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As the two men lay insensible, a hideous figure crept

towards them. It was Captain Serymgeour. He,
too, had won his way ashore, he saw his only iN o 39 4E

enemy lying helpless, and there was murder in
his eyes as he stole upon him, clubbing a revolver.

=" FOR FAME AND FORTUNE!



UNICN JACK.—Vel XVI—No. 394

WE HAVE PLACED THIS GRAND NEW

SERIAL FIRST IN THE PAPER T4

DRAW YOUR SPECIAL ATTENTION

- :
« TO IT. THE COMPLETE NOVEL
““SCHEMING FOR GOLD' BEGINS
; e ON PAGE 5.

By G. WELLS CAMPBELL.

Author of ““Tracked Round the World,”
“Dead Man's Gold,” &c., &ec.

Frank Fairfield’s Reform—A Wondcrful Machine—Wily
Job J The Stol Plans—A Secret Mission.
_The elder Mr. Fairfield drummed his fingers impatiently on
his study-table, contradictory expressions chasing each other

aoross his weather-beaten face.

From time to time he glanced at a roll of plans by his side,
with a smile of satisfaction; then, taking out his watch, com-
gosed his face into an expression of anxiety. Once or twice

s even stamped his foot impatiently, and a strong mono-
syllable escaped his lips.

““What’s come to the boy?’ he muttered presently as he
noted the fact that his watch pointed to five o'clock. *‘ He
promised faithfully to be with me at four thirty, and still I
wait. Can it be—"" He started, and his face paled. “No,”
he reasurred himself. ““ Wild as Frank is, he never yet bro
@ promise to his father. Something important must have de-
tained him.”

Thus comforting himself, he arose from his chair, and paced
}he room, thoughtful and grave; but the anxiety fled from his

ace.

A tall, military-looking personage was this elder Frank
Fairfield, father to one of the wildest young bloods in all
London, and one of the cleverest mining engineers of the day.
_ Tall, broad of shoulder, well-knit, and erect, he looked every
inch a man. His head was but sparsely covered with white
hair, though one would searcely have called him bald. No
beard adorned his firm, square chin; but shading his upper lip
was a heavy white moustache, which stood out in great con-
trast to his brown, weather-beaten skin.

In short, meeting Mr. Fairfield in the street, one might re-
mark: “ There goes a colonel, if you like! a splendid man and
& martinet, I'll be bound!”

Such is the deceitfulness of appearances. Mr. Fairfield had
never spent so much as'a single day in the Army, and, as a
look into the depths of his kindly grey eyes would have shown
8 close observer, was the reverse of being a martinet.

Kindly and benevolent to the last degree, Mr. Fairfield quite
belied his looks. His one ambition in life was to be the very
first engineer in the world, and his pet anxiety the wildness of
his son Frank.

Fairfield had paced the length of his study some dozen times
ere a knock was heard at the door, and, in response to a gently
spoken ‘“ Come in!” there entered Frank Fairfield, junior.

““ At last!” said the father, clasping his son by the hand.
“You’'re late, Frank, my boy! What has kept you?”

Frank’s face beamed all over. He was evidently in the best
of humours and pleased with himself into the bargain. His
good humour proved infectious, and the brown face of the
elder man relaxed from its gravity into a smile.

About twenty-three years old, he was tall, broad, handsome,
with a frank face and fascinating manners, Frank loocked a
ftting son for the old man. He always dressed in the latest
fashion, went everywhere, and did everything—good and bad.
Unfortunately, mostly bad.

“You’ll be pleased when you know what's kept me, dad,””.

said Frank, in answer to the old man’s query. “I've been
saying good-bye to old friends—no, not friends; say bad com-
pany—and it took me longer than I expected.”

He smiled as he spoke, his eyes twinkled with delight, and
an expression of genuine joy overspread his handsome features
as he noticed how pleased the old man was to hear it.

‘“And this is to be really the end of your wild escapades?”’
asked the elder man. “‘ No more cards, &c.? No more spend-
ing money like water, ruining your health, and endangering

our future? for I tell you candidly, Frank, my purse could not
ave stood your extravagances much longer.” :

Frank’s smile vanished. A look of grief took its place, and
he said fervently how sorry he was.

¢ There is my invention,”” said the father presently. ‘‘The
new crushing and separating machine, whicﬁ, is to lessen the
cost of gold-mining by one-half. That will soon be on the
market, dear boy, and I shall recuperate. I am satisfied that
you should give over your wildness now, and do not regret
what it has cost me to let you see the uselessness of a wicked
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life. I have spoken to Mr. Edward Handeroft on your behalf,
+ and, as a personal favour to me, he has consented to give you
& position in the counting-house, a vacancy having just
occurred—one Charles Headlam, your predecessor, having been
discharged for dishonesty.” -

Frank was truly glad of this. Tired of his wild life, and
grieved to ses how his dissipated habits were affecting the
father he loved, he had renounced all, and intended to lead a
quiet, industrious life in future. = :

“ You commence your duties on Monuday next,” continued

_the father. ““This is Wednesday, so you have four clear days
to prepare yourself for your new life. Leave me now, Fran!
my boy. I have some points to perfect in these plans, and
would be alone.”

A tear glistened in the old man’s eye as he spoke, and, tak-
ing the hint that his emotion was too strong for him, Frank
left his father alone, the latter’s blessing ringing in his ears
as the door closed upon him,

““ Deuce take it! How the governor does take the wind out
of a chap’s sails!” he muttered as he descended the stairs.
““He pretty nearly made me blubber like a great kid! But
he’s a dear old chap, anyway, hang it! I don’t believe there's
another-dad in the kingdom would let his son have his fling
like this!” His brow clouded a moment. ‘There's the
club!’”” he muttered. **How the chaps will chaff when I re-
fuse to mix with ’em again. H'm! Ab, well”’—a smile
breaking—*let ’em. It won't worry me. Dad’s been a brick,
and he’s got to come before everybody now! Let the fellows
rip! Let ’em rip!”

That latter sentence was a favourite expression of Frank’s.
His happy-go-lucky nature would not allow him to worry over
anything for more than a minute, and when any matter per-
plexed him, he simply dismissed it with the words: ‘ Let it
rip!” altering the second word as circumstances required.

Notwithstanding his wildness and carelessness, Frank was
good at heart, and now that he really saw he had been enjoy-
ing himself at the cost of his father’s peace of mind, he was
on%‘y too glad to reform. If ever a reformation were sincere,
Frank Fairfield’s was that one. -

Proof of this was found in the fact that when Mr. Fairfield,
senior, passed through the counting-house of E. Handeroft and
Co., on Monday morning, the most industrious elerk in the
place was his own son. .

The cashier and general manager of the ecounting-house,
Mr. Job Jason, received Frank, and instructed him in his
duties. &

On the instant, Frank conceived an overwhelming desire to
punch his manager’s head. Not that Jason was overbearing,
just the reverse.

His sleek ways and meek tone annoyed Frank, and, a good
character-reader, the shifty green eyes that never looked him
full ::i the face, told him that Jason was not & man to be
trusted.

The manager was a man of medium height, with very little
~hair, smooth face, and soberly dressed. In fact, he looked
almost ecclesiastical—an effect, be it said, of which Jason was,
in his innermost soul, rather proud. - o

For a month Frank worked assiduously, taking to the work,
and, in his easy-going way, forgetting he had ever lived other-

wise.

Then a bomb fell into his gquiet life.

The crushing and separating machine of the elder Fairfield,
for which such & bright future had been planned, was at last
completed. The model, made by the painstaking hands of the
inventor, together with the plans, had been removed to M.
Handeroft’s private office, and financial negotiations had been
satisfactorily concluded between Fairfield and Handeroft.

The greatest secrecy had been observed, and every precau-
tion taken to prevent the slightest atom of news regarding the
invention reaching other firms. .

But, alas! those plans remained in the office but one night.
The following morning, upon Handeroft’s arrival, he found his
desk broken open, and the precious papers gone. The model,
too, had been tampered with.
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A heavy Dammer In tne nanas or some unknown scoundrel
bad irretrievably smashed it up, and the broken pieces lay
scatterea about the office.

Little Mr. Handoroft, his chubby face and shining bald head

lowing with rage, was perfectly furious. In his frenzy, he

d even put Ais spectacles on upside down, and his huge cor-
poration rose and fell as indignation and chagrin filled the fat
and usually pleasant little man.

Handeroft had only been seen in a temper once or twice, his
general demeanour being laughing and jolly. The whale
world seemed to Handeroft to be a huge joke, and all the hap-
penings therein things to be laughed at. So, far from being
suspected of being an engineer, one would have taken him for

s 8 pork merchant.

%ut now his blood was up! The great invention which was
to have put his firm, at one stroke, above all others, was gone!
He had no duplicate plans, and the working cut of fresh ones
meant years of hard work to Mr. Fairfield. The inventor him-
self was little less perturbed, though he showed it in a different
way, his face simply setting into sterner lines, and his kindly
eyes hardening with a steely glitter. He spoke lLittla,

It is a noticeable fact that when men of Handeroft's tem-
perament are roused, their rage is awful to witness. Hand-
croft was raving mad.

* Great Scott, Fairfield!”” he eried. “ You don't secem to
care a straw! Hang me! I'll have the villsin who did this
sought out if I break the firm! TI'll bave him hung, drawn
and %;mnered, then hung agein! Misfortnne and evil over-
take him! If I only knew who ke was I'"d—I'd fall on him!”

This was intended as s terrible threat, as Handeroft weighed
oot an ounce under fifteen stone.

= Th? thing’s done,” said Fairfield quietly, and in a hard
voice, ‘‘and it’s useless to get frantic over it. Our first move
thould be to interview all the employees, meanwhile sending
for the police.”

“A good planP” roared Handeroft. “ We'll do it! Here,
boy I”’—to a messenger—** tell Jason to send me everybody in
the firm, half a dozen at a time! Go on! git! scurry!”

The boy disappeared from the awful wrath of his master,
and presently the contingents came in. One after another,
batches of half a dozen entered, and were questioned, till the
last six were reached.

This group contained Frank and Jason.

_“I eay,” said Jason, as they were going through the cor-
ridor that led to the proprietor's office, *“ this is a bad business.
The plans of the new crusher have been stolen, and the model
smashed. The governor is questioning everybody!”

“Well, I've nothing to fear,”” said Frank Iightl’y, “but I'm
sorry for dad!”

..‘The innocent are mnot always proved so,”’ said Jason
silkily. ‘““ One never knows but what one says, though innocent
enough, may hang him.”

“What I say won’t hang me!” said Frank.
safe, my friend, so pray don’t worry. Let it rip!”

“But it might condemn me,”’ pursued Jason artfully.

*“In what way?”’

“Why, I was in Handeroft’s office last thing last night,
getting some letters off his file. Heaven knows I’ve had
nothing to do with this awful crime ”—holding up his hands
in horror at the mere thought—*‘but if you mentioned the
circumstance of my having been in the office—you saw me,
you know—why the detective they employ will at once mark
me out and weave & web round me. Such a thing is not un-
common.”’

“Then you wish me to say nothing of the matter?” asked
Frank, eyeing the other keenly.

““ Precisely,” said Jason.

Frank tried in vain to see some sign of guilt on the other’s
face. It was as calm and saintly as ever. And the young
man was fain to persuade himself that his dislike for Jason
was simply a personal antipathy for which there was no deep
reason.

Therefore, when the questioning was done, Frank discreetly
held his tongue regarding Jason’s presence in the chief’s office
on the previous night ; while Jason himself swore he had not
been in the office, save when Handcroft was there himself.

* “This is exasperating!”’ snapped Handeroft, when all had
been interviewed. °‘Here, I've wasted best part of a day
and learnt nothing. Might have expected as much. As soon
expect a fishmonger to bawl ‘stinking fish’ as for a thief to
confess his guilt |’ = .

“ Precisely!” said Jason quietly. And the silky voice
seemed only to irritate Handeroft more.

““Where, in the name of all that's wicked, is that dolt of a
detective I sent for? Hanging the time out, so as to give the
thief plenty of time to cover his tracks, and thus make a longer
job for himself! Confound him!”’ 2

At that moment a boy entered with a note, which read to
the effect that the required detective would be sent the fol-
lowing meorning. Handeroft's rage was now a sight to see,
and he ordered everybody from his presence save Frank.

“I'm quite
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A look of unutterable sadness crossed the elder Fairfield’s
face as he noted the exception and left the room, while Jasen
had to turn his head quickly to hide the smile which rose to
his lips. When they had gone, Handeroft, greatly cooled
now, turned to the wondering Frank.

“My boy,” said he, ‘“don’t run away with the idea that
T've detained you in order to accuse you—for I haven’t. I've
got the real thief fixed in my mind, and—and—it isn’t you!”

“ Might I ask—""

“You may. I know you don’t love the person, so I think
I can safely tell you. He’s a pious-looking fellow, with small
eyes, a rilky voice, and the appearance of a Sunday-school
teacher.” .

‘“ Jason !’ ejaculated Frank.

“The very man!” said Handcroft.
scriptive abilities.”

en Frank told Handeroft of the conversation which had
passed between himself and Jason in the corridor, at which.
the fat proprietor, now almost as jolly as ever again, ehuckled
hugely, and rubbed his chubby hands together in a highly
satisfied manner.

“We've got him!”’ he chuckled. “He’s convicted himself
already. Just wait till T get Squeers down here—Detective
Sam Squeers—and he'll elap the irons on him in no time. But
this wasn’t what I wanted to speak to you about,” he broke
off. "I have here”’—producing a parchment envelope—‘‘an
important letter, containing some secrets which I would trust
to few pecple. I want you to take them to my agent at
Chidlington to-night. Will you go?”

“¥ou have but to command me, sir,”” said Frank. *“I shall
be proud to exceute the commission, and to show you that
your confidence in a reformed bounder isn't misplaced.”

* Then do so,” said Handcroft, beaming on Frank as if he
considered this reformation a very fine joke. ‘‘I shall place
the fullest confidenee in you.”

When Frank left the office that night he found his father
waiting for him in the vestibule.

The old man’s face was still clouded, his eyes looked hag-
gard, and it could easily be seen that he had received a severe
blow. But none knew how severe.

“Frank, my boy,” he said, in a pained voice, “we’ll go
home together to-night. I wish to talk with you.”

** Right, dad !’ said Frank cheerfully.

But a glance at his father’s face warned him that levity was
out of place 2t the moment; therefore, he assumed a grave
air, and walked in silence by his father's side till the house
was reached.

Not a word had been exchanged on the road, and dinner
was equally silent. When the things had been cleared away,
however, old man Fairfield arose and spoke: :

*“T am going to the study,” he said softly.
to accompany me.”

Wondering why his father should be so grave and distant
with him, Frank obeyed, and a minute later stood facing the
old man in the old-fashioned, littered-up room where- the
crusher had been invented.

“ Frank,” began the father, “I am grieved to have to say
to you that which I am about to say, but little matters which
have come under my notice render it necessary. Frank, you
have just quitted a wild and extravagant life, in which gam-
bling played a prominent part. It is well known about town
that you contracted enormous debts in this way——""

“Which were zll paid up a month age,” interrupted Frank.

“Fhat is well. But people do not know it. Are you aware
that the thefi of thesa plans will probably be fastened on you,
owing to those debts and past extravagances?’

“T am not aware of it!"’ said ¥Frank hotly. “I know
nothing of the kind. T left my club life long before the plans
disappeared, and settled everything up. The pzst and present
have nothing in common. Surely, surely "—seeing a lock on
his father’s face—*‘ you do not suspect me, dad? ¥Yeu do not
suspect me of robbing my own father?” -

““1 did not say so,”’ replied Fairfield, rather coldly. ©All
I say is that suspicion is likely to attach itssif to you.”

