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THE DIAMOND SHIP.

CHAPTER 1L

THE PREFACE OF TIMOTHY MCSHANUS, JOURNALIST.

. Ir would have been at the Fancy Fair and Féte at
Kensington Town Hall that my friend, Dr. Fabos, first
met Miss Fordibras. Very well do I recollect that he
paid the price of it for the honourable company of the
Goldsmith Club.

“McShanus,” said he, “if there’s anyone knows his
way to a good supper, ’tis yourself and no other. Lead
forth to the masquerade, and I follow. Spare no expense,
McShanus. Your friends are my friends. I would have
this a memorable night—the last I may be in London for
many a year.”

There were seven of us who took him at his word
and got into the cab together. You must know that he
had paid for a little dinner at the Goldsmith Club already,
and never a man who did not justice to his handsome
hospitality. The night was clear, and there were stars in
the heavens. I mind me that a little of the dule and
the desipere moved us to sing “Rule, Britannia” as we
went. ’Tis a poor heart that never rejoices; and Ean
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Fabos paid for it—as I took the opportunity to remark
to my good friend Killock, the actor.

“Shall we pay for the cab?” says he.

“Would you insult the most generous heart in Great
Britain this night?” says L

“On reflection,” says he, “the man who does not pay
will have no trouble about his change,” and with that we
went into the hall. It is true that we were a remarkable
company. My old comrade, Barry Henshaw, had come
in a velvet shooting coat and a red neckcloth that was
not to the taste of the officials at the box-office. Killock
himself, the darling of the ladies, God bless him, had
diamonds strewn upon his vest thick enough to make a
pattern of chrysanthemums. My own cravat would have
been no disgrace to the Emperor Napoleon. And there
we stood, seven members of seven honourable professions,
like soldiers at the drill, our backs to the wall of the
dancing room and our eyes upon the refreshment buffet.

“Tis time for a whisky and soda,” says Barry Hen-
shaw, the famous dramatist, directly his coat was off his
back.

“Shame on ye,” says I,—“you that were lapping the
poison they call ‘kummel’ not the half of an hour ago.
Beware of the drink, Barry—the secret habit.”

“Oh,” says he, “then you’re coming with me, I sup-
pose?”

And then he remarked:

«If Fabos were a gentleman he would join the pro-
cession and pay for it. But that’s the worst of these
shows. You always lose the man with the money.”

I passed the observation by as impertinent, and we
went to the buffet. What they called the Fancy Fair
was in full swing by this time; though devil a wig on the
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green for all their money. Slips of beauty dressed as
shepherdesses mistook me and my friend for their sheep,
and would have fleeced us prettily; but our lofty utter-
ance, coming of a full heart and two shillings and ten-
pence in the purse, restrained their ardour, and sent them
to the right-about. ’'Twas a fair, be it told, for the sailor
boys at Portsmouth; and when you had bought a bunch
of daisies for ten shillings, of a maid with blue eyes and
cherry lips, you could waltz with the same little vixen at
five shillings a time. My friend Barry, I observed, turned
very pale at this suggestion.

“Do you not lift the sprightly toe?” asked L

“Man,” he said, “it’s worse than a Channel passage.”

“But Fabos is dancing,” said I, pointing to our host
in the midst of the rabble. “See what comes of the plain
living, my boy. He’ll dance until the sun shines and
think nothing of it. And a pretty enough five shillings’
worth he has on his arm,” I put in as an after-thought.

"Twas odd how we fell to discussing this same Dr.
Ean Fabos upon every occasion that came to us. Was it
because of his money—riches beyond dreams to poor
devils who must please the public or die dishonoured in
the market-place? I venture, no. We of the Goldsmith
Club care for no man’s money. Bid the Vanderbilts
come among us, and we lift no hats. ’Tis true that in so
far as they assist the mighty sons of Homer and Praxiteles
to meet their just obligations upon quarter day, they have
some use in the world. I have known circumstances
when they have kept precious lives from the Underground
Railway or the Round Pond in Kensington Gardens. But
this is to betray the secrets of my club and of my poor
friends Killock and Barry Henshaw and the rest.

What I was saying was that Ean Faboy's riches mede -
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no more mark upon us than a lady’s parasol upon the
back of a mule. They said he was a doctor of Cam-
bridge, whose father had made a fortune out of Welsh
coal and then joined his ancestors. My homage to his
consideration, says I. May the warmth of his discovery
glow in many hearts and long blaze in beneficent pro-
fusion up the chimneys of the Goldsmith Club! He has
bequeathed us a noble son, whose dinners are second to
none in the empire. Again I say, hats offt ’Twas a gen-
tleman entirely.

But I speak of his son dancing with the.little girl in
red at the Fancy Fair at Kensington. Be sure that his
six feet one would go bending to sixty-eight inches and
whispering soft things in her ear at five shillings the
waltz, as the programme told ye. And he such a silent
man ordinarily—not to be moved from that rogue of a
taciturn smile we see so often upon his face even when
the wit of the club is worthy of the name we bear. They
call Ean Fabos many names. Some say misogynist; others
cynic; a few speak of his lacking heart; there are those
who call him selfish. What’s he to do with all his money?
Do his friends share it? The sacred shrines of Bacchus
know better. He buys diamonds, they say. Just that,
great diamonds and rubies and sapphires, not for a woman’s
pretty arms or her white shoulders, you must know; but
to lock up in his safe at his great house down Newmarket
way; to lock up and hide from men and gloat upon in
the silence of the night. That’s what the world says.
I'd add to it that there’s no true charity in all London
which has not benefited secretly by his generous alms.
But that is known to few, and was never known to me
until I met the daughter of my friend Oscroft, the painter;
left an orphan as she was in the same unkind city.
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What is it, then, about Ean Fabos that turns all eyes
upon him in whatever company he may be? Some, for
sure, hope to borrow money of him. So much my great
heart for humanity must admit. They hope to borrow
money from him and to save him from others who would
do likewise. ’Tis their way of friendship. But, mark ye,
there are many more, strangers to him, enemies because
of the favour he enjoys, and these are on their knees with
the rest. What is it, then? Tl tell you in a word. ’Tis
that great power of what they call personal magnetism,
a power that we can give no right name to, but must ad-
mit whenever we find it. Ean Fabos has it beyond any
man I have known. Let him say three words at a table,
and the whole room is listening. Let him hold his tongue
and the people are looking at him. You cannot pass it
by. It grips you with both hands, draws you forward,
compels you to give best. And that’s why men gather
about my friend Dr. Ean Fabos, as they would about the
fine gentlemen of old Greece could they come back to
this London of ours. They have no will of their own
while he is among them.

Now, this is the very man whom I saw dancing twice
(at five shillings a time, though naturally the money would
be nothing to him, while much to poor souls who have
had their pictures flung into the mud by the sorry Sas-
senachs who sit at Burlington House), dancing twice, I
say, with a black-haired shepherdess in a red cloak; not
one that I myself, who have a fine eye for the sex, would
have been lavishing my immortal wit upon; but just a
merry bit of laughing goods that you can sample in any
ball-room. When he surrendered her to her father, a
stately old gentleman, stiff as a poker in the back, and
one who reminded me of my dead friend General von
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Moltke, of Prussia—when he did this, I say, and I asked
him who she might be, he answered me with the frank-
ness of a boy:

“Timothy McShanus,” says he, “she’s the daughter of
General Fordibras, whose ancestor went to America with
the Marquis de Lafayette. That is the beginning and
end of my knowledge. Lead me forth to the cellar, for
I would quench my thirst. Not since I was the stroke
of the great Leander boat at Henley did there drop from
my brow such honest beads of sweat. Man alive, I would
not go through it again for the crown ruby of Jetsapore.”

“Your friend Lafayette was known to my grandfather,”
says I, leading him straight to the buffet, “though I do
not remember to have met him. As for the labour that
ye speak of, I would ask you why you do it if ye have
no stomach for it. To dance or not to dance—shall
that be the question? Not for such men as we, Dr. Fabos;
not for those who dwell upon the Olympian heights and
would fly higher if ye could oblige them with the loan——"

He cut me very short, mistaking my words. Not a
man who is given to what is called dramatic gesture, I
was much astonished when he took me by the arm and,
leading me away to a corner, made the strangest confes-
sion that ever fell from such a man’s lips.

“I danced with her, McShanus,” said he, “because
she is wearing the bronze pearls that were stolen from
my flat in Paris just three years ago.”

Be sure that I looked hard enough at him.

“Is there but one bronze pearl in the world?” I asked
him after awhile of surprise.

He turned upon me that weary smile which mtellect
may turn upon curiosity sometimes, and rejoined as one
who pitied me.
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“There are just ten of that particular shape, McShanus,”
says he, “and she is wearing four of them in the pen-
dant she has upon her neck. The heart of it is a rose
diamond, which once belonged to Princess Marguerite of
Austria. There is a sweet little white sapphire in the
ring she wears that I fancy I remember somewhere,
though the truth of it has gone out of my head. If she
will give me another dance by-and-by I will tell you
more perhaps. But do not speculate upon my actions
any further. You have known me long enough to say
that waltzing is not an employment which usually oc-
cupies my attention.”

“Tis true as all the gospels,” cried I; “and yet what
a story to hear! Would you have me think that yon bit
of a girl is a thief?”

“Oh,” says he, his clear blue eyes full upon me,
“does an Irishman ever give himself time to think? Come,
McShanus, use your wits. If she or her father knew that
the jewels were stolen, would she be wearing them in a
ball-room in London?”

“Why, no, she certainly would not.”

“Wrong every time, Timothy McShanus. She would
wear them for mere bravado. That’s what I’'ve been
telling myself while I danced with her. If she does not
know the truth, her father does.”

“What! The military looking gentleman who so
closely resembles my friend General von Moltke?”

“No other at all. I have my doubts about him. He
knows that his daughter is wearing stolen jewels, but he
has not the smallest idea that I know—either that, or he
is clever enough to play Hamlet in a tam-o’-shanfer.
Excuse my unwonted agitation, McShanus. This is really
very interesting.”
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I could see that he found it so. In‘iall the years I
have known him, never have I seen Ean Fabos so much
put about or so little anxious to escape from his own
thoughts. Fine figure of a man that he was, with great
square shoulders hammered out in the rowing boats, a
very Saxon all over him with. a curly brown wig and a
clean-shaven chin and boy’s eyes and a man’s heart—that
was the body corporate of Ean Fabos. His mind not a man
among us had ever read. I would have named him
yesterday the most careless banker of his .riches and
money in the three kingdoms of Ireland, Wales, and Eng-
~land. And here I found him, set thinking like a philo-

sopher, because he had stumbled across a few paltry
pearls stolen from his cabinet. Should I alter my opinion
of him for that? Devil a bit. 'Twas the girl of whom
he thought, I could see.
So here was Timothy McShanus deserting the baked
" meats, to say nothing: of his convenient corner in the
buffet, to go out and stare at a red shepherdess with
picture books and maizypop to sell. And what kind of
a colleen was it that he saw? Why, nothing out of the
ordinary when viewed from afar. . But come a little closer,
and you shall see the blackest and the wickedest pair of
eyes that ever looked out from the face of Venus. ’'Tis
no common man I am in my judgment of the sex; but
this I will say, that when the girl looked at me, she
found me as red in the face as a soldier at a court-
martial. Not tall above the common; her hair a deep
chestnut, running almost to black; her mouth just a rose-
bud between two pretty cheeks; there was something of
France and something of America helping each other to
make a wonder of her. Young as she was—and I sup-
posed her to be about eighteen—her figure would have
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given her five years more according to our northern ideas;
but I, who know Europe as I know Pall Mall, said no—
she is eighteen, McShanus, my boy, and America has
kept that peach-blossom upon her cheeks. Had I been
mistaken, her voice would have corrected me. ’Twas a
young girl’s voice when she spoke, clear and musical as
the song of silver bells.

“Now won’t you buy a novel?” she said, bustling up
to me just like a bunch of roses. “Here’s Sir Arthur
Hall Rider’s very latest—an autograph copy for one
guinea.”

“Me dear,” says I, “’tis Timothy McShanus who reads
his own novels. Speak not of his poor rivals.”

“Why, how clever of you!” says she, looking at me
curiously. “And, of course, your books are the best.
Why didn’t you send me some to sell on my stall?”

“Bedad, and they’re out of print, every won av them,”
says I, speaking the Sassenach’s tongue to her as it should
be spoken. “Here’s the Archbishop and the Lord Chan-
cellor together lamentin’ it. ¢Timothy,” says his lordship,
‘the great masters are dead, Timothy. Be up and doing,
or we are lost entirely.” The riches of America could not
buy one of my novels—unless it were that ye found one
av them upon an old bookstall at fourpence.”

She didn’t know what to make of me.

“How strange that I don’t know your name!” says
she, perplexed. “Did they review your novels in the
newspapers?”’ '

“My dear,” says I, “the newspaper reviewers couldn’t
understand ’em. Be kind to them for it. Ye can’t make
a silk purse out of a sow’s ear any more than ye can
make black pearls out of lollypops. Could it be, Timothy
McShanus would be driving his own motor-car and not

The Diamond Ship. 2
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rejuiced to the back seat of the omnibus. ’Tis a strange
world with more wrong than right in it.”

“You like my pearls, then?” she asked.

I said they were almost worthy of her wearing them.

“Papa bought them in Paris,” she ran on, as natural
as could be. “They’re not black, you know, but bronze.
I don’t care a bit about them myself—I like things that
sparkle.”

“Like your eyes,” cried I, searching for the truth in
them. For sure, I could have laughed aloud just now at
my friend Fabos’s tale of her. “Like your eyes when
you were dancing awhile back with a doctor of my ac-
- quaintance.”

She flushed a hair’s-breadth, and turned her head
away.

“QOh, Dr. Fabos? Do you know him, then?”

“We have been as brothers for a matter of ten short
years.”

“Is he killing people in London, did you say?”

“No such honourable employment. He’s just a fine,
honest, independent gentleman. Ye've nothing much
richer in America, maybe. The man who says a word
against him has got to answer Timothy McShanus. Let
him make his peace with heaven before he does so.”

She turned an arch gaze upon me, half-laughing at
my words.

“I believe he sent you here to say so,” cries she.

“Indeed, an’ he did,” says I. “He’s anxious for your
good opinion.”

“Why, what should I know of him?” says she, and
then, turning to stare after him, she cried, “There he is,
talking to my father. I'm sure he knows we’re picking
him to pieces.”
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“Pearls every one,” says L

“Oh, dad is calling me,” she exclaimed, breaking away
upon the words and showing me as pretty an ankle, when
she turned, as I am likely to behold out of Dublin. A
minute afterwards, what should I see but the General and
her walking off with my friend Fabos just as if they had
known him all their lives.

“And may the great god Bacchus, to say nothing of
the little divinities who preside over the baked meats, may
they forgive him!” I cried to Barry Henshaw and the
rest of the seven. “He has gone without leaving us the
money for our supper, and ’tis two and tenpence halfpenny
that stands for all the capital I have in this mortal world.”

We shook our heads in true sorrow, and buttoned our
coats about us. In thirst we came, in thirst must we
return.

“And for a bit of a colleen that I could put in my
pocket,” says I, as we tramped from the hall.

But what the others said I will make no mention of],
being a respecter of persons and of the King’s English—
God bless him!

2%
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CHAPTER IIL

IN WHICH HARRIET FABOS TELLS OF HER BROTHER'S RETURN
TO DEEPDENE HALL IN SUFFOLK.

I HAVE been asked to write very shortly what I know
of General Fordibras and of my brother’s mysterious de-
partures from England in the summer of the year 1904.
God grant that all is well with him, and that these lines
will be read by no others than the good friends who have
not forgotten me in my affliction!

It was, I think, in the December of the previous year
that he first met the General in London, as I understood
from him, at a fashionable bazaar at Kensington. This
circumstance he related to me upon his return; and a
sister’s interest in Joan Fordibras could not be but a
growing one. I recollect that the General drove over one
day in the spring from Newmarket and took luncheon
with us. He is a fine, stately man, with a marked
American accent, and a manner which cléarly in-
dicates his French birth. The daughter I thought a pretty
winsome child; very full of quaint sayings and ideas, and
so unlike our English girls. Ean had spoken of her so
often that I was not prepared for the somewhat distant
manner in which he treated her. Perhaps, in my heart, I
found myself a little relieved. It has always been a sor-
row to me to think that one I had loved so well as brother
Ean might some day find my affection for him insufficient.

General Fordibras, it appears, makes a hobby of yacht-
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ing. He lives but little in America, I understand, but
much in Paris and the South. Ean used to be very fond
of the sea, but he has given it up so many years that I
was surprised to hear how much a sailor he can be. His
own pet things—the laboratory, the observatory in our
grounds, his rare books, above all, his rare jewels—were
but spoken of indifferently. General Fordibras is very
little interested in them; while his daughter is sufficiently
an American to care chiefly for our antiquities—of which
I was able to show her many at Deepdene. When they
left us, it was to return to London, I understood; and then
to join the General’s yacht at Cherbourg.

Ean spoke little to me of these people when they were
gone. I felt quite happy that he made no mention of the
daughter, Joan. Very foreign to his usual habits, however,
he was constantly to and fro between our house and Lon-
don; and I observed, not without some uneasiness, that
he had become a little nervous. This was the more re-
markable because he has always been singularly fearless
and brave, and ready to risk his own life for others upon
the humblest call. At first I thought that he must be out
of health, and would have had Dr. Wilcox over to see
him; but he always resents my attempts to coddle him
(as he calls it), and so I forbore, and tried to find an-
other reason.

There is no one quicker than a sister who loves to
detect those ailments of the heart from which no man is
free; but I had become convinced by this time that Ean
cared nothing for Joan Fordibras, and that her absence
abroad was not the cause of his disquietude. Of other
reasons, I could name none that might be credibly re-
ceived. Certainly, money troubles were out of the ques-
tion, for I know that Ean is very rich. We had at Deep-
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dene none of those petty parochial jealousies which are
the cause of conflict in certain quarters. Our lives were
quiet, earnest, and simple. What, then, had come to my
brother? Happy indeed had I been if I could have
answered that question.

The first thing that I noticed was his hesitation to
leave me alone at the Manor. For the first time for some
years, he declined to attend the annual dinner of his
favourite club, the Potters.

“I should not be able to catch the last train down,”
he said one morning at breakfast; “impossible, Harriet.
I must not go.”

“Why, whatever has come to you, Ean?” said I. “Are
you getting anxious about poor old me? My dear boy,
just think how often I have been alone here.”

“Yes, but I don’t intend to leave you so much in
future. When the reasons make themselves known to me,
they shall be known to you, Harriet. Meanwhile, I am
going to live at home. The little Jap stops with me. He
is coming down from town to-day, so I hope you will
make arrangements for him.”

He spoke of his Japanese servant Okyada, whom he
brought from Tokio with him three years ago. The little
fellow had served him most faithfully at his chambers in
the Albany, and I was not displeased to have him down
in Suffolk. Ean’s words, however, troubled me greatly,
for I imagined that some danger threatened him in London,
and a sister’s heart was beating already to discover it.

“Cannot you tell me something, Ean?”

He laughed boyishly, in a way that should have reas-
sured me.

“I will tell you something, Harriet. Do you remem-
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ber the bronze pearls that were stolen from my flat in
Paris more than three years ago?”

“Of course, Ean; I remember them perfectly. How
should I forget them? You don’t mean to say——"

“That I have recovered them? No—not quite. But I
know where they are.”

“Then you will recover them, Ean?”

«“Ah, that is for to-morrow. Let Okyada, by the way,
have the room next to my dressing-room. He won’t inter-
fere with my clothes, Harriet. You will still be able to
coddle me as much as you please, and of course, I will
always warm the scissors before I cut my nails in winter.”

He was laughing at me again—a little unjustly, per-
haps, as I have always believed that influenzas and rheums
come to those who allow anything cold to touch the skin
—but this is my old womanish fancy, while Ean is not
altogether free himself from those amiable weaknesses and
fads which take some part in all our lives. He, for in-
stance, must have all his neckties of one colour in a cer-
tain ;drawer; some of his many clothes must go to the
press upon one day and. others upon the next. He buys
great quantities of things from his hosier, and does not
wear one half of them. I am always scolding him for
walking about the grounds at night in his dress clothes;
‘but he never does so without first warming his cloth cap
at the fire, if it be winter. I make mention of these
trifles that others may understand how little there is of
real weakness in a very lovable, manly, and courageous
character. Beyond that, as the world knows well, Ean
is. one of the greatest linguists and most accomplished
scholars in all Europe.

Now, had I been clever, I should have put two and
two together and have foreseen that what Ean really
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feared was another attempt upon the wonderful collec-
tion of rare jewels he has made—a collection the existence
of which is known to very few people, but is accounted
among the most beautiful and rare in the country. Ean
keeps his jewels—at least he kept them until recently—
in a concealed safe in his own dressing-room, and very
seldom was even I permitted to peep into that holy of
holies. Here again some eccentricity of a lovable char-
acter is to be traced. My brother would as soon have
thought of wearing a diamond in his shirt front as of
painting his face like an Indian; but these hidden jewels -
he loved with a rare ardour, and I do truly believe that.
they had some share in his own scheme of life. - When
he lost the bronze pearls in Paris, I know that he fretted
like a child for a broken toy. It was not their value—
not at all. He called them his black angels—in jest, of
course—and I think that he believed some of his own
good luck went with them.

This was the state of things in the month of May
when Okyada, the Japanese, came from London and took
up his residence at the Manor. Ean told me nothing;
he never referred again to the subject of his lost pearls.
Much of his time was spent in his study, where he oc-
cupied himself with the book he was writing upon the
legends of the Adriatic. His leisure he gave to his motor
and his observatory. .

I began to believe that whatever anxiety troubled him
had passed; and in this belief I should have continued
but for the alarming events of which I now write. And
this brings me to the middle of the summer—to be exact,
the fifteenth day of June in the year 19og4.
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CHAPTER IL

IN WHICH HARRIET FABOS CONTINUES HER NARRATIVE.

Ean, I remember, had come in from a little trip to
Cambridge about five o’clock in the afternoon. We had
tea together, and afterwards he called his servant, Okyada,
to the study, and they were closeted there almost until
dinner time. In the drawing-room later on, Ean proved
to be in the brightest of spirits. He spoke, among other
things, of some of his deserted hobbies, and expressed
regret that he had given up his yacht.

“Im getting old before my time, Harriet,” he said.
“The pantaloon and slippered stage is a tragedy for thirty-
three. I think I shall get another boat, sister. If you
are good, I will take you to the Adriatic again.”

I promised to be very good, and then, laughing to-
gether, we chatted of the old days in Greece and Turkey,
of our voyages to South America, and of sunny days in
Spain. I had never seen him brighter. When we went
to bed he kissed me twice, and then said such an extra-
ordinary thing that I could not help but remember it:

“Okyada and I will be working late in the observatory,”
he said; “there may be one or two men about assisting
us. Don’t be afraid if you hear a noise, Harriet. You
will know it’s all right, and that I am aware of it.”

Now, Ean is so very frank with me usually, looks me
so straight in the face, and tells me so plainly what he
means, . that his evident attempt to conceal something
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from me upon this occasion, his averted gaze and forced
manner, could not but awake my just curiosity. I did
not press him at the moment, but in my own room I
thought much upon it all, and was quite unable to sleep.
Books were of no help to me, nor did my habitual self-
composure help me. Recalling his words, and trying to
fit a meaning to them, I went more than once to my
window and looked out over the pleasure garden beneath
it. Deepdene, as many know, is an old Tudor mansion
with three sides of its ancient quadrangle still standing.
My own rooms are in the right-hand wing; the pleasure
garden is below them, and beyond its high wall is the
open park which runs right down to the Bury road. Let
me ask anyone what my feelings should have been, when
chancing to look out over the garden at one o’clock that
morning I saw, as plainly as my eyes have ever seen, the
figures of three men crouching beneath the wall and
evidently as fearful of discovery as I was of their presence.

My first impulse, naturally, was to wake Ean and to
let him know what I had seen. No very courageous
person at the best, I have always been greatly afraid of
the presence of strange men about the house, and this
visitation at such an hour would surely have alarmed the
bravest. As if to magnify my fears, there was the light
of our observatory shining brightly across the park to tell
me plainly that my brother was still at work, and that
the invaluable Okyada must be with him. My maid,
Humphreys, and the poor old butler, Williams, were my
only janissaries, and what could one hope for from them
in such an emergency? I began to say that if the men
succeeded in entering the house, the peril were grave
indeed; and then, upon this, I recollected Ean’s warning,
and tried to take comfort of it. Had he not said that
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there might be men about the house assisting him? Why,
then, should I be afraid? I will tell you—because it
came to me suddenly that he must have been aware of a
probable attack upon the Manor, and had wished to
prepare me for anything the night could bring forth.
There was no other reasonable explanation.

Judge, then, in what a dilemma I found myself. My
brother away at the observatory, half a mile at least from
the Manor; two old servants for my body-guard; a lonely
house and strange men seeking to enter it. Driven this
way and that by my thoughts, at first I said that I would
take Ean at his word, and hide away from it all like a
true coward in my bed. This I would have done if the
doing of it had not been unsupportable. I could not lie.
My heart was beating so; every sound so distressed me,
that I arose in desperation, and putting on my dressing
gown with trembling fingers, determined to wake up my
maid Humphreys; for, said I, she cannot be more afraid
than I am. Not an over-bold resolution at the best, the
execution of it would never have been attempted had I
known what was in store for me. Shall I ever forget it,
if I live a hundred years? The dark landing when I
opened my bedroom door! The staircase with the great
stained window and the moonlight shining down through
it! These could not affright me. It was the whisper of
voices I heard below, the soft tread of feet upon velvet-
pile. Ah! those were sounds I shall ever remember!

The men had entered the house; they were coming
upstairs. If I crossed the dark landing to my maid’s
room, assuredly I should alarm them. These were the
reflections as I stood simply paralysed with fright and un-
able to utter a single cry or to move from the place.
Step by step I heard the thieves creeping up the stairs
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until at last I could see them in the bay of the entresol
and tell myself, in truth, that I was not dreaming. Then
I do believe that I half swooned with terror.

They were coming up step by step to visit and to rob
my brother’s safe, kept in the dressing-room, where the
Japanese, Okyada, usually slept. This much even my
agitated mind impressed upon me. A terrified woman
fearing discovery as something which might bring these
men’s vengeance upon her, yet for all the gold in the
world I could not have uttered a single cry. A sense of
utter dread robbed me of all power of will and speech.
I could hear my heart beating so that I thought even
they must hear it as they passed me by. And you shall
imagine my feelings when I say that the rays from the
dark lanterns they carried were turned upon the very
door of my bedroom which I had but just shut be-
hind me.

Had they been diverted a hair’s-breadth to the right,
they would have discovered me, standing with my back
to the wall, a helpless and, I do protest, a pitiable figure.
But the robbers were too set upon the jewels to delay for
any such unlikely chance, and they went straight on to
my brother’s room; and entering it, to my surprise,
without difficulty, I heard them shut the door and lock it
behind them.

So there I stood, my limbs still trembling, but the
spell of immediate fear already a little removed from me.
Dreading discovery no longer, I ctossed the landing silently
and entered my maid’s room. A courageous woman, far
braver than her mistress—for she is of Irish descent, and
does not know what the meaning of fear is—she heard
me with as little concern as if I had been ordering her
to go shopping into Cambndge
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“The master’s away in the Park,” she said; “then we
must fetch him, mistress. Ill go myself. Do you wait
here with me until I am dressed.”

I dreaded being left, and made no scruple to tell
her so.

“Why, that’s all right,” she exclaimed, quite cheerily.
“Ill go and call Williams. They’ll be off fast enough,
mistress, if they get the diamonds. Now, do you just sit
here quietly, and think nothing at all about it. I'll be
there and back like master’s motor-car. Sure, the im-
pudence of them—to come to this house of all places in
the world! They’ll be robbing Buckingham Palace next!”

She was dressing the while she spoke, and being ready
almost immediately, she put a shawl about her shoulders,
and made to set off through the Park. When she had
gone I locked the door—coward that I was—and sat all
alone in the darkness, praying for my brother’s coming.
Indeed, I think that I counted the minutes, and had come
to the belief that Humphreys had been gone a quarter of
an hour—though I make sure now that it was not truly
more than five minutes—when a terrible cry, something so
inhuman, so dreadful, as to be beyond all my experience,
rang out through the house, and was repeated again and
again until the very night seemed to echo it.

What had happened? Had my brother returned,
then? Was it his voice I had heard? Not for a hundred
thousand pounds could I have remained any longer in that
dark room with these dreadful questions for my company
—and, unlocking the door, I ran out to the landing, calling
“Ean! Ean! for God’s sake tell me what has happened!”

He answered me at once, my dear brother, standing
at the door of his dressing-room, just, as it seemed to me,
as unconcerned as though he had been called up at day-
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break to go out with his dogs and gun. Quick as he was,
however, I had peeped into the room behind him, and
then I saw something which even his cleverness could not
hide from me. A man lay full length upon the floor,
apparently dead. By his side there knelt the Japanese,
Okyada, who chafed the limbs of the sufferer and tried to
restore him to consciousness. This sight, I say, Ean could
not conceal from me. But he shut the door at once, and,
leading me away, he tried to tell me what it was.

“My dear Harriet, you see what comes of touching
scientific implements. Here’s a man who wanted to look
inside my safe. He quite forgot that the door of it is
connected up to a very powerful electric current. Don’t
be alarmed, but go back to your bed. Did I not tell you
that there would be strange men about?”

“Ean,” I said, “for pity’s sake let me know the truth.
There were three men altogether. I saw them in the
garden; they passed me on the stairs. They were robbers,
Ean; you cannot hide it from me.”

“You poor little Harriet,” he said, kissing me. “Of
course they were robbers. I have been expecting them
for a week or more. Did I tell you I should be in the
observatory? That was foolish of me.”

“But there was a light there, dear.”

“Ah, yes; I wished my guests to think me star-gazing.
Two of them are now returning to London as fast as
their motor-car can carry them. The other will remain
with us to recuperate. Go back to bed, Harriet, and tell
yourself that all is as well as it could be.”

“Ean,” I said, “you are hiding something from me.”

“My dear sister,” he replied, “does a man in the dark
hide anything from anybody? When I know, you shall
be the first to hear. Believe me, this is no common
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burglary, or I would have acted very differently. There
are deep secrets; I may have to leave you to search for
them.”

His words astonished me very much. My own agita-
tion could not measure his recollection or the unconcern
which the strange episodes of the night had left to him.
For my part, I could but pass long hours of meditation,
in which I tried to gather up the tangled skein of this
surpassing mystery. When morning came, my brother
had left the house and Okyada with him. I have never
seen him since that day, and his letters have told me
little. He is upon a ship, well and happy, he says, and
that ship is his own. His voyages have taken him to
many ports, but he is not yet able to say when he will
return.

“Be assured, dear sister,” he writes, “that the work
to which I have set my hand would be approved by you,
and that by God’s help I shall accomplish it. More I am
unable to commit to writing for prudent reasons. You
will keep the guards at the Manor until I am home, and
my valuables will remain at the bank. Fear nothing,
then, for yourself. The fellows who honoured us with
their company—two of them, I should say—are now in
South Africa. The third, who was a gentleman and may
again become a man, is now on board this yacht. If he
continues to behave himself, a farm in Canada and a
little capital will be his reward. It is not the instru-
ments but their makers whom I seek; and when they are
found, then, dear Harriet, will we enjoy halcyon days to-
gether.”

To these words he added others, speaking of more
private matters and those which were of concern but to
him and to me. By the “guards” he meant an ex-
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sergeant-major and two old soldiers whom he had engaged
upon his departure to watch the house in his absence.
For myself, however, I was no longer afraid. Perhaps my
unrest had been less if Ean had been altogether frank
with me; but his vague intimation, the knowledge that he
was far from me, and the inseparable instinct of his
danger, contributed alike to my foreboding.

That these were not without reason subsequent events
have fully justified. I have heard of his yacht as being
in the South Atlantic. There have been rare letters from
him, but none that says what secret it is which keeps
him away from me. And for a whole month now I have
received no letter at all. That other friends, unknown
to me personally but staunch to my dear brother, put
the worst construction upon his silence, the recent para-
graph in the London newspapers makes very clear. What
can a helpless woman do that these true friends are not
doing? She can but pray to the Almighty for the safety
of one very dear to her—nay, all that she has to live
and hope for in this world of sorrow and affliction.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

EAN FABOS BEGINS HIS STORY.

: Jnne 15tk, 1904.

So to-night my task begins. ‘

I am to prove that there is a conspiracy of crime so
well organised, so widespread, so amazing in its daring,
that the police of all the civilised countries are at present
unable either to imagine or to defeat it—I am to do this
or pay the supreme penalty -of failure, ignominious and
irrevocable.

I cannot tell you when first it was that some suspicion
of the existence of this great republic of thieves and as-
sassins first came to me. Years ago, I asked myself if it
were not possible. There has been no great jewel robbery
for a decade past which has not found me more zealous
than the police themselves in study of its methods and
judgment of its men. I can tell you the weight and size
almost of every great jewel stolen, either in Europe or
America, during the past five years. I know the life his-
tory of the men who are paying the penalty for some of
those crimes. I can tell you whence they came and what
was their intention should they have carried their booty
away. I know the houses in London, in Paris, in Vienna,
in Berlin- where you may change a stolen diamond for
money as readily as men cash a banknote across a
counter. But there my knowledge has begun and ended.
I feel like a child before a book whose print it cannot

The Dsamond Shsp. kY
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read. There is a great world of crime unexplored, and
its very cities are unnamed. How, then, should a man
begin his studies? I answer that he cannot begin them
unless his destiny opens the book.

Let me set down my beliefs a little plainer. If ever
the story be read, it will not be by those who have my
grammar of crime at their call, or have studied, as I have
studied, the gospel of robbery as long years expound it.
It would be idle to maintain at great length my belief
that the leading jewel robberies of the world are directed
by one brain and organised by one supreme intelligence.
If my own pursuit of this intelligence fail, the world will
never read this narrative. If it succeed, the facts must
be their own witnesses, speaking more eloquently than
any thesis. Let me be content in this place to relate but
a single circumstance. It is that of the discovery of a
dead body just three years ago on the lonely seashore by
the little fishing village of Palling, in Norfolk.

Now, witness this occurrence. The coastguard—for

rarely does any but a coastguardsman tramp that lonely
shore—a coastguard, patrolling his sandy beat at six
oclock of a spring morning, comes suddenly upon the
body of a ship’s officer, lying stark upon the golden
beach, cast there by the flood tide and left stranded by
the ebb. No name upon the buttons of the pilot coat
betrayed the vessel which this young man had served.
His cap, needless to say, they did not find. He wore
jack-boots such as an officer of a merchantman would
wear; his clothes were of Navy serge; there was a briar
pipe in his left-hand pocket, a silver tobacco box in his
right; he carried a gold watch, and it had stopped at
five minutes past five o’clock. The time, however, could
not refer to the morning of this discovery. It was the
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coastguardsman’s opinion that the body had been at least
three days in the water.

Such a fatality naturally deserved no more than a
brief paragraph in any daily paper. I should have heard
nothing of it but for my friend Murray, of Scotland Yard,
who telegraphed for me upon the afternoon of the follow-
ing day; and, upon my arrival at his office, astonished
me very much by first showing me an account of the
circumstance in the Zastern Daily Press, and then passing
for my examination a roll of cotton wool such as diamond
brokers carry.

“I want your opinion,” he said without preface. “Do
you know anything of the jewels in that parcel?”

There were four stones lying a-glitter upon the wool.
One of them, a great gem of some hundred and twenty
carats, rose-coloured, and altogether magnificent, I re-
cognised at a single glance at the precious stones.

“That,” I said, “is the Red Diamond of Ford Valley.
Ask Baron Louis de Rothschild, and he will tell you
whose property it was.”

“Would you be very surprised to hear that it was
found upon the body of the young sailor?”

“Murray,” I said, “you have known me too long to
expect me to be surprised by anything.”

“But it is somewhat out of the way, isn’t it? That’s
why I sent for you. The other stones don’t appear to be
of the same class. But they’re valuable, I should think.”

I turned them over in my hand ‘and examined them
with little interest.

“This pure white is a Brazilian,” said I. “It may be
worth a hundred and fifty pounds. The other two are
jewellers’ common stuff. They would make a pretty pair
of ear-rings for your daughter, Murray. You should

-sﬁ



36 THE DIAMOND SHIP.

make the Treasury an offer for them. Say fifty for the
pair.”

“The police haven’t much money to waste on the
ladies’ ears,” he said rather hardly; “we prefer ’em with-
out ornament—they go closer to the doors. I thought
you would like to hear about this. We can’t make much
of it here, and I don’t suppose youwll make more. A
ship’s officer like that—you don’t expect him to be a
fence in a common way, and he’s about the last you’d
name for a professional hand in Paris—for if this is
Baron Louis’s stone, as you say, it must have been stolen
in Paris.”

“No reason at all, Murray. His wife wore it in her
tiara. She was at the Prince’s, I believe, no more than
a month ago. Does that occur to you?”

He shrugged his shoulders as though I had been
judging his capacity, which, God knows, would have been
an unprofitable employment enough.

“We haven’t begun to think about it,” he said. “How
can we? No ship has reported his loss. He carried a
pipe, a tobacco box, a gold watch, and this. Where does
your clue start? Tell me that, and I’ll go on it.”

“There are no papers, then?”

“None—that is, this paper. And if you can make
head or tail of it, I'll give a hundred pounds to a hospital.”

He passed across the table a worn and tattered letter
case. It contained a dirty calendar of the year, a lock of
dark chestnut hair, a plain gold wedding ring, and a slip
of paper with these words upon it:

“Captain Three Fingers—Tuesday.”

“Is that all, Murray?” I asked when I had put the
paper down.

“Absolutely all,” he replied.
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““You have searched him for secret pockets?”

“As a woman’s bag at a remnant sale.”

“Where did he carry the diamonds?”

“Inside his waistcoat—a double pocket lined with
wool.”

“No arms upon him?”

“Not a toothpick.”

“And you have no trace of any vessel?”

“Lloyd’s can tell us nothing. There has been no
report made. It is evident that the man fell off a ship,
though what ship, and where, heaven alone knows.”

This, I am afraid, was obvious. The police had asked
me to identify the jewels and now that it was done I
could be of no more service to them. It remained to see
what Baron Louis de Rothschild would have to say, and
when I had reminded Murray of that, I took my leave.
It would be idle to pretend that I had come to any opinion
which might help him. To me, as to others, the case
seemed one of profound mystery. A dead seaman carried
jewels of great price hidden in his clothes, and he had
fallen overboard from a ship. If some first tremor of an
idea came to me, I found it in the word “ship.” A sea-
man-and a ship—yes, I must remember that.

And this will bring me to the last and most astonish-
ing feature of this perplexing mystery. Baron Louis ex-
pressed the greatest incredulity when he heard of the loss
of his famous jewel. It was at his banker’s in Paris, he
_declared. A telegram to the French house brought the
reply that they had the stone sure enough, and that it
was in safe keeping, both literally and in metaphor. To
this I answered by the pen of my friend at Scotland Yard
that if the bankers would cause the stone to be examined
for the second time, they would find it either to be false
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or of a quality so poor that it could never be mistaken
by any expert for the Red Diamond of Ford Valley. Once
more fact confirmed my suppositions. The jewel in Paris
was a coarse stone, of little value, and as unlike the real
gem as any stone could be. Plainly the Baron had been
robbed, though when and by whom he had not the re-
motest idea. .
You will admit that this twentieth century conception
of theft is not without its ingenuity. The difference in
value between a diamond of the first water and the third
is as the difference between a sovereign and a shilling.
Your latter day thief, desiring some weeks of leisure in
which to dispose of a well-known jewel, will sometimes be
content with less than the full value of his enterprise. He
substitutes a stone of dubious quality for one of undoubted
purity. Madam, it may be, thinks her diamonds want
cleaning, and determines to send them to the jeweller’s
when she can spare them. That may be in six months’
time, when her beautiful gems are already sparkling upon
the breast of a Rajah or his latest favourite. And she
never can be certain that her diamonds were as fine as
she believed them to be. )
This I had long known. It is not a fact, however,
which helps the police, nor have I myself at any time
made much of it. Indeed, all that remained to me of
the discovery upon Palling beach was the suggestion of
a ship, and the possession of a slip of paper with its
almost childish memorandum: “Captain Three Fingers—
Tuesday.”
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A CHAPTER V.
THE MAN WITH THE THREE FINGERS.

Dr. Fabos continues his Story.

I warTED three years to meet a man with three fingers,
and met him at last in a ball-room at Kensington. ‘Such
is the plain account of an event which must divert for the
moment the whole current of my life, and, it may be, in-
volve me in consequences so far-reaching and so perilous
that I do well to ignore them. Let them be what they
may, I am resolved to go on.

Horace has told us that it is good to play the fool in
season. My own idea of folly is a revolt against the con-
ventional, a retrogression from the servitude of parochial
civilisation to the booths of unwashed Bohemia. In London,
I am a member of the Goldsmith Club. Its wits borrow
money of me and repay me by condescending to eat my
dinners. Their talk is windy but refreshing. I find it a
welcome contrast to that jargon of the incomprehensible
which serves men of science over the walnuts. And there
is a great deal of human nature to be studied in a bor-
rower. The Archbishop of Canterbury himself could not
be more dignified than some of those whose lives are to
be saved by a trifling advance until Saturday.

Seven -such Bohemians went at my charge to the
Fancy Fair and Féte at Kensington. I had meant to-stop
there half an hour; I remained three hours. If you say
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that a woman solved the riddle, I will answer, “In a
measure, yes.” Joan Fordibras introduced herself to me
by thrusting a bunch of roses into my face. I changed
two words with her, and desired to change twenty. Some
story in the girl’s expression, some power of soul shining
in her eyes, enchanted me -and held me fast. Nor was
I deceived at all. The story, I said, had no moral to it.
They were not the eyes of ‘an innocent child of nineteen
as they should have been. They were the eyes of one
who had seen and known the dark side of the lantern of
life, who had suffered in her knowledge; who carried a
great secret, and had met a man who was prepared to
fathom it. : :

Joan Fordibras—that was her name. Judged by her
impulsive manner, the brightness of her talk and the
sweetness of her laugh, there was no more lighthearted
girl in England that night. I alone, perhaps, in all that
room, could tell myself that she carried a heavy burden,
and would escape from it by force majeure of an indomit-
able will. Her talk I found vapid to the point of hysteria.
She told me that she was half French and half American
—+*“just which you like to call me.” When I had danced
twice with her she presented me to her father, General
Fordibras—a fine military figure of a man, erect and
manly, and gifted with eyes which many a woman must
have remembered. These things I observed at a glance,
but that which I was presently to see escaped my notice
for some minutes. General Fordibras, it appears, had
but three fingers to his left hand.

I say that I observed the fact negligently, and did not
for the moment take full cognizance of its singularity.
Alone in my chambers dt the Albany, later on, I lighted
my pipe and asked myself some sane questions. A man
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who had lost a finger of his left hand was not such a
wonder, surely, that I could make much of it. And yet
that sure instinct, which has never failed me in ten years
of strenuous investigation, refused stubbornly to pass the
judgment by. Again in imagination I stood upon Palling
beach and looked upon the figure of the dead sailor.
The great sea had cast him out—for what? The black
paper, did not an avenging destiny write the words upon
it? “Captain Three Fingers!” Was I a madman, then,
to construct a story for myself and to say, “To-night I
have seen the man whom the dead served. I have shaken
him by the hand. I have asked him to my house?” Time
will answer that question for good or ill. I know but this
—that, sitting there alone at the dead of-night, I seemed
to be groping, not in a house, or a room, or a street, but
over the whole world itself for the momentous truth. None
could share that secret with me. The danger and the
ecstasy of it alike were my own.

Who was this General Fordibras, and what did the
daughter know of his life? I have written that I invited
them both to my house in Suffolk, and thither they came
in the spring of the year. Okyada, the shrewdest servant
that ever earned the love and gratitude of an affectionate
master, could not help me to identify the General. We
had never met him in our travels, never heard of him,
could not locate him. I concluded that he was just what
he pretended to be so far as his birth and parentage were
concerned—a Frenchman naturalised in America; a rich
man to boot, and the owner of the steam yacht Connecticut,
as he himself had told me. The daughter Joan astonished
me by her grace and dignity, and the extent of her at-
tainments. One less persistent would have put suspicion
by and admitted that circumstances justified no doubt



42 THE DIAMOND SHIP.

about these people; that they were truly father and daughter
travelling for pleasure in Europe, and that any other sup-
position must be an outrage. Indeed, I came near to be-
lieving so myself. The pearls which had been stolen from
me in Paris, was it not possible that the General had
bought them in market overt? To say that his agents
had stolen them, and that his daughter wore them under
my very nose, would be to write him down a maniac. I
knew not what to think; the situation baffled me entirely.
In moments of sentiment I could recall the womanly
tenderness and distress of little Joan Fordibras, and wonder
that I had made so slight a response. There were other
hours when I said, “Beware—there is danger; these people
know you—they are setting a trap for you.” Let us blame
human nature alone if this latter view came to be established
at no distant date. Three men burgled my house in Suf-
folk in the month of June. Two of them escaped; the
third put his hands upon the brass knob of my safe, and
the electric wires I had trained there held him as by a
vice of fire. He fell shrieking at my feet, and in less
than an hour I had his story.

Of course I had been waiting for these men. An in-
stinct such as mine can be diverted by no suggestions
either romantic or platonic. From the first, my reason
had said that General Fordibras might have come to
Deepdene for no other reason than to prepare the way
for the humbler instruments who should follow after.
Okyada, my little Jap, he of the panther’s tread and the
eagle eye—he stood sentinel during these weeks, and no
blade of grass in all my park could have been trodden
but that he would have known it. We were twice ready
for all that might occur. We knew that strangers had
come down from London to Six Mile Bottom station one
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hour after they arrived there. When they entered the
house, we determined to take but one of them. The others,
racing frantically for liberty, believed that they had out-
witted us. Poor fools, they were racing to the gates of a
prison.

I dragged the thief to his feet and began to threaten
and to question him. He was a lad of twenty, I should
say, hatchet-faced and with tousled yellow hair. When
he spoke to me I discovered that he had the public school
voice and manner, never to be mistaken under any cir-
cumstances.

“Now come,” I said; “here is seven years’ penal
servitude waiting for you on the doorstep. Let me see
that there is some spark of manhood left in you yet.
Otherwise——" But here I pointed again to the electric
wires, which had burned his hands, and he shuddered at
my gesture.

“Oh, I'll play the game,” he said. “You won’t get
anything out of me. Do what you like—I’'m not afraid
of you.”

It was a lie, for he was very much afraid of me.
One glance told me that the boy was a coward.

“QOkyada,” I said, calling my servant, “here is some-
one who is not afraid of you. Tell him what they do to
such people in Japan.”

The little fellow played his part to perfection. He
took the craven lad by both his hands and began to drag
him back toward the wires. A resounding shriek made
me tremble for the nerves of my dear sister, Harriet. I
went to the door to reassure her and when I returned
the lad was on his knees, sobbing like a woman.

“I can’t stand pain—I never could,” he said. «If
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you're a gentleman, you won’t ask me to give away my
pals.”

“Your pals,” I said quietly, “being the refuse of
Europe—rogues and bullies and blackmailers. A nice
gang for a man who played cricket for his house at Harrow.”

He looked at me amazed.

“How the devil do you know that?”

“You have the colours in your tie. Now stand up
and answer my questions. Your silence cannot save those
who sent you here to-night. They knew perfectly well
that you would fail; they wished you to fail, and to lie to
me when they caught you. I am not the man to be lied
to. Understand that; I have certain little secrets of my
own. You have investigated one of them. Do not compel
me to demonstrate the others to you.”

I could see that he was thinking deeply. Presently
he asked:

“What are you going to do with me? What’s the
game if T split?”

“Answer me truly,” I said, “and I will keep you out
of prison.”

“That’s all very fine——”

“I will keep you out of prison and try to save you
from yourself.”

“You can’t do that, sir.” )

“We will see. There is at the heart of every man a
seed of God’s sowing, which neither time nor men may
kill. I shall find it in yours, my lad. Oh, think of it!
When you stood at the wicket in the playing fields of
Harrow, your beloved school, your friends about you when
you had a home, a mother, sisters, gentle hands to wel-
come you; was it to bring you to such a night as this?
No, indeed. There is something which is sleeping, but
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may wake again—a voice to call you; a hand upon your
shoulder compelling you to look back. Let it be my hand,
lad. Let mine be the voice which you hear. It will be
kinder than others which may speak afterwards.”

His face blanched oddly at my words. An hour ago
he would have heard them with oaths and curses. Now,
however, his bravado had gone with his courage. Per-
haps I had made no real appeal to the old instincts of his
boyhood. But his fear and his hope of some advantage
of confession brought him to his knees.

“I can’t tell you much,” he stammered.

“You can tell me what you know.”

" “Well—what about it then?”

“Ah! that is reason speaking. First, the name of the
man.”

“What man do you speak of?”

“The man who sent you to this house. Was it from
Paris, from Rome, from Vienna? You are wearing French
boots, I see. Then it was Paris, was it not?”

“Oh, call it Paris, if you like.”

“And the man—a Frenchman?”

“I can’t tell you. He spoke English. I met him at
Quat’z-Arts, and he introduced me to the others—a big
man with a slash across his jaw and pock-marked. He
kept me at a great hotel six weeks. I was dead out of
luck—went over there to get work in a motor-works and
got chucked—well, I don’t say for what. Then Val came
along__”

“Val—a Christian name?”

“I heard the rest of it was Imroth. Some said he
was a German Jew who had been in Buenos Ayres. I
don’t know. We were to get the stuff easy and all cross
back by different routes. Mine was Southampton—Havre.
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I'd have been back in Paris to-morrow night but for you.
Good God, what luck!”

“The best, perhaps, you ever had in your wretched
life. Please to go on. You were to return to Paris—
with the diamonds?”

“Oh, no; Rouge la Gloire carried those—on the ship,
of course. I was to cross the scent. You don’t know
Val Imroth. There isn’t another man like him in Paris.
If he thought I’d told you this, he’d murder the pair of
us, though he crossed two continents to do it. I've seen
him at it. My God, if you’d seen all I've seen, Dr.
Fabos!”

“You have my name, it appears. I am not so for-
tunate.”

He hung down his head, and I saw w1th no little
satisfaction that he blushed like a girl.

“] was Harry Avenhill once,” he said.

“The son of Dr. Avenhill, of Cambridge?”

“It’s as true as night.

“Thank God that your father is dead. We will speak
of him again—when the seed has begun to grow a little
warm. I want now to go back a step. This ship in
which my diamonds were to go——"

He started, and looked at me with wild eyes.

“I never said anything about any ship!”

“No? Then I was dreaming it. You yourself were to
return to Paris v7¢ Havre and Southampton, I think; while
this fellow Rouge la Gloire, he went from Newhaven.”

“How did you know that?”

“Oh, I know many things. The ship, then, is waiting
for him—shall we say in Shoreham harbour?”

It was a pure guess upon my part, but I have never
seen a man so struck by astonishment and wonder. For
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some minutes he could not say a single word. When he
replied, it was in the tone of one who could contest with
me no longer.

“If you know, you know,” he said. “But look here,
Dr. Fabos; you have spoken well to me, and I'll speak
well to you. Leave Val Imroth alone. You haven’t a
month to live if you don’t.”

I put my hand upon his shoulder, and turned him
round to look me full in the face.

“Harry Avenhill,” said I, “did they tell you, then, that
Dr. Fabos was a woman? Listen to me, now. I start to-
morrow to hunt these people down. You shall go with
me; I will find a place for you upon my yacht. We will
seek this Polish Jew together—him and others, and by
the help of God above me, we will never rest until we
have found them.”

He could not reply to me. I summoned Okyada, and
‘bade him find a bedroom for Mr. Harry Avenhill.

“We leave by the early train for Newcastle,” I said.
“See that Mr. Avenhill is called in time. And please
to tell my sister that I am coming to have a long talk
with her.”

* * * * *

My poor sister! However will she live if there are no
slippers to be aired or man’s untidiness to be corrected!
Her love for me is very sweet and true. I could wish
almost that my duty would leave me here in England to
‘enjoy it.
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CHAPTER VL
A CHALLENGE FROM A WOMAN.
Dr. Fabos joins his Yacht “ White Wings.”’

I BAD given the name of Whiste Wings to my new
turbine yacht, and this, I confess, provokes the merriment
of mariners both ancient and youthful. We are painted a
dirty grey, and have the true torpedo bows—to say nothing
of our low-lying stern rounded like a shark’s back and
just as formidable to look upon when we begin to make
our twenty-five knots. The ship is entirely one -after my
own heart. I will not deny that an ambition of mastery
has affected me from my earliest days. My castles must
be impregnable, be they upon the sea or ashore. And
the yacht which Yarrow built for me has no superior upon
any ocean. :

The boat, I say, was built upon the Thames and
engined upon the Tyne. I remember that I ordered it
three days after I wrote the word “ship” in my diary;
upon a morning when the notion first came to me that
the sea and not the land harboured the world’s great
criminals, and that upon the sea alone would they be
taken. To none other than the pages of my diary may
I reveal this premonition yet awhile. The police would
mock it; the public remain incredulous. And so I keep
my secret, and I carry it with me. God knows to what
haven.
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We left Newcastle, bravely enough, upon the second
day of September in the year 1go4. A member of the
Royal Yacht Squadron by favour and friendship of the
late Prince Valikoff, of Moscow, whose daughter’s life he
declared that I saved, we flew the White Ensign, and were
named, I do not doubt, for a Government ship. Few
would have guessed that this was the private yacht of an
eccentric Englishman; that he had embarked upon one of
the wildest quests ever undertaken by an amateur, and
that none watched him go with greater interest than his
friend Murray, of Scotland Yard. But such was the naked
truth. And even Murray had but a tithe of the secret.

A long, wicked-looking yacht! I liked to hear my
friends say that. When I took them aboard and showed
them the monster turbines, the spacious quarters for my
men beneath the cupola of the bows, and aft, my own
cabins, furnished with some luxury and no little taste, I
hope—then it was of the Hotel Ritz they talked, and not
of any wickedness at all. My own private room was just
such a cabin as I have always desired to find upon a
yacht. Deep sloping windows of heavy glass permitted
me to see the white foaming wake astern and the blue
horizon above it. I had to my hand the books that I
love; there were pictures of my own choosing cunningly
let into the panels of rich Spanish mahogany. Ornaments
of silver added dignity but no display. Not a spacious
room, I found that its situation abaft gave me that privacy
I sought, and made of it as it were a house apart. Here
none entered who had not satisfied my little Jap that his
business was urgent. I could write for hours with no
more harassing interruption than that of a gull upon the
wing or the echo of the ship’s bells heard afar. The
world. of men and cities lay down yonder below the ether.

The Diamond Ship. &
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The great sea shut its voices out, and who would regret
them or turn back to hear their message? '

Let pride in my ship, then, be the first emotion I shall
record in this account of her voyages. Certainly the
summer smiled upon us when we started down the turbid,
evil-smelling river Tyne, and began to dip our whale-nosed
bows to the North Sea. The men I had shipped for the
service, attracted by the terms of my offer, and drawn
from the cream of the yachting ports of England, were as
fine a lot as ever trod a spotless deck. Benson, my chief
engineer, used to be one of Yarrow’s most trusted experts.
Captain Larry had been almost everything nautical, both
afloat and ashore. A clean-shaven, blue-eyed, hard-faced
man, I have staked my fortune upon his courage. And
how shall I forget Cain and Abel, the breezy twin quarter-
masters from County Cork—to say nothing of Balaam,
the Scotch boatswain, or Merry, the little cockney cook!
These fellows had been taken aside and told one by one
frankly that the voyage spelled danger, and after danger,
reward. They accepted my conditions with a frankness
which declared their relish for them. I had but three re-
fusals, and one of these, Harry Avenhill, had no title to
be a chooser.

Such was the crew which steamed with me, away from
gloomy Newcastle, southward, I knew not to what seas or
harbourage. To be just, certain ideas and conjectures of
my own dictated a vague course, and were never absent
from my reckoning. I believed that the ocean had living
men’s secrets in her possession, and that she would yield
them up to me. Let Fate, I said, stand at the tiller, and
Prudence be her handmaiden. But one man in all Europe
knew that I intended to call at the port of Havre, and
afterwards to steam for Cape Town. To others I told a
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simpler tale. The yacht was my hobby, the voyage a
welcome term of idleness. They rarely pursued the sub-
ject further.

Now, I had determined to call at the port of Havre,
not because I had any business to do there, but because
intelligence had come to me that Joan Fordibras was
spending some weeks at Dieppe, and that I should find
her at the H6tel de Palais. We made a good passage
down the North Sea, and on the morning following our
arrival I stood among a group of lazy onlookers, who
watched the bathers go down to the sea at Dieppe and
found their homely entertainment therein. Joan Fordibras
was one of the last to bathe, but many eyes followed her
with interest, and I perceived that she was an expert
swimmer, possessed of a graceful figure, and of a daring
in the water which had few imitators among her sex.
Greatly admired and evidently very well known, many
flatterers surrounded her when she had dressed, and I
must have passed her by at least a dozen times before
she¢ suddenly recognised me, and came running up to
greet me.

“Why, it's Dr. Fabos, of London! Isn’t it, now?” she
exclaimed. “I thought I could not be mistaken. Who-
ever would have believed that so grave a person would
spend his holiday at Dieppe?”

“Two days,” said I, answering her to the point. I
am yachting round the coast, and some good instinct
compelled me to come here.”

She looked at me, I thought, a little searchingly. A
woman’s curiosity was awake, in spite of her nineteen years.
None the less she made a pretty picture enough; and the
scene about stood for a worthy frame. Who does not
know the summer aspect of a French watering-place—the

o
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fresh blue sea, the yellow beach, the white houses with
the green jalousies, the old Gothic churches with their
crazy towers—laughter and jest and motor-cars every-
where—Mademoiselle La France tripping over the shingle
with well-poised ankle—her bathing dress a very miracle
of ribbons and diminuendos—the life, the vivacity, the
joy of it, and a thousand parasols to roof the whispers in.
So I saw Mistress Joan amid such a scene. She, this
shrewd little schemer of nineteen, began to suspect me.

