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The girl murmured something about not
troubling him.

“Jt's no trouble,” said Mr. Tredgold,
taking up his hat.  “It is our duty to do all
we can for the comfort of our tenants. That
lock——"

He held the door open and followed her
into the street, pointing out various objects of
interest as they went along.

“I'm afraid you’ll find Binchester very
quiet,” he remarked.

“T like quiet,” said his companion.

Mr. Tredgold glanced at her shrewdly,
and, pausing only at the Jubilee horse-
trough to point out beauties which might
easily escape any but a trained observation,
walked on in silence until they reached their
destination.

Except in the matter of window-blinds,
Dialstone Lane had not changed for genera-
tions, and Mr. Tredgold noted with pleasure
the interest of his companion as she gazed at
the crumbling roofs, the red-brick doorsteps,
and the tiny lattice \:indows of the cottages.
At the last house, a cottage larger than the
rest, one side of which bordered the old
churchyard, Mr. Tredgold paused and, in-
serting his key in the lock, turned it with
thoughtless ease.

“The lock seems all right; I need not
have bothered you,” said Miss Drewitt,
regarding him gravely.

“Ah, it seems easy,” said Mr. Tredgold,
shaking his head, “but it wants knack.”

The girl closed the door smartly, and,
turning the key, opened it again without
any difficulty. To satisfy herself—on more
points than one—she repeated the perform-
ance.

“You've got the knack,” said Mr. Tred-
gold, meeting her gaze with great calmness.
“It’s extraordinary what a lot of character
there is in locks ; they let some people open
them without any trouble, while others may
fumble at them till they’re tired.”

The girl pushed the door open and stood
just inside the room.

“Thank you,” she said, and gave him a
little bow of dismissal.

A vein of obstinacy in Mr. Tredgold’s
disposition, which its owner mistook for firm-
ness, asserted itself. It was plain that the
girl had estimated his services at their true
value and was quite willing to apprise him
of the fact. He tried the lock again, and
with more bitterness than the occasion
seemed to warrant said that somebody had
been oiling it.

“I promised Captain Bowers to come in

this afternoon and see that a few odd things
had been done,” he added. “May I come
in now?”

The girl withdrew into the room, and,
seating herself in a large arm-chair by the
fireplace, watched his inspection of door-
knobs and window-fastenings with an air of
grave amusement, which he found somewhat
trying.

“Captain Bowers had the walls panelled
and these lockers made to make the room
look as much like a ship’s cabin as possible,”
he said, pausing in his labours. ‘“ He was
quite pleased to find the staircase opening
out of the room—he calls it the companion-
ladder. And he calls the kitchen the pantry,
which led to a lot of confusion with the
workmen. Did he tell you of the crow’s-nest
in the garden?”

“No,” said the girl.

“Its a fine piece of work,” said Mr.
Tredgold.

He opened the door leading into the
kitchen and stepped out into the garden.
Miss Drewitt, after a moment’s hesitation,
followed, and after one delighted glance at
the trim old garden gazed curiously at a mast
with a barrel fixed near the top, which stood
at the end.

“There’s a fine view from up there,” said
Mr. Tredgold. “ With the captain’s glass one
can see the sea distinctly. I spent nearly
all last Friday afternoon up there, keeping an
eye on things. Do you like the garden? Do
you think these old creepers ought to be
torn down from the house?”

““Certainly not,” said Miss Drewitt, with
emphasis.

“Just what I said,” remarked Mr. Tred-
gold. ‘“Captain Bowers wanted to have them
pulled down, but I dissuaded him. I advised
him to consult you first.”

“1 don’t suppose he geally intended to,”
said the girl.

“He did,” said the other, grimly; “said
they were untidy. How do you like the way
the house is furnished ?”

The girl gazed at him fora few moments
before replying. “1I like it very much,” she
said, coldly.

“That’s right,” said Mr. Tredgold, with an
air of relief. “You see, I advised the captain
what to buy. I went with him to Tollminster
and helped him choose. Your room gave me
the most anxiety, I think.”

“My room ? ” said the girl, starting.

“It's a dream in the best shades of pink
and green,” said Mr. Tredgold, modestly.
“ Pink on the walls, and carpets and hangings
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length, holding out his hand and staring
at her.

“Yes, uncle,” said the girl.

They shook hands, and Captain Bowers,
reaching up for a cage containing a parrot,
which had been noisily entreating the cabman
for a kiss all the way from the station, handed
that flustered person his fare and entered the
house again.

“ Glad to see you, my lad,” he said, shak-
ing hands with Mr. Tredgold and glancing
covertly at his niece. “I hope you haven't
been waiting long,” he added, turning to the
latter.

“No,” said Miss Drewitt, regarding him
with a puzzled air.

“I missed the train,” said the captain.
“We must try and manage better next time.
I—1I hope you’ll be comfortable.”

“Thank you,” said the glrl

“You—you are very like your
mother,” said the captain.

“T hope so,” said Prudence.

She stole up to the captain and, after a
moment’s hesitation, kissed his cheek. The
next moment she was caught up and crushed
in the arms of a powerful and a.ﬂ'ectlonate
bear.

“ Blest if I ha.rdly knew how to take you
at first,” said the captain, his red face shining
with gratification. * Little girls are one thing,
but when they grow up into ”—he held her
away and looked at her proudly—* into hand-
some and dignified-looking young women, a
man doesn’t quite know where he is.”

He took her in his arms again and, kissing
her forehead, winked delightedly in the direc-
tion of Mr. Tredgold, who was affecting to
look out of the window.

“ My man’ll be in soon,” he said, releasing
the girl, “and then we’ll see about some tea.
He met me at the station and I sent him
straight off for things to eat.”

“Your man ?” saild Miss Drewitt.

“Yes ; I thought a man would be easier to
manage than a girl,” said the captain, know-
ingly. “You can be freer with ’em in the
matter of language, and then there’s no
followers or anything of that kind. I got
him to sign articles ship-shape and proper.
Mr. Tredgold recommended him.”

“No, no,” said that gentleman, hastily.

“I asked you before he signed on with
me,” said the captain, pointing a stumpy
forefinger at him. “I made a point of it,
and you told me that you had never heard
anything against him.”

“I don’t call that a recommendation,” said
Mr. Tredgold.

poor

“It's good enough in these days,” retorted
the captain, gloomily. ‘A man that has got
a character like that is hard to find.”

“ He might be artful and keep his faults to
himself,” suggested Tredgold.

“So long as he does that, it’s all right,”
said Captain Bowers. “I can't find fault if
there’s no faults to find fault with. The best
steward I ever had, I found out afterwards,
had escaped from gaol. He never wanted
to go ashore, and when the ship was in port
almost lived in his pantry.”

“I never heard of Tasker having been in
gaol,” said Mr. Tredgold. “ Anyhow, I'm
certain that he never broke out of one; he’s
far too stupid.” .

As he paid this tribute the young man
referred to entered laden with parcels, and,
gazing awkwardly at the company, passed
through the room on tip-toe and began to
busy himself in the pantry. Mr. Tredgold,
refusing the captain’s invitation to stay for
a cup of tea, took his departure.

“Very nice youngster that,” said the
captain, looking after him. ‘“A little bit
light-hearted in his ways, perhaps, but none
the worse for that.”

He sat. down and looked round at his
possessions. “The first real home I've
had for nearly fifty years,” he said, with
great content. “I hope you’ll be as happy
here as I intend to be. It sha'n’t be my
fault if you're not.”

Mr. Tredgold walked home deep in
thought, and by the time he had arrived
there had come to the conclusion that
if Miss Drewitt favoured her mother, that
lady must have been singularly unlike
Captain Bowers in features.

CHAPTER 1L

IN less than a week Captain Bowers had
settled down comfortably in his new com-
mand. A set of rules and regulations by
which Mr. Joseph Tasker was to order his
life was framed and hung in the pantry. He
studied it with care, and, anxious that there
should be no possible chance of a misunder-
standing, questioned the spelling in three
instances. The captain’s explanation that he
had spelt those words in the American style
was an untruthful reflection upon a great and
friendly nation.

Dialstone Lane was at first disposed to
look askance at Mr. Tasker. Old-fashioned
matrons clustered round to watch him clean-
ing the doorstep, and, surprised at its white-
ness, withdrew dlscomﬁted Rumour had it
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accompanied the captain down the garden.
“ And it ain’t the first time.”

“T wasn’t, sir,” said the steward, address-
ing his master. “I was watching the martins
under the eaves.”

“You'd got it pointed at my window,”
persisted the visitor.

“That’'s where the nests are,” said Mr.
Tasker, “but I wasn’t looking in at the
window. Besides, I noticed you always
pulled the blind down when you saw me
looking, so I thought it didn’t matter.”

“We can't do anything without being
followed about by that telescope,” said Mz.
Chalk, turning to the captain. “My wife
had our house built where it is on purpose,
so that we shouldn’t be overlooked. We
didn’t bargain for a thing like that sprouting
up in a back-garden.”

“I'm very sorry,” said the captain. “I
wish you’d told me of it before. If I catch
you up there again,” he cried, shaking his
fist at Mr. Tasker, “you’ll remember it.
Come down!” :

Mr. Tasker, placing the glass under his
arm, came slowly and reluctantly down the
ratlines.

“T wasn’t looking in at the window, Mr.
Chalk,” he said, earnestly. “I was watching
the birds. O’ course, I couldn’t help seeing
in a bit, but I always shifted the spy-glass at
once if there was anything that I thought I
oughtn’t ”

“ That’ll do,” broke in the captain, Lastily.
“Go in and get the tea ready. If I so much
as see you looking at that glass again we
part, my lad, mind that.”

“1 don’t suppose he meant any harm,”
said the mollified Mr. Chalk, after the crest-
fallen Joseph had gone into the house. “I
hope I haven’t been and said too much, but
my wife insisted on me coming round and
speaking about it.”

“You did quite right,” said the captain,
“and I thank you for coming. I told him
he might go up there occasionally, but I
particularly warned him against giving any
annoyance to the neighbours.”

“I suppose,” said Mr. Chalk, gazing at
the erection with interest-—*1 suppose there’s
a good view from up there? It’s like having
a ship in the garden, and it seems to remind
you of the North Pole, and whales, and
Northern Lights.”

Five minutes later Mr. Tasker, peering
through the pantry window, was surprised to
see Mr. Chalk ascending with infinite caution
to the crow’s-nest. His high hat was jammed
firmly over his brows and the telescope was
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gripped tightly under his right arm. The
journey was evidently regarded as one of
extreme peril by the climber; but he held
on gallantly and, arrived at the top, turned
a tremulous telescope on to the horizon.

Mr. Tasker took a deep breath and resumed
his labours. He set the table, and when the
water boiled made the tea, and went down
the garden to announce the fact. Mr. Chalk
was still up aloft, and even at that height
the pallor of his face was clearly discernible.
It was evident to the couple below that the
terrors of the descent were too much for him,
but that he was too proud to say so.

“ Nice view up there,” called the captain.

“ B—b—Dbeautiful,” cried Mr. Chalk, with
an attempt at enthusiasm.

The captain paced up and down im-
patiently ; his tea was getting cold, but the
forlorn figure aloft made no sign. The cap-
tain waited a little longer, and then, laying
hold of the shrouds, slowly mounted until
his head was above the platform.

“Shall I take the glass for you ?” he in-
quired.

Mr. Chalk, clutching the edge of the cask,
leaned over and handed it down.

“ My—my foot’s gone to sleep,” he stam-
mered.

“Ho! Well, you must be careful how you
get down,” said the captain, climbing on to
the platform. ‘Now, gently.”

He put the telescope back into the cask,
and, beckoning Mr. Tasker to ascend, took
Mr. Chalk in a firm grasp and lowered him
until he was able to reach Mr. Tasker’s
face with his foot. After that the descent
was easy, and Mr. Chalk, reaching ground
once more, spent two or three minutes in
slapping and rubbing, and other remedies
prescribed for sleepy feet.

“There’s few gentlemen that would have
come down at all with their foot asleep,”
remarked Mr. Tasker, pocketing a shilling,
when the captain’s back was turned. -

Mr. Chalk, still pale and shaking some-
what, smiled feebly and followed the captain
into the house. The latter offered a cup of
tea, which the visitor, after a faint protest,
accepted, and taking a seat at the table
gazed in undisguised admiratiomr at the
nautical appearance of the room.

“I could fancy myself aboard ship,” he
declared.

‘“ Are you fond of the sea?” inquired the
captain.

“1 love it,” said Mr. Chalk, fervently.
“It was always my idea from a boy to go to
sea, but somehew I didn’t. 1 went into my
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The captain put his hands on his knees
and stared at the floor. *“No,” he said,
slowly, “I can’t call to mind any craft; but
is odd that you should have got on this
subject with me.’

Mr. Chalk laid his pipe carefully on the
table. “ Why?” he inquired.

“Well,” said the captain, with a short
laugh, “it s odd, that’s all.”

Mr. Chalk hdgeted with the stem of his
pipe. “ You know of sunken treasure some-
where ? ” he said, eagerly.

The captain smiled and shook his head ;
the other watched him narrowly.

“You know of some treasure?” he said,
with conviction.

“Not what you could call sunken,” said
the captain, driven to bay.

Mr. Chalk’s pale-blue eyes opened to their
fullest extent. ““ Ingots?” he queried.

The other shook his head. “It’s a
secret,” he remarked ; “we won’t talk about
1t-”

“Yes, of course, naturally, I don’t expect
you to tell me where it is,” said Mr. Chalk,
“but I thought it might be interesting to hear
about, that’s all.”

“It’s burnied,” said the captain, after a
long pause. “I don’t know that there’s any
harm in telling you that; buried in a small
island in the South Pacific.”

“ Have you seen it ? ” inquired Mr. Chalk.

“1 buried it,” rejoined the other.

Mr. Chalk sank back in his chair and
regarded him with awestruck attention ;
Captain Bowers, slowly ramming home a
charge of tobacco with his thumb, smiled
quietly.

* Buried it,” he repeated, musingly, * with
the blade of an oar for a spade. It was a
long job, but it’s six foot down and the dead
man it belonged to atop of it.”

The pipe fell from the listener’s fingers
and smashed unheeded on the floor.

“You ought to make a book of it,” he said
at last.

The captain shook his head. “I haven't
got the gift of story-telling,” he said, simply.
“Besides, you can understand I don’t
want it noised about. People might bother
me‘”

He leaned back in his chair and bunched
his beard in his hand ; the other, watching
him closely, saw that his thoughts were busy
with some scene in his stirring past.

“Not a friend of yours, I hope?” said
Mr. Chalk, at last.

“Who ?” inquired the captain, starting
from his reverie.

“The dead man atop of the treasure,”
replied the other.

“No,” said the captain, briefly.

“Is it worth much?” asked Mr. Chalk.

“ Roughly speaking, about half a million,”
responded the captain, calmly.

Mr. Chalk rose and walked up and down
the room. His eyes were bright and his
face pinker than usbal.

“Why don’t you get it?” he demanded,
at last, pausing in front of his host.

“Why it ain’t mine,” said the captain,
staring. “D’ye think I’'m a thief?”

Mr. Chalk stared in his turn. “But who
does it belong to, then ?” he inquired.

“I don’t know,” replled the captain. * All
I know is, it isn’t mine, and that’s enough for
me. Whether it was nghtly come by I don’t
know. There it is, and there it’ll stay till the
crack of doom.”

“Don’t you know any of his relations or
friends ? ” persisted the other.

“T know nothing of him except his name,”
said the captain, “and I doubt if even that
was his right one. Don Silvio he called him-
self—a Spaniard. It’s over ten years ago
since it happened. My ship had been bought
by a firm in Sydney, and while I was wait-
ing out there I went for a little run on a
schooner among the islands. This Don
Silvio was aboard of her as a passenger.
She went to pieces in a gale, and we were the
only two saved. The others were washed
overboard, but we got ashore in the boat, and
I thought from the trouble he was taking
over his bag that the danger had turned his
brain.” ,

“Ah!” said the keenly-interested Mr.
Chalk.

“ He was a sick man aboard ship,” con-
tinued the captain, “and I soon saw that he
hadn’t saved his life for long. He saw it, too,
and before he died he made me promise that
the bag should be buried with him and never
disturbed. After I'd promised, he opened
the bag and showed me what was in it. It
was full of precious stones—diamonds, rubies,
and the like; some of them as large as
birds’ eggs. I can see him now, propped
up against the boat and playing with
them in the sunlight. They blazed like
stars. Half a milhon he put them at, or
more.”

“ What good could they be to him when
he was dead ? ” inquired the listener.

Captain Bowers shook his head. “That
was his business, not mine,” he replied. ‘It
was nothing to do with me. When he died
I dug a grave for him; as I told you, with a
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“Said you pitied the husband,” continued
Mr. Chalk, thoughtfully.

Mrs. Chalk rose suddenly and stood over
him. Mr. Chalk tried desperately to collect
his faculties.

“How dare you?” she gasped. ‘“I've
never said such things in my life. Never.
And I said that she left because Mr. Wilson,
her master, was dead and the family had gone
to London. I’ve never been near the house ;
so how could I say such things?”

Mr. Chalk remained silent.

“ What made you #4ink of such things?”
persisted Mrs. Chalk. .

Mr. Chalk shook his head ; no satisfactory
reply was possible. “ My thoughts were far
away,” he said, at last.

His wife bridled and said, *“ Oh, indeed !”
Mr. Chalk’s mother, dead some ten years
before, had taken a strange pnde-—poss1bly
as a protest against her only son’s appearance

—in hinting darkly at a stormy and chequered’

past. Pressed for details she became more
mysterious still, and, saying that ‘she knew
what she knew,” declined to be deprived of
the knowledge under any consideration.
She also informed her daughter-in-law that
“what the eye don’t see the heart don't
grieve,” and that it was better to “let bygones
be bygones,” usually winding up with the
advice to the younger woman to keep her
~eye on Mr. Chalk without letting him see it.

“Peckham Rye is a long way off, cer-
tainly,” added the indignant Mrs. Chalk, after
a pause. “It's a pity you haven’t got some-
thing better to think of, at your time of life,
too.”

Mr. Chalk flushed. Peckham Rye was
one of the nuisances bequeathed by his
mother.

“] was thinking of the sea,” he said,
loftily.

Mrs. Chalk pounced. -“Oh, Yarmouth,”
she said, with withering scorn.

Mr. Chalk flushed deeper than before. “I
wasn’t thmkmg of such thmgs,” he declared.

“What things ?” said his wife, swiftly.

“The—the things you’re alluding to,” said
the harassed Mr. Chalk.

“Ah!” said his wife, with a toss of her
head. ‘“Why you should get red in the face
and confused when I say that ’eckham Rye
and Yarmouth are a long way off is best
known to yourself. It’s very funny that the
moment either of these places is mentioned
you get uncomfortable. People might read
a geography-book out loud in my presence
and it wouldn't affect me.”

She swept out of the room, and Mr.
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Chalk’s thoughts, excited by the magic word
geography, went back to the island again.
The half-forgotten dreams of his youth
appeared to be materializing. Sleepy Bin-
chester ended for him at Dialstone Lane,
and once inside the captain’s room the en-
chanted world beyond the seas was spread
before his eager gaze. The captain, amused
at first at his enthusiasm, began to get weary
of the subject of the island, and so far the
visitor had begged in vain for a glimpse of

the map.
His enthusiasm became contagious.
Prudence, entering one evening in the

middle of a conversation, heard sufficient to
induce her to ask for more, and the captain,
not without some reluctance and several
promptings from Mr. Chalk when he showed
'signs of omitting vital points, related the
story. Edward Tredgold heard it, and, judg-
ing by the frequency of his visits, was almost
as interested as Mr. Chalk.

“I can’t see that there could be any
harm in just looking at the map,” said Mr.
Chalk, one evening. * You could keep your
thumb on any part you wanted to.”

“.Then we should know where to dig,”
urged Mr. Tredgold. * Properly managed
there ought to be a fortune in your innocence,
Chalk.”

Mr. Chalk eyed him fixedly. * Seeing
that the latitude and longitude and all the
directions are written on the dack,” he
observed, with cold dignity, “I don't sce
the force of your remarks.”

“Well, in that case, why not show it to
Mr. Chalk, uncle?” said Prudence, charit-
ably.

Captain Bowers began to show signs of
annoyance. ‘‘ Well, my dear——,” he began,
slowly.

“Then Miss Drewitt could see it too,”
said Mr. Tredgold, blandly.

Miss Drewitt reddened with indignation,
“T could see it any time I wished,” she said,
sharply.

“Well, wish now,” entreated Mr. Tredgold.
“ As a matter of fact, I'm dying with curiosity
myself. Bring it out and make it crackle,
captain; it’s a bank-note for half a million.”