As a fact, Fairfield had suspected his son. But, when he
looked into the frank face—the eyes of which were blazing
now with just indignation—he felt he had besn wrong, and
mentally voted himself a cad, Then Harnderoft's private in-
terview with Frank recurred to him, and he said:

“ Why did Handcroft detain you, if he did not suspect you?
Was it not to accuse you?”’

Frank’s face brightened.

“Took here, dear old dad,” he said. ‘It seems to me
your trouble has upset your usually clear reasoning—in short,
you've got hold of the wrong end of the stick. Why, when
you hear why he kept me back you'll feel like kicking yourself
for sheer joy!”

The elder man’s face relaxed. - .

“Then enlighten me, Frank,” he said. * And if your com-
munication is as satisfactory as you promise it shall be, a
weight will he lifted from my mind.”

“You flatter my de-

“1 desire you
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Therenpon Frank detailed his conversation with the chief;
and, as he had prophesied, his father felt like kicking himself
with joy. - No longer did dark suspicions of his son—unworthy
of his noble nature those suspicions were—overcloud his
troubled mind. The loss of the plans and modsl was his only
trouble, and he felt thankful it was no worse.

“So you see, dad,” conclu Frank, “even clever chaps
like you make mistakes at times. By the by, old Handcroft
gays ho has a pretty shrewd idea as to who really did steal
the plans, and promises to have the bracsleis on him directly
Detéctive Squeers arrives. If it wers not for spoiling this
detective’s job, I'd smash the villain's far from beautiful
countenance! No, no!’'—as the other demanded the thief’s
name—“1 was told not to divulge it, and won't break my
promise. If Mr. Handeroft likes to Rell you, he can; but
you won’t get it out of me. So please don’t worry, dad. It'll
all come right in the end, you can bet your reputation. So
let it rip, dad, and we'll be cheerful together for the hour
before 1 start to Chid n. ‘Cheats never prosper,” say
the kids. And neither do thieves, say I 8o let it rip.
Come ; we'll open a bottle of Moet, and be men?."

And, in epite of himself, carried away by Frank’s irresistible
cheerfulness, the old man quickly found himself forgettin% his
trouble, and chatting with his handsome son as pleasantly as
if nothing had happened.

An hour later, as gay as ever, Frank parted from his father,
and was soon being whirled rapidly towards King’s Cross,
fully determined to show his employer how well his trust
should be guarded.

Edward Handcroft's Mysterious Disappearance—Sam
Squeers, Detective—Falsely Accused—The Lost Tele-
gram.

The morning after the discovery of the robbery found
Edward Handcroft’s office in, if possible, a greater siate of
excitement than ever.

The usual time for Handeroft’s arrival had gone an hour.
Jason had sent a messenger to the chief’s private house in
Clapham to see whether he were ill, and the messenger had
returned with the news that Mr. Handcroft, breaking a record
of twenty-five years, had not been home all night.

Fuvther inquiries were immediately made, and the conelu-
sion come to by all concerned that, in some mysterious way,
Handeroft had disappeared.

How, when, or why was not evident; and they were just
those points of the case Jason and the elder Fairfield were
discussing when Detective S8am Squeers was announced.

The announcement was quite a superfluous ceremony, how-
ever, for the detective entered shoulder to shoulder with the
messenger who took in his card.

“ Good-morning, gentlemen!" he said hastily, offering his
hand and shaking as if this were a meeting with a pair of
long-lost brothers, or something of the sort.

He was a curious individual, this Squeers, and, though re-
puted to be one of the cleverest men in his fprofeasion, never
seemed to be capable of thinking seriously of any one matter
for more than a minute or two at a time. Of medium height,
with extraordinarily broad shoulders, hig form would hardly
be called comely, though the massive limbs and shoulders com-
pelled admiration. His hair was sandy, and very closely
cropped—presumably to allow of easy hirsute disguise—while
his face was as white as a sheet. A nose which resembled in
shape a door-knob shone out a ruby glow from the midst of
this white ground with a brilliancy and effect only to be
equalled by a danger-signal. The wonder was that it did not
impart a tinge of colour with its light over the rest of his
face. But it didn’t. And, glancing at him, he gave one the
impression that at some time in his life he must have been
given to stooping too much, thus causing all the blood in his
head to gravitate to his nose. When he smiled, the comical
aspect was enhanced, and the effect was killing. the smile
seldom left his face, the mortality in Sam Squeers’s neigh-
bourhood 1gust have been very high.

‘ Good-morning, gentlemen!” he repeated. “I'm Squeers
—Sam Squeers—in fact, Detective Sam Squeers. Little mat-
ter of lost plans or something. Are you Mr. Fairfield ?"’—ad-
e g;,wgq  anid Jedog b

‘No, Mr. Squeers,” said Jason, giving his name.  This
is Mr. Fairfield, whose fln,na havg'been lost. But, dear me!
there’s more than plans lost now—Handeroft’s missing I”’

““You don’t say!” said Squeers, looking astonished. ‘‘ Dear
me! That’s bad. - He might have waited till I'd found these
plans before he lost himself. I can’t do two things at once.”

‘* We don’t expect you to, Mr Squeers,” said Mr. Fairfield.
*“But I have no doubt you will find both matters run into the
snmg lfase.d That L’s how I lots)k at it."””

*“Shrewd man,” sai queers.  ““Shouldn’t wonder—
shouldn’t, indeed. Do you suspect anyone?”’ :

‘““No one,” -

““Oh, that’s rot!” ejaculated Squeers. *Someone’s got to
be suspected, you know. Look here, I'll trot round the works
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in disguise, and if I haven’t got anyone under suspicion before
dinner you can call me a pumpkin.”

He then took all particulars of the robbery, and was about
to depart, when Jason called him back.

“Dear, dear, Mr. ﬁueers! » he said, “Do you know
you’ve got a horrid bl tle crawling over your tie?”

ngleers Jaughed, and picked off the beetle, which he laid
on the palm of hLis hand.

““That’s Nick,” he smiled—* a little pal of mine. See him
run round my hand?- He fancies there’s microbes there, and
is on their track. Rare pal is Nick! Many a case I've won
over Ygood old Nick.”

“You astonish me!”’ gasped Jason, backing, as Bqueers ap-
proached with the repulsive insect. y

“Truth!” asseverated Squeers. ‘‘ All oriminals are airaid
of beetles. Try him on your collar, Mr. Jason. He's tame!”

But Jason had taken refuge on a shelf, and refused to come
down till the obmoxious insect had been placed safely in
Squeers’s waistcoat-pocket.

“T'll put you down in my list of suspected persons,”” laughed

ueers, taking out his notebook. ¢ Yan’re afraid of Nick.
Well, good-bye, Mr. Jason and Mr. Fairfield!
with the lost goods as soon as poss. Tooraloo! =

‘“ One moment, Mr. Squeers,” faltered Jason, who had now
descﬁnded. “You are in want of a suspect. I'll give you

one.

“Aha!” smiled Squeers, again producing the motebook.
“1 thought you were wrong at first. The ideal A robberyl
No one suspected! Come, what’s his name?”

“ Frank Fairfield I’

_ “Liar!’”” Al the latent ferocity in the old man blazed forth
in that one word as he heard his son acoused.

It is the truth,” said Jason quietly, and as if he regretted
baving to mention the matter at all.

“ Prove it!” cried the elder Fairfield, while Squeers wrote
in shorthand like a Parliamentary reporter. ‘‘ Prove it up to
the hilt!”” he roared, ““ or, by Heaven, I will fell you!” X

“ Proof is a scarce commodity,” bleated Jason, ““but cir-
cumstantial evidence shows a great deal. For instance, I saw

. Handcroft’s office the night before the theft.
e begged me not to mention the matter, as he had been there
elonious purpose, and I, tmtih; him, knowing his
father to be so honourable & man’ —mm:%;\egl —* gaid
nothing at the time. I feared, however, my sile ad been
ill-advised, and in vain, when I perceived that Mr. Handeroft
detained him after he had questioned every one else. I happen
to know that our chief accused him of the erime. I likewise
happen to know that he has large unpaid gambling debts, and
that the moneﬂ he would realise on this theft would be very
acceptable to him. Furthermore, young Fairfield has disap-
peared, too. Where has he gone? Having been accused by
Handeroft, he has evidently contrived to remove the poor old
geéﬂem?n from his path—perhaps murder—"’

During the recitation of this tissue of lies, Mr. Fairfield had
stood erect, his tanned face paled, and his eyes blazing; then,
with a mighty swing of his powerful right arm, he struck
Jason a blow on that false face of his, which stretched his
son’s calumniator on the floor senseless, :

A look of utter contempt he bestowed upon the prostrate
form of Jason, then he turned to Squeers, who stood there,
the personification of astonishment.

“* Every word this man has uttered is false!’”’ he said. “My
son is as innocent as myself! For this cur’s lies, I have dealt
him & blow from which he does not deserve to recover. You
were a witness to that blow, Squeers, and if, as may happen,
the dies you know where to find me. I shall not run away.”

As he spoke, he strode from the office, leaving Squeers in a
great state of perplexity, and Jason as senseless as a log.

But-what of the man who was the innocent cause of this
little scene? - Entrusted with his master’s greatest secret, he
was fulfilling his trust religiously.

Yet, all unknown to him, a web was just beginning to weave
itself around him, and soon he would be hunted by the minions
of the law for the crime of another.

Everything was against the absent Frank, and the reason of
his father tottered on its throne as he thought of the awful
homecoming which awaited bis boy.

_His wild life, gambling debts, his interview with the chief,
his absence—which would be contorted into an_attempt to
prove an alibi regarding the disappearance of Handcroft—
would all be marshalled against him.

His father saw all this, but had such implicit faith in the
eventual triumph of trutly over falsehood that he frantically
telegraphed to his hotel at Chidlington: *Return at once.
Your honour is at stake!”

But the telegram never reached Frank Fairfield, and what a
.siirri?gtl:fe-dtama was the outcome of the cause and effect of
that fact!

(This exciting Serial Story will be oontinued in next
Friday’s UNION JACK, No. 395.)
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By H. S. WARWICK.
{Concluded.)
— XY O——

The Trial Opens—The Counsel for the Defence Asks the
Chief Witness Some Strange Questions—Who “Mr.
Morrow” Really Was—Jim Comes Into His Own.

The morning of the great murder-trial dawned. The court,
which opened at ten o’clock, was packed.

All eyes were bent eagerly towards the dock as pale, yet
self-possessed, the lad charged with the crime for which the
law exacts the extreme penalty entered, and in a firm voice
pleaded ““ Not Guilty.”

The clerk of arraigns mumbled the customary words of ad-
dress to the jury, recounting the indiciment, and the prisoner’s
plea of ‘“ Not Guilty.”

The counsel for the prosecution rcse, and began his speech.

Our readers ars acquainted with the facts that formed ths
basis of his remarks. He dwelt strongly on the fact that the
chief witness against the prisoner was a man held in high
esteem for his generous and philanthropic qualities, which bhad
found wide for exercise in the neigh ood where he
lived. This witness averred that he saw what was beyond
doubt deliberate murder. Was this the sort of man, he would
ask the jnr{)e—:r man whose life had been spent in good works
—likely to false-witness—to swear away an innocent life?

Referring to the prisoner,” the counsel for the prosecution
spoke fairly, and with no: desire to unduly bias the minds of
the jury. ‘‘Probably,” he said, ‘‘the prisoner—who appeared
to think that his father had suffered great injuries at the hands
of Brood—had yielded to the momentary impulse of an im-
mature, undiseiplined mind, to a mad desire for revenge for
a real or fancied wrong.”

And so the speech went on.

The counsel for the defence—Mr. Glazebrook, K.C.—listened
without a trace of anxiety on his face, and more than once, as
he devoted himself to carefully polishing his finger-nails, a
peculiar smile parted his lips, which made those who knew the
famous barrister whisper: i

* Glazebrook’s got a card up his sleeve 1”

At last the prosecuting eounsel sat down, and his junior rose
to examine the witnesses for the Crown.

*“ Martin Morrow I’ :

In response to the call the man with the withered eye
stepped up into the witness-box, and took the oath.

" The junior counsel for the Crown began his examination.

The witness answered question after question calmly, and

without a trace of hesitation. Most people in court began to

think the case against the prisoner looked very black.

The junior closed his examination. The counsel for the
defence rose to cross-examine the witness. -

*“Now, sir, on your oath, will you tell the jury,” said the
barrister, looking keenly at the witness, ‘‘ whether the fact
that you wear a false beard and moustache and wig when you
come into this court is for the purpose of hiding your identity?
Yes or no.”

Everyone in the court was startled, and on the witness the
effect of these words was amazing. He swayed and cluiched
at the rail for support. All his self-possession had deserted
him. He was trembling violently. He tried to spex]z but for
a moment he could only produce an inarticulate sound.

“I protest against the question, my lord !’ he said faintly to
the %que.

*“ It is relevant to the case, my lord,” murmured the counsel.

The judge, who had not failed to notice with swift suspicion
the witness’s discomfiture, said sternly:

*“ You must answer the question.” -

‘I do not wear them as a disguise,”” he said faintly.

The spectators listened breathlessly. They felt there was
some hidden significance behind the counsel’s words. That
the witness’s beard and moustache were not his own was a
complete surprise to all, so perfectly natural did they look.

Joe and Harwood were grinning. :

“ This is touching him up-a little, eh, laddie?’’ chirped the
comedian.

“Very good,” said Mr. Glazebrook to the witness, whosé
nerve had evidently forsaken him completely. ‘‘ Will you now
tell the jury—on your oath, sir—whether one of your eyes is
not—artificial 7’ - -

The witness looked appealingly at the judge.

‘* Answer the question I’ said his lordship. g
b = {es "—so faimntly that the monosyllable ¢ould hardly be

eard -

““ And now, sir,” went on the counsel mercilessly, ““tell the
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jury when last you called yourself Langrish Brood, school-
master I’

There was a heavy crash. The man in the witness-box had
fallen in a fit. . -

“Mr. Glazebrook, kindly explain the meaning of this!”
cried the judge, as startled as anyone in court.

It means, my lord, that if the witness’s false beard, mous-
tache, and hair were stripped off, and that grey, dead-iookmg
eye—which is glass—were replaced by an artificial eye match-
ing the sound one, you would see the suppesed murdered man,
Langrish Brood. ’Fhat, my lord, is my case.””

And he sat down.

‘“Blowed if he hasn’t taken all the credit to himself for the
discovery I’ muttered Joe, in disgust as he looked at the com-
placent barrister. ‘“ And I fondly thought you and I were
going to have a good show-in at the ¢ curtain’t” .

This was the secret Harwood and Joe had learnt when they
stole into ‘‘ Mr. Morrow’s’’ bedroom: Langrish Brood was
not dead!

The man had lived two lives. As a safeguard against a time
when his crimes might be discovered, he had created a second
personality, that of the recluse ‘“ Mr. Morrow,” appearing
from time {o time in this disguise. .

So complete’ was the disgnize that no one dreamed that
Brood and Morrow were not two distinct persons, the secret of
its success lying in the fact that the man had a glass eye.

In his role of Brood the schoolmaster, he wore an artificial,
eye that was a perfect match to his sound one. When he
assumed the role of Morrow, he changed this glass eye for
another with the appearance of a natural eye that%ad withered
into sightlessness.. This change alone was sufficient to trans-
form marvellously Brood’s appearance.

