many a
  time. I remember the doctor of our regiment saying it was commonor among men
  hit through the heart. What do you think about it, sir?”


  “Your doctor was quite right,” I answered. “In several murder cases people
  who have been stabbed or shot through the heart have gone surprising
  distances afterwards. I never heard of such a case occurring in a battle, but
  I don’t see why it shouldn’t.”


  “It happened once,” resumed my companion, “when Codrington’s division were
  going up the Alma, and were close on the great redoubt. To their surprise, a
  single Russian came running down tha hill against them, with his firelock in
  his hand. One or two fired at him, and seemed to miss him, for on he came
  till he got right up to the line, when a sergeant, as had seen a deal of
  service, gives a laugh, and throws his gun down in front of him. Down goes
  the Russian, and lies there stone dead. Had been shot through tha heart at
  the top of the hill, and was dead before ever he began that charge. At least,
  that’s what the sergeant said, and we all believied him.


  “There was another queer incident of the same sort which happened later on
  in the war. Perhaps you may have heard of it, for it got into print at the
  time. One night a body, fearfully mangled and crushed, came crashing in among
  the tents of the light division. Nobody could make head or tail of it, until
  some deserters let it out long afterwards. It seems that they had one old-
  fashioned sort of gun with a big bore in a Russian battery. Now the night was
  cold, and the poor devil of a sentry thought he’d stow himself away where
  he’d never be seen, so he creeps inside the big gun, and goes to sleep there.
  In the middle of the night there was a sudden alarm of an attaok, and an
  artilleryman runs up to the gun and touches it off, and the sentry was flying
  through the air at twenty miles a minute. It didn’t much matter,” added the
  veteran philosophically, “for he was bound to be shot any way, for sleeping
  at his post, so it saved a deal of useless delay.”


  “To a man who has seen so much of the world,” I remarked, “this humdrum
  life in a Welsh village must be very slow.”


  “It is that, sir. It is that, sir. You’ve hit it there. Lord bless you,
  sir, if I had a gentleman like yourself to talk to every night I’d be a
  different man. I’ll tell you one reason now for my coming to this place,”
  here he leaned forward impressively. “I’ve got a wife in London, sir, but I
  came here to break myself of the drink. And I’m doing it slow, but sure. Why,
  three weeks ago, I oould never sleep unless I had my five glasses under my
  belt, and now I can manage it on three.”


  “Waiter, another glass of brandy-and-water,” said I.


  “Thank you, sir; thank you. As you said just now, I have had a stirring
  life, and this quiet business is too muoh for me. Did I ever tell you how I
  got my stripes? Why it was by hanging three men—three men with these
  very hands.”


  “How was that?” I asked sleepily.


  “It was like this, sir. We were in Corfu, three batteries of us, in ‘50.
  Well, one of our officers—a lieutenant he was—went off into the
  mountains to shoot one day, and he never came back. His dog trotted into the
  messroom, however, and began to howl for all the world like a human being. A
  party was made up, and followed the dog, who led them right up among the
  hills to a place where there was a ditch. There, with a lot of ferns and
  suchlike heaped over him, the poor young fellow was lying with his throat cut
  from ear to ear. He was a great favourite in the regiment, and more
  particularly with the officer in command, and he swore that he’d have
  revenge. There was a deal of discontent among the Greeks on the island at tha
  time, and this had been encouraged by the priests—‘pappas’ they call
  them. Well, when we got back to town the captain calls all these pappas
  before him, and there were three of them who could give no sort of account of
  themselves, but turned pale and stammered, and were terribly put out. A court
  martial was held, and the three of them were condemned to be hanged. Now came
  the difficulty, however, for it was well known that if anyone laid hands on a
  priest his life wasn’t worth an hour’s purchase. They are very strict about
  that are the Greeks, and uncommon handy with their knives. The captain called
  for a volunteer, and out I stepped, for I thought it was my duty, sir, seeing
  that I had been the dead man’s servant. Well, the troops formed square round
  the scaffold, and I hung them as high as Hamas. When the job was over, the
  captain says, ‘Now, my lad, I’ll save your life,’ and with that he forms the
  troops up into close order, puts me in the middle, and marches me down to the
  quay. There was a steamer there just casting off her warps for England, and I
  was shoved aboard, the crowd surging all round, and trying to get at me. You
  never heard such a howl as when they saw the ship steam out of the bay, and
  knew that I was gone. I have been a lonely man all my life, sir, and I may
  say that was the only time I have been honestly regretted when I left. We
  searched the ship when we got out to sea, and blessed if there weren’t three
  Greek stowaways aboard, each with his knife in his belt. We hove them over
  the side, and since I have never heard from them since I fear they may
  possibly have been drowned”; and the artilleryman grinned in high delight.
  “They made me a corporal for that job, sir.”


  “By the way, what is your name?” I asked, getting more and more drowsy,
  partly from the heat of the fire, and partly from a curious feeling which was
  stealing over me and the like of which I had never experienced before.


  “Sergeant Turnbull, air; Turnbull of B battery, Royal Horse Artillery.
  Major Campbell, who was over us in the Crimea, or Captain Onslow, or any of
  the old corps, would be glad to hear that you have seen me. You’ll not forget
  the name, will you, sir?”


  I was too sleepy to answer.


  “I could tell you a yarn about a Zouave that would amuse you. He was
  mortal drunk, and mistook the Russian lines for ours. They was having their
  supper in the Mamelon when he passes the sentry as cool as may be—
  prisoner—jumps—colonel—free—”


  When I came to myself I found that I was lying in front of the smouldering
  fire, and that the candle was burning low. I was alone in the room. I
  staggered to my feet with a laugh, but my brain seemed to spin round, and I
  came down into my former position. Something was evidently amiss. I put my
  hand into my pooket to find out the time. It was empty. I gave a gasp of
  astonishment. My purse was gone too. I had been thoroughly rifled.


  “Who’s in there?” cried a voice, and a small dapper man, rather past the
  prime of life, came into the room with a candle.


  “Bless my soul, sir, my wifo told me a traveller had come, but I thought
  you were in bed long ago. I’m the landlord, but I’ve been away all day at
  Llanmorris fair.”


  “I’ve been robbed,” said I.


  “Robbed!” cried the landlord, nearly dropping the candle in his
  consternation.


  “Watch, money—everything gone,” I said despondently. “What time is
  it?”


  “Nearly one,” said he. “Are you sure there is no mistake?”


  “No, there’s no mistake. I fell asleep about eleven, so he’s got two
  hours’ start.”


  “There was a train left about an hour and a half ago. He’s clear away,
  whoever he is,” observed the landlord. “You seem weak, sir. Ah!” he added,
  sniffing at my glass; “laudanum, I see. You’ve been drugged, sir.”


  “The villain! “I cried. “I know his name and history, that’s one
  blessing.”


  “What was it? ” asked the landlord eagerly. “I’ll make every police
  station in the kingdom ring with it till I reach him. It is Sergeant
  Turnbull, formerly of B Battery.”


  “Why, bless my soul!” oried my companion. “Why, I am Sergeant Turnbull of
  B Battery, with medals for the Crimea and Mutiny, sir.”


  “Then who the deuce is he?”


  A light eeomed to break upon the landlord.


  “Was he a tall man with a scar on his forehead?” he asked.


  “That’s him!” I cried.


  “Then he’s the greatest villain unhung. Sergeant, indeed! Be never wore a
  uniform except a convict’s in his life. That’s Joe Kelcey.”


  “And do you mean to say he never was in the Crimea?”


  “Not he, sir. He’s never been out of England, except once to Gibraltar,
  where he escaped very cleverly.”


  “He told me—he told me,” I groaned; “and the officer with the stick,
  and the sporting colonel, and the running corpses, and the Greek
  priests—were they all lies?”


  “All true as gospel, sir, but they happened to me, and not to him. He’s
  heard me tell the stories many a time in the bar, so he reeled them off to
  you, so as to get a chance of hocussing the liquor. He’s been reformed, and
  living here quiet enough, but being left alone with you, and seeing your
  watch, has been too much for him. Come up to bed, sir, and I’ll send round
  and let the police know all about it.”


  * * * * *


  And so, reader, I present you with a dtring of military anecdotes. I don’t
  know how you will value them. They cost me a good watoh and chain, and
  £14 7s 4d, and I thought them dear at the price.
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  “Number 43 is no better, doctor,” said the head warder, in a slightly
  reproachful accent, looking in round the corner of my door.


  “Confound 43!” I responded from behind the pages of the Australian
  Sketcher.


  “And 61 says his tubes are paining him. Couldn’t you do anything for
  him?”


  “He is a walking drug-shop,” said I. “He has the whole British
  pharmacopoeia inside him. I believe his tubes are as sound as yours are.”


  “Then there’s 7 and 108, they are chronic,” continued the warder, glancing
  down a blue slip of paper “And 28 knocked off work yesterday—said
  lifting things gave him a stitch in his side. I want you to have a look at
  him, if you don’t mind, doctor. There’s 31 too—him that killed John
  Adamson in the Corinthian brig—he’s been carrying on awful in the
  night, shrieking and yelling, he has, and no stopping him either.”


  “All right, I’ll have a look at him afterward,” I said, tossing my paper
  carelessly aside, and pouring myself a cup of coffee. “Nothing else to
  report, I suppose, warder?”


  The official protruded his head a little further into the room. “Beg
  pardon, doctor,” he said, in a confidential tone, “but I notice as 82 has a
  bit of a cold, and it would be a good excuse for you to visit him and have a
  chat, maybe.”


  The cup of coffee was arrested half-way to my lips as I stared in
  amazement at the man’s serious face.


  “An excuse?” I said. “An excuse? What the deuce are you talking about,
  McPherson? You see me trudging about all day at my practice, when I’m not
  looking after the prisoners, and coming back every night as tired as a dog,
  and you talk about finding an excuse for doing more work.”


  “You’d like it, doctor,” said Warder McPherson, insinuating one of his
  shoulders into the room. “That man’s story’s worth listening to if you could
  get him to tell it, though he’s not what you’d call free in his speech. Maybe
  you don’t know who 82 is?”


  “No, I don’t, and I don’t care either,” I answered, in the conviction that
  some local ruffian was about to be foisted upon me as a celebrity.


  “He’s Maloney,” said the warder, “him that turned Queen’s evidence after
  the murders at blue-mansdyke.”


  “You don’t say so?” I ejaculated, laying down my cup in astonishment. I
  had heard of this ghastly series of murders, and read an account of them in a
  London magazine long before setting foot in the colony. I remembered that the
  atrocities committed had thrown the Burke and Hare crimes completely into the
  shade, and that one of the most villainous of the gang had saved his own skin
  by betraying his companions. “Are you sure?” I asked.”


  “Oh, yes, it’s him right enough. Just you draw him out a bit, and he’ll
  astonish you. He’s a man to know, is Maloney; that’s to say, in moderation;”
  and the head grinned, bobbed, and disappeared, leaving me to finish my
  breakfast and ruminate over what I had heard.


  The surgeonship of an Australian prison is not an enviable position. It
  may be endurable in Melbourne or Sydney, but the little town of Perth has few
  attractions to recommend it, and those few had been long exhausted. The
  climate was detestable, and the society far from congenial. Sheep and cattle
  were the staple support of the community; and their prices, breeding, and
  diseases the principal topic of conversation. Now as I, being an outsider,
  possessed neither the one nor the other, and was utterly callous to the new
  “dip” and the “rot” and other kindred topics, I found myself in a state of
  mental isolation, and was ready to hail anything which might relieve the
  monotony of my existence. Maloney, the murderer, had at least some
  distinctiveness and individuality in his character, and might act as a tonic
  to a mind sick of the commonplaces of existence. When, therefore, I went upon
  my usual matutinal round, I turned the lock of the door which bore the
  convict’s number upon it, and walked into the cell.


  The man was lying in a heap upon his rough bed as I entered, but,
  uncoiling his long limbs, he started up and stared at me with an insolent
  look of defiance on his face which augured badly for our interview. He had a
  pale, set face, with sandy hair and a steely-blue eye, with something feline
  in its expression. His frame was tall and muscular, though there was a
  curious bend in his shoulders, which almost amounted to a deformity. An
  ordinary observer meeting him in the street might have put him down as a
  well-developed man, fairly handsome, and of studious habits—even in the
  hideous uniform of the rottenest convict establishment he imparted a certain
  refinement to his carriage which marked him out among the inferior ruffians
  around him.


  “I’m not on the sick-list,” he said, gruffly. There was something in the
  hard, rasping voice which dispelled all softer illusions, and made me realize
  that I was face to face with the man of the Lena Valley and Bluemansdyke, the
  bloodiest bushranger that ever stuck up a farm or cut the throats of its
  occupants.


  “I know you’re not,” I answered. “Warder McPherson told me you had a cold,
  though, and I thought I’d look in and see you.”


  “Blast Warder McPherson, and blast you, too!” yelled the convict, in a
  paroxysm of rage. “Oh, that’s right,” he added in a quieter voice; “hurry
  away; report me to the governor, do! Get me another six months or so—
  that’s your game.”


  “I’m not going to report you,” I said.


  “Eight square feet of ground,” he went on, disregarding my protest, and
  evidently working himself into a fury again. “Eight square feet, and I can’t
  have that without being talked to and stared at, and—oh, blast the
  whole crew of you!” and he raised his two clinched hands above his head and
  shook them in passionate invective.


  “You’ve got a curious idea of hospitality,” I remarked, determined not to
  lose my temper, and saying almost the first thing that came to my tongue.


  To my surprise the words had an extraordinary effect upon him. He seemed
  completely staggered at my assuming the proposition for which he had been so
  fiercely contending—namely, that the room in which he stood was his
  own.”


  “I beg your pardon,” he said; “I didn’t mean to be rude. Won’t you take a
  seat?” and he motioned toward a rough trestle, which formed the headpiece of
  his couch.


  I sat down, rather astonished at the sudden change. I don’t know that I
  liked Maloney better under this new aspect. The murderer had, it is true,
  disappeared for the nonce, but there was something in the smooth tones and
  obsequious manner which powerfully suggested that the witness of the queen,
  who had stood up and sworn away the lives of his companions in crime.


  “How’s your chest?” I asked, putting on my professional air.


  “Come, drop it, doctor—drop it!” he answered, showing a row of white
  teeth as he resumed his seat upon the side of the bed. “It wasn’t anxiety
  after my precious health that brought you along here; that story won’t wash
  at all. You came to have a look at Wolf Tone Maloney, forger, murderer,
  Sydney-slider, ranger, and government peach. That’s about my figure, ain’t
  it? There it is, plain and straight; there’s nothing mean about me.”


  He paused as if he expected me to say something; but I remained silent, he
  repeated once or twice, “There’s nothing mean about me.”


  “And why shouldn’t I?” he suddenly yelled, his eyes gleaming and his whole
  satanic nature reasserting itself. “We were bound to swing, one and all, and
  they were none the worse if I saved myself by turning against them. Every man
  for himself, say I, and the devil take the luckiest. You haven’t a plug of
  tobacco, doctor, have you?”


  He tore at the piece of “Barrett’s” which I handed him, as ravenously as a
  wild beast. It seemed to have the effect of soothing his nerves, for he
  settled himself down in the bed and reassumed his former deprecating
  manner.


  “You wouldn’t like it yourself, you know, doctor,” he said: “it’s enough
  to make any man a little queer in his temper. I’m in for six months this time
  for assault, and very sorry I shall be to go out again, I can tell you. My
  mind’s at ease in here; but when I’m outside, what with the government and
  what with Tattooed Tom, of Hawkesbury, there’s no chance of a quiet
  life.”


  “Who is he?” I asked.


  “He’s the brother of John Grimthorpe, the same that was condemned on my
  evidence; and an infernal scamp he was, too! Spawn of the devil, both of
  them! This tattooed one is a murderous ruffian, and he swore to have my blood
  after that trial. It’s seven years ago, and he’s following me yet; I know he
  is, though he lies low and keeps dark. He came up to me in Ballarat in ‘75:
  you can see on the back of my hand here where the bullet chipped me. He tried
  again in ‘76, at Port Philip, but I got the drop on him and wounded him
  badly. He knifed me in ‘79, though, in a bar at Adelaide, and that made our
  account about level. He’s loafing round again now, and he’ll let daylight
  into me—unless—unless by some extraordinary chance some one does
  as much for him.” And Maloney gave me a very ugly smile.


  “I don’t complain of him so much,” he continued. “Looking at it in his
  way, no doubt it is a sort of family mater that can hardly be neglected. It’s
  the government that fetches me. When I think of what I’ve done for this
  country, and then of what this country has done for me, it makes me fairly
  wild—clean drives me off my head. There’s no gratitude nor common
  decency left, doctor!”


  He brooded over his wrongs for a few minutes, and then proceeded to lay
  them before me in detail.


  “Here’s nine men,” he said; “they’ve been murdering and killing for a
  matter of three years, and maybe a life a week wouldn’t more than average the
  work that they’ve done. The government tries them, but they can’t convict;
  and why?—because the witnesses have all had their throats cut, and the
  whole job’s been very neatly done. What happens then? Up comes a citizen
  called Wolf Tone Maloney; he says ‘The country needs me, and here I am.’ And
  with that he gives his evidence, convicts the lot, and enables the beaks to
  hang them. That’s what I did. There’s nothing mean about me! And now what
  does the country do in return? Dogs me, sir, spies on me, watches me night
  and day, turns against the very man that worked so very hard for it. There’s
  something mean about that, anyway. I didn’t expect them to knight me, nor to
  make me colonial secretary; but, blast it! I did expect that they would let
  me alone!”


  “Well,” I remonstrated, “if you choose to break laws and assault people,
  you can’t expect it to be looked over on account of former services.”


  “I don’t refer to my present imprisonment, sir,” said Maloney, with
  dignity. “It’s the life I’ve been leading since that cursed trial that takes
  the soul out of me. Just you sit there on that trestle, and I’ll tell you all
  about it; and then look me in the face and tell me that I’ve been treated
  fair by the police.”


  I shall endeavor to transcribe the experience of the convict in his own
  words, as far as I can remember them, preserving his curious perversions of
  right and wrong. I can answer for the truth of his facts, whatever may be
  said for his deductions from them. Months afterward, Inspector H. W. Hann,
  formerly governor of the jail at Dunedin, showed me entries in his ledger
  which corroborated every statement. Maloney reeled the story off in a dull,
  monotonous voice, with his head sunk upon his breast and his hands between
  his knees. The glitter of his serpent-like eyes was the only sign of the
  emotions which were stirred up by the recollection of the events which he
  narrated.


  You’ve read of Bluemansdyke (he began, with some pride in his tone). We
  made it hot while it lasted; but they ran us to earth at last, and a trap
  called Braxton, with a damned Yankee, took the lot of us. That was in New
  Zealand, of course, and they took us down to Dunedin, and there they were
  convicted and hanged. One and all they put up their hands in the dock, and
  cursed me till your blood would have run cold to hear them—which was
  scurvy treatment, seeing that we had all been pals together; but they were a
  blackguard lot, and thought only of themselves. I think it is as well that
  they were hung.


  They took me back to Dunedin Jail, and clamped me into the old cell. The
  only difference they made was, that I had no work to do and was well fed. I
  stood this for a week or two, until one day the governor was making his
  rounds, and I put the matter to him.


  “How’s this?” I said. “My conditions were a free pardon, and you’re
  keeping me here against the law.”


  He gave a sort of a smile. “Should you like very much to get out?” he
  asked.


  “So much,” said I, “that unless you open that door I’ll have an action
  against you for illegal detention.”


  He seemed a bit astonished by my resolution.


  “You’re very anxious to meet your death,” he said.


  “What d’ye mean?” I asked.


  “Come here, and you’ll know what I mean,” he answered. And he led me down
  the passage to a window that overlooked the door of the prison. “Look at
  that!” said he.


  I looked out, and there were a dozen or so rough-looking fellows standing
  outside the street, some of them smoking, some playing cards on the pavement.
  When they saw me they gave a yell and crowded round the door, shaking their
  fists and hooting.


  “They wait for you, watch and watch about,” said the governor. “They’re
  the executive of the vigilance committee. However, since you are determined
  to go, I can’t stop you.”


  “D’ye call this a civilized land,” I cried, “and let a man be murdered in
  cold blood in open daylight?”


  When I said this the governor and the warder and every fool in the place
  grinned, as if a man’s life was a rare good joke.


  “You’ve got the law on your side,” says the governor; “so we won’t detain
  you any longer. Show him out, warder.”


  He’d have done it, too, the black-hearted villain, if I hadn’t begged and
  prayed and offered to pay for my board and lodging, which is more than any
  prisoner ever did before me. He let me stay on those conditions; and for
  three months I was caged up there with every larrikin in the township
  clamoring at the other side of the wall. That was pretty treatment for a man
  that had served his country!


  At last, one morning up came the governor again.


  “Well, Maloney,” he said, “how long are you going to honor us with your
  society?”


  I could have put a knife into his cursed body, and would, too, if we had
  been alone in the bush; but I had to smile, and smooth him and flatter, for I
  feared that he might have me sent out.