The captain shook his head and a slight
frown marred his usually amiable features.
He got up and, turning his back on them,
filled his pipe from a jar on the mantelpiece.

“You never will see it, Chalk,” said
Edward Tredgold, in tones of much convic-
tion. “I'll bet you two to one in golden
sovereigns that you’ll sink into your honoured
family vault with-your-justifiable curiosity still
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Silvio,” *Bowers Bay,” and *“ Mount Lone-
some,”
discourser.

“ And is that the grave?” he inquired, in
a trembling voice, pointing to a mark in the
north-east corner.

The captain removed it with his finger-
nail. *“No,” he said, briefly. “For full
details see the other side.”

For one moment Mr. Chalk hoped ; then
his face fell as Captain Bowers, displaying
for a fraction of a second the writing on the
other side, took up the map and, replacing it
in the bureau, turned the key in the lock and
with a low laugh resumed his seat. Miss
Drewitt, glancing over at Edward Tredgold,
saw that he looked very thoughtful.

“You've lost your bet,” she said, pointedly.

“T know,” was the reply.

His gaiety had vanished and he looked so
dejected that Miss Drewitt was reminded of
the ruined gambler in a celebrated picture.
She tried to quiet her conscience by hoping
that it would be a lesson to him. As she
watched, Mr. Tredgold dived into his left
trouser-pocket and counted out some coins,
mostly brown. To these he added a few
small pieces of silver gleaned from his waist-
coat, and then after a few seconds’ moody
thought found a few more in the other
trouser-pocket.

‘“ Eleven-and tenpence,” he said, mechani-
cally.

“ Any time,” said Mr. Chalk, regarding
him with awkward surprise. * Any time.”

“Give him an 1 O U,” sald Captain
Bowers, fidgeting.

“Yes, any time,”
“I’'m in no hurry.”

“No ; I'd sooner pay now and get it over,”
said the other, still fumbling in his pockets.
“As Miss Drewitt says, people who make
bets must be prepared to lose; I thought I
had more than this.”

There was an embarrassing silence, during
which Miss Drewitt, who had turned very
red, felt strangely uncomfortable. She felt
more uncomfortable still when Mr. Tredgold,
discovering a bank -note and a little col-
lection of gold coins in another pocket,
artlessly expressed his joy at the dis-
covery. The simple-minded captain and
Mr. Chalk both experienced a sense of
relief ; Miss Drewitt sat and simmered in
helpless indignation.

“You're careless in money matters, my
lad,” said the captain, reprovingly.

“I couldn’t understand him making all
that fuss over a couple o’ pounds,”; said

repeated Mr. Chalk ;

gazed with breathless interest at the-
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Mr. Chalk, looking round.
as a rule; too free.”

Mr. Tredgold, sitting grave and silent,
made no reply to these charges, and the
girl was the only one to notice a faint
twitching at the corners of his mouth. She
saw it distinctly, despite the fact that her
clear, grey eyes were fixed dreamily on a spot
some distance above his head.

She sat in her room upstairs after the
visitors had gone, thinking it over. The light
was fading fast, and as she sat at the open
window the remembrance of Mr. Tredgold’s
conduct helped to mar one of the most
perfect evenings she had ever known.

Downstairs the captain was also thinking.
Dialstone Lane was in shadow, and already
one or two lamps were lit behind drawn
blinds. A little chatter of voices at the end
of the lane floated in at the open window,
mellowed by distance. His pipe was out,
and he rose to search in the gloom for a
match, when another murmur of ' voices
reached his ears from the kitchen. He
stood still and listened intently. To put
matters beyond all doubt, the shrill laugh
of a girl was plainly audible. The captain’s
face hardened, and, crossing to the fireplace,
he rang the bell.

“Yessir,” said Joseph, as he appeared and
closed the door carefully behind him.

“ What are you talking to yourself in that
absurd manner for?” inquired the captain,
with great dignity.

“Me, sir?” said Mr. Tasker, feebly.

“Yes, you,” repeated the captain, noticing
with surprise that the door was slowly
opening.

Mr. Tasker gazed at him in a troubled
fashion, but made no reply.

“I won’t have it,” said the captain, sternly,
with a side glance at the door. “If you
want to talk to yourself go outside and do it.
I never heard such a laugh. \hat did you
do it for? It was like an old woman with a
bad cold.”

He smiled grimly in the darkness, and
then started slightly as a cough, a hostile,
challenging cough, sounded from the kitchen.
Before he could speak the cough ceased and
a thin voice broke carelessly into song.

“\WhaT!” roared the captain, in - well-
feigned astonishment. “ Do you mean to
tell me you’ve got somebody in my pantrv?
Go and get me those rules and regulations.”

Mr. Tasker backed out, and the captain
smiled again as he heard a whispered dis-
cussion. Then a voice clear and distinct
took command. - “[I’ll take 'em in myself, I

“ He’s very free,
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Mr. Tredgold, who was too used to his
friend’s mental processes to quarrel with
them, assented.

* He’s coming round to smoke a pipe with
me to-morrow night,” he said, briskly, as he
turned to cross the road to his office. ** You
come too, and we’ll get it out of him. If
Chalk can keep a secret he has altered, that’s
all I can say.”

His estimate of Mr. Chalk proved correct.
With Mr. ‘Tredgold acting as cross-examining
counsel and Mr. Stobell enacting the part of
a partial and overbearing judge, Mr. Chalk,
after a display of fortitude which surprised
himself almost as much as it irntated his
friends, parted with his news and sat smiling
with gratification at their growing excitement.

** Half a million, and he won’t go for it?”
ejaculated Mr. Tredgold. “The man must
bz mad.”

*“No; he passed his word and he won't
break it,” said Mr. Chalk. “The captan’s
word is his bond, and 1 honour him for 1t.
I can quite understand 1t.”

Mr. Tredgold shrugged his shoulders and
glanced at Mr. Stobell ; that gentleman, after
due deliberation, gave an assenting nod.

*“He can’t get at 1it, that’s the long and
short of it,” said Mr. Tredgold, after a pause.
“He had to leave 1t behind when he was
rescued, or else risk losing it by telling the
men who rescued him about it, and he’s had
no opportunity since. It wants money to
take a ship out there and get it, and he
doesn’t see his way quite clear. He'll have
it fast enough when he get's a chance. If
not, why did he make that map?”

Mr. Chalk shook his head, and remarked
mysteriously that the captain had his reasons.
Mr. Tredgold relapsed into silence, and for
some time the only sound audible came from
a briar-pipe which Mr. Stobell ought to have
thrown away some years before.

‘““Have you given up that idea of a yacht-
ing cruise of yours, Chalk ?” demanded Mr.
Tredgold, turning on him suddenly.

*“No,” was the reply. I was talking about
it to Captain Bowers only the other day.
That’s how I got to hear of the treasure.”

Mr. Tredgold started and gave a significant
glance at Mr. Stobell. In return he got a
wink which that gentleman kept for moments
of mental confusion,

“IWhat did the captain tell you for?”
pursued Mr. Tredgold, returning to Mr.
Chalk. “He wanted you to make an offer.
He hasn’t got the money for such an expedi-
tion ; you have. The yamn about passing his
word was so that you shouldn’t open your
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mouth too wide. You were to do the per-
suading, and then he could make his own
terms. Do you see? Why, it’s as plain
as A B C~

** Plain as the alphabet,” said Mr. Stobell,
almost chidingly.

Mr. Chalk gasped and looked from one to
the other.

“1 should like to have a chat with the
captain about it,” continued Mr. Tredgold,
slowly and impressively. *1’m a business
man and 1 could put it on a business footing.
It’s a big risk, of course; all those things
are . ... but if we went shares . . . . if
we found the money——"

He broke off and, filling his pipe slowly,
gazed 1In deep thought at the wall. His
friends waited expectantly.

“Combine busmess with pleasure,” resumed
Mr. Tredgold, hghting his pipe; *sea-air

. . change . . . . blow away the cob-
webs . . . . expericnce for Edward to be
left alone. What do you think, Stobell?”
he added, turning suddenly.

Mr. Stobell gripped the arms of his chair
in his huge hands and drew his bulky figure
to a more upright position.

“What do you mean by combining
business with pleasure? ' he said, ¢yeing him
with dull suspicion

“ Chalk 1s set on a trip for the love of it,”
2xplained Mr. Tredgold.

. “If we take on the contract, he ought to
pay a bigger share, then,” said the other,
firmly.

“ Perhaps he will,” said Tredgold, hastily.

Mr. Stobell pondered again and, slightly
raising one hand, indicated that he was in the
throes of another idea and did not wish to be
disturbed.

“You said it would be experience for
Edward to be left alone,” he said, accusingly.

“I did,” was the reply.

“You ought to pay more, too, then,”
declared the contractor, ‘“ because it’s serving
of your ends as well.”

“We can’t split straws,” exclaimed Tred-
gold, impatiently. *If the captain consents
we three will find the money and divide our
portion, whatever it is, equally.”

Mr. Chalk, who had been in the clouds
during this discussion, came back to earth
again. ‘““/Jf he consents,” he said, sadly:
‘*“but he won’t.”

“Well, he can only refuse,” said Mr.
Tredgold ; “and, anyway, we’ll have the first
refusal. Things like that soon get about.
What do you say to a stroll? I can think
better while I’'m walking.”
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His friends assenting, they put on their
hats and sallied forth. That they should
stroll in the direction of Dialstone Lane
surprisad neither of them. Mr. Tredgold
leading, they went round by the church, and
that gentleman paused so long to admlre the
architecture that Mr. Stobell got restless.

“You've seen it before, Tredgold ”. he
said, shortly.

“It’s a fine old bulldmg," said the other.
** Binchester ought to be proud of it.  Why,
here we are at Captain Bowers’s ! ”

*The house has been next to the church
for a couple o’ hundred years,” retorted his
friend.

‘“Let’s go in,” said Mr. Tredgold. “ Strike
while the ron’s hot. At any rate,” he con-
cluded, as Mr. Chalk voiced feeble objections,
‘“ we can see how the land lies.” .

He knocked at the door and then, step-
ping aside, left Mr. Chalk to lead the way
in. Captain Bowers, who was sitting with
Prudence, looked up at their entrance, and
putting down his newspaper extended a
hearty. welcome.

* Chalk didn’t like to pass without looking

” said Mr. Tredgold, “and I haven’t seen
you for some time. You know Stobell ? ”

The captain nodded, and Mr. Chalk, pale
with excitement, accepted his accustomed
pipe from the hands of Miss Drewitt and
sat nervously awaiting events. Mr. Tasker
set out the whisky, and, Miss Drewitt avowing
a fondness for smoke in other people, a com-
fortable haze soon filled the room. Mr
Tredgold, with a significant glance at Mr.
Chalk, said that it reminded him of a sea-fog.

It only reminded Mr. Chalk, however, of
a smoky chimney from which he had once
suffered, and he at once entered into minute
details. The theme was an inspiriting one,
and before Mr. Tredgold could hark back to
the sea again Mr. Stobell was discoursing,
almost eloquently for him, upon drains.
From drains to the shortcomings of the
district council they progressed by natural
and easy stages, and it was not until Miss
Drewitt had withdrawn to the clearer atmo-
sphere above that a sudden ominous silence
ensued, which Mr. Chalk saw clearly he was
expected to break.

“I—TI've been telling them some of your
adventures,” he said, desperately, as he
glanced at the captain ; “they’re both inter-
ested in such things.”

The latter gave a slight start and glanced
shrewdly at his visitors.  Aye, aye,” he
said, composedly.

“Very interesting, some of them,” mur-
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mured Mr. Tredgold. “I suppose you i\
have another voyage or two before you've
done? One, at any rate.”

“No,” said the captain, “I've had my

share of the sea ; other men may have a turn

now: Theres nothmg to take me out again—
nothing.”

Mr. Tredgold coughed and murmured
something about breakmg off old habits too
suddenly.

“It’s a fine career,” 51ghed Mr. Chalk.

“A manly life,” said Mr. Tredgold,
emphatically.

“It’s like every other profession, it has
two sides to it,” said the captain.

“It 1s not so well paid as it should be,”
said the wily Tredgold, *‘ but I suppose one
gets chances of making money in outside
ways sometimes.”

The captain assented, and told of a
steward of his who had made a small fortune
by selling Japanese curios to people who
didn’t understand them.

The conversation was interesting, but
extremely distasteful to a business man intent
upon business. - Mr. Stobell took his pipe
out of his mopth and cleared his throat.
“Why, you might build a hospital with it,”
he burst out, impatiently.

“Builda hospltal 1” repeated the astonished
captain, as Mr. Chalk bent suddenly to do
up his shoe-lace.

“Think of the orphans you could be a
father to!” added Mr. Stobell, making the
most of an unwonted fit of altruism.

The captain looked inquiringly at Mr.
Tredgold.

“And widows,” said Mr. Stobell, and,
putting his pipe in his mouth as a sign that
he had finished his remarks, gazed stolidly
at the company.

“ Stobell must be referring to a story Chalk
told us of some precious stones you buried,
1 think,” said Mr. Tredgold, reddening.
‘“ Aren’t you, Stobell ?”

“Of course 1 am,” said his friend.
know that.”

Captain Bowers glanced at Mr. Chalk, but
that gentleman was still busy with his shoe.
lace, only looking up when Mr. Tredgold,
takmg the bull by the horns, made the cap-
tain a plain, straightforward offer to fit out
and give him the command of an expedition
to recover the treasure. In a speech which
included the benevolent Mr. Stobell’s hos-
pitals, widows, and orphans, he pointed out a
score of reasons why the captain should
consent, and wound up with a glowing picture
of Miss Drewitt as the heiress of the wealthiest

“You
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said Tredgold, slowly. * That is to say, it’s
anybody’s that finds it. It isn’t your
property, Captain Bowers? You lay no
claim to it?”

“No, no,” said the captain. “It’s nothing
to do with me. You go and find it”
he repeated, with enjoyment.

Mr. Tredgold laughed too, and his eye
travelled mechanically towards the bureau.
“If we do,” he said, cordially, *“you shall
have your share.”

The captain thanked him and, taking up

the bottle, refilled their glasses. Then,
catching the dull, brooding eye of Mr.
Stobell as that plain-spoken man sat in a
brown study trying to separate the serious
from the jocular, he drank success to their
search. He was about to give vent to further
pleasantries when he was stopped by the
mysterious behaviour of Mr. Chalk, who, first
laying a finger on his lip to ensure silence,
frowned severely and nodded at the door
leading to the kitchen.

The other three looked in the direction
indicated. The door stood half open, and
the silhouette of a young woman in a large
hat put the upper panels in shadow. The
captain rose and, with a vigorous thrust of
his foot, closed the door with a bang.

“ Eavesdropping,” said Mr. Chalk, in a
tense whisper.

“There’ll be a rival expedition,” said the
captain, falling in with his mood. “I’'ve
already warned that young woman off once.
You’d better start to-night.”

He leaned back in his chair and sur-
veyed the company pleasantly. Somewhat
to Mr. Chalk’s disappointment Mr. Tredgold
began to discuss agriculture, and they were
still on that theme when they rose to depart
some time later. Tredgold and Chalk bade
the captain a cordial good-night; but
Stobell, a creature of primitive impulses,
found it difficult to shake hands with him.
On the way home he expressed an ardent
desire to tell the captain what men of sense
thought of him.

The captain lit another pipe after they had
gone, and for some time sat smoking and
thinking over the events of the evening.
Then Mr. Tasker's second infringement of
discipline occurred to him, and, stretching
out his hand, he rang the bell.

‘“ Has that young woman gone?” he in-
quired, cautiously, as Mr. Tasker appeared.

“Yessir,” was the reply.

“What about your articles ?” demanded
the captain, with sudden loudness. “ What
do you mean by it?”
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Mr. Tasker eyed him forlornly. “It aint
my fault,” he said, at last. “I don’t want her.”

“Eh?” said the other, sternly. *Don’t
talk nonsense. What do you have her here
for, then?”

“Because I can’t help myself,” said Mr.
Tasker, desperately; ‘“that’s why. She’s
took a fancy to me, and, that being so, it
would take more than you and me to keep
‘er away.”

“ Rubbish,” said his master.

Mr. Tasker smiled wanly. “That's my
reward for being steady,” he said, with some
bitterness ; “that’s what comes of having a
good name in the place. I get Selina Vickers
after me.”

“You—you must have asked her to come
here in the first place,” said the astonished
captain.

“Ask her?” repeated Mr. Tasker, with
respectful scorn. “AsZ her? She don't
want no asking.”

“ What does she come for, then ?” inquired
the other.

“Me,” said Mr. Tasker, brokenly. “I
never dreamt o’ such a thing. I was going
’er way one pight—about three weeks ago, 1t
was—and I walked with her as far as her
road — Mint Street. Somehow it got put
about that we were walking out. A week
afterwards she saw me in Harris’s, the
grocer’s, and waited outside for me till I
come out and walked ’ome with me. After
she came in the other night I found we was
keeping company. To-night —to-night she
got a ring out o’ me, and now we're engaged.”

“ What on earth did you give her the ring
for if you don’t want her?” inquired the
captain, eyeing him with genuine concern.

“Ab, it seems easy, sir,” said the unfor-
tunate; “but you don’t know Selina. She
bought the ring and said I was to pay it off
a shilling a week. She took the first shilling
to-night.”

His master sat back and regarded him in
amazement.

“You don’t know Selina, sir,” repeated
Mr. Tasker, in reply to this manifestation.
“ She always gets her own way. Her father
ain’t ’it ’er mother not since Selina was
seventeen. He dursent. The last time Selina
went for him tooth and nail ; smashed all the
plates off the dresser throwing ’em at him,
and ended by chasing of him up the road in
his shirt-sleeves.”

The captain grunted.

“That was two years ago,” continued Mr.
Tasker ; “ and his spirit’s quite broke. He ’as
to give all his money excent a shilling a week
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mark. His father's got money, and he’ll
make more of it.”

Something in the tone of his voice attracted
his niece’s attention, and she looked at him
sharply as an almost incredible suspicion as
to the motive of this conversation flashed
on her.

“I don’t like to see young men too fond
of money,” she observed, sedately.

“I didn’t say that,” said the captain,
eagerly. “If anything, he is too open-
handed. What I meant was that he isn’t
lazy.”

“He seems to be very fond of coming to
see you,” said Prudence, by way of encourage-
ment. .

“Ah | ” said the captain, “and ?

He stopped abruptly as the girl faced
round.

“And?” she prompted.

“And the crow’s-nest,” concluded the
captain, somewhat lamely.

There was no longer room for doubt.
Scarce two months ashore and he was trying
his hand at match-making. Fresh from a
world of obedient satellites, and ships re-
sponding to the lightest touch of the helm,
he was venturing with all the confidence of
ignorance upon the most delicate of human
undertakings. Miss Drewitt, eyeing him
with perfect comprehension and some little
severity, sat aghast at his hardihood.

“ He’s very fond of going up there,” said
Captain Bowers, somewhat discomfited.

“Yes, he and Joseph have much in
common,” remarked Miss Drewitt, casually.
“Theyre somewhat alike, too, I always
fancy.”

“ Alike | 7 exclaimed the astonished cap-
tain. ‘“ Edward Tredgold like Joseph ? Why,
you must be dreaming.”

“ Perhaps it’s only my fancy,” conceded
Miss Drewitt, “but I always think that I can
see a likeness.”

“There isn’t the slightest resemblance in
the world,” said the captain. “ There isn’t a
single feature alike. Besides, haven’t you
ever noticed what a stupid expression Joseph
has got ? ”

“Yes,” said Miss Drewitt.

The captain scratched his ear and regarded
her closely, but Miss Drewitt’s face was
statuesque in its repose.

“ There—there’s nothing wrong with your
eyes, my dear?” he ventured, anxiously—
“short sight or anything of that sort ?”

“T don’t think so,” said his niece, gravely.

Captain Bowers shifted in his chair and,
convinced that such a superficial observer
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must have overlooked many things, pointed
out several admirable qualities in Edward
Tredgold which he felt sure must have
escaped her notice. The surprise with which
Miss Drewitt greeted them all confirmed him
in this opinion, and he was glad to think
that he had called her attention to them ere
it was too late.

“He’s very popular in Binchester,” he
said, impressively. “Chalk told me that he
is surprised he has not been married before
now, seeing the way that he is run after.”

“Dear me!” said his niece, with sup-
pressed viciousness.

The captain smiled. He resolved to stand
out for a long engagement when Mr. Tred-
gold came to him, and to stipulate also that
they should not leave Binchester. An ad-
mirer in London to whom his niece had once
or twice alluded—forgetting to mention that
he was only ten—began to fade into what the
captain considered proper obscurity.

