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HILDA

"There was half an hour of suspense, and our
hearts sank as we thought that they were
about to pass us. Then the steamer hove to
a little and seemed to notice us. Next
instant we dropped upon our knees, for we
saw they were lowering a boat. They were
coming to our aid. They would be in time
to save us.

Hilda watched our rescuers with parted
lips and agonized eyes. Then she felt
Sebastian’s pulse. ¢ Thank Heaven,” she
cried, “he still lives! They will be here
before he is quite past confession.”

Sebastian opened his eyes dreamily. “A
boat?” he asked.

“Yes, a boat ! ”

“Then you have gained your point, child.
I am able to collect myself. Give me a few
hours more life, and what I can do to make
amends to you shall be done.”

I don’t know why, but it seemed longer
between the time when the boat was lowered
and the moment when it reached us than it
had seemed during the three days and nights
we lay tossing about helplessly on the open
Atlantic. There were times when we could
hardly believe that it was really moving. At
last, however, it reached us, and we saw
the kindly faces and outstretched hands
of our rescuers. Hilda clung to Sebastian
with a wild clasp as the men reached out
for her.

“ No, take Aim first ! ” she cried, when the
sailors, after the custom of men, tried to help
her into the gig before attempting to save us:
“his life is worth more to me than my own.
Take him—and for God’s sake lift him
gently, for he is nearly gone!”

They took him aboard, and laid him down
in the stern. Then, and then only, Hilda
stepped into the boat, and I staggered after
her. The officer in charge, a kind young
Irishman, had had the foresight to bring
brandy and a little beef essence. We ate
and drank what we dared as they rowed us
back to the steamer. Sebastian lay back,
with his white eyelashes closed over the lids,
and the livid hue of death upon his emaci-
ated cheeks; but he drank a teaspoonful
or two of brandy, and swallowed the beef
essence with which Hilda fed him.

“Your father is the most exhausted of the
party,” the officer said, in a low undertone.
“Poor fellow, he is too old for such adven-
tures. He seems to have hardly a spark of
life left in him.”

Hilda shuddered with evident horror.
“He is not my father--thank Heaven!” she
cried, leaning over ‘him and supporting his
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drooping head, in spite of her own fatigue
and the cold that chilled our very bones.
“But I think he will live. I mean him to
live. He is my best friend now—and my
bitterest enemy !”

The officer looked at her in surprise, and
then touched his forehead, inquiringly, with
a quick glance at me. He evidently thought
cold and hunger had affected her reason. I
shook my head. “It is a peculiar case,” I
whispered. “ What the lady says is right.
Everything depends for us upon our keeping
him alive till we reach England.”

They rowed us to the steamer, and we were
handed tenderly up the side. There, the
ship’s surgeon and everybody else on board
did their best to restore us after our terrible
experience. The ship was the Don, of the
Royal Mail Steamship Company’s West
Indian line; and nothing could exceed the
kindness with which we were treated by
every soul on board, from the captain to the
stewardess and the junior cabin-boy. Sebas-
tian’s great name carried weight even here.
As soon as it was generally understood on
board that we had brought with us the
famous physiologist and pathologist, the man
whose name was famous throughout Europe,
we might have asked for anything that the
ship contained without fear of a refusal. But,
indeed, Hilda’s sweet face was enough in
itself to win the interest and sympathy of all
who saw it.

By eleven next morning we were off Ply-
mouth Sound: and by midday we had
landed at the Mill Bay Docks, and were on
our way to a comfortable hotel in the
neighbourhood.

Hilda was too good a nurse to bother
Sebastian at once about his implied promise.
She had him put to bed, and kept him there
carefully.

“What do you think of his condition ?”
she asked me, after the second day was
over. I could see by her own grave face
that she had already formed her own con-
clusions.

“ He cannot recover,” I answered. * His
constitution, shattered by the plague and by
his incessant exertions, has received too
severe a shock in this shipwreck. He is
doomed.”

“So I think. The change is but tem-
porary. He will not. last out three days
more, I fancy.”

