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CHAPTER XXXVII —Continued.

But -this groping about his  feet
aroused the burglar’s suspicions.  He
withdréew them under the seat, and
surlily acknowledged the cofporal’s
apologies. .

The train slackened .its pacé- as it
neared Rodwell, and Mr. Bladées, mo-
mentarily. forgetting his sang-froid,
gave evidence of preparing for depar-
ture. He gathered his smocks K
around Him; and leant out of the win-
dow to recommoitre. . Off "came that
non-commisioned officer’'s forage-cap
and rolled upon the floor of-the-carri-.

‘age; he' seemed predestined to drop
his persenalities, and the recovery of
the cap led hi once more- ifito the
vicinity of Blades’ boots. R

‘“I'm bound to see the pattern’ of
those stockings,” muttered the stoop-
ing soldier, recovering himself, after
receiving a nasty blow in  the face
from the apparently uncomscious bur-
glar’s foot. . v y i

It perhaps made little differdénce in

reality, but it had the effeot, of rous-
ing the soldier's blood. He determined
to test his sulpiclions at any cost. He'
“would probably have done.the sdwe,
. thon% in “less - perémptory fashion,,
‘had Blades refrained from such: dex-
terous use of hia foot. As It ‘was,

“‘when the burglar turned away .from
the window, he was suddenly hurled:
back upon, the seat, and before he had’
time 16 recover from the suddsn as-
sault, his trousers were drawn half--
vay up his lég and the fafal stoekings
exposed to view. &

“Convict hose, by heaven!"” ex-

_claimed the corporal. “Here, guard,
porters,’ some of you!  Here’s a re-
turn fare whom they'll be glad to see
back again the other side. Ah! would
vau?” he said fiercely, as Blades, with
gleaming eyes, ‘thrust his hand. into
his  pockét. “Don't be a_ fool, gover-
nor, the: game's up; and I'll Riock
your two eyves into one if you, stow a
knife.”

It was hard—so néar ‘to. freedom,
and yet recaptured. Another mement;
and Blades philosophically- réflected
that all was over—that a savdpge as-

sault on the soldier would in no wide
extricate him from the toils, but be
simply * aggravation of ' his dffence.
Already the railway people and pass-
engers crowded round the ecarriage
door; and though in his' then frame
of mind the burglar thought that a
lance-corporal gore or less in: the
world would be no great mattsr, and
was quite prepared.to do.away at all
events with one, yet he had .sense
enough left to see that he would be a
prisoner once more ufider any circum-
stances. Better those circumstances
should be as -easy as possible.
\Mr, Blades abandoned his first mur-
derous idea of burying his knife in the
corporal’s diaphragm, and submitted
quietly to his destiny. i e

He was quite a Hon at the Rodwell
‘station, as he: sat, for ‘about a&h hour
‘or 80, guarded by a ¢ouple of police-
men and his captor, awaiting the neéxt
train back to Portland. - He had made
no secret of his name, and-m were
the people who came and eyed curi-
ously the famous' burglar—he of ‘the
famous city « robberies, and <whom
Portland’s bars had - failed te .retain
within ‘her bosom. :Phe levee rather
flattered him; still: he: could not but
feel a pang wheny on the train coming

,up, his captors: e him ¢ d-bye,”
and remarked, “If ypu hadnt been. so
uncommon  handy with- that ‘Spotted
Dog’ I'm not so sure I'd have/sus-

, pected you.” o

«

- CHAPTER XXXVIlL
The Escape from- the Bill.

That warm, steamy November. day
was succeeded by  a ‘glorious' mnight.
The moon, almost at the.full. shim-
mered bright over ‘the bay:of.Wey-
mouth and. the harbor of refuge—
glittered on the rough, jagged 'stone
of the outer breaKwater, and shed a
soft radiancé over the'grey rock of
Portland. A breeze had sprung  up
towards sundown—a light south-
westerly wind that seemed rather on
the increase.  Fitter night for 'his
enterprise Dainty ‘could scarcelf have
hoped for. He had been upan the
island in the morning and held con-
ference with Nance. She has dssured
him of his brother’s 'safety, and un-
dertaken that Maurice shall be at the
trysting place on the west side of the
Bill at ten or thereabouts. NO news
of Mr. Blades’ capture has réached
the yacht, when unfurling her sails
she glides slowly out of ‘the rbor
and stretches away in the direction‘of
the Burning Cliff.  Off 'that she goes
about and proceeds to beat hér way
steadily towards the 1lightship  that
lies  anchored east.of :the Shambles.
Though there is not much of it &s yet.
still it is a head wind, and the Maid
of the Mist is some time before she
leaves that treacherous shoal to leé-
ward. That past, she bears up for
the West Bay, but has' to'  make
many & stretch still before she breasts
the Race all dancing and frothing in
the moonlight.  As she catches it, she
runs close inland and  catches' the
full swings of the six-knot tide, which
conjoined with the wind now almost
on /her quarter, sSp2eds. her up the
West Bay gallantly. ' Half-way up she
goes about, and Dainty gives tha& ordér
to heave-to just off -Blacknor ' Poift
and lower the gig. The men aré aec-
customed to his vaearies by sthis—
they regard him as the most whimsi-
cal yachtsman they ever served under,
but they rather like him, and hold him
in much respect. His contempt. for
weather, if it conduces in some mea-
sure to their own discomfort, ‘excites
their admiration. He has gradually
impregnated them, too, with his own
unbounded confidence in the 8ailing
powers of the = Maid .of the = Mist.
Dainty firmly belleves that you #night
take her round the Horn with perfect
impunity. She is, in fact, a rare good
sea-boat, and, as the master says,
“makes nothing of weather.” Still, ec-
centric as they know, “the guy-nor”
to be, both- master and men are puz-
zled by this order.. What's he up to?
‘What can he be going to, do® now?
What is his little game? are interrsiga-
tories bandied pretty freely amohg the
crew. Stil they know Dainty far
.to. well' to: hesitate - for- an -instant
about  obeying. Discipline on bhoard
the Maid of the Mist 18 no mockery,
and Dainty has-shown more thaf once
that he: can deal sharply with any
hesitation ‘about the execution of his
orders. >