Mr. Edward Tredgold reaped some of the
benefits of this conversation when he called
a day or two afterwards. The captain was
out, but, encouraged by Mr. Tasker, who re-
presented that his return might be looked
for at any moment, he waited for over an
hour, and was on the point of departure
when Miss Drewitt entered.

“1 should think that you must be tired of
waiting ? ” she said, when he had explained.

“1 was just going,” said Mr. Tredgold, as
he resumed his seat. “ If you had been five
minutes later you would have found an empty
chair. I suppose Captain Bowers won't be
long now ?”

“He might be,” said the girl.

“T'll give him a little while longer if I
may,” said Mr. Tredgold. “I'm very glad
now that I waited—very glad indeed.”

There was so much meaning in his voice
that Miss Drewitt felt compelled to ask the
reason.

“ Because I was tired when I came in and
the rest has done me good,” explained Mr.
Tredgold, with much simplicity. “Do you
know that I sometimes think I work too
hard?”

Miss Drewitt raised her eyebrows slightly
and said, “ Indeed ! I am very glad that you
are rested,” she added, after a pause.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Tredgold, grate-
fully, “I came to see the captain about a
card-table I've discovered for him. It's.a
Queen Anne, I believe ; one of the be_st
things I've ever seen. It's poked away In
the back room of a cottage, and I only dis-
covered it byaccident.”
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startled voice.
one, then?”

Mr. Tredgold, roused from the pleasurable
reminiscences of a collector, remembered
himself suddenly. ‘ Oh, yes, he got another
one,” he said, soothingly.

“Is—is he bedridden now ? ” inquired the
girl.

“T haven't seen him for some time,” said
Mr. Tredgold, truthfully. “He gave up
smoking and—and then I didn’t go to see
him, you know.”

“ He’s dead,” said Miss Drewitt, shivering.
“He died in—— Oh, you are horrible ! ”

“ That carving——" began Mr. Tredgold.

“Don’t talk about it, please,” said the
indignant Miss Drewitt. “I can’t understand
why my uncle should have listened to your
advice at all; you must have forced it on
him. I'm sure he didn't know how you
got it.”

“Yes, he did,” said the other. *In fact,
it was intended for his room at first. He
was quite pleased with it.”

“Why did he alter his mmd
inquired the girl.

Mr. Tredgold looked suddenly at the
opposite wall, but his lips quivered and his
eyes watered. Miss Drewitt, reading these
signs aright, was justly incensed.

“T don’t believe it,” -she cried.

“He said that you didn’t know and he
did,” said Mr. Tredgold, apologetically. I
talk too much. I'd no business to let out
about old Brown, but I forgot for the moment
~—sa.llors are always prone to childish super-
stitions.”

‘“ Are you talking about my uncle?”
inquired Miss Dtewitt, with ominous calm.

“They were his own words,” said the
other.

Miss Drewitt, fecling herself baffled, sat for
some time wondering how to find fault
politely with the young man before her. Her
mind was full of subject-matter, but the
politeness easily eluded her. She threw out
after a time the suggestion that his presence
at the bedside of sick people was not likely
to add to their comfort.

Captain Bowers entered before the
aggrieved Mr. Tredgold could think of a
ﬁttmg reply, and after a hasty greeting
insisted upon his staying for a cup of tea.
By a glance in the visitor’s direction and a
faint smile Miss Drewitt was understood to
endorse the invitation.

The captain’s satisfaction at finding them
together was complete, but a little misunder-
standing was caused all round, when Mr.

“ Did—did he get another

then?”
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Tasker came in with the tea, by the series of
nods and blinks by which the captain strove
to call his niece’s attention to various facial
and other differences between his servant
and their visitor. Mr. Tredgold, after stand-
ing it for some time, created a little con-
sternation by inquiring whether he had got
a smut on his nose.

The captain was practically the only talker
at tea, but the presence of two attentive
listeners prevented him from discovering the
fact. He described his afternoon’s ramble
at such length that it was getting late by the
time they had finished. ’

“Stay and smoke a pipe,” he said, as he
sought his accustomed chair.

Mr. Tredgold assented in the usual manner
by saying that he ought to be going, and
instead of one pipe smoked three or four.
The light failed and the lamp was lit, but he
still stayed on until the sound of subdued
but argumentative voices beyond the drawn
blind apprised them of other visitors. The
thin tones of Mr. Chalk came through ‘the
open window, apparently engaged in argu-
ment with a bear. A faint sound of hustling
and growling, followed by a gentle bumping
against the door, seemed to indicate that he
—or perhaps the bear—was having recourse
to physical force.

“Come in,” cried the captain.

The door opened and Mr. Chalk, some-
what flushed, entered, leading Mr. Stobell.
The latter gentleman seemed in a surly and
reluctant frame of mind, and having ex-
changed greetings subsided silently into a
chair and sat eyeing Mr. Chalk, who, some-
what nervous as to his reception after so
long an absence, plunged at once into con-
versation.

“I thought I should find you here,” he
said, pleasantly, to Edward Tredgold.

“Why?” demanded Mr. Tredgold, with
what Mr. Chalk thought unnecessary abrupt-
ness.

“ Well—well, because you generally are
here, I suppose,” he said, somewhat taken
aback.

Mr. Tredgold favoured him with a scowl

and a somewhat uncomfortable silence
ensued.

“Stobell wanted to see you again,” said
Mr. Chalk, turning to the captain. ‘ He’s

done nothing but talk about you ever since
he was here last.”

Captain Bowers said he was glad to see
him ; Mr. Stobell returned the courtesy with
an odd noise in his throat and a strange
glare at Mr, Chalk.
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“No,” he said, brusquely.
Mr. Chalk looked hurt.
he said, in surprise at the captain’s tone.
“You showed 1t to us the other day, and I
didn’t think

“The fact is,” sald the captain, in a more
gentle voice—* the fact is, I can’t.”

“Can’t ?” repeated the other.

“It is not very pleasant to keep on refusing
friends,” said the captain, making amends for
his harshness by pouring a serious overdose
of whisky into Mr. Chalk’s glass, “and it’s
only natural for you to be anxious about it, so
I removed the temptation out of my way.”-

“Removed the temptation?”
Mr. Chalk. 4 .

“T burnt the map,” said the captain, with
a smile. '

“Burntit?” gasped Mr. Chalk. “BURNT
ite”

“Burnt it to ashes,” said the captain,
jovially. “It’s a load off my mind. I ought

to have done it before. In fact, I never ought
to have made the map at all.”

Mr. Chalk stared at him in speechless
dismay.

“Try that,” said the captain, handing Mr.
Stobell his glass.

Mr. Stobell took it from mere force of
habit, and sat holding it in his hand as
though he had forgotten what to do with it.

“I did it yestérday morning,” said the
captain, noticing their consternation. *“I had
just lit my pipe after breakfast, and I suppose
the match put me in mind of it. I took
out the map and set light to it at Cape
Silvio. The flame ran half-way round the
coast and then popped through the middle
. of the paper and converted Mount Lone-
some into a volcano.”

He gave a boisterous laugh and, raising
_his glass, nodded to Mr. Stobell. Mr.
Stobell, who was just about to drink, lowered
his glass again and frowned.

“I don’t see anything to laugh at,” he
said, dellberately

“’He can’t have been listening,” said Mr.
Tredgold, in a low voice, to Miss Drewitt.

“ Well, it's done now,” said the captain,
genially. “ You—you’re not going ? ”

“Yes, I am,” said Mr. Stobell.

He bade them good-night, and then paus-
ing at the door stood and surveyed them ;
even Mr. Tasker, who was gliding in unobtru-
sively with a jug of water, shared in his
regards.

“When I think of the orpha.ns and
widows,” he said, bitterly, “ I——

He opened the door suddenly and, closing

“I’'m very sorry,”

repeated -
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it behind him, breathed the rest to Dialstone
Lane. An aged woman sitting in a door-
way said, ¢ Husk/” .

CHAPTER VL
Miss DREWITT sat for some time in her
room after the visitors had departed, eyeing
with some disfavour the genuine antiques
which she owed to the enterprise, not to say
officiousness, of Edward Tredgold. That they
were in excellent taste was undemable, but
there was a flavour of age and a suspicion of
decay about them which did not make for
cheerfulness. .

She rose at last, and taking off her watch
went through the nightly task of wondering
where she had put the key after using it last.
It was not until she had twice made a fruit-
less tour of the room with the candle that
she remembered that she had left it on the
mantelpiece downstairs.

The captain was still below, and after a
moment’s hesitation she opened her door and
went softly down the steep winding stairs.

The door at the foot stood open, and
revealed the captain standing by the table.
There was an air of perplexity and anxiety
about him such as she had never seen
before, and as she waited he crossed to the
bureau, which stood open, and searched
feverishly among the papers which littered it.
Apparently dissatisfied with the result, he
moved it out bodily and looked behind and
beneath it. Coming to an erect position
again he suddenly became aware of the
presence of his niece.

“It’s gone,” he said, in an amazed voice.

“Gone?” repeated Prudence. ‘ What
has gone ?”

“The map,” said the captain, fumbling his
beard. “I put it in this end pigeon-hole
the other night after showing it and I haven't
touched it since ; and it’s gone.”

“ But you durnt it |” said Prudence, with
an astonished laugh.

The captain started. “No; I was going
to,” he said, eyeing her in manifest con-
fusion.

“ But you said that you had,” persisted his
niece.

“Yes,” stammered the captain, “I know I
did, but I hadn’t. I was just looking ahead
a bit, that was all. I went to the bureau
just now to do it.”

Miss Drewitt eyed him with mild reproach.
“You even described how you did 1t,” she

said, slowly. * You said that Mount Lone-
some turned into a volcano. Wasn’t it
true?”
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with Mr. Stobell and Mr. Tredgold, whom he
had met on the way home waiting for him.

The opinion of Mr. Tredgold senior, an
opinion in which Mr. Stobell fully acquiesced,
was that Mr. Chalk had ruined everything
by displaying all along a youthful impetuosity
sadly out of place in one of his years and
standing. The offender’s plea that he had
thought it best to strike while the iron was
hot only exposed him to further contumely.

“Well, it’s no good talking about it,” said
Mr. Tredgold, impatiently. “It's all over
now and done with.”

“Half a million clean chucked away,”
said Mr. Stobell:

Mr. Chalk shook his head and, finding
that his friends had by no means exhausted
the subject, suddenly bethought himself of-
an engagement and left them.

Miss Vickers, who heard the news from
Mr. Joseph Tasker, received it with an
amount of amazement highly gratifying to
his powers as a narrator. Her strongly-
expressed opinion afterwards that he had
misunderstood what he had heard was not
so agreeable.

“I suppost I can believe my own ears?”
he said, in an injured voice.

“ He must have been making fun of them
all,” said Selina. ‘“He couldn’t have burnt
it—he couldn’t.”

“Why not ? ” inquired the other, surprised
at her vehemence.

Miss Vickers hesitated.  “ Because it
would be such a silly thing to do,” she said,
at last. ““Now, tell me what you heard all
over again—slow.”

Mr. Tasker complied.

“I can’t make head or tail of it,” said
Miss Vickers when he had finished.

“ Seems simple enough to me,” said
Joseph, staring at her.

*“ All things seem simple when you don't
know them,” said Miss Vickers, vaguely.

She walked home in a thoughtful mood,
and for a day or two went about the house
with an air of preoccupation which was a
source of much speculation to the family.
George Vickers, aged six, was driven to the
verge of madness by being washed three
times in succession one morning; a gag of
well - soaped flannel being applied with
mechanical regularity each time that he
strove to point out the unwashed condition
of Martha and Charles. His turn came when
the exultant couple, charged with having
made themselves dirty in the shortest time
on record, were deprived of their breakfast.

Mr. Vickers, having committed one or two
Vol. xxvii.—42.
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minor misdemeanours unchallenged, attri-
buted his daughters condition to love, and
began to speak of that passion with more
indulgence than he had done since his
marriage.

Miss Vickers’s abstraction, however, lasted
but three days. On the fourth she was
herself again, and, having spent the day in
hard work, dressed herself with unusual care
in the evening and went out.

The evening was fine and the air, to one
who had been at work indoors all day,
delightful. Miss Vickers walked briskly
along with the smile of a person who has
solved a difficult problem, but as she drew
near the Horse and Groom, a hostelry of
retiring habits, standing well back from the
road, the smile faded and she stood face to
face with the stern realities of life.

A few yards from the side-door Mr. Vickers
stood smoking a contemplative pipe; the
side-door itself had just closed behind a tall
man in corduroys, who bore in his right hand
a large mug made of pewter.

“Ho!” said Selina, “so this is how you
go on the moment my back is turned, is it ?”

“What dye mean?” demanded Mr.
Vickers, blustering.

“You know what I mean,” said his
daughter, ‘“standing outside and sending
Bill Russell in to get you beer. That’s
what I mean.”

Mr. Vickers tured, and with a little
dramatic start intimated that he had caught
sight of Mr. Russell for the first time that
evening. Mr. Russell himself sought to
improve the occasion.

“Wish I may die ” he began, solemnly.

“Like a policeman,” continued Selina,
regarding her father indignantly.

“I wish I was a policeman,” muttered
Mr. Vickers. *“I’d show some of you.”

“What have you got to say for yourself ?”
demanded Miss Vickers, shortly.

“ Nothing,” said the culprit. “I s’pose I
can stand where I like? There’s no law
agin it.”

“ Do you mean to say that you didn’t send
Bill in to get you some beer?” said his
daughter. '

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Vickers, with
great indignation. * I shouldn’t think of such
a thing.”

“I shouldn’t get it if ’e did,” said Mr.
Russell, virtuously.

“ Whose beer is it, then ? ” said Selina.

“Why, Bill’s, I s’pose; how should I
know ?” replied Mr. Vickers.

“Yes, it's mine,” said Mr. Russell.
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Mr. Tredgold coughed.
a rich woman,” he began.

“Chalk knows that,” interrupted Mr.
Stobell. “The airs and graces that girl will
give herself if you go on ke that——"

“ But she has some property there which
she is anxious to obtain,” continued Mr.
Tredgold, with a warning glance at the
speaker. ‘“That being so——

“Make him wish he may die first,” inter-
posed Miss Vickers, briskly.

“Yes, yes ; that’s all right,” said Tredgold,
meeting Mr. Chalk’s startled gaze.

“It will be when he’s done it,” retorted
the determined Miss Vickers.

“It's a secret,” explained Mr. Tredgold,
addressing his staring friend. “And you must
swear to keep it if it’s told you. That’s what
she means. I've had to and so has Stobell.”

A fierce grunt from Mr. Stobell, who was
still suffering from the remembrance of an
indignity against which he had protested
in vain, came as confirmation. Then the
marvellmg Mr. Chalk rose, and instructed by
Miss Vickers took an oath, the efficacy of
which consisted in a fervent hope that he
might die if he broke it.

“ But what’s it all about?” he inquired,
plaintively.

Mr. Tredgold conferred with Miss Vickers,
and that lady, after a moment’s hesitation,
drew a folded paper from her bosom and
beckoned to Mr. Chalk. With a cry of
amazement he recognised the identical map
of Bowers’s Island, which he had last seen
in the hands of its namesake. It was im-
possible to mistake it, although an attempt
to take it in his hand was promptly frustrated
by the owner.

“But Captain Bowers said that he had
burnt it,” he cried.

Mr. Tredgold eyed him coldly.
what ? ” he inquired.

“The map,” was the reply.
“Just so,” said Tredgold.
he had burnt a map.”

“JIs this another,
Chalk.

“ P'raps,” said Miss Vickers, briefly.

“ As the captain said he had burnt his,
this must be another,” said Tredgold.

“Didn’t he burn it, then?” inquired Mr.
Chalk.

“I should be sorry to disbelieve Captain
Bowers,” said Tredgold.

“Couldn’t be done,” said the brooding
Stobell, “not if you tried.”

Mr. Chalk sat still and eyed them in
perplexity.

“ Burnt

“You told me

then?” inquired Mr.

“ My client isnot
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“There is no doubt that this map refers to
the same treasure as the one Captain Bowers
had,” said Tredgold, with the air of one
making a generous admission. “ My client
has not volunteered any statement as to how
M came into her poss&ssmn -

“And she’s not going to,”
Vickers, dispassionately.

“1It is enough for me that we have got it,”
resumed Mr. Tredgold. “ Now, ‘we want
you to join us in fitting out a ship and
recovering the treasure. Equal expenses ;
equal shares.”

“ What about Captain Bowers? ” inquired
Mr. Chalk.

“He is to have an equal share without
any of the expense,” said Tredgold. “ You
know he gave us permission to find it if we
could, so we are not injuring anybody.”

“He told us to go and find it, if you
remember,” said Stobell, “and we’re going
to.”

“He'll have a fortune handed to him with-
out any trouble or being responsible in any
way,” said Tredgold, impressively. “ 1 should
like to think there was somebody working to
put a fortune like that into my lap. We
shall have a fifth each.”

“That'll be five—thousand—pounds for
you, Seljna,” said Mr. Stobell, with a would-
be benevolent smile.

Miss Vickers turned a composed little face
upon him and languidly closed one eye.

“I had two prizes for arithmetic when I
was at school,” she remarked; “and don’t
you call me Selina, unless you want to be
called Bobbie.”

A sharp exclamation from Mr. Tredgold
stopped all but the first three words of Mr.
Stobell’s retort, but he said the rest under
his breath with considerable relish.

“Don’t mind him,” said Miss Vickers.
“I’'m half sorry I let him join, now. A man
that used to work for him once told me that
he was only half a gentleman, but he’d never
seen that half.”

Mr. Stobell, afraid to trust himself, got up
and leaned out of the window.

“Well, we’re all agreed, then,” said Tred-
gold, looking round. :

“Half a second,” said Miss Vickers.
“Before I part with this map you've all
got to sign a paper promising me my proper
share, and to give me twenty pounds down.”

Mr. Tredgold hesitated and looked serious.
Mr. Chalk, somewhat dazed by the events of
the evening, blinked at him solemnly. Mr.
Stobell withdrew his; head from the window
and spoke.

put in Miss
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left the room to pay a visit to his safe, and,
the other two gentlemen turning out their
pockets, the required sum was made up, and
with the agreement handed to Miss Vickers
in exchange for the map.

She bade them good - night, and then,
opening the door, paused with her hand on
the knob and stood irresolute.

“I hope I've done right,” she said, some-
what nervously. * It was no good to anybody
laying idle and being wasted. I haven’t
stolen anything.”

“ No, no,” said Tredgold, hastily.

“It seems ridiculous for all that money
to be wasted,” continued Miss Vickers,
musingly. It doesn’t belong to anybody,
so nobody can be hurt by our taking it, and
we can do a lot of good with it, if we like.
I shall give some of mine away to the poor.
We all will. I'll have it put in this paper.”

She fumbled in her bodice for the docu-
ment, and walked towards them.

“ We can't alter it now,” said Mr. Tredgold,
decidedly.

“We’ll do what’s right,” said Mr. Chalk,
reassuringly.

Miss Vickers smiled at him. “Yes, I
know you will,” she said, graciously, “and
I think Mr. Tredgold will, but——"

“You're leaving that door open,” said Mr.
Stobell, coldly, “and the draught’s blowing
my head off, pretty near.”

Miss Vickers eyed him scornfully, but in
the absence of a crushing reply disdained
one at all. She contented herself instead by
going outside and closing the door after her
with a sharpness which stirred every hair on
his head.

“It’s a most extraordinary thing,” said
Mr. Chalk, as the three bent exultingly over
the map. “I could ha’ sworn to this map in
a court of justice.”

“Don’t you worry your head about it,”
advised Mr. Stobell.

“You've got your way at last,” said Tred-
gold, with some severity. “We're going for
a cruise with you, and here you are raising
objections.”

“Not objections,” remonstrated the other ;
‘“and, talking about the voyage, what about
Mrs. Chalk? She’ll want to come.”

“So will Mrs. Stobell,” said that lady’s
proprietor, “but she won’t.”

“She mustn’t hear of it till the last
moment,” said Tredgold, dictatorially ; “the
quieter we keep the whole thing the better.
You’re not to divulge a word of the cruise to
anybody. When it does leak out it must be
understood we are just going for ‘a little

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

pleasure jaunt. Mind, you've sworn to keep
the whole affair secret.”

Mr. Chalk screwed up his features in
anxious perplexity, but made no comment.

“ The weather’s fine,” continued Tredgold,
‘“and there’s nothing gained by delay. Omn
Wednesday we’ll take the train to Biddle-
combe and have a look round. My idea is
to buy a small, stout sailing-craft second-
hand ; ship a crew ostensibly for a pleasure
trip, and sail as soon as possible.”

Mr. Chalk’s face brightened. “ And we’ll
take some beads, and guns, and looking-
glasses, and trade with the natives in the
different islands we pass,” he said, cheerfully.
“We may as well see something of the world
while we’re about it.”

