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EVENTS.

&'Ned!”
‘Take the paddie and work np—up the
er, do you heart I'll sit forward,"
be ghost of a red moon was rising in
east. They slipped on with searce a
nnd. A sort of lurid glaze enamelled the
ter.
11 of a sudden a sleek bulk rose shead
bt in thier path, wallowed & moment
a porpoise, a nd disappeared.
‘Good God!"' criea Monk.
‘Keep down!" whispered his friend.

*'Cantle! Did you see it? Cantle! It was

*'Keep down'!”

bey paddled on, past the last of the

Bats, through the bridge, on as far as the
g

at little bomb-ketch bulking black and
nacing at the mouth of the cr.ek.
*Hold on!"’ ‘whispered Cuntle,
out of sight into the reeds,
le on board there.

There? That fellow Spindler’s boat. "
Df coruse, now. That was his name. "'’
What do you mean?”

ou’ll scon know!"

hey accomplished the feat, though near
i-foundered by the way, and scrambled
pping, on board The door of the cuddy
ded to their touch. Monk was begin-
g to gather dim light

Don’t let me,"’ he whispered, almosi
bed.  ‘‘Keep my hands off him.’

Leave him to me,”” said Cantle grave-

‘‘Run
We must

ut & souad of life greeted them. They
p into the cabin and sclosed the door al
upon themselves,
Ve muost yield hiwm to-night for the
of to-morrow." murmured Cantle.
ed; If he gnes again—"'
Hush!  It's not probable he'd risk u se-
visit, knowing her watched, '’
e crack brightened as the moon arose;
ed into a ribbon of light. Suddenly
le gripped the others wrist,
stealthy paddling, sucking sound close
pached their ears. Over the side came
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swarming a great shapeless, fishy creature,
that settled with a sludgy wai'op on the
little triangle of foredeck almos. at their
feet. Monk gave a soft, awful gasp, and,
with the soand, Cantle had dashed open
the door and flang nimself upon the mons-
ter.

"'Qucick!"’ he cried.; *“'yo've got mat-
ches. Light a candle ~lamp—anything. Lie
still, Mr. Spindler. I know you and your
Marine Secret Service suit, A knife now,
Monk! Out he comes, "’
= He was merciless with the blade when
he ot it, slashing and cutting at the oil-
skin suit, spliting it from top to toe Mr.
Spindler's red beard and extravagant face
came out of it like a death's head ont of a
chrysalis,

‘*There goes the proud monument of g
lifetime,"" said the madman, He bad made
no effort to resist. The first blow at this
darling of his inventton had seemed to
hawstring him morally and materially.

For he was just one of Mr. Cantle’s
cranks—had once invented a sub-marine
travelling suit, with which he had hoped
to inuugurate a’new system of Secret Ser-
vice for the Admiralty. It was an ingen-
ious enough device, with some scheme of
floating valves through which to bieathe;
but the authorities, after holding him on
and off would have none of it, Then the
fate of many inventors had befallen Lim.
Between practical ruin and a moral sense
of wrong , ke had gone crazy, and vowed
warfare on the munkind which had dis-

carded him It shonld comprehend, too
late, the nses of instant Appearance and
disappearanca to which his invention could
be put.  He went mad, and ended his
days in an asylum

On the Monday worning Mr, Cantle poat -
ed back to the Patent Office , On the Tuee-

duy M'ss Varley was reading De Maupas-
sant's Mademoiselle Fifi under the awning
of the Mermaid's roof:and
nesday Mr. Ivor Monk
the day.

on the Wed-
8ot her to nan®