“Who told you that I was at Dieppe?” she asked
quickly.

“Instinct, the best of guides. Where else could you
have been?” ’

“Why not at Trouville?”

“Because I am not there.”

“My, what a reason! Did you expect to find my
father here?”

“Certainly not. He sailed in his yacht for Cherbourg
three days ago.”

“Then I shall call you a wizard. Please tell me why
you wanted to see me.”

“You interested me. Besides, did. not I say that I
would come? Would you have me at Eastbourne or
Cromer, cooped up with women who talk in stares and
men whose ambitions rot in bunkers? I came to see you.
That is a compliment. T wished to say good-bye to you
before you return to America.”

“But we are not going to Amer——that is, of course,
my home is there. Did not father tell you that?”

“Possibly. I have a poor head for places. There are
so many in America.” v

“But I just Jove them,” she said quickly; and then,
avith mischief in_her eyes, she added, “No one minds
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other people trying to find out all about them in
America.”

It was a sly thrust and told me much. This child
did not carry a secret, I said; she carried the fear that
there might be a secret. I had need of all my tact. How
fate would laugh at me if I fell in love with her! But that
was a fool’s surmise, and not to be considered.

“Curiosity,” I said, “may have one of two purposes.
It may desire to befriend or to injure. Please consider
that when you have the time to consider anything. I per-
ceive that there are at least a dozen young men waiting
to tell you that you are very beautiful. Do not let me
forbid them. As we are staying at the same hotel——”

“What? You have gone to the Palais?”

«Is there any other house while you are in Dieppe?”

She flushed a little and turnéd away her head. I saw
that I had frightened her; and reflecting upon the many
mistakes that so-called tact may make sometimes, I in-
vented a poor excuse and left her to her friends.

. Plainly, her eyes had challenged me. And the Man,
I said, must not hesitate to pick up the glove which my
Lady of Nineteen had thrown down so bravely.
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CHAPTER VIL
MY FRIEND MCSHANUS.
Dy. Fabos at Dieppe.

I tHOUGHT that I knew no one in Dieppe, but I was
wrong, as you shall see; and I had scarcely set foot in
the hotel when I ran against no other than Timothy
McShanus, the journalist of Fleet Street, and found my-
self in an instant listening to his odd medley of fact and
fancy. For the first time for many years he was in no
immediate need of a little loan.

“Faith,” says he, “’tis the best thing that ever ye
heard. The Lord Mayor of this very place is dancing
and feasting the County Councillors—and me, Timothy
McShanus, is amongst ’em. Don’t ask how it came about.
I'll grant ye there is another McShanus in the Parlyment
—a rare consated divil of a man that they may have
meant to ask to the rejoicin’. Well, the letter came to
worthier hands—and by the honour of ould Ireland, says
I, ’tis this McShanus that will eat their victuals. So here
I am, me bhoy, and ye’ll order what ye like, and my
beautiful La France shall pay for it. Shovels of fire upon
me head, if I shame their liquor——”

I managed to arrest his ardour, and, discovering that
he had enjoyed the hospitality of Dieppe for three days
upon another man’s invitation, and that the end of the
pleasant tether had been reached, I asked him to dine
with me, and he accepted like a shot.
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“'Tis for the pleasure of me friend’s company. To-
morrow ye shall dine with me and the Mayor—me old
friend the Mayor—that I have known since Tuesday
morning. We’ll have fine carriages afterwards, and do the
woods and the forests. Ye came here, I'll be saying, be-
cause ye heard that the star of Timothy McShanus was
on high? 'Twould be that, no doubt. What the divil else
should bring such an astronomer man to Dieppe?”

I kept it from him a little while; but when he rejoined
me at the dinner table later on, the first person he clapped
his eyes upon was little Joan Fordibras, sitting with a very
formidable-looking chaperone three tables from our own.
The expression upon his face at this passed all simile. I
feared that every waiter in the room would overhear his
truly Celtic outburst.

“Mother of me ancestors!” he cried; “but ’tis the
little shepherdess herself. Ean Fabos, have shame to
admit it. ’Twas neither the stars of the celestial heavens
nor the beauty of the firmament that carried ye to this
shore. And me that was naming it the wit and the beauty
of me native counthry. Oh, Timothy McShanus, how are
the mighty fallen! No longer——”

I hustled him to his seat and showed my displeasure
very plainly. As for little Joan Fordibras, while she did
not hear his words, his manner set her laughing, and in
this she was imitated by French and English women round
about. "Indeed, I defy the greatest of professors to with-
stand this volatile Irishman, or to be other than amused
by his amazing eccentricities.

“We’ll drink champagne to her, Fabos, me bhoy,” he
whispered as the soup was served. “Sure, matrimony is
very like that same wine—a good thing at the beginning,
but not so good when you take over-much of it. *Twould
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be married I had been meself to the Lady Clara Loven-
low of Kildare, but for the blood of Saxons in her veins.
Aye, and a poor divil of a man I would be this same
time, if I had done it. Sure, think of Timothy McShanus
with his feet in the family slippers and his daughters
singing ‘The Lost Chord’ to him. Him that is the light
of the Goldsmith Club. Who goeth home even with the
milk! Contemplate it, me bhoy, and say what a narrow
escape from that designing wench he has had.”

He rattled on, and I did not interrupt him. To be
plain, I was glad of his company. Had it appeared to
Joan Fordibras that I was quite alone in the hotel, that I
knew no friends in Dieppe, and had no possible object
in visiting the town but to renew acquaintance with her
during her father’s absence—had this been so, then the
difficulties of our intercourse were manifest. Now, how-
ever, I might shelter my intentions behind this burly
Irishman. Indeed, I was delighted at the encounter.

“McShanus,” I said, “don’t be a fool. Or if you
must be one, don’t include me in the family relationship.
Do I look like a man whose daughters will be permitted
to sing the ‘Lost Chord’ to him?”

“Ye can never judge by looks, Docthor. Me friend
Luke O’Brien, him that wrote ‘The Philosophy of Lone-
liness’ in the newspapers, he’s seven children in County
Cork and runs a gramophone store. ‘Luke,’ says I, ¢'tis
a fine solitude ye have entirely’ ‘Be d——d to that,
says he—and we haven’t spoken since.”

“Scarcely delicate to mention it, McShanus. Let me
relieve your feelings by telling you that my yacht, White
Wings, will be here to-morrow night to fetch me.”

“Glory be to God, ye’ll be safe on the sea. I mis-
trust the colleen entirely. Look at the eyes of it. D’ye
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see the little foot peepin’ in and out—‘like mice beneath
the petticoat,” says the poet. She’s anxious to show ye
she’s a small foot and won’t cost ye much in shoe leather.
Turn your head away when she laughs, Ean, me bhoy.
"Tis a wicked bit of a laugh, and to a man’s destruction.”

“I must remember this, McShanus. Do you think you
could entertain the old lady while I talk to her?”

“What, the she-cat with the man’s hair and the tele-
scope? The Lord be good to me. I’d sooner do penal
servitude.”

“Now, come, you can see by her glance that she is
an authority upon some of the ’isms, McShanus. I know
that she plays golf. I saw her carrying sticks this very
afternoon.”

“To break heads at a fair. Is Timothy McShanus
fallen to this? To tread at the heels of a she-man with
sticks in her hands. Faith, ’twould be a fancy fair and
féte entirely.”

“Drink some more champagne, and brace yourself up
to it, Timothy.”

He shook his head and lapsed into a melancholy
silence. Certainly his nerves required bracing up for the
ordeal, and many glasses of 89 Pommery went to that
process. When dinner was done, we strolled out upon
the verandah and found Miss Fordibras and her chaperone,
Miss Aston, drinking coffee at one of the little tables in
the vestibule. They made way for us at once, as though
we had been expected, and I presented McShanus to them
immediately.

“Mr. Timothy McShanus—the author of ‘Ireland and
Her Kings.” He’s descended from the last of them, I be-
lieve. Is it not so, McShanus?”

“From all of them, Dr, Fabos, Me father ruled Ire-
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land in the past, and me sons will rule it in the future,
Ladies, your servant. Be not after calling me an historian.
'Tis a poet I am when not in the police courts.”

Miss Aston, the elderly lady with the short hair and
the glasses, took McShanus seriously, I am afraid. She
began to speak to him of Browning and Walt Whitman
and Omar Khayydm. I drew my chair near to Miss
Fordibras and took my text from the common talk.

“No one reads poetry nowadays,” I said. “We have
all grown too cynical. Even McShanus does not consider
his immortal odes worth publishing.”

“They will perish with me in an abbey tomb,” said
he; “a thousand years from now, ’tis the professors from
New Zealand who will tell the world what McShanus
wrote.”

Miss Aston suggested a little tritely that much modern
poetry should be so treated.

“Time is the true critic,” she exclaimed majestically,
and McShanus looked at me as who should say, “She
has some experience of that same Time.”

I turned to Joan Fordibras and asked her to defend
the poets.

“The twentieth century gives us no solitudes,” I said;
“you cannot have poets without solitudes. We live in
crowds nowadays. Even yachting is a little old-fashioned.
Men go where other men can see them show off. Vanity
takes them there—even Bridge is vanity, the desire to do
better than the other man.”

Miss Aston demurred.

“There are some women who know nothing of vanity,”
she said stonily. “We live within ourselves, and our lives
are our own. Our whole existence is a solitude. We are
most truly alone when many surround us.”
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. %'Tis a compliment to my friend Fabos,” cried
McShanus triumphantly. “Let me have the honour to
escort ye to the Casino, lady, for such a man is no com-
pany for us. No doubt he’ll bring Miss Fordibras over
when they’ve done with the poets. Will ye not, doctor?”

I said that I should be delighted, and when the cloaks
had been found we all set out for the Casino. Timothy
was playing his part well, it appeared. I found myself
alone with Joan Fordibras presently—and neither of us
had the desire to hurry on to the Casino. In truth, the
season at Dieppe had already begun to wane, and there
were comparatively few people-abroad on the parade by
the sea-shore. We walked apart, a great moon making
golden islands of light upon the sleeping sea, and the
distant music of the Casino band in our ears.

“This time to-morrow,” I said, “my yacht will be
nearer Ushant than Dieppe.”

She looked up at me a little timidly. I thought
that I had rarely seen a face at once so pathetic and so
beautiful.

“Away to the solitudes?” she asked quickly.

“Possibly,” I said; “but that is the point about yacht-
ing. You set out for nowhere, and if you don’t like it,
you come back again.”

“And you positively don’t know where you are going?”

«I positively don’t know where I am going.”

“«But I do,” she said. “You are going to follow my
father.”

I had never been so amazed in my life. To say
that I was astonished would be to misrepresent the truth.
I knew already that she suspected me; but this challenge
—from a mere child—this outspoken defiance, it passed
all comprehension.
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“Why should I follow your father?” I asked her as
quickly.

“I do not know, Dr. Fabos. But you are following
him. You suspect him, and you wish to do us an in-
JurYO”

- “My dear child,” I said, “God forbid that I should
do any man an injury. You do not mean what you say.
The same cleverness which prompts this tells you also that
anything I may be doing is right and proper to do—and
should be done. May we not start from that?”

I turned about and faced her. We had come almost
to the water’s edge by this time. The lazy waves were
rolling at our feet—the waves of that sea I purposed to
cross in quest of a truth which should astonish the world.
The hour was momentous to both our lives. We knew
it so to be and did not flinch from it.

“Oh,” she said, with tears in her eyes, “if I could
only believe you to be my friend.”

“Miss Fordibras,” I said, “believe it now because I
tell you so. Your friend whatever may befall. Please to
call me that.”

I think that she was about to confess to me the
whole story of her life. I have always thought that it
might have been so at that moment. But the words re-
mained unspoken—for a shadow fell upon us as we talked,
and, looking up, I perceived the figure of a man so near
to us that his outstretched hand could have touched my
own. And instantly perceiving it also, she broke away
from me and begged me to take her to the Casino.

“Miss Aston will be anxious,” she cried, excited upon
compulsion. “Please let us go. It must be nine o’clock.”

I rejoined that I was quite in ignorance of the fact;
but, taking her cue, I led the way from the place and
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turned toward the Casino. The light of an arc lamp as
we went showed me her young face as pale as the moon-
beams upon the still sea before us. I understood that
the man had been watching her, and that she was afraid
of him. Indeed, no artifice could conceal so plain a fact.

Of this, however, she would not speak at all. In the
Casino, she went straight to the side of the formidable
Miss Aston, and began to babble some idle excuse for our
delay. McShanus himself was playing at Petits Chevaux
and making the room ring with his exclamations. I
understood that the hour for confidence had passed, and
that the words she had meant to speak to me might go
for ever unspoken.

Was it well that this should be? God knows. The
path of my duty lay clearly marked before me. Not
even the hand of Joan Fordibras must turn me aside
therefrom. I could but hope that time would lift the
shadows and let me see the sun beyond them.

CHAPTER VIIL
WE VISIT AFRICA.
The Voyage of the “White Wings.”

“ANDp what, in Truth’s name, brings ye to such a
shore as this?”

I had been standing to spy out the low African coast,
and had forgotten the very existence of Timothy McShanus
untjl he spoke to me. Just, indeed, his question appeared
to be. Why had I left Europe, my home, my friends, to
visit this desolate No-Man’s-Land, speaking to us as it
did of the ultimate desolation and the far kingdoms of
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solitude? Why had I chosen such a course—and, almost
greater wonder, why was such a man as Timothy McShanus
aboard with me?

We had left Dieppe almost a month ago. The fastest
yacht afloat, as I liked to call our Whiste Wings, had
permitted us to call for a day or two at Gib.,, to put in
at Porto Grande in the Cape de Verde Islands; thence
to cruise almost at our leisure by the great flat African
shore until the hills began to show themselves beyond
the surf, and we knew that we were gazing upon English
land once more. The question “Why?” remained none
the less an enigma to the ship. The men could but call
their employer a crank, and justly marvel at his ideas.
Timothy McShanus alone ventured to exclaim upon them.

“Ye pick me up at Dieppe,” said he, “and tell me
tis a bit of a pleasure voyage. I don’t refuse ye, think-
ing that we will sail away to Spain and twirl a while
with the sefioritas; but divil a sefiorita in all the journey.
Ye dose me with Spanish wine at Gibralthar, and say I
shall keep Christmas in Pall Mall—me that was never
out of London a week but I fell to weeping for me chil-
dren. And here we are in the Old Man’s counthry, and
swim ye must would ye go ashore. Ah, be honest with
a man, Ean, me bhoy. Ye'’re afther something deep, and
none but the little Jap has the secret of it. Say ’tis so,
and I, Timothy, will trust ye to the world’s end.”

“Timothy,” I rejoined, for the time had come when I
must speak openly with him, “you know me well enough
to say that I am neither a fool nor a child. Tl tell you
in a word why I came to Africa. It was to learn who
stole my bronze pearls which Joan Fordibras wore at
Kensington.”

It is never difficult to surprise Timothy McShanus, for
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he is 2 man of many exclamations. I think, however,
that he approached the confines of astonishment that
morning. Turning about, he looked me full in the face
—then placed his immense hand affectionately upon my
shoulder. The measure of his brogue displayed his in-
terest.

“*Tis no jest, Ean?”

“No jest at all, Timothy.”

“Ye believe that the truth is afloat upon the sea?”

“I believe it so much that I have spent a fifth of my
fortune in fitting out this yacht, and will spend three-fifths
more if expenditure will help me to the truth.”

“And there is no man alive but me knows the secret?”

“There is a man and there is a woman. I have told
it to neither. The man is my Japanese servant, from
whom nothing under heaven is hidden. The woman—
for in knowledge she is such—is Joan Fordibras.”

He shook his head as though in a measure disap-
pointed.

“Your Jap is Satan himself I'll not deny him. The
girl’s another matter. ’Tis a maniac the ould gentleman
would be to steal your jewels and to let his daughter
wear ’em under your very nose. Fabos, me bhoy, ye
don’t believe that?”

“T will tell you when the time comes, Timothy. It
should not be far distant. On the other hand, a year
may find me still afloat. Don’t be alarmed, man. I pro-
mise you that the first steamer leaving Cape Town after
our arrival shall carry you to your beloved Pall Mall.
My own duty is plain. I cannot shirk it, let the con-
sequences be what they may. At least, you have had a
pleasant voyage, Timothy?”

“A pleasant voyage and the best of company. Your
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Japanese pitched me across the cabin yesterday for to
show me how they do it in his counthry. Ye have a
Scotchman aboard who makes me cross the Equather in
a kilt, and two' vagabonds from County Cork who tell me
the moon is a staymer on the starboard bow. I play
piquet with ye all day, and ye win the savings of a life-
time—seven pounds, four shillings, and twopence as I'm
a living man. Oh, ’tis a pleasant voyage, sure enough.
And for what, Fabos? You're a magician, could you tell
me that?”

. “No magician at all, Timothy. Put the same question
to me at eight bells to-night, and I may be able to answer
you. If I am not very much mistaken, the smoke of it is
on yonder horizon now. I will tell you when it is safe to
speak—not a minute sooner or later.”

This, perhaps, I said with some warmth of earnestness

which he could not mistake. To be candid, it was ridi-
culous that so small a thing could excite me, and yet
excited I was, as I had not been since the first conception
of my beliefs came to me on the beach at Palling long
months ago. Just a haze of smoke upon the horizon—
just the knowledge that some other ship piloted us in our
course down the southern shores of Africa. That was all
we saw, and yet no man aboard but did not see it with
beating heart and nerves high strung.
. “What do you make of it, Captain Larry?” I asked
that ruddy-faced, unemotional officer, who had come to
my side during the talk. “This is no course for tramps,
is it? You would not expect to meet a liner so near the
shore.”

“Certainly not, sir. If she were a copper ship to
Port Nolloth, she wouldn’t be doing ten knots. Yonder
~ boat’s doing fifteen.”
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“And her course is due south.”

“Is due south, sir.”

“Would you be surprised to hear that she was putting
in to St. Helena Bay?”

“After what you have told me, sir, nothing would sur-
prise me. It’s wonder enough to find any ship here at
all, sir.”

I admitted it to be so. There are no more pleasmg
moments in our lives than those confirming the truth of
some great idea which we have deduced from a certain
set of circumstances. There, upon the far sea, one of
the links of the chain of my conjecture stood revealed.
I had been less than human if my heart had not quickened
at the spectacle.

“Captain,” I said, “the men understand, I think, that
our .object is to find out why that ship visits St. Helena
Bay, and where she is bound when she quits it? The
rest I leave to you—and the engines. If our purpose is
discovered, it will be immediately frustrated. I trust to
your good sense that nothing of the kind shall happen.”

“Nothing of the kind will happen, sir,” he said quietly;
“we are going dead slow already. Mr. Benson has his
instructions.”

I listened to the beat of our powerful engines, and as
he said, they were going dead slow. Scarce a haze of
smoke loomed above our ugly squat funnel. The men
began to talk in low whispers, still watching the black
cloud upon the horizon. That we were following a strange
ship and did not wish to be discovered had been made
known to them all. This in itself was sufficient to whet
a seaman’s appetite for adventure; but when, on the top
of it, Captain Larry called them immediately to gun drill,

The Dsamond Shsp. 5 -
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then, I say, they braced themselves up as true, handy
men with honest work before them.

This drill we had studied together since we left Ushant
behind us. It had been in my mind since the day I
bought the ship of Yarrow, and stipulated for machine
guns fore and aft and a fitted torpedo tube, that the ag-
gressor might, in due time, become the aggrieved. For
this I took with me no fewer than five able seamen who
had served their time in the Naval Reserve and passed
thence with credit. “He who treads upon a snake should
wear thick boots.” The old saying had become my watch-
word, and not forgetting that we set out to spy upon
some of the most dangerous and cunning of the world’s
criminals, I made ready for that emergency.

The night would tell me the truth. Who could won-
der if I waited for the night as a man for the rewards
which months of dreaming had promised him?

CHAPTER IX.
THE NIGHT IS NOT SILENT.
The Justification of Dr. Fabos.

I pNep with McShanus at eight o’clock that night
and played a little piquet with him afterwards. He had
now been admitted to my confidence, and knew a good
deal of that which I surmised. ,

“'Tis your opinion, then,” he had said, “that the men
on yonder ship are going to receive the diamonds stolen
from the mines of Africa? Man, could ye prove it, ’twould
be the sensation of the universe.”

I answered by reminding him of the immense value
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of the diamonds stolen every year from the mines of
Kimberley alone. These, in spite of an astute police and
a supervision passing all experience, make their way ulti-
mately to Europe, and are trafficked in by the less scru-
pulous dealers. How is this to be accounted for? A
similar question would ask how is it possible that stolen
jewels, to the value of some millions of money or there-
abouts, are hidden successfully from the world’s police
every year?

“Timothy,” I said, “I have formed the opinion that
these jewels are hidden upon the sea. This ship we are
following will receive a parcel of stolen diamonds between
here and St. Helena Bay. She will carry them to a larger
vessel now afloat upon the Atlantic. That greater ship,
could you board her, would tell you the story of many
a famous robbery, show the contents of many rifled safes,
enlighten you as to the whereabouts of many a great
jewel now advertised for by the police. I hope that the
day will come when I shall step on the deck of that ship,
and that you will accompany me, Timothy. One thing I
have never doubted—it is my friend’s courage.”

He liked the compliment, and banged the cabin table
with his fist to emphasise it.

“I’d cross mountains to go aboard her,” he said, with
real feeling. “Don’t think ill of me if I doubt ’tis a mare’s
nest ye are afther and that there may be disappointments.
Ye said the night would tell us. Blame nobody if the
night is silent, Ean, me bhoy.”

“It will not be silent, Timothy. Here is Captain Larry
tumbling down the companion to tell us so. He has
come to say that there is a message, and that he has
heard it. Now listen to him.”

Honest Benjamin Larry, true son of Portsmouth de-

s‘
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spite his name, came blundering into the cabin as though
the ship were afire. I had but to take one look at his
bright eyes to know that he was there to justify me, and
to say that the night was eloquent.

“Doctor,” he cried, too excited almost to speak at all,
“please to go up. There’s something happening.”

We raced up the ladder together—McShanus with an
agility that must have spoken of his lost youth. It would
have been then about ten o’clock at night—four bells of
the first watch, as the seamen have it. The night was
intensely dark and void of stars. A long gentle ground
swell lifted the yacht lazily and rolled her as though she
had been a cradle rocked by a loving hand. I perceived
at once that our engines had been stopped and that we
carried no lights. The African shore was hardly visible,
but the thunder of distant surf said that we still hugged
it. The crew themselves were all at the bows. I did not
fail to notice that the machine guns were uncovered and
the magazine hatch already removed.

It really was wonderful how the good fellows acted in
that moment of discovery. Had they been trained upon
the decks of a British man-of-war, I could have looked
neither for a warmer zeal nor a finer prudence. None
spoke aloud or gave tongue to the excitement which pos-
sessed him. Quietly making way for me as I came up,
the great boatswain, whom they called Balaam, pointed
with his fat hand at the scene which engrossed their atten-
tion, and waited for my remarks. Others nodded their
heads expressively. It was as though to say, “The master
is right, after all.” I could have asked no greater com-
pliment.

And what did we see to hold us there engrossed? A
low light flashing upon the water, perhaps the third of a
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mile from our own deck. Other lights from a steamer’s
deck plainly answering the signal. A man needed to be
no wizard to say that a boat had put out from some
harbourage near by, and now exchanged signals with the
steamer we had followed all day. But this was very far
from being all, for as we stood there one of the ships
suddenly turned a search-light upon the boat that came
out to her, and we saw the whole picture, as in vivid
radiance, cast upon the black screen of the night.

There were two vessels, as we had surmised, and one
of them had the shape and the manner of a foreign-built
gunboat. The other seemed to be little more than a sea-
going launch, speedy and snake-like, and carrying no more
than three men. We could plainly see that a rope ladder
had been slung out from the apparent gunboat, and that
one of the hands from the launch meant to go aboard her.
A great cloud of crimson smoke above the funnel of the
larger vessel denoted her preparation for a speedy voyage
and the brief aspect of her call. Indeed, to be precise,
she did not lie-to more than fifteen minutes in all, and
the man who had gone aboard her had already descended
the ladder and had cast the launch off before she dis-
covered our presence and knew that she was watched.

As a flash of light upon a dark horizon, so it hap-
pened. The quivering rays of the great lantern skimming
the limpid sea as it were jestingly on the part of the man
who guided them, fell for an instant upon our decks and
revealed us there as a black shape threatening and un-
declared. Instantly signal guns were fired from the shore;
the lights were extinguished; the after darkness fell im-
penetrably and unrelieved save where the crimson flame
hovered above the gunboat’s funnel. Then for the first
time a voice spoke upon my own yacht, It was that of
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Captain Larry, and he uttered a truth which was plain
to all.

“They’re running due west, sir—to the open sea. It
is as you said it would be.”

. “And will be afterwards, Captain Larry Full steam
ahead, if you please. We must not lose sight of them
again.”

“Whatever it may cost, sir?”

“It will cost nothing, captain.”

To the men I said:

“Fifty pounds apiece, my lads, if you track that
steamer to port.”

They answered me with a ringing cheer and were at
their places in an instant. White Wings began to race
through the water with all the power of the great engines
which drove her. I heard a second signal gun fired
ashore, but could attach no meaning to it. There was no
other light upon our horizon than that of the red loom of
flame which betrayed the gunboat’s course. She was our
goal—and yet not she alone. The ocean had her secrets
to reveal. I did not believe that she could hide them
from me now.

“We have the legs of her, Captain Larry?” I asked
him presently.

“Undoubtedly, sir.”

“And we will be up with her in half an hour?”

“In a quarter if we hold this speed. Mr. Benson is
showing off a bit, you see.”

“Captain Larry,” I said, “they have arms aboard for
certain, and I will risk the life of no man who came to
serve me in ignorance of this. Let Mr. Benson be a
little more discreet. We will keep out of gunshot, if you
please.” .
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“I understand you, sir. And none too early.”

He meant that we were already upon the point of
being within gunshot of the pursued, and he rang down
for “half-speed” as he spoke. The order was not obeyed
a minute too soon. A heavy gun thundered at us presently,
and a shell fell impotently into the sea not a furlong from
the starboard bow. The effect of this upon my crew was
such as words can express with difficulty. It may be
that the scene had been unreal to them until this time;
a vision of which they could make little. But powder and
shot! The poorest intellect of them all understood that,
while as for my genial Irishman, he ducked his head like
an old woman who believes that a tile is falling.

“Ach, divil take them, Fabos! Am I wounded any-
where?”

“It would be somewhere about the pit of the stomach,
Timothy.”

“But ’tis shell they're firing!”

“I will complain about it, Timothy, when we go aboard.”

He was very white—I forgave him for that. Like the
others, he, too, had but little realised what the pursuit of
this unknown ship might cost us, and what pages it might
write in the story of crime. The crashing sound of a
great gun ringing out in the silence of the night brought
the truth to his ears as no words could have done.

“Faith, ’tis little stomach I have for it at all.”

“Would you turn back, Timothy?”

“Not for a thousand sovereigns upon the cabin table.”

The men heard him and gave a great cheer. It was
answered distantly from the racing gunboat, echoed again
by a low sobbing sound as of winds, given back to us by
a murmur of the sea, which already fretted as though at
the far voice of tempest. - A storm had crept upon us
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unseen. We had no eyes. for anything but the black
shape of the gunboat.

“There’s water for your soup, sir,” said the quarter-
master they called Cain. “Begging your pardon for the
liberty, there’s more than a capful of wind coming.”

We scarcely heard him. Captain Larry, more prudent,
went down to his cabin to read the glass, and returned
with a grave face.

“We shall have wind, sir, without a doubt,” he said
to me.

“And what if we do, Larry?”

“Oh, the ship must tell us that.”

“I have no doubt of her. If it were only daylight,
La‘rry__)’

“Ah, sir, if our wishes were sovereigns what fairy god-
mothers we should make.”

“They’ve doused their lights, Larry,” I went on. “The
night is their luck. We may lose them yet, but we shall
find them again if we cross the Atlantic to do it.”

“May I go with you, if it’s twice round the world and
back!”

Loud voices cried “Aye!” to that. The excitement
of the night worked strangely upon the nerves of men
who, like all sailors, were awestruck in the presence of
mystery. Yonder in the trough of a black ocean was the
unknown ship we had set out to seek. The darkness hid
her from us, the sea rose rapidly, the wind had begun to
blow half a gale. No longer could there be any thought
of firing a gun or declaring an open attack upon us.
Each ran for the open and for safety. Our searchlight
showed us an empty waste of trembling waters and a
black hull breasting the swell in cataracts of foam and
spindrift. We doubted if the others would weather the
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night. Anxiety for our own safety became the dominant
factor of our thoughts.

Looking back to that unforgotten night, I have often
wondered at the folly of calculations which had taken so
little thought of Nature and allowed the temper of winds
so small a place in all our reckonings. I confess that
such an arbiter as storm and tempest never once was in
my mind when I planned to search the northern parts of
Cape Colony for an unknown ship and to follow that ship
to her haven in the open Atlanticc. When the gale broke
upon us, a swift cyclonic tempest characteristic of the
southern ocean and her humour, I perceived my folly and
could but laugh sardonically. So near had we been to
that day of discovery of which I had dreamed! And now
we were but a shell of steel tossed impotently amidst a
raging cataract of sounds, swept by a hail of spray, or
carried blindly at the beck of winds. The ship we
pursued appeared to have been lost altogether in the
darkness. It became, for any but a trained sailor, almost
a dangerous thing to remain upon the deck of the White
Wings. The crash of the seas upon our plates was as the
tremor of thunder about a house.

So for the bour we had failed. And who would dare
to speak with confidence of the morrow?

CHAPTER X.
THE VISION OF THE SHIP.
Dy. Fabos proposes to visit the Asores.

I sLepT a little about midnight, being convinced that
the night had written the last word of its story. The
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storm had not abated. A wild wind blew tempestuously
from the south-east, and drove us before it as a leaf be-
fore a winter’s blast. Good ship as my yacht proved to
be, she was like many turbined steamers, a wet boat in a
gale and no friend to the landsman. We shipped heavy
seas persistently, and drove our bull’s nose wildly into
mountains of seething foam. Even the hardy crew com-
plained of her; while my poor friend Timothy McShanus
implored me, for the love of God, to throw him over-
board.

“Was it for this I left the home of me fathers?” he
asked me pitifully when I entered the cabin where he lay.
“Is this the land of milk and honey to which ye would
take me? Stop the ship, I tell ye, and put me ashore.
Let me die among the naygroes. Kill me with laudanum.
Man, I'll thank ye to have done it. I'll call ye the best
friend that Timothy McShanus ever had.”

Poor fellow! His groans were in my ears when I fell
to sleep. His was the voice which reproached me when
I awoke. That would have been about three o’clock of
the morning, I suppose. Dawn was breaking furtively in
an ink-black sky. The swaying of a lamp in the gimbals,
the swish of water against the cabin walls told me that
the gale had somewhat abated. I asked McShanus if he
had waked me, and he answered that the captain had
been down to call me to the deck.

“Put Timothy McShanus ashore and let the naygroes
devour him,” he said; and then, almost with tears in his
eyes, “Man, the last of me has been given up. I'm no
more than a hollow drum for sport to bate upon. Bury
me where the shamrock grows. Say ’twas the ups and
downs that did for this same McShanus.”

I spoke what cheer I could, and went on deck as the
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captain had asked me. Abel, the quarter-master, stood
at the wheel, and all our officers were with Larry upon
the bridge. The sea still ran high, but the wind had
moderated. I perceived a sky that was black and thun-
derous to leeward, but clearing in the sun’s path. There
were wonderful lights upon the raging waters—beams of
gold and grey and green interweaved and superb in their
weirdness. The waves ran high, but with less power in
their assault; and though a fine rain was falling, the mea-
sure of it became less with every minute that passed.
These things I observed almost as I stepped from the
companion hatch. But it was not until I stood side by
side with Captain Larry upon the bridge that I knew why
he had summoned me.

He turned as I mounted.the ladder, and helped me
up with an icy cold hand. The little group there, I
thought, seemed awed and afraid to speak. Larry him-
self merely pointed with his hand to a sailing ship sagging
heavily in the swell, perhaps half a mile from our port
quarter. The glass which he put into my hand helped
me but little, so dense was the spray upon its lens. I
could, at the first glance, make little of the spectacle save
that the ship had four masts, was of unusual size, and
seemed to be standing well up to the gale, although her
masts were bare. For the rest, she might have been any
ship you like bound from Europe to “down under,” and
thence returning by Cape Horn. I told Larry as much,
and then looked at the stranger again. Undoubtedly
there was something queer about her. Yet what it was a
landsman might well have been unable to say.

“Well, Larry, and what do you make of it now?” I
asked the captain presently. Had I not known him too
well, his answer would have made me doubt his sanity.
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“I think she is the ship you are seeking, sir.” -
. I took up the glass without a word, and focussed it
upon the deck of the sailing ship. Not a living soul could be
discerned there. It might have been a derelict buffeted
at hazard about the great Atlantic waste. And yet the
vessel appeared to hold a steady course. Behind it my
quick eye detected a wake of water such as is left by the
propeller of a steamer. There were black objects at the
bows which, in sober reason, might have been given the
shape of machine guns. These things I was almost afraid
to admit aloud. The idea that came to me had been
purchased at a heavy price. I felt that I could share it
with none.

“She is a sailing ship, Larry,” I said, “and yet not
a sailing ship.”

“Far from it, sir.’ Yon s no sallmg ship.”

“You are thinking that she is fitted with auxﬂlary
steam?”

“I am thinking that she has enough arms on board
to serve a cruiser of the line. Machine guns fore and aft
and big stuff amidships. The masts are all blarney, sir,
or Pm a Dutchman. That vessel’s heavily engined, and
we may thank God we’re the fastest yacht afloat. If there
were less sea running they would have fired at us already.”

“You mean it, Larry?”

“As true as there’s blue sky above, sir, yonder ship
will sink us if we stand by. I'm telling you what I see
with an old sailor’s eyes. Ten minutes ago, we came on
her suddenly out of the mists. She had fifty men on her
poop then, and one dead man she put overboard. The
sound of a gun they were firing called my attention to
her. I saw a group of hands on the quarter-deck, and
one shot down in cold blood. They put him overboard
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and then discovered us. What happens then? The men
go out of sight like so many spiders to their webs. The
ship is navigated, heaven knows how. She keeps by us,
and wants to know our business. I signal to them and no
man answers. What shall I make of that, sir?”

I answered him without a moment’s hesitation.

“You will make full speed ahead, Larry—now, this
instant, let the yacht do what she can.”

He rang the order down to the engineers, and White
Wings began to race as a human thing over the great
seas which swept upward toward the equator. The words
were not spoken a moment too soon. Even as the bells
rang out, a shell came hurtling after us from the great
gun Larry’s clever eyes had discerned upon the deck of
the unknown vessel. It fell far ahead of us—a reckless,
unmeaning threat, and yet one which Fate ironically might
have turned to our destruction. A second and a third
followed it. We stood as though spell-bound, the spindrift
half blinding us, the monster seas surging upon our decks
in cataracts of clear water. Would they hit us, or should
we be lost in the curtain of the storm? I claim no better
courage in that moment of the ordeal than the good fel-
lows who closed about me were so ready to display. We
raced from death together, and numbered the minutes
which stood between us and our salvation. No thought
or deed of our own could help us. The good yacht alone
would answer for our lives.

Now, this strange pursuit lasted, I suppose, a full ten
minutes. That it came to a premature end must be set
down to the immense speed of which the White Wings
was capable, and the force of the gale which still raged
about us. We had, indeed, now caught the tail end of
the hurricane, the outer edge of the storm cycle; and im-
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mediately it enveloped us, a darkness as of intensest.night
came down upon the waters. Turbulent waves, foaming
and angry at their crests, deeply hollowed and black below,
rolled northward in monster seas of towering grandeur,
each threatening us with the menace of disaster, but
passing impotently as we rose at its approach and were
hurled onward to the depths. The sound of the rushing
wind became terrible to hear. Unseen armies of the
ether clashed and thundered above our heads. The rain
of the spindrift cut our faces as with a whip. We held a
course with difficulty, and must instantly have been lost
to the view of those upon the pursuing ship.

A full hour elapsed, I suppose, before the storm spent
itself. Swiftly as it had come upon us, so swiftly it passed,
leaving an aftermath of glorious sunshine and sweet,
clear air, and a sea deliciously green and fresh. Not a
trace of any other ship could we now espy upon the
horizon. We steamed the hither ocean alone, and the
memory of the night was as that of a vision moribund, of
sights and sounds of sleep to be mocked and forgotten at
the dawn. So reason would have had it, but reason is
rarely a sailor’s friend. If my men had made nothing of
the unknown ships, of the shell they had fired, and the
deeper mysteries they spoke of, none the less I knew that
the fo’castle would resound presently with the talk of it,
and that even my officers would recount that strange ex-
perience by many a fireside yet unbuilt. For myself, my
duty had become plain to me. Until I had set foot upon -
the deck of the Diamond Ship (for this I called her hence-
forth) I had no place ashore, nor must think of my leisure
at all. A man apart, I did not shrink from that lonely
vigil. The mystery of it beckoned me, the excitement
challenged my intellect to such a combat as the mind -
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must love. I would go on to the end, and no man should
turn me from my purpose.
* * * *

Now, our course had been Northward during these
exciting hours; but as the day wore on, we set it full
N.N.W. Captain Larry alone upon the ship knew my
determination to sail from the African coast to Santa Maria
in the Azores. I gave him no reason, nor did he ask one.
He understood that my purpose was worthy of him and
the yacht, and obeyed me unquestioningly. As for the
men, they had been engaged for a service which they
knew to have some measure of risk in it. A scale of pay
beyond anything expected from the master of a yacht
tempered their criticism and rewarded their fidelity. This
I will say for them, that they were seamen, brave beyond
the common, from the burly boatswain Balaam to the beef-
faced cabin boy we had christened Nimbles. If they
called my ship “a police boat,” I did not resent the term.
I think that they had come to have some affection and
respect for me; and I would have wagered my fortune
upon their loyalty. To such men it mattered little whether
our head lay to the North or to the South. The mystery
held their interest; they admitted that they had never
known brighter days at sea.

There remained my poor Timothy McShanus. Good
soul, how his heart warmed to the sunshine! And who
would have hailed the Timothy of storm and of tempest
‘when upon the second night of our Northward voyage he
dressed himself to dine with me in the exquisite little
saloon my builders had designed for the White Wings?
The sea had ebbed down by this time to the stillness of
a great inland lake. The moonbeams upon the sleeping
water shone with an ethereal radiance of light filtered as
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it were in a mesh of mirrors. Scarce a breath of wind
stirred the awnings of the deck or was caught by the gap-
ing cowls. The yacht moved with that odd gliding motion
a turbine engine ensures. We appeared to be running
over the unctuous swell as a car upon well-laid rails. The
sounds of the night were of steam hissing and valves at
a suction and shafts swiftly revolving. The decks trembled
at the voice of speed; the movement of the vessel was
that of a living, breathing entity, pitted against the majesty
of spaces and conquering them.

Be sure that Timothy McShanus came in to dinner on
such a night as this. He had found his sea-legs and his
appetite, and soup, fish, and bird disappeared like one
o’clock. To watch him drink *89 Bollinger from a Venetian
tumbler might have inspired even the gods to thirst.
Groomed to the last hair upon a time-worn scalp, Timothy
would have served well for the model of an Englishman
of the ’sixties as Paris used to see him.

. “By the holy soul of Christopher Columbus, ’‘tis a
rare seaman I am,” he said, as' we went up above to take
our coffee and cigars under the shelter of the awning.
“Ask me to point out the terrestrial paradise, and the
yacht White Wings will I name to ye. Ah, don’t talk to
me of yesterday. 'Twas a bit of the touch of neuralgia
I had, and keeping to me bed for security.”

“You wanted them to throw you overboard, Timothy.”

“The divil I did—and phwat for, if not to lighten the
ship in the storm? ’Tis a Jonah I would be, and three
days in the belly of the whale. Man, ’twould make a
taytotaler of Bacchus himself.”

He lighted a cigar of prodigious length, and fell for
awhile to practical observations upon the sea and sky and
the ship which were of interest to none but himself. By-
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and-bye they would appear in the columns of the Dasly
Shuffler. 1 begged of him to be less Dantesque and more
practical, and presently, becoming quite serious, he spoke
of the Diamond Ship.

“Phwat the blazes does it all mean. Ean, me bhoy?
A ship in such a hurry that she fires a shot at ye for
looking at her. Larry has told me the story, and, by me
sowl, ’tis astonishing. When I return to London next
month——"

“You are contemplating a return then, Timothy?”

“Faith, would ye have so much ganius buried in the
Doldrums?”

“We shall have to pick up a liner and put you
aboard,” said I

He set his cup down with a bang and looked at me
as though I had done him an injury.

“'Tis to the British Isles ye are bound. Would ye
deny it?”

“I do deny it, Timothy. We are bound to the Island
of Santa Maria in the Azores.”

“For phwat the divil——”

But this masterly sentence he never finished. I could
see that he was thinking deeply. Presently he settled
himself in his chair and began to talk almost as one
communing with himself.

“He takes me from London, me that is an orphan
and has buried three wives. He puts me on the sea and
shows me a wild man’s country. Ach, ’tis a wonderful
man, me friend Fabos, and none like unto him. As a
lamb to the shearing do I thread in his footsteps.”

“Rather an old sheep, Timothy, is it not?”

He brushed the objection aside, and apostrophising

The Diamond Ship. 6
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the stars in that grandiose style he had learned from
ancient melodrama, he exclaimed:

“Woman eternal, the crimes that are committed in
your name.”

“Do you mean to say——"

“I mean to say that ye are going to the Azores to
see her.”

“Joan Fordibras?”

“No other. Joan Fordibras. The little divil of a
shepherdess in the red dress. Ye are going to see her.
Deny it not. Ye are risking much to see her—your duty.
which bought ye this ship, the knowledge ye have learned
out of Africa, the story ye would tell to the British Govern-
ment. Ye are losing these because of the shepherdess. Il
deny it, Ean Fabos, when ye tell me it is not true.”

“Then deny it now, Timothy. I am going to the
Azores because I believe that a house there can finish the
story which the sea has begun. That is the whole truth
of it. There are men afloat in a ship, Timothy, who hide
some of the world’s greatest criminals and their plunder
from the police of all cities. That is what I had supposed,
and this voyage has gratified my supposition. I am going
to the Azores to meet some of these men face to face——"

“And Joan Fordibras?”

“I hope from my heart thatIshall never see her again.”

“Ye hope nothing of the kind, man. ’Tis lurking in
yer heart the thought that ye will see and save her. I
honour ye for it. I would not turn ye from your purpose
for a fortune upon the table, poor divil of a man that I
am. Go where ye will, Ean Fabos, there’s one that will
go with ye to the world’s end and back again and say
that friendship sent him.”

“Then I am not to put you on a liner, Timothy?”
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“May that same ship rot on verdurous reefs.”

“But you are risking your life, man.”

He stood up and flicked the ash of his cigar into
the sea.

“Yon is life,” he said, “a little red light in the houses
of our pleasure, and then the ashes on the waters. Ean,
me bhoy, I go with you to Santa Maria——"

We smoked awhile in silence. Presently he asked me
how I came to think of the Azores at all, and why I ex-
pected to find Joan Forbibras upon the island of Santa
Maria.

“Did she speak of it at Dieppe, by any chance?” he
asked me. )

“Not a word,” said I

“General Fordibras would have let it slip?”

“Nothing of the kind.”

“Then, how the blazes——?”

“Timothy,” I said, “when we dined with Joan Fordi-
bras at Dieppe, her chaperone, the elderly but engaging
Miss Aston, carried a letter in her hand.”

“Indade, and she did.”

«] saw the stamp upon it, Timothy.”

He raised his eyes to heaven.

“God save all wicked men from Ean Fabos,” he ex-
claimed.

But I had only told him the truth, and but for that
letter the lady carried, the high seas might yet embosom
the secret of the Diamond Ship.

e*
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CHAPTER XL
DEAD MAN’S RAFT.
The Voyage to the Asores and an Epistle.

So the desire of every man on board the Wste Wings
became that of making the port of Santa Maria without
the loss of a single day. When our prudent Captain in-
sisted that we must call at Porto Grande to coal, I believe
that we regarded him as guilty of an offence against our
earnestness. The fever of the quest had infected the very
firemen in the stoke-hold. My men spent the sunny days
peering Northward as though the sea would disclose to
them sights and sounds beyond all belief wonderful. They
would have burned their beds if by such an act the course
had been held.

For my own part, while the zeal flattered me, there
were hours of great despondency and, upon that, of silent
doubt which no optimism of others could atone for. Reflect
how ill-matched were the links in the chain I had forged
and how little to be relied upon. A dead man upon a
lonely shore; a woman wearing my stolen pearls in a Lon-
don ball-room; the just belief that diamonds smuggled
from the mines of South Africa were hidden upon the
high seas; the discovery of a great ship, drifting like a
phantom derelict in the waste of the South Atlantic
Ocean! This was the record. If I judged that the island
of Santa Maria could add to it, the belief was purely sup-
posititious. I went there as a man goes to an address
which may help him in a quest. He may find the house
empty or tenanted, hostile or friendly; but, in any case,
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he is wise to go and to answer the question for himself,
for no other can take the full measure of that respon-
sibility.

We were delayed awhile at Porto Grande waiting for
coal, and after that, sparing our engines as much as
possible, we set a drowsy course almost due North, and
upon the third day we were within fifty miles of that
island of our hopes—Santa Maria in the Azores. I am
not likely to forget either the occasion or the circumstance
of it. The month was November, the hour eleven o’clock
in the forenoon watch, the morning that of Saturday, the
nineteenth day of the month. Despite the season of the
year, a warm sun shone down upon us almost with tropic
heat. Captain Larry was in his cabin preparing for the
midday observation; the quartermaster Cain was at the
wheel; Balaam, the boatswain, sat against the bulwarks
amidships, knitting a scarf for his throat; my virile friend,
McShanus, had gone below to “soak in the cold water,”
as he put it. My own occupation was that of reading for
the third time that very beautiful book—Maeterlinck’s
“Life of the Bee,” and I was wondering anew at the
master knowledge of Nature it displayed when the second
officer sent down word from the bridge that he would like
to speak with me. Understanding that he did not wish
to call the Captain from the cabin, I went up immediately
and discovered him not a little excited about a black ob-
ject drifting with the wind at a distance, it may be, of a
third of a mile from the ship. This he pointed out to
me, and handing me the glass, he asked me what I made
of it.

“It’s a raft, Andrews,” I said—for that was the second
officer’s name—*“a raft, and there are men upon it.”

“Exactly as I thought, sir. It is a raft, and there
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are men upon it—but not living men, I fear. I have been
watching it for a good ten minutes, and I am sure of what
I say. Yon poor fellows will never sail a ship again.”

I lifted the glass again and spied out the raft with a
new interest. Clearly, it was not a safety raft such as is
carried by most steamships nowadays; indeed, it appeared
to be a very rude structure made of rough planks lashed
together at hazard. So far as I could count them, there
were seven bodies made fast by ropes to this uncouth
structure, but the seas broke over them continually, and I
waited some moments before I observed that the clothes
of the men were but rags, and that two of the poor fellows
at least were almost entirely immersed and must have been
drowned as we looked at them, if their deaths had not
occurred long weeks ago.

“That’s a fearful thing, Andrews,” I exclaimed, re-
turning him the glass. “Of course, we shall go and see
what we can do.”

“I have already altered the course two points, sir,” he
said.

“Will you send a boat, do you think?”

“Ah, sir, that’s for you to say. If you think it wise
that the men should know, remembering what a sailor is,
then a boat by all means.”

“That is to be considered. If these poor fellows are
really dead——"

“They have been dead many weeks, sir. What’s more,
no shipwreck put them in that position.”

“Good God! Do you mean to say that they have
been murdered!”

“Ah, that’s not for me to decide, Dr. Fabos. Look
at the way they are lashed aboard there. Did their own
hands do that? Tl wager all I've got against it. They
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were tied up like that and then sent adrift. It’s plain
. enough without the glass, and the glass makes it sure.”

Be it said that we were steaming some fifteen knots an
hour by this time, and had come almost within a biscuit
toss of the raft. The foreward look-out had been warned
to say nothing, and Abel, the quartermaster, took his cue
from the officer of the watch. So it came about that we
passed by the dreadful spectacle and remained as a crew
almost ignorant of it. Indeed, knowing how easily seamen
are depressed, I was thankful that it should have been so.
The poor fellows upon the raft must have been dead for
some weeks. Two of them were little more than human
skeletons. The others were washed by every wave that
broke over the hellish contrivance of ropes and planks to
which they had been tied. I doubted no longer my
officer’s supposition, horrible as it was to believe. Neither
peril of the sea nor accident of destiny had sent those
men to a death unnameable. I knew that they had been
foully murdered, and that he who had thus dealt with
them was the man I had set out to seek.

“We cannot help them, Andrews,” I exclaimed. “Let
us keep our secret. The day may not be distant when
the man shall share it with me. It would be something
to have lived for—even to avenge that!”

Hardly could he answer me. Terror of the voyage,
and upon terror a fierce delight, had rapidly become the
guiding impulses of my crew. They would have sailed
with me to the world’s end now, and made no complaint.
It remained for me, I said, not to betray them, even for
the sake of a woman worthy of a man’s love.

—————
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CHAPTER XIL
SANTA MARIA.

Dr. Fabos leaves the Yackt, *“ White Wings.”

You should know that Santa Maria is an island of the
Azores group standing at the extreme south-east of the
Archipelago and being some thirty-eight square miles in
extent. Its harbour, if such it can be called, is at Villa
do Porto, where there is a pleasant, if puny, town, and a
little colony of prosperous Portuguese merchants. Of an-
chorage for ships of considerable burden there is none
worth speaking of. Those who ship goods to the island
send them first to the neighbouring port of St. Michaels,
whence they are transferred in small boats to Villa do
Porto. The land is spoken of as very fertile and rich in
wheat-growing soil. So much I learnt from the books be-
fore I visited it. That which my own eyes showed me I
will here set down.

Now, we had always intended to make Santa Maria
after sundown, and it was quite dark when we espied the
island’s lights, shining over the water like the lanterns of
a fishing fleet. A kindly breeze blew at that time from
the south-west, and little sea was running. As we drew
near to the land, the silence of an unspoken curiosity fell
upon the men. Some whisper of talk had gone about
that the “Master” would land at Villa do Porto, and that
only the Japanese, Okyada, would accompany him. I
knew that the good fellows were itching to speak out and
to say that they believed me to be little less than a mad-
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man. So much had already been intimated by honest
McShanus, and had been answered in the cabin below.

“Fabos, ye have more wits than the common, and Il
believe no fool’s tale of ye,” he had said. “Good God,
if your own story is true, ye'd be safer in a lion’s den
than in yon menagerie of thieves. What's to forbid the
men accompanying ye? ’Tis my society that may be dis-
agreeable to ye, perhaps. Faith, I want no man to insult
me twice, nor will I stop in the yacht of the one who
does so, though it were as big as Buckingham Palace and
the Horse Guards thrown in.”

I clapped him kindly on the shoulder and told him
not to be a fool. If I asked him to remain on board the
White Wings, that was for my safety’s sake.

“Timothy,” I said, “your coat is picturesque, but I
refuse to tread upon the tail of it. Don’t be a choleric
ass. And understand, man, that as long as the yacht
stands out to sea and has my good friends aboard, I am
as safe as your maiden aunt in a four-wheeled cab. .Let
any harm come to me, and you know what you are to do.
This ship will carry you straight to Gibraltar, where you
will deliver my letters to Admiral Harris and act there-
after as he shall tell you. I do not suppose that there
will be the slightest necessity for anything of the kind.
These people are always cowards. I have a strong card
to play, and it will be played directly I go ashore. Be
quite easy about me, Timothy. I am in no hurry to get
out of this world, and if I thought that by going ashore
yonder my departure would be hastened, not all the men
in Europe would persuade me to the course.”

“And that’s to say nothing of the other sex,” he re-
joined a little savagely. “Now, don’t you know that Joan
Fordibras is ashore there?”
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“I think it very unlikely, Timothy.”

“Ah, to blazes with the pretty face of her! When
shall we have the news of you?” '

“Every day at sundown. Let the pinnace be at the
mole. If not that, stand off for a signal, We will arrange
it to-morrow night. You shall come ashore and dine with
me when I know how the land lies. To-night I must go
alone, old friend.”

He assented with great reluctance. The men had al-
ready manned the lifeboat and were waiting for me. We
lay, perhaps, a full mile from the port, and had no pilot
other than the Admiralty chart; but the kindness of the
night befriended us, and when the half of an hour had
passed, I stood safe and well in the streets of Villa do
Porto and my Japanese servant was at my side. This
would have been about the hour of nine o’clock. Such
life as the little place can show was then at its height,
and I confess not without its charm. Had I been asked
to describe the scene, I would have said that it reminded
me not a little of the Italian lakes. Shrubs and trees and
flowers before the houses spoke in their turn of the tropics;
the air was heavy with the perfume of a Southern garden;
the atmosphere moist and penetrating, but always warm.
Knowing absolutely nothing of the place, I turned to an
officer of the Customs for guidance. Where was the best
hotel, and how did one reach it? His answer astonished
me beyond all expectation.

“The best hotel, sefior,” he said, “is the Villa San
Jorge. Am I wrong in supposing that you are the English-
man for whom General Fordibras is waiting?”

I concealed my amazement with what skill I could,
and said that I was delighted to hear that General For-
dibras had returned from Europe. If the intimation alarmed
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me, I would not admit as much to myself. These people,
then, knew of my movements since I had quitted Dieppe?
They expected me to visit Santa Maria! And this was as
much as to say that Joan Fordibras had been their in-
strument, though whether a willing or an unconscious in-
strument I could not yet determine. The night would
show me—the night whose unknown fortunes I had re-
solved to confront, let the penalty be what it might.

“I will go up to the Villa at once,” I said to the
Customs officer. “If a carriage is to be had, let them
get it ready without loss of time.”

He replied that the Villa San Jorge lay five miles from
the town, on the slope of the one inconsiderable mountain
which is the pride of the island of Santa Maria. It would
be necessary to ride, and the General had sent horses.
He trusted that I would bring my servants, as they would
be no embarrassment to his household. The cordiality of
the message, indeed, betrayed an anxiety which carried
its own warning. I was expected at the house and my
host was in a hurry. Nothing could be more ominous.

“Does the General have many visitors from Europe?”
I asked the officer.

“A great many sometimes,” was the reply; “but he is
not always here, sefior. There are months together when
we do not see him—so much the worse for us.”

«“Ah! a benefactor to the town, I see.”

“A generous, princely gentleman, Excellency—and
his daughter quite a little queen amongst us.”

“Is she now at the Villa San Jorge?”

“She arrived from Europe three days ago, Excellency.”

I had-nothing more to ask, and without the loss of a
moment I delivered my dressing-bag to the negro servant
who approached me in the General’s name, and mounted
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the horse which a smart French groom led up to me.
Okyada, my servant, being equally well cared for, we set
off presently from the town, a little company, it may be,
of a dozen men, and began to ride upward toward the
mountains. A less suspicious man, one less given to re-
mark every circumstance, however trivial, would have found
the scene entirely delightful. The wild, tortuous mountain
path, the clear sky above, the glittering rocks becoming
peaks and domes of gold in the moonbeams, the waving
torches carried by negroes, Portuguese, mulattoes, men of
many nationalities who sang a haunting native chant as
they went—here, truly, was the mask of romance if not
its true circumstance. But I had eyes rather for the men
themselves, for the arms they carried, the ugly knives, the
revolvers that I detected in the holsters. Against what
perils of that simple island life were these weapons in-
tended? Should I say that these men were assassins, and
that I had been decoyed to the island to be the subject
of a vulgar and grotesquely imprudent crime? I did not
believe it. The anchor light of the White Wings, shining
across the water, stood for my salvation. These men dare
not murder me, I said. I could have laughed aloud at
their display of impotent force.

I say that we followed a dangerous path up the hill-
side; but anon this opened out somewhat, and having
crossed a modern bridge of iron above a considerable
chasm, the forbidding walls of which the torches showed
me very plainly—having passed thereby, we found our-
selves upon a plateau, the third of a mile across, perhaps,
and having for its background the great peak of the
mountain itself. How the land went upon the seaward
side I could not make out in the darkness; but no sooner
had we passed the gates than I observed the lights of a
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house shining very pleasantly across the park; and from
the cries the men raised, the hastening paces of the
horses, and the ensuing hubbub, I knew that we had
reached our destination, and that this was the home of
General Fordibras.

Five minutes later, the barking of hounds, the sudden
flash of light from an open door, and a figure in the
shadows gave us welcome to the Villa San Jorge. I dis-
mounted from my horse and found myself face to face,
not with Hubert Fordibras, but with his daughter Joan.

She was prettily dressed in a young girl’s gown of
white, but one that evidently had been built in Paris. I
observed that she wore no jewellery, and that her manner
was as natural and simple as I might have hoped it to be.
A little shyly, she told me that her father had been called
to the neighbouring island of St. Michaels, and might not
return for three days.

“And isn’t it just awful?” she said, the American
phrase coming prettily enough from her young lips. “Isn’t
it awful to think that I shall have to entertain you all
that long while?”

I answered her that if my visit were an embarrass-
ment, I could return to the yacht immediately—that I
had come to see her father, and that my time was my
own. To all of which she replied with one of those ex-
pressive and girlish gestures which had first attracted
me toward her—just an imperceptible shrug of the
shoulders and a pretty pout of protest.

“Why, if you would like to go back, Dr. Fabos——"

“Don’t say so. I am only thinking of your troubles.”

“Then, you do want to stay?”

“Frankly, I want to stay.”
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“Then come right in. And pity our poor cook, who
expected you an hour ago.”

“Really, you should not——"

“What! starve a man who has come all the way from
Europe to see us?”

“Well, I'll confess to a mountain appetite, then. You
can tell the General how obedient you found me.”

