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O
CHAPTER I

N a certain starry evening, about that time of year
I when climate and a sea untroubled by monsoons

combme to woo the pleasure-seeker east, a large

iTnl "^/T' ^^^ "^"^'"^ *° ^"°ys ^^^^ a cable's
length mside the entrance of a harbour in Ceylon
Smoking funnels, the feather of steam visible at a waste-

pipe, a hmn of winches fore and aft. gleaming headlights,
and row upon row of glowing portholes imparted to thi^
vessel a look of vitaUty. Unlike the others in the harbour,
she seemed as though her tethering ropes were holding her.
She might have been straining to get away. Act^ shehad just amved. '

.n^T^^ of people, women in flimsiest of dinner gowns,and weU-dressed men, clustered round the brightly Ughted
saloon entrance and lined the bulwarks, talki. loisily.

fnTf.
..^'"'^"'^ °^ ^"°*^^ J*P^°^ ^^to^' -^d here

l?m
*

?"!i
"^^uT "^^'^ '*^"^°«"^^ ^^ incandescent

^I« studying the long, narrow sheets of Renter's telegrams
which had just been brought aboard.

eiegrams

Departing passengers filed in a constant stream down
the accommodation ladder to the tender that, hissing steamwas about to start for the shore. Stewards caix^t^s
o chnking glasses from which protruded straws, or bundlS>mps and handbags, appeared and disapp4red whSblack and oUy Cingalese, aniving silently fr^foWl^e
were opening bundles covered with AmLcan cToZand

B
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exhibiting their glittering contents to anyone who had an
eye to spare. Beyond this ship were many other ships

arranged in tiers, all strung with a multitude of tiny lanterns,

and at their back shone the clear, unwinking lights of the
town. Darting green and red lamps, a hoarse shout now
and then, and the swirl of a propeller marked the passage
of busy launches. From all sides came the rattle of cranes

and the crash of handled cargo, the measured song of the
dark rowers, and the roar of the coal a- it was tipped into

the bunkers. The sweating air was full of dust. The very
water seethed with life. And the walls of this dark
cauldron, the massive granite moles which cut it off from
the outer silence, were sentinelled with arc lamps, the ghastly

light of which deepened the shadows and threw a pallid

tint on everything.

In a dark comer of the main deck, on the edge of a crowd
of luggage-chasing people reminiscent of a railway terminus,

a spare, quiet, middle-aged gentleman stood and watched
the second-class passengers disembarking. They were many
in number, most of them seemed to travel in families,

and some wore strange shaped topees, obviously bought
at Port Said. They filed slowly past him in the pale glare

of the arc hght, thin, worried looking men with frail wives
beside them, and children herded together in front, mis-

sionaries with collars on, and paUid, puffy gentlemen with-

out, an Arab accompanied by a gaudily arrayed and
thickly veiled woman, bronzed and beefy personages,

possibly seamen.

All of them carried luggage, except a late arrival who
followed at an interval after the others, walking beside a
flat package which two stewards were struggling with,

and of which he was evidently the owner.
" Be very careful, my friends ; if you smash it you

smash me," said this gentleman in a high-pitched voice as
the procession passed.
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The quiet passenger in the comer gave a very sUght
jump and looked closer ; but he was a litUe too late and
saw only the back of a short, stout man who was wrappedm a sort of opera cloak and whose head was surmounted
by a broad-brimmed, soft felt hat.

" Tf?F/f,"?''i T^*''i''"^/*'^"^''"
'^''^^^'^ *^« passenger.

It s Ethelred Tmgle. I wonder if I ought to go and speak
to him

. Perhaps not. Perhaps he wouldn't know me
It must be thirty years ago since I saw him last. AhweU I Fancy that, now !" He turned and saw the top

'

ladder
^""^^^ disappear down the accommodation

"I wonder what Ethelred can be doing here? " he said
to himself. In the Church still, perhaps. I shouldn't
wonder at all. He was dressed like a clergyman-and vet
not quite like a clergyman. How very extraordinan. 1
It only shows how smaU the world is. But then it might
not be him. Dear me !

" ^

They had not been exactly friends, but he remembered
jEthehred m their school days as a boy with a halo, adamaged halo smelling a little of sulphur, perhaps, but still
wearable enough. Other boys sat on forms, but Ethelredwas usually to be found standing on one. In the teS
iThL ^^! !^ll ^^i

'^*'° '^"^ ^" °°« t^g^ther. Once
It had smted them better to stand up than to sit down.That was un the day after the robbery of the headmaster's

lonly apple tree. There was no forgetting that day. TheWusty schoolroom, hung with discoloured, thickly varnished

Z^t' \^ 'f^''
°^ "^^'^ ^"^ ^y ^ ^g or two; the

spectacled usher in his accustomed place beside the black-
board

;
all the boys silent behind their ink-stained desks

;and there on the dais, severe, awful, his beard bristling
the headmaster holding between finger and thumb thatwell-known handkerchief, the one Ethelred had used aUhe term. "



OH. MR. BIDGOOD!

%

" And am I to understand, Tingle," the headmaster

had said, " that this execrable rag, this outward emblem

of an unclean personality, found in my orchard this

morning and marked T. 2, is not your property ?

"

" No, sir ; not mine, sir," Ethelred had answered,

weeping and feeling in every pocket for something to wipe

his tears away with.

The look of scorn on the headmaster's face ! He could

shiver at it yet 1
" Oh, Tingle," had said the headmaster

very slowly and very witheringly. " Oh, Tingle, dirty

without and dirty within ! Take this rag, you will need

it." And Ethelred had.

Of course, as Ethelred had pointed out afterwards when
they were standing on the form together, the handkerchief

was not, strictly speaking, his. It belonged to his father,

the man who had bought it.

Later on there had been another episode. He and Ethel-

red, youths of seventeen and eighteen, had gone looking

for entertainment to a revivalist meeting, where, much
to his astonishment, Ethelred, moved beyond measure by

the earnest speaker, had taken his place on the penitents'

bench, and before the week was out had become a speaker

at the meetings himself.

They had lost touch of each other after that, but news

came to the suburb of Ethelred touring the country as

preacher with a pony and van, and later of his pawning the

said pony and van and fleeing abroad, an outlaw. From
that time he had vanished utterly. And now- The
middle-aged passenger said " Dear me !

" again, and getting

his slender luggage together, hailed a sampan, went ashore,

and drove to his hotel.

The surf was drowsily beating in as the gharry rattled

along the promenade. A warm, salt-laden breeze blew

softly from the sea. Lights were dim here. Ghostly

figures flitted by. He found himself nodding. But the
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noise in the big white hotel, the blaze of a myriad incan-
descent lamps, the whirr of numberless fans effectually
roused him. He pussed along to the desk, engaged a
room, and became at once a nonentity as does a bee on
entering a hive.

Of course he could have escaped extinction : he might
have worn a blue evening suit, for instance, or dyed his
inconspicuously grey hair. He did none of these things.

His name was Thomas Todd. It was a quiet, unpre-
tentious name suited to a quiet, unpretentious business
man. He was glad he owned to it. Had anyone told him
his whiskers were uncommon looking he would have
sacrificed them relentlessly. As things were, however,
he was so used to them that their absence would have made
him feel odd.

The number of his bedroom was 693, a fact worth noting
as illustrating the size of the hotel, of which so far no map
has been published. Corridors there are Uke streets in a
sociaUst paradise. All the rooms are very good and they
all resemble each other ; aU the beds, the washstands, the
dressmg-tables, the carpets, the towels, the views of the
bathrooms resemble each other ; nobody is better housed
than his neighbour.

Black servants or guides in white linen skirts, and wearing
brass plates on their arms and combs in their hair, haunt
the corridors. One of these persons piloted Mr. Todd back
to the broad staircase which zigzags the building from
kitchen to attic. Unable to lose his way again he des-
cended, and, plunging into the moving multitude on the
ground floor, disappeared from view.
When he came into view again he had just sat down at a

little square table on the verandah, and was ordering a
dusky, oily, skirty, and be-coiffured waiter to bring him a
whisky and seltzer.

Where he sat it was ahnost dark ; the rays of the multi-
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coloiired glow-lamps in the garden did not reach him ; a
large white pillar intercepted the light from the hall.

Seated in this quiet place one coiild survey, as though

from the stalls, the immense activities of the hotel, or,

turning, look into the velvet night.

Out there stars lit the gently moving ocean that washed
the beach a hundred yards or so distant ; a fronded palm
shewed dark and delicate against the sky. On a small

lawn just beyond the verandah rail two frogs had made
their appearance, hopping about solemnly in polygons.

A large snake glided rapidly across the patch of light. Man
might have been miles away. And the building he sat in

was the latest product of civilisation, a thing of ferro-

concrete and of electricity, of lofty, white-enamelled halls,

of slender pillars of pseudo-oriental decoration, and of light.

On the whole, biassed perhaps by the incident of the

snake, Mr. Todd approved of the look of up-to-dateness

about this habitation. The verandah railings were a shade

too open, perhaps. He made a mental note about looking

under his pillow that night and in his boots next morning,

and took another sip at his whisky and seltzer.

Carriages and rickshaws, motors and gharries, were now
streaming up to the entrance. And presently in a distant

part of the building a band struck up a waltz. The tables

near him began to be more thickly occupied, at first by
cool-looking people, later by youthful couples, obviously

from the ballroom. Waiters flew about with ices and
large tumblers. Gallants fanned their partners vigorously.

Jewels shimmered, silks rustled, shoulders gleamed. The
air was heavy with scent, and light with laughter. And it

grew very hot.

As time wore on the crowd grew more interesting,

merrier, and more mixed. There were American women
in Paris gowns, planters' wives in muslin, men in evening

dress, silk suits, white suits.
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It was a man in a white suit that kept Thomas Todd up
ten minutes longer than usual, and a tall, fair girl m muslin.
They sat at a table very near him.

" I'm surprised at your suggesting such a thing, Mr.
Evans," he heard the girl say. So far as he could make
out, the man wanted her to go and sit in the garden.

" Well, you might call me Sam, anyway," urged the man.
" I can't do that," said the girl coolly.
" Why ?

"

" Well—not yet." She was good looking, and, so Mr.
Todd thought, of a much better stamp than the man.
She might have been thirty.

" Why not, Helen ? " urged the mar, putting his head very
close. It was sickening. Mr. Tot earing his eyeglasses,

observed with pleasure that she drt back hastily.
" Perhaps—one of these days, if you don't disappoint

me," she said, evidently temporising ; but her companion
was apparently one of those men who will not take " no "

for an answer. Mr. Todd, although he could not catch
what was said, saw clearly that the man's pestering was
making the girl uncomfortable. " A pestilential fellow,"

he muttered, and took another sip of his whisky and
seltzer.

" Well, at any rate," said the man at last, rather tri-

umphantly, " you are coming with us on the Susan Dale."
A remark which made Mr. Todd sit bolt upright and listen
hard.

Unfortunately, at that moment some people sat down at
the next table and talked so loudly that the girl's reply
was drowned. The man twisted his small black mous-
tache in a sulky fashion and listened to her, interposing a
remark now and then. Presently they got up and went
away. And Mr. Todd finished the whisky and seltzer and
drifted off to bed.
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CHAPTER II

THE vagaries of shipowners in general and the com-
plete idiocy of their own employers in particular

was the main theme of a conversation between
two middle-aged gentlemen m a hotel billiard-room near
the docks on the following day. Captain Porter, com-
mander of the Susan Dale, a clean-shaven man of generous
proportions, who had during two hours succeeded in
scoring eighty, attributed his lack of success that after-
noon entirely to the worry and anxiety which the short-
sightedness of the Susan Dale's agents was causing him.

" It isn't for myself that I mind, of course, Bidgood,"
he remarked to his chief engineer. " It's the name the
boat has got among these shippers here that I've got to
look out for. People seem to think out here that I'm a
nobody, a figure nothing. But I'm not."

" Of course you're not," agreed Mr. Bidgood sympatheti-
cally. He stroked his straggling black beard.

" You may be and the rest of the crew may be," con-
tinued Captain Porter, " but I know the owner. I was
engaged by the owner and I'm the man he'd look to sup-
posing the ship wasn't doing as well as she should . . .

Your shot." He straightened his shoulders and with a
bloodshot, angry little eye watched his chief engineer
attempt a cannon that the great John Roberts himself
would never have dared even to contemplate.

" Yes, Bidgood," he went on. " Thomas Todd himself
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laid to me as we shook hands in his office in England just
before I sailed :

' Porter/ he said. ' I look to you, remember
that;

"

" Aye, you've told me about it often," said Mr. Bidgood.
" I told the agents about it too," went on Captain Porter

angrily, " this morning. Asked them what they meant
by it—loading up all this gear when we had a lot of general
cargo waiting for us to take to Hong Kong. Piai.os,

sewing-machines, pickled pork ! Why couldn't they cart
their own pianos, sewing-machines, and pickled pork to
Hong Kong themselves, instead of transhipping it on to
uc^ Why?"

" Dme agent's doged, maybe," suggested Mr. Bidgood,
making an attempt to look wise.

" That's it," exclaimed the captain, grounding his cue
irritably. " And I let 'em know as much. Washed my
hands of the whole affair. Told 'em I'd report it personally
to Mr. Todd. They laughed in my face I Yes, that's
what they did

!
" he repeated in horror-struck accents.

"Laughed in my face I " He bent down and ahnost bisected
himself against the table in a vain endeavour to pot the red.

" Hard lines," said Mr. Bidgood flatteringly.
" I could have pulled that stroke off at any other time,"

said the captain in a gloomy voice; " but what with this
and the other I've had a trying day of it, a trying day,
and it's told. Did you hear what that upstart of a mate
on the liner said to me when we were alongside ?

"

Mr. Bidgood stopped chalking his cue. "No. I leyou
talkin' to him on the bridge, but what he said I didn't
properly hear," he said.

" He stuck his ugly head over the railing and asked me
what I wanted with hundreds of barrels of pork. ' Take
my tip,' he says, ' and try water and dry toast for a bit.
No pork or potatoes,' he says. ' Cold bath every morning,
to be followed by Swedish drill.'

"
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" The cheek o' some of these upstarts," muttered Mr.
Bidgood, who was wearing one of the captain's waistcoats
and felt the insult personally.

^^

" But I told him off," said Captain Porter bitterly.
" He knows what I think of him and his like now, with his
gold lace and his cuffs and his white clothes that he can't
afford to pay for the washing of."

'' I'm glad of that," said Mr. Bidgood.
" But it wasn't any good," went on the captain still

more bitterly. " He stuck his silly head out of his collar
and asked me to be kind enough to say what I said again
to a piano accompaniment I To a piano accompaniment,
mind you I I'd have given five pounds to have had him
down on my deck I

"

" The chaps aboard that boat want a talking-to, they
do that," growled Mr. Bidgood, accidentally adding another
three to his score. " There was a feUow aboard of her
that wanted to know if we was come alongside for his
ship's ashes."

Captain Porter promptly miscued. "What! Did any-
one dare to say such a thmg as that ? " he asked in an
outraged voice.

" Aye did he."
" Well, we may as well chuck this game. That's finished

me," said Captain Porter. " I can't play after hearing a
thing like that said about my ship. Look how my hand's
trembling."

Mr. Bidgood solemnly considered the article which the
captain held up for his inspection, and after some hesita-
tion said that it did seem worse than usual.

•' Worse than usual I What do you mean ? " demanded
the captain, grounding his cue.

'' Oh, nothing," said Mr. Bidgood confusedly.
" What—do—you—mean—by—worse—than—usual ?

"

the captain asked again in suppressed tones.
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" Sometimes—you know—of a morning," said Mr.
Bidgood in confusion, " I've sort of noticed "

" Ha, you've been watching me, have you ? " broke in
the captain sharply. " I don't thank you for it. You've
got plenty to do to look after your engines. We don't
pay you for watching. No, we do not I What we pay you
for is for doin' your duty and not joining in with every
little sucker on a liner that wants to give me sauce."

" I never did," muttered Mr. Bidgood.
" I don't know what you call it then," id the captain,

replacing his cue in the rack. "LeV:^ people insult
me by asking if we were come for their boiler ashes, and
standing by and never saying a word."

" How do you know I didn't say a word ? " asked Mr.
Bidgood.

" You never said a word," said the captain angrily.
*' Do you think I don't know you ?

"

" I did that," asseverated Mr. Bidgood. " I give 'im 'is

answer quick enough. ' No, we 'aven't come for your
ashes,' sez I, very short, just snubbin* 'im right away.
He was quite affable and respectful after that. Said he
didn't know I was the chief engineer of the vessel, owin'
to me having my boiler suit on, and that if he had he
wouldn't have spoken so disrespectful."

" Was he a clean-shaved chap with a big nose ? " asked
the captain in somewhat mollified tones.

" Ay, that was him. A decent young fellow enough when
you got talkin'. He said he hoped he'd have the pleasure
of seein' me again, being^interested in mathermatics, and
understandin' that engineers could turn any mathermatical
problem upside down and skin it while other people were
just fogged. He said he was always wondering about such
a problem as this

: 'Aving been given sufficient cloth and
sewm' cotton and 'aving the cloth ready cut out, how could
he calculate how many sewing machines it would take to
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1'

I i>

make the boiler suit such as I was wearing in a workin
day of twelve hours ? ' It's an easy enough sum,' says I,

• but you must have given you the rate of work of the
machines, the length of the seams, the '

"

" You told him that !
" cried Captain Porter. " You—

you ... I would have laid hold of something and thrown
it at him !

"

" What for ? " asked Mr. Bidgood, looking mystified.
" \Vhy, can't you see he was giving you sauce as w i as

me ? " roared the captain. " You must be a silly dumhead I

"

" How ? " demanded the mystified Mr. Bidgood.
" If you can't see I can't tell you," said the captain

bitterly. " This is the sort of way we keep our ends up

!

The laughing-stock of every little gold-braided beggar that
wants a little amusement! Come on, let's push off."

He drained his glass and set :t with some force on the table.

They began to get their things together preparatory to
leaving the billiard-room, and Mr. Bidgood was wondering
whether, if he offered to pay for the game, he would have
to, when a Cingalese waiter came up.

" You won't play any more, gentlemen ? " asked the
waiter. "Two gentlemen here waiting to play." He
indicated them by a graceful bow,
" But we don't want to interfere with your game, we

wouldn't dream of doing so," cried one of the new-comers
in a high-pitched voice. " Do not let us hurry you, I beg."

" It's aU right, mate," said the chief engineer. " Captain
Porter and me are just about pushing off."

The new-comer glanced at the captain. "Captain
Porter ? " exclaimed the one who had just spoken, a short,
stout man. " Have we the pleasure of meeting Captain
Porter ?

"

" That's me," said the captain, staring hard.

"What! the Captain Porter?" enquired the stout
new-comer enthusiastically.
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"I'm the man," briefly replied the captain, looking

rather suspicious.

" The well-known commander of the Susan Dale ?
"

Captain Porter bowed stifily and appeared as if he were
trying to think what this stout stranger with the heavy
ginger moustache could have heard about him.

" This is the most extraordinary good fortune," explained

the stout man. " I have just come out from home by the

mail on a trip which will, I *. pe, afford me instruction as

well as pleasure. It has, in fact, already begun to do so.

My name is Ethelred Tingle, late colond of the Brazilian

army, and this is my friend, Senor Canaba of the same
service, who is on his way ^^ rejoin the embassy at

Saigon."

"My chief engineer, Mr. Bidgood," said the captain

apologetically. Mr. Bidgood, much confused, bowed and
felt sorry he had not put on his clean white suit.

" This is the most extraordinary good fortime," said the

stout man again, " is it not, Canaba ?
"

The other stranger, a handsome, swarthy man, said it

I was. He spoke with a noticeably foreign accent.
" We were looking for you," explained the stout man.
" Oh !

" said Captain Porter suspiciously.

" They told us we should probably find you in a bar or a
f billiard-room," said the stout man. "You see you are

[pretty well known."
" Yes, we are, more or less," acknowledged Captain

[Porter in guarded tones. " What do you want of me ?
"

Mr. Bidgood, who also felt suspicious, looked at his

[superior approvingly.

"Nothing," said the stout man volubly. "Nothing
)f any moment save to be able to record in my diary
that when in Ceylon I encountered the famous Captain
[Porter, and shook him by the hand. Will you oblige me
in this, sir ?

"

SEBC SiaS
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The captain, with some stiffness, did so. Mr. Bidgood
also submitted to the operation.

" Thank you," said the stout man. " Another notable
day in my wanderings, and without undue braggadocio,
Mr. Bidgood, I might say another notable day in yours.
The hand you have just clasped, Mr. Bidgood, was not
disdained by the late Dom Pedro."

Mr. Bidgood inspected it with some interest, and noted
the diamond on its third finger.

" He used to shake it every morning m the old days,"
put in the Spaniard reverently.

" And now " said the colonel, "
it is ahnost as if

Captain Porter had shaken hands with him himself."
The captain said he would be glad to do so at any tune.

Mr. Bidgood could see plainly that he was impressed.
" Thus I link Brazil and Ceylon together in friendship,"

went on the stout man. " And now, if you will permit
me, I will cement the bond. You shall tell me what you
think of these." He withdrew the hand, and plunging it

into his coat pocket brought out a cigar-case.

The two sailors helped themselves gingerly. The
Spaniard waited on them with a match.

" Very good, Colonel Tingle, in my opinion," pro-
nounced Captain Porter after a few puffs.

Mr. Bidgood, trying to look like a connoisseur, confirmed
the verdict, but spoiled himself rather by remarking that
Le always smoked a pipe.

" I am extremely glad that you think favourably of
them, gentlemen. All experts do," said the colonel.
" The tobacco comes from my plantations in Brazil. I
gave my friend Dom Pedro one of them some time ago
and his opinion was much the same as yours. And—a very
funny thing—I, for the joke of it, told him I would not
accept his opinion as final. By Gad ! I can see his face now
when I told him this. We were standing talking, just as
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ve are now, in a private room in the palace. He was about
lo proceed to a meeting of his cabinet, and wanted me to
rive down with him and render hun my support. Natur-
Uy I refused to do so. He ought to have had better sense
lian to ask me, knowing as he did that I prefer controlling

fovernment matters from the background. He looked
\ bit hurt at my refusal, I thought, so I gave him one of my
igars—it came out of the same box as the one you are now
moking. captain—and I asked him what he thought of it.

[Excellent, Tingle, my dear fellow, like all your efforts
k my behalf,' he said, turning away. ' I shall get another
^uxion, though,' I said, laughing, and I happened to look
•nto a gigantic mirror that stood near the massive gold
andelabra, and caugh+ a glimpse of his face. It was awful,
rentlemen, I assure you. Enough to make the blood of any
Ordinary man run cold. ' Aha, my friend,' I said to myself

I

that^s your little game, is it ? Well, we'll see if we can't
Ml it.' And where, may I ask you, gentlemen, is Dom

f*edro now ?
"

Mr. Bidgood, not being in a position to say, kept silence,
5 did his superior.

Colonel Tingle smiled at them confidentially. "
It is

hry necessary to assert ourselves sometimes, you know
•bat, captain ?

"

" Certainly I do." said Captain Porter, nodding intelli-
ently. " Authority must be maintained.

"

"I say. who was this chap. Dom Pedro ? " murmured
Lr, Bidgoodm a hoarse but perfecUy audible aside.

Shut up," whispered the captain. " Don't give your-
slf away." ** ^

The colonel, exchanging a remark with his handsome
lend from the embassy, appeared not to notice the inter-

" My friend here suggests a little liquid rcfrcslinicnt
"

^ said, laughing. " It's just like him. Now can I offer
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you anjrthing, wine say, to mark the occasion of our

meeting ?

"

" Half-past four," reported Captain Porter, consulting

a large gold watch perfunctorily. " I'm quite agreeable

The sun's well over the yard-arm."
" Exactly so, 4.30 to the minute," said Tingle, exhibiting

a rival timepiece.

Mr. Bidgood mechanically put his hand to his waist-

coat and produced a pocket corkscrew which occupied a

temporary position at the end of his massive gold chain.

He replaced it instantly in some confusion.

" Our friend is prepared for any emergency, I perceive,"

remarked the colonel, laughing again.
" Quite so," said Captain Porter. He glanced at his

subordinate disapprovingly.
" Men who rise to an emergency are men after my own

heart," continued Tingle. " And do you know. Captain

Porter, that those were the exact words the emperor said

to me when I retiuned to the Brazilian capital after quelling

the Pahantic Rebellion in '89. ' Tingle, my dear fellow,*

he said to me over the wine and walnuts, ' I couldn't say

it before the ladies, I didn't want to bring a blush to your

cheek, but now as man to man I may tell you that the

country considers your services are worth their weight in

gold. Men we have in plenty,' said he, ' rich men, talented

men, men versed in diplomacy, but the country can give

them all for the simple, silent soldier, willing to rise in an

emergency.' And would you believe it. Captain Porter,

although we afterwards disagreed, to his sorrow, on that

evening I had an almost filial respect and affection for the

emperor, Dom Pedro ?
"

" I can well believe that," said Captain Porter, blowing

his nose loudly.

As it was now quite plain to Mr. Bidgood that the com-

pany considered a man who carried a corkscrew oa-his
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jwatchchain to be. not iU-bred as he had at first supposed,
but m fact rather plucky, he again produced the krtici;

r ''^fT.^"" ^ P°^^* ^°^ ^^"* it to the waiter to
open the bottle.

•• We'll sit over there, waiter, at that comer table
"

ordered Colonel Tingle "When I talk, gentlemen." he
:ontmued "I like-though of course it's not always
.ossible-to talk m a place where there are no outsiders
langmg about ready to note down every little remark Ilay happen to let slip about political matters. One can't
;
always on one's guard. In the present instance perhaps

ly caution IS a matter of supererogation "
" What's he say ? " murmured Mr. Bidgood

."iSlC.*" '''"'" "^'^'^'-^«'
Mr. Bidgood glanced at the colonel admiringly
Supererogation." continued the colonel. "

in that no

ut d rZ Tu^'l °^ '^' P'^P^^ ^^° P^^'onise thisUiard-r^m probably do not know that there is such a^e as BrazU. and quite possibly have never heard my

"I don't bdieve it," said Captain Porter cordiaUy.

"dots. "*' ™"^'^"»^ *» «y ««t te, toi, had

;• Then you think there might be danger of my name

S""?^/?*"* ^"'""^ Tingle. lookingUrd

Jonel only. Amanliltemehasman-jiemies. Perharaare safe enough here, but I can issure you ZT!^^sjon m:ght at any time arise when the v^ f^t

"

^ll^" '" "''' """P*"y would be sufflciei^ to be aurce of grave menace to your persons."

• ^r f ^* ' ." "^*""*«' Captam Porter.

tl^i" eZ*"^'*^""?' ^^'"- yo" ^^ the sorttnmg, explamed the colonel easily.

c
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Mr. Bidgood. horror-struck, at once grasped his topee and
half rose to his feet, but a glance from the captain restrained
him and he sank back on his chair again, mopping his brow
feverishly.

This seemed a poorish end-up to their afternoon. What
Captain Porter could be thinking about to remain for an
instant in such a dangerous neighbourhood he could not
imagine. There must be some good reason, money per-
haps, or a strange liking for adventure for its own sake
which as yet he had not detected in his old companion.
He glanced at him anxiously. The captain, bathed in
perspiration, was sitting cahn and quiet, with a watchful
expression on his face. His eyes stared fixedly at the
middle of the table, and Mr. Bidgood following them at
once perceived that they rested on the imtouched bottle.

Of course I How stupid of him not to think of it I There
stood the cause of his old friend's hesitation. Politeness
cost nothing, especially when dealing with revolutionaries.

The captain had as usual chosen the better way. He was
going to risk it and stay. But why this dilly-dallying and
talk ? The bottle was open, and all this time the air was
getting into it and spoiling the contents. Well, well, the
captain would make a move in his own good time, and
meanwhile he, Mr. Bidgood, would also risk it, would sit

by him and see that no harm came.
Colonel Tingle continued the somewhat one-sided con-

yers?.tion, which had veered round to the subject of ladies
in Brazilian society.

" Love," he was saying, " love I .^Oiy, the word makes
me laugh, as I daresay it does you, Mr. Bidgood."
To save an argument Mr. Bidgood admitted that it did.
" You read about it in fiction," went on Colonel Tingle,

'* in the so-called novels that masquerade as expressing the
opinion on these matters of our contemporaries ; and what
do you find, Mr. Bidgood, what do you find ?

"

•MM
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"That's so." said Mr. Bidgood. nodding. He assisted
the captain to stare at the bottle.

" y°^ fi"f **^2". ^^}^^^ ^^^'^^ constancy, platonic
affection, a hfe-sufficing love, in their puling manner

; you
find them msistmg and dwelling on these matters as though
they existed in reaUty. But men of the world like you and

J

me. Mr. Bidgood, who know things as they are, what do we
say to their ignorant philosophising ? How do we answer

I them r

" Very true." replied Mr. Bidgood patiently
" We laugh and brush them away as a man brushes

away a fly from his bald head. Like this "
In his

anxiety to make the matter perfectly clear to Mr. Bidgood
jCoionel Tingle swept his hand over the marble table and
laccidentally knocked down a wineglass

ipo;er"HiKai:L^:""^
"' ^^^ ^'''" -^^ ^^p*-

Mr. Bidgood gave his superior a look full of admiration.
Empty? Confound my unfortunate memory, so thev

jre, exclaimed Tingle. "Waiter, fill these g^sses and
ion t stand stanng there. If you want to stare go away
lomewhere and get employment as an idol. You'll be an
ile Idol 111 be bound. Ha, ha ! Rather good, that

InJ^Ti *°,^^7!."^^^'' y°^ acquaintance, and hope this^ont be the last tmie we shall crack a bottle togete."We hope not," returned Captain Porter and Mr. Bid-d cordially.

^At any time, at any place between here and the North
e, either m the council chamber or in the camp I shaUat your service for the purpose, gentlemen. I'm a Znaction myself and I like the society of men of actTonen whocan teU me facts, not theories, markyou. ab^ut^laces and peoples among which we may hap^^to b^

i>Jourmng. What do you say, Mr. Bidg(id ?
"
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" I don't hold with them theoretical chaps myself," said
the chief engineer. " They can't do their job down belowm the engine-room. I had a second engineer with me once,
and aU he thought about was doing his calculations.
Always busy about with a slate and a bit of pencU. Wh.ai
we had a breakdown, up he would be in his cabin working
out with his slate and pencil how we was to repair it.
No, mister, give me the practical man, the "

" Exactly," said Colonel Tingle. " Either in the councU
chamber or m the engine-room that is what is wanted, men
who know their work and can tell others how to do it.
That is what I like and that is what drew me to you,
Captain Porter, when your name and antecedents were
mentioned to me on the steamer coming out."

" What did they say about my antecedents ? " asked
Captain Porter. " No harm, I hope ?

"

Mr. Bidgood, who now learnt for the first time that his
superior possessed such things, cocked an attentive ear.

^^

" Harm ! I shoUd think not," cried the colonel warmly.
They could not praise you enough, and told me that

anyone in Ceylon would confirm what they said. Your
reputation for bravery and fair dealing. Captain Porter,
has spread farther than perhaps you in your modesty
imagine. On every side I have heard testimony as to your
knowledge of men and manners and of the East. And I,
Etheh-ed Tingle, congratulate myself heartily on having
been privileged to make your acquaintance, and shall not
be afraid, if need be, very shortly to ask such a favour of
you as one brave man may ask of another."
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CHAPTER III

HALL we give her a clipper bow, my dear ?
"

Thomas Todd's father had asked Thomas Todd's

tv . ^ .,

"^°*^®^' °"® naoming when the Susan Dale was
Ibeing built.

"You know best, dear." Thomas Todd's mother had
utifuUy answered, after the manner of wives in those
^ys.

" And the propeller ?
"

" May I—may I have a pale blue one ?
"

And a pale blue one she had ; but alas, it was blue no

«5f• ^P*^^ ^''^^ ^""^ P^^*^ »* 'ed, and Thomas
odd-weU. to say the truth, he. had he given the matter
thought, would have p.obably backed the captain. Pale

Hue was a sickly, sentimental, unbusinesslike sort of
nlour. whereas red-the British ensign, letter-boxes.

r tJ^""'* ^^^''^f'
'^ ""^^ ^ Sood. lasting colour, andr Todd at that date had Uttle money to throw away

itner on pamt or on anything else.

,?n^'i? ?7u' ^"^"^ '^ ^^^ "°* ^s ^^^t either, ford not he had his nose to a ledger day in and day out for
irty-five years, mvested his money as his broker told

inntlYf "IT ^''^'' considered marriage ?~that but a

rl^L i^K ''u%^'^ ^" ^''""^ '^^"^ seUing the

11 fl ^^ *^' ^^'* **^^* *^^ ^^y^ wanted to takemethmg of! the price because of her clipper bow. pSnt
^ how they would they could not alter tMt dipper bow
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and even as a large sideboard left him by his maiden aunt

fad of the father to influence the fate of the sonWe didn't know Tod^ and Son owned a yacht " tha

hIX*v' ^u^''.^^'^ ^ '^ ""''^ ^ ^" ^h«« Tioma,
handed hun the photograph.
The inanuation of frivolity hurt ; there was some ground

for It On the photograph the Susan Dale, with her bow.
her figurehead, her lines and bowsprit, had a yachUike
look. And there was a certain air of breeding even about^e onginal, clearly visible as she rested there in the har-
hour; an atmosphere of faUen greatness-fallen great-
ness m need of a bath.

^

For the last twelve hours they had been loading her. andnow she lay alongside the buoys, a link in a chain of vessels
stretchmg the length of t^e breakwater.

»,o!;['J!r^'^
°! ""^^ contanimg pianos and sewing-machines

had been packed m her fonvard hold. Five hundred smaU
barre s of pickled pork were stored away aft in accordance
with the instructions received per the Eurasian clerk from
the office. Her every other space had just been fiUed with
Indian coal, the dirty product of the mines of Hyderabad.
The last gnmy lighter still lay alongside, its half-corroded
aeck and the empty coal bags on it covered thick with coal-
dust

;
and the Susan Dale from the top of her stumpy

masts down to her water Une was covered with the same
matenal.

It lay thick upon her tattered awnings, hiding the
patches, and on her worn wooden decks, clinging to the
casings of the deck-houses, darkening the engine-room
skylights so much that the Chinese firemen below had

^'if''^^^,
""^^"^ '^'''^' '^l^^^kening the white paintwork

on the bndge It invaded every cranny, it reached the
imiOTnost nooks, through keyholes, through the smallest
cracks and crevices, into the sugar, into the soup, and even,
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for it was no respecter of persons, into that holy of hoUes.
|the very stateroom of the captain.

About the aUey-ways it was playing stiU, griming every
face aboard, visiting the stokehold, blowing down ventilators
md powdering the heads of those who sat beneath them ;

md then up again with the breeze, over the side, into the
fiery sunlight, and away for ever.

A good deal of it found a final resting-place in the breath-
ig apparatus of the second mate, Mr. Skinner, setting up

Irritation and making his asthma worse. Every time he
poke, he told Mr. Dixon, the mate, his mouth got full of the
eastly, brimstoney stuff.

" She'll be all the better of a wash down ; in fact, we'll
' be the better of a wash down," said Dixon. " Get
lie men out and tell them down below to start the donkey
-np."

Very good," said the second mate. He was an old
in with a thin, bent figure.

" By the way," continued Dixon, " you might send that
jhter away from the side. What it is hanging on to uspi can't imagine. It should have been cast off long ago.
*m going for'ard to see to that mooring line.

"

" Anything else ? " asked Skinner in a surly voice.
Both of them wore suits of grimy khaki. A sprinkling
coal-dust had given their skin a pecuUar greyish tint,

at themate's face, like his figure, was that of a young man,
^d he had close-cropped yellow hair.
" No— " he began in an absent-minded v r.y. " Oh yes

;

you ever hear anything more about .hat barrel of
ckled pork that's missing ?

"

''No, I did not." replied the second mate irritably.
rou keep 'arping on that barrel of pork. D'ye think
ve stole it ?

"

r J "!*«».

Of course not." said Dixon.
I've told ye before ; the man put it down somewhere
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m^ffKA 1 f
^"S^"^*"^*" <ioor and went away to get amouthful of water When he got back it had gone."

AUnght," said Dixon. " It's a pity, though." There

r^^-^Tt'^'j^'c ';
That's aS /can tlink of jul?

Tvl' wlT '"'i'^'
^"'"^"S ^ ^ ^"«"^y fashion-his

^Ime^lwaf
"^' "^ ""^^^ ^"^ ^^-^^ ^-^<1 -d

aftlr'^r K- """f
'^"' ""^ ^^''*'" """^^^^ Skinner, glancing

snappL!"'^^'^^*^"^"^^^^^^^^^ "Whipper!

ovfr' ^?^ "Iw^
''^™' ''*^°" *° *^^ side ^'^d looked

wlo hJ c. J"^ ^"',? ^ ^°''" °" s° °^ ^J'^ Wack devilswho had stirred up all this coal-dust were visible packed

^wtrrsT'"'"-"'"^^^'^^*^^^^^^
tmH.A- r^°' r^^*'^

^*^^- ^'- Skinner gently pro^truded his thin neck and put his head over the raU.Hey I he called.

A Hn,!rJ^"^°''
*^' '^^ ^^^' ^^^^^ ^ their slumbers.A cloud of dust arose with a swiftness ahnost incredible

andcaughthimwithhismouthopen. HeatoncerS
^ativrtw""'^ ^r'*'°"^-

'' "^^^^ evident To thenatives that some European was busy up above Thevaro^ and gibbered at him, gesticulating! andshe^ ivt^

" Cast off there," cried Mr. Skinner.
The natives gesticulated more frantically than everpointing to a square opening in the deck of their craft.

'

Inot/nt^^ofr ^"^ "^^""^ something," muttered Skinner,looking at them suspiciously. "The ignorant beastVWhy can't they talk EngUsh ?
" ^ ^

'

whlfI ' boats vain, md ordered him to find ouiwhat was wrong.

rnlJ^7f^' ^T'" ^^P^'*^^ *^e boatswain after a long
confabulation with the captain of tLe lighter, "

that th^
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:^is a laay m their cabin who wants to have speech with the
iTuan."

.:! " A lady ?
"

" TLe atint of the ordinary seaman, Jemaludin."
Mr. Skinner looked again. A middle-aged Malay

jwoman, hatless, smooth-haired and copper-skinned, was
[standing in the opening of the lighter's deck. She salaamed.

" What does she want ?" enquired Mr. Skinner. " Aia
Imau ? " he called out in Malay.

The woman salaamed again, saying something unin-
|telligible.

"This woman," explained the boatswain, "and her
[husband, a Singapore man, want to visit their aunt's half-
[sister in Hong Kong."