  “You’re an infernal rascal,” he said; those were his very words, to a man
  that had helped him all he knew how. “I don’t want any rough justice here,
  though; and I think I see my way to getting you out of Dunedin.”


  “I’ll never forget you, governor,” said I’ and, by God! I never will!


  “I don’t want your thanks nor your gratitude,” he answered; “it’s not for
  your sake that I do it, but simply to keep order in the town. There’s a
  steamer starts from the West Quay to Melbourne to-morrow, and we’ll get you
  aboard it. She is advertised at five in the morning, so have yourself in
  readiness.”


  I packed up the few things I had, and was smuggled out by a back door,
  just before daybreak. I hurried down, took my ticket under the name of Isaac
  Smith, and got safely aboard the Melbourne boat. I remember hearing her screw
  grinding into the water as the warps were cast loose, and looking back at the
  lights of Dunedin as I leaned upon the bulwarks, with the pleasant thought
  that I was leaving them behind me forever. It seemed to me that a new world
  was before me, and that all my troubles had been cast off. I went down below
  and had some coffee, and came up again feeling better than I had done since
  the morning that I woke to find that cursed Irishman that took me standing
  over me with a six-shooter.


  Day had dawned by that time, and we were steaming along by the coast, well
  out of sight of Dunedin. I loafed about for a couple of hours, and when the
  sun got well up some of the other passengers came on deck and joined me. One
  of them, a little perky sort of fellow, took a good long look at me, and then
  came over and began talking.


  “Mining, I suppose?” says he.


  “Yes,” I says.


  “Made your pile?” he says.


  “Pretty fair,” says I.


  “I was at it myself,” he says; “I worked at the Nelson fields for three
  months, and spent all I made in buying a salted claim which busted up the
  second day. I went at it again, though, and struck it rich; but when the gold
  wagon was going down to the settlements, it was stuck up by those cursed
  rangers, and not a red cent left.”


  “That was a bad job,” I says.


  “Broke me—ruined me clean. Never mind, I’ve seen them all hanged for
  it; that makes it easier to bear. There’s only one left—the villain
  that gave the evidence. I’d die happy if I could come across him. There were
  two things I have to do if I meet him.”


  “What’s that?” says I, carelessly.


  “I’ve got to ask him where the money lies—they never had time to
  make away with it, and it’s cached somewhere in the mountains—and then
  I’ve got to stretch his neck for him, and send his soul down to join the men
  that he betrayed.”


  It seemed to me that I knew something about that cache, and I felt like
  laughing; but he was watching me, and it struck me that he had a nasty,
  vindictive kind of mind.


  “I’m going up on the bridge,” I said, for he was not a man whose
  acquaintance I cared much about making.


  He wouldn’t hear of my leaving him, though.


  “We’re both miners,” he says, “and we’re pals for the voyage. Come down to
  the bar. I’m not too poor to shout.”


  I couldn’t refuse him well, and we went down together; and that was the
  beginning of the trouble.. What harm was I doing any one on the ship? All I
  asked for was a quiet life, leaving others alone and getting left alone
  myself. No man could ask fairer than that. And now just you listen to what
  came of it.


  We were passing the front of the ladies’ cabin, on our way to the saloon,
  when out comes a servant lass—a freckled currency she-devil— with
  a baby in her arms. We were brushing past her, when she gave a scream like a
  railway whistle, and nearly dropped the kid. My nerves gave a sort of jump
  when I heard that scream, but I turned and begged her pardon, letting on that
  I thought I might have trod on her foot. I knew the game was up, though, when
  I saw her white face, and her leaning against the door and pointing.


  “It’s him!” she cried; “It’s him! I saw him in the court-house. Oh, don’t
  let him hurt the baby!”


  “Who is it?” asked the steward and half a dozen others in a breath.


  “It’s him—Maloney—Maloney, the murderer—oh, take him
  away—take him away!”


  I don’t rightly remember what happened just at that moment. The furniture
  and me seemed to get kind of mixed, and there was cursing, and smashing, and
  some one shouting for his gold, and a general stamping round. When I got
  steadied a bit, I found somebody’s hand in my mouth. From what I gathered
  afterward, I concluded that it belonged to that same little man with the
  vicious way of talking. He got some of it out again, but that was because the
  others were choking me. A poor chap can get no fair play in this world when
  once he is down—still, I think he will remember me till the day of his
  death—longer, I hope.


  They dragged me out on to the poop and held a damned court-martial—
  on me, mind you that had thrown over my pals in order to serve them. What
  were they to do with me? Some said this, some said that; but it ended by the
  captain deciding to send me ashore. The ship stopped, they lowered a boat,
  and I was hoisted in, the whole gang of them hooting at me from over the
  bulwarks. I saw the man I spoke of tying up his hand, though, and I felt that
  things might be worse.


  I changed my opinion before we got to land. I had reckoned on the shore
  being deserted, and that I might make my way inland; but the ship had stopped
  too near the Heads, and a dozen beachcombers and such like had come down to
  the water’s edge and were staring at us, wondering what the boat was after.
  When we got to the edge of the surf the cockswain hailed them, and after
  singing out who I was, he and his men threw me into the water. You may well
  look surprised—neck and crop into ten feet of water, with sharks as
  thick as green parrots in the bush, and I heard them laughing as I floundered
  to the shore.


  I soon saw it was a worse job than ever. As I came scrambling out through
  the weeds, I was collared by a big chap with a velveteen coat, and half a
  dozen others got round me and held me fast. Most of them looked simple
  fellows enough, and I was not afraid of them; but there was one in a
  cabbage-tree hat that had a very nasty expression on his face, and the big
  man seemed to be chummy with him.


  The dragged me up the beach, and then they let go their hold of me and
  stood round in a circle.


  “Well, mate,” says the man with the hat, “we’ve been looking out for you
  some time in these parts.”


  “And very good of you, too,” I answers.


  “None of your jaw,” says he, “Come, boys what shall it be—hanging,
  drowning, or shooting? Look sharp!”


  This looked a bit too like business. “No, you don’t” I said. “I’ve got
  government protection and it’ll be murder.”


  “That’s what they call it,” answered the one in the velveteen coat, as
  cheery as a piping crow.


  “And you’re going to murder me for being a ranger?”


  “Ranger be damned!” said the man. “We’re going to hang you for peaching
  against your pals; and that’s an end of the palaver.”


  They slung a rope round my neck and dragged me up to the edge of the bush.
  There were some big she-oaks and blue-gums, and they pitched on one of these
  for the wicked deed. They ran the rope over a branch, tied my hands, and told
  me to say my prayers. It seemed as if it was all up; but Providence
  interfered to save me. It sounds nice enough sitting here and telling about
  it, sir; but it was sick work to stand with nothing but the beach in front of
  you, and the long white line of surf, with the steamer in the distance, and a
  set of bloody-minded villains round you thirsting for your life.


  I never thought I’d owe anything good to the police; but they saved me
  that time. A troop of them were riding from Hawkes Point Station to Dunedin,
  and hearing that something was up, they came down through the bush and
  interrupted the proceedings. I’ve heard some bands in my time, doctor, but I
  never heard music like the jingle of those traps’ spurs and harness as they
  galloped out on to the open. They tried to hang me even then, but the police
  were too quick for them; and the man with the hat got one over the head with
  the flat of a sword. I was clapped on to a horse, and before evening I found
  myself in my old quarters in the city jail.


  The governor wasn’t to be done, though. He was determined to get rid of
  me, and I was equally anxious to see the last of him. He waited a week or so
  until the excitement had begun to die away, and then he smuggled me aboard a
  three-mastered schooner bound to Sydney with tallow and hides.


  We got far away to sea without a hitch, and things began to look a bit
  more rosy. I made sure that I had seen the last of the prison, anyway. The
  crew had a sort of an idea who I was, and if there’d been any rough weather,
  they’d have hove me overboard, like enough; for they were a rough, ignorant
  lot, and had a notion that I brought bad luck to the ship. We had a good
  passage, however, and I was landed safe and sound upon Sydney Quay.


  Now just you listen to what happened next. You’d have thought they would
  have been sick of ill-using me and following me by this time—wouldn’t
  you, now? Well, just you listen. It seems that a cursed steamer started from
  Dunedin to Sydney on the very day we left, and got in before us, bringing
  news that I was coming. Blessed if they hadn’t called a meeting—a
  regular mass-meeting—at the docks to discuss about it, and I was
  marched right into it when I landed. They didn’t take long about arresting
  me, and I listened to all the speeches and resolutions. If I’d been a prince
  there couldn’t have been more excitement. The end of all was that they agreed
  that it wasn’t right that New Zealand should be allowed to foist her
  criminals upon her neighbors, and that I was to be sent back again by the
  next boat. So they posted me off again as if I was a damned parcel; and after
  another eight-hundred-mile journey I found myself back for the third time
  moving in the place that I was started from.


  By the time I had begun to think that I was going to spend the rest of my
  existence traveling about from one port to another. Every man’s hand seemed
  turned against me, and there was no peace or quiet in any direction. I was
  about sick of it by the time I had come back; and if I could have taken to
  the bush I’d have done it, and chanced it with my old pals. They were too
  quick for me, though, and kept me under lock and key; but I managed, in spite
  of them, to negotiate that cache I told you of, and sewed the gold up in my
  belt. I spent another month in jail, and then they shipped me abroad a bark
  that was bound for England.


  This time the crew never knew who I was, but the captain had a pretty good
  idea, though he didn’t let on to me that he had any suspicions. I guessed
  from the first that the man was a villain. We had a fair passage, except a
  gale or two off the Cape; and I began to feel like a free man when I saw the
  blue loom of the old country, and the saucy little pilot-boat from Falmouth
  dancing toward us over the waves. We ran down the Channel, and before we
  reached Gravesend I had agreed with the pilot that he should take me ashore
  with him when he left. It was at this time that the captain showed me that I
  was right in thinking him a meddling, disagreeable man. I got my things
  packed, such as they were, and left him talking earnestly to the pilot, while
  I went below for my breakfast. When I came up again we were fairly into the
  mouth of the river, and the boat in which I was to have gone ashore had left
  us. The skipper said the pilot had forgotten me; but that was too thin, and I
  began to fear that all my old troubles were going to commence once more.


  It was not long before my suspicions were confirmed. A boat darted out
  from the side of the river, and a tall cove with a long black beard came
  aboard. I heard him ask the mate whether they didn’t need a mud-pilot to take
  them up in the reaches, but it seemed to me that he was a man who would know
  a deal more about handcuffs than he did about steering, so I kept away from
  him. He came across the deck, however, and made some remark to me, taking a
  good look at me the while. I didn’t like inquisitive people at any time, but
  an inquisitive stranger with glue about the roots of his beard is the worst
  of all to stand, especially under the circumstances. I began to feel that it
  was time for me to go.


  I soon got a chance, and made good use of it. A big collier came athwart
  the bows of our steamer, and we had to slacken down to dead slow. There was a
  barge astern, and I slipped down by a rope and was into the barge before any
  one missed me. Of course I had to leave my luggage behind me, but I had the
  belt with the nuggets round my waist, and the chance of shaking the police
  off my track was worth more than a couple of boxes. It was clear to me now
  that the pilot had been a traitor, as well as the captain, and had set the
  detectives after me. I often wish I could drop across those two men
  again.


  I hung about the barge all day as she drifted down the stream. There was
  one man in her, but she was a big, ugly craft, and his hands were too full
  for much looking about. Toward evening, when it got a bit dusky, I struck out
  for the shore, and found myself in a sort of marsh place, a good many miles
  to the east of London. I was soaking wet and half dead with hunger, but I
  trudged into the town, got a new rig-out at a slop-hot, and after having some
  supper, engaged a bed at the quietest lodgings I could find.


  I woke pretty early—a habit you pick up in the bush—and lucky
  for me that I did so. The very first thing I saw when I took a look through a
  chink in the shutter was one of those infernal policemen, standing right
  opposite and staring up at the windows. He hadn’t epaulets nor a sword, like
  our traps, but for all that there was a sort of family likeness, and the same
  busybody expression. Whether they followed me all the time, or whether the
  woman that let me the bed didn’t like the looks of me, is more than I have
  ever been able to find out. He came across as I was watching him, and noted
  down the address of the house in a book. I was afraid that he was going to
  ring at the bell, but I suppose his orders were simply to keep an eye on me,
  for after another good look at the windows he moved on down the street.


  I saw that my only chance was to act at once. I threw on my clothes,
  opened the window softly, and, after making sure that there was nobody about,
  dropped out onto the ground and made off as hard as I could run. I traveled a
  matter of two or three miles, when my wind gave out; and as I saw a big
  building with people going in and out, I went in too, and found that it was a
  railway station. A train was just going off for Dover to meet the French
  boat, so I took a ticket and jumped into a third-class carriage.


  There were a couple of other chaps in the carriage, innocent-looking young
  beggars, both of them. They began speaking about his and that, while I sat
  quiet in the corner and listened. Then they started on England and foreign
  countries, and such like. Look ye now, doctor, this is a fact. One of them
  begins jawing about the justice of England’s laws. “It’s all fair and above-
  board,” says he; “there ain’t any secret police, nor spying, like they have
  abroad,” and a lot more of the same sort of wash. Rather rough on me, wasn’t
  it, listening to the damned young fool, with the police following me about
  like my shadow?


  I got to Paris right enough, and there I changed some of my gold, and for
  a few days I imagined I’d shaken them off, and began to think of settling
  down for a bit of rest. I needed it by that time, for I was looking more like
  a ghost than a man. You’ve never had the police after you, I suppose? Well,
  you needn’t look offended, I didn’t mean any harm. If ever you had you’d know
  that it wastes a man away like a sheep with the rot.


  I went to the opera one night and took a box, for I was coming out between
  the acts when I met a fellow lounging along in the passage. The light fell on
  his face, and I saw that it was the mud-pilot that had boarded us in the
  Thames. His beard was gone, but I recognized the man at a glance, for I’ve a
  good memory for faces.


  I tell you, doctor, I felt desperate for a moment. I could have knifed him
  if we had been alone, but he knew me well enough never to give me the chance.
  It was more then I could stand any longer, so I went right up to him and drew
  him aside, where we’d be free from all the lundgers and theater-goers.


  “How long are you going to keep it up?” I asked him.


  He seemed a bit flustered for a moment, but then he saw there was no use
  beating about the bush, so he answered straight;


  “Until you go back to Australia,” he said.


  “Don’t you know,” I said, “that I have served the government and got a
  free pardon?”


  He grinned all over his ugly face when I said this.


  “We know all about you, Maloney,” he answered. “If you want a quiet life,
  just you go back where you came from. If you stay here, you’re a marked man;
  and when you are found tripping it’ll be a lifer for you, at the least. Free
  trade’s a fine thing but the market’s too full of men like you for us to need
  to import any.”


  It seemed to me that there was something in what he said, though he had a
  nasty way of putting it. For some days back I’d been feeling a sort of home
  sick. The ways of the people weren’t my ways. They stared at me in the
  street; and if I dropped into a oar, they’d stop talking and edge away a bit,
  as if I was a wild beast. I’d sooner have had a pint of old Stringybark, too,
  than a bucketful of their rot-gut liquors. There was too much damned
  propriety. What was the use of having money if you couldn’t dress as you
  liked, nor bust in properly? There was no sympathy for a man if he shot about
  a little when he was half-over. I’ve seen a man dropped at Nelson many a time
  with less row than they’d make over a broken window-pane. The thing was slow,
  and I was sick of it.


  “You want me to go back?” I said.


  “I’ve my order to stick fast to you until you do,” he answered.


  “Well,” I said, “I don’t care if I do. All I bargain is that you keep your
  mouth shut and don’t let on who I am, so that I may have a fair start when I
  get there.”


  He agreed to this, and we went over to Southampton the very next day,
  where he saw me safely off once more. I took a passage round to Adelaide,
  where no one was likely to know me; and there I settled, right under the nose
  of the police. Id been there ever since, leading a quiet life,’ but for
  little difficulties like the one I’m in for now, and for that devil, Tattooed
  Tom, of Hawkesbury. I don’t know what made me tell you all this, doctor,
  unless it is that being lonely makes a man inclined to jaw when he gets a
  chance. Just you take warning from me, though. Never put yourself out to
  serve your country; for your country will do precious little for you. Just
  you let them look after their own affairs; and if they find difficulty in
  hanging a set of scoundrels, never mind chipping in, but let them alone to do
  as best they can. Maybe they’ll remember how they treated me after I’m dead,
  and be sorry for neglecting me. I was rude to you when you came in, and swore
  a trifle promiscuous: but don’t you mind me, it’s only my way. You’ll allow,
  though, that I have cause to be a bit touchy now and again when I think of
  all that’s passed. You’re not going, are you? Well, if you must, you must;
  but I hope you will look me up at odd times when you are going your rounds.
  Oh, I say, you’ve left the balance of that cake of tobacco behind you,
  haven’t you? No: it’s in your pocket—that’s all right. Thank ye doctor,
  you’re a good sort, and as quick as a hint as any man I’ve met.


  A couple of months after narrating his experiences, Wolf Tone Maloney
  finished his term, and was released. For a long time I neither saw him nor
  heard of him, and he had almost slipped from my memory, until I was reminded,
  in a somewhat tragic manner, of his existence. I had been attending a patient
  some distance off in the country, and was riding back, guiding my tired horse
  among the boulders which strewed the pathway, and endeavoring to see my way
  through the gathering darkness, when I came suddenly upon a little wayside
  inn. As I walked my horse up toward the door, intending to make sure of my
  bearings before proceeding further, I heard the sound of a violent
  altercation within the little bar. There seemed to be a chorus of
  expostulation or remonstrance, above which two powerful voices rang out loud
  and angry. As I listened, there was a momentary hush, two pistol shots
  sounded almost simultaneously, and with a crash the door burst open and a
  pair of dark figures staggered out into the moonlight. They struggled for a
  moment in a deadly wrestle, and then went down together among the loose
  stones. I had sprung off my horse, and, with the help of half a dozen rough
  fellows from the bar, dragged them away from one another.


  A glance was sufficient to convince me that one of them was drying fast.
  He was a thick-set burly fellow, with a determined cast of countenance. The
  blood was welling from a deep stab in his throat, and it was evident that an
  important artery had been divided. I turned away from him in despair, and
  walked over to where his antagonist was lying. He was shot through the lungs,
  but managed to raise himself up on his hand as I approached, and peered
  anxiously up into my face. To my surprise, I saw before me the haggard
  features and flaxen hair of my prison acquaintance, Maloney.


  “Ah, doctor!” he said, recognizing me. “How is he? Will he die?”


  He asked the question so earnestly that I imagined he had softened at the
  last moment, and feared to leave the world with another homicide upon his
  conscience. Truth, however, compelled me to shake my head mournfully, and to
  intimate that the wound would prove a mortal one.


  Maloney gave a wild cry of triumph, which brought the blood welling out
  from between his lips. “Here, boys,” he gasped to the little group around
  him. “There’s money in my inside pocket. Damn the expense! Drinks round.
  There’s nothing mean about me. I’d drink with you, but I’m going. Give the
  doc my share, for he’s as good-—“Here his head fell back with a thud,
  his eye glazed, and the soul of Wolf Tone Maloney, forger, convict, ranger,
  murderer, and government peach, drifted away into the Great Unknown.


  I cannot conclude without borrowing the account of the fatal quarrel which
  appeared in the columns of the West Australian Sentinel. The curious will
  find it in the issue of October 4, 1881:


  “FATAL AFFRAY.—W. T. Maloney, a well-known citizen
  of New Montrose, and proprietor of the Yellow Boy gambling saloon, has met
  with his death under rather painful circumstances. Mr. Maloney was a man who
  had led a checkered existence, and whose past history is replete with
  interest. Some of our readers may recall the Lena Village murders, in which
  he figured as the principal criminal. It is conjectured that during the seven
  months that he owned a bar in that region, from twenty to thirty travelers
  were hocussed and made away with. He succeeded, however, in evading the
  vigilance of the officers of the law, and allied himself with the bushrangers
  of Bluemansdyke, whose heroic capture and subsequent execution are matters of
  history. Maloney extricated himself from the fate which awaited him by
  turning Queen’s evidence. He afterward visited Europe, but returned to West
  Australia, where he has long played a prominent part in local matters. On
  Friday evening he encountered an old enemy, Thomas Grimthorpe, commonly known
  as Tattooed Tom, of Hawkesbury. Shots were exchanged, and both were badly
  wounded, only surviving a few minutes. Mr. Maloney had the reputation of
  being not only the most wholesale murderer that ever lived, but also of
  having a finish and attention to detail in matters of evidence which has been
  unapproached by any European criminal. Sic transit gloria mundi!”
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  September 11th.—Lat. 81° 40’ N.; long. 2° E. Still lying- to
  amid enormous ice fields. The one which stretches away to the north of us,
  and to which our ice-anchor is attached, cannot be smaller than an English
  county. To the right and left unbroken sheets extend to the horizon. This
  morning the mate reported that there were signs of pack ice to the southward.
  Should this form of sufficient thickness to bar our return, we shall be in a
  position of danger, as the food, I hear, is already running somewhat short.
  It is late in the season, and the nights are beginning to reappear.