He had been on deck ever since
they started, smoking  incessantly.
More silent, thinks the master, esven
than is his usual custom; and Mr.
Redman holds that a more taciturn:
employer he never. sailed under.. Now
he throws the end- of his cigar. into
the sea and descends t> his cabin,
When he reappears, he carries with
him a sack, which he directs tq be
placed in the gig. - The boat already
lies alongside.

“Show a -light -at the yard-arm;
keep a sharp lookout for our return,
and have the men all ready at the
tackles to hoist the boat aboax\;' quick-
1y, said Dainty, bR

':gnfnx

. “Aye, aye, sir,” responds the mas-
ter; “but, with all due deference, T
think 'it would bé as wel -not to be
,longer than ;you can help. The breeze
looks like fre‘sleenlnx, and this is an
awkward .place'to be caught in if it
come on- to blew ‘strong from the-
sou’-west.”

~“I shan’t be longer than I can help,
You may depend upon it,”  rejoined
‘Dainty ‘curtly, as he slipped over the
side, Then ~seating himself in the
boat, he took the yoke-lines himself,
and briefly 'ordered the men to “give
way.” w
~~They did;-and with a will; the gig
fairly danced over the water. Dainty
steered at first pretty nearly straight
for the island, so as to. get clear of
the tide, which ran strong enough to
dlmost neutralide ‘the exertions of his
men had he-dttempted to keep a 'direct
course for the Bill; but once under
the sHelter of the cliffs, he was clear
of ;that obstacle, and proceeded to,
coast along them. " On they ‘went, dis-
turbing clouds of sea-birfis’ on their
way, which sbared .above them, utter-
dng; discordant’ pratéstations at  such
invasion of their 'l,hxmb’a% Upon.still
nights the shores :of the West Bay are
‘Covered with countless:
* “carmordnts; “etc.,” which, dis~
ning the more _certain roosting
place of the steeps above, sleep placid-
1y on the treacherous waters. :
. Still-on they go, heedless of screec!
of ‘cormaré&nt or dolorous cry of gull.
The cliffs begin to lower; the beads

perspiration stand on' the foreheads
of the oarsmen. Daiaty sits silent,
impassive; no sign of flurry or impa-
tience on him now. Action has come
‘at last; perchance  danger; but Dainty
is~cool - enough;, - though - still revolving
that last ugl¥ warning of the skip-
per’'s_in hik tmind, ‘‘The .breeze looks
like freshening.” He krows perfectly
Wwell what 'thdt méans.  If it should
cbme on to blow hard béfore the next
three hours of so are past, there will
be danger--ay, considerable.danger—
to him' and 'all concerned in the ex-
pedition. :
“He looks at his watchanxiously as
they near the Bill;- it marks but fifteen
minutes of ten. He had meant to be
there rather earlier, but it had taken
im Jonger to beat up to the: West Bay
than he had calculated:on in the first
place; it had: taken him longer to pull
from the yacht to the Bill in the sec-
ond. And yet his' .men had been no
flinchers. . But Dainty. had hardly al-
lowed ‘for the current that runs round
Portland Bill, at flood ‘tide.

As they pass a gloomy cavernous
cleft, up which the water rumns' with
an ominous, sucking sound, suggestive

So{ of many a miirdercus secret that those

babbling waves could -unfold did they
list, Dainty ‘gives the word to “easy.”
< Slowly now they steal along until
they arrive at a place where the cliff,
yét some sixty feet above their heads,
descends towards .the-sea in a succes-
sion of ledges, severally. some ten or
twelve feet'ih height. “The formation
I8 curious,-and to see the angry waters
break over the very. topmost of these,
as_they careéer before: a . flerce gale
from the southwest, is a sight worth
trudging mdny a weary:mile to see.
Those ' who - have: séen .Portland Bil
storm-lashed ' in’ clear weather have
-seen that Wwhidh: will. ina scen-
ery look tathe aftehw : w: these
sdges juts “inito :the: “APPOATS
ke a confuseéd heap of gigantié¢ folios,
thrown.down as. you might see them
in an‘antiquary’s libraty, as if Port-
1and ‘kept- heré the granite records of
Her weird history. .

