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mato; I look to the captain for in-
structions.”

‘“Captain Hewlar's orders arc my orders,”
retorted Rudd savagely. ‘““Ask him |”

Coral, who was white to her lips, looked
hurriedly to her father.

Though I was prepared for almost any
amount of audacity from the echief mate,
such barefaced usurpation of authority rather
staggered me.,

Whether Captain Hewlar would have
suffered it there was no means of telling,
as the case at this point assumed a different
complexion.

The boatswain had taken a soiled envelope
from his trouser pocket, and was scribbling
something on the back of it with a piece
of pencil. The something was not much—
perhaps a dozen words—and after folding

the paper he threw it on the table.
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“I’'m a snuffling hound, am I!” he said
with biting emphasis; “a low, thieving
toad—unfit to break stones with a prison-
gang. Perhaps you’ll have the goodness to
read that, Mr. Rudd.”

The chief mate had sprung to his feet,
and was turning up the cuff of his coat as
a preliminary to using the cat, but the
boatswain'’s speech arrested him.

He took up the paper and read it, and
his whole manner changed in a moment.
He did not speak at once, but twisted part
of his beard into his mouth and began
chewing it. Then he burst into a false
laugh.

“’Strewth!” he cried, ‘“we've fallen foul
of you with a vengeance, Mr. Colin, and
no cause, either; not the ghost of one. On
my oath, I'm sorry. Scan your eye over

this, Captain IHewlar, and give us your
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opinion.” And he placed the pencilled
missive in the captain’s hand.

The captain set his lips, read the note,
and returned it to the first mate.

“Well, sir?” said Rudd, on receiving no
answer, ‘“here’s an innocent man suffering,
and it’s for you to set him right. Wot do
you say ?”

‘““ Father, you are not well!” cried Coral;
“drink some water.”

She had filled a glass and pushed it
towards him.

He raised it to his lips with trembling
hand, and after taking a sip said, with a

sort of shudder:
a mistake. Let the

“Yes—a mistake
boatswain go.”

“ Let the boatswain go! ’'Strewth! That’s
a queer kind of reparation,” cried the mate.

“Why can't you give him your hand, with
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a bottle of whisky in it, and say you're
sorry. Mr. Colin’s as good as any of us—
a born gentleman. Yes, by Jupiter! I'd
be proud to take my meals with 'im in
the captain’s cabin. Here'’s my fist, M.
Colin.”

Ostergue flung open the cabin door in
disgust.

“Mr. Colin,” he repeated, as he stepped
out into the darkness—‘ every soul on board
will be Mister soon, the cabin-boy included.
Well, I've done my duty.”

In less than a couple of minutes the
nefarious Mr. Colin followed Ostergue, Rudd
giving him his hand a second time as he
went out. The boatswain’s adventure had
made him a richer man by a quart bottle
of whisky and eight ecigars, and he walked
away in high feather.

Our card-party being hopelessly broken
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up, I also made a move to go. I had wished
the captain and Coralie * Good-night,” and
had my hand on the handle of the door,
when Rudd said,

“I warrant you'’ve found our goings on
a bit strange to-night, Mr. Bertram ?”

His manner towards me was far less
jaunty than usual, and I felt that he was
making an effort to appear amiable.

“ Anyone may make a mistake,” I said
carelessly ; ‘““and sailors’ ways must often
appear strange to a landsman.”

He laughed his false laugh again, and
replied with an oath that there was no
doubt about that.

“Besides,” I added, “I never bother my
head with matters which don’t concern me.”

“Where’s the use?” said Rudd. * Your
prying Johnnies always get hold of the facts

wrong side up. Good-night, Mr. Bertram.”
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I walked forwards as far as the main
hatchway, where Ostergue was now standing,
and got into conversation with the second
mate. He bad not recovered from his
irritation, and a word or two of good-
fellowship from me made him wonderfully
loquacious on the subject of his wrongs.
Myr. Jim, forsooth l—and Mr. Colin! We
should soon have everyone on board called
Mister. A nice state of things, indeed,
when tools could be stolen from the car-
penter’s chest and no enquiries made! When
the cabin store-room could be broken into
and the thief rewarded with -cigars and
whisky ! It was the strangest voyage #he
had ever started on; and Captain Hewlar
and Mr. Rudd were two of the strangest
officers ke had ever sailed under. Had I
heard about the leak under the forecastle?

and that Mr. Rudd had said it was useless
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to try and find it? ZThat was a curious
thing for a first mate to say, wasn't it?
And had I heard of an order to get ready
the boats when the vessel was hardly three
days out of port? That was a queer sort
of order to give, wasn’'t 1t?

““ A very queer order,” I said. * But Mr.
Rudd appears to be a very queer man.”

“You're right,” said the second mate
mysteriously ; “and I’'ve got my theories,
mind you.”

“Oh!” I said.

Ostergue shook his head darkly.

“Do you know that he always keeps his
door locked ?” he enquired.

“Is that so?” I answered.

‘““And that he always keeps the curtain
drawn across the window of his cabin?”

“Indeed !” said I.
““And that he has stretched a piece of
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canvas over that chimney-pipe-looking thing
in the top of his cabin?”

“Why is that ?” I asked.

“I don’t pretend to give reasons,” said
Ostergue ; ““ but you could look through into
the cabin before the canvas was there, and
it’s mortal certain you can’t look through
now.”

“Has he any means of going in and out
of his cabin besides the door ?”

““There’s a scuttle communicating with
the space between decks, but I don’t know
that he ever uses it.”

“Ha! This scuttle is in the floor of his
cabin, I suppose ?”

“Of course. There’s a similar scuttle in
your own cabin.”

“Indeed!” I ejaculated. ‘I have never

noticed 1it.”

“That’s likely. Your trunk covers it;
0
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Mr. Rudd had it placed there directly your
traps came aboard.”

I repeated my cjaculation, and en-
quired whether the scuttle in my cabin
communicated with the same part of the
vessel as the scuttle in the chief mate’s
cabin.

The conversation was growing interesting.

“Yes; 'tween decks,” said Ostergue.
“Nobody ever has occasion to go there,
though.”

“ That is where the cargo of coals is kept,
I believe "

Ostergue laughed.

“Not exactly. You wouldn’t get many
hundred of coal there. The coals are in the
hold below that.”

“Yes, yes; how foolish! By-the-way,
does the vessel carry any other cargo?”

Ostergue shrugged his shoulders.
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“You can say so if you like. There are
several cases in the cabin store-room.”

“Ah, to be sure! It was one of these
which the boatswain was breaking open.
I suppose he had no time to abstract any
of the firearms?”

“The firearms!” echoed Ostergue.

“Well, I'll say simply ‘the arms, for I
understand that there are some swords and
sabres in the cases.”

The second mate gave a dry laugh.

“ Swords and sabres,” he repeated, pro-
nouncing the words with a good deal of
relish; “no, no, Mr. Bertram—nothing half
so valuable as that, though a very useful

commodity notwithstanding.”
“What then?” said I.
“Salt !
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The truth at last was out. The precious
cargo of arms—the cargo which had caused
me so much perplexity, and which had
been insured for over £3000—was only
a cargo of worthless salt!