  This morning I saw a star twinkling just over the fore-yard, the first
  since the beginning of May. There is considerable discontent among the crew,
  many of whom are anxious to get back home to be in time for the herring
  season, when labour always commands a high price upon the Scotch coast. As
  yet their displeasure is only signified by sullen countenances and black
  looks, but I heard from the second mate this afternoon that they contemplated
  sending a deputation to the Captain to explain their grievance. I much doubt
  how he will receive it, as he is a man of fierce temper, and very sensitive
  about anything approaching to an infringement of his rights. I shall venture
  after dinner to say a few words to him upon the subject. I have always found
  that he will tolerate from me what he would resent from any other member of
  the crew. Amsterdam Island, at the north-west corner of Spitzbergen, is
  visible upon our starboard quarter—a rugged line of volcanic rocks,
  intersected by white seams, which represent glaciers. It is curious to think
  that at the present moment there is probably no human being nearer to us than
  the Danish settlements in the south of Greenland—a good nine hundred
  miles as the crow flies. A captain takes a great responsibility upon himself
  when he risks his vessel under such circumstances. No whaler has ever
  remained in these latitudes till so advanced a period of the year.


  9 P. M,—I have spoken to Captain Craigie, and though the result has
  been hardly satisfactory, I am bound to say that he listened to what I had to
  say very quietly and even deferentially. When I had finished he put on that
  air of iron determination which I have frequently observed upon his face, and
  paced rapidly backwards and forwards across the narrow cabin for some
  minutes. At first I feared that I had seriously offended him, but he
  dispelled the idea by sitting down again, and putting his hand upon my arm
  with a gesture which almost amounted to a caress. There was a depth of
  tenderness too in his wild dark eyes which surprised me considerably. “Look
  here, Doctor,” he said, “I’m sorry I ever took you—I am indeed
  —and I would give fifty pounds this minute to see you standing safe
  upon the Dundee quay. It’s hit or miss with me this time. There are fish to
  the north of us. How dare you shake your head, sir, when I tell you I saw
  them blowing from the masthead?”—this in a sudden burst of fury, though
  I was not conscious of having shown any signs of doubt. “Two-and-twenty fish
  in as many minutes as I am a living man, and not one under ten foot. [1]Now,
  Doctor, do you think I can leave the country when there is only one infernal
  strip of ice between me and my fortune? If it came on to blow from the north
  to-morrow we could fill the ship and be away before the frost could catch us.
  If it came on to blow from the south—well, I suppose the men are paid
  for risking their lives, and as for myself it matters but little to me, for I
  have more to bind me to the other world than to this one. I confess that I am
  sorry for you, though. I wish I had old Angus Tait who was with me last
  voyage, for he was a man that would never be missed, and you—you said
  once that you were engaged, did you not?”


  [1] A whale is measured among whalers not by the length of its body, but
  by the length of its whalebone.


  “Yes,” I answered, snapping the spring of the locket which hung from my
  watch-chain, and holding up the little vignette of Flora.


  “Curse you!” he yelled, springing out of his seat, with his very beard
  bristling with passion. “What is your happiness to me? What have I to do with
  her that you must dangle her photograph before my eyes? “I almost thought
  that he was about to strike me in the frenzy of his rage, but with another
  imprecation he dashed open the door of the cabin and rushed out upon deck,
  leaving me considerably astonished at his extraordinary violence. It is the
  first time that he has ever shown me anything but courtesy and kindness. I
  can hear him pacing excitedly up and down overhead as I write these
  lines.


  I should like to give a sketch of the character of this man, but it seems
  presumptuous to attempt such a thing upon paper, when the idea in my own mind
  is at best a vague and uncertain one. Several times I have thought that I
  grasped the clue which might explain it, but only to be disappointed by his
  presenting himself in some new light which would upset all my conclusions. It
  may be that no human eye but my own shall ever rest upon these lines, yet as
  a psychological study I shall attempt to leave some record of Captain
  Nicholas Craigie.


  A man’s outer case generally gives some indication of the soul within. The
  Captain is tall and well-formed, with dark, handsome face, and a curious way
  of twitching his limbs, which may arise from nervousness, or be simply an
  outcome of his excessive energy. His jaw and whole cast of countenance is
  manly and resolute, but the eyes are the distinctive feature of his face.
  They are of the very darkest hazel, bright and eager, with a singular mixture
  of recklessness in their expression, and of something else which I have
  sometimes thought was more allied with horror than any other emotion.
  Generally the former predominated, but on occasions, and more particularly
  when he was thoughtfully inclined, the look of fear would spread and deepen
  until it imparted a new character to his whole countenance. It is at these
  times that he is most subject to tempestuous fits of anger, and he seems to
  be aware of it, for I have known him lock himself up so that no one might
  approach him until his dark hour was passed. He sleeps badly, and I have
  heard him shouting during the night, but his cabin is some little distance
  from mine, and I could never distinguish the words which he said.


  This is one phase of his character, and the most disagreeable one. It is
  only through my close association with him, thrown together as we are day
  after day, that I have observed it. Otherwise he is an agreeable companion,
  well-read and entertaining, and as gallant a seaman as ever trod a deck. I
  shall not easily forget the way in which he handled the ship when we were
  caught by a gale among the loose ice at the beginning of April. I have never
  seen him so cheerful, and even hilarious, as he was that night, as he paced
  backwards and forwards upon the bridge amid the flashing of the lightning and
  the howling of the wind. He has told me several times that the thought of
  death was a pleasant one to him, which is a sad thing for a young man to say;
  he cannot be much more than thirty, though his hair and moustache are already
  slightly grizzled. Some great sorrow must have overtaken him and blighted his
  whole life. Perhaps I should be the same if I lost my Flora—God knows!I
  think if it were not for her that I should care very little whether the wind
  blew from the north or the south to-morrow.


  There, I hear him come down the companion, and he has locked himself up in
  his room, which shows that he is still in an unamiable mood. And so to bed,
  as old Pepys would say, for the candle is burning down (we have to use them
  now since the nights are closing in), and the steward has turned in, so there
  are no hopes of another one.


  September 12th.—Calm, clear day, and still lying in the same
  position. What wind there is comes from the south-east, but it is very
  slight. Captain is in a better humour, and apologised to me at breakfast for
  his rudeness. He still looks somewhat distrait, however, and retains that
  wild look in his eyes which in a Highlander would mean that he was “fey”
  —at least so our chief engineer remarked to me, and he has some
  reputation among the Celtic portion of our crew as a seer and expounder of
  omens.


  It is strange that superstition should have obtained such mastery over
  this hard-headed and practical race. I could not have believed to what an
  extent it is carried had I not observed it for myself. We have had a perfect
  epidemic of it this voyage, until I have felt inclined to serve out rations
  of sedatives and nerve-tonics with the Saturday allowance of grog. The first
  symptom of it was that shortly after leaving Shetland the men at the wheel
  used to complain that they heard plaintive cries and screams in the wake of
  the ship, as if something were following it and were unable to overtake it.
  This fiction has been kept up during the whole voyage, and on dark nights at
  the beginning of the seal-fishing it was only with great difficulty that men
  could be induced to do their spell. No doubt what they heard was either the
  creaking of the rudder-chains, or the cry of some passing sea-bird. I have
  been fetched out of bed several times to listen to it, but I need hardly say
  that I was never able to distinguish anything unnatural.


  The men, however, are so absurdly positive upon the subject that it is
  hopeless to argue with them. I mentioned the matter to the Captain once, but
  to my surprise he took it very gravely, and indeed appeared to be
  considerably disturbed by what I told him. I should have thought that he at
  least would have been above such vulgar delusions.


  All this disquisition upon superstition leads me up to the fact that Mr.
  Manson, our second mate, saw a ghost last night—or, at least, says that
  he did, which of course is the same thing. It is quite refreshing to have
  some new topic of conversation after the eternal routine of bears and whales
  which has served us for so many months. Manson swears the ship is haunted,
  and that he would not stay in her a day if he had any other place to go to.
  Indeed the fellow is honestly frightened, and I had to give him some chloral
  and bromide of potassium this morning to steady him down. He seemed quite
  indignant when I suggested that he had been having an extra glass the night
  before, and I was obliged to pacify him by keeping as grave a countenance as
  possible during his story, which he certainly narrated in a very
  straight-forward and matter-of-fact way.


  “I was on the bridge,” he said, “about four bells in the middle watch,
  just when the night was at its darkest. There was a bit of a moon, but the
  clouds were blowing across it so that you couldn’t see far from the ship.
  John M’Leod, the harpooner, came aft from the foc’sle-head and reported a
  strange noise on the starboard bow.


  I went forrard and we both heard it, sometimes like a bairn crying and
  sometimes like a wench in pain. I’ve been seventeen years to the country and
  I never heard seal, old or young, make a sound like that. As we were standing
  there on the foc’sle-head the moon came out from behind a cloud, and we both
  saw a sort of white figure moving across the ice field in the same direction
  that we had heard the cries. We lost sight of it for a while, but it came
  back on the port bow, and we could just make it out like a shadow on the ice.
  I sent a hand aft for the rifles, and M’Leod and I went down on to the pack,
  thinking that maybe it might be a bear. When we got on the ice I lost sight
  of M’Leod, but I pushed on in the direction where I could still hear the
  cries. I followed them for a mile or maybe more, and then running round a
  hummock I came right on to the top of it standing and waiting for me
  seemingly. I don’t know what it was. It wasn’t a bear any way. It was tall
  and white and straight, and if it wasn’t a man nor a woman, I’ll stake my
  davy it was something worse. I made for the ship as hard as I could run, and
  precious glad I was to find myself aboard. I signed articles to do my duty by
  the ship, and on the ship I’ll stay, but you don’t catch me on the ice again
  after sundown.”


  That is his story, given as far as I can in his own words. I fancy what he
  saw must, in spite of his denial, have been a young bear erect upon its hind
  legs, an attitude which they often assume when alarmed. In the uncertain
  light this would bear a resemblance to a human figure, especially to a man
  whose nerves were already somewhat shaken. Whatever it may have been, the
  occurrence is unfortunate, for it has produced a most unpleasant effect upon
  the crew. Their looks are more sullen than before, and their discontent more
  open. The double grievance of being debarred from the herring fishing and of
  being detained in what they choose to call a haunted vessel, may lead them to
  do something rash. Even the harpooners, who are the oldest and steadiest
  among them, are joining in the general agitation.


  Apart from this absurd outbreak of superstition, things are looking rather
  more cheerful. The pack which was forming to the south of us has partly
  cleared away, and the water is so warm as to lead me to believe that we are
  lying in one of those branches of the gulf-stream which run up between
  Greenland and Spitzbergen. There are numerous small Medusse and sealemons
  about the ship, with abundance of shrimps, so that there is every possibility
  of “fish” being sighted. Indeed one was seen blowing about dinner-time, but
  in such a position that it was impossible for the boats to follow it.


  September 13th.—Had an interesting conversation with the chief mate,
  Mr. Milne, upon the bridge. It seems that our Captain is as great an enigma
  to the seamen, and even to the owners of the vessel, as he has been to me.
  Mr. Milne tells me that when the ship is paid off, upon returning from a
  voyage, Captain Craigie disappears, and is not seen again until the approach
  of another season, when he walks quietly into the office of the company, and
  asks whether his services will be required. He has no friend in Dundee, nor
  does any one pretend to be acquainted with his early history. His position
  depends entirely upon his skill as a seaman, and the name for courage and
  coolness which he had earned in the capacity of mate, before being entrusted
  with a separate command. The unanimous opinion seems to be that he is not a
  Scotchman, and that his name is an assumed one. Mr. Milne thinks that he has
  devoted himself to whaling simply for the reason that it is the most
  dangerous occupation which he could select, and that he courts death in every
  possible manner. He mentioned several instances of this, one of which is
  rather curious, if true. It seems that on one occasion he did not put in an
  appearance at the office, and a substitute had to be selected in his place.
  That was at the time of the last Russian and Turkish war. When he turned up
  again next spring he had a puckered wound in the side of his neck which he
  used to endeavour to conceal with his cravat. Whether the mate’s inference
  that he had been engaged in the war is true or not I cannot say. It was
  certainly a strange coincidence.


  The wind is veering round in an easterly direction, but is still very
  slight. I think the ice is lying closer than it did yesterday. As far as the
  eye can reach on every side there is one wide expanse of spotless white, only
  broken by an occasional rift or the dark shadow of a hummock. To the south
  there is the narrow lane of blue water which is our sole means of escape, and
  which is closing up every day. The Captain is taking a heavy responsibility
  upon himself. I hear that the tank of potatoes has been finished, and even
  the biscuits are running short, but he preserves the same impassible
  countenance, and spends the greater part of the day at the crow’s nest,
  sweeping the horizon with his glass. His manner is very variable, and he
  seems to avoid my society, but there has been no repetition of the violence
  which he showed the other night.


  7. 30 P. M.—My deliberate opinion is that we are commanded by a
  madman. Nothing else can account for the extraordinary vagaries of Captain
  Craigie. It is fortunate that I have kept this journal of our voyage, as it
  will serve to justify us in case we have to put him under any sort of
  restraint, a step which I should only consent to as a last resource.
  Curiously enough it was he himself who suggested lunacy and not mere
  eccentricity as the secret of his strange conduct. He was standing upon the
  bridge about an hour ago, peering as usual through his glass, while I was
  walking up and down the quarterdeck. The majority of the men were below at
  their tea, for the watches have not been regularly kept of late. Tired of
  walking, I leaned against the bulwarks, and admired the mellow glow cast by
  the sinking sun upon the great ice fields which surround us. I was suddenly
  aroused from the reverie into which I had fallen by a hoarse voice at my
  elbow, and starting round I found that the Captain had descended and was
  standing by my side. He was staring out over the ice with an expression in
  which horror, surprise, and something approaching to joy were contending for
  the mastery. In spite of the cold, great drops of perspiration were coursing
  down his forehead, and he was evidently fearfully excited.


  His limbs twitched like those of a man upon the verge of an epileptic fit,
  and the lines about his mouth were drawn and hard.


  “Look!” he gasped, seizing me by the wrist, but still keeping his eyes
  upon the distant ice, and moving his head slowly in a horizontal direction,
  as if following some object which was moving across the field of vision.
  “Look!There, man, there!Between the hummocks!Now coming out from behind the
  far one!You see her—you MUST see her!There still!Flying from me, by
  God, flying from me—and gone!”


  He uttered the last two words in a whisper of concentrated agony which
  shall never fade from my remembrance. Clinging to the ratlines he endeavoured
  to climb up upon the top of the bulwarks as if in the hope of obtaining a
  last glance at the departing object. His strength was not equal to the
  attempt, however, and he staggered back against the saloon skylights, where
  he leaned panting and exhausted. His face was so livid that I expected him to
  become unconscious, so lost no time in leading him down the companion, and
  stretching him upon one of the sofas in the cabin. I then poured him out some
  brandy, which I held to his lips, and which had a wonderful effect upon him,
  bringing the blood back into his white face and steadying his poor shaking
  limbs. He raised himself up upon his elbow, and looking round to see that we
  were alone, he beckoned to me to come and sit beside him.


  “You saw it, didn’t you?“he asked, still in the same subdued awesome tone
  so foreign to the nature of the man.


  “No, I saw nothing.”


  His head sank back again upon the cushions. “No, he wouldn’t without the
  glass,” he murmured. “He couldn’t. It was the glass that showed her to me,
  and then the eyes of love—the eyes of love.


  I say, Doc, don’t let the steward in!He’ll think I’m mad. Just bolt the
  door, will you!”


  I rose and did what he had commanded.


  He lay quiet for a while, lost in thought apparently, and then raised
  himself up upon his elbow again, and asked for some more brandy.


  “You don’t think I am, do you, Doc?“he asked, as I was putting the bottle
  back into the after-locker. “Tell me now, as man to man, do you think that I
  am mad?”


  “I think you have something on your mind,” I answered, “which is exciting
  you and doing you a good deal of harm.”


  “Right there, lad!” he cried, his eyes sparkling from the effects of the
  brandy. “Plenty on my mind—plenty!But I can work out the latitude and
  the longitude, and I can handle my sextant and manage my logarithms. You
  couldn’t prove me mad in a court of law, could you, now? “It was curious to
  hear the man lying back and coolly arguing out the question of his own
  sanity.


  “Perhaps not,” I said; “but still I think you would be wise to get home as
  soon as you can, and settle down to a quiet life for a while.”


  “Get home, eh?“he muttered, with a sneer upon his face. “One word for me
  and two for yourself, lad. Settle down with Flora—pretty little Flora.
  Are bad dreams signs of madness?”


  “Sometimes,” I answered.


  “What else? What would be the first symptoms?”


  “Pains in the head, noises in the ears flashes before the eyes,
  delusions—”


  “Ah! what about them?“he interrupted. “What would you call a
  delusion?”


  “Seeing a thing which is not there is a delusion. ”


  “But she WAS there!” he groaned to himself. “She WAS there!” and rising,
  he unbolted the door and walked with slow and uncertain steps to his own
  cabin, where I have no doubt that he will remain until to-morrow morning. His
  system seems to have received a terrible shock, whatever it may have been
  that he imagined himself to have seen. The man becomes a greater mystery
  every day, though I fear that the solution which he has himself suggested is
  the correct one, and that his reason is affected. I do not think that a
  guilty conscience has anything to do with his behaviour. The idea is a
  popular one among the officers, and, I believe, the crew; but I have seen
  nothing to support it. He has not the air of a guilty man, but of one who has
  had terrible usage at the hands of fortune, and who should be regarded as a
  martyr rather than a criminal.


  The wind is veering round to the south to-night. God help us if it blocks
  that narrow pass which is our only road to safety!Situated as we are on the
  edge of the main Arctic pack, or the “barrier” as it is called by the
  whalers, any wind from the north has the effect of shredding out the ice
  around us and allowing our escape, while a wind from the south blows up all
  the loose ice behind us and hems us in between two packs. God help us, I say
  again!


  September 14th.—Sunday, and a day of rest. My fears have been
  confirmed, and the thin strip of blue water has disappeared from the
  southward. Nothing but the great motionless ice fields around us, with their
  weird hummocks and fantastic pinnacles. There is a deathly silence over their
  wide expanse which is horrible. No lapping of the waves now, no cries of
  seagulls or straining of sails, but one deep universal silence in which the
  murmurs of the seamen, and the creak of their boots upon the white shining
  deck, seem discordant and out of place. Our only visitor was an Arctic fox, a
  rare animal upon the pack, though common enough upon the land. He did not
  come near the ship, however, but after surveying us from a distance fled
  rapidly across the ice. This was curious conduct, as they generally know
  nothing of man, and being of an inquisitive nature, become so familiar that
  they are easily captured. Incredible as it may seem, even this little
  incident produced a bad effect upon the crew. “Yon puir beastie kens mair,
  ay, an’ sees mair nor you nor me!” was the comment of one of the leading
  harpooners, and the others nodded their acquiescence. It is vain to attempt
  to argue against such puerile superstition. They have made up their minds
  that there is a curse upon the ship, and nothing will ever persuade them to
  the contrary.


  The Captain remained in seclusion all day except for about half an hour in
  the afternoon, when he came out upon the quarterdeck. I observed that he kept
  his eye fixed upon the spot where the vision of yesterday had appeared, and
  was quite prepared for another outburst, but none such came. He did not seem
  to see me although I was standing close beside him. Divine service was read
  as usual by the chief engineer. It is a curious thing that in whaling vessels
  the Church of England Prayer-book is always employed, although there is never
  a member of that Church among either officers or crew. Our men are all Roman
  Catholics or Presbyterians, the former predominating. Since a ritual is used
  which is foreign to both, neither can complain that the other is preferred to
  them, and they listen with all attention and devotion, so that the system has
  something to recommend it.


  A glorious sunset, which made the great fields of ice look like a lake of
  blood. I have never seen a finer and at the same time more weird effect. Wind
  is veering round. If it will blow twenty-four hours from the north all will
  yet be well.


  September 15th.—To-day is Flora’s birthday. Dear lass! it is well
  that she cannot see her boy, as she used to call me, shut up among the ice
  fields with a crazy captain and a few weeks’ provisions. No doubt she scans
  the shipping list in the Scotsman every morning to see if we are reported
  from Shetland. I have to set an example to the men and look cheery and
  unconcerned; but God knows, my heart is very heavy at times.


  The thermometer is at nineteen Fahrenheit to-day. There is but little
  wind, and what there is comes from an unfavourable quarter. Captain is in an
  excellent humour; I think he imagines he has seen some other omen or vision,
  poor fellow, during the night, for he came into my room early in the morning,
  and stooping down over my bunk, whispered, “It wasn’t a delusion, Doc; it’s
  all right!” After breakfast he asked me to find out how much food was left,
  which the second mate and I proceeded to do. It is even less than we had
  expected. Forward they have half a tank full of biscuits, three barrels of
  salt meat, and a very limited supply of coffee beans and sugar. In the
  after-hold and lockers there are a good many luxuries, such as tinned salmon,
  soups, haricot mutton, etc. , but they will go a very short way among a crew
  of fifty men. There are two barrels of flour in the store-room, and an
  unlimited supply of tobacco. Altogether there is about enough to keep the men
  on half rations for eighteen or twenty days—certainly not more. When we
  reported the state of things to the Captain, he ordered all hands to be
  piped, and addressed them from the quarterdeck. I never saw him to better
  advantage. With his tall, well-knit figure, and dark animated face, he seemed
  a man born to command, and he discussed the situation in a cool sailor-like
  way which showed that while appreciating the danger he had an eye for every
  loophole of escape.