The scoundrel’s reason for this deception is obvious.
Should a time come when the police were on his track, his
plan was simply to sink his identity as Brood, and become
“Mr. Morrow,” the esteemed philanthropist, whilst the
police would be hunting for a criminal who had practically
ceased to exist.

Brood had not been touched by the bullet from Jim’s
revolver. Startled by the lightning, he had started back, and
lost his balance, and fell—not very far, being caught unhurt
by the cage at the end of the chain, a few feet below the
level of the shaft mouth. :

As Jim ran off he climbed out, just as Marks, who had
managed to steal into the Grange and out again unseen,
came back with the means of Brood disguising himself as the
man with the withered eye. : &

Possessed of iron nerve, he had determined on a master-
stroke. He would accuse Jim of murder, and thereby both
obtain revenge on the boy, and check any further police-
search for Brood.

The scoundrel was subsequently tried for his crimes, and
found guilty, and sentenced to death. He left a confession,
in which was explained the only mystery of this narrative
that remains unsolved.

He had mesmerised Leonard Pearson, and mads the boy
a tool in his plans for disposing of his victim, Roy Darrell,
by whose murder Karslake had stesped into a fortune.

It was Leonard Pearson who, under ‘“ hypnotic suggestion,’”’
nvoluntarily impersonated Roy Darrell on the night journey
to the inn, and thence to Plymouth, where Dr. Pudsey’s con-
veyance was waiting to take the boy to the Retreat.

Of that journey the boy, on being freed from his hypnotic
state, retained no remembrance. Subsequently, by accident,
he discovered the involuntary part he had played in conceal-
ing a great crime. He paid for his discovery with his life,
as our readers already know.

Marks disappeared without a trace.
it prudent to seek other climes.

Little more remains to be told. After a wegry illness,
Jim’s father came slowly back to health, to find the un-
merited stain on his name removed. The scoundrel, who,
dying of consumption, felt remorse troubling him, was induced
to make a clean breast of the frands for which Jim’s father,
the innocent cat’s-paw, had so long suffered, and ultimately a
free “ pardon ’’ was granted to the much-wronged man.

Rob-of-the-Inn happily recovered from his injuries.

Pudsey also thought

Jim - Ruthven, son of the Squire of Hethersett, is little
altered by his sudden access of. fortune from the gay, gener-
ous-hearted, happy-go-lucky Jim Nameless, whom we intro-
duced to our readers at the opening of this story.

There is nothing he loves better than to gather all his old
friends around him at the Grange—Harwood, the Chevalier
and his ‘ missus,”” good old Joe Baggs, Captain Marston,
and Mr. Bloxam—to spin yarns of the old days when he was
a strolling player, or a pupil at the queer school on the moors.

THE END.

NEXT FRIDAY
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CHAPTER 1.

An Unwelcome Guest— ‘|l hoped never t0o see you
again!”—8Struck Down in Treachery—The Mystery
of a Night—Marcus Dene is not Quite Satisfied.
A boat glided under the main chains of the ship * Opos-

sum,”’ lying at anchor in the estuary of the Humber.

Boatswain Wemyss stepped upon the gangway, and gave a
glance over the side into the shadows.

‘“Is that you, Mr. Bryce?”

‘““Yes, Wemyss. Is Captain Scrymgeour aboard?”’

“In his ca,bin‘, sir, waiting for you.”

“Very good.’

The boat, secured by her painter, floated empty beside the
huge ship. Two men boarded the ‘‘ Opossum.”

One of them, Bryce, was known to Wemyss. A pale, thin,
nervous man, but a good sailor, and chief mate of the ‘ Opos-
sum.” The other was a stranger—evidently the visitor the
captain had been expecting, and whom Wemyss was ordered
to show at once down to the cabin.

The two men passed aft, and descended the companion, and
the boatswain was left alone upon the gangway. There was
a foreboding expression upon his face.

Well he kney that the captain’s visitor was unwelcome. He
had heard Serymgeour muttering several times about the man
who was coming to see him, and he had more than once de-
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Just as the skipper's fingers were closing upon the letter the right
hand of Sholto Keene reappeared, with something in it. Before Scrym-
geour could divine his treacherous intention, the hand rose and fell
with lightning rapidity, and a fearful blow was struck.
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tected the words “ scoundrel” and * wastrel” Wemyss be-
lieved that ere long he would hear sounds of quarrelling from
the cabin.

Outside the cabin-door, in the glimmer of the cuddy-lamp,
the two men stopped and exchanged whispers.

““ Bryce, keep your pecker up! All's going famously!" was
what the stranger saig.

“I can’t help feeling a bit shaky, Keene.”

“Pshaw, man! Why, you're trembling!”’

“T wish I had your nerve.”

‘‘ Courage—leave everything to me. I promise you that al
shall go like clockwork.”’

Bryce tapped at the door.

* Come in!”

They entered. The captain’s cabin of the * Opossum ** was
a spacious, well-furnished, and well-lighted apartment. A
man, who had been restlessly pacing its length, from the port-
hole to the opposite bulkhead, had stopped abruptly at the
sound of Bryce's timid tap. His eyes became fixed upon the
stranger as ke advanced into the cabin.

“Mr. Keene, sir,"” said Bryce.

“Very good. Thanks. You may leave us.”

Bryce stepped out of the cabin, and closed the door. But
he did not go further. He stood, leaning his hand upon the
table by the mizzen-mast, trembling in every limb. His ears
were strained to catch any sound proceeding from the cabin.
He seemed the prey of a deep, unconquerable terror.

As soon as Bryce had gone out, his companion, left alone
with Captain Scrymgeour, threw aside the large slouched hat
which had shaded and concealed his countenance.

The lamplight showed a strong, handsome face, with clearly
marked features, deep-set eyes, and thick, heavy brows.

But what was remarkable about the face was that it was
almost an exact replica of that of Captain Serymgeour.

From the likeness between them, the two men might have

been twins; evidently they were very near relations. Botk
seemed about thirty years of age. A critical eye would have
noticed certain minute dissimilarities; the men were not pre-
cisely ** doubles,” yet in similar garb the impersonation of one
by the other would not have been a difficult task.
In expression, it is true, the two faces were at this momene.
totally unlike. Captain Scrymgeour
looked disturbed and angry, and his
eyes were shining beneath his heavy
brows, while Sholto Keene was calm,
smiling, and placid. )

He held out his:-hand to the captain
of the ““Opossum.” Serymgeour waved
it away with a disdainful gesture.
Quite unruffled, Keene allowed it to
fall to his side again.

| ““You do not appear glad to see me,

Edmund,” he remarked.  This is a

" I pleasant welcome to the cousin you

@~ have not seen for two years or more."”
¢ And whom I hoped never to sce
= again!” Captain Scrymgeour said bit-

terly. “Don't let us waste time in

talk. You have demanded an inte:-
view with me. What is your motive?

Have you committed another forgery?

Are you hunted by the police? What

fresh disgrace have you brought upon

your family?

Keene made a deprecatory gesture.

“* Are you not a little hard upon me,
Edmund?” he said. ‘“Perhaps I have
been more sinned against than sinning.
But I did not come here to talk about
the past.”

‘“Why did you come?”

Keene did not appear to hear the
question.

“The ‘ Opossum ’ sails to-morrow
he asked.

““ With the tide.”

“ To Trincomalee?
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“With a comsigament of ezpecie to the Bank of Ceylon?”
Captain Scrymgeour smiled ironically.

s Xre you thinking of stealing it?”’ he asked.

Keene smiled, too. :

“That would be a difficult job,” he remarked; * especially
as Marcus Dene, the nephew of one of your owners, is coming
on board as a special guard of the gold.”

The captain looked startled.

“It seems to me that you know a good deal about the mat-
ter,”” he said suspiciously. i

“Yes,”" Keene assented calmly, ¢ pretty nearly all there is
to be known, I reckon.” ;

“ Which means that you have been told. And am I to sup-
pose that Mr. Bryce has been blabbing out his employer’s
secrots?”’ angrily exclaimed the skipper of the ‘‘ Opossum.”

“Yes, I have learned a good deal from Mr. Bryce.” .

“ And your object, sir? If you had designs upon the specie
I can hardly suppose that you would come to me and betray
your?ezlf.” And COaptain Scrymgeour looked extremely
puzzled. .

“The fact is,”’ drawled Keene, “I have a letter to give
you, which may alter your opinion with regard to me.”

“ A letter? From whom?”

“From Mr. Dene, the senior partner in the firm that em-

THE

ploys you.”

“T do not understand this. Give me the letter.”

Keene thrust both his hands into his side-pockets, as if

uncertain which contained the letter. He withdrew his lef
hand, with a sesled envelope in it, and held it out. Captain
Scrymgeour-stepped closer to him fo take it.
,Just as the sr’s fingers were closing upon the letter the
right hand of Shelto Keene reappeared, with something in it.
Before Scrymgeour could divine his -treacherous intention,
the hand rose and fell with lightning rapidity, and a fearful
blow was struck.

Across the captain’s bronzed forehead came a great splash
of blood. Clutching at his head with both hands, the captain
reeled backward. o tried to cry out, but only a faint, in-
articulate moan struggled past his palsied lips. . i

Keene gripped him with his left hand, and pitched him
roughly upon a couch, where he lay without motion.

Was he dead?

Keene seemed to think so. -~

“ Mr. Bryce!l” :

The door opened; the face of Bryce, white and terror-

etricken, appeared in the aperture. - - : =
‘“ I—thought it was the captain called,”” he stammered, in a
nervous whisper; for Keene had imitated his cousin’s voice.

““ Mr. B{gne,” -#aid Keene—and his voice was almost exactly -

that of
swooned.

captain—* your friend is taken ill. He has

e
Do you know if he is subject to fits?”’

This was uttered loud enough for the boatswain to hear— |

for Wemyss, in his uneasiness, had drawn near the companion-
waﬁ' It was also heard by Blackie, the megro cook, in the
galley.

Keene accompanied his speech with a fierce, menacing
glare, warning Bryce that this was no time for cowardice.-

“Yes,” the mate faltered, ‘“he has sometimes had attacks
of epilepsy. Poor fellow! I’m afraid this is one.”

“Ah! you will have to get him ashore, and place him in &
doctor’s hands. But let us see if we cannot restore him first.”

The cabin-door closed, and the listening boatswain turned
f.wa.g from the companion-hatch with a puzzled and dissatisfied
ool
““Thar ain’t been a rumpus, or I should hev heard it,”
Wemnyss said to himself. * But epilepsy—that’s all my eyel
Captain Scrymgeour has knocked him down, and he said that
80’s to keep it dark. He can’t take me in, nohow.” d
‘Wemyss wagged his head in an extremely knowing manner.

The cabin-door did not reopen for quite half an hour.

When it did, two men came out, and, porting a third
between them, helped him up the eompanion-way.

‘ Anything wrong, sir?’ the boatswain asked.

. ‘“ An attack of epilepsy,” said Bryce, who was very pale.
“The poor fellow is subject to them.”

The insensible man, whose head and face were concealed by
the big slouch hat, was taken to the side, and the pair lowered
him into the boat, declining the bo’sun’s aid.

One took the oars, the other the tiller; the painter was
cast loose, and the boat passed up the Humber, towards the
sleeping town of Hull.

Wemyss's face wore a troubled look as he watched it dis-

pear.

“Ef T didn’t know Captain Serymgeour to be the squarest
and fairest skipper afloat ¥ should think there had been some
foul piay herei_” he mgttered.*

* * #*

Spurn Heid. vanished astern as the “ Opoésum," under full
sail, plunged into the North Sea in the grey light of early
morning.
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Upon the starboard quarter the hills of Lincolnshire were
for a time visible, but these also soon dropped astern.

The * Opossum ’ had commenced her voyage. It was a fine
breezy morning, and as the sun rose higher in the heavens,
the ocean, sunny and light, was inspiriting to look upon.

While the officers and seamen were busy as bees, there was
one man who had nothing to do. This was Marcus Dene, in
whose charge the consignment of specie was being sent to the
Bank of Ceylon.

He was a young man-—very young to hold so great a re-
sponsibility—but his pleasant, boyish face showed, to a care-
ful observer, the traces of an iron resolution and a dauntless
courage. In the hour of danger this was a man who was not
likely to be found wanting: .

Marcus Dene had always had a -fondness for the sea, and he
had acted as skipper in his uncle’s yacht, so that he was not
without considerable skill as a sailor. Glad indeed he had
been when Mr. Dene offered him his present charge. ;

“T want someone I can absolutely trust, and one who will
not lose his head in an emergency,” Mr. Dene had said. “ You
are just the man, Marcus, especially as you are a good sailor.
Not that there can be any danger in this voyage. The gold
is as safe as if it were in the Bank of England. But there is
no telling what may arise, and I shall feel more easy if you
accompany the consignment.”’

A voyage in a fine vessel like the * Opossum,” and the
chance of seeing something of Ceylon, suited Marcus admi-

rably. -
- He had come on board the ship only an hour before she

- sailed, his things having been sent on earlier.

Captain Serymgeour—whom he knew slightly, having met
him once or twice in the firm’s offices in Hull—had received
him cordially, and fet not exactly as Marcus had expected to
be received by a bluff sea-captain.

It seemed to our hero that Scrymgeour scrutinised him at
their meeting as if taking his exact measure, both physically
and mentally. What the captain’s conclusions might be he
could not know, yet it seemed to him that Scrymgeour was
somehow unpleasantly impressed. )

“T don’t think I like the skipper as much as I thought I
sheould,” Marcus reflected; “ and as for the chief mate; he iz~
a watery-locking specimen. Roberts, the second mate, was
pleasant encugh when I saw him in Hull. I wonder where
he is now? I haven’t seen him =since I came aboard.”

Marcus bad- teo much knowledge of the sea to worry the
caftam with questions at such a busy time, but he could not
help wondering where the second mate was. Later in the day
he found an opportunity of speaking to.the boatswain. .Mri
Wemyss was sitting upon the edge of a skylight, enjoying
his noggin of rum, when Marcus nodded to him.

““You are the bo’sun, of course? Let me introduce myself;
I am Marcus Dene, passenger to Ceylon.”

As the specie was not known by the crew to be aboard the
“ Opossum,” Marcus posed as an ordinary passenger, so as not
to excite curiosity concerning him in the forecastle.

“T’'ve heard of you afore, sir,”” said the boatswain, touching
hig forelock. ““I’'m William Wemyss, sir, at your service.”

After a few observations about the ship and the voyage,
Marcus came to the point.

‘“1 haven’t seen your second mate yet.”

“No, sir; we left him ashore.”

“ Why was that?"’ . : i .

“ Because he didn’t turn up afore we sailed, sir. When we
was going to weigh anchor, I heard Mr. Bryce say to the
skipper that Mr. Roberts hadn’t come @board yet. - The
skipper said he’d be hanged if he’d lose the tide for any man!”’

“ Why didn’t Roberts return, de you think? He struck me
a.s rbe,ng @ very fair seaman, not at all likely to neglect his

uty.”’

““So I thought him, sir; but there’s no telling. Anyway,
it’s clear he’s neglected his duty in this case, as he has forced
the captain to sail without him. It’s a mean trick to play
any skipper, for he must have known that Captain Scrymgeour
could not afford to lose the tide.”

“But is it intended to make the voyage without a second
mate?’ asked Marcus in amazement. )

“ Ayt what could be done otherwise, sir? We stop at no
English port, and the skipper is not likely to take @& foreigner
aboard.”