“He has rallied wonderfully to-day,” I
said ; ‘“ but 'tis a passing rally ; a flicker : no
more. If you wish to do anything, now is the
moment. ~If you delay, you will be too late.”
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HILDA

death of Admiral Scott Prideaux, and the
suspicions which caused the arrest of Doctor
Yorke-Bannerman, have never yet been fully
explained, although they were by no means
so profound that they might not have been
unravelled at the time had a man of intellect
concentrated his attention upon them. The
police, however, were incompetent and the
legal advisers of Dr. Bannerman hardly less
so, and a woman only has had the wit to see
that a gross injustice has been done. The
true facts I will now lay before you.”

Mayfield’s broad face had reddened with
indignation, but now his curiosity drove out
every other emotion, and he leaned forward
with the rest of us to hear the old man’s story.

“In the first place, I must tell you that
both Dr. Bannerman and myself were engaged
at the time in an investigation upon . the
nature and properties of the vegetable alka-
loids, and especially of aconitine. We hoped
for the very greatest results from this drug,
and we were both equally enthusiastic in our
research. Especially, we had reason to believe
that .it might have a most successful action
in the case of a certain rare but deadly
disease, into the nature of which I need not
enter. Reasoning by analogy, we were con-
vinced that we had a certain cure for this
particular ailment.

“Qur investigation, however, was some-
what hampered by the fact that the condition
in question is rare out of tropical countries,
and that in our hospital wards we had not, at
that time, any example of it. So serious was
this obstacle that it seemed that we must
leave other men more favourably situated to
reap the benefit of our work and enjoy the
credit of our discovery, but a curious chance
gave us exactly what we were in search of,
at the instant when we were about to despair.
It was Yorke-Bannerman who came to me in
my laboratory one day to tell me that he had
in his private practice the very condition of
which we were in search.

“¢The patient,’ said he, ‘is my uncle,
Admiral Scott Prideaux.’

“¢Your uncle!’ I cried, in amazement.
‘ But how came he to develop such a condi-
tion ?”’

“‘His last commission in the Navy was
spent upon the Malabar Coast, where the
disease is endemic. There can be no doubt
that it has been latent in his system ever
since, and that the irritability of temper and
indecision of character, of which his family
have so often had to complain, were really
among the symptoms of his complaint.’

“I examined the Admiral in consultation
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with my colleague, and I confirmed his
diagnosis. But, to my surprise, Yorke-Ban-
nerman showed the most invincible and
reprehensible objection to experiment upon
his relative. In vain I assured him that
he must place his duty to science high above
all other considerations. It was only after
great pressure that I could persuade him to
add an infinitesimal portion of aconitine to
his prescriptions. The drug was a deadly
one, he said, and the toxic dose was still to
be determined. He could not push it in the
case of a relative who trusted himself to his
care. I tried to shake him in what I regarded
as his absurd squeamishness—but in vain.

“But I had another resource. Banner-
man’s prescriptions were made up by a fellow
named Barclay, who had been dispenser at
Nathaniel’s and afterwards set up as a chemist
in Sackville Street. This man was absolutely
in my power. I had discovered him at
Nathaniel’s in dishonest practices, and I
held evidence ‘which would have sent him to
gaol. I held this over him now, and I
made him, unknown to Bannerman, increase
the doses of aconitine in the medicine until
they were sufficient for my experimental
purposes. I will not enter into figures, but
suffice it that Bannerman was giving more
than ten times what he imagined.

“You know the sequel. I was called in,
and suddenly found that I had Bannermanin
my power. There had been a very keen
rivalry between us in science. He was the
only man in England whose career might
impinge upon mine. I had this supreme
chance of putting him out of my way. He
could not deny that he had been giving his
uncle aconitine. I could prove that his
uncle had died of aconitine. He could not
himself account for the facts—he was abso-
lutely in my power. I did not wish him to
be condemned, Maisie. I only hoped that
he would leave the court discredited and
ruined. I give you my word that my
evidence would have saved him from the
scaffold.”

Hilda was listening, with a set, white face.

“ Proceed ! ” said she, and held out the
brandy once more.

“] did not give the Admiral any more
aconitine after I had taken over the case.
But what was already in his system was
enough. It was evident that we had seriously
under-estimated the lethal dose. As to your
father, Maisie, you have done me an in-
justice.  You have always thought that I
killed him.”

“Proceed ! ” said she.
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