It was with no small degree of satisfaction
that I returned to my cabin.

But for Coral and her father I should
have been positively happy.  Another
difficulty had been cleared from my path;
another singular feature of a difficult case
was explained —indeed, I had practically
completed my chain of evidence. The last
important link had been obtained ; and
it only remained for me to concert measures
for the safety of crew and vessel, and for
our return with all despatch to England.

Before turning into my berth, I dragged
aside my trunk and made an inspection of
the scuttle. It had been fastened up, and
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the bright heads of the screws were evidence
that the work was recent. I removed one
of them, but the others would not yield,
and the blade of my penknife got broken
in my futile attempts to loosen them.

‘““ There 1s no immediate hurry,” I reflected ;
‘““to-morrow I will borrow a screw-driver
of Jim.” And with this reflection I undressed
and tumbled into my berth.

Soon I was asleep, and dreaming. Rudd
was in my dream, and Captain Hewlar,
and Coral; and the first mate was on his
knees in my cabin, tugging and shaking
at the ring of the scuttle. The captain
was only looking on, and Coralie was
pulling at his arm to get him away, as
though the scuttle were the edge of a
precipice and she were in fear that he
would fall over. Then the chief mate

suddenly picked up an axe, the same
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axc which had been stolen from the
carpenter’s chest, and lifting it aloft, began
singing :
““ Beware of the Finn!
He’s & lump of sin;
And he makes his nest

Of a seaman’s chest

In the weedy depths of the ocean green,”

in the midst of which verse the axe came
smashing down upon the scuttle—once—
twice—thrice ; and the very next moment,
I was sitting up in my berth, wide awake,
and listening eagerly.

A dream? Yes: but was it only that?
The cabin indeed was empty, save for my
own presence, and the scuttle had not
been touched since my own hands were
busy upon it. But as I sat and listened,
I became conscious that the sounds which

had filled my dream were not merely
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dream-sounds : the hammering, at least, was
a reality, for even after I had sprung from
my berth and had struck a light, that noise

was continued.

“It is Rudd,” thought I, “and there
is no time to lose.”



CHAPTER XI.

AN ANXIOUS DAY.

2| HE conviction no sooner flashed
upon me that Rudd was at his

desperate work, than I went down
upon my knees again at the scuttle, and
renewed my efforts to loosen the screws
which held it.

In vain! The screws were large and
new, and I had only my broken knife to
work with. Then I thought of my in-
structions: ‘“We desire you to use every
means, ordinary and extraordinary, to save
the vessel,” and my anxiety became very

great.

216
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What if Rudd should complete his evil
work that night?

Hitherto it had been my purpose to
make a full discovery of myself to Captain
Hewlar directly I had ocular proof that
the first hole had been begun; and to
engage, on my own responsibility, that no
criminal charge should be brought against
him, provided that he placed the -chief
mate under arrest, and carried the ship
back to England in safety.

The thought of present danger, how-
ever, led me to extend my plan, and I
formed the hurried resolution of admitting
Ostergue to my confidence, in order to
get the benefit of his immediate advice.
This I did the more readily because I
knew that he was not without his own
guspicions of what was golng on, and

Lelieved that I might trust to his secrecy
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and shrewdness whatever emergencies might
arise.

Let me state at once that I had no reason
to regret my vresolution, either then or
afterwards.

No sooner was the first surprise of the
discovery over, than Ostergue fetched a
screw-driver from below, and placing it in
my hands, said :

““The sooner the hatchway in your cabin
is got clear the better; only go to work
quietly, Mr. Bertram, and on no account
get lifting the lid while Mr. Rudd is at
work below. It’ll be his watch in twenty
minutes, and I shall then be free for four
hours. Put your cabin light out directly
the larboard watch 1s called, and when
you hear me cough pretty loud you may
know that Mr. Rudd’s on deck. Then’ll

be the time to lift the cover of your hatch;
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only don't attempt to descend till I've
shown a light.”

“ How will you get there ?” I asked.

“QOh, that’ll be all right. There’s a
way in from below.”

Returning to my cabin, I went to work
with a will, and in less than ten minutes
all the screws had been removed. Then I
extinguished my lantern, and, sitting down
on the edge of my bunk, waited for the
starboard watch to be relieved.

Meanwhile, the knocking below had
ceased, and I guessed that Rudd had
returned, or was preparing to return, to
his cabin.

At last the ecry: ‘Larboard watch on
deck!” brought my own brief watch to
a close, and a few seconds later the second
mate’s signal cough told me that I might
open the hatchway. Having done this, I
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sat down again and waited for the promised
light.

I remained thus for nearly half-an-hour,
and during that time Rudd came twice to
my cabin, and stood still by the window.
The second time he struck a match.

I knew that it was he by his footsteps
and by the outline of his peaked cap on
my blind. Had he taken up this position
only once I should hardly have wondered ;
but a repetition of the act, together with the
striking of the light, was a little curious,
and set me thinking.

Could he have begun to entertain
suspicions of me?—to acquire some hazy
notions of who I was? Scarcely probable;
nevertheless, I was thankful that my blind
was drawn, and that his little ferret eyes
could not look in upon me.

Equally thankful was I that he had
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walked away from the window when
Ostergue’s light flashed up through the
hatchway, giving the welcome invitation
to descend.

Stepping down through the hole, I closed
the lid carefully after me, and, by the
help of the lantern which Ostergue carried,
and occasional directions from Ostergue
himself —the latter relating entirely to
the preservation of my head and limbs—
I achieved the descent into the hold without
accident.

The space 'tween decks, with which Rudd’s
scuttle and my own were immediately con-
nected, was much too shallow to stand up
in, and smelt horribly close and musty,
and I was glad enough to get out of it,
and into the hold, where the smell of the
coal was at least endurable.

Here I remained with the second mate
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for some time, taking note of such facts
as might be useful afterwards in evidence.

We could not go the entire length of
the vessel, as the hold was quite full
amidships, the coals being at that point
up to the 'tween decks, thus forming an
effectual barrier. They tapered off at the
stern end, however, and here there was
an open space of about fifteen feet. The
hatchway from Rudd’s cabin was also in
communication with the space, and this
was where he had been at work.

We made a rapid circuit of the place,
and then proceeded to examine it more
closely.

Almost the first object to reward our
scrutiny was the axe, and presently the
three augers were brought to light—all
lying together by one of the ribs of the
hull.  Then, by holding the lantern very
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low, we discerned right against the stern
a little heap of chips, evidently newly
made, the sight of which led Ostergue to
raise the lantern again. Its light now
fell upon the stern timbers two or three
feet above the heap, and, in a moment,
the actual fruit of Rudd’s labours was before
our eyes.

The holes (for the hard timber had been
already drilled through in no less than
nine places) were stopped up in a temporary
way with roughly-fashioned wooden plugs,
any of which might have heen driven out
by a single blow, and Ostergue assured
me that several days must have been already
spent at the work. One of these was a
very large hole, and a second hole of the
same size was in courgse of making.