  “My lads,” he said, “no doubt you think I brought you into this fix, if it
  is a fix, and maybe some of you feel bitter against me on account of it. But
  you must remember that for many a season no ship that comes to the country
  has brought in as much oil-money as the old Pole-Star, and every one of you
  has had his share of it. You can leave your wives behind you in comfort while
  other poor fellows come back to find their lasses on the parish. If you have
  to thank me for the one you have to thank me for the other, and we may call
  it quits. We’ve tried a bold venture before this and succeeded, so now that
  we’ve tried one and failed we’ve no cause to cry out about it. If the worst
  comes to the worst, we can make the land across the ice, and lay in a stock
  of seals which will keep us alive until the spring. It won’t come to that,
  though, for you’ll see the Scotch coast again before three weeks are out. At
  present every man must go on half rations, share and share alike, and no
  favour to any. Keep up your hearts and you’ll pull through this as you’ve
  pulled through many a danger before. “These few simple words of his had a
  wonderful effect upon the crew. His former unpopularity was forgotten, and
  the old harpooner whom I have already mentioned for his superstition, led off
  three cheers, which were heartily joined in by all hands.


  September 16th.—The wind has veered round to the north during the
  night, and the ice shows some symptoms of opening out. The men are in a good
  humour in spite of the short allowance upon which they have been placed.
  Steam is kept up in the engine-room, that there may be no delay should an
  opportunity for escape present itself. The Captain is in exuberant spirits,
  though he still retains that wild “fey” expression which I have already
  remarked upon. This burst of cheerfulness puzzles me more than his former
  gloom. I cannot understand it. I think I mentioned in an early part of this
  journal that one of his oddities is that he never permits any person to enter
  his cabin, but insists upon making his own bed, such as it is, and performing
  every other office for himself. To my surprise he handed me the key to-day
  and requested me to go down there and take the time by his chronometer while
  he measured the altitude of the sun at noon. It is a bare little room,
  containing a washing-stand and a few books, but little else in the way of
  luxury, except some pictures upon the walls. The majority of these are small
  cheap oleographs, but there was one water-colour sketch of the head of a
  young lady which arrested my attention. It was evidently a portrait, and not
  one of those fancy types of female beauty which sailors particularly affect.
  No artist could have evolved from his own mind such a curious mixture of
  character and weakness. The languid, dreamy eyes, with their drooping lashes,
  and the broad, low brow, unruffled by thought or care, were in strong
  contrast with the clean-cut, prominent jaw, and the resolute set of the lower
  lip. Underneath it in one of the corners was written, “M. B. , aet. 19. “That
  any one in the short space of nineteen years of existence could develop such
  strength of will as was stamped upon her face seemed to me at the time to be
  well-nigh incredible. She must have been an extraordinary woman. Her features
  have thrown such a glamour over me that, though I had but a fleeting glance
  at them, I could, were I a draughtsman, reproduce them line for line upon
  this page of the journal. I wonder what part she has played in our Captain’s
  life. He has hung her picture at the end of his berth, so that his eyes
  continually rest upon it. Were he a less reserved man I should make some
  remark upon the subject. Of the other things in his cabin there was nothing
  worthy of mention—uniform coats, a camp-stool, small looking-glass,
  tobacco-box, and numerous pipes, including an oriental hookah—which,
  by-the-bye, gives some colour to Mr. Milne’s story about his participation in
  the war, though the connection may seem rather a distant one.


  11. 20 P. M.—Captain just gone to bed after a long and interesting
  conversation on general topics. When he chooses he can be a most fascinating
  companion, being remarkably well-read, and having the power of expressing his
  opinion forcibly without appearing to be dogmatic. I hate to have my
  intellectual toes trod upon. He spoke about the nature of the soul, and
  sketched out the views of Aristotle and Plato upon the subject in a masterly
  manner. He seems to have a leaning for metempsychosis and the doctrines of
  Pythagoras. In discussing them we touched upon modern spiritualism, and I
  made some joking allusion to the impostures of Slade, upon which, to my
  surprise, he warned me most impressively against confusing the innocent with
  the guilty, and argued that it would be as logical to brand Christianity as
  an error because Judas, who professed that religion, was a villain. He
  shortly afterwards bade me good-night and retired to his room.


  The wind is freshening up, and blows steadily from the north. The nights
  are as dark now as they are in England. I hope to-morrow may set us free from
  our frozen fetters.


  September 17th.—The Bogie again. Thank Heaven that I have strong
  nerves!The superstition of these poor fellows, and the circumstantial
  accounts which they give, with the utmost earnestness and self-conviction,
  would horrify any man not accustomed to their ways. There are many versions
  of the matter, but the sum-total of them all is that something uncanny has
  been flitting round the ship all night, and that Sandie M’Donald of Peterhead
  and “lang” Peter Williamson of Shetland saw it, as also did Mr. Milne on the
  bridge—so, having three witnesses, they can make a better case of it
  than the second mate did. I spoke to Milne after breakfast, and told him that
  he should be above such nonsense, and that as an officer he ought to set the
  men a better example. He shook his weatherbeaten head ominously, but answered
  with characteristic caution, “Mebbe aye, mebbe na, Doctor,” he said; “I didna
  ca’ it a ghaist. I canna’ say I preen my faith in sea-bogles an’ the like,
  though there’s a mony as claims to ha’ seen a’ that and waur. I’m no easy
  feared, but maybe your ain bluid would run a bit cauld, mun, if instead o’
  speerin’ aboot it in daylicht ye were wi’ me last night, an’ seed an awfu’
  like shape, white an’ gruesome, whiles here, whiles there, an’ it greetin’
  and ca’ing in the darkness like a bit lambie that hae lost its mither. Ye
  would na’ be sae ready to put it a’ doon to auld wives’ clavers then, I’m
  thinkin’. “I saw it was hopeless to reason with him, so contented myself with
  begging him as a personal favour to call me up the next time the spectre
  appeared—a request to which he acceded with many ejaculations
  expressive of his hopes that such an opportunity might never arise.


  As I had hoped, the white desert behind us has become broken by many thin
  streaks of water which intersect it in all directions. Our latitude to-day
  was 80° 52’ N. , which shows that there is a strong southerly drift upon
  the pack. Should the wind continue favourable it will break up as rapidly as
  it formed. At present we can do nothing but smoke and wait and hope for the
  best. I am rapidly becoming a fatalist. When dealing with such uncertain
  factors as wind and ice a man can be nothing else. Perhaps it was the wind
  and sand of the Arabian deserts which gave the minds of the original
  followers of Mahomet their tendency to bow to kismet.


  These spectral alarms have a very bad effect upon the Captain. I feared
  that it might excite his sensitive mind, and endeavoured to conceal the
  absurd story from him, but unfortunately he overheard one of the men making
  an allusion to it, and insisted upon being informed about it. As I had
  expected, it brought out all his latent lunacy in an exaggerated form. I can
  hardly believe that this is the same man who discoursed philosophy last night
  with the most critical acumen and coolest judgment. He is pacing backwards
  and forwards upon the quarterdeck like a caged tiger, stopping now and again
  to throw out his hands with a yearning gesture, and stare impatiently out
  over the ice. He keeps up a continual mutter to himself, and once he called
  out, “But a little time, love—but a little time!“Poor fellow, it is sad
  to see a gallant seaman and accomplished gentleman reduced to such a pass,
  and to think that imagination and delusion can cow a mind to which real
  danger was but the salt of life. Was ever a man in such a position as I,
  between a demented captain and a ghost-seeing mate? I sometimes think I am
  the only really sane man aboard the vessel—except perhaps the second
  engineer, who is a kind of ruminant, and would care nothing for all the
  fiends in the Red Sea so long as they would leave him alone and not
  disarrange his tools.


  The ice is still opening rapidly, and there is every probability of our
  being able to make a start to-morrow morning. They will think I am inventing
  when I tell them at home all the strange things that have befallen me.


  12 P. M.—I have been a good deal startled, though I feel steadier
  now, thanks to a stiff glass of brandy. I am hardly myself yet, however, as
  this handwriting will testify. The fact is, that I have gone through a very
  strange experience, and am beginning to doubt whether I was justified in
  branding every one on board as madmen because they professed to have seen
  things which did not seem reasonable to my understanding. Pshaw!I am a fool
  to let such a trifle unnerve me; and yet, coming as it does after all these
  alarms, it has an additional significance, for I cannot doubt either Mr.
  Manson’s story or that of the mate, now that I have experienced that which I
  used formerly to scoff at.


  After all it was nothing very alarming—a mere sound, and that was
  all. I cannot expect that any one reading this, if any one ever should read
  it, will sympathise with my feelings, or realise the effect which it produced
  upon me at the time. Supper was over, and I had gone on deck to have a quiet
  pipe before turning in. The night was very dark—so dark that, standing
  under the quarter-boat, I was unable to see the officer upon the bridge. I
  think I have already mentioned the extraordinary silence which prevails in
  these frozen seas. In other parts of the world, be they ever so barren, there
  is some slight vibration of the air—some faint hum, be it from the
  distant haunts of men, or from the leaves of the trees, or the wings of the
  birds, or even the faint rustle of the grass that covers the ground. One may
  not actively perceive the sound, and yet if it were withdrawn it would be
  missed. It is only here in these Arctic seas that stark, unfathomable
  stillness obtrudes itself upon you in all its gruesome reality. You find your
  tympanum straining to catch some little murmur, and dwelling eagerly upon
  every accidental sound within the vessel. In this state I was leaning against
  the bulwarks when there arose from the ice almost directly underneath me a
  cry, sharp and shrill, upon the silent air of the night, beginning, as it
  seemed to me, at a note such as prima donna never reached, and mounting from
  that ever higher and higher until it culminated in a long wail of agony,
  which might have been the last cry of a lost soul. The ghastly scream is
  still ringing in my ears. Grief, unutterable grief, seemed to be expressed in
  it, and a great longing, and yet through it all there was an occasional wild
  note of exultation. It shrilled out from close beside me, and yet as I glared
  into the darkness I could discern nothing. I waited some little time, but
  without hearing any repetition of the sound, so I came below, more shaken
  than I have ever been in my life before. As I came down the companion I met
  Mr. Milne coming up to relieve the watch. “Weel, Doctor,” he said, “maybe
  that’s auld wives’ clavers tae? Did ye no hear it skirling? Maybe that’s a
  supersteetion? What d’ye think o’t noo? “I was obliged to apologise to the
  honest fellow, and acknowledge that I was as puzzled by it as he was. Perhaps
  to-morrow things may look different. At present I dare hardly write all that
  I think. Reading it again in days to come, when I have shaken off all these
  associations, I should despise myself for having been so weak.


  September 18th.—Passed a restless and uneasy night, still haunted by
  that strange sound. The Captain does not look as if he had had much repose
  either, for his face is haggard and his eyes bloodshot. I have not told him
  of my adventure of last night, nor shall I. He is already restless and
  excited, standing up, sitting down, and apparently utterly unable to keep
  still.


  A fine lead appeared in the pack this morning, as I had expected, and we
  were able to cast off our ice-anchor, and steam about twelve miles in a west-
  sou’-westerly direction. We were then brought to a halt by a great floe as
  massive as any which we have left behind us. It bars our progress completely,
  so we can do nothing but anchor again and wait until it breaks up, which it
  will probably do within twenty-four hours, if the wind holds. Several
  bladder-nosed seals were seen swimming in the water, and one was shot, an
  immense creature more than eleven feet long. They are fierce, pugnacious
  animals, and are said to be more than a match for a bear. Fortunately they
  are slow and clumsy in their movements, so that there is little danger in
  attacking them upon the ice.


  The Captain evidently does not think we have seen the last of our
  troubles, though why he should take a gloomy view of the situation is more
  than I can fathom, since every one else on board considers that we have had a
  miraculous escape, and are sure now to reach the open sea.


  “I suppose you think it’s all right now, Doctor?“he said, as we sat
  together after dinner.


  “I hope so,” I answered.


  “We mustn’t be too sure—and yet no doubt you are right. We’ll all be
  in the arms of our own true loves before long, lad, won’t we? But we mustn’t
  be too sure—we mustn’t be too sure. ”


  He sat silent a little, swinging his leg thoughtfully backwards and
  forwards. “Look here,” he continued; “it’s a dangerous place this, even at
  its best—a treacherous, dangerous place. I have known men cut off very
  suddenly in a land like this. A slip would do it sometimes—a single
  slip, and down you go through a crack, and only a bubble on the green water
  to show where it was that you sank. It’s a queer thing,” he continued with a
  nervous laugh, “but all the years I’ve been in this country I never once
  thought of making a will—not that I have anything to leave in
  particular, but still when a man is exposed to danger he should have
  everything arranged and ready—don’t you think so?”


  “Certainly,” I answered, wondering what on earth he was driving at.


  “He feels better for knowing it’s all settled,” he went on. “Now if
  anything should ever befall me, I hope that you will look after things for
  me. There is very little in the cabin, but such as it is I should like it to
  be sold, and the money divided in the same proportion as the oil-money among
  the crew. The chronometer I wish you to keep yourself as some slight
  remembrance of our voyage. Of course all this is a mere precaution, but I
  thought I would take the opportunity of speaking to you about it. I suppose I
  might rely upon you if there were any necessity?”


  “Most assuredly,” I answered; “and since you are taking this step, I may
  as well—” “You! you!” he interrupted. “YOU’RE all right. What the devil
  is the matter with YOU? There, I didn’t mean to be peppery, but I don’t like
  to hear a young fellow, that has hardly began life, speculating about death.
  Go up on deck and get some fresh air into your lungs instead of talking
  nonsense in the cabin, and encouraging me to do the same. ”


  The more I think of this conversation of ours the less do I like it. Why
  should the man be settling his affairs at the very time when we seem to be
  emerging from all danger? There must be some method in his madness. Can it be
  that he contemplates suicide? I remember that upon one occasion he spoke in a
  deeply reverent manner of the heinousness of the crime of self-destruction. I
  shall keep my eye upon him, however, and though I cannot obtrude upon the
  privacy of his cabin, I shall at least make a point of remaining on deck as
  long as he stays up.


  Mr. Milne pooh-poohs my fears, and says it is only the “skipper’s little
  way. “He himself takes a very rosy view of the situation. According to him we
  shall be out of the ice by the day after to-morrow, pass Jan Meyen two days
  after that, and sight Shetland in little more than a week. I hope he may not
  be too sanguine. His opinion may be fairly balanced against the gloomy
  precautions of the Captain, for he is an old and experienced seaman, and
  weighs his words well before uttering them.


  * * * * *


  The long-impending catastrophe has come at last. I hardly know what to
  write about it. The Captain is gone. He may come back to us again alive, but
  I fear me—I fear me. It is now seven o’clock of the morning of the 19th
  of September. I have spent the whole night traversing the great ice-floe in
  front of us with a party of seamen in the hope of coming upon some trace of
  him, but in vain. I shall try to give some account of the circumstances which
  attended upon his disappearance. Should any one ever chance to read the words
  which I put down, I trust they will remember that I do not write from
  conjecture or from hearsay, but that I, a sane and educated man, am
  describing accurately what actually occurred before my very eyes. My
  inferences are my own, but I shall be answerable for the facts.


  The Captain remained in excellent spirits after the conversation which I
  have recorded. He appeared to be nervous and impatient, however, frequently
  changing his position, and moving his limbs in an aimless choreic way which
  is characteristic of him at times. In a quarter of an hour he went upon deck
  seven times, only to descend after a few hurried paces. I followed him each
  time, for there was something about his face which confirmed my resolution of
  not letting him out of my sight. He seemed to observe the effect which his
  movements had produced, for he endeavoured by an over-done hilarity, laughing
  boisterously at the very smallest of jokes, to quiet my apprehensions.


  After supper he went on to the poop once more, and I with him. The night
  was dark and very still, save for the melancholy soughing of the wind among
  the spars. A thick cloud was coming up from the northwest, and the ragged
  tentacles which it threw out in front of it were drifting across the face of
  the moon, which only shone now and again through a rift in the wrack. The
  Captain paced rapidly backwards and forwards, and then seeing me still
  dogging him, he came across and hinted that he thought I should be better
  below—which, I need hardly say, had the effect of strengthening my
  resolution to remain on deck.


  I think he forgot about my presence after this, for he stood silently
  leaning over the taffrail, and peering out across the great desert of snow,
  part of which lay in shadow, while part glittered mistily in the moonlight.
  Several times I could see by his movements that he was referring to his
  watch, and once he muttered a short sentence, of which I could only catch the
  one word “ready. “I confess to having felt an eerie feeling creeping over me
  as I watched the loom of his tall figure through the darkness, and noted how
  completely he fulfilled the idea of a man who is keeping a tryst. A tryst
  with whom? Some vague perception began to dawn upon me as I pieced one fact
  with another, but I was utterly unprepared for the sequel.


  By the sudden intensity of his attitude I felt that he saw something. I
  crept up behind him. He was staring with an eager questioning gaze at what
  seemed to be a wreath of mist, blown swiftly in a line with the ship. It was
  a dim, nebulous body, devoid of shape, sometimes more, sometimes less
  apparent, as the light fell on it. The moon was dimmed in its brilliancy at
  the moment by a canopy of thinnest cloud, like the coating of an anemone.


  “Coming, lass, coming,” cried the skipper, in a voice of unfathomable
  tenderness and compassion, like one who soothes a beloved one by some favour
  long looked for, and as pleasant to bestow as to receive.


  What followed happened in an instant. I had no power to interfere.


  He gave one spring to the top of the bulwarks, and another which took him
  on to the ice, almost to the feet of the pale misty figure. He held out his
  hands as if to clasp it, and so ran into the darkness with outstretched arms
  and loving words. I still stood rigid and motionless, straining my eyes after
  his retreating form, until his voice died away in the distance. I never
  thought to see him again, but at that moment the moon shone out brilliantly
  through a chink in the cloudy heaven, and illuminated the great field of ice.
  Then I saw his dark figure already a very long way off, running with
  prodigious speed across the frozen plain. That was the last glimpse which we
  caught of him—perhaps the last we ever shall. A party was organised to
  follow him, and I accompanied them, but the men’s hearts were not in the
  work, and nothing was found. Another will be formed within a few hours. I can
  hardly believe I have not been dreaming, or suffering from some hideous
  nightmare, as I write these things down.


  7. 30 P. M.—Just returned dead beat and utterly tired out from a
  second unsuccessful search for the Captain. The floe is of enormous extent,
  for though we have traversed at least twenty miles of its surface, there has
  been no sign of its coming to an end. The frost has been so severe of late
  that the overlying snow is frozen as hard as granite, otherwise we might have
  had the footsteps to guide us. The crew are anxious that we should cast off
  and steam round the floe and so to the southward, for the ice has opened up
  during the night, and the sea is visible upon the horizon. They argue that
  Captain Craigie is certainly dead, and that we are all risking our lives to
  no purpose by remaining when we have an opportunity of escape. Mr. Milne and
  I have had the greatest difficulty in persuading them to wait until to-morrow
  night, and have been compelled to promise that we will not under any
  circumstances delay our departure longer than that. We propose therefore to
  take a few hours’ sleep, and then to start upon a final search.


  September 20th, evening.—I crossed the ice this morning with a party
  of men exploring the southern part of the floe, while Mr. Milne went off in a
  northerly direction. We pushed on for ten or twelve miles without seeing a
  trace of any living thing except a single bird, which fluttered a great way
  over our heads, and which by its flight I should judge to have been a falcon.
  The southern extremity of the ice field tapered away into a long narrow spit
  which projected out into the sea. When we came to the base of this
  promontory, the men halted, but I begged them to continue to the extreme end
  of it, that we might have the satisfaction of knowing that no possible chance
  had been neglected.


  We had hardly gone a hundred yards before M’Donald of Peterhead cried out
  that he saw something in front of us, and began to run. We all got a glimpse
  of it and ran too. At first it was only a vague darkness against the white
  ice, but as we raced along together it took the shape of a man, and
  eventually of the man of whom we were in search. He was lying face downwards
  upon a frozen bank. Many little crystals of ice and feathers of snow had
  drifted on to him as he lay, and sparkled upon his dark seaman’s jacket. As
  we came up some wandering puff of wind caught these tiny flakes in its
  vortex, and they whirled up into the air, partially descended again, and
  then, caught once more in the current, sped rapidly away in the direction of
  the sea. To my eyes it seemed but a snow-drift, but many of my companions
  averred that it started up in the shape of a woman, stooped over the corpse
  and kissed it, and then hurried away across the floe. I have learned never to
  ridicule any man’s opinion, however strange it may seem. Sure it is that
  Captain Nicholas Craigie had met with no painful end, for there was a bright
  smile upon his blue pinched features, and his hands were still outstretched
  as though grasping at the strange visitor which had summoned him away into
  the dim world that lies beyond the grave.


