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A Great Human Interest Serial Filled With Action
Now Published for the First Time

CQHAPTER X——\Cmﬁmed ‘by the entrance of the lanvdlady’s daughter
with a newspaper.

For answer the doctor took & glass «“Good evening, Mr. Oldfield; the spec'al
from the hand of a constable, who had Trympet has just come from town. I
been sent to fetch the drug, and held it thought perhaps you would like to see it
to Hocking’s lips. A minute later the poyw it gets so messed in the bar.” -
latter feebly opened his eyes. . “Thank you very much, Miss Holland,”

There was no time to waste. The in-!preplied Carey pleasantly; “you make me
spector looked at the doctor, who, a8 g, comfortable her: that you will quite
the law directs, in order th;t the (_‘?13051' spoil me for anywhere else.”
tion may afterwards be us d as evic ence,i «All the bette.r ey i

Ll ; i , you’ll come back; good
told Hocking that he was dying. Then, o business,” she laughed. “Now I must

1

his- life, it came back to him.
That was what he must do; but with

]

certain modifications. For instance, all

ships sailing from England would probab-
ly be watched, so he would not start by
taking a passage in a steamer. No, he
would do better than that; he would'’
make his way to a point on the coast,
and, at night, steal a boat—or rather no,
he would hire a boat by the week for
sea fishing; there was no ne.d to steal
one, in fact, it was only an added risk.
Then he would get well out in the Chan-|
nel, in the track of all th: foreign-bound |
traffic, choose well his ship, and, while|
she was yet too far off to have observed
him, scuttle his boat, and so be picked up!
swimming and, seemingly, about to drown. '
He would be almos; without clothes; he
would let his beard grow all he coud
and shave his moustache; there wou'd be
nothing about him -to arouse suspicion,
whatever story he -chose to tell wouid be
accepted. Thus he would cast off his old

\ !

of the t
Next
and mother and daugnter drove to the
P. and 0. office in Northumberland

yO.
orning the carriage was ordered,

| the matter; but now, at this crisis in Ruth “S, in fact, rather the more eager’

Avenue. Then to the C. P. R. office in
Cockspur Street, and thence to their
bankers.

As chance would have it, that day’s
evening papers were full of horrors about
the sufferings endured by the crew and
passengers of a British steamer wrecked
on the northern coasts of Borneo.

All night Mrs. Ayimer dreamed of can-
nibals! . |

CHAPTER XII.
On Board the S.8. “Aracca.”

Geean mail stcamers are often called
floating hotels. So they are. Those of
the great P. and 0. line showing an even
more than average degree of comfort and
magnificence. However, it is not of a P
and O. mail steamer that we_are here
about to speak, but of the other kind of

speaking in a low, quiet voice, Inspector
Mackay said— .

“We have recognized you as one of two
men, believed to have been implicated in
& double murder and robbery, commi ted
on the night of the 2lst, or morning of
22nd, in tant, a the premises of the
Anglo-Ruritanian Bunk. Do you wish to
eass your conscience by confess ng?’’ i

In a fluttering voice, so feeble as to bel
alm s: inaudible, Hocking repiied:—

“Yes”

“Tell me how it happened?”’ .

“He— drove — from — his — rooms —!
§n — Westminster — to — the — back,
s of____”

At that moment a young man, a reporter
on the s aff of the Lv ning Trumpet, who
had been in the court, and, seeing that
gomething unusual was g ing to ha pen,
had managed to follow the magistra.e to
this room, eager not to lose a word press-
ed forward, and in so doing jogged the
doctor’s shoulder, the shoulder of the
arm by which he was supporting Hock-
ing. This slight shock was yet > enough
to extinguish the flicker of life that yet
remained, The words cased to come, !
the eyes closed, and Hocking fell back,
unconscious. i

The reporter did not wait to be turned
out, but hurri"d away and into a cab,
which whippcd him off Fleet S reet-wards,
scribbling hard in his notebook all the
way. The rest of the day’s cases migl}t
go to blazes; he had something for his
paper worth a week’s ordinary police
court reports. Thus it came about that,
by two o’clock that afternoon, all Lon-
don was reading on flaring con.ents
bills:— . ;

ANGLO-RURITANIAN ROBBERY.

Dramatic Arrest.
Death of the Criminal.
Full Confession.
On the Track of the Accomplice.
Special Report.

Now this was a good deal more than
the truth. But, when an evening paper
has a scoop on, wWhat can you expect?

All the docior's efforts could not make
Hocking speak again; but, for a moment
or two, he rallied sufficiently to under-
stand what was said to him; and In-
spector Mackay tried to utilise th's
chance to obtain some knowledge of the
other thief’s whereabouts. Knowing he
must be quick, he confined hims.lf to ask-

mg'?he other man, is he in LQndon?"

Hocking made a sign of dissent:

“Tn England?”