“ Either of these,” said the second mate

expressively, ‘“would be a sinker.”
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I enquired of Ostergue how long he should
suppose it would take to complete the
unfinished hole.

“It wouldn't be easy to give a close

»

estimate,” he answered after deliberation ;
“Dbut certainly many hours.”

“Six hours?” I proposed.

‘“Aye, and the rest. He’'ll be a quick
workman if he finishes the job in less
than three times six hours.”

“Then I may take it that we are safe—
say, for the next four-and-twenty hours?”

‘“Safe as the Tower of London. Depend
upon it, Mr. Rudd’s in no hurry, and if
he was he can’t be always at work. An
hour now and again is the most he dare
give to it, for the crew have eyes, and
would soon begin to make remarks if he

absented himself for long at a stretch.”

“Then, as a matter of fact, no danger is
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to be apprehended for two or three days
at least ?”

‘“ None whatever. But that’s no reason
why #yow should wait, Mr. Bertram. You've
seen the holes and you’ve got your proof.
Why not speak to Captain Hewlar to-
morrow morning first thing, and have Mr.
Rudd arrested before the mischief can go

farther 2”
““Seeing the holes is no proof that Rudd

»

made them,” I answered. “I must have
irrefragable evidence of his guilt before I
take such a step. Besides, I have other
reasons for not acting too precipitately.”

“You don't — don't suspect Captain
Hewlar?” said Ostergue, dropping his
voice.

He faced me quickly, and the light of
the lantern shone full into my eyes.

‘“Suspect Captain Hewlar! Where is
P
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your perception ?” I returned in a surprised
tone. “Can you point to a man in the
service who bears a better record than
Captain Hewlar ?”

Ostergue looked sorry that he had raised
the doubt, and explained apologetically that
the thought would never have occurred to
him but for the captain’s behaviour that
night, when the boatswain had been under
examination.

“You forget,” I answered, “that the
captain has had trouble —recent trouble,
which has worn him down. A man In
his state of mind will fly to drink for
solace.”

“God forgive me! I'd be the last to
throw stones at a man for taking an over-
glass of grog,” said Ostergue with feeling.
‘““That wasn't in my mind at all. It’s the
way that Captain Hewlar allows Mr. Rudd
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to ride the high horse over him which is
so suspicious.”

“ Possibly there has been a little gambling
in the cabin,” I suggested, ‘“and the captain
may have lost money to the mate which
he is at present unable to pay: that would
put him to a certain extent in Rudd’s power.
However,” I added, “we mustn’t stand
talking here. You will probably be as
glad to turn in to your berth as I shall.
The closeness and stench of this place are
making me feel qualmish, and the sooner I
I get out of 1t the better.”

Ostergue lighted me back to my scuttle,
and as we parted for the night I said :

“You won't forget what I impressed upon
you on deck as to the necessity of secrecy.
Leave everything to me, and act as though
you were quite ignorant of the purpose

which brings me on board-—Pfew-w-w! the
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stench of the ’tween decks is worse than
the hold. I shall retch in a minute. Good-
night.”

It was a very feeble good-night” that
I gave my guide —the qualmishness had
increased upon me so rapidly—and by the
time I had shut down the hatchway I felt
too wretched and helpless to rise from my
knees.

Hitherto I had escaped sea-sickness, and
had not omitted to plume myself on the
fact. Was it possible that the experience
had only been delayed? that the symptoms
which were now troubling me were the in-
cipient stages of the sickness?

I grew alarmed at the thought, and
crawling to my trunk, tremblingly seized
a Dbrandy flask which I kept there and
gulped down nearly half a pint of the neat

spirit. ~ The brandy relieved me a little,
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and I was able to clamber into my bunk,
where I fell asleep.

But my rest was to be disturbed once
more that night.

I could not have been asleep longer than
an hour, when I was roused by the sound
of voices in the first mate’s cabin.

The cabin adjoined my own, and sick and
giddy though I still felt, I pressed my ear
agalnst the wooden partition to listen.

The situation of my berth enabled me to
do this without getting up-—a fortunate
circumstance, as I had lost all energy, and
should certainly not have taken the trouble
to get out of my bunk had the case been
different.

The speakers were Rudd and Colin Gattrel,
recognizable in a moment by their voices.
The theme of their conversation was Captain

Hewlar. Rudd was the chief speaker, and
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his voice at times was so low that I missed
a good deal that he was saying; but from
what I was able to overhear I gathered
that the captain had not only relented of
his guilty compact with Ockbridge, but that
he had told the mate of his intention to
carry the vessel safely to Shanghai.

“What did you say to that?"” asked
Colin.

Rudd laughed vindictively.

“I asked him what about the cases of
arms ?”

Colin took up the laugh.

“You had him there! He can’t fly his
virtue very high with half a cargo of salt
on his tail.”

A good deal of what followed was lost to
me, a8 Rudd had sunk his voice very low,
but at last I caught the words :

“He’s stuck himself like a scnseless rock
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right athwart our bows, and we must get
rid of him.”

“ What d’ you mean to do?” asked the
boatswain.

“Wot they sometimes do to rocks,”
answered the first mate—‘ Give him a little
powder.”

“ With some peppercorns in it—eh ?” said
Colin facetiously.

“That’s it. P'raps you’'d like to take
the business off my hands.”

“ Hang me if I would!”

“Don’t talk about hanging.”

“Why not? It’s closely connected with
the subject.”

“ There you'’re wrong. Nothing could be
safer than the plan which I have worked
out.”

“Let’s hear it.”

Again Rudd lowered his voice; and for
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some time all that reached my ears was a
confused sound, with just a word here and
there that gave no sense at all. As he
warmed to his subject, however, his voice
grew louder and more animated, and I doubt
if I missed much that was really essential.

“. ... and, with that, Ostergue gets in,
and the cutter pushes off, and one boat-
load’s got rid of. The long-boat will be in
your charge, and must follow the cutter as
soon as may be. Then I’ll order wot’s left
of the crew into the gig, including the
girl, and that’ll leave me alone with the
captain.”

“What about the passenger ?” interrupted
Colin.

“Oh, we'll bundle him into the first boat
with Ostergue—the only two we've got to
be wary of. . . . You guess the rest ?”

“I'm beggared if I do.”
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‘““Because you don’'t choose to. The log-
book couldn't be plainer. See wot we’ve
got: a scuttled ship just abandoned by
the crew—only two souls left aboard her.
Who are they? The mate and captain—
captain whisky-mad. Wot then? A shot
is heard by the men in the boats—the mate
rushes on deck looking scared. What’s the
matter? The captain has shot himself!
There you have it!”

“That’s murder,” sald the boatswain
coolly.

“Yes, self-murder—suicide; the cause,
delirvum tremens.  Should any suspicions
get abroad that the ship’s been scuttled—
which ain’t likely —it’s easy to shift
anchorage, and say that the captain shot
himself in a fit of remorse.”