Mr. Tredgold smiled indulgently and said
they would see. Messrs. Stobell and Chalk,
after a final glance at the map and a final
perusal of the instructions at the back, took
their departure.

“It’s like a dream,” said the latter gentle-
man, as they walked down the High Street.

“That Vickers girl ud like more dreams
o’ the same sort,” said Mr. Stobell, as he
thrust his hand in his empty pocket.

“It’s all very well for you,” continued Mr.
Chalk, uneasily. “ But my wife is sure to
insist upon coming.”

Mr. Stobell sniffed.
he remarked.

“Yes,” said Mr. Chalk, in a burst of un-
wonted frankness, ‘“but it ain’t quite the
same thing. I've got a wife and Mrs. Stobell
has got a husband—that’s the difference.”

Mr. Stobell pondered this remark for the
rest of the way home. He came to the con-
clusion that the events of the evening had
made Mr. Chalk a little light-headed.

“I've got a wife too,”

CHAPTER VIIL
UNTIL he stood on the platform on Wednes-
day morning with his brother adventurers
Mr. Chalk passed the time in a state of
nervous excitement, which only tended to
confirm his wife in her suspicions of his
behaviour. Without any preliminaries he
would burst out suddenly into snatches of
sea-songs, the * Bay of Biscay” being an
especial favourite, until Mrs. Chalk thought
fit to observe that, *“if the thunder did roar
like that she should not be afraid of it.”
Ever sensitive to a fault, Mr. Chalk fell back
upon “Tom Bowling,” which he thought
free from openings of that sort, until Mrs.
Chalk, after- commenting upon the inability
of the late Mr, Bowling to hear the tempest’s
howling, indulged 1n idle speculations as to
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Captain Brisket gave a hoarse laugh and
winked at Mr. Stobell ; that gentleman, merely
pausing to empty his mouth and drink half a
glass of beer, winked back.

“Been here before, sir?” inquired the
captain.

Mr. Stobell, who was busy again, left the
reply to Mr. Chalk.

“Several times,”
very fond of the sea.”

Captain Brisket nodded, and, taking up his
glass, moved to the end of their table, with
the air of a man disposed to conversation.

“ There’s not much doing in Biddlecombe
nowadays,” he remarked, shaking his head.
“Trade ain’t what it used to be; ships are
more than half their time looking for freights,
And even when they get them they’re hardly
worth having.”

Mr. Chalk started and,
whispered to Mr. Tredgold.

“No harm in it,” said the latter. “ Better
leave it to me. Shipping’s dull, then?” he
inquired, turning to Captain Brisket.

“Dull?” was the reply. “Dull ain’t no
name for it.”

Mr. Tredgoid played with a salt-spoon and
frowned thoughtfully.

“We've been looking round for a ship
this morning,” he said, slowly.

“As passengers?” inquired the captain,
staring.

“ As owners,” put in Mr. Chalk.

Captain Brisket, greatly interested, drew
first his glass and then his chair a yard nearer.
“Do you mean that you want to buy one?”
he inquired.

“Well, we might if we could get one
cheap,” admitted Tredgold, cautiously. *We
had some sort of an idea of a cruise to the
South Pacific ; pleasure, with perhaps a little
trading mixed up with it. I suppose some
of these old schooners can be picked up for
the price of an old song?”

said the latter. “I'm

leaning over,

The captain, grating his chair along the.

floor, came nearer still; so near that Mr.
Stobell instinctively put out his right elbow.

“You've met just the right man,” said
Captain Brisket, with a boisterous laugh.
“I know a schooner, two hundred and forty
tons, that is just the identical article you’re
looking for, good as new and sound as a bell.
Are you going to sail her yourself?”

“No,” said Mr. Stobell, without looking
up, “he ain’t.”

“Got a master?” demanded Captain
Brisket, with growing excitement. * Don’t
tell me you've got a master.”

“Why not?” growled Mr. Stobell, who,
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having by this time arrived at the cheese,
felt that he had more leisure for con-
versation.

“ Because,” shouted the other, hitting the
table a thump with his fist that upset half
his whisky — beca.use if you haven’t Bill
Brisket’s your man.”

The three gentlemen received this startling
intelligence with such a lack of enthusiasm
that Captain Brisket was fain to cover what
in any other man might have been regarded
as confusion by ringing the bell for George
and inquiring with great sternness of manner
why he had not brought him a full glass.

“We can’t do things in five minutes,” said
Mr. Tredgold, after a long and somewhat try-
ing pause. “First of all we've got to get a
ship.”

“The craft you want is over the other side
of the harbour waiting for -you,” said the
captain, confidently. “We’ll ferry over now
if you like, or, if you prefer to go by your-
selves, do; Bill Brisket is not the man to
stand in anyone’s way, whether he gets any-
thing out of it or not.”

“ Hold hard,” said Mr. Stobell, putting up
his hand.

Captain Brisket regarded him with a beam-
ing smile ; Mr. Stobell’s two friends waited
patiently.

“What ud a schooner like that fetch?”
inquired Mr. Stobell.

“It all depends,” said Brisket. “Of
course, if I buy ?
Mr. Stobell held up his hand again. * All

depends whether you buy it for us or sell it
for the man it belongs to, I s’pose?” he said,
slowly.

Captain Brisket jumped up, and to Mr.
Chalk’s horror smote the speaker heavily on
the back. Mr. Stobell, clenching a fist the
size of a leg of mutton, pushed his chair back
and prepared to rise.

“You're a trump,” said Captain Brisket, in
tones of unmistakable respect, ““that’s what
you are. Lord, if I'd got the head for
business you have I should be a man of
fortune by now.”

Mr. Stobell, who had half nsen, sat down
again, and, for the first time since his last
contract but one, a smile played lightly about
the corners of his mouth. He took another
drink and, shaking his head slightly as he
put the glass down, smiled again with the
air of a man who has been reproached for
making a pun.

“Let me do it for you,” said Captain
Brisket, impressively., 'l tell you where to
go without bemg seen .in the matter or
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from a first-floor window. Mint Street, with-

the conviction that Mr. Vickers’s tidings could
wait, swarmed across the road to listen.

Mr. Vickers himself listened for a little
while to such fragments as came his way,
and then, going indoors, sat down amid the
remains of his breakfast to endeavour to solve
the mystery of the new clothes.

He took a short clay pipe from his packet,
and, igniting a little piece of tobacco which
remained in the bowl, endeavoured to form
an estimate of the cost of each person’s
wardrobe. The sum soon becoming too
large to work in his head, he had recourse to
pencil and paper, and after five minutes’ hard
labour sat gazing at a total, which made his
brain reel. The fact that immediately after-
wards he was unable to find even a few
grains of tobacco at the bottom of his box
furnished a contrast which almost made him
maudlin.

He sat sucking at his cold pipe and
indulging in hopeless conjectures as to the
source of so much wealth, and, with a sudden
quickening of the pulse, wondered whether
it had all been spent.
from Selina to Mr. Joseph Tasker, and
almost imperceptibly the absurdities of which
young men in love could be capable occurred
to him. He remembered the extravagances
of his own youth, and bethinking himself of
the sums he had squandered on the future
Mrs. Vickers—sums which increased with
the compound interest of repetition—came
to the conclusion that Mr. Tasker had been
more foolish still.

It seemed the only possible explanation.
His eye brightened, and, knocking the ashes
out of his pipe, he crossed to the tap and
washed his face,

‘“If he can’t lend a trifle to the man what’s
going to be his father-in-law,” he said, cheer-
fully, as he polished his face on a roller-
towel, “ T shall tell ’im he can’t have Selina,
that’s all. I'll go and see 'im afore she gets
any more out of him.”

He walked blithely up the road, and, after
shaking off one or two inquirers whose
curiosity was almost proof against insult,
made his way to Dialstone Lane. In an
unobtrusive fashion he glided round to the
back, and, opening the kitchen door, bestowed
a beaming smile upon the startled Joseph.

“ Busy, my lad?” he inquired.

“What d'ye want?” asked Mr. Tasker,
whose face was flushed with cooking.

Mr. Vickers opened the door a little wider,
and, stepping inside, closed it softly behind
him and dropped into a chair.

His mind wandered"
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“Don't be alarmed, my lad,” he said,
benevolently. *Selina’s all right.”

“ What d’ye want ?” repeated Mr. Tasker.
“Who told you to come round here? ”

Mr. Vickers looked at him in reproachful
surprise.

“1 suppose a father can come round to see
his future son-in-law?” he said, with some
dignity. “I don’t want to do no interrupting
of your work, Joseph, but I couldn’t ’elp just
stepping round to tell you how nice they all
looked. Where you got the money from I
can’t think.”

“Have you gone dotty, or what?” de-
manded Mr. Tasker, who was busy wiping
out a saucepan. * Who looked nice ? ”

Mr. Vickers shook his head at him and
smiled waggishly.

“Ah! who?” he said, with much enjoy-
ment. . “I tell you it did my father’s ’art
good to see ’em all dressed up like that;
and when I thought of its all being owing
to you, sit down at home in comfort with a
pipe instead of coming to thank. you for it
I could not. Not if you was to have paid
me I couldn’t.””

“Look ’ere,” said Mr. Tasker, putting the
saucepan down with a bang, “if you can’t
talk plain, common English you’d better get
out. I don’t want you ’ere at all as a matter
o’ fact, but to have you sitting there shaking
your silly ’ead and talking a pack o’ nonsense
1s more than I can stand.”

Mr. Vickers gazed at him in perplexity.
“ Do you mean to tell me you haven’t been
giving my Selina money to buy new clothes
for the young 'uns ?” he demanded, sharply.
“ Do you mean to tell me that Selina didn’t
get money out of you to buy herself and ’er
mother and all of ’em—except me—a new
rig-out from top to toe?”

“D’ye think I've gone mad, or what?”
inquired the amazed Mr. Tasker. ¢ What
d’ye think I should want to buy clothes for
your young 'uns for? That’s your duty. And
Selina, too; I haven’t given ’er anything
except a ring, and she lent me the money
for that. D’ye think I’m made o’ money?”

“All right, Joseph,” said Mr. Vickers,
secretly incensed at this unforeseen display
of caution on Mr. Tasker’s part. I s’pose
the fairies come and put ’em on while they
was asleep. But it’s dry work walking ; ’ave
you got such a thing as a glass o’ water you
could give me?”

The other took a glass from the dresser
and, ignoring the eye of his prospective
father-in-law, which was glued to a comfort-
able-looking barrel in the corner, filled it to
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the brim with fair water and handed it to
him. Mr. Vickers, giving him a surly nod,
took a couple of dainty sips and placed it on
the table.

“It’s very nice water,” he said, sarcas-
tically.

“Is it?” said Mr. Tasker. “We don’t
drink it ourselves, except in tea or coffee;
the cap’n says it ain’t safe.”

Mr. Vickers brought his eye from the
barrel and glared at him.

“I s’pose, Joseph,” he said, after a long
pause, during which Mr. Tasker was busy
making up the fire—*“I s’pose Selina didn’t
tell you you wasn’t to tell me about the
money ?”

“I don’t know what you’re driving at,”
said the other, confronting him angrily. “I
haven't got no money.”

Mr. Vickers coughed.
Joseph,” he urged, softly ; “don’t say that, my
lad. As a matter o’ fact, I come round to
you, interrupting of you in your work, and
I'm sorry for it—knowing how fond of it you
are—to see whether I—I couldn’t borrow a
trifie for a day or two.”

“ Ho, did you?” commented Mr. Tasker,
who had opened the oven door and was using
his hand as a thermometer.

His visitor hesitated. It was no use ask-
ing for too much; on the other hand, to
ask for less than he could get would be
unpardonable folly.

“If I could lay my hand on a couple o’
quid,” he said, in a mysterious whisper, * I
rould make it five in a week.”

“Well, why don’t you?” inquired Mr.
Tasker, who was tenderly sucking the bulb
of the thermometer after contact with the
side of the oven.

“It’s the two quid that’s the trouble,
Joseph,” replied Mr. Vickers, keeping his
temper with difficulty. ‘A little thing like
that wouldn’t be much trouble to you, I
know, but to a pore man with a large family
like me it’s a’'most impossible.”

Mr. Tasker went outside to the larder, and
returning with a small joint knelt down and
thrust it carefully into the oven.

“A’most impossible,” repeated Mr. Vickers,
with a sigh.

“What is?” inquired the other, who had
not been listening.

The half-choking Mr. Vickers explained.

“Yes, o’ course it is,” assented Mr. Tasker.

“People what’s got money,” said the
offended Mr. Vickers, regarding him fiercely,
“stick to it like leeches. Now, suppose I
was a young man keeping company with a

“Don’t say that,
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gal and her father wanted to borrow a couple
o’ quid—a paltry couple o’ thick 'uns—what
d’ye think I should do?”

“If you was a young man—keeping com-
pany with a gal—and ’er father wanted—to
borrow a couple of quid off 0’ you—what
would you do?” repeated Mr. Tasker,
mechanically, as he bustled to and fro.

Mr. Vickers nodded and smiled. “What
should I do?” he inquired again, hopefully.

“I don’t know, I'm sure,” said the other,
opening the oven door and peering in.
“ How should I?”

At the imminent risk of something inside
giving way under the strain, Mr. Vickers
restrained himself. He breathed hard, and
glancing out of window sought to regain his
equilibrium by becoming interested in a
blackbird outside.

“ What I mean to say is,” he said at length,
in a trembling voice—* what I mean to say
is, without no roundaboutedness, will you
lend a ’ard-working man, what's going to
be your future father-inlaw, a couple o’
pounds ?”

Mr. Tasker laughed. It was not a loud
laugh, nor yet a musical one. It was merely
a laugh designed to convey to the incensed
Mr. Vickers a strong sense of the absurdity
of his request.

“T asked you a question,” said the latter
gentleman, glaring at him.

“I haven’t got a couple o’ pounds,” replied
Mr. Tasker; *and if I ’ad, there’s nine
hundred and ninety-nine things I would
sooner do with it than lend it to you.”

Mr. Vickers rose and stood regarding the
ignoble creature with profound contempt.
His features worked and a host of adjectives
crowded to his lips.

“Is that your last word, Joseph?” he
inquired, with solemn dignity.

“T’ll say it all over again if you like,” said
the obliging Mr. Tasker. “If you want
money, go and earn it, same as I have to;
don’t come round ’‘ere cadging on me,
because it’s no good.”

Mr. Vickers laughed ; a dry, contemptuous
laugh, terrible to hear.

“ And that’s the man that’s going to marry
my daughter,” he said, slowly; “that’s the
man that’s going to marry into my family.
Don’t you expect me to take you up and
point you out as my son-in-law, cos I won’t
do it. If there’s anything I can’trabide it’s
stinginess. And there’s my gal—my pore
gal don’t know your real character. Wait
till I've told ’er about this morning and
opened ’er eyes ! Wait till ”
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Chinese as boat-builders, prepared to depart.
He cast a swift glance up the road as he
did so, and Miss Drewitt’s cheek flamed with
sudden wrath as she saw Mr. Edward Tred-
gold hastening towards them. In a some-
what pointed manner she called her uncle’s
attention to the fact.

“Lor bless my soul,” said that startled
mariner, “so it is. Well ! well !”

If Mr. Tredgold had been advancing on
his head he could not have exhibited more
surprise.

“T’'m afraid I'm late,” said Tredgold, as he
came up and shook hands. “I hope you
haven’t been waiting long.”

The hapless captain coughed loud and
long. He emerged from a large red pocket-
handkerchief to find the eye of Miss Drewitt
seeking his.

“That’s all right, my lad,” he said, huskily.
“I’d forgotten about our arrangement. Did
I say this Sunday or next?”

“This,” said Mr. Tredgold, bluntly.

The captain coughed again, and with some
pathos referred to the tricks which old age
plays with memory. As they walked on he
regaled them with selected instances.

“Don’t forget your leg, uncle,” said Miss
Drewitt, softly.

Captain Bowers gazed at her suspiciously.

“Don’t forget that it’s stiff and put too
much strain on it,” explained his niece.

The captain eyed her uneasily, but she
was talking and laughing with Edward Tred-
gold in a most reassuring fashion. A choice
portion of his programme, which, owing to
the events of the afternoon, he had almost
resolved to omit, clamoured for production.
He stole another glance at his niece and
resolved to risk it.

“ Hah !” he said, suddenly, stopping short
and feeling in his pockets. ‘ There’s my
memory again. Well, of all the—-"

“ What’s the matter, uncle?” inquired
Miss Drewitt.

“I've left my pipe at home,” said the
captain, in a desperate voice.

“I’ve got some cigars,” suggested Tredgold.

The captain shook his head. “No, I
must have my pipe,” he said, decidedly. “If
you two will walk on slowly, I'll soon catch
you up.”

“You're not going all the way back for
it?” exclaimed Miss Drewitt.

“ Let me go,” said Tredgold.

The captain favoured him with an inscrut-
able glance. “T’ll go,” he said, firmly. “I’'m
not quite sure where I left it. You go by
Hanger’s Lane ; Ill soon catch you up.”

559.

He set off at a pace which rendered
protest unavailing. Mr. Tredgold turned,
and, making a mental note of the fact that
Miss Drewitt had suddenly added inches to
her stature, walked on by her side.

“ Captain Bowers is very fond of his pipe,”
he said, after they had walked a little way in
silence.

Miss Drewitt assented.
she said, calmly.

“So they are,” said Mr. Tredgold.

“ But you smoke,” said the girl.

Mr. Tredgold sighed. “I have often
thought of giving it up,” he said, softly,
“and then I was afraid that it would look
rather presumptuous.”

“ Presumptuous ?” repeated Miss Drewitt.

“So many better and wiser men than
myself smoke,” explained Mr. Tredgold,
“including even bishops. If. it is good
enough for them, it ought to be good enough
for me ; that’s the way I look at it. Who
am I that I should be too proud to smoke?
Who am I that I should try and set my poor
ideas above those of my superiors? Do you
see my point of view?”

Miss Drewitt made no reply.

“Of course, it is a thing that grows on
one,” continued Mr. Tredgold, with the air
of making a concession. ‘It is the first
smoke that does the mischief; it is a fatal
precedent. Unless, perhaps—— How pretty
that field is over there.”

Miss Drewitt looked in the direction in-
dicated. “Very nice,” she said, briefly.
“But what were you going to say?”

Mr. Tredgold made an elaborate attempt
to appear confused. “I was going to say,”
he murmured, gently, ‘“unless, perhaps, one
begins on coarse-cut Cavendish rolled in a
piece of the margin - of the Sunday news-
paper.” . .

Miss Drewitt suppressed an exclamation.
“] wanted to see where the fascination was,”
she said, indignantly.

“And did you?” inquired Mr. Tredgold,
smoothly.

The girl turned her head and looked at
him. “I have no doubt my uncle gave you
full particulars,” she said, bitterly. “It
seems to me that men can gossip as much
as women.”

“I tried to stop him,” said the virtuous
Mr. Tredgold.

“You need not have troubled,” said Miss
Drewitt, loftily. “It is not a matter of any
consequence. I am surprised that my uncle
should have thought it worth mentioning.”

She walked on slowly with head erect,

“ Nasty things,”
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at this exact timekeeping. “One time I
thought that I should hardly have got back.”

“But you didn’t say anything about it,”
persisted his wife.

“] didn’t want to alarm you, my dear,”
said Mr. Chalk.

Mrs. Chalk looked at him, but, except for
a long, shivering sigh which the visitor took
for sympathy, made no comment.

“I often think that I must have missed a
great deal by keeping single,” said the latter.
“It must be very pleasant when you're away
to know that there is somebody at home
counting the minutes until your return.”

Mr. Chalk permitted himself one brief
wondering glance in the speaker’s direction,
and then gazed out of window.

“There’s no companion like a wife,” con-
tinued the captain. ‘“Nobody else can quite
share your joys and sorrows as she can. I've
often thought how pleasant it must be to
come home from a journey and tell your wife
all about it: where you’ve been, what you've
done, and what you’re going to do.”

Mr. Chalk stole another look at him ; Mrs.
Chalk, somewhat suspicious, followed his
example.

“It’'s a pity you never married, Captain
Bowers,” she said, at length ; “most men
seem to do all they can to keep things from
their wives. But one of these days——"

She finished the sentence by an expressive
glance at her husband. Captain Bowers,
enlightened, hastened to change the subject.

“I haven’t seen Tredgold or Stobell
either,” he said, gazing fixedly at Mr. Chalk.

“ They—they were talking about you only
the other day,” said that gentleman, ner-
vously. “Is Miss Drewitt well ?”

“Quite well,” said the captain, briefly.
“I was beginning to think you had all left
Binchester,” he continued ; “gone for a sea
voyage or something.”