  We buried him the same afternoon with the ship’s ensign around him, and a
  thirty-two pound shot at his feet. I read the burial service, while the rough
  sailors wept like children, for there were many who owed much to his kind
  heart, and who showed now the affection which his strange ways had repelled
  during his lifetime. He went off the grating with a dull, sullen splash, and
  as I looked into the green water I saw him go down, down, down until he was
  but a little flickering patch of white hanging upon the outskirts of eternal
  darkness. Then even that faded away, and he was gone. There he shall lie,
  with his secret and his sorrows and his mystery all still buried in his
  breast, until that great day when the sea shall give up its dead, and
  Nicholas Craigie come out from among the ice with the smile upon his face,
  and his stiffened arms outstretched in greeting. I pray that his lot may be a
  happier one in that life than it has been in this.


  I shall not continue my journal. Our road to home lies plain and clear
  before us, and the great ice field will soon be but a remembrance of the
  past. It will be some time before I get over the shock produced by recent
  events. When I began this record of our voyage I little thought of how I
  should be compelled to finish it. I am writing these final words in the
  lonely cabin, still starting at times and fancying I hear the quick nervous
  step of the dead man upon the deck above me. I entered his cabin to-night, as
  was my duty, to make a list of his effects in order that they might be
  entered in the official log. All was as it had been upon my previous visit,
  save that the picture which I have described as having hung at the end of his
  bed had been cut out of its frame, as with a knife, and was gone. With this
  last link in a strange chain of evidence I close my diary of the voyage of
  the Pole-Star.


  [NOTE by Dr. John M’Alister Ray, senior.—I have read
  over the strange events connected with the death of the Captain of the Pole-
  Star, as narrated in the journal of my son. That everything occurred exactly
  as he describes it I have the fullest confidence, and, indeed, the most
  positive certainty, for I know him to be a strong-nerved and unimaginative
  man, with the strictest regard for veracity. Still, the story is, on the face
  of it, so vague and so improbable, that I was long opposed to its
  publication. Within the last few days, however, I have had independent
  testimony upon the subject which throws a new light upon it. I had run down
  to Edinburgh to attend a meeting of the British Medical Association, when I
  chanced to come across Dr. P—, an old college chum of mine, now
  practising at Saltash, in Devonshire. Upon my telling him of this experience
  of my son’s, he declared to me that he was familiar with the man, and
  proceeded, to my no small surprise, to give me a description of him, which
  tallied remarkably well with that given in the journal, except that he
  depicted him as a younger man. According to his account, he had been engaged
  to a young lady of singular beauty residing upon the Cornish coast. During
  his absence at sea his betrothed had died under circumstances of peculiar
  horror.]
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  GENTLEMANLY JOE. That the name by which he was known in the banking house
  of Ducat, Gulden & Ducat, or at least in that branch of it which did a
  thriving business in the great commercial city of Birchespool. It did not
  require more than five minutes acquaintance, however, to inform the
  uninitiated that the apparently complimentary epithet was bestowed rather
  from a keen sense of humour on the part of his fellow-clerks, than on account
  of any exceptional claims to blue blood in the case of Mr. Joseph Smith
  himself. Even the usual customer, whose knowledge of Joe was limited to
  watching his self-satisfied smirk and enormous watch-guard at the other side
  of the shining mahogany desk, or admiring the emphasis with which he utilised
  his moistened thumb in overcoming the gregarious leaves of his ledger must
  have been struck by the misappropriate epithet. To us, however, who had, so
  to say, sat at his feet and marveled at the war of independence which he was
  carrying on against the Queen’s English—a guerilla warfare consisting
  in attacks upon aspirates, and the cutting off of straggling g’s—to us
  our fanciful soubriquet was a joke of the first water. If anything could have
  enhanced our enjoyment of it, it was the innocent gravity with which our
  companion accepted the doubtful title, and, after one feeble remonstrance,
  adopted it forever as his own prerogative and right.


  The circumstances of that remonstrance deserve to be recorded. Before the
  arrival of Mr. Joseph Smith from the paternal training-stables—his
  father was a successful sporting tout who had developed into a
  trainer—our office had been a particularly aristocratic one. Welstead,
  our senior clerk, was a fine, handsome young fellow of twenty-six, who came
  of a Scotch strain, and was occasionally understood to make dark allusions
  concerning the extinct earldom of Stirling. Dullan and Moreby were Oxford
  men, well connected and well read; little Sparkins was the son of a High
  Church clergyman; and I had some of the best blood of Wales in my veins. No
  wonder, then, that our dignity was hurt by the appearance of a loudly
  dressed, scorbutic-looking youth, with horseshoe pin and a necktie suggestive
  of spectrum analysis, upon the very stool vacated by my old college friend,
  Vernon Hawkins—most gentlemanly and quiet of mankind.


  For a few days we contented ourselves with observing the habits and
  customs of the creature. There was an audacity about his vulgarity, and a
  happy unconsciousness of all offense, which fairly disarmed criticism. It was
  not until he began to address us as “old pals,” and went the length of
  playing a small practical joke on little Sparkins, that a spirit of
  resistance began to stir within our bosoms, and that Welstead, as usual, was
  pushed forward as our mouthpiece.


  “You see, Smith,” he remarked in his most languid tones, “you have been in
  our office a comparatively short period, and yet you have taught us many
  things which were new to us. There is a natural buoyancy about your character
  which points you out as one calculated to shine in the most select circles.
  Before your arrival we had never learned to designate ladies as ‘fillies,’
  nor had we heard of the ‘real gents,’ whom you mention as having frequented
  your father’s establishment. These things interest and please us. Allow us to
  show some small sense of the honour your society confers upon us, by
  christening you as ‘Gentlemanly Joe,’ excusing the liberty we take with your
  name in consideration of the alliteration.”


  A great part of this speech must have been lost upon Mr. Joseph, but never
  did elaborate sarcasm fall so utterly flat. Instead of being offended, as we
  had fondly hoped would be the case, he burst into un uproarious fit of
  laughter, and slapped his gaitered leg with the ebony ruler in token of
  delight.


  “Haw! haw!” he roared, writhing about on the top of the high stool,
  “Whatever’ll father say! Oh, law, to think of it! ‘Gentlemanly Joe’—eh?
  You’re right, tho’; you’re right and not ashamed to own up, neither. I said
  when I was comin’ up, ‘Father,’ says I. ‘I’ll teach them a trick or two,’ and
  I have, hain’t I? Of course we’re all gents here, for clerks is mostly
  reckoned such, but it do make a difference when a man has been brought in
  contact with the real thing. You can call me Gentlemanly Joe, an’ pleasure,
  but not as meaning to imply that there is any in this room not such, tho’,
  maybe, not one of you have seen a belted hearl give your father one in the
  short ribs and and holler out, ‘You’re a deep old scoundrel, Smith, and one
  as knows how many beans makes five!’”


  Welstead’s face at the idea of his gouty governor receiving such an
  attention at the hands of the nobility was so ludicrous that we all burst
  into a roar of laughter, which ended the first and last attempt to take a
  rise out of our bucolic companion. It is true that his life was spent under a
  continual shower of small jokes and chaff, and that his new name superseded
  his old one, but there was a massive simplicity about the man, and a
  marvelous power of converting the most unpromising remarks into compliments,
  which rendered him a very disconcerting individual to attack. Allusions to
  his hat, necktie, or any other peculiarity of raiment were met by his eternal
  horse-laugh, and an earnest recommendation that we should allow him to send
  down to the country and procure facsimiles for all and each of us. “You
  hain’t got nothin’ spicy in Birchespool,” he would I would remark. “Lord, I
  know a place at ‘ome where you can get your collar spotted over with fox’s
  ends instead of bein’ plain white, which is a poor color at the best.” I
  think he imagined it was nothing but want of money which induced us to refuse
  to purchase these and other luxuries, and he was wont to throw out allusions
  as to “it’s not costing us nothing,” while he jingled the loose coins in his
  trouser pockets.


  Town life did not improve Joseph. On the contrary, he deteriorated. During
  the first six months that he honoured the office with his presence, he not
  only lost none of the traits which he had brought with him from his father’s
  stables, but he grafted upon them everything which is objectionable in the
  city snob. The premonitory symptoms were a suspicious waxiness of the half-
  dozen hairs which adorned his upper lip, and the appearance of a large
  diamond ring with a greenish and vitreous hue. His next venture was an
  eye-glass; and he finally launched forth into a white ulster, decorated with
  a large black check, which gave him the appearance of being inside a cage,
  with his head projecting at one end and his feet at the other. “It’s a proper
  thing for a gent to wear,” he remarked. “When you see a get-up like this, you
  know at a glance who’s a cad and who ain’t”—a sentiment which we all
  very cordially endorsed.


  In spite of all these peculiarities we learned not only to tolerate the
  gentleman, but even to like him. Indeed, we hardly knew how strong this
  feeling was until he betook himself into the country on a fortnight’s leave,
  carrying with him ulster, eye-glass, ring, and everything else which was
  calculated to impress the rustics and stamp him as the natural associate of
  the “belted hearl.” He left quite a vacancy behind him. There was a dead
  level of equality about the five of 1 us which deprived life of all its
  piquancy. Even Welstead, who had disliked him from the first, was fain to
  confess that he was good fun, and that he wished him back. After all, if his
  laugh was obtrusive, it was hearty, and his quaint, vulgar face had sincerity
  and good nature stamped upon every line of it. It was with unaffected
  pleasure that we heard a loud view- halloa in the street one morning just
  after the opening of the doors, and saw our friend swaggering in, more ugly,
  more dressy, than before.


  Newsome, our bank manager, was an excellent fellow, and on the best terms
  with all of us. As we were all single men, with a very limited circle of
  friends in Birchespool, he kindly gave us the run of his house, and it was
  seldom that a week passed without our enjoying a musical evening there,
  winding up with one of the choicest little suppers for I which Mrs. Newsome
  was celebrated. On these occasions, since distinctions would be invidious,
  Gentlemanly Joe used to be present in all his glory, with a very large white
  frilled shirt-front, and another vitreous fragment sparkling gloomily in the
  middle of it. This, with a watch chain which reminded one of the chain-cable
  of a schooner, was his sole attempt at ornamentation, for, as he used to say,
  “It ain’t good form to show you’re richer than your neighbours, even if you
  are. Too much like a sheeny, don’t you know?”


  Joe was the endless source of amusement to Cissy Newsome, a mischievous,
  dark-eyed little brunette of eighteen, the sole child of the manager. We had
  all fallen in love with Cissy at one time or another, but had had to give it
  up on finding that her heart was no longer her own to bestow. Charles
  Welstead had known her from childhood, and the affection of early youth had
  ripened into love on both sides. Never was there a more fondly attached
  couple, nor one to whom the path seemed to lie so smoothly, for old Welstead
  had been Newsome’s personal friend, and Charles’ prospects were of the
  brightest.


  On these pleasant evenings which I have mentioned, it was great fun to see
  Joe darting into the drawing-room and endeavouring to secure a seat in the
  neighbourhood of the young lady, with a profound disregard for any claims her
  parents might have upon his courtesy. If he attained the coveted position, he
  would lean back in his chair with what he imagined to be an air of easy
  gentility, and regale her with many anecdotes of horses and dogs, with
  occasional reminiscences of the “big nobs” who had professional relations
  with his father. On such occasions Miss Cissy would imitate him to his face
  in the most amusing way, looking all the time as demure as a little mouse,
  while Welstead leaned up against the piano, not quite sure whether to laugh
  or be angry. Even he usually broke down, however, when the two came to
  discuss “hetiquette,” and Joe, in his character of gentleman, laid down his
  views as to when a “feller should raise ‘is ‘at,” and when not. The argument
  was generally closed by a burst of laughter from all of us, in which Joseph
  would join, though protesting loudly that he was unable to see the joke.


  It is a proverbially dangerous thing to play with edged tools. I have
  never been sure whether Smith knew how matters stood between Welstead and the
  young lady. I am inclined to think that at first he did not. Perhaps, if some
  one had informed him of it then, he might have mastered his feelings, and
  much misery have been averted. It was clear to the young fellows who had gone
  through the same experience how things were tending, but we held our tongues
  rather than, spoil what we considered a capital joke. Cissy may have seen it
  too, and given him a little mischievous encouragement—at least, young
  ladies have the credit of not being blind in such cases. Certainly Smith
  pursued his hopeless suit with a vigour which astonished us. During business
  hours he lived in a sort of day-dream, musing upon his perch like some
  cogitative fowl, and getting into endless trouble over his accounts, while
  every evening found him interfering with Welstead’s tête-à-
  tête at the high corner house in Eldon street.


  At last the crash came. There was no need to ask what had happened when
  little Joe slunk quietly into the office one morning with dishevelled hair,
  melancholy face, and eyes bleared with the wakefulness of a restless night.
  We never learned the particulars of his dismissal. Suffice it that he was
  informed once and forever that a gap which there was no crossing lay between
  Miss Cissy Newsome and himself. He bore up bravely, and tried to hug his
  sorrow to heart, and hide it from the vulgar gaze of mankind, but he became
  an altered man. What had been but a passing fancy with us had taken root in
  his very soul and grown there, so that he, who had barely known when it was
  planted, was now unable to wrench it out. The ordeal he had gone through
  chastened him to a great extent from his vulgarity by toning down his natural
  spirits, and though he occasionally ventured upon a “Haw! haw!” it was
  painfully artificial, and a good deal more suggestive of a dirge than a
  merriment. The worst feature of his case was that every week increased the
  gloom which hung over him.


  We began to suspect that our estimate of his character had been a
  superficial one, and that there were depths in the little man’s soul of whose
  existence we had been ignorant.


  Four months had passed away. None of us had changed much during that time,
  with the exception of the Gentleman. We saw little of him except in office
  hours. Where he spent the rest of the day was a mystery. Once I met him late
  at night in the docks, stumbling along among ring-bolts and chains, careless
  of the fact that a trip or slip might send him into eternity. Another time I
  saw a cloaked figure lurking in the shadow beside the house in Eldon street,
  which fled round the corner on my approach. His naturally unhealthy
  complexion had become so cadaverous that the sandy eyebrows and mustache
  stood out quite dark against it. His clothes hung loosely on his figure. The
  eye- glass was discarded. Even the once gorgeous ring seemed to have assumed
  a somber and melancholy luster, as if in sympathy with the feelings of the
  owner. His manner had lost all its old audacity, and become timid and
  retiring. I doubt if anv of his rustic acquaintances would have recognised
  their gaudy Joseph in the shambling, unkempt figure which haunted the
  counting house of Ducat, Gulden & Ducat.


  The termination of Welstead’s engagement began to draw near. It had been
  arranged that after his marriage he was to be promoted to the management of
  another branch in a distant part of the country. This approaching break-up in
  our little circle drew us all closer together, and made us the more sorry
  that the general harmony should he destroyed by the unhappiness of one of our
  number. If we could have cheered him we would, but there was something in his
  look, for all his snobbishness, which forbade even sympathy on a subject so
  sacred. He endeavoured to put on a carelees manner when he joined us all in
  wishing Welstead good luck at mid-day on the Saturday preceding the Monday on
  which the wedding was to take place. We expected then that we should not see
  our fellow-clerk again until he appeared in the character of bridegroom. How
  little did we guess the catastrophe which was impending.


  I remember that Saturday evening well. It was in January, and a clear
  wintry sky, with a suspicion of an aurora in its northern quarter, spread
  over the great city. There was a slight frost in the air, and the ground
  clinked cheerily under foot. One of my fellow clerks—Dullan—and I
  had kept by little Smith all day, for there was a wild look about his eyes
  which made us think he might be unsafe to leave him to his own devices. We
  dined at a restaurant, and afterward dropped into a theater, where Joe’s
  ghastly face in the stalls had a very depressing effect upon the pantomime.
  We were walking slowly homeward after supper, it being then between twelve
  and one, when we saw a great crimson glow upon the heavens, such as aurora
  never threw, and a fire engine dashed past us with a whistle and a clang, the
  big-boned shaggy horses whirling it along at such a rate that we only caught
  a glimpse of a flash of lights and a cluster of bearded, helmeted heads
  suspended, as it were, in the darkness.


  I have always had a weakness for fires. There is something grand and
  ennobling in the irresistible sweep of a great volume of flame. I could
  moralise over a conflagration as Chateaubriand did over Niagara. Dullan is of
  the same bent of mind, and the Gentleman was ready to turn anywhere from his
  own thoughts. We all began running in the direction of the blaze.


  At first we ran languidly, jogging along with many other people who were
  hurrying toward the same goal. Then, as we came to a quarter of the town
  which we knew well, we almost involuntarily quickened our pace, until,
  tearing around a familiar corner at racing speed, we pulled up, and gazed
  silently into each other’s pale faces. There, not a hundred yards from us,
  stood the high house of Eldon street—the house under whose hospitable
  roof we had spent so many happy hours—with the red flames licking round
  the whole lower story, and spurting out of every chink and crevice, while a
  dense pall of smoke obscured the upper windows and the roof.


  We dashed through the crowd together, and fought our way to the clear
  space on which the firemen were connecting their hose. As we reached them, a
  half naked man. bare-footed and dishevelled, was pleading with the
  superintendent, clutching frantically at his arm, and pointing up to the dark
  clouds above him, already rent with jagged streaks of ascending flame.


  “Too short!” he screamed, in a voice which we were horrified to recognise
  as that of Mr. Newsome. “It can’t be—it musn’t be! There are more
  escapes than one. Oh, man, she is burning—choking—suffering! Do
  something! Save her! My child—my beautiful child—the only one I
  have!”


  In the agony of his fear, he fell at the fireman’s feet and implored his
  assistance.


  I was paralysed by the horror of the thing. The situation was apparent at
  a glance. There, seen dimly through the smoke, was Cissy Newsome’s window,
  while beneath it, separated by a broad expanse of wall, was the head of the
  fire escape. It was too short by a good twelve feet. The whole lower story
  was one seething mass of fire, so that there seemed no possibility of
  approach from that direction. A horrible feeling of impotence came over me.
  There was no sign of movement at the young lady’s window, though crawling
  trails of flame had climbed up to it and festooned it round with their red
  garlands. I remember hoping in my heart that she had been suffocated in her
  sleep, and had never awoke to the dreadful reality.


  I have said that we were paralysed for the moment. The spell was rapidly
  broken. “This way, lads!“cried a resolute voice, and Charley Welstead broke
  in among us with a fireman’s hatchet in his hand. We pushed after him as he
  rushed round to the rear of the house, where there was a door usually used by
  the servants. It was locked, but a couple of blows shattered it to pieces. We
  hurried up the stone kitchen stairs, with the plaster falling in strips all
  around us, and the flags so hot that they burnt into the soles of our boots.
  At the head of the stairs there was a second door, thicker and stronger than
  the first, but nearly charred through by the fire.


  “Give me room!” gasped Welstead, swinging round his axe.


  “Don’t do it, sir,” cried a stalwart fireman, seizing him by the wrist;
  “there’s flames on the other side of that door.”


  “Let me go,“roared Charley.


  “We’re dead men if you break it!”


  “Let me go!”


  “Drop it, sir; drop it!”


  There was a momentary struggle, and the axe clattered down upon the stone
  step. It had hardly time to fall before some one caught it up. I could not
  see who for the dense blue reek of smoke. A man dashed past the fireman,
  there was the crash of the parting lock, and a great lick of flame, like a
  hound unleashed, shot out and enveloped us. I felt its hot sear as it coiled
  round my face, and I remember nothing more until I found myself leaning
  against the door post, breathing in the fresh, sweet air of night, while
  Welstead, terribly burned, struggled furiously with the fireman who held him
  back to prevent him from reascending the staircase, which was now a solid
  sheet of fire.


  “Hold back, sir! “I heard the honest follow growl; “ain’t one life thrown
  away enough? That little cove—him with the gaiters—the same that
  broke the door—he’s gone. I seen him jump rigbt slap into the middle of
  it. He won’t never come back no more!”


  Together we led Welstead round to the front once more, all three
  staggering like drunken men. The flames were higher than before, but the
  upper story and the roof still rose above them like a black island in a sea
  of fire. There was Mies Cissy’s window dark and unopened, but the woodwork
  around it was in a glow. There was no sign of the flutter of a female dress.
  How terrible it was to stand and wait for the end, powerless to stretch out a
  saving hand. Poor Welstead leaned against me sobbing like a child. A ghastly
  longing came into my heart that I might see the flames in that room, that I
  might know it to be all over, and her trouble at an end. Then I heard the
  crash of glass falling outward, and I bent my head to avoid seeing the very
  thing that I had wished for; and then there broke upon my ear a shout from
  ten thousand voices, so wildly exultant and madly jubilant that I never hope
  to hear the like again.