Marcus was surprised and bewildered. But soon he found
that Mr. Roberts was not the only member of the ship’s com-
pany who had been left. on the banks of the Humber.

The young man took his meals with the officers, of course,
at the dining-table in the ouddy, and when he and the captain
met there in the evening, Serymgeour began to speak upon the
matter—taking the bull by the horns, as it seemed to Mareus.

“1 dare say you've noticed, Mr. Dene, that our crew is
short of several hands?’ he remarked, but at the same time
keeping his eyes fixed on his hearer’s face.

M“No! I missed the second mate—that’s all,’’ answered
arcus.

ARE YOU READING IT?—“FOR FAME AND FORTUNE.”



Une Halipenny. ITHE

““Yes, the lubber!” Captain Scrymgeour frowned. * He left
me in the lurch at the last moment, when it was too late to
replace him. It means watch-and-watch with Bryce for me,
all the way to Ceylon. i
when I step ashore in Old England again!”

*“ And some of your hands have followed his example?”’

“Yes; eight men, and all of them men I considered among
the best in my crew. I cannot help thinking that they were
tempted by the offer of bigger money io break 4he articles they
signed with me. Yocu know there’s been a strike in Hull, and
gocd seamen are wanted in the Humber. I am sailing with
twenty-four men for’ard instead of thirty-two.”

Marcus stirred his tea slowly as he asked in a reflective way:

“Do you consider it safe, Captain Scrymgeour, to sail the
“Opossum ’ with a reduced erew, and an officer short?”’

““I am the best judge of that, Mr. Dene!” replied the
skipper stifly. ““I am mot likely to take the ‘Opossum’ to
sea in an un:afe state.”

“1 beg your pardon; but, considering what we have
aboard—" X y

“We have aboard, in the iron-bound chest in your cabin,
one hundred thousand English sovereigns. But we have some-
thingymore precious to me than that, were every coin my
own!’

“Indeed! What is it?” :

“ My reputation as a seaman and a commander!’ was the
reply. ““If anything happened to the ‘Opossum,” where
should-I be? You may take my word for it, I risk nothing.
The speoie is only a secondary consideration—quite secondary.”’

And the skipper marched out of the cuddy, his manner
showing that he was ‘“on his dignity.”

Marcus smiled to himself. The skipper was clearly offended;
but the young man was not sure in his mind whether Scrym-
geour really felt the indigration he showed. Why he should
suspect the captain of playing a part he-could not have said;
but, since cominz aboard the ‘‘ Opossum,”” he had consider-
ably modified his former favourable opinion of ker commander.

If Marcus Dene could have heard what Captain Serymgeour
said to Mr. Bryce as they stood by the binracle that night, he
would have found geod grounds for his vagus suspicions.

“““ Bryoce, we shall have to take care of that cub. He is no
mere lad 4o be fooled or put upon. He is going to make a
lot of trouble for us in the near future.” E

Bryce lookad uneasily at the skipper. .

“¥You don't mean to say he suspects, sir?”’ .

“ Df course not !’ irritably exclaimed the captain. ‘ How
could he? But he is wideawake and alert. Depend upon it,
when we pass the Bay of Biscay, and give Portugal a wide
berth, he will begin to smell a rat.”’

¢ Can’t you keep him from knowing how we steer? Why
not quarre] with him, and cease to bs on speaking terms?”

The skipper rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

. “Not a bad idea that,”’ he remarked; ‘‘but, of course, by
the time we onght to be entering the Straits of Gibraltar, and
he finds us heading for West Africa, he must learn that we are
disobeying orders.”

“ Do you think he will 4ry to resist your authority?”’

¢ 1 shouldn’t be surprised if he appealed to the crew. He
is just the kind of fellow to give us all the trouble he can
when he finds that the bullion iz in danger. But, after all,
wnless our secret came out, I shall always have the upper
hand. And, by thunder! it cannot, and shall not, come out !’

By this time it will be seen that all was not as it should
thave been on board the “Opossum.”

CHAPTER 2

Marcus Suspects the Skipper—What Does Scrymgeour

Mean?—-Coming to a Crisis.

Marcus had anticipated a pleasant voyage to the sunny
south, but he soon found that his stay upon the “ Opossum ™
was not likely to bring him much pleasure.

He was prepared to be friendly and sociable with the captain
and mate, his companions aft; but after the first day or two
Captain Scrymgeour developed an unaccountable coldness of
manner towards him. »

His answers were short and brusgue, and he never of his
own accord addressed any remark to Marcus, so that when
they took meals together they generally sat in grim silence.

This state of affairs naturally had a chilling effect upon our
hero’s frank, boyizh nature; especially as he could not think
of any cause to which to attribute Scrymgeour’s strange
manner. Bryece followed the captain’s lead, and between them
they made Marcus’s life extremely uncomfortable.

One effect of this was that Marcus, having no one to talk
to aft, began to “ cultivate’” the seamen, and as he was a
born sailer; he was able to understand Jack Tar’s nature, and
make a friend of him.

‘Wemyss, the bo’sun, had a little ““ caboose ” aft, and in the
evenings Marcus saw much of him; for the boatswain did not
share the watches, and after sundown he was generally free.

By Jove! I’ll make him smart for this-
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A rough, bluff fellow was Will Wemyss; but he had a heart
of gold, and Miarcus soon took a great liking to him.

The whole ship’s company had observed the skipper’s cold-
ness to Marous, and it was not long belors Wemyss spoke

b it. e

“You've got foul of the skipper's hawse somshow, Mr.
Dene,”” he remarked. ‘‘The whole fo’c’'s’le’s noticed it.”’

“I know it, Wemyss; but I can’t imagine the reason. I
have done mothing to offend him that I know of.”

“ Queer, too. Cap’n Serymgecur was never a man to take
offence and bear malice,”” Wemyss said, shaking his head.
““There’s been a change in him since we dropped anchor in
the Humber last time, Mr. Dene. And do you know, I don’t
think he likes you mai{ing friends for’rard.” .

“ Why, what objection can there be to that?”’ exclaimed
Marous. ; .

““None at all, as I knows on, sir; and yet I believe it's
the case. He bullied Kit Marley something awful yesterday,
and all because he said he had been wasting time chatbering
with idlers. Now, you know, Kit wasn’t wasting time; he was
off-duty, and you only talked with him fur a few minutes afore
he went to his hammock.” L.

. Marous’s brow darkened. He saw himself the victim of a
seemingly causeless persecution, and his anger began to rise.

“7 am awfully sorry to get Marley into hot water,” he said.
¢« [If Captain Scrymgeour is going to take it like that, I shall
have to keep abaft the mainmast in future, I suppose. But I
shall have a taik with him. I am not going to take this sort
of thing quietly.” k

Captain Serymgeour took the first watoh hat evening, and
Wl:iegl he came down at cight bells he found Mareus in the
cuddy. el

Taking no notice of him, the captain proceeded to mix him-
self a glass of whisky-and-water. Marcus stepped towards him,
resolved to have it “out’ now.

“ Captam Serymgeour, I want you to explain the reason of
your treatment of me for the past few days,” he said.

“What have you got to complain of?”’” grunted the skipper,
in a most ungracious tone.

“Jf you choose to act liks a bear at your own table, I do
not feel called upon to teach you manners. But when you
persecute & seaman with whom I happen to exchange a few
words, I consider I have a right to protest.”

“ You encourage the hands to dawdle and chatter !’

I do nothing of the kind!” . L

“ Familiarity between fore and aft is the rain of discipline.
You should know better than to mix with the erew. If you
will do it, I cannot prevent you, as you are not under my
orders; but I can punish the men you chatter with, and I
will do s0. So you had better stop it 1” ; .

The captain’s tone and manner were so aggressive and in-
solent that Marcus was hard put to it to control his temper.

“You are not doing all thid without a reason; you have a
motive for this rudeness, Captain Scrymgeour!” he exclaimed.

¢ My reason is simple. I won’t have any confounded long-
ghoreman interfering with the affairs of my ship!”’ declared
the skipper. ‘ So just you keep aft, and mind your own busi-
ness, and you'll be all right.” -

And he swung off to his cabin; not any too soon, either, for
Marcus’s eyes were gleaming, and his fists were clenched.

“By George! I should like bim to epeak to me like that
upon dry land !’ muttered Marcus wrathfully. ‘If he is not
3 bi.t”more careful, I shall knock him down upon his own

eck. p

In his cabin, the skipper was chuckling.

“hat gettles him,” he said to himself. “It was a good
move of his to try and get on the right side of the fo'c’s’le;
but I reckon I’ve nipped that in the bud!”

Unwilling to expose the seamen to the anger of the cap-
tain, Marcus did not go for'ard after that, and mow his life
was more lonely than ever.

He no longer even spoke to the officers, so Wemyss was the
only man he ever exchanged a word with for the mext few
days. To an open-hearted, genial young fellow, such a situa-
tion was well-nigh intolerable, and Marcus began heartily to
wish that the voyage was over. He determined that, after he
thad seen the specie landed at Trincomalee, he would find
another vessel to bring him back to England. But ers long
the made the startling discovery that Ceylon, instead of daily
drawing nearer, was every day becoming farther distant.

The ‘“Opossum,” instead of entering the Straits of Gib-
raltar, passed the Portuguese coast with a wide sweep, stand
ing out into the boundless Atlantie.

This course had been followed for a couple of days before
Marous discovered it. -

But when, instead of Spanish cliffs on the port bow, there
continued to stretch the same waste of rolling waves, long
after the Straits should have been entered, Marcus became
seriously disquieted. i

He lost no time in speaking to Captain Scrymgeour. The
latter was quite ready for him
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"Wv.!gr are we not in the Mediterranean, Captain Scrym-
&mﬂ“t she young man asked, confronting the commander of

o ‘‘ Cpossum ”’ upon the quarter-deck.

Everyone who heard the abrupt question turned his eyes
upon Mareas and the captain.

“Is {>at your business, Mr. Dene?”’ asked Scrymgeour in-
solently.

“Decidedly. You know the capacity in which I am on
board this vessel. I demand to know why you have directly
disregarded your instructions.”

Marous’s intense dislike of the captain made him speak with
more heat than he should have shown, perhaps; but there was
no doubt as to his right to demand an explanation.

“Do you know what my instructions are, Mr. Dene?’ Cap-
tain Scrymgeour asked, with perfect coolness.

“To proceed to Trincomalee, by the Suez Canzl r

‘‘ Nothing of the kind.”

Marcus stared.

‘“ What do you mean, sir?”’

“T am going to Ceylon by way of the Cape.”

“Impossible !’

Captain Scrymgeour shrugged his shon!
away, as if declining to discuss the =

reus was not to be put of so e :

‘“ Captain Serymgeour, can you show me wWritten instructions
from your owners authorizsing you to do this?’ he demandad.

“Am T under your orders!” exclaimed Serymgeour.

“J am responsible for the valuable cargo you carry.”

t'I'tus was news to the crew, and they pricked up their ears
it once.

* Was not that to remain a secret, Mr. Dene?”

“The cargo may be more endangered by secrecy ‘than by
oublicity,”” at once retorted Marcus. E

Captain Scrymgeour scowled blackly.

“What do you mean, Marcus Dene?’ he cried. “ What is
it you dare to insinuate?’

I insinuate nothing; but I am beginning to see light, I
think. It was not for nothing that you left your second mate
and a number of your seamen ashore in Hull,” Marcus said,

He saw a startled glitter leap into the captain’s eyes.

“Do you think I am going to play Captain Kidd at this
iime of day, and carry off my employer’s vessel to unknown
seas, and turn pirate?’ Serymgeour asked, in a tone of irony.

The sailors began to grin; but Marcus was not to be turned
from his purpose by ridicule. His uncle had entrusted to
him the golden freight, and -its loss meant ruin, or pretty near
it, to the firm. Marcus knew that it was his duty {o make a
jesolute stand.

Captain Scrymgeour might or might not have designs upon

, and turned
further: at
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the specie, but the circumstances of the case seemed to justify
strong suspicion, and Marcus felt that it was necessary for him
to take action. If Scrymgeour could show authority in writing
for altering the course, well and good. If he could not, what
conclusion could be drawn but that he meant to carry off the
specie? Marcus was not too young to know that even honest
and honourable men sometimes yield to the temptation of a
large sum of gold ; and he did not regard the skipper as a man
with particularly nice notions of honour.

Marcus’s look and voice were resolute as he said:

“I accuse you of nothing yet. But I ask you to prove to
me your right to sail to the Cape, when every man on board
knows that you were ordered to make Ceylon by Suez and
the Red Sea.”

*“I do not choose to be dictated to by you.”

““You refuse to show your instructions?”

“To you—most assuredly.” 3

“ Then I can only believe that you are disobeying orders.”

“Very good. Believe what you like.” -

“ But you zre not doing it for nothing, and there is but on®
motive I can assign to you.”

* Stealing the ship, e

““No; stealing her f

““The freight in her hold!

*“No; thai in my cabin.”

“When we reach port, Mr. Dene, I shall call upon you to
substantiate your charge,” said Ytam Scrymgeour, with a
great deal of dignity. ‘“Till then, let me remind you that I
command this ship. Leave the deck.”

*You refuse to enter the Straits of Gibraltar?’ asked Mar-
cus, his eyes beginning to glitter. .

““T refuse to even discuss the matter with you.”

‘“Then you leave only one course open to me. Men of tha
¢ Opossum,’ *’—and Marcus’s voice rang clear and high—*“T call
upon you to stand by me! There are aboard this vessel, in
the iron-bound chest in my cabin, one hundred thousand sove-
reigns in gold, consigned to the Bank of Ceylon.”

low murmur came from the crew at this announcement.
Every man had ‘been brought aft by the sound of the alterca-
tion ; even the black cook had come up from the galley.

Captain_Scrymgeour made no attempt to prevent the dis-
closure. He watched Marcus from beneath his overhanging
brows, a sardonic smile curving his lips.

‘“My uncle, Mr. Dene, placed me in charge of the golden
freight,”” continued Marcus. “I have the firm’s letters to
prove that, if any of you doubt it. No danger to the specie
was anticipated, but I was sent with it to make all secure.
The very last danger the firm locked for is precisely the one
that has now arisen—the captain has proved treacherous.

sneered the skipper.

:

il

/_{(’ e

u,l»,‘!{: .

. N —
The shell dropped fairiy into the waist of the “ Opossum,” and exploded on tne maindeck. The havoc
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it wrought was fearful. The cuddy-front was shattered, and the cook was blown to pieces.
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Men of the ‘Opessum,’ stand by me; I take the sole responsi-
bility. Will you do so, or will you become Captain Serym-
geour’s accomplices in the theft of the specie?”

dead silence, lasting a minute, followed Marcus’s appeal
to the crew. Then Captain Serymgeour -spoke :

“My lads, you have heard the vapourings of this lunatic,
now return to your duty. Too much time hag alrcady been
wasted.”

The habit of discipline prevailed.

The seamen dispersed. Not a man stepped to the side of
Marcus. Wemyss gave him an expressive glance, co i
that he would have something to say later, but did not venture
to take his part.

Marcus was not surprised, yet he was disappointed, by the
futility of his appeal.

It was not likely that the
coercing the captain, when, if he chanced to be in the wrong,
they would all be liable to severe ishment for mutiny.

But Marcus had done his duty; and he had at least effected
something—he had by his disclosure made every man into a
watcher of the captain’s actions. He knew that.