Ho kin: nodded. But that was the last
of his strength; once more he re apsed
jnto unconsciousness; a minute later came
the end.

The rolice d'svosed the body rzver nt-
1y on th stre cher; the mazist'at , hav-
ing dirccted that the d.po it.on should
be made out and brought to him for
gicnature, went back to the bench; and
the doctors went h me.

“Drove frem Wes: i str, that scttles
it, it’s Wyndham, though I was sure of
jt without.that,” muttered Inspector Mac-
kay, as he turned away. “And he’s in
England. Now to find him.”

CHAPTER XL

James Carey Plans an Ocean Trip, and
Miss Ruth Aylmer Has a Fainting Fit.

In the bar parlor of a little country|
snn on the Dover Road, mear Sitting-|
bourne, sat a cyclist, one of the new
kind, that is to say, a motor cyelist. This
cyclist was a good enough lookipg young
man, but grave and though.ful b yond
his years. He had been a week at the
§nn, bringing lug.age with him, and hav-
ing twice been up to town, with a Glad-
stone bag carried on a trailer. He was
a scientific student, so he had explained
to Mrs. Holland, the landlady, come to
the country to work for an examination,
and he varied his bookwork by long ex-
peditions on h s motor cycle, always with
the trailer and a bag of some sort. ’!‘he
bag, he explained, was for geological
gpecimens; certainly he always brought
§t home full of heavy stoncs.

be off.”

Miss Holland was a very bright, stylish
girl, with a good heart and a high school
education. At another time she might
have struck Carey as a.trifle too bounc-
ing, and even a little too stylish; but
that evening he thought her perfect. But
her visit only served to accentuate his
bitterness of spirit. How happy he might
be with a girl like that for his wife, if
he only had sense, aifd now——

“Curse it;” he cried; “I must pull my-
self together, or I shall become a perfect
ghoul, or, what's worse, a putrid whim-

i perer, like Hocking in one of his low

fits.”

More mechanically than anything else,
as if to force his thoughts into another
channel, he took up the paper lying at
his elbow.

At the first glance he started violent-
ly; then, all his resolution coming back
with the call of present danger, with a
firm, set mouth and cool head, he sat
down to read the details of Hocking’s
confession.

He found them meagre enough, which
was not to be wondered at, for the re-
porter had hardly been able to catch a
word, and so had to rely on his inven-
tion, and invention, in such a case, must
necessarily confine itself to g:n ralities.
One thing, however, was clear: the police
had asked Hocking questions before he
died, and he had been able to reply. One
of these ques:ions would certainly be the
name of his accomplice—and so, of course,
it would have b en, had Hocking’s str.ngth
but lasted another .n rty seconds.

Now Hocking did not know Carey by

- | his real name, at least, the latter thought
{not; but it would not be a matter of
many hours for the police to' identify

Canning of Carshalton Street with Car 'y
of Brasenose. The question then was,
had they any means by .which to identify
either of these two with Oldfield the
student, staying at a Kentish inn. He
hoped not, and he thought not but who
could be sure? How if som ‘one had se:n

~and. recognized him in the train, on his
‘motor cycle, here in the village,

name or the other? Unlikelier coinei-
dences happen every day; and now chance,

hitherto on his side, seemed to b: turning |

against him. There was one thing, and
one only, to be done; he must lose his
identity, completely and at once. But
how? There was the problem. For a
quarter of an hour he paced the room,
with knit brows, dcep in thought. Then

|sudden1y, like a flash, the idea he was
!in search of came to his brain. Just then accidentally in this instance. That is to

Miss Holland came in to lay the table
for his tea, and, between surprise and
laughter, nearly dropped the tray.

“Why, Mr. Oldfield, what a funny
thing to say!”

“What! me?—I said something? What

life, and, in some far-off land, start a P. and ©. ship, that carries no mails, and
‘new. This time it should be an honest relies chicfly on cargo for the dividend
one. : | earning; and, since high speeds are very

As for the money, what he had with
him he would take; what he bad ‘buried
should stay where it was; neither now
nor ever woula he touch it. He prayed
that some day, in Some way, it mighl.'
be found and dug up, and do good' to:
some poor soul in evil case. "The reader
| who follows this story to the end will
see how this prayer was answered.
| The above was Car y’s first, rough
plan, As a result of an hour or two’s
careful consideration, he altered, or rather
;umpliﬁed it, in two particulars,
| In case of cramp, or of the vessel’s
al ering course and missing him, he de- |
_cided that he ought to have some sort of
life-buoy. He knew the thing he ‘wanted;
'it is called a necktie life-buoy, sometimes,
vulgarly, a sausage life-buoy, and consists
of a lorg, flat bag of rubber, with a valve
at one end, which can be carried in the
pocket when not in use, aand -inflated in
‘a minute or so by the breath. . But  he
had not got one. Nor did he wish to risk
writing ‘to town.
But, happy thought! If he had not got !
the exact thing, he had something else

which would do as. well, name'y,
an air-cushion, part of the furhi-/
ture of the trailer of his motor;

bicycle. He would support hims:lf com-
fortably by it till the ship had seen him!
and was lowering a boat; then, with'
one stroke of his knife, given under |
water, he would rip it open and it would
sink.