“You shall tell him for yourself. Oh, don’t think you-
are going away from him in a hurry. People never do
who come to the Villa San Jorge. They stop weeks and
months. It’s just like heaven, you know—if you know
what heaven is like. We have given you ‘Bluebeard’s
room,” because of the cupboard in it—but you may look
inside if you like. Let General Washington show you the
way up this minute.”

“And my servant? I hope he won’t give any trouble.
He’s a Jap, and he lives on rice puddings. If he is in
your way, don’t hesitate to say so.”

“How could he be in the way? Besides, my father
quite expected him.”

“He said so?”

“Yes, and an Irish gentleman—what was his name?
The one who made love to Miss Aston at Dieppe. She’s
upstairs now, reading about the Kings of Ireland. -The
Irish gentleman told her of the book. Why, Dr. Fabos,
as if you didn’t know! Of course, he made love to her.”

“In an Irish way, I hope. Perhaps we’ll have him
ashore to-morrow—though I fear he will be a disappoint-
ment. His lovemaking consists largely of quotations from
his stories in Pretty Bits. 1 have heard him so often.
There are at least two hundred women in the world who
are the only women he has ever loved. Put not your
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faith in Timothy—at least, beg of Miss Aston to remember
that he comes of a chivalrous but susceptible race.”

“How dare I intrude upon her dream of happiness?
She has already furnished the drawing-room—in imagina-
tion, you know.”

“Then let her dream that Timothy has upset the lamp,
and that the house is on fire.”

We laughed together at the absurdity of it, and then
I followed a huge mulatto, whom she called General
Washington, upstairs to a room they had prepared for
me. The house, as much as I could see of it, appeared
to be a bungalow of considerable size, but a bungalow
which splayed out at its rear into a more substantial
building carrying an upper storey and many bedrooms
there. My own room was furnished in excellent taste,
but without display. The American fashion of a bath-
room adjoining the bedroom had been followed, and not
a bath-room alone, but a delightful little sitting-room com-
pleted a luxurious suite. Particularly did I admire the
dainty painting of the walls (little paper being used at
Santa Maria by reason of the damp), the old English
chintz curtains, and the provision of books both in the
sitting and bedroom. Very welcome also were the many
portable electric lamps cunningly placed by the bedside
and upon dainty Louis XV. tables; while the fire re-
minded me of an English country house and of the com-
fort looked for there.

In such a pretty bedroom I made a hasty change,
and hearing musical bells below announcing that supper
was ready, I returned to the hall where Joan Fordibras
awaited me. The dining-room of the Villa San Jorge had
the modern characteristics which distinguished the upper
chambers. There were well-known pictures here, and old
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Sheffield plate upon the buffet. The chairs were American,
and a little out of harmony with some fine Spanish maho-
gany and a heavy Persian carpet over the parquet. This
jarring note, however, did not detract from the general
air of comfort pervading the apartment, nor from its ap-
pearance of being the daily living room of a homely
family. Indeed, had one chosen to name the straight-
backed Miss Aston for its mistress and Joan Fordibras for
the daughter of the house, then the delusion was com-
plete and to be welcomed. None the less could I tell
myself that it might harbour at that very moment some
of the greatest villains that Europe had known, and that
the morrow might report my own conversation to them.
Never for one instant could I put this thought from me.
It went with me from the hall to the table. It embar-
rassed me while I discussed New York and Paris and
Vienna with the “learned woman” basely called the
chaperone; it touched the shoulder of my mind when
Joan Fordibras’s eyes—those Eastern languorous eyes-—
were turned upon me, and her child’s voice whispered
some nonsense in my ears. A house of criminals and
the greatest receiver in the story of crime for one of its
masters! So I believed then. So, to-day, I know that
the truth stood.

Our talk at the table was altogether of frivolous things.
Not by so much as a look did Mistress Joan recall to me
the conversation, intimate and outspoken, which had
passed between us at Dieppe. I might have been the
veriest dreamer to remember it all—the half-expressed
plea for pity on her part, the doubt upon mine. How
could one believe it of this little coquette, prattling of the
theatres of Paris, the shops of Vienna, or the famous
Sherrys of New York. Had we been a supper party at
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the Savoy, the occasion could not have been celebrated
with greater levity. Of the people’s history, I learned
absolutely nothing at all that I did not know already.
They had a house on the banks of the Hudson River, an
apartment in Paris; in London they always stayed at
hotels. General Fordibras was devoted to his yacht. Miss
Aston adored Jane Austen, and considered the Imperial
Theatre to be the Mecca of all good American ladies.
Nonsense, I say, and chiefly immaterial nonsense. But
two facts came to me which I cared to make a note of.
The first of them dealt with Joan Fordibras’s departure
from Dieppe and her arrival at Santa Maria.

“My, I was cross,” she exclaimed & propos, “just to
think that one might have gone on to Aix!”

“Then you left Dieppe in a hurry?” I commented.

She replied quite unsuspectingly:

“They shot us into the yacht like an expressed trunk.
I was in such a temper that I tore my lace dress all to
pieces on the something or other. Miss Aston, she looked
daggers. I don’t know just how daggers look, but she
looked them. The Captain said he wouldn’t have to blow
the siren if she would only speak up.”

“My dear Joan, whatever.are you saying? Captain
Doubleday would never so forget himself. He sent roses
to my cabin directly I went on board.”

“Because he wanted you to help navigate the ship,
cousin. He said you were a born seaman. Now, when
I go back to London———"

“Are you returning this winter?” I asked with as
much indifference as I could command. She shook her
head sadly.

“We never know where my father is going. It’s always

The Diamond Ship. 7
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rush and hurry except when we are here at Santa Maria.
And there’s no one but the parish priest to flirt with. I
tried so hard when we first came here—such a funny
little yellow man, just like 2 monkey. My heart was half
broken when Cousin Emma cut me out.”

“Cousin Emma ”—by whom she indicated the masculine
Miss Aston—protested loudly for the second time, and
again the talk reverted to Europe. I, however, had two
facts which I entered in my notebook directly I went up-
stairs. And this is the entry that I made:

“(1) Joan Fordibras left Dieppe at a moment’s notice.
Ergo, her departure was the direct issue of my own.

“(2) The General’s yacht put out to sea, but returned
when I had left. Ergo, his was not the yacht which I
had followed to South Africa.”

These facts, I say, were entered in my book when I
had said good night to Joan, and left her at the stair’s
foot—a merry, childish figure, with mischief in her eyes
and goodwill toward me in her words. Whatever purpose
had been in the General’s mind when he brought her to
Santa Maiia, she, I was convinced, knew nothing of it.
To me, however, the story was as clear as though it had
been written in a master book.

“They hope that I will fall in love with her and be-
come one of them,” I said. Such an idea was worthy of
the men and their undertaking. I foresaw ripe fruit of
it, and chiefly my own salvation and safety for some days
at least.

Willingly would I play a lover’s part if need be. “It
should not be difficult,” I said, “to call Joan Fordibras
my own, or to tell her those eternal stories of love and
homage of which no woman has yet grown weary!”
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CHAPTER XIIIL
THE CAVE IN THE MOUNTAIN.

Dyr. Fabos makes Himself acquainted with the Villa San Jorge.

Joan had spoken of a Bluebeard’s cupboard in my
bedroom. This I opened the moment I went up to bed.
It stood against the outer wall of the room, and plainly
led to some apartment or gallery above. The lock of the
inner door, I perceived, had a rude contrivance of wires
attached to it. A child would have read it for an ancient
alarm set there to ring a bell if the door were opened. I
laughed at his simplicity, and said that, after all, General
Fordibras could not be a very formidable antagonist. He
wished to see how far my curiosity would carry me in his
house, and here was an infantile device t8 discover me.
I took a second glance at it, and dismissed it from my
mind.

I had gone up to bed at twelve o’clock, I suppose,
and it was now nearly half an hour after midnight. A
good fire of logs still burned in the grate, a hand lamp
with a crimson shade stood near by my bed. Setting this
so that I could cast a shadow out upon the verandah, I.
made those brisk movements which a person watching
without might have interpreted as the act of undressing,
and then, extinguishing the light and screening the fire, I
listened for the footsteps of my servant, Okyada. No cat
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could tread as softly as he; no Indian upon a trail could
step with more cunning than this soft-eyed, devoted,
priceless fellow. I had told him to come to me at a
quarter to one, and the hands of the watch were still upon
the figures when the door opened inch by inch, and he
appeared, a spectre almost invisible, a pair of glistening
eyes, of white-laughing teeth—Okyada, the invincible, the
uncorruptible.

“What news, Okyada?”

He whispered his answer, every word sounding as
clearly in my ears as the notes of a bell across a drowsy
river.

“There is that which you should know, master. He
is here, in this house. I have seen him sleeping. Let us
go together—the white foot upon the wool. It would be
dangerous to sleep, master.”

I thought that his manner was curiously anxious, for
here was a servant who feared nothing under heaven. To
question him further, when I could ascertain the facts for
myself, would have been ridiculous; and merely looking to
my pistols and drawing a heavy pair of felt slippers over
my boots, I followed him from the room.

“Straight down the stairs, master,” he said; “they are
watching the corridors. One will not watch again to-
night—I have killed him. Let us pass where he should
have been.”

I understood that he had dealt with one of the sentries
as only a son of Hiroshima could, and, nodding in answer,
I followed him down the stairs and so to the dining-room
I had so recently quitted. The apartment was almost as
I had left it an hour ago. Plates and glasses were still



THE CAVE IN THE MOUNTAIN. 101

upon the table; the embers of a fire reddened upon the
open hearth. I observed, however, that a shutter of a
window giving upon the verandah had been opened to
the extent of a hand’s-breath, and by this window it was
plain that my servant meant to pass out. No sooner had
we done so than he dexterously closed the shutter behind
him by the aid of a cord and a little beeswax; and hav-
ing left all to his satisfaction, he beckoned me onward
and began to tread a wide lawn of grass, and after that,
a pine-wood, so thickly planted that an artificial maze
could not have been more perplexing.

Now it came to me that the house itself did not
contain the man I was seeking nor the sights which
Okyada had to show me. This woodland path led to the
wall of the mountain, to the foot of that high peak visible
to every ship that sails by Santa Maria. Here, apparently,
the track terminated. Okyada, crouching like a panther,
bade me imitate him as we drew near to the rock; and
approaching it with infinite caution, he raised his hand
again and showed me, at the cliff’s foot, the dead body
of the sentinel who had watched the place, I made sure,
not a full hour ago.

“We met upon the ladder, master,” said my servant,
unmoved. “I could not go by. He fell, master—he fell
from up yonder where you see the fires. His friends are
there; we are going to them.”

I shuddered at the spectacle—perhaps was unnerved
by it. This instant brought home to me as nothing else
had done the nature of the quest I had embarked upon
and the price which it might be necessary to pay for
success. What was life or death to this criminal com-
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pany my imagination had placed upon the high seas and
on such shores as this! They would kill me, if my death
could contribute to their safety, as readily as a man
crushes a fly that settles by his hand. All my best
-reasoned schemes might not avail against such a sudden
outbreak of anger and reproach as discovery might bring
upon me. This I had been a fool not to remember, and
it came to me in all its black nakedness as I stood at
the foot of the precipice and perceived that Okyada
would have me mount. The venture was as desperate as
any a man could embark upon. I know not to this day
why I obeyed my servant.

Let me make the situation clear. The path through
the wood had carried us to a precipice of the mountain,
black and stern and forbidding. Against this a frail iron
ladder had been raised and hooked to the rock by the
ordinary clamps which steeplejacks employ. How far this
ladder had been reared, I could not clearly see. Its
thread-like shell disappeared and was quickly lost in the
shadows of the heights; while far above, beyond a space
of blackness, a glow of warm light radiated from time to
time from some orifice of the rock, and spoke both of
human presence and human activities. That the ladder
had been closely watched, Okyada had already told me.
Did I need a further witness, the dead body at the cliff’s
foot must have answered for my servant’s veracity. Some-
where in that tremendous haze of light and shadow the
two men had met upon a foothold terrible to' contemplate;
their arms had been locked together; they had uttered no
cries, but silently, grimly fighting, they had decided the
issue, and one had fallen horribly to the rocks below.
This man’s absence must presently be discovered. How
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if discovery came while we were still upon the ladder
from which he had been hurled? Such a thought, I re-
flected, was the refuge of a coward. I would consider it
no more, and bidding Okyada lead, I hastened to follow
him to the unknown.

We mounted swiftly, the felt upon our shoes deaden-
ing all sounds. I am an old Alpine climber, and the
height had no terrors for me. Under other circumstances,
the fresh bracing air above the wood, the superb panorama
of land and sea would have delighted me. Down yonder
to the left lay Villa do Porto. The anchor-light of my
own yacht shone brightly across the still sea, as though
telling me that my friends were near. The Villa San
Jorge itself was just a black shape below us, lightless and
apparently deserted. I say “apparently,” for a second
glance at it showed me, as moving shadows upon a moon-
lit path, the figures of the sentinels who had been posted
at its doors. These, had their eyes been prepared, must
certainly have discovered us. It may be that they named
us for the guardian of the ladder itself; it may be that
they held their peace deliberately. That fact does not
concern me. I am merely to record the circumstance
that, after weary climbing, we reached a gallery of the
rock and stood together, master and servant, upon a rude
bridle-path, thirty inches wide, perhaps, and without de-
fence against the terrible precipice it bordered. Here, as
in the wood, Okyada crept apace, but with infinite caution,
following the path round the mountain for nearly a quarter
of a mile, and so bringing me without warning to an open
plateau with a great orifice, in shape neither more nor
less than the entrance to a cave within the mountain it-
self. I perceived that we had come to our journey’s
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end, and falling prone at a signal from my guide, I
lay without word or movement for many minutes to-
gether.

Now, there were two men keeping guard at the
entrance to the cave, and we lay, perhaps, within fifty
yards of them. The light by which we saw the men was
that which escaped from the orifice itself—a fierce, glow-
ing, red light, shining at intervals as though a furnace
door had been opened and immediately shut again. The
effect of this I found weird and menacing beyond all ex-
perience; for while at one moment the darkness of ulti-
mate night hid all things from our view, at the next the
figures were outstanding in a fiery aureole, as clearly sil-
houetted in crimson as though incarnadined in a shadow-
graph. To these strange sights, the accompaniment of
odd sounds was added—the blast as of wind from a
mighty bellows, the clanging of hammers upon anvils of
steel, the low humming voices of men who sang, bare-
armed, as they worked. In my own country, upon another
scene, a listener would have said these were honest smiths
pursuing their calling while other men slept. I knew too
much of the truth to permit myself any delusion. These
men worked gold, I said. There could be no other em-
ployment for them.

So with me shall my friends watch upon the mountain
and share both the surprise and the wonder of this sur-
passing discovery. My own feelings are scarcely to be
declared. The night promised to justify me beyond all
hope; and yet, until I could witness the thing for myself,
justification lay as far off as ever. Indeed, our position
was perilous beyond all words to tell. There, not fifty
paces from us, the sentries lounged in talk, revolvers in
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their belts, and rifles about their shoulders. A sigh might
have betrayed us. We did not dare to exchange a mono-
syllable or lift a hand. Cramped almost beyond endurance,
I, myself, would have withdrawn and gone down to the
house again but for the immovable Okyada, who lay as
a stone upon the path, aud by his very stillness betrayed
some subtler purpose. To him it had occurred that the
sentries would go upon their patrol presently. I knew
that it might be so, had thought of it myself; but a full
twenty minutes passed before they gave us a sign, and
then hardly the sign I looked for. One of them, rousing
himself lazily, entered the cave and became lost to our
view. The other, slinging his rifle about his shoulders,
came deliberately towards us, stealthily, furtively, for all
the world as though he were fully aware of our presence
and about to make it known. This, be it said, was but
an idea of my awakened imagination. Whatever had been
designed against us by the master of the Villa San Jorge,
an open assault upon the mountain side certainly had not
been contemplated. The watchman must, in plain truth,
have been about to visit the ladder’s head to ascertain if
all were well with his comrade there. Such a journey he
did not complete. The Jap sprang upon him suddenly,
at the very moment he threatened almost to tread upon
us, and he fell without a single word at my feet as though
stricken by some fell disease which forbade him to move
a limb or utter a single cry.

Okyada had caught him with one arm about his
throat and a clever hand behind his knees. As he lay
prone upon the rock, he was gagged and bound with a
speed and dexterity I have never seen imitated. Fear, it
may be, was my servant’s ally. The wretched man’s eyes
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seemed to start almost out of his head when he found
himself thus outwitted, an arm of iron choking him, and
lithe limbs of incomparable strength roping his body as
with bonds of steel. Certainly, he made no visible effort
of resistance, rather consenting to his predicament than
fighting against it; and no sooner was the last knot of the
cord tied than Okyada sprang up and pointed dramatically
to the open door no longer watched by sentries. To gain
this was the work of a moment. I drew my revolver,
and, crossing the open space, looked down deliberately
into the pit. The story of the Villa San Jorge lay at my
feet. General Fordibras, I said, had no longer a secret
to conceal from me.

I will not dwell upon those emotions of exultation,
perhaps of vanity, which came to me in that amazing
moment. All that I had sacrificed to this dangerous quest,
the perils encountered and still awaiting me—what were
they when measured in the balance of this instant revela-
tion, the swift and glowing vision with which the night
rewarded me? I knew not the price I would have paid
for the knowledge thus instantly come to my posses-
sion.

Something akin to a trance of reflection fell upon
me. 1 watched the scene almost as a man intoxicated
by the very atmosphere of it. A sense of time and place
and personality was lost to me. The great book of the
unknown had been opened before me, and I read on
entranced. This, I say, was the personal note of it. Let
me put it aside to speak more intimately of reality and
of that to which reality conducted me.

Now, the cave of the mountain, I judge, had a depth
of some third of a mile. It was in aspect not unlike what
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one might have imagined a mighty subterranean cathedral
to have been. Of vast height, the limestone vault above
showed me stalactites of such great size and infinite variety
that they surpassed all ideas I had conceived of Nature
and her wonders.

Depending in a thousand forms, here as foliated
corbels, there as vaulting shafts whose walls had fallen
and left them standing, now as quatrefoils and cusps,
sometimes seeming to suggest monster gargoyles, the
beauty, the number, and the magnificence of them could
scarcely have been surpassed by any wonders of limestone
in all the world. That there were but few corresponding
stalagmites rising up from the rocky ground must be set
down to the use made of this vast chamber and the work
then being undertaken in it. No fewer than nine furnaces
I counted at a first glance—glowing furnaces through
whose doors the dazzling whiteness of unspeakable fires
blinded the eyes and illuminated the scene as though by
unearthly lanterns.

And there were men everywhere, half-naked men,
leather-aproned and shining as though water had been
poured upon their bodies. These fascinated me as no
mere natural beauty of the scene or the surprise of it had
done. They were the servants of the men to whom I had
thrown down the glove so recklessly. They were the
servants of those who, armed and unknown, sailed the
high seas in their flight from cities and from justice.
This much I had known from the first. Their numbers
remained to astonish me beyond all measure.

And of what nature was their task at the furnaces?
I had assumed at the first thought that they were workers
in precious metals, in the gold and silver which the
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cleverest thieves of Europe shipped here to their hands.
Not a little to my astonishment, the facts did not at the
moment bear out my supposition. Much of the work
seemed shipwright’s business or such casting as might be
done at any Sheffield blast furnace. Forging there was,
and shaping and planing—not a sign of any criminal oc-
cupation, or one that would bear witness against them.
The circumstance, however, did not deceive me. It fitted
perfectly into the plan I had prepared against my coming
to Santa Maria, and General Fordibras’s discovery of my
journey. Of course, these men would not be working
precious metals—not at least to-night. This I had said
when recollection of my own situation came back to me
suddenly; and realising the folly of further espionage, I
tirned about to find Okyada and quit the spot.

Then I discovered that my servant had left the
plateau, and that I stood face to face with the ugliest
and most revolting figure of a Jew it has ever been my
misfortune to look upon.

CHAPTER XIV.
VALENTINE IMROTH.

Dr. Fabos meets the Jew.

IMAGINE a man some five feet six in height, weak and tot-
tering upon crazy knees, and walking laboriously by the aid
of a stick. A deep green shade habitually covered pro-
truding and bloodshot eyes, but for the nonce it had been
lifted upon a high and cone-shaped forehead, the skin of
which bore the scars of ancient wounds and more than
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one jagged cut. A goat’s beard, long and unkempt and
shaggy, depended from a chin as sharp as a wedge; the
nose was prominent, but not without a suggestion of
power; the hands were old and tremulous, but quivering
still with the desire of life. So much a glare of the
furnace’s light showed me at a glance. When it died
down, I was left alone in the darkness with this revolting
figure, and had but the dread suggestion of its presence
for my companion.

“Dr. Fabos of London. Is it not Dr. Fabos? I am
an old man, and my eyes do not help me as once they
did. But I think it is Dr. Fabos!”

I turned upon him and declared myself, since any
other course would have made me out afraid of him.

“I am Dr. Fabos—yes, that is'so. And you, I think,
are the Polish Jew they call Val Imroth?”

He laughed, a horrible dry throaty laugh, and drew a
little nearer to me.

“I expected you before—three days ago,” he said,
just in the tone of a cat purring. “You made a very
slow passage, Doctor—a very slow passage, indeed. All
is well that ends well, however. Here you are at Santa
Maria, and there is your yacht down yonder. Let me
welcome you to the Villa.”

So he stood, fawning before me, his voice almost a
whisper in my ear. What to make of it I knew not at
all. Harry Avenhill, the young thief I captured at New-
market, had spoken of this dread figure, but always in
connection with Paris, or Vienna, or Rome. Yet here
he was at Santa Maria, his very presence tainting the air
as with a chill breath of menace and of death. My own
rashness in coming to the island never appeared so ut-
terly to be condemned, so entirely without excuse. This
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fearful old man might be deaf to every argument I had
to offer. There was no crime in all the story he had not
committed or would not commit. With General Fordibras
I could have dealt—but with him!

“Yes,” I said quite calmly, “that is my yacht. She
will start for Gibraltar to-morrow if I do not return to her.
It will depend upon my friend, General Fordibras.”

I said it with what composure I could command—
for this was all my defence. His reply was a low laugh
and a bony finger which touched my hand as with a die
of ice.

“It is a dangerous passage to Gibraltar, Dr. Fabos.
Do not dwell too much upon it. There are ships which
never see the shore again. Yours might be one of them.”

““ Unberufen. The German language is your own. If
my boat does not return to Gibraltar, and thence to
London, in that case, Herr Imroth, you may have many
ships at Santa Maria, and they will fly the white ensign.
Be good enough to credit me with some small share of
prudence. I could scarcely stand here as I do had I
not measured the danger—and provided against it. You
were not then in my calculations. Believe me, they are
not to be destroyed even by your presence.”

Now, he listened to this with much interest and
evident patience; and I perceived instantly that it had
not failed so make an impression upon him. Te be frank,
I feared nothing from design, but only from accident, and
although I had him covered by my revolver, I never once
came near to touching the trigger of it. So mutually in
accord, indeed, were our thoughts that, when he spoke,
he might have been giving tongue to apprehensions:

“A clever man—who relies upon the accident of
papers. My dear friend, would all the books in our
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great library in Rome save you from yonder men if I
raised my voice to call them? Come, Dr. Fabos, you are
either a fool or a hero. You hunt me, Valentine Imroth,
whom the police of twenty cities have hunted in vain.
You visit us as a schoolboy might have done, and yet you
are as well acquainted with your responsibilities as I am.
What shall I say of you? What do you say of yourself
when you ask the question, ‘Will these men let me go
free? Will they permit my yacht to make Europe again?’
Allow me to answer that, and in my turn I will tell you
why you stand here safe beside me when at a word of
mine, at a nod, one of these white doors would open
and you would be but a little whiff of ashes before a
man could number ten. No, my friend; I do not under-
stand you. Some day I shall do so—and then God help
you!”

It was wonderful to hear how little there was either
of vain boasting or of melodramatic threat in this strange
confession. The revolting hawk-eyed Jew put his cards
upon the table just as frankly as any simpering miss
might have done. I perplexed him, therefore he let me
live. My own schemes were so many childish imaginings
to be derided. The yacht, Europe, the sealed papers
which would tell my story when they were opened—he
thought that he might mock them as a man mocks an
enemy who has lost his arms by the way. In this, how-
ever, I perceived that I must now undeceive him. The
time had come to play my own cards—the secret cards
which not even his wit had brought into our reckoning.

“Herr Imroth,” I said quietly, “whether you under-
stand me or no is the smallest concern to me. Why I
came to Santa Maria, you will know in due season.
Meanwhile, I have a little information for your ear and
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to admire. The men dragged me down into the pit, I say
and were greedy in their desire to kill me. The nature of
the death they would have inflicted upon me had already
been made clear by the words the Jew had spoken. The
pain of fire in any shape has always been my supreme
dread, and when the dazzling white light shone upon me
from the unspeakable furnaces, and I told myself that
these men would shrink from no measure which would
blot out every trace of their crime in an instant, then,
God knows, I suffered as I believe few have done. Vain
to say that such a death must be too horrible to contem-
plate. The faces of the men about me belied hope. I
read no message of pity upon any one of them—nothing
but the desire of my life, the criminal blood-lust and the
anger of discovery. And, God be my witness, had they
left me my revolver, I would have shot myself where I
stood.

An unnameable fear! A dread surpassing all power
of expression! Such terror as might abase a man to the
very dust, send him weeping like a child, or craving mercy
from his bitterest enemy. This I suffered in that mo-
ment when my imagination reeled at its own thoughts,
when it depicted for me the agony that a man must suffer,
cast pitilessly into the bowels of a flaming furnace, and
burned to ashes as coal is burned when the blast is turned
upon it. Nothing under heaven or earth would I not
have given the men if thereby the dread of the fire had
been taken from me. I believe that I would have
bartered my very soul for the salvation of the pistol or
the knife.

Let this be told, and then that which follows after is
the more readily understood. The men dragged me down
into the pit and stood crying about me like so many
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ravening wolves. The Jew, forcing his way through the
press, uttered strange sounds, incoherent and terrible, and
seeming to say that he had already judged and con-
demned me. In such a sense the men interpreted him,
and two of them moving the great levers which opened
the furnace doors, they revealed the very heart of the
monstrous fire, white as the glory of the sun, glowing as
a lake of flame, a torrid, molten, unnameable fire toward
which strong arms impelled me, blows thrust me, the
naked bodies of the human devils impelled me. For my
part, I turned upon them as a man upon the brink of the
most terrible death conceivable. They had snatched my
revolver from me. I had but my strong arms, my lithe
shoulders, to pit against theirs; and with these I fought
as a wild beast at bay. Now upon my feet, now down
amongst them, striking savage blows at their upturned
faces, it is no boast to say that their very numbers
thwarted their purpose and delayed the issue. And, more
than this, I found another ally, one neither in their cal-
culations nor my own. This befriended me beyond all
hope, served me as no human friendship could have done.
For, in a word, it soon appeared that they could thrust
me but a little way toward the furnace doors, and beyond
that point were impotent. The heat overpowered them.
Trained as they were, they could not suffer it. I saw
them falling back from me one by one. I heard them
vainly crying for this measure or for that. The furnace
mastered them. It left me at last alone before its open
. doors, and, staggering to my feet, I fell headlong in a
faint that death might well have terminated.
* * * * *
A cool air blowing upon my forehead gave me back

my senses—I know not after what interval of time or
8+
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space. Opening my eyes, I perceived that men were carry-
~ ing me in a kind of palanquin through a deep passage of
the rock, and that torches of pitch and flax guided them
as they went. The tunnel was lofty, and its roof clean
cut as though by man and not by Nature. The men
themselves were clothed in long white blouses, and none
of them appeared to carry arms. I addressed the nearest
of them, and asked him where I was. He answered me
in French, not unkindly, and with an evident desire to be
the bearer of good tidings.

“We are taking you to the Valley House, monsieur—
it is Herr Imroth’s order.”

“Are these the men who were with him down
yonder?”

“Some of them, monsieur. Herr Imroth has spoken,
and they know you. Fear nothing—they will be your
friends.”

My sardonic smile could not be hidden from him. I
understood that the Jew had found his tongue in time to
save my life, and that this journey was a witness to the
fact. At the same time, an intense weakness quite
mastered my faculties, and left me in that somewhat
dreamy state when every circumstance is accepted with-
out question, and all that is done seems in perfect accord
with the occasion. Indeed, I must have fallen again into
a sleep of weakness almost immediately, for, when next I
opened my eyes, the sun was shining into the room where
I lay, and no other than General Fordibras stood by my
bedside, watching me. Then I understood that this was
what the Frenchman meant by the Valley House, and
that here the Jew’s servants had carried me from the cave
of the forges.. ‘

Now, I might very naturally have looked to see Joan’s
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father at an early moment after my arrival at Santa
Maria; and yet I confess that his presence in ‘this room
both surprised and pleased me. Whatever the man might
be, however questionable his story, he stood in sharp con-
trast to the Jew and the savages with whom the Jew
worked, up yonder in the caves of the hills. A soldier in
manner, polished and reserved in speech, the General had
been an enigma to me from the beginning. Nevertheless,
excepting only my servant Okyada, I would as soon have
found him at my bedside as any man upon the island of
Santa Maria; and when he spoke, though I believed his
tale to be but a silly lie, I would as lief have heard it as
any common cant of welcome.

“] come to ask after a very foolish man,” he said,
with a sternness which seemed real enough. “It appears
that the visit was unnecessary.”

I sat up in bed and filled my lungs with the sweet
fresh air of morning.

“If you know the story,” I said, “we shall go no
further by recalling the particulars of it. I came here to
find what you and your servants were doing at Santa
Maria, and the discovery was attended by unpleasant con-
sequences. I grant you the foolishness—do me the favour
to spare me the pity.”

He turned away from my bedside abruptly and walked
to the windows as though to open them still wider.

“As you will,” he said; “the time may come when
neither will spare the other anything. If you think it is
not yet——"

“It shall be when you please. I am always ready,
General Fordibras. Speak or be silent; you can add very
little to that which I know. But should you ehoose to
make a bargain with me——2”
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He wheeled about, hot with anger.

“What dishonour is this?” he exclaimed. “You come
here to spy upon me; you escape from my house like a
common footpad, and go up to the mines——?

“The mines, General Fordibras?”

“Nowhere else, Dr. Fabos. Do you think that I am
deceived? You came to this country to steal the secrets
of which I am the rightful guardian. You think to enrich
yourself. You would return to London, to your fellow
knaves of Throgmorton Street, and say, ‘There is gold in
the Azores: exploit them, buy the people out, deal with
the Government of Portugal’ You pry upon my work-
men openly, and but for my steward, Herr Imroth, you
would not be alive this morning to tell the story. Are
you the man with whom I, Hubert Fordibras, the master
of these lands, shall make a bargain? In God’s name,
what next am I to hear?”

I leaned back upon the pillow and regarded him
fixedly with that look of pity and contempt the discovery
of a lie rarely fails to earn.

“The next thing you are to hear,” I said quietly, “is
that the English Government has discovered the true
owners of the Diamond Ship, and is perfectly acquainted
with her whereabouts.”

It is always a little pathetic to witness the abjection
of a man of fine bearing and habitual dignity. I confess
to some sympathy with General Fordibras in that moment.
Had I struck him he would have been a man before me;
but the declaration robbed him instantly even of the dis-
tinction of his presence. And for long minutes together
he halted there, trying to speak, but lacking words, the
lamentable figure of a broken man.

“By what right do you intervene?” he asked at last,
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“Who sent you to be my accuser? Are you, then, above
others, a judge of men? Good God! Do you not see
that your very life depends upon my clemency. At a
word from me——”

“It will never be spoken,” I said, still keeping my
eyes upon him. “Such crimes as you have committed,
Hubert Fordibras, have been in some part the crimes of
compulsion, in some of accident. You are not wholly a
guilty -man. The Jew is your master. When the Jew is
upon the scaffold, I may be your advocate. That is as
you permit. You see that I understand you, and am able
to read your thoughts. You are one of those men who
shield themselves behind the curtain of crime and let your
dupes hand you their offerings covertly. You do not see
their faces; you rarely hear their voices. That is my judg-
ment of you—guess-work if you will, my judgment none
the less. Such a man tells everything when the alterna-
tive is trial and sentence. You will not differ from the
others when the proper time comes. I am sure of it as
of my own existence. You will save yourself for your
daughter’s sake——"”

He interrupted me with just a spark of reanimation,
perplexing for the moment, but to be remembered after-
wards by me to the end of my life.

“Is my daughter more than my honour, then? Leave
her out of this if you please. You have put a plain
question to me, and I will answer you in the same terms.
Your visit here is a delusion; your story a lie. If I do
not punish you, it is for my daughter’s sake. Thank her,
Dr. Fabos. Time will modify your opinion of me and
bring you to reason. Let there be a truce of time, then,
between us. T will treat you as my guest,-and you shall
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call me host. What comes after that may be for our
mutual good. It is too early to speak of that yet.”

I did not reply, as I might well have done, that our
“mutual good” must imply my willingness to remain
tongue-tied at a price—to sell my conscience to him and
his for just such a sum as their security dictated. It was
too early, as he said, to come to that close encounter
which must either blast this great conspiracy altogether or
result in my own final ignominy. The “truce of time”
he offered suited me perfectly. I knew now that these
men feared to kill me; my own steadfast belief upon which
I had staked my very life, that their curiosity would post-
pone their vengeance, had been twice justified. They
spared me, as I had foreseen that they would, because
they wished to ascertain who and what I was, the friends
I.had behind me, the extent of my knowledge concerning
them. Such clemency would continue as long as their
own uncertainty endured. I determined, therefore, to
take the General at his word, and, giving no pledge, to
profit to the uttermost by every opportunity his fears per-
mitted to me.

“There shall be a truce by all means,” I said; “beyond
that I will say nothing. Pledge your honour for my safety
here, and I will pledge mine that if I can save you from
yourself, I will do so. Nothing more is possible to me.
You will not ask me to go further than that?”

He replied, vaguely as before, that time would bring
us to a mutual understanding, and that, meanwhile, I was
as safe at Santa Maria as in my own house in Suffolk.

“We shall keep you up here at the Chilet,” he said.
“It is warmer and drier than the other house. My
daughter is coming up to breakfast. You will find her
below if you care to get up. I, myself, must go to St
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Michael’s again to-day—I have urgent business there.
But Joan will show you all that is to be seen, and we
shall meet again to-morrow night at dinner if the sea
keeps as it is.”

To this I answered that I certainly would get up, and
I begged him to send my servant, Okyada, to me. Anxiety
for the faithful fellow had been in my mind since I awoke
an hour ago; and although my confidence in his clever-
ness forbade any serious doubt of his safety, I heard the
General’s news of him with every satisfaction.

“We believe that your man returned to the yacht last
night” he said. “No doubt, if you go on board to-day,
you will find him. The Irish gentleman, Mr. McShanus,
was in Villa do Porto inquiring for you very early this
morning. My servants can take a message down if you
wish it.”

I thanked him, but expressed my intention of return-
ing to the yacht—at the latest to dinner. He did not
appear in any way surprised, nor did he flinch at my close
scrutiny. Apparently, he was candour itself; and I could
not help but reflect that he must have had the poorest
opinion both of my own prescience and of my credulity.
For my own part, I had no doubts at all about the
matter, and I knew that I was a prisoner in the house;
and that they would keep me there, either until I joined
them or they could conveniently and safely make away
with me.

Nor was this to speak of a more dangerous, a subtler
weapon, which should freely barter a woman’s honour for
my consent, and offer me Joan Fordibras if I would save
a rogue’s neck from the gallows.
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CHAPTER XVIL
AT VALLEY HOUSE.
Joan Fordibras makes a Confession.

A FRENCH valet came to me when General Fordibras
had gone, and offered both to send to the yacht for any
luggage I might need, and also, if I wished it, to have
the English doctor, Wilson, up from Villa do Porto, to see
me. This also had been the General’s idea; but I had
no hurt of last night’s affray beyond a few bruises and
an abrasion of the skin where I fell; and I declined the
service as politely as might be. As for my luggage, I
had taken a dressing-case to the Villa San Jorge, and
this had now been brought up to the ckd/et, as the fellow
told me. I said that it would suffice for the brief stay I
intended to make at Santa Maria; and dressing impatiently,
I went down to make a better acquaintance both with the
house and its inmates.

Imagine a pretty Swiss ckdlet set high in the cleft of
a mountain, with a well-wooded green valley of its own
lying at its very door, and beyond the valley, on the far
side, the sheer cliffi of a lesser peak, rising up so for-
biddingly that it might have been the great wall of a
fortress or a castle. Such was Valley House, a dot upon
the mountain side—a jalousied, red-roofed cottage, guarded
everywhere by walls of rock, and yet possessing its own
little park, which boasted almost a tropic luxuriance,
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Never have I seen a greater variety of shrubs, or such an
odd assortment, in any garden either of Europe or Africa.
Box, Scotch fir, a fine show both of orange and lemon in
bloom, the citron, the pomegranate, African palms, Austra-
lian eucalyptus, that abundant fern, the native cabellinho
—here you had them all in an atmosphere which sug-
gested the warm valleys of the Pyrenees, beneath a sky
which the Riviera might have shown to you. So much I
perceived directly I went out upon the verandah of the
house. The men who had built this cké/es had built a
retreat among the hills, which the richest might envy. I
did not wonder that General Fordibras could speak of it
with pride.

There was no one but an old negro servant about
the house when I passed out to the verandah; and beyond
wishing me “Good morning, Massa Doctor,” I found him
entirely uncommunicative. A clock in the hall made out
the time to be a quarter past eleven. I perceived that
the table had been laid for the midday breakfast, and
that two covers were set. The second would be for Joan
Fordibras, I said; and my heart beating a little wildly at
the thought, I determined, if it was possible, to reconnoitre
the situation before her arrival, and to know the best or
the worst of it at once. That I was a prisoner of the
valley I never had a doubt. It lay upon me, then, to
face the fact and so to reckon with it that my wit should
find the door which these men had so cunningly closed
upon me.

Now, the first observation that I made, standing upon
the verandah of the house, was one concerning the sea
and my situation regarding it. I observed immediately
that the harbour of Villa do Porto lay hidden from my
view by the Eastern cliff of the valley. The Atlantic
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showed me but two patches of blue-green water, one
almost to the south-west, and a second, of greater extent,
to the north. Except for these glimpses of the ocean, I
had no view of the world without the valley—not so much
as that of a roof or spire or even of the smoke of a human
habitation. Whoever had chosen this site for his chdles
of the hills had chosen it where man could not pry upon
him nor even ships at sea become acquainted with his
movements. The fact was so very evident that I accepted
it at once, and turned immediately to an examination of
the grounds themselves. In extent, perhaps, a matter of
five acres, my early opinion of their security was in no
way altered by a closer inspection of them. They were,
I saw, girt about everywhere by the sheer walls of mon-
strous cliffs; and as though to add to the suggestion of
terror, I discovered that they were defended in their
weakness by a rushing torrent of boiling water, foaming
upwards from some deep, natural pool below, and thence
rushing in a very cataract close to the wall of the moun-
tain at the one spot where a clever mountainer might
have climbed the arréte of the precipice and so broken
the prison. This coincidence hardly presented its true
meaning to me at the first glance. I came to understand
it later, as you shall see.

Walls of rock everywhere; no visible gate; no path or
road, no crevice or gully by which a man might enter this
almost fabulous valley from without! To this conclusion
I came at the end of my first tour of the grounds. No
prison had ever been contrived so cunningly; no human
retreat made more inaccessible. As they had carried me
through a tunnel of the mountain last night, so I knew
that the owner of the ckdler came and had returned, and
that, until I found the gate of that cavern and my wits
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unlocked it, I was as surely hidden from the knowledge
of men as though the doors of the Schlussenburg had
closed upon me.

Such a truth could not but appal me. I accepted it
with something very like a shudder and, seeking to forget
it, I returned to the hither garden and its many evidences
of scientific horticulture. Here, truly, the hand of civili-
sation and of the human amenities had left its imprint.
If this might be, as imagination suggested, a valley of
crime unknown, of cruelty and suffering and lust, none
the less had those who peopled it looked up sometimes
to the sun or bent their heads in homage to the rose.
Even at this inclement season, I found blooms abundantly
which England would not have given me until May. One
pretty bower I shall never forget—an arbour perched upon
a grassy bank with a mountain pool and fountain before
its doors, and trailing creeper about it, and the great red
flower of begonia giving it a sheen of crimson, very beau-
tiful and welcome amidst this maze of green. Here I
would have entered to make a note upon paper of all that
the morning had taught me; but I was hardly at the door
of the little house when I discovered that another occu-
pied it already, and starting back as she looked up, I
found myself face to face with Joan Fordibras.

She sat before a rude table of entwined logs, her face
resting upon weary arms, and her dark chestnut hair
streaming about her. I saw that she had been weeping,
and that tears still glistened upon the dark lashes of her
eloquent eyes. Her dress was a simple morning gown of
muslin, and a bunch of roses had been crushed by her
nervous fingers and the leaves scattered, one by one, upon
the ground. At my coming, the colour rushed back to
her cheeks, and she half rose as though afraid of me, I
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stood my ground, however, for her sake and my own.
Now must I speak with her, now once and for ever tell
her that which I had come to Santa Maria to say.

“Miss Fordibras,” I said quietly; “you are in trouble
and I can help you.”

She did not answer me. A flood of tears seemed to
conquer her.

“Yes,” she said—and how changed she was from my
little Joan of Dieppe!—“Yes, Dr. Fabos, I am in trouble.”
I crossed the arbour and seated myself near her.

“The grief of being misnamed the daughter of a man
who is unworthy of being called your father. Tell me if
I am mistaken. You are not the daughter of Hubert
Fordibras? You are no real relative of his?”

A woman’s curiosity is often as potent an antidote to
grief as artifice may devise. I shall never forget the look
upon Joan Fordibras’s face when I confessed an opinion
I had formed but the half of an hour ago. She was not
the General’s daughter. The manner in which he had
spoken of her was not the manner of a father uttering the
name of his child.

“Did my father tell you that?” she asked me, looking
up amazed.

“He has told me nothing save that I should enjoy
your company and that of your companion at the break-
fast table. Miss Aston, I suppose, is detained?”

This shrewd and very innocent untruth appeared to
give her confidence. I think that she believed it. The
suggestion that we were not to be alone together did
much ‘to make the situation possible. She sat upright
now, and began again to pluck the rose leaves from her
Pposy.

“Miss Aston is at the Villa San Jorge. I did not wish
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to come alone, but my father insisted. That’s why you
found me crying. I hated it. I hate this place, and
everyone about it. You know that I do, Dr. Fabos. They
cannot hide anything from you. I said so when first I
saw you in London. You are one of those men to whom
women tell everything. I could not keep a secret from
you if my life depended upon it.” '

“Is there any necessity to do so, Miss Fordibras? Are
not some secrets best told to our friends?”

I saw that she was greatly tempted, and it occurred
to me that what I had to contend against was some pledge
or promise she had given to General Fordibras. This
man’s evil influence could neither be concealed nor denied.
She had passed her word to him, and would not break it.

“I will tell you nothing—I dare not,” she exclaimed
at length, wrestling visibly with a wild desire to speak.
“It would not help you; it could not serve you. Leave
the place at once, Dr. Fabos. Never think or speak of
us again. Go right now at once. Say good-bye to me,
and try to forget that such a person exists. That’s my
secret; that’s what I came up here to tell you, never mind
what you might think of me.”

A crimson blush came again to her pretty cheeks, and
she feared to look me in the eyes. I had quite made up
my mind how to deal with her, and acted accordingly.
Her promise I respected. Neither fear of the General
nor good-will toward me must induce her to break it.

“That’s a fine word of wisdom,” I said; “but it ap-
pears to me that I want a pair of wings if I am to obey
you. Did they not tell you that I am a prisoner here?”

“A prisoner—oh no, no——?”

“Indeed, so—a prisoner who has yet to find the road
which leads to the seashore. Sooner or later I shall dis-
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cover it, and we will set out upon it together. At the
moment, my eyes show me nothing but the hills. Perhaps
I am grown a little blind, dear child. If that is so, you
must lead me.”

She started up amazed, and ran to the door of the
arbour. The quick pulsations of her heart were to be
counted beneath her frail gown of muslin. I could see that
she looked away to the corner of the gardens where the
boiling spring swirled and eddied beneath the shallow cliff.

“The bridge is there—down there by the water,” she
cried excitedly. “I crossed it an hour ago—an iron bridge,
Dr. Fabos, with a little flight of steps leading up to it.
Why do you talk so wildly? Am I so foolish, then?”

I went and stood beside her, a rose from her bundle
in my hand. :

“The elves play with us,” I said evasively; “your bridge
has vanished with the morning mists. The fairies must
have carried it over the mountains for the love of a foot-
print. Let us put it out of our thoughts. Who knows,
if we have the mind, that we cannot build another?”

This I said that she might read into it a deeper mean-
ing of my confidence, but the words were vain. White
and frightened and terribly afraid, she looked at me for
an instant as though I were in some way a consenting
party to this evil conspiracy; then as quickly repented of
her look, and declared her woman’s heart.

“I cannot believe it,” she cried; “I am so helpless.
Tell me, Dr. Fabos, what shall I do—in God’s name,
what shall I do?”
© “Accept my friendship and bestow upon me your con-
fidence. Promise that you will leave this place when I
leave it, and end for ever your association with these men?
I ask nothing more. My own secret must go with me yet
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a little while. But I shall call you Joan, and no name
shall be dearer to me—if you wish it, little comrade?”

She turned from me, the hot tears in her eyes. I
knew that she would never be afraid of me again, and
when a little while had passed I led her to the house,
and, as any brother and sister, we sat at the breakfast
table and spoke of common things.

And yet, God knows, the shame of such an hour lay
heavily upon me. For had not these people been willing
to buy their own safety at the price of this young girl’s
honour?

CHAPTER XVIL
THE NINE DAYS OF SILENCE.

Dr. Fabos comes to certain Conclusions.

WE were nine days together at the Valley House with-
out any word or sign from those without. The evil of this
conspiracy I found almost less to be condemned than the
childish folly of it. There is nothing more remarkable in
the story of crime than the senile mistakes of some of its
masters—men, shrewd to the point of wonder in all other
affairs, but betraying their mental aberration in some one
act at which even the very ignorant might smile. So it
was with this sham story of the valley and the pretended
accident which kept me from the ship. Every day, with
a punctuality as amusing as the tale was plausible, the
old negro and the servants below apologised for the ac-
cident which alone, they declared, prevented my return to
the ship. N

The Diamond Shsp, 9
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A disaster had overtaken the valley bridge; the pas-
sage by the mountains was never used but by General
Fordibras alone! That was their tale. As for the General,
his desolation would be beyond words when he heard of
it. Unfortunately he had been detained at St. Michael’s,
and they could only imagine that the rough seas of the
last few days were answerable for it. All that was humanly
possible, they felt sure, was being done by the engineers
below. Fortunate that the mining operations in the moun-
tains had brought so many workmen to the island. My
release, they said, and that of their young mistress could
be but a matter of a few hours.

* * * * *

Now, I have turned up my diary for those nine days,
and I find that upon the first of them I came to certain
definite conclusions which may be of interest to my readers.
They were these:

(1) The criminals feared nothing from the presence of
my yacht. Either the island was watched by some power-
ful and speedy armed ship of their own, or they had con-
vinced Captain Larry that all was well with me.

(2) They were in league with the local Portuguese of-
ficials of Villa do Porto, who, I did not doubt, had been
richly rewarded for a little diligent blindness.

(3) They believed that I had fallen in love with Joan
Fordibras, and for her sake would either hold my peace
for ever or join them. This was their master stroke. It
was also the apotheosis of their folly.

Imagine, at the same time, my own difficulties. Save
for two ancient servants, a maid and a negro, this young
girl and I were alone at the ckdlet and seemingly as re-
mote from the world as though we had been prisoners of
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an Eastern despotism. She knew and I knew with what
hopes and designs this clumsy trap had been contrived.
Let us find solace in each other’s society, and our human
passion must prove stronger than any merely moral im-
pulse directed against Valentine Imroth and his con-
federates. Such was the argument employed by our
enemies. They would expose me to the condemnation of
the world if I withstood them, or secure my silence if I
assented to their plans. The thing was so daring, so
utterly unexpected, that I do believe it would have suc-
ceeded but for one plain fact these men had overlooked.
And that was nothing less than the good commonsense
and real womanly courage which my little companion
brought to our assistance, and offered me unflinchingly in
that amazing hour.

For you must understand that we had talked but in
enigmas hitherto, both at Dieppe and at the Villa San
Jorge, where I went upon landing from my yacht. Now,
it fell upon me to speak to her as to one who must share
my secrets and be the confidante of them. Cost me what
it might, let there be a great love for her growing in my
heart, I resolved that not one word of it should be uttered
at Santa Maria. So much I owed both to myself and her.
There were subjects enough, God knows, upon which a
man might be eloquent. I chose the story of her own
life to begin with, and heard her story as no other lips
could have told it so sweetly.

This was upon the second day of our captivity, a warm,
sunny day with a fresh breeze blowing in from west by
north and a glorious heaven of blue sky above us. I re-
member that she wore a gown of lace and had a turquoise
chain about her throat. We had breakfasted together and
heard the servants’ familiar apologies. The General would

9#
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certainly return from St. Michael’s to-day, they said; the
engineers could not fail to restore the bridge by sunset.
Joan heard them with ears that tingled. I did not hear
them at all, but going out with her to the gardens, I
asked her if she had always known General Fordibras,
and what her recollections of that association were. To
which she replied that she remembered him as long as
she remembered anyone at all.

“There was another face—so long ago, so very long
ago,” she said, almost wearily. “I have always hoped and
believed that it was my mother’s face. When I was a
very little girl, I lived in a house which stood by a great
river. It must have been Hudson River, I think; General
Fordibras used to visit the house. I was very young then,
and I wonder that I remember it.”

“You left this house,” I put it to her, “and then you
went to school. Was that in America or London?”

“It was first in New York, then in London, and to
finish in Paris. I left school three years ago, and we have
been all over the world since. General Fordibras never
stops long in one place. He says he is too restless. I
don’t know, Dr. Fabos. I have given up trying to think
about it.”

“And hate me accordingly for my questions. I will
make them as brief as possible. How long is it since you
knew Mr. Imroth, and where did you first meet him?”

This reference plainly embarrassed her. I saw that
she answered my question with reluctance. - ,

-“Please do not speak of Mr. Imroth. I am afraid of
him, Dr. Fabos; I do believe that I am more afraid of
him than of anybody I have ever known. If evil comes.
to me, Mr. Imroth will send it.”

“A natural antipathy. Some day, Joan, you will look
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upon all this and thank God that a stranger came to your
island. I shall have done with Mr. Valentine Imroth then.
There will be no need at all to fear him.”

She did not understand me, and plied me with many
questions, some exceedingly shrewd, all directed to one
end, that she might know the best or the worst of the
life that they had been living and what part the General
had played in it. To this I responded that I could by
no means judge until the case both for and against him
were wholly known to me.

“He may be but a dupe,” I said; “time and op-
portunity will tell me. You owe much to him, you say,
for many kindnesses received during childhood. I shall
not forget that when the day of reckoning comes. Joan,
I shall forget no one who has been kind to you.”

Her gratitude was pretty enough to see, and I wit-
nessed it many times during the long hours of those
hazardous days. From morn to night she was my little
companion of the gardens. I came to know her as a man
rarely knows a woman who is not a wife to him. Every
" bush, every path, every tree and shrub of our kingdom
we named and numbered. Grown confident in my pro-
tection, her sweet laughter became the music of the valley,
her voice the notes of its song, her presence its divinity.
If T had discerned the secret of her fearlessness, that must
be a secret to me also, locked away as a treasure that a
distant day will reveal. My own anxieties were too heavy
that I dared to share them with her. The yacht, my
friends, my servant, where were they? What happened
beyond that monstrous curtain of the mountains, that
precipice which hid the island world from us? Had they
done nothing, then, those comrades in whose loyalty I
trusted? Was it possible that even the faithful Okyada
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had deserted me? I did not believe it for an instant.
My eyes told me that it was not true. A voice spoke to
me every day. I read it as a man reads a book of fate
—an image cast upon the waters, a sign given which shall
not be mistaken.

He who pits his life against the intelligence of criminals,
must be equipped with many natural weapons. Nothing,
certainly, is more necessary than the habit of observation.
To watch every straw the winds of conspiracy may blow,
to read every cryptic message the hand of crime may
write, to be ever alert, vigilant, resourceful, is something
more than mere equipment. It is very salvation to the
investigator. Trained in all these qualities by long years
of patient study, there were signs and omens of the valley
for me which another might have passed by without
remark. Strange foot-prints upon the darkest paths, shrubs
disturbed, scraps of paper thrown down with little caution
—not one of them escaped me. But beyond them all,
the rampart of the foaming water enchained my attention
and fascinated me as at some human call to action. Day
by day the volume of the water in the boiling river was
growing less. 1 first remarked it on the third day of our
imprisonment; I made sure of it on the fifth day. Inch
by inch, from ledge to ledge, it sank in its channel. An-
other, perhaps, would have attributed this to some natural
phenomenon. I had too much faith in the man who
served me to believe any such thing. Okyada was at
work, I said. The hour of my liberty was at hand.

You may imagine how this discovery affected me, and
how much it was in my mind when I spoke to Joan of
our approaching days of freedom. To my question,
whether she would visit me again at my house in Suffolk,
she replied chiefly by a flushing of her clear cheeks
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and a quick look from those eyes which could be so
eloquent.

“Your sister did not like me,” she rejoined evasively;
“the dear old thing, I could see her watching me just as
though I had come to steal you from her.”

“Would you have felt very guilty if you had done so,
Joan?” ,

“Yes,” she said, and this so seriously that I regretted
the question; “guilty to my life’s end, Dr. Fabos.”

I knew that she referred to the story of her own life
and the men among whom destiny had sent her. Here
was a barrier of the past which must stand between us to
all time, she would have said. The same thought had
disquieted me often, not for my sake but for her
own.

“I would to God, Joan,” said I, “there were no greater
guilt in the world than this you speak of. You forbid me
to say so. Shall I tell you why?”

She nodded her head, looking away to the patch of
blue water revealed by the gorge of the mountains. I lay
at her side and had all a man’s impulse to take her in
my arms and tell her that which my heart had prompted
me to say so many days. God knows, I had come to
love this fragile, sweet-willed child of fortune beyond any
other hope of my life or ambition of the years. Day by
day, her eyes looked into my very soul, awakening there
a spirit and a knowledge of whose existence I had been
wholly ignorant. I loved her, and thus had fallen into
the snare my enemies had set upon me. How little they
understood me, I thought.

“You forbid me to say so, Joan,” I ran on, “because
you do not trust me.”

“Do not trust you, Dr. Fabos?”
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“Not sufficiently to say that I am about to save you
from all dangers—even the danger of past years.”

“You cannot do that—oh, you cannot do it, Dr.
Fabos.”

I covered her hand with my own, and tried to compel
her to look me in the face.

“When a woman learns to love and is loved she
has no past,” I said. “All that should concern her is the
happiness of the man to whom she has given her life. In
your own case, I believe that we shall read the story of
bygone years together and find it a sweet story. I do
not know, Joan; I am only guessing; but I think it will
be a story of a woman’s love and a father’s suffering, and
of an innocent man upon whom the gates of prison were
long closed. Say that the child of these two, entitled to
a fortune in her own right, became the prey of a villain,
and we shall be far upon our way. That’s the thought
of your prophet. He would give much, Joan, if the facts
were as he believes them to be.”

Be sure she turned her head at this and looked me
full in the face. I have never seen so many emotions ex-
pressed upon a childish face—joy, doubt, love, fear. Quick
as all her race to read an enigma, she understood me al-
most as soon as I had spoken. A light of wondrous
thankfulness shone in her eyes. There were long minutes
together when we sat there in silence, and the only sound
was that of her heart beating.

“Ob,” she cried, “if it were true, Dr. Fabos, if it were
true!”

“I will prove it true before we have been in England
a month.”

She laughed a little sadly.
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“England —England. How far is England away?
And my own dear America?”

“Seven days in my yacht, White Wings.”

“If we were birds to fly over the hills!”

“The hills will be kind to us. To-day, to-morrow,
whenever it is, Joan, will you cross the hills with me?”

She promised me with a warmth that betrayed her
desire. Fearing longer to dwell upon it, I left and went
again to the little river to see what message it had for
me. Did the waters still ebb away or had my fancy been
an hallucination?

Standing this day upon the very brink of the chasm
through which the river flowed, I knew I was not mis-
taken. The stream had subsided by another foot at the
least; it no longer raced and tumbled through the gorge;
it was scarcely more than warm to the hand. Someone
without had diverted its course and would dam it al-
together when the good hour came. When that hour
might be I had no means of knowing. But my course
was clear. I must rest neither night nor day while de-
liverance was at hand; there must be neither sleeping nor
waking for me until Okyada called me and the gate
stood open.

And what of Joan, what of my promise to her?
Should I leave her the prisoner of the valley or take her
over the hills as I had promised? The responsibility was
greater than any I had ever faced. Let her go with me,
and what a tale these villains would have to tell the
world! Let her remain, and what cruelty, what persecu-
tion might she not .suffer at the Valley House! I knew
not what to do. It may be that Fortune wished well to
me when she took the matter out of my hands and left
me no alternative but to go alone. However it be, I shall
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relate in a word the simple fact that Okyada, my servant,
entered my bedroom at ten o’clock that very night, and
that, when I crossed the landing to wake Joan, she did
not answer me, nor could my diligent search discover her
to be in the house at all.

And the minutes of my opportunity were precious be-
yond all reckoning.

“Good God!” I cried, “that I must leave her to such
men and to such a judgment!”

For I knew that it must be so, and that by flight
alone, and the perils of flight, would our salvation be won.

CHAPTER XVIIL
DOWN TO THE SEA.

Dr. Fabos leaves the Valley House.