There was another effect, however, he had not reckoned
upon, which the communication had upon the crew.

he discovery that a hundred thousand =overeigns were
packed away aft caused much excitement in'the fo'c’s’le, and
some members of the erew began to whisper and hint that if
the ‘““old man”’ meant to ‘‘ collar” them, it was only right
for the forecastle to share.

“Why not share anyway, captain or no captain?’ boldly
exclaimed Ackroyd, a foxy-faced seaman, who was generally
in the officers’ black books. He had shipped on the ‘‘ Opos-
sum’’ with forged papers, to escape arrest for a robbery in
Grimsby, and he was about the most dangerous character there
could have been in the forecastle of the vessel at that eritical
time. ”“A hundred thousand pounds would divvy out well,
mates.

But the suggestion was a little too precipitate to be wel-
comed at so early a stage. Still, there were not wanting
eeri]am men to discuss the proposition in whispers with Ack-
royd.

n

en would back him up in

A handspike hustled past his
head. Had it struck him he would
oy have been Kkilled instantly. A
ringing shot was Marcus's answer, and the man
who threw the missile dropped, with a bullet in
his leg. This was the signal for a fierce rush by
the mutineers.

Captain Scrymgeour watched the crew go one by one, and
then he fixed a sneering stare upon Marcus.

*“Your shot hasn’t hit the target, Dene,” he said. “ You
see that it is not easy to make a crew revolt.”

“I do not yet despair of baffling you,” steadily replied
Marcus.

“Do you mean that you will try to cause me further
trouble?”’ asked the skipper, in a threatening tone.

T shall do my best to prevent the seizure of the specie by
lawless hands.”

“Then, if you declare war, I shall crush you. Suppose I
have you placed under arrest? It is in my power as captain
to put you in irons.” .

Captain Scrymgeour’s object was to make Marcus show his
hand, and in this he succeeded.

Marcus meant to let it be seen that he was not to be trifled
with. From his breast-pocket he produced a revolver. .

“T did not expect to have to fight for the gold,” he said
quietly ; “but I was not fool enough to come to sea unpre-
pared to do so. I shall not be put in irons while I can pull
trigger, and I warn you that if I am interfered with I shall
shoot to kill. Shall I give you a sample of my skill with this
little toy? Perhaps it may keep you from trickery.” Marcus
aimed the pistol.” ‘Do you see that smudge of tar on the
bowsprit? I will show you a centre shot.”

He fired, and the bullet was true to the mark. Serymgeour
and Bryce exchanged glances. The latter turned a little pale.

“You see, captain,” continued Marcus coolly, “I can pro- .
tect myself, and I hope to be able to protect the specie also.”

And with that as a Parthian shaft, he turned upon his heel
and left the quarter-deck. "

Captain Scrymgeour’s brows were contracted with rage.

“He is a dangerous man, Bryce,”’ said he. ‘It will soon
be war to the knife between us and Marcus Dene!”

CHAPTER 3.
The Calm Before the Storm—Ackroyd Goes Aft—-The
. ‘Strange Light from the Sea,
Three days passed aboard the * Opossum ’’ without any out-
break ; but the calm was a treacherous one.
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There was ferncat in the Iorecastle, and it was obszerved
by Mareus that the crew had divided into parties.

Six or seven of the worst men had gathered under the lead
of Ackreyd,-and ihey were often seen talking together in
whlspers but “shut up” directly others came near.

The men left behi t Hull by Captain Scrymgeour had
been the best and steadxe% portion of his crew, and there
were a considerable number of scamps among the remainder.

. Wemyss often.disenssed’ with Marcus the way things were
gomg, and the honext bo’sun showed that he was much dis-
tmbz((l:klr% s h t hi th ! Mr.

8" gtng ey got somet ng up their sleeve,
Dene,” he said-once to Marcus. - It was like chuehn a fire-
brand onter a ha k R tell em of the specie.’

“What could I do?* ~

g8 Do ye really think Oaptain Scrymgeour means to coliar

“I am certain he has planned it.”

*“In that case, you couldn’t do no else than speak out,
o*course. But I reckon it'll mean bl ed.” &

““You think Ackroyd and his mates will want o share it
mth the skipper?”’

“I think they’ll hev a fnrt.tthcfut
whetber the sh'{vper does (t;rry i M
‘““That means mnhbxx;’

¢ ¥ou'll stand Llyme?”

*‘Tooth and nail, Mr, Dene, except n a mtter of mutmy
It’s ticklish work defim{ one’s captain on the high seas.’
And the bo’sun shook his_head very doubtfully.

“I won’t ask you to do that. But don't you beheve now,
Wemyss, that the sklppa‘ means to steal the specie?”’

“It looks like it, sir, I admit; but I dow’t like to thmk
sich a thing of Ca tain Scrymgeour He was always a good
skipper to me, a hearty seaman, blow fair or foul, md it
cutsmeprettyduptompecthmofmhagame Bnthe
ain’t been the same man since the night afore we-sailed, Mr
Dene, mdnthuonaortwwe ghuekmthgtp‘r’:pnhs he;d

£ He, is 8
i 7
hev smd that a month , 8ir; but I can’t help think-
ing that wot ened that nig! t upset his top timbers a bit,
He allus useter hev a good memory, but arter leaving the
Humber he kept on forgettin’ things. Sometimes he didn’t
know a man’s name; sometimes he forgot wherethe things
he wanted were kept And he ain’t ’arf so good & sailor as
he was. Ef you've nohced, sir, Mr. Bryce does most of the
orderin’ ; and more'n_once Captain Scrymgeour has given
wrong directions. Ef I hadn’t uxled with him for years, sir,
[ should reckon he’d never commanded anything bigger than
leasure-yacht before this voyage.”
You say sometbmghq:penodthemghtbdm we sailed.
W% you tell me what it wu
) in im; of the mysterious visitor
of the might, - tbnmpta.inmdmntohdhkenhm
away in- ‘a'boat after'an interview in the cabin.

was d
“That hag & very suspicious look, Wemyss. In your lwe
I should have suspected that the visitor had been IO ull p
:lnth ug }the ca.bmthang \Zh:ltl r:h:hhle “of an epxleptmd dm

evised to cover the fact that they were carrying a dead or
wg!n%led ma,x}x) ttoI'bhe b?i at.”’ o % E

es, sir, but I considere tain Scrymgeo too straight

a man fur that sorter thing. gldes, from wogrl heard l;‘xh;n
mutferin’, I knew he didn’t want the visitor, whoever he was,
{0 come, .And theres no doubt the feller came of his own
a_ce;‘ord In wun ’t forced at all

2 pyen ‘to know hls name?”’

: No l"b wasn't mentioned in my hearin’.”

‘Tha‘re 8a blmck mystery there, Wemyss, and 1t confirms
me in my opinion that the skipper is a scoundrel.”

To this the boatswain made no reply. It was clear that he
wasg doubtful in mind, but that he was inclined to share Mar-
- cus's opinion, though unwxﬂmg to do so.

Dyring the three days following the open dlsplite, Marcus
spﬁm nc:ﬂ:vord to thﬁ captain. ”

lore than once he caught crymgeours eyes fixed upon
him thresteningly; but that.did not daunt him.
_ _Fearful of treachery, he - his precautions aaga.mst
sudden a,ttack He slept with his cabin door locked and
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wm:g:le eny explanatmn The crew, however, of

&9_@ man. I should mnpaot of havig a.'
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bolted, and the porthole securely closed, with his loaded re-
volver, ready to his hand. specie remained in his cabin;
Serymgeour had made no motion. to remove it. Marcus could
do nothing but wait for the orisis, which-he felt sure would
come 50011
The ‘‘ Opossum,” w1t.h ﬁvomble winds, kept on southward,”
and on the third evening sighted Cape Bojedor, a promontory
Juttmg into the Atlantic from the coast of Spanish West
€4 Ltnd P’ cried a seaman in the main orosstrves And the
eurprised crew rushed to the port side to view it. -
ad now proof, if he wanted any, that Captain

Scrymgeour w as not merely following the pe route to
Oeylon The possum ”’ was too near the goast for that.
‘There was much excited diseassion for’ard of this unexpeotsd

terra firma; but the captain did mot oondesoend to

or at least

sharpest of tham, drew their own conclusions.
Mztes, said Ackroyd to his associates, ‘‘do ye know
we bev come to this corner of the earth? It's eoa Cap-
the spondulics unbeknown, and not

Tga.

our kin pinch
y the dups that kiver the ocean out yonder"'
lhth can’t iand ‘em bhere, in a mldeonntry, said Jim
Cazlker; “ thur’s none but niggers an’ thievin’ Spanish traders
< -said he meant io hn&; g -
hop Opo-m i
dr:dithou-d' ik e ﬁe jshtpmn e i
mm we axnd swim away
exclsimed-Canlker.

. -“Np, he cor’t; but 1;9 may dhove om in the longboat and
be off with em;nndleaxeu the lurch.”

“A.nd-lot us take the ‘ ’Possum’ back tnEnghnd?" -

Ackroyd gave him & look of withering contem

“No, you blithering ass! Afore he went he’d stick the
¢’Possum ’ on a reef, or bore a hole in thebottom !”

« Jorusalem ! that's a lively look-out fur us.” .

“Yes, if we like to let him do it; but I reckon we know a
trick worth two of that,” Aok.myd ‘answered. “I'm goin’ to
mter;lew Captain Sorymgeour! d

“Whynot? I ain’t afeared of him. I‘monomux,ondhes
another, and I chall put it to him straight,
dn'oyd was & thorough blackguard, and full of impudence
and self-confidence; but, in spite;of his bossting, it was not
wit.’:wut an inward tremior thak he prepared-to go aft when his
watnh was relieved.
Serymgeour was hr from ex ecting such & visit.

'.E[e had.left the deck-in charge of Wemyss, and was in his
cabin with the mate, when eight bells struck.

There was more animation in Scrymgeour’s iron face than
usual. He looked like a man pre; for o orisis. He knpw-
that danger was ahead, but he did not fear it.

The reverse was the case with the mate. He was a poltroon
to_the finger-tips, and at the ahghteet ge pect of peril his
spirit shrank. But the prize for whis was now working
was so large hbsthekeptﬁrmtohupurposemsplteof'hm
o‘r‘nNm‘m to the t,” Oa.pf,m Sp gaour

ow we are coming poin n Scrym
said, rd:bmg his hands. * Buck up, 3 't be en old
womsn now, and soecess is within onr gmsp.?

. dlmc;fe’u'd’  Sians.  Maro mwﬁf'?lf?
more than you imagine: ns- Dene et the
:zcw e into the secret, - mdﬁhit ;&?ds to reason ﬂha.t their

houghts wre running upon the

“ No doubt, no doubt but I do not app!

E
!
EvE
r.'

for the i th mAhe'éﬂ g
mutiny purpose of geizing the speole. nd n One day
more we shall be clm of this craft.””

“ ¥t all goes well,”

“Hang y our croaking !” exclaimed the captain. ** All will
go well. t can stop us? When the ° Oxlmsmm rTuns upon
a reef, I suppose all hands will be ready o lend aid in getting.
%: go d aghore? Once there, We bury it for safety.

m—

Tap!
. Who 't.ie dickens is that? Come in!”
The door opened {0 admit Ackroyd.” He ducked his head

- g0 the officers with a mmg‘hng of sheepwhness and nnpudence

¢ What do you want?”’

“To spea.k a lectle to you, gir.”

“Go on.”

“ Captain Scrymgeour, we forrard hands know wot
lettle game is, umd we are wi to etand by you—me an my'
mate you 'gree to_our conditions.”

The sk.lpper stared, as well he might.

“Don’t try to come the ’i m;gﬁl and mighty, skipper. We all
know that you mean to pi eCffeallow boys, and we, ain’t
got nothin’ ter say agin it, purvided you share oui fair.

Captain Scrymgeour’s first impulse was to take out his re-
volver and give Ackroyd a crack upon the head with the butt.
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He reflected, however, that he could not afford to make
enemies for’ard, and a minute’s thought showed him that,
under the present circumstances, it would be wisest to make a
contidant of Ackroyd.

“ Can I trust you?”’ he asked slowly.

¢“ Clear through, so long as you don’t iry ter go back on me I”’
the ruffian declared.

‘““Then—— Great Scott! what is that?”’

Each of the three men uttered z2n exclamation of terror, and
not without cause.

For through the open porthole, from the darkness of the sea,
came a sudden gleam of bright white light.

It loy like a white bar aecross the cabin, dimming the
effulgerice of the swinging lamp, which was yellow in com-
parison.

“Davy Jones!” ejaculated Ackroyd, * what do it mean?
Captain—Mr. Bryce—wot is it?”’

As he spoke voices were heard raised on deck.

Captain Scrymgeour reeovered in a moment from his panie.
The lines of his face seemed to harden, and a glitter shone in
his eyes, while his brows were darkly drawn. His voice had
a metallic ring as he said ¢ ¥

“Tt is the searchlight of a cruiser.”

“We are fost!”” muttered Bryce. .

“Coward! Follow me!” And in a moment the captain was
upon the deck of the ““ Opossum.”

CHAPTER 4.

A Siern Chase—The Captain's Courage—A Change oT
Pian—Ho! for Florida—The Captain’s Reply to Ack-
royd—A Night Attack.

Blackness on the sea, blackness on the shore—save where
that gleem of white eut like a knife throuzh the glocm.

Away to the east the deszert rocks of Africa; away io the
west the relling Atlantic. Astern the searchlizhi that lay in

livid brilliance along a sirip of ihe ocean.

The crew of the © Opossum,” every man on deck, glared at
the app=rition with distended cyes.
They knew it must be a cruizer; but they did not know why

the searchlight played upon them. X

~ But Captain Serymgeour knew only too well.

He gripped the taffrail with both hands, and glared through
the white radiance.

He could see the point from which the long ray sprang; but °

he could not make out a ship.

““What do you see?”’ stammered Bryce, at his side.

‘“ Nothing.”

““ But you think——"

‘I do not think. I know.
search of the ‘ Opossum.””’

“(Can you be sure?”

““They have, doubtless, picked up my counsin’s body in the
Humber,” said Serymgeour, in a low voice.

Bryce made a gesture of terror.

‘“Oh, be a man! Is this a time for weakness? If my neck
is in the noose, yours isn’t far out of it. Our lives are at stake
now. Be a man!”

“What’s to be done?”’

“That's what I’'m trying to think out.”

Ma: cus was standing at a little distance observing the search-
light. He wore a pleased expression. How a cruiser came to
be upon the track of the ‘‘ Opossum > he had not the remotest
idea. But it was clear that the ship was being hunted for, and
he began to hope that his anxieties on account of the specie
were coming to an end.

The strengthening of the light upon the ““ Opossum ” showed
that the cruiser was coming nearer. The vessel was, then,

It is & cruiser, and sent out in

seen !
““ All hands aloft!” suddenly saniout the captain. ‘‘ Shake
cut mainsail, topsails, and royals; by the luck of Satan,
there’s a breeze that will help us!” :

But the voice of Marcus followed immediately.

“Men of the ‘ Opossum,” that is a King’s ship, as you ean
see for yourselves. You are breaking the law if you help Cap-
tain Scrymgeour to escape from it!”’

There was hesitation among the crew. Every man felt re-
luctant to take a decided step, knowing not his neighbour’s
views, and uncertain of his own. If Captain Serymgeour had
wavered then, it would have been all over with him. But this
man, villain as he was, was as brave as the bravest.

‘“ Held your tongue, boy !” he yelled furiously. *‘ Men, obey
your c¢:ptain!”

““ Men, yonder cruiser, with her engines, will soon run down
your :ailing craft, and then you will have to take the conse-
querces of trying to elude her!” cried Marcus.