There the rocks stand, grey and
worn by the wash of the waters, look-
ing, as: 1 said before, llke two: huge

éaps of folio volunies; ffom the lesser
and - inner of “which < the -topmost has
fallen away, and rests on the outer,
while: the,~1§egtl_egu‘_o¢ea,‘i1 frets inces-
santly between them.

When he arrived at this quaint
landmark, -Dainty ordered’ his men to
unship their oars, called'to the man in
the bow to stand ready'to fend her off
the rocks, and began rapidly to open
s mysterious sack, the sailors look-
ing on mute-and wondering. From ‘the
depths  of that canvas  bag Dainty
drew first a. white stone, te which was
attached some- thirty .or: forty feet of

‘He coiled this. carefully on one
side, and then produced a rope ladder
gome twenty feet in"length, and- fitted
at the top with a_couple of iron hooks
or grapnels. “What next?” thought
the sailors; but Dainty, this accom-
plished;  thréw -himself ~back--in the
stern. sheets, and-see immersed ‘in
reverie. « e .men - marveled much
what their -errand could be at the base
of those rocks at this time of night.
Still ‘more  were they .puzzled at the
mysterious tackle their employer had
produced from his canvass bag. But
leaving Dainty to his reflections, and
his crew to. their” bewilderment, we
must now. take a glance back at the
barn in- Sotithwell,

. Mayrice ‘Bllerton had . climbed to
his window -that morning, 'and recog-
nized the glory of the day. His spirits
rose as he ‘contemplated it. He felt
assured that at 'mightfall he should
smake his final throw for freedom—
anything was better than -this skulk-
ing, this suspense. . Prefeérable, far, the
attempt were made, and he relegated
once more" to. the prison, should-it fail,
than continue to pass the weaxy hours
alone with the rats'and his conscience:
His nervous./system 'was 'giving way
tinder the enforced solitude. -He felt
that Je would rather give himself up
han go through a weék of it. But
oday it was, different. His heart beat
high. Surely he must be summofied
to try his fortune tonight, and Man-
rice felt elate and confident as the
sweet sunshine stole In ‘upon his
gloomy lurking place.. Once meore- he
climbed - to the window, and watcheéd
the sun go down in“a flood of crimson
light; one of -those- glorious sunsets
we occasionallysee;late in the autumn,
and which so often presage stormy
weather. But Maurice thought not -of
that. To -Him that sunset promised
freedom, reléase from shame, the com-
mencement of a mnéw career. The
broken, fallen man was to bury his

demption and atonement.
high resolve was Maurice that bright
afternoon. As the sun dipped below
the horizon, hig meditations took more

that, should he be rescued from the
felon's doom that had Dbeen decreed
him, he would honestly strive to re-
pair the past. Reflection made in bit-
ter ‘anguish by most of us at times.
What resolutions we . all-make on the
subject of tight boots when the shoe
pincheth, yet our vanity shortly leads
us to be bien chausdes once more,
He sits on' his 'straw - impatiently
awaiting the summons to act. He frets
~and fidgets with nervous eagerness to
commence this coup for liberty. Sud-
denly ° the soft mellow -~ moonlight
trickles, if one may be allowed the
phrase, through the still open shutter.

gazes in rapt admiration at: the bright,
clear. goddess  of night, watches the
soft, fleecy clouds as they glide gently

floeks, of gulls,

rmiost i

past, and, under anpther name, and in.
another land, work out both his re~
Very full of

sombre form, but he .inwardly vowed| An

Once more he climbs to the window,}

through the sky, and listens to the
low, distant sough:of, the wind. "It is

‘& marvelous’ autumn‘evening. Fitter|

night for nocturnal enterprise it would
bé hard to pitch upon. Such a night
a8 an enthusiastic poacher would be
asnamed  to lose.  Such a night as
would cause his natural foe, the keep-
er, to rouse up’ all his myrmidons for
the keeping of watch and ward.