- THERE was not a sound within the house, nor did an
open window upon the landing admit any signal of alarm
from the gardens. I could but hazard that the little Jap
had crossed the gully of the river and come by such a
road into the valley. To question him would have been
as absurd as to delay. Here he was, and there stood the
open door. When he thrust a revolver into my hand and
bade me follow him by the low verandah to the gardens
below, I obeyed without further hesitation. The mystery
of Joan’s disappearance asked for no clever solution. This
night, I said, the Jew had meant to kill me. And for the
first time, it may be, I realised the deadly peril I had
lived through at the Valley House.
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Okyada has never been a man of many words. I
think he uttered but two that night as we crossed the
valley garden and made for the river bank. “Shoot,
master,” he said, meaning that if any barred the way, the
time for passive flight had passed. I nodded my head in
answer, and pressed closer upon his heels as he entered
the maze of shrubs which defended the gully. The silence
about us had become a burden to the nerves. Was it
possible that none of the Jéw’s men watched the
garden? Indeed, for a moment, that appeared to be the
truth. ’

We gained the bank of the whirlpool of yesterday,
and for a few minutes lay flat in the shadow of the great
border of the rock which rises up above the gully. Be-
hind us we could espy the lighted windows of the bed-
room I had just left and the clear shape of the silent
chdlet. The gardens and the woods were so many patches
of black against an azure sky of night. The water below
us flowed, in colour a deep indigo, between walls of
lightless rock, in a bed of polished stone. Not a breath
of wind stirred the pines upon the hill side. We could
no longer see the ocean without or the friendly lights it
showed to us. We might have been fugitives upon a
desert island; and this deception would have continued
possible until the sound of a distant rifle-shot awoke a
thousand echoes in the hills and shattered in a single in-
stant the dream of security we had found so pleasing.

Okyada sprang up at the sound and began to speak
with an earnestness of which he was rarely guilty.

““They have found the honourable Captain—quick,
master, we must go to him,” he said.

My answer was to point up to the sloping lawn of the
garden we had left. .There, in single file, the figures of
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seven men, crossing the grass boldly toward the ckdles,
were clearly to be discerned. I had scarcely observed
them when a movement in the shrubbery immediately
behind us betrayed the presence of others—three in all
—who came out to the water’s edge at a place not ten
yards from where we stood, and halting there a little while
to inspect the gully, afterwards made off through the
woods as though to join the others above.

“Q0ld Val gets such notions into his woolly cranium,”
said one of them as he went. “If there’s any lousy Eng-
lishman going across there to-night, I'm derned if he ain’t
a flip-flop mermaid.”

" A second ventured that the water was lower than he
had ever seen it, while the third added the opinion that,
low or high, it was hot enough to warm the grog of a
Congo nigger, and a —— sight too hot for any police
nark to try it.

We listened to them, crouching low on the rock and
with our revolvers ready to our hands. Had the most
trifling accident occurred, a falling pebble or a clumsy
movement betrayed us, that, I am convinced, would have
been the whole story of the night. But we lay as men
long practised in the arts of silence, and not until the
trees hid the men from our sight did Okyada stand up
again and prepare to cross the gully.

“Go first, master,” he said. “Here is the rope. Our
friends with the honourable Captain wait’ yonder above.
Let us bring them the good news.”

Now, I saw that, as he spoke, he had caught up a
rope which had been dexterously fixed to a boulder upon
the opposite bank of the stream and allowed to trail in
the water while he went to fetch me from the house.
Fixing this as cleverly to the rock upon our side, he made
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a bridge by which any strong lad could have crossed, the
pool .being as low as it then was; and no sooner had he
given me the signal than I swung myself out and almost
immediately found a footing upon the further shore. His
own passage, when first he crossed, must have been very
perilous, I thought; and I could but imagine that he had
thrown the rope over first and trusted to the grappling
iron affixed to the end upon the garden side. This,
however, was but a speculation. He crossed now as I
had done, and together we cast the knot from the boulder
and drew the rope in. If all our acts were cool and
collected, I set the fact down to the knowledge that we
were prisoners of the valley no longer, and that the hills
were before us. What mattered the alarm now sounding
through the gardens, the hoarse cry of voices, the blowing
of whistles, the running to and fro of excited men? More
ominous by far was a second rifle-shot, awakening crash-
ing echoes in the mountains. This, I believed, one of my
own yacht’s company had fired. Plainly our men had
either stumbled upon an ambush or fallen into some snare
set upon the road we must follow. The truth of the issue
could not but be momentous to us all. Either we must
find them prisoners or free men who stood in instant
danger. There could be no moment of delay which was
not hazardous, and we permitted none directly our foothold
had been secured and the rope drawn in.

“Did you come alone, Okyada?” I asked my servant
presently.

He dissented as he folded the coils of rope.

“The honourable Scotchman—he is waiting with the
lantern, excellency.”

I smiled, but did not offend his sense of that which
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. wasdue to so great a person as Balaam, the Scotch

boatswain.

.. “Would it be far from here, Okyada?”

. “That which your excellency could walk in a minute.”
... I said no more, but followed him up the cliff side,
scrambling and slipping like a boy upon a holiday jaunt,
and no less eager for the heights. To the darkmess of
the night and the quickness of our movements, my faith-
ful sexvant, and I undoubtedly owed our lives. Remember
that the valley now raised the cry of alarm from one end
to the other. . Whistles were blown, bells were rung, rifles
fired wildly, That the bullets struck the rocks both above
and below us, my ears told me unmistakably. Had we
been an open mark moving in the clear light of day, the
suspense of this flight, the doubt and the hazard of it had
been easier to support. As it was, we went on blindly,
our -hands; clasping the rough boulders, our feet scattering
the pebbles of the path; and conscious through it all that
2 wild bullet. might find a lucky billet and grass either or
both of us: as though we had been hares in a tricky

_covert. Never was a man more thankful than I when a
~ vast fissure in the cliff side appeared before us suddenly

as a sanctuary door opened by an unknown friend’s hand.
By it we passed gladly, and were instantly lost to the
view of those.in the valley; while a profound silence of
ultimate night enveloped us. There was no longer the
need to pant and toil upon a crazy slope. Nature herself

- had here cut a path, and it appeared to lead into the very

“heart of the mountain.

¢3‘ :

Now, this path we followed, it may have been for
‘some two.hundred yards in a direction parallel to that of

_ the valley we had quitted. Its gentle declivity brought
- us in the end to a low ‘cavern of the rock, and here we
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found the boatswain, Balaam, sitting with his back to the
cliff, smoking his pipe and guarding his ship’s lantern as
calmly as though the scene had been Rotherhithe and the
day a seaman’s Saturday. Hearing our approach, he
bestirred himself sufficiently to fend the light and to ask
a question.

“Would it be the Doctor and the wild man?” he
asked, and without waiting for an answer he ran on, “I
kenned your step, Doctor, and said you were doing finely.
There’s firing on the hills, sir, and ye would be wise not
to bide. I'm no gleg at the running myself, but yon
manny can take the licht, and Ill make shift for myself.
Aye, Doctor, but if I had that bit of an ass the boys go
daft upon——"

I told him to show the way and not to talk, t.hough I
was glad enough to hear the good fellow’s voice. His
name was Machie, but a donkey ride at Cowes christened
him Balaam for good and all aboard the White Wings.
Very methodically now, and with a seaman’s widening
lurch, he set out to cross the cavern, Okyada and I upon
his heels and all the mesh of subterranean wonder about
us. Here, for a truth, a man might have feared to go at
all, lantern or no lantern in his hand; for the cavern
revealed the source of the boiling springs, and there was
one great chamber of the rock so dreadful to breathe in,
so white with steam and scalding spray, that my own
courage would have recoiled from it but for the example
set me by these brave fellows. They, however, held
straight on without a word spoken, and coming to a
clearer air presently they indicated to me that we were
approaching some place of danger, and must now go with
circumspection. Then I saw that the cavern roof nar-
rowed rapidly until we stood in a passage so regularly
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moulded that the hand of man might have excavated it.
And beyond this lay the Atlantic, plainly visible though
the night was moonless. Never did a glimpse of the
open water cheer my heart so bravely. Liberty, home,
my friends! A man is a man upon the sea, though every
port but one be shut against him. And the breath of
life is in his lungs, and the desire of life at his heart.
Nay, who shall deny it?

A sharp exclamation from the Scotchman, a sudden
halt upon my servant’s part, quickly tempered these re-
flections upon liberty and brought me back to a sense of
our situation and its dangers. That which they had seen,
I now perceived to be nothing less than the figure of a
man standing with his back to the rock as though guard-
ing the entrance to the tunnel and there keeping watch,
not only upon the path, but upon another figure which
lay prone in the fair way and was, I had no doubt what-
ever, a figure of the dead. To come instantly to the con-
clusion that the dead was one of our own, and that he
had been killed by one of the rifles whose report we had
so recently heard, I found natural enough. Not only was
it my thought, but that of the others with me, and to-
gether we halted in the cavern and asked what we should
do. To be sure, we were not to be affrighted by a single
sentry, though he carried a rifle in his hand; but the
certainty that others would be within call, and that a
single cry might bring them upon us, robbed us for a
moment of any clear idea, and held us prisoners of the
cave.

“’Twould have been the firing that I heard syne,” the
boatswain whispered.

I turned to Okyada and asked him what we should
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2
do. His own uncertainty was reflected in his attitude.
He stood as still as a figure of marble.

“The master wait,” he said presently. “I think that
I shall know if the master wait. Let the lantern be
covered. I shall see by the darkness.”

I told him that I forbade him to go, and that it was
madness to suppose that the sentry would stand there
alone. He did not hear me, disappearing immediately
upon his words, and being lost to our view as completely
as though the earth had opened and swallowed him up.
I shall always say that a quicker, surer-footed, or more
faithful fellow never lived to earn the gratitude of an un-
emotional master. My own confidence in him found its
best expression in the complacency with which I waited
for his news. He would kill the sentry if need be—of
that I felt sure—and there was something horrible in the
thought that a living man, whose figure we could see in
the dim light beyond the cavern, stood upon the very
brink of eternity and might have spoken his last word on
earth. This reflection was my own. The stolid boat-
swain made nothing of it. He covered the lantern me-
thodically and squatted back against the rock.

“Yon yellow laddie’s fine,” he whispered. “’Twould
be as good as dead the man were. Has your honour
such a thing as a bit of baccy upon ye? Noj; well, T’ll
do well wanting it.”

I smiled, but did not answer him. In truth, I had
begun to find the minutes of waiting intolerable. What
with the oppressive atmosphere of the tunnel, the heated,
steam-laden air, and upon this the ghostly fascination of
the spectre -at the cavern’s mouth, it came to me that my

The Diamond Ship. 10
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own strength might not carry me safely through the
ordeal. What kept Okyada? The sentry, on his part,
did not appear to have moved since I had first seen him.
There was no sound in the cave save that of the hissing
steam behind us. I could not discover the little figure
of my servant, though I was looking from the darkness
toward the light. Had he come to the conclusion that it
was dangerous to go on? This seemed possible, and I
had already taken a few steps towards the tunnel’s mouth
when his figure suddenly emerged into the light, and
standing side by side with the sentry, he uttered that
soft, purring whistle which called to us to come on.

“Yon’s one of our own, then,” the boatswain said,
starting to his feet clumsily.

“Then someone has gone under, and he is keeping
watch over him,” I replied. “God send that it is not one
of our crew.” ‘

“Amen to that, sir, though ’twere in a Christian man
to say that we maun all die when the day comes.”

“But not in this cursed island or at the hands of a
rascally Jew. The day will be an unlucky one if it comes
here, my man. Put your best foot foremost, and say that
it shall not.”

My words were Greek to him, of course; and he an-
swered me with a strange oath and an expression of
opinion upon Portuguese and others which was quite
valueless. My own curiosity now turned, however, to con-
sider the odd fact that the sentry remained motionless,
and that Okyada did not appear to have exchanged a
single word with him. Who, then, was the man, and what
kept him in that grotesque attitude? At a distance of
fifty yards from the light I could not have told you, but
at twenty yards I understood. The wretched man was
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as stone dead as his comrade who lay upon the path. A
bullet from an unknown rifle had shot him through the
heart as he stood in ambush waiting for me. So much
I hazarded on the instant. The truth must be made
known to me upon the yacht’s deck.

I name the yacht, and this is to tell you in a word
that, coming out of the pit, we espied her, lying off the
headland—a picture of life and light upon the still water.
There below, upon the shore, stood the friends who had
known so many anxieties, suffered upon my account such
weary days of waiting, such long hours of strenuous labour
since I had left them. And now I had but to scramble
down the rugged cliff side and clasp their hands, and to
tell them that all was well with me. But nine days away
from them, I seemed to have lived a year apart, to have
changed my very self, to be a new man coming into a
living world of action from a grave of dreams.

And what voice more earthly could I have heard than
that of the unsurpassable Timothy McShanus crying, “Me
bhoy!” in tones that might have been heard upon the
mountain top?

No, indeed, and Timothy was the first to greet me, and
I do believe there were tears of gladness in his eyes.

10*
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CHAPTER XIX.
IN THE MEANTIME.

Dr. Fabos hears the News.

WE rowed to the yacht without an instant’s delay and
made known the good news to the crew. Their cheers
must certainly have been heard by half the population of
Villa do Porto. Quite convinced that the Jap would fetch
me out of the trap, Captain Larry had ordered a supper
to be prepared in the cabin, and hardly were we aboard
when the corks were popping and the hot meats served,
It was touching to witness the good fellows’ delight, ex-
pressed in twenty ways as seamen will—this man by loud
oaths, another by stupefied silence, a third by incoherent
roaring, a fourth by the exclamatory desire that he might
not find salvation. A man learns by misfortune by what
measure of love his friends estimate him. In my case I
learned it upon the deck of the White Wings, and have
never forgotten the lesson.

Okyada, be sure, was the hero of the hour, and we
had him down to the cabin immediately, and there pledged
him in our saki that comes to us by way of Rheims. So
much there was to tell upon both sides that neither side
knew where to begin. Strangely elated myself, and suffer-
ing from the reaction of the nerves which sets a man
walking upon air, I told them very briefly that I had been
trapped to the hills, not by stratagem, but by force, and
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that if they had come an hour later, it would have been
to a sepulchre. On their side, the strident voice of
Timothy related twenty circumstances in a breath, and
unfailingly began in the middle of his story and con-
cluded with the beginning.

“We presented ourselves to the authorities as ye
ordered us to do, and bad cess to them, they had no
English at all to speak of. That was after me friend,
Larry, had hunted the innkeeper round the town for to
keep him humble in spirit. I went to the Consul’s man
and says I, “’Tis an Englishman I am upon the high seas
though of another nation ashore, and treat us civilly,” says
I, ‘or be damned if I don’t wipe the floor with ye.’ 'Twas
a mellow-faced party, and not to be made much of. The
gendarmes were no better. There was wan av them that
had a likeness to the Apostle John, but divil a word of
a sane man’s gospel could I get out of the fellow. The
tale went that ye had gone to St. Michael’s, and ’twas by
your own will that ye went. I made my compliments to
the man who said it, and told him he was a liar. Ean,
me bhoy, your friend Fordibras and his friend the Hebrew
Jew have bought this island body and soul. The very
cable shakes hands with them. We had to go to St.
Michael’s to send a bit of a message at all.”

I interrupted him sharply.

“Did you send the cables, then, Timothy?”

“Would I be after not sending them? And me friend
in his grave! They went the day before yesterday. *Twill
be like new wine to Dr. Ean, says I, dead or alive. So
we sailed to St. Michael’s. Your fine fellow of a Jap, he
was alone twenty hours in the hills. Man, he has the
eyes, the ears, the feet of a serpent, and if he’s not a
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match for the Jew divil, may I never drink champagne
again.” .

I assented a little gravely. His news meant very much
to me. You must know that, before I landed at Villa do
Porto at all, I had entrusted to Timothy and to Captain
Larry certain messages which were to be cabled to Europe
in the gravest emergency only. These messages would
tell Scotland Yard; they would make known to the Govern-
ment and to the Admiralty, and even more important than
these, to the great diamond houses, that which I knew of
the Jew, Val Imroth, and of his doings upon the high
seas. From this time forth the warships of three nations
would be scouring the ocean for such witnesses to my
story as only the ocean could betray. If, from one point
of view, I welcomed the thought, a shadow already lay
upon my satisfaction. For if Imroth were arrested, and
with him the man known as General Fordibras, what, then,
of Joan and her fortunes? These men, I believed, were
capable of any infamy. They might well sacrifice the
child to their desire for vengeance upon the man who
had discovered them. They might even bring her to the
bar of a Court of Justice, charged as an accomplice in
these gigantic thefts they had committed so many years.
To this end they had put my stolen jewels about her
neck, and so baited their devilish trap from the earliest
hours. I am convinced now that their ultimate object
was murder—when it could be safely done, and when the
whole of my story was known to them.

“You sent the cables two days ago, Timothy—and
what then?” I asked him, not wishing to make too much
of it before them. “Have you had any reply from
Murray?”
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Captain Larry intervened, pointing out that the cables
had been sent from St. Michael’s.

“We had to get the ship back, sir,” he said. “I was
determined not to leave this place without you if we
waited here a twelvemonth. As for the authorities, it was,
as Mr. McShanus says, all blubber and fingers, and the
General’s money hot in their pockets. When we got back
from St. Michael’s, the little Jap came down to the harbour
with his story. You were up in the hills, he said, and
there was a spring to be dammed to get you out. He
had done what he could, rolling the rocks into the water
with his own hands until he could hardly stand upright
for fatigue, but we sent a boat’s crew up last night and
another to-night, and they played bowls with the stones
like the good men they are. I would have gone down
with your servant, but he’d the conceit to go alone. It’s
natural to such a man-—no words, no fuss, just a coil of
rope about his waist and a couple of revolvers in his
hands. He took the Scotch boatswain because he says
Scotchmen give nothing away—‘Honourable Englishmen
too much tongue,’ he says. I left it with him, because I
believe he spoke the straight truth. When he had gone
up we posted a couple of men on the shore here, and
Mr. McShanus and I took our stand at the clif’s head.
We hadn’t been there more than half an hour when the
first of the rifle-shots was fired. We saw a number of
men on the hillside, and they had fired a rifle for a
signal, as we supposed, to others on the shore below.
By-and-by we heard another rifle-shot, but saw no one.
A little while after that you came down.”

I told them that there were two men stone dead at
the entrance to the tunnel, and this astonished them
greatly. We could only surmise that the Jew’s sentinels
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had quarrelled amongst themselves, and that the second
of the shots had been fired by a wounded man as his
comrade emerged from the tunnel. Be it as it might, the
hazardous nature of my escape became plainer every mo-
ment. It needed but Larry’s intimation that a steamer
had left the island two hours ago to tell me that my life
had been saved almost as by a miracle.

“They have heard from Europe that the game is up,
and are running to another haven,” I said. “There was
no longer anything to be got from me, so out came their
pistols. If they touch at any port north of Tangier, the
police will lay hands upon them. That is not likely. My
own opinion is that they are running for the great ship
which we saw drifting out there in mid-Atlantic. If it is
correct, the game becomes exciting. We can leave no
message which can be safely delivered. Should the
Government send a cruiser, the officer of it will hardly
set out for a blindman’s bluff. If we had coal enough
ourselves——”

Captain Larry interrupted me with scarce an apology.

“That was one of my reasons for going to St. Michael’s,
doctor. Mr. McShanus will tell you that we were lucky.
We filled our bunkers—at a stiff price, but still we filled
them. The yacht is ready to put to sea this instant if
you so desire it.”

His news both amazed and troubled me. I will not
deny that I had been much tempted to stand by the
island until I had definite news of Joan Fordibras and her
safety. And now the clear call came to embark without
an instant’s delay upon a quest which I owed both to
myself and to humanity. Undoubtedly I believed that
the Jew had taken refuge upon the Diamond Ship. Be-
hind that belief there stood the black fear that he might
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have carried the child with him to be a hostage for him-
self and his fellow rogues, and to stand between my
justice and his punishment. This I knew to be possible.
*And if it were so, God help her amid that crew of cut-
throats and rogues, hidden from justice upon the un-
frequented waters of the Southern Ocean.

But it might not be so, and pursuit of them might
leave her to perils as great, and insult as sure, in one or
other of those criminal dens the rogues had built for
themselves in the cities of Europe. Surely was it a
memorable hour and manifest of destiny when it found
the yacht ready to put to sea without delay.

“Captain,” said I, “do the men understand that this
is a voyage from which none of us may return?”

“They so understand it, Dr. Fabos.”

“And do they consent willingly?”

- “Turn back, and you are upon the brink of a
mutiny.”

“Then let us go in God’s name,” said I; “now, this
very hour, let us do that duty to which we are called.”
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CHAPTER XX.
THE SKIES BETRAY.

A Message comes from the Diamond Ship.

I sHALL carry you next to a scene in the Southern
Atlantic, to a day in the month following my escape from
the Azores. <The morning is a brilliant morning of torrid
heat and splendid sunshine. The sea about us is a sea
gleaming as a sheeted mirror of the purest silver; a vast, .
still, silent sea, with a cloudless horizon and a breath as
of Southern springtime. The yacht White Wings is
changed but little since last you saw her at Villa do
Porto.

A close observer would mark the mast which carries
her apparatus for Marconigrams; she steams very slowly,
with a gentle purr of her engines that seems to soothe to
sleep. There is a trim sailor on the look-out in her bows,
and the second officer paces the bridge with the air of
- one who has long since ceased to enjoy an active occupa-
tion. Down amidships shouts of laughter claim my atten-
tion and turn my steps to the spot. The laughter is the
laughter of honest seamen. The victim is my friend,
McShanus. ..

He picked himself from the deck, brushed his clothes
methodically, and told me that the game had been Ju-
Jitsu.

“Tis the little yellow devil again, and me on my
back like a turtle. Says he, ‘The honourable Irishman
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no. puttee Okyada on the floor” Says I, ‘Ye wisp of hay,
I could knock ye down with my thumb.’ ‘The honour-
able Irishman try, says he. So I just put my hands
upon his shoulders and gave him a bit of a push. Sons
of Ireland! he dropped to the floor directly I touched
him, and where is the relic of Timothy McShanus? Sure,
he caught me on the soles of his feet as I fell over him,
and shot me twenty yards—me that has the blood of
kings in me veins. He grassed me like a rabbit, sir,
and there are those who laughed. Risu ineplo res inm-
eptior nulla est. Let them hear Martial and be hanged
to them!”

I comforted Timothy with what words I could, and
told him that they were bringing breakfast up to the
deck.

“] want a few words with Larry and yourself,” said
I, “and hungry men are poor listeners. You have
amused the crew, Timothy, and that is something in these
days. Be thankful to have played such a noble part
and come and eat immediately. There is a capital fish
curry—and the loaves are hot from the oven.”

“Faith,” he replied, “if you make me as warm in-
side as I am out, ’twill be my clothes I am selling to the
natives.”

And then he asked almost pitifully.

“'Tis not to say that ye are going back to Europe,
Ean, me bhoy?”

“The very thing in my mind, Timothy. I’ll tell you
when we have had our ‘parritch’ We were not born to
spend useful careers in the Doldrums. Let us remember
it after breakfast.”

They had stretched a friendly awning over the aft
deck, and hereunder we took our coffee and such food as
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a man cared to eat in such a temperature. When break-
fast was done and we had lighted the morning cigarette,
delicious beyond words under such circumstances, I be-
gan to speak very frankly to Timothy and the Captain
of our present situation and the impossibility of continuing
it further.

“The obstinate man is about to surrender to his
friends,” T said. “We have now been running to and fro
between Porto Grande and this Styx of an ocean for
nearly a month. We have sailed half-way to the Brazils
and back, and discovered no more traces of the Diamond
Ship than of the barque which Jason steered. When I
consented to quit Villa do Porto, I believed that the Jew,
Valentine Imroth, would be taken afloat in the vessel we
saw when first we returned from South Africa. I still
believe it—but what is the good of belief when the ocean
guards his secret and no eyes of ours can pry it out?
He has escaped us, vanished in a cloud, and left us to
gird at ourselves for the precious weeks we have lost. It
may be that my deductions were wrong from the first,
that he has fled to Paris or to America, and that the
Diamond Ship is safely in some harbour where no civilised
Government will find her. In that case our patrol is
doubly futilee We are giving him time to perfect his
plans, while we keep from the authorities that personal
account of our investigations to which they are entitled.
These conclusions compel me most reluctantly to assent
to your wishes and to return. We have failed upon the
high seas. Let us now discover what the shore has to
tell us.”

They heard me with evident pleasure. Loyal as the
men had been all along, these weary weeks of fruitless
pursuit could not but tell their tale upon them. When
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we sailed away from Villa do Porto and raced to the
Southern Atlantic, it was in the minds of all of us that
we should track down the Jew successfully in as many
days as we had now devoted weeks to a futile quest. All the
arguments were upon my side. If the unknown vessel
harboured Imroth’s rogues, and not them alone, but the
fruits of their robberies, then it was plain that she must
abide at least for a time in the situation where we had
first discovered her. How could her communication with
the shore be established otherwise? Relief ships from
Europe would be visiting her constantly. She must be
provisioned, coaled, and kept aware of what was going on
ashore. It seemed impossible to me that she could shift
her present cruising ground or make any wide detour
until open pursuit compelled her to do so. These reasons
had kept me doggedly to my quest of her. But they
had failed to satisfy my comrades, and there were other
impulses bidding me return.

“It is hard to give it up, doctor,” said Captain Larry
when I had done; “but really, I think you are right. If
the Government had sent out a ship to help us, the
course would have been plain enough. As it is, we can
do nothing even if we track them down, and we might
lose valuable lives in the endeavour. Get back to Ports-
mouth and leave it to the Government. That’s my word,
and that, I think, is what Mr. McShanus thinks. We
have done all we can, and a precious sight more than
most would have done.”

“Aye, and ’tis sense the man speaks,” added McShanus.
“The last man in the world would I be to cry off while
the fox is running; but, Ean, me bhoy, he’s gone to
ground as sure as blazes, and what for would ye flog a
good horse to death? Here’s a fortune spent in coal,
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and a sea hot enough to fry haddocks, and divil of a sign
as much as of a row-boat. The Captain’s not behind me
in knowing of other people who have a claim upon your
consideration. Go to Europe and learn of their welfare.
There is one who may need ye sorely. And poor talk
will it be that you’ll hear then if they tell you of ‘what
might have been’ Go back to Europe, say I, and learn
what has become of Joan Fordibras. ’Tis better work
than roasting like a heathen nigger on this blazer of an
ocean.”

Well, we were agreed finely, as you will see. But the
determination, none the less, had its counterpoise of de-
pression which is not difficult to apologise for. It is in the
British blood to persist even when failure seems assured
and hope has long been abandoned. We had set out to
find the Diamond Ship, and we had failed. That she
was still afloat upon the Southern Atlantic remained my un-
alterable conviction. It was even possible that Joan For-
dibras was aboard her, and not in Europe at all. A
Council of Prudence said, “Return;” a Vanity of Conviction
said, “Go on.” Thad listened to the voice of the first-named
and surrendered to it. My comrades professed their joy
in tones becoming a graveyard. The men heard of our
determination with hands thrust deep into their pockets
and mouths which emitted surly clouds of smoke. Rarely
has a homeward-bound ship carried heavier hearts or a
crew as silent. We were going to see the white cliffs of
England again; but we were leaving the Diamond Ship
for others to take. Everyone, professing to be glad, re-
mained conscious of a personal defeat, of a rebuff which
should not have been, and would not have been, but for
a caprice of Fortune, unlooked for and unmerited.

Upon my own part, there were conflicting hopes and
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desires which I could have confessed to none. It cer-
tainly had been a blow upon my vanity that the Ad-
miralty had sent no ship to my assistance, and that Scot-
land Yard had been so long bestirring itself. What could
their delay mean but incredulity? They doubted my
story, or if they did not doubt it, then they were wasting
the precious weeks in vain inquiries at the consulates or
formal exchange with the Governments. In due season
they would act, when the Diamond Ship had made her
last voyage, perhaps, and the master criminal stood
beyond their reach. Val Imroth, indeed, appeared to
me to be the beginning and the end of this great con-
spiracy. The others were the puppets with which this
king of rogues played a game daring beyond all imagina-
tion of meaner minds. Let him be caught, and the house
of his crimes would be shattered to ruins. He was the
Alpha and the Omega, the brain and the soul of it. I
concerned myself with no other—even little Joan must
stand in peril until he were taken. My sense of duty
forbade another course; I dare not turn aside.

Many a night and oft when the glorious Southern sky
looked down upon us, and the sea was still, and nothing
but the purring voice of the steamer’s engines could be
heard, had I, alone upon the aft deck, asked myself of
Joan’s fate and of the future which awaited her. Had
the rogues discovered her that night I fled from the
Valley House, or had she been spirited away before
Okyada came to me? Was it a man’s part to have left
the island immediately, or should I have lingered on in
the hope of seeing her? I know not to this day.

If a man’s love make claim upon sentiment alone and
not upon commonsense, then must I be found blame-
worthy. But if he is to use his brains as much in an



160 YHE DIAMOND SHIP,

affair of the heart as in that of the common things of the
day, then was I justified a thousand times. Again and
again did reason tell me that the Jew would hold her as
a hostage for his own safety; and that no harm would |
befall her until danger threatened him. Let me come
face to face with him, and then I might fear for her.
Alas! that reason cannot' always be a comforter. There
were blacker hours when I depicted her the prey of the
ruffians of the island, the victim of her foster-father’s
savage anger, alone and defenceless amongst them all,
looking for my coming, and crying in her despair because
I did not come. These were the blacker hours, I say.
Let the long spell of waiting answer for them. They
vanished like the mist when the good news came.

* * * * *

We set the yacht upon a northward course, and lived
through a morning of angry silence. Disdaining any lunch
but a biscuit and a proud cigar, Timothy McShanus fell
to reminiscences. I remember he discussed the law of -
chances, reminding me of the American citizen, who, being
asked if he were a lucky man, replied that he once held
four aces at a game of poker in Mexico City, and only
got one shot in the leg. In a lachrymose mood, Timothy
went on to say that he cared little whether he lived or
died, but that he would give much to know what they
were doing at the Goldsmith Club in London town. I
did not answer him, for at that moment Captain Larry
came scurrying along the deck, and one look at his face
told me that he had news of moment.

“Well, Larry—and now?”

“There is a message, sir.”

“A message?”

“I don’t know what to say, sir. The telegraph in-

v
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struments are going like one o’clock. I thought you had
better know immediately. There’s no one else aboard
can read them.”

My rough exclamation astonished them both. Our
Marconi instruments had always been a pleasant source
of mystery to the crew, and even the Captain regarded
them with some little awe. Hitherto we had hardly made
use of them at all, exchanging, I think, but a couple of
messages—one with a P. & O. steamer and another with
a Union boat. And now they spoke for the third time,
not from any ocean-going ship, I felt sure, nor from any
station ashore, but a voice from the unknown, pregnant of
good or ill, it might be, beyond any power of the imagina-
tion to say. Be it said that I went below with an anxiety,
an excitement of the news baffling words. Was it pos-
sible that this implement of steel and brass, of wire and
filings, and the simplest electric batteries, would reveal the
truth so long eoncealed? Even that I dared to hope.

Now, the second officer watched the instrument and
his curiosity was natural enough. I caught him when I
entered the fore cabin where we had set it up, in the act
of trying to send some signal in reply, and arrested him
with so rough a hand upon his own that he must have
believed me bereft suddenly of my senses.

“Good God!” I cried. “Not a word, man—not a
word. This may be life or death to us. Leave it alone
—let them speak before we answer.”

“The instrument has been going for five minutes, sir,
I know something of the Morse code, but I can’t make
head or tail of it. She’s not a P. & O. ship, sir.”

“Neither a P. & O. nor any other letters in our
alphabet, my lad. Go down now to Mr. Benson, the en-

The Diamond Ship. 11
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gineer, and tell him to give an eye to the batteries and
the coherer. I will see to this.”

He left me, and I took my stand before the imple-
ment, and watched it as a man watches a human face
wherein he may read the story of his fate. A message
was being ticked out there, but so faintly, so absolutely
inaudible, that no skill of mine could write it down. Far
away from us, it might be, some hundreds of miles away,
an unknown ship flashed its news over the lonely ocean.
What ship, then, and whose were the voices? Fascinated
beyond expression, I stood a long hour by the instrument
and could hear my own heart beating with the excite-
ment of suspense. Would the unknown never speak
plainly? Should I risk a question in answer, sent out
from our own lofty mast where all had been prepared for
such a seeming miracle as this? And if so, what question?
Had the Jew a password upon the high seas of which I
was not the possessor. I knew not what to think. One
man alone upon the yacht might speak at such an hour
—young Harry Avenhill, who, silently, willingly, and in
gratitude had worked with our engineers during these
long weeks of the vain pursuit.

Harry came up to me from the depths of the engine-
room, his face a little pallid, but his eyes a clearer,
healthier blue than when I had taken him from England
and given him that second chance which humanity owes
to every lad who sins. He told me frankly that there
had been a password in use both in England and France.

“We. used to have to write the letter ‘A’ five times
running from the bottom, left-hand, to the top right-hand
of a slip of paper, sir. That was when we wanted to get
into any of our houses in London or Paris or Brussels.
If we met a friend in the streets, it was the Romany
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tongue we spoke—Kushto bokk or mero pal, or something
of that sort—and when we had said it, one or other asked
how old Five A’s was doing. Once I remember the pass-
word was ‘Fordibras.” That was at Blois when we robbed
the house of the Count of Sens, who had just bought
some of the Empress’s emeralds. I never remember it
being used anywhere else but there.”

I smiled, for the Jew’s perspicuity was as evident here
as it had been in England and upon the island. The
weaker man, Hubert Fordibras, he who by subtle clever-
ness and canting self-deception tried to believe himself
innocent of these crimes, he would be the first prize of
the police when detection came. This was obvious—as
obvious as the lad’s inability to help me.

“It will not be ‘Fordibras’ upon the high seas, nor
will a whole alphabet of ‘A’s’ help us, Harry,” said I, as
kindly as I could. “But that’s not your fault, my lad.
Had you gone aboard with them, it would have been a
different story. There is some password, I am sure, and
it is used only for the ships. As it is, I must go wanting
it—a hundred thousand pities, if pity is ever any use to
anybody.”

“Then you never met one of their sailors, Doctor
Fabos?”

“No, I never—Good God! what am I saying? Never
met one of their sailors? Harry, what made you ask me
that question?”

“You think of everything, sir. I made sure you would
have been aboard one of their ships.”

“I have not been aboard one of their ships, but—
well, we shall see. Who knows, Harry, but that you were
to be the destiny of this? Go up to Captain Larry and

1\
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tell him that I have news for him and for Mr. Benson.
It may not be Europe after all.”

" He went away as quietly as he had come and left
me to the instruments. That which was in my mind I
would share with none. Say that it was an idea which
might win or lose all by a word and you will come near
to its discovery. My purpose was to send by wireless
telegraphy such a message to the Diamond Ship as would
lead us to the discovery both of her present situation and
her ultimate destination. To do this, I needed a pass-
word to the confidence of her commander. That pass-
word I believed that I possessed. It had been given to
me years gone when a dead sailor had been washed
ashore upon Palling beach, and one of the most famous
diamonds in Europe had been found upon his body.
Judge of my excifement when I sat down to put this idea
to the proof. There before me was the instrument still
ticking a message I could not decipher. I sat down be-
fore our own keyboard and deliberately rapped out the
words, “Captain Three Fingers.” Again and again I sent
the words speeding across the lonely seas. “Captain
Three Fingers”—that, and nothing more. As a spirit
winging a human thought it went, to the unknown, over
the silent waters, a tremor of the air, a voice of doom,
an awful, mysterious power of words pregnant of discovery
or wholly impotent in the mocking ether.

An hour passed, and found me still alone. There had
been no response to my message, no further agitation of
the receiver whose message baffled me. Faithful to my
wish, neither Larry nor McShanus had interrupted me. I
could hear as a distant sound the murmur of gentle seas
beating upon our bows. The purr of our engines was as
that of a living, sentient entity, awake to the intervals of
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‘action. My fingers had grown weary of repeating those
idle words. I sat back in my chair in a bitterness of
spirit foreign to me, and reflected upon the fatuity of im-
pulse and the mockery of all human deduction. If there
were a password to the deck of the Diamond Ship, I
lacked it. My hasty conclusions had met with their just
fate, The men aboard the distant vessel had taken alarm
and signalled to me no more. What would it profit them
to continue this vain employment? Answer, that obstinacy
prompted me. Doggedly, persistently, reason would
repeat that I was right. The words were the only words.
I could imagine no others. In mockery almost I changed
my key, and to prové myself right, a hundred times I
tapped out the word “Fordibras” upon the ready instru-
ment. Once, twice, thrice—thus it went speeding into
the aerial wastes, losing itself under the blue heavens, a
delusion upon a delusion, the mocking jest of a man who
had no resource but jest. And how are wonder and the
sport of chance to be expressed when I say that the
word was answered, immediately, clearly, beyond all ques-
tion—in a message from the Diamond Ship and from
those who commanded her.

I sat as one transfixed, my hands trembling with ex-
citement, my ears intent as though open to the story of a
miracle. Plain as the talk of a friend at my side came
that memorable answer, “How is old Five A’s doing?”
Leaping to the lad Harry’s story, I answered them in the
Romany tongue—the first, perhaps, that any student of
crime should begin to learn. And now it became no
longer a question of the word. Their anxiety mastered
them. They were telling me their "secrets across the
waste—those secrets I would have paid half my fortune
to learn,
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“We lie at 9o° 15" by 35° 15" 15". Where are you?”

I flashed back a false reply, two degrees northward
of our true situation. Quick as the instrument would
transmit the words, I added this intelligence:

“Every port watched. Fabos in Paris; white ensign
off St. Michael’s; station safe; wait coming.”

Their reply was the impatient question:

“Are you Ross or Sycamore?”

I took it to mean that there were two ships for which
they waited, and that the captains thereof were named
respectively Ross and Sycamore. At a hazard, I chose
the first name, and waited for them to go on. Never in
all this world did the flashing voict of electricity mean so
much to mortal man.

“We are short of coal and water,” the tidings went.
“Hurry, for God’s sake, or we are driven into Rio.”

To this, my hands hot with the fever of discovery, I
rejoined:

“Rio known—keep the seas; we reach you to-
morrow.”

And then for a long while there was silence. I
imagined that unknown crew debating my words as
though they had been a message of their salvation. A
relief ship was coming out to them. They were saved
from the perils of the shore and that more terrible peril
of thirst. When the machine next ticked out its uncon-
scious confession, it was to bid me hasten, for God’s sake.

“I am Valentine Imroth. What has kept you
ashore?”

“The police and Fabos.”

“Then Fordibras is a traitor!”

“You have his daughter with you?”

“Is that known in Europe?”
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“It is suspected.”

“By the mouth of Fabos. He has received my mess-
age. Has Sycamore sailed?”

“He is two days behind me.”

“What coal has he aboard?”

I sat back from the instrument and answered not a
word. Be it said that, directly I had already convinced
myself that this mysterious unknown Diamond Ship was
in reality a vessel hauled to, as it were, permanently in
mid-Atlantic, the corollary of attended steamers needed
no demonstration. Regularly from Europe or America, I
imagined, tenders of considerable size set out to water,
provision, and to coal the great receiving hulk wherein
the Jew hid his booty and harboured his outcasts. There
would be a great going to and fro of rascals, of course,
relief-crews, and a very system of changing duties. But
the great ship would never make the shore unless driven
thereto by ultimate necessity; and the very fact of those
equatorial latitudes being chosen for her cruising ground,
latitudes of profound calm and void of winds, contributed
to the probability of my surmise. So much was plain—
but the moment the arch-rogue asked me what coal the
tender carried, then instantly I realised my peril and
quitted the instrument abruptly. Of the tender I knew
nothing. A false word might undo all that accident had
done for me so nobly. I had wisdom enough to draw
back from it.

“They will set it down either to prudence or a bad
receiver,” I said to myself as I quitted the cabin, in a
greater state of mental agitation than I had known since
I sailed from England. “It could not be better. Let
them flash what news they will, I have their story, and
to-morrow Europe shall have it too.”
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Larry was on the quarter-deck when I went aft and
Timothy McShanus stood at his side. I was astonished
to hear that it was already six o’clock and to see the sun-
setting. Together, my best of friends remarked on the
pallor of my face, and asked me what, in heaven’s name,
had kept me so long in the cabin.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “the Diamond Ship is some
hundred odd miles from us as we lie, and Joan Fordibras
and the Jew are aboard her. Captain Larry, will you give
the necessary orders? and, Timothy, for God’s sake, send
me up a whisky-and-soda and the longest cigar on the
yacht. I am going to think, man—I am going to think.”

So I turned upon my heel and left him. The men’s
cheers resounded through the ship as I entered my cabin.
Ah! the brave fellows. Toward what harbour had they
turned the yacht’s head so resolutely? Might it not be to
a haven of death, to a grave in that placid ocean upon
which we now raced as though Eldorado lay beyond our
dim horizon?

I knew not, indeed. For upon me also the fever of
pursuit had again laid its burning hand, and though death
stood at our helm, no voice of life might call me back.
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CHAPTER XXIL
A PILLAR OF LIGHT.
“White Wings’® Dares a Venture.

MERRY, our little cockney cook—the aproned humbug
pretends to be a Frenchman—swore that night by the
shade of Caréme that if ever he made a ragodt & la truffe
& Perigord again for a master who dined off whisky-and-
soda and a cigar, “’e ’oped he would be ’ung on a pot-
’ook.” I solaced the good fellow by ordering supper at
eleven o’clock, and inviting both Larry and Benson, our
engineer, to my table. Needless to say that we had but
one topic of conversation. Hardly were the glasses filled
when I began to put my laconic questions, and wrote
upon the slip of note at my side the answers to them.

“For how many days have you coal, Mr. Benson?”

“That depends how far and how fast you steam, sir.”

“Suppose that we are lying drifting here in these
calms. There is no great consumption of coal then?”

“No, sir; but if you wish steam kept up against a run,
that empties your bunkers.”

«It will depend upon what the other people can do,
Benson. They may be in the same position as we are.
If our friends at home believe our story, I don’t suppose
there will be much coal going for Val Imroth or any of
his company, Of course, he may have other resources.
He would not rely upon relief ships from Europe alto-
gether. The American governments are not likely to con-
cern themselves overmuch in the matter, Their news-
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papers will make as much of the matter as the police will
make little. Incredulity we must expect. If we are be-
lieved anywhere, it will be by the men who lose hundreds
of thousands of pounds every year in South Africa. That’s
the keynote to this mystery. The Jew may have a hundred
agents stealing diamonds for him at Kimberley, he hides
the men and the booty on this great moored ship until
the danger has passed. A hint to those pleasant people,
the magnates of Park Lane, will supply money enough for
any purpose. I doubt their sense, however. They will
leave the protection of their so-called interests to other
people, as they have always done. We really need not
consider them in the matter.”

“'Tis yourself and the young lady ye have to think of
—no others,” interrupted Timothy. “Phwat the divil is
Park Lane to you or to me or to any decent man? Do
we care whether their diamonds are safe or stolen? Not
a tinker’s curse, me bhoy. If ye hunt the Jew down, ’tis
for your vanity’s sake and not for the good of humanity
at all. Faith, I'd be a fool to tell ye 'tis not so. Ye want
the glory of this, and ye want the girl on top of the glory.
Let’s be plain with each other, and we’ll get on the faster.”

“Timothy,” T said, “you are a philosopher. We won’t
quarrel about it. The glory of it is nothing to you, and
if it were in your power, you'd return to Europe by the
first steamer willing to carry you there. Let us agree to
tha ”

“Be d—-—d to it. I agree to nothing of the sort.”

“Ah, then here is Madame Vanity sheltered also in
another human bosom. Say no more. If I am serious, it
is to tell you that vanity has been less to me in all this
time than the safety of Joan Fordribras and her freedom.
Of that, I account myself the guardian. She is on board
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the Diamond Ship—reflect among what a company of
villains, thieves, and assassins. Captain, Timothy, I have
not the courage to tell myself what may befall her. Per-
haps it would be better if she did not live to speak of it.
You know what it may be. You must try to help me
where my judgment fails.”

“To the last man on the ship,” said Captain Larry
very solemnly.

Timothy did not reply. Emotional, as all Irishmen
are, he heard me in a silence which spoke very eloquently
of his affection. For my own part, I am no lover of a
public sentiment. My friends understood what Joan’s
safety meant to me, and that was sufficient.

“We should sight the ship after eight bells,” said I,
diverting the subject abruptly, “and then our task begins.
I am hoping to outwit them and to force a surrender by
sheer bluff. Very possibly it will fail. We may even lose
the yacht in the venture. I can promise nothing save
this—that while I live I will hunt the Jew, afloat or ashore.
Let us drink to that, gentlemen, a bumper. It may be
the last occasion we shall find for some days to come.”

We filled our glasses and drank the toast. A willing
steward carried my orders for a double dose of grog for
the men, and an echo of the chantey they lifted came
down to us as we sat. It was now nearly midnight, and
yet no one thought of bed. An excitement which forbade
words kept us there, talking of commonplace affairs. When
the second officer informed me, exactly at eight bells, that
the telegraph was working again and very clearly, I heard
him almost with indifference. For the moment it might
be dangerous to send any message across the waste of
waters. There could be no further talk exchanged between
the Jew and myself until I had definitely declared myself.



172 THE DIAMOND SHIP.

“They would shift their position, Captain. We must
hold them to it and track them down. You think that
we should sight them at two bells in the middle watch.
Tll step down and hear what they have to say, but un-
less it is vital I shall not answer them.”

I found the instrument tapping sharply as the second
officer had said. The words spelled out “Colin Ross,”
the name of the officer upon one of their relief ships, as
they had already informed me. Repeated again and again,
it gave me in the end an idea I was quick to act upon.
They must think the relief steamer broken down, I said.
Such should be the first card I had to play.

“Fordibras,” 1 signalled, and again “Fordibras,” and
then upon it the simple words, “propeller shaft broken—
all hands at work—repaired to-morrow—cable eight bells.”

I say that I repeated the message, as one almost in-
variably is called upon to do when the instrument is wire-
less and no receivers have been tuned to a scheme. A
little to my astonishment, there was no reply whatever.
As I had ceased to speak to the Diamond Ship yesterday,
so she had ceased to speak to me to-night. A renewal
of the call earned no better reward. I fell to the con-
clusion that the news had been so astounding that the
man who received it went headlong to the captain of the
vessel, and that an answer would be returned anon. So
half an hour passed and found me still waiting. It must
have been nearly one o’clock by this time. I recollect
that it was seventeen minutes past one precisely when our
forward “look-out” discerned the lights of the Diamond
Ship upon a far horizon, and Captain Larry burst in upon
me with his splendid news. Now, surely, had I no further
need of messages. You may judge how I followed him
to the deck to feed my eyes upon the spectacle,
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“Have you just seen her, Larry?”

“This very instant, doctor. I could not have fallén
down the stairs quicker.”

“Does McShanus know?”

“He’s shaking all over—like a man with an ague. I
sent him to the cabin for brandy.”

“It could be no other ship, Larry?”

“How could it be, sir? This is no course for any-
where. She’s what we're after, right enough.”

“Does she lie far off, Larry?”

“I can’t say, sir. You shall judge for yourself.”
. I went up upon the bridge with him for a better
view, and immediately discerned the spectacle which had
so excited him. Many miles away, as I judged, upon our
port-bow, a light flashed out brilliantly above a sleeping
ocean; a blinking, hovering, mad-cap light, now turning
its glowing face to a fleecy sky, now making lakes of
golden fire upon the glassy water, now revolving as in
some mighty omnivorous circle which should embrace all
things near and far and reveal their presence to watching
eyes. Plainly directed by a skilful hand, I said that a
trained officer worked the lantern as they work it on
board a man-of-war; but as though to deny that the un-
known ship was a man-of-war, the monster searchlight
began anon to answer as though to a dancing, drunken
measure of some hand that wearied of duty and made a
jest of it. Not for one minute would this have been per-
mitted upon the deck of a battleship. I could doubt no
longer that Captain Larry spoke the truth,

“We are carrying no lights ourselves, Larry?” I ex-
claimed presently, and added apologetically, “that goes
without saying.” '
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“It goes without saying, doctor. I ordered lights out
at eight bells.”

“We shall show a haze of red light above our funnels?”

“Not with those guards to port Mr. Benson has
fitted up.”

Do you think we dare run up to her, Larry?”

“There would be little risk when they got tired of
their fireworks, doctor.”

“We'll do it, Larry. Don’t forget Joan Fordibras is
aboard there. I would give much for one spoken word
that she could understand.”

He nodded significantly, and as he rang down his
orders to the engine-room I perceived that McShanus had
come up from the saloon. He did not speak to me, as
he told me afterwards, being under the ridiculous appre-
hension, which comes to men in danger, that any speech
above a whisper is a peril. The men themselves were all
- grouped about the fo’castle like children for a stage-play
to be given on the water. We carried no lights. From
stem to stem of the ship not so much as a single electric
lamp broke in upon the darkness. The clash of our
engines remained the only sound. I turned to Timothy
and astonished him by my greeting.

“A steady hand now, is it that, Timothy?”

“Take a grip of it yourself, me bhoy.”

“It certainly is not the cold hand of the poets. Would
it help with the machine guns if need be, Timothy?”

“Whist!—could it not! Are ye not speaking over-
loud, doctor, me bhoy?”

“Oh, come, you think they can hear us five miles
away, Timothy. Shout if you like, old boy. I hope to
God there will be silence enough by-and-by. We are
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going to have a look at them, Timothy. ’Tis to learn the
colour of their coats, as you would say.”

“Ye are not going within shot of their guns?”

“Timothy,” I said, speaking in that low tone he had
desired. “I am going to learn how it fares with Joan
Fordibras.”

“Ah, bad cess to it, when a woman holds the lantern
—there goes Jack the Giant-killer. ’Twill help her to be
sunk, Ean.”

“I do not think they will sink us, Timothy.”

“God be good to me. PI'm no better than a coward
this night. What was it I said?”

“That you were quite of my opinion, Timothy.”

We laughed together, and then fell to silence. Fit-
fully now in the dark heavens there could be seen the
glimmer of the searchlight’s open lantern. The sea about
us was a sea of night, very black and awesome and still.
We were a thing of darkness, rushing onward with spin-
ning bows and throbbing turbines and furnaces at a white
heat—a stealthy enemy creeping upon our prey through
the immense shadows which darkened the face of the
resting waters. No man aboard disguised from himself
the risk we were taking. Let the Diamond Ship catch
us in the path of her mighty beam of radiant light, and
we were instantly discovered. A single shell from her
modern guns would destroy us utterly. There could be
no greater triumph for the Jew than that. We alone
carried the whole story of his secret. What, then, would
he not give to destroy us?

So we crept on, mile by mile. Every eye aboard the
White Wings watched that resting searchlight as though
it had been endowed with telepathic powers and would
of itself warm the rogue’s crew. I don’t think we believed
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for an instant in the good fortune which followed us. It
seemed incredible that they should not keep a better
look-out—and yet the fact so stands. The resting beam
of light in the sky was our goal. We drew upon it mo-
ment by moment as to some gate of destiny which should
tell a story fruitless beyond any we had heard. And still
the Diamond Ship did not awake.

I heard Captain Larry give an order down the tube,
and realised that the yacht had come to a stand. We
were then but half a mile from the great vessel herself,
and could in reason dare to draw no nearer. The rest
lay with the whim of the night. We knew not, could not
imagine the strange fortune which awaited us.

CHAPTER XXII
THE CRIMSON ROCKET.
Joan Fordibras is discovered on the Diamond Ship.

You are to imagine a still sea and a great four-masted
sailing ship drifting upon it at the hazard of a summer
breeze. The night is intensely dark, and the sky gives
veins of mackerel cloud upon a field of slaty blue. Far
away, a ring of silver iridescence, low down upon an open
horizon, suggests that great inverted bowl within which
all ships are ever prisoned from the first day of their
sailing to the last. The monster vessel herself is brilliantly
lighted from stem to stern. Faintly over the water there
comes to us a sound of bibulous song and hilarity. My
quick ear catches the note of a piccolo, and upon that of
a man’s voice singing not untunefully. I say that there is
no discipline whatever upon such a deck; no thought of
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danger, no fear of discovery. The pillar of light has be-
come a halting mockery. Much is to be dared, much to
be won upon such a night.

“Consider”—and this I put to Captain Larry—¥*they
have guns, but who has trained their gunners? Let
them fall to artillery practice, and it is two to one they
blow up the ship. Even one of Percy Scott’s miracles
would make no certainty of such a yacht as this on such
a night. We ought to risk it, Captain—we ought to risk
it for a woman’s sake.”

Larry was a brave enough man, but, like all his race,
a very prudent one.

“If you wish it, sir. But there are the men to think
of. Don’t forget the wives and children at home, sir.”

“Did the men so put it, Larry?”

“Bless you, no, sir, they’d swim aboard there if I gave

the word.”

I reflected upon it a little while, and it seemed to me
that Larry must be right. Accustomed to work alone and
to be the arbiter of all risks, I had for the instant for-
gotten my responsibilities toward those who served me so
well. By no necessity to be named, by no duty to
humanity or to myself, could I ask these honest fellows to
go further with me. Even where we lay, a lucky shot
might destroy us.” Half a dozen times in as many minutes
my heart was in my mouth as the great beam of light
marked another point in the heaveéns or momentarily dis-
appeared. Let them cast its effulgent beams again upon
the waste of waters,” and assuredly were we discovered.
Not alone in the reflection, I could read it also upon the
set faces of my friends. A telepathic sense of danger
held us mutually entranced. The villains over yonder

The Diamond Ship. 32
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had made an end of their music. Instinct said that they
would search the seas again, and so unmask us.

It is futile, in my opinion, for any writer to attempt
to describe the particular sensations, either of exhilara-
tion or of terror, which come to him in moments of great
peril.  Should he set down the truth, he is named either
a boaster or a liar; if he would evade the truth, his story
can be but commonplace. To a close friend I would say
that when the looked-for event happened, when the rogues
at last turned their searchlight upon the waves again, I
had no thought at all of the consequences of discovery,
but only a fascinating curiosity of the eyes which followed
the beam wonderingly, and stood amazed when it passed
over us. Vast, monstrous, blazing, the fearful eye of light
focussed itself upon us for a terrible instant, and then
swept the whole circle of the seas with its blinding beams.
Twice, thrice, it went thus, hearts standing still almost as
it approached us, leaping again as it passed onward.
Then, as surprisingly, it remained fixed upon the further
side of the Diamond Ship, and in the same instant, far
away to north-west, a crimson rocket cleaved the black
darkness of the night, and a shower of gold-red balls burst
hoveringly above the desert waters.

“What do you make of that, Larry?”

“Not a signal from any common ship, sir. We don’t
use that kind of rocket.”

“'Tis the fourth of July, bedad, or the Crystal Palace
that’s flying!” cried Timothy.

“Larry,” said I, “that’s one of thexr patrols. I rather
fancy a man of the name of Colin Ross is aboard her. If
so, the Jew is to receive some shocks.”

“I wish to heaven they came by way of a seaman’s
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arm, sir. Yes, it’s as you say. Yon is a steamer, and
here goes the answering rocket.”

He pointed to the sky above the Diamond Ship,
ablaze with a spray of vivid green radiance, the answer-
ing signal to the distant ship. The nature of our own
escape now became quite clear to me. The look-outs
over yonder had espied the lights of the relief steamer
and had used the searchlight to signal her. The great
arcs, the circling beams, were but those preliminary move-
ments with which every operator tries the lantern he is
about to use. No eye had followed their aureole, I made
sure. We had escaped observation simply because every
man aboard yonder vessel had been looking at the in-
coming steamer, bearing from Europe news which might
be of such moment.

“Larry,” I said, jumping at the idea of it; “it’s now
or never. Let her go while they are at the parley. Il
stake my life on it there is no look-out to star-board.
Let’s have a look at them when they least expect us.”

“Do you mean to say, sir, that yowll risk it?”

“There is no risk, Larry—if you don’t delay.”

“I do believe you are right, sir. Here’s for it, any-
way, and luck go with us.”

He rang down the order to the engine-room, and we
raced straight ahead, not a man uttering a sound, not a
light showing aboard us. Holding on in defiance alike of
prudence and responsibility, we drove the yacht into the
very shadows of the great unknown ship we had tracked
" so far. To say that we stood within an ace of destruction
would be to treat of our circumstances lightly. A word
amiss might have destroyed us so utterly that not a man
of us all should have told the tale. There, towering above
us, was the great hull of this floating mystery, the massive

n°*
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outline of a vessel built upon the lines of an Atlantic
steamer, yet carrying four masts and a funnel so low that
one might look twice to detect it at all. Flashing lights
from stem to stern, we could almost count the men upon
the decks of this phantom of the high seas—men wear-
ing all varieties -of dress: some the garb of fashion, some
that of ordinary workmen, a few in the uniform of sailors.
And what a hive of activity those decks appeared to be!
How the fellows were running to and fro—changing their
positions every moment, taking their stands now in the
shrouds, now high upon the fo’castle—an agitated, ex-
pectant throng, turning, as it were, but one face to the
steamer which came to relieve them and by which news
of their safety or their danger might come. Their very
interest, however, became our confidence. Taking my
place with the forward look-out, I conned every feature of
the great ship, and impressed the facts of it upon my
memory. No thought of peril troubled me now.

I scanned the decks, I say, as quietly as one surveys
a ship that must be docked; noted the black shapes of
the veiled guns, the wretched haphazard armament amid-
'ships, the unsuitability of the great hull to the purposes
now indicated, the seeming absence of all order and
method and even of leadership upon its decks. This
monstrous floating haven of crime and horror—no sailor
had chosen it for its present purpose, I made sure. In a
lighter moment, I could say that it had once been a
second-class cruiser, and now stood for a witness to an
age which added raking masts to its warships and eyed
askance the supremacy of steam. The Jew, it might be,
had purchased his ship from a Government that had no
further use for it. He had gone to Chili or the Argentine
—a second thought said to Italy, for this vessel had more
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than a smack of Italian design and practice as we knew
it in the last days of canvas and the first of steel. And
he had bought this relic at his own price, had maintained
its engines, added new masts for disguise, and so adapted
it to that master scheme whose aims rose so far above
this evidence of realisation. All this, I say, my swift
survey showed to me. But the supreme question it did
not answer. There were women to be discerned upon the
deck of the ship, but not the figure of Joan Fordibras. -
Of her the night had no news to give me.