That was a weighty argument; but the skipper was ready
to meet it.

‘“ Among the Bojador reefs, I would elude any ship afloat !’
he exclaimed. ‘‘Stand by me, shipmates, and I will
make all your fortunes. We have a hundred thousand pounds
on board; who will share it with me?”’
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It was a bold measure, this taking the crew into his schema
of robbery, confessing that Mareus's former accusation was &
irue one. But it was a time for bold measures. Without the
hearty co-operation of the crew, Serymgeour could not hope
to escape the cruiser. At the best it would be touch and go.
And so he was prepared fo bid high for the support of his men.

Ackroyd was prompt tc reply to the captain’s appeal.

“1, for one!”” he cried. ** Mates, what do you say?”’

His half-dozen associates shouted on: their adherence.

That was enough for the wavererz. Almost every voice
followed suit.

‘“ We stand by you, captain!”

The few dissentients kept silent. If was useless to oppose
80 great a majority.

A hundred thousand pounds!

To these underpaid, overworked seamen, the sum was im-
mense ; dazzling in its magnitude.

And men who would not have mutinied on aecount of the
gold, were willing to follow the captain, their natural leader,
when he proposed to lead them to plunder. So strong is the
habit of obedience. »

Marcus was baffled again.

He did not make further appeal, for the crew were as likely
as not, at the captain’s order, to throw him overboard, in their
present mcod. ¥

Prudence counselled a retreat to his cabin; but he was
naturally eager to watch the course of events, and, in spite of
the risk, he remained on deck. But he took care to keep his
revolver handy. There was no telling how zoon it might be
wanted now.

Mr. Bryece directed the seamen, Serymgeour returning to the
taffrail to watch for the cruiser. He took no further notice
ju:t then of Marcu:. There was no time at present for dealing
The courses were shaken out, then the upper =ails, and as
the breeze was favourabls, and, moreover, a pretty stif one,
the *“ Opos:om " moved rapidly through the water.

She was a gallant eraft, and could make a splendid speed
under favouring conditions; but the cruiser, with her serew, of
course, had the advantage.

The light still rested upon the “ Opossum,’” and slowly but
steadily the strange vessel drew nearer.

“Port!” curtly zaid Serymgeour to the helmsman,

““ Where are we going?”’ Bryce asked uneasily.
course will run us upon the reefs of Cape Bojador.”

“ Nothing of the kind. We are going where the cruiser can-
not follow. With decent luck we're safe,”

‘““Do you know this coast, then?”’

“Why do you think I selected it for our landing? I am
not likely to run myself into an unknown country. I was
skipper of a slave-schooner here for five years; you know that
the trade flourishez hereabouts, in spite of reports of its sup-
pression. My little craft has run many a cargo round Cape
Bojador. Precious few reefs and channels here that I don’t
know about. I ran along almost this very tack once with a
French gunboat astern of me, sailing four knots to my one.”

‘““And you got clear?”’

‘“ A sensible question—should I be here if I hadn’t? But
there’s one doubt in my mind. Where I took the schooner I
may not be able to take a ship like the ‘Opossum.” That’s
where the danger lies, Bryce.”

‘““How long before we know the worst?”

‘““Half an hour.”

“She’ll run us down in that time.”

“ No, she won’t; though she’ll be very close.”

“Don’t you reckon she’ll use her guns?”’

“T hope not.”

Bryce shivered. He could not understand Serymgeour's
coolness. Not a trace of fear was there in the captam’s face,
though his words plain showed that it was even chances
whethe” or not the * Opossum ' eluded her pursuer.

Fast fled the gallant ship—a pillar of gleaming canvas in
the searchlight. \

Faster came the cruiser upon her track. And now the sea-
men could hear the throbbing of her engines, and make out
the dark lines of her hull.

Boatswain Wemyss drew near to Marcus.

“I know that wessel, sir,” he remarked. “ She was re.
pairin’ a boiler at Hull when the ‘ Opossum’ was in the Hum-
ber. I can make her out now. It's the ‘Iron Duke,’ sir,
and she has got a fine set of teeth if she likes to show ’em.”

“The ‘Iron Duke? I know her commander—Captain
Montague. She is one of the fastest craft in the Navy,
Wemyss. The ‘Opossum’ has no chance against her.”

“I can’t understand Cap’n Scrymgeour, sir. He must know

“ This

that! I don’t take any stock in the idea that he can give her
the slip among the reefs. Wot kin an English skipper know
of this bit of coast?” .

‘‘ Perhaps he has sailed here before?”
‘“ Not to my knowledge, anyway."”
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- “Ygu see I was right, Wemyss—he has confessed his inten-
tion of stealing the specie.” ‘

The boatswain nodded, with an expression of great sorrow.

“Yes, sir, there’s no denyin’ it now.  But I can’t think wot
sas come over him. He was as honest as you or I in the old

ays. -

“ You won't stand by him any longer, Wemyss?” -

The boatswain looked doubtful.

“I dunno, sir,”” he slowly replied. ‘Tt ain’t the part of a
good seaman ter go back upon his captain in time of A
though, of course, I don’t hold with stealin’ the specie. He's
heﬁn a g(oj,)d skipper to me, Mr. Dene. I can’t forget that.™

oom .

A heavy shot struck spray from the sea a little to port
of the * Opossum.”

“Thet’s a warning,” said Wemyss.

%zgtmln Secrymgeour shook his fist at the *‘ Iron Duk=""

m

Another splash. To starboard this time.

“ Curse them! We shall win yet!’ snarled Serymgeour.

. The captain’s eyes were on the sea; guick orders passed his
lips. Looming dimly up, the sailors saw great cliffis on ths
port-bow. Above the water, here and there, showed the cruel
fangs of sunken rocks.

All realised that the * *
(l;:st imminent and dm

i encouraged crew.
Rapid orders succeeded each other. The *Opossum”
seemed to wind like a serpent.

m | 3
A shell burst over the “g)dpoasum’a" royals, and a cry of
terror broke from the startled seamen. yela =

5 o next settle us!”’ Bryce muttered, with quivering
- lips. “We are lost!” :

““Shut up, you whining cur!”

_Almost sublime was the coolness of the captain at that ter-
rible moment. Marcus could not help regarding him with a
certain admiration.

The “Iron Duke” had done with warnings. The next
shell would burst on deck. But grimly the captain held on,
s if life or death were all one to him.

But the seamen scuttled into the forecastle, or down the
hatchways, fearful of the coming death.

Boom! Crash! °

Beautifully aimed by the unknown gunner, the shell dropped
fairly into the waist of the “Opossum,” and exploded upon
the maindeck. : : .

The havoe it wrought was fearful. .

The ocuddy-front was shattered, the galley entirely de-
molished,  and the cook, who was crouc%ing there in dire
terror amid his pots and pans, was blown to pieces. A seaman
at the foresouttle was struck in the face by a hurtling frag-
ment and killed instantly.

Panic seized upon the crew. Half a dozen more shells
would shatter the Opossum’’ down to the orlop-deck. A
howl ran along the deck: "

‘“Lay to! Captain, bring her to, afore we're all cut to
pieces!”’ -

A smile of derisive contempt was Scrymgeour’s only answer.
The helmsman’s hand trembled on the wheel, and he looked
doubtfully at the skipper. A revolver came into view in the
steady grasp of eour.

“Keep on!” he said curtly.

& But, sir—"*

““Falter an instant, and T will kill you like a dog!"”

The helmsman kept on, though his face was white.

5 “ZE%e! shall stop "’ said Marcus. “ Now is the time for me

o a'c 3 =

But Wemyss gripped him, and held him baeck.

“Let me go, manl”

‘“He'll kill you, sirl” >

¢ That’s my risk. Stand back!” =S
. “Mr. Dene, keep quiet. You shall kill me before you
touch the captain!’ exclaimed the boatswain.

* Are you mad, Wemyss?”

“T stand by my captain, Mr. Dene!”” Wemyss said reso-
lutely. “1I don’t keer wot he’s doin’. It ain’t the part of a
British seaman to desert him when he’s in & corner.”” -

The fidelity of the simple sailor touched Marcus, and he
hesitated. But he had his duty to do!

éLeﬁ lme go, Wemyss! I shall be sorry to use violence—"

ras| -

A shell carricd away the main-royal of the “ Opossum.”

- Blocks, fragments of wood and rope, rained on the deck. But
the ship swept on. -

There came a rush of feet along the decks. A line of fierce
faces advanced upon the captain. -

“Cap’n, stop her! We won't be butchered like dumb cattle
to please you, you thief!” : : :

¢ Back, you curs!”’
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A burly lascar sprang like & madman at the skipper, clutch-
ing at his throat. i .

erymgeour’s hand was quicl;ldy raised ; a flash and a report
followed, and the lascar lurched drunkenly backward, with a
bullet in his brain, >

The sailors receded.

Another gun from the ‘‘Iron Duke " would have made them
burl themselves upon the skipper.

But another gun was not heard.

“ El‘gols! Cowards!” cried Scrymgeour. “We are safe
now =

The cruiser was losing ground!-

When the captain shot down the lasear Marcus had at-
teng;ted to wrench himself free, to place himself at the head
of the mutinous seamen ; but Wemyss would not let him go.

Then Marcus struck fiercely, and fiercely the boatswain
stmnctt hback, and they gripped and struggled with savage
stre .

But for the bo’sun’s misplaced fidelity, Marcus’s revolver
would have answered Secrymgeour’s, and the “Iron Duke”
would have made an easy capture.

Bat, in the burly bo’sun’s grasp, Marcus was powerless to
inflnence the course of events. While they blindly fought,
Captain Scrymgeour was passing beyond reach of the cruiser’s

The “ Opossum ™ had for some time been threading a diffi-
channel, and as soon as the “Iron Duke’’ came to the
dangerous reefs she had to reverse her engines.

To keep on meant to drive upon sharp, jagged rocks, unless
incessant soundings were taken; end meanwhile the ** Opos-
sum,”? having passed the rocks, was taking full advantage of
the breeze. = >

The searchlight died away astern. Silence succeeded the
throbbing of the engines. e chase was over. -

The ‘‘ Opossum ”’ swept onward like a racer.

Marcus and Wemyss separated, looking rather foolishly at
each other, each repenting his fury in the brief struggle.

* Safe! safe!” said Bryce; and the colour began to steal
back into his cheeks.

Captain Scrymgeour turned a fierce glare upon the seamen.

“Do you call yourselves men?”’ he snarled. “ A ferocious
szt of cur?”you are, to snap at me when I'm getting you out
o!

“Y¥You got us into it first,” sullenly said Caulker. ‘‘There's
poor Jackson lyin’ yonder with his skull stove in, and Blackie
cut to shavings amidships.” : 5

*Lucky it’s no worse. But, for my part, I'd be glad if the
shot had relieved me of a few more of you whining cowards!”’
retorted the skipper, with fierce disdain.

*“ Chuck it, cap!” said Ackroyd. “J didn’t whine, for one.
And, anyhow, it’s all over now.” -

“ And as for the specie——"" began Caulker.

“No time to discuss that now. The cruiser will be after
us again as soon as she’s clear of the Bojador reefs. We can’t
divide the skin before we've killed the lion. Our necks must
be secured first.”

This was reasonable enough, and no one dissented. Men
were-set to work to repair-damages., But the interior of the
ship remained a scene of wreck and desolation. Nothing could
undo the shattering effect of the *“Iron Duke’s”’ fire there.

The three dead men were sewn up in their hammocks, and
dropped overboard—not without some growls from the
countrymen of the lascar Scrymgeour had killed. To fhese
the skipper paid no heed. - :

He stood by the binnacle, his brows puckered in an angry,
thoughtful frown. Bryce watched him in silence. He knew
that Scrymgeour was trying to think of some way out of the
dangers that were thickening round. But there was no plan
the skipper could think of which had not its drawbacks, and
Very serious ones. j s

““We must do it,” Serymgeour burst out at length, looking
at the mate.

“Do what, captain?’

¢ Hard-a-starboard, helmsman1”

“ Ay, ay, sir!” :

¢ Man the lee-braces, lads!”’ =

The ‘“Opossum’’ swung off away from ithe African coast,
and her bows turned westward to the open ocean.

“ Do you mean that we are not to land in Africa, sic?’ asked

Bryoe ux}’easi.ly.

Yes.

“But where, then?” - T

“In the West Indies.” Captain Scrymgeour drew the mate
aside, and went on to speak rapidly: ‘“The body of my cousin,
as I have said, must have been found in the Humber, and‘ that,
of course, has raised the question in the firm’s mind, ‘How
comes it that the *“ Opossum *’ has sailed all the same? They
must be dull indeed if they do not suspect a conspiracy to
seize the specie.”” -

““Of course, that is suspected.” e

“ QOr; rather, say it is known. Roberts and the men we left
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at Hull will tell how they were drugged, and awoke to find
the ‘ Opossum’ gone. Probably every warship in the western
seas has by this time received orders to look for us. Of course,
they know that men attempting to carry off a cargo of gold
would never enter the Mediterranean, to be cornered in the
narrow seas. That's why the ‘Iron Duke’ is examining this
- coast. It was our cursed luck that she should chance upon us.
But, after all, it has put us opon our guard. But it is no
longer safe for us to linger upon the African coast. Our only
chance is to give it a wide , and cut across the Atlantic.”

‘“ Right into the regular track of ships.”

_““That cannot be helped. Once we make the coast of
Florida, we can sink the ‘ Qpossum,’ bury the gold, and return
later in a cutter to take it away.”

Dawn broke, to find the “ Opossum *’ far out of sight of land
—alone upon the heaving Atlantic!

Marcus and the boatswain, after their encounter, for a time
became distant towards each other ; but this did not last long.

Blows struck at such a moment were not likely to leave
enm 'ty in manly hearts, and they were soon upon their former
footing of intimacy. :

Only Marcus understood that, against the captain, he could
not depend upon Wemyss, whose sense of discipline seemed to
barish all other considerations from his mind.

Marens’s position was a strange one, and only an iron cour-
age could have long borne with it.

He was on board the ““ Opossum ’’ as the guardian of the
chest of sovereigns, and yet he heard the whole crew calmly
discussing the stealing of them, without power to oppose their
lawless intentions. He was regarded with suspicious eyes by
the men, and only his continual watchfulness, and his known
skill with the revolver, sayed him from death. For there were
several fierce spirits forard who openly advocated throwing
him overboard. But no one cared to undertake the task. It
would not have been an easy cne.

For days the * Opossum *’ erossed the waste of waters. She
sighted several ghips-each day; homeward-bound Australians,
and vessels from Rio or Panama. But no cruisers were seen,
to the crew’s intense relief. ;

Captain Scrymgeour began to exult.- Driven from Africa, he
belicved he could find a landing-place equally secure among
the desolate cliffs of Florida. He saw himself the possessor
of the huge sum for which he had sinned so recklessly, and he
could not conceal his satisfaction.

‘Do you think you can baffle me now, my lad?’ he said
one day to Marcus. ‘‘ We sight Florida to-morrow morning.”

Marcus did not reply; he wore a troubled expression. He
had vaguely hoped that something would happen to mar the
skipper’s plots, and now it seemed that success was within
the grasp of the conspirator. It galled Marcus bitterly to
stand by while the money ent.mxteg to his charge was in
jeopardy. Yet what could he do? One man could not fight
a score, . =

The skipper’s glee was checked a little when Ackroyd and
a number of the crew came aft that day. '

“You expect to make the land to-morrer, cap’n?’ said
Ackroyd, who was now leader of the forecastle, his adherents
counting all the crew with the exception of two or three.