" Ah
!
" said Mr. Skinner, transferring his gaze to the

Iboatswain's feet.

" Having heard on all sides that the Tuan Skinner is a
in with a white heart "

" Urn !
" said the second mate.

" And of a pitiful attitude towards the poor "
" Look here, cut it short," said the second mate. "

If
they want to come with us to Hong Kong it's five dollars
" head, money down."
"Whatever the Tuan's attitude towards the poor

Rotates," said the boatswain after another short conversa-
tion with the woman.
"Money down; pay it to me now," commanded Mr.

skinner. He glanced round. The mate was busy on the
porecastle head. " Lower a line for it."

^
She sent it up to them tied in a piece of dirty rag : ten

straits doUars. nearly as big as five-shiUing pieces.
Tdl her to sUp aboard quietly some time about mid-

m, whispered the second mate. " And keep them out
of sight m the fo'c'sle." He clutched the money and made
^bee-hne for his cabin. There was rumoured to be a wooden
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box there, so heavy with doUars that three men could
hardly lift it; in fact, both Dixon and Evans, the second
engineer, said they had more tiian once caught a glimpse
of It. On the other hand, Mr. Skinner always told would-
be borrowers that all his money went to the support of four
unmarried -.isters. But, as the mate had pointed out
when the matter was talked over, although, if the sisters
took after Skinner, it was very probable that they were
unmamed. it was equally probable that they would not
want any money to spend, and certainly the second mate
never spent any himself. Consequently, it was extremely
hkely that the rumour about the box was true : and if so
Skinner, the humble second mate, was the richest man on
board the captain and the chief engineer having recently
lost all their savings in a tin mine, while Evans and Dixon
took care never to have an3^hing to lose.
The second mate was a long time in the cabin. When he

returned all the deck hands were busy with mops and
brushes washing down the ship. The salt-water pipe against
the raU was clicking regularly. Water hissed from every
flange of it. A brown, half-naked sailor stood at the end
of a leather hose pipe holding a nozzle. White water
spouted, caught the sun, and sparkled. The decks ran
ink. And the sailors worked as though they Uked their
job.

Mr. Skinner took up a position just round the comer
and by dint of occasional peeping kept an eye on his cheerful
subordinates. Being an old man he was afraid of the wet
and being Mr. Skinner he never trusted anyone if he could

It was just after a particularly iU-timed peep that themate found him engaged in a frenzied solUoquy
"Why you've washed your face I " said the mate in

pretended astonishment.
•* He did it a-purpose," Skinner spluttered. " I caught

t^tmvae-tr^'evm- *» '^m^
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be swine pointing his hose at me. I'll break every bone

bf him."

"No, no," the mate said soothingly. "It was an
Occident ; I saw it myself. Why, I've been caught like

dat hundreds of times. All in the day's work, you know."
" It's not in the day's work."
" I've seen passengers pay to have the hose turned on
1," said the mate.

Mr. Skinner pointed out that passengers had not his

Rheumatism. He said he wished they had, b stultified

iself immediately by expressing the hope that they were
klready in a certain place where obviously the disease

mnot exist.

" Look here, old man," said Dixon persuasively, " you
to and get a rub down. I'll look after things."

The Susan Dale was a clean vessel when the second mate
le back ; that is, she was about as clean as usual. The
cond mate was cleaner. Dixon looked at him in obvious

iirprise.

" I'm going ashore for a bit," said Skinner awkwardly,
explanation. " Want to see if my sextant's repaired,

rhey've been messing with it nigh on a week now."
" All right," said Dixon good-naturedly. " I say, if

fou come across Evans you might tell him from me to let

le know as soon as he can if they're coming."
" If who's coming ? " asked Skinner, looking at the mate's
et suspiciously.

" Well, perhaps I ought to have told you before," said
^ixon with some signs of hesitation. " As a matter of
let, we are expecting two lady passengers this trip."
" What ? " exclaimed Skinner in a displeased voice.
" They won't interfere with you at all," the mate has-

ened to explain. " Friends of Evans's ; in fact, one is a
[)rt of relation."

" But the ship ain't allowed to take passengers," objected

ij
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Skinner "Women aboard here ! Why, I shaU have todress and shave and I don't know what "

ivl^"'!|T^
"^^* ?°"^^'" '"*"™^^ *h« '"ate persuas-

testav
'''••

r^'! ^J"°^'.^'"
^^^^"^^ *^^ ^^«»d '"ate

Wp'rin. .^
^"^ """^ *^ ^"*^ a^d *^ the owner.Interfenng with my comfort. Tumin' the ship into

•' Into a what ? " interposed the mate sharply.

weakness. He walked away abruptly and a minute or soaftenvards the mate saw him in a sampan being rowed

The first breath of the night breeze was now rufHing
the water of the harbour, stirring the pennon of a^ey
S^'Ln'h '^°r.'^' ""^ *^^ ^^^^ ^^ the far-away town!^e deep blue sky had taken on a bordering of opal, andthe light of the setting sun was very clear

^ '

^'"'^

Dixon leaning on the rail, foUowed the sampan's progress

iht tS ti^^'^
'"'^ r^ "*'^^ fi^^^ ^^e'^nto

,wV-* ? ,^? '^"y^"^ ^""SS^Se, next a man dressedn white, and lastly two ladies who. as they encountlrldthe sunlight, smiultaneously put up their parasols.
They were coming, then.

i I
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CHAPTER IV

lUCH a favour as one brave man may ask of
another," muttered Mr. Bidgood. leaning back
in Jiis chair and feeling at three rupees in his

rousers pocket.

During thirty years of existence as a sea-going engineer
he had met many men, principally in the bars of public-
houses, who had requested favours of him. They were
Jl of them men of persuasive manner and oily tongue,
aenwho, as he expressed it " could pilfer you from top to
bottom and you not know they done it."

I Experience had taught him very early in his career that
ho matter how much money he took ashore the amount
ke brought back never varied. Acting on this grand dis-
covery he made it a rule to carry but little on him. And
^t httle the ginger-moustached stranger was perfectly
welcome to—if he could get it.

But what about his superior ? What about Porter ?
1. no need to worry about him, he reflected with a smile,

le had sailed with him now for more than fifteen yeare, and
lever once had there been reason for the slightest anxiety
|n his behalf. On the countless occasions when they had
isited the shore together how many times had they been
hpproached by plausible individuals, aU of whom had been
trough the South African war, or some other war, and
^inst whose tactics he alone would have* been
owerless ?
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He had never failed to wonder at his companion's ski» these occasions: at his condescension Ua^ «
aT^*^',.I h""'

^^"^ ^^'^"'^ °' 'he proilereSllat his bulldog courage when the crisis came, when thfavour was asked, at those noble words abiuTlende'

^rf .^Tru"".*
"'*"y' '^"«1 '"" «"« finn mout

«^»iw i"''
"' ^^" " 'he wonld-be bonwefinally cnnged away.

wnuwe

UsuaUy then there was no fear for the captain Butte present case was somewhat different from the oth^m g.nger.mo.«tached stranger claimed to be a BrazoScolonel, and so far had not mentioned South Afria 7^he was obviously in no very pressing need of b^t ^fact his gold watch and the handful of gold andllvellbrought out to pay for the bottle of wine proverdSrtv

I^r^- J*'? T*^'
""P-'hought^ut devihSent coSr^tokmg behmd those biUous eyes of his ? Hardto sayAnd the strenuous way the man talked gave nobodv S^

for a speU of clear thinking. ^ ™*
It was obviously part of his art, this continual flow ofq>eech, d«,gned to befog the minds of honest men Bkedoctored beer. He was speaking of favours agT now

S'^r^.^ <"^'-'«'/vi.'--^ror:wt'

The minutes passed. Senor Canaba, sitting in a draughtwas coughing frequently and examining his^wateh |ut's^thecaptainsatimmovable. It was only when ''min^"*b^n to be mentioned that he stirred in his chair, gSLdown the contents of his glass and refilled k
^

The watchful Mr. Bidgood imitated him. This finishingof the hquor was an old move of his superior's andin^SSthat the cnsis was approaching.
«*^iea

" 'Mines/ " said the captain suddenly. " YouVecome to

A\-
lirmriimm
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bte wrong

le."

shop if you want to sell a mine. I've had

" Where should I be without him ? " thought Mr. Bid-
|ood, clutching at his three rupees.

" My dear Captain Portei," said Etheked Tingle with an
stouished stare. " Whatever gave you the idea that I
ranted to sell a mine to you or anyone ?

"

" WeU. I'm just telling you. that's aU." returned the
aptain shortly. " We're not buying mines."
" Especially tin mines." added Mr. Bidgood. He

^osed one eye and aimed a friendly kick at his superior,
enor Canaba sprang to his feet, muttering an imprecation,
Qd then sat down again, staring round him ferociously.
It was abundantly plain to Mr. Bidgood that he and the

aptain had once more been too good for their enemies.
le therefore released the three rupees and used his hand to
levate his glass. Captain Porter glancing at him briefly
lid the same.

" No." continued Etheked Tingle, " I deal neither inM mines nor tin mines. When one happens to come into
|iy possession I do rot sell it. I give it away."
Mr. Bidgood at once replaced his hand in his trousers
Dcket.

Captain Porter smiled incredulously.

,

" The petty merchantings and chafferings of this com-
kercial age do not trouble the soldier." continued the
blonel. " A sword and pistol, a handful of gallant fellows

.
cheer on to victory, a supper off biscuit and brandy after
^ay in the saddle, a bed under the stars are his only
jquirements. Those, of course, do not cost much. Luxury
ad effeminacy find no place in his scheme of things,
he savings bank and those who cluster round it. the marts
fid markets of civilisation appear to him corrupt and
•spicable, only to be used as the hawk uses the fowl-yard—
snatch a meal and then to soar away. Why should I
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I

', 5

fret my soul with such paltiy things as ways and mean,
stocks and shares, gold mines and tin mines, so long as e
piece of silver or two and a pair of gallant comrades 4ling

Mr'^dg^ ?
'^^ ^'^ *°^ discovered ? Why. I ask you!

The chief engineer nodded wisely and kept a grip on the
three rupees.

o ** «" "-"c

"No. Captain Porter." continued Tingle, "
I seek a

profit from no man. All I ask is to be allowed to go on myway without let or hindrance, and woe betide him whowould thwart me. I meet his craft by a darker craft
his courage by a better courage ; I topple over his defences'
crush hun to powder and then pass on. But when I meet
gallant feUows after my own heart, like you and Mr Bid-

f^' ?^^ ^'!i°
"'" ^' ^'''^^^'' ^ ^^^'^"^y dangers with

them, they participate m my triumphs, and so long as thev
are with me half my purse is at their disposal. To shewyou what I mean. Mr. Bidgood. I ask you to examine theseBank of England notes."

taWe^
^^^ ^^"""^ ^ ^"^^^^ ^ ^""*"^ ^°^ ^"°^ '* ®° *^e

"You have a look at 'em. captain." muttered Mr. Bid-
good, shnnkmg back, one hand stUl in his pocket
Captain Porter picked up the bundle gingerly and went

through it. One hundred pounds in five-pun notes
"

he announced, holding one up to the light
"My week's pocket money." remarked the colonel in an

off-handed way. " Kindly count tliem out into two heaps
captain Thank you."

""eaps,

Mr. Bidgood took his hand out of his pocket and be^an insome excitement to stroke his coarse black beard. Large
drops of perspiration, which the fan that waggled above
theu: heads was entirely unable to cope with, fonned on hisbrow and shewed like dew in his bristiy hair. His lar^e
ear faced the speaker.

^
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•' These little pieces of paper now held by Captain Porter
and myself, continued Colonel Tingle, " so feeble so
fl'msy that the very breath of an ordinary wooden fan is
enough to blow them away, through the window, out into
the street, under the heel of the rickshaw coolie, sticking
to his feet, to be scraped off into the first gutter, and
to disappear for ever down the nearest drain—what
are they for but to be flung aside as worthless, Mr.
Bidgood ?

"

"Very true." agreed Mr. Bidgood. With a potato-
like finger he attempted to push one of the worthless pieces
of paper referred to farther under the captain's hand,
but found the task impossible.

" Obtained from the pith of a tree," went on the colonel,
or perchance the product of the grasses that wave in the

:

breeze on the fair plains of Spain ; macerated and mashed.
I

roUed under rollers, sized, calen "

" Veiy true, colonel, and very interesting." observed
benor Canaba, interrupting. "But what our friend,
iw. ose time is of value, would like to know is—What dowe want of him ? Tell him in a few words, the fewer
|tne better.

Mr Bidgood looked at the speaker with much approval.
Very weU," said Ethelred Tingle. " I wiU be brief

For. as you justly remark, time, which by the way was made
lor slaves not for men, is passing. To cut the matter
^nort I will explain as foUows : My friend Seiior Canaba
jna fiis retinue are, as I made you acquainted with just
BOW, on their way to Saigon to join the embassy there,iney therefore want to proceed at once to Hong Kong

;

Ih. tT ?* P'"^''* ^"^ "'^^^ng *^e grand tour for about

IrLl ^'^^' "^^^ ^^^^ ^«>' nothing better than toAccompany them. We did intend to go by the regular
i«ier but to speak plainly. Captain Porter, neither the

aor nor mj'self care much for the persons who are in

D
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charge of these enormous vessels. They are, if I may so
put it, too stereotyped, not enough haU-feUow-well-met
for devil-may-care soldiers used to the freedom of the
camp fire. A^e like, if possible, to travel with officers who
have more savoir/aire, with thorough men of the world, in
short. And directly your name was mentioned to me I
made up my mind that if we were lucky enough to meet
you, I should like to accompany you on your travels
Consequently "

" In short," interrupted the swarthy seiior impatiently
" we ask you to take us as passengers to Hong Kong and to
accept an honorarium of fifty pounds for so doing."

„
'' ^^^* ^y y°"' Captain Porter ? " asked the'colonel.
ShaU we contemplate the possibility of a week or so

spent m each other's society, pacing the promenade deck
of you.r vessel and exchanging reminiscences of our doings
throughout the globe, or shall we not ? It is for you to
decide.'' He leant over the table and waited for the
captain's decision in obvious anxiety.

Mr. Bidgood. once more releasing the three rupees,
followed his example. It was not so much what would the
captam decide

;
it was how he would lead up to his decision

The game was theirs. It was merely a matter of the
number of tricks.

"I'm afraid it can't be done." said Captain Porter.
Mr. Bidgood looked knowingly at the bundle under

Colonel Tingle's hand.
" And why ? " asked Senor Canaba ingratiatingly
" Owner's orders." grunted Captain Porter.

'

" No
passengers allowed. That's so. isn't it. Bidgood ? "

Mr. Bidgood said it was.
" I never heard of such an extraordinary state of things

"

remarked Colonel Tingle. " Do I understand you to tell
me, captam, that you allow other people to decide whom
you shall carry on your vessel ?

"

rnrnfiiiii,:.^
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" It's as much as my billet's worth to be found with
passengers aboard," stated Captain Porter emphatically.

" And mine." asseverated Mr. Bidgood, determined to
own a risk also.

" Awful
!

Gross tyranny ! I should resist such a state
of things by force of arms if necessary," declared Tingle,
waving a podgy hand helplessly.

" It would be no good," said Captain Porter. " Touch
a man round this harbour and they'll jug you."

" But why should any one know ? " put in Sefior Canaba.
extending a persuasive hand. " We could bestow our-
selves on board at the last minute before leaving and hide
until the ship was on the ocean."

" What do you think. Mr. Bidgood ? " asked Tingle.
Mr. Bidgood's face at once assumed a non-committal

expression. " It's nothing to do with me," he said. "
It's

him. If he's willing to take the risk, so am I." He
eyed his superior with great attention. They exchanged
an understanding look.

Mr. Bidgood sat right forward in his chair, anxious not
to miss the shghtest hint.

The captain lit a pipe with much deliberation. "
Well,

we might be able to do it," he said at last. " But it will
be a costly business."

" It will that," affirmed Mr. Bidgood, nodding first at
the colonel, then at Seiior Canaba. They were doing

I

excellently
; he could read that in the captain's face.

" But what about those half-caste clerks what we some-

j

times give bribes to, Bidgood ? " demanded the captain,

I

as if struck with a sudden thought. " What if they come
! aboard ?

"

Mr. Bidgood scratched his head and stared. " What
clerks ? " he asked at length, in order to gain time.

" The ones we are always bribing," explained the captain
I
winking vigorously.
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" Oh, them
!
" exclaimed Mr. Bidgood with an air of

enlightemncnt. " There's them, of course."
" You can deal with them aU right if they come on

board, can't you ? " demanded the captain.
Mr. Bidgood could do more. Obviously his superior

had only invented these clerks in order to destroy them.
It should be done at once. " They won't come on board
to-night, he said. " They're working overtime."

' Then we shall not need to bribe them," declared the
captam m a disappointed tone.

" Say we make it fifty-five pounds to cover all expenses "
suggested Tingle.

i^*«c»,

" Very well." said the captain ;
" I'U take it." He

glared at the chief engineer.

Etheked Tingle, selecting another banknote, handed it

"%w ^•^ ^^^^ ^""^ P"* ^^^ remamder in his pocket.

Ta nl *" *^® passenger accommodation." he re-
marked. We do not want any strangers aboard with
us.

" You can't have it aU," said Captain Porter. " There
are two young ladies coming >vith us as far as Hong
Kong. ^

"That's unfortunate." said Tingle. "Women are
always a nuisance on board a steamer. If I had time I

tbrafoff?"^°"
°^^°^ instances of it. Cannot you put

'' No. I can't." returned the captain shortly.
" They will be very much in the way."
" In the way, colonel ? " exclaimed Seiior Canaba, " Not

at aU
;

the ladies are never in the way." He spread his
hands, shrugged his shoulders, and smUed at Mr
Bidgood.

..

" H^'
^J '[ faughed Mr. Bidgood, simulating merriment,

ria. na. ha

!

Privately he thought he had never seen a man with such
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a horrible smUe. The recollection of it made him shiver
more than once as he watched the Spaniard, who had now
bent over and begun to UUc in some foreign language with
the other stranger. Even the gain of twenty pounds or so
would hardly be compensation for being shipmates for a
fortnight with such bloodthirsty persons as these. And. by
the way. he might just as weU have his share of the spoil
now. The captain was doing nothing.

" I say, Porter," he said in a hoarse whisper, "
just

tip up my half while you are about it."

The captain.who was sitting in a reverie with his enormous
hand stiU covering the notes, raised his head and looked
the chief engineer stolidly in the eye.

" What are you talking about ? " he demanded in a hard,
loud voice, and gathering up the notes he put them carefully
into an inner pocket and buttoned his coat.
The stupefied Mr. Bidgood was about to protest, when

Colonel Tingle, turning, again told Captain Porter that the
ladies would be in the way.

" It is too late to speak about it now," said the captain.
" They are likely aboard by this time, and having dinner

"

He looked at his watch.

Mr. Bidgood thoughtlessly made to imitate him.
" I said dinner, my man, not Uquor," remarked Captain

Porter very severely.

Mr. Bidgood hurriedly released his watchchain. He
couldn't be expected to think of everything, espedaUy
at that moment, worried as he was by the fact that every-
body seemed to have forgotten that such a person as the
chief engmeer of the Susan Dale existed.
Why had not Porter divided up as usual? Did he

intend to stick to the lot ? And now he was rebuking him
publicly. It was not to be borne.
"Who are you ? " muttered Mr. Bidgood sarcastically.
You and your tittle-tattlings I

"
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Captain Porter stared at him for a moment in astonish-
ment.

" Go aboard at once, sir," he roared. " You disrespect-
ful cockatoo, you I And don't let me see you the wwe
for dnnk again. You must have gone dotty."
The last sentence so exactly formulated a doubt arisingm Mr Bidgood's mind that he was unable to think of a

suitable reply. He rose and endured the withering glance
of the captam for a long moment. Then his eyes dropped
he picked up his topee, and slowly crawled away.

" That comes of treating these fellows as equals " he
heard Captain Porter remark fiercely to the company

Silt
"^^^ ^°° ^^^ *"" ^'°^^''^^ appreciate that further

Head down and mournful in aspect, like some bereaved
elephant he stumbled up the marble stairway from the
bilJiard-room and walked mechanicaUy towards the bar
Saluting waiters he passed by unheeded ; men butted

into him and escaped without reproof ; a marble-topped
table did the same, but even its assault and ciasWng
faU failed to unfix the puzzled expression of hS
countenance.

It was too big, too reeling a blow, this latest action of
the captam s, to be recovered from in a few minutes.
Hours must pass, nay. days, before he could hope that his
self-respect would have reached a stage of convalescence,
and after that there would stiU remain a scar which the
constant sight of his superior on board the Susan Dale
could not but keep in a perpetually inflamed condition
Base mgratitude, sheer ill-fortune, old friends unfaithful

public insults, bank-notes, home truths stated, blows
struck bleeding noses, thoughts of aU these things jostled
each other m disorder in his brain. He gasped from time

fl!^\J "^y ^^ "^^"^^ ^^' ^"^ ^" the while pictures
flashed before him, especially one of a brawny chief engineer
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bare to the singlet, standing over a sea-captain who
cowered and cringed amid a jeering throng.
When he recovered consciousness he found himself

clinging to a large tumbler in the secure cahn of the hotel
bar room.

Above his head a two-bladed wooden fan revolved peace-
fully, while right in front across the marble bar on which
he leant stood rows of gaUy labeUed bottles and cut-glass
decanters, aU of them gleaming and beaming like so many
fnendly lighthouses. It was apparent that all was not yet
lost, that there was still a spot in the hotel where he could
take his ease safe from the insults of unjust captains and the
contemptuous, half-pitying smiles of aUeged Brazilian anny
officers.

He examined the partly smoked cigar that stiU remainedm his fingers, discarded it in favour of a black briar pipe
and sat down at a white-topped table to think the matter
out.

Since he had joined the Susan Dale some ten years ago
this was the first time, so far as he could recoUect, that a
quarrel of any great magnitude had occurred between him
and his commander. Disagreements there had been in
plenty, disputes, for instance, about the fair division of
commission on coal, little squaUs if steam had not been
tuiTied on deck promptly enough, or when maybe the paint
had been burnt off the funnel through the extra fierceness
of the boUer fires

; but these blusterous moments had been
few and far between, and Captain Porter had conducted
himself towards him on the whole with that courtesy and
consideration to which aU chief engineers are entitled, but
which some, he knew, did not always obtain.
At first, of course, there had been difficulties ; suspicious

glances; awkward questions such as any captain might
be excused for putting to a newly-joined officer to test his
capacity and character

; quick, stem commands about

l-?!

i'e

'
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each other's pleasures and^^fi* *""*• "^"8

theyi»agi„edb^^^^^^»^«^ Which would, a,

ten yean- imprisonment was 1^7Hif- ^ ?""/ °' """
them, a bond vU^lr^!^ additional bond between

years!
""* S''* ""»Ser with the passing

An'^al'S^.'l^-.f"^r ""* " '^^ appreciated,

explain h"^,^..'*"',^™=»» bicycles and cannot

the favour omnSn C^*k "^
"'P' "' equiUbrimn in

give and take
^ " ^^ *" '«"»^ive process of

abfut h^t^t^^lf'^f- « "- '^O "-O give

for the develoomS nf
^'^^^ ™"* '"'«t be some reason

charecter. "l?3'";el'^" y ""^ °' "' «" «»"»
timeo,t^tti„*4^^„^*4-4-n since the

^"^^^r^^^^.^^^'^^t^y. ana was
why should he puTupwfththfc^i*

.Cfrtamly not. Then
should he be Ahdyrt^andX7„TT" ' ^^^
should he be robbed ofSXtfiftv «

*'^? ""' *''y

This was the cl«r^,. i^ •

""y-five pounds ?

presented t^ft^* tr," "^^ ""' '~"'' '^v
his black briarptee^t't ^ '

P"" *' "' """d at

into yonder wS^ss' ;i:t::rno^Lr,'?«»if''

«

occurred to him. Tellin<r T.^ 'T' "° solution had
about it. alth^^h foMte i^L^r? '"^' ''' '"""S"'
pennanent good haUw^T-™* '"'*""«• "»"ld do no»~ ent good

.
handmg m his resignation would be an
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equaUy futile proceeding. Moreover, in adopting either
course he would obviously be laying himself open to further
insult.

No. the only thing was to be cunning, was to be cautious
to be silent and watchful, and in effect to wait, as does the
spider, for something to turn up.
He knocked out his pipe against the tiled floor, mechani-

cally sought to ascertain the hour, thrust back the cork-
screw with a muffled word or two. and slowly rose to go
Outside the bar room, along the narrow, coloured gallery

that flanked the street, underneath the whizzing fans
Eurasians of blotched ind indeterminate feature sat in
twos and threes at round-topped tables. The smoke of
their cheap cigarettes fouled the air. They seemed to
be watching him. He could ahnost have sworn that he saw
two of them point and exchange smiles.
With a quickened pace and straightened back he passed

mto the entrance haU. and there he came across the second
mate.

"Ho, chief!" said Mr. Skinner, exhibiting signs of
pleasure.

" Ho I
" said Mr. Bidgood.

He passed the second mate, turned, and began slowly
to retreat backwards.

'' Nice evening." said Mr. Bidgood.
" It is that." aflarmed Skinner, advancing. " Where's

your hurry ?
"

" Just pushing off." Mr. Bidgood informed him. " We're
getting away to-night and I'm not going to be Ute."

" No hurry." returned Skinner. " What's the time,
anyway ?

"

Mr. Bidgood put up his hand to look and suddenly
dropped it. " Find out. you skinny old skunk, you." he
shouted m sudden anger. " What do you take me for ?Away and buy a watch for yourself, you mingy feller, and

i]
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do^t come to me with your pesterings. I'm not a town

He strode off indignantly to the landing-stage, was rowed

Lttt MV l^^ 'S
'^"«^*^^ ^*'"^"' ^^d walked

straight to his cabm. He was so worried that it took him
half an hour to get to sleep.
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CHAPTER V

MEANWHILE night had enwrapped the city;

not roughly, almost angrily as in other climes,

but with the quick touch of a mother sooth-

ing her child. The veil of darkness spread was almost

visible. Zeph5nrs, cool breaths from above, the heavy

scent of flowers blossoming in the tree-tops came down-

wards, entangled in its folds. Through it the lights of

clustering houses diffused a mild and even glow, while in

the suburbs lamps shone dimly, discs on a velvet robe.

Numbers of people were in the streets, walking to and

fro, aimless as moths, barefooted, silent, their white

garments loose around >m ; men whose faces shewed

jet black in the lampliglic, women with flower-braided

hair.

Rickshaws, each freighted with a single soul, passed from

time to time, soundless, but for the soft pad-padding of

the pullers' feet ; coming from the unknown, vo5raging

one knew not whither. The low noise of their passage

seemed but to intensify the silence.

From the unfathomable darkness of cocoanut plantations

came infrequently the plaintive cries of animals ; and above

the perfumed gardens of bungalows nightjars wheeled and

swooped, sounding from time to time their clamorous note.

Many of the better dwellings were brightly illuminated,

but parts of the native quarter of the city shewed scarcely

a lamp. There, rows of low huts looked dark and desolate.
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woodwork, fadictrf the1,r^;;":?iSZ^„';fy^^

this state otml lt«T"1:T *" «'*P"<» *•

eveiy window ab^, e".^doo?o~TA'' ^.l^"*""*-
of converaation issued fZ,^ °^: ^ "'"i'">«i buzz

sometimes siftl^ X'T"
**

'"/t^'
°' "^ *^'^'

From time to ti.^; a loudL2?„t1he:
"'*/"'' ""«"•

came the twang of aeuitaST "/ *'"' *"»" *'»«

uplifted in a S^lLCg! ""'°' ' '^*°"' "»*»

While^ onr4T»S H^4:^r^rf *>»h='w. bit

remark or so from under wThlT "*"« *"" * =*<"»

in a %h-pitchrvoTce2e a «L""Tf?'*• "" o*"

.ck.aw'^rfrgn^a
fortil*^*^*^!'""'™ "-t you l.ave recruited

breath, "UmS'„^,jT.'' ''^^"'"'"^^wing a deep
••wi„/,T^"*™*'"'*''e some trouble"

only. WelS^otw4SsSe4tl^S?nST ""If'
^S"

the undertaking—" °° '^''«« »«thorised

" But he will," broke in Tinirle eairerlu • -n,

«n;;r^l^ba'te^: "^tLt r%f'cT;
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here and exhibit your jewelled picture of His Highness,
and doubtless the natives will flock to us when we tell them
that Holy Church has blessed it. But you come here with
your letter signed by the count, with your commission as
general signed by the count, and you offer us no proof
that His Highness has given you any authority what-
ever."

" But he can't," burst out the colonel. " His position
will not allow him to."

" Under these circumstances, I think we are fortunate
to have done as well as we have done," went on Canaba.
" We have sufl&cient men, we have our passages booked,
we have our pilot for the Philippine coast waiting here now
to take the oath. And also, my dear general," he continued
with a slight sneer, " we have you—although I must in

honesty tell you that we had none of us heard of you
before."

"What, not heard of my services to the Brazilian
emperor ? " exclaimed Tingle. " Great heavens I

"

" No, I regret to say we have not," said the Spaniard.
" Most extraordinary 1 " exclaimed Colonel Tingle.

" Why, I was thanked by Dom Pedro personally for my
gallant conduct in the fight near Santos."

They paid off the rickshaw and walked into the house.

Inside the hut next door a middle-aged Malay woman
withdrew her eye from its accustomed spyhole and faced
the room. Here the gloom was so deep that from where
she stood the farther wall was barely visible. The outlines
of rafters shewed above her head, slanting away into the
darkness of the roof. Trodden earth, sour with genera-
tions of usage and smelling evil, formed the floor. In the
centre on a mat there reclined two figures. The woman
addressed them.

"The fat and red-whiskered one with his sallow companion

If
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door of our nei^hbonrc' i,«„ ,
sireets. ihe

glided over to thf m^r i^
^ '' ^^^^ s^"*-" She

?<..f̂
"4ra„T4:sirJXr '-*-^-

one.°si«*^itSS t"^P°"''.°' «>« ginger-whiskered

m„sichafcZd Ssten?^!.^"""* "V"^ *"'' '^'^

hon^e " ' "°* * «""" <^'™«s *«>» the

Of the faithful
" cockroaches gnaw the gannents
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and from the skirt-like garment that half covered him a
thick, bare leg appeared.

" Words are oftentimes as empty as hands," observed
the wife criticaUy. " Hens lay eggs, but the cockerel
stands on the dunghill and crows.

"

The elderly man stirred uneasily. " A good wife is as a
pearl of perfect form, rolling hither and thither and never
commg to rest in her anxiety to serve the interests of the
household," he stated in a slightly irritated tone.

" Ha
!
" said the wife. And again there was silence.

" Why did you send for me ? " asked the saUor after a
while. He watched the woman light a smaU tin lamp and
search for the betel cutter.

" We needed you," she said. " To-night we leave this
dweUmg, and take passage to Hong Kong in the ship where
you have your abode." Cutting off a piece of betel nut
she began to wrap it in the leaf. Her nephew stared
impassively.

" When the soil is over-sandy the tree must be trans-
planted or it dies," explained the elderly husband obscurely.
He drew the betel box across, and pressed his cigarette
against it.

'' Unless one uses manure," pointed out the sailor.
" There is none in this city," snapped the old man.
"Therefore we leave," explained Suliemina. " Our

household effects are in yonder small bundles. Our fate
is in the hands of the prophet Mahomet."
In the feeble circle of Ught cast by the flame of the lamp

her hands shewed smooth and brown, their supple henna-
dyed fingers moving quickly as she finished rolling the leaf.
Her face was barely visible.

" There is also another matter," she said. " We wait
an hour or so for that."

The brighter glow of a cigarette end betokened her
nephew's quickened interest. Her brown hands holding

li
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the green bolus disappeared for a moment, and returned
empty. A faint noise of chewing became audible.

The sailor, with a slight wriggle, brought his slumpy
foot within the illumined circle where it rested, the white-
soled and ugly termination of a hairy brown leg. That for

a while was the only movement among them. Except that
the woman's ample bosom rose and fell, and the old man
breathed a little noisily, they might have been carved of
wood. At last the old man spoke again.

"The constantly sitting hen clucks continually," he
observed, " but her efforts are of small value. It is the
watchful bird that fattens herself and the pocket of the
master."

Suliemina sank down on one bare arm. " There is no
need to haste," she murmured. "Our neighbours are
still in the room below. When they begin to mount
above, tumbling and stumbling up the stairs, I shall hear
them as I sit, and then begins our labour."

" And wherefore not begin our labour now ? " suggested
the old man. " Does the squirrel steal the eggs of the crow
when the parent bird is sitting on the nest ?

"

" What labour ? " asked Jemaludin, with a faint touch
of anxiety in his voice. He bent over into the circle of
light, revealing a broad, unintelligent face, short of
forehead and wide of nostril, and a pair of magnificent
shoulders.

Suliemina, in the shadow, laughed softly. "Does
Jemaludin love pearls ? " she asked. " Does he love
diamonds and rubies to adorn the neck of the fair ?

"

" Pearls are concealed in the tight-shut oyster," began
the old man, " but "

" Cease thy chattering, uncle !
" exclaimed the sailor

impatiently. He turned to the woman with a deeply
interested air.

" Chattering !
" muttered the old man in disgust.
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" Where have you seen such things, aunt ? Have you

some for me ?"

" I have seen them in a picture." murmured Suliemina.
She raised the lamp, and lit a cigarette, gazing at her nephew
the while through half-shut eyes. Her face in the flickering
light looked worn and a httle evil, but that she had been
comely once was plain enough. Her shoulders were bare
and still were beautiful.

" Yes, I teU you ; in a picture !
" she said again, and

broke mto a giggle at the look of disgust on the man's face.
" They are stuck in a picture," she explained at last,
putting the lamp down.

'' Say you that ? " said Jemaludin.
" The ginger-whiskered new-comer bore it with him

yesterday," went on Suliemina with animation. "
I, from

my position on the shoulders of this my husband, in the
evening looking into their upper room, saw it in its glory
surrounded by men who prayed. Diamonds and pearls
sparkled on it. It is their god. And the priest-Uke ginger-
whiskered one, when they were departed put it in the iron
case again, and fastened it with many keys."

" Pearls are concealed in the tight-shut oyster," began
the old man, " but "

"And is it stiU there?" broke in Jemaludin
eagerly.

" Still there. I have watched and listened, and in my
absence this my husband watched and Ustened for me.
They have not moved it. The case is heavy."

" Perchance if we touch the god of a white man evil will
haunt us." suggested the sailor in a doubtful voice. He
scratched his head vigorously.

" A man like you. and afraid !
" exclaimed SuHemina m

scornful tones. " This grey-headed tiger then shaU use
his claws foi me." She pointed to the old man who, how-
ever, said nothing.

n
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" I am not afraid," munnured Jemaludin. " But thi>occurs to me
: how can we open the iron car? "

««. • ./"" .f
"Coaled in the tight-shut oyster but

^^a/lf ^"^y *^ *^* pocket-knife of the tnie belTever
"

gabbled the old man in one breath. He sank ba^ on his

^i:^:^^:-'-'''^'- «^-p-ionsse::LSn'o^

" tL?w?*° -f'I'l^fu^""^
^""""^^ ^" *» <«™est whisper.

Thev^T }^\'^'y^^ "P -«-in to worship their id^lTTiey w^ do it to-night. White men always piay atmght. Have I not been an ayah and seen Se^7 At

wfIte^^l^^^- ^"^ ^^'^^"^^ ^'^^^

''Wewr^'sH-^'^'''"r-
" And now-we wait?"

was very audible. The rustle of a mouse in the roof th^
distant rattle of a vehicle, the sigh of the wSd outsWe theoccasional slight creak of the woodwork, all seemSt ;n^!fied. The house might have been a vault with t^
wrk'epT^n"'^ ^'"r'r

°"^"^^ *°-^ -h"-^P
tTthf̂ 'otTes?'^''^^^

*"' P""^ ^"™^ -«^«^

And then suddenly the woman sprang to her feet with

Hush! she whispered, raising an ann. A faint noisiof y^ces came in from the house next door.
They mount the stairs," she murmured, Ustenine

«st a famt I^ht, like the break of dawn, ii^^S^the squat roofs of the surrounding huts. sh«^hepS
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of the harbour And the hot smells of the und^ined city
pressed around. '

mZ^h* ^T ?!
*
*!

^"*' ^''' ^"* '"^^ ^Sh, and withoutmuch (hfficulty the woman and her two companions
clambered on to the roof, and crawled upwards le^Z
rough^rounded tUes. Some six feet above was the brightly
lighted wmdow of the next house. Suliemina mountedon her nephew's back and looked in.
Men were to be heard plainly now talking in the roomabove there was a shuffling of many feet, and now and then

" Pigs grunt at the trough, and the famished donkey
brays for the evening meal." returned the old man ambigu-

Si'^e^/'"'
'" ''^ '"^^ "^ '' -"Sht to the tme

;;

But do they pray, uncle ? " persisted the saUor.

wl° '^ plainly. I do not know." said the old man
testUy. The breeze becoming stronger, he crept round
forshelt^ to the other side of his brawny nephew and
stood waitmg patiently.

floIS'r^^*
^•^^*' ^"'^'*'^ ^'^^ ^y ^^'^^Sht that

flowed from the window, came and wheeled backwards and
forwards very close above them. Two or three stars
appeared in the sky. The darkness lessened perceptibly
And as yet. the woman, her eyes glued to the window, gaveno sign. ' ®

" The body ofmy aunt is a large one and well nourished "
remarked the sailor length, panting slightly

• A fat wife means a kind husband." observed the oldman in self-congratulatory tones. " He shaU strut before
his neighbours, yea. he shaU strut before them continually

«i

I
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and receive their admiration." He chuckled, and at a gust
of wind shrank closer to his nephew.
The sound of the high-pitched voice ceai:ed. There

occurred again the noise of shuflBing feet. A door banged.
" I findmy ponderous aunt is strainingmy muscles about

to the breaking point," said the sailor again in distressed
tones.

" Does the mother complain of the weight of her child,
and shall the child complain of the weight of his mother ?

"

asked the old man reproachfully.
'' But—this is my aunt," objected the sailor.
" Your mother is heavier than your aunt," pointed out

Matmamudin craftily. " The camel complains not of its
hump, nor the ox of its yoke, nor the horse of its rider, nor
the stag of its horns, nor the tree of its fruit, nor the straw
of its rice, nor the bee of its pollen, nor the " he was
continuing volubly, when Suliemina suddenly bent down.
" They have brought the picture in," she said in an

intense whisper, and then quickly resumed her position.
The old man put a hand on his nephew's sweating back

encouragingly. " Does that help you ? " he asked in a
sympathetic voice.