He also decided that it must be his!
lcue to seem very exhausted, and so
delay his interrogatory as long as pos-
sibe. This would prevent any chance
fof his being transferred to a homeward-
bound ship while they were yet in crowd-,
. ed waters. !
| TFinally, it must be his business to find
!out, that very evening if pos ib'e, at what
point large ships generally drop their
{Channel pilot. Whatever place it was,|
| his attempt must be made: well to the
| westward of it, otherwise all his work

In one| would be in vain, he would be sent on|things down into the cabin.

| shore with the pilot. |
:: * » - - * * !’
| No doubt the police are g-nerally right
'to ke.p their information to theuwselves,

(until they are ready to strike. They.
| always try to do so. Still, it is to be
I'questioned whether, sometimes, they

! would not be better advised to bring about
deliberately, what had happened quite

say, instead of trying to lull the suspect
into a false security, to try to bluff him
linto a panic. Had they known that Carey
'was the man they wanted, and had Carey
|been anyone of less resource—Hocking
|for instance, who may be taken as be- |

 steerage, but

Still less to go' himself. ' m

‘clerk

did T say?” {ing much more typical of the ordinary
. “Three masts in one. What does it criminal than Carey—would they not have
mean? Is it a catch?”’ ‘been likelier to lay their hands on him,
“The contrary, I hope,” muttered Carey by frightening him into making a dash
grimly; then -aloud, “Oh! it m-ans noth- ' out of the country, than by leaving him
ing really, Miss Holand. A sort of prob-|to perfect his plans in his hiding-place?
lem that 1 was working out about a new | However, they scem to think differ nt-
way to rig ships. How good that ham 'ly; secrecy, when possible, is a siandard
looks. Why on earth all you good people rule of the Force. Thus it came about
spoil me so I can’t think.” | that, from first to last—that is, from
All himself again, now that there was first to last of this, its preliminary, nin:-

{a definite task before him, Carey made days’ wonder stage—in all the newspaper

a good.meal; then, after a little more reports of the matter, the name of Horace
chaff with Miss Holland when she came| Wyndham never once app.ared in con-

‘overheard by Miss Holland was

to clear away, lit his pipe, and sat down
te think over his plans.

The key to the rather curious remark
‘his.
Some ten or a dozen years ago Carey had
been a schoolboy at a French school for
English boys in Normandy. Returning by
packet-boat from Southampton to Havre,
after one summer holidays, he had been
standing on deck, when, by the giving
way of a carelessly-fast.ned guard-rail,
against which she was leaning, a young
English girl had fallen overboard. Carey
had given the alarm, the ship had been
stopped, a boat lowered, and the girl
rescued. Naturally, the excitemnet
brought all the passengers on deck.

“A near thing, that,” Carey had said
to a man beside-him. “I was the only
person here when she fell overboard,
and, if T had been looking the other way,

inection with the Anglo-Ruritanian rob- !
| bery. Even at the bank the only people
'in their co-fidence wer: the manager, Mr. |
“Watson, and the directors, all under
pledge of secrecy. No doubt, as far as
. reporters and casual acquaintances went,
| this pledge was kept; but that some of
| them did not consider themselves to be
| absolutely bound by it, may be gathered
i by the reader from the following conver-
| sation, which took place in London at
|the same time that Carey sat, revolving
{ his plans, in the parlor of a country inn
ipear Sittingbourne, in Kent. The con-
| versation is between Mrs. Aylmer, whom
{we have already met, and a celebrated
| nerve specialist of Harley Street:—
| Mrs. Aylmer: *Now, doctor, please,
| tell me what you really think.” |
Celebrated Specialist: “I am happy: to
'say that there is nothing to be alarmed

‘Mrs. Holland made rather a pet of her | no one would have seen her and she would  about—no dangerous symptoms whatever.

quiet, sad-looking yoing lodger; in fact, |
be was a general favorite in the house.|
Certainly, if giving no trouble, being al-
ways pleasant and obli ing, and paying
promptly are to count for anything, this
young Mr. Oldfield d.served to be
liked.

This Mr. Oldfie'd was Jame: Carey.