“Yes!” Serymgeour answered, shortly enough.

‘“ What do you mean to do with the gold? I ask in the name
of the fo’c’s’le.”

“Tt is to be taken ashore.”

‘“ And wot then?”

I shall bury it in & secure place, and later on we can charter
a cutter in Havana or New Orleans to fetch it.”

‘“ And the ‘ Opossum? »

¢ We shall have to scutile her to cover our tracks.” .

“ Of course. -An’ I s’pose,”’ continued Ackroyd, in a tone
of derisive sarcasm, ‘‘ that you never thort of scuttling her with
the crew still on hoard, while you and Mr. Bryce made off
in a boat?’ § :

This had been precisely the plan of the unserupulous skipper.
He was not a little startled to find this common sailor able to
read him so easily. He assumed an air of indignation.

“ Have I given you reason to suspect me of playing you
false?”” he demanded: ]

““ Yes, lots. You are robbing your émployers, and I'll bet
you'd rob us if we gave you & chance !’ Ackroyd declared

“ But we ain’t givin’ no chances!”’ eaid Jim Caulker.

““That’s so, mate. We're going to make sure that we ain’t
swindled outer our share in t%xe spondulics 1’

‘““What is it you ask?’ said_the captain, with as much
patience as he could command. * -

‘“Frot out the thick 'uns, and divvy up; each of us is quite
able to look after his share!”’ replied Ackroyd.

QOzptain Sorymgeour's teeth came together with a olick.

‘“And the amount of each of your shares—what do you
reckon that to be?”” he asked. g :

* Wal, ‘leavin’ out Mr. Deno and Wemyss and Kit Marley,
who aire too almighty honest fur this sorter game, thur aire
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twenty-cne of us, countin’ you and Mr. Bryce. That worke

ont at purty nearly five thousand apiece fae all of us.”

‘ Well; and you could not even carry at.

“Nix; but it would be safer in our c¢harge than in yours
If we wanter bury it, we kin each manage it fur ourselves.
The facts is, eap’n, you wanter swindle us, and we ain’t to
be done. Divvy up, or—"’ . .

- % Or what?’ asked the captain, with menacing calmness.
““Or look out for squalls!’’ -
Ackroyd, confident in the numbers that backed him, stared

insolently at-the skipper as-he delivered his ultimatum.

He did not understand the kind of man he had to deal with,

Captain Scrymgeour was determined to keep the treasure
solely to himself, and he would have died rather than share it
with the crew. : He knew that a fight must come. Had matters
gone as he had planned them in England, he might have made
this grand coup without danger to himself. But the actu
events had not turned out according to his plans. A conflich
was.inevitable now. And since it had to come, he was pre-
pared to strike the first blow and so reduce the odds arrayed
against him. While talking with Ackroyd, he had slid -his
bhand into his pocket, as it were carelessly, and in this clutch
was the revolver he had before used so fatally. 5

“ Squalls,” repeated Captain Scrymgeour, in a reflective
sort of way. *‘ What kind of squalls, Ackroyd?”’ -

“In a word, cap’n, if you don’t hand out the gold, we’ll
take it ourselves, and that’s the long and the short of it!”
And the ruffian’s tone and manner were full of bluster.

“Do you want my answer at once?”’

“ Now—this moment !’

‘“ There it is, then}”’

The eaptain’s hand jerked up; the muzzle of his revolver
was thrust almost into the mouth of Ackroyd.

Before the astonished man could recede, the death-shot sped.

He flung out his arms wildly, and staggered back, shrieking ;
and then crashed down upon his face.

Only a quiver ran through his limbs, and then he lay still;
a lifeless, breathless corpse! B i

““ Oh1” came in a deep-drawn breath from the seamen. Th%.y
stood pale and appalled, utterly unnerved by the frightful sud-
denness of Ackroyd’s death. - . - :

“ All true men, stand by your captain!’ rang out Scrym-
geour’s voice. And Bryce, Wemyss, and Kit Marley moved up
to support him, and Marcus drew his revolver.

““ Back, men,”’ continued the captain, ¢ I am master of this
eraft, and every man who disputes my authority will be served
‘the same as Ackroyd.”

Cowed, lacking a leader, the seamen yielded to the stern
tones of command.

Sheepish, divided between fear and rage, they retreated to
the forecastle, without a word of bluster.

The captain replaced his revolver in his pocket, with a laugk
of contempt. :

¢ That's the way to treat ’em !’ he said. ““If I had shown
the white feather, I should have been torn to pieces in the
twinkling of an eye.” - 1

“Do you expect them to rest satisfied with this state of
affairs?”’ asked-Marcus. ““If 8o, you are greatly mistaken,’’ -

“If they show their teeth again—and I expeot they will—I
shall teach ’em a lesson. But let ms have an understanding,
Mr. Dene. Are you for or against me in the tussle?”’

“For you, to keep the gold out of the alutches of the crew.
Aga.inzt you, if you attempt to remove the strongbox from my"
cabin.

The captain nodded sarcastioally. - .

“But what if the ‘Opossum’ runs upon @ reef? Will you
L‘try to l,{’eep the gold in your cabin, to go down to Davy Jones’
locker? .

““ At any rate, I shall never abandon it to you,” replied
Marcus. And he walked away.

“ And you,- Wemyss, may I depend upon you?”’ :

¢ As fur as concerns my dooty, sir; but 'tain’t no-use askin’
me to beoome a thief!’”” the bo’sun answered bluntly. ‘“You
sail this ship, an’ I cbey your horders, as in dooty bound;
but if you're goin’ to steal the gold, you can do that orf your
own bat!”’ 1 . ;

“So you turn your back upon your old skipper?”’ said .
Sorymgeour, with a peculiar smile.

‘T never was a thief, sir. Don’t ask me to become one now.
I can’t do it.” :

“ Do you say the same, Marley? . -

‘¢ Jost the same as my mate, sir, beggin’ your parden.”

* Very goodI”” Captain Scrymgeour shrugged his shoulders
and left them. ) o

When Anigh-t fell there was mo watch upon the deck of the
“ Opossum.” | T

The boatswain piped, but no hands tumbled up. :

Captain Scrymgeour, when he gave an order, found no on
there to execute it. - !

‘“Where the deuce are the crew, Wemyss?’ he demanded.

““They won’t come out of the fo’c’s’le, sir.” :
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L “Ah, sulkmg over ﬂxe | way I served Ackroyd I suppose!

o must do without "em.’
Bryce went to the wheel; and with some difficnlty the
skipper and the ho’sun and his mate braced the yard.

From the forecastle the seamen watched thém, no one offer-

ing to lend & |
“You won’t keep that up long, 'n1” called out Jim
Caulker. “ There’s a gale coming up from the south, and if

xou can handle the ship without us then, you aire welcome to
it. Share out the gold or not a rope will we touch, if we
all go to ther

To this defiance the captam made no reply, buf his expres-
sian beeame troubled. He was not daunted by this new diffi-
oulty; but he could not help feeling worried In this luckless
w%age perils seemed to start up round him at grey step.

kness deepened upon the sea.

There was no maon, and the stars were few and dim. There
was a faint p. hosphorescence upon the ocean, and the leaping
waves gleamed eerily round the ship.

Aft Ca.ptam Ser; iimgeom and Bryce were alert and watchfal,

emyss and Marley were in the cuddy, with handspikes
ready to their grasp. No one doubted that there would be a

ering them
-of & shos upon an iron bolt warned the captain
that cantious feet were stealing along the densely-shadowed
maindeck from the foreeastle.

He whispered te Bryce, who lashed the helm, end they
passed down the companion-way. A word, and the three men
below were on the alert.

The smashing of the cuddy front by one of the “Iron

Duke’s ”’ ghells had opened a way aft for the mutineers. .
The gaps had been partly boarded over; but there were still
apertures, and the improvised barrier was very flimsy,
not hkely to lor reast a determined u‘:mxlt P 3
The moment could distinguish & human form e
deok, the skipper fired. - e
A terrible yenmwetedtheshot and & man fell writhing

upon the p!

A lmw! of and excitement, and a forward rush, fol-
lowed. Men, with marlmespnkes, or capstan bars in “their
thands, sprang up out-of the darkness, and rushed to the attack.
Heavy blows fell upon the boards that barred their path, and
in 4 couple of minutes they were through.

rymgeour, Bryce, and Mareus had kept up a steady fire
with their revolvers all the while, and six men lay outside the
caddy, ead or disable

“Kill ’em! kill ’em!”’ “howled Jim Caulker. And he led his
followers pluckily in a desperate charge, careless of the
crackling revolvers.

In narrow, dark space, a fearful stru
Only the flagh of fire lit the scene. Men went wm-ni and were
trunpled on blindly; n and knife were wildly plied,
3 kag friend as well as

Tt wn:e pandemonium wlule xt lasted; but that was only for
a min 5

While they fought, everything in the rage of
Battle, there came a m followed ’oy a lurching of
the dnp, and a rush of water along the d

F.le, foretold by Can‘l'ker, .forgotten by all in their
mutual rocity, had struck the ‘““ Opossum,” finding her utterly
unprepared.

The mainmast had gone hy the 'board CArT the foremast
with it, and the vessel heeled over to , while heavy
seas broke upon her quarter, and raced over her slantmg deck.

e took place.

v GHAPTER 5.
The Gale—Between I.Ifb and Death—The Wreck of the
“ Opossum.”
The conflict ceased abruptly; almost every man was thrown

off his feet ; living, dead, an dymg were hurled this way and
that in harrible confusion.

Captain Serymgeour; Mareus md Wemyss struggled out
u‘;p:n the deck, ﬁere’tbe breaking seas n{:stmﬂyg%renohed
m.

The gale was roaring madly; it was a real West Indian

squall—sudden and sharp—and already mountainous waves
were running beside the *‘ Opossum,” each towering mass of
water in turn threatening fo engulf her.

“If we don’t cut away the wreck weo shall go down like &
stone!” the ¢aptain shouted, in stentorian tones. ‘Men, if
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i‘m would live, tumble up there! All hands on deck, for your

The three seized hatchels, and set to work, and one by one
g:e survivors of the fight crawled out of the cuddy and joined

em.

The mainmast had broken sheer off, and had detached itself
from the binding-ropes, and danced away like a cork upon the
crests of the billows. But the foremast, which had been
dragged down 1‘){ its fall, was still bound to the “ Opossum ”

the starboard-shrouds, and it kept the ship heeled over at
Wave after wave swept the slanting deck,
was clear to the dullest that if the craft were not
she would soon fill and go down. Vigorous blows
fmn axe and knife fell upon the tough ropes, every man
exerting his full strength, ﬁghtmg for dear life. They forgot
mutm.l rancour in combining against their common

Bcee.ed

%5'

%E

age—bat it was really only a few minutes—
ropes parted, and the fallen mast went whirling

Ipal Qbo ucmg seas.

=2 with & shake and a shiver, righted, and

no longer able to seeth over her bulwarks
and mddcned around her.

2 fortunately, no rain, but the wind was bitter

tumg,lndudenfurfnl;dmthatitmamatter

difficalty to make one’s voice heard.

h mzd&em,dmmtomorropes, or

% s woebegone appearance, their pale faces

r delpa:tun.
ﬂle y the seas, the water
conld not ho! d ol. Dead and wounded
my, as well as soveral poor wretches
lonng their presence of mind in the imminence of the
were unable to take ¢are of themselves,

Of the mutinous gang who had invaded the cuddy, intent
upen | seizing the specie, only six remained on board the “ O os-
while of the defenders, poor Kit Marley, stabbe
the affray, had been washed away among the dead. Bryce
was in an even worse plight.

Marcus saw the mate crouching by the bmnacle, to which
he held with a eonvn!m;zlgrasp face gleamed white in

?“gi’aii
1.
‘[sé’

E

the gloom, and in hs ng eyes was & strange, uncanny
glitter. m like an animal as he crouched there,
oblivious to but unreasoning terror.

A dreadful susplclon crossed Marcus’s mind as he looked at
the miserable object. He reached the binmacle actively, and,
holding on with one dtookBryeemthtimothe«;.

¢“Courage, men The danger’s ovar!”
ave nothing to do

with it; it’s too risky!”

These were the words Marcus managed to. catch as the mate
mumbled them out The young man drew away with an in-
voluntary shiver.

“He 13 mad!”

Bryce, always a poliroon, had lost his senses when he found
the ship, as he believ:

When the final rush of the mutineers made the combat hand
to hand, his spmt quailed, and he fled into his cabin in fear;
‘dme:k. from this refuge the mvtdmg water had driven him to the

There, w beaten, bmued
every mom his craven soul had
remnned a chattering imbecile.
“Who i Sholto Keene?” was Marcus’s next thought.

“The name has a familiar sound. I have heard it, I believe,
with Qgp@g geour. Yes; it was a

enched ecting death
ezﬁe strain, and

Down ume the nuuen»mgg% with a roar of rending canvas
and snapping cordage.  Left without the support of the
others, it could not resist the gale. It swooped over the
stern, smashing beneath it the gaff and spanker. A shriek
shrilled through the din; a human form accompanied the
wreckage into the sea.

Bare of masts, the “ Opossum ” was raked by the wind, and
every man on deck had to fight for life and breath

The seamen one by ona crept into the focsle, where at
least they were secured from bamg blown away, though if
the ship went down ﬂmy would be drowned like rats in a

Captam Berymgeom- was grinding his teeth and muttering
fierce curses. The were of course gone. He no longer
possessed any control over the ship. Any moment he feared
to find that she had sprung a leak. This, then, was the end-
ing of all his deep-laid schetnes! The chest of gold was to
repose at the bottom of the Atlantio, while the fish picked his
bones in the blue depthst For this he had plotted, pla.nned,
contrived, and stained his hands with blood!

But, as he was, he did not yot give up hcfpe.
heaped maledictions upon untoward Fate; but he hoped shll
te enatch his prize in spite of Fortune.

_ trap.
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One Haltpenny.

“If the ald tub ke

afloat till morning, £ll run her upon
the Florida rocks, and still get the treasure ashore,” he mut-
tered indomitably. ‘‘I shall not be able o remove the chest

but. I shall get it ashore a bit at a time, and bury i the
cliffs.  If only the tub doesn’t founder, snd send and
all of us to D.svyJones’lcmﬂ'." -

As the villain spoke, a and dissonant voice rose from
below, singing a sea-ditty out of tume.

“That's the beginnin’,” said Wemym to Marcus. * When
thqtﬂmquihdmk,it‘lhhimn'mtﬁmpihto,thar
Marcus crossed over to Scrymgeour.
Do you see the result of your villainy.

in?’ he asked.

“When those fellows have finished drinking they will come
%mitmf y::!;ahu,dun,th d

““Look ont for t’s and shoot t

kill1”’ replied the captsin -, o

“ Ah, I would give five years
“Iron Duke’ now!”

“Do you think she bas tracked wus across the Atlantic?
That is certainly. impossible. No, Marcus Dene, this fight
will be fought out among ourselves.” =

“Do you still hope to land the treasure, and secure it to
B 9> Marcus agked, in amazement. ‘‘I-shall hegin to
think that you are mad.”

““Y suppose we stand by each other against those drunken
scoundrels?”’ asked geour, disregarding his words.

““Certainly. But after that——" !

‘* After that we will settle with one another. Good!”

Marcus was careful to keep at a distance from the skipper
when the intoxicated seamen gave signs of the coming out-
break, for he feared that Scrymgeour would attempt to finish
their contest by laying him low with a treachercus shot.