" Not much," gasped the saUor. " In a short time-I
shall be overcome."

" Think of other things," counseUed the old man. " and
the weariness will have left you. Think of happy days to
come, of the smell of flowers, and of the scented hair of the
bdoved one, of well-filled dishes, and of cool and grateful
drinks." He put his other hand on the wobbling
back.

It was draughty up there on the roof, and the rough tUes
made but an indifferent standing place. But for long
enough the old man made no complaint. As time went on,
however, he b^an to shew signs of restlessness.

"Silence is golden," he remarked, raising his voice
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impatiently, " but when a wise woman opens her mouth
a pearl may perchance drop from it. . . . O Suliemina
do you hear me ?

"

'' Be patient," murmured the woman very shortly.
" The feet of the faithful are soft and tender," persisted

the old man in an irritable voice, " but hard as a very roof
tile shaU be the heart of the true believer in the hour of
victory.

. . Steady, O Jemaludin ! Steady !
" He tried

feebly to control the violent wobbling of his nephew's
body.

" I cannot hold you any longer, aunt !
" panted that

gentleman in a voice that was dangerously loud. " You
willfaUl"

o J

Suliemina hastily scrambled down. " Silence, silence,"
she whispered, putting out her arms and drawing the two
men very close. "Some of these whites are gathered
near the window," she went on ahnost inaudibly. " They
may hear. Oh, the picture I I have seen it. I have counted
the jewels set in it! They flash like the sun ! It is smaU,
and made on cloth. I saw it quiver when the priest-Uke,'
red-whiskered one touched it with his naked sword while
the others worshipped. Oh, he is high in the land, I know
It, the red-whiskered one. He wears a great man's uniform.
Have I not been ayah to a colonel and know ? And there
IS a smaU half-caste who makes oath. Have I not been
ayah to a colonel and know ? He swears many oaths.
Do I not know English ?

"

" Your aunt is a woman of many tongues." explained
Matmamudin. " One of them is always busy," he added
gloomily.

" And shaU we obtain the picture ? " asked the sailor
in great excitement.

" Ducks quack, and cats mew, but the old fox sits on his
haunches and says nothmg." returned his uncle.
"Does nothing," murmured SuUemina. "Come, I

ii
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must mount once more. They will eat and drink ; after

every ceremony the white man feasts."

She had barely reached the sill when she bent down
again. " Your knife, Matmamudin," she hissed. " Quick,
you old fool I Quick ! quick I

"

She wriggled in.
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CHAPTER VI

IN
spite of her great age, perhaps becatise of her

great age, the Susan Dale was not the least com-
fortable of the vessels that plied between Ceylon

and the ports farther east. In her better days, when
her decks were white, her brasswork clean, and her pro-

peller a pale and perfect blue, she had been in the

regular passenger trade. Once a colonial governor had
travelled on her. What need to say more ? Roomy cabins,

now dismantled, lined the alley-wa3rs. Still roomier ones,

a pair of them, graced the bridge deck. These, so the mate
told the younger of the two passengers with the air of doing

her honour, ladies had never before been permitted to

occupy.
" Mr. Bidgood, our chief engineer, used to have the one

you are in," he went on, " but he's shifted aft next to Hn
saloon. He says he sleeps so much better when he can
hear the noise the screw makes. So I moved in."

" It's all so interesting," said the girl. They had finished

teat and he, with an apologetic manner, was shewing her

round the ship.

On such an occasion and on such a vessel defects are

importunate as beggars, but the charitable look the other

way. She did it very nicely, very naturally. And to

him already it was plain to be seen she appeared sufficiently

charming. She said that she liked old ships, and hated the

smell of new paint.

! I
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fortable. Anything I can do ? " ' ^""P^ ^^^^ " ^e com-

.engineer to «tae wt^'o^d^l^?^ "^
"J'"

">«
T?"''

lost, but he refrained
sacnfice, and had

«ssiSern?:Kwrr"''--''
with which principle also rm fJJT ,.^® ^°'' *°y°°«'

finanytha./ewastd^i-.frr'*"'"--'^'- "^

the ;o'"4trin'i.r^.^ht iti^srrr -"^

No doubt you L^'^oSd r nif 'r^'f "* ="* •«»»«•

in the cabin."
^ *''* Photographs of them aJI

curtain w^ d^ra^^'^l" ^i^"'"'^^
^^ain. AyeUow

loosely woven nTe^He ^°°™'''A"'' *'^'"«'' "'
were penetrating, lighti,« uIXT •

*^ "*"«™
light, a light deSnS^r Zf Z, rn

°*'"°' *** » "eUo"
She Ptrcdved in Xv,- .

^,' **"" *"""«'' «o unpack by.

lady^ScelSs"&"* " » ^'^ P'easing-looking old

Close to one bunk a^h^ .
^^""''"''"^"'"'ysteries.

other lady pa~^'" i?" "-T" "P*"' ""d "^^ 'he

ye"owhair,'?e^"„tsin2^ ™'^'" ^""^ »» "«
notimejustthenf rp:"orrT.-..^f"«'«y.»'>» "^d

not even look up.
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" Helen Clatworthy." said Miss Amerton. "
I hate to

repeat my sentences. They won't stand it. But don't
you think this is Mr. Dixon's mother ?

"

" Oh. let me finish unpacking !
" said the other, raising

herself and glancmg up at the photograph perfunctorily
Yes, 1 daresay it is.

AJ Z^ ""^Vw 'l!^''
"^^^^^ "^^ ^^ «^"'" 'nused MissWon. but she can't help that. It's part of the curse

of Eve. We all have our sorrows, haven't we. my dearte^ Dixon ? Not that I think your son any worse than
the average. Ohdearme.no! Water is the same article,
whether it spouts from a fountain or sleeps in a paU. But
1 m afraid most people Hke a httle sparkle."

'' You'll be late for dinner. Mary, if you dawdle like this
"

said Helen severely. She stood upright, a big, rath^
masculine woman

; then, bending down again, pushed the
trunk into a comer.

^ "^"**T?n^
trunk-below the bunk-and when you've

done It 1 11 give you a chunk-of chocolate." said Mary
sitting down comfortably and opening a paper bag " For
three long years I've been a slave to dinner. I've waited
on it hand and foot. I've borne it on trays to patients
and I ve carried it on a fork to myself. I defy it It
shall wait on me. Nay. I insult it 1

" Shr broke off a
piece of chocolate and began to eat. . . . The sea the
sea. the beautiful sea. with sailors around me un bended
knee, and crowds of gaUant officers-ready to trande
the sea serpent if I lift a litUe finger WeU. I supp^
I shall have to make a start I

"

She bent overthepile of linen and at oncebecame furiously
busy. The speed with which she worked was remarkable
She crawled on her knees and managed to exhibit gracem the act. Later on. too. when she changed her frock,
hooks and eyes-mvented by the devil for man's undoing
-fastened themselves at a touch of her thin fingers. And

IW
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that a co«Sn would have been a rL„ S?^'^" * '*"^

for the ph.a»„.s ««„ ^tiT^dZ ^^i"^^'!'

r^^S^^e^-3xf?^^
and why he did not be&ve tatteA of^? 7 T"°

:::»v:;irwhrs5f ------^
absohlte lin^t,ToSi;X^^e"of"ch':^°^™T *'
and the training of slUp'sIS H» l^?^^ '^'""'
to Evans-s rtr^ on theiS stotm^f ™^"' ^*^*^y
Afterwards, aU tho^S^ tt an^^' ?*"r-went on to the poop and dink LZ ^"^- «''ey

evening was oassed in »„„.h ?**• ™* «*' »* the

_! »^^'r't^d'S"thrb^H^rw*:„:s^

out they ought to have bepn z*!;! » -j »v.
«n>«tly. "It would be JLlTstv It T ?"?°
sh-ppjugjofHce people happenJ.,"S ^" """ " *^

«
I.
Z'^ir s^;tr;:vi;i.^^:-n;• ogarette; the pair walked along the .^TsUent
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•• You are engaged to Miss Clatworthy. Evans, aren't
you ? asked the mate, after a while.
"As good as," Evans answered. " It's not been made

pubhc yet, if that's what you mean."
" But you told me some time ago that you were "

the
mate said, looking his companion full in the face
"Did I ?

" retorted Evans uneasily. " Then I must have
made a mistake

. . . said the wrong thing, you know."
he added with an uneasy laugh. " Like you did at dinner."" How's that ?

" "iuuw.

" When you told us how you hated women who smoked."
said Evans, with another laugh. " Well, good-night for
the pre^t. He went off to the engine-room, and the
mate, after a turn or two on the deck, walked aft to the
poop m search of a comfortable chair. It was now about
deven o clock, and aU the crew had long since gone to their
bunks. A single light was burning at the gangway ; except
for this the decks were in darkness.

" I'll take the chair along under the light." muttered
the mate, so as to be handy when the captain and
Bidgood come aboard."
He was about to do so when he heard a well-known

voice raised in anger, and presently he saw the chief
engineer commg up the accommodation ladder
" Hallo Bidgood I " he called out. looking over the rail,

but the chief engineer took no notice and walked heavily
to his cabin. ^

" The first time I've seen him come on board without
the captam. said Dixon to himself, dragging his chair
forward. They can't have quarrelled ?

"

Sitting down at the top of the ladder, he drew out a pipe
and began to smoke.
The evening was clear and beautiful. A sUght breeze

blew m from the sea. He moved his deck chair into the
fiiu stream of it, and sat pufl&ng comfortably at his pipe

^f

^f



«I1 the creW are abcTrt
"'^^^ ^'" «° '"'"^ "0 «e «

bei^W^X^e^orir *" <"> •" "V -to.
..;j«u n«a„, /oSlrrt^

said D-
be^" rratt^Zr" '^-«-«'" "ta
" Oh, all right " brokTinl:l ™'"«^ "5^' "

hurricane IamftLw«h "-'"""- "' '""'"' "^ «»
"Don't make morTno™^hr "' ^""S^^y-

D«c„. "Remember ;eVr,at"orbC..'''''''' -">

The swinging lantL fa^*^ """^ "" f<>'««stle.

shadows as ifepa^a," *'»;','» ''*»'' 'l"*" "ad
his footsteps on ttew«Z '''""'y-*»y- The chnk of

^e'"ll'"K*
"'""• «» <Jistu?^ he sS.ce '

"^"^
The gods had druffffed fho «• Tl !? *

-'thingpipe.theSaS^dXha^woTr *''' «»
Cerberus himself nod Th, mlT.

""'"' '""« "a^e
sank on his chest. He was ih^' '^J'

'''^' ""^ head
slumber, when a f,i^t n"1l 1^"^^.°" ">« *ay to
hood startled him. SomeCv h,^

'^^te neighbour-
hear a quick patter ofC te fjT^' "' »»'<» still

theaUey-way,
andreachi^'tTefo^iZr'^."'' *" "" "'""W

looked around. ^ *
"*™a™ entrance stood and

the"s^rdtate*^,lX„N<" » »- -s visible except
the starboard ^p^°' '^^ '" "»»<' ™s bending ov^
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" HaUo there I " Dixon cried. " Has anyone passedyour way ?

"

^ i«ssca

He distinctly saw the second mate dart out a crooked

"«i'^\'°"''*^*"«^' ^"^ P'^* i* ^der his coat.

,

When do you mean ? " caUed out the second matensmg and turning suddenly.
••Just this instant. I think I heard footsteps."
You ve made a mistake then." returned Skinnerswmgmg the lantern. " There's been nothing." Aepaused a moment. "All are aboard." he co^ntinued

I m gomg to turn in."

askSd
"^^^ ^""^^ ^' " ^^ y°" ^"^*^ "^^'^ ? " ^«

.^^J^^'^'l
'^'*.^^"'" '^^""'^ ^'^""e'-' with some

•ToJ'': . ^^ ^r« '° °^y ^^^ "°^'" h« continued!
Good-night to you."
•• What were you searching for in the scupper ? "

asked
the mate, looking at him hard.

"TiLr'"'lrr""^,'°' anything." growled Skinner,

wa"ZZ:' *^ '"°"' ' ^'^ '^"^^ ^- ^^^^ -- -ent
" And how is it ?

"

•'^Ju'^jf.hf*'
p*?^"°*^'''^*-

• • •
Well. I'm tumingin."

.ur^nr. f r ""^^* «° "°"°^ *^«t^^ andmakesure no stowaways have stepped aboard "

The two walked up on to the forecastle head, and back

^^

Nothing here." remarked Dixon at last.
I m off to my bunk." said Skinner for the third time

JhS^JZ ^ Tt °^ ^"PP^^«i excitement in his voicethat might well have made the other curious again

" r!2 ^°^'" "^^ ^^^ °^*^- " Night, night."

^^
Good-night to you." returned Skinner.
Rum old bird." soliloquised the mate, returning to

his deck chair. " He did find something in that scupU!

i'!l
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I wouldn't mind putting five dollars on it. A bit of scrap
brass or something. He's like a magpie."
He lay back and dozed again. He was fast .sleep when

Captain Porter came on board and found him
" What's this ? What's this ? " enquired Captain Porter

poking him repeatedly in the ribs.

" It's me. sir," replied the mate, springing hurriedly to
attention.

^

WeU, don't let it occur again," ordered the captain

" Very good, sir." said Dixon.
" Had we been at sea I should have had a good deal

more to say." the captain informed him in tones of great
severity.

**

The mate's face expressed no astonishment at the
information. He bent his head in silence.

" I should have caUed you the laziest lounger that ever
walked a bridge," continued the captain. " I should have
said that one of these days you'll be drowned without
knowing it."

JL^y^. ^^ * *"^S day. sir." pointed out the mate
diffidently.

^^

"A tiring day f Nonsense I
" snorted Captain Porter.

You ve never put your foot off the ship. How would
you hke to be me. paddling around those fiery pavements
ashore there all day. hke a hen on a hot brick, seeing about
Ireights and documents ? Tiring day I Nonsense! You
young chaps don't know what work is. When I was your
age do you know how much sleep I used to have in a
night ? Do you know, eh ?

"

Dixon confessed that he did not.
" Sometimes two hours, sometimes four." said Caotain

Porter with emphasis.
v-pwn

" Was that when the ship was in harbour, sir ? "
slvlv

enquired the mate. ^ ^
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No, sir, it was not," replied the captain in a shaip
tone. He looked hard at the mate's face, but it expressed
only an earnest wish for information.

" No, sir," he explained in softer accents. " It was at
sea. At sea I was like a sleepless cat. And so will you
have to be if you want to get on."

" Yes, sir," said the mate meekly.
" Yes, that's me," said Captain Porter, drawing himself

up. " Everything all right aboard ?
"

" Yes, sir."

" Crew all here ?
"

" Yes, sir."

" Chief engineer ?
"

" Yes, sir."

" Did he make any remark to anyone when he came
aboard ?

"

"
Never spoke to a soul but the boatman."

'' Ah I " said Captain Porter thoughtfully. " Well, I'm
going to snatch a few moments' sleep now. Tell Mr. Skinner
to call me at two." He turned and ascended the ladder
to his ca bin. The mate lit a pipe and walked up and down
the deck in a half-hearted endeavour to keep awake.
The night breeze fanned him softly, the gentle lapping

of the water against the vessel's sides sounded a lullaby,
and presently the moon rose and showed him, among other
things, his empty chair patiently awaiting him. It was
hard to refuse its hospitality. He sat down, and after a
faint resistance closed his eyes and dozed again.
Almost immediately, it seemed tc him, another assault

was made on his ribs. He looked up and beheld the second
mate beside him.

"What's the time ? " he murmured, closing his eyes
again. There was no reply.

He opened his eyes once more and beheld the second
mate leaning over the rail.

I

«.'

'I
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im'if>r*
^^^^""^ ^^^»' anyhow." remarked SkinnerjTitably. Why can't they talk English ? . Wh^do you want ?

"

^ ^"**

Another babel below and again a sUence. which MrSkinner at once proceeded to soU.
"Anything the matter ? " enquired Dixon

a ^T.r'^ ""^u
^"^ ^^' '^^' ^' *^« '«>^ o^ *he laddera boat laden with men and luggage was dimly visihtelopp- 1^ genUy up and down. ^ ^'

'• a^a itu ? " he caUed out in Malay,
h sounds like Spanish." he said to the second mateafter listening to their reply. " They must be passe^^'who have mistaken the ship."

passengers

He leant over the side and spoke to them again.

" uSSr .r *T *n
""d<«t*nd." remarked Skimier.

iro tY W^ I
'

t'
" P"" "P *^" ^^^^^ * bi*' ^d let them

fclcLk."
Turn out your watch. It's nearly one

The second mate walked forward, blowing a whistle- ahght showed in the forecastle, and presenuj LSTd^
saUors came pattering aft. At the mate's directionT^
puUed at the faU of the block, and the Udder, ^phe theloud protests of the gentlemen in the boat. biaTSs sllwand jerky ascent.

^^ *^°^

"El capitano.a capitano." yeUed the men in the boat

bofch^S^itr"^^"^^^^- "H-'s another

high^^i^t^i^^ ^-^ ' " ^^"*^ --^y ^ a
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„^°'''«.**''t," replied the mate.

the.^rn""",'!/^"T"'r»^ ""•" '«"««»

.t th:f ,„«7;! ;,
,^^';,;.,:;f

»'..*« «« <«<"»« »« he«

therei.;,": ,r;."t^;:i' "j-? ^r,
"" »'• "<" •««

aptain Po.,e. I ^^..^l.ti'^ rj":,";
-» *« sight of

4*wt*p^tj';r IT'^ ^J'"
*" '"o »»'« When

"« full of thi"^^rh. P'*2
T^" '" "^^ "P'-'O"

much alike to aiTnlH t ''f
""" »" ?'»«» were

for notWng more than aTl'^"
'"" ""'^'' ""» »»ked

the starJ*
"*" " "^^ "» "»«" "•»» l>»rd, under

io^*''"C-ll'^!7',":'°"''.'' "'" ^P'»i" Porter

«^..dr^X°rn,ts^,r^"rrtot

Tii^"S.?:^t.il:;f!r"''' "' "* p'»~- <^'<>"«'

cato ready "^^dlT^ "*f J™" '"'"''^ I-*™ '0™"! yourready, said Dixon as he turned to go. "We could

*

i^i

i!
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have given your men shakedowns in the lasarstte adjoining

here, but, unfortunately for you, it's chock full of caiga"
" Ah, indeed. What cargo ? " asked the colonel politely.
" Barrek of pickled pork for Hong Kong," replied the

mate. " Well, good-night."
" What ? " asked the colonel in a strained voice.

"Pickled pork," the mate said again. He left the
saloon, closing the door behind him. And as he did to
he heard the colonel say, in agonised tones :

" Pat out
those cigarettes at once."
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CHAPTER Vn

HY, I thought they were asleep." muttered
the mate an hour Ir .er. when on going up

I, J- 1 .
° "*® *^* *^^ *»e caught sight of the twolaies leamy over the rail outside their caWn

«' O^^ . « ",? ^"^'^^y' ^"*^"* on gaining the bridge

int.nL^"l!^''
^*°°'" ^^^ ««^«»' i^ * voice obvioSy

tnfhl ^ \^^ ,*^* "**** enquiringly. He made his way

you had gone to bed long ago." he remarked. ^
„ V*® <i*^"» » «> very hot." said Helen.

add^M^'^Ho'Jlid T'''''
*" ^ P^^^^y ~°*<J'"aaaea Mary. Homd. strong, nasty tobacco. I'm sureone of your sailors must have been smoking in it

"
Sh^turned her head away, and looked down at^water.

^^

I « very sorry," said Dixon contritely.
we know the creature must have been there," continuedMary lookmg up again. " Because he leftT^^SLeft ,t m the most lordly mamier on the ledge oHhe^'2i^undem«.th my nose. Why . . . whri m^htt^^been found dead in the morning !

"

M« Ck^orthy wanted to throw it overboard "
I didn't I exclaimed Helen.

" But I said no," continued Mary virtuously. "
I

HI

f:
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said, ' Perhaps the poor ignorant creature has only one
pipe; it looks like it from the amount of use this pipe
has had. Suppose we wash it well and hand it over to

Mr. Dixon to return to him.' And Helen said "

" I never said anything," cried Helen hastily.
" So I tied it to a piece of cotton," said Mary, looking

up into the mate's face innocently, " and we've lowered
it into the water to let it wash. That was quite right,

wasn't it ?
"

She turned away again and stood huddled together

looking over the side. Her bare shot'ders were just under
the mate's eye. It was plain to be seen that they were
shaking.

" But " he began at last.

" Do you think it will be clean now ? " asked Mary
in a steady voice.

" It ought to be," replied Dixon shortly.

" Then I'll pull it up." She began to haul in the slender

thread over the rail with exaggerated care. " Slowly . . ,

slowly . . ."she said. There was a slight tap, the sound
of a tiny splash. The thread came away loose.

"Oh I . .
." cried Mary, looking up in tremendous con-

cern. " Oh ! ... I am so sorry."

" You were quite right," said Dixon with emphasis.
" The pipe was old and much used, but—it r'as a present,

and the owner valued it. Good-night." He touched his

hat and walked quickly away.
" But—I am so sorry," Mary cried, running a pace or

two after him. " Mr. Dixon I
" Without a sign that he

heard her he kept his course along the deck.
" I said I was sorry I I said I was sorry !

" said Mary
in distressed tones.

" You ought not to have done it," Helen told her. "
I

warned you at the time. Just at the start of the voyage,
too. You're always busy with your stupid jokes."

/ym^iP'f.m'mi.
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thi"J«."t**'"
*' **^y ""^^^""^ «^ <=<>«*i°°«l in muchthe same strain.

wif"*
^'k^*" ^'^V"*

***" ^ *^"«^ »t dinner againstwomen who smoke cigarettes. I should never havethought of It." said Maiy. looking greatly troubled.HOW ^s he to know you smoked ? If he had hewould not have said what he did at dinner."
That wodd have been worse." returned Mary sittimron the edge of the bunk. ^' ^

The other looked at her and went on plaiting her hair

Jm, are an m^possible girl." she remarked, with a sUght

^J
He had to take one side or the other," Maiy pointed

" Well, everybody s the better for a litUe tact." saidHelen Clatworthy ambiguously.
"What do you say. Mrs. Dixon ? " asked Mary, address-

ing the photograph. "WhafsyouropinionontW qu^br
hi T!^K \^* ^^ y^" *Wnk of your son. now' l^[

^ and his pou mgs and his vapoui^. Just a mere pipe.

^okes himself, and it wouldn't surprise me to hear thathe s not a teetotaler either, in spite of all the good advice

advice, didn't you ? Yes. of course you did. And that'sno he worst either. The very worst is the ideas he higot into his noddle about us. He thinks we ought towheel prams. Mrs. Dixon, and cook. Mrs. Dixon and^nib and dar. socks M:.. Dixon, while he sits andLk«
Hes^ m good hands now. He's in the hands of

" WOien you've done." said Helen from the bunk. "
Iwant to go to sleep."

'

r



70 OH. MR. BIDGOODI
i

f

!!•

•(
She finished undressing.

I shan't be a moment.'
Good-night," she said.

Gcod-night." Helen sat up for an instant to turn
down the lamp. Silence reigned in the cabin.

" Helen," said Mary softly, after a few minutes.
" Yes ?

"

" Are you awake ?
"

" Yes."

"I don't feel a bit sleepy to-night." Mary went on;
*• and yet we ought to, especially you, after last night's
daace."

" We came home early," said Helen Clatworthy.
Sleep's different from other things," went on Mary.

" The more you have the less you want, and the less you
take the less you can get. It is handed round once every
mght and if you don't help yourself then—well, sometimes
thwj's a scrap left in the larder, and sometimes there isn't."

" Yes," said Helen, in weary tones.
" I wish they sold it," continued Mary. " I wish they

put it up in tabloids."

" So do I," said Helen, with emphasis.
"If they did I'd take a dozen now, but as they

don't—" she sat up in her bunk—" the next best thing
18 a cigarette." She drew out a silver case from under
her pillow. " Yes, Mrs. Dixon, now that your son can't
see, you and I will have a cigarette together."

^

Helen turned up the lamp. " I can't sleep," she declared.
' What heat I And the narrow bunks '

" Think of our nice spring beds lying empty only half
a mile away."

''

And the noises. Listen to that !
"

" That's the engines," said Mary knowingly. " That's
Mr. Evans, at work at last—the favourite nephew of the
beloved matron, the fly round the honey-pot, the

" I rather Uke Mr. Evans," said Helen frigidly
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" I never doubted it."

JL^^'7^ ^^^^ *'*' * *^"« *^«' long before youame out. And if ,t wasn't for that and the fact of his
being the matron's nephew we should neither of us have
Deen allowed to come on this steamer "

" I know that."

JiJ^T Z^^.
^"^ *"*^ ""^^^ fun of him ? " asked Helen,

with a look o. annoyance on her rather peaked face.
Mai>- pu£fed at her cigarette. "Listen to that." she

Tutid! "\T^' " ^""^ °' *^ p~p^^ ^^^y passed
outside. They are going on to the bridge. I think the
ship IS startmg."

The telegraph grated, there was a hoarse shout or two,and then something bumped against the ship, making her
tremble shght^y. Presrntly the windlass on the fore<^stS
head started to work with fury.

Mol^^ *
•P'?,

"^ .?l«ssing-gowns and go outside." saidMary exatedly. " Come on. Don't be prudish. We'll
go into a comer anr*. nobody will see us."
The engines, with a m':ghty snort, were making their

first revolution as the two girls stepped on deck. For a
minute the Swan Dale trembled MolenUy. and then,a^ noise and vibration ceasing, she gUded slowly through
the harbour, quiet as a piece of driftwood on a lake Shewas as though at rest. The world sUpped gently by

^^a ^\ '''"^ P*"^^' ^P^y °^ "^« •• ^ "monster
tlredger the sleeping machinery of which towered Uke a
pynunid; grey painted steam cranes with slender jibs
squattmg on tops of granite piers, still as fishermen ; thewkte mol^ strewn with gigantic blocks of dressed stones ;and the pale water below them, shadowless under the glare
of the hghthouses. And the Susan Dale with quickening
^>eed crept out into the ocean.

,J ^ '^*" ^° ^"^ *^ °**^'" s*»<l Helen, turning from the

!

• i

n
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So shaU I,
'
said Maiy. " But I feel as thwigh I couldremam here aU night. I always longed to be the fairym the transfonnation scene. And it's like a transfonnation

scene to-night."

"Oh, do come," exclaimed the other impatiently "

I

don t want to be caught in this get-up."
"Helen," Mary remarked when they were in the cabin

again you never asked the chief officer what the noiseand shoutmg was we heard about twelve o'clock."
_ " How could I, when you offended him so about his

K li^?'* *w
*°*^** *^"™P

'

" ^'^ Mary. " Almost as
hard, dear Mrs. Dixon, as your son wiU thump the tablewhen he lectures his wife. I shouldn't wonder. Helen "
she went on. hanging up her dressing-gown. "

if the noi^we heard wasn't some more passengers arriving
"

"Passengers wouldn't make such a fearful shouting

"

said Helen, from her bunk.
*^'

" They might have been saying ' good-bye ' to their
fnends on the quay," suggested Mary. " Or one of them
might be deaf, or have lost his luggage. I could give you
hundreds of reasons."

b ^ y»u

" There are no passengers but us." stated Helen. " MrEvans distinctiy told me so." she added, in a tone of
finahty. "Good-night."

" Good-night. Helen . . . Good-night. Mrs. Dixon.
FareweU Ceylon, land of palms and perepiration. spicesand snakes. Cingalese and centipedes. FareweU. oh. fare
thee weU I I lay myself down on the bosom of the oceanby kind permission of Mr. Dixon, and with the tacit
approval of the immaculate Mr. Evans Helen I

"
What ?

"Do you think you could send a note down to askhim to keep the engines from thumping so ?
"

There was no reply.
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" You could put. if you like. ' For Mary's sake

'

Well, good-night."

There must have been a scrap left in the larder, for in
a mmute or two the moonlight coming in at a porthole
rested on her face and showed her sleeping. Even now
her expression had not lost its vivacity. Long bUck
eyeUshes made her look half awake. And her small red
mouth was smiling, as though even in dreams she still found
something to laugh at.

An ahnost imperceptible rocking indicated that the
Susan Dale had altered her course and was getting away
from the shelter of the land. The breeze blew in fainUy
past the swaying curtains that were drawn across the
doorway. The beat of the engines grew quicker.
PresenUy the telegraph grated, and they stopped.
" Helen

. . . Helen !
" cried Mary, instantly awake.

What IS the matter ? " enquired the other in a sleepy
voice.

*^^

"The ship has stopped." Mary answered, looking out
of the porthole. " Oh. look at the sky !

"

" What about it ?
"

"You'd like to paint it. I know. An enormous moon
sittmg on top of a big white cloud—like a snowball
Helen I

"

" What ?
"

" Aren't you going to get up ?
"

"Of course not. I'm sleepy."
" But supposing the moon rolled of! that cloud and

plopped mto the wacer just in front of us. and you were
not dressed ?

"

^

" Oh, I do wish you wouldn't talk !
" Helen said shortly

None of us wUl get any sleep. It's neariy three o'clock."
If the moon drops of! before fovr," remarked Marym a subdued voice. " 1 am afraid some of us wiU get

splashed." She kept quiet for almost a minute, looking
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oat of tf« portlKje. "Venrwdl."d«went«i."theoI^t tdk ... I won't teU you anything thi^fi^on outride

. . I wouldn't dai to mStha^ the*2Shas swung round .. . and that now I can ™a kuZ'^such a smart little white Uunch . . . aSTt^wT^t'
quite dose rowing this way . . . and wchTiScJ

'

No, I don't think I'll tell you that I
"

""*"**••
" What ? " J^ xnai I

"Such a nice old gentleman-not such a verv oWgend^an either-standing up and waving ^^^Pooh I said Helen. " that's the pitet. ShiDTai.always stopping for pilots." ^ *"
" I suppose they are." agreed Mary, lying down again.

u s

h

«'*rai"
.* jf^i
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CHAPTER Vin

<cW'HAT'S ado now? Whats ado now?"
rumbled Mr. Bidgood from the darkness,
in a tone of mingled complaint and en-

quJiy- " Can't you run the job without worrying me
night and day ? My word, some of you young fellows aren't
fit to be trusted with a hot potater engine, let alone a steam
engme."

" We've stopped, sir." explained Mr. Evans. He Ut
a lamp, reveahng the interior of a small cabin, the farther
end of which was more or less occupied by the recumbent
form of his superior. " They rang ' Stand by ' less than
three mmutes ago." continued the grimy Mr. Evans, wiping
ha face with a sweat rag. " and ' Stop ' right on top of
that. I've shut down the dampers, and am pumping cold
^ter mto the boUers. to try and keep the steam down,
but she blew off in spite of me.

"

A continuous noise of escaping steam, breathful as the
beUow of a bull, confinned the latter portion of his state-
ment. At an increase of the sound he fled precipitately.

Mr. Bidgood, who was wearing pyjama trousers of
violent hue and a very decolleU red flannel singlet, sat
up on the bunk and rubbed both eyes.
"That's where aU my coal goes." he growled, referring

to the waste of steam. " Drat this captain, anyhow, with
hM stoppings and startins, his 'arf speeds and full speeds.Why can't he leave the telegraph alone ? Anyone 'ud
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h^haH^K l"^^ Y^ ^"^y^ P""^"' th« ^ndle of it thathe had the hold of a beer engine in some bar or oth^"

ofl^i^""L°^/^"L
^' ^^"^ ^'^^^^^i himself slc^y

down m the armchair facing his desk, to cool Wn^
accorded with his profession. On the waU. for instance

^^ w^.TJS'^'"^'
mutton-fisted gentlemen in peakedcaps, who stood in a row behind a central, seated tore

rMr^inl!? T^^'' P''°^^ °" ^^«^' »"«P~tion tobe Mr. Bidgood. A brass pendulum hung therValso • a

^^Tm^'b^^ ^".r''^ '^^ oscillitioranlnndi*
cated to Mr. Bidgood the trim of the vessel. On theshdves were mahogany gauge cases, engineers' ahSia^

rndt^rom kV^'""*'^^-
The pipe rack had b^made from a broken piece of valve cover, and was thehfe work of a favourite donkeyman who hid S^n :tnLkby hgh nmg mmiediately after the completion of Wsmasterpiece, the Fates apparently being deterTned tShe should never make another.

enninea tnat

The story of this gentleman's accident, just after havingpresented the pipe rack to Mr. Bidgood and havTnc wf
promoted from the ^nk of fireman in consequence.^^n told frequently in the little cabin, and many a gU^
the tears that had dropped from the eyes of kindly-hearted
istenei^ on hearing the lesson that Mr. Bidg^T^from the donkeyman's pathetic fate
And as the pipe rack had its history, so had the oioes^^Z 'Z-

''^"^ '^' been^bought. ^.^ S^ch^Idren^ had been presented. And the tender wkv inwhich Mr. Bidgood handled them would have glaS^^
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a father's eye. There was one in the end hole which had
been cracked through falling on its head when first it

came into his possession. But he had not hiddra it from
the eye of visitors or treated it with less favour on that
account. No. there it was, as brightly polished and as
visible as the rest of them, reserved for lighter work,
for short smokes. And the present being a fit occasion
for a short smoke, Mr. Bidgood drew out this cripple and
proceeded to half fill it from a tin of tobacco that stood
<m the desk beside him.

He wondered what the time was, and glancing up beheld
the corkscrew hanging by the chain from the hook usually
occupied by his watch. Habit must have caused him to
hang it there the night before ; and now the sight of the
thing called up a crowd of emotions which he. at that
early hour of the morning, when, as everybody knows,
vitality is at its lowest, was powerless to overcome. That
he did his best the angry puffs of smoke issuing from his
mouth regularly as steam from an exhaust pipe gave
ample testimony. But even strong tobacco failed to
soften the memory of his humiliation on the previous
evening. Fresh air seemed imperative. He arose and
sought it on the deck.

Outside, the naked moon had whitened sea and sky.
On the bleached waters some cable's length away there
rode a launch from which, even as Mr. Bidgood looked,
a boat put out and rowed towards the Susar, Dale.
There were five men in it, four at the oars and one standing
at the stem, a man in a white topee who had the appearance
of a European.

Down on the horizon the lights of Colombo were visible,

pale and forlorn. The scene might have enchained any-
one, yet it was curiosity, and not a love of the beautiful,
that drew Mr. Bidgood to the side. He had just heard
Skinner's voice above, and had gathered that the
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accommodation ladder was to be lowered. Not the
ordinary rope ladder kept for pilots and other small fry,
but the accommodation ladder. Skinner said it twice.

" That's rum
!
" muttered the dScoUeti Mr. Bidgood

leaning over the ship's side, his bare arms on the bul^
warks. ..." Dr—at those safety valves." He cast a
threatening glance upwards, but in spite of that the
steam continued to roar from the waste pipe.
The boat was drawing quickly nearer ; the accommodation

ladder creaked down. A rope was thrown, and those above
hauled the boat inwards to a point beyond the field of
Mr. Bidgood's vision.

Ears then took the place of eyes. teUing him that one
man, and one man alone, had come on board. This in-
formation was confirmed a minute or so later when the
boat, containing four men only, came into view again
<m its way to the launch.

Eyes and ears now for the time being useless, Mr. Bid-
good had recourse once again to his brain, and arrived
at the conclusion that the new-comer must be another
passenger. If not, why should the boat have left again
without him ? Captain Porter, then, not content with fifty
five pounds, was bent on making yet more money; and
he, Mr. Bidgood, was to be disturbed at aU hours of the
night in order to assist him in the process.

" Not if I know it, mister, not if I know it." rumbled
Mr. Bidgood. " This ' Stop ' goes down in my log. and
neither you nor no one else shaU hinder it. I'll be upsides
mth you yet, you low-down son of a sparrow, you I

"

" Mr. Bidgood
!
" roared the captain from above.

"Sir? " responded Mr. Bidgood meekly.
" Kmdly be good enough to come to my cabin im-

mediately. Here's a gentleman that wants to see you."
"Very good, sir." Mr. Bidgood stepped back to the

cabm and hurriedly changed his attire. The tone of the
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captain's voice struck him as friendly in the extreme.
The words the captain had chosen seemed almost apolo-
getic in their politeness. Could it be that last night's
misunderstanding was to be a misunderstanding no longer

;

that the clear, cold morning air had brought contrition
to the breast of his superior ? If so, it was nearly too good
to be true

; and yet it seemed to be the only possible
explanation. With a buoyant step he walked along the
deck, and entered the cabin.

An oldish man, a complete stranger, who was sitting
there, glanced up and nodded, and then, putting on a
pan: of eyeglasses, surveyed him. The captain, standing
near the bunk, was obviously in difficulties. Mr. Bidgood
thought he had never seen him look so ill at ease.

" I called you, Bidgood," he said, " about the weather.
What I say is that we're in for a rough trip, and you can
back me up when I say it"
So he wanted backing up ahready, did he, after all he'd

done last night ?

" Why should I back you up ? " thought Mr. Bidgood,
bristling.

" But I'm sure it's not going to be rough," said the
stranger. " I wrote and enquired about it particularly
before I left home, and they assured me when I took my
ticket that the sea was always smooth during the tourist
season. And they can't afford to be wrong. It would
rain their reputatirai."

" You see. sir," began Captain Porter, "
if you were

an ordinary "

^^

" No, no. please, captain." interrupted the other.
" Really ... Mr. Chief Engineer, you are unbiassed.
What do you say ?

"

It seemed to Mr. Bidgood that there was ahnost an
SBpkwiag k)ok on the captain's face. He hesitated. After
att . . . old friends . . .
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" I should say " he was beginning slowly, when the

captain broke in.

" The responsibility is what I don't like," said the

captain eagerly, drumming the table.

" Aye, that's it, the responsibility," echoed Mr. Bidgood,

sitting down and looking very serious. He had decided.
" It's a great risk," went on the captain with a relieved

air. He cleared his throat, and winked at Mr. Bidgood.
" Aye is it," said Mr. Bidgood loyally. " Weather or

no weather. Do you know, mister," he continued, " that

if the owner was to find out me and the captain carried

passengers, our name would be Walker ? That it would,

drat 'im."

He shot a satisfied glance at his superior, and received

in return a look stupef5ang in its ferocity.

" Bidgood is talking nonsense, Mr. Todd," burst out

the captain. " He knows nothing whatever about it."

" But I'm going," said Thomas Todd, settling his eye-

glasses firmly on his nose. " I must go. I've come out

to go. Yes, and as I am the owner you must take me.

I'm very firm about it. Please tell them to make the ship

go on again."