He sits’ coiled up on the heap of de-
bris that he has raised, watching the
splendor of the heavens, all jewel-be-
Sprinkled with stars, and for a few
minutes - almost forgets his situation.
Suddenly, although he has seen no one,
hé - hears the click of the latch, and
through the,faint light can distinguish
a.female form. In“an instant he has
dropped on the floor. by her side, and
discovers that it is his visitor of last
night. He is a little disappointed; he
Would have liked to have seen that
Other girl onces more—she who is to
be Dainty’s wife. A #sécond thought;
and he knows it is better that it is
not  so.  Surely Dainty is
enough for him as things are at pres-
ent, without chancing that the woman
le loves ‘should stand the hazard of
imprisonment for” abetting him ' fn- his

ost illegal proceedin ~ Jennie, “al-
Houigh she could ‘hot g;‘ithstax.‘::d"ngv,‘
ing’ just a little to say to the escape,
knew. well How wroth her lover would
bg should she run any danger in the
affair. - Moreover, it would not have
beéen easy for her to leave her father’s
house for long without attracting at-
tehtion. Jennie wads but an occasional
visitor, and her people were wont to
make a great deal of her when they
did get hold of her.

“I've ceme for you in earnest,” said
‘Nance curtly. “If you're ever to go,
it will be tonight. There, you'd bet-
ter have something to eat and drink
first, we've half an Rour to .spare. Say
when" you're ready’”; and having hand-
éd him the basket she carried, Nance
sat down quietly on a broken barrow,
and buried her face in her hands.

“What's the matter?’ asked Mau-
rice gently.  Hes was a little affaid of
this half-crazy girl, to tell the truth,
andl’ wished heartly that his guidance
had fallen into other hands.

“What's the matter? You! If 1
could make sure I should never see
another Ellerton again, it's blythe I'd
be about tonight’s work; but I shall
—I know I shall. You're bound to
bring trouble to her I love best;” and
lédning her chin. upon ' her hands,
Nance stared fixedly at her questioner.
" Very dim was the light in the old
barn, and Maurice could see his com-
panion’s face but indistinctly. Still
her words made him extremely uneasy.
It was evident the girl bore no good-
will /to either his brother or himseif.
Could he depend upon her? ‘Would
she prove true to him? He had no
‘alternative but to trust to her, and yet
he by no means liked the idea of being
so completely in her power. However,
it was done dow; whether she played
him fair or false,”lay entirely at her
own discretion.

“You needn’t be afraid” suddenly
interrupted Nance, in a harsh voice,
“I. know what youre thinking. No
matter what might Happen to you if
I had my own way, because I haven’t.
T've ‘promised ‘Miss Jennie to see you
Safe to-the Bl “If T-don't, it will be
because I. can’t’ hélp'aif.  ‘But never
fear; we shall get there all right. Now,
if you’re ready, the Sooner, we're off the‘
bétter.” oS ' ;

Maurice rose at once to his feet. An-
other minute, and they stood outside
the barn, in: the full flood of the moon-
light. ~ Suddenly Nance paused.

“y,isten,” she said. .“I've a notien
just come .into my head. . We'll just
walk easy through the village; there’ll
be few people about this end of it, and
it'fl be easler and quicker than going
round by the fields at’the back. Walk
slow, mind, as if you was icourting
me,” she contihued, with a ‘grin; “and
if. anybody notices us:-much, I'd recom-
fend you, for your own sake, to-pu
your arm round me.” ‘

“T understand,” replied Maurice; and
the two strolled through the straggling
street like a pair of rustic lovers.

The few .people they encountered

took very little heed of them. A sly,
inquisitive’ glancs was t geeasionally
thrown . their .way, but that was all
There was no need for the more amor-
ous demonstration which Nance had
drily suggested. A few minutes more,
and, clearing the village, they strqck
aeross the open down, wupon which
stand the two lighthouses; .their bril-
liance  somewhat paled tonight in
presence of the Regentwof the heavens,
who held royal state in absence of her
lord. .
- “You see the  lighthouses,” said
Nance tersely. “We run no risk till
we, get near them. I mean to, pass
between ’'em—they’re half .a - mile
apart. When we get there- we shall
have to look out for coastgnpards.
Coastguards is beasts,” she continued
meditatively, with a retrospective
glance at the calling of most of :her
acquaintances on the island.

If the” moonlight made -them easy to
discern, it also enabled them to:desery
any one who might lie in their path.
QOnce or twiee Nance suggested -that
they should lie on the turf, as some
distant shadow -that she did not quite
approve of -caught- heér eye;- but ‘on
the whole they held the tenor of their
way without intermption, They have
passed. the lighthouses now,.and are
rapidly - approaching the shore.

“You are safe now,”. said Nance, in
low tones; “unless we come .across a
coastguard on the rocks. If we do,
mind, we're going to Chesiltown by the
cliff. Your friends have arrived.”

“How can you know?” inquired
Maurice, whose heart beat fast at the
thought of being so. near to freedom.

“Can’t you hear the skirling of the
seamews ?” ‘replied’ the 'giNl contempt-
uously.  ‘“What else do you supposg
roused them. from their pillows bu
your friend’'s” boat? It were as well
you were aboard it, though, and no
tfime lost: The: wind is freshening
every minute, and the West Bay is no
safe place in @ sou’-wester. But here
we are,” shé continued, as they gained
the edge of the cliff, and peered anx-
jously over the water; “and there’s the
boat. - We are in luck, there’s not a
soul about. * Come along; you must
make up you mind to scramble a bit.”
d Nance, who eould climb like a
wild cat, descended rapidly to the sec-
ond ledge. Maurice followed her from
ledge -to ledge, till they stood upon
the 16west, some twenty feet yet above
the water. <

They had been viewed from the boa!
long before this, and no sooner had
they gained the loweér platform than
Painty, .in a low voice, called out,
“Catch!” and threw the white stone,
with the line attached to it, on to the
rocks At their feet. They picked up the
line, and by -its’®means- speedily drew
up the rope-ladder whieh was fasten-
ed to the other end of it. It was easy
work to fix the grapnels in the rock; and
then Maurice felt that his liberty was
realized. He turpned to bid adiew

.to obey.

risking |
-sheets behind Dainty.
-lads!”

|\ Better for them they had not, as the

i “if I know anything of Portland wea-

.the returning .beat.. At last the wel+

.though that,

to- his guide before he desceq.ded; but
Nance drew back, g

e You owe me- nothing,” she  said.
Had I my own 'will, I would have
handed you over to the jailers again,
if 1 interfered about you at .all. I
have only obeyed one whom I'm bound
; I hate you and ‘all your
name.”

This was no time for argument,
Maurice knew, especially with such an
un“cc,)mpromislng antagonist.

Im very sorry,” he said briefly.

1 should have liked to have parted
friends with you after all™you've done
for me, Ag it is, I can only thank
you, and. say ‘good-bye.’”

Maurice slipped quickly down the
ladder.  But the ‘swell was now so
great that the. .gig was unable to ap-
proach ~¢lose. to: the cliff. They
stretched an- oar towards him, and
Maurice, throwing . himself into the
sea, sprang at it. He eaught it, and
was- hauled into the boat, somewhat
wet, -but otherwise none the worse for
his plunge. :

A clasp of the hand was all that
passed - between the brothers . as
Maurice seated himself in the stern-
“Give way, my
cried the latter; “and with a
will. - We've the .tide :under-'us -this
time, remember,”. R

sequel wili-show. Even Dainty stared
a little - aghast, as .steering very.-dif-
ferently from his previous course, he
directed- the gig’s head well out inte
the bay, so as to catch the full benefit
of the current before he laid her nose
Straight for the yacht. “Three things
Struck him forcipiy—the increase of.
the wind, the strength of .the tide, and
the magnitude orf the. heavy swel
that was now rojling in.

“Well,” said Nance, as having cast
the rope-ladder into the sea, she stood
looking after the fast-receding boat,

thr, they’l need all, their manhood
before morning.” -

CHAPTER XXXIX.
Chesil ‘Beach.

A good two hours have elapsed since
Dainty and the gig left the Maid of
the Mist, and those on board the
yacht grew desperately ‘uneasy. The
sallors can see that'the wind is frésh-
ing every minuté, can mark how the
great rollers increase in magnitude
as, tossing aloft their white crests,
Ehey come tumbling in before the gale,
They know, too, that less than two
miles 10 leeward- rise the precipitous
iron cliffs of Portland, and can under-
stand that their Situation is Becoming
dangerous. But‘ the master knew
more than this’ ““He is thoroughly
aware of the tremeéndous tide running
round the Bill ‘just’ now, and almost
meeting the ‘wind-—<crossing 'it, at- all
events, diagonally. : Hé hardly liKes]
1o acknowledge, even to himself, what
he really thimks; but-it does cross his
mind .that thé Maid will never round
Portlapd Bill' agein.: He Is very un-
easy—it is ‘impdssible to keep the
Yyacht hove to andhold her place—she
is drifting’ before "wind.and: tide pal-
pably towards Bilacknor Point. ‘Head-
sails are set, and she makes short
tacks, to. and- fro,'with "the object of
keeping her stationsas near as may be.
Men' are sent aleft; and anxious eyes
scan the waters;dg eyery direction for

come cry comgs from ‘the main-top
that the gig: is sighted.- “No time to
be lost,” thinks Redman, and putting
the helm hard -up, they bore up to
meet the absentges. Dainty and his
crew have had.a severe time-:of it. Al-
though the tide fayored them, yet the

heavy see impeded -their progress, and |

it required careful and dexterous
steering to prevent .the boat. being
swamped. Small attention is paid by
the sailors to the . stranger, as ‘he
scrambles on board with Dainty and
his. followers. All .are. too impressed
with the gravity of their position- to
have time to noti¢e Maurice. The main
thing is to hoist the gig on board as
quickly as may bé, and léave the dan-
gerous. vicinity they are now in.

“It will be touch .and go, Mr. Eiler-
ton,” says the skipper calmly. “We
ought to have ‘been out of this more
than an Jpour ago. The Race must
be boiling ltke a cauldron just now,
and it will take us all we can screw
out of the schooner, good seaboat as
she is, to weather Portland Bill to-
nighf; and remembeér, there will be no
chance of running inside the Race with
this wima.” - %

“I know it,” said Dainty. “I have
marked this confounded gale coming
on as carefully as” you, and see that
we are likely to have a squeak for it.
However, there’s the gig on board at
last. Now put her head sou’-east of
thve Race, and let’s see if she can make
“Ay, ay, sir,” replied Redman; and
he walked away to give the necessary
orders. In another minute or two he
returned. “We shall know our fate
pretty soon now,” he observed. *“If
we don’t get round this stretch, we
never shall. That means going on
shore, sir, of course, you understand!”

“Certainly 1ot,” retorted Dainty.
“If we don’t feteh it this time we may
next.” . ; 3

“Don’t deceive .yourself, Mr. Eller-
ton,” replied the skipper quietly. “If
we don’t round Portland’' Bill - this
time, the Maid of ‘the Mist will never
leave the West Bay ' again.”

“Nonsense; we ¢an get out to the
westward, if it come to the worst.”

“With this. windy sir,”" | replied the
skipper, with a smile, ‘“never! We
must- round Portland Bill, g0
ashore.” ¢

Dainty was tooigood a sailor not to
understand the ‘force of Redman’s
argument. Leoth though he might be
to recognize it, he did now thoroughly
comprehend the scrape they were in—
perhaps, is hardly the
proper term to describe the situation
of ‘men who were literally carrying
their lives in their hands—that mo-
mernit. R

Maurice had said scarce a word to
his brother since he had entered the
boat; he had seen there that the
steering required all Dainty’s atten-
tion... Once on board the Maid, and he
had’ grasped the situation in an in-
stant. 'He had had a good deal of
vachting 4n his time, and he saw that
they were in immense danger. Reflec-
tion came quick upen him. It was not
that he was afraid of death—over and
over again had he thought that it
would be better for-all he-held dearest
that he should die—but Maurice was
sore troubled at the idea that his bro-
ther and all these men would probably
pay. the like penalty for having at-
tempted his rescue. Suddenly Dainty
draws near to him. i

“I've dope my best for you, Mau-
rice,” he says gravely, “but I fear you
might have been better off if I had]
never urged vou to attempt an es-
cape.” ¢

“Don’t think that,” replied-the other.
“Sooner any fate than life. at Port-
land. It is only that I have involved
you -and all those poor fellows in dan-
ger that unmans me. But this is no
time for talk, Dainty. . I know enough
of the sea to understand that our

or

situation is hazardous in the extreme.

It will be  touch-and-go weathering

that point.”

The yacht slipped through the heavy
rollers bravely. The master himself
was at the helm, and kept her as close
to the wind as she could bear; more
than once, indeed, the Jib shivered as
the . schooner was brought more di-
rectly into the wind’s eye than she
could answer to. The men clustered
forward. More than one wave broke
in - torrents of silver foam over- the
counter, deluging the deck with glit-
tering water, By.the clear moonlight
they ‘could- see the surging bBreakers
round the Bill plainly now. Two or
three minutes of intense suspense, and
it is evident that the Maid will never
clear it. A cry from the sailors for-
ward informs the master of the fact.

Take the wheel, sir,” he exclaims
to Dainty sharply, “and keep her up
all you can while I take a look at how
things stand with us.” The brothers
dashed to the = helm, and | Redman
sprang into the main rigging. A
glance convinced him that it was
hopeless. The yacht could never clear
the Bill,. much less run outside the
Race' beyond it. “All hands ’bout
ship,” he cried, in stentorian tones;
‘and the crew, alive to the emergency
of }he"dtuatlon. responded promptly
to ‘his ‘call. Another couple of min-
utes, the yards are braced round, and
turning her stern to the fatal point,
the yacht runs off on the other tack.

A - long stretch, this time to the
westward, during which all on board
preserve an anxious silence, .or con-
verse in short, jerky sentences, as men
do when facing imminent peril. -The
master and Dainty were at the helm,
while Maurice stands close by, ready
to render assistance if necessary.
Every one knows that this is merely
preliminary to the great struggle;
that when they next go about the
fierce contest -for life will begin; that,
if they fail to get out of the West Bay
next time, there 4s nothing for them
but to gg ashore. It is blowing a
heavy gale now, and the sea running
high before it; it is palpably evident
to all on board that they are gradually
nearing the land.

Meanwhile the situation of the yacht
has attracted the attention of the
coastguard on Portland. ' These men,
when they first discovered her, saw
that she was hqve to, and marveled
greatly. What could her people be
about, they asked, to stay |loitering
there, with a souw'-west gale unmis-
takably springing up. Then -they saw
that, unable to keep her place, she
had hoisted sail, and was making short
tacks to and fro. What could she be
lingering there for? Did not those in
charge know that every minute was
of consequence, if she ever meant to
go out of the West Bay again?—that
another half-hour would make it diffi-
cult, a whole one most likely consign
them to destructfon?” ‘Still'the schoon-
ed manoeuvred backwards and for-
wards, as if not knowing what to do
.with herself. At last she suddenly

brought up, .and then the excited knot|

of spectators—for quite a little crowd
had collected by, this time—made out
that she had picked a boat up. Mar-
vel on marvel—what ¢ould her boat
have been about?—what was she do-
ing? * The coastguard were all alive

‘now,, “and suspicious “of that schoon-
| éi's character.’

Then .they®saw her|
bear up ‘to -the sou-east, ahd fail to
weather the Bill. ‘

“Yt don't matter a deal what she is,”
exglaimeéd Jim Fleming dogmatically,
as he closed his nightglass. “She’ll lay
her bones on, “Chesil Beach’ before
morning.” ;

There are three old acquaintances of
ours in that ‘little group, one ‘of whom
feels her heart stand still at the coast-
guardsman’s . oracular verdict. ' Jennie
Holdershed is there, with her uncie
and Nance. The Captain, on arriving
at Portland, had  proceeded to his
brother’s house, near Southwell, where
he was most heartily welcomed. He
took an early opportunity of informing
his niece privately of ‘what Mr. Weav-
er had told him; that he himself sus-
pected Maurice 'Ellerton to be one of
the two ‘escaped prisoners, and that
Dainty Ellerton and herself were both
actively engaged in assisting the fugi-
tive to evade the pursuit of the au-
thorities.

“Now, 'my girl,’ continued the Cap-
tain gravely, “I can’t blame.that dan-
dy ochap for trying to help his brother
—he’s bound to do it; but I don’t want
you mixed up in the matter. And then,
‘if he means to take him off in this
vacht, as I suppose he does, I'll not
stand his taking you too. I don't like
this sweetheart -of yours;. but iff he
comes and takes you to church, as a
decent man ought to do the woman he
loves, well, I've nothing to say against
it; but, if you don’t give me your word
that you won't go away with himinow,
I'm” (forcible adjuration here) “if 1
don’t tell my story to the authorities.”

“And if you did I'd never set foot in
your house again,” retorted the girl,
with a quick imperious mnod of her
head. “But I know you. betiter, uncle;
you won’t do that. Listen to me. T've
told you I'm pledged to. Dainty, and
I'll keep that promise, whatever hap-
pens, and I'll go fo him whenever he
calls me, let any of you say what you
may. But he is quite as anxious as
vou can be that I should have nothing
to do’ with this business. I've had a
little, though, all the same,” she con-
tinued ‘with a smile. “I shouldn’t have
been happy unless I had had just a
tiny bit te say to.it. But, uncle, I'm
not going away with him now; he
wouldn’t take me if I wished it, and I
have said good-by to him for some
time to come. But I couldn’t rest in
Upway while it was going on; I was
compelled to come over here, to know
that ‘they get away safely., You must
not “be angry with me. ‘Whatever
‘Maurice has done, poor fellow! re-
member he will be my brother some
day.” K.

She says this goftly, and drops her
head upon her hand. It was on that
sunny afternoon which preceded the
gale that this conversation took place.

“Well, my lass,” replied the Captain
at length, - completely vanquished by
Jennie's speech, “you can’t suppose I
want to give up this poor fellow to the
prison folks. " They let him go, and it's
their business to catch him. I was
only uneasy about you. Now you tell
me you're hot mixed up in the busi-
ness, I'm satisfled, and you're not, you
know, eh?” -and 'the!weteran loeked
anxiously at hismiece. 2icft" "1 ¢ 3

“Uncle,” she replied proudly, and
drawing herself up to her fulll height,
“qid I ever lie to you?”

“No,” ‘replied the Captain confused-
ly, and with a hazy idea that-he did
not confine himself quite so strictly to
facts- as -puritanical ' people might
think desirable.  “I suppose,” he con-
tinued meditatively, “they’ll take ad-
vantage of a night such as this is like
to be 4

“Yes,” said Jennie, “they will go to-
night. I must just step out to sée
them off. “No,” she went on, in.reply
to what she saw legible in her uncle’s
face, “I'm not going near them. You
can: come with me, if you will.”

And so it was that Jennie and the

.then she’ll go about again, and try to

‘old marijner had a marvelously tender

|

i

Captain had found their way to the
West CIliff, and watched the move-
ments' of the yacht from Blacknor
Point in the first instance. Here they
were foundf§by Nance, who told them
that the escape was so far effected,
and that Maurice had been picked up
by his brother just above the Bill. The
freshening of the wind, and the rising
of the sea, struck awe to the bearts of
all three. - If Nance and the Captain
wera not as deeply interested in the
result as Jennie, yet they were quite
as much. alive to the danger that
awaited the schooner. But the trio|
viewed it very differently. The (‘ap-‘[
tain with all the anxiety that a sailor
must ever feel at the sight of a ship
that he foresees must shortly be in
desperate straits; Nance with a fierce
exultation tHat her vision, at all|
events, could not be accomplished this
time. Was not Miss Jennie safe on
Jand, let what would happen to Dain-
ty Ellerton? Good thing if he were
drowned guietly out of the way,”
thought Nance. As for Jennie, her|
heart stood still, and her pulses well-
nigh ceased to bheat, as she saw what
a terrible struggle with the elements
her lover was committéd to.