“I see. And supposing the boatswain

rushes on deck instead of Mr. Rudd—looking
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scared and all that—what would he be paid
for his trouble ?”

“A third of the sum that's due to
Captain Hewlar.”

“Ah-h-h! And Mr. Nathan Rudd, who
sits the while in the stern of the captain’s
gig whistling ‘Yankee doodle,’ smugly
pockets the remaining two-thirds. Thank-
you, Mr. Rudd, but it ain’t good enough.
I'll ery ‘off’ at once, and leave you to do
your own dirty work.”

During the whole of this conversation I
had been experiencing all the unspeakable
miseries of acute mal de mer: rapid
alternations of heat and cold, a heaving
stomach, throbbing temples, and brain that
seemed to spin; and such was my physical
suffering that the revelation of Rudd’s
abominable design, startling though it was,

had made no more impression upon me than
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if he had been talking of shooting sparrows.
Now, however, nature came to my relief;
and after a painful five minutes in the
throes of actual sickness, during which time
I was deaf to all sounds but my own (and
they were not musical), my spirits revived,
and the increased seriousness of the task
which lay before me was presented to my
mind in a very vivid manner.

On turning my face to the window, I again
saw the dark outline of Rudd’s head and
shoulders silhouetted on the curtain. Why
was he standing there? He was closer to
the window than on the two previous
occasions, and I believe he was listening.
Perhaps, while in his cabin, he had heard
my groans and retching, and some demon of
suspicion, some restless fear that I had been
listening to the conversation, had urged him

to pay me this third visit. For my own



236 SCUTTLING TNE ‘‘KINGFISHER.”

part, I lay perfectly quiet, staring at the
figure on the blind and cogitating deeply.
My eyes were heavy, however, and before
the silhouette had faded from the curtain,
weariness had overpowered me and I had
fallen asleep.

On leaving my cabin next morning a little
after seven o'clock, I overtook the carpenter,
who was slowly descending the poop ladder

to the quarter-deck.

“Well, Jim,” I said, “have you found the
leak ¢”

“Haven’t been seeking for it,” said Jim
briefly.

He looked thoughtful.

“The water doesn’t gain on the pumps,
I hope?”

He shook his head.

“We pump her diy every two hours.”

The information was reassuring.
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“Till the pumps suck, I suppose ?”

“That’s it.”

He gave a restless look in the direction of
the first mate’s cabin.

‘“ Have you found your screw-augers and
hatchet yet 2” I enquired.

“Bad luck to the thief!—mo. I've lost
Mr. Rudd now.”

“Lost Mr. Rudd again, eh? I thought
he was wusually in his cabin at this
time.”

“So did I. But he ain’t there now.”

““Then you have knocked ?”

“Knocked! A stuffed owl might have
heard the row I made.”

History was repeating itself. I reminded
the carpenter, in my driest manner, of what
Rudd had told him on a similar occasion,
eight or nine days before.

“You remember, Jim, that he assured
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you he had heard your knocking, but was
too busy to open the door.”

Jim answered somewhat irritably :

“That’s true enough; but the cases ain't
parallel. At the time you're speaking of,
Mr. Rudd was in his cabin, and didn’t choose
to be seen; mow he’s not in his cabin, for
I've looked.”

“ Through the door or window 2"’

“The window. His curtain was pulled
aside, and I took the liberty of peeping in.”

“Oh!”

“Yes; I think it is ‘Oh!’ That’s just
wot [ said when I looked in. Who do you
think was sprawling half across the table ?”

‘“How should I guess? Tell me.”

“Mr. Colin, as I'm a sinner! Snoring
drunk, too.”

““ Incredible ! ”

““Go and see for yourself, Mr. Bertram.”
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I had no doubt that the old man was
speaking the truth, but the desire to see
for myself, as Jim put it, was not to be
resisted, and without another word I crossed
the poop to the mate’s cabin.

The curtain was drawn right across the
window !

Knowing that Jim's nature was rather
excitable, and wishing to avoid a scene, I
walked back to him quietly and leisurely.

“Well 2” he said.

“As drunk as a lord,” said I. And then
I proceeded to impress upon the carpenter
the necessity of keeping the discovery to
ourselves, both for Rudd’s sake and the
boatswain’s; pointing out to him (what,
indeed, he must have already guessed) that
the two men had probably been drinking
together during the night.

“Mr. Rudd will be dropping into break-
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fast presently,” I added, ‘““and if you care
to trust me with your message I will deliver
it with pleasure.”

The carpenter thanked me and told me
that all he wanted was some seizing-stuff
(small rope), which it was the chief mate’s
business to deal out to the crew as they
required 1it.

While we were still conversing on the
quarter-deck, the man I had seen blacking
the hull and with whom I had conversed
when the Kingfisher was lying at the
docks, passed us rather hurriedly, and
walked towards the forecastle, where
Ostergue was standing. I got rid of Jim
as quickly as possible, and walking forwards
put myself within hearing distance of the
two men.

Ostergue was speaking as I drew near.

“You say that the sounds appear to come
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from the stern end. Above or below the
"tween decks?”

¢« Below,” said the sailor, whose name was
Purvis,

Ostergue looked at me significantly, and
I drew nearer.

So Rudd was at his work again already !

““ Have you heard these sounds before?”
enquired the second mate.

““ Aye, that I have. And others besides
me. It’s my opinion, Mr. Ostergue, you'll
be doing y’self a good turn if you ordered
a 'vestigation.”

This was evidently a covert allusion to
the suspicion rife among the sailors that
Ostergue, as Mephisto’s liege man, was
responsible for the mysterious knockings.

““ Doing myself a good turn!” he repeated.
I hope nobody suspects me of having any-

thing to do with the row.”
Q
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“Tales will get about,” said Purvis, speak-

ing with reluctance; ‘“but that’s not my

»

business, and [’'m not going

While he was speaking Watty's head ap-
peared above the quarter-deck hatchway,
and Dbefore there was time to finish the
sentence he came quickly forward, followed
by the black cook.

I saw by their looks that something un-
usual had happened.

“I wish you'd come below for a
moment, Mr. Ostergue,” said Watty, in a
statc of suppressed excitement. ‘The
water’s gaining in the hold, and the ship
seems to have increased her leakage most
remarkably.”

I thrilled to my finger-tips. Could it be
that Rudd had changed his mind about
completing the second of the large holes,

and that he had alrcady kunocked out the
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plugs from the others? The possibility of
such a casualty, which had never entered
my mind till now, filled me with the
gravest alarm, and I listened eagerly for
Ostergue’s answer.

“What depth of water is there in the
hold ?” he said.

Watty and the negro answered with one
voice :

“Twenty inches.”

Ostergue gave a low whistle.

“Who sounded ?” he enquired.

“[ did, Mr. Ostergue,” answered Watty.

‘I think you’re mistaken,” said the second
mate. “Tell the carpenter to sound again
and to bring me a report.”

Watty and the cook went Dbelow again,
and I awaited with eagerness the carpenter’s
rcappearance. Purvis, cqually alert for in-

formation, went below with the others.
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“Will Jim Skatchly be long taking a
sounding ?” I then enquired.

