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CHAPTER XV—(Continued.)

They were silent for a few moments—-
Nielsen' enjoying his triumph, the doctor
with a finger on his nuse.

He was not going to be cut out by
Nielsen.

“What next?’ he asked.

Nielsen smiled.

“Tt is very difficult to forsee what effect
@ dose of that pr scription wil have on the
victim. Let us try to form a hypothesis.”

“Stop a bit,” said the doctor, with a
mischievous laugh. “One should never
allow one’s self to be put down. You said
that so deuced Ismartly that I hadn’t a
ready answer. Now I have. You talk
about hypotheses. But you’re over head
and ears in hypotheses already. ¥You start
with the assumption that you can use Miss

Miss Derry has said, but we know, too,
‘that this lady, to say the least of it, is
a little reckless in her dealings with the
truth. So that if Miss Derry herself has
the major’s death on her conscience, if she
killed him from jealousy and hid him away
in lime,—in short, if she is the murderess,
then Mr. Weston will be right in looking
down upon you from the whole moral
height of a thwart of the Betty, and you
will be transformed irom an accuser into
an accomplice.”

“You forget that on that assumption
Mr. Weston would not know what there
was lying in the cellar at Cranbourne
Grove, and in that case he may look upon
me as an idiot, if he likes. Then our
mission here would be at an end.”

The doctor thought over that,

“There’s something in it. Well, in that
case we fall back on Miss Derry, and
ought to be able to get valuable infor-
- mation from the Englishmen here. I’ll
admit that. But now supposing Mr. West-
on is one of the murderers, then that
-would be—-"’

“The hypothesis,” said Nielsen. ‘“Exact-
ly. Mr. Weston’s first thought will be to
take refuge in Throgmorton. But there
will be the whole length of the bay be-
t¢ween them. In parenthesis, I take off my
hat-to your plan of isolating them, it is
excellent. So then, Mr. Throgmorton will
not be to hand, we are miles from shore,
snd I stick to my game. Mr. Weston will
get angry and say a whole lot of things
which we can’t guess, but which I shall
carefully make note of.  And in the mean-
time you will be saymg something of the
same kind to Mr. Throgmorton—but not
that about tearing up the floor, that’s too
good to be said. twice over. On our return
the two gentlemen will make plans for
clearing out—"

“Probably,” said the doctor. “We shall
have spoiled their summer holiday.”

“Yes, I think so. They won’t go with-
out her. We get to know what she knows,
or rather, how much she knows, and ac-
cording to that we make our plans. No
doubt she knows nothing, or at any rate
not much. She won’t let herself be
dragged off by these two criminals; we
phall isolate them, and—well, in fact, we
shall hold our inquiry and then decide!”

“It sounds all right,” said the doctor;
“but it will hardly come off in practice.”
- “That, my dear doctor, is because it
pests upon hypotheses. Now, I'm tired of
waiting. Let it turn out as it may; the
time has come for us to act.” i

“Yes, you are right there,” said
doctor, finishing his soda water.

The council was adjourned.

CHAPTER XVIL

‘Bolle Jens was a carpenter and fisher-
man, a tall, lanky fellow with a regular
peaman’s face and a little smile at the
corner of his mouth; dry and witty, and
2 glutton for work. ‘“He knows all about
fishing, does Bolle Jens,” they said at
Lokken, and it was true. Bolle Jens was
not afraid of any kind of weather; his sea
boat Betty was the smartest sailer in the
place; he caught more haddock than any-
one else in winter, and in summer his
lobster pots on the Great' Bank were full.

olle Jens stood on the beach, getting
the Betty ready. The Betty was built
in Norway, a great, broad bowed sea boat,
painted gray below and white above,
nrlmost the only sailing boat now, since
motors had carried all before them at
Lokken. Bolle Jens still stuck to sails.
He wanted to pay cash for his motor, if
he got one, and there was still a whole
summer’s fishing to be done before he
had the money.

But it would come.

“Petersen,”’ said Nieleen—Petersen was
another name of Bolle Jens—‘will you take
me and another man out to-morrow, if it’s
good weather?” .

“Right you are,” said Bolle Jens. “Is
it the painter?”

“No, it’s one of the Englishmen.”

“All right,” said Bolle Jens. ‘“We'll
sail at two o’clock, just at daybreak. The
weather’s good enough, and the glass is
steady. You come at two.”

That settled one side of the business.

After lunch Nielsen proposed the trip to
Mr., Weston.

The Englishman hesitated and called in
his companion.

Throgmorton did not like Nielsen; he

the

\

evidently disli:ed strangers altogether. He:
was also in a bad temper; probably on|
account of a dispute with his sister. That!

happened rather frequently, people said;
and there were not wanting some who

declared that Nielsen was the cause|

»f these disputes.

Throgmorton was disagreeable.

“Sir,” he said, ‘‘accident has thrown us
together. You render.d my gister a service
which anybody else might have rendered
her. You make that u pretext for forcing
your society upon her. You have been the
sause of gossip abous her. You have
mdangered her reputation. Yes, you have.
[ don’t care a damn about you, but if it’s
your: intention to thrust yourself on my
brother-in-law as well—perhaps to make

- good what you have done wrong in the
other direction—then let me tell you—as
my brother-inslaw is e very civil-spoken

man—that we only ask you to mind your|

own business and leave us in peace. 1
am sick of this. You can go to the devil.”