We lay at this time, I suppose, some two hundred
yards from the great ship, a little astern of her and
ready, need it be said, to bound away into the darkness
should the need arise. Our daring is neither to be set
down to courage nor foolhardiness. It was plain that
every man on board Valentine Imroth’s sanctuary had
eyes ‘but for the approaching steamer, ears but for the
news she would carry. Absolutely convinced of our safety,
we watched the spectacle with that air of assurance and
self-content which any secret agent of a good cause may
assume at the moment of his triumph. My own doubt
and trouble could hardly be shared by the honest fellows
about me; or, if it were shared, then had they the good
taste to make light of it. Indeed, they were upon the
point of persuading me that, if it were Joan Fordibras I
had come out to seek, then the sooner I got me back to

Europe the better.
: “There’s no Joan upon yonder ship,” said old Timothy
in a big whisper. “I'd as soon look to find the Queen of
Sheba there.”

“Indeed, sir,” added Larry, kindly, “I do think Mr.
McShanus is right. They’d never take a lady among
that riffraff, I don’t see how it would serve them, anyway.
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We must credit General Fordibras with some feelings if
the other has none. He’s taken Miss Joan to Europe, be
sure of it.”

I could make no answer, for my reasoned opinion had
that obstinate dogmatism which must attend the logical
idea, if logic be of any worth at all. It were better, I
thought, not to discuss it, and, for that matter, there were
events enough to take a man’s mind from the graver
doubts. The relief steamer had by now drawn so near
to the other that loud cheers were raised between them,
boats put off in haste from the Diamond Ship, and boats
from the new-comer. We heard greetings exchanged—in
French, in German, in Italian. Instantly, too, there began
a great business of making ready to unload a cargo out
there in mid-Atlantic. I perceived that the two ships
were to be caught together by grapplings, and so held
while the affair of discharging was done. Of what the
patrol’s cargo might be, I could only surmise. She would
bring the invaluable coal, of course—else could not the
water be distilled aboard the Rogue—coal and food and
news, and, it might be, new ruffians who had escaped the
justice of Europe or Africa. This, I say was a surmise.
The immediate test of it my eyes carried no further, for
chancing to look again at hazard toward the greater
vessel, I detected a solitary figure at the taffrail, and in-
stantly recognised my little Joan, standing apart from all
that ruffian crew, and looking wistfully toward that very
place where Whiste Wings lay in ambush of the waters.

And then I knew that I had done well to dare this
voyage, and that, cost what it might in blood or treasure,
I would save this child from the Jew and that which he
had prepared for her.

N
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CHAPTER XXIIL
WE DEFY THE ROGUES.
And recetve an Ultimatum from Them.

It is a2 human experience, I believe, that men’s faculties
often serve them best in moments of grave danger. In
my own case, to be sure (but this may be habit), I am
often mastered by a strange lethargy during the hours of
a common day. Events have been no other than a dreamy
significance for me. I do not set them in a profitable
sequence or take other than a general and an indifferent
survey of that which is going on about me. But let a
crisis of actual peril arrive and my mind is all awake, its
judgment swift, its analysis rarely mistaken. Such a mo-
ment came to me upon the deck of the White Wings
when I discovered my little Joan at the -taffrail of the
Diamond Ship and knew that my errand had not been in
vain. Instantly I detected the precise nature of the risk
we ran and the causes which contributed to it. The
situation, hitherto vague and objectless, became as plain
as the simplest sum in a child’s arithmetic book.

“Larry,” I said to the Captain, “they will discover
our presence inside ten minutes, and we shall learn how
they can shoot. This is too easy a target for my comfort.
Let us back out while we have the chance.”

Captain Larry, as intent upon the spectacle of the
strange ship as any cabin boy, turned about quickly like
a man roused up from a dream.

“I was thinking of it before the relief came along-
side,” said he; “the steam blast may give us away any
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minute, doctor. We lie right under their stern, however,
and that is something. So long as they don’t send their
limelight whizzing——"

“That is exactly what they are about to do, Captain.
They are going to- look round for the unknown ship which
has been sending them false messages by marconigram.
Watch with me and you may follow the story. That is
the first chapter of it.”

I pointed to the deck of the great ship, whence the
figure of my little Joan had disappeared as mysteriously
as it came; and there I showed to Larry a group of men
in earnest talk with a new-comer from the.steamer which
now lay almost alongside the larger vessel. The quick
movements, the gestures of this company betrayed the
curiosity which the stranger’s words awakened and the
astonishment that rightly followed upon it. Imagining
myself to be a spy among them, I heard, in imagination,
every word of that fateful conversation. “We sent no
message.” “You’ve been fooled right enough.” “There’s
mischief afloat.” “No, we had no accident—what in
thunder are you talking about?—it’s a lie.” So the new
hand must be telling the astonished crew. It needed no
great prescience to say what would follow after. Even
Timothy McShanus arrived at it before I had finished.

“Would that be Colin Ross gone aboard?” he asked
me, wheeling about suddenly.

I told hiim it would hardly be another.

“Then he’ll tell ’em the truth about the cables, or Pm
a liar.”

“He will tell them the truth about the cables, and
you are not a liar, Timothy. He is doing so at this very.
moment.”

“Faith, man, they’ll be firing shots at us then,”
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“It is possible, Timothy. - If you are curious on the
point——"

“Curious be d——d. Would ye have me in the sea?”

“In the sea or out, I would have you keep a cool
head, Timothy. They are going to fire at us, but that is
not to say that they are going to hit us. Our turn comes
after. Neither to-day nor to-morrow may see the end of
it. T am only beginning with them, Timothy. When I
have done, God help some of them, the Jew above the
others. Now wait for it and see. Here’s the lantern:
busy. They are putting the story to the proof, you will
observe. Let us hope that their astonishment may not
be too much for them.”

So a commonplace chatter went on, and yet the mad
intoxication of that interval of suspense had come upon
us all as a fever. No man might measure his words, be
sure. There we were, sagging in the trough of the seas
some three hundred yards, it may be, from the great ship’s
guns, our crew muttering in deep whispers, the steam
hissing from our valves, the smoke drifting to the north
in a dense suffocating cloud. Aware of the few moments
of grace possible to us, we had given the word down to
Mr. Benson to go full speed astern; and running thus for
the half of a mile, we then swung the yacht round and
headed due south at all the speed of which we were capable.

Now, indeed, the tense hour of our doubt began.e We
counted the very minutes until the beams of the monster
searchlight should ensnare us once more. Brief exclama-
tions, cheery words of hope flashing from man to man
gave passage to that current of human electricity which
burned up as a flame. Would ‘the light never fall?
Aye, yonder it strikes the sea, and yonder and yonder
—compassing the horizon around in a twinkling, a
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blind glory, a very pharos of the unknown world. And
now it falls upon us, and man can look upon the face of
man as though he stood beneath the sun of day; and all
is stillness and silence, and the unspoken question.

Far away as we were, a roar of triumph could be
heard across the sea when the Jew’s ship discovered us,
and the great beams of the searchlight rested upon us
exultingly. In turn, the smoke from our funnel forbade
us any longer to locate the enemy or to form an opinion
as to his movements. Certainly, no gunshot followed im-
mediately upon his achievement; and when a little gust
of the south wind, veering a point or two, carried the loom
from our furnaces away, we espied the two ships drifting
as before, and even boats passing from one to the other.
From this time, moreover, the darkness failed us some-
what, and a great moon tempered the ocean with its
translucent beams of silvery light. Our safety lay in our
speed. We burned the precious coal without stint, since
our very lives were in the furnace’s keeping.

“What stops them, Larry—what are they waiting for?”
I asked him presently. He had deserted the bridge and
stood aft with me to watch the distant steamers. McShanus,
meanwhile, paced the decks like a lion at the hour of
feeding. It was his way of saying that he found the
suspense intolerable.

¢I don’t think we shall have to wait long, sir,” Larry
rejoined presently. “You see, they would hardly be ready
to fire their guns, and not overmuch discipline among
them, I suppose. If they hit us, it will be something by
way of an accident.”

“And yet one that might happen, Larry. Well, here
it comes, anyway. And a wicked bad shot I must say.”

It was odd that they should have fired at the very
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moment I replied to him; yet such was the fact and such
the coincidence. Scarcely had I uttered the words when
a monstrous yellow flame leaped out over the bows of the
Diamond Ship (which now had put about to chase us),
and spreading itself abroad upon the waters left a heavy
cloud of black smoke very baffling to their gunners. As
for the shell, I know not to this day where it fell. We
heard neither explosion nor splash; saw no spume or
spray upon the hither sea, and were, not 2 man of us, a
penny the worse for their endeavour. A second attempt
achieved no better result. True, we detected the shell
this time, for it fell plump into the sea, near the fifth part
of a mile from our starboard quarter; but the wretched
shooting, the long interval between the shots and the
speed at which we travelled, inspired confidence anew,
and so surely that my men began to cheer the gunners.
ironically, and even to flash a signal to them across the sea.

“It’s as I thought, Larry,” said I, “they carry a gun
and have no more idea how to use it than a lady in
charge of a boarding school. The Jew has been living
as near to a fool’s paradise as such a man is ever likely
to get to paradise at all. I think we need waste no more
coal. Let us lie to and take our chances. The risk is
too small to think about.”

-“Yon man would never hit cocoanuts at a fair,” chimed
in McShanus, who had come up. “What will ye be flying
over the ocean for? Is it coal we have to steam to China
and back? *Sure, the docthor is wise entirely, and be
hanged to them. We lie here as safe as a babe in a
mother’s lap.” '

We laughed at his earnestness, but the order was rung
down nevertheless, and presently the yacht lay rolling to
the swell and we could hear the stokers drawing a furnace -
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below. Who is justly to blame for the accident which
followed I do not dare to tell myself. Sometimes I have
charged myself with it and complained bitterly of the
opinions I had ventured. I can only tell you that the
yacht had scarcely been slowed down when the rogues’
ship fired at us again, and the shot, crossing our forward
decks at an angle of some fifty-five degrees, struck a fine
young seaman of the name of Holland and almost an-
nihilated him before our very eyes. The tragedy had a
greater significance because of the very mirth with which
we had but a moment before regarded the Jew’s gunners
and their performance. Death stood there upon the heels
of laughter; a cry in the night was the answer to an
honest man’s defiance and my own bravado. As for poor
Holland, the shot took him about the middle and cut
him absolutely in two. He could have suffered no pain
—so instantaneously was he hurled into eternity. One
moment I saw him standing at the bulwarks watching the
distant search-light; at the next, there remained but a
dreadful something upon the deck from which men turned
their eyes in horror and dared not so much as speak about.

You are to imagine with what consternation and dis-
may this accident fell upon us. For many minutes to-
gether no man spoke a word to another. Such a deathly
silence came upon the ship that our own act and judg-
ment might have brought this awful disaster, and not the
play of capricious change. To say that the men were
afraid is to do them less than justice. In war time, it is
the earliest casualties which affright the troops and send
the blood from the bravest faces. Our good fellows had:
gone into this adventure with me thinking that they under-
stood its risks, but in reality understanding them not at:
all. The truth appalléd them, drove challenge from their.
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lips ‘and laughter from their eyes. They were new men
thereafter, British seamen, handy-men who worked silently,
methodically, stubbornly as .such fellows ever will when
duty calls them. Had I suggested that we should return
immediately to Europe they would have broken into open
mutiny on the spot. Henceforth no word of mine need
advocate my work or ask of them true comradeship. I
knew that they would follow me to the ends of the earth
if thereby they might avenge their shipmate.

“Larry,” I said, “the blame of. that is upon me. God
forgive my rashness. I feel as though my folly had cost
me the life of one of my own sons.”

“Sir,” was his answer, “you had no more to do with
it than the King himself. I will not hear such talk. The
chances are the same for all of us. It might have been
yourself, sir.”

McShanus was no less insistent.

“Tis to do our duty we are here,” he said. “If
there is a man among us who is ashamed of his duty,
let us be ashamed of him.”

- I did not answer them. The seamen, awakened from
their trance, ran to the help of a comrade long past all
human help. Far away over the waters, the Diamond
Ship still fired her impotent shells at us. Their very im-
potency convinced me how surely an accident had killed
poor Holland. T said that it had been the will of God,
indeed, that one should perish on the altar of our justice,
and his life to be the first sacrifice to be asked of us. In
my own cabin, alone and bitterly distressed, a greater
depression fell upon me so ‘that I could ask myself why
I had been chosen for the part at all or how it befell that
of the thousands who had been robbed of Valentine Imroth,
the Jew, I, alone, must set out to discover him. Vain,
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indeed, did triumph appear now. We had defied the
rogues and they had answered us—not with a final an-
swer, truly, but with that hush and awe of death which
is never so terrible as upon the lonely waste of the great
silent ocean.

Nor was the hour to pass without further news of
them. Impotent at the guns, they fell to words, rapped
out by our receiver so plainly that a very child of tele-
graphy could have read them. ’

“The message of Valentine Imroth to the Englishman,
Fabos—I take up your challenge. Joan Fordibras shall
pay your debt in full.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
DAWN,
And some Talk of a Ship that passed in the Night.

I HAVE it in my mind that it was just upon the stroke
of one o'clock of the morning, or two bells in the middle
watch, when this amazing message came to me. Larry
and the Irishman were asleep at that time, the third
officer keeping the bridge and sending down to summon
me to the Marconi instrument. Indefatigable as my friends
had been in their energies and zeal, there are limits to
human endurance which no prudent master ignores; and
to their bunks I sent them despite their indignation. For
myself, I can never sleep in the hour of crisis or its dev-
elopments. Physically, I am then incapable of sleep. A
sense of fatigue is unknown to me. I seem to be as one
apart from the normal life of men, untrammelled by
human necessities and unconscious even of mental effort.
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Perhaps the subsequent collapse is the more absolute when
it comes. I have slept for thirty hours upon a question
finally answered. The end of my day is the end also of
whatever task I have for the time being undertaken.

The men were sleeping, and why should I awake
them? Fallin, the young officer, had but little news to
report. The Diamond Ship no longer wasted her shells
in angry impotence. Her searchlight had ceased to play
upon the moonlit waters. Such tidings as came were of
a steamer’s masthead light seen for an instant upon our
port-bow and then vanishing.

“It’s an unusual course for tramps, sir,” the young
officer said, “and to tell you the truth, I wasn’t sure
enough about it at all to wake the Captain. If it were
a ship out of Buenos Ayres, she’s keeping more south than
usual, but I've altered the course for a star before now,
and you don’t care to wake up such a seaman as Captain
Larry to tell him you’'ve done that. His orders to me
were to go down and report anything unusual. Well, a
glimpse of a ship’s light shouldn’t be unusual, and that’s
a fact.”

I agreed with him, though, landsman that I was, I
thought I could read the omen better than he. If he
had seen the masthead light of a strange steamer, she
could be no other than the second of the relief ships the
Jew awaited.

Herein lay many and disquieting possibilities. Given
coal and stores enough, what was there to prevent the
rogues putting in to some South American port, landing
there such plunder as they had, and dispersing to the
cities wherein their friends would shelter them? I fore-
saw immediately a complete frustration of my own plans
and a conclusion to my task humiliating beyond belief.
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Not improbably that great hulk of a ship sailed already
under the colours of some irresponsible republic. She
might, I judged, fly the Venezuelan flag or that of Hon-
duras or Nicaragua. The ports of such governments
-would be ready enough to give her shelter if backsheesh
enough were to hand. And what, then, of all our labours
—above all, what, then, of little Joan?

This would be to say that the message still troubled
me and that I had by no means come to a resolution
upon it. Let it be admitted that it found me a little
wanting in courage. If reason, the sober reason of one
who has made it his life’s task to read the criminal mind,
the principles which guide it and the limits within which
it is logical, if reason such as this read the Jew’s ultimatum
aright, then might it be derided utterly. The man would
dare nothing against Joan Fordibras while an alternative
remained to him. She was his last card. Should he
harm her, henceforth he must become a fugitive, not from
the justice of a state, but from a man’s vengeance. This
I plainly perceived—nevertheless, the lonely watches of
the night brought me an echo of her child’s voice, a word
spoken as it were from a child’s heart; so that I could
say that the little Joan, who had turned to me in her
trouble, had looked into the very eyes of my soul, that
she was a prisoner yonder, alone among them all, a
hostage in the hands of ruffians, their first and last hope
of ultimate salvation from the gallows and the cell. She
suffered—she must suffer the tortures of doubt, of suspense,
it might even be of insult.  And I, who had spoken such
fine words, I could but rage against her persecutors,
threaten them idly or write down a message of their con-
tumely. Such was the penalty of the hour of waiting. I
wonder not that I found it almost insupportable,
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I have written that the third officer made his report
of a strange steamer about two bells of the middle watch.
Not less curious than he, I paced the bridge with him
until dawn, and heard no further tidings. When Larry
himself turned out, it was just before the hour of sunrise,
and we stood together (McShanus coming up from the
saloon with a welcome jorum of steaming coffee) to see
the break of day, and to scan the face of the waters for
any confirmation of the young officer’s story.

How still it was, how sublime, how wonderful! Un-
changing in its awe and mystery, the birth of day, whether
it be viewed from the deck of a ship, the summit of a
mountain, or even from the heart of a great and sleeping
city, must ever remain a spectacle of transcendent beauty
and majesty. It is as though the Eternal spoke to the
sea and the land from the open gate of heaven itself—a
command to live anew for the work of the day upon
which the Holy Spirit would breathe.

On the ocean there is that added glory of a vast
horizon, of the immeasurable ether and the fading magni-
tude of the stars. Driven back reluctantly, as the poet
has wriften, Night draws off her armies and the sun
chariots speed on. You see them afar, a glow of chill
grey light beneath the vault of the stars. Winds moan
fretfully; the sails above you sag and shiver; stillness falls
upon the waters—a silence as profound as that of man’s
deepest homage. For a little while a trance has come
upon things inanimate.

Little rills of foam go running to the breasts of the
greater waves as cubs to the she-bear for warmth and
safety. A battle is waged in the heavens, but the hosts
are hidden. The clouds labour, but are riven. An arc
of golden iridescence blazons the eastern sky. Day’s out-

The Diamond Ship. A Y
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posts march on to victory, and man lifts his hands to in-
voke their aid.

A daily scene and yet how unchangingly sublime!
Standing there upon the bridge with my good friends
about me, it seemed that the glory of the morn shone full
upon our faces and bade us hope. No longer did the
night baffle our weary eyes. We sailed a freshening sea
at the splendour of the day, and far away upon the clear
horizon we espied the relief ship of which our third officer
had spoken.

“No star, sir, after all,” said he, “unless, that is, you
would care to call her a lucky star.”

CHAPTER XXV.
THE THRASHER AND THE WHALE.
We determine to harass the Diamond Ship.

THE steamer, driving on rapidly to the westward,
showed her hull very plainly when a quarter of an hour
had passed, and was immediately named by Cain, the
quartermaster, who was at the wheel, for a collier he had
seen some months back at Cardiff.

“She flew the Brazilian flag, sir, and carried a Russian
skipper what had a picture nose,” said he cheerily enough.
“I remember the boys said that someone tattoed a bit of
a circus scene on his figure-head when he was took in
drink at Rio last trip. I'd have knowed the ship any-
wheres by that doll’s house abaft the funnel. Leastwise,
if there ain’t two of ’em, she’s the same.”

His logic was commendable and we questioned him.

“Had she any arms, Cain?”
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“Nothing that I see, sir, saving the shovels.”

“And you didn’t know where she was bound to?”

“They gave it out as Rio, sir. I had a bit of a
tumble-to with a Portuguese steward of theirs, and I gave
him Port Arthur for himself. ‘You come to Rio,” says he,
‘and Pl d——n well pull your nose’ It seemed to me
a long way to go for the job, sir, and that I could get it
done cheaper at home I never see him again, and next
day the ship sail

. We laughed at hxs manner of telling it, but the news

proved acceptable enough. I had already come to a de-
termination, and this I communicated immediately to

“We must stop them,” I said; “if we are to save Joan
Fordibras, that steamer must not put her cargo on the
deck of the Diamond Ship. The risk is small enough,
Captain. I think that a signal will do it—if not a signal,
then a gunshot anyway. Let us put it to the proof.
The success or failure will mean more than any of you

e”

He obeyed me without question, and we steamed
straight for the tramp, steering such a course that we
overtook her on the port-quarter, and so were difficult to
come at by any forward gun, should she carry one. My
own impression was that she did not. Her safety from
inquisitional officers in port would be better assured by
the normal practice of ocean-going cargo-boats. I believed
that the quartermaster had told us the truth, and upon
that supposition I acted.

“Signal to her to bring to, Larry,” I said, and he
assented immediately.

It was pretty to see our flags fluttering upon the breeze
~ of morning, and to watch the commotion upon the deck
¢
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of the tramp. We knew that she had sighted us almost
as soon as we set our engines going. The far horizon
disclosed no trace of the Diamond Ship. We two ap-
peared alone in all that vista of the rolling. waters.

Now, the ship answered by demanding our name and
our business. We could make out the figures of two or
three men upon her bridge; but the crew appeared an
unusually small one and the aft decks were completely
deserted. To their signal we replied immediately:
(1.) That Imroth, the Jew, was flying from British war-
ships; (2.) That their own safety depended upon their
immediate submission.

Not the whole truth, perhaps, and yet as I hoped
truth enough. It had been in my mind all along that
the Government would send at least a patrol to the seas
I had named. I could not believe that, after my revela-
tions, ports would not be watched. So I signalled this
message and waited, with not a little expectation, for an
answer. To my astonishment, their Captain’s reply was
to ask me to go aboard—meaning, of course, the master
of the yacht.

“Come with me, Timothy,” said I to McShanus.
“Don’t talk about pistols, men. Larry will stand by for
danger. We could sink them in five minutes if we had
the mind—it’s as safe as Rotten Row.”

“No safe place at all for a man who is susceptible
to woman’s beauty. Go aboard, Ean, me bhoy, I'll take
your word for it when I come back.”

We put out a gangway and lowered the lifeboat from
the starboard davits. The collier, lying some two hun-
dred paces from our bows, let down a pilot’s ladder for
‘me, and I caught it as it fell, and climbed to her decks.
Far down below me now, the portly Timothy asked me if
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I thought he was a bird. I left him, full of strange oaths,
in the boat, and presented myself immediately to the cap-
tain of the steamer.

“Do you speak English?” I asked.

He shook his head and said “Nitchevo” emphatically.

A phrase in German, however, obtained an immediate
answer. I perceived him to be a coarsely built man of
some fifty years of age, his nose scarred roughly by a
seaman’s needle, as the quartermaster Cain had told me,
and his manner as threatening and full of bluster as his
master the Jew could have wished.

“What’s your business with me?” he asked—while his
clumsy fingers fondled a revolver he carried in his breeches
pocket.

“To keep your neck out of the noose,” said I, without
any preface whatever. “Your game is up and Val Imroth
taken. That’s what brought me here.”

He spat on the deck and called a mate to him—an-
other Russian no more beautiful than he. For a few
moments they conversed together in a dialect I could
make nothing of. It was plain that while my story
astounded them beyond measure, they were by no means
ready to believe it. And so they fell to bluff, which would
not have deceived a child.

“What’s this man to me?” the Captain asked; “am I
his servant?”

“Undoubtedly, since you carry coal to his ship.”

“Suppose I tell you to go to h—I1l and mind your
own business?”

“In that case, you might arrive at the destination be-
fore me. I am going to give you ten minutes. If you are
not steaming eastward at the end of that time, I promise
you that I will most certainly send you to the bottom,
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Reflect upon it calmly. You cannot help the Jew, but
may save yourselves. T'll tell you something else. If you
have any coal to sell, I am a buyer. Now do not finger
that pistol of yours, for it might go off, and as sure as
God’s in heaven, if it did, this crew would be on the floor
of the Atlantic in less than five minutes. Rattle your
senses, my man, and speak up. If yonder warship spies
us out, she’ll not deal so tenderly with you. What is the
Jew to you, and why should you sell your liberty for him? .
Come, think of it. I am not a patient man, but I will
give you time enough not to make a fool of yourself?”
They were brazen words, upon my life. When I
pointed westward to a loom of smoke upon the horizon
scarcely bigger than a man’s hand—when I did this, and
spoke in the same breath of a warship, then, surely, the
ingenuity of suggestion could go no further. As for the
rascally Russian, I saw that he was struck all of a heap.
His eyes had already told him that the yacht, White
Wings, carried machine guns and a torpedo tube. Per-
haps he argued that even if he raced for it, we could sink
him before the Diamond Ship so much as sighted him—
and this was to assume that a haze of smoke upon the
horizon indicated the presence of the Jew’s vessel, and not
of a British warship. In either case he found himself be-
tween the devil and the deep sea; and, be sure, I lost no
minute of a precious opportunity. .
“The game is up,” I resumed, “and your friend, the
Jew, is about to pay the price of it. If you wish to con-
tribute your share, go on and join the fun. I don’t sup-
pose the police care much about such riffraff as you have
on board here. Get them back to Cardiff and let them
find new ships. You are thinking of the money—well, if
you can fill my bunkers yonder, I will pay a long price
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for the stuff you carry—down on your table in English
sovereigns.”

At this he regarded me very curiously. A dull head
is often obstinate in suspicion. The fellow perceived his
advantage and would have pressed it.

“Oh,” said he, “then you are short of coal?”

“We are short of coal,” I rejoined, my frankness
astounding him. “The others have none to spare, and if
we buy none of you, we must run to Porto Grande. In
that case you will carry this cargo back to Europe, and
be arrested when you step ashore. I shall see to that,
my man, when I touch at the islands. The police will be
waiting for you, and you will get nothing—paid down and
counted out. Better take my money—and ten pounds
apiece for your crew—not to mention a little deal be-
tween us, which you may not find unsatisfactory.”

In such a manner we wrangled and argle-bargled for
the best part of an hour. Providentially, the Diamond
Ship, whose smoke had at one time been visible, stood
upon a westerly course, and disappeared from our ken as
we talked. I found the Russian to be a low-witted, covetous
fellow, not greatly to be overawed by threats, but exceed-
ingly susceptible to the substantial facts of money. In the
end, I bought what coal we could carry from him at a
price which I would cheerfully have doubled. And, in-
deed, I do think that it was one of the best days’ work I
ever did in all my life. To cut off the Jew’s patrol, to fill
our own bunkers with his precious steam coal, carried at
such risk from Cardiff; to send the tramp steamer back
again whence she came—even the matter-of-fact Larry
could find no word to fit it. As for my poor friend Timothy,
his emotions were altogether too much for him,

“Docther,” said he, I doubt your salvation, and that’s
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the truth of it. Say that we are going back to dine on
the Jew’s ship and I’ll believe ye entirely. 'Twould not
be more wonderful than that which these poor old eyes
are showing me.”

I told him not to make a fool of himself, but to serve
his turn as sentinel while we brought the yacht alongside
the collier, and took in coal from her. Treachery might
yet be planned against us, though I doubted it. We
posted an armed guard upon the bridge, and stripped our
forward guns of their covers—the swell ran kindly and
the sea was like a mirror. Hardly believing their own
eyes but obeying me nevertheless, our good fellows set to
work like niggers, and filled our bunkers with the precious
stuffl. It had been at seven bells of the morning watch
when they began; it was three of the afternoon before
they had done. The coal shoots with which the tramp
was provided to fill the Jew’s bunkers now filled our own
admirably. I paid the Russian Captain honestly, and
sent him at all speed to the eastward when the business
was done.

“Return as you came, and keep your mouth shut,” I
said: “I will answer for you to the police should the need
arise. It will be your own fault if it does.”

He thanked me with some civility, and I could see
that he now considered himself a very fortunate fellow.
To be frank, I had dismissed him utterly from my mind
half-an-hour after he cast off; and the excitement of the
deal having passed, I called to our steward to bring me
tea to the cabin, and there we held a council, vital be-
yond any in its significance and its earnestness. For now
we must decide, instantly and finally, what steps must be
taken to save my little Joan from the devils of the Dia-
mond Ship. How were we, the crew of a puny yacht, to
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bring that great hive of ruffians to book? What course
dare we risk? What hope had we of any assistance from
the British or other Governments? This is what we dis-
cussed when we had lighted our cigars and the tea was
poured out. And this is much how the talk went:

(Myself)—“We must first consider the threat. I be-
lieve that they are capable both of torturing and of kill-
ing Joan Fordibras if they are driven to it. But they will
only do so in an extremity. She is their hostage. The
moment that they harm her, they have done all that they
can against us. If she be subject to insult meanwhile—
well, they will have to deal with one of singular courage
and resource. It is a callous argument, but that much
we must ignore. My own idea is to lead them to the be-
lief that we are watching them. Let us play the part of
a thrasher to the whale—hang on to them, day and night,
track them to their port, and cable news to Europe when
we can. If they run for South America, we shall fall in
with ships bound to Rio and Monte Video. The mails to
the Argentine have the Marconi instrument. We can
hardly fail to catch one of them. I would sooner burn
this yacht than turn back now. If you, my friends, are
of another opinion, do not be afraid to tell me so. We
have lost one poor fellow and may lose others. It is for
_ the men, and for them firstly, to say how far we shall go
and what risks we shall take.”

(Larry).—“The men are of one mind, sir. Don’t think
more about them. Poor Holland’s death has settled it.
They would go through fire to be up with yonder ruffians.
Of course, I see how you are fixed. We could sink their
hulk with a torpedo and make no bones about it. But
that’s not to be thought of. Just stand by and tease
them, say I, and as near out of gunshot as may be,”
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(McShanus.)—“The docther says the lady must put
up with their insults, but ye can see the blood going and
coming from his cheeks while he says it. I honour him
for it. We want to get the girl off the ship, and not to
lose the Jew in the doing of it. ’Tis an employment for
a Japanese wizard, faith. Here’s yon rogue running for a
South American port, and when he’s ashore he’ll make
monkey faces at ye. Tell yourselves that, and cry out
against the Governments. It’s all ye can do that I can
see'”

(Myself)—*1 am far from sure of it, Timothy, but
prophecy is of little help to us. We must follow these
people and let them know that we are following them.
Impudence has stopped one of their fleet and may stop
another. I am going to see how far it helps me with the
Jew himself.”

More I said to the same end, but there would be no
purpose in repeating it. Let it be sufficient that we de-
cided ultimately upon a plan of pursuit which would keep
these people aware of our presence by night and day, and
provoke them to every attack which it lay in their power
to make upon us. The rest was beyond us. We could
but face the issue calmly, accepting that which was de-
creed both for ourselves and for her whose safety we so
ardently desired.
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CHAPTER XXVI
SEVEN DAYS LATER.
The Rogues fall out.

THERE is much of which my log might speak to tell
the history of the seven days which followed upon our
resolution. We had pledged ourselves to harass the Dia-
mond Ship by night and day, and bravely had we done
so. Incessantly now the messages passed from our deck
to hers by way of her flags and instruments. Threats,
defiance, insult—to these we became accustomed. A
torture of suspense had been superseded by a dull sub-
mission to necessity. Joan Fordibras was a prisoner, and
we could not lift a hand to save her. I did not trust
myself to think what she had suffered or what those hours
of alternating hope and suspense must have meant to her.
No light came to me of the sunniest day. I could but
wait and watch. :

All this time we lay drifting some two or three miles,
I suppose, from the great vessel which harboured the Jew
and his company. Sometimes, when the night was moon-
less, we ran up boldly and spied the huge ship out, defy-
ing her untrained gunners and learning what we would of
that which passed upon her decks. There was a cabin
aft, I remember, which I named as Joan’s; and I would
place her therein and depict her in my mind sheltered
there from the Jew’s anger and the insults of his fellows.
How changed she must be from the Joan I had seen upon
the beach at Dieppe, the laughing little Thalia of the
sandy shore—the Joan who had plied me with such earnest
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questions, looked up at me with eyes so full of doubt and
the desire to believe! Nor could I hope to be in any
sense the figure of her childish romance. She might not
even know that White Wings followed her at all—possibly
they kept her too close a prisoner to learn anything, which
the guns did not tell her, of our pursuit and its con-
sequences. Such must be my supposition as I watched
the yellow light glowing in her cabin windows and said
that Joan was awake and weary for my coming.

That which perplexed us chiefly was the evident in-
decision of those who commanded the great ship. At
first we thought that they were steering her for a South
American port; but after running for twenty-four hours
almost due westward, they lay to once more and drifted,
without apparent aim, whithersoever the tide of the South
Atlantic would take them. What their purpose was I
could but hazard by conjecture. Possibly they waited for
another patrol from Europe——it may even be that refugees
were upon the high seas, and that Imroth did not dare to
desert them. I could but guess his reasons, I say, and
guess-work helped me but little. The nameless ship
guarded her secrets too close that I should hope to be
the master of them.

Now, thus six days had passed, and I will take you
to the morning of the seventh, when chancing to be on
the poop at a very early hour, Balaam, our Scotch bo’sun,
called my attention to the distant ship, and to something
which was passing on her decks.

“There’s nae a pill for the parritch the morn,” said
he in his dry fashion; “yon body’s fired no gun, sir, since
yesterday noon. May be ’tis pure joy of heart. I’'m not
knowing rightly, but it’s sufficiently remarkable as you
must be thinking.”
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This was new, surely, and I gratified the good fellow
by admitting as much.

“It looks as though she was running a bit short of
ammunition, Baladm,” I said. “Has there been anything
else you have noticed?”

“Naething in particular, sir. She’s fired a popgun or
two, but, may be, she’s over merry the morn. You can
hear them for yourself. Bide here a moment, and I'll
show you.”

He took his stand by the taffrail and pointed with a
tarry hand at the distant ship. Day had broken pro-
pitiously with a fleece of cloud high in the heavens, and
a simmer of splendid sunlight upon the chattering waters.
The Diamond Ship, herself, lay distant perhaps a couple
of miles from us. She had sails set to prevent her rolling,
but not a vestige of smoke escaped her funnels, nor was
there any indication of her being under steam. When I
spied out her decks through my powerful glass, I per-
ceived that they were crowded with men.

“Why,” I said, “they are fighting among themselves.”

“Aye, such kittle-cattle would likely take to that em-
ployment.”

“And the guns which they fired—why, it’s providential,
man. Go and call Captain Larry at once.”

I am not habitually to be moved to any great display
of mental exhilaration ; but I confess that this amazing scene
robbed me altogether of my self-possession. The surprise
of it, the unlooked-for development, the vast possibilities
of a mutiny amongst the Jew’s men had, it is true, sug-
gested themselves to me in one or other of those dreams
of achievement with which we all combat the duller facts
of life; but that such a hope should be on the verge of
realisation, that I should, with my own eyes, witness the
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beginning of the fulfilment of it, and hear the guns which
justified my dreaming—that, I say, appeared to me the
most wonderful thing that had happened since our voyage
began.

“Larry,” 1 said, when he came up from the cabin—
McShanus upon his heels, “they are shooting each other,
Larry. I hope that the news distresses you——"

He did not reply immediately, but focussing his glass,
he directed it upon the distant ship. Timothy, in his
turn, took his stand beside me, and clapping his hand
upon my shoulder, answered for the Captain.

“I- wish ’em honourable wakes. Did ye think of this,
docther?”

“Not as a probability.”

“And what would happen to Joan Fordibras if they
quarrelled amongst themselves?”

“I dare not think of it, Timothy—she would be in
her cabin. Why do you make me think of it? Are not
the circumstances eloquent enough?”

He cringed away from me—excellent fellow that he
was, and I knew that he blamed his own indiscretion—
and spoke no further word for many minutes. All hands
on the yacht had now come up to see a spectacle at
once so terrible and unlooked for. Upon my part, I
stood by the taffrail to watch the puffs of heavy white
smoke and try to depict the tragedy then consummated
on the decks of the Diamond Ship. What a scene of
horror and bloodshed it must be! I could readily imagine
that there had been two parties, and that they had come
first to words and then to the arbitrament of deeds. Some
of the Jew’s men, I said, had been for running to a South
American port, others had been for standing by ‘such of
their comrades as Sycamore’s relief might bring. They
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fell to hot talk upon it, I might suppose, and then to
blows. And now we could hear the crack of their rifles
and could see the smoke of them soaring upwards amid
the taut white sails even to the truck of the mainmast.
What sights and sounds that curtain of the vapour must
hide from us! And who shall wonder if the situation
provoked us to a rashness without precedent. We had
temptation enough, surely.

“Larry,” I said, “I am going to see what is happen-
ing yonder. Let Mr. Benson know that we shall want all
the steam he can give us. There is no risk to anyone.
Please let the men understand as much.”

“You are going up to the ship, sir?”

“Within a biscuit toss, and nearer perhaps——"

“It’s staking much, sir.”

“So little, Larry, that we’ll have our breakfasts while
we watch them. Even Mr. McShanus, you observe, is not
disturbed. I believe that he imagines himself in a
theatre——"

But Timothy McShanus answered this for himself.

“Indade and I do,” said he, “and no more disturbed
than a man at a hanging. Set a dish of parritch before
me and ye shall see. Faith, should I weep tears because one
thief is cutting another thief’s throat? Divil a tear at all.”

We laughed at this splendid earnestness, while Larry
went up to the bridge, and Timothy himself came up to
me and spoke a more serious word.

“Ye are easier in your mind,” he said, scanning my
face closely. 'Tis good to see it, Ean, me bhoy. Ye
don’t think Miss Joan will suffer—now, do ye?”

“She will suffer, but only in her fears, Timothy. The
danger comes later, when this is over. I do not think of
it because I hope to share it with her.”
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“Good God, ye are not going on board, man?”

“T am going on board, Timothy—that is, if my judg-
ment leads me to believe it possible I'll tell you in
half-an-hour’s time.”

He was too amazed to reply to me, and for many
minutes he stood there, plucking at his iron-grey whiskers
and whistling softly. The yacht stood by this time within
half-a-mile of the great ship, and every furlong she made
set the fascinating picture before us in clearer focus. That
our approach would be observed or any notice taken
of us, I never for one moment believed. Whatever cause
of quarrel set those wolves at each other’s throats, they
fought, it was plain, with the desperation of maniacs.

Taking my stand upon our forward bridge I could
clearly discern a group of men defending the fo’castle,
and another in ambush behind the superstructure amid-
ships. A powerful glass disclosed the prone figures of
such as had already fallen; while the intervals, when a
restless breeze carried the haze of smoke to the eastward,
permitted a fuller view of the spectacle revolting in its detail.

The villains were evidently enraged beyond all
measure. I could see them in the death-grip, here wrest-
ling as athletes upon a stage; there fighting upon their
hands and knees, as savages who cut and slash at the
face and head and heart in insurpassable lust of blood
and life. But beyond this, the greater terror was to know
that the ship sheltered Joan Fordibras, and that she must
be the witness to this debauch. What could it mean to
such a one to suffer that? Again I say that I had no
courage to think of it. Our own situation forbade such
thoughts. We were running right up as though to ram
the leviathan before us, and the very voices of the com-
batants could now be distinguished by us; while the sun-
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light showed us the shimmer of the knives, the reeling
figures, and the death agonies of our enemies. Had we
been of the mind, we could have sent them to the bottom
with a torpedo from our tube, and no man among us
been a penny the worse for our temerity. But to such a
vengeance as that we had no call; nor did we so much
as contemplate it while Joan remained their hostage. It
was sufficient to watch them as we would; to wait and
hope for the first fruits of a tragedy so providential.

We had come to no agreement upon the nature of
our approach or upon the limits which prudence should
set to it. I left it to Larry’s wise head, and I could have
done no better. A splendid seaman, he proved himself
that day to be also a master of tactics which kept our
yacht astern of the big ship, and crept up to her upon
such an angle that risk of detection—at least until the
fight should be over—need hardly be considered. Not
until we were within a cable’s length of their poop did
he bring White Wings to—and there we lay, rolling to a
gentle swell, half the hands on deck, some on the riggings,
the officers with Timothy and myself on the bridge; as
amazed a company as sailed the Atlantic that day.

I have told you that the contending parties upon the
deck of the rogue had taken their stands respectively at
the fo’castle, and by the superstructure amidships. This
seemed to point to the conclusion that the seamen of the
ship had mutinied upon their officers; and Larry I found
to be of my opinion.

“The hands have turned it up, and the dead-weight
is going under,” said he, with an indifference to the
suffering we witnessed that I had bhardly looked for—¢I
shouldn’t wonder if you are responsible, sir. A thieves’
crew is for fair weather. Let a cloud come up as big as

The Diamond Ship. R tq
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a man’s hand and they’ll run for port though Davy Jones
takes the tiller. They’'ve had enough of it—any man
could see that with half an eye. And heaven help the
Jew if he hauls his flag down.”

“You mean, Larry, that we have got on their nerves,
and they can’t stand us any more. I shouldn’t wonder.
They think we have support behind, and are waiting for
a Government ship. That must be it—but if so, what do
they want Imroth to do? Is it to run to port? They
would hardly expect to land without trouble.”

“Men like that never know what they want, doctor.
Did you ever see a Malay run amok? Well, I’'ve been
round the corner of a plantation hut when a yellow devil
was taken with the idea that the exercise was good for
him, and mxghty quick I skipped, to be sure. That man
wanted nothing in particular. It was an Eastern way of
tearing up newspapers and smashing the crockery. Those
fellows yonder don’t know what’s the matter with them,
and they are going to cut up the Jew to see. I wish ’em
luck, but I’d sooner be aboard here than eating macaroons
on their deck, and that’s the truth of it. Ask Mr.
McShanus what he thinks. Perhaps he’d like to put off
in a small boat——?” ’ :

I looked at Timothy, and saw that he was as white
as the planks on which he stood. Viewed from afar, the
spectacle had been one of fire and smoke and imagined
fury. But proximity made of it a picture of savage
bloodshed, revolting in its fury and gruesome in its detail.

One incident stands out in my mind, horrible beyond
others, yet an example of many the day was to show me.
I recollect that just as we brought the yacht to, a man
tried to creep out of the big cabin amidships, which
plainly sheltered many of the Jew’s party on the Diamond
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Ship. The seamen by the fo’castle spied him immediately,
and one of them fired a pistol at him—it was evident
that the bullet struck him in the shoulder, for he clapped
his hand there quickly, and then trying to run to his
.comrades, he fell heavily upon deck. Now began a scene
such as I hope never again to witness. The wounded
man lay upon the deck, hidden from our sight, of course,
but plainly the object of a violent combat.

On the one side were his friends making frantic efforts
to drag him to safety; on the other, the frenzied seamen
shooting blindly at the place where they believed him to
lie, and so at once preventing his escape and the ap-
proach of his companions. Baffled in their desire to kill
him out of hand—for the corner of the cabin amidships
prevented that—they, nevertheless, so frightened him that
he lay cowed like a wounded bird, and thus afraid to
rise to his feet or to make any effort to save himself, one
of the hands from the fo’castle crept round the super-
structure presently and deliberately cast a grappling anchor
over the poor fellow’s body.

In an instant now the sailors had their victim. How
the anchor had caught him, whether by the flesh or by
his clothes, my position upon the bridge forbade me to
see; but I could clearly perceive the hands pulling upon
the rope and hear the ferocious exultation which such
success provoked. Yard by yard they dragged the man
to his doom. A quick imagination could depict him
clinging madly to the combing of the forward hatch,
clutching at the capstan and the windlass, contesting
every inch of that terrible journey at whose end a score
of unclasped knives awaited him. For myself, I turned
my eyes away when the moment came and shut my ears
to the dying man’s cry as it rang out, in fearful dread of

. 14*
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death, over the hushed waters. They had killed him
now, and while their shouts of triumph still echoed in the
still air, they flung the body overboard, and it sank im-
mediately from our sight. Such was their vengeance,
such the punishment for what wrong, inflicted or imaginary,
we knew not, nor cared to ask.

A great silence fell during the after moments of
this tragedy—as though awe of it had compelled a
mutual truce between the combatants. I do not know
precisely at what moment Larry gave the order, but cer-
tain it is that the yacht began to steam slowly away
from the ship when the dead man’s body fell into the
sea; and having made a wide detour, we raced at some
speed presently almost due south, as though pursuit of
us had already begun. This was a course I could not
protest against. Let the rogues agree, and our position
were precarious indeed. Larry had perceived as much, and
wisely stood away from them.

“They’ll be kissing each other if they spy us out,”
said he. “I don’t believe they’ve any shell for the big
guns, doctor, but they could do a power of mischief with
the monkeys on the tops. We are as well off in the gal-
lery as the stalls, especially in between times. Let us
stand by where we sha’n’t amuse them so much.”

The wisdom of it forbade reply. We had pushed
rashness to the last extremity, and had come to no hurt.
The truce over yonder was unmistakable. When a steward
reminded me that none of us had taken any breakfast, I
heard him patiently.

“Bring it to the deck,” I rejoined.

And so four silent men—for Mr. Benson had joined
‘us—sat about the table beneath the aft awning, and
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each, fearing to express the great hope which animated
him, sipped his coffee methodically, and spoke of com-
monplace things.

CHAPTER XXVIL
DR. FABOS BOARDS THE DIAMOND SHIP.
And learns the Truth theve.

Our surmise that the rogues would agree presently
among themselves and fall upon us for their common
satisfaction was not supported by the facts. We break-
fasted at our leisure and smoked a full pipe upon it,
still unmolested and apparently unobserved. It may be
that they had become accustomed to our presence. For
seven days and nights now we had harassed them un-
ceasingly. By messages, by gunshots, by our search-
light, had we pursued that policy of persistence which,
we believed, would most surely demoralise and defeat
them. And they had been powerless to harm us; help-
less before our attack, as I ]udged from the first that they
would be.

They fired no shot at us, and the morning passed in
patient waiting. Great as our hopes were—my own too
great for any expression—the Diamond Ship had no
further message for us, nor did the sea speak. Void from
horizon to horizon, the southern ocean fretted to sleep
beneath a torrid sun and left us with that sense of isola-
tion from the world and from men which the great sea
alone can inspire. Some among us, it may be, had fallen
almost to despair when the rogues set to again. This
would have been at three bells of the afternoon watch.
A gunshot heard faintly across .the waters appeared to bg
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the signal for some new attack. I heard the rattling
echoes of a volley, and upon that a second and a third.
Our glasses showed us a great press of men, engaged al-
most hand to hand amidships. Then a haze of smoke
settled down upon the ship, and for many minutes it hid
her completely from our sight.

You may imagine with what beating hearts and al-
most breathless hopes we watched this second encounter
and waited for its issue. Very wisely, Larry would not
approach. the scene a second -time or risk again those
perils we had so readily faced before. Whatever harvest
we might reap, our garners would be as readily filled afar
as by any mad concession to curiosity which should drive
us within the danger zone. If the rogues were killing
each other, as evidently they were, it could serve us not
at all to witness the horrors of that tragedy or seek in
some vague way to take part in it. As for its deeper
meaning, I had from the first clenched my thoughts
against that and refused to take cognisance of it. The
knowledge that Joan Fordibras was the prisoner of such
. a crew, that other decent women might be aboard the

Diamond Ship with her—that, I say, had I permitted it
once to master me, would have brought me to such a
state of frenzy that no sane act afterwards could have
atoned. for its follies. Earnestly, persistently, I strove
to drive the truth away, and to blind my eyes to
it. “She is not on the ship,” I would say—or again,
“They will not harm her, for she alone stands between
them and the gallows.” God knows how much of a pre-
tence it was—and yet, I think, the very effect of will
brought salvation to us. A mad attack upon them would
have undone all. T realise to-day the good providence
which saved me from that.
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Now, we had been waiting all this time for the smoke
to lift from the hull of the Leviathan, and permit us to
see, as far as it might be seen at such a distance, that
which happened upon those woeful decks. As for the
curtain of the vapour, it was but a spur to the imagina-
tion, a terrible cloud interposed between our burning eyes
and those scenes of horror and of bloodshed it hid from
us. Rifle shots we heard incessantly—now in volleys,
again by twos and threes, then once more in a general
exchange which seemed to speak of the crisis of battle.
Nor might we argue a good omen of the stillness which
fell afterwards. For, surely, it could be nothing else than
the silence of victory, the final triumph of one faction
above the others. This I pointed out to Larry as we lifted
our glasses for the twentieth time unavailingly.

“I take it that the men are up against the rogues,
Larry. We could wish for nothing better than news of
their success.”

“You think so, sir?”

“] trust a seaman before a landshark any day, what-
ever his ship or nationality. He is more likely to honour
a woman, Larry—there will be some measure of honesty
in him; and if it is put to the vote, he will haul down
that flag the first time he is asked. Why should he not?
He has nothing to fear ashore. The rogues keep him
afloat. I’'d wager a hundred guineas that homesickness
began this fight, and will carry it to a conclusion—that is
if the seamen win——"

«“And if they do not, sir?”

“Then God help the ship, Larry—she will not be
afloat a week.”

McShanus interposed to say that they were between
the devil and the deep sea, surely. I found him wonder-
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fully serious. It is odd to think how many cheery fellows,
who write gaily of life and death in the newspaper, have
never seen a gun fired in earnest or looked unflinchingly
upon the face of death.

“'Tis a coward I was,” said he, “and not ashamed of
it. This very minute I tremble like a woman—though
'tis often of kindness a woman trembles and not of fear.
Look yonder at the smoke lifting from off the face of the
ship. What lies under it, my friends?—God Almighty,
what are those feeling and thinking and suffering now that
they are going to their Maker. ’Tis as though I, myself,

- had been called this instant to remember that I shall be
as they—who knows.when, who knows how? A cruel
torment of a thought—God help me for it.”

Here was a McShanus mood to be laughed off, and
that it would have been but for the panorama suddenly
disclosed by the soaring smoke which gradually lifted
from the face of the hidden ship. Nor was it clear in a
twinkling that the seamen (as I supposed would be the
cage) had obtained the upper hand, and were become the
masters of the vessel.

We could see them by our glasses running hither and
thither, from the fo’castle to the poop, in and out of the
companion hatch; now up, now down, sometimes in single
combat with one or other of the vanquished; again slash-
ing in a glut of mad desire at a prostrate figure or an
enemy already dead. What weapons they had, I found
it quite impossible to say. From time to time, it is true,
a pistol was discharged as though it were at some lurk-
ing or hidden foe; but in the main, I believe they must
just have used common marline-spikes or had gone to it
with their clasp-knives in their hands. And their anger,
however it had been provoked, defied all words to
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measure. As beasts to the carcase, so they returned
again and again to the bodies of those whom they had
destroyed. We espied victors in all the attitudes of
bravado and defiance, dancing, leaping, even striking at
each other. And this endured so great a while that I
began to say the holocaust would go on to the end and
hardly a man of them live to tell the tale.

This fearful encounter ceased finally about four o’clock
of the afternoon watch. Ironically enough, I heard them
strike eight bells just as though it had been upon a ship
in good order at sea; and as the sounds came floating
over the water to us, I reflected upon the amazing force
of habit which governs a sailor even in the most terrible
of situations.

“Larry,” I said. “They would change the watch even
if the sea dried up. What’s to be done now? what, in
God’s name, can we do? I'd go aboard if it were not
criminal to take the risk. That’s not to be thought of—
a man would be safer in a lion’s den at present. And yet
think of what it must be over there—

“I've been trying not to think of it all along, sir.
Whatever’s happened, it’s over now. They’re putting the
dead overboard—and, what’s more, launching a boat. I
shouldn’t wonder if they came alongside, sir.”

“Alongside us, Larry? That would be something new.
Do you really mean it?”

“You must judge for yourself, sir——"

We put up our glasses, Timothy declaring, as usual,
that there was a plaster across the end of his (for he

never learned to use the telescope), and followed with
new interest the movements of the victorious seamen.
Certainly, they were putting the dead overboard, and, as
Larry had perceived, they had lowered a boat, Possessed,
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I suppose, of what they thought to be a fine idea (for
seamen are gregarious beyond all others), they presently
lowered a second boat, and upon this a third. Someene
firing a gun to call our attention, they next flagged a mes-
sage to us, so plainly honest that I caused it to be an-
swered without a moment’s loss of time.

“We want help. Stand by to pick up a boat.”

To this our reply fluttered out, that we would permit
their boat to come alongside; and the more to encourage
them, we steamed toward the great ship and met them
when they were little more than the half of a mile distant
from it. There were seven in all, I made out, and a little
lad at the tiller, the boat itself being an ordinary life-
boat, painted white, but ill kept and shabby. As to the
nationality of its crew, I could detect a huge nigger at
the bow oar, and another man of colour amidships, while
the rest were mostly dark-skinned, and one I took to be
an Egyptian. Whoever they were they came towards us
with great spirit, as though pleased to be free of the
shambles they had quitted and very anxious to deliver
some message. In this we encouraged them, lowering a
gangway and bidding them send a spokesman aboard—
which they did immediately without any parley or suspicion,
so that I no longer doubted their honesty or even con-
sidered the possibility of a trap.

“Let Bill Evans go up,” was their cry; and, sure
enough, up came a ferret-faced, red-whiskered, simple-
looking fellow, who answered to this very English de-
signation. Standing in an odd attitude before us, shuffling
his feet nervously, and fingering a broad-brimmed felt hat,
William Evans certainly expressed himself with difficulty.

“Mates,” he said, “I'd be very obliged to know if you
carry a doctor on this ship?” :
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Larry looked at me, but I made no response. We
must hear much, I reflected, before we answered such a
question as that.

“Is that your message, sir?” Larry asked a little
severely.

Again the man thumbed his hat and continued parrot-
like:—

“I'd be obliged to know if you carry a doctor on this
ship. That’s first. We’re in a clove-hitch and no mistake.
Some’s gone and that’s an end of them. The rest would
be thankful for a doctor, and there’s no denying it. Mates,
if you’re Christian men, you’ll come aboard and help poor
seamen——"

His candour was really remarkable. I thought it quite
time to take up his cross-examination myself.

. “Come,” I said, “we must know more about it than
that. What ship is yonder and who is in command of
her? Answer my questions properly, and it is possible
that we may help you. There has been a mutiny, and you
have the upper hand. Why should we take any part in it?”

He looked up at me, a foxy look, I thought, and
stumbled through as strange a -narrative as I have ever
heard.

“Old Salt-Horse went off in the relief,” he began, and
I knew he meant Imroth thereby. “Captain Ross has
been first since. He was for lying in this —— hair-oil
of a sea; we was for going ashore. That’s what the lady
wanted, and d——n me, who was to stand agen it? Eight
months have me and my mates been floating about this
ocean like a flock of —— ducks. Did I ship with Salt-
Horse for that? As true as God’s in heaven, I come from
London Road, Plymouth, and Bill Evans is my name,
"same as my father and mother before me. You come
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aboard and do what you can for us, and we sail the ship
to Rio. No harm comes to the young lady, but she stops
aboard until we’re ashore, and that’s my last word if I
swing for it.”

The man had become bolder as he went on, and now
he threw his hat defiantly upon deck and looked at us
all as though he had been an ambassador carrying a
message to a king. Perchance he but little understood the
significance of his words or the surpassing interest with
which I heard them. Val Imroth escaped? All well with
my little Joan—how could it be otherwise since they asked
us aboard! Here were two facts which changed in an
instant the whole complexion of our schemes and shattered
them to the very base. I no longer thought of plan or
prudence or any human consideration at all, but that of
carrying Joan Fordibras the tidings of her safety, so far
as that safety lay within our power to ensure. I must
board the Diamond Ship. At any cost, I must speak
with Joan.

“Larry,” I cried, shouting it out so that those in the
boat below could hear every word of it—¢“Larry, I am
going to help these men. Stand by for my signal. If
there is any treachery, you will know what to do. Show
this fellow what we carry—Ilet there be no mistake about
it. They sink or swim—no half measure, Larry! So
help me Heaven, I will send them to the bottom in less
than five minutes if they so much as think a word against
me.” '

Larry’s answer was to command our own crew to
lower the launch and to stand by the guns. Delaying
only to call Okyada to my side, I followed the strange
ambassador down the gangway stairs and began my
voyage to the great unknown, -
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE STRONG ROOM OF THE OCEAN.
Dy. Fabos fails to find Joan Fordibras.

THE boat’s crew laid to their oars with a hearty will,
directly I gave them the word; and we shot over the
still waters almost with the speed of a steamer’s launch.
It was a new experience for me to find myself afloat
upon the Atlantic in a small boat, and I confess, even in
such fair weather, not wholly a pleasant one. The long
rollers, alternately lifting us to prodigious heights and
plunging us as to a very abyss of the ocean, shut in turn
both ships from my view and permitted me but a rare
glimpse of them as we rose upon the crest of some rolling
wave which seemed about to engulf us utterly. I realised,
as all seamen realise from time to time, the meaning of
man’s victory over the sea and the splendour of it. And
excitement carried me without distress where I would
have feared to go upon a common day.

I was about to see my little Joan again. Unless this
man had lied to me, so much must be beyond question.
I should find her on the great ship and take her, at last
and finally, from this hive of ruffians into which the acci-
dents of life had cast her from her very childhood. Much
as she had suffered, it remained my hope that her own
courage and the circumstances of her presence upon the
ship had saved her from that nameless evil which might
otherwise have been her fate. Imroth had kept the child
from harm—that I firmly believed; and Imroth having
fled, the terror of his name might still be powerful to save
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her. Herein lay the supreme consolation as our voyage
drew to its end, and every rolling crest showed us more
clearly the immense hull, standing up from the water like
a very Castle Impregnable. 1 was the bearer of a message
to Joan Fordibras, and she should be the first there to
whom the story of succour must be told. There could be
no purpose dearer to me or one I embarked upon so gladly.

The sun had been upon the point of setting when I
quitted the yacht, and a chill of evening fell with an
aftermeath of drifting mist as the men drove the long-
boat up to the ship. My first impression, for I had never
before viewed a big steamer from a small boat on the
open sea, was one of a vast towering immensity rising
sheer above me as the wall of a fortress or the black
precipice of a mountain. The ladder itself, by which I
must gain the deck, swung fragile as a thread from a
boom amidships—no steam came from the ship’s valves,
although the bilge was flowing freely. I could detect no
sound of movement or human activity; nothing but the
appearance of three or four pale anxious faces at the gangway
above allowed me to say that the ship had a crew at all.
These men, however, waited for my coming with an ex-
pectancy which was almost pathetic, and scarcely had I
climbed the ladder than they surrounded me immediately
with such piteous entreaty to come to their comrades’
aid that my own imperious question sounded abrupt almost
to the point of harshness.

“You have a lady upon this ship—where is she?”

“She has gone, sir.”