He watched Captain Porter leave the cabin and turned

to the chief engineer.

To say Mr. Bidgood was surprised at the turn events

had taken would be to say very little. Had somebody
stolen his boilers he could not have looked more astonished.

That the owner of the Susan Dale, a gentleman whom
everyone supposed to be safely stowed away in England,

should have suddenly appeared on board when the ship

was practically in mid-ocean was enough. But that he,

Mr. Bidgood, should have had the temerity to drat him
was a calamity overwhelming in its intensity. He sat

erect on the little cabin chair, mechanically wringing his

gold-braided hat, and wondering what was going to happen
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next. Whatever happened he felt that he would not be
aware of it.

,',' ^'* Bidgood," said Thomas Todd irritably.
•' Sir ? " said Mr. Bidgood, sitting more erect than ever.

If you don't mind, I wish you wouldn't twist about
that hat. You'll spoil it."

Mr. Bidgood hastUy smoothed the hat out and put it
on the table.

" I didn't know the Susan Dale carried passengers
went on Thomas Todd. " Dear mel " He took off his
glasses and rubbed them. " Have you many passengers
this time, Mr. Bidgood ?

" ^ r
&

" I don't rightly know, sir." Mr. Bidgood replied after
some cogitation.

"WeU, perhaps the captain can tell me something
about It," suggested the owner. " It's so very unfortu-
nate," he went on. "just at this particular time. Dear,
dear

!

" He got up, walked a step or two, sat down'
and got up again, Mr. Bidgood all the time in a state
of palpitation.

" Mr. Bidgood informs me that he doesn't know how
many passengers there are on board." said the owner,
directly the captain returned.

" Passengers
!
" exclaimed Captain Porter from the door-

way, his face growing if possible a trifle redder. "
Blessmy soul. yes. Now I remember. You spoke to me

about two young ladies you were taking, chief, didn't
you ?

"

o , v«* t

Mr. Bidgood. upset again by this new attack, could
only nod his head weakly.

wii'h'^.f.f"^ *??»
^""^ °' '^ foreigners I saw you drinking

with at the hotel." contmued Captain Porter. "
I suppose

they are on board also ?
"

" Really. Mr Bidgood." said Thomas Todd, in a tone
of concern. Dear me, this is very unfortunate."

G

1^

" f

< U
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The chief engineer turned a pathetic eye on Captain
Porter and mumbled something in his beard.

" But- -I thought it was not allowed, captain," said

the owner.
" I always make it a rule not to interfere with the chief

engineer, sir," explained Captain Porter virtuously.
" Not that I mind you canying passengers, Mr. Bid-

good," continued the owner, more amiably. " Please

don't think that, on any account. So long as the captain
allows it and the Board of Trade doesn't interfere. But
it's so unfortunate on this occasion."

" There, I knew how these goings-on would upset us,

Bidgood," said Captain Porter. " You may rely on me,
sir," he added to the owner, " I'll see that he doesn't

do it again. And we can put 'em off at Hong Kong and
no harm done."

Oh, what a murderous, treacherous, slanderous, oily

tongue ! And this was the man who had shared his joys
and still held a half-interest in all his secrets.

" But we're not going to Hong Kong," said the owner
irritably. " That is, perhaps we are not. And in any
case I don't think they would let us into the harbour."

" Not let us into Hong Kong harbour !
" cried Captain

Porter, with an amazed stare. " Why not ?
"

Mr. Bidgood also furnished an amazed stare, and having
nothing to say, said it.

"But we must be going to Hong Kong," continued
the captain, respect struggling with surprise in his voice.
" The port clearance is made out for Hong Kong, and
we can't go anywhere else. That's so, isn't it, Bidgood ?

"

But the chief engineer made no reply. There were
depths here, depths in which both of them were struggling,

but if possible he would no longer permit Captain Porter
to use him as a lifebuoy.

" I shall defy the port clearance," announced the owner.
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I ve made up my mind about it." He glanced from one
to the other through his glasses. Then something seemed
to dawn on him. " Dear me !

" he continued, looking dis-
tressed. " I quite forgot for the moment. That was very
foolish of me-so hasty. But I was worried about the
passengers, and I did not teU you about our change of
plans for the ship. Of course you are surprised. I knew
you would be. One of my friends told me you would be
greatly But it had to be so. And you must believe me
when I teU you how very grieved I am at having to
disturb you."

Don't mention it, sir," said Captain Porter. Ihey
both stared at the phenomenon of an apologetic owner.
Mr. Bidgood actually felt a little brighter.

" But. as my friend whom I consulted pointed out
there was no other way of doing it. No-no other way!
^though I tried hard to think of one. You see. Captain
Porter, secrecy had to be observed."

stii id"^**

^'' ^^^^^ ^^^ captain, looking particularly

''And—it seemed to me also that you and Mr. Bidgood
had been m our service a long time, and that-that yon
both could be relied upon to stretch a point."
From the answers both the captain and Mr. BiUgood

gave one might have supposed they were made of
elastic.

;;
Anything you like to ask. sir." added Captain Porter.
ReaUy thats very kind of you." said Thomas Todd,

sittmg back m his chair looking much relieved " Didyou—did you say there was whisky in that bottle ?
"

Both the captain and Mr. i3idgood sprang up to do the
honours. The unerring manner in which the latter at

ZZ ''*°*
i""

* ^^^ cupboard and brought out soda-water
bottles and an opener looked extremely suspicious, but
the owner did not appear to notice it.

11,
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He raised his glass ; the two sailors hastened to imitate
him. " How time flies," he said.

" It does," said Captain Porter, putting down his glass
with a sigh. " Let me see, it must be nigh on ten years
since we last saw each other."

" It seems hke yesterday," said the owner. " And you,
Mr. Bidgood, don't I remember you coming into the office
when I was a young man ?

"

"I shouldn't have known you," repUed the chief
engineer. " You're that altered."

" And now-^r—cr—we're in the midst of war," went
on Thomas Todd, eyeing them tentatively. " And for a
moment I'm afraid the Russians are getting the worst
of it."

" They are," assented Mr. Bidgood.
" But only for the moment," said Thomas Todd. " Every-

one in the City is positive that it is only for the moment.
You see, the Russians have prestige, and, as you know,
Mr. Bidgood, it is very important, prestige."
Mr. Bidgood agreed, and asked when they got it. He

said that in the last paper he saw they had captured
Mukden, but there was nothing about their having got
as far as Pr the place Mr. Todd mentioned.

It was indent to him from the owner's hard stare that
he had said the wrong thing.

" Not that I'm a bit surprised they got it," he hastened
to add.

" Nor me, sir," said Captain Porter, as if determined
not to be outdone by a mere chief engineer. " I know
the Russians. I've been aboard their ships."

" Friendly like, to have a bit of a snack," explained
Mr. Bidgood.

Thomas Todd with an effort ceased staring and began
to polish his glasses vigorously.
" I'm—very relieved to hear you are so friendly with

If
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them," he said, after a time. " Dear me . . . er . . ,

how would you Uke to be with them now, Mr. Bidgood ?
"

" What, off duty, sir ? Having a snack in their cabins ?
"

asked the chief engineer.

"No, sir," said Thomas Todd, eyeing him intently.
" On duty. Having a—er—a smack at the enemy."
Mr. Bidgood glanced up sharply. What could this

mean ? The hesitating smile playing about the owner's
mouth told him aUnost at once. It was evidently some
sort of quiet joke ; probably the whole business of not
going to Hong Kong was a joke. They had been having
their legs pulled. It struck Mr. Bidgood that it was a
good thing he noticed it. He looked down, smiling
modestly.

**

" Well, we might do worse." he replied. " We might do
worse."

" There's nothing I should like better, sir," announced
Captain Porter, in a determined voice. "We'd show
'em."

"Aye would we," laughed Mr. Bidgood. entering
thoroughly into the fun.

" Indeed !
" said Thomas Todd, looking about him with

an expression of intense gratification on his face. " There I

I was firmly convinced about it. I knew you would not
faU me. Not that I expect we shall have to run the
blockade at Port Arthur, though." he added.

'' Port Arthur
!
" exclaimed the captain.

" Ha, ha !

" laughed Mr. Bidgood in immense enjoy-
ment. " Got you, captain. Ha. ha. ha I WeU, you're
one of the first I've seen have got the captain like that
su:.

'

'

"I don't see where I'm got," remarked Captain Porter
testily.

Mr. Bidgood glancing at him was surprised to note that
his face exhibited considerable consternation. The owner,
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'^i^^^
""""^ ''"^"'' ^"* **^'"' *^' '^'^' *»»** ^" part

paZtlV'^tnT' "^^'""K
"^^"'"*^ ^^- Bidgood im-

" No'^nf* rI^vI ^.°™"
^°^^' ^^'^'"^ "^'^'^ «««nded.

^0, no. KeaUy ! I'm m earnest."
If he was. plainly they had shipped a lunatic MrBidgood stared at it in dawning horror
You can't mean to tell me. mister, that this boat is

h^it!f 1^ " ^'''" ^^"^ ^'^^"'•" *"«P««d Thomas Toddh^iutmgly. "not. of course, but we may have to go

"What with me on board? " enquired Mr. Bidgood

thrB^rH^' f x'^^^If
remember, there was nothing in^ fr r

""^ .^"^^^ Regulations for marine engineer

What about the women and children ? " asked thatgentleman, emerging from a reverie

to 'dut^l; It'anX*'^ ' " "'"' ""'' ^''''^' ^'"^
''I know, I know." said Thomas Todd eagerly. " But

^ould n, 'f
''"*• '^^'^^"""y ^ *»^»"k-in fact. Ishould be almost prepared to guarantee-they will be

" hL^'' H*
'"^ ^^ ""^—

" ^^ Produced^^pen

^igo safely on board-^rHoin Susan Dale and inter-

t^^^fr 'n^
''^'' engineer-then inform them thatthey wiU be well rewarded-^il for Hong Kong, keeping

Kong hand over steamer and cargo, getting receipti

IStTl "'
^"""i^^^'

keeping careful look-out^or
fleete-if Japanese fleet open lire. surrender~if not. waitfor fog and enter Port Arthur. Looking at the maZ
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from a business point of view it seems very simple to me.
No danger whatever, although, of course, from a financial

point of view, it's a speculation. You see, we rely on a fog."
Apparently it was safe to do that when explaining any-

thing to Mr. Bidgood.
" You quite understand ? " asked the owner, noting

his bewildered expression.

Mr. Bidgood made a sound that might have meant
anj^hing.

" And there's to be a reward, sir ? " enquired Captain
Porter, who, from the contortion of his low brow, was
evidently thinking hard.

" A large reward," said Thomas Todd, looking from one
to the other in great anxiety.

" Whether we surrender or not ?
"

" Yes. I'm covered by msurance."
" We're going to Port Arthur to fight the Roosians—

we're goin' to Port Arthur to " began Mr. Bidgood in
a droning voice.

"Nonsense," said the captain. Mr. Bidgood sat up
with a start and looked about him.

"My mind's easier, sir," announced Captain Porter.
" What you tell us about the women and children has
made it easier."

" I'm very pleased about that. . . . And what is your
answer ?

" enquired the owner, rubbing his glasses
nervously.

" My answer is, ' I'm your man,' " said Captain Porter
in a loud, determined voice.

It was habit, not inclination, that made Mr. Bidgood
echo him.

" There I
" said Thomas Todd. " I told my friend that

you two were to be relied on. Bulldogs of the old school
to whom nothing comes amiss; hungry for a fight, I
tdd him ycu were. He did not believe me."
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Neither did Mr. Bidgood, or at hast it itruck him th.« hu

He »>d nothing, however, but aat thieT,^ t?mu!^h» thoughts. Few in number though theT^L i^tf!^. to do so. He seldom couldX o Kp^,'^
.IrS.r"'' ""^ '""' ""versationT^Z;

hJ-.^
*""»•

,
•*"<• supposmg that bottle to be

the tookIi,h^» ~"™ "' ""^ » "« this: round

" An5Inw '':;*'r="'^y*™'*°«^e harbour."And supposuig the Russian fleet are not there?"enqmred Captain Porter, taking Mr. Bid^°1* a«v
pushng the oth„ gla«, towards Mr. Bidgood in illustration

MJ.Kdg^'?o^SS.'°'*"''~'^«'«"'"^"'-«*'
"Unless, of course, we meet the Japanese fleet andthey-er-^pe„ fire." explained Thomas Todd "^L-"

withi^ri^L^r- ** "™""-" '^^ ^^^ "<>««

Mr. Bidgood nodded again

said'irT^'d' ^TJt^i-r^"" *; •f^"--"

The two mariners said it was.

J'u^t ""^ *^°"^' y°" understand that a sinrie shnt

;;

With what ? " asked Mr. Bidgood in surprised tonesDear me, dear mel " said rhomas TodTl^^ X'
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tiirbed. " This i« most inexcusable of me. Er—I intended
to have told you—I have a memorandum " He felt

hurriedly in his pockets and brought out another slip of
paper. " Let me see now : Six pairs of socks—no—that's
my outfit. Here it is. Forward hold, two hundred cases
field gun ammunition and Maxim parts shipped as pianos

;

three hundred cases Maxim ammunition shipped as sewing-
macliines. In lazarette aft five hundred kegs of gunpowder
shipped as pickled pork. . . . Why, Mr. Bidgood I

"

The chief engineer had leapt up and was hurrying
towards the door.

"Come back and sit down, Bidgood," ordered the
captain peremptorily. " Come back, do you hear ?

"

"Just one minute, please. Mr. Bidgood," said the
owner. " I haven't much more to say."

" Why, you're lookin' white," remarked Captain Porter
contemptuously, as the chief engineer sat down again.
"What are you funky of? Have you never carried
explosives before ? Hi I that's mine I

"

Mr Bidgood in a dazed way had lifted the tumbler
opposite him and drained the contents.

" What did you do that for ? " demanded the captain.
Mr. Bidgood gave him a vacant stare.
" Er—I would have told you about this cargo before,"

went on Thomas Todd. " but I could not see ray way to.
Secrecy had to be kept up. Even now—in the meantime.
I don't want you to reveal what I have told you to anyone
on board. And it occurred to me also. ' What need to tell
them ? For the five hundred barrels of gunpowder, the
only really dangerous goods on board, are stowed far away
from the boilers

"

" Two barreb are missing," said the captain, interrupting
' Must have been stolen."
" Dear, dear I

" exclaimed Thomas Todd. " If they are
put near a hot place

"
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Mr. Bidgood uttered an uncouth noise

Jl^"^''^ !u^^
^^"""^ ^^^ ^'^^^^ ^^^t took them sky

high said the captam. "Bidgood ... sit down I

"

^^

But my engines." gasped the chief engineer.
bit down, ordered the captain.

"Let him go," said Thomas Todd gently. " We can
ta^ov^ourplans to-morrow. Good-night, Mr. Bidgood.

"

nofh^L K '"T"/ ^^ "°* *^^' ^"»- He heardnothmg he saw nobody. " Diat it . . . Drat it." hemuttered as he sped along the deck. " Drat it . . . Drat

His engines might have needed him, but he took no
notice of theiiL It was his turn to watch, but he watched
not Down the ladder he slid, over gratings, over the
chequered platforms, round to the boilers, where he stooped,
and m an agony tore at one of the iron plates that covered
tne floor.

He hadn't meant to do it ; he had never done it before •

he wotJd never do it again. They might have known heM^s fond of pickled pork. Why did they want to leave
the barrels so near the engine-room door ?
They were not very hot yet : he could feel them. He

flung the plates back, and s- ating and trembling, groping
on hands and knees, he brought first one small ba^el and
then another out of the dim hole, and rising, carried them
through the empty engine-room and hid them in the waste
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CHAPTER IX

THE sun was shining like a headlight through
the porthole when Mr. Bidgood awoke. The
lamp, which had illumined the cabin so bril-

liantly the night before and which he had forgotten (one

cannot think of everything) to extinguish, had long ceased
to strive against its glorious rival, and, as if determined not
to lack attention, had begun to smoke instead. It was
this smoke and the smell of burning accompanying its

formation that caused Mr. Bidgood to roll alertly from
his bunk.

Generally a considerable time elapsed between his first

opening of one eye to admit the light of another day and
the final moment when the will overcame the flesh and he
sprang from the bedclothes as from a chrysalis. It was
his habit to lie and let the light filter in through a half-

closed eyelid, gradually increasing the dose as he felt his

brain was able to bear it. In short, he was one of those
people who insist on manufacturing their own dawn, no
matter what the time of day.

But on this morning he awoke with a new instinct astir

within him, or rather an instinct which years of familiarity

with boilers had ahnost slain. He, Henry Bidgood, First

Class Board of Trade Certificate, No. ooooi, awoke to find

himself in mortal dread of fire.

Not that he recognised this development all at once. It

was some time before the truth was forced upon him. And
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if

then he would scarcely admit it, tiying alwavstnfin^ «»,
r^sonsforhisfrequentagitation: Sem^^^^^^^
for instance, as he extinguished the smoky lamp was duetohis recent stay in port ; the fact of his nTCtineWcusual morning pipe to a similar cause ; an^when Ifitti!

ol'd,r ' '^i' '^r^'y *^ *^^ ^°°k a^ufthTdang^o^

fw!r i .
^" quenched sufficiently before beinethrown overboard, he, excusably enough perhans Z

fttXt^"i't '?^*'^ ^'^'y '' *^^ k^^'l ?htact that a bnght light was now beatine about him Iv.
light from the eye of the owner

^ ^'"'' *^^

infti^HtZr*\'T''"''^'"^'"^-^^'"'°"thepoop^
1 1!^ u f^^'

^' ^^ ^^^"* ^g^inst the rail and talked toa lady whose skirt only was visible, had been the fiStlL^^to come under Mr. Bidgood's notice when, after Sl^^/he had emerged from the cabin. Under the stiiSwmfluence of that grey back he had perfoi?^e^ "^^^^

engine-room door in search of tools.
^ ^
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" How interesting. I have never seen an engineer at

work before," said Mary Amerton. "Come and look,

Helen. This must be what Mr. Evans does."

All three of them leant on the rail and watched the stout
gentleman roll up his shirt sleeves, and, with an expression

on his countenance like that of the Laocoon, plunge one
arm into the midst of some greasy pinion wheels at the
forward end of the machine.

The extremely dirty condition of this arm when he with-
drew it gave the ladies much concern. Mary Amerton
said that although some of her relatives were soap manu-
facturers, she did not think any man ought to be allowed
to soil himself like that.

" Really," said Mr. Todd. " Really ... I can quite

imagine that there are people who find it very interesting.

Some very fine men I know of have done that sort of work
in their time."

The chief engineer of the Susan Dale, it was plain to be
seen, found his work interesting too, and also very impor-
tant ; so important, in fact, that he had to give his un-
divided attention to it, regardless of the hot sun that beat
on his broad back, and oblivious of his surroundings. There
was something seriously wrong with the winch, judging
from the number of tools that the Chinese fireman brought
back. It was a lucky thing that there was somebody on
board able and eager to repair it, somebody who didn't

mind lying on it or under it or in the middle of it, somebody
who didn't mind a little dirt on the path of duty.

" Oh, how can you let him do it, Mr. Todd ? " said Mary
after a while. " He ought to be stopped. An old man like

that I

"

" Dear me, do you think so ? " asked the owner hesitat-

ingly. " But he seems so fond of it, and it may be necc-
sary!"

" But it isn't necessary for him to crawl round and round

I'

^'
..si
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on his hands and knees like that." argued Marv " Kmthat I think it wiU do him much hann I

" ^' ^°*

Here comes Mr. Evans." she said a minute later "
Tshall ask him why he's not helping too

™° „^*®^- ^

do Mr Fvane 3'' cu "«P»"g too.
. . . How do you

.i,^f *^J°^^ »' l>er voice Mr. Bidgood. who had s«nt^ L toStrV ''^ "'™P' to'tighten^S'COCK, rose to his feet and anticipated her.
Ho. there I" he cried in displeased tones "Andwhere may you be gallivanting off to ? "

The onlookers at the rail saw the second engineer halt
. atched hmi turn romid in a helpless manner a^^ance
and the guardian who hovered about it

Just lend a hand. Evans," said Mr. Bidgood loudlyThis wmch wants goin' over. It'll break downTweSwa^ch her, and we can't do with breakdowns ^l^d

enSi'^hlf«; ^fT"^^ '^' '"^^ ^°^«o° oi a chief

u^'a J"^
'^''^^or. He felt extremely iiritated

iL^'f *' '^°"^' " ^°™^S'^ ^ork was wasS t^tthe damty appearance of his second engineer had^o^.T

as ne nad often mformed all and sundrv that nr^ .JTa
ej^ee. couU get washed beforenS'a^L .he^toedo h. duty. And here was Eva,«. whohad toSJshewn not a symptcan of disagreement with these vtare
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choosing the most inopportune moment possible to flaunt
the uniform of insubordination. For that was what the
white suit amounted to. A nice sort of rig for a second
engineer in the morning ! And with the owner looking on,
too.

Mr. Bidgood, with a side glance at the poop, bent down,
and pointing to an aknost inaccessible bolt, ordered the
wearer of the white suit to tighten it.

" Hard at it, I see, Mr. Bidgood," said Thomas Todd
loudly.

Mr. Bidgood, mopping his forehead, turned and perceived
the owner.

"Good-morning sir," he responded. Disconnecting
himself from the winch he advanced towards the poop.
" Yes, we find plenty to do aboard this craft.

"

The owner introduced him to the two ladies, and he at
once proceeded to struggle up the steep, short ladder that
separated him from them.

" So nice of you," remarked Mary Amertcn when he
reached the top and joined them.

" What is, miss ? " asked Mr. Bidgood, not knowing
which of his achievements she might have hit on.

" Bothering to struggle up that steep ladder just in order
to come and speak to us," explained Mary, smiling at him.
" They are so trying in the heat, aren't they ?

"

" Oo—ah
!
" muttered Mr. Bidgood, considering. It

seemed to him rather a tactless remark, Uable to create a
bad impression about his activity. " Ladder or level, it's
all the same to me," he added.

" Indeed," said the owner. " Custom is everything, no
doubt about it. ... I suppose you go up and down quite
a number of ladders every day and never feel the worse ?

"

" Ay, in and out, up and down, that's my programme,"
returned Mr. Bidgood. " Sometimes I feel more like a
squirrel than an engineer. I'd like to see this young lady

'1!'



1.

do Uie dtobing I have to do in a day's work " H. « J
'

^spleased eye on Mary.
^ ™ **'<' •

;;i diouJd just love io." retorted Mary.

""dr.ait-::s^."'-^*<^«^^»-'y-

Bidg^^'iu^^t"^:
j„:i^ «1» «>«-«-y. "Mr.

"No.I„I».t" '*'^"""' "'• ^'^'^ indignantly.

very young." °' "=°"^ «>» Amerton is

poin^'outiro^^^
e^eer h„e. Miss Clatworthy."

he was a boy iSTdi I ar<I! ^T ^ *^<»' »^ce

co^.d„ou4«;te'plV:rl^ier^- »/?''•

both of .em in^eiHri ' °'r"'***°<'"««'<b.
gentleman seatS o^ a ffi auS* f^" 1" «*'»0'
gentleman raised his li^th ' ™* '""'"^
codiality. Mr. Bi^<^.'^ ^ .^P«^« of great

o«n^. acicn„wlecged'the'sS<StX "^'' °' ""'

^^
You know that gentleman, then ? "

^enquir«l noma,

bit Of a iob soSSXm wtt^ "
""ft,

"^'^ *
you ask me anything " ^ A rum sort, if

big"f^Lr:^^Zr^^rT » *>-'

;^«n.ost What one wo^aSr.«:X^^^3^
"I'm sure he-s hatching somethmg." said Mary. "He's

JiMf
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been sitting on that piece of iron aU the morning. I've
seen broody hens much less persevering."

'' Mary
!
" exclaimed Helen in a shocked voice.

" I think one of us ought to go and speak to him. He
looks so lonely," continued Mary, laughing. " Can't you
get hun to come and join us. Mr. Bidgood ?

"

The chief engineer looked enquiringly at the owner
"I should be very pleased if you would." said Thomas

load.

Mr Bidgo^ alertly put two fingers in his mouth and

w^nt^'"'
^^' ^^^^°"ted. "Come over here .you're

It was a pleasure to Mr. Bidgood. in the company as
he was of the owner, to notice the speed with which even this
stranger obeyed his instructions. The colonel's manner onbemg mtroduced seemed perhaps a shade gloomy. This
was no doubt due to shyness and would soon pass away
hke a cloud from the face of the sun. If it did not. he.
Mr. Bidgood. would blow it away.
And it was so. In five minutes, with his assistance, they

were aU chattmg gaily. He was able to make a halt in his
labours, and to stand aside for a moment surveying the
scene and congratulating himself inwardly on his extia-
ordmary social talent.

Things were shaping very weU. He could hear the
engines from where he stood, and knew from the sound ofthem that they were doing their best. The deck machinery
was under repair, as anyone might see who cared to. A
^^!'y} ^°^® '^"""^ ^""^"^ *^« yellow funnel indicated
that the firemen were attending to their duties. Another
smaUer cloud above the galley chimney proved that the
cook was attending to his. Before him was this gaily
attired group, now in the best of humours. The very
a^ean sparkled. And what did aU this spell if not efficiency ?
Keally. when one came to consider matters it was almost

t'i

i



«n old sport, thTot^' Tut'^f^ "«-• Q«it.

was plain, and after all, tUs fair hair^
'^ "^^ **' '*

"trapping wench. The itht he *H .™' **' * *"''

about. Her looks were iU rirt, K ? ."*."" «» '»«'=>'

an wrong, it seemtiThf Ih; »
""disposition was

teaser, likely to lead mTonfl !'^^''^ to be a sort of

behoved him. Mr BidJS mT^ *T*°- " '«t. that it

not do to gett^ n^r^p*;^J^'"^
»^»'. as it would

oM^<::;^.Tadtri.':s.:t"T" -*not far off that housemaid aTlri^K,^*"* ' ^he's

™^f,f^M^Bidg«Krrft^:^;:irriwo'"''*'^ «»

oonttrois^i'^r''''''"'''^°'^'^<»''y
mo,» exactly ^lin7ylT^t^Tl'\^'l^
acquaintance. The bend of h., i, j " "" '""n>«

anyone, her wide Si^ld tte^av s^*!?!*
'"""^ "»

u ailed Brighton, but t wast ^fJ"^ ""ed her eyes, an

bin^ " ^^a^•sThis1'^;.*"'^ "'^ «<te"<i to

»dd»lyonsee.V^^Uoduc^St'4Sr^
Hint:::"L"-^X-^j'.?s:^Ss.^
of honor. Hewasrfi.Z?! r^^^'***»y™thalook
the owner did tl^,^ '° °''*' *•"' <^'»"«' Tingle and
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excuse for his abstention. " The air o£ the ocean and thetaste oJ tobacco, although ddightful SfparatelHo noJappeal to me in combination. On land, now, ^iaUvdunng a .^paign. I am never, except, of co^^wS
B^'-J'l^ T °' *"' ^'™«''* "«='^ betweTmyt^Busy or idle sohtaty or with my comrades, it makes no

tL Tl^ "y «>"«nuous speaking, butlnin.^ev^

^maiX to tt
""V° "" "»'" *°8ether. ahnostautomaticaUy. to the wonderment of many people withwhom I have come in contact. Dom piteTJheTateemperor, for mstance, used to be absolutely aston^Sed Itme. -Be careful. Tingle,' he has said on moreTton onloccasion when I have been giving him my vi^T^on the policy of the govermnent, the political sitotio^r

B!:?*t^^e:^dr'^^'-'--^-*^~«u?

;t^r°t^&True?T^J^L--fhat
and addressing M^ry Amerton, " nol^; en^« i«Wtt«» mhale the vapour from the fragrantIJZr^l^
I do. Nevertheless, seiiorita, I do not know if you^aware of what a dangerous effect the combmation of^l^and mcotine has on the complexion ?

"

•

" ' .^^'.i"*^ °' *•»'•" «id Maiy, pausing with th.

Ti„^. 1Ji "" *** f^^^ '''^'•" asseverated ColonelTmgle, looking round at the company. " As we^^steppmg mto the state barge one mSm^g, on our tav tothe royal yacht. I noticed her throw a,^y "he"S oftoogarette. I asked her the reason. She told me ^Stea«d very few people knew about it
"

thll'^R^"^'"'
'"^"'^ '"*" ^"'^ Tingle to leamthat Mr. Bidgood was one of those few.Cm It be possible, Mr. Bidgood," he asked eageriy
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the late empress's

that you
entourage ?

"

appointed. Th.„ wafSwaS" -.^ir
"""^ *'•

And me not at aU," said Helen Clatworthy.They looked at eacli other. It seemed tnL ».. .
at any «,e, another bond betwe.i'S'^- ^ ^"^"^

Qmte nght, miss," said he. edgiiw awav from mHe had to take one side or the othS!^ ^ "°" '*^-

indined you will teU-^r^ewolthSr"*"'
*"*" ""' '*^

•• ^^'™'!JT'*^ "^^ *'"^"J«" and took a deep breathHome I said he simnlv " hnm. i t t ^ "eath.

seiiorita."
^^' "°"*'

' ""a^e no home,

"Oh, I am soriy I " exclaimed Mary,
lunless you consider the wnrrl i,«-. . ..

wMe of the continent oftuttl„<S " l."^ *^
colonel vigorously "PIa~m. ^f^ ' «""mned the

Uttoralof the Orinocor^t 1 ^ -""^J-^to-hannted

of the Andes I iS4a!^om^T ' ^T""" P^^cle

•"^^ '?« ->P"^-l--f,f -ilador.

andS in'a'pS^rJr 'tt Ttht T'*

^

do you know Peckham ? " ^' ^ *h°"ght~cr-

.>^^.;sirh.\t^---:---
Peckham

? muttered the colonel. " Peckham ? -
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',' ^ *.'!^,"'^ ^' London." explained Mr. Todd apologeti-

Sa. V'^y^"*;*^^
never heard of it. That's very

strange. Er-~I used to know someone of your naSc
there once. Perhaps it was a relation

"

"It coulcto't possibly have been." said the colonel

ZZ Iff H^^^- ,
" ^° "^" '''^''^-' no. certainly nolSome offshoot of a younger branch of our family might

England for generations."
•' Indeed ? " said Thomas Todd. " Really ? I hone

I have not been inquisitive? The name made me a'k^
It s a rather uncommon name."

" We left England about the time of the Wars o^ ^ •

Roses, explamed the colonel. "Both parties v e^ntinualy pestering my ancestor to join them, and he.

Tbrtd "
^^'''*^"^' S°* ^"^ of it and decided to settle

;;

Where did he settle ? " asked Helen Clatworthy.
In Brazil, of course." replied the colonel.

^

I see." said Helen, looking mystified.

M.r^Ur^Zf:r^:l
^^^^ ^^ ^-^ ^"<^- ? " -qmred

rZi^^""^ ^^^'^ "^ """^ °'' *^o trees in the shrubbery."«phed the colonel. " In fact, as everything that gr^^s

hefe arl ^7\ T.
""^ ^"^'"' ^ "^^^ ^^^ ^«^ certain that

there are. But these matters my steward could give voumore information about than I can. I personallyL more
interested m swords than spades, the best part of m^Ufchaving been spent in the camp."

^

" What, fighting ? " Mary asked eagerly.
Of course." said the colonel shortly, plainly annovedthat anyone should suppose otherwise

^
;;

And you've actually been in battles and killed men ? "
We soldiers don't speak of these matters, my dearsefionta." returned the colonel ;

" but I may teU you t^

»i

41
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on one occasion I slew twentv /># !.

'

•word. The rest flcT' ^ ""' ^"'^^ ^^^ "X o^n
The appearance of a Chinese •• hnw »• ««

reminded Mr. Bidgood that ft^a. • ^
. T^""* ^**»««

cabin and remove Te sU^n' 7\'T'^''
^"^'"^ ^*» ^

minutes he had bLn L^nTLtH \ ^°' *^« P*»* ^^^
interesting passa^ ints^art w^;h ^"r"'would have had the effect Tf^T *"*'''' *' ^*^**«<*'

of the company to himS wT^fT^ ^* *"*"«o°
while standing there b^L Ji ^/^ ^^^^^'^^ °^ »«veral

the scene inv^ably'l^gtlj^^^^^ *J*«^ them.

gaUing. but no mati^l ntL P"*^^^-*»^"««- It was
would occur to h^ whlil

^°".^*^^ something suitable

said that he was ^tm\J\^^'^ ^"^^ ^^^t the wanior
of Captain Po^?:^

""'*^"^ '^' "^' *^« *^e for th^[

i-'u^Xw^ne^fd^^^^^^
Bidgood. " Ank^ for^J"

*^'
""T^ '"^^e-" he told Mr.

doJtouslikeLrcSnJl t?
!"'"' ^^'^'^^ P^^^^^^ « next

for. as youX r^u^et ^' ^"*' ^' ^" "^* ' ^'^--ed

Bii!^"'^,:?^;,^:'^"' ^ -^^ - <ioubt." retumed Mr.

coin's: f'ling^T^i%"^ ^^-^ o^ ^V' continued the

morning. How he ^S 2^ 'T^^ ^°^^ * '^^-^ this

not know.'

"

'" ^""^ '"^ ^°^ ^°er to-night I do
" Ah. well," said Mr. Bidgood "

we'll nnf '« !, *
us. Let's awav rf- «,« ^ j t "**t iCt that worry
Ha i!h K ^, ° ^°^ ^*ve some tiffin."He led the colonel to the saloon.

^1
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CHAPTER X

HAD the sun that afternoon, instead of attempting
to bum a hole through the Susan Dale's awning,
descended • an instant and peered beneath

it, he would have i^und most of those on board
asleep. Strewn about the decks from stem to stem men
lay prone with loosened clothes and sprawling limbs ; some
breathing heavUy, some moving restlessly, others motion-
less as though slain ; all of them, sleeping or waking, longing
for the fiery tyrant of the tropics to step from his throne
and leave the world for another night.
Not a breath moved the air, not a cloud flawed the sky ;

the heat was terrific, and through it all, over a burnished
ocean, the Susan Dale forged her way, leaving a milkv
trail behind her.

'

Forward on the forecastle head the crew, in clothing
abndged to the limits of decency, lolled on mats or sat
leaning against the windlass, the ventUators, or any odd
piece of iron or wood that offered their brown backs a
resting-place. For the most part they were asleep, as were
the Spaniards on the hatch, the hens in the hen-coops, the
captam in his chart room, the rats, the cockroaches, the
chief engineer, Helen CUtworthy, and Mary Amerton.
Mary had taken as a couch the mate's long chair on the

poop, and to her, first of all, the sun paid court. Vicious
rays, advancing slowly over the quarter and across the
decks, driving the shadows before them, kissed her tiny feet.

ill

ti



104

I I

ili

OH, MR. BIDGOOD

!

libertL crept otSt1 ^T^^'fttt^Tit.n^''
"»

chair began to elittpr a * il* i ff"®**^'
the yeUow cane

embrace' ButSmTie ^eot'I S ?''?™ ^'' ^" ^ ^^
aU disarranged ^ ' ^"'^ °" ^^ ^^^^' ^^r hair

much^-^; Z'l"^- ^**"'^ "P- "Thank you ven,^clu She put her hand to her hair mechamiuy,^
" I can easily move the chair " ffiA «,«*^ -j

on before her, pushhur it^^m^ M^\""^J"^*"once became bus/with Sir hl^"^-
"""y '"ohancb

hanri;^'"'" '^''^ *"« -*«• «"™i"«- Marys

What about this cushion?" asked thpmofo- v .
ing accents. ^® "*^*® *° unbend-

.^X.'pwr?;^;;,,^''"'^'"^^"^- "°o»'t

made a passenger comfo.-tabi^.~:^ '"' ''' "''"^
Mr. axon." she cried after him in a Bttle voicetr

. . . isn't It fearfully hot ?

"

• Very hot." the mate repUed from the distant •• ualways IS at this tune of afternoon It^iC^^ \

*

He turned away
*"«""»"• « will be cooler later."
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"Mr. Dixon," said Mary again, and bit her lip to hide a
smUe. He came closer. "Are you very busy this after-
noon ? " she asked.

" WeU—no. To tell you the truth, not very busy "

"Isn't it fearfully hot ? " said Mary, trying to fan herself
with a tiny handkerchief. She looked up, and gave away
another smile.

"Let me try and make you a fan," said the mate, suddenly,
for some unexplained reason, eager. He ran along the
deck, and Mary's smi'.e as she gazed at his back became at
once a great deal wider and more self-satisfied. But
when he returned, feverishly twisting a newspaper into
some weird shape or other, the smile was a small and tender
thing again. It might have been the smile of a
violet.

" WiU this do ? " asked the mate, in reference to the
newspaper, fanning her, and a Uttle red in the face after his
exertions.

Mary gazed at it and said it would. How men. especially
those who were away aU the time at sea, learnt to be so deft
with their fingers passed, so she remarked, her comprehen-
sion.

" I suppose it comes natural," said the mate,
" Perhaps it does," Mary agreed. " I never thought of

that." She looked up at him with humble eyes.
" I always had a sort of gift for fashioning things,"

pursued the mate. " People have often wondered why I
didn't go in for engineering."

" Is that so ? " said Mary, appearing very interested.
" Yes," said the mate. " Carpentry. Why, I remember

I was always making rabbit hutches."
" Did you keep rabbits ? " asked Mary.
" Any amount of them—lops."
'' Lots

; how nice ! So does my brother."
"Not lots—lops—the ones with drooping ears."
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in common? "'^^°*'^y''"'»"'««'<>toterest
" It B," agreed the mate enthusiasticaUv •' -n,™ i.as a ^tte, of fact. I sold my^bbiThelXi.gS^^

is s.J^he;^"',ted"o «::Jiif^v ""• ^*^
every morning Slv™^

'"^ "^^ ^"^^'> «»>bittl^^,_ommg. Haven t you any pet, at aU on

.',' Jhae aresome fowls-notmine."
out your own ?

"

.'.'

J^ """'I
*"°*^ *» "^eP any."

^ Wtol a shame." said Mary. " But of cour« y«u have

^S;r^^h.fcfge^;„-iP»^"«.^
and sav ' Poor Pnii ' T ^ ?^ ^*^" ^^^ scratch his head

.^.^f s^r^ io^/rs'tht'r ^^^^glanced up and saw the mate's face
^

agha^*
''' ^^P*'^ ^ * *^^S^ ' " ^id the mate, looking

'' }ff~^'*^y ^° ^"O' you know."

muttered.
^""^ ^^^«^ "»» cage-just fancy I

" he

;;
You see. it's a joke." demanded Maiy.