This was not very polite, and Nielsen
flushed to the roots of his hair. But he
thought of his plans and answered cour-
teously.

“I’m sure, Mr. Throgmorton, you can’t
gay that I have forced my society on any-
body. I have talked to Mrs. Weston, for
whom I have the greatest respect, because
I thought I could see that she liked me to
do so. I may have been mistaken. I don’t
wish to be insulted by you and therefore
I conclude this conversation; but I want
to resume it another time, and in earnest.
It goes without saying that I shall speak
to Mrs. Weston about it, and if anyone
in the place has made any insinuations,

perhaps I may ask for his name. In an! the slopes and the two men turned. thei

(== \--—__/_/—$

affair of that kind I am not to be trifled |

with.”

Throgmorton snarled.

“I only want you to leave us in peace.
My sister is free to act as she chooses.

Her hueband will know how to defend
! bags on the short masts, right down in

his honor!”

“I ghould have said so, too,” said Niel-
sen peaceably. “But it is rather your
conduct that gives rise to a contrary view.

It is precisely for the reasons you bring !

forward that 1 should be glad to spend

a day with Mr. Weston, and 1 am con-
vinced that it would lead us more pleasant- |

ly and quickly to a satisfactory result than
your rudeness. For you were rude.”

The two Englishmen consulted.

Then Throgomrton said:

“l find no rea:ons to alter my ex-
pressions.

Nielsen looked at Weston.

“] agree with- my brother-in-law,” said
the latter. “If I thought you dared to
approach Mrs. Weston with- any &such
design .as he alluded to, I should take it
differently. I trust Mrs. Weston in every-
thing. But I do not desire your acquain-
tance, and I ask you to mind your own
business.”

With these words Mr. Weston turned
his back on Nielsen and slouched away.

Throgmorton followed.

The’ doctor was sitting among the sand-
dunes, painting, when Nielsen slowly made
his ‘way to him across the sand..

“Well?” he asked.

“That little scheme went to pot,” said
Nielsen. “The two louts were as rude
as bears” And he told all that had
happened.

“So the scheme has gone to pot,” said
the doctor; “but I expect you’re just in
the humor to take these two fellows by
the scruff of the neck, eh?”

“I can’t say their behavior has made
me feel any gentler,” said Nielsen; “but
there’s something in it, after all. They
have a sort of right to be left in’ peace.
‘We must change our tactics. Let us think
a little about what we have to do. There's
no hurry. Anyhow, to-morrow’s trip
won’t come to anything. And I'll just go
down and countermand the boat.”

“Do that,” said the doctor, and went
on with his painting. .

Nielsen went down to the beach, where
he found Bolle Jens still busy with the
Betty.

“I shan’t be able to go to-morrow, after
all,” he said.

“That’s all right,” said Jens. ““The two
Englishmen have been talking to me about
the same thing. They offered me a good
bit extra for the boat. I wouldn’t take
it, because I had promised you. Now I'll

take the Englishmen’s money; it’ll be a

good thing to get it into Danish hands,
eh?” /

So that was settled.

But when the doctor and Nielsen were
talking together later on, Koldby smiled
and asked Nielsen if he wouldn’t now
overcome his chivalrous prejudices and
make up his mind to attack where the
stronghold was weakest.

Nielsen thought for a moment.

“My dear fellow,” esaid the doctor,
“you’ll be forced to. And think of what
an opportunity you’ll have; when the two
Jouts are out at sea, plotting evil, you'll
perhaps be able to clear up the whole thing
with her. I wouldn’t miss such an oppor-
tunity. Good heavens, they are two men
—but she is a Woman, and you, my boy,
are a cunning dog.”

Nielsen would not answer, but that
evening he took counsel with himself,

The doctor left him alone

CHAPTER XVIIL

It was past noon, and the wind was
getting “up, with scuds of rain. Nielsen
stood at the door of the hotel and nodded
to the doctor, who was coming out of the
room. /

“Now they’ve hoisted two balls,” said
Nielsen. ““It’s going to be serious. They
are all out at sea, and the wind’s north-
west. We shall see the lifeboat to-day.”

The doctor rubbed his hands.. “We must
go up the hill,” said he. ‘“What luck
that the two Englishmen were so uncivil
yesterday. Otherwise you'd be sitting out
in the bay now, tossing in Boll¢ Jens’
boat. It’s best to have solid earth under
your feet, what?”

“I hope it will be all right,” said Niel-
sen, shaking his head. ‘“Fourteen motor
boats are out, and four smacks, besides
Bolle Jens’ Betty under sail. They are
all men with families.”

“Yes—and our two Englishmen. If
anything should happen to Throgmorton
and Weston, we should only have the two
Amys to fall back upon. And then I'm
afraid we should never get our mysfery
cleared up. The whole thing may slip
away from us now.”

“Are you really thinking of that, doctor?|
Come on, it’s pouring, and the wind has |
got hold of these rowans as though it

would uproot them. We must get on to

the hill.”
They went out into the market-place.

At every door they saw the inmates look- |
ing out. The visitors from the hotel crept |

forward against the gale, wrapped in
waterproofs and shawls, and down the
street there was a clattering and rattling—
it was the carter’s men riding the horses

home in case they should be wanted to

haul out the lifeboat.