Mr. Chalk laughed uneasily. “1I thought
that Joseph wasn’t looking very well the last
time I saw you,” he said, with an imploring
glance at the captain to remind him of the
presence of Mrs. Chalk.

“ Joseph’s all right,” replied the other, “so
is the parrot.”

Mr. Chalk started and said that he was
glad to hear it, and sat trying to think of a
safe subject for conversation.

‘“ Joseph’s a nice parrot,” he said at last.
“The parrot’s a nice lad, I mean.”
“‘Thomas ! ” said Mrs. Chalk.

“ Joseph—is—a—nice—Ilad,”
Chalk, recovering himself.
thought——"

said Mr.
“1 have often
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The sentence was never completed, being
interrupted by a thundering rat-tat-tat at the
front door, followed by a pealing at the bell,
which indicated that the visitor was manfully
following the printed injunction to “Ring
also.” The door was opened and a man’s
voice was heard in the hall—a loud, confident
voice, at the sound of which Mr. Chalk,
with one horrified glance in the direction of
Captain Bowers, sank back in his chair and
held his breath.

“Captain Brisket,” said the maid, opening
the door.

The captain came in with a light, bustling
step, and, having shaken Mr. Chalk’s hand
with great fervour and acknowledged the
presence of Captain Bowers and Mrs. Chalk
by two spasmodic jerks of the head, sat bolt-
upright on the edge of a chair and beamed
brightly upon the horrified Chalk.

“I've got news,” he said, hoarsely.

“News?” said the unfortunate Mr. Chalk,
faintly. .

“Ah!” said Brisket, nodding.
I’ve got her at last.”

Mrs. Chalk started.

“I've got her,” continued Captain Brisket,
with an air of great enjoyment; “and a fine
job I had of it, I can tell you. Old Todd
said he couldn’t bear parting with her. Once
or twice I thought he meant it.”

Mr. Chalk made a desperate effort to catch
his eye, but in vain. It was fixed in remini-
scent joy on the ceiling.

“We haggled about her for days,” con-
tinued Brisket ; “but at last I won. The
Fair Emily is yours, sir.”

“ The fair who ?” cried Mrs. Chalk, in a
terrible voice.  “Emily wko?  Emily
what 7"

Captain Brisket turned and regarded her
in amazement.

“ Emily who ?” repeated Mrs. Chalk.

“ Why, it's——" began Brisket.

“H’sk!” said Mr. Chalk, desperately.
“It’s a secret.”

“It’s a secret,” said Captain Brisket, nod-
ding calmly at Mrs. Chalk.

Wrath and astonishment held her for the
moment breathless.  Mr. Chalk, caught
between his wife and Captain Bowers, forti-
fied himself with memories of the early
martyrs and gave another warning glance at
Brisket. For nearly two minutes that un-
daunted mariner met the gaze of Mrs. Chalk
without flinching.

“A—a secret?” gasped the indignant
woman at last, as she turned to her husband.
“You sit therg and dare to tell me that ? »

“News!
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Mr. Stobell’s face cleared; his mouth
relaxed and his dull eyes got almost kindly.
With the idea of calling the attention of
Mr. Chalk to the pleasing results of a little
firmness he placed his foot upon that gentle-
man’s toe and bore heavily.

“Best place for you,” he said to Mrs.
Chalk. “There’s no place like home for
ladies. You can have each other to tea
every day if you like. In fact, there’s no
reason "—he paused and looked at his wife,
half doubtful that he was conceding too
much—“there’s no reason why you shouldn’t
sleep at each other’s sometimes.”

He helped himself to some cake and,
rendered polite by good-nature, offered some
to Mrs. Chalk.

“Mind, I shall not go unless Mrs. Stobell
goes,” said the latter, waving the plate away
impatiently ; ‘“that I am determined
upon.”

Mr. Chalk, feeling that appearances re-
quired it, ventured on a mild—a very mild—
remonstrance.

“ And he,” continued Mrs. Chalk, sternly,
indicating her husband with a nod, * doesn’t
go without me — not a single step, not an
inch of the way.”

Mr. Chalk collapsed and sat staring at her
in dismay. MTr. Stobell, placing both hands
on the table, pushed his chair back and eyed
her disagreeably.

“It seems to me ——" he began.

“T know,” said Mrs. Chalk, speaking with
some rapidity—*“ I know just how it seems
to you. But that’s how it is. If you want
my husband to go you have got to have me
too, and if you have me you have got to
have your wife, and if—

“ What, is there any more of you com-
ing?” demanded Mr. Stobell, with great
bitterness.

Mrs. Chalk ignored the question. “Afy
husband wouldn’t be happy without me,” she
said, primly. “Would you, Thomas ?”

“ No,” said Mr. Chalk, with a gulp.

“We—we're going a long way,” said Mr.
Stobell, after a long pause.

“ Longer the better,” retorted Mrs. Chalk.

“We're going among savages,” continued
Mr. Stobell, casting about for arguments ;
“ cannibal savages

“They won’t eat her,” said Mrs. ‘Chalk, with
a passing glance at the scanty proportions of
her friend, “ not while you’re about.”

“I don’t like to take my wife into danger,”
said Mr. Stobell, with surly bashfulness ; “I'm
—I'm too fond of her for that. And she
don’t want to corhe. Do you, Alice?”

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“No,” said Mrs. Stobell, dutifully, “but I
want to share your dangers, Robert.”

‘“ Say ‘yes’or ‘no’ without any trimmings,”
commanded her husband, as he intercepted
a look passing between her and Mrs. Chalk.
“ Do—you—want—to—come ?”

Mrs. Stobell trembled. “I don’t want to
prevent Mr. Chalk from going,” she mur-
mured.

“ Never mind about him,” said Mr. Stobell.
“ Do—you—awant—rto—come 1"

“Yes,” said Mrs. Stobell.

Her husband, hardly able to believe his
ears, gazed at her in bewilderment. “Very
well, then,” he said, in a voice that made
the tea-cups rattle. “ CoME!”

He sat with bent brows gazing at the
table as Mrs. Chalk, her face wreathed in
triumphant smiles, began to discuss yachting
costumes and other necessities of ocean
travel with the quivering Mrs. Stobell
Unable to endure it any longer he rose and,
in a voice by no means alluring, invited Mr.
Chalk into the garden to smoke a pipe ; Mr.
Chalk, helping himself to two pieces of cake
as evidence, said that he had not yet finished
his tea. Owing partly to lack of appetite
and partly to the face which Mr. Stobell
pressed to the window every other minute to
entice him out, he made but slow progress.

The matter was discussed next day as
they journeyed down to Biddlecombe with
Mr. Tredgold to complete the purchase of
the schooner, the views of the latter gentle-
man coinciding so exactly with those of Mr.
Stobell that Mr. Chalk was compelled to
listen to the same lecture twice.

Under this infliction the spirits of Mr.
Chalk began to droop, nor did they revive
until, from the ferry-boat, his eyes fell upon
the masts of the Farr Emily, and the trim
figure of Captain Brisket standing at the foot
of the steps awaiting their arrival.

“We've had a stroke of good luck, gentle-
men,” said Brisket, in a husky whisper, as
they followed him up the steps. “See that
man ?”

He pointed to a thin, dismal-looking man,
standing a vard or two away, who was trying
to appear unconscious of their scrutiny.

“ Peter Duckett,” said Brisket, in the same
satisfied whisper.

Mr. Stobell, ever willing for a free show,
stared at the dismal man and groped in the
recesses of his memory. The name seemed
familiar.

“The man who ate three dozen hard-boiled
eggs in seven minutes?” he asked, with a
little excitement natural,in the circumstances.
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Mrs. Stobell changed, and Mr. Tredgold
senior, after waiting a decent interval for the
sake of appearances, entreated both ladies to
partake of the luncheon. Unable to resist
any longer, Mrs. Chalk gave way, and in the
ship’s boat, propelled by the brawny arms of
two of the crew, went ashore with the
others.

Luncheon was waiting for them in the
coffeeroom of the inn, and the table was
brave with flowers and bottles of champagne.
Impressed by the occasion George the waiter
attended upon them with unusual decorum,
and the landlady herself entered the room
two or three times to see that things were
proceeding properly.

“ Here’s to our next meal on shore,” said
Mr. Chalk, raising his glass and nodding
solemnly at Edward.

“ That will be tea for me,” said the latter.
“ 1 shall come back here, I expect, and take
a solitary cup to your memory. Let me have
a word as soon as you can.”

“You ought to get a cable from Sydney
in about eight months,” said his father.

His son nodded. “ Don’t trouble about any
expressions of affection,” he urged ; “ they'd
come expensive. If you find me dead of
overwork when you come back »

“1 shall contest the certificate,” said his
father, with unwonted frivolity.

“1 wonder how we shall sleep to-night?”
said Mrs. Stobell, with a little shiver. * Fancy,
only a few planks between us and the water!”

“ That won't keep me awake,” said Mrs.
Chalk, decidedly.; “but I shouldn't sleep a
wink if I had left my girls in the house, the
same as you have. I should lie awake all
night wondering what tricks they'd be up to.”

“ But you've left your house unprotected,”
said Mrs. Stobell.

“ The house won’t run away,” retorted her
friend, “and I've sent all my valuables to
the bank and to friends to take care of, and
had all my carpets taken up and beaten and
warehoused. 1 can’t imagine what Mr.
Stobell was thinking of not to let you do
the same.” .

“There’s a lot as would like to know what
I'm thinking of sometimes,” remarked Mr.
Stobell, with a satisfied air.

Mrs. Chalk glanced at him superciliously,
but, remembering that he was her host, re-
frained from the only comments she felt to
be suitable to the occasion. Under the
tactful guidance of Edward Tredgold the
conversation was led to shipwrecks, fires at
sea, and other subjects of the kind comfort-
ing to the landsman, Mr. Chalk favouring

them with a tale of a giant octopus, culled
from Captain Bowers’s collection, which
made Mrs. Stobell's eyes dilate with
horror.

“You won’t see any octopuses,” said her
husband. “ You needn’t worry about them.”

He got up from the table, and crossing to
the window stood with his hands behind his
back, smoking one of the King of
Hanover’s cigars.

“Very good smoke this,” he said, taking
the cigar from his mouth and inspecting it
critically. “I think I'll take a box or two
with me.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Mr.
Jasper Tredgold. “ Let’s go down and see
the landlord.”

Mr. Stobell followed him slowly from the
room, leaving Mr. Chalk and Edward to
entertain the ladies. The former gentleman,
clad in a neat serge suit, an open collar, and
a knotted necktie, leaned back in his chair,
puffing contentedly at one of the cigars which
had excited the encomiums of his friends.
He was just about to help himself to a little
more champagne when Mr. Stobel! reappeared
and requested him to come and give them
the benefit of his opinion in the matter of
cigars.

“They don’t seem up to sample,” said Mr.
Stobell, with a growl; “and you’re a good
judge of a cigar.”

Mr. Chalk rose and followed him down-
stairs, where, to his great astonishment, he
was at once seized by Mr. Tredgold and led
outside.

“ Anything wrong ? ” he demanded.

“We must get to the ship at once,” said
Tredgold, in an excited whisper. ‘ The
men !”

Mr. Chalk, much startled, clapped his
hand to his head and spoke of going back
for his hat.

“ Never mind about your hat,” said Stobell,
impatiently ; ‘“we haven’t got ours either.”

He took Mr. Chalk’s other arm and started
off at a rapid pace.

“What is the matter ?” inquired Mr. Chalk,
looking from one to the other.

“ Message from Captain Brisket to go on
board at once, or he won’t be answerable for
the consequences,” replied Tredgold, in a
thrilling whisper ; “and, above all, to bring
Mr. Chalk to quiet the men.”

Mr. Chalk turned a ghastly white.
mutiny ?” he faltered. ‘“ Already?”

“Something ¢’ the sort,” said Stobell.

Despite his friend’s great strength, Mr.
Chalk for one moment almost brought him

“Is it
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ashore for that wretched luncheon,” said Mrs.
Chalk, in a deep voice, “we should have
been all right.”

“I’m sure I wasn’t to know,” said her
friend, “although I certainly thought it odd
when Robert said that he had got it princi-
pally for you. I could see you were a little
bit flattered.”

Mrs. Chalk, trembling with anger, sought
in vain for a retort.

“Well, it's no good staying here,”
Mrs. Stobell, philosophically.
better get home.”

“ Home ! ” cried Mrs. Chalk, as a vision of
her bare floors and dismantled walls rose
before her. ‘“When I think of the deceit-
fulness of those men, giving us champagne
and talking about the long evenings on board,
I don't know what to do with myself. And
your father was one of them,” she added,
turning suddenly upon Edward.

Mr. Tredgold disowned his erring parent
with some haste, and, being by this time
rather tired of the proceedings, suggested
that they should return to the inn and look
up trains—a proposal to which Mrs. Chalk,
after a final glance seawards, silently assented.
With head erect she led the way down to the
town again, her bearing being so impressive
that George the waiter, who had been watch-
ing for them, after handing her a letter which
had been entrusted to him, beat a precipitate
retreat.

The letter, which was from Mr. Stobell,
was short and to the point. It narrated the
artifice by which Mr. Chalk had been lured
away, and concluded with a general state-
- ment that women were out of place on ship-
board. This, Mrs. Stobell declared, after
perusing the letter, was intended for an
apology

Mrs. Chalk received the information in
stony silence, and, declining tea, made her
way to the station and mounted guard over
her boxes until the train was due. With the
exception of saying “Indeed!” on three or
four occasions she kept silent all the way to
Binchester, and, arrived there, departed for
home in a cab, in spite of a most pressing
invitation from Mrs. Stobell to stay with her
until her own house was habitable.

Mr. Tredgold parted from them both with
relief. The voyage had been a source of
wonder to him from its first inception, and
the day’s proceedings had only served to
increase the mystery. He made a light
supper and, the house being too quiet for
his taste, went for a meditative stroll. ‘The
shops were closed and the small thorough-

said
“We had
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fares almost deserted. He wondered whether
it was too late to call and talk over the affair
with Captain Bowers, and, still wondering,
found himself in Dialstone Lane.

Two or three of the houses were in
darkness, but there was a cheerful light
behind the drawn blind of the captain’s
sitting-room. He hesitated a moment and
then rapped lightly on the door, and no
answer being forthcoming rapped again.
The door opened and revealed the amiable
features of Mr. Tasker.

“ Captain Bowers has gone to London, sir,”
he said.

Mr. Tredgold drew his right foot back
three inches, and at the same time tried to
peer into the room.

“We're expecting him back every moment,”
said Mr. Tasker, encouragingly.

Mr. Tredgold moved his foot forward again
and pondered. * It’s very late, but I wanted
to see him rather particularly,” he murmured,
as he stepped into the room.

“Miss Drewitt’s in the garden,”
Joseph.

Mr. Tredgold started and eyed him sus-
piciously. Mr. Tasker's face, however,
preserving its usual appearance of stolid
simplicity, his features relaxed and he
became thoughtful again.

“Perhaps 1 might go into the garden,”
he suggested.

“I should if 1 was you, sir,” said Joseph,
preceding him and throwing open the back
door. “It’s fresher out there.”

Mr. Tredgold stepped into the garden
and stood blinking in the sudden darkness.
There was no moon and the night was
cloudy, a fact which accounted for his un-
usual politeness towards a cypress of some-
what stately bearing which stood at one
corner of the small lawn. He replaced his
hat hastily, and an apologetic remark con-
cerning the lateness of his visit was never
finished. A trifle confused, he walked down
the garden, peering right and left as he went,
but without finding the object of his search.
Twice he paced the garden from end to end,
and he had just arrived at the conclusion
that Mr. Tasker had made a mistake when a
faint sound high above his head apprised
him of the true state of affairs.

He stood listening in amazement, but the
sound was not repeated. Ordinary prudence
and a sense of the fitness of things suggested
that he should go home; inclination suggested
that he should seat himself in the deck-chair
at the foot of the crow’'s-nest and await events.
He sat down to consider the matter.

said
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Miss Drewitt, who was standing with her
hand on the latch of the door leading up-
stairs, as a hint that the interview was at an
end, could not restrain her indignation.

“ Your father and his friends have gone off
to secure my uncle’s treasure, and you come
straight on here,” she cried, hotly. “Do you
think that there is no end to his good-nature ?”

“Treasure?” said the other, with a laugh.
“Why, that idea was knocked on the head
when the map was burnt. Even Chalk
wouldn’t go on a roving commission to dig
over all the islands in the South Pacific.”

“I don’t see anything to laugh at,” said the
girl; “my uncle fully intended to burn it.
He was terribly upset when he found that it
had disappeared.”

“ Disappeared }” cried Mr. Tredgold, in
accents of unmistakable amazement. * Why,
wasn't it burnt after all? The captain said
it was.”

“He was going to burn it,” repzated the
girl, watching him; “but somebody took it
from the bureau.”

“Took it? When?” inquired the other,
as the business of the yachting cruise began
to appear before him in its true colours.

“ The afternoon you were here waiting for
him,” said Miss Drewitt.

“ Afternoon ? ” repeated Mr. Tredgold,
blankly. “The afternoon I was——" He
drew himself up and eyed her angrily. “ Do
you mean to say that you think / took the
thing ?”

“ It doesn’t matter what I think,” said the
girl.  “I suppose you won't deny that your
friends have got it ?”

“Yes ; but you said that it was the after-
noon I was here,” persisted the other.

Miss Drewitt eyed him indignantly. The

conscience-stricken culprit of a few minutes
before had disappeared, leaving in his stead
an arrogant young man, demanding explan-
ations in a voice of almost unbecoming
loudness.

“You are shouting at me,” she said, stiffly.

Mr. Tredgold apologized, but returned to
the charge. “I answered your question a
little while ago,” he said, in more moderate
tones ; “now, please, answer mine. Do you
think that I took the map?”

“I am not to be commanded to speak by
you,” said Miss Drewitt, standing very erect.

“Fairplay is a jewel,” said the other.
““Question for question. Do you?”

Miss Drewitt looked at him and hesitated.
¢ No,” she said, at last, with obvious reluctance.

Mr. Tredgold's countenance cleared and
his eyes softened.

“1 suppose you admit that your father has
got it?” said the girl, noting these signs
with some disapproval. “ How did /e get it?”

Mr. Tredgold shook his head. “If those
three overgrown babes find that treasure,”
he said, impressively, “I'll doom myself to
perpetual bachelorhood.”

“I answered your question just now,” said
the girl, very quietly, “because I wanted to
ask you one. Do you believe my uncle’s
story about the buried treasure ?”

Mr. Tredgold eyed her uneasily. “I never
attached much importance to it,” he replied.
“It seemed rather romantic.”

“Do you believe it?”

“No,” said the other, doggedly.

The girl drew a long breath and favoured
him with a look in which triumph and anger
were strangely mingled.

“I wonder you can visit my uncle after
thinking him capable of such a falsehood,”
she said, at last. “You certainly won’t be
able to after I have told him.”

“I told you in confidence,” was the reply.
“1 have regarded it all along as a story told
to amuse Chalk ; that is all. I shall be very
sorry if you say anything that might cause
unpleasantness between myself and Captain
Bowers.”

“T shall tell him as soon as he comes in,*
said Miss Drewitt. ““ It is only right that he
should know your opinion of him. Good-
night.”

Mr. Tredgold said “good - night,” and,
walking to the door, stood for a moment
regarding her thoughtfully. It was quite
clear that in her present state of mind any
appeal to her better nature would be worse
than useless. He resolved to try the effect
of a little humility.

“1 am very sorry for my behaviour in the
garden,” he said, sorrowfully.

“1t doesn’t matter,” said the girl; “I
wasn't at all surprised.”

Mr. Tredgold recognised the failure of the
new treatment at once. “ Of course, when I
went into the garden I hadn’t any idea that
you would be in such an unlikely place,” he
said, with a kindly smile. ‘Let us hope that
you won’t go there again.”

Miss Drewitt, hardly able to believe her
ears, let him go without a word, and in a
dazed fashion stood at the door and watched
him up the lane. When the captain came in
a little later she was sitting in a stiff and un-
comfortable attitude by the window, still
thinking.

He was so tired after a long day in town
that the girl, at considerable personal incon-
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mate, “and you've got your finger on the
trigger.”

Mr. Chalk apologized.

“What did Tredgold and Stobell run away
for ?” he demanded.

Mr. Duckett said that perhaps they were—
like himself—nervous of firearms. He also,
in reply to further questions, assured him
that the mutiny was an affair of the past,
and, gaining confidence, begged him to hold
the wheel steady for a moment. Mr. Chalk,
still clinging to his weapons, laid hold of it,
and the mate, running to the companion,
called to those below. Led by Mr. Stobell
they came on deck.

“It's all over now,” said Tredgold, sooth-
ingly.