„ 2 f''"^' ^^ *^« '"^te doubtfuUvf
Make a joke, to a moke, and you're sony you spoke.'

n
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said Mary "
'
Moke.' of course, being the Anglo-Saxon for

dorjey. Are you fond of poetry, Mr. Dixon ?
"

The mate said he was, but didn't know much about it.

^ ^^, as I daresay you notice." said Mary, laughing.

" Don't say you said you were fond of it just out ofcomphment to me."
" No," said the mate seriously. " I'd never do a thing

hketh £. I'm not that sort at aU . . . For instance —'•

'. w°n?»^^*^'
a moment's pause, and then hesitated.

Well ? said Mary gaily.

i.c'i
^°'7'*f"f.^-«^7"^entonthemate. " For instance,

last night at dmner I said I hated women smoking- md
~J|°<1

" be looked uncomfortable.
" Go on." said Mary, her smile all gone.
'' ^—}—^^' I didn't know you smoked then." went on

the mate, "but if I had "- he plunged-" it wouldn't havemade any difference."
" That's very good of you."
" Of course I may be a bit old-fashioned."
" Not at all."

" But most men hate to see women smoking. It seem*
so unwomanly."

^

" Do you object to curl papers ? " asked Mary bitterly.
and have you seen those excellent soup-tureens which

turn upside down and make bird-cages at night ?
"

" Soup-tureens ?
"

" When you many, never let anything in your house
smoke except the kitchen chimney." she went on. standing
up. By the way. isn't this your chair ?

"

'
Yes." said the mate, looking bewildered.

" I am sorry to have kept you out of it so long. Good-
afternoon.

'
With a curt nod she left him standing and

walked to her cabin.
^

Helen was asleep. She tiptoed in, and sitting down on

1

>'
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the settee stretched out a foot and gazed fixedly at it. And
thus she sat for five minutes, more or less, her face, at first
as angry looking as it knew how to be. growing every
minute brighter, until in the end she smiled.
"Tut. tut." she said. "And likewise, pooh. pooh.

Now. bemg a deserving person, I'll offend again." She got
up softly and going over to the bunk came back with a
cigarette.

" You see. Mrs. Dixon," she whispered, addressing the
photograph on the waU. " the way we light a cigarette
is this. First of all "—she tapped it against the silver case—

'
we do this to make sure the manufacturer has not

left any nails in. Then "—she put the cigarette in her
mouth and lit it—" so. with a sudden seriousness, and the
little finger of the right hand pointing outwards. Very
sunple. you see. my dear Mrs. Dixon. Yes. I'm glad you
like the smell. It's good tobacco." She lounged back on
the settee and smoked in silence. The thin blue smoke
curled and feathered up towards the white ceiling, and
curving, sailed slowly out through the open porthole.

" So your son takes after his father, does he. Mrs. Dixon?"
she mused, looking at the photograph. " WeU. well, he
has your face

; he can't have everything. I believe he'd
hke everything. No. no. I don't. I give him credit for
something. He's not very selfish, is he. Mrs. Dixon ? Of
course not. He's only a Uttle of an egoist, and very, very
stupid; and dear me, Mrs. Dixon, what sort of a world
would it be if men weren't Uke that ? If we weren't in
the mountains they'd never learn to climb. And but for
the clmib what would we be worth to them ? Tell me that
Mrs. Dixon. Ah, you smile. Your husband found it a
steep ascent ? And so will your son, I'm afraid. He
won't be able to bring much luggage with him. Things like
jealousy, prudishness, frumpishness ... he may have to
crawl on his hands and knees. Not that it's anything to do

ii

"^-=at::
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with me, Mrs. Dixon. Of course not—oh no. I am on the

mountains, sometimes. But it's sometimes cold up there,

and then—^well, I'm afraid—don't tell anyone, Mrs.

Dixon—I am afraid I sometimes come down. So you'll

imderstand, Mrs. Dixon, that I'm only talking to you as a

friend—and well-wisher. And if you should happen to

look outside one day, and see your son crawling about

on his hands and knees—well, Mrs. Dixon, you'll know
that he's only training, and that it's all for his good."

She smiled, and going softly from the cabin, flung the end

of her cigarette over the side. It fell in a curve and,

touching the pale, sparkling water near the side, floated

rapidly away.

"And so shall i a.^.-^,' ahe murmured. . . . "What a

thought for a sunny day."

The sun was now half-way down the sky, whirh had taken

on a deeper blue. Far away on the clear horizon a feather

of smoke was visible, faint as a smudge on a window pane.

Sailors were astir at the bows, and from above came the

light footfall of somebody pacing the bridge. Presently

eight bells struck. Mary ran back to the cabin.

" Helen !
" she cried, going over to the bunk.

" What ? " said Helen, barely awake.
" Do you know what time it is ?

"

" No."
" Nor do I," said Mary, " so I thought I'd wake you and

ask."

Helen, looking irritated, closed her eyes again.

" It must be very late," Mary persisted. " I heard the

tea-bell ring, and I saw a small half-caste in uniform carry-

ing a tea-tray along the deck. It must have been Colonel

Tingle's servant."

"Very well then." said Helen; "I'll get up. You
might dr^w the curtain. I didn't know Colonel Tingle had

a servant on board. I hadn't seen one."

1
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They saw him that evening, for at dinner a smaU figure
hovered behind the colonel's chair, and much to the secret
aimoj^nce of Mr. Bidgood. insisted on seeing that the
colonel's tumbler was never empty.

It was a time of stress and worry for the chief engineer
of the Susan Dale. Dinner-parties there had often been in
that saloon, but they had been mere informal affaire with
men as guests, and shirt-sleeves the only wear. This was
a very different occasion, a condition new in his experience
the kind of function he had often read of but never for amoment pictured himself as taking part in. How often
before had he sat on that very chair and commented causti-
cally to Captain Porter upon the innate unreason of those
people who. according to the illustrated papere. made a
practice of constricting their persons with stiff linen when
they took a meal ? How often had he vowed that not
even to obUge royalty, would he be pereuaded to fiuow
their example ?

Yet there he was sitting at the end of the table cagedm a boiled shirt, with one of the captain's white mess
jackets clawing his shouldere. and with an attempt at a
parting in his hair. What struck him most of all was the
fact that everyone seemed to think he was used to it He
felt he would die rather than undeceive them

n.iLT''""* *^vf^fV,
^'- ^^^g<^'" said Tingle from the

middle of the table, emptying his glass.
"The same to you. sir," returned Mr. Bidgood, nodding

stiffly, with one eye on the owner, who. he noticed with a
qualm, was drinking water.

The colonel raised a forefinger to indicate to the indefatig-
able Bunn that his glass was now fiUed exactly as high as
he hked it, namely, to the brim.
" Thank you, Mr. Bidgood," he said. " I hope we shall

have many more similar opportunities of doing each other
honour. It is an old and courtly custom." he continued.
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looking majcsticaUy round the table. " that I for one would
be very sorry to see die out."

The diners, busy with their soup, murmured sympathetic-
ally.

"And yet I believe it would die out," went on the
colonel, " but for the efforts of worthy gentlemen like Mr.
Bidgood here, who, I take it, is one of the o)d school, a
man who likes a glass of good wine and is not afraid to
say so."

Having bestowed this meed of praise, the colonel turned
to the soup, and, judging from the celerity with which he
worked his spoon, found it worthy also. Like the rest at
the table he was attired in evening dress, but while the
shirt fronts of the other men were plain, his was adorned
with the pale blue ribbon of some order.

Until then this ribbon had monopolised all eyes. Now
Mr. Bidgood felt them on him, especially Mr. Todd's.
" I do like the old school, with their courtly old-world

manners, don't you ? " he heard Mary Amerton saying
at his elbow.

Mr. Bidgood again bowed stiffly, and felt the perspiration
growing on his forehead.

" I can picture you among those glorious, jolly cavaliers,"
continued the young lady enthusiastically, " holding your
long glass on high and shouting ' Hurrah for King Charles I

'

Can't you ?
"

" I can't say that I can," said Mr. Bidgood shortly. He
cast an annoyed glance around to see if anyone else could,
and was horrified to perceive that the owner was regarding
him curiously.

" He does look like a cavalier, doesn't he, Mr. Todd ?
"

demanded Mary.

"Well, reaUy I hardly think that," replied Thomas
Todd, adjusting his glasses. " But, if you don't mind me
saying so, Mr. Bidgood, as you sit there in that jacket
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you do bear a very strong resemblance to a very importantpersonage. Very strong."
^yraponant

si^l'af^T^^tf
"°* ""''^"^ ^°' y«^"' l>"t the fixed

J^I know who you mean," cried Mary eagerly. "
John

" No—not quite right."

Cajata W."" " ™^ ""' "' ^^« «"« i^-^t back to

.. T
y*'"'/"" 'e' ™e make an attempt ? " asked Helen

Don Carios^^''
^'^ ^^"''^"^'' " ^^" ^-^-' ^^ ^-fd^"

"So he is." exclaimed Tingle excitedly. " I knew His

BraziUndreally the resemblance is remarkable, is it not!

staZ^'^
remarkable," concurred the seiior. after a hard

" w? J^f'
""^ "'"'^ ^^ ^*" ^^ I was correct."

irrita'S'tot
'°" "" ^' ' " '^^°'^ ^^- ^'^^-^ - -

^?!^«;" ''*';^'^ ^^P*^^'' ^'''^^'- " H^^^'t I. Dixon?"The mate rephed as was expected of him
" Ho did you ? " said Mr. Bidgood bitterly. "

I have

cT™.nH
''""' .'" ^" *^' '"^^^ ^^^^^«^ t-^es he couldcommand, captams as looked like squareheads."

Pnrfr'ir
^""^T'^^ ''^'''"^" *^ •

" demanded CaptainPorter who was touchy about his Teutonic appearLc"He half rose, seriously discommoding a Chin^^^y •'

who>as bringing on the fish.
^

Mr. Bidgood conveyed a last spoonful of ,soup to his
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mouth with a trembling hand, and pushed back his platem disdainful silence.
^

"I only wish that I resembled Don Carlos." said Tinrie
taking up the thread of conversation again. " One of the
bravest gentlemen that ever wrote his name on the scroll
of fame in my opinion. And I ought to be a judge of bravemen. Sefior Canaba will tell you the same "

" His Highnea ? One of the most valorous." returned

ro^l'SuL.^^ '""^' """'^ *'^ ^^*^ P^^P^' *^«

He raised his glass. The colonel rapidly did the sameItwas apparent to the company that they drank to a secret

"His portrait used to hang in the haU of my humble
Aaj..nia at the foot of the Andes." continued the colonel!
helpmg hmiseH hberally to fish. " But it was burnt during
a rebellion and I have never been able to replace it If Icame across another i should purchase it at once "

"

He attacked the fish and again there was silence.

Mr 6^^^^^'"^ ^^"^ suddenly from her comer next to

pJl^^ ^". f"?""'^^
^^^^° ^''^"^ ^^^ <^o"»er at Captain

Porter's nght hand.
^

exchetU^""^
* ^^^''* """^

'

" ^^^ '^^''^ ^^' ^^°d

;;
What is it ? " asked Helen with an indulgent smUe.

towa/c^ hJr^'"'
""'" ^"^^ ^'^P

•
" ^^""^^ ^^^' ^^^"'°g

" Yes. of course. That is "
" And you. Mr. Tingle ?

"

c.'l^'lu °°S"^''
*^^ "^""^^^ ^°^ y°"' ™y dear sefiorita."

stated the colonel, glancing up for a moment from his fish.
It struck Thomas Todd, looking round the party, that

the faces of both the mate and Sefior Canaba exprised a
similar sentiment.

^
I. 5.
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"Mr. Bidgood. you're a dear I I know you'U help !
"

m^TaSef'^' ^'^^ ^" ^«"*^^"^*^ ^°^ ^^ ^he ^Ue

th^^l\ t1-^'^"*
°' *^" *^^^''' ^"d *he captain, and

th!Tt J^' "^"^ ""^ *^"8 ^°"^d not do at aU. Whythe whole ship would get to know about it

^'

H. f!^^!,?'"''
^^' ^'' ^^^'" cooed Mary in his ear.He felt his ann pinched. What a minx I

min^H ;»,
^^ T^^^ ^ ^ ^"'^^ of perspiration that

i?Sl alV? ••
°" ''^ ^'^^ ^^°"^ ^-^ «-«^ "What is

«
1^^"^ ?'"^' ^^"'""^ promised," said Maiy, holding upa slender finger. " You know we want thre^pounds morefor our new cot at the Children's Hospital. Hele^" she went

^."^^"^^y' " ^"^ '^' ^ «^y Pl^n f;r getti^gltT^dgood will dress up as Don Carlos ; Helen Vu ^U
pounds. Now isn't it splendid ?

"

to^rf^Ti, ^'°^ '° *^°^ »t w^s. Mr. Bidgood hadto pretend he thought so also.

r^l^^T ^^' ^^'. P^^*' ^" '^'^y' a°d Mr. Tingle. I'mc«^am has a uniform." Mary infonned him. bobbiSg up

ml "Tm/"
^'' ""^^ ^ excitement, "and to-m^owmormng I'll come and help you to put it on."

,. JtK ""'^^
'
" '"^^ured Sefior Canaba.

i.v .u .r" ^ ^'" P"* ^ Tingle, who seemed greatlytaken with the idea. " and there's a hat to match/'
^ ^

turnfng tl thl o^^r"'
"^""

'
" ^"'^^^^ ^'^ ^^^-»'

con^trLT'^'*,
''^P'''''^ *^^ °P^^° th^t they would

nis watcn over them for an hour or so

her IZ at*M^"'' •'^t""*
"""""«'" "^'0 «»^- '^'dngneaa at him. Tiymg to escape doing your dutv toour hospital by making us believe ttat y^S^Se
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your work. Why. everyone knows chief engineers never

tr^,^:x^^- ^'- ^--^ --
In the general laugh that foUowed Mr. Bidgood did not

^. It « true that the outside of him wo^t .2h
iiung was wmrliiig. He no longer thoueht H- m—k.«t there the subject of a fixed impSn Li^,m.pr«sion was that he would be fort'Se » ht^^
wme-bibberl A toyer with women I Of foreimXeaf«ce and never working except by accidenuT.'^y
witn It t he muttered from time to time wnrki... iT
laiife and fork mechanicaUy. And Lfa titwS

"^

to the politeness of Seilor Canaba on^h^ kZ"^tbowmg and scraping son of a gun doesn't"fi ",^1
me «th h.s «Ut ajd pepper, which he kn^w^ «SS^
£htdlXTltr ^--^ «'* "*"» ' ''"' •»• ''"^
In the saloon the air seemed to grow hotter the Ii.i,t.<tom«. On his right the colond^s high"kih^ ^^
^h "^^'"'5'. Other voices minglS™ flZm a brass band. Crockery clattered, corks p<^p~d' n.

took«l, poor feUow, as though he wanted a chalet sccm

«trt:g:s:^."'-
"'"^-^ «- *» ^™ --^- ^y

Bi;t,d":s:b^:aft^«tittgX"dr"^ «'•

I

V
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" D'ye mean Miss Amerton ? " growled the mate.
" Aye, I believe that's what she's called. Did ye noUce

how she tried to carry on with me. and when she saw I
wasn't taking any, how she cottoned on to that Spanish
joker? You mark my words," continued Mr. Bidgood
impressively, " that one's out for a lark and we all see
some fun afore we've finished."

"Good-night," said the mate shortly, turning on his
heel.

" Good-night to you," responded Mr. Bidgood. " Seems
a bit of! his eggs, does Dixon," he rumbled to himself as
he waddled into the aUey-way. " WeU, we all have our
troubles."

He pas' id his hand mechanically down his side in search
of a pipe, and the fact of no pocket meeting his fingers made
him conscious again of the mess jacket. Acutely conscious,
too, of the reason his pipe was absent.
What was that? A smell of burning ? Htsto^ifora

moment sniffing the au-, and then hastened to the galley.
No, all was wdl there ; the fire dead, the lamp ex-
tinguished.

He closed the iron door and proceeded on his way. At
his right hand, hot to the touch and dusty, was the iron
casing of the engine-room. He felt it carefully all over,
and decided that it was no hotter than usual. A row of
cabins lined the alley-way on the seaward side. Most of
them were dark, and though each, as he ascertained, smelt
different, none smelt of burning. At the end of the alley-
way was the habitation of the second mate. This, through
an aperture in its drawn curtain, shewed a light. Here,
also, the odour of fire was certainly stronger.

"Skinner's lamp's smoking," muttered Mr. Bidgood.
" He must have dropped off asleep with it turned on."
He lifted the curtain, caught a glimpse of something

sparkling on the bunk, heard the bang of a box lid, and then,
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encountering the furious gaze of the second mate, drew
back a pace.

" What do you want ? " demanded the old man tensely,

his face livid.

" Your lamp's smoking," explained Mr. Bidgood.
" What the hell's that to do with you if it is ?

"

Mr. Bidgood dropped the curtain and proceeded on his

way. He felt literally shocked. " Everyone seems off

their eggs to-night," he muttered again. " The ' old man

'

is, I am, Dixon is, and now old Skinner. He must have
been totting up his dollars. That's what put his back up."

Speculating incuriously on what the bright object on the
bunk might have been, he passed through an iron doorway
to the engine-room.

i i
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CHAPTER XI

the steam°;«;ri™;h^X°'; ''"'' *"' "'^^P''"'
They told him aU wasw7 '" ^^ "" *"<* * ""«•

skylight revealed a spa^ledTk;
'^'~'"' *"* °P*"

always, he found Ws fe happt"'' h^^'
*"' '«™'- «

was his own man. free from ts?' k
" *">' «te he

abstract. E^i c„^"|k1°'=°'"P''J''«*'''«- "o'Wng

Chipped. P0iis»rhfmLted,\S^'^3ttt 'S ''li

s^tr^ bS" sho5?rr™' "."^^ "-" -= '"«"8 orusn. should a bearing sulk, or the thrust
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block exhibit tokens of obstinacy, a simple treatment with
grease and water srvn brcMjght them to their senses. And
so it was with th remainder J his subjects; engines,
boilers, pumps, don :ey's, winche . and windlasses. He held
a remedy for their evei> dii;ea«',e, a safeguard against their

every danger.

There was nothing about these iron people that he did
not understand. It seemed as if they knew this, and
suffered his rule ahnost with content, doing their duty
unceasingly, in silence for the most part, or as silent as they
perhaps knew how to be. But always, when neglected,

they cried out for oil.

He visited them every day and sometimes twice a day,
touched them,and listened carefully to the sound they made.
If a pump worked with a squeak or moved as though in

pain, without any hesitation Mr. Bidgood had its little

inside taken out, thoroughly cleaned and dosed with oil,

and once more all would be well. But woe betide any
machine that shewed signs of rebellion or proved unwilling

!

On it Mr. Bidgood had no mercy. Under his direction
blow lamps and hammers assaulted its sides, spanners
screwed at its ends, paraffin was piunped into it, and iron

crowbars scraped its limbs. It had either to move or
break, and generally it moved.
Such cases of insubordination, common enough when Mr.

Bidgood joined the ship, were nowadays few and far

between ; yet there was one thing in his kingdom he could
not entirely control. This was the steam.

It was indeed aUnost uncontrollable. An imprisoned
spirit, ceaselessly striving to escape, ever watchful, never
resting, rushing with a whine through the steel pipes,

through the iron cylinders, pressing on through other
larger pipes, and then, with altered aspect, through con-
densers and pumps, back again to the boilers, and so on its

endless^round.

<» i

\
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™s » circular gauge Jm"°*"Vket?"^"f^' ^«*
"> the engine-room. An Sn,r f""' b^omeier

«™v,„gatthefootoftl,e?adXZtl°v °' '"? ^''"S^ <>»

v«.ilator. wateW^*^;^^^ "f^hoH and stood under .
««• The night brl^lS^^^ ''"'T-

""'"'P"'**« *<»
of a fan. drying his thicit Ih

°°!™."P'»' bm with the force
Half a do^X«X; tt;^ tT,^f^ Ws beaid^
floor of chequered iron nL '* '"SH and shewed a
ohnker. and'on tSrii^tZ^"^.^'" '^'^*- » Cof
a stream of coal.

'""''" <*«>' half shut upon

Sa^e.™a:d~rB^r&P exhibited another steam
h«ve this lamp SgL"hM Buf""''

"^"^ "^ '»
othe™,se. He content^ Wmselfl/""^" ""^led
oifendmg article to one nlTiTV?^ Pomting out the

backo„itwithasigh.ci<l'lvth ""''"''; '"<' "^e" 4
tt""-""™ ainst ^X"1amr*l'- t"^-

properly before being tauledl?'',.'*"'^ >» ^-enched
few horns he had partcuLri^ ^ '^''- °'^»8 the last
stokehold as regarSISfSL^r'^ '"' »'»«* »^
essnessofthem hadsun,ri3^i T*'' ""O «» «>»•
tothestokeBandalsotTE^n^T?"''^: «' had spoken
especiaUy had beenasto^ Twt "".T"'

°' "'«'*"«
a second engineer seemM • ^T^™"eman, although
that hot ashes tW„'::Xr»'^P»''fe <>' understand
and blown about the^p^*f «"ght by the bree^f
tamed the genn of a Are ^ ""* '""y single ash con-
Their argument on the subi«.» .u .subject that monung had taken
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That's aU."
^"'*™' ^^" * &o saying I didn't.

engineer. Yet Cm the ^Zv™"?T" "" ''" ^<»"1
.o.^«.t eveni^-Tt-Xra^^^eirtttX

stinfag up the fires A^w;^ '*"' ""''^ ^"^^ ""^
It seemed cruel work

face, the plated walls h.hi„,iirxl, ™ *™^' seared

the dusty comeT the t^^ J *^ "'"^^ "'"'"'ead door,

shovels,l^Z *«tTthe fl """I '!!
*" '^*' *"«

dosed a^i„;„daut?sLk"'~'- ^^ ""» "-e door

buU^SSTfacetrnTtT ''^*'"*" '""Sh* '"e flame,

sion.
°' "'• ^'^"^ °«^er lost its fierce expre^.

had°s:d'' -^^''tt^rr '^'^*'^ *"« »»
water ?

" ^^' ''"'' shppy
; where's your

Below each boUer there were soon Uttle heaps of

i r\

ki
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'"J'T'^^J^"*
^!^' ^"^ °" ^^^' ""^^^ *^^e close supervision

01 Mr. Bidgood, the fireman flung bucketful after bucketful
of water.

The atmosphere of the stokehold, when Mr. Bidgood had

" Tw' ^"^^^^*^^b^e t« a chief engineer, so he departed.

,r.^A^^c
"^^y y*""" "^^"^ *° ^^"»P yo"r ashes," he

^ I^M^'l^''-
"
^"* y°" °^^^'" ^"' yo" never will,"

he added for his own benefit as he groped along the narrowway to the engine-room. " Once you get an idea into your
siUy heads there's no driving of it out

"

He walked back to the gauge, and,' tapping the base of
It with a fat forefinger, was pleased to find that steam was
nsmg. His mighty exertions in the stokehold had not
been altogether in vain.

Already the engines walked round with a livelier step
as If cheered by his return. They moved with maiden
damtmess, their slender limbs flashing in the soft lamplight •

and when he passed along their front with outstretched
hand, they lifted coy feet and gently kicked him. He
seaned to like this, for he allowed them to do it any number
of tmies, looking far happier in their attentions than he had
earlierm the evening when Mary Amerton pinched his arm.
Later he was good enough to whistle a tune for them
keeping step to it as he marched up and down the platfonn'
with head erect and shoulders squared, monarch of all he
surveyed.

He was still on the same tune when towards eleven o'clock
the second engineer came down the ladder. Evans was ingay attire, but the look on his face was not at aU a happy
one. '^'^^

'' I've been on the poop." explained Evans shortly.
Aye, and who did you see ? " asked Mr. Bidgood.He stopped walking, and stood under the ventilator
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Nobody much," replied Evans in a bitter tone "
I

went along there to talk to the two girls, but that fat. red-
moustached johnny buttonholed me as soon as ever I putmy foot on the poop, and gabbled away to me all evening
about some chap or other called Pedro."

" He's got a tongue on him. has the colonel." munnured
Mr. Bidgood sympathetically. " And did he not let youaway ? " he asked.

^

" Not much," said the second. " It wouldn't have beenany use if he had. Miss Amerton and the foreign-lookingMow had aU one side of the deck to themselves. As for
Miss Clatworthy. I did think I was all right there ; but
It s plainly a case of • off with the old friend and on with
the new. This man, Todd, is her new mark, apparently "

Ha
! "said Mr. Bidgood, stepping over and tapping a^uge, as If to shew him that, although he might now and

then unbend and talk of other mattere to underlings, the
business of the ship nevertheless mainly occupied his
nund.

" I'U put him where he belongs," went on Evans. "
I'll

soon teach him to shove his nose into my affairs. He got
a bit of a shock this evening to begin with, the upstart."

What s that ? " enquired Mr. Bidgood, turning from
his gauge m some alarm.
" You didn't like it, did you, you blighter," continued

Evans half to himself. " when I tapped you on the back
and asked if it wasn't time somebody else had a turn > "

^
' You tapped his back !

" cried the horrified Bidgood.Do you know who he is ?
"

" No, and I don't care," stated Evans. "
I'll tap his

nose before I've done."
" Well, it's domino for you, my chap." said Mr. Bidgood

impressively. " Mr. Todd is the owner." He gaz^ at
his subordinate's countenance, expecting to see therein a
reflection of his own alarm.



124 OH, MR. BIDGOODI

But the second, though plainly surprised, did not for an
instant give up his savage attitude. He stood very still
for several seconds, looking at the floor.

" So that's your game, miss, is it ? " he muttered at
length, and, turning sharply, without anotherupward glance
left the engine-room.

It appeared to Mr. Bidgood, standing there on the plat-
foim, that this second of his had very often an unpleasant
way with him, a nasty, narking manner of dealing with
things that made other people feel uncomfortable. The
expression on his face when he turned away was bad enough
for anything. It seemed to have changed the very atmo-
sphere, or else it was that a colder wind now blew down the
ventilator.

Mr. Bidgood began to walk up and down again. " What
does he want to get so piply about ? " he muttered
to himself. " It's work he ought to be after, not women.
Them ashes were a fair disgrace."

He strengthened his resolve to keep Evans busy during
the voyage out, and for the next half-hour his brain was
occupied in taking notes of various Uttle jobs about the
machinery that pressed for execution.

It was clear to him that this unfortunate incident on the
poop would make it necessary to keep his subordinate out
of the owner's way as much as possible. What Mr. Todd's
opinion now was of the discipline of the engine-room staff
might be easily guessed. After having been practically
assaulted by one of them it could not conceivably be
favourable. Well, they would aU have to stick together-
he and Evans and the whole lot of them—and let Mr. Todd
see during the next few days that though some of them were
imtable and lacking in due respect at times, their work
as engineers was excellent.

With his mind fuU of thoughts such as these, Mr. Bid-
good m his besmutted mess jacket continued his march
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up and down the platfom. He was now walking with a
slower step and looking a shade tired.

But the engines and their sateUites began to move at
a quicker rate, tireless and graceful, gleaming of gold and
silver, smging their ever merry song. Insensibly his pace
qmckened to theirs ; he simply could not help it. And his
thoughts took on a brighter hue.
The lamps burned cheerfully, the needles of the poUshed

gauges hung on the white-painted waUs fluttered with
encouraging regularity about their appointed marks-
pumps clunked in the background, checks cUcked on the
boilers, and every little lever seemed to gKnt a smile.
When the brass clock on the bulkhead shewed a quarter

to midnight a blue-clad Chinese greaser appeared on the
platform bearing a naked lamp. The time had come to
make a last round of the watch. Again Mr. Bidgood
allowed the engines to kick his outstretched fingers. But
on this occasion, lamp in hand, he led the way round their
skirts and bade good-night to the throbbing pumps, here
touching a rod, here turning a pet cock there giving oil
to a bush. He looked into the dim recess under the tanks,
and stopped to peer down at the bilges. Above and around
him writhed a forest of pipes, through which he stepped
laboriously, the lamp in his hand casting grotesque shadows
on the many-comered walls. It was a grateful sight to see
him at the donkey, wiping its lubricator as a mother
wipes her infant's dribbling mouth ; to see him later in the
tunnel alongside the smoothly revolving shaft, feeling the
bearings, pressing down the grease in the boxes, examining
the gland at the end.

When he came back it was ahnost time to go off watch.
He extinguished his lamp and, entering the dark store-
room, groped with one arm about the farther end of the
waste locker.

The two small barrels still lay there, half covered by the

\ I
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soft wann waste. So far. so good. But whether the locker
was a permanenUy safe place for them was another matter
He had heard of waste undergoing a sort of spontaneous
combustion. He had also, he recoUected, seen Evans
himself <uop a naked parafiin lamp in this selfsame store-
room. And if Evans did that sort of thing before his face
what would he do behind his back ? Again, should an
explosion occur in the lazarette, and the ship be lost no
blame could be attached to the chief engineer at the BcJard
of Trade enquiry. An accident near the boilere would
put him in a very different case, and, in addition, people
might enqmre what the gunpowder was doing there. A
pretty job he would have to explain the matter, supposing,
for the sake of argument, that he were present.

Plainly, these barrels must be moved to the lazarette
without delay

; and as no man had witnessed their being
brought into the engine-room, so no man must be allowed
to witness their removal.

Having argued the matter thus far, Mr. Bidgood cast
about in his mind for some secretive, careful, trustworthy
person who might be charged with the duty of carrying
the said barrels up the ladder and across to the lazarette.
He could pitch on nobody but himself.
A little later he was on deck, perspiring, pufl&ng, and

disarrayed, sitting amid the shadows against the after
hatch, with a barrel at the side of him and haU his journev
done.

^

The lights about this part of the vessel were now extin-
guished. The moon was not yet risen. Providence had
turned down all the stars So still was the sombre night
that the rush of water against the sides and the quick
munk-munk of the propeller sounded almost loud. There
appeared no sign of human presence anywhere, but Mr.
Bidgood knew that someone was near. The sound of
coughing up in the darkness of the poop had driven him to
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his present resting-place, and he now sat on the iron plates
in a state of some discomposure, waiting for the coast to
clear.

Why he had stepped in there instead of creeping back
to the engine-room he did not know. Yet it seemed to him
on consideration thnt he had done the most sensible thing
A retreat might have meant discovery, but, as it was, a little
patience would no doubt bring his enterprise to a suc-
cessful issue.

Minutes, he knew, were as years to a man m his position,
but, making all allowance for that, the person on the poop
seemed in no hurry to move. A cough now and then, and
the slight sound of a scraping foot, evidenced his wakeful-
ness. To aU appearances he might remain there all night
A heavy dew was falling, and the deck, as weU as the tar^
paulin on the hatch, was already wet. The night air, to
a man fresh from the engine-room, grew to feel damp and
chilly.

'^

On a sudden from the direction of the bridge came the
clear sound of a beU struck once. It was half-past twelve.
About five seconds xater the noise of approaching foot-

steps caused Mr. Bidgood to crouch further into the shadows.
To his intense astonishment and alarm a small figure
emerged from the darkness and took up a position on the
hatch not five feet from the barrel of gunpowder. This
was altogether unexpected. The slightest sound, aiid dis-
covery was certain. Never before in his life had Mr. Bid-
good been so motionless. He scarcely dared breathe.
He even framed mentaUy a curse against his heart for
beating so loudly. His eyes were glued on the indistinct
figure, and they saw it raise a hand and beat the tarpaulin
thrice. This seemed a signal for a renewed scraping of
feet aft

;
and inmiediately two figures appeared against the

sky at the top of the poop ladder.

Mr. Bidgood, all on edge, thought he recognised the

if
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colonel and Seflor Canaba. He watched them descend
;he heaH them approach through the black shadows. So

close came they that one of then^ actually stumbled
agamst the barrel.

•• Curee it
!

Is that you. Bunn ? " muttered the colonel.
No. whispered the small figure on the hatch. "This

IS me.

" Ha I good I " said the colonel in a low voice. " Come
closer. What have you to report ?

"

Mr. Bidgood took advantage of the noise made by the
half-caste m approaching over the hatch, to slide himself
somewhat after the manner of a snail as far back into the
shadows as possible. The hot steam pipe of the winch,
catching him in tu,, nape of the neck, suddenly stopped
his progress. Hu involuntary movement caused a noise.

Hush! What was that?" exclaimed Tingle in a
sharp whisper. Mr. Bidgood held his breath.

"Nothing." said Canaba. after a pause. " The wind
perhaps. . . . Your report, Bunn."

" I have none with me." murmured the half-caste
"Good Heavens, man I

" said the colonel in an angry
undertone. "Didn't I teU you to go to the bows and
ascertam the feelings of the crew ? How have you been
employing your time since dinner ?

"

" Talking to the head man of the stokers." muttered
Bunn, m a sulky voice.

"Come, come, now; that's better," whispered the
colonel encouragingly. "And what had he to say>
What was his feeling regarding the chief engineer, for
mstance ?

"

o
.

" He say he's very good man."
" Ah

!
" murmured Tingle.

Mr. Bidgood, Ustening intently to every word, noted the
tone of disappointment.

" Always asleep." continued Bunn. " And when he is
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awake his head is like a cocoanut gnawed by squirrcb

a jouy fine tune and do no work "

muJ^'' '^^'
'I l^'

*^'y ^°^^ "°* ^ >"<=«ned tomutiny ? enquired the colonel, in a regretful whisper.

of thpm Tl ^t""""'^
'""^''^y ^*~"t tWs crew^ allof them got a month's pay owing them "

*i."?T^ I'uf''??
' ' °®''^' *^°"«^t 0^ t*»at I " exclaimedU^ecolond blankly. " This is going to be a most expe^^busine^ buying over the crew. What are we toT? "

Mr. Bidgood m a state of terrific excitement, leant overto make certain of catching the reply.
'• Don't be troubled about this matter." he heard the

seiiorhiss. " They wiU foUow me. As for that fat fo^!of an en^eer. a little later I shall cut his throat mys^as I would do a pig's."
*"ys>eu.

"\^'f
^"^ ""^ ^"°' ^' ^'^^"^ ^^^ the winch.What was that ? " exclaimed the colonel in anin ense whisper. " Didn't you hear it ? " he continu^

ovlr^ereT""
'' '"""'^^ ^ '^^' ^^'^ '^"'^

,

" I will soon find out." cried the sefior. Mr. Bidgoodm an agony, heard the scratch of a match. " Cu4 it'the wmd has blown it out." remarked the sefior
Bend down out of the breeze, behind the barrel I

Anotr^
°°' ^''""'^ ^^"^^^ ^^^^^ ^ ^" undertone

gl^n%r^ ""*^^^- ^^- -^ ^ momentary

"CnS ^A^ '
" f^^^«<i Sefior Canaba. rising hastUy.

g^powderf"'''^
'^'" ^'^ ^'^ ^^"^^ ^° ^ ^^"^ of

acmtrth ^^^l'''
'^°?* ^^ '^"'^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^°d leapedacross the deck was loud enough to disturb the whdeShip The sefior was rapidly striking matches which thebreeze at once blew out ; Bumi was retreating over the

K
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hatch. The next instant a rough voice hailed them from
the bridge. Discovery was imminent. The desperate
Mr. Bidgood. in a last mad effort to avoid it, put out a
hand and started the winch in motion.
Above the violent datter of the wheels and the hissing

^ the drains he heard the conspiratore scuttering away.
He saw for an instant the white backs of them as they
rushed into the dimly lighted alley-way. And then a cloud
of steam surrounded him ; and in the cloud. Uke Elijah
he hurried aft to his cabin.

'



CHAPTER XII

AT the loud outoy of Colonel Tingle Helen Clat-

bunk and turned the l^^Sl o^'
"* '"' '" ""

K a sca^eS^Lce"
'"'•^'^

^ " '"^ <"-«^^- «"

Hden^t^rd!;"''..7Cr; T:""^"*
^""" '*"»«'

Tbey would4 the^Ttlt'Je'^ r/Sn'^"
-»'»«•

Would they? They might forget, perhaps" said

Zboarf" '
""• '" "'^^ *'"''' * "»» Men

..^IJ^Trp:.^^^ '"-^ »- "<> -ooking

^ZZ'l^l XTfil.^'*^ -^ ^-^^

Hel^"?-1?" "^"^ *!" "»*'"• '""» '^." announcedHe^en. We are gomg along ust as usual, and now thS^ termg noKe has stopped/' She left her jZ of ow!vation and went back to the bunk. " Tte test M^I,you can do," said she, " is to lie down anJg^„^agam. Everything is just as it should be • and as for^
«o»e,, we shall hear what they were in th^mo^^
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XT .? ^^""^ "^^^ * *^'" ^'^ M^- " I couldn't sleep.
Not in aU this uncertainty. Oh, Helen. I'm sure some-
thing has happened. The ship might be sinking. Thev
might forget we were here."

" Nonsense." said Helen. " Don't be stupid
"

" But the cry ? " said Mary.
" Oh. I don't know. Perhaps somebody intoxicated.

You know what men are late at night."
" It "^'Sh}- l^ve been Mr. Evans singing," suggested

Mary, plucking up a little courage.

EvsZ^^
^^' ^""^"^

^ ^°" ''^ ^^"^^^^ mentioning Mr.

" I thought " said Mary, hesitating.

^

'' You've no right to think." broke in Helen sharply.
I ve never given anyone any right to think. You know

I haven't."

" But he might have been singing because you hadn't
given him any right to think." pointed out Mary rapidly
"WeU, he wasn't. The voice wasn't anything Uke

his."

" No, quite true," said Mary humbly. " You're very
nght, dear, it wasn't; and I'm sorry I thought it was
so don't get angry with me, old girt."

" I'm not angry," Helen said in a cool voice She
turned her face to the wall.

" It's so dark," Mary went on. " And everyone makes
mistakes in the dark. There are ghosts and fairies and
goblins about, and what one might think was singing
might be a man in a fit. I'm sure we ought to go and

•' I'm going to sleep," said Helen.
"

'
The unfortunate sailor died of shock owing to the

somnolence of two hospital nurses.' That's how it wUl
read in the papers. They wiU call me Mrs. Gamp."
No reply from the bunk.
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"Dear me
!

" said Maiy. She looked out of the porthole
again, and presently: "'The last words he said whenexpinng in the anns of Mr. Todd, the well-known sWp

tT?!!';T
7%Pyesent. were: "Miss Clatworthy ought

to be ashamed of herself." ' " ^

;• Mr. Todd's asleep." said Helen, turning round.
Perhaps he is

;
I hope he is if. as you say there's

th people that ran by wa^but of course ... in thedark
. .