“Gone! good God, how can she be gone?”

“We knew what you would ask, and sent down to her
cabin a quarter of an hour ago, sir. She was not there.
Mr. Colin Ross, him that commands for Mr. Imroth, he
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says he knows nothing of it. It’s true as heaven, sir—
the lady’s come to no harm by us, nor would have done
if she had been aboard here twenty years. There wasn’t
a man that wouldn’t have given his life for her. We don’t
know where she is, sir, and that’s gospel truth.”

Imagine the scene. I stood upon the open deck: of
the strangest steamer I have yet set foot upon—a steamer
so splendidly fitted and furnished, as one glance told me,
that no Atlantic liner, whatever company floated her, could
have claimed a greater elegance. The bridge above me
had the neatness, the shining brass, the white ladders of
a man-of-warsman. The guns were polished to the last
possibility. Every cabin into which I looked appeared to
boast the luxury and equipment of a state saloon on a
Cunard or a White Star boat. I perceived an immense
dining hall aft, and a companion-way not unsuited to a
ten thousand ton steamer. There were boats abundantly,
safety rafts—the usual equipment of an ocean-going vessel,
and yet, in the strongest contrast, something which dif-
ferentiated this ship from any other I had ever visited,
and placed her at once in a category apart. This was
nothing more nor less than a screen of solid steel bars,
ten feet high, perhaps, and defended by forbidding spikes,
sharp as swords and impossible to fend, a screen cutting
the vessel into two clear divisions, and obviously the Jew’s
protection against all others who sailed with him. I judged
at once that the men lived forward of this screen; Imroth
and his chosen company aft. A wicket gate, just large
enough to admit the body of a man, permitted communi-
cation between the divisions; but the steelwork itself ap-
peared to be carried cunningly over the bulwarks in a
manner that must have rendered absolutely the aft cabins
secure not only against the seamen collectively, but against
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any spy among them who had the fancy to watch the
Jew in his less suspnnous moments.

This wicket-gate, be it said, stood open when I climbed
to the main deck, and the men now passed to and fro at
their will. The most horrible aspect of the picture did
not immediately present itself to my notice. I was some
minutes aboard before my eyes discerned the huddled
figures of men, some propped in bent attitudes against
the bulwarks, some already dead, a few crying horribly
in the agony of mutilation. As the scene unfolded itself,
the woe of it became more terrible to witness. There
were sailors of many nationalities here, chiefly, I perceived,
from South European and Mediterranean ports, Turks in
their native dress, sturdy Greeks, Tunisians, seamen from
Algiers and the Adriatic. Of those who crowded about
me unwounded, two were Americans, one a nigger, a third
a little Frenchman, who gabbled to the point of delirium.
The appeal, however, was common to all.

“Help our friends, doctor—save them for God’s sake.
We have no doctor on board. Herr Klein sailed with
Mr. Imroth. We can do nothing for ourselves.”

The woe of it appalled me. I knew neither what to
answer them nor how best to help them. Many a day
had passed since I practised my own profession. And to
be called upon as a surgeon upon a battlefield!

“Have you stores?” I asked. “Is there a surgery
on board?”

They shouted an affirmative all together. Half-a-
dozen among them were ready to lead me below. Hesitating
an instant to give my command to Okyada, I went with
them as they desired.

“Miss Joan is on the ship,” I said to the faithful
fellow. “Find her and take her to the yacht.”
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Okyada looked up at me with one swift, almost wist-
ful glance, and disappeared immediately from my sight.
The burly American, who posed as my guide, pushing his
comrades aside, led me through the wicket gate, and we
descended the great companion-way. It would be im-
possible adequately to describe the luxury and the
splendour of this part of the ship even as one brief scrutiny
revealed it. The very lamps appeared to be of solid silver.
The panelling was of the rarest woods, teak and old
Spanish mahogany and satin-wood. I caught a glimpse
of the great dining saloon, and.beheld walls covered by
pictures of undoubted mark and quality—chiefly of the
French and Spanish schools. We passed by a boudoir
furnished with such elegance that Paris alone could have
commanded its ensemble. There was a card room not
unlike that of a great London club, with little tables and
electric lamps upon them, and even discarded packs
scattered in angry disorder upon the blue Persian carpet
which covered a parquet floor. Crossing this room and
leaving it by a door toward the centre of the ship, I
found myself immediately in a broad corridor lighted from
above, and the walls of this appeared to be of steel. Had
I been in doubt as to the meaning of it, the American’s
candour would have settled the matter without question.

“Old Five’s strong box,” said he. “That’s where he
keeps what isn’t good to eat. I guess the best of the
stuffs landed by this time. I went off in Colin Ross’s
ship. You might buy yourself a gold brick out of what’s
left and not be much poorer. We share and share in
that now. There used to be a guard down here night
and day when old Isaac was aboard. I guess you scared
him pretty badly. He ran for the Brazils the day after
we sighted you——"

The Diamond Ship, A%
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I asked him but one question in turn.

“Was General Fordibras on board with the man you
speak of?” ’

“Not this trip. I heard tell he’d gone to Europe.
He’s too easy for this job. Three-Fingers never could look
a Sheffield knife in the face. I guess his daughter’s got
all the courage.”

We had passed another door of steel as he spoke and
descended a short flight of stairs to a second corridor,
about which were cabins of a commoner order. Here the
surgery of the ship had been located—a well fitted,
thoroughly modern apartment, recently tenanted, it seemed,
by a doctor who knew what the hospitals of Europe were
doing. A quick search discovered the antiseptics, the
wool, the liniment and the lancets, without which so little
could be done for the wounded men above. There was
nothing missing for the practice of a modern art.

It would be a work of supererogation to tell you of
the long hours which followed immediately upon my as-
sumption of the réle of ship’s doctor. I passed through
them as one passes through a dreamland of restless
thoughts. There were no fewer than thirty-one wounded
men upon the steamer; and, of these, seven belonged to
the fo’castle party, twenty-four to the saloons. The latter
chained my interests in spite of their condition, for there
were Englishmen among them, and faces that the stories
of recent crimes had made familiar to me. One lad,

‘ slashed heavily across the forehead by a clasp knife, had
been mentioned, I remembered, in connection with the
famous forgeries upon the Bank of England some five
years ago. I recognised the Italian jewel thief, Detucchi,
the German forger, Urich, the young Belgian, Monterry,
supposed to be serving a sentence of penal servitude for
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life for his attack upon King Leopold. Happily, few of
these men had been wounded by rifle bullets. Those
whom the guns had killed fell upon the instant and their
bodies were already in the sea. My patients were the
victims of cuts, fearful gashes in some cases, and difficult
fractures in others. Two died while I tried to help them.
It was a woeful task, and I trust that I may never be
called to its fellow.

The honest men, happily, for so I called the sailors
of the ship, had suffered considerably less. I found them
profoundly grateful for such services as I could render
them; nor did the American hesitate to tell me frankly
the story of the mutiny.

“We were making for Rio, but Mr. Ross stood out,”
he said. “A relief’s expected, and I guess there are some
law-sick folk on board her. He treated us like dirt, and
began to talk of rafting. Do you know what rafting is,
doctor—no, well, it’s putting living men overboard on a
raft as big as a deal board and wishing ’em good luck
while they go. Don’t try it while you can sail saloon.
Colin Ross fell sick of a fever and is down below raving
now. We got the arms by tickling the mate’s whiskers
and promising him Ross’s berth. That was the first and
the last of it. We shot ’em down like sheep, and now
we’'re going ashore to spend our money—those that live,
though they’re like to be few enough.”

Here was a truth beyond all question. I stood on
the deck of a veritable plague ship. A wail of death
rose unceasingly. Night had come down, and a thick
white mist enveloped the ocean all about us. The yacht
was nowhere to be seen. Of all the hours of that great
endeavour, this, to me, was the most terrible, alike in its
menace and its suggestion,

5%
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For I said that the yacht might lose me in the fog
and leave me, the prisoner of these desperate men and
their hostage against the justice which awaited them.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE BRIDGE AND AFTERWARDS.
Dr. Fabos visits Colin Ross.

I was in a situation of grave peril; but it would have
been imprudent beyond measure to have admitted it.
Possibly the accident of their advantage did not occur to
the men, nor had they discovered it. There was no order
on the ship, no commander, no person in authority above
others. The agony of wounds forbade any consideration
of that which should be done or of the methods of doing
it. I perceived that the men regarded me in some sense
as their good angel, paying me the compliment of trusting
me, and obeying my commands as faithfully as if I had
been their captain. They could even remember that I had
gone fasting, and speak of food and drink.

“Old Valentine knew a good tap when he tasted it,
and there’s plenty of the right sort on board,” the Ameri-
can said to me good-naturedly. “You only give a name
to it and the corks will be flying like rockets. Ask for
what you’re wanting, doctor, and I’ll skin the lubber who
doesn’t run to fetch it. The Lord knows what my mates
would have done if you hadn’t come among them.”

It was honestly said, and as honestly meant: And
yet, willingly as I would have accepted his cordial offer,
fear of the consequences held me back. Who would
dare to think of drink amid such a crew as this, or to
remind men that drink was to be had? I could depict a
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Saturnalia defying the powers of a Poe to describe, such
an orgie as a sane man might dream of in a horrid sleep,
should these ruffians broach the casks or be reminded of
the spirits which the ship carried.

My immediate anxiety was to divert their thoughts
from my own situation, and to lead them to regard me
rather as one of themselves than as a stranger. As for
the mystery of my little Joan’s disappearance from the
ship, the excuses which had been made to me, and the
obvious sincerity of them, I knew no more than the dead
what these might mean. While at one time I would doubt
if she had ever been on the ship at all—plainly as I had
thought to see her there—there were other moods in
which I could almost believe that these ruffians had

. killed her, and that she also must be numbered among
the victims of the night. This, however, would mark a
moment of despair, to be forgotten readily when action
called me to some new task. These men had sworn that
Joan lived. Why should I question a sincerity which all
my observation declared to be genuine?

’ So thus the matter stood when darkness came down

and the fog lay thick about the Diamond Ship. Okyada,
my servant, had vanished unaccountably, nor had I heard

a single word concerning him since we came on board

together. The yacht had disappeared from my ken, and
the shrewdest eyes could not detect her situation, or the
quickest ears give news of her.- In these trying circum-
stances I welcomed a request from one of the seamen that

I would visit Colin Ross, the captain of the vessel, and

until lately the representative of Valentine Imroth, aboard

her. This man I found lying grievously wounded by a

bullet which had entered the left lung and penetrated in
such an ugly fashion that his life must be a question of
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hours. His was not an unpleasant face, nor was his
manner in any way repellent. I told him frankly, when
he asked me, that he could not live, and he answered
with a wan smile that was almost a sob.

“Good God! sir,” he said, “how little any man, who
makes a beginning on a crooked road, ever sees the end
of it! I was the captain of a Shields collier two years ago,
doing well, and calling my home my own. When Mr.
Imroth found me out, I would no more have done a
shabby thing than have harmed my little baby girl, who’s
waiting for me in Newcastle now. Money bought me—
Tl not deny it. I promised to run this ship to the Brazils
for a thousand guineas, and there’s Imroth’s seal upon it
on the table yonder. You may not believe me, but what
the story of this business is, how these men came here,
or why they have come, I know no better than the Pope
of Rome—and that’s the truth, if my life’s the price of it.
And yet, sir, that it’s a bad business I'd be a fool to deny.
He who touches pitch gets plenty on his fingers. I knew
that Val Imroth was a bad lot the first day I saw him—
and bad enough are his companions on this ship. Why,
good God! there’d have been murder done every day if
it hadn’t been for fear of the man and his words. He
puts a palsy on you when you hear his step—his breath’s
a flame of hell—this crowd shivered at his look. It’s
fear of him that’s kept them quiet since he ran for shore;
it’s fear of him which will send them all to the dock in
the end; as sure as I lie here telling you so.”

I cannot conceal the fact that this interview affected
me greatly. Here was a robust British sailor, 2 man per-
haps of thirty-five years of age, brown-haired, blue-eyed,
and of an open cast of countenance, about to give up his
life and to pass for ever from the love which awaited him
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in England because a monster had breathed a breath
upon him, and had cried in his ears the fables of the
gold. - Hundreds of men, as innocent as this man, were
exiles from wife and children to-day, outcasts, jail-birds,
suspects, human derelicts, because of this devilish net
which had enmeshed them, of these criminal arms which
had embraced them, and this voice of lust which charmed
them. Many a man have I seen die—but not as this
seaman died, with a child’s name upon his lips, and a
child’s image before his eyes. Of what avail to speak at
such a moment of the Eternal Hope in the justice of an
Almighty and all-Merciful God, or to recite those plati-
tudes in which pious folk take refuge? Colin Ross was
thinking of the child who nevermore would call him father,
or by him to be called child again.

This, however, is to anticipate the hour. There was
much upon which I would gladly have questioned the
man; but little that he had the strength to answer me.
Just as the seamen had sworn that it was all well with
Joan, so did he bear them out with such emphasis as his
failing strength could command.

. “We were to make the Brazils and take a passage for

Miss Joan to London. Her father, General Fordibras, is there,
doctor. If harm has come to her, it is since I left the
deck. The men worshipped her—there are rogues enough,
I grant you, who would have had their say, but I shot the
first dead with my own hand, and the men answered for
the second, God help him! You’ll find Miss Joan all right,
and take her back to her father. For the rest, I can’t
advise you, sir. You are safe enough on board here while
this trouble is new—but when it’s past, save yourself, for
God’s sake; for your life will not be worth a minute’s
purchase. Remember what’s at stake if this ship makes
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port and you are there to give an account of her.” Hands
and passengers alike will prevent that. No, doctor, get
aboard your yacht while you can, and leave these men to
their destiny.” ‘

He spoke with much dignity, though it is hardly ne-
cessary for me to say that I had travelled already upon
such lines of thought as he laid down. When I left him,
it was with a promise to see his wife and child in New-
castle, and to give them what comfort I could—but chiefly
to keep the story of the darker hour away from them;
for, as he said, “they hold my name dear.” He had but
a few moments to live then, and that merciful euthanasia
which is frequently the hand-maiden of death, as long ex-
perience has shown to me, rapidly came upon him and
left him but the passing dreams of a sleep which all must
know, and from which all must awake.

Now this befell, I suppose, about eleven o’clock that
night. There was still much mist when I came upon
deck, but it had lifted to the northward, and the atmos-
phere was everywhere clearing. I had some expectation
of spying out the yacht should the breeze strengthen, and
yet there was no hour of all that emprise which found me
in such a desolation of spirit or so doubtful of the ultimate
issue. Why had my friends made no effort to reach me?
What kept them? Why did they leave me here at the
mercy of these cut-throats, my life as a gossamer which
any puff of anger might destroy, my liberty in these
ruffians’ keeping? Sober reason would have replied that
they could have done nothing else; but this was not the
time for reason, and, indeed, I came to call it the darkest
hour of them all. Vainly I raged against my own acts
and the judgment which had carried me on board the
ship. It had been madness to come; it would be mad-
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ness to let the men know as much. Already I was aware
of a disposition to treat me with less respect—it may
have been pure imagination, but the idea came into my
head, and a brief conversation with the American did
nothing to displace it.

“I am going aboard my own yacht,” I said to him—
that would have been about the hour of midnight. “I
am going aboard my yacht, but I will return at daybreak
and see what more I can do. Mr. Ross says that you
are heading for the Brazils. That is no affair of mine.
The man I want is no longer on the ship. I have no
concern with the others nor they with me. Let us put
things as straight as we can—and then talk about the -
shore.”

This should not have been said. It occurred to me
almost as I uttered the words that the man had not
hitherto thought about the yacht at all; but no sooner
had I spoken than he stepped to the gang-way and im-
mediately realised the situation.

“Guess your people have gone hay-making, doctor,”
he said far from pleasantly. “Well, I don’t suppose it
matters much anyway. My mates want you pretty badly,
and while they want you, I guess yowll have to stop.
Just step down and take another look at Harry Johnson,
will you? He’s raving like a fool-woman in the Doldrums.
You can turn in by-and-by—I’ll see what Williams can
do for you—though it’s forward you must swing your
hammock, and no two opinions about that.”

To this I answered, in a tone as decisive as his own,
that my comings and my goings would be ordered by none
but myself, and that his friend must await his turn. A
long acquaintance with rogues has convinced me that any
weakness of civility is lost upon them, and that firmness
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to the point of brutality is the only weapon. I would
have shot this man dead had he given me an impudent
answer, and his surprise when he heard me speak was
something to see.

“No offence, doctor,” he said presently. “Ill tell
Harry yowll be along presently. Don’t think as we’re
not obliged to you for what you’ve done. The boys are
ready enough to tell you so. You take your own time,
and do what’s best pleasing to you. There’s work enough,
God Almighty knows.”

He spat his filthy tobacco juice into the sea, and turn-
ing upon his heels went forward to join his companions
by the fo’castle. A scene so weird is not within my
memory. Depict the grey mists drifting upon the water,
the silvery waves in those lakes of radiance the moon-
beams could create, the stillness of the ship, the prone
forms of men whose sobs and groans marked the intervals
of sounds, the lanterns set about the decks, the great
mast looming above, the spars and yards, and the monster
bulk of the funnel. And this ship, remember, was a house
of sanctuary to all the friends of crime who should bow
the knee to Valentine Imroth, and come to him with
plunder in their hands!

What stories could not its cabins tell! What crimes
had been committed—murder and lust and shedding of
blood—what awful cries had gone up from its decks, the
cries of strong men at the gate of death, of women in
their agony! All these phantoms came to me as I paced
the quarter-deck and asked, almost as a man in despair,
what kept my friends or how long the mists would pre-
vail? I could imagine a day when this mighty idea had
first occurred to the Jew’s cunning intellect, and he had
acclaimed the possibilities of it. What police, and of what
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nations, would seek their criminals upon the high seas, or
search there for the jewels which the chief rogues of
Europe brought to a sanctuary so sure? What mind
would have read this riddle aright unless accident had
suggested its answer? I claimed nothing for myself; a
thousand times an irony would it have been to do so.

Let me escape these decks and how much further
was I upon the road to finality? I could tell a plain tale
to the Government, certainly, and could open the doors
of this temple of assassins to the world—but who would
crush so vast a conspiracy? What unity of international
action, what initiative would war upon the greater evils
of it, hunting the tigers from their dens or ridding the
cities of their allies? All that I had done, all my plan-
ning, all my thinking, had left the Jew a free man and
sent me a prisoner on the deck of his ship. And God
alone could give me freedom, that God in whose im-
mediate Providence I have never ceased to believe!

This was the outcome of my philosophy as I stood
by the gangway and watched the shifting mists; here
opening a little silvered pathway—as to an arbour of
delights; there beating down again in dank clouds of
vapour and shutting all the hither scenes from my view.
The men had left me alone for the time being, but their
absence seemed a greater peril. I could hear a loud
argument going on by the fo’castle, and voices raised in
persuasion or in anger. The monster ship herself drifted
helplessly, as a great stricken beast lurching in agony and
seeking only a place to end its woes. Every faculty that
I possess told me that I was in great danger. These
rogues would come forward presently and put some pro-
position to me. So I argued, nor did the night give me
the lie. Shuffling and hesitating they came, some twenty
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or more of them, before another hour had passed, all to-
‘gether in a deputation, and as ready, I would swear, to
cut me down where I stood as to drink the rum which
an obliging purser had served out to them.

The American, I perceived, was to be their chief
speaker, and. with him was the man called Bill Evans:
Advancing by the promenade deck in a body, they seemed
to find some little difficulty when it came to expressing
themselves in plain English; and had the situation been
less dangerous, it would have been ridiculous enough.

“Well, my men,” I cried, being careful to have the
first word at them; “what is it, now? Speak up, I shall
not eat you.”

“Beg pardon, sir, we wish you to know that lel
Rayner has been made captain of this ship, and that he
wishes you to go below.”

The man named Evans spoke, and I must say his
manner was diverting enough.

“That is very considerate of Mr. William Rayner,”
said I, with a laugh. “Will he not step forward—am I
not to have the pleasure of seeing him?”

“He’s back there by the capstan, sir. We’re a de-
pytashun, if you please. Will won’t have nobody aft the
galley, and that’s his plain words. You’re to go below
and to wait until you’re sent for.”

I looked the speaker full in the face and laughed
at him contemptuously.

“My men,” I said, calmly addr&ssmg them all to-
gether, “do you wish to be afloat to-morrow morning, or
is this ship and all aboard her to be at the bottom- of
the Atlantic?”

They were evidently perplexed. The gentleman by
the name of Bill Evans continued to speak,
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“Me and my mates, beggin’ your pardon, sir—we
don’t fall in with that. You're fair marooned, and that’s
the end of it. Will says as he means well by you, but
while you’re on this ship, yowll obey him and nobody
else. Humbly representin’ it, sir, we’ll have to see that
you do as Will says——"

I took a pistol from my pocket, and deliberately
cocked it. This was touch and go for my very life. Had
I shot one of those men, I knew that it would all be over
in an instant, and that they would either bow the knee
to me or murder me on the spot.

“Now, see here,” said I. “My yacht’s lying out
yonder not a biscuit toss from this deck. If you give me
so much as another word of impudence, I'll send you and
every ruffian aboard here to blazes as sure as this is a
revolver, and there are cartridges in it. Go and tell Mr.
Will Rayner what I say, for, by heaven above me, I will
go myself and fetch him, if you do not.”

I have said that the moment was critical beyond any
through which I have lived, and a truer word could not
be spoken. There we stood, the angry seamen upon one
side, myself upon the other, each party knowing that the
issue was for good and all, and yet neither willing to
bring the instant of it upon us. As for these wretched
fellows, I do not believe that they would have lifted a
hand against me had it not been for the American who
incited them. He was the ringleader despite the newly-
made captain, and his mock authority. And he was the
dangerous man with whom I had to deal.

“I guess your yacht may be where you say she is,”
he remarked with a drawl; “but she’s got to hustle if she
wants to come up with us this summer weather. Don’t
you be too free with that pistol, sir, or some of us wil}
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have to take it from you. You’re in a clove-hitch, and
had better keep a civil tongue in your head or maybe
we’ll cut it out and see what it’s made of. Now just you
come along o’ me and don’t make no trouble about it.
Will Rayner ain’t a goin’ to eat you, and you ain’t a goin’
to eat him, so step up brisk, doctor, and let’s see you
march.”

This impudent harangue was hailed by a salvo of
applause. The fellow himself took two steps toward me
and laid a hand upon my shoulder. He had scarce
touched me with his fingers when I struck him full in the
face, and he rolled headlong into the scuppers. The same
instant saw me leaping for my very life up the ladder to
the bridge deck and clutching there at the rope which
opened the steamer’s siren. Good God! What an in-
stant of suspense! Were the fires below damped down,
or was there steam in the boiler? One tremendous pull
upon the rope had no answer for me at all. Again and
again I jerked the cord back as though very desperation
would sound the alarm which should summon my friends
and, at the same time, save me from this rabble. The
men below watched me aghast, their curiosity overpower-
ing them, their mouths agape, so that when the siren’s
blast went echoing over the still sea at last, you could
have heard a footfall on the decks, or caught the mean-
ing of a whispered message. ' '

The men were dumbfounded, I say, and without idea.
This I have ever observed to be a habit among seamen
when the news of any great disaster comes upon them or
they are taken unawares in an instant of emergency. No
clown could look more childish then, or any Master Bold-
face laugh as foolishly. There they were in a group be-
low me, some with their hands thrust deep into their
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pockets, some smoking idly, some looking into the faces
of their neighbours as though a glance would answer the
riddle of the night. And while they stood, the siren roared
a blast of defiance, again and again, as the voice of a
Minotaur of the deep, warning and terrifying, and not to
be resisted. Had I doubted the vigilance of my good
comrades upon the yacht, I could have doubted it no
longer. White Wings answered my signal almost instantly
in a higher note of defiance, in a shrill assent to that wild
roll-call, the orator mechanical of honest friendship. And,
while she answered, her siren seemed to put a reproach
upon me, saying, “The yacht is here—all is well—why
have you doubted us?”

A deep silence fell upon the Diamond Ship when this
signal came reverberating over the waters. None of the
amazed seamen spoke a word or made a movement for
many minutes. I had already put my pistol into my
pocket and taken a cigarette from my case. If I wished
the men to believe that the hour of crisis had passed, I
was under no delusion at all myself. For remember that
I had gone up to the bridge and stood there during this
supreme instant of danger; and that, if I would regain the
deck of the yacht, I must descend the ladder, down through
these serried ranks of men; must pass them as one who
was going from them to the house of an avenger, to his
comrades who would judge the story and help him to de-
cide upon the punishment. The rogues’ very salvation
depended upon my captivity; I was their hostage, and by
me would reprieve come if reprieve were to be hoped for
at all. This I perceived long before it had dawned upon
the witless rabble; but it occurred even to them at last,
and crowding about the ladder’s foot they told me bluntly
that they were aware of it.
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“Guess it's your turn,” said the American, venturing
a step upward but no more. His manner had become
sheepish, I observed, and he spoke with less truculence.

“My turn, as you say, sir,” I rejoined with what com-
posure I could. “I am now going aboard my yacht, and
there I will decide what is to be done with you. That
will depend upon your behaviour, I advise you to re-
member as much.”

I lit my cigarette and waited for him to go on. White
Wings was evidently quite near to us now—I could hear
the throb of her turbines; her siren hooted repeatedly.
The night was mine but for an accident. And yet, heaven
knows, it appeared to me then that an accident must be-
fall me unless a miracle intervened.

“That’s your yacht right enough,” the Yankee went
on immediately. “And so far as it’s hér, we’re in a clove-
hitch ourselves. The question is, who’s to put you aboard
her, and what shall we be about when he’s doing of it?
Now, see here, as between man and man—you give us
your solemn affidavit not to do anything against this ship’s
crew and you’re free to come and go as you choose.
That’'s my first condition—the second is as you sign the
paper Will Rayner has drawed up and abide by its terms.
Do as much as that and your friends sha’n’t be more
willing to help you. But if you don’t do it—why, then,
look out for yourself, for, by the Lord above me, you
ain’t got ten minutes to live.”

He came another step up the ladder, cheered, as it
seemed, by his own eloquence. As for the men, they
opened their lips for the first time since my yacht had
answered me, and their hoarse roar of defiance, uttered
in that unpleasant timbre to which the sea attunes the
human voice, backed the threat and made it their own.



THE BRIDGE AND AFTERWARDS. 241

Had it been left to me in circumstances less dangerous,
I might have given them my word to let me go free, and
signed - the paper their leader spoke about; but just in the
same measure that they threatened me, so did my anger
against them rise—and stepping briskly to the topmost
rung of the ladder, I answered them in a sentence that
even their dull intellects could understand.

“Not a word or a line, by God! That is my answer,
sir.  You may take it or leave it; but if you leave it,
some of you shall as certainly hang for this night’s work
as this is a pistol I hold in my hand. Now stand back,
for I am coming down ainongst you. Yonder, you see, is
the boat I am expecting.”

Lifting my hand, I pointed with dramatic intent to the
port quarter of the ship. The sea was void upon that
quarter—what need to tell it? But my eyes had already
detected the black outline of a ship’s boat upon the star-
board bow, and my very life depended upon the ruse
which should divert the men’s attention from it. Never
shall I doubt the ruffians would have made an end of it
there and then, and have murdered me as they had mur-
dered the criminals upon the ship, if the argument had
been carried but another sentence. I had seen knives un-
sheathed at my words, had heard the promptings of rogue
to rogue, that low muttering of the human beast who has
scented prey, and whose nostrils are distended by the lust
of it. Let the talk run on, and they would be up the
ladder and upon me, cost what it might—up and on me,
and their knives at my throat. This I understood when
I pointed to the port quarter and sent them gaping there
in a body—as children who are not content to hear, but
with their own eyes would see.

My freedom, nay, my life depended upon the ruse,

Zhe Diamond Ship. ) %
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Such a fact was clear above all others. It had been no
lie when I said that my friends were coming to me.
Athwart the great ship, not fifty yards from the starboard
bow, lay the long-boat which had been sent out to me.
I took one last look at the huddled forms below me, de-
bated the possibilities in one of those swift mental sur-
veys to which long habit has trained me, and staking all
upon the venture, risking every peril both of the men and
the sea, I leaped boldly from the bridge and left the issue
to the God of my destinies.

So the tragic hour began for me, and such were its
circumstances! The rushing waters booming as a dirge
in my ears, my clothes dragging me down as a burden
insupportable; darkness and the dread sea all about me;
a black sky meeting my vision as I rose gasping to the
surface—no knowledge now of where the boat lay or in
what direction to strike out; no certainty that my friends
had seen me or were alive to my situation—nothing but
silence and the long rollers carrying me, and far away a
distant shouting, an echo of pistol shots, a rejoinder of
strong voices and then a silence, so deep, so profound that
the very wavelets were as cataracts beating at my brain.
This, surely, was the moment when a man might have
told himself that he was cast out utterly from man and
the world, a true derelict of the vast ocean, a voice cry-
ing in a monstrous silence, a sacrifice to wind and wave
and the gaping sea. The deepest dungeon ashore could
not have inflicted a wound of desolation so terrible.

" I was there within a cable’s length of those who would
have given their very lives for me, and yet as far away
from them as though I had stood at the foot of Mount
Terror and cried to the skies for my salvation. Not a
,sound, not a whisper of life did the wind bear to me. A
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strong swimmer, I lay deep in the water, the spindrift
cold upon my face, the ripples of the crests soaking my
hair, the blue-black sky for my zenith. And how far had
those minutes carried me from humanity and all human
interests!

Calmly, as a man in a reverie of the mind could, I
recounted this adventure from the beginning, and won-
dered why I had set out upon it at all. What was it to
me that these rogues pitted their wits against their brother
rogues ashore? Who had made me the judge of crime
and its servants, or permitted me to say that one man
was a thief and another man honest? The great ocean
laughed at such laws and their makers. Might and majesty
and the throne of winds—were not they a kingdom stu-
pendous in its grandeur and unsurpassable in its magni-
tude? No sense of danger, indeed, went with me to the
waters. I heard their dulcet voice and answered them—
I saw the figures I had known and loved, and no sense
of regret attended the vision. An unquenchable fire of
confidence burned in my brain. I believed that I should
see little Joan again, though the waters engulfed me
utterly. ‘

Let me claim no merit for a mental attitude so un-
usual. I have known many men who have been taken
from the water almost upon the point of death, and in no
case does fear seem to have been a part of their ex-
perience. Certainly, in one or two instances, they have
spoken of great pain in the lungs, but their chief recollec-
tion has been a supreme content and of a profound sense
of rest as though the peace and loneliness of the deep
had communicated itself to their souls and robbed them
in an instant of that burden of life of which all, with
whatever courage they may bear it, are sensible. Speak-

16*
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ing again for myself, I do not think it is a misrepresenta-
tion to say that I had no overmastering desire to be saved
from the peril which had overtaken me. Not a morbid
man, or one who is insensible to the privileges and duties
of our common destiny, I will confess that a certain
ironical view of human things came to me as the good
tide carried me, and the surf bathed my face. All the
littleness of the everyday existence, its petty bickerings,
its trumpery ambitions, were so much sport for the rolling
waves about me, so much silvery laughter for the surging
swell and the cradle of the billows. And if this mood
changed at all—as I know that ultimately it did change
—the new spirit breathed human love as its chief desire,
the simplest of the human affections, the depth, the truth
and the nobility of them.

I saw then that there is nothing permanent in life but
love, nothing to be so surely desired, no human quality
so precious as that habit of loving. And passing from
the more general admission, my own story must present
itself to ‘me again, and bid me ask why I had left Joan
Fordibras at all when I found her at Dieppe; why I had
accepted the challenge there thrown down to me when I
might have taken her in my arms and written the golden
page in our lives once and for ever? This reflection
could move me instantly to a great pathos of regret, and
inspire in me a mad striving after some shore of my safety
when I could say, “I have not done well; the blame is
mine.” And from this time I thought but of Joan alone;
saw her face looking down to me from the skies above,
and heard but the plaintive music of her voice. No words
may tell the sudden distress of this—there is no measure
of human speech which shall convey to another the depth
of that human anguish of loss a man may suffer on the
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threshold of death. It is the supremest trial of all, a
very agony of the soul defying all expression.

I have been at some pains to set down these impres-
sions closely, for they stood to me for the bitter reckon-
ing I must pay for the quest of Valentine Imroth and the
ship he had commanded. Cast out there upon the black
ocean, I had been-a fool to believe that I merited any
particular mercy of the Almighty which would repair my
mistakes or pass by my imprudence. That I had escaped
into the sea at all now seemed the greater wonder. I
could depict the instant of fierce exclamation which had
followed upon my plunge, the roar of voices, the loud re-
port of vain pistols. These I had heard with my own
ears, and it should have come to me that my own fellows
had heard them also. Little good reasoning, however,
- may be looked for from a man cast down from a high
deck into the Atlantic Ocean, and there left to battle with
the surges in the shadows of the night. How long it was
before the end came I shall never know. I recollect that
I had the sense not to swim but merely to keep afloat as
near as might be to the scene of my rashness. The inter-
vening moments, as I say, brought me from a state of
content to one of despair, and from that again almost to
a state of insensibility—and I know only that a great
rough hand took me from the sea at last, that white faces
bent over me, and that, kindliest of them all, was the
face of Joan Fordibras—my little Joan of the Valley House
—who stooped and kissed my lips, ‘and with a young
girl’s tears expressed the welcome by her heart unspoken.

And so love was the Avenger after all—love set above
the kingdoms of Death as love shall ever be,



246 THE DIAMOND SHIP.

CHAPTER XXX,
JOAN TELLS HER STORY,
And We are Homeward Bound.

Mr. BoB SAWYER, I believe, expressed his opinion upon
a famous occasion that there was no medicine in all the
world half so efficacious or so infallible as rum punch—
to which axiom he added the rider that if any man had
ever failed to derive benefits from this nectar, it was be-
cause he had not taken enough of it. Such a doctrine,
for my part, I find incontrovertible. There is no cure for
an overdose of cold water so swift and certain as the
remedy the excellent Robert has prescribed. There is
assuredly none so rarely declined or so readily sampled
by the patient.

I am an exceedingly strong man—and, despite the
assertions of my dear sister Harriet, my constitution is of
iron. No common exercise tires me; I can walk all day
and be the better for my walk at bed-time. I have swum
five miles in the sea on two occasions, and defied all the
faculty after a wetting more times than I care to re-
member. If it be foolish to boast overmuch of such a
catalogue of physical merits, I set them down here that I
may speak of the hours following upon my rescue with
that brevity they deserve, and spare the reader any
pedantic account of them.

It had been Okyada’s hand which dragged me from
the sea, and Larry himself who steered the boat which
discovered me. Despite the fog, that lynx-eyed captain
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of mine had dogged every movement of the Diamond Ship,
had stood so close to her throughout the adventure that
he could sometimes have tossed a biscuit to her decks.
When the rabble chased me to the bridge, his keen ear
had detected the commotion. He heard me leap for my
life, and guessed instantly the nature of the situation which
drove me to this extremity. His express commands had
kept the long boat in the sea from the beginning, and in
the sea she swam when I had most need of her. They
told me afterwards that a crew had manned her and was
away before you could have counted twenty. It must
have been so, as the outcome shows.

Now, these good -fellows, dragging their prize by the
head and the heels as seamen will in bursts of nautical
ecstasy, bundled me into the boat and the blankets al-
most by one and the same movement; and rowing swiftly
to the yacht, they fought their way through the little knot
of anxious men, and had me rubbed down like a dog
and safely in my own bed almost before I realised that
they were my friends at all, or that their vigilance had
saved me from the sea. For my own part, I suffered
them as one suffers a man who insists upon an exhibi-
tion of his good-will and is not to be repulsed. I had no
pain, be it said, no sense of weakness, no symptom either
of exhaustion or of extreme cold. Whatever emotion
agitated me was chiefly the emotion of friendship, and of
the sure knowledge that Joan Fordibras was on the ship,
that she moved and breathed near by me, and, with God’s
help, would remain my prisoner to the end of my days.
For, be assured that, despite old Timothy, who roared for
the hot water and the lemons in a voice that could have
been heard in the truck, little Joan had taken as proud
command of that cabin five minutes after I entered it as
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any commander of a ship who hoists his pennant at Ports-
mouth. Nor had anyone the right to drive her thence or
to take that place she occupied so gracefully.

How gentle is a woman’s hand in the hour of our
misfortunes; how unmatched her sympathy and unweary-
ing her patience! These old truths we know as copy-
book maxims, and yet there are few who understand them
truly until illness is their master and captivity their lot.
I was not ill—bed was no proper place for me—and yet
I lay there watching Joan, afraid almost to speak, wistful
of her care, gratitude as surely in my heart as though this
had been a house of sickness, and she had been its
ministering angel! How silently, how deftly, she moved!
There was grace in every movement I thought, grace and
sweetness and light. And she was my Joan of Dieppe
again. The shadow of the Valley House no longer dwelt
upon her childish face.

I suppose it would have been early in the new day
when Joan took charge of me, and old Timothy brewed
the punch and Larry came and went from the cabin to
the bridge as a man full of anxieties, and yet in some
sense content that it should be so. These foolish nurses
of mine had so far told me nothing, nor did they hear
me talking with equanimity. An immersion in the sea is
often regarded by a sailor, of all men, as a dreadful
tragedy. Few of this trade can swim, nor does a sailor
ever look upon the water as other than an enemy. So
now Larry would have kept me to my bed, smothered in
blankets, and dosed like an old salt with Timothy’s rum.
It is little wonder that I became almost angry at their
solicitude.

“Why do you do all this, Joan?” I asked her, when
half an hour of it had passed, “Am I a child to be
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petted and spoiled because its pinafore is wet? Tell
Captain Larry that I am coming up to the bridge. You
cannot suppose that I shall be content to lie here now.
Tell him I am coming up at once. It is nonsense to make
such a fuss.”

Joan shook her head as though, thus early, she had
come to despair of me.

“Only a man would talk like that,” she exclaimed,
and then—*“only a man would be so ungrateful.”

“I demur to the charge. You set a great crowd of
bullies on me to hold me down by violence, and then talk
of ingratitude! Do you not see, my dear girl, that I must
know what is going on? How can I lie here when there
is so much uncertainty—when so many things may
happen? Please do as I tell you, and let Captain Larry
know at once.”

She came and stood by my bedside, and touching my
fingers for an instant with her own—a gesture which
thrilled me as though some strange current of a new life
burned in my veins—she said very quietly:—

“There is nothing happening, Dr. Ean. If you went
up to the bridge, you would see nothing but the fog.
That is what Mr. McShanus is looking at now—at the fog
and the punch bowl. We cannot see the others—we shall
never see them again, I hope.”

It was calmly said, and yet what a tale of woe it
voiced: days of her own agony among the ryffians, in-
tolerable hours of suffering and distress! I thought her
then one of the bravest of women—I think so to this hour.

“Joan,” I said, “how did you come here? Where did
Okyada find you? I have thought much about it, and I
believe that I know. But you must tell me yourself. You
hid in one of the boats, did you not—one of the three
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boats the men lowered when they wished me to go on
board this yacht. I thought it must be so. There was
no other way.”

She had seated herself by this time in a girlish at-
titude at the foot of my bunk, her feet swinging together
as though to express a sense of her indifference; her hands
clasped, her eyes avoiding mine as though she feared I
would read the whole truth therein.

“You were a wizard always, Dr. Ean. My father,
that is General Fordibras, said so—Mr. McShanus thinks
it, and so does Captain Larry. Yes, it was in the last of
the boats that I hid myself. I saw them lower it, and
then when they all got into the first two I climbed down
from the gangway and hid myself under the tarpaulin.
Have you ever been really afraid, Dr. Ean—afraid for an
instant of something which seems to be worse than your
thoughts can imagine? Well, I have been afraid like that
ever since Mr. Imroth took me on the ship—afraid in a
way I cannot tell you—yes, so afraid that I would lie for
hours, and shut all sights and sounds from my ears, and
pray that the day would find me dead. I tell you now
that you may not speak to me of it again—I could not
bear it—God knows I could not.”

For an instant, and an instant only, her courage
failed her, and, burying her face in her hands, she wept
like a child. Herein I think she gave expression to that
pent-up anguish she had so long supported silently and
alone. I did not seek to comfort her, did not answer a
word to her piteous entreaty. The circumstances of her
rescue must, in the end, be their own answer to her fears,
I thought.

“We will not speak of it, Joan,” I said gently. «It
was a clever thought to hide yourself in the boat, and I
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wonder it occurred to you. Of course I should have been
disappointed if I had been wrong. Directly they told me
that you were not on the ship, I guessed that you had
jumped down into one of the neglected boats, and that
Okyada would find you there. That is a fellow who
reads my mind more clearly than I can read it myself.
He is the true wizard. We must keep Okyada always
with us when we go back to the old home in England,
Joan. I would not lose him for all the riches on your
Diamond Ship and more. Yes, indeed, we must never
part with Okyada.”

This was said with some meaning, and Joan Fordibras
would have been unworthy of the cleverness with which I
credited her had the intent of it failed. She understood
me instantly—I knew that it would be so.

“I must go to Paris,” she rejoined with a dignity in-
separable from such an answer. “General Fordibras will
be waiting for me there. I must go to him, Dr. Ean. It
was never his intention to send me on the ship—no, I will
do him the justice to say that. They tricked me into
going—Mr. Imroth and those with him. My father would
have taken me back to America. He promised me that
the day I went to Valley House. I believe that he was
in earnest—he has never told me a lie.”

“A point in his favour and one of the best. Then it
was the Jew who took you away that night my friends
saved me! I should have thought of that. I should have
guessed as much.”

Insensibly, you will see, I had been leading her to tell
me the whole story of her life since we had been separated
at Valley House. Her determination to go to Paris I
found worthy of her attitude since the beginning; her
loyalty to this arch-villain, Fordibras, remained amazing in
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its consistency. After all, I remembered, this man had
shown her some kindness, and, in a sense, had acted a
father’s part toward her. I did not believe that he had
intended deliberately to brand her with the crimes his
agents had committed. That had been the Jew’s work—
the work of a man who was the very keystone of this
stupendous conspiracy. I could not blame Joan because
she had the wit to see it. :

“You will remember that it was after dinner, Dr. Ean,
and I had gone up to my room,” she said, replying to my
question. “I had been there perhaps half an hour when
the old servant, who used to wait on me, came up and
said that my father was waiting for me in the gardens.
I ran down at once, and followed her to the mountain
gate, which the General alone made use of. There I met
the negro, who said that I must accompany him to the
observatory which is on the cliffs, as you know. I did not
suspect anything; why should I? My father was often at
the observatory with Mr. Imroth, and I imagined that they
had some good news for me. That was a child’s thought,
but I am not ashamed of it. No sooner had we passed
the tunnel than two of the sailors ran up from the cliff
road and told us that the General had gone on board the
yacht, and that I must follow him. It was a trick, of
course. The yacht was waiting for me, but the General
was not on board her. I was helpless in their hands, and
we sailed that night to join the Elida——"

“The Ellida’/ So that is the name of their ship. The
Hebrew is a bit of a sage, it appears. Was not the
Ellida the ship of Frithjof in the fable, and did not it
understand every word he spoke? A clever hit. They
would name him for a Norwegian and neglect to be
suspicious, I see the point of it, and admit his sagacity.
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He took you with him, not meaning any harm to you, but
principally to frighten me. Well, Joan, I should not have
been frightened, but it would be untrue to tell you that
I have so much sense. There are hours when most men
lose their courage. I lost mine entirely upon the night
when they signalled a message concerning you. If I had
been somebody else, I should have seen at once that it
was mere sound and fury, signifying nothing. You, I
suppose, were comfortably in your cabin sleeping mean-
while. That is generally the story—one of two in a
frenzy of anxiety, and the other quietly sleeping. Let us
say no more about it. The circumstances will never recur,
I trust, if we live for a thousand years—an unnecessary
piece of emphasis, young as my Joan is.”

I had brought a smile to her face now, and she began
to tell me many things about the Jew’s ship which, other-
wise, I am convinced, would never have been told at all.
There were thirty-two so-called passengers on board, she
said, eleven of them women—and a crew, as she heard,
of fifty hands. The smallness of this did not surprise
me. Here was a ship which rarely went into port, a great
hulk floating in the waste of the Atlantic—what need had
she of men? The fellows idled about the deck all day,
as Joan confessed, and at night there were scenes passing
all words to describe.

“We lived as you live in the great hotels in London.
Ships came to us frequently from England and America,
and supplied us with all that was necessary. Mr. Imroth
rarely saw anyone, but the others played cards all day,
-and when they did not play cards they quarrelled. Then
at night all the cabins would be lighted up, and there
would be dancing and singing and dreadful scenes until
.daybreak. While Mr. Imroth was on the ship I saw very
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little of it all. He made me keep my cabin, and he was
right to do so. When he left us, it was very different. I
remember that a young Russian fell in love with me the
first day I went on deck—there were others of whom I
cannot speak, and moments I shall never forget. Mr. Ross
was very kind, but he had not Mr. Imroth’s influence with
the men. When he came on board, Mr. Imroth sailed
for the Brazils, and the mutiny began. Some of the men
wished to go ashore; there were others who would have
waited for their companions who were coming out from
Europe on a relief ship. Then one night the alarm was
given that your yacht had arrived and was watching us.
Mr. Imroth had told the men all about you, and when
you were sighted, I believe they thought that there were
other ships with you, and that their end had come. From
that night it was one long scene of terror and bloodshed.
I lived—I cannot tell you of it, Dr. Ean; you would never
believe what I have seen and heard.”

I told her that I could well understand what had
happened. When rogues fall out and there are women
among them, then, assuredly, do men lose the image of
their humanity, and take upon them that of devils. The
scenes upon the ship must have defied all measured de-
scription. I could imagine the shrieks of women, the
oaths and fury of the beaten criminals, the terror of the
seamen, the long nights of drunkenness and debauch, the
fury of combat—above all the rage and madness against
the man who had contrived all this. What would my
life have been worth amongst these men if I had gone
‘aboard them before the battle had been lost or won, or
‘the hour of their extremity had arrived. That little Joan
herself had escaped the more awful penalty remained a
wonder of the night. I could but be sensible of a grati-
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tude to the providence of Almighty God which had saved
her—from what a fate!

“I must teach you to forget it, Joan,” I said; “the
homelands of England will help you to blot out these
memories. It is too early yet to say exactly what course
we must take; we have so much to learn and the time is
short. But we are homeward bound now, and never
again will there be a home for me where little Joan is
not. That is what I have to say to you to-night. There
will be sunshine to-morrow, Joan, and we will see the
new day together. The world could give me no greater
happiness.”

She did not answer me. I knew that she was think-
ing of the sorrow of her own life, and telling herself that
she could never be my wife until the mystery of her birth
and infancy were mine to judge. And this was the malice
‘of it—that the men who could solve that mystery were
criminals both, fleeing from justice, and as likely to seek
a meeting with me as to vaunt before the world the story
of their crimes.
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CHAPTER XXXI
THE END OF THE DIAMOND SHIP.
Dy. Fabos turns his Eyes towards England.

I suppost that I slept a few hours at the dead of
night; but certainly I was awake again shortly after the
sun had risen, and upon the bridge with Larry, as curious
a man as any in the southern hemisphere that morning.
Remember in what a situation I had left -the Diamond
Ship, the problems that remained unsolved upon her
decks, the distress of her crew, the trials and judgments
that awaited them ashore, the sure death prepared for
them upon the high seas. All this the fog had veiled
from our reckoning last night; but the day dawned clear
and sunny; the curtain had been lifted; the whole picture
stood there asking our pity, and in some measure our
gratitude. Had we any longer a duty toward the honest
men yonder—if honest men there could by any possibility
be; or did other claims call us imperiously back to Eng-
land and our homes, to tell the story where all the world
might hear it? These were the questions which Larry
and I discussed together, as we stood on the bridge that
sunny morning and focussed our glasses upon the distant
ship. Should we abandon her or return? Frankly, I
knew not where our duty lay. The problem presented
possibilities so awful that I shrank from them.

“There are women aboard there, Larry,” I would say.

And he would answer as often:—

e
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“There are men aboard here, sir, with wives and little
children waiting for them at home.” _

“We could stand by them, Larry,” I put it to him.
“If they come to reason, we should do all that is humanly
possible for their wounded, and those who are deserving
our pity.” .

“You cannot stand by them, sir—you have not a
pound of coal to waste. Mr. Benson says he will have
all his work cut out to get us to the Azores as it is.
We shall look pretty if we imitate them and drift about
here till Doomsday. And we haven’t any music on board,
sir. We must go dancing to our own complaints. Have
you thought of that, doctor?”

“God knows,” said I mournfully. “There they are,
sickness and fever and death on board—women at the
mercy of ruffians, the ship drifting helplessly, the dock
waiting for them in any honest port, little chance of mak-
ing any port at all. What is a seaman to do—where
does his simple duty lie? Answer those questions, and I
will begin. to agree with you. We are mren and must
play a man’s part. Tell me, I repeat, where our duty lies
and we will do it.”

I will do Larry the justice to say that when he had
made up his mind upon a given course, he rarely turned
from it. His own crew were justly dearer to him than
any ship-load of criminals drifting in an unmanageable
hulk upon the Atlantic Ocean. And the logic of his case
was, I suppose, unanswerable.

“Doctor,” he said, “if your brother lay dying, would
you call first upon him or the son of your neighbour who
had hurt himself running away from the police? You ask
me where our duty lies, and Pll tell you in a word. It
lies to Miss Joan first of all—to see that the shadow of

The Diamond Ship. 17
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this trouble never falls upon her childish face again.
And after that, it is a duty to the brave men who have
served you so well, to them and their homes and those
who are dear to them. Yonder ship is as well off as we
are, and in many ways better. She is now in the track
of mail steamers bound to the Argentine, and will quickly
fall in with help. If you board her again, they will cut
your throat for a certainty, and try to board us when
that is done. Leave them to the justice of Almighty
God. Their destiny is in other hands. That is wisdom
and duty together.”

I knew that he was right, and yet I will confess that
I surrendered to his judgment with reluctance. There is
an unwritten law of the sea that no sailor in distress shall
be deserted, however just or merited his fate may be.
We could take the honest fellows from the ship, I would
persist, and do all humanly possible for those who were
sick. It would be a reproach to me afterwards, I feared,
a memory of a day neither altogether glorious nor alto-
gether merciful. As to the great hulk herself, my glass
showed her decks clearly, but did not discover any signs
of life upon them. Just as I had left her drifting at the
mercy of wind and current, so now did she lie sagging
in the troughs of the rollers, a piteous spectacle of im-
potency and despair. The very sails upon her masts
were torn and ragged as though long neglected by a
seaman’s hand. No smoke issued from her funnel; the
boats had been taken up; I could espy no commander
upon her bridge nor discern that brisk grouping of the
hands upon the fo’castle which bespeaks a voyage. She
might have been a phantom ship, a sea vision conjured
up by dreamers—and such I could almost believe her.

“At least, Larry,” said I, “we will take another look
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at her if you please. Miss Joan is sleeping, I imagine.
She will know nothing of this, and the men are not to
suppose that I am unmindful of what I owe to them. Let
us learn, if we can, what is happening over yonder—then
we shall turn homewards with lighter hearts. Even our
miserly Benson will not tell me that wes have not coal
enough for such a diversion.”

He had no reasonable objection to offer to this—and,
to be plain, our very course must carry us in some such
direction. We had stood by the ship all night, and she
lay now upon our port-bow, distant, perhaps, two miles
from us on a spirited sea which tumbled before a fresh
westerly wind that would be half a gale presently. As
we drew nearer, the pictures, which a good telescope had
revealed to me, were not belied. I could now make out
a few hands at the fo’castle hatch; there was a solitary
figure by the taffrail, and two or three more about the
main deck. Nowhere, however, did any evidences of
activity appear. Had I not seen the afflicted with my
own eyes, dressed their wounds and heard their woful
complaints, it would have been impossible to credit the
burden of human anguish which that vast derelict must
carry. That such a ship could now do us any mischief
seemed beyond all belief incredible. None the less, the
fact must be recorded that we were still some half a mile
from her when she fired a gun at us, and a shell fell idly
into the sea not a hundred yards from our foremast.
Nor was this all, for a second report immediately rang out
from her decks, and a great flame of fire leapt up above
them, though no shell followed after, nor could the quickest
eye detect the path of any shot.

“Larry,” I said, “that is what I have been expecting

1*
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all along. The breach of one of their guns is blown out.
I wonder how many lives it has cost?”

“But you are not going on board to see, sir?”

“Indeed, no. Their shot has answered all my ques-
tions. It is homeward bound now, Larry—full speed
ahead as soon as you will—and God help any innocent
man if there be such over yonder.”

His rejoinder was the bell ringing out loudly in our
engine-room below. To the quartermaster he cried in a
captain’s sharp voice: “One point starboard,” and was
answered, “One point starboard it is.” I perceived that
we had altered our course almost imperceptibly, and were
now steering almost direct to the north-east, which must
bring us to the islands of the Azores, and the coal we
needed so sorely. If there were any regrets, one man
alone suffered them and remained silent. It had been so
much my own emprise from the beginning; I had hoped
so much, dared so much, feared so much, because of it,
that this silent flight from the scene, this abandonment
of the quest, this abject submission to our necessity could
be accounted no less than a personal humiliation which
must remain with me whatever the subsequent achieve-
ment.

I had set out to drag the Jew to justice. A voice
ironical reminded me that Valentine Imroth was free and
ashore, that he mocked my knowledge, and might yet
outwit a sullen police. The great house of crime he had
erected must be pulled down for a season; but who
would say that it would not be rebuilt upon a foundation
of human credulity more sure, and to be relied upon,
‘than any he had yet discovered? I had not brought this
arch-villain to justice; I knew nothing of the confederates
he had upon the high seas, of the ships which befriended
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him, it may be of other refuges as safe and unnamed as
this vast hulk now sinking below the horizon and disap-
pearing from my view. And what was this but failure,
failure as complete as any in the history of the police I
had derided—a failure which no circumstances could
atone, no explanations justify? Such were my reflections
—such the thoughts that came to me as the great ship
faded from my vision, downward to the nether world
where the voices of the lost should welcome her, and the
spirits of the damned give her greeting.

Long I stood there, my eyes upon the horizon, my
vision enchained by the void as though a voice must
come to me from the unknown and say “This is the truth;
this is the hour.” We were alone on the waste of waters
now: a brave ship running homeward to the cities and
the cottages of-England; a ship that carried stout hearts
and merry men; upon whose decks the prattle of little chil-
dren might in fancy be heard, their childish forms uplifted,
their young lips kissed. From all this joy I stood apart.
What had home to give, what were the shores of England
to me if I might not find there the love and confidence of
my little Joan?

Not as a child but as a woman had she spoken last
night when she said—“Tell me the story of my life and
I shall have the right to listen to you.” There could be
no rest for me, no thought of man’s love for her until the
record proved her not the daughter of General Fordibras,
but his victim. I had been conscious of this from the
beginning, but the inevitability of it recurred to me now
when the great ship had disappeared from my ken, and
all my hopes seemed to sink with her. To win Joan’s
love I must snatch her secret from a rogue’s keeping,
carry it triumphantly to her, and so write it that all the
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world might read. God alone knew how such a task as
this might be accomplished. I wonder not that its very
magnitude appalled me.

And so the new day waxed old, and found me still
alone, my eyes upon the void; my heart heavy with the
burden I must carry. The great sea had spoken and I
had heard her voice and bowed to the destiny of her
judgments. Let the land now answer me—that land for
which my friends yearned as exiles, who have heéard a
call from home and answered it with tears of gladness
because their faces are toward the light.

CHAPTER XXXII.
WE HEAR OF THE JEW AGAIN.
Once more in London.

I aM not one of those who touch the posts by Temple
Bar with that rare delight which betrays the true-blue
Londoner. Foreign scenes are ever a safer tonic to me
‘than any fret and striving of our own cities; and gladly
as I turn to London sometimes, it is rarely that I do not
quit her shadows with a greater pleasure. Perhaps I am
conscious of a subtle change creeping upon her, and
destroying much of her charm. To me she seems as the
great growing child which has lost its strength in the act.
Vast beyond all belief, her energies are perceptibly
weakening. She is no longer an example to the provinces;
they do not imitate her fashions, and are ready to scoff
at her pretensions. The old London of the gloomy theatres,
the narrow, dirty streets, the London of Simpson’s and
Evans’, and the decent supper rooms, was a thousand
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times more romantic a city in my eyes than this County
Council Babylon, with its raucous prophets and its per-
petual cant of moralities. Let the blame be on my head
which dares to think such treason. I am lonely in wide
streets, and the gospel of modernity depresses me.

Unrepentant, I write these lines, and yet they can con-
jure up for me a vision of London so desired that all the
years will never blot it from my memory. I had been in
England two months then. A littered writing-table in my
private sitting-room at a great Strand hotel bore witness
to my activities—an untasted elixir in a wineglass by my
side spoke of a woman’s anxieties and of her devotion.
- Certainly my dear sister Harriet had sufficiently impressed
upon these people the necessity of treating all carpets and
curtains by an antiseptic process, and the profound wisdom
of warming the interiors of those hats which subsequently
were to adorn the heads of males. Her debates with a
German Prince in command, neither understanding the
tongue of the other, were a little protracted, and not
always without heat. She was determined that I should
not cut my finger-nails with unaired scissors, and con-
vinced that the only way of saving me from the troubles
which beset the path of my indifference lay in the fre-
quent administration of advertised tonics, and a just
sampling of the whole of them. I suffered her and was
happy. Is it not something that there should be one
woman in all the world who lives for us a life so wholly
unselfish that no thought of her own needs ever enters
into it?