  Welstead and I looked up. Balanced upon the narrow ledge outside the
  window I had been watching, there was standing a man, framed, as it were, in
  fire. His clothes were hanging around him as a few tattered, charred rags,
  and his very hair was in a-blaze. The draught caused by knocking out the
  window had encouraged the flames, so that a lurid curtain hung behind him,
  while the ground was fully seventy feet below. Yet there on the thin slip of
  stone, with eternity each side of him, stood Joe Smith, the uncouth and
  ungrammatical, tying two sheets together, while women sobbed below and men
  shouted, and every hand was raised to bless him. He staggered and disappeared
  so suddenly that we feared he had fallen, but he was back again in an
  instant—not alone this time, for the girl he had come to save was slung
  over his shoulder. The brave fellow seemed to have doubts of the strength of
  his impromptu rope, for he rested his own weight upon the nearly red-hot
  water pipe during those twelve perilous feet, supporting Miss Newsome by the
  arm which clutched the sheet.


  Slowly, very slowly, they descended, but at last his feet touched the
  topmost rung of the escape. Was it a dream that I heard a voice high above me
  say: “Hall right, missy,” before a burst of cheering rang out which drowned
  every other sound.


  Miss Cissy, more frightened than hurt, was delivered over into her half-
  distracted father’s care, while I helped to lift Gentleman Joe from the
  escape. He lay panting upon the ground, burned and scorched, his sporting
  coat tattered and charred, while, strangely enough, the prismatic necktie and
  horse-shoe pin had escaped the general destruction, so as to present an
  absurd oasis amid the desert around. He lay without speaking or moving until
  Cissy Newsome was led past him on her way to a cab. Then he made a feeble
  gesture with his hand, which indicated that he wished to speak with her, and
  she stooped over him. No other ear but mine caught that whisper.


  “Don’t fret, miss,” he said, “‘cause it was the wrong ‘orse came in. He’s
  a good feller—a deal better than me—and did as much but hadn’t
  the luck.”


  A vulgar little speech, but Cissy’s eyes got very moist as she listened,
  and I’m not sure that mine didn’t too.


  The office was sadly reduced after that. With Welstead and the Gentleman
  on the sick list, there were only four of us at the desk, and the reaction
  from the excitement had left us anything but lively. I can remember only one
  remark ventured upon during that first day. The dreary scratching of pens had
  lasted unbroken for over an hour, when little Sparkins looked up from his
  ledger saying:


  “I suppose you would call him a gentleman, after all,” he said.


  “A very much better one than you will ever be,” growled Dullan, and we
  relapsed into the scratching of pens.


  I was present at the wedding of Charley Welstead and Cissy Newsome, when,
  after a long delay, it was finally celebrated. By the original arrangement I
  was to have figured as best man, but my post of honour was handed over to a
  ve’ry ugly young man whose appearance suggested the idea that he had spent
  the last few weeks in a mustard poultice. Unromantic as it may seem, this
  youth not only went through his duties with all the nonchalance in the world,
  but danced at the subsequent festivities with the greatest vigour and grace.
  It is commonly rumoured that this activity of his, combined with sundry
  interesting anecdotes concerning horses and dogs, have so prevailed upon the
  heart of a susceptible young lady, that there is every probability of our
  having a repetition of the marriage ceremony. Should it be so, I trust that I
  may at last revert to my original position as best man.
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  “Caution.—The public are hereby cautioned against a
  man calling himself Octavius Gaster. He is to be recognised by his great
  height, his flaxen hair, and deep scar upon his left cheek, extending from
  the eye to the angle of the mouth. His predilection for bright
  colours—green neckties, and the like—may help to identify him. A
  slightly foreign accent is to be detected in his speech. This man is beyond
  the reach of the law, but is more dangerous than a mad dog. Shun him as you
  would shun the pestilence that walketh at noonday. Any communications as to
  his whereabouts will be thankfully acknowledged by A.C.U., Lincoln’s Inn,
  London.”


  This is a copy of an advertisement which may have been noticed by many
  readers in the columns of the London morning papers during the early part of
  the present year. It has, I believe, excited considerable curiosity in
  certain quarters, and many guesses have been hazarded as to the identity of
  Octavius Gaster and the nature of the charge brought against him. When I
  state that the “caution” has been inserted by my elder brother, Arthur Cooper
  Underwood, barrister-at-law, upon my representations, it will be acknowledged
  that I am the most fitting person to enter upon an authentic explanation.


  Hitherto the horror and vagueness of my suspicion, combined with my grief
  at the loss of my poor darling on the very eve of our wedding, have prevented
  me from revealing the events of last August to anyone save my brother.


  Now, however, looking back, I can fit in many little facts almost
  unnoticed at the time, which form a chain of evidence that, though worthless
  in a court of law, may yet have some effect upon the mind of the public.


  I shall therefore relate, without exaggeration or prejudice, all that
  occurred from the day upon which this man, Octavius Gaster, entered Toynby
  Hall up to the great rifle competition. I know that many people will always
  ridicule the supernatural, or what our poor intellects choose to regard as
  supernatural, and that the fact of my being a woman will be thought to weaken
  my evidence. I can only plead that I have never been weak-minded or
  impressionable, and that other people formed the same opinions of Octavius
  Gaster that I did.


  Now to the story.


  It was at Colonel Pillar’s place at Roborough, in the pleasant county of
  Devon, that we spent our autumn holidays. For some months I had been engaged
  to his eldest son Charley, and it was hoped that the marriage might take
  place before the termination of the Long Vacation.


  Charley was considered “safe” for his degree, and in any case was rich
  enough to be practically independent, while I was by no means penniless.


  The old Colonel was delighted at the prospect of the match, and so was my
  mother; so that look what way we would, there seemed to be no cloud above our
  horizon.


  It was no wonder, then, that that August was a happy one. Even the most
  miserable of mankind would have laid his woes aside under the genial
  influence of the merry household at Toynby Hall.


  There was Lieutenant Daseby, “Jack,” as he was invariably called, fresh
  home from Japan in Her Majesty’s ship Shark, who was on the same
  interesting footing with Fanny Pillar, Charley’s sister, as Charley was with
  me, so that we were able to lend each other a certain moral support.


  Then there was Harry, Charley’s younger brother, and Trevor, his bosom
  friend at Cambridge.


  Finally there was my mother, dearest of old ladies, beaming at us through
  her gold-rimmed spectacles, anxiously smoothing every little difficulty in
  the way of the two young couples, and never weary of detailing to them
  her own doubts and fears and perplexities when that gay young blood,
  Mr. Nicholas Underwood, came a-wooing into the provinces, and forswore
  Crockford’s and Tattersall’s for the sake of the country parson’s
  daughter.


  I must not, however, forget the gallant old warrior who was our host; with
  his time-honoured jokes, and his gout, and his harmless affectation of
  ferocity.


  “I don’t know what’s come over the governor lately,” Charley used to say.
  “He has never cursed the Liberal Administration since you’ve been here,
  Lottie; and my belief is that unless he has a good blow-off, that Irish
  question will get into his system and finish him.”


  Perhaps in the privacy of his own apartment the veteran used to make up
  for his self-abnegation during the day.


  He seemed to have taken a special fancy to me, which he showed in a
  hundred little attentions.


  “You’re a good lass,” he remarked one evening, in a very port-winey
  whisper. “Charley’s a lucky dog, egad! and has more discrimination than I
  thought. Mark my words, Miss Underwood, you’ll find that young gentleman
  isn’t such a fool as he looks!”


  With which equivocal compliment the Colonel solemnly covered his face with
  his handkerchief, and went off into the land of dreams.

  

  



  How well I remember the day that was the commencement of all our
  miseries!


  Dinner was over, and we were in the drawing-room, with the windows open to
  admit the balmy southern breeze.


  My mother was sitting in the corner, engaged on a piece of fancy-work, and
  occasionally purring forth some truism which the dear old soul believed to be
  an entirely original remark, and founded exclusively upon her own individual
  experiences.


  Fanny and the young lieutenant were billing and cooing upon the sofa,
  while Charley paced restlessly about the room.


  I was sitting by the window, gazing out dreamily at the great wilderness
  of Dartmoor, which stretched away to the horizon, ruddy and glowing in the
  light of the sinking sun, save where some rugged tor stood out in bold relief
  against the scarlet background.


  “I say,” remarked Charley, coming over to join me at the window, “it seems
  a positive shame to waste an evening like this.”


  “Confound the evening!” said Jack Daseby.


  “You’re always victimising yourself to the weather. Fan and I ar’n’t going
  to move off this sofa—are we, Fan?”


  That young lady announced her intention of remaining by nestling among the
  cushions, and glancing defiantly at her brother.


  “Spooning is a demoralising thing—isn’t it, Lottie?” said Charley,
  appealing laughingly to me.


  “Shockingly so,” I answered.


  “Why, I can remember Daseby here when he was as active a young fellow as
  any in Devon; and just look at him now! Fanny, Fanny, you’ve got a lot to
  answer for!”


  “Never mind him, my dear,” said my mother, from the corner. “Still, my
  experience has always shown me that moderation is an excellent thing for
  young people. Poor dear Nicholas used to think so too. He would never go to
  bed of a night until he had jumped the length of the hearthrug. I often told
  him it was dangerous; but he would do it, until one night he fell on
  the fender and snapped the muscle of his leg, which made him limp till the
  day of his death, for Doctor Pearson mistook it for a fracture of the bone,
  and put him in splints, which had the effect of stiffening his knee. They did
  say that the doctor was almost out of his mind at the time from anxiety,
  brought on by his younger daughter swallowing a halfpenny, and that that was
  what caused him to make the mistake.”


  My mother had a curious way of drifting along in her conversation, and
  occasionally rushing off at a tangent, which made it rather difficult to
  remember her original proposition. On this occasion Charley had, however,
  stowed it away in his mind as likely to admit of immediate application.


  “An excellent thing, as you say, Mrs. Underwood,” he remarked; “and we
  have not been out to-day. Look here, Lottie, we have an hour of daylight yet.
  Suppose we go down and have a try for a trout, if your mamma does not
  object.”


  “Put something round your throat, dear,” said my mother, feeling that she
  had been outmanoeuvred.


  “All right, dear,” I answered; “I’ll just run up and put on my hat.”


  “And we’ll have a walk back in the gloaming,” said Charley, as I made for
  the door.


  When I came down, I found my lover waiting impatiently with his fishing
  basket in the hall.


  We crossed the lawn together, and passed the open drawing-room windows,
  where three mischievous faces were looking at us.


  “Spooning is a terribly demoralising thing,” remarked Jack, reflectively
  staring up at the clouds.


  “Shocking,” said Fan; and all three laughed until they woke the sleeping
  Colonel, and we could hear them endeavouring to explain the joke to that ill-
  used veteran, who apparently obstinately refused to appreciate it.


  We passed down the winding lane together, and through the little wooden
  gate, which opens on to the Tavistock road.


  Charley paused for a moment after we had emerged and seemed irresolute
  which way to turn.


  Had we but known it, our fate depended upon that trivial question.


  “Shall we go down to the river, dear,” he said, “or shall we try one of
  the brooks upon the moor?”


  “Whichever you like?” I answered.


  “Well, I vote that we cross the moor. We’ll have a longer walk back that
  way,” he added, looking down lovingly at the little white-shawled figure
  beside him.


  The brook in question runs through a most desolate part of the country. By
  the path it is several miles from Toynby Hall; but we were both young and
  active, and struck out across the moor, regardless of rocks and furze-
  bushes.


  Not a living creature did we meet upon our solitary walk, save a few
  scraggy Devonshire sheep, who looked at us wistfully, and followed us for
  some distance, as if curious as to what could possibly have induced us to
  trespass upon their domains.


  It was almost dark before we reached the little stream, which comes
  gurgling down through a precipitous glen, and meanders away to help to form
  the Plymouth “leat.”


  Above us towered two great columns of rock, between which the water
  trickled to form a deep, still pool at the bottom. This pool had always been
  a favourite spot of Charley’s, and was a pretty cheerful place by day; but
  now, with the rising moon reflected upon its glassy waters, and throwing dark
  shadows from the overhanging rocks, it seemed anything rather than the haunt
  of a pleasure-seeker.


  “I don’t think, darling, that I’ll fish, after all,” said Charley, as we
  sat down together on a mossy bank. “It’s a dismal sort of place, isn’t
  it?”


  “Very,” said I, shuddering.


  “We’ll just have a rest, and then we will walk back by the pathway. You’re
  shivering. You’re not cold, are you?”


  “No,” said I, trying to keep up my courage; “I’m not cold, but I’m rather
  frightened, though it’s very silly of me.”


  “By jove!” said my lover, “I can’t wonder at it, for I feel a bit
  depressed myself. The noise that water makes is like the gurgling in the
  throat of a dying man.”


  “Don’t, Charley; you frighten me!”


  “Come, dear, we mustn’t get the blues,” he said, with a laugh, trying to
  reassure me. “Let’s run away from this charnel-house place,
  and—Look!—see!—good gracious! what is that?”


  Charley had staggered back, and was gazing upwards with a pallid face.


  I followed the direction of his eyes, and could scarcely suppress a
  scream.


  I have already mentioned that the pool by which we were standing lay at
  the foot of a rough mound of rocks. On the top of this mound, about sixty
  feet above our heads, a tall dark figure was standing, peering down,
  apparently, into the rugged hollow in which we were.


  The moon was just topping the ridge behind, and the gaunt, angular
  outlines of the stranger stood out hard and clear against its silvery
  radiance.


  There was something ghastly in the sudden and silent appearance of this
  solitary wanderer, especially when coupled with the weird nature of the
  scene.


  I clung to my lover in speechless terror, and glared up at the dark figure
  above us.


  “Hullo, you sir!” cried Charley, passing from fear into anger, as
  Englishmen generally do. “Who are you, and what the devil are you doing?”


  “Oh! I thought it, I thought it!” said the man who was overlooking us, and
  disappeared from the top of the hill.


  We heard him scrambling about among the loose stones, and in another
  moment he emerged upon the banks of the brook and stood facing us.


  Weird as his appearance had been when we first caught sight of him, the
  impression was intensified rather than removed by a closer acquaintance.


  The moon shining full upon him revealed a long, thin face of ghastly
  pallor, the effect being increased by its contrast with the flaring green
  necktie which he wore.


  A scar upon his cheek had healed badly and caused a nasty pucker at the
  side of his mouth, which gave his whole countenance a most distorted
  expression, more particularly when he smiled.


  The knapsack on his back and stout staff in his hand announced him to be a
  tourist, while the easy grace with which he raised his hat on perceiving the
  presence of a lady showed that he could lay claim to the savoir faire
  of a man of the world.


  There was something in his angular proportions and the bloodless face
  which, taken in conjunction with the black cloak which fluttered from his
  shoulders, irresistibly reminded me of a bloodsucking species of bat which
  Jack Daseby had brought from Japan upon his previous voyage, and which was
  the bugbear of the servants’ hall at Toynby.


  “Excuse my intrusion,” he said, with a slightly foreign lisp, which
  imparted a peculiar beauty to his voice. “I should have had to sleep on the
  moor had I not had the good fortune to fall in with you.”


  “Confound it, man!” said Charley; “why couldn’t you shout out, or give
  some warning? You quite frightened Miss Underwood when you suddenly appeared
  up there.”


  The stranger once more raised his hat as he apologised to me for having
  given me such a start.


  “I am a gentleman from Sweden,” he continued, in that peculiar intonation
  of his, “and am viewing this beautiful land of yours. Allow me to introduce
  myself as Doctor Octavius Gaster. Perhaps you could tell me where I may
  sleep, and how I can get from this place, which is truly of great size?”


  “You’re very lucky in falling in with us,” said Charley. “It is no easy
  matter to find your way upon the moor.”


  “That can I well believe,” remarked our new acquaintance.


  “Strangers have been found dead on it before now,” continued Charley.
  “They lose themselves, and then wander in a circle until they fall from
  fatigue.”


  “Ha, ha!” laughed the Swede; “it is not I, who have drifted in an open
  boat from Cape Blanco to Canary, that will starve upon an English moor. But
  how may I turn to seek an inn?”


  “Look here!” said Charley, whose interest was excited by the stranger’s
  allusion, and who was at all times the most openhearted of men. “There’s not
  an inn for many a mile round; and I daresay you have had a long day’s walk
  already. Come home with us, and my father, the Colonel, will be delighted to
  see you and find you a spare bed.”


  “For this great kindness how can I thank you?” returned the traveller.
  “Truly, when I return to Sweden, I shall have strange stories to tell of the
  English and the hospitality!”


  “Nonsense!” said Charley. “Come, we will start at once, for Miss Underwood
  is cold. Wrap the shawl well round your neck, Lottie, and we will be home in
  no time.”


  We stumbled along in silence, keeping as far as we could to the rugged
  pathway, sometimes losing it as a cloud drifted over the face of the moon,
  and then regaining it further on with the return of the light.


  The stranger seemed buried in thought, but once or twice I had the
  impression that he was looking hard at me through the darkness as we strode
  along together.


  “So,” said Charley at last, breaking the silence, “you drifted about in an
  open boat, did you?”


  “Ah, yes,” answered the stranger; “many strange sights have I seen, and
  many perils undergone, but none worse than that. It is, however, too sad a
  subject for a lady’s ears. She has been frightened once to-night.”


  “Oh, you needn’t be afraid of frightening me now,” said I, as I leaned on
  Charley’s arm.


  “Indeed there is but little to tell, and yet is it sorrowful.


  “A friend of mine, Karl Osgood of Upsala, and myself started on a trading
  venture. Few white men had been among the wandering Moors at Cape Blanco, but
  nevertheless we went, and for some months lived well, selling this and that,
  and gathering much ivory and gold.


  “‘Tis a strange country, where is neither wood nor stone, so that the huts
  are made from the weeds of the sea.


  “At last, just as what we thought was a sufficiency, the Moors conspired
  to kill us, and came down against us in the night.


  “Short was our warning, but we fled to the beach, launched a canoe and put
  out to sea, leaving everything behind.


  “The Moors chased us, but lost us in the darkness; and when day dawned the
  land was out of sight.


  “There was no country where we could hope for food nearer than Canary, and
  for that we made.


  “I reached it alive, though very weak and mad; but poor Karl died the day
  before we sighted the islands.


  “I gave him warning!


  “I cannot blame myself in the matter.


  “I said, ‘Karl, the strength that you might gain by eating them would be
  more than made up for by the blood that you would lose!’


  “He laughed at my words, caught the knife from my belt, cut them off and
  eat them; and he died.”


  “Eat what?” asked Charley.


  “His ears!” said the stranger.


  We both looked round at him in horror.


  There was no suspicion of a smile or joke upon his ghastly face.


  “He was what you call headstrong,” he continued, “but he should have known
  better than to do a thing like that. Had he but used his will he would have
  lived as I did.”


  “And you think a man’s will can prevent him from feeling hungry?” said
  Charley.


  “What can it not do?” returned Octavius Gaster, and relapsed into a
  silence which was not broken until our arrival in Toynby Hall.


  Considerable alarm had been caused by our nonappearance, and Jack Daseby
  was just setting off with Charley’s friend Trevor in search of us. They were
  delighted, therefore, when we marched in upon them, and considerably
  astonished at the appearance of our companion.


  “Where the deuce did you pick up that second-hand corpse?” asked Jack,
  drawing Charley aside into the smoking-room.


  “Shut up, man; he’ll hear you,” growled Charley. “He’s a Swedish doctor on
  a tour, and a deuced good fellow. He went in an open boat from What’s-it’s-
  name to another place. I’ve offered him a bed for the night.”


  “Well, all I can say is,” remarked Jack, “that his face will never be his
  fortune.”


  “Ha, ha! Very good! very good!” laughed the subject of the remark, walking
  calmly into the room, to the complete discomfiture of the sailor. “No, it
  will never, as you say, in this country be my fortune,”—and he grinned
  until the hideous gash across the angle of his mouth made him look more like
  the reflection in a broken mirror than anything else.


  “Come upstairs and have a wash; I can lend you a pair of slippers,” said
  Charley; and hurried the visitor out of the room to put an end to a somewhat
  embarrassing situation.


  Colonel Pillar was the soul of hospitality, and welcomed Doctor Gaster as
  effusively as if he had been an old friend of the family.


  “Egad, sir,” he said, “the place is your own; and as long as you care to
  stop you are very welcome. We’re pretty quiet down here, and a visitor is an
  acquisition.”


  My mother was a little more distant. “A very well informed young man,
  Lottie,” she remarked to me; “but I wish he would wink his eyes more. I don’t
  like to see people who never wink their eyes. Still, my dear, my life has
  taught me one great lesson, and that is that a man’s looks are of very little
  importance compared with his actions.”


  With which brand new and eminently original remark, my mother kissed me
  and left me to my meditations.


  Whatever Doctor Octavius Gaster might be physically, he was certainly a
  social success.


  By next day he had so completely installed himself as a member of the
  household that the Colonel would not hear of his departure.


  He astonished everybody by the extent and variety of his knowledge. He
  could tell the veteran considerably more about the Crimea than he knew
  himself; he gave the sailor information about the coast of Japan; and even
  tackled my athletic lover upon the subject of rowing, discoursing about
  levers of the first order, and fixed points and fulcra, until the unhappy
  Cantab was fain to drop the subject.