No doubt I was mistaken; but-a man of hisage sleeps Hghtly."
"'^

" He's not very old," said Helen, sitting up. "
I wonder

if we ought to go."
wonaer

'' Here's your dressing-gown." flashed Mary
But somebody might see us."

"We'll stand behind the boats." said Mary
But they left the boats on their right and took up a

position against the raU at the after end of the d^kDown on the main deck between them and the 3pfour men, anned with lanterns, were standing in a groupabngside a wjnch. There was no sign of excitlent aSongthem^ no hmt. m fact, of disaster anywhere.

disapS^^^^^^^^
'"'^"'" '^^'^^' ^^^ - ^^^tly

"Something of that sort, very likely." said Helen.

Stnn f?"^,,
""^^ ^ *^' machinery. Yes. that's it.Stop, they 11 see us. There's Mr. Bidgood with a lamp,bending down and looking at the winch."

" Why, he's in pyjamas !

"

" Naturally, at this time of night
"

Mr Bidgood s gesticulations that, whatever the subjectunder discussion was. he could make nothing of itHe handed the lamp back to Captain Porter and thefour stood in further conversation. At last one of thl

i^'W

lf.i
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stooped, lifted something on to his shoulder, and walked
aft with it.

" That's Mr. Dixon," remarked Mary in some excite-

ment. " I wonder what he's carrying."
" It seems to me to be a barrel," said Helen.
" Oh 1

" cried Mary, taking her arm, " a barrel 1 How
awful ! A bottle is bad enough. Mr. Todd, I'm ashamed
of you ; an old man like you. Look at the way they're

all following it, Helen. Like donkeys after a carrot."
" Don't be stupid," said Helen reassuringly. " It's not

what you think. Beer-barrels aren't painted red. Besides,

there's not the slightest fear of anything of that sort

with Mr. Todd on board. We may feel absolutely safe

with him."
" Why may we ?

"

"Because . . . well, because we may," said Helen,
somewhat lamely. "There, you see I was right," she
continued hastily. " They're all coming this way again."

They ran back to the cabin, where Helen turned down
the lamp.

" I don't want them to think they've disturbed us,"
she explained in low tones.

" I should like to know what they had in that barrel,"

said Mary.
" Hush !

" interrupted Helen suddenly.

Footsteps sounded outside, then stopped. The two
girls sat very still.

" Good-night, again, captain," they heard Thomas Todd
say. " I suppose you'll enquire further into this extra-

ordmary affair in the morning."
" Certainly I sliall." The captain seemad, so far as

could be gathered from his voice, very much annoyed.
" I never had such a thing happen to me before. It looks
to me Hke gross carelessness on the part of the engineers."

"But what about the barrel? That is the extra-
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ordinary feature. They've nothing to do with putting

it there."

"That's right, Mr. Todd," murmured Mary. "Fair

play to everybody."
" I dwi't know what to make of it," said Captain Porter

gruffly.

" You don't think anything of the mate's theory, then,

that somebody carrying off a barrel from the lazarette

brushed against the steam valve and started the

winch ? Bidgood, I thought, seemed rather impressed by

it."

" Well, sir," said the captain in a tone of finality, " we
will look into the matter in the morning. I n pretty sure

we shall find it due to neglect on the part of Bidgood.

Good-night."
" Good-night, ?ir," said Todd briefly, and it seemed a

little frigidly. Ti^e footsteps died away.
" We shall hear about everything in the morning," said

Helen, as she drew off her white dressing-gown and lay

down. " Are you ready ?
"

At a nod from Mary she turned the lamp out.

" I wonder what was in that barrel ? " Mary said.

"You can ask in the morning. Good-night."
" I will. Good-night."

But in the morning everyone avoided talking about the

incident, and consequently Mary forgot to ask. Her head,

like the colonel's, seemed to be full of the picture Helen

was to paint. They both of them talked about it during

the whole of breakfast ; indeed, until the time came when

Mr. Bidgood stood posed in a heroic attitude on the deck

neither of them talked of anj^hing else.

It had been a wearing time for the chief engineer. To
the end of life the memory of that past night would remain

with him : the quick, uneven clatter of the winch, the steam,

the scurrying figures, the quick, creeping run he had made

:^!?

:*
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Wi

alongside the coaming of the hatch, the tiptoed crawl to
the cabin.

How he had ever managed to sUp out of that dress suit
into pyjamas, on to the bunk, and off to slumber before
they came hammering at the door, was more than he was
able to explam. even to himself.
He remembered little incidents of the struggle : torn

buttonholes, broken bootlaces, a glimpse in the glas.« ofa desperate face disappearing into the neck of a white
shirt

;
how he overbalanced himself while standing on

one foot, trying to pull off his trousers with the other •

the putting of his arm into the wrong sleeve of his
pyjama jacket, and the fact that he made no remark
about It, m such an upset condition was he ; his snores •

and then the voice of Dixon and the final return to the
ciecK.

They had asked for an explanation of the matter, and
he. to his mfinite regret, had been unable to give them
the true one, but had advanced in its place a feeble
hypothesis framed on the supernatural. He had seen

u} *^^y ?<>"^ted him; Captain Porter's little blue eyes
l^d blazed suspicion, his voice had blared it. Had not
the mate's suggestion about thieves, and Mr. Todd's
seeming support of it, offered a loophole, perhaps the three
of them might have been at that moment in possession
of his confession. And he-instead of being surrounded
by an admirmg group, and in the act of having his portrait
pamted-where in that event would he have been?
bitting m some dark comer, faUen from his high estate
an outcast, shunned perhaps even by the cook

*K u?^.*^^
"'^^*' ^^ ^^ ^^y *°ss»"e on ^ P«iow, he had

thought of many otlier explanations he might have offered
for the presence on deck of the barrel. But none of themhad borne investigation. Yet something plausible would
have to be amved at, or how was he to report the sinister
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conversation he had overheard. And he must report it,

or they would all wake up some fine morning to find their

throats cut.

Could he say that he was walking in his sleep, and that
he must have picked up the barrel, mistaking it for beer ?

He pictured to himself the contemptuous look with which
the captain would reject the possibility of such an error.

No, that would not answer. Could he
" Do try and put on a pleasanter expression, Mr. Bid-

good," said Helen, from her seat at the canvas.
Mr. Bidgood did his best for her, to the horror of the

spectators.

" No, no I
" cried Helen ;

" that won't do at all. Turn
your head a little to the left. Part the lips in a slight

smile, and fix your eyes on Captain Porter, looking at him,
if possible, rather condescendingly. I want to get the
proper kingly effect," she explained to the company. " You
know what I mean."
They all nodded. Colonel Tingle stepped forward, and

having explained to Mr. Bidgood that he was holding a
sceptre, not an umbrella, showed him exact'" how Dom
Pedro used to hold his.

" This man is not the least like Don Carlos," he muttered
to Sefior Canaba, retiring.

" No resemblance whatever in the daylight," agreed the
sefior.

" However, we shall get a picture of the blue uniform,
the plumed hat, and the beard ; that's better than nothing,"
continued Tingle. " I don't suppose the Filipinos will

know the difference."

" Really, the pose is excellent now," remarked Thomas
Todd approvingly. " Ah I that's it! Head up and
shoulders back. Fine I

"

Mr. Bidgood at once burst several buttons in an en-
deavour to carry out the owner's suggestion.

\ 1l
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I* '

I)

'

"The nnifonn is a bit tigljt." remarlr«d Tingle as hemeMy picked them up. " I wore it Ust aH ;^'
tf

^^irr"' V ^- '^ ^l" 5»* observable in the

X a"L:^^* "' "' ""* «<*« >«»« » ">« -> t-

he litefif^ an"°r'^"*JL"L?''*'*"*- ' '^°»'t »«B«vene UKes it at aU, remarked Muy. "No. Mr Bideoodoh no
;
you mustn't look at cZ^a rWle y„ZStook at Captain Porter." She ran acr^ the d^™«Ingh teels chckmg, and her white skirt revealingWhaMa ^de too fredy. a pair of pretty ankir^'^'"^

when to stop, Helen." she cried, as she put her ftL~!
*"? »» f^B'^<^'^ head and twisted it dow^

^"
_

^t wm do." said Helen unpatiently.

»«».•. T Vf^ "^"^ '"air, that attempt at mya^assmation by Golez." went on the crfonel loudly. "lcan t say I was surprised at it. A servant of the mbUcm a country like Brazil treats an event like ttat « aLeveiy^y occurrence. And I was a marked mw at^ttetime because of the very special attentions that^1^*

^.f^^i ^"« """** ""^^y ^^ "Ot surprise meWhat drd. however, was the ingratitude ofX^Goto, a man whom I had rescued from one of theiS
pubhc-houses in the city and placed in an h»oSposition among my suite. But he never had ttTXna
nieS'had t'J -Sl^^f" ^- "^ ^' ^-^^

^'^T::^i ttitr*
"^ '

"
'-'•^ '"^ -^^ """

You tell us he never had another chance." pointed



OH, MR. BIDGOOD! 139

in
out the seflor. "We know what that means
BrazU."

" Ah ... yes ... I understand. How dense of me I

"

said the colonel. He looked around at the necks of the
company. " As a matter of fact, Canaba," he continued,
in a low but perfectly distinct voice, "

it was exactly like
the chief engineer's here."

The sceptre slipped from Mr. Bidgood's nerveless hand
and clattered on the deck.

" Great Scott I
" exclaimed Captain Porter, picking it

up. "What's wrong with you this morning?" He
replaced the sceptre and ostentatiously clasped each finger
round it. " Creeping paralysis, that's what I'm afraid of,"
Mr. Bidgood heard him whisper to the owner.

" Oh, do try to look a little pleasant," wailed Helen
from the easel. " I know how awfully tired you must
be, but remember it's for the sake of charity."
" Every smile may mean a week in the hospital for some

poor infant," urged Mary. " Think of that."
"Dear me—really? Dear me," muttered Thomas

Todd as he watched Mr. Bidgood's gallant effort.
"The poor feUow must be ill. Perhaps he's worrying
about the winch last night. I hope he isn't. So very
unnecessary."

A moment later he crossed over to the easel. " That's
splendid," he said to Helen. " But, please, you mustn't
overdo yourself. I think you've made a fine beginning.
Er—such a lot for one day."
"I should like to go on for ever," returned Helen,

looking into his glasses, a flush of enthusiasm on her
rather pale face. "Painting is one of the few things
I never tire of. And the subject is so interesting. I've
never tried a portrait before. But of course," she added,
manipulating the brush, " I shall have to give up direcUy
the model gets tired."

i

i

I 'i
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I

thi. n,w '^"^ "'• ^'^'^ *«»s particularly fresh

•S^^d Hr ',
"
r"' ^'"»" Todd «nxiLr

bettostoo'- ^h™'ir?°« "P- "'hen perhaps we'd

yes, Mr B Igood's tired," said Helen,

the oZT' "'" *' '"'' *"«^"«' «*«»'y- addressing

To:;d''r"';iL''Sat;x*rrd"th^"'' "'"* """-
morrow rn„n,ing wr^ again^'

""• '^'^' '^

She,«n aliTthTcars-a'^d'To^.^frr..^-

stonUy"^*"
"' " ""^ ^"^ beginning." said Thomas Todd

" Mr Bidgood can't be tired," Mary pointed out u

are quite bruised Ar««'* lu
««>cked. My knuckles*juiic uruisea. Arent they, Sefior Canaha ?" cu

And when I did wat^ v^n " ^u ..

round at the comi^^l-th^M; Bt»,^"''°r'-
^'""^

.ogetto.""'
'"'" ''"«'"^ ">' "'»"=' ""d Canaba both
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" It must have been very amusing," remarked Thomas
Todd.

" One has to be careful with ladies on board of a steamer,"
observed Mr. Bidgood drily.

jl

A veritable St. Anthony," murmured the scfior.
" Try some of the other doors. Miss Amerton ; you

won't find them all so inhospitable, I assure you," cried
the cobnel.

Helen saw him wink at Captain Porter. " Mary, come
and help me with my paints," she called out sharply.
" No, I don't want you, or you," she said very bluntly
to the colonel and the sefior. " We can manage quite
well, thank you."

" Are you going already, Helen ? " began Mary inno-
cently. But something in the other's face stopped her.
She followed meekly to the cabin.

" Seems to think a lot of herself, the yellow-haired one,"
remarked Colonel Tingle to the owner as they watched
them leave the poop.

"A lady of a very different stamp to those you're
accustomed to mix with," rejoined Thomas Todd, suddenly
very stiff.

" Eh ? What's that ?
"

" I said, ' A lady of a very different stamp to those
you're accustomed to mix with,' " repeated Thomas Todd.
He looked the colonel full in the face, then turned and
went forward also.

" And you're another of them," said the colonel viciously
at his back. " But you won't last long. Come on, Canaba.
Wait a minute, though. Does any gentleman say ' yes

'

to a gin and bitters ?
"

Captain Porter did, and the three left for the saloon.
Mr. Bidgood in his blue uniform remained alone, sitting

dejectedly on the edge of the skylight, the black plumed
hat cast down beside him, and with his chin in his hand.

•'ii
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A breeze had sprung up. and over the bright surface of

rocking taffrail the deep blue rim of the ocean showedvery fainUy crinkled against a faded sky. A^d^he thklfthrobbing note of the propeUer grew and less^ed iS unt>nwith the motion of the stem.

Bidgood took no notice of it. What did the weatheroutside matter when inside aU was tempest and folwUh

athy^to'i^i^ift' ^^f '
^"' ^'^* ^^-^^' ^--^^a light to guide hrni safely round the skirts of the disgrace

able position for reveahng his terrible secret

.r.A^^
*^^^ ^

•

°"^ time-until the voices of the coloneland his compamons in the saloon had ceased, until aspider, thmking probably that such a highly coloured
object would be bound to attiact files. S^o"web on him. But no light came.

andUa",?^''
''°^' "^'^'"^ ''""^'^ ^"^" *° '^' ^^^n.
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CHAPTER XIII

AT sunset the breeze dropped, and evening beheld
the Susan Dale gliding along as steady as a
dancing dowager, with flashing headUghts, a

necklace of bright portholes, and with the tip of her
funnel glowing red, as if hot with pleasure. Dinner was
over in the saloon, and under the guidance of Captain
Porter, who had taken the wheel in order to show the
steersman how to handle it, she was treading the vast
baUroom of the ocean, delightfully uncertain as to whether
her partner intended to reverse, or merely wanted to dodge
a rock. But in a minute or two the dull and dismal mate
relieved him, and once again she had to go on drawing a
straight line, while he, the captain, and his big cigar went
back to his sofa in the chart-room.

But not for her were sofas in chart-rooms, or long-
chairs on hatches, or quiet conversations in coraera with
interesting ship-owners. She must work and she must
worry day in and day out, night out and night in, and,
regardless of the dangers of the deep, sea-serpents, sub-
marine volcanoes and so forth, must bring her burden
safe to port.

And if she for a moment falter she may comfort herself
with the reflection that others are faltering too. That
stout gentleman with hair rapidly turning grey, who paces
the engine-room platform, for instance; that oldish,
thinnish person in the tight-shut cabin at the end of the
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aUey-way. who kneels over an open sea chest ; that middle-
aged, respectable looking lady and gentleman engaged inchewing betel somewhere near the forecastle

hJ*"^' ^^\^^^ '^* *"" ^*'^' ^^^ *heir troubles:
difficulties to be evaded, dangers, some as yet unknown
to be encountered and overcome. The half-caste stealing
forward I Thelow-voicedtalkof the sailors I The Spaniardand Evans whispering together in the mess-room I

There was also Mary.
She stood aft alone, looking out over the sea. It wascalm as destiny, warm as velvet, dark as sable, and it

reached out and touched the sky. Overhead the stars
shone mistily, scattered as wayfarers in a sleeping city.But m the water beyond the feeble band of iUumkation
cast by the cabin lamps there were other stare that glit-
tered and died and glittered again, the bejewelled dwellersm the deep ITiese. in palely gleaming raiment, were
assembled that night, in consteUations which far outshone
the heavens, in crowds, in languorously dancing multitudes
multitudes that grew ever thicker as the ship moved on'And presently, patch by patch, field after field, the velvet
ocean flushed luminous, glow succeeding glow, soft and
vivid hke summer lightning on the edge of an unlit sky
but by far more brilliant. No earthly monarch was

mLiiJd
^^^ '^°'^'"^ gathering was ever so

It was as though an army whose every soldier bore a
lantern was marching and counter-marching underneath
the sea. It was as though a myriad diadems were sparkling
there Lights glimmered on the horizon. The deeps beside
the ship cascaded fire. Her wake shone gold. And
then at last the whole sea flamed ... And all was
dark.

'' The fairies must have crowned a king." said Mary in
a dreamy way. after a while, addressing nobody.
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Keally. m^t extraordinary ; weU worth seeing."
She looked round with a start, and found the ownerand Helen standing just behind her.

ThliiLTni?'^! !!^"*K*
'" "^ encyclopedia." continuedThomas Todd, letting his eyeglasses drop^I distinctly saw a mermaid's taU." said Mary, facing

TM^"^^^ '

"^"^ ^^^ ^' P'^^aWy." Mid Thomas

;' But she waved it at me." persisted Mary. "
Just as-just as naturaUy as you might wave your foot
"

I never do~er-wave my foot." said Thomas Toddlookmg at her in some amazement.

^:^X^""" *" ""^ «^ «i«" -taking,"

" I—I—reaUy " said Thomas Todd. But Marv hadto,«l to the »fl again, and appeared inten"^ tht
Sea*

SM we go and look over the stem. Mr. Todd ?

"

sugg^ted Helen. " At th^-what is the name of it ? "
D^r me I The wake ? " said Thomas Todd, recovering

his self-possession. They walked along the deck.

rr^nM^Z '?,'°°'«^'' "^^^^^ ^"'^y'" Helen Conned him
confidentiaUy. "She dreams, and makes such stu^
remarks. I get quite vexed with her sometimes."

Shes very young." pointed out Thomas Todd inexcuse.

" She is." acknowledged Helen. " It was a fine sight •

the sea seemed as if oU was blazing on it. Meel privileged
to have witnessed such a scene."

pnviiegea

"Remarkable." agreed Todd. "And. so my encyclo-padia informs me. not often witnessed by landsmen "

^7/?^-** ^I ^^"^^ '**™ *nd ^t down. Helenon a deck chau:. and her escort on a bollard, gingeiiy

i 'M

tl
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" Sit on my book." said Helen, noticing his hesitation
I shaU hurt it."

"No matter." said Helen bravely. "It only cost
sixpence."

" It always appears so extraordinary to me." began
ITiomas Todd, " that even in a hot dimate like this
directly night occurs all the iron about the ship becomes
so extremely cold."

'' It must be due—to being so near the equator ?
"

'' Probably." agreed Thomas Todd.
" And the vibration here." went on Helen. " You feel

it so much more at the stem."
" Does it incommode you ? " he asked, making to get

up. " Let me move your chair."

^^"
Not at all." said Helen. " No, don't move. I beg.

Thomas Todd therefore sat on. " Talking of vibration."
he said, taking up the conversation again, " do you go to
many dances in Ceylon ?

"

"A few. Race week is our great festivity. We nurses
go eveiywhere. of course."
" Of course." said Todd solemnly. " Are you fond of

dancing. Miss Clatworthy ?
"

II

Er " said Helen, looking at him.
" I am," continued Thomas Todd. " It may surprise

you, but there's nothing I like better."
" So am I : I dote on it."

" Such a healthy exercise."
" WonderfuUy so."

"A good polka, now, in the parlour, after dinner, with
tte chairs pushed back. I think it's exceUent," said
Thomas Todd enthusiastically. " Excellent !

"

"We might get up a dance on board," suggested Helen,
sittmg forward and speaking enthusiastically also. " But
then—there are no musicians. What a pity I

"
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" Tingle plays the flute I
" cried Thomas Todd, carried

away. I-that is " he said, recovering himself • "
I

S,rQat^^^Thy P
!?' ^' ^^^' ^^"^^^ ^^-- '>-^-.

'•I can keep a secret, I hope, Mr. Todd," said Helen
withdigmty. She leant still further forward

''Colonel Tingle and I were at school together." ThomasTodd whispered. " I'm firmly convinced of it We^
private'!'''''''

'' ^""'^- '^ ''' "^ ^°^' q'"^

"
^J?*^:" ^^ "'^'°- " ^'°^ s"^e »»obody would have

guessed it. Your accent '

"He leam- ^he flute there as an extra. His parents
paid, contmued Thomas Todd solemnly. "

I did hear
It was because his mother wanted him to have a smaU

" Ah !

"

^^

" You-^r-might ask him." suggested Thomas Todd-
just casuaUy mtroducing the subject by some suchronark as

:
Dear me, now, colonel, you do look rather

f. r ,?!'*' y°" ^"^ ^"^^- Am I mistaken ? '
"

I will said Helen. "I think I can manage that."

wam!S K "^"^ ^^'^^ * """"^^^^ '"«•" Tho°»as Todd

-this is stnctly between ourselves-to speak exactly Iam rather glad of it."
^^ ^<^i^uy, 1

'• I don't care for him much," said Helen. " That Ls
not very much." ^^ *^'

^Z ^ k'
^"^ !/' "^^ ^°"^' ^°^^- " And I dislike theSpanish genUeman. Canaba, extremely."

"You can't dislike them worse than I do," Helen

Taa aJJI ^^""^ ^^^ *° have similar dislikes
"

she added diffidently.
^*«*««.cs,

" I don't hke his eyes." said Thomas Todd. " or hismanner towards me."
^

*«5

n
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"I shaU warn Mary against him ; she's far too muchm his company. Don't you think so-as a man of ex-
perience ?

•• WeU-um-reaUy now " said Thomas Todd hesi-
tatmgly.

^^
" Ah, caution, caution," laughed Helen. "

I can see
plainly what you think, and shaU warn Mary. Is it not
rather pleasant to have a common dislike for anyone ? Soknittmg together."

'

" Perhaps it is."

on"^"^ "?T ^?J*
^^""^ ^""^^ '"^ y°'" confidence," wenton Helen, I will give you mine. You know we were very

mismformed when we arranged to make our voyage toHong Kong m this steamer-though, of course, I am gladnow I came. Mr. Evans told us that there would be no
passengers, and we find that there are several. And amongthm th^ mj^erious looking Spaniards, desperatelookmg feUows. Of course you are on board, and I faiow
I am quite safe, but otherwise I should be very sorrv
indeed that I came." ^ ^
T^f?"^^°''~"^°"''* ^"^*^ ^^^•" <^«^«d Thomas
Todd, lookmg very uncomfortable.

hi^^-'i.^'" '"'%°V*»^*'"
^id Helen, garing straight at

^'fw " TA*^*' ^^ ^^* °° ^ ^^ certain tones.Nothmg out of the ordinary could happen on a British
ship nowadays. We shall be quite safe

"

"
AlMolutely." said Thomas Todd. "Er-why not ? "
Yet you must admit that there have been one or two

ftiimy thmgs occur since Ceylon," went on Helen. " Your

t'S'/l^'^"?;;''^*"' °! "^^ °^^^'' ^°^ ^^^' »bo"t one
this mommg, the wmch rattling."

" You heard that., then ? " asked Todd, surprised. " You
never mentioned it."

" I thought you or the captain would," explained Helen.
Yes, the shoutmg woke us. and we went on deck and
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saw Mr. Dixon carrying a barrel away. What was in the
barrel ?

" Er- cargo of some kind." said Thomas Todd. " We
thmk some thief or other must have been at the cargo

"

he went on quickly. " and in running away must have
brushed against the winch steam valve and started the
wmch.

','.

J?j?
y^*" .^^^.y ^^^* ^^s ^ the barrel ? " asked Helen.

^^

I U enquire, said Thomas Todd, looking down.
The sea looks much as usual again." remarked Helen,

after a long pause. "All the lights in the water have
gone. Anunalculae. you said. I think, Mr. Todd ?

"
" I believe the phosphorescent appearance is caused by

than, said Thomas Todd precisely. He felt irritated.
I ve read about the subject in my encyclopedia. Perhaps

some of the sailors could tell us a little about it
"

They referred the matter to Captain Porter when he
came on the poop. He said that, although scientists were
of a different opinion, it was his firm conviction that the
phenomenon they had just witnessed was due to the cast-
off scales of fish, which at stated periods ascended to the
surface, attracted by the heat.

"Oh." said Helen. " do you think that's possible ? Mr.
Todd says "

A^ "^"^ '* "' "^'" h'^°'^« »» Captain Porter de-
cidedly. Fishes are reptUes. and snakes shed their
skins

;
and so do fish in the same way."

^^

I see," said Helen in unconvinced tones.
•• But then how do you account for the sudden flashing

and dymg out ? " asked the owner.
'•Ah. that's just what we can't explain." repUed Captain

I'orter m a learned manner. " It's maybe due to the
force of gravitation."

ininJ^K'"^-*^
^ ""^y interrupt." asked Colonel Tingle.

]oining them. **

j:

i

\ 'i^

HI

f
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It appeared that he had seen something of the sort in

^ith the nightly display on the Orinoco. The variou^lighting effects were, of course, due to electricity.

Thn^!^ t'!,^ w"'
*^^"^ '^'' ^"^ *o the scales of fish

"
Thomas Todd informed him

coW ""^' '^ ^'"'" "^'"^ "^y ^>^« «>'" <^*red the

;;
Why absurd ? " asked the captain wannly.

inJ^''r:ZTlZt ^-<^^P°- Of your theory

;;
Fishes' scales don't smell." said the captain positivelyMy dear sir." remonstrated Colonel Tingle.^go intoany fned-fish shop in Peck-Pemambuco on a SaTurCnight and you'll find out that they do. distinctly."

"^

Although unable to follow Colonel Tingle's advice thecaptain continued to argue the mattef. appeTl „g to

But Mr Bidgood held a theory of his own. Thfp^X
ight of the water, he said, was due. he was conWnW^to

the propellers of passing vessels.
^

" Ha ha
!
" laughed the colonel derisively. " Utterlvim^^ible. Why don't you say hair oU. a/d have d^n^

co:t^pT^St^el'^'"^^''-^^^P^^o^^^^

RJ^Ti?* '^ ' ^^* ^^^ *h^ «>rt of thing he MrBidgood. had to complain about : the persistent twi'stin^of every incident in their daUy Hves to Ws c^^dvln a^"^the constant and studied attempts to depredate hk

K^ly full of a resolve to re-establish his good relationswith the captam. and thus pave the way for thesymwtS
reception of his news regarding the prLusev™ And
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this was how they met him. A scientific discussion used
at once as a stepping-stone to insinuations regarding his
mental capacity.

"Better water on the brain than whisky on it," he
blurted out.

" Ha, ha I you're in form to-night, chief," laughed
Colonel Tingle.

" Some people I know haven't got room for either—
whisky or water," growled the captain with great emphasis.

" I've sailed with one or two skippers like that," re^
torted Mr. Bidgood heatedly. And, afraid of what he
might say next, he turned and walked forward.
For some little while he felt distinctly pleased with

himself. But soon this sensation wore away and he relapsed
into a state of despondency. Clearly it was useless to vie
with an educated man like Captain Porter, to whom years
of contact with society in the shape of coal merchants,
shipping agents, and such-like people had given the brain
of a fox and the tongue of a serpent. Let him come down
into the engine-room, and then everyone would see who was
the better man.
Unfortunately, Mr. Todd did not seem to care about

the engine-room. He, no doubt, knew that there was one
on the Suscn Dale, but so far he had evinced no desire
to visit it. This was rather eccentric behaviour on the
part of a passenger, but for that matter on this voyage
aU the passengers seemed eccentric. None of them, so
far. had made much of him. None of them had treated
him as the guardian of the machinery should be treated.
They appeared to believe that he had nothing to do but
dress in a stiff shirt and eat. If any of them were to ask
to be allowed to see the engines he was not at all sure
that he would grant their request. Yes. he might accom-
plish some sort of revenge in that way. But so far none
of them had asked.

r
•: J
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his forehead .^th a n^w ^lr7 ^t 'T^ ^* «*^' ^P^d
his way fonvrrd

handkerchief, and continued

All the cabins were dark on this occasion a„^
untenanted. As he approach^ thtfffK ^*^ ^®*^®d
a native stepped cautbj^'o^ and L""^^^ T^
precipitately. ^

'
°^' °° ^«»« him. fled

Je^^t.*""""
"""' '^"«" *« --nP sat tte «aor.

^^d Who was it came for'arf just now ? -
Mr. Bidgood

itw2'SJ.."^:^"*XVai&s^ "»-?•
of minutes to rive th^^fI ^ ^°^"*^ * ^^^^P^e

appearing. he^^^ub^TSit? ^t^""","'

Th^'al^^o't.^enX':^';*"'^ "" '" S"^-
Dixon. He sto^ up a^t tt?' ""'.i'"'"^-"

'**'«'

««en. "And how are^S^i
•'^""^ canvas wind

asked, in dull ton« ^ ^"8 *'"' -'•»"
'
" ^

" So-so." replied Mr. Bidgood. "
So-so."
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m^t *'"Vi!"^ "'• ^''^'~<*- " A thankless job."

.tr:zr^Zn':^ ^^» ""»^--* -^

rtool"" " I *2r '^''^ »Wrt <» again, I s«," .^rkedUaon. I djdn t go down to dinner this evenine Hadnnne m the mess-room with Skinner and the3."
».\^ '^°", '™'"

'
*"*•" ^- ^'^ooi told him " ll»vwas asking for you."

"

"Who was ? Miss Amerton ? " enquired the matesuddenly appearing interested.
®'

•• Ay, she said she noticed a vacant space. I rememberher saying so. because that colonel feUow askTS^Zm^t me." explained Mr. BidgoM Zn^^ "tlsaid he thought she said ' face ' noT ' Z^!f? kJ * S®
hard of hearLg." '

"""^ 'P*^®' ^"^^ * bit

lotl^'r^r^"'"
"^^^^ *^« --te bitterly. "A

" I don't know what's come to you youne fellarQ nnu,o

rhl'n^f^ *? *^' ^^ ^^ *^* ?" ^ed Dixon. "Whatchano^^have I got with all these coloneb abo^ ? .'

Colonels!" exclaimed Mr. Bidgood bitterlv Athought struck him. With a backw^erk Jf^fhJhe beckoned the mate to his side.
' ^' ^^"^

" Look 'ere. Dixon." he whispered mysteriously "
fh«^

tdT^rC't^'ro^I^J^^^^--*'^^
i»t4 your-e^^ot:" Tm'JS^rnr' *'^' ™*

Nonsense, gasped the mate. " How do you know ? "

i;;':J

il
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i<
I know."

" Never you mind," said Mr. Bidgood
" But "

"As for that chap Evans." continued Mr. Bidgood. in

Zh^^' ^f/l^tworthy won't have anything to do^th hun. and I don't blame her either. A nasTy. can-
tanterous devU he seems to have turned into."

You re wrong there, anyhow." Dixon told him.They re engaged, or as good as. He told us so in the
mess-room to-night."

whJ^viTl"'^ '^
'

"
"^^ ^'' ®^^^' *«^st. " Thenwhat about the owner ?
"

to^mo^^^'
^^ '' ^""^^ *° ^"^^ "^^^ ^* *^^ °^^

hi^'^U^'/"'^'
°' .^^^^^^ ^'^'*''* M'- Bidgo^i bowed

S^tin^ ^^J"k"^^^.°'''''
*^" '^^^^ Misfortune seemed

destmed to smk hmi. m spite of aU his efforts. No baling
could possibly cope with such a flood. The engagementmust be broken off. of course. He was uncertain'l'hethe
Captem Porter's powers of jurisdiction covered engage-
ments M weU as christenings and marriages. Protebly
they did. But what would the owner think of a chiefen^eer who made a public business of such a matter ?Md would a succwsful appeal to the captain have the
effect of silencmg the second's tongue ? The only possible
answers to these questions were uot of an encoS^g
nature No. clearly some other path out of the difficulty
must be found, and that without delay. He would givethe second a httle fatherly advice. He would cast hii^f
on the mercy oi the lady when nobody was looking, andbeg for her assistance in his dilemma. Surely they would

Mr. Todd, even if selfishness blinded them to the damage
their love-affair might cause to the reputation of an un-
offending chief engineer.
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ih2'^r'i^'^
'^''°" '" ^' *"• " ^^'^t 'nakes you think

'
TM, !T*""^ ^'^"S ^*»^ *»^e Tingle lot ?

"
1 II tell you some other time." returned Mr. Bideoodmakmg to leave. " I want to see Evans at once Doyou know where he is ?

" °

" You'U probably find them all in the mess-room "
an^e^d Dixon. " I don't think there's m^crTr;:;,

"W^IZ °'L^'
"^^ ^'- ^'^^^^' '^ther nettled.WeU, good-night to you."

in 'his^tr^'"
"^'^^^^ *° ^'^""^-^ ^^"* -^-* y- -w

Mr. Bidgood did so directly he entered the mess-room

o?sltr"°*
have found a better method of ge^n^^

wifh^o
*^"

'! "^^'^ "^^ *" "^ to-night," said Mr. Bidgoodvnth a great show of jocularity when the second m^had gone. ''We " comprised himself and Evans. M^
Sel'^e oth T^'T "^'^^ *^^ -ess-room see;!;^:^pivoted. TJe other furniture consisted of the table thatsupported the bottle, glasses, pUtes and dishes SViac^and a couple of settees.

* « m a racK,

se^nd ml^r^
'"^''^'^ ^^"^ *^' "^^ ^"^^ ^^*«^ »>y ^^e

the ttT
*''^°'^'" ^' °*'^'^' P°^"*^°« ^'^ *^« ^^ <>°

"I got it from Tingle," said Evans shortly.

.«J^^T '
^'^ ^'' Bidgood. waiting. " I've nevertned that sort ; is it aU right ?

"

" Quite aU right for the uike of u^nawies " saidEvans savagely " A good enough drink forTdog Se
white c^.^'^A^.^' '^' ^"^^ ^"d gen^emen. in theirwhite shirts and their gold watch-chains?drink the r gla^of champagne in the saloon."

^

" ^°"'^ ^ **^ere too if there was a vacant seat
; you
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" You're
" What

know that," pointed out Mr. Bidgood soothingly,
getting just the same grub as we are, anyway,
more did the man want ?

" Grub f Who are they all that I'm not good enough to

w/ii! '^! ^""^^^r^^
'«" ? " cried Evans, replenishing

ius glass. A couple of servants in hospitals. That's aU
they are f

"But I thought you were getting married to Miss Clat-
worthy." said the bewildered Mr. Bidgood.
" Who told you that ?

"

" The mate, just this very minute."
" And what business is it oi yours if I am ? " demanded

the second truculently. " As long as I do my work, that'san you ve got to care about. I tell you what it is." he
continued, leaning over the table and glaring at Mr. Bid-
good ferociously; "you and the rest of you are getting
a bit too thick. You think you can twist me round your
little finger."

^

" No, I don't," asseverated Mr. Bidgood truthfuUy.

T^A ^^"* I" «ho^ you different. As for that swine
Todd, who thinks he can come aboard and interfere with
other people s women, let him look out."

" Why he's the owner," said Mr. Bidgood, trying to
appear cahn. " It'd never do to hit an owner. They'd
cancel your certificate." A brilliant idea occurred to
him. Look 'ere," he continued, "wait tiU we get toHong Kong and then tackle him ashore."
" I won't wait a day," screamed Evans. "

If I had him
here now I'd

"

But what would have been Thomas Todd's fate remained
unrevealed, for on the instant the door buret open and the
second mate staggered in.

" Chief f " he cried in a wailing voice. " Oh God

!

They ve pilfered me of everything 1

"
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CHAPTER XIV

THEY looked at him aghast. "What, every-
thing ? " enquired Mr. Bidgood, surprise making
him echo Skinner's last word.

" All gone. aU gone I " waUed the second mate. " Nothing
left."

" You don't mean it I " said Mr. Bidgood, horrt)r-struck.
' Why, if I'd known that I should have come here half an
hour ago."

" That's what you ought to have done," said Evans,
jumping up. " Come on. Skinner." Closely attended by
the second mate he hurried from the mess-room.
Mr. Bidgood, following directly after them, walked into

an uproar. Tingle. Canaba. Dixon, Evans, and Bunn
were aU crowding round the door of the cabin. Inside
were the captain, the owner, and the second mate.

" All gone, all gone I
" the latter was still wailing. It

seemed to Mr. Bidgood that the shock had driven him
mad.

The cabin was in terrible confusion : bedclothes and
wearing apparel strewn over the bunk ; an open cash-box
on the washstand

; the wooden sailors' chest in the middle
of the floor, with a Utter of books, boots, pipes, paper
packages, odds and ends of cloth, cotton, tapes, bits of
iron, and other rubbish littered around. And among all
this the second mate, on hands and knees, was searching
feverishly, giving note the while to his misery.

.1
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•• What's gone ? " enquired CapUin Porter from the

"•Everything," moaned the second mate, looking up.My money, and-oh. God I it's gone too. My i>.i>_5'
He began to cry.

'^

•• Can I be of any assistance, Mr. Todd ? " asked Mr.
Bidgood, entering the cabin, and turning down the lamp
which, he had noticed, was smoking dangerously.

" There he is." screamed the second mate, rising on his
knees, and pointing in weak passion. "He knows aU
about It. He came into i v cabin once and saw it He's
gotk. Searchhimi Oh odi" He began to whimper

"What's this I hear, Bidgood ? " enquired Captein
Porter brusquely. " Explain yourself."

" He broke into my cabin only a day or two ago, sir,"whmed the second mate. " But I was there and he could
do nothing."

j^I ^thought the lamp was smoking," said Mr. Bidgood

^Oh, you did. did you ? " retorted the captain, eyeing

" Very thin, very thin indeed," remarked the colonel
xrom the door.

"Mr. Dixon," said the captain, "will you state again
what you know of the robbery ? You said just now Uiat
tne chief engmeer informed you of it."

" Mr. Bidgood came on the bridge about half an hour
ago, and said he had seen somebody leave the second mate's
cabm. He "

" Hold on," said Captain Porter. " What were his
actaons kke ? Did he appear excited ?

"

"He was a bit queer," confessed the mate. " Warnedme that there were a lot of rascals on boai^ and that I'd
nave to keep an eye open."
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" Ah I " said the captain. " We've heard of trying to
put the blame on somebody else before now. It's an old
dodge."

" I thought the lamp was smokir^." cried Mr. Bidgood
his head all gone. " You kno^ T l:d. ton't you now ?

"'

he added, turning to the second man
" Search him ! Search him !

" r.nM th -se a ^he door.
"Wait a moment," sa» 1 ih..,in .odd v .h great

decision. " Let us hear yod.
-o'. .\Ir Vv.ns. beUeve

that you and the chief en, neei v ere ealt • m .he mess-
room, when the second m te can:.^ air ng with the news of
his loss. Now, how did the clu. f e igir.Mt- receive the
news ?