“There goes the third ball aloft,” said
the doctor, and over the low roofs they
could see the three balls swinging in the
wind from the gaff of the sienal mast,

They fought their way uphill through the
sand, which cut them in the iace and flow
across the rising ground and voots.
by the signal station people #tood hnddled
together, bending their heads against the

wind, women and children, looking over|

the bay.
All the boats were out.

children. The men were all at sea.
Out on the shoals, where the seas were

breaking, they could now see the last!

boats, one—two—three—four.

They were motor boats, tossing like nut- |

chells in the heavy seas. ;

“The lifeboat’s going out,” they cried |
on the hill; but her crew was away at |
gea. The old men pulled on their sea boots |

and oilskins. . The reserve crew was at

home, and now some of the boats were |

coming to shore down below. The gale

increased; the wind howled in masts, rig-|

ging, and ropes, and the sea thundered on
the beach.
“We must go down,” said Nielsen.
The sand was drifting like snow over

1 am frank with you; T don’t!
like you, and 1 beg you to act according- |
Derry as a stalking-horse. We know what | ly.”

oilskins.
i looki'?g

Up!

The sea had got |
up, and the foam  was flying along the:
beach, while the water gradually gained
its way among wheelbarrows and herring,
boxes. Those who had stayed at home |
went down and saved -what they could.;’
But they were mostly old people and |
' said it.

shore. Four of the boats were In, and

five more were by the nearest shoal. They |
{ had an easier job then. The motors hi sed

and rattled; the boats turned their sides

' and ran- along the troughs of the waves,

then steered sharply and rode over the .
| séas into smooth water.

Boat after boat appeared from outside.

They rose among the waves, turned like
herrings and shot in. A short shock, a
thump on the bottom, and a hiss of the
engine. Then they stopped, and all hands
got over the side. - Slowly, steadily, and
surely, as in fair w.a her, their accu tomed
backs carried the boats up the beach.
Everyone lent a hand, women, childrez,
and visitors. It was a case of getting it
done quickly.

Now all the motors are in, and the
smacks begin to show up over the shoals.
They tossed like corks among the breakers,
with their fluttering sails, like litile black

the water.

Then into the midst of the waves, over!
the last sandbank, and in to land.

Now they are all in. All except Bolle
Jens. “All except Bolle Jens,” the word
went from mouth to mouth along the
beach. But Bolle Jens was not in signt.

“We must go up on to the hill agaif,”
said Nielsen. “That boat’s missing, and
it’s our boat. They are out there on the
Great Bank, and it took them longer to
reach it than the others. Silius Hansen
says his gon was within hail of them until
the wind got up. They were heading for |
the open sea.” \ |

“Perhaps they’re going to make the same "
trip as Lars Jensen’s crew last year—over
to Norway. What do you think, Silius?”
asked the doctor.

Silius shook his head. “In this weather?
No, Bolle Jens is a dare-devil sort of a
chap, but he won’t risk that. Isn’t
that—12"

It was not the boat.

The rain swept along the foam on the
beach, and lashed the breaking waves;
but there was nothing to be seen.

They ascended the hill again.

Down in the gap the lifeboat had stuck
fast. FEight sweating, steaming horses
were dragging at the harness and ropes,
while the drivers shouted and plied their
whips. The wheels were buried in the
sand. Then one of the ropes of the fraces
broke with a jerk, and all hands rushed
like a swarm of ants to mend the trace.
They all put their backs to it. The heavy
trolley shook and the boat heeled over
in its cradle. Then it went up through
the sand-drifts and down on to the level
road through the gap, with a creaking of [
poles and harness, while the tackle rolled
about in the boat. The stream of people
from the hill followed through the dunes,
through the drifting sand, down to the
boats . )

Mrs. Weston went up to Nielsen,

“Jg there any danger?”’ she asked.

Nielsen gave her a serious look.

“Tt is always dangerous to land on this
coast when the sea is running as it is now.
And the boat is not in sight. But we
have hopes.”

“Ig the lifeboat going out?” she asked.
Her voice sounded quite calm and
collected.

The doctor came up.

“Tt won’t go out until there is something
for it to do, and if it waits much longer,
it won’t go out at all.” g

“Why?” she asked,

“Because it won’t be able to. The sea
is getting up so that it will be a difficult
thing for the boat te hold its own over
the second shoal’

Mrs. Weston said nothing.

“Tt was unfortunate that they chose to-
day to go out,” said the doctor. “There!
was some breeze this morning.”?

“But Mr. Nielsen wanted to go, too,”
said Mrs. Weston.

The doctor nodded.

Down on the beach they were shoving
the lifeboat to the water’s edge, while the |
horses took away the trolley, as artillery:
horses go off with the limber when the:
gun comes into action.

“There’s a boat!”
pointing over the bay.

“It's the—"

The doctor shook his head.

“No, it’s too big. That a Lomstrup
cutter, going north. There’s another of
them. They are decked boats, they’ll be
all right. Shall we go down to the boats?”

Mrs, Weston wrapped her mackintosh

shouted Nielsen,

closely about her and gave another turn
to the shawl round her neck. Nielsen
looked at her. He seemed to know the
shawl. It was of the same pattern as the '
shawl he had found in the cellar. He Weﬁti
up to her.

“Are you afraid?”’ he asked,

“She smiled. “Afraid? why, I’m on dry
land.”

“I mean, for the two out there.”

Her face darkened. She said nothing.’