  Yet all this was done so modestly and even deferentially, that no one
  could possibly feel offended at being beaten upon their own ground. There was
  a quiet power about everything he said and did which was very striking.


  I remember one example of this, which impressed us all at the time.


  Trevor had a remarkably savage bulldog, which, however fond of its master,
  fiercely resented any liberties from the rest of us. This animal was, it may
  be imagined, rather unpopular, but as it was the pride of the student’s heart
  it was agreed not to banish it entirely, but to lock it up in the stable and
  give it a wide berth.


  From the first, it seemed to have taken a decided aversion to our visitor,
  and showed every fang in its head whenever he approached it.


  On the second day of his visit we were passing the stable in a body, when
  the growls of the creature inside arrested Doctor Gaster’s attention.


  “Ha!” he said. “There is that dog of yours, Mr. Trevor, is it not?”


  “Yes; that’s Towzer,” assented Trevor.


  “He is a bulldog, I think? What they call the national animal of England
  on the Continent?”


  “Pure-bred,” said the student, proudly.


  “They are ugly animals—very ugly! Would you come into the stable and
  unchain him, that I may see him to advantage. It is a pity to keep an animal
  so powerful and full of life in captivity.”


  “He’s rather a nipper,” said Trevor, with a mischievous expression in his
  eye; “but I suppose you are not afraid of a dog?”


  “Afraid?—no. Why should I be afraid?”


  The mischievous look on Trevor’s face increased as he opened the stable
  door. I heard Charley mutter something to him about its being past a joke,
  but the other’s answer was drowned by the hollow growling from inside.


  The rest of us retreated to a respectable distance, while Octavius Gaster
  stood in the open doorway with a look of mild curiosity upon his pallid
  face.


  “And those,” he said, “that I see so bright and red in the
  darkness—are those his eyes?”


  “Those are they,” said the student, as he stooped down and unbuckled the
  strap.


  “Come here!” said Octavius Gaster.


  The growling of the dog suddenly subsided into a long whimper, and instead
  of making the furious rush that we expected, he rustled among the straw as if
  trying to huddle into a corner.


  “What the deuce is the matter with him?” exclaimed his perplexed
  owner.


  “Come here!” repeated Gaster, in sharp metallic accents, with an
  indescribable air of command in them. “Come here!”


  To our astonishment, the dog trotted out and stood at his side, but
  looking as unlike the usually pugnacious Towzer as is possible to conceive.
  His ears were drooping, his tail limp, and he altogether presented the very
  picture of canine humiliation.


  “A very fine dog, but singularly quiet,” remarked the Swede, as he stroked
  him down.


  “Now, sir, go back!”


  The brute turned and slunk back into its corner. We heard the rattling of
  its chain as it was being fastened, and next moment Trevor came out of the
  stable-door with blood dripping from his finger.


  “Confound the beast!” he said. “I don’t know what can have come over him.
  I’ve had him three years, and he never bit me before.”


  I fancy—I cannot say it for certain—but I fancy that there was
  a spasmodic twitching of the cicatrix upon our visitor’s face, which
  betokened an inclination to laugh.


  Looking back, I think that it was from that moment that I began to have a
  strange indefinable fear and dislike of the man.

  



  Week followed week, and the day fixed for my marriage began to draw
  near.


  Octavius Gaster was still a guest at Toynby Hall, and, indeed, had so
  ingratiated himself with the proprietor that any hint at departure was
  laughed to scorn by that worthy soldier.


  “Here you’ve come, sir, and here you’ll stay; you shall, by Jove!”


  Whereat Octavius would smile and shrug his shoulders and mutter something
  about the attractions of Devon, which would put the Colonel in a good humour
  for the whole day afterwards.


  My darling and I were too much engrossed with each other to pay very much
  attention to the traveller’s occupations. We used to come upon him sometimes
  in our rambles through the woods, sitting reading in the most lonely
  situations.


  He always placed the book in his pocket when he saw us approaching. I
  remember on one occasion, however, that we stumbled upon him so suddenly that
  the volume was still lying open before him.


  “Ah, Gaster,” said Charley, “studying, as usual! What an old bookworm you
  are! What’s the book? Ah, a foreign language; Swedish, I suppose?”


  “No, it is not Swedish,” said Gaster; “it is Arabic.”


  “You don’t mean to say you know Arabic?”


  “Oh, very well—very well indeed!”


  “And what’s it about?” I asked, turning over the leaves of the musty old
  volume.


  “Nothing that would interest one so young and fair as yourself, Miss
  Underwood,” he answered, looking at me in a way which had become habitual to
  him of late. “It treats of the days when mind was stronger than what you call
  matter; when great spirits lived that were able to exist without these coarse
  bodies of ours, and could mould all things to their so-powerful wills.”


  “Oh, I see; a kind of ghost story,” said Charley. “Well, adieu; we won’t
  keep you from your studies.”


  We left him sitting in the little glen still absorbed in his mystical
  treatise. It must have been imagination which induced me, on turning suddenly
  round half an hour later, to think that I saw his familiar figure glide
  rapidly behind a tree.


  I mentioned it to Charley at the time, but he laughed my idea to
  scorn.

  



  I alluded just now to a peculiar manner which this man Gaster had of
  looking at me. His eyes seemed to lose their usual steely expression when he
  did so, and soften into something which might be almost called caressing.
  They seemed to influence me strangely, for I could always tell, without
  looking at him, when his gaze was fixed upon me.


  Sometimes I fancied that this idea was simply due to a disordered nervous
  sytem or morbid imagination; but my mother dispelled that delusion from my
  mind.


  “Do you know,” she said, coming into my bedroom one night, and carefully
  shutting the door behind her, “if the idea was not so utterly preposterous,
  Lottie, I should say that that Doctor was madly in love with you?”


  “Nonsense, ‘ma!” said I, nearly dropping my candle in my consternation at
  the thought.


  “I really think so, Lottie,” continued my mother. “He’s got a way of
  looking which is very like that of your poor dear father, Nicholas, before we
  were married. Something of this sort, you know.”


  And the old lady cast an utterly heart-broken glance at the bed-post.


  “Now, go to bed,” said I, “and don’t have such funny ideas. Why, poor
  Doctor Gaster knows that I am engaged as well as you do.”


  “Time will show,” said the old lady, as she left the room; and I went to
  bed with the words still ringing in my ears.


  Certainly, it is a strange thing that on that very night a thrill which I
  had come to know well ran through me, and awakened me from my slumbers.


  I stole softly to the window, and peered out through the bars of the
  Venetian blinds, and there was the gaunt, vampire-like figure of our Swedish
  visitor standing upon the gravel-walk, and apparently gazing up at my
  window.


  It may have been that he detected the movement of the blind, for, lighting
  a cigarette, he began pacing up and down the avenue.


  I noticed that at breakfast next morning he went out of his way to explain
  the fact that he had been restless during the night, and had steadied his
  nerves by a short stroll and a smoke.


  After all, when I came to consider it calmly, the aversion which I had
  against the man and my distrust of him were founded on very scanty grounds. A
  man might have a strange face, and be fond of curious literature, and even
  look approvingly at an engaged young lady, without being a very dangerous
  member of society.


  I say this to show that even up to that point I was perfectly unbiased and
  free from prejudice in my opinion of Octavius Gaster.

  



  “I say!” remarked Lieutenant Daseby, one morning; “what do you think of
  having a picnic to-day?”


  “Capital!” ejaculated everybody.


  “You see, they are talking of commissioning the old Shark soon, and
  Trevor here will have to go back to the mill. We may as well compress as much
  fun as we can into the time.”


  “What is it that you call nicpic?” asked Doctor Gaster.


  “It’s another of our English institutions for you to study,” said Charley.
  “It’s our version of a fête champêtre.”


  “Ah, I see! That will be very jolly!” acquiesced the Swede.


  “There are half a dozen places we might go to,” continued the Lieutenant.
  “There’s the Lover’s Leap, or Black Tor, or Beer Ferris Abbey.”


  “That’s the best,” said Charley. “Nothing like ruins for a picnic.”


  “Well the Abbey be it. How far is it?”


  “Six miles,” said Trevor.


  “Seven by the road,” remarked the Colonel, with military exactness. “Mrs.
  Underwood and I shall stay at home, and the rest of you can fit into the
  waggonette. You’ll all have to chaperon each other.”


  I need hardly say that this motion was carried also without a
  division.


  “Well,” said Charley, “I’ll order the trap to be round in half an hour, so
  you’d better all make the best of your time. We’ll want salmon, and salad,
  and hard-boiled eggs, and liquor, and any number of things. I’ll look after
  the liquor department. What will you do, Lottie?”


  “I’ll take charge of the china,” I said.


  “I’ll bring the fish,” said Daseby.


  “And I the vegetables,” added Fan.


  “What will you do, Gaster?” asked Charley.


  “Truly,” said the Swede, in his strange, musical accents, “but little is
  left for me to do. I can, however, wait upon the ladies, and I can make what
  you call a salad.”


  “You’ll be more popular in the latter capacity than in the former,” said
  I, laughingly.


  “Ah, you say so,” he said, turning sharp round upon me, and flushing up to
  his flaxen hair. “Yes. Ha! ha! Very good!” And with a discordant laugh, he
  strode out of the room.


  “I say, Lottie,” remonstrated my lover, “you’ve hurt the fellow’s
  feelings.”


  “I’m sure I didn’t mean to,” I answered. “If you like I’ll go after him
  and tell him so.”


  “Oh, leave him alone,” said Daseby. “A man with a mug like that has no
  right to be so touchy. He’ll come round right enough.”


  It was true that I had not had the slightest intention of offending
  Gaster, still I felt pained at having annoyed him.


  After I had stowed away the knives and plates into the hamper, I found
  that the others were still busy at their various departments. The moment
  seemed a favourable one for apologising for my thoughtless remark, so without
  saying anything to anyone, I slipped away and ran down the corridor in the
  direction of our visitor’s room.


  I suppose I must have tripped along very lightly, or it may have been the
  rich thick matting of Toynby Hall—certain it is that Mr. Gaster seemed
  unconscious of my approach.


  His door was open, and as I came up to it and caught sight of him inside,
  there was something so strange in his appearance that I paused, literally
  petrified for the moment with astonishment.


  He had in his hand a small slip from a newspaper which he was reading, and
  which seemed to afford him considerable amusement. There was something
  horrible too in this mirth of his, for though he writhed his body about as if
  with laughter, no sound was emitted from his lips.


  His face, which was half-turned towards me, wore an expression upon it
  which I had never seen on it before; I can only describe it as one of savage
  exultation.


  Just as I was recovering myself sufficiently to step forward and knock at
  the door, he suddenly, with a last convulsive spasm of merriment, dashed down
  the piece of paper upon the table and hurried out by the other door of his
  room, which led through the billiard-room to the hall.


  I heard his steps dying away in the distance, and peeped once more into
  his room.


  What could be the joke that had moved this stern man to mirth? Surely some
  masterpiece of humour.


  Was there ever a woman whose principles were strong enough to overcome her
  curiosity?


  Looking cautiously round to make sure that the passage was empty, I
  slipped into the room and examined the paper which he had been reading.


  It was a cutting from an English journal, and had evidently been long
  carried about and frequently perused, for it was almost illegible in places.
  There was, however, as far as I could see, very little to provoke laughter in
  its contents. It ran, as well as I can remember, in this way:—

  



  “Sudden Death in the Docks.—The master of
  the bark-rigged steamer Olga, from Tromsberg, was found lying dead in his
  cabin on Wednesday afternoon. Deceased was, it seems, of a violent
  disposition, and had had frequent altercations with the surgeon of the
  vessel. On this particular day he had been more than usually offensive,
  declaring that the surgeon was a necromancer and worshipper of the devil. The
  latter retired on deck to avoid further persecution. Shortly afterwards the
  steward had occasion to enter the cabin, and found the captain lying across
  the table quite dead. Death is attributed to heart disease, accelerated by
  excessive passion. An inquest will be held to- day.”



  And this was the paragraph which this strange man had regarded as the
  height of humour!


  I hurried downstairs, astonishment, not un-mixed with repugnance,
  predominating in my mind. So just was I, however, that the dark inference
  which has so often occurred to me since never for one moment crossed my mind.
  I looked upon him as a curious and rather repulsive enigma—nothing
  more.


  When I met him at the picnic, all remembrance of my unfortunate speech
  seemed to have vanished from his mind. He made himself as agreeable as usual,
  and his salad was pronounced a chef-d’oeuvre, while his quaint little
  Swedish songs and his tales of all climes and countries alternately thrilled
  and amused us. It was after luncheon, however, that the conversation turned
  upon a subject which seemed to have special charms for his daring mind.


  I forget who it was that broached the question of the supernatural. I
  think it was Trevor, by some story of a hoax which he had perpetrated at
  Cambridge. The story seemed to have a strange effect upon Octavius Gaster,
  who tossed his long arms about in impassioned invective as he ridiculed those
  who dared to doubt about the existence of the unseen.


  “Tell me,” he said, standing up in his excitement, “which among you has
  ever known what you call an instinct to fail. The wild bird has an instinct
  which tells it of the solitary rock upon the so boundless sea on which it may
  lay its egg, and is it disappointed? The swallow turns to the south when the
  winter is coming, and has its instinct ever led it astray? And shall this
  instinct which tells us of the unknown spirits around us, and which pervades
  every untaught child and every race so savage, be wrong? I say, never!”


  “Go it, Gaster!” cried Charley.


  “Take your wind and have another spell,” said the sailor.


  “No, never,” repeated the Swede, disregarding our amusement. “We can see
  that matter exists apart from mind; then why should not mind exist apart from
  matter?”


  “Give it up,” said Daseby.


  “Have we not proofs of it?” continued Gaster, his gray eyes gleaming with
  excitement. “Who that has read Steinberg’s book upon spirits, or that by the
  eminent American, Madame Crowe, can doubt it? Did not Gustav von Spee meet
  his brother Leopold in the streets of Strasbourg, the same brother having
  been drowned three months before in the Pacific? Did not Home, the
  spiritualist, in open daylight, float above the housetops of Paris? Who has
  not heard the voices of the dead around him? I myself—”


  “Well, what of yourself?” asked half a dozen of us, in a breath.


  “Bah! it matters nothing,” he said, passing his hand over his forehead,
  and evidently controlling himself with difficulty. “Truly, our talk is too
  sad for such an occasion.” And, in spite of all our efforts, we were unable
  to extract from Gaster any relation of his own experiences of the
  supernatural.


  It was a merry day. Our approaching dissolution seemed to cause each one
  to contribute his utmost to the general amusement. It was settled that after
  the coming rifle match Jack was to return to his ship and Trevor to his
  university. As to Charley and myself, we were to settle down into a staid
  respectable couple.


  The match was one of our principal topics of conversation. Shooting had
  always been a hobby of Charley’s, and he was the captain of the Roborough
  company of Devon volunteers, which boasted some of the crack shots of the
  county. The match was to be against a picked team of regulars from Plymouth,
  and as they were no despicable opponents, the issue was considered doubtful.
  Charley had evidently set his heart on winning, and descanted long and loudly
  on the chances.


  “The range is only a mile from Toynby Hall,” he said, “and we’ll all drive
  over, and you shall see the fun. You’ll bring me luck, Louie,” he whispered,
  “I know you will.”


  Oh, my poor lost darling, to think of the luck that I brought you!


  There was one dark cloud to mar the brightness of that happy day.


  I could not hide from myself any longer the fact that my mother’s
  suspicions were correct, and that Octavius Gaster loved me.


  Throughout the whole of the excursion his attentions had been most
  assiduous, and his eyes hardly ever wandered away from me. There was a
  manner, too, in all that he said which spoke louder than words.


  I was on thorns lest Charley should perceive it, for I knew his fiery
  temper; but the thought of such treachery never entered the honest heart of
  my lover.


  He did once look up with mild surprise when the Swede insisted on
  relieving me of a fern which I was carrying; but the expression faded away
  into a smile at what he regarded as Gaster’s effusive good-nature. My own
  feeling in the matter was pity for the unfortunate foreigner, and sorrow that
  I should have been the means of rendering him unhappy.


  I thought of the torture it must be fora wild, fierce spirit like his to
  have a passion gnawing at his heart which honour and pride would alike
  prevent him from ever expressing in words. Alas! I had not counted upon the
  utter recklessness and want of principle of the man; but it was not long
  before I was undeceived.


  There was a little arbour at the bottom of the garden, overgrown with
  honeysuckle and ivy, which had long been a favourite haunt of Charley and
  myself. It was doubly dear to us from the fact that it was here, on the
  occasion of my former visit, that words of love had first passed between
  us.


  After dinner on the day following the picnic I sauntered down to this
  little summer-house, as was my custom. Here I used to wait until Charley,
  having finished his cigar with the other gentlemen, would come down and join
  me.


  On that particular evening he seemed to be longer away than usual. I
  waited impatiently for his coming, going to the door every now and then to
  see if there were any signs if his approach.


  I had just sat down again after one of those fruitless excursions, when I
  heard the tread of a male foot upon the gravel, and a figure emerged from
  among the bushes.


  I sprang up with a glad smile, which changed to an expression of
  bewilderment, and even fear, when I saw the gaunt, pallid face of Octavius
  Caster peering in at me.


  There was certainly something about his actions which would have inspired
  distrust in the mind of anyone in my position. Instead of greeting me, he
  looked up and down the garden, as if to make sure that we were entirely
  alone. He then stealthily entered the arbour, and seated himself upon a
  chair, in such a position that he was between me and the doorway.


  “Do not be afraid,” he said, as he noticed my scared expression. “There is
  nothing to fear. I do but come that I may have talk with you.”


  “Have you seen Mr. Pillar?” I asked, trying hard to seem at my ease.


  “Ha! Have I seen your Charley?” he answered, with a sneer upon the last
  words. “Are you then so anxious that he come? Can no one speak to thee but
  Charley, little one?”


  “Mr. Gaster,” I said, “you are forgetting yourself.”


  “It is Charley, Charley, ever Charley!” continued the Swede, disregarding
  my interruption. “Yes, I have seen Charley. I have told him that you wait
  upon the bank of the river, and he has gone thither upon the wings of
  love.”


  “Why have you told him this lie?” I asked, still trying not to lose my
  self-control.


  “That I might see you; that I might speak to you. Do you, then, love him
  so? Cannot the thought of glory, and riches, and power, above all that the
  mind can conceive, win you from this first maiden fancy of yours? Fly with
  me, Charlotte, and all this, and more, shall be yours! Come!”


  And he stretched his long arms out in passionate entreaty.


  Even at that moment the thought flashed through my mind of how like they
  were to the tentacles of some poisonous insect. “You insult me, sir!” I
  cried, rising to my feet. “You shall pay heavily for this treatment of an
  unprotected girl!”


  “Ah, you say it,” he cried, “but you mean it not. In your heart so tender
  there is pity left for the most miserable of men. Nay, you shall not pass
  me—you shall hear me first!”


  “Let me go, sir!”


  Nay; you shall not go until you tell me if nothing that I can do may win
  your love.”


  “How dare you speak so?” I almost screamed, losing all my fear in my
  indignation. “You, who are the guest of my future husband! Let me tell you,
  once and for all, that I had no feeling towards you before save one of
  repugnance and contempt, which you have now converted into positive
  hatred!”


  “And is it so?” he gasped, tottering backwards towards the doorway, and
  putting his hand up to his throat as if he found a difficulty in uttering the
  words. “And has my love won hatred in return? Ha!” he continued, advancing
  his face within a foot of mine as I cowered away from his glassy eyes. “I
  know it now. It is this—it is this!” and he struck the horrible
  cicatrix on his face with his clenched hand. “Maids love not such faces as
  this! I am not smooth, and brown, and curly like this Charley—this
  brainless school-boy; this human brute who cares but for his sport and
  his—”


  “Let me pass!” I cried, rushing at the door.


  “No; you shall not go—you shall not!” he hissed, pushing me
  backwards.


  I struggled furiously to escape from his grasp. His long arms seemed to
  clasp me like bars of steel. I felt my strength going, and was making one
  last despairing effort to shake myself loose, when some irresistible power
  from behind tore my persecutor away from me and hurled him backwards on to
  the gravel walk.


  Looking up, I saw Charley’s towering figure and square shoulders in the
  doorway.


  “My poor darling!” he said, catching me in his arms. “Sit here—here
  in the angle. There is no danger now. I shall be with you in a minute.”


  “Don’t Charley, don’t!” I murmured, as he turned to leave me. But he was
  deaf to my entreaties, and strode out of the arbour. I could not see either
  him or his opponent from the position in which he had placed me, but I heard
  every word that was spoken. “You villain!” said a voice that I could hardly
  recognise as my lover’s. “So this is why you put me on a wrong scent?”


  “That is why,” answered the foreigner, in a tone of easy indifference.


  “And this is how you repay our hospitality, you infernal scoundrel!”


  “Yes; we amuse ourselves in your so beautiful summer-house.”