‘““A minute or two—not more.”

“Very well. I'l be here again in two
minutes.”

And with that I hastened back to my
cabin.

Lying prone I lifted the scuttle a few
inches and peered down into the darkmess.
As I lay listening I fancied that I could
hear a rushing of water not far below me,
but the sound was faint and uncertain.
Presently I heard footsteps, and a light
glimmered up through the hole. I lowered
the trap till only the space of about an
inch was left, and continued to look down.
Then my curiosity was rewarded, and I saw
Rudd pass by on the way to his own scuttle.
His shirt sleeves were rolled up, and he

carried a bull’s-eye lantern in his hand.
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I got back to Ostergue just in time to
hear Jim’s report. It confirmed the original
report of Watty., He had sounded the
pumps and found twenty-one inches of
water.

“Then the water is really gaining upon
us?” T said.

Ostergue nodded.

“Do you know anything that might have
occasioned this new and sudden leak?” he
asked.

“No, I don’t,” said Jim, in a dogged sort
of way. “But I know this, Mr. Ostergue,
that if something isn’t quickly done to stop
the leak we shall have to take to the boats
in less than twelve hours.”

Ostergue, who had behaved from the first
with admirable coolness, received the in-
formation very quietly, and asked in a casunal,

almost listless manner :
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““Where’s Mr. Rudd ?”

Jim shrugged his shoulders.

““I've been asking the same question, and
nobody seems able to enlighten me. May-
be,"—and he raised his eyes to mine for a
moment—* Mr. Colin would be able to answer
the question, but unfortunately he’s made
himself scarce this morning.”

“I don’t know any person aboard this
ship called Mr. Colin,” said Ostergue irrit-
ably. “I know a thievish boatswain named
Colin Gattrel. You have been looking for
Mr. Rudd, then?”

“Yes.”

“ And couldn’t find him?"

“I couldn’t find him.”

“ Where did you look 2"

“Everywhere. I hunted all round the
decks for him.”

“ [Jow long ago was that?"
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“Less than five minutes ago.”

“Have you seen him since ?”

“No—yes! There he is!”

He suddenly pointed towards the vessel’s
stern. Rudd, in fact, had just left his
cabin.

He came straight towards us, followed
by the boatswain, who seemed to have
slept off his drunkenness.

When they came close up to us, I noticed
that Rudd’s face and hands were wet with
perspiration. There was an unusual bright-
ness in his little ferret eyes, and his manner
was excited. Ie smelt strongly of spirit,
and while the carpenter was telling him
about the leak, he drew the back of his
hand across his mouth to wipe off some
drops of liquor which were dribbling down

his beard.

On being told that the leak was very bad,
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and that the ship was making water, he
said with a reckless laugh that it was
“all right,” and then added profanely that
if he went to hell he had plenty of friends
there.

Upon this the boatswain pulled his sleeve
and said half angrily :

““Don't be a fool.”

Turning to the carpenter he continued :

“You needn’t mind him. He doesn’t
mean what he says. Mr. Rudd hopes we
shall reach our destination in China, and
that's what we all hope. He’s just been
telling me that when we get there he’s
going to get you into a new ship which he’s
to be captain of, and means to give you
two or three pounds a month more than
you 've been having.”

The cool audacity of the boatswain was too

much for Ostergue, and he lost his temper.
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“Go below at once, and don't show your
face on deck again till you're wanted,” he
cried. “You've got jaw enough for a
dozen.”

Rudd at once came to the boatswain's
rescue.

“Wot are you blowing up about?” he
cried, turning upon the: junior mate.
“Who's got jaw enough for a dozen?
Your own tongue wags like a lamb’s tail
Mr. Colin is taking his orders from me,
and since [’'m first mate aboard this ship,
don't you get my dander up by opposing
him. As for the leak, I’'ll take the
responsibility of that on my own hands;
so the less you stick your stubby nose in
the Dbetter.”

Ostergue said nothing. The Dblood leapt
to his forchead, and I could sec his hands

working in the pockets of his reefer jacket,
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but he restrained himself. He could afford
to wait.

The boatswain, with an insolent smile,
took the carpenter by the arm, and drew
him away, Rudd following. As they left
us, Jim said :

“If T knew where the leak was I would
go and try and stop it,” but I did not hear
the first mate’s answer.

Not till nearly two hours later did I
learn that Rudd had positively forbidden
the carpenter to search for the leak.

I remained with Ostergue by the fore-
castle.

“This is a pretty state of things,” he
said. “Mr. Rudd has made up his mind
to finish the job, and I'm powerless to
stop him.”

‘““Cannot you give orders on your own

account to look for the leak ?”
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“No. You heard what the first mate
said, and I am bound to give way to him.
Besides, he has got hold of the carpenter,
the only man on board who could repair
the mischief.”

“But the leak must be stopped,” I cried.
‘““The carpenter is not in league with Rudd,
and he will surely listen to reason.”

““He will obey orders,” said Ostergue
drily, ‘ particularly when they’'re backed
by a little whisky and the promise of a
good berth on another vessel. Our only
hope now is the captain, who may order
the search in spite of Mr. Rudd. I am
going to make my report to him im-
mediately.”

“I will go with you,” I said eagerly;
““but mind—no word of Nathan Rudd’s
goings on to the captain.”

I had Dbegun to be seriously alarmed.
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The unexpected turn which affairs had
taken, and particularly the apparently
premature withdrawal of the plugs Dby
Rudd, had so disturbed all my previous
calculations that I was at a loss how to act.
This may be taken as evidence of weakness
and incompetence; but let me remind the
reader how heavily I was handicapped.
Not only was I a complete novice in
nautical matters, but I had no authority
at my back to support me in any preventive
measures which might have occurred to me
at such a crisis. True, I was a detective
officer, and had Dbeen sent on Dboard to
conduct an important investigation; but I
had shipped only as an ordinary passenger,
and was provided with no warrant that
would have empowered me to fetter the

movements of the humblest sailor on

board.
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Clearly, my only hope now was the
captain.

We cntered his cabin together—Ostergue
and I—and found him seated at his table,
the same.fatigued look on his face which
had struck me so forcibly more than a
week ago, and, I am sorry to add, a
tumbler of spirits and a bottle for re-
plenishing it at his elbow. It is my belief
that he had not stirred from his chair
during the night. Coralie, who was sitting
at his feet as we entered, rose hastily, and
her poor pale face flushed painfully. I fear
that she had noticed my glance at the bottle
and tumbler. There wecre no preparations
for breakfast, nor had the steward, who was
the captain’s servant and pantryman, made
his appearance ; but it was not diflicult to
guess what was keeping him below. I may

say, indeed, though ut the risk of antici-
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pating, that our last night's supper was the
last meal which the captain, Coralie, and
myself ever sat down to together on board
the Kingfisher.

“Well!"” said the captain, with a bitter
smile, ‘“another report, Peter Ostergue?
What is the discovery this time?”