James Carcy, alter d, sadden:d, disil- |
Jusioned. Yet bhe had succeeded. By |
dint of hard work, he had tra.nsferredi
the whole of his share of the Anglo-i
Ruritanian plmder nto safety.  Some,
hundreds of pounds h: had changed into |
paper, a note here, a note there, a postal |
order whenever he passed a post-oﬂice.i
Some hundreds he s:ill had by him in|
gold. The rest of the money he had
buried, in a place where no omne but he
could ever find it. And now he wou'd
have willingly given ten years of his life |
never to have seen it. i

He was very far from squeamish in his/
fdcas—the reader may recoll ct a con-|
versa.ion with Horace Wyndham, record-
ed in a former chapter—but, up to this,
he had never shed blood. And now—now
Green, who had never harnied ~ him;
honest old Sandy McAllister, both co.d
in death, and all his doing. Then him- |

gelf, associated with that loathsome bea t are exactly in one, he can be sure, how- |ing—no—nothing occurred.

Hocking, who altcrnated at present be- |
tween drunken valour and pitiful fear—|
horrible! Thank God! he hoped he had
done with Hocking at last. He had left
him in possession of the house in the
Rorough, and told him that he
ghift for himself, as had been the original
arrangement. But suppose Hocking got |
caught, as, the way be was going on,|
might happen any day,
be three days arrested before he would

have been drowned.”

“I suppose she would, youngster,” h's
neighbor, a cl an-shaven, naval-looking
man, who had been observing the rescue
with a pair of binoculars, had replied.
“All the same,” he added, “if she could
only keep herself above water for a
quarter of an hour or twenty minutes
she would have becn all right.”

“How do you mean?’ young Carey had
asked, in surprise.

For answer, the nautical man had
pointed out a large steamer, away on
the beam, steering a course which would
take her astern of them. “There,” he
said; “when I got on deck that craft’s
masts were just coming out of line. When
the girl went overboard they must have
been in one. 8o, if she had been afloat,
she would have been sure to be seen and
picked up.”

This was all so much Greek to young
Carey, which, the nautical gentleman per-
ceiving, he explained to him how a sailor
can always tell to a nicety when he is
directly in a ship’s course by watching
her masts. As the niasts come to show
exactly one behind the other, or be in
one, as sailors say, he is getting into her
course; and at the instant when they

ever far away she may be, that she is
coming dead on ta him. Ie can tell to
ten yards almost. Then the gentleman
had tried looking at different ships that
they passed, and had seen for himse.f

this gave.
“Suppose we had a eriminal on board,”
the gentleman had said, “and that he

he would not knew that the French police were waiting

for him at Havre, he’d only have to put

Miss Ruth has a very strong costitution,
and this little nervous attack need have
'no permanent ill effect whatever. Still,
|we should not neglect these warnings;
|they are sent for a purpose—er—s orm
| sicnals, I may say; and we must trim our
sails accordingly. Rest, change of scene,
change of faces; these things are not in
everyone’s power; but in this instance,
| Mrs. Aylmer, I would recommend—er—
{ going abroad, or—er—best of all, a long
| sea voyage.” {

The great man appeared to be think-!
ing deeply for a minute, as if there were
‘something in the case which still eluded
| him—as indeed there was—th.n said sud-
| denly—

“You are sure that she has sustained
nothing in the nature of a shock, no
sudden bad news?”

He looked up interrogatively.

Mrs. Aylmer: “No-o. We were dining
at Lord Ne heravon’s, and in the car-
| riage Ruth was in particul-rly  bright
spirits.”

Celebrated
wards?”’

Mrs. Aylmer: ‘“Af erwards she was
{never out of my sight till the fainting fit
lin the dining-room. Yet there was no h-
The conver-
| gation was very cheerful. TLord Nether-
|avon is just back from a yachti~g trip,
and was telling us all about Norway.
There was nothing else. He certainly
said something about this horrible rob-

|

{

Specialist:  “And  after-

mu-t what a perfectly accurate, clean-cut sig al bery; he is a director, or president, or

| something; but that has been in all the
i papens for a week past. No, there was
nothing at all. I can think of nothing.”

Celebrated Specialist: “H'm, well, at
any rate the case is not a grave one.

be whining and cringing to tell all—tell | that trick into practice, get picked up Still, if you were thinking of traveling,

anything—to get what, in his desp ration,
he wouid concieve to be a better chance
for his own scrawny neck.

“] have money,” soliloquised Carey,}
bitterly, “mon.y I dare not touch; -Iiberty,i
Jiberty I dare not use; youth, strength,,

by an ocean-bound  ship, and be carried
to the other end of the earth, and no

| questions asked/”

“Then why don’t they do-it?”
“Because they don’t know enough, I
suppose. . A landsman would shiver at

taking a voyace round the world for in-
stance, it would—er—help—er—be of con-
| siderable assistance to the building up,
‘tlxe——er——recupemtive process. Yes, de-
| cidedly, that is what 1 should advise.
3Th:mk you, good evening.”