"

" Didn't seem much put out," sai<'
" ns^u:£9y.

" Did he say anything ?
"

" Yes. The second mate said he had been robbed of
everything, and Mr. Bidgood said, ' You don't mean it.
What ? Everything ?

'

"

" Meaning to say that he wasn't surprised to hear that
Skinner had lost his money, you see, sir," pointed out
Captain Porter.

" I didn't, * cried Mr. Bidgood wildly. " I was never
more surprised in my life."

" Surprised to hear he'd lost his money ? " asked the
captain.

"Aye."

"Then you knew he had some," said Captain Porter
hke a knife. " There you are, Mr. Todd. I don't think
we need look far for the culprit."

" I was looking for smoky lamps. He knows I was "

OTed Mr. Bidgood desperately. Oh, drat it I Was not
the ground mider his feet crumbUng enough already without
aU this malevolent poking? Why did they harass him so ?Why did Fate comer him thus? Was there not a man left
among them who knew that he was not what they thought
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him ; who would still accept his word, sworn if required ?

He looked wildly round.
" Mr. Todd," he said, " I declare to my goodness I

know nothing at all about this."

" A likely tale," sneered the captain.
" He does, he does. I know it," screamed the second

mate.
" You will have to produce a lot of proof before you can

make me believe that Mr. Bidgood would descend to pilfer-

ing," said Thomas Todd with much firmness. " If any
searching has to be done among us. Captain Porter, I shall

ask you to begin with my cabin, and then go on to those

of the other passengers, who like myself, are strangers to

the ship. You will not object to that. Colonel Tingle ?
"

he enquired.
" Oh—cr—no," replied the colonel blankly. " Not at

all, not at all." His voice, however, as everybody might
have noticed, was painfully lacking in enthusiasm. " Why
not search first among the crew, and so on ?" he suggested,

a little more brightly.

. " I think so too," agreed Thomas Todd. " We are

wasting time here. You must come, all Mr. Bidgood,
stick close to me."

Putting his hand on the chief engineer's shoulder, he
urged him gently from the cabin. The whole party moved
forward.

It was very dark on deck. Dim lights shewed in the

forecastle. A buzz of tongues indicated a stir among the

crew.

" Stand on this side of the hatch, colonel," said Thomas
Todd with astonishing decision, " and you, Captain Porter,

take the other. Allow nobody to pass you."
With Mr. Bidgood in the closest attendance he advanced,

followed by Evans and the mate.

I
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•• 'ir^f^
^^'"^

' I
"""^ *^^ ^^"^' ^^ ^^^y ^ent along.

Kast lampau. Bring a lamp."
Two or three of the sailoi^ appeared, Malays wearing

sarongs and naked to the waist. Leaving Evans on guard

ai.^l??K' *^!i°*^''
^^' °^ *^^ ^«^^«««. *he mate

accosted them, and entered their abode. A few men of!
watch werel ying in their bunks, and they, when o)-dered,

«L3 1"^ *"^ *°?,^ *^''' P^^ ^" ^ ^"d looking line
against the inner waU. There were some nine or ten of
them, muscular shock-headed feUows. wide^hested ami
^iry-lmibed. The mate swung his hurricane lamp along
their front, and amiounced that all except those on duty
were xocFci

" Tlien shut the door, please. Mr. Bidgood. and we'U
search their beds-I mean bunks." said the owner.
Mr. Bidgood left the owner for a moment and obeyed

K !!' / ^^f
cl^' warm work, and already he was in

low nveted ceiling was smoking violently, but the air
mside this confined segment of the bows, in which the sailore
dwelt, was rank enough, he felt, to make anything either
«noke or want ta So he made no attempt to put the matter

There were a dozen patterned, finely plaited sleeping
mats; several stiff red bolsters with embroidered
ends, family rehcs that had never known soap ; there

Ihl^h'™^^^""*^^
containing sarongs the colour of

SwT 1^"^" ^^^^'"^ '^^ ^^"^ «f ^ Highlander;
yeUow tm boxes with weird brass locks and stiU weirded

^n!r« l^^. ^?^^^^' betel nuts, bananas, socks,

^^othing in here so far as can be seen." said Thomas
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Mr. Bidgood, after taking the mate's lamp and making
a palsied attempt to crawl underneath the Imnks, was
brought to admit that there was not.

Thomas Todd adjusted his glasses and surveyed the crew
who stDod by looking on stolidly. " Dear me/' he said,
" they don't seem to mind much."

'' No, sir," agreed the mate. " The fact of the matter
is," he continued hesitatingly, " a Malay is never surprised
at anything Europeans do, as he has a firm conviction that
they are always intoxicated."

" ReaUy, you don't say so !
" said Thomas Todd, looking

from one to the other. " It's hardly believable."
"Maybe it's true." said Mr. Bidgood. "Not that

anyone would think you were intoxicated just now, sir'
he added hastily.

" Indeed. Well, I hope not ; sincerely, sincerely,"
returned the owner. " Shall we go on now and see the
firemen ?

"

In spite of Mr. Bidgood's efforts they made a failure there
too. Long bamboo pipes with tiny bowls, filth, grease,
dirt, rags, blue dungaree, packets of tea and papers of
yellow tobacco, a square-faced bottle or two ; all these
they found. But, except for a few doUare, no money.
The atmosphere was hideous with the smoke of Chinese
tobacco, and they came out choking.

" An abominable smell. It reminds me of a mixture of
strong acid and rotten eggs," said Thomas Todd. " Can
you suggest anywhere else to search ? " he asked the
mate.

" We might try the chain locker," replied that gentleman
doubtfully. " Nothing in here. I s'pose," he went on,
opening a small cupboard.

Something jumped out, knocking the lamp from his
hand. and. with a butt at the astonished Mr. Bidgood, sped
down the deck.

or^'t.iS'avT:,- Mi -iMW



OH, MR. BIDGOOD 163

1' « L ?! '

" y^^ ^^' B'dgood. but all to no purpose.
Hold hun." shouted the owner.

Evans and Dixon rushed away in chase. The lamp was
out. and m theglcom their dark figures were barely visible
But the sound of scuffling and scraping and panting was
very soon to be heard, and then, quick on top of it. a pro-
longed shriek.

^

" Got him." called out Tingle in his high voice.
" It sounded like a woman/' remarked Thomas Todd

very concerned. He lit the lamp.
"Aye did it." agreed Mr. Bidgood. "I thought it'd

turn out to be a woman," he added as they hurried down
the deck.

" It's a she." Tingle told them.
"But she has none of the stolen property on her"

added Canaba. " I've searched her pretty weU already"
He laughed coarsely.

Thomas Todd, holding up the lamp, saw a middle-aged
Malaywoman, her arms in the grip of the pair of them Her
oiled hair was tumbled. Her white baju was torn open
revealing her yeUow body nearly to the waist. A white
belt held her sarong in place.

She gazed at the owner intrepidly, to all appearance
undismayed, and when the serang. Tinggal. came up she
spoke m a low, quick tone.

" The Tuan is mistaken a little." said the serang to the
mate in Malay. " This lady is a passenger, on board by
the permission of Tuan Skinner."
The mate translated.

" Dear me." exclaimed Thomas Todd. " Well, don't
let her go."

" It was a woman I saw leaving Skinner's cabin." Mr
Bidgood roninded them.

" Ay, so you say," said Captain Porter.
Thomas Todd enquired about her luggage. From her

,i

v
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if

answer as translated by the mate, it appeared she had
none.

" Whoever heard of such a thing ? " cried Tingle. "
It's

against nature."

" She must at least have something," agreed Thomas
Todd. " Well—er—will you please hold her—very gently,

Mr. Evans ; we must go and search in the chain locker."

It was Mr. Bidgood who snatched up the lamp and led

the way : it was Mr Bidgood who, when an inspection

from above had revealed nothing, volunteered to descend
into the black depths and make doubt a certainty.

They assisted him through the narrow doorway. They
heard the rattle of his feet on the heap of chains, as, lamp
in hand, he explored the comers. And presently they
heard his ejaculation of surprise.

" What's the matter ? " called out the mate.
" Why, there's somebody down here after all," shouted

Mr. Bidgood. He scrambled back over the chains, and
revealed an astonished visage. " He's sitting on a bimdle
and staring at me awful."

" Tell him to get up and come on deck," said the

mate.

Mr. Bidgood loudly did so. " It's no good," he reported.
" He seems hard of hearing or something."

" Tinggal," cried the mate impatiently. " G)me and get

the fellow out."

On hearing this, Mr. Bidgood with great bravery dis-

appeared again, and at once stumbled back, bearing in his

arms a small, malevolent looking Malay gentleman, whom
he passed up through the door. From the volley of words
that isoued from the gentleman's mouth, it was plain that

he was angry.

" What does he say ? " asked Thomas Todd.
" Apparently he's another of Mr. Skinner's passengers

sir," replied the mate.

irsifcifi
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" Most extraordinary. The ship seems alive with
passengers. Dear me !" said Thomas Todd, rather irritated.

" Well, well, ask him what he was doing in the chain locker."

The mate asked him. It seemed that he had been sitting

there because he liked it.

"Nonsense! I don't believe him for an instant,"

remarked Thomas Todd. " We will lake him with us to

the woman."
Mr. Bidgood followed with the bundle, and laid it on the

hatch. They made a ring round him while he opened it.

There were two 01 hree lamps held high among them now.
Somebody called 1 he second mate, and he came hurrying
into the circle of rht just as Mr. Bidgood raised aloft his

first find, a gaudy sarong.
" Does that belong to you ? " asked Thomas Todd.
The second mate, after a long look, shook his head.
" Does that, now, or that, or that ?

" asked Todd as
Mr. Bidgood rapidly held up kabayas, bajus, veils, gold
combs, necklets, bangles, stockings, and flung them on the
hatch. The second mate was unable to lay claim to any
of them. Even two or three bundles of dollars neatly
rolled in newspaper he could not swear to, at least not in

the short time that was given to him,
" There's nought else but this," announced Mr. Bidgood

at length in a tone of disappointment. He shewed a piece

of neatly folded canvas.
" Why don't you undo it, Mr. Bidgood ? " asked the

owner.

" Yes, undo it," echoed the colonel in an altered voice.

He took an eager step forward. " Great Scott !
" he

exclaimed, and stood gazing.

For, at the command of the owner, Mr. Bidgood raising

both hands had allowed the canvas to flap open, revealing,
to the astonishment of everyone, a gaudy picture of a
black-bearded man in a sky-blue uniform; a picture

Ji

y^'
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pointed with jwels. from which every movement of the

in Z.?^ '

^"^
'

^"^^ "^^ '
" exclaimed Thomas Todd

'M^ '"Tr " ^^y' ^*'^ ^" Carlos himself."
'

Where did you get it ? TeUmeor I'll take vou to the

seized the smaU Malay passenger and shook him.
You mustn't do that." said Thomas Todd sharolvinterfenng. " It's nothing to do with you !

" ^^
sho„7^ r r '

^"^^ "^y '^'' "^*^g **> do with us."shouted Canaba excitedly.
'

"Nothing to do with us I" screamed Tingle. "Whvdo you know. sir. that this picture was stolen—"
^'

SnatSi
"'"'^^"^^ ''^ "^"^' ^PP^ °"* ^^'"etJ^ in

^ \i^r "Jr"*"*"^*
'^ "^^^ stolen." said Thomas Todd very

«f th / ? X ^ y"""^' Yours was burnt in your hoS;aMhe^oot of the Andes. You told us so the day brf^

-. didn't say that it was mine." retorted the colonelmaking an obvious effort to control himself. "IS
f^o^f'r 'hr^^'i

'' '"^^*^"^ •• '^ extort a c^^'fusion If possible
; to let him see that he was in the hands

Mr, he added m an access of fuiy. " were I in charge ofthis ve^l I would hang the fellow 'on the near^t tr^'^'

foIHW *r "^" * *"y *'^^'" pointed out Mr. Bidgoodfolding up the picture.
*'*u6wu,

"Mast yard arm then, you ... you turnip" hissedthe cdoneJ, glaring. He linked his aJin SeftT^anaTsand the two marched towards the alley-way

uiuiLStt'^ "'?t.
'"^^"^ '° '^' ^^^'

'

A turnip, anumnt*«t«g ^etablc. with no heaJ to speak of. Xays
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getting into hot water-always being served with sauce.A tunup I This was how they described him.
" You're a bald-headed old tomato," he shouted after

them, losing control of himself.

How dare you use such an expression on my ship ?
"

demanded Captain Porter with a great shew of indignation.
The colonel came running back. " Say that again I

"
he cried threateningly.

To his own intense astonishment, Mr. Bidgood did so
The recollection of it pleased him for weeks. There could
not be much wrong with the nerve of a man who defied
Captam Porter on his own deck, and whose majestic look
was sufficient to quell a fire-eater like Colonel Tingle. At
that moment, this revelation of his own possibilities heated
him like wine. He saw the owner come between them with
outstretched arms, heard himself announcing that if anyone
was looking for trouble, they had found the right spot,
heard the astonished exclamation of Captain Porter and
the admiring murmur of the mate. Then Canaba led the
colonel away.

" Really, Mr. Bidgood, reaUy." said Thomas Todd in
mild accents. He took the folded picture. Mr. Bidgood,
standing once more on his heels, aUowed himself to shrink
a little.

" I can't have these goings-on aboard my ship," announced
Captain Porter.

" I should have done the same myself." returned Thomas
Todd. " Colonel Tingle was very, very provoking. Besides
captain," he added deliberately. " it's not yom ship it's
mine.

"

Never before had Mr. Bidgood known his superior to
receive such a reproof. Never before had he seen him look
so staggered.

But the owner did not appear aware of the deadly blow
he had dealt. His attention was now occupied with the

\.^^
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^i"^*"' v^lLf*^ ^^ »^^^ '^^^^ they had

^.'^^.'^- ^«-on<i-te denied auLw.
" He hes." said the woman slowly, in English " He

towTr°sh"t H '
*"'^'«' °" '"™'^»»''' **.h«

cabin."
^"^ severely. i saw you leaving the

JIh''" ^^^
searched," said the woman. " and you havefound^nothmg. Leave us in peace. I take onl/what is

"Give me what you took, you old hag." cried the secondmate advanong on her. Mr. Bidgood pushed him backHe feU agamst the hatch, and once more b^n to whiinj^r
rhere does not seem to be much against them "^marked the owner. " You had better let Sem go/^'May they take their things ? " asked the mate.

" T ^ rt *"t
**^^**'^' *«*^'" ^^ Thomas Todd.

get the picture ? he asked the woman

com^ti"'*
"''"' '"' "^*"''^ ^ * ^- ^o- *o^

Todd^
him where he got it. Mr. Dixon. " requested Thomas

The mate spoke in Malay, and the malevolent lookingold gentleman answered volubly.
^^^

" He says they obtained it from their next door neiifh-bours m Ceylon." translated the mate
^

~iii Th '^sTo^d'
''^''^ "^"^^ "^^ *''^ ^"°^^^ ''y^''"

EngH^'
""^ '' ^"^'' ""y "^"'^^'" "'««d the woman in

Mfr.
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The owner, taking no further heed of anyone, put the
bundle under his arm and walked away.

" I suppose he'll look further into matters to-morrow "

observed the mate.
" He can do what he likes ; it's his ship," buret out

Captain Porter. " I wash my hands of everything." He
went through the motion of doing so. Mr. Bidgood could
not help but note the man's emotion, but he had used so
much of his stock of pity on himself during the past few
days that he had none left for anyone else. After all. it
was only right that othere should be awarded their share
of suffering. The captain would be the better for the
snubbing in the long run, more tolerant of the faults of
othere. more able to appreciate the value of a comrade and
to help him over a stile when necessary.

It now seemed to Mr. Bidgood that for himself a better
day was dawning. The owner of the Susan Dale, obviously
impressed by his quality, was treating him more Uke a
companion than an employ6. And where the owner led.
the rest could but follow. He was wondering dreamily
whether anyone envied him. and whether they aU thought
he deserved it. when he caught the sound of his name.

" Don't you worry yourself. Skinner." the captain was
saying. " We haven't foigot what you told us about this
chap. Bidgood. trying to break in. His'll be the firet place
searched in the morning. I'll have another talk with Toud
myself and see to that."

:^rw^^-^^
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I CHAPTER XV

GLOOM again seizing Mr. Bidgood at the captain's
spwch, held him throughout the troublous night,

examine K f

""*' '*^ '^*'*' "^^"^ ^ ^«8l^. when heexamined his face next morning

ev^Tt^^'nn''' u
^ ^~'*^" ^' ^***

•
™d^y' y«t hollow-

eyed, fat and unhappy, worn, but not so very old. Onthe lower part of it a black beard had taken roSt and gr^U«unantly Sheep not a barber, might have crop^^
hair His low forehead and puzzled blue eyes dTsi^
^^ZT""' ^"' ^'' ^"^y «^^ ^' and ple^oflT^ose two brawny arms were never nourished on b«L wdb^anas. Nether was that hairy chest. NeitherJ^tl^tmatter, was that nose.

But. as everyone is aware, the colour of the nose is no

^ut^drl^H'^^.^i*'^-
W^e is red. but so is t^^;S at r f"'"^'

^AndifMr.Bidgood'sappearanc^

^^ce^ thelatf'

"" ^^^'^^° ^'^' ^^ ^-
He was attired in the same red singlet. But on thisoc^sion the tails of it drooped, surplice like. abouTl^

there bemg nothing to tuck them in to.
" Will you open the door ? " enquired a fresh younevoice outside. Mr. Bidgood made an obvious repKr!

^ ^
Diat that Miss Amerton," he added to himself, and

Ss^t *""
^"'^ *'^''" """^ '^' ^"^^°°' ^^ *^«^
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"
Y®"

^^ * ^y "**"•" went on the voice. " We've aU
had breakfast. It's simply lovely on deck. And there's
land nght in front of us—Sumatra."

^^

•• All right," said Bidgood in a tone as short as his attit«.
Just commg." ReaUy. it seemed barely decent to hold

a conversation with a lady dressed as he was. even though
aa mch thick door screened him. He hastened to set
things right.

" I hope you are putting on your blue unifonn." con-
tmued Mary Amerton. He was not. The fact of her
mentioning the matter at that moment was a coincidence
annoying in its fitness. He discarded the white garment
he was holding in favour of the blue pair.

" All right, miss, go away," he caUed out irritably. "
I

shall be up there in two twos."
" Very weU." said Mary. " I'm sorry. Please don't be

angry." He heard her walk off.

" I'll give some of *em ' angry.' " growled Mr. Bidgood as
he attired himself.

He went on deck prepared to do so.

..

''pood-n^oraJng." said Helen, coming towards him smiling.
You're awfully good to have put on the unifonn." They

shook hands.

" Don't say a word about it. Very glad to be of service
to you," replied Mr. Bidgood. He had no quarrel with her.
Anything in the male line, except of course the owner,
would find him dangerous all the same.

" Where shall we stand him to-day ? " enquired Thomas
Todd.

" I think the same place as yesterday will do," replied
Helen. "The light came from just the right direc-

Once again Mr. Bidgood found himself holding the
sceptre that was not an umbrella and gazing condescend-
ingly m front of him But to-day he seemed only a side
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show. Nobody except the artist shewed any interest in the
picture.

She worked industriously enough ; she appeared, in fact.

hro ^tT^,"T' '"'• ^^' ^^ *^^ ^«^^ «n ^nd the sun^ught aU Its batteries to bear, began to experience
symptoms of fatigue, and also of boredom. He caught
himself drooping in a most unkingly manner, and with a
start squared his shoulders again, and looked round to see
If anyone had witnessed his indiscretion. But the others
were engaged elsewhere.

Mary Amerton and Canaba had retreated to the verystem of the ship, and one might gather from their looks that

uJ fj"^
'"*'"''* '^^^*''^^'

'" ^^^* ^^s going on almost
mider their noses. The other three, the owner, the
captam. and the colonel, with their backs turned on Art
leant against the rail and talked. Try as he would hecould not hear a word of their conversation. Somethingwas being discussed, something of a private nature, som^
thing that could only be spoken of in a low voice. Was it
possible that they were discussing his character ; that oily-
tongued Captain Porter was proving to the owner that hehadn t one ? Only too probable, instinct told him

There was the mysteiy of last night's robbery yet to besolved
;
he could not forget that he might still be under

suspicion, for the second mate's money had not. so far
been discovered. What further action they intended toake in the matter he did not know. There had been sometalk of a search. Well, they could search untU they we^eblackm the face

; he would be glad of it. Happy thought

!

He would demand a search
! Let them strip him I Turnout his cabm I Turn out the engine-room ! He made a

^ZZ 'iT^^f *^l'*^"^'
^^^y "''^^' d^^^^^er. ransacking

every box and cupboard, counting every bottle. It would
^ a pamful business, but at any rate his blushes would be
honest ones. Moreover, the owner had never visited the
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engine-room, and there was a possibility that the favourable
impression he could not help receiving from its appearance
might go far towards counteracting the effects of Captain
Porter s crafty tongue. Thus out of evil might come good.
They could search there for ever and only bring to light
fresh evidence of his efficiency as chief engineer

It was an excellent idea. He pictured to himself the
captain crawHng through bilges, under boilers, up the
tunnel, under the stokehold, searching the tool-room the
store-room, the waste locker. ...

» «,'?*
it'" exclaimed Mr. Bidgood. growing red aU over.

work
^""^ ^^ " ^^'^"^ ''^^^^' ^'^^'''^ "P ''*'"' ^^'

" Nothing, nothing to speak of." said Mr. Bidgood He
had forgotten all about the other barrel of gunpowder for
the moment. There it was. lying hidden among the waste
a httle bloated thing ready either to blast his reputation or
to blow up the ship. How unimportant his action in
taking these barrels had seemed at the time. On a par
with the selling of the sweepings of a rice cargo by the mate
or the pocketing of a commission from a ship's chandler by
the captain. Nobody but a ship owner would think much
the worse of him for it. But ship owners viewed these
matters differently, and his possession of the barrel would
certainly incHne Mr. Todd to ^he idea that he had taken t he
second mate's dollars.

There must be no search. And yet. if nothing were
discovered, and he himself did not come forward and make
a clean breast of it, they all stood a fair chance of being
blown up and having their throats cut. Another worry
and one which called for immediate action, was this
disastrous engagement between Evans and Miss Clatworthy

I shaU have to tackle her this morning." he told himself
eying her ruminatively.

She looked up. caught his eye, and smiled encouragingly.

i

i-«i—^" H—1.^^
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" Cheer up, Mr. Bidgood," she said. " I shaU not keep
you much longer."

A nice girl
! How would she look with her throat cut ?

And all depended on him !

" How are things going ? " asked Thomas Todd, walking
over to the easel.

" Splendidly. I never had a more patient model. Do
you think it's at all like ?

"

" Couldn't be better," answered Thomas Todd. " What
do you say. Colonel Tingle ?

"

The colonel, after a perfunctory look, agreed.
"Nothing you would wish altered?" asked Helen,

standing up. "A few medals on the tunic, perhaps ?
"

" Just as you like, Miss Clatworthy," repHed the colonel
yawning.

'

" I suppose, miss, you couldn't put a roll of dollars in his
trousers' pocket ? " enquired Captain Porter with a hoarse
chuckle.

^^

The colonel joined in the chuckle. Mr. Todd did not.
" Any more speeches of that description and I'll have every
cabin searched." he said sharply.

The abashed captain explained that he had made a joke
and would apologise for doing so. It appeared that he
would welc(Mne a search.

^^

" So would Mr. Bidgood, I'm sure," retorted the owner.
but Colonel Tingle objects strongly."
With a dramatic movement Mr. Bidgood turned both his

trousers' pockets inside out, and stood silently confronting
Tmgle and Captain Porter, his eyes blazing. Then,
trembling with indignation, and without a word, he left the
poop.

" Really, I think you people might be more careful about
what you say," Thomas Todd remarked, looking indignant.
" Let me help to carry these things for you. Miss Clat-
worthy."
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" What was it aU about ? " she asked, as thev walked ainnathe deck together a minute later
^ ^^^'"^

The owner told her. By the time-the story was endedthe canvas and paints were stored away, and hTand shfwere standing together outside her cabin do^r
^ '^'

im not going to have a search," he added " T'v-thought it over carefully and I've decided not m' tI
-you're the only one I've told that to

" ""
f " Many thanks, sir," she said coquettishly " Oh «,h.

mUtVr'"' - -e
? " she askJJ? seriouV again 'Imight tell everyone."

«»6*tn. j

She mi^h*''''^
'°'"

T^ ^^^'""^ ^«^^ ^^^n^estly.

And Mr. Bidgood ? " she asked after one breathl**,mst^t, her mind obviously in confusion
^^^-^^thless

Bother Bidgood
!
" said Thomas Todd " Oh I'm ^

sorry. I'm afraid I was rude " Oh. I m so

': Not at aU." said Helen, cahn again. " But he's sucha mce old man. and I don't like to «S him taken adva„?a«

I^ v^?o^d\tra^^^—^^^^-
""

locik^dest^d^^.
^'°^ ^^^'" ^--^^ ^^-- Todd.

I

rdjnllir''
'' '°"^'^" asteamer—" continued Helen.

" Exactly," said Thomas Todd " Peonlp o-f *« 1.

«ch other quickly on boanl ship. A day a I'ltt^« three weeks ashore. I feel to have k„o™ you a!^

«JSrAhn"'Si.^'r:!!^- "^^- "•' »«'
'• I must go," interposed Helen huniedly. " Marv willIk wondering where I am."

Mary wiU

^ Wt him standing, and walked quickly towards the

n'^1

»]
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It was a cheerful ship that morning. Mr. Bidgood even,
as he slood at the foot of the ladder obviously awaiting her,

might have been Father Christmas, or Father Neptune, so
glad did he seem to see her.

" Oh, Mr. Bidgood," she said, descending.
" Good-morning, miss," said Mr. Bidgood uncomfortably.

He had parted from her only half an hour ago. " Might
I have a private word with you ?

"

" Why, certainly," said Helen. She followed him into
the alley-way, wondering.

" It's like this," explained Mr. Bidgood, getting her into
a comer, and twiddling a button on his jacket nervously.
" Of course, as we all know, boys will be boys and girls will

be girls. Not that I blame them."
" No ? " said Helen, waiting.

"Certainly not," asseverated Mr, Bidgood with great
heartiness. " I've been the same way myself. Many a
lass has had her eye on me. They can't help it. It's all

in the course of nature."
" I don't understand you," s^iid Helen.
" It's strange who they do pet their eye on," continued

Mr. Bidgood ponderously. " If they only knew what they
was doing, they'd take it off pretty smart."

He looked at Helen solenmly. She seemed to be
impressed.

" Some fellows I know of," he went on, " are like white-
washed rabbit hutches ; fair to look on without, but awful
rotten within."

" That's true," agreed Helen. " But—are you unwell
this morning, Mr. Bidgood ? Oh "

The entire half of Mr. Bidgood's face was engaged in a
slow and emphatic wink. He raised a podgy forefinger,

and with it struck the side of his nose repeatedly. " Maybe
one of these days when you're lyin' dyin' in some garret,

miss, you will remember my words. I have known your
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^"^'' T" *^'' ?°^ ' ^"P^ y°"'" ™^^- - decent

" ^^.7t!^Zi:j^'^'^'' «^^- ^'^ ^eat surprise.

a 'Jl^e.
""' ""^^ '"'' "'^^''" ^^^ *^^- ^'dg^d' with

;;
How could he ? How could it be possible ? "
We was sittin' round in the mess-room, 'aving a quietnip. explamed Mr. Bidgood. " Or at any rate he waavjng a qmet nip out of a bottle that the coLl had givenhnn In fact he'd finished about half the ;.ottle an^^^aspretty well on And when he gets hke that. mi^theTe's

^I'ffdfy:!.';"^-
"^'--^y-^ion'tsayaftenva'^I

;;

I don't beheye it." said Helen, growing pale.

darWv ^' M.T * ^''^
^J^

^^' ^ ^''" ^'- Bidgood saiddarWy. Mark my words." he continued, waggling a

trt^:i'
"^°«*<='-°^him; and for any favoS don'?let It out about your engagement aboard this shin Mcause trouble if you do. as sure as anything ''

^'
But this is most absurd," Helen said. " I'm notengaged. At least " "^^

^m^ h^r ^^'' T^^ '"^ ^°^^"^'" M^- I^idgoodassured her. Me and hmi and one or two mo- We
wth a bnlhant idea, you can sUp down now and again to^e engine^oom. and have a bit of a chat with him'tierl^uKe. 1 11 see you all right."
He walked a few steps, put his head in at the engine-roomdoonvay and shouted for the second engineer, "^e^l w
You just tell hun what I said. Not what I said al^utbm he expkmed hastily. " What I said about the engine-room and nnt ipffincr lu^ T„j J i-„ ..

v-vi*5iiic-
letting Mr. Todd know.

N
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Mr. Todd I Why—you don't mean that Mr. Evans
says he is engaged to me ? " asked Helen angrily. But
Mr. Bidgood, after another knowing wink, had turned and
was now hastening forward.
She called out after him. but his solid, satisfied fi/mre

never halted. It filled the alley-way as a pea does a pea-
shooter. Her voice seemed to impel him onwards

" What a wretched mistake." she murmured indignantly
Lookmg round she saw Evans appear in the doorway of the
engine-room. She saw him shrink back at the sight of her
and running forward, she called him by name, as he
clattered down the steel ladder which led to the platfonn
He came back, obviously reluctant, and stood inside the

doorway.

•'Well, what can I do for you ? " he asked, taking no
notice of her greeting.

''—I " stammered Helen, who could not have been
otherwise than a httle surprised and intimidated by his
manner. His eyes looked at her as at an enemy his
small, dark face was set.

" Something Mr. Bidgood told me just now gave me
courage to caU you. I am sorry to interrupt your work "

she went on in some hesitation.
'

" Oh. don't mind me," said Evans harshly. " On duty
I m at the beck and caU of anyone." He pulled a sweat
rag from his leather belt, and. Ufting his greasy deep-sea
cap wiped his forehead. " Come." he said after a moment.
What do you want ? I'm in a hurry."
Her white dress emphasised the griminess of the walls, thedamp and filthiness of the deck, and the squalor of his

apparel.
^

„
''. ^°" ^^* ^ ^^^ busy, I am sure of that," she said,
bmce we have been on board we have scarcely seen you "
" Come, tell me what you want," he said again.
" There's a rumour about," said Helen in a voice which
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had gathered finnness " An ok- _j

coming o„ Wrd, to reaTit^^sStXTl^ *?
"""

ashamed to teU vou Mr pi^J^ r
^"** ^ *» almost

now. ^^p^z^z-^^^ist^x:"!'-^-^'
engagPTient between us

" * ^^^'^^ *s an

impression that you lu.^ ,oW jT?*^
*^' ™^' «»

do you want of me ?" he asked ^' ^^*

turned Z desJnSTtle'UZ^.en "l
*"•" *

»ant me to help you to a richCkinH '^ ,"'. '*"• " ^oo

ttink rm blin"? S I Tn^ ^"^l'""'"^-
"Do you

I wasgoodenoughon^' NoTrX^'lJofr^ ^ '

at at the same table with you ev« Not tt,\^*
'°°"*^ *»

reU"rt:n?>""^''-^""ssi£L?

-ZTn^^'^- "^- ^™--" Helen said angrily.

'A

i
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Meanwhile Mr. Bidgood had gone forward, and regardless
of anyone on the bridge who might be looking at him, had,
with pomp and circimistance, examined a winch.
Things had gone better than he hoped. The young lady

had proved unexpectedly pliable, and (marvellous, so it
seemed to him) was evidently as anxious for secrecy as he
was. What the upshot of her interview with the second engi-
neer would be, he had not much doubt. Fresh from his hand
and with the terrible necessity for caution impressed upon
her, she would not fail him. As a piece of diplomacy the
whole thing was wonderfully neat, and reflected great
credit on him. He chuckled to himself as he walked aft
again, with the signs of his profession, in the shape of black
grease marks, visible about his hands and jacket. How
astonished she had appeared when he had called Evans and
left her. A nice-looking girt, with no nonsense about her
Quite wasted on Evans, but, so long as they confined their
love-making to the engine-room, that did not matter. He
wondered what they were saying now in the other alley-way.
He had sown a seed, and would have liked to witness it
grow.

On his journey aft he came across another winch, and
paying no attention to Mr. Todd, who. it seemed to him'
lacked company, he paused again. Here was the spot on
which he had sat but a night or two before. There was the
winch valve he had handled so resolutely. Over yonder
brown and sun-soaked hatch theman Bunn had scrambled.
There were dangers yet to be faced, more deeds to be done.
The thought made his hand tremble slightly as he went
round the various bolts and nuts,
" StiU busy, Mr. Bidgood ? " Thomas Todd caUed out

from the poop.

At this Mr. Bidgood hastened aft in order to explain why
it was that the work of a conscientious chief engineer never
ended.
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He was half-way up the ladder leading to the pooo when^sound of someone running quickly o'ver the d^lfmademm pause and look round.
"Let me pass." shouted the second, rushing up to him

^V^!.^^"^u
™"'^ '''°""^^' ^* d<>^ on a step.What s the matter. Mr. Evans ? " Thomas Todden^uar^l from above. "Something wrong v^ith fhe

wJuc'^lerMfLidg^;''
^"^ ''' --^' ^"-Pting to

^ I won't." said Mr. Bidgood resolutely, hanging on to

«nZ^\i?°
y°"

J"^^" ^y interfering with my girl ?
"^med the second to Thomas Todd. " She's engaged tome

!

I U break your head ! CaU yourself the owner I Aplucky owner I I call you a ''

Mr Bidgood, putting forth all his strength, drew him downand clapped a hand over his mouth.
^^niniaown

Vim
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CHAPTER XVI

STANDING in the half darkness of the alley-way,

Helen looked out into the dazzling sunlight, and
witnessed nearly everything. Against a yellow

painted background, balanced for a moment on a short
and spidery ladder, there writhed what might have
been a booted sea monster clad in blue and white. Then
a large hand appeared, and the whole struggling mass
bumped down the ladder step by step, and lay contorted
on the rusty deck.

At the appearance in the picture of Mr. Todd, and the
sound of hurrying footsteps overhead, she turned and
walked quickly forward. Her face was set ; her eyes were
hard and sr d. She sought the vessel's side, and there for a
while, careless of her hands, stood clasping the rusty angle
iron that topped the bulwarks. Her breast was heaving.
She looked fierce and abnost young. " I'll never forgive
that man Evans," she murmured. " How—what will he
think ? I'd have given anything rather—the chief engineer
—why did he want to interfere ?—but he's a fool, that man.
I " She gripped the bulwarks hard with both hands
and, standing rigid, stared out at the limpid sea. Presently
she relaxed a little, and said to herself, " I wonder if

Mr. Evans hurt him. Perhaps I ought to have gone to see.

How foolish to lose my head Uke that. No, perhaps it's as
well. It wouldn 't do for him to know I saw what happened.
He—oh

! minever forgive that man !
" She grew rigid
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this nursing, nursing, nursing
! " she

again. " Oh,
muttered.

Thomas Todd talked about nursing that afternoon when
he sought her out, bearing a cup of tea for her. Walkinc
figuratively, just a shade behind her, and yet leading her
on, he went round most of the London hospitals. It was
rather tiring. She tried to get of! the subject via the
weather.

" ReaUy
;
that reminds me ... I think St. Swithin's is

one of the best of the hospitals," said Thomas Todd, leading
her back. *

He found her in agreement with him.
" The operating theatre .?

" he suggested.
'• Very fine, I understand," she said. " Have you ever

had an oper ?
" ^

" Dear me, no," said Thomas Todd hastily. "
I think

Lister " he was proceeding.
" I wish you had."
" Me I—Really. I

"

" No. no. I put it wrongly. I mean I wish you had
come mto personal contact with some of our nurses at the
big hospitals. You would appreciate. I'm certain, what
sclf-sacnficing lives they lead."

^^

•• I am certain of it." said Thomas Todd emphaticaUy.
I can appreciate it even without undergoing a surgical

operation. Yours is a noble profession. Miss Clat-
worthy."

"I am glad you tiiink so." she returned, thanking him
with a smile.

"And I am sure you " he was proceeding warmly.
You--er." he suddenly checked himself. "

I was about
to say that Lister, with his wonderful discovery of—er—rm never quite sure whether it was antiseptics or anaes-

" Antiseptics."

i^
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" Thank you." said Thomas Todd.

hZ ^^''W'^^Z ^'^ "^'^^ me-carbolic." continuedHden quickly. If ever you want any don't hesitate to

" Thank you." said Thomas Todd. " But-<r—I—but
of course anaesthetics, that is antisep "
"You can never tell in these tropical places." Helenwent on, m rather a desperate way. " Why. for instance

leprosy might lurk in the veiy chair you are sitting on."
Dear me. You don't say so ? " exclaimed Thomas

lodd. moving uneasily.

JLIV^^^A *^^ y^"" *° ^^^^^°P i» *he system. Ascratch—and contagion "

" Is that a fact ? " asked Thomas Todd in concern
looking at his hands.

concern,

come^to'^e^™''
^'' ^''^^' " ^^^' ^°'' '"* ^°"' ^"^^' ^^^'^

fn lir^yu'^i!^
^5°""^' '^'^^ emphatically. He continued

I^busly
'^- ^^y^^t^^nk^^—?" he began

"Oh. Mr. Todd
! Why didn't you tell me before ? "

shecned, bending over. She held his hand.
"I did it this morning while stropping my razor." hesaid prosaically.

rr & j ^,m. n©

A shaft of sunlight caught her yellow hair when she bentdown to examine the finger.

"Does it feel painful when I press it there?" shemurmured, both hands engaged.
«. sne

" No-o," said Thomas Todd.
" There then ?

"

nlr^l 1^w """: "^•'' /"^^^"ntarily Ws clasp tightened.Dear me
!

Was it possible that for a fraction of a second
hers did also ? He blushed, refusmg to consider the

<<
I.don't think you need have any fear ; it seems quite
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healthy," she decided, relinquishing the hand and smiling at
him reassuringly. " I'll get a smaU dressing, though, and
put on It." She rose. His glasses dropped. When he
had recovered them she was gone.
Watching, he beheld her ascend the steps that led to the

bridge deck, and walk quickly forward towards her cabin.
Her step was finii and decided, her head held high. She
disappeared, and he sank back in his chair, sighing slightly
Not for such an adventure as this had he come out East
This was not at aU the right path for him. he knew, but in
some way or other he had wandered on it. Never before

!

had he found a path so fuU of interest. Perhaps it was the
novelty,

" I wish she wouldn't be so kind," he said testily, making
an effort. He had not noticed before how yellow her hair
was. How close he had been to it a moment or two before 1

The scent seemed to linger with him yet. He got up and
paced the deck, trying to think of what arrangements he
would have to make for getting all the passengers safely
landed at Hong Kong. She seemed to be a long while in
coming back.