“ A serious discovery, I'm afraid, sir,
said Ostergue firmly. “ There’s a fresh

leak near the port-quarter, and the water

b}

is gaining on the pumps.”
The captain staggered to his feet.
“ Merciful God!” he cried. “The mate

cannot have acted in defiance ”  Then he

stopped, and a fearful calm came over him.
Never have I seen a man change so suddenly.
Coralie drew closer to his side, and her
hand was on his arm.
“It’s a bad job, sir, the ship springing

a leak like this,” said Ostergue.
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“\When did this happen?” answered the
captain, in a low, expressionless voice, quite
unlike his own. His lips were a dead-blue
colour.

“ Less than five minutes ago, I should
think. Wat Pemberton came up to me by
the fo'castle a moment or two ago, and
reported twenty inches of water in the hold.”

“The leak must be stopped,” said the
captain, rousing himself. “Send the
carpenter to me at once.”

Ostergue lingered.

“It’s my duty to say, Captain Hewlar,”
he began, “that I've reasons for thinking
that someone has tampered with the ship.”

The captain looked at him for a moment,
and then pointed to the door.

“You have my orders,” he said curtly.
“Keep your thoughts till you’re asked for

them.” His voice was (irm, but not loud.
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When Ostergue had left the cabin, the
captain dropped Dback into his chair, and
shaded his face with his hand.

“Are we far from land, Captain Hewlar?”
I presently asked, more to bridge over the
pause than for any present desire for
information.

“Eh?” he answered, lifting his head and
looking at me almost vacantly.

“ Mr. Bertram asks, father, whether we
are far from land ?” said Coral.

“Oh—yes—we are a long way from
land.”

““ About where are we ?”’ she enquired.

I think she was glad that I had started
the subject.

“We are about five hundred miles from
the Cape de Verd Islands,” he answered.

He left his chair again, and walked

restlessly to the cabin doon
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Ostergue was returning, but he was
accompanicd by Rudd, not the carpenter.

The first mate was playing his cards well,
and I saw that my only hope of saving the
vessel, and (what was of more consequence
in my eyes) of preserving the captain’s good
name, was to make a direct appeal to his
conscience. I just waited till the two mates
had entered the cabin, and then plunged
into- the subject straight away.

“ Captain Hewlar,” I said, “‘let me entreat
you to pay some regard to your second
oficer, and to hear what Lis reasons are
for supposing that the ship has been
tampered with.”

The captain looked at me in astonishment
—indeed, I think my appeal surprised
them all.

But it was ineflectual. Perhaps it was

not unnatural that the captain should rescnt
R
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my interference, for he was ignorant of the
motives which led to it.

“Mr. Bertram,” he said, ““ pray keep your
advice till it is asked for.”

Rudd, whose astonishment had quickly
given place to malicious anger, improved
the occasion by demanding my instant
withdrawal from the cabin. What right
bad I, a passenger, who didn't know a
davit from a boat-hook, to be present when
nautical matters were under discussion? It
was a precious pity I had ever been allowed
to come aboard! And in the end he had
his way, and Captain Hewlar requested me
to leave the cabin.

As I was passing out, Rudd, with his
customary want of prudence, shouted after
me :

“ And don’t you run away with the idea,

Mister, that there’s going to be no scarch
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for tho leak. There is. And don’t you
get swearing when we get back to port
that time was lost before a search was
made. Me and the captain are going over
the ship at once, but we don’t want no
passenger interference, and we don’t want
no pious—-—"

“Silence! you wretched hound!” cried the
captain, stamping his foot.

Then the door was flung-to suddenly,
and I heard no more.

Going back to my own cabin, I again
lifted the scuttle. It had occurred to me
that the mate and Captain Hewlar might
go down together to make an inspection
of the leak, and that Rudd would be
pretty sure to divulge his reasons for the
premature withdrawal of the plugs. If

they went down by way of the scuttle in

Rudd’s cabin, which was not at all unlikely,
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I stood a good chance of overhearing at
least something of his explanation, and
such an opportunity was not to be missed.

My conjectures proved to be correct,
and I had not been long at the scuttle
before the light of Rudd’s lantern flashed
up again from below. The captain and
he were together, and I could hear the
first mate's voice very distinctly.

“You'll bave to see about getting the
boats out, for the ship is damnation certain
to go down hefore night-fall. There’s no
time to lose. I've given orders to get
the water-kegs ready —the ten-gallon
breakers, you know —and Jim’s busy Dby
this time opening the holes in the tank.”

“You have deceived me miserably,” the
captain answered bitterly.

“Very sorry,” Rudd rejoined, with heart-

less sang frowd. “It’s done now, and can't
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be undone. TFact 1s, there’s been a bit
of a fluke with one of the holes. When
driving in the plug the inner skin broke.
Lucifer! You should 'ave seen it! The
‘water rushed in like Niagara, and when
I found I couldn’t stop it, I pulled out
the other plugs to make safe work.”

“You were mad to do such a thing with
the ship in such a position—five hundred
miles from land,” said the captain. “You
have put the lives of the whole crew in
peril, and my daughter "—his voice trembled
—“my God! it would be brutal to expose
her in an open boat for five or six days.”

They had passed under my scuttle,
and their voices were growing indistinct.
Curiosity overcame my sense of prudence,
and I slipped off my shoes and followed
them.

“The sca is almost a mill-pond,” answered
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Rudd in justification; “and there’s no lack
of water and provisions.”

““The leak must be stopped,” said the
captain peremptorily.

Rudd shrugged his shoulders.

“] guess that's impossible. By this
time the water has flowed over the hole.
Steady a moment! Do you hear it ?”

He nudged the captain with his elbow,
and came to a stand.

They were now a few paces from the
auger-holes, and the plash and the rush of
the water sounded ominously. I was in
the space 'tween decks, half suffocated Dby
the close and musty stench.

Possibly the captain realized the hopeless-
ness of any attempt to check the inflow of
water, for he urged his point no further.
His mind went back to Rudd's treachery,

and he said in a tone of great bittermess:
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“ The merest child could see that the ship
has been wilfully destroyed.”

Rudd answered confidently,

““That’s all right. You needn't put y'self
into a funk about nothing. I could buy over
the whole crew if it was necessary, but it
amn't. Not a man-jack among them has
seen the holes, and you can trust my word
for it they never will.”

As they seemed to be on the point of
returning, I got back to my cabin without
delay; and not a moment too soon. Once
more the light glimmered up through the
hatchway ; and when all was dawrk again I
closed the scuttle and replaced my trunk
over it. I was proceeding to draw on my
shoes, when there was a knock at the cabin
door. It was a timid knock, and I rose and
opened the door at once.

Coralie entored.
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Her face was full of distress—I might
almost say of terror; for her eyes had
that wide-open look which is always as-
sociated with terror.

“Oh, I'm so glad,” she said, giving a wild
look round the cabin and speaking hurriedly.
“I thought at first you might be out.”

““Then you have knocked twice ?”

“Thrce times. Didn’t you hear me ?”

“No; forgive me, Miss Coral, I was rather
deep in thought, I suppose.”

