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not dream of self-defence, he did not reach for

his pistol. He drew himself up instead to face

death, with a quivering nostril.

" I guess rU not trouble the Old Man," he

said ; " considering the job I was on, I guess it's

better business to just shut my face."

Attwater fired ; there came a spasmodic move-

ment of the victim, and immediately above the

middle of his forehead, a black hole marred the

whiteness of the figure-head. A dreadful pause

;

then again the report, and the solid sound and

jar of the bullet in the wood ; and this time the

captain had felt the wind of it along his cheek.

A third shot, and he was bleeding from one ear

;

and along the levelled rifle Attwater smiled like a

red Indian.

The cruel game of which he was the puppet

was now clear to Davis; three times he had

drunk of death, and he must look to drink of

it seven times more before he was despatched.

He held up his hand.

"Steady!" he cried; "I'll take your sixty

seconds."

" Good !
" said Attwater.

The captain shut his eyes tight like a child

:

he held his hands up at last with a tragic and

ridiculous gesture.


