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Farallone wrapped to the topmasts in leaping

arms of fire, and the voluminous smoke pursuing

him along the face of the lagoon. In one hour's

time, he computed, the waters would have

closed over the stolen ship.

It so chanced that, as his boat flew before the

wind with much vivacity, and his eyes were

continually busy in the wake, measuring the

progress of the flames, he found himself embayed

to the northward of the point of palms, and here

became aware at the same time, of the figure of

Davis immersed in his devotion. An exclamation,

part of annoyance, part of amusement, broke from

him : and he touched the helm and ran the prow

upon the beach not twenty feet from the uncon-

scious devotee. Taking the painter in his hand, he

landed, and drew near, and stood over him. And

still the voluble and incoherent stream of prayer

continued unabated. It was not possible for him

to overhear the suppliant's petitions, which he

listened to some while in a very mingled mood of

humour and pity : and it was only when his own

name began to occur and to be conjoined with

epithets, that he at last laid his hand on the

captain's shoulder.

" Sorry to interrupt the exercise," said he \
" but

I want you to look at the Farallone'^