“There is nothing to forgive. I only
knocked very gently. Were you thinking
of my father?”

She put forward her hand as though to
touch my arm, but drew it back, and her
lips quivered.

“I wag thinking about this unfortunate

leak.”
“Were you? T don't wonder. All the
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crew are talking about it. Bogie—I mean,
Mr. Ostergue—told me that. They say that
there’s no cause for the leak. Jim Skatchly
says that the ship will go down before twelve
hours. Oh! Mr. Bertram, do you suspect
anybody ?”

“Yes,” I said, and the sight of her distress
at that moment would have spurred me to
any confession : “I suspect the first mate.”

“And no one else?” she said, looking
straight into my eyes.

“Who else should I suspect?” I answered,
thinking I saw a loophole of escape. ¢ Have
the crew pitched upon poor Ostergue?”

I tried to return her gaze with steadiness,
but my eyes dropped, and I felt the hot
blush crimsoning my face.

She laid her hand upon my arm, this
time without any apparent emotion, and,

still [ustening me with her eyes, said :
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“Mr. Bertram, you have not told me all.
You are keeping something back—perhaps
out of kindness to me. Tell me—do you
suspect my father ?”

What should I say? What could I say?
I could only mumble and hesitate, dropping
my eyes again like a guilty thing.

“You do!” she said. And then she
clasped her hands together and exclaimed :
“0 God, have mercy on my poor father!”

‘“Dear Miss Coral,” I said, venturing to
take one of her hands in mine, “I beg that
you will not jump to conclusions before you
have heard me. Let me be candid with
you. Unfortunately I have reason to think
that your father has got himself entangled
with Nathan Rudd; but, believe me, I do
not suspect him of tampering with the
ship. You remember what he exclaimed

when Mr. Ostergue first reported the leak:
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‘The mate cannot have acted in defiance
of my orders’? which plainly shows that,
however much he may have known of Rudd’s
intentions, he was quite averse to their being
carried out.”

“Yes, yes! That is true!” she broke in;
‘“ How good of you to say that!”

“ Well, then,” I went on, though rather at
a loss how to follow up my advantage, “is
not that enough, Miss Coral? Why should
you torture and alarm yourself needlessly ?
In my opinion your father is more sinned
against than sinning, and I can assure you
that I deeply sympathise with him in his
present complications.”

Almost before I was aware of it, she had
bent down and kissed my hand.
she said.  Oh,
Mr. Bertram, if you only knew my father

)

“Yes! I can trust you,’

as I do! How brave and good he is—aye,
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in spite of all that you have seen to the
contrary ! How kind he always was to my
dear mother! How kind he has always
been to me! All the change has taken place
since he took command of the Kwngfisher,
and I wish—oh! how I wish,—that he had
never heard of the appointment!”

‘““ Have patience, Miss Coral,” I answered.
“ Perhaps I understand your father better
than you suppose. I do not ask you for
your confidence in anything that concerns
him, but I do ask you to believe in my
readiness to serve you both should the need
or opportunity arise.”

She thanked me very warmly, the tears in
her eyes, and then begged that I would keep
near her father for the rest of the day, and
not euit the vessel till the last moment.
I readily interpreted the fear which under-

lay these requests, a fear lest the captain
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should form the desperate resolution of going
down with his vessel; and having my own
reasons for remaining on board till the last,
I very willingly acceded to her desire.

It is hardly necessary to occupy the reader
with every little detail which came under
my notice on this long and anxious day.
Much space might be taken up with telling
of the many things that were done and
sald—of the orders issued by the officers
and carried out with more or less willing-
ness by the crew, and of how each person
on board, from the captain to the cabin-boy,
bore himself throughout the great emergency.

I might tell of the captain—how he shut
himself in his cabin at the conclusion of
a long interview with Rudd, and drank,
drank, drank till his hands shook and his
cyes acquired a fixed and glazed appearance,

a8 though he were doting.
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I might tell of Coral—how, after seeing
to the safe bestowal of her father’s instru-
ments and other private effects, and packing
her own clothes and trinkets, she stood or
sat or knelt beside him through the long
hours, save when she would retire for a
moment to give way to the grief that
overmastered her.

I might tell of the crew—how some of
them worked at the pumps hour after hour
without ceasing, only to find, whenever a
sounding was taken, that the water was
gaining upon them at the rate of ten
inches an hour; while others, under Rudd’s
dircctions, saw to the boats, lowering them
one after another—the long-boat frst, then
the cutter, and then the captain’s gig—and
proceeding to provision them with all possible
celerity.

By six o'clock in the cvening this latter
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task had Deen accomplished, and I heard
Rudd telling the boatswain that the long-
boat might as well be manned at once.

Going Dbelow I hurriedly acquainted
Ostergue with the fact. He was just then
helping at the pumps, and I asked him
if, in the event of Rudd insisting on my
forming one of the first boat-load, it would
not be practicable to slip me on board
again sceretly. He said that he would do
his best.

The first mate did insist; and rather than
feed his suspicions Dby objecting I went
forward at once to where the men for the
long-boat were standing. Fortunately he
was called away just as I was ready to
step in, and, taking my cue from Ostergue,
I prepared to slip aft to my cabin.

“Ie’s likely to be gone a few minutes,”

said the second mate, who wuas now the
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only one to get into the boat. “ Stay!
first swop hats with Watty, and then we’ll
row off like fury. Watty shall sit in the
stern, and I’'ll see that the stern end is
kept towards the ship. Watty and you are
about of a build, and Mr. Rudd will not
know but that the Welshman is you at a
distance of twenty yards.”

As the boat pushed off I sneaked back
to my cabin and locked myself in.

The first mate returned to the quarter-
deck in five or six minutes, wiping his
mouth after drinking, and looking more
flushed than usual. He went into his cabin,
and presently came out with the log-book
under his arm. Then [ heard him enquire
for me in no very complimentary terms.
He spoke of me as ‘“that bleached 1idiot,
the passenger.”

“I thought you said he was to go in the
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first boat with Mr. Ostergue’s purty,” suid Jim
Skatchly, to whom the enquiry was addressed.

“'Strewth ! you’re right, carpenter. So
long as he’s left the ship that’s all I want
to know. They re a pair of rogues. Ha!
I see’em. You'd better go down and sound
the pumps again. Wot was the last figure ?”

““ Nine feet and a few inches.”

““Wot'll sink her 2”

“ Twelve feet.”

“All right. That'll do. Tell Mr. Colin
I'm ready for him.”

The boatswain presently appeared, and a
long conversation took place between the
two men, the greater part of which was
carried on in tones too low to reach me.
I caught the names Madeira and St. Vincent
once or twice, from which I concluded that
they were discussing the future course of
the boats, and I also heard Rudd instruct

the boutswain to keep his “pill in the
8
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powder " till only they and “the patient”
were left on board. The ‘meaning of these
figurative expressions was sufliciently plain.

It was nearly half-past six when they went
below again, and I crept out with the view
of stealing round to the back of the captain’s
cabin, where I knew there was a round spy-
hole, through which it would be possible
to watch the Dboatswaln’s movements; for
I no longer had any doubt that he had
undertaken the desperate deed which the two
men had been talking over the night before.
I was provided with my Colt's revolver—
a companion as constant as my cigarette-
case—and fully intended to use it on the
first signs of a similar intention from Colin.

I had hardly left my cabin, however, than
Coral, who had stepped out for a moment
to relieve her pent-up feelings, caught sight
of me. Her hair had fallen loose about her

shoulders, though [ do not think she was
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aware of it, and her eyes were red with
weeping.

“My poor father—my poor father!” she
said, as she came close up to me. ¢ Oh, M.
Bertram, do not leave the ship till you have
seen him safe into one of the boats!”

‘““Hush! Miss Coral,” I answered, holding
up my finger. “Come in here!”

She entered my cabin, and I explained
to her in a few hurried words that my only
object in being there was to obey her wishes,
but that Rudd thought I was in the long-
boat, and if he found out that I was still
on the vessel he would make me leave
it at once.

“Obh, yes! I understand,” she answered.
“But will you not come into my cabin and
hide there? It leads into my father's cabin,
you know ; and you would be nearer to him
there than anywhere else.”

“You could not have offered a more
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welcome suggestion,” I said. “May I act
upon it at once? The mate has just gone
below with Colin Gattrel, but he may be
back at any moment.”

“Yes—at once,” she answered. * You
know the door?”

Well I knew it! IHow often had I
watched her going in and out!

My new hiding-place, which I entered
without delay, was admirably adapted to
the purpose which I had in view. It had
two doors—one opening to the deck, which
I locked, and the other communicating
directly with the captain’s cabin. This I
kept about an inch ajar.

For a third time that day Providence
secemed to favour me. I had hardly had
time to look round me before the order was
given to man the other two boats; and
shortly after Colin Gattrel stepped into the

captain’s cabin.
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‘““Come along, missy,” he said, nudging her
with his elbow ; “there’s no time to lose.”

She shrank from his touch and stooped
down over the captain.

‘“ Father, dear, are you ready ?” she asked,
laying her hand upon his shoulder.

““ Presently—presently,” he answered in a
slow, dreamy way. “Go to the boats, child ;
don’t mind me."

““Yes; don’t you fret about the captain,”
added the boatswain; ‘you get along into
the gig. He’s safe enough in our hands.”

Reluctantly she obeyed, and Colin went
out with ler, shutting the door after him.
Then I began to wonder if there were now
only the four of us on board—the captain,
Colin, Rudd, and myself; but the carpenter’s
voice presently undeceived me. He was talk-
ing with the first mate just outside my door.

“I've sounded again,” he said, “and

there’s ten feet nine inches in the ship.”
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“No nced to sound any more, then,
carpenter,” answered Rudd; ‘“she’s safe to
go down to-night—ch ?”

“Yes, you can be sure of that,” said Jim.
“But I suppose you’ll stop along Dby the
ship and see her go down ?”

“Thunder! no; not so long as you're
sure of wot you say.”

“I'd kiss the Bible on it,” said Jim.

“Well, then, the sooner we get out of
the way the better. You go and drop into
the pinnace, and the rest of us’ll follow
double quick. The captain’s a bit grogg
just now, and says he means to go down
with the ship; but me and Mr. Colin
coax him off

Rudd’s last statement was a lie. The
captain was as quiet as a child, and was
sitting at his table in exactly the same
attitude as when Coralie had left him. IHis

face I could not see, as his back was towards
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me ; but I could have touched the back of
his chair merely by stretching out my arm.

In a little while the boatswain joined the
chief mate by the mizzen-mast.

“Is the coast quite clear ?” he asked.

“Quite. Jim Skatchly has just got into
the pinnace.”

“ Then, I’m ready.”

“Stay!” whispered Rudd. ‘Don’'t make
a hash of it by taking a long shot. Get
up closg to his chair, and send the slug
through both temples.”

“I hear you,” answered Colin. “ Put
yourself at the window and see me do it.”

Again the boatswaih entered the cabin,
walking leisurely, one hand, which was
empty, swinging freely by his side; the
other was stationary behind his back.

He was making his way stealthily along
by the table, when the captain startled him

by demanding, with vehement suddenness,
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“ What do you want ?”

“Nothing,” he answered; “at least, only
onc of those glasses for Mr. Rudd;” and
he reached out the empty hand to get it.

Then I noticed a movement in the arm
that was partially hidden, and gradually
the hand of it appeared in sight. I saw
the glint of the barrel for a moment only—
I saw, too, the hand suddenly stretched out,
and then [ stepped forward and knocked
up the pistol with a sharp blow. The
weapon went off, and the Dbullet crashed
through the cabin skylight. There was a
scream from one of the boats, which I knew
must come from Coralie, and then all was
still again. I wrenched the smoking pistol
from the boatswain’s hand, and bade him
leave the cabin. He obeyed at once.

Captain Hewlar had risen to his feet,
and as I looked into his haggard face it

occurred to me for the first time that possibly
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he was not drunk at all, but only ill. In this
I was right. It is quite true he had been
drinking heavily, but something in the nature
of his illness (which was of a nervous order)
had enabled him to throw off the effects of
his intemperance in a surprising manner.

‘““ Pardon me, Captain,” I said, “you are
not well. Will you take my arm?”

He submittéd without a word, and we
walked together to the side of the sinking
ship. Coralie, who was in the gig, uttered
an exclamation of joy when she caught
sight of him, and kissed his hand tenderly
as he stepped into the boat.

I Dbelieve she would have kissed mine,
too, but that Rudd and Colin were in the
pinnace not half-a-dozen yards off, and their
eyes were upon us. But she thanked me
again and again with a fervour that made
her face radiant, and set all the pulses in

my body leaping.
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As we rowed away from the doomed
vessel the captain roused himself, and
became strangely excited. I watched him
closely, fearing lest the terrible tumult of
his thoughts should wurge him to throw
himself into the water.

It was now some minutes after seven,
and the long bars of purple cloud near
the horizon were touched with crimson
and gold by the sinking sun. A gentle
swell was on the water, which lifted the
areat desolate-looking vessel up and down
like some dead leviathan. She was hope-
lessly deep about the head, and her fore-
chains were in the water. I had never
looked upon a forlorner object.

We began to drop astern, and the long-
boat, which till now had been cruising ahead
of the sinking ship, kept up with us. The
pinnace followed at a little distance.

All at once Watty sang out that he saw
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two holes in the wvessel's run; and almost
simultancously the steward, who was in our
boat, shouted at the top of his wvoice:

“Holes over the stern!”

Others, both in the gig and long-boat,
immediately took up the ecry.

Rudd, who was seated in the stern of the
pinnace, half rose from his seat, and looked
much excited. In a second or two he
shouted back :

“Two trunnels worked out!”

But pot a soul was green cnough to
accept this explanation, and I noticed a
grim smile on Ostergue’s face.

The steward, seated just in front of me,
obse