  “We! You are still on my ground and my guest, and I would wish to keep my
  hands from you; but, by heavens—”


  Charley was speaking very low and in gasps now.


  “Why do you swear? What is it, then?” asked the languid voice of Octavius
  Gaster.


  “If you dare to couple Miss Underwood’s name with this business, and
  insinuate that—”


  “Insinuate? I insinuate nothing. What I say I say plain for all the world
  to hear. I say that this so chaste maiden did herself ask—”


  I heard the sound of a heavy blow, and a great rattling of the gravel.


  I was too weak to rise from where I lay, and could only clasp my hands
  together and utter a faint scream.


  “You cur!” said Charley. “Say as much again, and I’ll stop your mouth for
  all eternity!”


  There was a silence, and then I heard Gaster speaking in a husky, strange
  voice.


  “You have struck me!” he said; “you have drawn my blood!”


  “Yes; I’ll strike you again if you show your cursed face within these
  grounds. Don’t look at me so! You don’t suppose your hankey-pankey tricks can
  frighten me?”


  An indefinable dread came over me as my lover spoke. I staggered to my
  feet and looked out at them, leaning against the door-way for support.


  Charley was standing erect and defiant, with his young head in the air,
  like one who glories in the cause for which he battles.


  Octavius Gaster was opposite him, surveying him with pinched lips and a
  baleful look in his cruel eyes. The blood was running freely from a deep gash
  on his lip, and spotting the front of his green necktie and white waistcoat.
  He perceived me the instant I emerged from the arbour.


  “Ha, ha!” he cried, with a demoniacal burst of laughter. “She comes! The
  bride! She comes! Room for the bride! Oh, happy pair, happy pair!”


  And with another fiendish burst of merriment he turned and disappeared
  over the crumbling wall of the garden with such rapidity that he was gone
  before we had realised what it was that he was about to do.


  “Oh, Charley,” I said, as my lover came back to my side, “you’ve hurt
  him!”


  “Hurt him! I should hope I have! Come, darling, you are frightened and
  tired. He did not injure you, did he?”


  “No; but I feel rather faint and sick.”


  “Come, we’ll walk slowly to the house together. The rascal! It was
  cunningly and deliberately planned, too. He told me he had seen you down by
  the river, and I was going down when I met young Stokes, the keeper’s son,
  coming back from fishing, and he told me that there was nobody there.
  Somehow, when Stokes said that, a thousand little things flashed into my mind
  at once, and I became in a moment so convinced of Gaster’s villainy that I
  ran as hard as I could to the arbour.”


  “Charley,” I said, clinging to my lover’s arm, “I fear he will injure you
  in some way. Did you see the look in his eyes before he leaped the wall?”


  “Pshaw!” said Charley. “All these foreigners have a way of scowling and
  glaring when they are angry, but it never comes to much.”


  “Still, I am afraid of him,” said I, mournfully, as we went up the steps
  together, “and I wish you had not struck him.”


  “So do I,” Charley answered; “for he was our guest, you know, in spite of
  his rascality. However, it’s done now and it can’t be helped, as the cook
  says in ‘Pickwick,’ and really it was more than flesh and blood could
  stand.”


  I must run rapidly over the events of the next few days. For me, at least,
  it was a period of absolute happiness. With Gaster’s departure a cloud seemed
  to be lifted off my soul, and a depression which had weighed upon the whole
  household completely disappeared.


  Once more I was the light-hearted girl that I had been before the
  foreigner’s arrival. Even the Colonel forgot to mourn over his absence, owing
  to the all-absorbing interest in the coming competition in which his son was
  engaged.


  It was our main subject of conversation and bets were freely offered by
  the gentlemen on the success of the Roborough team, though no one was
  unprincipled enough to seem to support their antagonists by taking them.


  Jack Daseby ran down to Plymouth, and “made a book on the event” with some
  officers of the Marines, which he did in such an extraordinary way that we
  reckoned that in case of Roborough winning, he would lose seventeen
  shillings; while, should the other contingency occur, he would be involved in
  hopeless liabilities.


  Charley and I had tacitly agreed not to mention the name of Gaster, nor to
  allude in any way to what had passed.


  On the morning after our scene in the garden, Charley had sent a servant
  up to the Swede’s room with instructions to pack up any things he might find
  there, and leave them at the nearest inn.


  It was found, however, that all Gaster’s effects had been already removed,
  though how and when was a perfect mystery to the servants.


  I know of few more attractive spots than the shooting-range at Roborough.
  The glen in which it is situated is about half a mile long and perfectly
  level, so that the targets were able to range from two to seven hundred
  yards, the further ones simply showing as square white dots against the green
  of the rising hills behind.


  The glen itself is part of the great moor and its sides, sloping gradually
  up, lose themselves in the vast rugged expanse. Its symmetrical character
  suggested to the imaginative mind that some giant of old had made an
  excavation in the moor with a titanic cheese-scoop, but that a single trial
  had convinced him of the utter worthlessness of the soil.


  He might even be imagined to have dropped the despised sample at the mouth
  of the cutting which he had made, for there was a considerable elevation
  there, from which the riflemen were to fire, and thither we bent our steps on
  that eventful afternoon.


  Our opponents had arrived there before us, bringing with them a
  considerable number of naval and military officers, while a long line of
  nondescript vehicles showed that many of the good citizens of Plymouth had
  seized the opportunity of giving their wives and families an outing on the
  moor.


  An enclosure for ladies and distinguished guests had been erected on the
  top of the hill, which, with the marquee and refreshment tents, made the
  scene a lively one.


  The country people had turned out in force, and were excitedly staking
  their half-crowns upon their local champions, which were as enthusiastically
  taken up by the admirers of the regulars.


  Through all this scene of bustle and confusion we were safely conveyed by
  Charley, aided by Jack and Trevor, who finally deposited us in a sort of
  rudimentary grandstand, from which we could look round at our ease on all
  that was going on.


  We were soon, however, so absorbed in the glorious view, that we became
  utterly unconscious of the betting and pushing and chaff of the crowd in
  front of us.


  Away to the south we could see the blue smoke of Plymouth curling up into
  the calm summer air, while beyond that was the great sea, stretching away to
  the horizon, dark and vast, save where some petulant wave dashed it with a
  streak of foam, as if rebelling against the great peacefulness of nature.


  From the Eddystone to the Start the long rugged line of the Devonshire
  coast lay like a map before us.


  I was still lost in admiration when Charley’s voice broke half-
  reproachfully on my ear.


  “Why, Lottie,” he said, “you don’t seem to take a bit of interest in
  it!”


  “Oh, yes I do, dear,” I answered. “But the scenery is so pretty, and the
  sea is always a weakness of mine. Come and sit here, and tell me all about
  the match and how we are to know whether you are winning or losing.”


  “I’ve just been explaining it,” answered Charley. “But I’ll go over it
  again.”


  “Do, like a darling,” said I; and settled myself down to mark, learn, and
  inwardly digest.


  “Well,” said Charley, “there are ten men on each side. We shoot
  alternately; first, one of our fellows, then one of them, and so on—you
  understand?”


  “Yes, I understand that.”


  “First we fire at the two hundred yards range—those are the targets
  nearest of all. We fire five shots each at those. Then we fire five shots at
  the ones at five hundred yards—those middle ones; and then we finish up
  by firing at the seven hundred yards range—you see the target far over
  there on the side of the hill. Whoever makes the most points wins. Do you
  grasp it now?”


  “Oh, yes; that’s very simple,” I said.


  “Do you know what a bull’s eye is?” asked my lover. “Some sort of
  sweetmeat, isn’t it?” I hazarded.


  Charley seemed amazed at the extent of my ignorance. “That’s the bull’s-
  eye,” he said; “that dark spot in the centre of the target. If you hit that,
  it counts five. There is another ring, which you can’t see, drawn round that,
  and if you get inside of it, it is called a ‘centre,’ and counts four.
  Outside that, again, is called an ‘outer,’ and only gives you three. You can
  tell where the shot has hit, for the marker puts out a coloured disc, and
  covers the place.”


  “Oh, I understand it all now,” said I, enthusiastically. “I’ll tell you
  what I’ll do Charley; I’ll mark the score on a bit of paper every shot that
  is fired, and then I’ll always know how Roborough is getting on!”


  “You can’t do better,” he laughed as he strode off to get his men
  together, for a warning bell signified that the contest was about to
  begin.


  There was a great waving of flags and shouting before the ground could be
  got clear, and then I saw a little cluster of red-coats lying upon the
  greensward, while a similar group, in grey, took up their position to the
  left of them.


  “Pang!” went a rifle-shot, and the blue smoke came curling up from the
  grass.


  Fanny shrieked, while I gave a cry of delight, for I saw the white disc go
  up, which proclaimed a “bull,” and the shot had been fired by one of the
  Roborough men. My elation was, however, promptly checked by the answering
  shot which put down five to the credit of the regulars. The next was also a
  “bull,” which was speedily cancelled by another. At the end of the
  competition at the short range each side had scored forty-nine out of a
  possible fifty, and the question of supremacy was as undecided as ever.


  “It’s getting exciting,” said Charley, lounging over the stand. “We begin
  shooting at the five hundred yards in a few minutes.”


  “Oh, Charley,” cried Fanny in high excitement, “don’t you go and miss,
  whatever you do!”


  “I won’t if I can help it,” responded Charley, cheerfully. “You made a
  ‘bull’ every time just now,” I said.


  “Yes, but it’s not so easy when you’ve got your sights up. However, we’ll
  do our best, and we can’t do more. They’ve got some terribly good long-range
  men among them. Come over here, Lottie, for a moment.”


  “What is it, Charley?” I asked, as he led me away from the others. I could
  see by the look in his face that something was troubling him.


  “It’s that fellow,” growled my lover. “What the deuce does he want to come
  here for? I hoped we had seen the last of him!”


  “What fellow?” I gasped, with a vague apprehension at my heart.


  “Why, that infernal Swedish fellow, Gaster!”


  I followed the direction of Charley’s glance, and there, sure enough,
  standing on a little knoll close to the place where the riflemen were lying,
  was the tall, angular figure of the foreigner.


  He seemed utterly unconscious of the sensation which his singular
  appearance and hideous countenance excited among the burly farmers around
  him; but was craning his long neck about, this way and that, as if in search
  of somebody.


  As we watched him, his eye suddenly rested upon us, and it seemed to me
  that, even at that distance, I could see a spasm of hatred and triumph pass
  over his livid features.


  A strange foreboding came over me, and I seized my lover’s hand in both my
  own.


  “Oh, Charley,” I cried, “don’t—don’t go back to the shooting! Say
  you are ill—make some excuse, and come away!”


  “Nonsense, lass!” said he, laughing heartily at my terror. “Why, what in
  the world are you afraid of?”


  “Of him!” I answered.


  “Don’t be so silly, dear. One would think he was a demi-god to hear the
  way in which you talk of him. But there! that’s the bell, and I must be
  off.”


  “Well, promise, at least, that you will not go near him?” I cried,
  following Charley.


  “All right—all right!” said he.


  And I had to be content with that small concession.


  The contest at the five hundred yards range was a close and exciting one.
  Roborough led by a couple of points for some time, until a series of “bulls”
  by one of the crack marksmen of their opponents turned the tables upon
  them.


  At the end of it was found that the volunteers were three points to the
  bad—a result which was hailed by cheers from the Plymouth contingent
  and by long faces and black looks among the dwellers on the moor.


  During the whole of this competition Octavius Gaster had remained
  perfectly still and motionless upon the top of the knoll on which he had
  originally taken up his position.


  It seemed to me that he knew little of what was going on, for his face was
  turned away from the marksmen, and he appeared to be gazing into the
  distance.


  Once I caught sight of his profile, and thought that his lips were moving
  rapidly as if in prayer, or it may have been the shimmer of the hot air of
  the almost Indian summer which deceived me. It was, however, my impression at
  the time.


  And now came the competition at the longest range of all, which was to
  decide the match.


  The Roborough men settled down steadily to their task of making up the
  lost ground; while the regulars seemed determined not to throw away a chance
  by over-confidence.


  As shot after shot was fired, the excitement of the spectators became so
  great that they crowded round the marksmen, cheering enthusiastically at
  every “bull.”


  We ourselves were so far affected by the general contagion that we left
  our harbour of refuge, and submitted meekly to the pushing and rough ways of
  the mob, in order to obtain a nearer view of the champions and their
  doings.


  The military stood at seventeen when the volunteers were at sixteen, and
  great was the despondency of the rustics.


  Things looked brighter, however, when the two sides tied at twenty-four,
  and brighter still when the steady shooting of the local team raised their
  score to thirty-two against thirty of their opponents.


  There were still, however, the three points which had been lost at the
  last range to be made up for.


  Slowly the score rose, and desperate were the efforts of both parties to
  pull off the victory.


  Finally, a thrill ran through the crowd when it was known that the last
  red-coat had fired, while one volunteer was still left, and that the soldiers
  were leading by four points.


  Even our unsportsman-like minds were worked into a state of all-
  absorbing excitement by the nature of the crisis which now presented
  itself.


  If the last representative of our little town could but hit the bull’s-
  eye the match was won.


  The silver cup, the glory, the money of our adherents, all depended upon
  that single shot.


  The reader will imagine that my interest was by no means lessened when, by
  dint of craning my neck and standing on tiptoe, I caught sight of my Charley
  coolly shoving a cartridge into his rifle, and realised that it was upon his
  skill that the honour of Roborough depended.


  It was this, I think, which lent me strength to push my way so vigorously
  through the crowd that I found myself almost in the first row and commanding
  an excellent view of the proceedings.


  There were two gigantic farmers on each side of me, and while we were
  waiting for the decisive shot to be fired, I could not help listening to the
  conversation, which they carried on in broad Devon, over my head.


  “Mun’s a rare ugly ‘un,” said one.


  “He is that,” cordially assented the other.


  “See to mun’s een?”


  “Eh, Jock; see to mun’s moo’, rayther!—Blessed if he bean’t foamin’
  like Farmer Watson’s dog—t’ bull pup whot died mad o’ the
  hydropathics.”


  I turned round to see the favoured object of these flattering comments,
  and my eyes fell upon Doctor Octavius Gaster, whose presence I had entirely
  forgotten in my excitement.


  His face was turned towards me; but he evidently did not see me, for his
  eyes were bent with unswerving persistence upon a point midway apparently
  between the distant targets and himself.


  I have never seen anything to compare with the extraordinary concentration
  of that stare, which had the effect of making his eyeballs appear gorged and
  prominent, while the pupils were contracted to the finest possible point.


  Perspiration was running freely down his long, cadaverous face, and, as
  the farmer had remarked, there were some traces of foam at the corners of his
  mouth. The jaw was locked, as if with some fierce effort of the will which
  demanded all the energy of his soul.


  To my dying day that hideous countenance shall never fade from my
  remembrance nor cease to haunt me in my dreams. I shuddered, and turned away
  my head in the vain hope that perhaps the honest farmer might be right, and
  mental disease be the cause of all the vagaries of this extraordinary
  man.


  A great stillness fell upon the whole crowd as Charley, having loaded his
  rifle, snapped up the breech cheerily, and proceeded to lie down in his
  appointed place.


  “That’s right, Mr. Charles, sir—that’s right!” I heard old McIntosh,
  the volunteer sergeant, whisper as I passed. “A cool head and a steady hand,
  that’s what does the trick, sir!”


  My lover smiled round at the gray-headed soldier as he lay down upon the
  grass, and then proceeded to look along the sight of his rifle amid a silence
  in which the faint rustling of the breeze among the blades of grass was
  distinctly audible.


  For more than a minute he hung upon his aim. His finger seemed to press
  the trigger, and every eye was fixed upon the distant target, when suddenly,
  instead of firing, the rifleman staggered up to his knees, leaving his weapon
  upon the ground.


  To the surprise of everyone, his face was deadly pale, and perspiration
  was standing on his brow.


  “I say, McIntosh,” he said, in a strange, gasping voice, “is there anybody
  standing between the target and me?”


  “Between, sir? No, not a soul, sir,” answered the astonished sergeant.


  “There, man, there!” cried Charley, with fierce energy, seizing him by the
  arm, and pointing in the direction of the target, “Don’t you see him there,
  standing right in the line of fire?”


  “There’s no one there!” shouted half a dozen voices.


  “No one there? Well, it must have been my imagination,” said Charley,
  passing his hand slowly over his forehead. “Yet I could have
  sworn—Here, give me the rifle!”


  He lay down again, and having settled himself into position, raised his
  weapon slowly to his eye. He had hardly looked along the barrel before he
  sprang up again with a loud cry.


  “There!” he cried; “I tell you I see it! A man dressed in volunteer
  uniform, and very like myself—the image of myself. Is this a
  conspiracy?” he continued, turning fiercely on the crowd. “Do you tell me
  none of you see a man resembling myself walking from that target, and not two
  hundred yards from me as I speak?”


  I should have flown to Charley’s side had I not known how he hated
  feminine interference, and anything approaching to a scene. I could only
  listen silently to his strange wild words.


  “I protest against this!” said an officer coming forward. “This gentleman
  must really either take his shot, or we shall remove our men off the field
  and claim the victory.”


  “But I’ll shoot him!“ gasped poor Charley.


  “Humbug!”


  “Rubbish!”


  “Shoot him, then!” growled half a score of masculine voices.


  “The fact is,” lisped one of the military men in front of me to another,
  “the young fellow’s nerves ar’n’t quite equal to the occasion, and he feels
  it, and is trying to back out.”


  The imbecile young lieutenant little knew at this point how a feminine
  hand was longing to stretch forth and deal him a sounding box on the
  ears.


  “It’s Martell’s three-star brandy, that’s what it is,” whispered the
  other. “The ‘devils,’ don’t you know. I’ve had ‘em myself, and know a case
  when I see it.”


  This remark was too recondite for my understanding, or the speaker would
  have run the same risk as his predecessor.


  “Well, are you going to shoot or not?” cried several voices.


  “Yes, I’ll shoot,” groaned Charley—“I’ll shoot him through!
  It’s murder—sheer murder!”


  I shall never forget the haggard look which he cast round at the crowd.
  “I’m aiming through him, McIntosh,” he murmured, as he lay down on the
  grass and raised the gun for the third time to his shoulder.


  There was one moment of suspense, a spurt of flame, the crack of a rifle,
  and a cheer which echoed across the moor, and might have been heard in the
  distant village.


  “Well done, lad—well done!” shouted a hundred honest Devonshire
  voices, as the little white disc came out from behind the marker’s shield and
  obliterated the dark “bull” for the moment, proclaiming that the match was
  won.


  “Well done, lad! It’s Maister Pillar, of Toynby Hall. Here, let’s gie mun
  a lift, carry mun home, for the honour o’ Roborough. Come on, lads! There mun
  is on the grass. Wake up, Sergeant McIntosh. What be the matter with thee?
  Eh? What?”


  A deadly stillness came over the crowd, and then a low incredulous murmur,
  changing to one of pity, with whispers of “leave her alone, poor
  lass—leave her to hersel’!”—and then there was silence again,
  save for the moaning of a woman, and her short, quick cries of despair.


  For, reader, my Charley, my beautiful, brave Charley, was lying cold and
  dead upon the ground, with the rifle still clenched in his stiffening
  fingers.


  I heard kind words of sympathy. I heard Lieutenant Daseby’s voice, broken
  with grief, begging me to control my sorrow, and felt his hand, as he gently
  raised me from my poor boy’s body. This I can remember, and nothing more,
  until my recovery from my illness, when I found myself in the sick-room at
  Toynby Hall, and learned that three restless, delirious weeks had passed
  since that terrible day.


  Stay!—do I remember nothing else?


  Sometimes I think I do. Sometimes I think I can recall a lucid interval in
  the midst of my wanderings. I seem to have a dim recollection of seeing my
  good nurse go out of the room—of seeing a gaunt, bloodless face peering
  in through the half-open window, and of hearing a voice which said, “I have
  dealt with thy so beautiful lover, and I have yet to deal with thee.” The
  words come back to me with a familiar ring, as if they had sounded in my ears
  before, and yet it may have been but a dream.


  “And this is all!” you say. “It is for this that a hysterical woman hunts
  down a harmlesssavant in the advertisement columns of the newspapers! On this
  shallow evidence she hints at crimes of the most monstrous description!”


  Well, I cannot expect that these things should strike you as they struck
  me. I can but say that if I were upon a bridge with Octavius Gaster standing
  at one end, and the most merciless tiger that ever prowled in an Indian
  jungle at the other, I should fly to the wild beast for protection.


  For me, my life is broken and blasted. I care not how soon it may end, but
  if my words shall keep this man out of one honest household, I have not
  written in vain.

  



  Within a fortnight after writing this narrative, my poor daughter
  disappeared. All search has failed to find her. A porter at the railway
  station has deposed to having seen a young lady resembling her description
  get into a first-class carriage with a tall, thin gentleman. It is, however,
  too ridiculous to suppose that she can have eloped after her recent grief,
  and without my having had any suspicions. The detectives are, however,
  working out the clue.—EMILY UNDERWOOD

  

   


  THE END
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