" Miss Amerton kept me talking to her." she told him in
explanation on her return.

" ReaUy ? " said Thomas Todd, standing with his arm
stretched out, and the affected finger extended.

" Yes," said Helen, bandaging ;
" she was in the cabin,

conversmg with that Malay woman you caught last night.
Mary is very keen to have her as an ayah while we are on
board. She made me promise to ask you about it."

,.

" I hope you'll do as you like," he told her doubtfully.
Rather an unsatisfactory servant, won't she make?

Don't you think so ?
"

..

'' ^° ^°^ *^*" *"y other, perhaps." Helen answered.
Besides, we have nothing to steal," she added

laughing.

i^n
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could do the same for me t

"

. iJ^^:
'"'•" "'<• Thomas Todd, lauehme All = «,

table joined him. All except Mr. SoS ^",*^*
amomentaiy and pained etagation olht^ps ^It
Others might laugh and talk and makem^ OfteB

sLr4;sxt'r^»f-r» *-«> ««« Chan.:

Stt^-^rmenr^r-SS'-^*^ he iron deck «s.le^y, like'an aZ'al'S: Z^'

Yes, the owner meant well, there was no doubt of it H«

Eoney
.

His, too, had been the forbearing toneuewh« .h!
obstreperousness of Evans came up forlcS
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And how was he, Mr. Bidgood, returning aU this kindness ?
It would not bear thinking of. He tried to drown the
thought m the roar and rattle of the machinery, but it
remained with him. He dived through tunnels, through
alley-ways, through bilges even, but could not escape it
His voice, as he addressed the firemen, could not out-shout
It

;
neither was the noise of his whistling able to over-

come it.

When he came on deck again ten o'clock had struck
The second engineer was in the mess-room, moody but
subdued. Tingle sat with him, and between them was a
bottle. They made it plain that they did not wish for
further company. He went forward, and coming out of the
aUey-way encountered the mate, who was standing in the
shadow alone.

" Hello, Dixon," he said. " What are you doing around
here ?

"

" Watching," said the mate shortly. " You told me to
watch, and I am doing it. They're up on the forecastle
head, he added. "Have been for the last half-
hour."

" What are they doing ? " Mr. Bidgood asked excitedly.
How should I know ? " said Dixon with a sigh

" But you ought to," Mr. Bidgood told him. "
it's your

duty, being mate of the ship, to keep a bright look-
out."

"Has anything more been heard about Skinner's
money ? " enquired the mate inconsequently.
"What do I know about that ? " returned Mr. Bidgood

mth a show of irritation. " Always 'aip, 'arp, 'arp about
the thmg. I don't believe he ever had any."
"Perhaps you don't know it, but I've had a loss too,"

said Dixou. " The eyepiece of my sextant disappeared
somewhere or other a couple of days ago."

" You never told us."

1*1

» u

liii
( i
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'And whafU happen if that goes wrong ? "

f^Mngha'n'I
"*" "'" *' »''•»• •»»«»« «<*>> -

a^d ..;:«":"
"" *° '-°«"- '"em as Maty An.X

The mate groaned slightly.
From the movements of the two figures it was nlain fho*

ladder
; he follVw^ LteX sL ,^!h .

?""* *° **
caug.rtheratn.andgXXtrr''^'''- *"•

game?"hew2,pe«d «« they're only having a

Mary's dear laugh confitmed him.

cuise. ne mionned Mr. Bidffood what hie o,^+,^.

•^All'Zt'^ r" ^'^""^ 'Uff^ci^XtVcS
""

H» h.ij I,-
,'^' '"a* s my advice to you."He held hmi, and they watched the scene Lenacted.
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This time the seflor had to take Mary by the waist Itseemed to Mr. Bidgood. who was in a^Jar prlc^ent
that the seiior had the easier task.

«^c<imeni,

•' Let me go," whispered the mate fiercely
Keep cool." said Mr. Bidgood. holding on hard.

Fortunately, perhaps, for everyone, a second or soafterwards Helen Clatworthy emerged from the oth^aUey-way and hurried forward.
" Maty;" she caUed out sharply. She ran up on to the

irttthtf.
^"^ P--^^ appeared b^nging%t

" She'll get it hot now." remarked Mr. Bidgood with the

't^t.^7^'^'''''''''
Although thematLever knew

nSrto^^"
"^^ ""''' ^^^^^^-^ ^^^ '^ ^-- of

peS: ^"rotr '^'' *'^ ^""^^^^^ ^^^"' ^' ^

" A most immodest thing to do." Helen told her. " Witha singer like that Why. he's not even an Englishman "

•' la'sto^ " '':l 'uC
"'' '^^'y' ^^"^"S her head.

ItJLTn '
*^"^«^^"- " It was more than fun.

wer^doilg r '""''"'• ^^^'"^
'" *^^ -y y-

"
How was I acting ? " cried Mary, fiery red.
Oh. as to that. I saw nothing." said Helen. " The

^^hJfT"
''""' '"^ *"^^ '"^ ""^''^ y°" ^ad gone. Shesaid half the crew were watching you » "*

•' I don't care."
*

"You do. Don't talk to me like that."
" Then where were you all the evening ? " asked Mary inquick anger. " And where was Mr. Todd ? Is no^neallowed a little fun but you ?

" " ^ is no one

at "J^r^T ^T '
"
^f'"

exclaimed, flushing. She seemedat some loss for a reply*

i 'Ji

u
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" Yes." said Mary emphaticaUy. " A little fun Yo« n„the poop
;
I on the forecastle head " " ""^

"But, never me on the forecastle head," retorted HelenMary." she went on appealindy " c^nTJn»^*

I m sorry the pot called the kettle black " r.t^.,^

When they awoke next mominff the «iin h.A •

According to the chart it was Pulau Wav but *h.
hydrographers a^^ not infallible; indeS as M^ bH^

„ S""^'^*;
P«''>^I«." said Colonel Tingle.

^^
No, ST. long practice, that's what it is," explained the
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Mr. Bidgood-they had begun painting again-grasued

" Drat 'em." he muttered,

anv?!?'''^."^^
^°'*^ P^>^"g ^"ention to. Don't take

ease with which he to^rted it

"""*"'"'• ""<» ">«

about Penane H^ ^nJ^t u J
There was no questionuuut renang. He and the hydrographere were in aeree.ment as regaids its situation. ThevoaiLlitinVhL ^^

a hmg black mountain reachingS"^ Ve^";^-^ ""-enlineofUghtsat the base ^Ht iX^^

able to hear her string band playing a waltz.
^ ^

the Irrl'^'lS'l^^'f. *!^«!;^°«''- h-O^ Helen
••S\f * ""eotioned the vessel's name

•• W^ T-l f *"*" I^P*'- '"•" '^>i^ M^ BidgLdwell, 1 u away now. and «»«» «7iio+ +u j
-"iugwuu.

the boilers."
^^^^ ^''^ ^°»»g about

" Dear me, wasn't he rather in a hum/ ? •' c^iH tu
Todd, looking at her nervously. ^ "^'^ ^^^'^^^

"Perhaps he is. A nice man I" She eazed aft^r Ki«.
appreciatively. They talked on. She tdd to"f^
:^Z^ZtLt'\^''^'''' *^^ Malaywlan^hold

;
Most extraordinary," was his comment
^youknow/'shesaidlookinEathim "of.«m.t),-

dse that has seemed a Uttle extSal^J

"

*^

^^i

! f

i/?

i'u

1 :1
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" No ; what is it ?
"

" This is the first time we have spoken to each other
to-day."

He looked down. " Indeed, I have been busy with
papers," he said stolidly. Not a protestation. She looked
disappointed. He fidgeted uncomfortably and very soon
went away.

The day after this he never sought her at all. She sat
solitary, with an empty chair beside her, and sewed.

Mr. Bidgood, on his next visit, found her rather a dull
companion. It was in vain that he pointed out the various
vessels they encountered on their way down the Malacca
Straits. She did not appear to be the least interested.
The fact that B.I. steamers had white bands on their
funnels, and P. &. O. had not, was, so far as he could make
out from her expression, a thing to be put aside as of no
moment.
When he pointed to the low mangrove-fringed coast,

and talked for a good twenty minutes on the subject of the
pirates that haunted it, he caught her suppressing a yawn.
She said they were very funny birds. It annoyed him to
havv ' o explain that he was talking of pirates, not parrots.
Even when they passed a small blue-funnelled ship within

hail; and he exchanged a greeting with a stout gentleman
aboard of it, she was not stirred. " That's Mr. MacNab,
the chief," he told her, and wondered at her apathy.
As she must have been, he was surprised at the defection

of Mr. Todd. It would be no good to keep a place warm
for a man who never intended to occupy it. Was he doing
right in remaining there? His action might easily be
misimderstood, and he did not want to give another lever
to Captain Porter.

He glanced at Helen, caught what he took to be an
unhappy look, and decided to run the risk and stay.

" We'll look after you," he said pityingly, as he sat down
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in the d»used chair beside her. " Come, keep up your
pecker, there s as good fish in the sea as any that haven't
be«n hooked." Privately he felt glad for some reasons
that thmgs were turning out as they seemed to be. It was
one comphcation the less, and who knew, perhaps later
on she might be useful to throw to Evans as a sort of
sop.

"
I don't understand you." she said vacantly.
Ah weU." said Mr. Bidgood comfortingly. " I've beenm the same predicament myself. But you'U be aU right

Uter on
; you'll get over it. Why." he added in a plajSul

tone, but ayoidmg her eye. " what would you think of me
lor a nsn r

She did not answer, and it struck him that, in his anxiety
to cheer her up. he might have been too forward ; but
lookujg up to see he found that her gaze was elsewhere.
He glanced round and perceived the owner approach-

" Isn't it time you went and looked at your engines ?
"

she asked.
^^

"It is," said Mr. Bidgood, departing hastily.
But Thomas Todd passed the empty chair, swiftly and

with averted gaze, as in chUdhood he used to pass the
sweetshop bearing his mother's change. Oh, the brandy
balls

!

Oh the lollypops
! He had been fighting for hours.

He wobbled still. " What do you mean by taking her on
a nsky voyage like this, after all her kindness too > "

consaence whispered. "Tell the captain to steer ifor
Singapore. Go and sit in the chair, and give up strugghng."

I won't. I won't." muttered Thomas Todd running
by. And he did not.

^

This victory carried the date of the evening before the
i>usan Dale passed through Rhio Bay.
An hour afterwards he was within an ace of revising it.

He met Suliemina.

^1

1

ll!i

r^i
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She appeared before him silently, as he sat on a stool in
the dark outside his cabin.

" You are the Tuan who owns this ship ? " she enquired
abruptly.

" I am," replied Thomas Todd. He was startled by her
sudden appearance.

" Perhaps the Tuan is not aware," she said in a low voice,
bending over him, " that, in a day or so, aU the whites in
this ship will have trouble ?

"

" What do you say ? " exclaimed Thomas Todd.
" The fat and red-whiskered one and his companions

suborn the sailors," whispered Suliemina. " I have told
no one. It is men's work. They speak to them now. Go
and see."

She flitted away before he had time to collect his thoughts
and detain her.

There was nothing to be seen when he went forward,
although he hurried in an attempt at a surprise visit.

All was quiet, and most of the sailors seemed asleep.
But the night was dark, and, had anyone wished,
they might, with difficulty, have slipped by him in the
shadow.

It was an exciting experience, ending in agreeable
disappointment. To the best of his recollection only once
before—and that was on an occasion not very far back-
had his heart beat so uncomfortably. He walked slowly
aft, wondering what object the woman could have had in
trying to alarm him. It was probably an obscure attempt
at revenge. She wanted to retaliate on somebody, and
this was her feeble way of doing it. It would be stupid to
think that Tingle—his friend Ethehred—was what she
said.

Outside the chart-room he met Captain Porter and, with
a feeling of making a joke against himself, related his
experience. The captain took his view. It was a case of
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He told the story and began to laugh heartUy. then
suddenly stopped. For from somewhere below them came
tlic agomsed scream of a woman.

|i
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CHAPTER*XVII

OWNER and captain, rushing helter-skelter along
the half-lighted deck towards the sound, entered
the dim aUey-way just behind Helen and Mr.

Bidgood. They found Mary sobbing violently, and the
mate endeavouring to comfort her.

" Come out, you misei^ble skulker," shouted the mate,
handing his charge over to Helen. He kicked the closed
door opposite him with all his strength. Mr. Bidgood at
once held him back.

" Good heavens I What's the matter, Mary ? " gasped
Helen, bending over the sobbing girl in great concern.

" I went into his cabin ..." sob ... " to look at the
picture of his sister . . . and . . . ahoo I . . . ahoo I . .

."

She buried her face on Helen's shoulder and burst into a
fresh paroxvsm of weeping.

Every man in the party felt inclined to kick the door.
" Yes, dear ? " Helen said encouragingly.
" He tried ... to kiss me, and I hit his face . . . and

then . . . and then ... I shrieked . . . and . . . ahoo
... he opened the door, and said . . . ahoo . . . ahoo
. . . ahoo . . .

' Life's too short to ... to trouble about
a little fool like you '

. . . and he pushed me out."
" Oh 1 Oh

!
" exclaimed Helen in a shocked voice.

" Come to the cabin." They made way as she hurried her
off, and then gathered round the mate.

" She fell right into my arms," said he, continuing the

h
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tale " I had a smack at him. but I was too late and
barked my knuckles on the door."

" The fellow ought to be ashamed of himself." remarked
Captam Porter indignantly. - I can understand it if shewas a stewardess or an Antwerp washerv/oman. But one
of my passengers

! It's impertinence, that's what I caU it
"

^^

I caU It by a worse name." said Thomas Todd severely.

^
So do I. sir. mdeed." cried Dixon with much vehemenci.

9 The chap wants a good dressing down."
" Knock him up again and see what he has to say "

the
captam ordered. Mr. Bidgood hastened to do so
The door flew open sudder»' rmd in the flood of lamp-

ight that burst forth they sa Canaba standing facing
them, with something in his outstretched hand.

" Drop that
!
" shouted Captain Porter.

And before Mr. Bidgood had time to realise what " that
"

was. he saw the mate leap by him out of the darkness.
There was a flash, a thud on the iron bulkhead, a loud
report, a heavy bump, and the next thing, he was lying on
he floor, with the mate and Canaba struggling together on
top 01 him.

They both spoke an unwritten language, and both of
them hit out wildly, to his considerable annoyance.
Recovenng as much as possible from his astonishment, he
hit back, and was pleased to notice that his efforts had the
effect of increasing the shouting of Canaba.

'-Give it him. Bidgood." gasped the mate in his ear. He
did so.

There was more shouting now. a confused pattering of

S^ ; u^ff'^""^ °^ ""^"y *°"^^- People crowded round.He felt himself relieved first of the weight of the mate, then
of that of the Spaniard. A lantern flashed in his face,makmg him bUnk his eyes, one of which already gave signs
of cl^mg pennanently. A number of hands seized him.
and stood him up on end against the bulkhead. The whole

111
r n



198 OH. MR. BIDGOOD

!

place was full of acrid smoke. He could dimly discern
Canabas cabin full of the gesticulating foreigners The
mate was opposite him in the act of being patted on the
back by the owner.

The next moment he was astonished to find his back
bemg patted too.

"Splendid. Mr. Bidgood." said Thomas Todd enthusias-
ticaUy. Extraordinarily splendid ! No one would have
dreamt it of him, would they, captain ?

"

Captain Porter at once admitted that they would not
" I don't call it splendid," said Tingle in his high voice

from the cabm. He came out and stood looking threaten
ingly from one to the other. " I can tell you this much "
he went on angrily, fixing his eyes on Thomas Todd:
you 11 regret to-night's business."

.. ^}
^°"'* *^'"^ ^'" returned Thomas Todd, bristling.

The man got what he deserved."
"And he'll give you what you deserve before we've done

with you," retorted Tingle, raising his voice. "A nice
thing ,f a man can't lay his hand on a woman in his cabin
without having the inside knocked out of him."
"He can't on my ship, anyhow." declared Captain

Porter shortly.
'^

" No," said Tingle. " he can't, but other people can
There s one law for the owner and his favourites, and one
for the crew. The owner can walk off with the second
engineer s giri, the owner's favourite can steal the second
mate s money. But let anyone else try on the same game,
and there s this sort of a hullabaloo raised about it
You re a tyrant, sir. that's what you are."

jl

Nonsense !
" exclaimed Thomas Todd angrily.

" Don't you nonsense me. sir," screamed Tingle " I
won't stand it."

^

" Go for him. Tingle, the stuck-up brute," said Evans
from the background.
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" One of these days I'U have him hanged on the yard-
arm," the colonel muttered, controlling himself with a
visible effort. He turned sharply round and entered the
cabin, banging the door behind him.

" Be off now to your duties," roared Captain Porter to
Evans and the second mate. Perceiving a hint of dis-
obedience, he produced Canaba's revolver and prodded
them with it. Mr. Bidgood could not help admiring his
superior at that moment. The man seemed as though he
had been bom doing this sort of thing ; a fire-eater, and
grown fat on it. He looked a size bigger and extremely
fierce.

" By Christopher
!
" Mr. Bidgood heard him remark t(f

the owner. " Some of these chaps are getting out of hand
altogether. And that fellow of yours is the worst," he
added, addressing Mr. Bidgood direct. " You get about
your duties, too."

Mr. Bidgood at once discarded his attitude of admiration,
and being unable to detect anything but approval of the
captain in the owner's face, proceeded to obey orders.
The engine-room received him. When he peeped out of

its doorway a minute after, the aUey-way was deserted, and
nothing but the smell of gunpowder remained to indicate
the recent fray. The door of Canaba's cabin was still

closed. Happening to pass it a moment later, he was able
to hear the colonel's voice. The inexcusable thickness of
the woodwork muffled it effectually. There was a key in
the keyhole.

He came back, and sat just inside the engine-room door
at the top of the ladder, ready for any emergency, including
the sinkir.g of the ship. It was a warm seat, more or less
like a gridiron in fact, but a slight draught coming in from
outside cooled his brain, and compensated for any dis-
comfort.

And in such days of storm and stress, the brain, he

V
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m.nt.l powers .0 tljr „,m»^ ' " "' *" ""' «"* "^

^Ple
;

child's play to a r..nZl Jd "pSd a ^^'SE

He sprang up joyfully and stood upon the door-mat H.

d^»d..e.addrlbSteTar.!S:;ittt

rope was spun for them. Had this idea aW f^ k ^

,

«cu.^y in J5.erbife'pro:?d^'^rs:^^ti^
cautions were taken against fire.

^^
There was too much carelessness about thic r«.**On dtvV tha /,«!« 1

^*f»="*cs>s aoout tms matter now.v^n aeck the colonel and Canaba had }v»m,« f^ ,

wenry tunes a day. Down m the stokehold, too, his
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,^f^°^;r!J^
«gard to the ashes seemed to have beenfo^otten Only that morning he had caught a fireman

heaving them up on deck half quenched, and in his justanger had slapped the man's face. The daring fellow hadactuaUy resented it. There seemed to be a sp^t of unrest

etlnl' hT^"^'
l"^""''

^^^'^ *^^* ^« ^^d ^t theS
STJ^ k"^'

^''" ^^"'' ^^^^^r- left unscraped.
bilges dirty, brass work unpolished. The whole place tohis experienced eye. wore an air of neglect

ovpr^'l\h^ ^^ul.^'^uP'
^''^"'' °"* *^^ '* ^^en this .n'sover he thought to himself as he paced the platfoim. Heb^n to consider how long it would take them to reach

fW Kw "^"^u^"'
^^"^ *^ "°"g K«"&. ^nd then saya fortnight from there, always provided eveiything wer^nght^ It seemed to him that, in spite of the owners

confidence there might be some danger of coUiding with afloatmg mme^ Well, if they did he could not be blamed
unl^s. indeed, the engines refused to go astern. They wereagging now and the steam had fallen. A nice predicament
the ship would be in if they sulked like this wiSt a

InZT
'""'''

'" "^^'"- ^^' '"'' "^ *^'"^ "^"^* »^°t be

He picked up a long, bright spanner, and. with it in his

Furnace doors banged, slices rattled and grew red-hotshovek clanked, the coal rushed from the bunkfrs in unevenshmmg streams, raising clouds of dust, and was fed un-ceasingly into the fires, which under his direction grew everbnghter and more insatiable.

He walked along the front of the boilers, bending downto examine every ashpit; he noted from the faLg ofcinders the strength of the inrush of air between the bfrshe tapped the pressure gauge and found it good. Its
indicator, stationary at first, began to ascend slowly. And 4
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then. aU at once, the whole stokehold was filled with amlent humming. The steam was awake again. When
they heard the noise the firemen, dripping sweat. Hke trees
after a shower, slackened their labours
One of them had the audacity to sit down on an upturned

pail. Mr. Bidgood immediately rushed forward and
kicked the pail away. The man. uttering a fierce, inarticulate
cry dashed off. picked up a shovel and raised it threaten-
ingly. But Mr. Bidgood stood his ground, flourishing the
spanner, and the man after a moment of indecision went on

TXl' T\-^'' ^^'' ^" *^" ^'^'^^""g gl°°"^ looked
devihsh

:
Mr. Bidgood read mutiny in it. and. mindful of

the captam s example, felt inclined to prod him with the
spanner but thought better of it, and. after a while, went
back to the engine-room.

He was rather pleased with himself. Every day brought
fresh evidence of his previously unsuspected store of valour
For a moment in the stokehold his heart had jumped to his
mouth, but directly the fireman went on working again it
began to resume its normal position, and was now beatingmuch as usual. He felt he could face twenty men. let theni

wiTl"' ?J?^'''
°.''^^"^^^^- As for handling machinery,

weU. look at the engines now !

They were running round as if afraid of him. The aftermam beanng was actually growing hot with exertion Hegave It oil and cooled it with a stream of water The
steam gauge needle pointed to one hundred and sixty

SJh/'?,r P"^f^"^^^ ^^^^' The dock shewed
midnight. All was well.

With arms folded across his chest he walked smartly upand down, keeping step with the forward crank The
machinery clicked harmoniously, taking its time from him.The lamps burnt bright. Moving rods cast giant shadows.
The oscillating water in the long gauge glasses told a tale of
secunty. It was as though a regiment marched to victory
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Mdth him at the head of it. He walkedlil^TI^^:;;^;;^

Z/^^^ ever whistled as he did. At a quarter pastmidnight he reached his cabin and looked at hunself in the
glass.

J
What, both black, drat it !

" he exclaiSied
suipnsed. And rather sobered he went to bed
Next morning he took the first opportunity of examining

his features again, and was relieved to find that only oneeye was damaged, the dark hue of the other being caused by
coal dust. Soap and water had the effect of making hisface seem lopsided, more reminiscent, perhaps, of a UvelySaturday night than of the sort of fray that tie wearer ofthe blue umform might be expected to have engaged inHe was careful to cock his plumed hat well over the

itdTi '^' ^^
*'"^ ^^''^^ *° *^^ ^^^ °^ *^e

They, sitting alone and subdued on the poop, smiled
famtly on him^ or it may have been at him. he could not

fnr
??'"'•

u
appearance, he knew, was peculiar, even

for a Spanish general, but the clothes were worn for them
the eye was earned in their battles, and surely now theywould not turn on him and laugh. He went and leaned
against the rail with his good side facing them, but at onceHelen said petulantly that his unifonn clashed with the
colour of the sea. and he was constrained to move.

thea^'^nlrttLtl'"^*^-^^^^

re'liS'
*° '^^^' " ^°" ^"""^ "''"^' ^^- ^^^good'" she

He noticed that she looked very pale, and that the eyes

«' rii flT'^
s^«"en. probably with much weepingf

iriJl ^ ^7- ^"1 '^^"^"'" ^" '^^ i" accents which he
tried to render dismal. No. they were not smiling at him
There was apparently hardly a smile in them that momiug."
It was strarge how^the moods of people altered. He feltm excellent spirits himself, ready for anything, a very

m
i ,

.1

'J;
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different creature from the one he had known a few days

And the scene around him was. as it were, a reflection
of his fmme of mind. No more did the Susan Daleplough through a boundless ocean, unguarded from the
buffetmg of wind and waves. The sea she now saUed onwas a green and tender thing, smooth and safe as a duck-
pond, with a beacon on every rock, a buoy on every shoal.Land hemmed her in on either side, rising gently as tufted
hiUs. falling away again to oUve-tinted groves of pahns.
Silver beaches glittered, the water gleamed, the sun shone.And far away over the quarter were visible the masts ofmany ships, and the chimneys and steeples of SingaporeBy sunset Mr. Bidgood expected to reach a haven of asomewhat similar nature. The thought buoyed him upand the planmng of every detail occupied him throughout
tiieday. Time hung rather heavily. People spoke to himon generalities. The mate asked about his eye. Therewas an empty table at tiffin, but four o'clock witnessed the
procession aft of Thomas Todd. Tingle, and Canaba. the
offering of a formal and profuse apology to the ladies by
tne latter, and a cold reconciliation.
An hour or so later, when the short twilight had fallen,

and the cool night breeze set in. Mr. Bidgood was observed
to leave the poop, enter the lazarette, and appear again
carrying a small barrel, which he placed carefuUy on the
natch m full view of everybody.
Lethargy fled at the sight of him. All made a rush for

the forward end of the poop. It was Captain Porter who
hrst recovered the power of speech.

'' What are you doing with that barrel ? " he roared
Cooling it," replied Mr. Bidgood firmly. Producing a

handkerchief he began to fan the smaU red barrel

T^'^'^^tl^?*
•'

'^^^ ""^"'^ "^^^'" s^^d the captain to
fhomas Todd m doubtful tones.
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forward yelling out mldly in Spanish r^nfhl ^!
""

-metlu,^, bounded after him'^an'tpt^tAr^rf

KoX"itr^\ivr""--^-^^^^^

sa^';:;^^ "' '"' ""' -^- -'«>^'^- Todd the

beg of you."
This-Jteep you head, I

sui<>^ed"' '^ " ""^ "^"^
'
"^ -^-anded in

I^ud^lts^tLSraM^dl" r^:« "^ ''P"'-

dan^our of the be.1.an^~"hrw^ S^'ttpiercing shrieks of Mary who be^an f« ^ u ,
"^®

Look at them then," Mary screameH " q^ *u

J
-



206 OH. MR. BIDGOOD

|ij n

1 il

second mate tore aft. the latter with a long brass nozzle in
his hand.

" Where w it. sir ? " shouted the mate.
" f^'* r? ^' ^^^^* ^* '' " '«>a'«l Captain Porter,

ceasing his labours at the bell for an instant.
Thomas Todd ran nervously up to the two ladies. "

Ithmk—perhapsr-better keep out of the way just now." he
suggested. "ShaU I take you to your cabin?" His voice
was trembling and he looked white and anxious. Helen
said they would go themselves. Plainly he could not be
spared just then. She supported Mary down the ladder,
and the two of them hurried forward hand in hand, giving a
scared glance at Mr. Bidgood. who was again on the hatch
fanning the barrel wildly, and staring about him with a
bewildered air.

The success of his scheme had absolutely staggered the
chief engineer. If ever there existed a man who was too
successful, he was that man.

" What are you fanning that barrel for. you second-hand
son of a paralysed pig? " yeUed Captain Porter, noticing
him. If there s a spark you'll set it alight. Turn your
h(»e on here." he added, addressing the mate and
pomtmg.
The forceful stream of water caught Mr. Bidgood full in

the face, drenching him from head to foot. In a dream he
watched them play on the barrel untU it stood, drippmgm a pool of water. In a dream he saw them return to the
lazarette and drown it out again. He woke only when aman rushed forward with an axe. to break the glass of his
cabin porthole. They understood him to say that this was
entirely unnecessary.

" Stand aside," shouted Captain Porter, approaching in
a hot fury.

°

"You don't know what you're doing !
" He made to

push him, but the owner interposed.
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"Oh, please, captain. Don't be rude. He has aav*d th.ship, you must remember." said he

*

There's not thf slightL^^Jn'"f fire n^^^ '•
^"^ ""^ ^"*-

Dixon confirmed the statement. They crowded ro,,nH

one of a circle that held pla^P* a«/i 1; j •

'"'"^^

aomemen, a„di„ weU cl'tf^ri.^XlrtT^,of his good quaUties by the owner.
™<=«'

«<> » «aUl

The noise of excited conversation coming from the brid^^^T "?^'"^ "y "•* '^'''^ <>« glass-hle^cMf hefrtwas allowed to pass unheeded Rnt <,» h, • .
^^^

already."
^^^^^^ ^^"t swamped

" The mutton-headed footlers 1 " shouted Captain Porter.



OH, MR. BIDGOODI

" I ahaU have to stop the ship for them." He made rapidly
towards the bridge, the two mates hard at his heeU
Thomas Todd ran to the poop to obtain a better view.

The boat was already some fifty yards astern, wallowing
hel^cssly on the edge of the ship's wake and rapidly
receding. In the growing darkness he could just make out
four figures standing up in her. They waved frantically
The sound of their shouting came to him very fainUy

ITie propeUer stopped for an instant. The ceasing of
the habit of its sound was almost painful. It revolved again
givmg forth another note, and churned water about the
stem. The half-sunken boat began to approach them
Now that its occupants were on the road to safety he

felt ahnost as angry with them as Captain Porter seeded
to have been.

^"^^^

It was at this moment that Mr. Bidgood approached deU-

"^f. I:*.T^"^ ^' ^"^ *"^ ^y^°e' " Sir. a word with you."th I said Thomas Todd, turning round.
" Putting things very short." whispered Mr. Pidgood

hoarsely, " if you take my advice you won't let them
come aboard again."

" What ? " exclaimed Thomas Todd, facing him

" n ^f!!^'"^
* good riddance." said Mr. Bidgood solemnly.

Or they would be if you'd let them. You were extra
tond in the remarks you made about me this evening. Jfr
Todd, he went on quietly, " not but what your remark^
were undeserved, and I didn't always do my duty by the

X "^Y^:^^^^ ^"^ y^"" "^^^ *° *^ *"« ? " asked Thomas
Todd rather impatiently. The boat was gettimj verv
near, and all his eyes were for it.

o —©
y

;• Do yousee that boat? " asked Mr. Bidgoodimpressively
pomtmg with a huge forefinger. " Well, maybe. Mr. Todd
you will be surprised to hear that every man jack aboard
of It is a cut-throat."
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dgy.,
"»«". l»sai<J. you-ve had rather a tiying

!»« that I'd ,:Z1 s^^t,'"''
'""'"* '"«?"»«• «<>

mysteriously vntbU,h!r.J^^
^""^ "°*'" •« Mntinued

be you woumTs^S? ^'°"^'*'>'^'^"- "M»y-
sleeping your cUe/^^':^*"

'"<'"' «''at ""» y°" *««
your interests. Do Z ™^L f^ *"'* '"""""S after

you found on decic ? Iw«T^ l'
°"^' "*"' "•»'

He drew himself UD in T^ ^" *'"" P"' " *>>««•"

In hi, «prSn.rilT^"'P"''"' the achievement,

mingled. '''' ""<* """^'y »<« strangely

«e;tr^srhi:^«5:;;,^T'?in;n'^''^^<''»>'
was. Had to get it cool

" ^'Uing "t hot where it

Th^rAtts; 's:^' r '"""^" "-^^^^
^^ sienuy. He had forgotten all about the

told'it*"'*
'^^*°^ y»" »<» «>« 'a<lies," Mr. Bidgood

Bidgood convevin7h- ^^ "" ^^" «ntinued Mr
trlpet-fore^th^^tr.'? '"^fK' ^' ""»

» breather, and who sh^.IH . I
'''"™ ^''^^ " 'or

cbap Tingle and Snat^ »d X'ti?t'nf ^'T ""' '"'
seeingme sitting doeeo tL,^ th . n .

'"""' ^""n. Not
«II our throatsT-S] M? n7'*^*^ • ' ' about cutting

;;
What P " s^l^^Mf^J}"'^^ ^^ 'nnnpet^" What ? " ol-^^rT^ ^''- ^^^good thrc

"A^L fu*^
^^^'^^ T'^<i faintly.Aye did they." said Mr. Bidgood " An^muhnying the crew, .d Lord knowS aU "The engine had stopped againTn/. ^ppca again, and a sailor was coming

about

I"
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abng the deck, obviously with a message for one of them
Thomas Todd stood for a moment gazing at the chief
engineer. A faint hope rose within him.

" Perhaps you're joking ? " he said.
'•Joking, sir I Oh no. sir I " exclaimed Mr. Bidgood

with awful intensity. The sailor was very near
" Don;t say a word about this to anyone." whispered

^IThl - ^""^«^y- " Come to my cabin about nine

He left Mr. Bidgood. and walked forward.



CHAPTER XVIII

A pathetic obstinacy t^'thl ."*"*' '"'"'K *"h
out his entaprise. ^ "" ""«""»» »' carrying

fought hard to disw"™ incL^'flr"^ * '"""""« "«
f^ved. After all, wta, w^f ^1,.

""/"<^« he had
storytoIdbyadisreDulahk\ evidence? A vague
Mr. Bidg«^ sairCh T^sr:?''".!!'."™'"^woman was clearly hysterical S-!1m ."""^W The
d'fming. HetriedT»?Lf^'"j:'^'^'«'<"«''
but with only partial suw^TJ' ^"^ ,*'"' ^^ *»» so,
attitude of Tingle ontS Jfth'^Klf"

"" '""S" "*
of Canaba. the insol™ "e of /h

""17' *•» ^''''gery
"membered a hun.C^ and T"", ^'^-^Pfmting, he saw, m the m^/h T" *"**" ""^Went,

'^«"'\^^''"'~^tolr°'• ""^^""o
opportuS:?^??^^!':

t'.tTdl':''''*''''-"'' «»occurred for him to show4 met«e
'*"»*» have it.

«ood^t•?X"t^^I!^:^"!<^'->'»<^vicewas

He.oyedpainfua;rt-T„rXtr.rd

»
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then discarded it, only to wish he had not done so when
the blocks of the davits began to creak. But when Tingle

and Canaba stepped on deck again safely, nobody felt more
pleased at their safety than he. He was the first to shake
them by the hand. He was the one to restrain the bitter-

ness of Captain Porter's tongue, and to bring them drinks.

Were Mr. Bidgood's tale true, the cup he handed them,
looking at the matter from a business point of view, should
have been a poisoned one. At any rate he ought not to

have allowed Colonel Tingle to empty it twice.

Thinking over the matter afterwards he felt rather

disappointed with himself, but derived a grain of comfort
from the fact that the otl^ers to all seeming had been as
pleased as he. Indeed, their lucky escape seemed to have
rehabilitated the two army officers to some extent in the

eyes of Mary, or was it that the wetting that they had
iv^ived had cleansed them ?

He did not know, but certainly Mary was as lively as ever
at dinner that evening, with her " Oh, Senor Canaba !

"

and " Yoi : don't mean it. Colonel Tingle I
" And her eyes

seemed to seek theirs very freely.

Both men had a good deal to say, especially Colonel

Tingle. It appeared that, at the first alarm of fire, he had
suddenly recollected that a book in his cabin on " First

Aid " had, at the end of it, some instructions about how to

deal with spontaneous combustion, and he had nm forward
instantly to get this book. He had advised the sefior to

save himself, but that gentleman, putting as usual his

country before everything, had gone off at once to secure

some important state papers.

Both of them had intended to return without delay and,

indeed, had begun to do so, when they perceivea that

Captain Porter had the fire well in hand, and that th&t
services might be better employed elsewhere.

'"Let us take every precaution for the safety of the
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ladies.' this noble feJ' ;w cried to me." said Colonel Tingle,
continuing his story He pomte<l to Seflor Canaba.

" You don't say sc/' exckime<^ Mary for about the fifth
tune.

"I do. most certainly, my dear sefiorita," asseverated
the colonel. " He is a great-hearted fellow, affectionate in
his disposition, and quiet in his tastes ; much misjudged and
—if you wiU permit me on bended knee to plead for him—
to whom much should be forgiven."
He looked round the table as if to estimate the effect of

his words, caught Mr. Bidgood winking anxiously at the
jymer. and glared at him.
Mr. Bidgood in some confusion went on with his dinner.
Oh, Senor Canaba !

" said Mary rather woodenly.
The Spaniard bowed and smiled.
" ' We WiU try the boats,' I cried back to him." said the

colonel, continuing his story. '" We will try the boats,
and see if their lowering apparatus is in good order, in case
the ladies require to use them.' ' Excellent !

' said he.
Summomng our men, we rushed off to do so."

" Oh. I see it aU now !
" Mary cried. " It was for our

sakes you risked a bath, Sefior Canaba I How splendid !
"

'•We thought you were running away," explained Helen
coldly.

" Running away, madam ? " cried Colonel Tingle. " The
idea IS insulting I Mention such a thing in BrazU and the
whole population would laugh at you ! . . . But there is
another thing I must tell you of, seriorita," he continued,
turning again to Mary. " When we came to examine the
ropes holding our boat to the davits we found they looked
rotten.

'' No. they never did, sir, ' Captain Porter roared from the
end of the table. " I examined them myself only a month
ago," he told the owner earnestly.

" Rotten to the eyes of a landsman," said the colonel,

i

•''"^'•mf^m-U
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ZIT ' ""T'- .
'^:?'^''^y "°* *« *h«^« oi a British

into the boat, and run the risk of being dashed to piecLagamst the ship's side through a rope breaking orsS
Zf' w'"'^f"^ • ^' ^"^ *^^" '^^' "^y noblffriend heresaid. We wiU get in ourselves.' "

''Excuse me. colonel." interrupted Canaba warmly
It was your suggestion."

wanniy.

him^°' v'J^

too modest, my dear fellow." the colonel told

woTds Skl'tT ' '^T
"^'^ '^' ™^" ^^« ^id thosewords^ Look at hun and learn to know him as he is."

^^

I do. colonel. I do." Mary murmured.

thP r^rT ITu ""'^^ ^ ^^"" ^^^ *^^* "»ean any harm ?
"

wouldnT
'

t"
""'' " ShewmeanyBand of Hope thatwould not pass him m to its meetings free ; that is all I ask

He emptied his glass and, his memory evidently stimu-

J^^^'lSt'^t""""
'' '^"^ ^"°^^- ^«"^^ «^ ^^-P^^e

m^l^*''f ^f^t'*^'^'" ^^P*^'" Porter remarked, looking

T^^^ '' *^^ ^^"-' " ^"* - far as I can see'it hang!

"Ay. it's a weird story." growled Mr. Bidgood. