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çRA-ASH !!!
Trevelyau felt hirnself lifted off his feet and flung on

the deck, while his whole being seetned for the moment
as if it was being tomn in pieces by that awful sound.

Several minutes theui elapsed before lie dared look
tip. The terrible singing in his ears almost paralysed him.
At length, however, lie rose and cast his eyes round on the
sea. Whiere was the German destroyer ? Goiie ! The
Wh'Iiteliead torpedo had fulfiUled its deadly mission. A few
minutes more, and "The Snake" resuined her usual course.

The lieutenant leaned on the rail of the bridge and look-
ecd back on the scene of the late coiîflict.

"Tllere's one consolation," hie said aloud. "Deadiiien
tell no tales.''

As the day wore on, ni strong south westerly wvind(
arose, the sea began to get up, and in half ani liotr a thick
heavy ramn was fallirig steadily. Trevelyani, as hie stoodl on
the quarter deck iii his oul skins, noted thie change in the
\veathier with great satisfaction. Nothing could hiave beeni
better-for the furtherance of his project. Shiortly after the
filit with the Germaln destroyer, lie had gatbiered his ient

together and uinfolded bis plans ta thieii. Hi,, intention
,was to so arrange the speed of bis vesel that lie shld
arrive at St. John's in the swal)l hours of the nîioring.
-The Snake" was to bie towed tbrouigh the chianniel leadinig
into thie harbour by two of hier boats wbielh were ta be
rowed with mnffled oars. Tlien tie six, subniiarinie mines