“As peaceable as lambs,” said Captain
Brisket, taking a gentle hold of the rifle,
while Stobell took the revolver.

Mr. Chalk smiled faintly, and then looked
round in trepidation as the inmates of the
galley drew near and scowled at him
curiously.

“Get for'ard!” cried Brisket, turning on
them sharply. “Keep your own end o’ the
ship. D’ye hear?”

The men shuffled off slowly, keeping a
wary eye on Mr. Chalk as they went, the
knowledge of the tempting mark offered by
their backs to an eager sportsman being
apparent to all.

“It’'s all over,” said Brisket, taking the
wheel from the mate and motioning to him to
go away, ‘“ and after your determination, sir,
there’ll be no more of it, I'm sure.”

“ But what was it? ” demanded Mr. Chalk.
“ Mutiny ? ”

“ Not exactly what you could call mutiny,”
replied the captain, in a low voice. “A little
mistake o’ Duckett’s. He’s a nervous man,
and perhaps he exaggerated a little. But
don’t allude to it again, for the sake of his
feelings.”

“ But somebody locked me in the cabin,”
persisted Mr. Chalk, looking from one to the
other.

Captain Brisket hesitated. “ Did they?”
he said, with a smile of perplexity. ¢ Did
they? I gave orders that that door was to
be kept locked when there was nobody in
there, and I expect the cook did it by mistake
as he passed. It's been a chapter of acci-
dents all through, but I must say, sir, that
the determined way you came on deck was
wonderful.”

“ Extraordinary ! ” murmured Mr. Tred-
gold.

“] didn’t know him,” attested Mr. Stobell,

from the highest point.
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continuing to regard Mr. Chalk with much
interest.

“1 can’t make head or tail of it,” com-
plained Mr. Chalk. “What about the
ladies ? ”

Captain Brisket shook his head dismally
and pointed ashore, and Mr. Chalk, follow-
ing the direction of his finger, gazed spell-
bound at a figure which was signalling wildly
Tredgold and
Stobell, approaching the side, waved their

-handkerchiefs in response.

“We must go back for them,” said Mr.
Chalk, firmly.

“What! in this wind, sir?” inquired
Brisket, with an indulgent laugh. “You're
too much of a sailor to think that’s possible,
I'm sure ; and it’s going to last.”

“We must put up with the disappoint-
ment and do without ’em,” said Stobell.
Mr. Chalk gazed helplessly ashore.

we’ve got their luggage,” he cried.

“Duckett sent it ashore,” said Brisket.
“ Thinking that there was men’s work ahead,
and that the ladies might be in the way, he
put it over the side and sent it back. And
mind, believing what he did, I'm not saying
he wasn’t in the right.”

Mr. Chalk again professed his inability
to make head or tail of the proceedings.
Ultimately—due time having been given
for Captain Brisket’s invention to get
under way—he learned that a dyspeptic
seaman, mistaking the mate’s back for that
of the cook, had first knocked his cap over
his eyes and then pushed him over. ‘“And
that, of course,” concluded the captain,
“couldn’t be allowed anyway, but, seeing
that it was a mistake, we let the chap ofl.”

“There’s one thing about it,” said Tred-
gold, as Chalk was about to speak; “it’s
shown us the stuff you're made of, Chalk.”

“ He frightened me,” said Brisket, solemnly.
“I ownit. When I saw him come up like
that I lost my nerve.”

Mr. Chalk cast a final glance at the
dwindling figure on the cliff, and then went
silently below and stood in a pleasant reverie
before the smashed door. He came to the
same conclusion regarding the desperate
nature of his character as the others ; and the
nervous curiosity of the men, who took sly
peeps at him, and the fact that the cook
dropped the soup-tureen that evening when
he turned and found Mr. Chalk at his elbow,
only added to his satisfaction.

He felt less heroic next morning. The
wind had freshened during the night, and
the floor of the cabin sank in a sickening

“ But
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twice she had taken her mother on expensive
journeys to Tollminster.

Brooding over the lack of confidence dis-
played by Selina, he sat on the side of her
bed one afternoon glancing thoughtfully
round the room. He was alone in the
house, and now, or never, was his oppor-
tunity. After an hour’s arduous toil he
earned tenpence-halfpenny, and, rightly con-
sidering that the sum was unworthy of the
risk, put it back where he had found it, and
sat down gloomily to peruse a paper which
he had found secreted at the bottom of her
box.

Mr. Vickers was but a poor scholar, and
the handwriting was deplorable. Undotted
“i’'s” travelled incognito through the scrawl,
and uncrossed “t’s” passed themselves off
unblushingly as “l’s.” After half an hour’s
steady work, his imagination excited by one
or two words which he had managed to
decipher, he abandoned the task in despair,
and stood moodily looking out of the window.
His gaze fell upon Mr. William Russell,
standing on the kerb nearly opposite, with
his hands thrust deep in his trouser-pockets,
and, after a slight hesitation, he pushed open
the small casement and beckoned him in. -

“You're a bit of a scholar, ain’t you, Bill?”
he inquired.

Mr. Russell said modestly that he had got
the name for it.

Again Mr. Vickers hesitated, but he had
no choice, and his curiosity would brook no
delay. With a strong caution as to secrecy,
he handed the paper over to his friend.

Mr. Russell, his brow corrugated with
thought, began to read slowly to himself.
The writing was certainly difficult, but the
watching Mr. Vickers saw by the way his
friend’s finger moved along the lines that he
was conquering it. By the slow but steady
dilation of Mr. Russell's eyes and the
gradual opening of his mouth, he also saw
that the contents were occasioning him con-
siderable surprise.

“What does it say?”
anxiously.

Mr. Russell paid no heed. He gave vent
to a little gurgle of astonishment and went
on. Then he stopped and looked up blankly.

“Well, I'm hanged!” he said.

“What ss it ?” cried Mr. Vickers.

Mr. Russell read on, and such exclama-
tions as “ Well, I'm jiggered!” “Well, I'm
blest!” and others of a more complicated
nature continued to issue from his lips.

“ What’s it all about ? ” shouted the excited
Mr. Vickers.

he demanded,
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Mr. Russell looked up and blinked at him.
“I can’t believe it,” he murmured. It’s
like a fairy tale, ain’t it? What do yow think
of it?”

The exasperated Mr. Vickers, thrusting
him back in his chair, shouted insults' in his
ear until his friend, awaking to the true
position of affairs, turned to the beginning
again and proceeded with much unction to
read aloud the document that Mr. Tredgold
had given to Selina some months before.
Mr. Vickers listened in a state of amazement
which surpassed his friend’s, and, the reading
finished, besought him to go over it again.
Mr. Russell: complied, and having got to
the end put the paper down and gazed
enviously at his friend.

* You won’t have to do no more work,” he
said, wistfully.

“Not if I 'ad my rights,” said Mr. Vickers.
“It’s like a dream, ain’t it?”

“They bought a ship, so I ’eard,” mur-
mured the other ; “ they’ve got eight or nine
men aboard, and they’ll be away pretty near
a year. Why, Selina’ll 'ave a fortune.”

Mr. Vickers, sitting with his legs stretched
out stiffly before him, tried to think. “A lot
o’ good it’ll do me,” he said, bitterly. * It’s
young Joseph Tasker that’ll get the benefit
of it.”

Mr. Russell whistled. “I'd forgot him,”
he exclaimed, “but I expect she only took
him becos she couldn’t get anybody else.”

Mr. Vickers eyed him sternly, but, reflect-
ing that Selina was well able to fight her own
battles, forbore to reply.

“She must ha’ told him,” pursued Mr.
Russell, following up a train of thought.
“Nobody in their senses would want to
marry Selina for anything else.”

“Ho! indeed,” said Mr. Vickers, coldly.

“Unless they was mad,” admitted the
other. ‘““What are you going to do about
it ?” he inquired, suddenly.

“I shall think it over,” said Mr. Vickers,
with dignity. “ As soon as you've gone I
shall sit down with a quiet pipe and see
what’s best to be done.”

Mr. Russell nodded approval. ¢ First thing
you do, you put the paper back where you
got it from,” he said, warningly.

“T know what I'm about,” said Mr. Vickers.
“T shall think it over when you’re gone and
make up my mind what'’s best to be done.”

“Don’t you do nothing in a hurry,” advised
Mr. Russell, earnestly. “I'm going to think
it over, too.”

Mr. Vickers stared at him in surpnse.
“You?” he said, disagreeably.
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coat-pocket and, smoothing it out on the
table, pointed with great pride to his signa-
ture. The date of the document lay under
the ban of his little finger.

“I’d just left the Temperance Hall,” con-
tinued the zealot.~ “I've been to three
meetings in two days; they’d been talking
about the new barmaid, and I guessed at
once what brother Vickers would do, an’ I
rushed off, just in the middle of brother
Humphrey’s experiences—and very interest-
ing they was, too—to save him. He was
just starting his second pot, and singing in
between, when I rushed in and took the beer
away from him and threw it on the floor.”

“] wasn't singing,” snarled Mr. Vickers,
endeavouring to avoid his daughter’s eye.

“Oh, my dear friend!” said Mr. Russell,
who had made extraordinary progress in
temperance rhetoric in a very limited time,
“that’s what comes o’ the drink; it steals
away your memory.”

Miss Vickers trembled with wrath. “How
dare you go into public-héuses after I told
you not to?” she demanded, stamping her
foot.

“ We must ’ave patience,” said Mr. Russell,
gently. “We must show the backslider ’ow
much happier he would be without it. TI’ll
’elp you watch him.”

“ When I want your assistance I’ll ask you
for it,” said Miss Vickers, tartly. * What do
you mean by shoving your nose into other
people’s affairs ? ”

“It’s—it’s my duty to look after fallen
brothers,” said Mr. Russell, somewhat taken
aback.

“What d'ye mean by fallen?” snapped
Miss Vickers, confronting him fiercely.

“Fallen into a pub,” explained Mr
Russell, hastily ; “ anybody might fall through
them swing-doors ; they’re made like that o’
purpose.”

“You've fell through a good many in your
time,” interposed Mr. Vickers, plucking up
spirit.

“I know I ’ave,” said the other, sadly;
‘“but never no more. Oh, my friend, if you
only knew how ’appy I feel since I've give
up the drink ! If you only knew what it was
to 'ave your own selfrespeck! Think of
standing up on the platform and giving of
your experiences! But I don’t despair,
brother ; I'll ave you afore I've done with
you.”

Mr. Vickers, unable to contain himself,
got up and walked about the room. Mr.
Russell, with a smile charged with brotherly
love, drew a blank pledge-card from his
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pocket and, detaining him as he passed,
besought him to sign it.

“He'll do it in time,” he said in a loud
whisper to Selina, as his victim broke loose.
“T’ll come in of an evening and talk to him
till he does sign.”

Miss Vickers hesitated, but, observing the
striking improvement in the visitor’s attire
effected by temperance, allowed a curt refusal
to remain unspoken. Mr. Vickers protested
hotly.

- “That’ll do,” said his daughter, indecision
vanishing at sight of her father’s opposition ;
“if Bill Russell likes to come in and try and
do you good, he can.”

Mr. Vickers said that he wouldn’t have
him, but under compulsion stayed indoors
the following evening, while Mr. Russell, by
means of coloured diagrams, cheerfully lent
by his new friends, tried to show him the
inroads made by drink upon the human
frame. He sat, as Miss Vickers remarked,
like a wooden image, and was only moved to
animation by a picture of cirrhosis of the
liver, which he described as being very pretty.

At the end of a week Mr. Vickers’s prin-
ciples remained unshaken, and so far Mr.
Russell had made not the slightest progress
in his designs upon the affections of Selina.
That lady, indeed, treated him with but
scant courtesy, and on two occasions had
left him to visit Mr. Tasker ; Mr. Vickers’s
undisguised amusement at such times being
hard to bear.

“Don’t give up, Bil,” he said, en-
couragingly, as Mr. Russell sat glum and
silent ; “read over them beautiful ‘ Verses to
a Tea-pot’ agin, and try and read them as if
you ’adn’t got your mouth full o’ fish-bait.
You're wasting time.”

“I don’t want none o’ your talk,” said his
disappointed friend. “If you ain’t careful I'll
tell Selina about you going up to her papers.”

The smile faded from Mr. Vickers’s face.
“Don’t make mischief, Bill,” he said, un-
easily.

“Well, don’t you try and make fun o’ me,”
said Mr. Russell, ferociously. * Taking the
pledge is ’ard enough to bear without having
remarks from you.”

“T didn’t mean them to be remarks, Bill,”
said the other, mildly. * Butif you tell about
me,, you know, Selina’ll see through your
little game.”

“I'm about sick o’ the whole thing,” said
Mr. Russell, desperately. “I ain’t ’ad a
drink outside o’ my own housc for pretty near
a fortnight. I shall ask Selina to-morrow
night, and settle it.”
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to Mr. Russell, who was towering above them
and trying to reach him.

“What's all this?” he repeated, with an
attempt at pomposity.

The disputants all spoke at once: Mr.
Russell with an air of jocular ferocity, Miss
Vickers in a voice that trembled with passion,
and Mr. Tasker speaking as a man with a
grievance. © Despite the confusion, Mr.
Vickers soon learned that it was a case of
“two’s company and three’s none,” and that
Mr. Russell, after turning a deaf ear to hints
to retire which had gradually increased in
bluntness, had suddenly turned restive and
called Mr. Tasker a ‘“mouldy image,” a
“ wall-eyed rabbit,” and divers other obscure
and contradictory things. Not content with
that, he had, without any warning, kissed
Miss Vickers, and when Mr. Tasker, obeying
that infuriated damsel’s commands, tried to
show him the door, had facetiously offered
to show that gentleman the wall and taken
him up and bumped him against it until they
were both tired.

“ Anybody would ha’ thought I was hurt-
ing 'im by the noise he made,” said the
impenitent Mr. Russell.

“]—I'm surprised at you, Bill,” said Mr.
Vickers, nervously.

“ Put him outside,” cried Selina, stamping
her foot.

“You'd better get off ‘ome, Bill,” said Mr.
Vickers, with a persuasive wink.

“ While you're safe,” added his daughter,
with a threatening gesture.

“Go and get yourself 'arf a pint o’ warm
lemonade,” chimed in the voice of the daring
Joseph.

Mr. Russell stepped towards him, but Mr.
Vickers, seizing him by the coat, held him
back and implored him to remember where
he was.

“1°d bump the lot of you for two pins,”
said the disappointed Mr. Russell, longingly.
“ And it 'ud do you good ; you'd all be the
better for it. You’d know ’ow to behave to
people when they come in to see you, them.
As for Selina, I wouldn’t marry her now for
all her money.”

“ Money?” said the irate Sclina, scornfully.
“ What money ?”

“The money in the paper,” said Mr.
Russell, with a diabolical leer in the
direction of the unfortunate Mr. Vickers.
“ The paper what your father found in your
box. Didn’t he tell you?”

He kicked over a chair which stood in his
way and, with a reckless swagger, strode to

the door. At the Horse and Groom, where
Vol. xxviii.—28.
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he spent the remainder of the evening, he
was so original in his remarks upon women
that two unmarried men offered to fight him,
and were only appeased by hearing a full and
true account of the circumstances responsible
for so much bitterness.

CHAPTER XVIL

“TrIED ! ” said Captain Bowers, indignantly.
“I have tried, over and over again, but it’s
no use.”

“Have you tried the right way?” sug-
gested Edward T'redgold.

“I've tried every way,” replied Captain
Bowers, impatiently.

“We must think of another, then,” said
the imperturbable Edward. “ Have some
more beef ? ”

The captain passed his plate up. *“ You
should have seen her when I said that I was
coming to supper with you this evening,” he
said, impressively.

Mr. Tredgold laid down the carving knife
and fork. “\Vhat did shesay ? ” he inquired,
eagerly.

“ Grunted,” said the captain.

“ Nonsense,” said the other, sharply.

“T tell you she did,” retorted the captain.
“She didn’t say a word ; just grunted.”

“I know what you mean,” said Mr. Tred-
gold; “only you are not using the right
word.”

‘“ All right,” said the captain, resignedly ;
“I don’t know a grunt when I hear it, then ;
that's all. She generally does grunt if I
happen to mention your name.”

Mr. Tredgold resumed his meal and sat
eating in silence. The captain, who was
waiting for more beef, became restless.

“] hope my plate isn’t in your way,” he
said, at last,

“Not at all,” said the other, absently.

“ Perhaps you’ll pass it back to me, then,”
said the captain.

Mr. Tredgold, still deep in thought, com-
plied. “I wish I could persuade you to have a
little more,” he said, in tones of polite regret.
“I've often noticed that big men are small
eaters. I wonder why it i5?”

“Sometimes it is because they can’t get i,
I expect,” said the indignant captain.

Mr. Tredgold said that no doubt that was
the case sometimes, and was only recalled
to the true position of affairs by the hungry
captain marching up to the beef and carving
for himself.

“T’m sorry,” he said, with a laugh. “I
was thinking o suméthing else. I wonder
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ask him to give me a cup of tea,” he said,
with a shiver. “I'm half frozen, and I'm
afraid that I have taken a chill.”

Miss Drewitt nearly dropped her tea-cup
in surprise at his audacity. He was certainly
very cold, and she noticed a little blue mixed
with the red of his nose. She looked round
the cosy room and then at the open door,
which was causing a bitter draught.

“ He is not in,” she repeated.

“‘T’hank you,” said Mr. Tredgold, patiently.
*“Good afternoon.”

He was so humble that the girl began to
feel uncomfortable. His gratitude for nothing
reminded her of a disappointed tramp;
moreover, the draught from the door was
abominable.

“I can give you a cup of tea, if you wish,”
she said, shivering. “But please make
haste and shut that door.”

Mr. Tredgold stepped inside and closed it
with alacrity, his back being turned just long
enough to permit a congratulatory wink at the
unconscious oak. He took a chair the other
side of the fire, and, extending his numbed
fingers to the blaze, thanked her warmly.

“It is very kind of you,” he said, as he
took his cup from her. “I was half frozen.”

“1 should have thought that a brisk walk
home would have been better for you,” said
the girl, coldly.

Mr. Tredgold shook his head dispas-
sionately. “1 -should probably only have
had lukewarm tea when I got these,” he
replied. “ Nobody looks after me properly.”

He passed his cup up and began to talk
of skating and other seasonable topics. As
he got warmer and his features regamned their
normal colouring and his face its usual
expression of cheerfulness, Miss Drewitt’s
pity began to evaporate.

‘“ Are you feeling better ?” she inquired,
pointedly.

“A little,” was the cautious reply. His
face took on an expression of anxiety and he
spoke of a twinge, lightly tapping his left
lung by way of emphasis.

“I hope that I shall not be taken ill here,”
he said, gravely.

Miss Drewitt sat up with a start. “I
should hope not,” she said, sharply.

“ So inconvenient,” he murmured.

“Quite impossible,” said Miss Drewitt,
whose experience led her to believe him
capable of anything.
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“1 should never forgive myself,” he said,
gently.

Mms Drewitt regarded him in alarm, and
of her own accord gave him a third cup of
tea and told him that he might smoke. She
felt safer when she saw him light a cigarette,
and, for fear that a worse thing might befall
her, entered amiably into conversation. She
even found herself, somewhat to her surprise,
discussing the voyage and sympathizing with
Mr. ‘Tredgold in his anxiety concerning his
father’s safety.

“Mrs. Chalk and Mrs. Stobell are very
anxious, too,” he said. “It is a long way for
a small craft like that.”

“And then to find no treasure at the end
of it,” said Miss Drewitt, with feminine
sweetness.

Mr. Tredgold stole a look at her. * “I did
not mean to say that the captain had no
treasure,” he said, quietly.

“You believe in it now?” said the girl,
triumphantly.

“I believe that the captain has a treasure,”
admitted the other, “certainly.”

“Worth half a million?” persisted Miss
Drewitt.

“Worth more than that,” said Mr. Tred-
gold, gazing steadily into the fire.

The girl looked puzzled. ‘“More?” she
said, in surprise.

“Much more,” said the other, still con-
templating the fire. It is priceless.”

Miss Drewitt sat up suddenly and then let
herself back slowly into the depths of the
chair.  Her face turned scarlet and she
hoped fervently that if Mr. Tredgold looked
at her the earth might open and swallow him
up. She began to realize dimly that in the
absence of an obliging miracle of that
kind there would never be any getting rid
of him.

‘“ Priceless,” repeated Mr.
challenging tones.

Miss Drewitt made no reply. Rejoinder
was dangerous and silence difficult. In a
state of nervous indignation she rang for Mr.
Tasker and instructed him to take away the
tea-things ; to sweep the hearth, and to alter
the position of two pictures. By the time all
this was accomplished she had regained her
wonted calm and was airing some rather
strong views on the subject of two little
boys who lived with a catapult next door
but one.