“Let us go,” said the doctor. “They’re;
pointing out at something from the beach.’
I can’t see anything, but the fishermen |
have better eyes than we.” |

A crowd had gathered round the life-*
bhoat. There was only one missing, Bolle
Jens’ Betty, the only sailing boat in the
place. The visitors crept into shelter be-
hind the great red lifeboat; they spoke in
low, solemn voices to the fishermen who
stood up in the boat in their stiff, wet

Old Larsen, the captain, stood
out over,the sea with his long:
telescope. |

“The two Englishmen,” went the hushed '
whisper among the crowd, and all turned
towards Mrs. Weston as she approached,
accompanied by the two gentlemen.

The local doctor came up to his patient,
bowing. Dr. Madsen was a pleasant man,
who “had sailed with the Thingvalla boats
and talked English pretty well.

“Bolle Jens is the most experienced '
fisherman in the place,” he said. ‘““He has
been in worse things than this. There is
no ground for uneasiness. Youll see, it
will be all right.”

“I’'m not at all uneasy,” replied Mns.
Weston,

Nielsen looked at her. No, she was not
at all uneasy, no more than if the two men
had nothing to do with her.

“Doctor,” whispered Dr. Madsen to
Koldby. “Thes Englishwomen are strange
creatures. Look at her, she doesn’t change
a feature, as cool as a cucumber—now ghe’s
smiling at your friend there. They huve
nerves of steel, these ladies of the emoky
island.”

Dr. Koldby &hrugged his shoulders.
“Perhaps she doesn’t care what happens.”
“To her husband and her brother?”

“Yes, why not?”

“Aren’t you all afraid?” asked Nielsen.
He had just caught the doctor’s words to
Madsen.

Mrs. Weston looked at him sharply. i

“What would be th.: use?”’ she raid. {

Nielsen thought she almost smiled as she!

“Iook at the two women there,” said
Nielsen sternly.« “They are the wives of
Niels Hansen and Jens Petersen.  All
their hope is out there—they are staring
out to sea.” |

Mnrs. Weston interrupted him. f

“<, am 1, but what good does it do? If
they are to stay there, they will stay |
there. I wish they would put the boat
into the water. It’s no use here.”

There w's a murmur among the crowd,
and arms were stretched out towards
something outside.

“1t’s the boat,” said Nielsen shortly.
It was the boat. ‘
The crowd parted and the lifeboat’s

I
|

; three—the

the sand.
Then it floated, the tall figures in their
vellow oilskins vaulted in over the

gunwale, and old Larsen stood aft in his
heavy black cloak. The boat gave a roll
in the breakers, and they got the oars out,

| There was a creaking of wood and a

clanking of the metal rowlocks, and then
the boat shot forward over the waves.
They broke over her and vani hed in
foam, but she rose again.

Then they heaved out the sack aft, and

towed it after the boat to keep her rteady
in the water. Between the two nearest
sandbanks she went forward smoothly,
then her stem met tue breakers and the
boat rose straight out of the water and
slowly sank again in the trough of the
waves.
" Those on shore had their eyes fixed on
the long red boat, which was now tossing
broadside-on, as though trying to find a
diagonal path awmong the waves.

The Betty came fu!l in view, out beyond
the last shoal. She was under fore ail only.
The rain was b.ating down, ob cu ing
everything, and out of the uniform gray
the two tossing shadows appeared, the
Betty before the wind, heading for land
with her broad bows, and the lif=boat,
which had n)w changed her course, making
her way towards the other boat over the
recond shoal.

‘When the sea got under her, she showed i :
her whole red béw with the plug holes,iabout Sighteenpence a pounc, M Jens

seemed to collect her-e f and made a bound
right into the next wave, then turned and
tried to slip into a valley between the
seas. Now she was over the second. shoal.
The Betty was setting her mainsail.

Old Silius shook his head.

“What’s the matter?” asked Koldby.

Silius answered:

“You’ll see, Bolle Jens won’t have the
lifeboat, he’ll try to get to land without
help. It’s the way with the youngsters,
and I shouldn’t wonder if the two English-
men didn’t back him up. They’re tough
customers, the English.”

Now the lifebpat was nearing the third
shoal, but' the Betty heaved her white
hull out of the waves and was in smooth
water.

‘“He cleared that,” said
h&’s got the womst to come.”

The lifeboat was shortening the dis-
tance between her and the fishermen.

“He’s mad if he tries to land in this
weather,” said Koldby. “Why the devil
doesn’t he take the boat?”

‘“He’s got a good catch on board, you

Silius, “but

see,” said Silius; ‘““and that’s lost if he has

to leave the boat. You see, his boat is
insured, but not the ecatch, and if they
lcave the boat, the storm will take her
ashore somewhere north -of the hill, and

the catch will be washed overboard. He|

may have a hundred crowns’ worth of
lobsters, judging by what the others have
caught. Bolle Jens won’t let that go.”

The fisherman’s wife came up to Silius.

“Don’t you think Jens will go in the
lifeboat?”’ she asked.

“It would be like him not to,” answered
the old man.

“God have mercy on him!” she whis-
pered.

“As far as that goes, Jens is good
enough.. But we mustn’t tempt Provi-
dence.”

The woman dried her eyes with her
hand. “It was a storm just like this when
Jens Molle was lost,” she said in a low
voice. ,

“It was s0,” was the quiet answer.