brains, sufficient to bring me to the top | the idea of dropping overboard on thej Mrs. Aylmer’s dearest friends or gross-

in any walk of life, and I must shut my- |
gelfi up and tremble at the sight of a’
policeman. Curse it! How much better
Yo have kept in the nmarrow way!”
Not the ideal kind of repeniance, per-|
baps; but better, maybe, than none. !
He was interrupted in his meditations|

v

e aE e e

chance of being picked up by a ship only
just coming into sight on the horizon,
He: thinks he must wait until she’s close;

'and then, of course, the game wouldn’t |Ruth’s room and proposad

work. She would have seen what hap-
pened, and smell a rat.”
Boy-like, Carey had forgotten all about
X

' = _‘w“wl;

est flatterers, could not have call'd her
bright.
!and, then and there,

But she was the best of mothers,
she went up to
that they
| should take the modern globe-trotter’s
| grand tour together. Raiher to her aston-
ishment, no persuasion was necessary;

expensive to the owners, performs her
voyages at a much more leisurely rate of
progress than do her grander and more
stately sisters, |

These ships, calledl intermediate steam-|
ers, beocause they are despatched inter-
mediately between the dates of the mail
ghip sailings, carry no second-class or
have accommoda ion for
some thirty or so first-class passengers.
So, in this case, the term floating hotel !
hardly applies. But do not thince con-
clude that a passenger who goes to the
East by intermediate P, and O. suffers
in comfort. Quite the contrary. The
cabins are good; stewards, cooks, and
servants have all had their training on
board the company’s big mail steamers;

with the result that the table is as good,
and the attendance better—because more '

individual—than on board the latger craft.
Captain, officers, and passengers are like
one big family; in short, if an intermedi-
ate P. and O. is not a floating hotel, it
ay very well be described as a first-
class, and very comfortable, floating
boarding-house. i

Such a ship was the Aracca, timed to‘l

leave Tilbury at noon the Monday fol-
lowing the events described in the last
chapter. It is already eleven, and the
tug, with steam. blowing off ‘and the P.
and O. house flag at the fore, is waiting
at Tilbury railway wharf to convey the
passengers to the ship in the stream.
Presently the boat train arrives, and these
constituting with the friimds come to gee
them off, a party of about fifty persons,
get out and go on board. Porters quick-,
ly shou der deck chairs and other baggage, |
everything is soon transferred, and the
tug casts off. On deck, by themselves,’
are Mrs. and Miss Aylmer, with Bates,
Mrs. Aylmer’s maid, a d the solemn foo -
man, the same who had been on the box-
seat of the carriage when it carried off
Ned and Horace a fortright pr vious'y,
standing a little behind them. The maid
is going, the footman is only to carry
Probab'y
this is the first and only time that such
a gorgeous personag: has been requisition-
ed for this service on board an inter-
mediate P. and O. For, as a rule, the
big swells will not look at an intermedi-
ate steamer, wherein they khow their ig-
norance, But Mrs. Aylmer, conscious of
not knowing the difference b.tween an
ironclad and a tug-boat, had told the
what she wanted, nam:ly, good
berths in a comfortable ship going to
Japan for two ladies and a maid, one
of the ladies trawdlling for her health,
and had relied” of ‘his judgment. She
could not have done better. !

Ruth had been on the sea before, that
is to say, she had crossed to France, and
to Ircland; but this was different. Then
it had be:n a case of a trainful of p ople
trooping on board a boat, where they
sat for a few hours, wrapped in rugs, and
surround:d by their hand-baggage, then
trooping off again into another train. A
sort of added discomfort to a long' rail-
way journey, in no scnse a voyage. But
how, with the ropes of the tug cast off,
the the little craft beari-g her tiny com-
rany of human atoms across the broad
river to the black ship over yonder, came
a sense of isolation, of sundering of ties,
of starting a new kind of life, such as
neither Ruth nor her mother had ever
known before.

What fe lings Mrs. Aylver

concealed

iund r her mask of unvarying placidity no

one could guess—probably a comfortab e
sense of mi.d ma tyrdom. But Ruth,
any troubles she had for the time for-
gotten, was frankly all eyes and wonder
for these new -afid strange things round
her. Everything was new, the river itself,
the huge sailing ships, being toewed up
and down; and, as they neared her, the
great black Aracca, with her officers and

whi.e quarter-masters, and a long row of |

gaily turbaned, brown, Lascar seamen,
waiting to make fast the tug and trans-
fer the baggage.

Ropes were cast and quickly secured,

passed the

to tug, over one. of which
|

passengers and their friends.

“Puck row!” cried the chief officer, and
at the word, the Lascars swarmed across
the other, laying violent hands on trunks
and packages,

|
|
|
|
1

|and a couple of gangways run from ship b

“Get hout! you black reskil!” cried the

solemn footman in outraged dignity, as
a red-bea d d, copper-skinned, wild-look-
ing son of the Prophet tried to snatch a
bundle of rugs which he was carrying.
The simple Oriental took him for a bishop
at least, and insisted.