Tredgold, in

(70 be continued.)
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deck-chair, gazed listlessly at the stolid figure
of the helmsman. The heat was intense, and
both Tredgold and Chalk had declined to
proceed with a conversation limited almost
entirely on his side to personal abuse. He
tried the helmsman, and made that unfortu-
nate thirsty for a week by discussing the
rival merits of bitter ale in a pewter and
stout in a china mug. The helmsman, a
man of liberal ideas, said, with some emotion,
that he could drink either of them out of a
flower-pot.

Mr. Chalk became strangely restless as
they neared their goal. He had come thou-
sands of miles and had seen nothing fresh
with the exception of a few flying-fish, an
albatross, and a whale blowing in the dis-
tance. Pacing the deck late one night with
Captain Brisket he expressed mild yearnings
for a little excitement.

“You want adventure,” said the captain,
shaking his head at him. “I know you.
Ah, what a sailorman you’d ha’ made. With
a crew 0’ six like yourself I'd take this little

craft anywhere. - The way you pick up sea-

manship is astonishing. Peter Duckett
swears you must ha’ been at sea as a boy,
and all I can do I can’t persuade him other-
wise.”

“T always had a feeling that I should like
it,” said Mr. Chalk, modestly.

“Like it!% repeated the captain. “Q’
course you do ; you've got the salt in your
blood, but this peaceful cruising is beginning
to tell on you. There’s a touch o’ wildness
in you, sir, that’s always struggling to come
to the front. Peter Duckett was saying the
same thing only the other day. He’s very
uneasy about it.”

“Uneasy ?” repeated Mr. Chalk.

‘“ Aye,” said the captain, drawing a deep
breath. “Andif I tell you that I am too,
it wouldn’t be outside the truth.”

“But why?” inquired Mr. Chalk, after
they had paced once up and down the deck
in silence.

“It’s the mystery we don’t like,” said
Brisket, at last. ‘“ How are we to know what
desperate venture you are going to let us in
for? Follow you faithful we will, but we
don’t like going in the dark; it ain’t quite
fair to us.”

“There’s not the slightest danger in the
world,” said Mr. Chalk, with 1mpressive
earnestness.

“But there’s a mystery; you can’t deny
that,” said the captain.

Mr. Chalk cleared his throat.
secret,” he said, slowly.

“It's a
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“From me?” inquired the captain, in
reproachful accents.

“It isn't my secret,” said Mr. Chalk. “So
far as I'm concerned I'd tell you with
pleasure.”

The captain slowly withdrew his arm from
Mr. Chalk’s, and moving to the side leaned
over it with his shoulders hunched. Some-
what moved by this display of feeling, Mr.
Chalk for some time hesitated to disturb him,
and when at last he did steal up and lay a
friendly hand on the captain’s shoulder it was
gently shaken off.

“Secrets ! ” said Brisket, in a hollow voice.
“From me! I ain’t to be trusted?”

“It isn’t my doing,” said Mr. Chalk.

“Well, well, it don’t matter, sir,” said the
captain. “Bill Brisket must put up with it.
It's the first time in his life he’s been sus-
pected, and it’s doubly hard coming from
you. You've hurt me, sir, and there’s no
other man living could do that.”

Mr. Chalk stood by in sorrowful per-
plexity. ’

“And I put my life in your hands,”
continued the captain, with a low, hard
laugh. “You’re the only man in the world
that knows who killed Smiling Peter in San
Francisco, and 7 told you. Well, well ! ”

“But you did it in self-defence,” said the
other, eagerly.

“What does that matter?” said the
captain, turning and walking forward,
followed by the anxious Mr. Chalk. “I've
got no proof of it. Open your mouth—once
—and I swing for it. That’s the extent of
my trust in you.”

Mr. Chalk, much affected, swore a few
sailorly oaths as to what he wished might
happen to him if he ever betrayed the other’s
confidence.

“Yes,” said the captain, wearily, “ that’s
all very well; but you can’t trust me ina
smaller matter, however much 7 swear to
keep it secret. And it’s weighing on me in
another way : I believe the crew have got an
inkling of something, and here am I, master
of the ship, responsible for all your lives,
kept in ignorance.”

“The crew!” ejaculated the startled Mr.
Chalk.

Captain Brisket hesitated and lowered his
voice. “The other night 1 came on deck
for a look round and saw one of them peep-
ing down through your skylight,” he said,
slowly. “I sent him below, and after he’d
gone I looked down and saw you and Mr.
Tredgold and Stobell all bending over a

paper.”
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led the way along the beach, followed by Mr.
Chalk. The men looked after them longingly,
and then, in obedience to the mate, took the
stores out of the boat and pitched the tent.
By the time Chalk and Stobell returned
they were seated in the boat and ready to
depart.

A feeling of loneliness came over Mr.
Chalk as he watched the receding boat.
The schooner, riding at anchor half a mile
outside the reef, had taken in her sails and
presented a singularly naked and desolate
appearance. He wondered how long it
would take the devoted Brisket to send
assistance in case of need, and blamed him-
self severely for not having brought some
rockets for signalling purposes. Long before
night came the prospect of sleeping ashore
had.lost all its charm.

“One of us ought to keep watch,” he said,
as Stobell, after a heavy supper followed by a
satisfying pipe, rolled himself in a blanket
and composed himself for slumber.

Mr. Stobell grunted, and in a few minutes
was fast asleep. Mr. Tredgold, first blowing
out the candle, followed suit, while Mr. Chalk,
a prey to vague fears, sat up nursing a huge
revolver.

The novelty of the position, the melan-
choly beat of the surge on the farther beach,
and faint, uncertain noises all around kept
him awake. He fancied that he heard
stealthy footsteps on the beach, and low,
guttural voices calling among the palms.
Twice he aroused his friends and twice they
sat up and reviled him.

“If you put your bony finger into my ribs
again,” growled Mr. Stobell, tenderly rubbing
the afflicted part, “you and me won’t talk
alike. Like a bar of iron it was.”

“I thought I heard something,” said Mr.
Chalk. “I should have fired, only I was
afraid of scaring you.”

“Fired?” repeated Mr. Stobell, thought-
fully. “Fired? Was it the barrel of that
infernal pistol you shoved into my ribs just
now ?”

“I just touched you with it,” admitted the
other. “I'm sorry if I hurt you.”

Mr. Stobell, feeling in his pocket, struck a
match and held it up. “ Full cock,” he said,
in a broken voice ; “and he stirred me up
with it. And then he talks of savages !”

- He struck another match and lit the
candle, and then, before Mr. Chalk could
guess his intentions, pressed him backwards
and took the pistol away. He raised the
canvas and threw it out into the night, and
then, remembering the guns, threw them
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after it. This done he blew out the candle,
and in two minutes was fast asleep again.

‘An hour passed and Mr. Chalk, despite
his fears, began to nod. Half asleep, he lay
down and drew his blanket round him, and
then he sat up suddenly wide awake as an
unmistakable footstep sounded outside.

For a few seconds he sat unable to move ;
then he stretched out his hand and began to
shake Stobell. He could have sworn that
hands were fumbling at the tent.

“Eh?” said Stobell, sleepily.

Chalk shook him again. Stobell .sat up
angrily, but before he could speak a wild yell
rent the air, the tent collapsed suddenly,
and they struggled half suffocated in the
folds of the canvas.

CHAPTER XIX

MR. STOBELL was the first to emerge, and,
seizing the canvas, dragged it free of the
writhing bodies of his companions. Mr.
Chalk gained his feet and, catching sight of
some dim figures standing a few yards away
on the beach, gave a frantic shout and
plunged into the interior, followed by the
others. A shower of pieces of coral whizzing
by their heads and another terrible yell
accelerated their flight.

Mr. Chalk gained the farther beach un-
molested and, half crazy with fear, ran along
blindly. Footsteps, which he hoped were
those of his friends, pounded away behind
him, and presently Stobell, panting heavily,
called to him to stop. Mr. Chalk, looking

-over his shoulder, slackened his pace and

allowed him to overtake him.

“ Wait — for — Tredgold,” said Stobell,
breathlessly, as he laid a heavy hand on his
shoulder.

Mr. Chalk struggled to free himself.
“Where is he?” he gasped.

Stobell, still holding him, stood trying to
regain his breath. “They-—they must—have
got him,” he said, at last. “Have you got
any of your pistols on you ?”

“You threw them all away,” quavered Mr.
Chalk. “TI've only got a knife.”

He fumbled with trembling fingers at his
belt ; Stobell brushing his hand aside drew
a sailor’s knife from its sheath, and started to
run back in the direction of the tent. Mr.
Chalk, after a moment’s hesitation, followed
a little way behind.

.“Look out!” he screamed, and stopped
suddenly, as a figure burst out of the trees
on to the beach a score of yards ahead.
Stobell, with a hoarse cry, raised his hand
and dashed at it.
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“Or else they heard the noise ashore and
put to sea,” said Tredgold.

They stood gazing at each other in con-
sternation. Then Stobell, who had been
looking about him, gave vent to an astonished
grunt and pointed to a boat drawn up on
the beach nearly abreast of where their tent
had been.

“Some of the crew have escaped ashore,”
said Mr. Chalk.

Striking inland, so as to get the shelter of
the trees, they made their way cautiously
towards the boat. Colour was lent to Mr.
Chalk’s surmise by the fact that it was fairly
well laden with stores. As they got near
they saw a couple of small casks which he
thought contained water, an untidy pile of
tinned provisions, and two or three bags of
_ biscuit. The closest search failed to reveal

“aRy signs of men, and plucking up courage

they walked bolly down to the boat and:

stood gazing stupidly at its contents.

The firearms which Stobell had pitched
out of the tent the night before lay in the
bottom, together with boxes of cartridges
from the cabin, a couple of axes, and a pile
of clothing, from the top of which Mr. Tred-
gold, with a sharp exclamation, snatched a
somewhat torn coat and waistcoat. From
the former he drew out a bulky pocket-book,
and, opening it with trembling fingers, hastily
inspected the contents.

“The map has gone!” he shouted.

The others stared at him.

“Brisket has gone off with the ship,” he
continued, with desperate calmness. ‘It was
the crew of our own schooner that frightened
us off last night.”

Mr. Stobell, still staring in a stony fashion,
nodded slowly; Mr. Chalk after an effort
found his voice.

“They've gone off with the treasure,” he
said, slowly.

“ Also,” continued Tredgold, “thisis not
Bowers’s Island. 1 can see it all now.
They’ve only taken the map, and now they’re
off to the real island to get the treasure. It's
as clear as daylight.”

“Broad daylight,” said Stobell, huskily.
“But how did they know ?”

‘“ Somebody has been talking,” said Tred-
gold, in a hard voice. ‘Somebody has been
confiding in that honest, open-hearted sailor,
Captain Brisket.”

He turned as he spoke and gazed fixedly at
the open-mouthed Chalk. In a slower fashion,
but with no less venom, Mr. Stobell also bent
his regards upon that amiable but erring man.

Mr. Chalk returned their gaze with some-
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thing like defiance. Half an hour before he
had expected to have been killed and eaten.
He had passed a night of horror, expecting
death every minute. Now he exulted in the
blue sky, the line of white breakers crashing
on the reef, and the sea sparkling in the sun-
shine; and he had not spent twenty-five
years with Mrs. Chalk without acquiring some
skill in the noble art of self-defence.

“Ah, Brisket was trying to pump me a
week ago,” he said, confidentially. “I see it
all now.”

The others glared at him luridly.

“ He said that he had seen us through the
skylight studying a paper,” continved Mr.
Chalk, shaking his head. “I thought at the
time you were rather rash, Tredgold.”

Mr. Tredgold choked and, meeting the
fault-finding eye of Mr. Stobell, began to
protest.

“The thing Brisket couldn’t understand,”
said Chalk, gaining confidence as he pro-
ceeded, “ was Stobell’s behaviour. He said
that he couldn’t believe that a man who
grumbled at the sea so much as he did could
be sailing for pleasure.”

Mr. Stobell glowered fiercely. * Why
didn’t you tell us before ? ” he demanded.

“I didn’t attach any importance to it,”
said Mr. Chalk, truthfully. “I thought that
it was just curiosity on Brisket’s part. It
surprised me that he had been observing you
and Tredgold so closely ; that was all.”

“Pity you didn’t tell us,” exclaimed
Tredgold, harshly. “We might have been
prepared, then.”

“You ought to have told us at once,” said
Stobell.

Mr. Chalk agreed. “I ought to have
done so, perhaps,” he said, slowly ; “only I
was afraid of hurting your feelings. As it is,
we must make the best of it. It is no good
grumbling at éach other. If I had had
the map instead of Tredgold, perhaps this
wouldn’t have happened.”

“It was a crazy idea to keep it in your
coat pocket,” said Stobell, scowling at
Tredgold. “No doubt -Brisket saw you put
it back there the other night, guessed what
it was, and laid his plans according.”

“If it hadn’t been for your grumbling it
wouldn’t have happened,” retorted Tredgold,
hotly. “That’s what roused his suspicions
in the first instance.”

Mr. Chalk interposed. “It is no good
you two quarrelling about it,” he said, with
kindly severity. ‘““The mischief is done.
Bear a hand with these stores, and then help
me to fix the'tént Gp again.”
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“ In the second place,” continued Tredgold,
“we can’t explain. It wasn’t our map, and,
strictly speaking, we had no business with it.
Even if we caught Brisket, we should have
no legal claim to the treasure. And if you
want to blurt out to all Binchester how we
were tricked and frightened out of our lives
by imitation savages, I don’t.”

‘“ He stole our ship,” growled Stobell, after
a long pause. “ We could have him for that.”

“ Mutiny on the high seas,” added Chalk,
with an important air.

“The whole story would have to come
out,” said Tredgold, sharply. * Verdict:
served them right. Once we had got the
treasure we could have given Captain Bowers
his share, or more than his share, and it
would have been all right. As it is, nobody
must know that we went for it.”

Mr. Stobell, unable to trust himself with
speech, stumped fiercely up and down the
beach.

“But it will all have to come out if we are
rescued,” objected Mr. Chalk.

“We can tell what story we like,” said
Tredgold. “We can say that the schooner
went to pieces on a reef in the night ; we got
separated from the other boat and made our
way here. We have got plenty of time to
concoct a story, and there 1s nobody to con-
tradict it.”

Mr. Stobell brought up in front of him and
frowned thoughtfully. *“I suppose you're
right,” he said, slowly; “but if we ever get
off this chicken-perch, and I run across him,
let him look out, that’s all.”

To pass the time they built themselves a
hut on the beach in a situation where it
would stand the best chance of being seen
by any chance vessel. At one corner stood
a mast fashioned from a tree, and a flag,
composed for the most part of shirts which
Mr. Chalk thought his friends had done
with, fluttered bravely in the breeze. It was
designed to attract attention, and, so far as
the bereaved Mr. Stobell was concerned, it
certainly succeeded.

CHAPTER XX.

NEARLY a year had elapsed since the sailing
of the Fair Emily, and Binchester, which
had thrilled to the tale of the treasure as
revealed by Mr. William Russell, was still
awaiting news of her fate. Cablegrams to
Sydney only elicited the information that she
had not been heard of, and the opinion
became general that she had added but one
more to the many mysteries of the sea.

Captain Bowers, familiar with many cases

of ships long overdue which had reached
home in safety, still hoped, but it was clear
from the way in which Mrs. Chalk spoke of
her husband and the saint-like qualities she
attributed to him that she never expected to
see him again. Mr. Stobell also appeared to
his wife through tear-dimmed eyes as a person
of great gentleness and infinite self-sacrifice.

‘ All the years we were married,” she said
one afternoon to Mrs. Chalk, who had been
listening with growing impatience to an
account of Mr. Stobell which that gentleman
would have been the first to disclaim, “I
never gave him a cross word. Nothing was
too good for me; I only had to ask to
have.”

Mrs. Chalk couldn’t help herself. ‘ Why
didn’t you ask, then?” she inquired.

Mrs. Stobell started and eyed her indig-
nantly. “So long as I had him I didn’t
want anything else,” she said, stiffly. We
were all in all to each other; he couldn’t
bear me out of his sight. I remember once,
when I had gone to see my poor mother, he
sent me three telegrams in thirty-five minutes
telling me to come home.”

“Thomas was so unselfish,” murmured
Mrs. Chalk. “I once stayed with my mother
for six weeks and he never said a word.”

An odd expression, transient but unmis-
takable, flitted across the face of the listener.

“It nearly broke his heart, though, poor
dear,” said Mrs. Chalk, glaring at her. “ He
said he had never had such a time in his
life.”

“I don't expect he had,” said Mrs. Stobell,
screwing up her small features.

Mrs. Chalk drew herself up in her chair.
“What do you mean by that?” she
demanded.

“] mean what he meant,” replied Mrs.
Stobell, with a little air of surprise.

Mrs. Chalk bit her lip, and her friend,
turning her head, gazed long and moumnfully
at a large photograph of Mr. Stobell painted
in oils, which stared stiffly down on them
from the wall.

“He never caused me a moment’s un-
easiness,” she said, tenderly. “I could trust
him anywhere.”

Mrs. Chalk gazed thoughtfully at the
portrait. It was not a good likeness, but it
was more like Mr. Stobell than anybody else
in Binchester ; a fact which had been of
some use in allaying certain unworthy sus-
picions of Mr. Stobell the first time he saw it.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Chalk, significantly, “I
should think you could.”

Mrs. Stobell,zboutto reply, caught the

-
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face was red and white in patches, and the

captain, regarding her with growing un-
easiness, began to take in sail.

‘“ At least, I thought they did,” he
muttered.

Selina pald no heed. “Get out o my
kitchen,” she said, in a husky voice, as she
brushed past him.

The captain obeyed hastily, and, stepping
inside the dismantled room, stood for some
time gazing out of window at the rain.
Then he filled his pipe and, removing a
small chair which was sitting upside down in
a large one, took its place and stared dis-
consolately at the patch of wet floor and the
general disorder.

At the end of an hour he took a furtive
peep into the kitchen. Selina Vickers was
- sitting with her back towards him, brooding
over the stove. It seemed clear to him that
she was ashamed to meet his eye, and, glad
to see such signs of grace in her, he resolved
to spare her further confusion by going up-
stairs. He went up noisily and closed his
door with a bang, but although he opened it
afterwards and stood listening acutely he
heard no sound from below.

By the end of the second hour his uneasi-
ness had increased to consternation. The
house was as silent as a tomb, the sitting-
room was still in a state of chaos, and a
healthy appetlte would persist in putting
ominous and inconvenient questions as to
dinner. Whistling a cheerful air he went
downstairs again and put his head in at the
kitchen. Sewna sat in the same attitude, and
when he coughed made no response.

“ What about dinner? ” he said, at last, in
a voice which strove to be unconcerned.

“ Go away,” said Selina, thickly. “I don’t
want no dinner.”

The captain started.
feelingly.

“But I do,” he said,
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‘“ You'd better get it yourself, then,” replied
Miss Vickers, without turning her head. “I
might steal a potato or something.”

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said the other,
nervously.

“I’m not a thief,” continued Miss Vickers.
“I work as hard as anybody in Binchester,
and nobody can ever say that I took the
value of a farthing from them. If I'm poor
I’'m honest.”

“ Everybody knows that,” said the captain,
with fervour.

“You said you didn’t want the paper,”
said Selina, turning at last and regarding him
fiercely. “1I heard you with my own ears,
else I wouldn’t have taken it. And if they
had come back you’d have had your share.
You didn’t want the treasure yourself and
you didn’t want other people to have it.
And it wasn’t yours, because I heard you
say so.”

“ Very well, say no more about it,” said the
captain. “ If anybody asks you can say that
I knew you had it Now go and put that
back in the bureau.”

He tossed the key on to the table, and
Miss Vickers, after a moment’s hesitation,
turned with a gratified smile and took 1t
up. The next hour he spent in his bed-

‘room, the rapid evolutions of Miss Vickers

as she passed from the saucepans to the
sitting-room and from the sitting-room back
to the saucepans requiring plenty of sea
room.

A week later she was one of the happiest
people in Binchester. Edward Tredgold
had received a cable from Auckland: *“ A4/
safe; coming home” and she shared with
Mrs. Chalk and Mrs. Stobell in the hearty
congratulations of a large circle of friends.
Her satisfaction was only marred by the
feverish condition of Mr. Tasker imme-
diately on receipt of the news.

(7o be concluded.)
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said, as he walked by her side down the
garden.

Miss Drewitt paid no heed.
will benefit by it,” she remarked.

Mr. Tredgold drew himself up with an air
the nobleness of which was somewhat marred
by the expression of his eyes. I will never
touch a penny of it,” he declared. “1T will
be like the captain. I am trying all I can to
model myself on his lines.”