The five seamen who survived of the “ Opossum’s’ once
numerous crew came staggering out upon the maindeck.
Without a word of warning i

aimed his revolver
at Jim Caulker, and "pulled the trigger. -

Buthemfmunmmd-hm&a;ﬂd
would be rendered useless by the wetting of the cartndges.
The trigger snapped, but no report followed. Caulker uttered
a drunken shout, and ran at the captain, brandishing a clasp-
knife. But a roll of the ship overturned him, and he pitched
to port, and lay dazed in the scuppers. < St

Whether the seamen had or had not intended to renew their
conflict with the captain, his action decided them to do so.
Warned by Caulker’s hap, they advanced upon their enemy
cautiously, no longer dreading his revolver.

Captain Scrymgeour realised his peril, and his bronzed face
became a shade paler. .

“ Stand by me, Marcus Dene!” he sang out; and he began
to retreat aft. J

Marcus. kept hig revolver in a waterproof case, so that it
had not suffered by his immersion in the water.

‘“Keep back! men)”’ he shouted. “I ghall shoot if you
advance another step!”

His levelled weapon backed up his words. :

But the seamen, maddened by liquor, heeded not the warn-
ing. A howl of defiance amswered him, and a handspike
hurtled past his head. Had it struck him, he would have been
killed instantly. It was necessary to act with decision.

A ringing shot 'was his answer, and the man who threw the
missile dropped with a bullet in his leg.

Marcus had not wished to take his life; but to wound was
to kill; for the disabled man, helpless to save himself, was
tossed overboard by the rolling of the ship. His white face
was seen for an instant amid ‘the spray, and then it vanished
for ever. g

A rush at Marcus followed. Three savage men came at him
like tigers, while Jim Caulker, crawling out of the scuppers,
ad upon the captain again. Scrymgeour reversed his
pistol, to use it as a club, and awaited the ruffian.

Marcus did not waste a shot.

- As'the thres intoxicated mutineers came madly scrambling
at him, he fired once—twice—and first one and then another
rolled and tumbled along the deck, and shd into the sea.
The third man’s marlinspike was lifted to crush in Marcus’s
skull, when Wemyss interposed. His handspike struck. the
assailant abross the forehead, and he drop like a log, in-
stantaneously killed.

Captain Serymgeour and Caulker had by this time come to
close quarters.

‘Caulker attacked the skipper with blind ferocity ; but, with
his wits fuddled by liquor, he was no mateh for the cool, iron-
nerved man he sought to kill. :

Scrymgeour eluded his knife, and dealt him a terrific blow
upon the head; and, as he reeled, mercilessly repeated it.
Caulker gave a low moan, and his lifeless body pitched to
leeward. : -~
. 'The eaptain bagan to seramble towards the companion.

*Some fresh cartridges, and then to rid myself of Marcus
Dene,”\wa.s his.reflection.

“LAST OF HIS RACE.”

‘my life for a sight of the
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But as he was about to aescena, & ery came from Wemysss|
A leak! A leakt”
> ‘Water was gurgling and hissing below the main-hatch of the

The thundering seas had at last dene their work. A leak

hag‘l;)eteg started tll:e water-line, Afnd the hotlc:dli':: ﬂm%
ain Suamgm owled out a fearful mal iop.

e end had really come at

His eyes swept despairingly to the west. Then a gleam of
hope brightened them. He heard the roar of surf; he saw
}alac!k rocks looming through the spray. It was Florida a¥
ast

“Land! land!” he cried.

¢ Thank Heaven!” said Marcus fervently.

The line of white foam, which marked where the waves
broke, became clearer to the view. :

With anxious eyes the men watched the surf, which roared
louder to their ears every moment. -

+With frightful suddenness the vessel was flung inta the very,
midst of the boiling chaos. )

Lifted upon a mighty wave, the “ Opossum * rese high, and
was hurled upon the rocky shore. = s

The terrific crash of smashing timbers told how the ship’s
bottom had been staved in b{ the concyssion. e

The wave receded, leaving the wreek high, if not dry, upon
a mass of jagged X S

The next wave strucls her with terrible force, driving hex
further upon the rocks, and smashing in the forecastle as if
it had been a house of cards. But the stern remained upon its
perch, and from it the drenched and dazed men crept land-
ward over the rocks, fighting every inch of the way with the
pursuing billows that sought to drag them back ta death.

Bryce, insane with fear, clung to Marcus like a limpet to
a rock, hampering his every movement. Worn out by the
struggle, breal spent, Dene was not equal to the
sirain. His senses swam, and he felt himself going. His feet
ra from under him, and the next wave would have
carried him seaward but for Wemyss. ted himself, the
bo’sun could do hittle—he could tear the idiot mate from
the i Relieved the weight and encum-

brance, Marcus mech 2 the e, and at
length staggered beyonm of the waves, :fﬁé'n genseless
upon the ground. = : _ :

Wemyss, powerless to help Bryce, faug}lzt his way achore,
and fell near Marcus, while the mate of the *“ Opossum ™ was
washed back to sea, and disappeared amid the surf.

As the two men lay insensible, a hideous figure crept tc-
wards them. It was Captain Scrymgeour. He, too, had won
his way ashore, and lived ; but his face was covered with blood
from a cut in his head, and his senses were reeling. But he
saw his only enemy lying helpless, and there was murder in
his sunken, glittering eyes as he stele upon him, clubbing a
revolver. .

Death was very near to Marcus then. But it did not reach
him; for the villain’s strength was not equal to his will
‘Within a couple of yards of his victim he sank down, the pistol
fell from his nerveless fingers, and he lay as inert and uncon-
gcious as the man he would have killed. .

Senseless they lay, while the pounding waves beat upon the
wl;e:t of the “ Opossum,” tearing her to pieces plank by
p :

seemed as if

were

CHAPTER 6. :
Ashore—The Last -l'lgbt—-'rha Eeve!nti_on-—-‘l'he Death of

the

With a long, shuddering sigh Marcus rose to his feet. He
had lain senseless for three hours, but at length consciousness
returned. .

His opening eyes beheld a dull, leaden sky, already dim-
ming into night. he rose, he saw the waves breaking
within a few yards of him, still violent and angry, but-less
g0 than when he had seen them last.

Upon the rocks lay the shattered hulk of the ‘Opossum,’’
and so complete was the destruction of the once gallani vessel,
that the iron-bound chest was now exposed to view. It lay
amid the ruins of the cabins, its weight baving eaved it from
being washed away. Battered, but unbroke% it still held the
great prize 5o many men had fought and died for.

Marcus’s eyes, leaving that fatal object, fell upon the still
forms of Wemyss and Captain Scrymgeour.

He knelt by the side of the brave boatswain, and was re-
joiced to see that he was not hurt beyond having sustained
some severe bruises. ) 3

The captain’s condition was more serious. The eut upon
bis head, made by a jagged edﬁe when he was thrown upon
the rocks, was deep, and had bled copiously. His breathing
was difficult and stertorous. But he was not dead, nor, as
Marcus thought, likely to die; so the young man’s first action
was to examine his revolver. He had one cartridge left, and—
the waterproof-case had kept it. unharmed.

“That 1s for Scrymgeour’s heart if he raises a finger against

COMPLETE, NEXT FRIDAY.
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me!” Marcus muttered grimly. “1t would only be what he
deserves if I blew his brains out now as he lies. That is how
he would serve me.” :

With some trouble he succeeded in restoring Wemyss, and
the boatswain unsteadily rose.

“‘ This "yar is & fine fix, Mr. Dene,” remarked the bo’sun,
!?olngf. <und dismally upon the rough sea and desolate shore.

Looks as if thur wasn’t & town fur a hundred miles.”

“I doubt if there is. But I am not anxious to be visited
until that ‘chest is emptied of its contents. There’s gold
ekx!:ough”there to bring every rogue in Florida here, if it were

own.

::How’ll you hide it, sir? You can’t move that chest.”

: We_must break it open, and take out the gold. We can
pﬂ; I’E into one of these clefts, and bury it under a heap of
rock.

“ Wot ‘about the cap’n?”’ said the bosun uneasily.

Marcus’s brow darkened.

“I have one shot left. If he interferes with me I shall kill
him! But we need not trouble about him now; he won't
come to himself for hours.”

Marcus little imagined that the skipper had already come
to, and was shamming insensibility, and listening to every
word. He remained quite still, with only one thought in his
dazed mind—of getting the better of Marcus, and obtaining
sol'lghpossesslon of the dtreasure.nl the, “4ail ™ of the gale

Che ses was goi own; only the “tail” of the re-

; and the “ngpasn_zm" was now above the water-mark.

Marcus and Wemyss climbed into the wreck, and refreshed
themselves from s of brandy, which put new kfe into
their exhausted frames. What little remained of the cabin-
stores they carried to the shelter of a high rock. They were
likely to need crumb yet. After -this they rested,

every Crum they r
agreeing to leave the task of burying the gold until the

morning. %5

When they returned to the place where they had left the
c:Pta.m lying, they discovered that he had vanished.

- ~“He is gone,” Marcus observed. ‘“But he will return.
We must watch and sleep by turns, Wemyss, or we shall not
wake when the sun rises. I had thought him able to move
I would have triced him up.”

They were tired enouih, and after a frugal meal, when they
sat under a sloping rock, Wemyss fell into a deep .sleep.

“I shall have to take the whole watch,” thought Marcus.
“I could not trust him to keep awake.”

It was with the greatest difficulty that he fought back the
gleep that almost overpowered him. It was only the fear of
his enemy creeping upon him in the darkness that enabled
huél r::h feep the terrible drowsiness at bay. .

It was not a loud sound, but it seemed like thunder to
Marcus’s suddenly startled ears.

A jagged lump of rock hurled at his head missed him by
only a few inches. - e .

Instantly hé was upon his feet, revolver in hand, peering
into the shadows.

The form of the captain detached itself from the blackness.
His eyes were gleaming, his face was still clotted with _blood.
An open knife was clutched in his right hand.

“Your life or mine, Marcus Dene!” cried he desperately ;
and he hurled himself upon the young man.

But a single shot was between Marcus and death. Had he
missed, the knife would have been buried in his heart. The
ezﬁta,in had taken the chance—it was death to one or the

r. !

othe

But Marcus did not miss.

He fired with- a steady hand—rapidly, but precisely—and the
knife, when within two inches of his breast, slid from tha
Bngers of the captain.

Groaning heavily, he fell at the young man’s feet.

‘Wemyss started up in alarm.

“What’s the matter, sir?’

;;}lt,s the- captain—and I have killed him,” replied Marcus
calmly

Tho boatswain’s face was sorrowful as he bent over the
guivering body.

“He 18 not dead, Mr. Dene,’”™ he said. And then added
: “But he will not live till morning.”

The dying man lay upon the earth, his head propped upon
Wemyusys folded coat. .

Babbling words fell from his lips. Death was nigh. But
first came delirium ; and in the fit the wretched man chattered
and shrieked and cursed. Sometimes he spoke in_connected
sentences, and then deep and dark meanings flashed upon the
minds of the horror-stricken listeners. )

radually, from his unconscious confessions, Marcus was
able to piece together the whole fearful story.

Bryce's addressing the captain as ““Sholto Keene” had
raised strange suspicions in' Marcus’s mind, for he had heard
of a ‘‘ wastrel "’ cousin of geour’s who bore that name.
That, added to Wemyss's account of what had taken place the

*UNION JACK.” ;
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night before the * Opossum* sailed from the Humber, gave
him the clue to the meaning of the d man’s ravings.

Upon that memorable night Sholto Keene had come aboard
the Oﬁitzasum " for the purpose of destroying his cousin, and
taking his place, their resemblance in face and voice—which
we described in our first chapter—rendering the impersonation
an easy task, if once Edmy Berymgeour could be got. rid of.

Keene struck the captain down in his cabin, either killing
or stunning him. When Wemyss thought the captain and
the mate were bearing the visifor back to the boat, it was
really Captain _Scrymgeour whom Keene and Bryce were
taking away. With the mate’s assistance Keene had changed
clothes with the senseless skipper, and taken Scrymgeour’s
i ty upon himself.

Marcus and Wemyss exchanged glances of horror as they
o, o e syl U ol o M R

, Wi pockets filled with lea een §

in the Humber that night. !

o poor skipper ! Wemyss exclaimed, with the tears run-
ning tgr'n his honest face. * Oh, if I had only known!”

“Jt was an amazing picce of daring,”” Marcus said slowly.
“ But once the first step succeeded, ,t.he rest was easy. I have

a bolder it

'n Serymgeour wasn't mis-
square skipper.”’

you could not know that this scoundrel had taken his
Poor Edmund Scrymgeour! I have wronged him in
would have dreamed of this? Even now

length his voice
ed death, His
aal y ceased. lar
1 rymgeour—lay
dead wupon the _mck&g of the Florida coast. And this
was the end—to die when the treasure he coveted was almost
within his graspi ' .
When day came, Marcus and Wemyss carried the gold, after
splitting open the chest, to a deep cleft. After an hour's
labour it was all transferred, and they piled up rocks upon it
to bury it from human view. :
‘“If we sight a British cruiser we'll tell of it,” said Marcus ;
“but if any other vessel, we'll leave it there till we reach
some gort where we can find a trustworthy captain to fetch it
away.
Upon a high rock they raised a spar from the wreck as a
ﬂlg:hﬁ, and hoisted a piece of canvas as a signal of distress.
veral days- , and no sail was seen. The castaways
lived upon the provisions they had saved from the wreck, the
amount of which grew every day alarmingly scantier.
It was upon the sixth day that Marcus saw the smoke of a
steamer against the sky—now blue and sunny.
¢ Maybe it's the ‘Iron Duke,’ sir,” Wemyss said hopefully.
“ Arter s’arching the Africky coast she might have come west,
same a8 we did. It wouldn’t take her skipper long to guess
which way the ‘ Opossum ’ had gone.”
‘“ Quite possible. We shall soon see. She’s coming straight
for the shore, as I live!”
The “Iron Duke” it was.
Soon the castaways could make out the lines of the vessel
they had last seen off Cape Bojador, in far-off Africa.
. The lowering of a boat from the cruiser showed that the
si of distress was seen. s :
and the bo’sun, almost frantic with joy, tore down
from the rocks to the water’s edge to meet the boat. Words
camnot describe their delight at the sight of the familiar Navy-
blue and the ruddy English faces. :

The “Iron Duke’’ landed the treasure, and Marcus and
Wemyss, at Hull, three weeks after picking them up on the
coast of Florida. .

It was, as Sholto Keene had surmised, the finding of the
real Captain Scrymgeour’s body in the Humber, and the drug-
ging of ‘the second mate and part of the crew, so as to leave
them behind, that gave the owners the knowledge that a con-
spiracy was afoot to seize the specie. ]

Active pursuit and search followed, and the meeting of the
‘“Iron Duke’ and the ““Opossum’ off Cape Bojador had
been the first nail in the coffin of the daring conspiracy.

But it was clear that, but for Marcus, Sholto Keene would
bhave succeeded in the end, And the young man -was made
much of, shortly afterwards being taken into the firm as a
junior ‘Pa,ttner. Wemyss, too, was not forgotten, and when
a new “ Opossum ’’ was built, the honest bo’sun became second
mate of her, with the prospect of rising to be * chief.”

The specie, which had passed through so many dangers, was
again shippe('i for Trincomalee ; and this time it arrived safely
at its destination, and the Bank of Ceylon received the gold
for which Sholto Keene had fought and schemed and sinned,
only to be foiled at the finish.

THE END,
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