To my dear sister, then, be this well-earned tribute
paid. Doubly fortunate, I might write down another name
and spare no encomiums. Joan Fordibras, my little Joan
of Dieppe and the sunshine, was with us in the hotel,
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and no less a slave of mine than the other. Every day,
when I came down to breakfast, it was Joan who had
been across to Covent Garden for the flowers I like best
to have about me—it was Joan’s clever fingers which
delved amidst the mass of littered papers and unfailingly
extracted therefrom the erring document; Joan who told
me at night what had happened during the day in this
dismal world of politics and art—the world in which we
amuse ourselves by calling those who differ from us knaves
and decrying all merit save that which makes its own ap-
peal to us. Rarely did I find her in that merry mood of
girlhood in which I caught her—how long ago it seemed!
—at the Féte at Kensington. If her face betrayed the
sea’s dower of heightened colour and eyes unspeakably
blue, she ‘had become less the child and more the woman,
and she lived as one tortured between two rivers of doubt
—knowing the past and fearing the future, but un-
conscious of the present. Between us there stood the im-
passable barrier of the truce we arrived at upon the deck
of my yacht, Whste Wings. 1 was never again to tell her
what she was and must be to me—never to speak of a
man’s love prevailing above all else, more precious to him
than all else under God’s fair sky; never to speak of it
until I could carry the secret to her and say—“This is
your birthright, such were the days of your childhood.”
I had pledged my word, and the bond was of honour.
Time might redeem it or time might bring the ultimate
misfortune upon me—I knew not nor had the courage to
prophesy.

So London became the city of my desire, and in Lon-
don my work began. I saw Joan every day, heard the
music of her laughter, and was conscious of her presence
about me as man is ever aware of the spirit of happiness
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which hovers so rarely about a busy life. The littered
table in my private room bore witness to my activities,
and the animation with which I had pursued them.
Many ambitions have I set before me to worship in the
years of the old time, but never such a task as this;
whose achievement must bring a reward beyond price;
whose failure, I was aware, would separate me ﬁnally and
for ever from the woman I love.

To say that I laboured at it incessantly, indeed, is to
do little justice to actuality. The mystery went with me
wherever I turned. I wrestled with it through nights of
bitter dreaming; it followed me to the streets, to the
theatres, to the houses of my friends. It prevailed above
every other occupation; it would start up even in the blue
eyes which daily asked the unspoken question; it would
envelop little Joan herself as a veil which hid her true
self from me; it would stand out black and clear upon
every page that I wrote—a sentence irrevocable, a very
torture of the doubt. The secret, or the years of dark-
ness, said the voice. I hid myself from the light and still
I heard its message. It spoke to me above the city’s
clamour and the hum of throngs. The secret, or the
night! What an alternative was that!

I was to go to Joan and to say to her—You are the
daughter of this man or that, but not of General Fordibras.
I was to tell her that none of hers had part or lot in the
great conspiracy of crime whose fringe I had touched,
whose arch-priest I had named. Here was the task in a
nutshell, so simple seemingly that any dunce might have
entered upon it with confidence or any child sat down to
master it. Yet, witness the uncertain steps I had followed,
and judge then what kind of a task it was and what the
peculiar nature of my difficulties, Judge then if I mis-
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represent the circumstance or claim for myself that which
truth has not justified.

We had made a fair passage home from the Azores
and come straight to London. Losing none of the precious
hours, I went immediately to Scotland Yard, and from
Scotland Yard to a friendly Minister’s room at Whitehall,
and there I told this story as it is written in this book,
and as time has not changed it. If I met with incredulity,
I blame no one. My cables home had warned the police
" of much that I would tell them, and more that remained
mere surmise. Murray himself—my old friend Murray,
whose suppositions had sent me upon an errand as strange
as any in his calendar—Murray assured me that the police
of France, of Germany, of America, and of Portugal were
already advised of that which had been done, and of the
evidence upon which it was being done. But even he
had begun to lose faith.

“We have searched the houses you named in Paris,”
he said, “and there are half a dozen men under lock and
key. They have arrested five in Berlin, and the world
has read the story of the coup made in New York. To
be frank with you, that is all we can do. This Jew of
yours appears in none of these successes. He is not
named anywhere. There is no trace of him—not a word,
or a letter, or a trinket. The Governor of the Island of
Santa Maria declares that the mines there are just what
they pretend to be; that he has been over them with
General Fordibras, and that he finds the General a very
simple, soldierly gentleman. As to your Diamond Ship
—they will believe in that when she comes to port. I
have traced the various steamers you have named to me,
and their papers are in all cases correct. To be candid,
Dr. Fabos, if the Jew himself had come to this office, I
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should have had no evidence to offer against him. There
is only one of his company threatened so far by your
revelations, and she is Miss Fordibras.”

We laughed together, and I showed him at once that
I was not disappointed.

“You are face to face with a master,” I exclaimed,
“and you expect to find childs’ toys in his hands. If
Valentine Imroth is to be hanged by any thieves’ den in
Germany or in Paris—to say nothing of London—then
he is a hundred miles from being the man I met at Santa
Maria, or that brother Jew who commands the Diamond
Ship. Do not believe it, Murray. The success of this
organisation is a success of delegation. Nine out of ten
men in Imroth’s employ have never heard his name, never
seen him, or become aware of his existence. The greater
rogues, who form his cabinet, are as little likely to be
taken in any caf¢ des assassins as the Jew himself is likely
to make a speech at Westminster. We have touched the
fringe of a splendid fabric, but threads of it only are in
our hands. To-day, at the Admiralty, Sir James Free-
man tells me that a second cruiser will be despatched to
the South Atlantic next week. If they discover the dere-
lict, I shall be astounded. Ask me for a reason and I
can give you none. It is mere premonition. Sitting here
in London I can depict that sagging hulk as clearly as if
I watched her from the deck of my own yacht. She is
drifting. there, peopled by devils, a ship of blood and
death—drifting God knows where, without hope, or idea,
or haven. She may so drift to the Day of Judgment, but
man will never discover her. That is my belief. I have
no reason for it—I admit freely that it is ridiculous.”

Murray did not quarrel with my point of view, but
assuredly he could not help me. No trace of Imroth had
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been discovered; Fordibras had not been arrested, nor had
any news of him come from Santa Maria. The house
there, I understood, was shut up, and the so-called miners
had left many weeks ago in a steamer for Europe. The
most diligent search had revealed none of those caverns
of treasure which I believed (and still believe) to exist.
There were implements for drilling and blasting, forges,
cranes, and cartridges, but of secret habitation, none.
The Valley House was declared to be an American’s
whim, the mountain passage one of old existence, and
perfectly well known to every inhabitant. Such simplicity
I judged to have been bought at a handsome price. Gold
alone could have set these people’s tongues wagging so
pleasantly.

“They are bought to a man, Murray,” I said; “and
unless we care to pay a higher price, we may trouble
them no more. In my view they are not the only re-
cipients of this man’s oily bounty. I would venture to say
that he has friends enough in some of the South American
republics to save an army from the gallows. We will take
it at that and leave it there. If the Park Lane people
do not care to carry it further, I have nq interest. You
cannot arrest this man, you say, because there is no
evidence against him. That must be told him when we
meet—it shall be part of the price I pay for his secret.
Such a secret I am determined to force from him if I lose
my life in the venture. Nothing else concerns me now,
Murray. Let a thousand criminals go down to the sea
in ships, and I am unmoved. His seeret—my task be-
gins and ends with that.”

He did not understand me wholly, nor would I un-
bosom myself to him. The partial failure of my voyage
could not but result in such incredulity as I met every-
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where at home. Nor might I blame a shrewd officer for
saying frankly that there was at present no evidence that
could be read in court against Valentine Imroth. His
treasure had been successfully hidden from every human
eye. A friendly Government sheltered him; his dupes
seemed unable to betray him. The spell that he cast
had been powerful to protect him even in his absence. I
saw more plainly than ever that the final scene must be
between the arch-rogue and myself—even at the peril of
my life.

And how should this be, you ask? How might I draw
from the shadows a man fearing the light; one for whom
the police of five nations were supposed to be seeking-—
a man who would as soon come to England, you might
say, as venture into the jaws of hell? Let the circum-
stance answer me. I had a letter from the Jew himself
three days after Murray assured me that all the talent of
Europe could not discover him, Twenty-four hours later
one of the fastest steam launches on the River Thames
carried me from London Bridge to a house which should
give all or deny me all before another dawn had broken.
These were the truths, and they need no ornament of
mine. I was going to the Jew’s house, and Okyada, my
little Jap, alone went with me. Let the circumstance
speak, I say, for it is worth a thousand guesses. The
greatest criminal alive, as I believed this man to be, had
asked me to go to him, and I had answered “yes.”” So
shall the record stand--even, as it would seem, this sur-
passing folly—for a woman’s sake, as so much folly and
wisdom have been since man’s world began.
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CHAPTER XXXIII
THE MASTER CARD.

We visit Canvey Island.

THE Jew had written to me, I say, and I had an-
swered his letter. In a few brief sentences, worthy of the
man and his story, he put me upon my honour and
recited the compact between us.

“Zo Dr. Fabos, of London, from the Master of the
Ship.

““At Canvey Island, to whick you will come alone or
with your servant at the most (such attendants as your
launch brings being careful not to land), I will awail. you
at sundown on the afternoon of the Fifth day of May.
Fear nothing, as I am unafrasd. The word is no less
sacred to me than to you. I pass st and bid you come.”

Whence, then, had this strange letter been delivered,
and how had I falsified the fine phrases of the police and
communicated with the Jew? The truth shall be told
with all the brevity I can command.

There is published thrice every month in Paris a pre-
tendedly comic paper, called the Journal des Polissons.
Ostensibly a journal pour rire, a poor man’s Punck and
jester, it is, as I have long known, a sure means by which
one thief may communicate with another, or any assassin
make known his hiding-place to his friends. This know-
ledge I employed directly it became plain to me that
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Valentine Imroth had escaped the meshes of the law’s
clumsy net, and defied a police which vainly protested
that there was no evidence against him. I advertised in
the paper in the common cryptogram of the Polish societies.
Making no effort to be clever, I intimated to the Master
of the Ship that I could be of the greatest service to him
if he, in his turn, were willing to be of some little service
to me. This letter, so amazing and so many are the eyes
which watch the Jew’s career, was answered before a
week had run. In a sentence I learned that the so-called
Master was in hiding on Canvey Island—that desolate
marsh beyond Tilbury, familiar to all who go down to the
Nore in ships. There he would see me and hear my
news. There I must challenge him and be answered—
ah, what would I not have given to know in what manner
he would answer me!

It is not to be supposed that I claim any merit of this
voyage or was unaware of its peculiar dangers. The Jew
knew perfectly well with whom he had to deal, and I
might reasonably argue that he would never be madman
enough to attempt anything against me at a moment when
I could render him a service of such magnitude as that I
proposed. To be frank, I found the whole business not
less humiliating than that former failure in mid-ocean,
which will remain the supreme misfortune of my career.
Here was I, who had set out to hunt this man down, about
to say to him—“Go your way; I have done with you.
The police say there is no evidence against you. It is
their affair, and I will take no further part in it” He,
on his part, must guess that I came to him in some such
mood. Canvey Island, I remembered, could be easily gained
from the open sea, and just as easily from the shore of
Essex. There would be a hundred eyes watching the coming
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of my launch, spies afloat and spies ashore, a launch of his
own, perhaps, and certainly every expedient his subtle
mind could contrive against any treachery that might be
contemplated against him. He would trust me with a
sword naked to his hand as it were. On my side, I
might go safely while we agreed—but let us quarrel, and
then heaven help me, I said.

Thus, in a word, the situation lay. I staked my life,
not upon the honour of Valentine Imroth, but upon a
human interest I believed powerful enough to protect me.
And this step I took that I might return to Joan and say:
“Here is the truth; here is the story which you and I
will guard while we live.” The danger could be nothing
to me in the face of that which success must mean. I
was as a miner lifting his pick for the last time. What
hopes and fears I carried to that lonely island, what a
burden of doubt and dread!

I shall say nothing of my voyage down the Thames,
nor of those scenes so often described, and with such feel-
ing, by some of our later day novelists. To me the lower
river is ever an echo of the voice of the agitated Pepys,
or the more stately tones of the pious Evelyn. A changed
river since the great ships deserted the wharves by Lon-
don Bridge, none the less, she is, in a sense, still the great
highway to the kingdoms of the world. Here is that
water temple which the giant masts wall in; here all
tongues are eloquent of the worship of the sea; here men
of all nations commingle in that rare confraternity which
has earned our wealth and established our greatness while
the centuries have run. A river it is of curdling pools
and racing tides, of towering. stages and gabled houses; a
river of mystery and of darkness, beloved of the city
which has deserted her, inseparable from the story of its
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people. To her true disciples, then, be thé keeping of
the record. My launch carried me too speedily by creek
and pool that I should claim to be of the elect.

Now, we had left St. Katherine’s wharf late in the
afternoon, and it was almost dark when the great orb of
the Chapman Light came to our view. A rough diagram
on the back of the Jew’s letter had indicated to me where
I must land upon the island, and at what point his
servants would wait for me. Had I been in doubt, a
green lantern swinging by the low wall of an ancient
farmhouse—the first you see when the island comes to
your view—would have called my attention to the place
and invited me to go ashore there. I had by consent
passed my word to take none but Okyada to the meeting,
and faithful to the promise he alone followed me to the
landing stage and prepared to go up to the house with
me. The launch itself had been lent to me by Messrs.
Yarrow, and was commanded by one of their engineers.
I did not dare to ask even Captain Larry to be with me
upon such a night—and as for my friend, the loquacious
Timothy, it would have been madness to bring him. The
Jew had told me in the plainest terms that my very life
depended upon a faithful interpretation of the terms of
the compact, and I knew my man too well to doubt his
meaning. This lonely shore, I said again, would be
watched by a hundred eyes. And what eyes! Truly a
man might peer into those gloomy shadows and believe
this to be the haven of ultimate Melancholy, the home of
those unresting spirits the great river had carried out
from the stress and storms of the city’s life. A chill hand
of Nature’s death had touched it. It’s very breath was
as a pest.

An old. negro stood on the landing stage as the launch

" The Diamond Skip.
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came alongside, and he it was who carried the lantern.
No one else appeared to be about, though I heard a
whistle blown sharply, and answered by another toward
the Essex shore. The negro himself hid his face as much
as possible from me, nor did he utter a single word or
betray the slightest emotion at my coming. I noticed,
however, that he waited for the launch to cast a little way
into the river before he moved from the stage; and when
this was done and the whistle had been sounded a second
time, he led the way up a narrow grassy path to the
farmhouse, and quietly left me at its door. Night had
quite come down by this time, and a dank white mist
began to rise above the marshes. The farmhouse itself
appeared to be a structure built by some honest Dutch-
man who had helped to save Canvey Island from the sea
when Essex was still washed by the waters of the estuary.
A single light burned in one of its windows, but elsewhere
it was dark as the river which flowed so blackly before its
gates. : .

I knocked three times upon an ancient door, and was
answered immediately by a trim maidservant. Yes, she
said, Mr. Imroth was at home and expecting me. And
so she ushered me into the presence of that master
criminal for whom the police had searched the cities of
the world.

Seated in a low armchair in a little room at the front
of the house—a poor, shabby apartment, furnished with
no better taste than a Margate lodging house, I perceived
that Valentine Imroth wore a green shade low over his
eyes, but not so low as to impair his vision; while the
chair he had placed for me and the lamp set upon the
table would permit him to follow every passing thought of
mine with the eyes of a human artist upon whom nothing
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is lost. Careless in his attitude, he smoked an immense
cigar with evident satisfaction, and had by his side a
black bottle, which, as I knew by its shape, should con-
tain Hollands gin. In many ways a changed man from
the Jew I had met upon the heights at Santa Maria, the
ferocious aspect of him was but little abated; and as
though to emphasise it, he had laid a great stick by the
side of his chair while one of the ugliest boar hounds I
have ever seen blinked at his feet, and lifted a savage
head silently at my coming. These things I observed in-
stantly, and drew my own conclusions from them. “He
is not armed,” I said, “but somewhere near by his friends
are concealed-—the dog would hold me if he gave the
word, and half a score of ruffians would do the rest.” A
place of peril surely—and yet I had known that it must
be so when I set out to meet him.

I put my hat upon the floor and drew the chair a
little back from the table to which it had been drawn up.

“I am here,” I said shortly, “in answer to your letter.
The conditions upon which we meet are faithfully ob-
served between us. My servant is waiting for me at your
door, and my launch is out in the river. Let us get to
business at once. That, I hope, is your wish.”

He thrust the shade back upon his forehead, and
showed me a pair of red-limned eyes, watery and blink-
ing as the dog’s at his feet. The long thin hand which
held the cigar seemed to be silver-backed like a brush,
with nails as black as ebony. An immense diamond
glittered upon his little finger. Like all his fellows, he
had not conquered the love of personal display even
at his age, which could not have been less than eighty
years.

“It is my hope,” he repeated, not without dignity—

AN
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which, however, he lost instantly in the manner of a broker
of Houndsditch selling shabby furniture—“to see the
great Dr. Fabos of London, to have him in my house;
that is an honour for an humble old man. What have I
done to deserve itP—how has this pleasure come into a
poor old life?”

He tittered like some old witch making a peat fire by
a roadside. But it was the laughter of a vanity not to be
hushed, and I passed it by with a gesture.

“The pleasure came into your house at your own in-
vitation,” I rejoined. “It will go again very shortly by the
same road. Please give me your attention. I am here
neither for mutual expressions of self-admiration nor the
desire of your amiable company. In a word, I have come
to ask you for the story of Joan Fordibras.”

He nodded his head, still tittering, and leaned back
in his chair to survey me with a closer circumspection.

“The great Dr. Fabos of London,” he repeated, “here
in the house of the poor old Jew! How I am complimented;
how I am honoured! The great English doctor who has
followed a poor old man all round the world, and has
come here to beg a favour of him at last! Repeat your
question, doctor—ask me many times. The words are
music to me, I drink them in like wine—the words of my
dear friend the doctor; how shall I ever forget them?”

It was horrible to hear him cackle; more horrible still
to remember that a single word of his uttered aloud to
the men who watched us (for I believe that we were
watched) would have cost me my life upon the instant.
How to continue I hardly knew. Long minutes passed
and found him still worming and cackling in the chair as
an old hag above a reddening fire. I had nothing further
to say—it was for him to preceed.
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“Yes, yes, my dear,” he continued presently, falling
boldly into the language of his race. “Yes, yes; you are
the great Dr. Fabos of London, and I am the poor old
Jew. And you would know the story of the little Joan
Fordibras! How small the world is that we should meet
here in this shabby house—the poor old Jew and the rich
doctor. And so you come to me after all for help! Itis
the Jew who must help you to your marriage; the Jew
who shall save the little girl for her lover. Ah, my dear,
what a thing is love, and what fools are men! The great
rich doctor to leave his home, his friends, his country, to
spend the half of his fortune upon a ship—all for love,
and that he might see the poor old Jew again. I have
never heard a better thing—God of my fathers, it is some-
thing to have lived for this!”

He repeated this many times as though the very words
were meat and drink to him. I began to perceive that
he was the victim of an inordinate vanity, and that my
own failure was dearer to him than a gift of millions
would have been.

“Do I want money?” he asked presently, turning upon
me almost savagely. “Heaven hear me, it is as dirt be-
neath my feet. Do I want fine houses, halls of marble;
and gowns of silk? Look at the room in which I live.
Consider my circumstance, my fortune, my riches, the
clothes upon my back, the servants who wait upon me!
Money, no—but to see the great men humbled—to strike
at their fortunes, at their hearts; ah, that is something the
poor old Jew would die for!

“Here to-night my reward begins. The great Dr. Fabos
comes to me upon his knees to beg me the gift of a
woman’s heart. How many have so come since I was
this doctor’s age—a young man, spurned by his people,
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a fool, living honestly, a worshipper in temples made by
man? And to all, I have said as I say to him, no, a
thousand times, no! Get you gone from me as they have
gone. Admit that the Jew is your master after all. Live
to remember him—bear the brand upon your heart, the
curse which he has borne at your people’s will, at the
bidding of their faith. So I answer you, Dr. Fabos. Such
are my words to you—the last time we shall ever meet,
who knows, perhaps the last day you may have to live.”

He leaned forward, and from his eyes there seemed
to shine a light of all the fires of evil that ever burned
in human breast. No man, I believe, has listened to such
a threat as he uttered against me this night. The very
tones of it could freeze the blood at the heart, the gestures
were those of one who lusted for human blood with all
the voracity of an animal. I will not deny that I shivered
while I heard him. Remember the remote farmhouse, the
lonely marsh, the silence of the night, the stake at issue
between us. Who shall wonder if my words were slow to
come?

“You threaten me,” I said with some composure,
“and yet, as a student of your race, I should have thought
that the hour for threats had not come. I am here to
ask you to do me a service, but at the same time to sug-
gest an equivalent that might not be unacceptable to you.
Let us consider the matter from a purely business basis,
and see if we cannot arrive at an understanding. You
must be perfectly aware that I do not come empty-
handed——”"

He interrupted me with a savage cry, so startling
that it amazed me.

“Fool!” he cried. “I am the master of the fortunes
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of kings. What can you bring that is of any value to
me?”

I answered him immediately—

“The liberty of your wife, Lisette, who was arrested
in Vienna this morning.”

It was as though I had struck a blow at his heart.
The cry that escaped his lips might have come from the
very depths of hell; I have never seen a human face so
distorted by the conflicting passions of love and hate and
anger. Gasping, a horrid sound in his throat, he stag-
gered to his feet and felt nervously for the cudgel at his
side—the great hound leaped up and stiffened in every limb.

“Keep that dog back, or, by God! I will kill you
where you stand,” I cried, and every word I spoke thrill-
ing me as a desire gratified, I turned his mockery upon
him. “Here is the great Dr. Fabos of London come into
his own at last, you see. Fool, in your turn, did you think
that you dealt with a child? The woman is in gaol, I
say. My money has put her there—I alone can set her
free—1I alone, Valentine Imroth. Listen to that and beg
her freedom on your knees—you devil amongst men;
kneel to me or she shall pay the uttermost farthing. Now
will you hear me, or shall I go? Your wife, Lisette, the
little French brunette from Marseilles—did I not tell you
at Santa Maria that I had the honour of her acquaint-
ance? Fool to forget it—fool! for by her you shall pay.”

The words came from my lips in a torrent of mad
eloquence I could not restrain. I had played the master
card, and was as safe in this house from that moment as
though a hundred of my friends were there to guard me.
The Jew lay stricken at my feet. Ghastly pale, his hands
palsied, his limbs quivering as with an ague, he sank
slowly back into the chair, his eyes searching my own in
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terror, his whole manner that of one who had not many
moments to live. :

“My wife, Lisette—yes, yes—it would be by her. I
am an old man, and you will have pity—speak and tell
me you will have pity—you are Dr. Fabos of London!
What harm has the poor old Jew done you? Oh, not
her, for the love of God—I will tell you what you wish,
give me time—I am an old man, and the light fades from
my eyes—give me time and I will tell. Lisette—yes, yes
—I am going to her at Buda, and she is waiting for me.
Devil, you would not keep me from Lisette——"

I poured some spirit into a glass and put it to his lips.

“Listen,” I said. “Your wife is arrested, but I can
set her free. Write truly the story of Miss Fordibras,"
and a cable from me this night shall obtain her liberty.
I will listen to no other terms. Joan Fordibras’ story—
that is the price you must pay—here and now, for I will
give you no second chance——”

It would be vain to speak of the scene that followed,
the muttering, the piteous entreaty, the hysterical out-
bursts. I had never made so astounding a discovery as
that which told me, a week before I left England in my
yacht, that this old man had married a young wife in
Paris, and that—such are the amazing contrasts of life—
he loved her with a devotion as passionate as it was last-
ing. The knowledge had saved me once already at Santa
Maria; to-night it should save my little Joan, and take
from her for ever the burden of doubt. Not for an in-
stant did my chances stand in jeopardy, Every word that
I spoke to this abject figure brought me one step nearer
to my goal. They were as words of fire burning deep
into a dotard’s heart.

“Lisette,” I continued, seeing him still silent, “Lisette
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is charged with the possession of certain jewels once the
property of Lady Mordant. I am the witness who has
identified those jewels. Your dupe, Harry Avenhill, who
came up to rob my house in Suffolk, is the man who will
charge this woman with her crime and establish the case
against her. Whether we go to Vienna or persuade Lady
Mordant to withdraw the charge, it is for you to say. I
will give you just ten minutes by that clock upon your
chimney. Use them well, I implore you. Think what you
are doing before it is too late to think at all—the liberty
this woman craves or the charge and punishment. Which
is it to be, old man? Speak quickly, for my time is pre-
cious.”

For a little while he sat, his hands drumming the
table, his eyes half closed. I knew that he was asking
himself what would be the gain or the loss should he
beckon someone from the shadows to enter the house
and kill me. One witness would thus be removed from
his path—but who would answer for the others? And
was it possible that his old enemy, who had outwitted him
so often, would be outwitted to-night? This seemed to
me his argument. I watched him rise suddenly from his
chair, peer out to the darkness, and as suddenly sit again.
-Whether his courage had failed him or this were the
chosen moment for the attack, I shall never be able to
say with certainty. For me it was an instant of acute
suspense, of nervous listening for footsteps, of quick re-
solution and prompt decision. Let there be an echo of
a step, but one sound without, I said, and I would shoot
the man where he sat. Thus was I determined. In this
dread perplexity did the instant pass.

“I cannot write,” he gasped at last. “Put your ques-
tions to me, and I will answer them,”
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“And sign the document I have brought with me. So
be it—the questions are here, in order. Let your an-
swers be as brief.”

I sat at the head of the table and spread the docu-
ment before me. The lamp shed a warm aureole of light
upon the paper, but left the outer room in darkness. My
words were few, but deliberate; his answers often but a
mutter of sounds.

“Joan Fordibras, whose daughter is she?”

“The daughter of David Kennard of Illinois.”

“Her mother?”

“I am not acquainted with her name—a French
Canadian. The records in Illinois will tell you.”

“How came she to be the ward of this man Fordi-
bras?”

“His cowardice—his conscience, as men call it. Ken-
nard was charged with the great safe robberies of the
year 1885—he was innocent. They were my planning—
my agents executed them. But Kennard—ah, he betrayed
me, he would have stood in my path, and I removed him.”

“Then he was convicted?”

“He was convicted and sentenced to twenty years’
imprisonment. Fordibras, under the name of Changarnier
—his real name—he is the cousin of that Changarnier
who did France much mischief in the year 1870—Fordi-
bras was then the Governor of the Sing Sing prison on
the Hudson River. He was in my pay, but David Ken-
nard had been his friend, and he took the daughter and
brought her up as his own child. I did not forbid it—
why should I? A woman, if she is pretty, is useful to my
purposes. I wished to humble this man of iron, and I
have done so. Pshaw, what a figure he cuts to-day!
Skulking in Tunis like a paltry cutpurse—afraid of me,
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afraid but proud, my friend—proud, proud, as one of your
great nobles. That is Hubert Fordibras. Speak a word
to the police, and you may arrest him. Hush—I will
send you evidence. He is proud, and there is heart in
him. Tear it out, for he is a traitor. He has shut his
eyes and held out his hands, and I have put money into
them. Tear the heart out of him, for he will kill the wo-
man you love.”

I ignored the savage treachery of this, its brutality and
plain-spoken hatred. The General’s pride must have been
a bitter burden to this creeping scoundrel with his in-
sufferable vanities and his intense desire to abase all men
before him. The quarrel was nothing to me—1I could well
wish that Hubert Fordibras might never cross my path again.

“Traitor or not—it is your concern,” I said. “There
is another question here. When Joan Fordibras wore my
stolen pearls in London, was the General aware that they
were stolen?”

A smile, revoltingly sardonic, crossed his ashen face.

“Would he have the brains? She wore them at my
dictation. I had long watched you—you did not know it,
but knowledge was coming to you. I said that you must
be removed from my path. God of heaven! Why were
you not struck dead before Harry Ross lay dead on Pall-
ing beach?” '

“The young seaman who was found with the Red
Diamond of Ford Valley in his possession! The brother
of Colin Ross who took your place upon the Elida? 1
begin to understand—he was carrying those jewels to
London, and an accident overtook him? That was a grave
misfortune for you.”

He clenched his hands and looked me full in the face.

“Had he lived I would have torn him limb from limb,
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He stole the jewels from my dispatch boat and was
drowned escaping to shore. My friend, the good God
was merciful to him that He let him die.”

I could not but smile at piety so amazing. In truth
a new excitement had seized upon me, and my desire to
escape the house had now become a fever of impatience.
What if an accident befell me, or an agent of evil stood
suddenly between Joan and my tidings! How if the cup
were dashed from my lips at the last moment! Good
God! What an agony, even in imagination!

“Mr. Imroth,” I said, rising upon the impulse. “I
will cable at once to Vienna, saying that I have no evi-
dence to offer, and the girl Lisette will be discharged. Go
where you will, but leave England. To-night I spare you.
But should you cross my path again, I will hang you as
surely as there is an Almighty God to judge your deeds
and punish you for them. That is my last word to you.
I pray with all my soul that I shall never see your face
again.”

He did not move, uttered no sound, sat like a figure
of stone in his chair. And so I left him and went out
into the night.

* * * * *

For I was going to Joan, to bear to her the supreme
tidings of my message, to lay this gift of knowledge at
her feet, and in those eyes so dear to read the truth
which, beyond all else on earth, was my desire.
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THE EPILOGUE OF TIMOTHY MCSHANUS, JOURNALIST.

My friend Mulock in his “Magnus and Morna,” has
written that “ye should drink at the wedding with dis-
cerning lest you lose the way upon a straight road after-
wards.” ’Tis no man I am to quarrel with a precept so
honest or a reflection upon matrimony so prudent. We
shall drink at the Goldsmith Club this night to the lost
liberty of my dear comrade Ean Fabos, and would that
it could be with that same measure the poet speaks of.
If I doubt me of the possibility, ’tis to remember with
Horace, that wine is mighty to inspire new hopes, and
able to drown the bitterness of cares. Shall we reflect
upon this loss to our club, and to society, with parched
throats, and a hand upon the soda-water syphon? Bacchus
and the Corybantes forbid! We will drown it in the best
—at my dear friend’s request, and, as he would wish it,
ah, noble heart!—at his expense.

He was married at the Parish Church in Hampstead,
you should know, and Timothy McShanus it was who
gave the bride away. The little witch of a shepherdess
that has carried honest men twice round the world and
back again, set other women weeping, and come at last
to that sure port which Destiny had built for her—was
she changed from the black-eyed minx I saw at Kensing-
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ton, less mischievous, less sprightly, more of a woman,
not so much the pretty child of the school-books? No, I
say, a thousand times, no! There is golden light about
her path, and all the spirits of laughter shine in her eyes.
Could I search all the cities for a wife for my friend,
this is the dear heart I would choose for him; this the
companion I would name for his blessing. She has won
a brave man’s love, and is happy therein. God be good
to her, says old Timothy—and he is one that has read
the heart of women. )

So am I cast out again to the familiar haunts, a
wanderer once more, a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.
My dear friend, it is true, remembering that I have eaten
the food of the law, drunk its port and paid its fees,
would make of me a Government man and an official.
But my heart fails me. I am grown old in the sin of
indolence. If I have a merit, it is that I know the
blessings of doing nothing and the salary that should be
expected therefrom. Let me continue henceforth in paths
so straight, in ways so ancient. My friendship for Ean
Fabos is too precious that men should call me a gatherer
of moss and a roller of stones.

And this is to say that henceforth I have no career;
that like the little Jap, of whom my friend has almost
made a son, henceforth my place is at the gate without.
Must I be a “past” to Ean Fabos, dear to his memory,
one of his household but voiceless as the night, unhonoured,
unremembered, unsung? The gods forbid, I say. The
book that I am writing upon our adventures in the South
Seas—shortly to be published in one volume at six shillings
—that book shall be my monument more lasting than
brass. You will find many things in it, reader, much for
the improvement of your mind, and the elevation of your



THE EPILOGUE OF TIMOTHY MCSHANUS. 287

intellect—but above all you shall find a love and devotion
to Dr. Fabos which is the truest instinct of my eventful
life.

And he is married and is gone to the West, and I am
alone and in sorrow, and the doors of the Club are open
to me. Many men and cities have I seen, but London—
ah! blessed art thou, London, for the desolate shall make
their home with thee, and the children that are orphans
shall nestle at thy bosom. In the Metropolis of the British
Empire, then, let this sorrow of mine be buried.

For hither shall my friend Ean return when the days
of summer have waned, and his little wife begins to speak
of home and of those who love him and have not for-
gotten.

THE END.
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1 v.— Tower Hill 1 v.— Boscobel 2 v.—
T%he Good OId Times z v.— Merry Eng-

land 2 v.—The Goldsmith’s Wife 2 v. —
Preston Fight 2 v. —Chetwynd Calverley
2 v.— The Leaguer of Lathom 2 v.—
The Fall of Somerset 2 v. — Beatrice
Tyldesley 2v. — Beau Nash 2 v. — Stanley
Brereton 2v.

Alcott, Louisa M. (Am.), { 1888.

Little Women 2 v. — Little Men 1 v. —
An Old-Fashioned Girl 1 v.—Jo’s Boys
v,

Aldrich, Thomas Bailey (Am.).

Marjorie Daw and other Tales 1 v. —
The Stillwater Tragedy 1 v.

Alexander, Mrs. (Hector), T 1902.

A Second Life 3 v. — By Woman’s Wit
1 v.—Mona’s Choice 2 v.— A Life In-
terest 2v.— A Crooked Path 2 v. — Blind
Fate 2 v. — A Woman’s Heart 2 v. — For
His Sake 2v.— The Snare of the Fowler
2 v. — Found Wanting 2v. — A Ward in
Chancery 1 v.— A Choice of Evils 2 v.—
A Fight with Fate 2 v. — A Winning
Hazard 1v.— A Golden Autumn 1 v.—
Mrs. Crichton’s Creditor 1 v. — Barbara,
Lady’s Maid and Peeress 1 v.-— The Cost
of Her Pride 2 v.— Brown, V.C.1v,—

Through Fire to Fortune 1 v.— A Missing
Hero 1 v. — The Yellow Fiend 1 v. —
Stronger thanTove 2 v.—KigCostello 1w,

\
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Alice, Grand-Duchess of Hesse,
1 1878.
Letters to Her Maj th ith
Portrari't). Weil;h :Jl?teymoi: g“fie.nR(T"H.
Princess Christian 2 v,

Alldridge, Lizzie.
By Love and Law 2 v. — The World she
awoke in 2 v.

Alten, Grant, 1 1899.
The Woman who did 1 v.

“All for Greed,” Author of

(Baroness de Bury).
All for Greed x v. — Love the Avenger
2V.

Anstey, F. (Guthrie).
The Giant's Robe 2 v. — A Fallen Idol
1 v. — The Pariah 3 v.— The Talking
Horse and other Tales x v. — Voces
Populi (First and Second Series) x v. —
The Brass Bottle 1 v. — A Bayard from
Bengal 1 v. — Salted Almonds 1 v.

Argles, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Hunger-
ford.

“ Aristocrats, the,” Author of:
vide Gertrude Atherton.

Arnold, Sir Edwin, } 1904.
The Light of Asia (with Portrait) 1 v.

Arnold, Matthew, 1 1888.
Essays in Criticism 2 v. — Essays in Criti-
cism (Second Serses) 1 v.

Atherton, Gertrude Franklin
(Am.).
American Wives and English Husbands
1 v. — The Californians 1 v. — Patience
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator
North 2 v. — The Doomswoman x v. — The
Aristocrats 1 v.— The Splendid Idle Forties
1 v. — The Conqueror 2 v. — A Daughter
of the Vine 1 v. — His Fortunate Grace,
etc. 1 v. — The Valiant Runaways 1 v.—
The Bell in the Fog, and Other Stories 1 v.
— The Travelling Thirds (in Spain) xv. —
Rezédnov 1 v.
Austen, Jane, t 1817.
Sense and Sensibility r v. — Mansfield
Park 1 v. — Pride and Prejudice 1 v. —

Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion 1 v. —
Emma 1 v.

“Autobiography of Lutfullah,”
Authorof: vide E. B.Eastwick.

Avebury, Lord: vide Sir John
Lubbock.
Bagot, Richard.
A Roman Mystery 2 v. — Casting of Nets

2 v.. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. —
Donna Diana 2 v. — Love’s Proxy 1 v.—

The Passport 2 v.

Baring-Gould, S.
Mehalah 1 v. — John Herring 2 v. —
Court Royal 2 v.

Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broome.

Barrett, Frank.
The Smuggler’s Secret x v. — Out of the
Jaws of Death 2 v.
Barrie, J. M.
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret
Ogilvy 1 v. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. —
The Little White Bird 1 v. .
“Bayle’s Romance, Miss,” Au-
thor of: vide W. Fraser Rae.
Baynes, Rev. Robert H.

LyraAnglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs
v,

Beaconsfield, Lord: vide Dis-~
raeli. .
Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt).
Thornicroft’s Model 2 v.
Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bront&—
Mrs. Nicholls), t 1855.
Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Villette
2 v. — The Professor 1 v.
Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily,
1 1848, and Anne, f 1849,
Bronté).
‘Wauthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v.
Bellamy, Edward (Am.), + 1898.
Looking Backward 1 v.
Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.).
St. Simon’s Niece 2 v.
Bennett, Arnold.
The Grand Babylon Hotel x v. — The
Gates of Wrath 1 v. — A Great Man 1 v,

— Sacred and Profane Lowe 1n. —Whow
God hath joined 1 w.
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Benson, E. F.

Dodo 1 v. — The Rubicon 1 v. — Scarlet
and Hyssop 1 v. — The Book of Months 1 v.
— The Relentless City 1 v. — Mammon
& Co. 2 v. — The Challoners 1 v. — An
Act in a Backwater 1 v. — The Image in
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v.
— Paul 2 v,

Besant, Sir Walter, { 1901.
The Revolt of Man 1 v. — Dorothy
Forster 2v. — Children of Gibeon 2v. —
The World went very well then 2 v. —
Katharine Regina 1v. — Herr Paulus 2 v.
— The Inner House 1 v. — The Bell ot
St. Paul’s 2 v. — For Faith and Freedom
2 v. — Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver-
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. 1 v.—
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. —
The Master Craftsman 2v. — A Fountain
Sealed 1 v. — The Orange Girl 2 v. —
The Fourth Generation 't v. — The Lady
of Lynn 2 v,

Besant, Sir Walter, { 1901, &
James Rice,  1882.
The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready-
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia’s Arbour
2v.

Betham - Edwards, M.
The Sylvestres x v. — Felicia 2 v. —
Brother Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled 1 v. —
Exchange no Robbery, and other No-
velettes 1 v. — Disarmed 1 v. — Doctor
{ix’cob 1 v. — Pearla 1 v. — Next of Kin

anted 1 v. —The Parting of the Ways
1 v.— For One and the World 1 v. —
The Romance of a French Parsonage
1v.— France of To-day 1v.— Two Aunts
and a Nephew 1 v. — A Dream of Mil-
lions 1 v. — The Curb of Honour 1 v, —
France of To-day (Second Serses) 1v. —A
Romance of Dijon 1 v.—The Dream-
Charlotte 1v. — A Storm-Rent Sky 1 v. —
Reminiscences 1 v. — The Lord of the
Harvest 1 v. — Anglo-French Reminis-
cences, 1875—1899 1 v.— A Suffolk Court-
ship 1 v. — Mock Beggars’ Hall 1v. —
East of Paris 1 v.—A Humble Lover 1 v.—
Barbam Brocklebank, M. D. 1 v.— Martha
Rose, Teacher 1 v.

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.):
In the Midst of Life 1 v.
Birchenough, Mabel C.
Potsherds 1 v.
Bisland, E.: ». Rhoda Brough-
ton,

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler.
Vide also Wilhelm Gérlach
(Collection of German Authors,
P- 29), and Whitman.

Black, William, 1 1898.
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At-
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v, —
Kilmeny 1 v. — The Maid of Killeena, and
other Stories 1 v. — Three Feathers 2 v. —
Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart, and other
Stories 1 v. — Madcap Violet 2 v. —
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. —
Macleod of Dare 2 v.— White Wings
2v.— Sunrise 2 v. — The Beautiful Wretch
1 v,— Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P., in
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; The
Pupll;l 1;)( Aurelius 1 Bﬁnshhg;mk
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judi re
2 v. — The Wise Women of Inverness,
etc. 1 v.—White Heather 2 v. — Sabina
Zembra 2 v, — The Strange Adventures
of a House-Boat 2v. —In Far Lochaber
2 v. —The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. —
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston! 2 v. — Donald
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink,
and other Tales 1 v.—Wolfenberg 2 v. —
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland
Cousins 2 v.— Briseis 2 v.—Wild Eelin 2 v.

“Black-Box Murder, the,”
Author of.
The Black-Box Murder 1 v.

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge,
1 1900.
Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3v.
— Christowell 2z v. — Tommy Upmore
2 v. — Perlycross 2 v.

“Blackwood.”

Tales from *‘ Blackwood " (First Serses)
1v.—Tales from ¢ Blackwood *’ (Second
Serises) 1 v.

Blagden, Isa, 1 1873.
The Woman I loved, and the Woman
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding x v.

Blessington, Countess of (Mar-
guerite Gardiner), 1 1849.
Meredith 1 v. — Strathern 2 v. — Me-
moirs of a Femme de Chambre 1 v. —
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country

Quarters (with Portraiy) 2 .
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Bloomfield, Baroness.

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty
the Queen) 2 v.

Boldrewood, Rolf.

Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore
2v.

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell).

Lady Audley’s Secret 2 v. — Aurora
Floyd 2 v. — Eleanor’s Victory 2 v.— John
Marchmont’s Legacy 2 v.— Henry Dun-
bar 2 v.— The Doctor’'s Wife 2 v. —
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper’s Tenant
2v.—The Lady’s Mile 2v. — Rupert God-
win 2 v. —Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v.— Run to

2 v. — Fenton’s Quest 2 v. — The
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3v. —
Taken at the Flood 3 v. — Lost for Love
2 v, — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men’s Shoes
2 v.—Joshua Haggard’s Daughter 2v. —
WeaversandWeft 1 v. — In GreatWaters,
and other Tales r v.— An Open Verdict
3v.— Vixzen 3 v. — The Cloven Foot 3 v.
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I
am 2 v. — Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal
2 v, — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and
Weed 1 v.— Phantom Fortune 3 v.—
Under the Red Flag 1 v. — Ishmael 3 v.
— Wyllard’s Weird 3 v. — One Thing
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County xv. —
Like and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal Three
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v, — One
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. —
The Venetians 2 v.— All along the River
2v.— Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ-
mas Hirelings, etc. x v. — Sons of Fire
2v. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice
2v, — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling
Sin 1 v.— The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict
2 v. — The Rose of Life 2 v.

Brassey, Lady, { 1887.

A Voyage in the ‘Sunbeam” 2 v. —
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v.—In
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring
Forties 2 v.

“Bread -Winners, the,” Author.

of (Am.).
The Bread -Winners 1 v.

Bret Harte: vide Harte.

Brock, Rev. William, | 1875.
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. x v.

Bronté, Charlotte: z:de Currer
Bell

Bronté, Emily & Anne: wvide
Ellis & Acton Bell.

Brooks, Shirley, 1 1874.
The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later
3v.

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker).

Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. —
Station Amusements in New Zealand
1 v. — A Year's Housekeeping in South
Africa 1 v. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis-
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial
Memories x v.

Broughton, Rhoda.

Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not
wisely, but too well 2 v.— Red as a Rose
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve
1 v. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor
Cupid 2 v. — Alas! 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh
1 v. — A Beginner 1 v.— Scylla or
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v.—
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in
Law 1 v. — Lavinia 1 v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth
Bisland.
A Widower Indeed x v.

Brown, John, { 1882.
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett,
T 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por-
trait) x v. — Aurora Leigh x v,

Browning, Robert, 1 1889.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 v.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Cruise of the ** Cadwalok® 2%
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Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,
1 1873.

Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene
Aram 1 v. — Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni
1v.—The Last Days of Pompeii xv. —
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers
1 v.— Alice 1 v.— Eva, and The Pilgrims
of the Rhine 1t v. — Devereux 1 v. —
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v.— Rienzi
1v.— Night and Morning 1 v. — The Last
of the Barons 2 v, — Athens 2 v.—The
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v, —
Lucretia 2 v.— Harold 2 v.— King Arthur
2v.— The New Timon, and St. Stepben’s
1v.—The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 v. —
‘What will he do with it? 4 v. — Dramatic
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. —
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile-
tus1v, — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4 v.—
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v.— Kenelm
Chillingly 4 v.—The Coming Race 1 v. —
The Parisians 4 v. — Pausanias, the Spar-
tan 1 v.

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord
Dalling), 1 1872.
Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of
Viscount Palmerston 3 v.
Bunyan, John, } 1688,
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 v,

“Buried Alone,”
(Charles Wood).
Buried Alone x v.

Author of

Burnett, Mrs, Frances Hodg-

son (Am.).
Through one Administration 2 v, — Little
Lord Fnuntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe,

and Editha’s Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty
Sister of José 1 v.— A Lady of Quality
2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v.
Burney, Miss (Madame D’Ar-
blay), + 1840.

Evelina 1'v.

Burns, Robert, 1 1796.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Burton, Richard F., 1 1890.

4 Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.

Bury, Baroness de: vide «All
for Greed.”

Butler, A. J.

Bismarck. Hiz Reﬂechonl and Re-
d from the great
German edmon. under the supervision of
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H,, { 1881.

J’ennxe of ¢“The Prince’s,’”” 2 v. — Won

v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v, —
Ne)l—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord,  1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota).
A Yellow Aster 1 v. — Children of Cir-
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. -

Cameron, Verney Lovett.
Across Africa 2 v,

Campbell Praed, Mrs.:
Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette.
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — ¢ But Men
must Work” 1 v. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand-
daughters 2 v. —The Old, Oldy Story av.
— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway of
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, } 1881.
The French Revolution — Fre-
derick the Great 1 %hver Crom-
well’s Letters and peechu 4 v. — The
Life of Schiller 1 v.

Carr, Alaric.
Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable
Bellairs  v. — Rose of the World 1 v. —
French Nan 1 v. — * If Youth but knew!”’
V.

Castle, Egerton.
Counsequences 2 v. — ‘‘La Bella,"” and
Others 1 v,

vide
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Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, Coleridge, M. E.
T 1896: vide Author of “Chro- | The King with two Faces 2 v.
nicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta |  coleridge, Samuel Taylor,
Family. 1 1834.
Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, | Poems x v.
1 1880. Collins, Charles Allston, } 1873.

Oliver of the Mill x v.

Cholmondeley, Mary.

Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v.
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v.

Christian, Princess: vide Alice,
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

“Chronicles of the Schénberg-
Cotta Family,” Author of (Mrs.
E. Rundle Charles), } 1896.
Chronicles of the Schinberg-Cotta Fa-
mily 2 v. — The Draytons and the
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram 1v. —
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v.—
The Victory of the Vanquished 1 v. —
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other
Parables 1 v. — Against the Stream 2 v.
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer-
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not
Lost 1 v.

Clark, Alfred.
The Finding of Lot’s Wife 1 v.

Clemens, Samuel L.: 7. Twain.

Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman z v.
—Aunt Anne 2 v.—The Last Touches, and
other Stories 1 v. — Mrs, Keith’s Crime
1 v.— A Wild Proxy 1 v.— A Flash of
Summer 1 v. — A Woman Alone 1 v. —
‘Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way

1v.
Clive, Mrs. Caroline, } 1873:
vide Author of “ Paul Ferroll.”

Cobbe, Frances Power, { 1904.
Re-Echoes x v.

Coleridge, C. R.
An Inglish Squire 2 v.

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, 1 1876.
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, { 1889.

After Dark 1 v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. —
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v.— The
‘Woman in White 2 v. — Basil 1 v. — No
Name 3v. — The Dead Secret, and other
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale
i v. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and

Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss
or Mrs.? 1v. —The New Magdalen 2v. —
The Frozen Deep 1 v. — The Law and the
Lady2v. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My
Lady’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet
1 v. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel’s Daughter
2 v.— The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and
Science2v. — “IsayNo,”” 2v. — The Evil
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The
Ghost’s Touch 1 v. — The Legacy of Cain
2 v.—Blind Love 2 v.

“Cometh up as a Flower,” Au-
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough-
ton.

Conrad, Joseph.

An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales
of Unrest 1 v.

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus),
t 1885.
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together
2 v.— Dark Days 1 v. — A Family Affair
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.),
t 1851,
The Spy (with Portrait) x v. — The Two
Admirals 1 v. — The Jack O’Lantern 1v.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine
Saunders.
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Corelli, Marie.

Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. —¢‘Ardath *’
3 v. — Wormw. A Drama of Paris
2v.—The Hired Baby, with other Stories
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas; A
Dream of the World’s Tragedy 2 v. —
The Sorrows of Satan 2v. — The Mighty
Atom 1 v. — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. —
Ziska 1 v. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The
Master-Christian 2v.—*‘Temporal Power"’
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Free
Opinions 1 v. — Treasure of Heaven (with
Portrait) 2 v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.

Those Delightful Americans x v. — Set in
Authority 1 v.

“County, the,” Author of.
The County x v.

Craik, George Lillie, T 1866.
A Manual of English Literature and of
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M.

Mulock), + 1887.
ohn Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The

ead of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a
Life 2 v. — A Woman’s Thoughts about
‘Women 1 v. — Agatha’s Husband 1 v. —
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories
1 v. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — The
Ogilvies 1 v. — Lord Erlistoun 1 v. —
Christian’s Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon
the Waters x v. — A Noble Life 1 v. —
Olive 2v. — Two Marriages 1 v. — Studies
from Life x v. — Poems 1 v. — The
‘Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind
Word, and other Stories 2 v.— A Brave
Lady 2v. — Hannah 2v. — Fair France
1v.— My Mother and I 1v.—The Little
Lame Prince 1 v. — Sermons out of Church
1v.—The Laurel-Bush; Twolittle Tinkers
1v. —A Legacy 2 v.— Young Mrs. Jardine
2v. — His Little Mother, and other Tales
and Sketches 1 v. — Plain Speaking 1 v.—
Miss Tommy 1 v. — King Arthur 1 v,

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin’s
Ordeal 1 v. — Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini-
fred’s Wooing, etc. 1 v. — Mildred 1 v. —

Esther Hill’s Secret 2z v. — Hero Tre-
velyan 1 v. — Without Kith or Kin 2v. —
Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia’s Choice;
Theresa 2z v. — Anne Warwick 1 v. —
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v,

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C.
Stirling.
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to
Bear, b’ Miss Craik : A True Man, byM.
C. Stirling) 2 v.
Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide
Lady Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.).
Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius xv. —
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer
1 v. —An American Politician 1 v. —
Zoroaster 1 v.—A Tale of a Lonely Parish
2 v,— Saracinesca 2v. — Marzio’s Crucifix
1 v.—Paul Patoff 2 v.— With theImmortals
1 v. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant’ Ilario
2 v. — A Cigarette - Maker’s Romance
1v. — Khaled 1v. —The Witch of Prague
2v. — The Three Fates 2 v.— Don Orsino
2 v. — The Children of the King 1v. —
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v.— Marion Darche x v.
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral-
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam
Johnstone’s Son 1 v. — Taquisara 2 v. —
A Rose of Yesterday 1 v. — Corleone
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend...
2v. — Soprano 2v.— A Ladyof Rome 2 v.

Crockett, S. R
The Raiders 2z v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.—
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls x v. —
The Dark o’ the Moon 2 v.

Croker, B. M.

Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happ;
Valley 1 v. — The Old Cantonment, W?lﬂ{
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1 v.

— A Nine Days’ Wonder t v. — The
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v.
Cross, J. W.: wvide George
Eliot's Life.
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A.
Thomas. )
Cummins, Miss (Am.), + 1866.
The Lamplighter 1 v. — Mabel Vaughan

1v.—El Fureidis iv.—Haunted Hearts 1v.
Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.
“Daily News.”
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi-
bald Forbes and others 3 v.7 e

“Dark,” Author of.
Dark 1v.
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Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).

Gallegher, etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and
Others 1 v. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v.

De Foe, Daniel, 1 1731.
Robinson Crusoe 1 v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

“Democracy,” Author of (Am.).
Democracy 1 v.

“Demos,” Author of : vide George
Gissing.

“Diary and Notes,” Author
of: vide Author of “Horace
Templeton.”

Dickens, Charles, { 1870.

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2v. —
American Notesx v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. —
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches 1 v. —
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the
Hearth 1 v. — Master Humphrey’s Clock
(Old CuriosityShop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)
3 v.— Pictures from Italy 1 v. — Dombey
and Son 3 v.— David Copperfield 3v. —
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child’s History of
England (2 v. 80 M. 2,70.) — Hard Times
1 v. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v.
— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man
1v. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v.
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas
Stories, etc. 1 v. — Our Mutual Friend
(with Illustrations) 4 v. — Somebody’s
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs.
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari-
gold’s Prestriptions; Mugby Junction 1 v.
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with
Tllustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers,
1v. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed.
by his Sister-in-law and his eldest Daughter
4v.— Vide also Household Words, Novels
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie

Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-
lingford x v, \

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea-
consfield, + 1881.
Coningsby 1 v. — Sybil 1 v. — Contarini
Fleming (with Portrait) x v. — Alroy 1v. —
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v.—
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One
Doubtful Hour 1 v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, 7 1879.
Personal History of Lord Bacon rv. —
The Holy Land 2v. —New Americaz v.—
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty’s
Tower 4 v.— Free Russia 2 v.— History
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest
2v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v,

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians x v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.

The Sign of Four 1 v. — Micah Clarke
2 v.— The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales 1 v. — The White Company
2 v, — A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The
GreatShadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. —
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes 2z v. — Round the Red Lamp
1 v. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. —

odney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v. —
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A
Duet 1 v. — The Green Flag 1 v. — The
Great Boer War 2 v. ~ The War in South
Africa 1 v. — The Hound of the Basker-
villes 1 v.— Adventures of Gerard 1 v, —
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir
Nigel 2 v.

Drummond, Professor Henry,

1897.
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide
Mrs. Coten.
P
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kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane
2v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide
Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs,, 'L1865.

Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North
and South 1 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other
Tales 1 v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronté
2 v.— Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia's
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work
1 v.— Wives and Daughters 3 v. — Cran-
ford 1 v. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales
iv.

“Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author
of: wide Author of “Miss
Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon-

d de Longgarde).
Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho-
dox t1v. — TheWrong Man 1 v. — A Spot-
less Revtation 1v.— A Forgotten Sin 1v.
ne Year 1 v.— The Sugeme Crime 1v.
e Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony
1 v. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made
of Money 1 v. — The Bridge of Life 1 v.
— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im-
probable Idyl 1 v. — The Compromise 2 v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de£.aszowska).
A Secret Mission 1 v. — A Foreigner 2 v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home x v.

Gissing, George, 1 1903.
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v.
— New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, Rt. Hon. W. E,,
T 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligion 1 v. — Bulgarian Horrors, and
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts
1 v.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth x v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine 1 v. — The Vicissi-
tudes of Evangeline x v. — Beyond the
Rocks 1 v,
Godfrey, Hal: wvide Charlotte
O’Conor Eccles.

Goldsmith, Oliver,  1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.

Too Curious 1 v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen. C. G,
1 188s.
His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction

and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs,, T 1861.

Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons
2v.— The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 v.

Grand, Sarah.

Our Manifold Nature t v. — Babs the
Impossible 2 v.

Grant, Miss.

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v.
— My Heart’s in the Highlands z v. —
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2v. — Cara
Roma 3 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v, — The
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois-
Etoiles), { 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. —
French Pictures in English Chalk (Fsrs¢
Serses) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day
1 v. — French Pictures in English Chalk
(Second Serses) a v. — Strange Tales
1 v.—That Artful Vicar 2v. — Six Months
in the Ranks z v. — People I have metx v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.

My Three Years in Manipur (with Por-
trait) 1 v.

Grohman, W A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.
Gunter, Archibald Clavering
(Am.).,
My, Barnes of Wew Yotk v v,
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Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey.

“Guy Livingstone,” Author of
(George Alfred Laurence),

-L 1876.

Guy Livingstone 1 v. — Sword and
Gown 1 v. — Barren Honour 1 v. —
Border and Bastillex v. — Maurice Dering
1 v. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha-
garene 2 V.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil-
dren 1 v.— The Bowsham Puzzle x v. —
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider.

King Solomon’s Mines 1v. — She 2v. —
{;ss 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2v. — The

itch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge
1v. — Mr. Meeson’s Will 1 v. — Colonel

Harland, Henry, } 1905.
The Cardinal’s Snuff-Box 1 v. — The
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero
V.

Harraden, Beatnce.
Ships that pass in the Night 1v. — In
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford,
and The Remittance Man x v. — The
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v.
— The Scholar’s Daughter 1 v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St. Leger:
vide Lucas Malet.

Harte, Bret (Am.), t+ 1902.
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo-
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp;
Ths Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. —

ish and American Legends; Con-

Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. —
Allan’s Wife 1 v. — Beatrice 2 v.— Dawn
2 v. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. — The
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.—
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard
1 v. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart,
:nd Elissa 1 v.— Lysbeth 2v. — A Winter
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. —
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v.
— Ayesha. The Return of ‘She’ 2 v, —
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew

g
The World’s Desire 2 v.
Hake, A. E.: vide Gen. Gordon.

Hall, Mrs. S. C, { 1881.
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v. — Marian 2 v.

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert,
T 1894.

Marmorne 1 v. — French and English 2 v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of
“Not Easily Jealous.”

Hardy, Thomas.

The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re-
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet-
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess
of the D’Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s Little
Ironies 1 v, — Jude the Obscure 2 v,

densed Novels; Civic and Character
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the
Foothills 1 v. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. —
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. — Thankful
Blossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The
Story of a Mine 1 v. — Drift from Two
Shores 1 v. — An Heiress of Red Dog,
and other Sketches 1 v.— The T'wins of
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. —
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and other Tales
1 v. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v.—On
the Frontier 1 v. — By Shore and Sedge
1 v. — Maruja_ 1 v. — Snow-bound at
Eagle's, and Devil’s Ford 1 v. — The
Crusade of the ¢ Excelsior” 1 v. — A
Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready, and
other Tales 1 v. — Captain Jim's nend,
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v.
— Cressy 1 v.— The Heritage of Dedlow
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of
the Plains 1 v. — A Ward of the Golden
Gate 1 v. — A Sappho of Green Springs,
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of
Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client,
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1v.—
Sally Dows, etc. 1 v. — A Protégée of
ack Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell-
inger of Angel’s, etc. x v. — Clarence
1v.—In a Hollow of the Hills, and The
Devotion of Enriquez 1v. — The Ancestors
of Peter Atherly, etc. 1v.— Three Partners
1 v. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. —
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr.
JackHamlin’sMediation,and otherStories
1 v. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. —
Under the Redwoods 1 7. — Qne O
Trail 1 v. — TrestaTrusk 1w,
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Havelock, Sir Henry: vide Rev.
W. Brock. '
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.),
1864. -
The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma-
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel
Hawthorne 2 v.
Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex-
ander.
“ Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge.
Helps, Sir Arthur { 1875.

Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron

av,
Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, } 1835.
Select Poetical Works z v.
Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels
of Italy 1 v. — The Life and Death of
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can-
terbury Tales 1 v. — The Queen’s Quair;
or, The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond
Adventures 1 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v.
Hichens, Robert.
Flames 2v. — The Slave 2v. — Felix 2v.
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The
Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel,
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the
Blood 2 v.
Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 1 1886.
Sketches from my Life x v.
Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs.
Craigie), T 1906.
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord
Wickenham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing
1 v. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.
Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court
a2v.
Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
1 v. — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val-
ley of the Great Shadow x v. — Great Low-
lands 1 v. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.
Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am,),
T 1894.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
1 v. — The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table r v. — The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table x v. — Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Mr. Witt’s Widow 1 v. — A Change
of Air xv. — Half a Hero 1 v. — The In-
discretion of the Duchess 1 v.—The God
in the Car 1 v.— The Chronicles of Count
Antonio 1 v. — Comedies of Courtship
1 v. — The Heartof Princess Osra 1 v. —
Phroso 2 v.— Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert
of Hentzau 1 v. — The King’s Mirror
2v,— Quisanté 1 v, — Tristram of Blent 2 v.
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2v.
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons
of Old Paris 1 v, — The Silent Gate 1 v.

“Horace Templeton,” Authorof.
Diary and Notes xv. .

Hornung, Ernest William.
A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under
Two Skies 1 v. — Tiny Luttrell 1 v. —
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v. — My Lord
Duke 1 v.— Young Blood 1 v. — Some
Persons Unknown t v. — The Amateur
Cracksman 1v.— The Rogue's March1v.
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v.
— The Black Mask 1 v.— The Shadow of
the Rope 1 v. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis
Dent 1 v. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The
Unbidden Guest 1 v. — Stingaree 1 v. —
A Thief in the Night 1 v. .

“Household Words.”
Conducted, by Charles Dickens. 1851-56.
%6 v.— Novkrs and TALEs reprinted from
Jousehold Words by Charles Dickens.
1856-59. 11 V.

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide “ Recom-

mended to Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though
Married,” Author of.
How to be Happy though Married 1 v.
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.),
+ 1899. :
One Summer 1v. — Aunt Serena‘1v, —
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. 1v.—
The Open Door 2 v
Howard, BlancheWillis, 1899,
& William Sharp, } 1905.
A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.
Howells, William Dean (Am.).
A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The
Lady of the Arcostodk 1 v. — & Modern
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Instance 2v. —The Undiscovered Country
1 v.— Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v.
— Italian Journeys 1 v. — A Chance Ac-
quaintance 1 v. — Their Wedding Journey
1 v. — A Fearful Responsibility, and
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman'’s
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1 v. —
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard’s In-
spiration 1 v.

Hughes, Thomas, { 1898.
Tom Brown’s School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles),

1 1897.

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v.
— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. —
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales
1 v. — Her First Appearance, and other
Tales 1 v. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne
2v. — Doris 2 v.— A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. 1 v. — A Passive Crime, and other
Stories 1 v. — Green Pleasure and Grey
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. —
Her Week’s Amusement, and Ugly
Barrington 1 v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v,
— Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. — A
Modern Circe 2 v.— Marvel 2 v. — The
Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1 v. — Under-Cur-
rents 2v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1v.— A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1 v. —
A Life’s Remorse 2 v, — A Born Coquette
2v. — The Duchess x v.— Lady Verner’s
Flight * v. — A Conquering Heroine,
and *“ When in Doubt’” 1 v.-— Nora
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other
Stories 1 v. —The Hoyden 2 v. — The
Red House Mystery 1v.— An Unsatis-
factory Lover 1 v. — Peter’s Wife 2 v. —
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War
1 v. — The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. —
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely
Girl 1 v. — Lovice 1 v. — The Coming of
Chloe z v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau-
mont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest 1 v.

Ingelow, Jean, { 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. —
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v,

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v.

Ingram, John H.: vide E. A.
Poe.

Iota: wide Mrs. Mannington

Caffyn.
Irving,

1859.

The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. —

The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the

Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold-

smith 1 v. — Chronicles of Wolfert’s Roost
1 v. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs, Helen (H. H.)
(Am.), T 1885.
Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.

Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper’s
‘Wooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant
1 v. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of
Craft 1 v.— Light Freights 1 v. — At Sun-
wich Port 1 v. — The Lady ofthe Barge 1 v.
— Odd Craft 1 v. — Dialstone Lane 1 v.
— Captains All 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock 1 v.

James, G. P. R, 1 1860.

Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) rv. —
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir x v. —
Arabella Stuart r v. — Rose d’Albret
1 v.— Arrah Neil 1 v.— Agincourt 1 v. —
The Smuggler x v. — The Step-Mother
2 v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg
1 v. — The Gipsy 1 v. — The Castle of
Ehbrenstein 1 v. — Darnley 1 v. — Russell .
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).

The American 2 v. — The Europeans
1 v. — Daisy Miller; An International
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick
Hudson 2 v. — The Madonna of the
Future, etc. 1 v. — Eugene Pickering,
etc. 1 v. — Confidence 1 v. — ing-
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1 v. — French
Poets and Novelists x v. — The Siege of
London; The Point of View; A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — Portraits of Places
1 v. — A Little Tour in France x v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The
Real Lord Byron 3w,

Washington (Am.),
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Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, 1 1885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir-
mishing 1 v. — Once and Again 2 v.—
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an
Ace 1 v. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v,

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,’”
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, K. Jerome.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
1 v.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six
Essays 1 v. — Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketches
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 v. —
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
IV, — Men on the Bummel 1 v. —
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v.
. — Tommy and Co. 1 v.—Idle Ideasin 1905
v,

Jerrold, Douglas, 1 1857.
History of St. Giles and St. James
2 v. — Men of Character 2 v.

“John Halifax, Gentleman,”

Author of: vide Mrs. Craik

Johnny Ludlow: wide Mrs.
Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, { 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 v,

Jolly, Emily.

Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of:
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, { 1877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. —
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. —
Adéle 3 v.— A Summer and Winter in
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of
Letters 1 v.— English Women of Letters
1 v. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. —
Sybil’s Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. —
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien
3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots
2 v. — Vide also Series for the Young,
P. 29.

Keary, Annie, { 1879.
Qldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2v,

Keeling, D’Esterre-: viude Es-
terre. ;

Kempis, Thomas a.
The Imitation of Christ. Translated
from the Latin by W. Benham, B.D. 1 v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), }
Saint Leger 1 v. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad x v. — Undercurrents 1v. —
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New
York x v,

Kinglake, Alexander William,
1 1891,
Eothen 1 v. — The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v. ’

Kingsley, Charles, { 1875.
Yeast 1 v — Westward ho! 2v. — Two
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton
Locke 1 v.— Hereward the Wake 2 v.—
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, } 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. —
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court x v. —
Valentin 1 v. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. —
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange
Garden 2 v.

Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.
Kipling, Rudyard.
Plain Tales from the Hills x v. — The
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven
Seas 1 v. — “Captains Courageous”
1 v. — The Day’s Work 1 v. — A Fleet
in Being xv.—Stalkg & Co. 1v.—From
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful
Night 2 v. — Kim 1 v.— Just So Stories 1 v.
— The Five Nations x v. — Traffics and
Discoveries 1 v. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v.

Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor,
etc. 1 v.

Lamb, Charles, 1 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v.
Lang, Andrew: vide H. Ridcr.
Haggard.
Langdon, Mary (Am.),
1da May 1y,
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“Last of the Cavaliers, the,”
Author of (Miss Piddington).
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The
Gain of a Loss 2 v.
Easzowska, Mme de: »ide E.
Gerard.

Laurence, George Alfred,
Author of: vide “ Guy Living-
stone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily.

Hurrish 1 v.

“Leaves from the Journal of
our Life in the Highlands:”
wvide Victoria R. 1.

Lee, Holme, {1900: vide Harriet
Parr.

Lee, Vernon.
Pope Jacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and
The Enchanted Woods 1 v.

Le Fanu, J. S, { 1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, 1 1870.
‘Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last
2 v, — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall,
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters
2v.

“Letters of Her Mother to
Elizabeth, the,” Author of:
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge.

Lever, Charles, 1 1872.

The O’Donoghue x v. — The Knight of
Gwynne 3 v. — ur O’ 2V, —
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal-
ley 3 v. — Tom Burke of *Ours’’ 3v. —
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 v. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The
Martins of Cro’ Martin 3 v. — The For-
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel
3v.— Davenport Dunn 3 v. — Confessions
of Con Cregan 2 v.— One of Them 2 v. —
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew
2 v, — Barrington 2v. — A Day's Ride
2 vo.— Luttrell of Arran 2 v.— Tony Butler
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. — A
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Nor-
cott’s 1 v. — St. Patrick’s Eve; Paul
Gosslett’s Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-
gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.

The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The
Chevalier d’'Auriac 1 v. — The Traitor’s
‘Way 1 v. — The Lord Protector x v. —
Orrain 1 v,

Lewes, G. H., 1 1878.
Ranthorpe 1 v. — The Physio ot
Common Life 2 v. — On Actyo.litl::d’the
Art of Acting 1 v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, { 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson
1 v, — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and
other Stories 1 v.— Todhunters’ at Loan-
in’ Head, and other Stories x v. — “ M
Love!” 2v. — The Girl of the Perioq{t
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, Laurence W. M,
1882.

Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862
(with Portrait) 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: wvide D.

Gerard.

Longfellow, Henry Wads-
worth (Am.), + 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. —
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri
3v. — The New-England Tragedies 1 v.
— The Divine Traﬁg 1 v. — Flower-de-
Luce, and Three ks of Song 1 v. —
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems
v,

Lonsdale, Margaret.

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister
Dora) z v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Son 1 v. — Old Gorgen Graham 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of.
A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave-

bury).

The Pleasures of Life t v. — The Beau-
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v, —
The Use of Life 1 v. — Scenery of Switzer-
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and
Addresses 1900-1903 1 V.

“Lagulial” | vide Romcwids.



18

Tauchnits Edition. Complete List.

Lyall, Edna, { 1903.

"We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant
2 v.— Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. —
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v.— The
Hinderers 1 v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen
Meredith), t 1891.

Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.

The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — An
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v.
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v.— Some
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and
Other Stories 2 v.

MOAulay, Allan: wvide Kate
Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord,
Babington, 1 1859.

History of England (with Portrait) 10 v.
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. —
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. — Speeches
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wil-
liam Pitt, Atterbury x v. — (See also
Trevelyan).

MO Carthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. —
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan-
thrope 2 v.— A History of our own Times
§ v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A short
History of our own Times 2 v. — A
History of the Four Georges vols. 1 &
2. — A History of our own Times vols.
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3,
4 & 5 (supplemental).

Mac Donald, George, 1 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter
2 v, — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis - of
Lossie 2 v, — Sir Gibbie 2°v. — Mary
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child
Christ, and other Tales 1 v. — The Prin-
cess and Curdie x v.

Mackarness, Mrs., 1+ 1881.

Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A Peerless
Wife 2z v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v,

Thomas

1898.

iolinist, and other

Mackay, Eric,
Love Letters of a
Poems 1 v.

Mo Knight, Charles (Am.).

Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian.

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His
Majesty Baby x v.

Macleod, Fiona,
‘Wind and Wave 1 v. —
Tales x v.

Macleod, Norman,
The Old Lieutenant and his

Macpherson, James, 1 1796:

vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2 v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2v. —
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too
Soon 1 v. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v.
— Beside the River 2 v. — A Faithful
Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author

of (Miss Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1v.
— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the
Edge of the Storm 1 v. = The Atelier du
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.
Maine, E. S.
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Sir. Edward, G.C.B,
G.CMG.
Shifting Scenes 1 v.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St
Leger Harrison).
Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The

History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. —The
Far Horizon 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter’s Tale ‘x v. — The Cedar
Star 1v. : :

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Mark Twain: vide Twain.
«Marmorne,” Author of: wide
P. G. Hamerton.

1905.
he Sunset of Old

1872.

nIv.
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Marryat, Capt, 1 1848.
{)acob Faithful (with Portrait) x v. —

ercival Keene 1 v. — Peter Simple 1 v. —
hphet in_Search of a Father 1 v. —

onsieur Violet 1 v. — The Settlers in
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1 v. — The
Privateer’s-Man 1 v. — The Children ot
the New-Forest 1 v. — Valerie 1 v. —
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v. —The King’s
Own x v.

Marryat, Florence, 1 1899.
Love’s Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. —
Véronique 2 v. — P 1l 2 v, — Her
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the
Gods 1 v. — Life and Letters of Captain
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. —
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighﬁn%the Air
2v. — A Star and a Heart; An Utter Im-
possibility 1 v. — The Poison of Asps,
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Disg&r

y

pointment, and other Stories x v. — ¢
own Child” 2 v. — Her Father’s Name
2v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. —
A Little Stepson 1 v. — Written in Fire
2 v. — Her ‘Voﬂd against a Lie 2 v. —
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of
all Evil 2v. — The Fair-haired Alda 2v. —
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights
(with Portrait) 2v. — A Moment of Mad-
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories
1 v. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre-
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v.
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2v. —
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir-
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden.
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold" 2 v. — A
Scarlet Sin 1 v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2v.
— The Spirit World x v. — The Beautiful
Soul 1 v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. —
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah
Stubbs 1 v. — The Dream that Stayed
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on
Fire 1 v. — Iris the Avenger 1 v.
Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell),
T 1874.
Ravensclife 2z v. — Emilia Wyndham
2v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2v. —
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn
Marston 2z v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, { 1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal r v. —
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice 1 v. —
Dayspring 1 v. — Life’s rmath 1 v, —
In the East Country x v. — No.XIII; or,
The Story of the t Vestal 1 v. — In
Four Reigns 1 v. — On the Banks of the
Quse 1 v. — In thé City of Flowers 1 v. —
Alma 1 v. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v.
— The End Crowns All 1 v. —Winchester
Meads 1 v. — Eventide Light 1 v. —
‘Winifrede’s Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells
1 v. — In the Service of Rachel Lady
Russell x v. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v.
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington
Palace 1 v. — The White King’s Daughter
1v. — The Master of the Musicians x v.
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle
Meadow 1 v. — In the Choir of West-
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Young Queen
of Hearts 1 v. — Under the Dome of St.
Paul’s 1 v. — The Parson’s Daughter
V.

B

Mason, A. E. W.

The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of
the Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor-

rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. —
The Watchers 1 v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry
Reeves).

¢“Cherry Ripe!” 2v. — “Land o’ the
Leal’” 1v.— My Laez Green Sleeves 2v.
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1v. —
Sam’s Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre’s Acquittal
2 v.— Found Out 1v.— Murder or Man-
slaughter? 1 v. — The Fashion of this
‘World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and ““Who,
being dead, yet Speaketh’’ 1 v. — What
the Glass Told, and A Study ofa Woman
1 v. — Bam Wildfire 2v. — y 2 V.—
Cinders 1 v. — ¢ Honey”’ 1 v. — Griff of
Griffithscourt 1 v.— The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Hol 2 v.

Maurice, Colonel.

The Balance of Military Power in
Europe 1 v.

Maurier, George du, 1 1896.

Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.
Maxwell, Mrs.: ». Miss Braddon.
Maxwell, W. B.

The Ragged Mersenger 23— ToeGuasdedh
Flame 2 V. . :



20

Tauchnits Edition.

Complete List.

“Mehalah,” Author of: wvide

Baring-Gould.
Melville, George J. Whyte,
1 1878.
Kate Coventry x v. — Holmby House

2 v, — Digby Grand 1 v. — Good for No-
thing 2 v. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. —
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2v. —
M. or N. 1 v. — Contraband 1 v. —
Sarchedon 2 v. — UncleJohn 2 v. —
Katerfelto 1 v. — Sister Louise 1 v.—
Rosine 1 v. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black
but Comely 2v. —Riding Recollections 1v.
Memorial Volumes: vide Five
Centuries(vol. 500); The New
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry
Morley (vol. 2000).

Meredith, George.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. —
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic
Comedians x v. — Lord Ormont and his
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage
2v.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert

Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Leonard.
The Man who was good x v. — This
Stage of Fools 1 v. — Cynthia 1 v. — One
Man’s View t v. — The Actor-Manager
1 v. — The Worldlings 1 v.— When Love
flies out o’ the Window 1 v. — Conrad in
t of His Youth 1 v. — The Quaint
mpanions x v.—Whispers about Women
Iv.

Merriman, Henry Seton, } 1903.
Young Mistley 1 v. — Prisoners and
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to
Another 1 v. —With Edged Tools 2 v. —
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In
Kedar’s Tents 1 v. — Roden’s Corner
1 v.— TheIsle of Unrest 1 v. — The Velvet
Glove 1 v. —The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and
Other Stories 1 v. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen-

tyre.
The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v.
Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins 1 v.
Milton, John, t 1674.
FPoetical Workst v,

“Molly, Miss,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v.
“Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide
Mrs. Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To-
gether 2v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike
1 v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil
1 v. — Transformed 1 v. — The Fisher-
man’s Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un-
shared Secret, and Other Tales 1 v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
¢[ Forbid the Banns’’ 2 v. — A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v.
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.— A Damsel
or Two 1 v, — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship-
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original
Woman 1 v. — The White Causeway 1 v.
— The Artful Miss Dill 1 v.

Moore, George.

Celibates x v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. —
Sister Teresa 2 v.— The Untilled Field 1 v.
— Confessions of a Young Man 1 v. — The
Lake 1 v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.

Moore, Thomas, | 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Morgan, Lady, 1 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, } 1894.

Of English Literature in the Reign of
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa-
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition
(v. 2000, published 1881) 1 v.

Morris, William.

A Selection from his Poems.
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer x v.
Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child
of the Jago 1 v. — To London Town 1 v.
— Cunning Murrell 1 v. — The Holein the
‘Wall 1 v. —The Green Eye of Goona 1 v.

— Divers Vanities 1 v.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.

The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.
Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: ». Grenville.
“My Little Lady,” Author of:
vide . Frances Poyntet.

Edited
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New Testament, the.
The Authorised English Version, with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) x v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.

Common Sense 2 v.
Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal

Newman), { 18go.
Callista z v,

Nicholls, Mrs.: zide Currer Bell.

“Nina Balatka,” Author of:
vide Anthony Trollope.

“No Church,” Author of (F.
Robinson).

No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2 v.

Noel, Lady Augusta.
From G ion to G i
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, Frank (Am.), 1 1902.
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v.

Norris, W. E.

My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor's
Blunder 2 v. — Majorand Minor 2 v. —
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs.
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint
Ann’s 1 v. — A Victim of Good Luck
1 v. — The Dancer in Yellow x v. —
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar-
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown
1v.—TheWidower 1 v.—Giles Ingilby 1v.
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. — His
Own Father 1 v.— The Credit of the County
1 v. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. —
Nature’s Comedian 1 v. — Nigel’s Vo-
cation 1 v. — Barham of Beltana 1 v. —
Harry and Ursula 1 v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., | 1877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

“Not Easily Jealous,” Author of

(Miss Iza Hardy).
Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
“Novels and Tales”:
“ Household Words.”

O’Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal
Godfrey).

The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaph

— The Matrimonial Lottery 1 v.

IV, —

vide

eIV,

Oliphant, Laurence, 1 1888,
Altiora Peto 2v. — Masollam 2 v.
Oliphant, Mrs.,  1897.

The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs,
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. —
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’s
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor’s
Family 1 v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori-
bms 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of
Count de Montalembert2v. — Maya v, —
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2v. —
A Rose in June 1 v. — The Story of
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White-
ladies 2 v.— The Curate in Charge 1v. —
Pheebe, Junior 2 v.— Mrs. Arthur2 v, —
Caritd 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. —
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in
England 2 v. — He that will not when he
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In
Trust2 v. — It was a Lover and his Lass
3 v.— The Ladies Lindores 3 v. — Hester

v. — The Wizard’s Son 3 v. — A

ountry Gentleman and his Family 2 v. —
Neighbours ontheGreen 1 v.—TheDuke’s
Daughter 1 v. — The Fugitives 1 v. —
Kirsteen 2v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2 v. — The
Little Pilgrim in the Unseenx v. — The
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent
2 v. — The Sorceress 2v. — Sir Robert’s
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life 1 v. —
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v.

“One who has kept a Diary”:
vide George W. E. Russell

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet 1 v. — Wild Justice 1 v. — The
Motormaniacs 1 v.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by
James Macpherson 1 v.

Ouida.
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2v. —
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders;
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose
1v. — Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and other
Novelettes 1 v. — Madame la Marquise,
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarél 2 v.
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little
‘Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait)

.—InaWinter City 1v.— Ariadng2v.—
f"ﬁendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello,
and other Stories 1v. — AN Mage Tow-
mune 2 v — in Maremma . — ShedSy
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1v. — Wanda 3v. — Frescoes and other
Stories 1v. — Princess Napraxine 3v. —
Othmar 3v. — A RainyJune (60Pf.). Don
Gesualdo (60 Pf.). — A House Party 1 v. —
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 v. — Ruffino, and
other Stories 1 v. — Santa Barbara, etc.
t v. — Two Offenders 1 v. — The Silver
Christ, etc. 1 v. — Toxin, and other Papers
x v. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four
Essa;s 1 v. — La Strega, and other
Stories 1 v. — The Waters of Edera 1 v.
— Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 v. —
Critical Studies x v.

“Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide

“Roy Tellet.”
Parker, Sir Gilbert.

The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt 1 v. —

The Seats of the Mighty av.
Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee),
1 1900.

Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For
Richer, for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful
Miss Barrington 2 v. — Her Title of
Honour 1 v. — Echoes of a Famous
Year 1 v.— Katherine’s Trial x v. — The
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben
Miloer’'s Wooing 1 v. — Straightforward
2V. — Mrs. Denys of Cote 2v. — A Poor
Squire 1 v.
Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox 1 v. — The Prescotts of
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc.
1 v. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v.
Paston, George.
A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair
Deceiver 1 v.

Paul, Mrs. : vide Author of “Still
Waters.”

“Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs.
Caroline Clive), T 1873.

Paul Ferroll 1 v. — Year after Year 1 v.
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, 1 1898.
Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har-
vest x v. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil’s Tryst
1 v. — A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. —
Murphy’s Master 1 v. — In the Heart or
a Hill, and other Stories 1 v. — At Her
Mercy 2z v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v.—
Walter’s. Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. —

Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof
2 v, — High Spirits  v. — High Spints
(Second Series) 1 v. — A Confidential
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2v. — A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views
1v. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me-
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re-
collections 1 v. — The Talk of the Town
1 v. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. —
The Heir ofthe Ages2 v.— Holiday Tasks
1v. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series)
1v.—Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series)
1 v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady
Ones 1 v. — A Modern Dick Whitting-
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold
2v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v. —
In Market Overt 1 v. — The Disappear-
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales
1 v. — Another’s Burden etc. 1 v. — The
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary
Veteran 1 v. :

Peard, Frances Mary.

One Yearz v.—The Rose-Garden 1 v. —
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1v. — A
‘Winter Story 1 v. — A Madrigal, and
other Stories ¥ v. — Cartouche 1 v. —
Mother Molly 1 v. — Schloss and Town
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh-
bours 1 v. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma-
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna
Teresa 1 v. — Number One and Number
Two 1 v. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v.

Pemberton, Max.
The Impregnable Cityrv. — A Woman
of Kronstadt x v. — The Phantom Army
1 v. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patrii 1 v.
— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee
King 1 v.— The House under the Sea x v.
— The Gold Wolf x v..— Doctor Xavierxz v.
—Red Morn 1 v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v.
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword
for Lafayette x v.— The Lady Evelyn 1 v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, {1811,
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3v.
Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith rv. —

A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and
Three) s 1v.—Litle Mrs. Murray 1 v.—
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Young Mr.Ainslie’s Courtshipxv.—Social
Vicissitudes 1 v. — E: ing Circum-
stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. —
More Social Vicissitudes 1v. — Const

2 v. — That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc.
1 v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc.1v.—
Black and White 1 v. — “One Never
Knows” 2v. — Of 1 v. — Miss
Ormerod’s Protége 1 v. — My little Hus-
band 1 v. — Mrs. Bouverie 1 v. — A
Question of Colour, and otherStories xv.—
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling 1 v. — A Full
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella
1 v. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories 1 v. — Marriage, etc. 1 v. — School-
girls of To-day, etc. 1 v. —If Only, etc. 1 v.
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar-
rister’s Courtship x v.

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1v. — Margaret
Byng 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne tv. — The Scudamores
1 v. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil
Ross’s Marriage 1 v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy
x v. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The
Good Red Earth 1 v.— The Striking Hours
1 v. — The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. —
The Golden Fetich 1 v.
Piddington, Miss: vzde Author of
“The Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), } 1849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales,
edited by fohn H. Ingram 1 v.

Pope, Alexander, { 1744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. —
Among the Hills 1 v. — Madame de
Presnel 1 v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.

Zéro 1 v. — Affinities 1 v. — The Head
Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.),  1878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, } 1861.
His Principal Speeches and Addresses
(with Portrait) 1 v.

Pryce, Richard.

Miss Mazwell’s Affections 1 v. — The
Q}:iet Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the
‘Woman 1 v,

Pym, Hor. N.: v, Caroline Fox.

Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria
R L

Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”).
Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three
Ships 1 v. — Dead Man’s Rock 1v. — Ia
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars
1 v.— The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v,
— Fort Amity 1 v. — Shakespeare’s Christ-
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Mayor
of Troy 1 v.

Rae, W. Fraser, { 1905.
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle's
Romance 2 v. — The Business of Travel 1v.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v.

“Rajah’s Heir, the,” Author of.
The Rajah’s Heir 2 v.

Reade, Charles, 1 1884.
“Jt is never too late to mend’’ 2 v. —
“Love me little, love me long’* 1 v. —
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard
Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2v. —
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof-
fington x v. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. —
A Simpleton 2 v.— The Wandering Heir
1v. — A Woman-Hater 2v. — Readiana
1 v. — Singlebeart and Doubleface 1 v.

“Recommended to Mercy,”

Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).

¢ Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's
“Brand” 2v.

Reeves, Mrs.: 7. Helen Mathers.

Rhys, Grace.
M Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of
Sheila 1 v.

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant.

Richards, Alfred Bate, { 1876.
So very Human 3 v.

Richardson, S., 1 1761.

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth
2v.— Far above Rubies 2 v.— The Earl’s
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley’s Estate 2 v.

“Rita.”

Souls 1 v. — The Jesters x v. — The Mas-
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. —
Frince Charming 1 ¥,
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Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
vide Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: wide Author of
“Mademoiselle Mori.”

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W.,
t 1853.

Sermons 4 v. .

Robins, Miss: »zide Raimond.

Robinson, F.: wzide Author of
“No Church.”

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).
Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter
(with Portrait) 1 v. '

Ross, Charles H.

The Pretty Widow 1 v. — A London
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: zide Somerville.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 1 1882.
Poems 1 v. — Ballads and Sonnets zv.

“Roy Tellet.”

The Outcasts t v. — A Draught of
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.
Ruffini, J., L 1881.

Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio xv. —
Lorenzo B ixv.— Vi 2v. —
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. —
Carlino, and other Stories x v.

Ruskin, John, { 1902.

Sesame and Lilies x v. — The Stones of
‘Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this
Last and Munera Pulveris 1 v.

Russell, W. Clark.

A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The * Lady
Maud’”’ 2v. — A Sea Queen zv.
Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. B:
who haskepta Diary 2 v.— A Lon

Log-Book 1 v.

Sala, George Augustus, { 1895.
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Saunders, John.

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship-
owner’s Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v,

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs.
Cooper).

oan Merryweather, and other Tales

'JI v. — Gideon’s Roék, and other Tales

¥ v. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian x v,

One
ner’s

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.),
1 1903.

My Official Wife x v. — The Little Lady
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince
Schamyl’s Wooing 1 v. — The Masked
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. —The
Anarchist 2 v.— A Daughter of Judas
1 v. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v.—Checked
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. —
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of
ir{l'iamdi’uavatk:ﬁ1 2 :'M —In thfe ESII;“” of His
riends 2 v.—The ryofa yard 2 v.

— A Monte Criltonyre i xv.p

Schreiner, Olive.

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona-
land 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, } 1832.
Waverley (with Portrait) x v. — The
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil-
worth 1 v. — Quentin Durwardx v. — Old
Mortality 1 v. — Guy Mannering 1 v. —
Rob Roy 1 v. — The Pirate 1 v. — The
Fortunes of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf;
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride
of Lammermoor 1 v. — The Heart of Mid-
Lothian 2 v.— The Monastery x v. — The
Abbot 1 v. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. —
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock 1v, —
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of
Geierstein 1 v.

Seeley, Prof. J.R., M.A,, {1895,
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait
of Stein) 4 v. — The Expansion of Eng-
land 1 v. — Goethe 1 v,

Sewell, Elizabeth, { 1906.

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. —
The Experience of Life 2 v.
Shakespeare, William, { 1616.

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second

Edstion) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in
37numbers, at .4 0,30. each number.

Sharp, William: wide Miss
Howard and Swinburne.
Shelley, Percy Bysshe, 1 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), { 1888,
Shut up in Paris v,
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Sheridan,
T 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.

_I“olm. Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady
v,

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. .

Smedley, F. E.: vide Author of

“Frank Fairlegh.”

Smollett, Tobias, T 1771.
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry
Clinker 1 v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

“Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign
Resident 1 v.
~ Somerville, E. (E., & Martin

Ross.
Naboth’s Vineyard 1 v. — All on the
Irish Shore 1 v.

“Spanish Brothers, the,” Author

of

Richard Brinsley,

The Spanish Brothers 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),
1875.
The History of England 7 v. — Reign

of Queen Anne 2 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W., 1 1900.
From Capetown to Ladysmith 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence,  1768.
Tristram Shandy xv. — A Sentimental
Journey (with Portrait) x v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, 1894.
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and
Mr.Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. —
Kidnapped 1 v. — The Black Arrow v, —
TheMaster of Ballantrae 1 v.— The Merry
Men, etc. 1 v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v.
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. —
Catriona 1 v.—Weir of Hermiston x v. —
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. —
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs.
Paul).

Still Waters x v. — Dorothy 1 v. — De

Cressy 1 v. — Uncle Ralph 1 v, — Maiden

Sisters 1 v. — Martha Browntv.~—Vanessa
v,

Stirling, M.C.: vide G. M. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.).
The House of Martha 1 v.
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,”
Author of.
The Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v.
“Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author
of: vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher
(Am.), T 1896.
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2v, —
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2v. — Dred
2v. — The Minister’s Wooing 1 v. — Old-
town Folks 2 v.
“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of:
vide Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift),
+ 1745.
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems
(edited, with an Introduction, by William
Sharp) 1 v. — Love’s Cross-Currents 1 v,

Symonds, John Addington,

1 1893.
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian
Sketches 1 v.

Tallentyre, S.G.: v. H.S. Merri-
man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2v.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, 1 1893.
Cyrilla2v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits
2v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylln', Col. Meadows, { 1876.
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: wvide Author
“Horace Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), } 1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary
1 v. — Harold 1 v. — Becket; The Cup;
The Falcon 1 v. — Locksley Hall, sixty
Yearsafter ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memcix. By
Tis Son (with Rortraiy) 4 <.

of
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Testament, the New: vide New.

Thackeray, William .Make-
peace, } 1863.

Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 v. —
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2v. —
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth
Century 1 v. — The Newcomes 4 v. — The
Virginians 4 v. — The Four Georges;
Lovelthe Widower 1 v. — The Adventures
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. —
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine
1 v. — The Irish Sketch Book 2v. — The
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie).
The Story of Elizabeth 1v.— The Village
on the Cliff 1 v. — Old Keansington 2 v. —
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories 1 v. —
Five Old Friends 1 v.— Miss Angel x v, —
Qut of the World, and other Tales xv. —
FulhamLawn, and other Tales 1v. — From
an Island. A Storyandsome Essaysxv.—
Da Capo, and other Tales x v. — Madame
de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss
‘Williamson’s Divagations 1 v. — A Book
of Sibyls 1 v. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. —
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 v.

Thomas a Kempis: . Kempis.
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).

Denis Donne2v. — On Guard 2 v, —
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2v. —
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v,
Thomson, James, { 1748.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) z v.
“Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth x v.
“Tim,” Author of.
Tim z v,

Trafford, F. G.: . Mrs. Riddell.

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir
George Otto.

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay

(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the

‘Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The

American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville:
Murray.
Trollope, Anthony,  1882.
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchester
Towers2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The
WestIndies 1 v. — Framley Parsonage 2z v.

— North America 3 v. — Orley Farm 3 v.
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her?

v. e Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina

alatka 1 v. — The Last Chronicle ot
Barset 3v.—The Claverings 2v. — Phineas
Finn 3v. — He knew he was right ilv. _
TheVicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralph
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion ot
Granpere 1 v. — Australia and New Zea-
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry
Hecathcote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we
live now 4 v. — The Prime Minister 4 v.—
The American Senator 3 v. — South Africa
2v.— Is He Popenjoy? 3 v. — An Eye for
an Eye 1 v. — John Caldigate 3 v. — Cousin
Henry 1 v, — The Duke’s Children 3v. —
Dr.Wortle’s School 1 v. — Ayala’s Angel
3v.—The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion Fay
2v. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh-
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug-
dale, and other Stories 1 v. — La Mére
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories 1 v. —
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man’s
Love 1 v.

Trollope, T. Adolphus, } 1892.

The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2z v.
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.

The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
1 v. — A Girl of the Multitude 1 v, — That
Little Marquis of Brandenburg r v. — A
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.

Twain, Mark (Samuel
Clemens) (Am.). ’

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1v. —
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New
Pilgrims’ Progress 2v. —A Tramp Abroad
2 v. — “Roughing it”” 1 v. — The In-
nocents at Home 1 v. — The Prince and
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. 1 v. — Life on the Mis-
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait)
1 v. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections
from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The
Anmerican Claimant 1 v. — The £ 1000000
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. —
Tom Sawyer Abroad x v. — Pudd’nhead
‘Wilson 1 v. — Personal Recollections of
Joan of Arc 2 v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective,
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar-
relled Detective Story, et 1w,

L.
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“Two Cosmos, the,” Author of.
The Two Cosmos 1 v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v.

“Venus and Cupid,” Author of.
Venus and Cupid t v.

“Veéra,” Author of.
Vara 1 v. — The Hatel du Petit St.
éezn 1 v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within

ound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime

Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v.

Victoria R. I.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. —

More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v.
Virginia 1 v.

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.

Walford, L. B.

Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2v. — Cousins
Leddy Marget 1 v,

Wallace, D. Mackenzie.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), 1 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

(1:' 1852,

The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. —
Darien 2 v.

Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve
‘I;v. — MissBretherton 1 v. — Marcella 3 v.
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. —
- Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v.
Fenwick’s Career 2 v.

Woarner, Susan vide: Wetherell
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then

“Waterdale Neighbours, the,”

Authorof: #.Justin McCarthy.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.

ofthe Worlds 1 v.— The Invisible Man 1 v.
— The Time Machine, and The Island of

“Virginia,” Author of.
With Zola in England 1 v.
2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. —
Russia 3 v.
Warburton, Eliot,
Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
e Costrell 1 v. — Sir George Tressady
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. —
Warren, Samuel, } 1877.
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee x v.
‘Watts-Dunton, Theodore.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. xv. — The War
Doctor Moreau 1 v. — When the Sleeper

‘Wakes 1 v. — Talesof Space and Time 1 v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others x v. —
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—TheWheels
of Chance 1 v. — Anticipations 1 v.—The
First Men in the Moon 1 v.— The Sea Lady
1 v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of
the Gods r v. — A Modern Utopia xv. —
Kipps 2 v. — In the Days of the Comet x v.
— The Future in America 1 v.
Westbury, Hugh.

Acte 2 v.
Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan

‘Warner) (Am.), T 1885.

The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy
2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. —
Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet 2v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf 1 v. — The Story
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of
France 2 v. — The Man in Black x v. —
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memoirs of a Minis-
ter of France 1 v. — The Red Cockade 2 v.
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v.
— Sophia 2 v.— Count Hannibal 2v. —In
Kings’ Byways 1 v. — The Long Night 2 v.
—'I‘%:‘e Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v.

“Whim, a, and its Conse-

quences,” Author of.

A Whim, and its Consequences 1 v.

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening: of Mary Fenwick 2 v, —
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin xv.-The West End 2v.
—The New Christians 1 v.— Park Lane 2 v.
— The Countess and The King’s Diary 1 v.
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2v. —
A Millionaire’s Daughter 1 v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. -~ The System 2 v.—
The Patient Man 1 v. — Mr. John Strood
1 v. — The Eight Guests 2 v.

White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per-
son of Quality 1 v. — No. § John Street: v.
—The Life of Paris x v.~TheYellowVan 1 v.
— Ring in the New 1 v

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany t v. — The Raalwm
of the Habtburgs 1 v. —TetonSuthen
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1 v. — Reminiscences of the King of
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman x v.
— Conversations with Prince Bismarck,
edited by Sidney Whitman 1 v. — Life of
the Emperor Frederick 2 v.

“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.:
vide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Timothy’s Quest r v. — A Cathedral
Courtship, and Penelope’s English Ex-
periences 1 v. — Penelope’s Irish Experi-
ences 1 v.— Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm
1 v. — The Affair at the Innx v. (By K. D.
Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, and Allan
McAulay.) — Rose o’ the River 1 v.

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke 1 v. — Madelon x v. — Jerome
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. —
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v.

Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips.
Winter, Mrs. J. S.
Regimental Legends 1 v,

Wood, Charles: vide Author of
“Buried Alone.”

Wood, H. F.

The P from d Yard z v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny

Ludlow), 1 1887.

East Lynne 3v. — The Channings 2v. —
Mrs. alliburton’s Troubles 2 v. —
Verner’s Pride 3v.—The Shadow of Ash-
lydyat 3 v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord
(;aiburn's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray
2 v.— Mildred Arkell 2 v. —St. Martin’s
Eve 2v, — Elster’s Folly 2v. — Lady Ade-
laide’s Oath 2 v, — Orville College 1 v. —
A Life’sSecret t v. — The Red Court Farm
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury’s Will
2v. —ThBeay Ranb? 2hv. —o ‘?esa ﬁollow
2v,—The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn
‘Ware’s Temptation; The Night- Walk
over the Mill Stream x v. — Within the
Maze 2v. — The Master of Greylands 2v.
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger 1 v.—
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and
OtherTales 1 v.—ATale of Sin,and Other

Zales 1 v. — Anne, and OtherTales1v.—

Qeantl

The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Otber
Tales 1 v. — Hel'ln itney’s Wedding,
and Other Tales 1 v. — The Story of
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales 1 v.

Woodroffe, Daniel.
Tangled Trinities x v. — The Beauty-Shop

Iv.

Woods, Margaret L. v
bAon‘;il I:se E Sons {af !O.h: Swo}.dh: v. e

Wordsworth, William, { 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, 1 1865.
Wild Oats x v.

Yates, Edmund, } 1894.

Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2v.
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep
2 v. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked
in Port 2 v. — Dr. Wainwright’s Patient
2 v.—Nobody’s Fortune 2 v. — Castaway
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2v. — The yellow
Flag 2 v.— The Impending Sword 2 v. —
Two, by Tricks 1 v. — A Silent Witness
2 v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yonge, Charlotte M., 1+ 1901.
The Heir of Redclyfte 2 v. — Heartsease
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor
Terrace 2v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. —
The Young Step-Mother 2v. — The Trial
2 v. — The CleverWoman of the Family
2 v. —The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v.
— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and
the Page x v. — The Chaplet of Pearls
2v. — Thetwo Guardians 1 v. — TheCaged
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House s v.
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman-
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love
and Life 1 v. — Unknown to History 2 v.
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v.— The

Armourer’s Prentices 2 v. — The Two
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rock 2 v, —

A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni-
less Princesses 1 v. — That Stick 1 v. —
Grisly Grisell 1 v. — The Long Vacation
2 v. — Modern Broods 1 v.
“Young Mistley,” Author of:
vide Henry Seton Merriman.
Zangwill, 1.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v.
“Z.Z"
The World and 2 Man 2 v,
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Barker, Lady (Lady Broome).
Stories About:— 1 v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

T 1880.

Ministering Children 1 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),{1887.
Our Year 1 v. — Three Tales for Boys
x v. — Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Talesx v.
Edgeworth, Maria, 1 1849.
Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v.
Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia,
1877.

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy-
Tales 1 v.

Lamb, Charles & Mary, 1 1834
and 1847.
Tales from Shakspeare x v.
Marryat, Captain, { 1848.

Masterman Ready 1 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, 1 1899.
Rex and Regina xv.

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added:
ghlel Children with the Indian-Rubber
all 1 v,

“Ruth and her Friends,” Author
of.
Ruth and her Friends. A Storyfor Girlsxv.

Wood, Mrs. Henry, } 1887.
William Allair 1 v.

Yonge, Charlotte M.,  1901.
Kenneth; or, the Rear:Guard of the
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke.
Ben Sylvester’'s Word 1 v. — The
Stokesley Secret x v. — Countess Katex v.
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars-
wood Post-Office 1 v. — Henrietta’s Wish
1 v — Kings of England 1 v. — The
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie x v.
—P’sandQ’st v.—AuntCharlotte’sStories
of English History r v. — Bye-Words 1v.—
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

Collection of German Authors.

} )

SIV, Ir

from the German, published with universal

copyright. These volumes may be smported into any country.
— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, 1 1882.
On the Heights, (Second Edstion) 3v. —
Brigitta 1 v. — Spinoza 2v.

Ebers, Georg, 1 1898.

An yptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda
2V, — %Iomo Sum 2 v, — The Sisters [Die
Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per
Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, t 1843.
Undine, Sintram, etc. 1 v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, } 1876.
Poems (Second Edstion) 1 v.

G8rlach, Wilhelm.
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) x v.

Goethe, W. v, { 1832.
Faust 1 v. — Wilhelm Meister’s Ap-
prenticeship 2 v.

Gutzkow, Karl, { 1878.
Through Night to Light 1 v.

Hacklédnder, F. W,, 1 1877.
Behind the Counter [Handel und
Wandel] 2 v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, } 1827.
Three Tales 1 v.
Heyse, Paul.
L’Arrabiata, etc. x v.— The Dead Lake,
etc. 1 v. — Barbarossa, etc. 1 v.
Hillern, Wilhelmine von.
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally]
1 v. — The Hour will come 2w,
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Kohn, Salomon.
Gabriel 1 v.

Lessing, G. E., 1 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galottitv.
Lewald, Fanny, { 1889.
Stella 2 v,
Marlitt, E., 1+ 1887.
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide-
prinzesschen] 2 v.
Nathusius, Maria,

Joachim v. Kamern, an
Poor Young Lady x v.

1857,
Diary of a

‘| In the Year ’'13

Reuter, Fn'tz, 1 1874.
1 v. — An old Story of
my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] 3v.
Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean
Paul), } 1825.
Flower, Fruit and Thormn Pieces 2 v,
Scheffel, Victor von, 1 1886.
Ekkehard 2 v,
Taylor, George.
Klytia 2 v.
Zschokke, Heinrich, { 1848.
The Princess of Brunswick- Wolfen-
biittel, etc. 1 v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.

Ausgaben
mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-Wrterbiichern.
Br.=DBroschiert. Kart.=Kartoniert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,
T 1873.
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Frifs
Bischoff. Br. # 0,50. Kart. 4 0,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson
(Am.).
Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst
Groth. Br. #61,50. Kart. #41,60.— An-
merkungen und Wérterbuch. Br. 4 o,40.
Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell. Br.
4 o,50. Kart. 4 0,60. — Anmerkungen
und Warterbuch. Br. 4 o,40.
Carlyle, Thomas, } 1881.
The Rexg\ of Terror (French Revo-
lution). on Dr, Ludwig Herrig. Br.
% 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10,
Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),
T 1887.
A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr.

Otto Dost. Br. 4 o,80. Kart. 4 0,90.—
Woérterbuch., Br. . o,40.

Dickens, Charles, } 1870.

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. 4. |

Hoﬁﬁe Br. 4 1,20. Kart. 4 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. 4.
Iloppe. Br. #1,40. Kart..#1,50.—Worter-
buch (Firstand Second Series). Br. 41,00.
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being
x Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr.
G. Zangey. %r 5 1,00, Kart. 4 1,10,

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—
Mrs. Cross),*t 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. .
Conrad. Br. 4 1,70. Kart. 4 1,80.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, { 1885.
Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. 40,50.
Kart. 4 0,60. —Worterbuch, Br. . o,20.

The Brownies; and The Land of Lost
Toys. Von Dr. A. Miiller. Br. 4 0,60
Kart. 4 0,70.—Worterbuch Br. 40,30.

Timothy’s Shoes; An Idyll of the
Wood; BenjylnBeastland Von E. Roos.

Br. & o,70. Kart. 4 0,80. — Waorter-
buch. Br. 40,30,
Franklin, Benjamin (Am.),
t 1790.

His Autobiography. Von Dr. KXarl
Feyeyabend. 1. Teil. Dne]{]ugendjahre
(r7o6—x7}o) Br. 4 1,00. Kart. 41,10,

II. T¢ Die Mannes;ahre (1731 bis
1757)- Mxt einer Beigabe: The VV;ay to
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend.
Br. .4 1,20. Kart. .4 1,30.

Freeman, Edward A. { 1892.
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C.
Balzer. Br. #o0,70. Kart. # o,80.

Harte, Bret (Am.), 1 1902.

Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G.
Tanger. Br. Jb 1,00, Raxk. £ 1,50.
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.),
1 1864.
‘Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von
E. Roos. Br. #o,70. Kart. 4 0,80. —
Anmerkungen und Wirterbuch. Br. 40,40,
Hughes, Thomas, t 1898.
Tom Brown’s School Days. Von Dr. /.
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. # B3,<>o. Kart.
# 3,20. Part I. apart. r. 4 1,70.
Kart. #1,80. Part.Il, apart. Br..#1,30.

Kart. 4 1,40.
Longfellow, Henry Wads-

worth (Am.), } 1882,
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. 4.
Varnhagen. 2 Binde. Br. #4 2,00.
Kart. 4 2,20. 1. Band apart. Br. 4 1,00.
Kart. 4 1,10. 2.Bandapart. Br. 41,00,
Kart. 4 1,10.
Macaulay, Lord,
Babington, 1 1859.
England before the Restoration. (History
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. .
Jhne. Br. #4o0,70. Kart. 4 o,80.
England under Charles the Second.
(History of England. Chapter II,) Von
Dr. W.lkhne. Br. #41,00. Kart. 41,10,
The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon-
mouth. (History of England. ChapterV.)
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmsdt. Br. #1,00.
Kart. 4 1,10.

Thomas

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. |

Dr. R. Thum. Br. 4 1,40. 4 1,50,

Ranke’s History of the Popes. (His-
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum.
Br. # o0,60. Kart. 4 o,70.

‘Warren Hastings. (}7Iistoriu.l Essay.)
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. Br. 4 1,50.
Kart. 4 1,60.

McCarthy, Justin.

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap.32—350f ““A
History of our own Times.””) Von Dr. 4.
Hamann. Br. 4 o,60. Kart. 4 o,70.
— Worterbuch. Br. 4 o,20.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br.
S 1,60, Kart. # 1,70. — Worterbuch.
Br. 4 o,40.

Scott, Sir Walter, } 1832.

The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel.
Br.. 4 1,60. Kart. 4 1,70.

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series.
Von Dr. H. Lischhorn.  Br. 4 1,50.
Kart., 4 1,60. —Worterbuch. Br. 40,50.

Tales ofa Grandfather. Second Series.
Von Dr. H. Lischhorn. Br. 4 1,70.
Kart. 4 1,80.

Shakespeare, William, } 1616.
Twelfth Night; or, What you will. Von
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. #1,40. Kart. #§1,50.

ulius Casar. Von Dr. /mmanuel
Schmidf. Br. 4 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10,

'.\‘ heath V°n Dr.‘l 1Sk =73

Br. 4 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),
1875.

Prince Charles Stuart. (Histor{ of Eng-
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the
Peace of Versailles. 11;3—:783.) Von
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. # x,20.
Kart. 4 1,30.

The Seven Years’ War. Von Dr. #.
Krummacher. Br. 4 1,20. Kart. /§ 1,30.

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, { 1892,
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. 4 o,70. Kart.
J 0,80. — Warterbuch. Br. . o,20.

Thackeray, W. M. { 1863.
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog-
Diamond. Von George Boyle.
Br. 4 1,20. Kart. 4 1,30.

Yonge, Charlotte M., } 1901.
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear-
less. Von £. Roos. Br. #o,90. Kart.
4 1,00, — Worterbuch. Br. 4 o,20.

Manuals of Conversgtioﬁ (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).

Eack Volume,

Fiér Deutsche.
Englische Conversationssprache
von 4. Schlessing.
Franzosische Conversationssprache
von L. Rollin.
Russische Conversationssprache
von Dr. Z. Koiransky.

bound S 2,25.
For English students.
German Language of Conversation
by 4. Schlessing.
A Pusage des étudiants frangais.

Conversation Allemande par MM.
L. Rollin ot Wolfgong Weher.




Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sale and for use in all countries.
Crown 8vo.

English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Zkirty-ninth
Edition. Sewed .4 4,50. Bound .4 §,00.

English-French and French-English. (JAMES & MOLE.) Seventeenth,
entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed 4 5,00. Bound 4 6,00.

English-Italian and Italian-English. (JAMEs & GRrAssL) Zwelfth
Edition. Sewed 4 §,00.

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complets
in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modern
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed .4 29,00.
Bound in cloth /4 32,00. Bound in half-morocco 4 33,50.

Vol.I. Frangais-Allemand-Anglais. siéme Edition. Avec un grand
Supplément de 1gox. Broché .4 10,00. Relié en toile 4 11,00. Relié en
demi-maroquin 4 11,50. Supplément séparément .4 2,00.

Vol. II. English-Guman-Erench. 5th Edition. With a large Supple-
ment published in 1902. Sewed 4 10,00. Bound in cloth 4 11,00. Bound
in half-morocco 4 11,50. Supplement separately 4 2,00.

Vol. III. Deutsch-Englisch-Franzdsisch., 4. Aufage. Mit einem
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. .4 9,00. Geb. in Leinen 4 10,00. Geb. in
Halbfrz. 4 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln 4 1,00.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).

Bound .4 2,25. Sewed .4 I,50.

These Dicts tes are tantly revised and kept carefully wp to date.
English-German and German-English. Zwenty-ninth Edition.
English-French and French-English. Zkirtieth Edition.
English-Italian and Italian-English. Zwenty-first Edition.
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Zwenty-seventh Edition.
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fourteentk Edition.
Franzosisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzésisch. ZElfte Auflage.
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Siebente Auflage.
Espagnol-Frangais et Frangais-Espagnol. Quatriéme Edition.

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (KOIRANSKY.)
Vierte Auflage. Br. 4 3,00. Geb. 4 4,00.
Imperial 4o,

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (RIGUTINI & BULLE.)

2 Bde. 3. 4Aufi. Br. .4 18,00. Geb. 4 20,00. Halbmarokko .4 23,00.

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (TOLHAUSEN.) 2 Bde. 4.ver-

besserte Auflage. Br. 4 15,00. Geb. 4 17,50. Halbmarokko .4 20,50.

Imperial 8.

Hebriisch-chalddisches Handwérterbuch {iber das Alte Testament.
(FOrsT.) 2 Binde. Dritte Auflage. S 13,50.

Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FURST.) Translated from the German.
Fifth Edition. M 19,00.

Handwdrterbuch der Deutschen Sprache. (WEBER.) Vierund-
swansigste Auflage. Br. 4 6,00. .

Handbuch der Fremdwdrter. (WEBER.) Siebzehnte Auflage. Br. K 3,00
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Latest Volumes.— March 1907%.

Puck of Pook’s Hill. By
RupYARD KIPLING. 1 V.-30924.

This new work consists of a series of
incidents and chapters from the older his-
tory of Britain, told to two young children
by the long-dead actors themselves, with
the ic help of the * Oldest Old Thing
in England.”

Paul. By E.F.BENSON. 2 vols.-

3925/26.

A powerful psychological romance, in
which love, duty and conscience pla; im-
portant parts, and the obscure workings
of the feminine mind are laid bare with
the author’s accustomed skill.

In the Days of the Comet.

By H. G. WeLts. 1 vol.-
3927-
This work is a new study of the future

and of ‘“things as they should be,’”’ in
the st'&l’e of Jules Verne, by which most of
Mr. Wells’s popular books are charac-

.

Sophy of Kravonia. By AN-
THONY HOPE. 2 v.-3928/29.
Though the State of Kravonia be not
found on any map, the lovers of Mr.

Hope’s romances will find very real the
characters in this new tale of love, in-

trigue, and high politics.

The Youngest Miss Mow-
bray. By B. M. Croker.

1 vol.- 3930.

In this new novel of modern English
life Mrs. Croker gives us another version
of the old and much-loved story of Cin-
derella. The fairy godmother steps in at
the right moment, and all ends happily.

Chippinge. By SrtanLEY J.
WEYMAN. 2 vols.- 3931/32.
A trenchant and realistic description of
the state of England during the passing of

the Reform Bill, into which an exceedingly
pretty romance is interwoven.

Rezdnov. By GERTRUDE
FRANKLIN ATHERTON. 1 vol.-
3933.

A story of old Californian days, a theme
of which this po| lar authoress has a right
to speak. High politics and history here
also play their part.

The Matrimonial Lottery.
By CuarLoTTE O’CoNOR

EccLes. 1 vol. - 3934.

A journalistic comedy in which all ends
well and bappily. Miss Eccles is y
the authoress of one delightful humorous
work in the Tauchnitz Ecﬁﬁon.

Sir Nigel. By A. Conan
DovLe. 2 vols.- 3935/36.

The author of *Sherlock Holmes’’
has here given us a book of another genre.
It is a romance of the days of chivalry
with a setting of many historical incidents,
showing how a brave young squire won
his golden spurs.

A Lady of Rome. By F.
MARION CRAWFORD. 2 vols.-

3937/38.

This is the story of a Roman family
tragedy, and a psychological study of the
lengths to which unselfish love and ex-
piatory renunciation may go in poor human
nature.

Whom God hath joined.
By ARNOLD BENNETT. 1 vol.-

3939-
A drama of real life dealing with the
still unsolved marriage problem and the
working of the English divorce laws.

The Lady Evelyn. By Max
PEMBERTON. 1 vol.- 3940.

A stirring romance of England and
Roumania, in which the gypsies of the
latter country play m‘\mwm\:x:\. The
heroine herselt has “x\\ 3 ?&k\"‘;_
dual ternperament \eads (o SR,
plications.



Latest Volumes.— March 1907.

A Barrister’s Courtship. By
F. C. Pamwps. 1 vol.-3941.

A collection of short sketches by a
well-known humourist, and a longer
comedy written in collaboration with
Percy Fendall.

The Future in America)

By H. G. WELLs.

3942.

Mr. Wells, who has already written so
many works on the future of the world’s
civilisation, paid a visit to America on
purpose to judge on the spot of the future
of that country.

1 vol.-

The Far Horizon. By Lucas
MALET (MRS. MARY ST. LEGER
HARRISON). 2 vols.- 3943/44.

“The Far Horizon'’ treats of those
things that do not lie on the surface. With-
out being in any sense a religious problem,
it is essentially religious in its nature. Hu-

man nature — both male and female —is |

closely studied and depicted with consum-
mate art; the pathos of the démonement
is very tefling.

The Modern Way. By Mgrs.
W. K. CLIFFORD. I vol.-3945.

A collection of eight clever short
stories alternately gay and pathetic. Mrs.
Clifford’s pathos, especially, is of a quite
exceptionally fine order, and these tales
will appeal to every reader.

The Eight Guests."By PErcy
WHITE. 2 vols. - 3946/47.
An ironical skit on the mammon-wor-
shipping proclivities of modern society, in
which several fair representatives of the
smart set receive a wholesome lesson.

Harry and Ursula. By W
E. Norris. 1 vol-3948.

A fine study in human nature, in whic
the struggle between love and duty lead
to a touching ending and original situation:

The Motormaniacs. B
Lroyp OSBOURNE. 1 vol

Q.
Four delightfully humorous stories ¢
motoring and motorists. A thoroughl
breezy and original volume of high spirit:

Benita. By H. RipEr Hac

GARD. 1 vol.- 3950.

A new tale of buried treasure, Africa
fighting and adventure,” and the super
natural, by the author of ¢ She’ an
¢ King Solomon’s Mines.”

The Seven Lamps of Ar
chitecture. By JouN Ruskmy
(With Dlustr.) 1 vol.- 3951

This is now the fourth of Ruskin'
famous works to appear in the Tauchnit
Edition and perhaps the best known ¢
them all out of England. The preser
volume is reprinted from the 1880 revise
copyright edition, which alone gives th
text as finally desired by the author himseli

The Pointing Finger. B
“Rita.” 1 vol.-3952. |

This is a tale of murder and mystery 1
which the tangled skein of events is a
last unravelled by the hero, in his characte
of ““special’’ on the staff of a great daily

‘The Sinews of War. B

- EDEN PHILLPOTTS & ARNOLI

BENNETT. 1 vol.- 3953.

A tale of murder, mystery and adver
ture, in which the heroine is a.beautift
actress and the hero plays the pirt of ams
teur detective.

Z%e Taucknitz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers an

Raglway Libraries on the Continent, price o 1,60. ov 2 fron
2er volume. A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz Eam::
altacked to this work. v
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