The girl regarded him with suspicion. “I

“And you

see no signs of any result at present,” she
said, coldly.

Mr. Tredgold smiled modestly.  Don'’t
flatter me,” he entreated.

“Flatter you!” said the indignant
Prudence.

“On my consummate powers of conceal-
ment,” was the reply. “1I am keeping every-
thing dark until I am so like him—in every
particular —that you will not know the
difference. I have often envied him the
possession of such a niece. When the like-
ness is perfect

“Well?” said MISS Drewltt with impatient
scorn.

«“ You will have two uncles instead of
one,” rejoined Mr. Tredgold, impressively.

Miss Drewitt, with marked deliberation,
came to a pause in the centre of the path.

‘“Are you going to continue talking non-
sense ?” she inquired, significantly.

Mr. Tredgold sighed. “I would rather
talk sense,” he replied, with a sudden change
of manner.

“Try,” said the girl, encouragingly.

“Only 1t is so difficult,” said Edward,
thoughtfully, “to you.”

Miss Drewitt stopped again.

“For me,” added the other, hastily. His
companion said that she supposed it was.
She also reminded him that nothing was easy
without practice. .

“And I ought not to find it difficult,”
complained Mr. Tredgold. “I have got
plenty of sense hidden away somewhere.”

Miss Drewitt permitted herself a faint
exclamation of surprise. “It was not an
empty boast of yours just now, then,” she
said.

‘“Boast?” repeated the other,
“What boast ? ”

“Of your wonderful powers of conceal-
ment,” said Prudence, gently.

“You are reverting of your own accord to
the nonsense,” said Mr. Tredgold, sternly.
“You are returning to the subject of uncles.”

“ Nothing of the kind,” said Prudence,
hotly.

blankly.
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“ Before we leave it—for ever,” said Mr.
Tredgold, dramatically, “I should like, if I
am permitted, to make just one more remark
on the subject. 1 would not, for all the
wealth of this world, be your uncle
Where are you going ? ”

“ Indoors,” said Miss Drewitt, briefly.

“One moment,” implored the other. “I
am just going to begin to talk sense.”

“I will listen when you have had some
practice,” said the girl, walking towards the
house.

“It’s impossible to practise this,” said
Edward, following. ‘It is something that
can only be confided to yourself. Won’t you
stay ?”

“No,” said the girl.

“Not from curiosity ?”

Miss Drewitt, gazing steadfastly before her,
shook her head.

“Well, perhaps I can say it as well in-
doors,” murmured Edward, resignedly.

“And you’ll have a bigger audience,” said
Prudence, breathing more easily as she
reached the house. “Uncle is indoors.”

She passed through the kitchen and into
the sitting-room so hastily that Captain
Bowers, who was sitting by the window read-
ing, put down his paper and looked up in
surprise. The look of grim determination
on Mr. Tredgold’s face did not escape him.

“Mr. Tredgold has come indoors to talk
sense,” said Prudence, demurely.

“Talk sense?” repeated the astonished
captain.

“That’s what he says,” replied. Miss
Drewitt, taking a low chair by the captain’s
side and gazing composedly at the intruder.
“T told him that you would like to hear it.”

She turned her head for a second to hide
her amusement, and in that second Mr.
Tredgold favoured the captain with a glance
the significance of which was at once
returned fourfold. She looked up just in
time to see their features relaxing, and mov-
ing nearer to the captain instinctively
placed her hand “upon his knee.

“I hope,” said Captain Bowers, after a
long and somewhat embarrassing silence—
“1 hope the conversation isn't going to be
above my head?”

“Mr. Tredgold was talking about uncles,”
said Prudence, maliciously.

“Nothing bad about them, I hope ? ” said
the captain, with pretended anxiety.

Edward shook his head. “I was merelv
envying Miss Drewitt her possess:on of you,”
he said, carelessly, “and I was just about to
remark that I wished you were my uncle too,
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out on to the platform, and after a brief
greeting with Mrs. Chalk and Mrs. Stobell led
the way in some haste to the exit. The
crowd pressed close behind, and inquiries as
to the treasure and its approximate value
broke clamorously upon the ears of the
maddened Mr. Stobell. Friends of many years
who sought for particulars were shouldered
aside, and it was left to Mr. Chalk, who
struggled along in the rear with his wife, to
announce that they had been shipwrecked.

Captain Bowers, who had just caught the
word, heard the full particulars from him
next day. For once the positions were
reversed, and Mr. Chalk, who had so often
sat in that room listening to the captain’s
yarns, swelled with pride as he noted the
rapt fashion in which the captain listened to
his. The tale of the shipwreck he regarded
as a disagreeable necessity : a piece of paste
flaunting itself among gems. In a few words
he told how the Fasr Emily crashed on to a
reef in the middle of the night, and how,
owing to the darkness and confusion, the
boat into which he had got with Stobell and
Tredgold was cast adrift ; how a voice raised
to a shriek cried to them to pull away, and
how a minute afterwards the schooner dis-
appeared with all hands.

“It almost unnerved me,” he said, turning
to Miss Drewitt, who was listening intently.

“You are sure she went down, I suppose ?”

said the captain; “she didn’t just disappear

in the darkness ?”

“Sank like a stone,” said Mr. Chalk,
decidedly. “OQOur boat was nearly swamped
in the vortex. Fortunately, the sea was calm,
and when day broke we saw a small island
about three miles away on our weather-
beam.”

“IVhere?” inquired Edward Tredgold,
who had just looked in on the way to the
office.

Mr. Chalk explained.

“You tell the story much better than my
father does,” said Edward, nodding. “From
the way 4e¢ tells it one might think that you
had the island in the boat with you.”

Mr. Chalk started nervously. * It was three
miles away on our weather-beam,” he repeated,
“ the atmosphere clear and the sea calm. We
sat down to a steady pull, and made the
land in a little under the hour.”

“Who did the pulling ?” inquired Edward,
casually.

Mr. Chalk started again, and wondered
who had done it in Mr. Tredgold’s version.
He resolved to see him as soon as possible
and arrange details.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“Most of us took a turn at it,” he said,
evasively, “and those who didn’t encouraged
the others.”

“ Most of you!” exclaimed the bewildered
captain ; “and those who didn’t—but how
many——2?"

“The events of that night are somewhat
misty,” interrupted Mr. Chalk, hastily. “ The
suddenness of the calamity and the shock of
losing our shipmates——"

“It's wonderful to me that you can
remember so much,” said Edward, with a
severe glance at the captain.

Mr. Chalk paid no heed. Having reached
the island, the rest was truth and plain sailing.
He described their life there until they were
taken off by a trading schooner from Auck-
land, and how for three months they cruised
with her among the islands. He spoke
learnedly of atolls, copra, and missionaries,
and, referring for a space to the Fijian belles,
thought that their charms had been much
overrated. Edward Tredgold, waiting until
the three had secured berths in the ss. Sifver
Star, trading between Auckland and London,
took his departure.

Miss Vickers, who had been spending the
day with a friend at Dutton Priors, and had
missed the arrival in consequence, heard of
the disaster in a mingled state of wrath and
despair. The hopes of a year were shattered
in a second, and, rejecting with fierceness the
sympathy of her family, she went up to her
room and sat brooding in the darkness.

She came down the next morning, pale
from want of sleep. Mr. Vickers, who was at
breakfast, eyed her curiously until, meeting
her gaze in return, he blotted it out with a
tea-cup.

“When you've done staring,” said his
daughter, “you can go upstairs and make
yourself tidy.”

“Tidy?” repeated Mr. Vickers.
for?”

“I'm going to see those three,” replied
Selina, grimly; “and I want a witness.
And I may as well have a clean one while
I’'m about it.”

Mr. Vickers darted upstairs with alacrity,
and having made himself approximately tidy
smoked a morning pipe on the doorstep
while his daughter got ready. An air of
importance and dignity suitable to the
occasion partly kept off inquirers.

“We'll go and see Mr. Stobell first,” said
his daughter, as she came out.

“Very good,” said the witness, ‘“but if

you asked my advice——"
“You just keep quiet,” said Selina,

“ What
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fiercely. “It’s my right. What was the size
of the island ?”

Mr. Stobell maintained an obstinate silence.

“ What colour did you say these ’ere
Fidgetty islanders was?” inquired Mr.
Vickers, with truculent curiosity.

“You get out,” roared Stobell, rising. ‘““ At
once. D’ye hear me?”

Mr. Vickers backed with some haste
towards the door. His daughter followed
slowly.

“I don't believe you,” she said, turning
sharply on Stobell.  “I don’t believe the ship
was wrecked at all.”

Mr. Stobell gasped at her.
he stammered. * [VAa-at?”

“I don’t believe it was wrecked,” repeated
Selina, wildly. “You've got the treasure all
right, and youre keeping it quiet and telling
this tale to do me out of my share. I
haven’t done with you yet. You wait!”

She flung out into the hall, and Mr.
Vickers, after a lofty glance at Mr. Stobell,
followed her outside.

“And now we’ll go and hear what Mr.
Tredgold has to say,” she said, as they
walked up the road. “ And after that, Mr.
Chalk.”

Mr. Tredgold was just starting for the
office when they arrived, but, recognising the
justice of Miss Vickers’s request for news, he
stopped and gave his version of the loss of
the Fair Emily. In several details it differed
from that of Mr. Stobell, and he looked at
her uneasily as she took out pencil and
paper and made notes,

“If you want any further particulars you
had better go and see Mr. Stobell,” he said,
restlessly. “I am busy.”

“We've just been to see him,” replied
Miss Vickers, with an ominous gleam in her

“What?”

eye. “You say that the boat was two or three -

hundred yards away when the ship sank ? ”

“ More or less,” was the cautious reply.

“Mr. Stobell said about half a mile,”
suggested the wily Selina.

“Well, perhaps that would be more
correct,” said the other.

“ Half a mile, then?”

“ Half a mile,” said Mr. Tredgold, nodding,
as she wrote it down.

“ Four yards was what Mr. Stobell said,”
exclaimed Selina, excitedly. “I've got it
down here, and father heard it. And you
make the time it happened and a lot of
other things different. 1 don’t believe that
you were any more shipwrecked than I was.”

“Not so much,” added the irrepressible
Mr. Vickers.
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Mr. Tredgold walked to the door. ““Iam
busy,” he said, curtly. ‘Good moming.”

Miss Vickers passed him with head erect,
and her small figure trembling with rage and
determination. By the time she had cross-
examined Mr. Chalk her wildest suspicions
were confirmed. His account differed in

. several particulars from the others, and his

alarm and confusion when taxed with the
discrepancies were unmistakable.

Binchester rang with the story of her

wrongs, and, being furnished with three
different accounts of the same incident,
seemed inclined to display a little pardonable
curiosity. To satisfy this, intimates of the
gentlemen most concerned were provided
with an official version, which Miss Vickers
discovered after a little research was com-
piled for the most part by adding all the
statements together and dividing by three.
She paid another round of visits to tax them
with the fact, and, strong in the justice of
her cause, even followed them in the street
demanding her money.
" “There’s one comfort,” she said to the
depressed  Mr. Tasker. “I've got you,
Joseph.  They can’t take you away from
me.”

“There’s nobody could do that,” responded
Mr. Tasker, with a sigh of resignation.

“ And if I had to choose,” continued Miss
Vickers, putting her arm round his waist,
“I'd sooner have you than a hundred thou-
sand pounds.”

Mr. Tasker sighed again at the idea of an
article estimated at so high a figure passing
into the possession of Selina Vickers. In a
voice broken with emotion he urged her to
persevere in her claims to a fortune which
he felt would alone make his fate tolerable.
The unsuspecting Selina promised.

“She’ll quiet down in time,” said Captain
Bowers to Mr. Chalk, after the latter had
been followed nearly all the way to Dialstone
Lane by Miss Vickers, airing her grievance
and calling upon him to remedy it. “Once
she realizes the fact that the ship is lost,
she’ll be all right.”

Mr. Chalk looked unconvinced. “She
doesn’t want to realize it,” he said, shaking
his head.

* “She’ll be all right in time,” repeated the
captain; “and after all, you know,” he added,
with gentle severity, “ you deserve to suffer a
little. You had no business with that map.”

CHAPTER XXIII.
ON a fine afternoon towards the end of
the following month Captain Brisket and
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promise to steer them to the island. You
~ told me on the quiet that you’d die before
you betrayed the owners’ trust. How did
they know that the island the gentlemen
were on wasn’t the right one ? Because Sam
Betts was standing by when you told me
you’d made a mistake in your reckoning and
said we’d better go ashore and tell them.”

“ That’s all right so far, I think,” said
Brisket, nodding.

“ We sailed about and tried island after
island just to satisfy the men and seize our
opportunity,” continued Mr. Duckett, with
a weary air. ‘At last, one day, when they
were all drunk ashore, we took the map,
shipped three natives, and sailed back to the
island to rescue the owners. Found theyd
gone when we got there. Mr. Stobell’s boot
and an old pair of braces produced in proof.”

“ Better wrap ’em up in a piece 0O’ news-
paper,” said Brisket, stooping and producing
the relics in question from under the table.

“Shipped four white men at Viti Levu
and sailed for home,” continued Mr. Duckett.
“Could have had more, but wanted to save
owners’ pockets, and worked like A.B.’s
ourselves to do so.”

“Let ’em upset that if they can,” said
Brisket, with a confident smile. “The crew
are scattered, and if they happened to get one
of them it’s only his word against ours.
Wait a bit. How did the crew know of the
treasure ? ”

“ Chalk told you,” responded the obedient
Duckett. “And if he told you—and he
can’t deny it—why not them ? ”

Captain Brisket nodded approval. “It’s
all nght as far as I can see” he said,

cautiously. “ But mind. Leave the telling
of it to me. You can just chip in with little
bits here and there. Now let’s get under
way.”

He threw away the stump of his cigar and
rose, turning as he reached the corner for a
lingering glance at the Fair Emily.

“Scrape her and clean her and she’d be
as good as ever,” he said, with "a sigh.
“She’s just the sort o’ little craft you and me
could ha’ done with, Peter.”

They had to change twice on the way to
Binchester, and at each stopping-place Mr.
Duckett, a prey to nervousness, suggested the
wisdom of disappearing while they had the
opportunity.

“ Disappear and starve, I suppose?”
grunted the scornful Brisket. “ What about
my certificate ? and yours, too? I tell you
it’s our only chance.”

He walked up the path to Mr. Chalk’s
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house with a swagger which the mate en-
deavoured in vain to imitate. Mr. Chalk
was out, but the captain, learning that he was
probably to be found at Dialstone Lane,
decided to follow him there rather than first
take his tidings to Stobell or Tredgold. With
the idea of putting Mr. Duckett at his ease
he talked on various matters as they walked,
and, arrived at Dialstone Lane, even stopped
to point out the picturesque appearance its
old houses made in the moonlight.

“This is where the old pirate who made
the map lives,” he whispered, as he reached

the door. “If Afs got anything to say I'll
tackle him about that. Now, pull yourself
together!”

He knocked loudly on the door with his
fist. A murmur of voices stopped suddenly,
and, in response to a gruff command from
within, he opened the door and stood staring
at all three of his victims, who were seated at
the table playing whist with Captain Bowers.

The three gentlemen stared back in return.
Tredgold and Chalk had half risen from their
seats ; Mr. Stobell, with both arms on the
table, leaned forward and regarded him open-
mouthed.

“Good evening, gentlemen all,” said
Captain Brisket, in a hearty voice.

He stepped forward, and seizing Mr.
Chalk’s hand wrung it fervently.

“It’s good for sore eyes to see you again,
sir,” he said. “Look at him, Peter!”

Mr. Duckett, ignoring this reflection on
his personal appearance, stepped quietly
inside the door, and stood smiling nervously
at the company.

“It’s him,” said the staring Mr. Stobell,
drawing a deep breath. *It’s Brisket.”

He pushed his chair back and, rising
slowly from the table, confronted him.
Captain Brisket, red-faced and confident,
stared up at him composedly.

“It’s Brisket,” said Mr. Stobell, again in
a voice of deep content. “Turn the key in
that door, Chalk.”

Mr. Chalk hesitated, but Brisket, stepping
to the door, turned the key and, putting it on
the table, returned to his place by the side
of the mate. Except for a hard glint in his
eye his face still retained its smiling com-
posure.

“ And now,” said Stobell, “you and me
have got a word or two to say to each other.
I haven’t had the pleasure of seeing your
ugly face since——"

“Since the disaster,” interrupted Tredgold,
loudly and hastily.

‘“Since the——"
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Brisket looked round shrewdly, his wits
hard at work. Already the advantages of
adopting a story which he supposed to have
been concocted for the benefit of Captain
Bowers were beginning to multiply in his
ready brain.

“ And didn’t see us owing to the darkness,”
prompted Tredgold, with a glance at Mr.
Joseph Tasker, who was lingering by the
door after bringing in some whisky.

“You’re quite right, sir,” said Brisket, after
a trying pause. “I didn’t see you.”

Unasked he took a chair, and with crossed
legs and folded arms surveyed the company
with a broad smile.

“You’re a fine sort of shipmaster,” exclaimed
the indignant Captain Bowers. “ First you
throw away your ship, and then you let your
passengers shift for themselves.”

“I’'m responsible to my owners,” said
Brisket. “ Have you any fault to find with
me, gentlemen ?” he demanded, turning on
them with a frown.

Tredgold and Chalk hastened to reassure
him. .

“In the confusion the boat got adrift,”
said Brisket. “You've got their own word
for it. Not that they didn’t behave well for
landsmen : Mr. Chalk’s pluck was wonderful,
and Mr. Tredgold was all right.”

Mr. Stobell turned a dull but ferocious eye
upon him.

“ And you all got off in the other boat,”
said Tredgold. “I’m very glad.”

Captain Brisket looked at him, but made
no reply. The problem of how to make the
best of the situation was occupying all his
attention.

‘“ Me and Peter Duckett would be glad of
some of our pay,” he said, at last.

“Pay?” repeated Tredgold, in a dazed
voice.

Brisket looked at him again, and then gave
a significant glance in the direction of
Captain Bowers. ‘“ We’d like twenty pounds
on account—now,” he said, calmly.

Tredgold looked hastily at his friends.

“Come and see me to-morrow,” he said,:

nervously, “and we'll settle things.”

“You can send us the rest,” said Brisket,
“ but we want that now. We’re off to-night.”

“ But we must see you again,” said Tred-
gold, who was anxious to make arrangements
about the schooner. “We—we've got a lot
of things to talk about. The—the ship, for
instance.”

“I'll talk about her now if you want me
to,” said Brisket, with unpleasant readiness.
‘ Meantime, we’d like that money.”
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Fortunately—or unfortunately—Tredgold
had been to his bank that morning, and,
turning a deaf ear to the expostulations of
Captain Bowers, he produced his pocket-
book, and after a consultation with Mr.
Chalk, and an attempt at one with the raging
Stobell, counted out the money and handed
it over.

“ And thereisan I O U for the remainder,”
he said, with an attempt at a smile, as he
wrote on a slip of paper.

Brisket took it with pleased surprise, and
the mate, leaning against his shoulder, read
the contents: * Where is the ‘ Fasr Emily’?”

“You might as well give me a receipt,”
said Tredgold, significantly, as he passed
over pencil and paper.

Captain Brisket thanked him and, sucking
the pencil, eyed him thoughtfully. Then he
bent to the table and wrote.

“ You sign here, Peter,” he said.

Mr. Tredgold smiled at the precaution,
but the smile faded when he took the paper.
It was a correctly-worded receipt for twenty
pounds. He began to think that he had
rated the captain’s intelligence somewhat too
highly.

“ Ah, we’'ve had a hard time of it,” said
Brisket, putting the notes into his breast-
pocket and staring hard at Captain Bowers.
“ When that little craft went down, of course
I went down with her. How I got up I
don’t know, but when I did there was Peter
hanging over the side of the boat and pulling
me 1n by the hair.”

He paused to pat the mate on the
shoulder.

“ Unfortunately for us we took a different
direction to you, sir,” he continued, turning
to Tredgold, “and we were pulling for six
days before we were picked up by a barque
bound for Melbourne. By the time she
sighted us we were reduced to half a biscuit
a day each and two teaspoonfuls o’ water,
and not a man grumbled. Did they, Peter?”

“ Not a man,” said Mr. Duckett.

“ At Melbourne,” said the captain, who
was in a hurry to be off, “ we all separated,
and Duckett and me worked our way home
on a cargo-boat. We always stick together,
Peter and me.”

‘“ And always will,” said Mr. Duckett, with
a little emotion as he gazed meaningly at the
captain’s breast-pocket.

“ When I think o’ that little craft lying all
those fathoms down,” continued the captain,
staring full at Mr. Tredgold, “it hurts me.
The nicest little craft of her kind I ever
handled. Well—so long, gentlemen.”
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