“It looks now as if they had some
sense, after all,” said the doctor. “They
have taken a rope from the lifeboat.”

The two boate lay tossing in the waves.
It was smoother water betwen the shoals.
The Betty’s sail was hauled down, and the
mast was swaying'from one point of the
horizén to the other among the white
crests. Now they were hauling the f§sh-
ing boat alongside the lifeboat.

The seas on the second shoal rose be-
tween the boat and the land so that those

on shore could not see right under her

as she rose over the crest of a sea.

“Now Jens is setting sail again,” cried
the fisherman’s wife.

The Betty’s canvas went up. So Jens
was going to tempt Providence.

“Your friends are in the lifeboat,” said
Nielsen to Mrs. Weston.

“They must be,” she said.

But her face was unmoved. .

There were several fathoms now between
the lifeboat and the Betty; above the
breakers they could see the fishing boat
luffing to find a way among the seas. The
lifeboat shot in over the last shoal.

Suddenly there was a shrill scream from
the beach. The Berty rose among the
breakers on the shoal, stood quivering
in a shower of foam, and then a contrary

| wave took her .on the other side and
{ turned her clean over, so that her green

bottom shone in the gray water.

There was a long cry from everyone on
the shore.

The red boat turned and plunged into
the waves again. The rain was driving
along the foam. There was another
glimpse of the green hull out yonder.

Astride on the keel of the capsized boat
sat two figures, hanging on for their lives,
while the foam swept over them. The
boat sank down between the waves, and
like a shark the red lifeboat darted for-
ward towards them.

“They’ll do it,” said Silius. “It’s Jens
and Niels; now they’ll reach them.”

The lifeboat slipped up to the/side of
the capsized boat, and a ringing shout pro-
claimed that they had reached them.

Then the boat rose in the air again.

“Why don’t they come to shore?” asked
the doctor.

“I don’t know,” whispered Silius,

The lifeboat was not coming to shore.

A hushed whisper ran along the beach.

“There were five in the boat,” said
Silius. “Niels Hansen’s son and the two
Englishmen, with Niels and Jens. There’s
one or two of them left out there, perhaps

)

north already. They're lost!”
Minutes pas ed like hours, and the broad

red boat came in over the shoals and'

grounded with a roar on the beach.

Niel Hansen’s wife knelt on the shore,.‘
and the crowd pressed round the boat.

with hurried questions.

Nielsen followed Mrs. Weston closely;
she had not said a word, but she saw what
had happened.

Now the men were climbing out of the!

boat.

Nielsen saw the tall, lanky Englishman
swing himself over the bow of the boat
without waiting for the rest; he threw
a glance at the crowd and hurried towards

| Mrs. Weston,

“Tt was John,” was all he said.

Nielsen saw her bosom heave and sink.
Then, without saying a word, she walked
up the beach by Weston’s side.

But among the crowd the news passed
from man to man:

“One of the Englishmen was left out
yonder.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

A strangely solemn silence hung over
the hotel when the visitors assembled for
the evening meal. They had been talking
about the drowned Englishman, had said
all they had to say, had forgotten and
forgiven what they had against him, in
their respect for his courage.. Whatever

[ ¢lse he might bave been, he was a plucky

fellow. Now he lay out yonder; perhaps

¢ put their shoulders to the great red the sea would keep him; or the waves|

! Helplessly confined

Lord have mercy on them!.
! The current has carried them ten fathoms

. the

backs to the blast. They reached the hull. Slowly it grated its way down over would wash him ashore somewhere along

the coast to the north.

The ladies shuddered.

Mrs. Weston did not come to supper.
Mr. Weston, however, took his usual place
by the side of Nieisen. He spoke in a

subdued voice, as was fitting. He did not |
He,
could understand that the bond that had|
kept these two together wa: not friend-
ship—and he knew more than the others.,
That it was Throgmorton who had been|

seem sorry; Nielsen understood that.

the leader all through .Niesen had

doubt.

no

to be careful; that man shrank
nothing.
watery grave.
Now the time was come,
Weston told his story.
the Great DBank.

on Capricious

for home. The sea got higher, but they
made their ‘way steadilv. Weston had no
idea there was any danger.. When they
savy the signal on the hili the skipper
asked if they would go in the lifeboat.

Throgmorton said they would do as Jens
wished.

So they .decided to do without the life-
boat; there were two hundred pounds of

, lobeters in the hold.

They were worth at the current price

thought that was too much to throw
away. But when they came to the third

i shoal he had his doubts all the same, and
- made a signal to the lifeboat.

Weston and
Niels Hansen’s son went in the lifeboat.
Niels didn’t want the youngster to be lost
as well as himself, if they came to grief.

Throgmorton would not go.

So they let him stay, and there he
stayed.

They thought he must have been caught
by a rope or some of the tackle and lay
under the boat. She had gone north, keal
upwards, and would probably be driven
ashore near Lyngby. Weston was going
up there that same evening, with some
fishermen, to look for the body.

Nielsen offered to go with him, but the
Englishman did not want to see him.

“Throgmorton is dead,” said he.- “What
has to be done, I can do alone.”

“And Mrs. Weston?” asked Nielsen.

“She has retired,” answered Weston.
“This has been a shock to her.”

, That was the end of their conversation
that evening.