“She’s gone bout “and  taken a
westerly  course now,”- exclaimed an-
other of the little knot, who was keen-
ly' watching the yacht through his
glass. ‘“What does 'that mean?”

“Mean!” replied Fleming gravely—
“it means that she’s doomed. She’ll
make a long stretch that way, and
find she is drifting nearer and nearer
the shore, in spite of all she can do;

weather the Bill; she won’t, and those
who want to see the end of her, or
render help to those on board of her,
had best come down to Chesil Beach
with me. . We can get the rocket ap-
paratus ready, and lines and things,
and maybe pull ashore some of them.”
“He .speaks truth, uncle, does he
not?” asked Jennie, with quivering
lips. '“Even my knowledge of Port-
land weather tells me that much.”
“I'm afraid so, dear,” replied the
Captain gently. He had put his own
wonderful telescope to his eye, but
failed to see more than simple facts
through it on this occasion. All his
sailor interest was aroused in the fate
of that yacht so assuredly destined, as
he conceived, to destruction. He had
not forgot, too, how terrible this must
be for -Jemnie—to sez in all probabil-
ity her lover perish before her eyes.
‘With all his love for strong waters and
strong language, that roaring bibulous

heart. He was quite subdued tonight
in presence of the sorrow that threat-
ened his niece. Even he himself, al-
though Dainty Ellerton had never
been a favorite of his, could not but
feel sad at the idea of one he ‘had
known so recently being in such im-
minent peril as Painty was at that
minute. 7

Meanwhile the little crowd hurried
down - to Chesil Beach, upon which
Fleming, and all those most qualified to
judge, held that the final act of the
tragedy would take place. ' The news
had spread, and the shingle was soon
covered with spectators.. Eager to as-
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sist rﬁq,_ny of  these, and;lineg, rockets,
blue lights, .etc., were got in readiness{-g
for use, when. the catastrophe deemed
so inevitable. should- occur. Jennie
and the captain took quite a feverish
interest in all the preparations. The
girl flitted quickly backwards and for-
wards. through the throng, looking at
this, and insisting upon having ex-
plained to her the utility of that and
ever and anon casting an anxious
glance = seaward—that  direction in
which all eyes: were strained. The
schooner was no longer visible. Some
of those with glasses still contended
that they could catch her sails in the
moonlight, and the Captain, utterly
unable to stand such eclipse of his
favorite ‘“‘companion,” avered that he
saw her distinctly. But to the major-
ity of the crowd the Maid of the Mist
was imperceptible.

At last Jennle stood motionless,
leaning on her uncle's arm, her eyes
gazing fixedly to the westward across
the tumbMng waters. She could nrot
repress a slight shiver as she viewed
the great waves come thundering in
on the beach, and thought how soon
Dainty might be wrestling for life

mong them.

On board the schooner there was no
one ignorant of the desperate game
they were playing with death; but, as
is ever the case with well-disciplined
bodies of men, they faced their doom
quietly and coolly. The seamen knew
that they were in great danger, but
they had implicit confidence in Dainty
and Redman. If they were to be sav-
ed, they know that it could only be
by prompt obedience to orders. They
clustered round their several stations,
very quiet, very grave, but very reso-
lute. No need to call upon them;
every man was in his place, prepared
to fight out the battle to the last. Once
more came the command to ‘“’bout
ship.” Quick as thought the yards
were braced, and the Maid's head
laid once more to the southeast.

Shrill whistles the wind now, and
the sea comes tumbling in heavily be-
fore it,- while the moon shines brightly
down upon all the turmoil. They can
hear the thunder of the waters on
Chesil Beach, as the Maid, trying ‘hard
to keep her head to the southward
of Portland lights, ploughs wearily
through the waves, reeling and stag-
gering like a drunken man, when the
big rollers break flercely over her
weather-bow. Anxiously. do those on
board mark her progress—keen is the
watch kept on those brilliant lights,
which they all know they must round
if they are to escape shipwreck. For
a little it seems as if there was a
chance, but no sooner do they meet
the full force of the fierce six-knot
tide new running round the Bill, than
it is apparent that they drift hopeless- .
ly to leeward. Clear the Race, indeed!.
it is doubtful whether they could even
make Blacknor Point, supposing that
was likely to be any good to, them,'
which it .is not. More precipitous
place to be dashed against they could
hardly select.

“It is all over,” said Dainty; “we
can’t do it. Nothing for it but to run
her ashore.” !

The skipper nodded assent. He
had a wife and children that he dear-
ly loved, and knew now that
chances of seeing them again waxed.
small. Still it was in steady tones|
that he replied:

a
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