
Mariowf 'Mind the and of tha,i jetty, dr,' I

oried.

" He approMhed osntiotialy, and brought up with

the deep-eea lead-line whioh we had laved—for the

onderwriten. I eaaed my painter and fall alongside.

He iatk a broken figure at the item, wet with dew,

his handa olaaped in hia lap. Hia men were aaleep

already. ' I had a terrible time of it,' he murmured.

'Mahon ii behind—not wvrj tur.' We oonveraed in

whiapera, in low whiapera, aa if afraid to wake up

the land. Onna, thunder, earthqnakaa would not

have awakened the men juat then.

" Looking round aa we talked, I aaw away at aea

a Inright light trarelling in the night, 'lliere'a a

steamer fnimrig the bay,' I aaid. She waa not

paaaing, ahe waa aatering, and she even oame oloae

and amohoced. 'I wiah,' aaid the old man, 'yon

woold find oot whether ahe ia BngliaL Peiiiapa

they ooald give oa a paaaage aomewherei' He
seemed aarvoualy anziona. So by dint of punch-

ing and kieking I atarted one of my men into a

atate of aomnamboliam, and giving him an oar,

took another and polled towarda the lighta of the

ateamar.

"^Mre was a murmur of voioea in her, metallio

hollow olanga of the engine-room, footatepa on the

deok. Her porta ahone, round like dilated tijm.

Shapea moved about, and there waa a ahadowy

man high ap on the bridgei He heard my oara.

"And then, before I eould open my lipa, the Beat

apeke to me, bat it waa in a Weatem voioe. A
twx«nt of werda waa poured into the enigmatioal,

the fateful ailanoe; outlandiah, angry worda, mixed