'!.‘he wind dropped at sunset, and it was
‘quite a fine evening. Nielsen and the
doctor went down to the .beach and
Watc:hed the sun set. The sea was still
surging and roaring outside, but the wave
beats were long and slackening, like the
fand of a horse’s gallop, before it falls
into a walk. There were many people
on the shore, and they were all making
for the northward. They involuntarily
turned their eyes to the water’s edge,
looking for the dead Englishman. .

The custom house - officer had "driven
north with Weston and the constable from
Bronderslev. This official had been sum-
moned by telephone. He did not speak
English, but Jens acted as interpreter.
Nielsen and the doctor walked northward
over Fureby Beck.

“Now we have reached the third stage,
doctor,” said Nielsen. “Now we shall
have to set to work. I suppose they will
leave here, and then—-?"

The doctor modded. “That’s possible.

“Throgmorton was the leader, we were

clear enough about that. Mr. Weston and
his wife will be easier to tackle. Probably
they were only indirectly accessory—ac-
cording to our hypothesis. Miss Derry is
the chief mourner. I am sorry: for her.
This would be a text for ‘an edifying ser-
mon if the same misfortune did not often
happen to honest fathers of families in
the exercise of their daily work. That’s
a thing that always interferes with the
theory of natural justice, and you’ll have
to give up that part of your programme,
Nielsen. ‘But to return to Cranbourne
Grove: Major Johnson is avenged. What
do you think of doing now?”

Nielsen drew himself up.

“First of all, I shall tell Weston that
we know all; the murderer is dead, the
other two suffered by his presence, as we
have noticed long ago. The shadow of his
crime still hangs over their lives. Let us
clear it all up and set them free again.”

“You're in too much of a hurry, Niel-
sen,” said the doctor, stopping in his walk.

The sun was now below the horizon; the
two men were standing beneath the chifs
of Fureby; all the other wvisitors had
turned back, and there was no one else
in sight.

“We have not made any mistake,” said
Nielsen. “We cannot have made any
mistake here.”

The doctor turned towards the sea; a
heavy swell was rolling in after the storm.

‘Suddenly he seized Nielsen’s arm.

“There,” he said, “look there!”

Nieleen stared at the sea. Close to their
feet the breakers had just washed ashore
the body of the drowned Englishman.
in its long brown
waterproof, with its face downwards in the
sand, the body slowly heaved up on the
beach.

“If you and I were not two hardened
freethinkers,” ‘said the doctor, “we chould
fold our hands and say it was the will of
God. It is all quite natural; he had to
come ashore. He has come ashorc to us.”

The body was lying at the water’s edge,
and the back-wash of the wave caught the
mackintosh, as though it were ‘rying to
draw the bady back again. But it lay high
and dry when the wave retreat:d.

Nielsen stood thoughtful and irresolute.

The doctor knelt down ind turned the

body over so that it lay on its back. The |
Throg- |
morton looked like a man asle:p. .l 2 eyes!

face was calm and not swollan,

were half open and the beard was full of
foam. Quickly the doctor op2ned Lis
mackintosh, and before Nielsen grasped

what he wanted he had drasyn & Ittle.
bréwn pocket book from the inner pocket 1
| gocieties, organizations. Seven per

of the dead man,

“What are you about, doctor?” aﬂked]

Nielsen involuntarily.

“I want to see if his papers are in
order,” said the doctor.

It was still twilight; light enough to
read. The doctor emptied his pocket
‘book. There were several bank notes and
a few. papens.

Nielsen shook his head.

“This won’t do, doctor. Up to now

!we have avoided any conflict with the

police; this is illegal.”

The doctor looked wup.

“Let it be.
I'm going to look at the papers.
ashore just where we were.”

Nielsen shook his head.

'Fhe doctor unfolded the papers, which
had stuck together. The maciintosh and
tightly buttoned jacket had con-
tributed to preserve them, and the little
pocket book had ‘done the rest. The
writing was smeared but not illegible.

The doctor jumped to his feet.

“Nielsen,” said he, “here are four letters
addressed to Throgmorton and three ad-
dressed to Charles Wheaton, lsq. What
was this man doing with Weston’s letters
in his pocket book?
letters, you understand. I shall do more,
I'll search the corpse. He must turn out
his pockets, now we’ve got him.”

Nielsen inveluntarily looked
They were alone on the beach.

(To be continued.)

round.

The gale had!
caught them while they were cruising:
and !
sudden, as it comes in summer time on the
Skaggerack; and Bolle Jens had steered!

| figures is Dr. W. D. Lawrence of Minne-

Lawrence to the Des Moines correspond-|

| Review, a native Hindu gives the follow-

! them sinister motives for the work they

He can keep the money.
1t |
| wasn't for nothing that the fellow came!

| They are, however, the great pioneers and

I shall keep these !

{ CHURCH WORK

AND WORKERS

Much effort is being made at the pres-
ent time to popularize the reading of the

Bible. Editions containing the portions

! | inost attractive for children, printed in
His death made the task lichter.! : 3 .

So long as Throgmorton was alive, he had|
from |
Now he lay out yonder in his|

large type and adorned with illustrations, |
offer themselvas in competition with sim-
ilar juvenile books of a more seculiar char-
acter. For older readers Seripture antho-
logies appealing to a religious and cul-

tured class have been prepared. One
cannot but rejoice at this revived
interast in “the Book of Books.” While

the use of the International Sunday School
lessons has vastly promoted the study of
the Bible. its necessarily fragmentary
character has left the most of the S. S.
scholats witlout any clear knowledge of
the Book as a whole, and there has been
no such thorough study of the more pro-
found sections ae their spiritual and in-
tellectua! value deserve.