«'REre! none o’ that I tell you. Well,
of hall the himpertinent—! One ’ud
think they didn’t understand Hinglish,
Miss Bates, one would reely.”

However, ultimately everything got
taken down to the proper cabins; and,
all too soon for those who had friends
to see them off, the ship’s bell rang to

| intimate that the tug was about to re-
i

turn and that strangers must leave th-
ship. There was the usual friend who
was late and had to jump, the usual
letter, weighted with a coin, flung across

‘the widening broach between ship and

tug, only to fall into the water; then
the company on board the tug gave three
cheers for the Aracca. Almost at he
same moment, the anchor was broken
out and the big ship’s head began slowly
to pay off. Soon the banks were slipping
by, and ‘the good ship Aracca had begun
her long voyage to the far hest Orient.

Mrs. Aylmer had s“en nothing of all
this; as soon as she had found her bynk,
she had promptly laid down, and was thus
found by the stewardess when, at one
o’clock, the tiffin bell rang.

“Sure, ma’am; but this’ll never do at
all, at all,” said the good-natured Irish
stewardess. “We're not at say even yet.
You should show yourself a fresh-wather
sailor, even if you're sick at say.”

Her efforts were reinforced by those
of Ruth, who came in at. this moment;
and, as Mrs, Aylmer had to confess that
as yet she had mot flt the motion—
which was not surprising, as there was
no motion to fecl—sne consent.d to get
up and go to tiffin, where, much to her
svrprise, she was not expected to eat
dither salt horse, hard biscuit, or rancid
pork.

|
|
|
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and children, bound, a few to Malta, bu.t‘
the greater number to Singapore and !
Hong Kong. There was one big table, at
which the captain sat, with the solitary |
lady of title that the ship boasted on
his right and a colgnel’s wife on his left; |
also three smaller tables, presided over |
by the first officer, the chief engineer, |
and the doctor respectively. Ruth and|
her mother, a Major and Mrs. Abbey
and their two little girls were the com-|
pany at the doctor’s table. The doctor |
h meelf, named Smith, seemed a mice man, |
young and a litle shy. However, for a|
first meal on beard they got on well |
encugh. At dinner, thruzh there was!
really no sea to warrant it, the ladies
kept their be-rths,
composed of Dr. Smith and Major Ab-}
ey. |
The next morning saw Ruth up emd;
about. Beinz the only unmarried lady!
on board, and being—well.
Aylmer—it will readily be understood ‘hat |

However, |

“I suppose that we ought to be famous
people, because we are mixed up in the
great Anglo-Ruritanian Bank robbery.” |

He stopped, a-d laughed; but there was
no answering laugh from Miss Aylmer. |
At the mention of the Anglo-Ruritanian
Bank robbery she had dropped her book,!
and was now staring at the doctor with |
an. expression of intens» inte- st; her '

face seemed to have suddenly frozen. |

Doctor Smith, good man, felt a little|
awkward. Talking away to this pre.ty!
girl he had let himself run on, until he
had now, either to tell a great deal more
about his private affairs than would prob- |
ably interest her, and so appear an in-|
sufferable proser, or clse seem to wans
to be making a mystery of some hing. He

Ruritanian Bank robbery,” just in . he

|
same way, and in the same sort of tone, |
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while her mother was having the con-
versation detailed in the last chapter,
with the great merve specialist, Ruth had
read the evening paper, with the account
of Hocking’s capture and death. Thex
she thought that she saw everything.
Lord N: heravon had only men'ioned one
clerk; so the old peer had made a mis-
take in the name; it was this Hocking,
of course, She might have known it;

the police could not be such idiots
as to have blundered into’ sus-
pecting  Horace. This light, and
the thought of starting for Canada

—even if by a ra‘her round-about route
—had so brightened Ruth:up that good
Mrs. Aylmer could not get over wonder-
ing how sh2 had been all these years with-

so the company was had said, “We are mixed up in the Anglo-|out suspecting her daughter’s longing for

foreign travel!
Ruth sat now in her “deck chair, her

-

as a man proclaims—what, of course, | book face downwards on her lap, MUSIDZmemes

everyone had understood-—that he has

renowned convict establishment of (hat|
name.

on these things and on how mnch seem-

being Ru h|been in the town of Portland, not in the ed to have come into her life since that

