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CHAPTER XII,

OWJCK ran back from the window and beat
upon the door with his fists. Hie did flot

-know wbat was happening, but it was cer-
tain that his machine and plans were inriger, and that he did not wisl to- remain locked.

ini bis room.
'Open the door !" he yelled. "Open the door,
'se you !"
Phere was no answer, and- a second later there
s a rattle of firing in the garden,, and the screams
a wou-nded man. Lowick caught hold of theidle of the door and shook it with aIl his strength.

he bad been on the outside he could easily have
ken the door in, but in his present position les helpless, unless le could smash the lock. Hieked round for some weapon whidh might serve
purpose. The tire-irons lad been removed, and
n the chairs, Hie broke <a leg off the table, andtered at the Iock, but only succeeded in denting
outer case. Then le tried to turn the screws

h the back of an ivory paper knife, and failed
-nally.
I'd better wait," lie thougît, "it's no use tiring
self. I may need ahl my strengtli to-night."
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I shail be off ered my li fe, if I will give up my secret.
1 shal flot give it up, and the worid will be just
the same as it was before this inachine came tofrighten the rulers of tbe earth. Perhaps it will
be as well."

lie rose to bis feet as he heard heavy steps upon
tbe stairs. TIen someone tried the handie, and
made an unsuccessful attempt to turn the key in the
lock. There was a crash and the door swung in-
wards, and the light of a lantern mingled with the
rays of the moon on the floor.

"You come along," said a man in perfect Eng-
lisl. "We want you."

"Wbere do you wish me to go ?" asked Lowick.He only asked the question because le wished tohear the speaker's voice again, and find out bis
nationality. The mati had spoken with a slight
foreign accent, but it was bard to say wlether hewere French or German, Dutch or Italian, Russian
or Portuguese. The lantern was sbaded on oneside, so that it. threw no light on the face of the
man who hehd it.

But Lowick was doomed to disappointment.
There was no reply. Two men stepped forward andgripped his arms on either side. From the brief
glinipse he had of theni le saw they were sturdy
fellows dressed in clothes that might have belonged
to Englisti labourers. Their faces were hidden bymasks that reached froni the forelead to below
the nose. Their dirty caps were pulled down well
over their foreheads.

"Ilil come quietly," lie said. "You needn't grip
me quite so bard."
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"Get up," said a voice at bis siae, and Lowîck
rose to bis feet. He stumbled oirer athwart, and
was then Iifted icean out of the boat by haifa
dozen strong hands. His feet alighted on a stei>
and he walked up a gangway, keeping one hand os
the rail. When he reached the deck, which he cal-
cilated was about fifteen feet above the water-line,
he was marched forward, then taken down some
more steps, and along a passage. Then he was
turned aside, and he heard the closing of a door.
Footsteps died away down the passage, and he was
alone. He laughed.

"I suppose it's out of the frying-pan into the
fire," he said to himself; "'but at any rate I shail
not be tried for the murder of John Corodale."

Then he feit round the cabin with bis feet, and
finding a berth seated himself in it, and took the.
bandage from his eyes. Hie was in total darkness.
There was flot even the reflected glimmer of the.
moonlight on the sea.

CHAPTER XI]j.

jT was flot until half-past six in the morning, wheu
Ithe milkman f rom Easternhoe drove his -art

through the gates of Cransea Hall, and saw sc.ý. 
thing lying in the bushes by the big pine tree, that
the news of the great tragedy reachedý the outer
world.

The something that Mr. Timms found was the.
body of a policeman, with two jagged, blood-stained
boles in the cloth of his blue tunic. Mr. Tîima
ran screaming, and jumping into hîs cart lashed
the pony to a gallop, which soon brought hum to
the house.

Here, gasping with horror, he saw shattered wîn-
dows, bullet-marked walls, and stains on the stone
slabs under the porch; and when lie lad rung the.
bell, and knocked vigourously for two minutes, h.
opened the door and entered, trembling as mucti at
lis own impertinence as at the things he had seen.

Half an hour later Mr. Timms lashed a sweatiiig
horse tbrough the long single street of Easternhoe.
and those who saw lis white face,~ staring eyes, and
hatless head, thought le lad gonie mad. On.
woman went into hysterics, and two or three men
f ollowed the cart as fast as their legs would carry
theni.

Mr. Timnis drew up at tbe police-station, and was
fortunate enough to find the single policeman having
his breakfast. He stammered out is incoherent
story, and after the first few sentences the police-
man tried to telephone to Sinchester, but he could
not get on to the exciiange. He ran across to the
post-office, and found that something was wrong
with the wires. They could get no answer from