I doubt very much whather a real bene-!
fit will follow from the multiplication of
juvenalized sections of the Dible. The mere |
perisal of its narratives and biographies
will of itself do no more good than that of |
non-biblical narratives. The reader de-!
rives benefit from the spirit in which he:
reads and the meekness with which he re-
ceives the message to his spiritual nature.
The Bible will be valued, by the great&
mass of ite rzaders, not because it contains |
choice literature, and incomparable stories,
but because its message concerns the
spiritual life, and the preparation for it.
The earnest student will pay little heed to !
the popular equipment by which it is
sought to commend some of the editions
already mentioned.

One of the most hopeful and commend-
able of the recent movements connected
with Bible study is the “Organized Bible
Class.” This has taken a strong hold in
St. John, and has enlisted the enthusias-
tic co-operation of some of the most earn-
est and thoughtful of the members. Such
study cannot but result in a spiritual and
intellectual training of the most valuable
character.

Those who denounce the cigarette as
deadly, or merely object to it as unhealth-
ful do not always explain clearly in what
its use differs from that of tobacco in any
other form. This is done by a writer on
“The Cigarette Habit’ ’in The Lancet
(London, September 7th.) The author fears
that medical men in particular are adopt-
ing cigarettes on account of the saving of
time and trouble by their use, and he
points out that it is precisely this ease
of use that constitutes their danger. After
enumerating some of the difficulties of the
pipe smoker, he goes on to say:

“Al] these sources of trouble are avoid-
ed in the cigarette. The cigarette is at
once ready to smoke, it only requires
lighting, and,as a rule, once alight it burns
regularly. The smoker of the cigarette
reaches his aim more quickly and with less
trouble than does the smoker of the pipe,
and if smoking is to be a soothing habit
there must be nothing mentally irritating
connected with it. It is thus that the cig-
arette habit is encouraged and eventually
established among medical men just as
much as among the public, and once that
is so the habit becomes confirmed and
both cigar and pipe are neglected.

“The worst of the cigarette habit is
that the smoker consumes more tobacco
in that form than he would in any other.
The cigarette and pipe soon satisfy the to-
bacco craving, the cigarette smoker is rare-
ly warned in time of his excess. The cig-
arette appears as a mild form of smoking
of which the smoker never tires and cigar-
ette replaces-cigarette with practically lit-
tle intermission throughout the whole day.
Few can deny that such a practice is very
injurious to the health, and the slaves to
it find it bhard to break the chain which
binds them.

“The ready-made cigarette is largely re-

sponsible for the enormous growth of this
sarvitude, and to those who are conscious
of having acquired an injurious habit of
indulgence, which they honestly are anx-|
jous to reduce, if not to abandon alto- |
gether, there is one piece of advice which
we would urge upon them—we have hard-
ly known it to fail.

“Tet the inveterate cigarette smoker
give up the ready-made cigarette; let himE
make his cigarette just before he smokes |
it ;and he will find that he will smoke
consequently fewer cigarettes and be all
the better for it. Such a method, if hon-
estly adopted, would make an end to the
‘chain’ emoker, who, when he has nearly
finished a cigarette, immediately proeeeds
to light another from the expiring ember,
and ends the day with an appalling con-
sumption of fifty cigarettes or more.”

The prevalence of the drink habit:
Per cent of men who drink, 85.
Per cent who drink to excess, 30.

Per cent who are inebriates, 12.

Per cent who are incurable, 7.

Per cent of women who drink, 65.
The who who is responsible for these

apolis. :
“Fifteen per cent of the adult males in

this country are teetotalers,” said Dr.

ent of the Clinton Herald, “while 55 per
cent are what may be termed privilege
drinkers—that is, men who claim the right
to take a drink as it pleases them, but
who do not drink to excess.

“Thirty per cent are diseased througt
the use of drugs—these statistics relate
to the use of drugs as well as the use of
liquor. ,They are inebriates and have ac-
quired the habit, which is beyond their
control. Of these 12 per cent are sub-
merged.

“They are dipsomaniacs and require the
attention of the public, aid of benevolent\
cent !
are hopeless, and it is useless to expend
funds on them except to issolate and de-
tain them humanely, and at work if poss-
ible.”

In the course of an article on “The Un-|
rest in India,” contributed to the Mysore

ing unsolicited testimony to the good work
o the missionary. He says: “We take
this opportunity of entreating our Euro-
pean missionary friends, and to impute to

are doing in our midst. They do not mask
{heir object in coming to India. It is
avowedly to evangelize
cenvic.on.

“They do not use force or compulsion.

her children by |

successful prosecutors of Western higher

education, and being divested of official |
prestige, give us _object lessons of British !
They are sincere |
in their beliefs and enable us to correctly
appraise the intrinsic social position of the

home life and niorale.

Britishers, who are dressed in brief auth-
ority over us. They moreover sympathize
and mix with us in many a social and
public function, and we have much to
learn from them, and improve our general
condition.