Sunday, even now only just a fortnight

she did not want for company. Evidently Miss Aylmer was not | ago, when Horace and Mr. Gascoigne had
“he passed most of the time before lunch used to that sort of joke. The'poaitionlcome to luncheon. Her musings might
helping their father, the Major, to amus:|was embarrassing, -not to say unpleasant; | have lasted long, had they not been in-
litgle Lois and Dorothy Abbey; for, like|and Doctor Smith’s constitutional shy-|terrupted by-a most startling and un-
Mrs. Aylmer, and, indeed. most of the | ness did not make it any better, ’look(d‘for occurrence, which now claim-
ladies, Mrs. Abkey was still prostra‘e. In| “Hang it all!” he said to himself; «1led her attention, as well as that of every-
the aftrrnoon, after vainly trying to per- | do wish people wouldn't always take onejone else in. the ship.
suade her mother to leave her bunk, sheso seriously. I suppose there is nothing
got a book, and settled herself in her for it but to spin the whole yarn; 'that
deck chair for a good read. {is, if I don’t want her to go through the
“How are all your party today, Miss!voyage under the impression that her
Aylmer?” asked the doctor, coming up medical adviser is a fully qualified con-l Tang! clashed the engin -room tele-
and leaning against the rail by her side. viet!” ‘ graph; flop! went a great life-buoy, hurl-
“Moth:r is keeping well, thank you,! “My father was a sort of assistant-|ed from the bridge; then it seemed, all

CHAPTER XIII,
Mr. Martin Comes on Board.

doctor; in fact, she finds herself so com-!
fortable in the cabin that she doesn’t
care to risk coming up. The only real |
invalid of the three of us is our maid.” |

“It’s generally so,” replied Doctor
Smith, laughing. “However, I hope be-
fore long you will all be spending your |
days on deck. As scon as we have pass-!
ed the Bay, we generally have deligh ful |
weather on this trip. Are you going all|
the way with us?” !

“We are going to Yokohama; T don't|
krow if that is all the way?” |

“Yes, that is as far as we go.” !

“Then you go back?” !

“The ship goes back, I don’t.” |

“How do you mean, do you go to an-|
other ship?”’ |
“No, my brother and T—that is my!
rother on the bridge—leave the ship at|
Yokohama, We are really working our|
passage. It is a little irregular on a line
like this, but it so happens that it suits
the company to let us do it, and it cer-
tainly suits us.” !

“But are you going to doctor the Jap-|
anese?” v 1

Doctor Smith laughed. i

“It is plain from that question that |
you don’t know the Japanese, Miss Ayl-|

mer,” he said. “They don’t need any
juropean doctoring, I assure you. It is
they who are teaching us .now, They

have a man there, called Kitisako, \\'ho‘

ran the plague bacillus to earth when'

all the scientists of Europe were hunting
him without success. In medicine. as:
in war, the Japa ese are out of the school-
room with a vengeance; and they won’t
be backward in telling you so, eithemi
No, my brother and I are going to Can~|
ada. All our family are going there, the
other way, across the Atlantic, you know,
and we shall meet them in Manitoba.
My brother will stay with Tus till we are
settled, then, I expect, he will go to sea
again. Probably I shall setile down and
see if T can get any doctoring to do. It
is a horribly healthy country, I believe.”

“You are going to Canada!” said Ruth, |
turning round and looking at him with
a new interest. “Mother was quite right;
it is an exodus.” {

“What! are you—are you going to Can-|
ada, 7 he acked, astonished in his

too?
turn, and as he asked, a sudden id a that
he did not stop to define that he would
not have dared even to stop to define
that he would not have dared even to
flashed across his
mind; for excellent young Doctor Smi.h
was, as oftcn happens, at once shy and,
very impressionable. |

“No, not to setile, that is—at least—" |
then Ruth blushed, and went on quick-|
ly: ‘““We arc ouly passing through; but
we have several friends who are se tling.
It was that that made me say it was
an Exodus. Haven't you noticed it your-
sclf, doctor, that everyone is throwing up

tand my father.

manager at the Anglo-Ruritanian,” he
said. “And as assistant-manag.r he was
one of the only three people who had|
a key to the strong room. Well, some-|
how or other, the Johnnies that took the,
money had been able to unlock the door
—good gracious! I wish .she wouldn’t
look at me as if I was in the witness-
box—if they opened the door they must
have had a key; and, to make that key,
they must have taken a wax impression‘
of one of the.three keys carried only byi
the president of the bank, the 'm.:mager,t
Of course it is a]ways?
the junior man who gets blamed on these
occasions, and the directors said that my |
father must have been careless.” |

“So they made him give up his posi-l
tion? What a shame!”

There was ge uine sympathy in Miss
Aylmer’s voice, but she was as serious as
ever. |

“Well,” said Doctor Smith; smiling, for!
he felt that the tension was somehow re-
lieved, “perhaps that is scarcely a fair
way to put it . They sent for him, and
spoke to him about it; and then it was
the dad who fired up and made the row.
Anyway, the upshot is that this particu- |
lar branch of the Smith clan are imi-
grating, going to build up the north-west
of Canada.” What do you say to a turn
up and down the deck, Miss Aylmer?”

“] don’t know if I'm very steady yet!
on my feet;” Ruth replied. "Howcver,‘
we can try.” [

“No, I think I'm better in a chair to-!
day, doctor,” she said, after five minutes’
trial.  “I should be giving you a broken,
leg to set.”

“Charmed, I'm sure! Always glad of|
practice.” < |

“Thanks, but I should not be charmed. |
I think I will sit down.”

The ‘truth was that Ruth wished to be
alone with her thoughts. This conversa-,
tion with Doctor Smith had served to
recall to her that te:rible dinner-par‘y at
Lord Nethe:avon’s. Her nerves were not
given to fail her on critical occasions;
but, without altogether endorsing the
French doc'or’s ce'cbrated axiom, *la
femme—c’est une malade,” it must be ac-
knowledged that when a girl of Ruth's
age is genuinely in love. ai.i tlie fact
unknown to her mother, L'r nervous sys-|
tem is apt to be rather on a hair trigger.’
That cvening she had been particu.arly
high strung, and the high spirits, which
Mrs. Aylmer had noticed in the carriage, |
had been assumed, and were the very|
opposite of the healthy sign which the
latter had imagined them to be. When
their host spoke of the robbery, Mrs.
Aylmer had been talking to her neighbor
and had not paid much attention to any-i
thing else; but Ruth had heard Lerd
Netheravon say, plainly enough, that the
polic: had the clearest proofs against one

|

of the clerks, a young mwan called Wynd-|

positions in England to go out to Can-,ham, who had disappeared; but they had

ada?”’ !
“My father is not. throwing anything!
up;,” laughed the doctor. [
Then, as if he thouch that he had said

" They now had leisure to examine their'a little too much about his private affairs,

fellow-pass ngers. There were
nine in all, counting themselv s and Bates;

twenty- he paused; but, seeming to come to the

decision that he could not exactly leave|

most of them army people, officers, ladies, the conversation there, he said—

now found a clue te his whereabouts
(here his lordship was drawing on his
imagination) and that his early capture
might be look<d upon as certain: The
name Wyndham, so much to Ruth, meant
nothing to the rest of the company; thus
no one had any idea of the real cause|
of ihe fainting. The following evening,

at the same time, a whistle was blown,

some orders shouted, the Serang’s silver
pipe rang out, the captain came dashing
out of his cabin in his shirt-sleeves, and
a great tumultuous rush of Lascars and
quartermas.ers, with the gunner at their
heels, poured along the quarter-deck,
nearly upsetting Ruth as they passed;
but, before she could quite und.rstand
what was happening, were already far
away, on the poop, manning, and getting’
ready to lower, the port quarter-boat.

Doctor, passengers, officers, and engin-
eers of the watch below, everyone, was
now on deck and asking what had hap-
pened.

“A sailor has fallen overboard. I saw
him in the water,” cried little Doro.hy
Abbey, who had been playing by the
main hatch, and now came running up
to her father.

In default of other information, for the
officers were at present too busy to be
interrogated, and Doctor Smith knew no
more than the passengers, Doro.hy’s was
accepted as correct. The stopping of the
ship, and the boat being lowered, seemed
to lend color to this explanation,

“Watch now!” cried the doctor; “they

!are just going to let the boat drop.”

The two men who were attending the
falls had lowered away till the boat’s keel
was within a foot or so of the water.

“Slip when you are ready. The boat
is to pull right astern till she comes
to the life-buoy; the man should be close

to it,”. yelled the captain from the
bridge.

“Aye! aye! sir,” from the officer on
the poop. ‘‘Ready, gunner?”’

“All clear, sir,” came the reply from
the boat.

“Qut pins!”’—a pause—‘let go!”

At this order, the Lascars of the after-
thwart cast off the turns of a’ small
tackle, set” up between the lower blocks
of the boat’s falls, thus putting in action
an automatic slipping device. The boat,
freed from the blocks, fell on to the
water. Simultaneously the men tossed
out the oars and she began to pull away.

*“What is all that for?” asked Major
Abbey. “Why can’t they lower her right
down?”

“They might do it all right in weather
like this,” replied the docter, “but if
there was a little more sea on, she would
be bumping herself all to picces while
they were unhooking the falls.”

“Yes, and then we might find ourselves
with nine men to pick wup, instead of
one,” put in the captain, who, telescope
in hand, had come down from the bridge
and was making his way aft to the poop.

“What is it, captain? Who is the man?
Is it a passenger? Is it a Lascar?” A
dozen voices at once clamoured for in-
formation.

“It is to onc bhelonging to the ship at
all,” the captain replied, ‘“just a man
swimming in the water, a solitary man
in mid-echannel—most extraordinavy thing
[ ever knew; so, except that he is in
pretty bad need of help, I can’t tell you
anything about him. Now you must ex-
cuse me. I have to go aft to keep a
look-out on how the bgat is pulling.”

: (To be confinued.)
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