“Their colleges and high schools hold
their own among the best in the land,

and some of the best among our men of |

light and leading are the alumni of those
institutions. They do not, as a rule, make

converts by unfair means. There may be'
|

4

exceptions here and there, but we believe
we have painted our missionary friends in
India in true and faithful colors. We
ought always to look upon these unselfish
works as India’s real friends.”

A correspondent of the Central Presby-
terian, writing on ‘“What the Presbyterian
Brotherhood May Do,” says: “If the
brotherhood could take hold of these two
things—family worship and the observance
o the Sabbath—and bring about a general
revival throughout our entire Church mem-
bership of their observance as inculcated
in the Bible, I believe it would do more
good towards fighting satan than it could
do in any other way.

“There scems to be more danger to our
whole country from the breaking down of
these two bulwarks of our religion than

 trom any other two sins that could be

ramed; because a whole-souled observance

! of these two things would correct so many

other evils that are now rampant in the
land. It is something fearful to think of
—the growing tendency to disregard God’s
commands about the Sabbath day.”

Presbyterian missionaries in the Philip«
pines have no cause to repine over the ine
gathering of the past, year. More than
2,000 members were received into the var-
ious churches under the seven stations of
the board. This is the largest number
ever welcomed in any single year and
brings the sum total of membership tc
about 6,500. The property interests will
aggregate $100,000, and this amount does
not include a number of chapels built by
the Filipinos themselves, the other denom-
inations show a proportionate increase in
their membership.

For fifty years every week day at noom
a prayer meeting has been held in the
busie t section of New York. This week
the jubilee of the widely known Fulton
street prayer meeting is being celebrated.
The average daily attendance during the
half century of its existence has been 200.
The attendance during the past five years
bas been increasing.

NESTOR.

THRILLING EXPERIENCE
OF WRECKED SEAMEN
ON RICHIBUCTO BAR

Crew of Tartar Clung to Rigging Till
It Was Carried Away by Mountain-
ous Seas—Held on to Wreckage
While Vesse! Sank.

Rexton, N. B, Nov. 15—The following
graphic and thrilling story is told by the
crew of the ill-fated schooner Tartar,which
was wrecked at the mouth of this harbor
November 7. The Tartar and cargo of
coal were owned by Keady Lanigan, of
this.town, and were valued at about $2,500
and uninsured.

The Tartar left Sydney (C. B.) Satur
day, Nov. 2, and made good time until
‘hey reached Cape Tormentine, when it -
became very foggy with a gale blowing,
and they took in the mainsail and ran
under foresail and jib. At 6.30 Thursday
morning they hove to to ascertain their
position, fearing that they would run past
Richibucto. When the fog lifted they
found that they were in Chockfish Bay,
about six miles south of Richibucto har-
bor, and very close to shore. They tried
to work off shore and in so doing broke
their fore-boom and the foresail was torr
to Tibbons. They then set their mainsail
and were doing very well until when ofl
Richibucto Cape the main boom broke and
the mainsail was rendered useless. The
staysail was then set on what was left of
the main boom and they undertook tao
make Richibucto harbor. As the vessel
was unmanageable, they ran too far north
and at 9 o’clock Thursday morning they
struck the much dreaded reefs at the en-
trance to the harbor.

The seas, which were very high, washed
over the vessel, carrying away the boat
which was lashed on-deck. The crew took
to the main rigging and clung there for
seven hours. By this time she was on her
beam ends and every sea completely cov-
ered her. The mainmast went out of her
and the crew were obliged to take to the
fore rigging. They were only a short time
there when they saw the after deck come
off and attached to it was the top of the
cabin.

They scrambled aft and leaped over-
board, all being lucky enough to land on
the top of the cabin, to which they, five
in number, ching for dear life. They had
scarcely reached their providential raft
when the foremast came out of her and
she turned bottom up and disappeared.
They then drifted rapidly through the
breakers toward shore (where friends were
anxiously waiting, having gone down in
response to a telephone message received
from Richibucto Cape.) When smooth
water was reached they were taken off in
boats, almost exhausted, by being exposed
to the breakers for about eight hours.
They were taken to Richibucto in a boat
by Pilot Albert Long and Fred McNeil, *
who deserve great credit for the part they
took in the rescue, having“ventured where
few would have cared to go owing to the
disturbed state of the water. The suf-
ferers were looked after by the kind peo«
ple of Richibucto and driven to their re-
spective homes the same evening.

The crew consisted of Captain Henry D
Irving., who is still poorly from the ef-
fects of the experience; Louis and Frank
Lanigan, the owner’s sons, and George and
Ernest Long, sons of James Long. Louis

! Lanigan, who had neglected to put on his

oil clothing, was so benumbed from the
exposure that he was unable to walk when
he reached land, but is quite well again,
Those who watched on the shore claim
that their rescue was nothing short of &
iracle.
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NO CHANCE FOR BUTTER
TO GET ANY HIGHER

\ (Special to The Telegraph.)
Ottawa, Nov. 15—J. A. Ruddxck,z

dairy commissioner, says that the limit
has been reached in the price of but-
ter in towns and cities. If it goes
higher it will be met with the im-
ported article. ‘Denmark butter can
be placed on the market here profit-
ably at 30 cents per pound. There
need be no fear, therefore, of the price
going up, as some said, to 50 cents.

There is a plentiful supply in Eu- :
rope this year. The ruling price of ™
butter in London is now 24 cents and
it can be marketed here at an addi-

+ tional four or five cents.
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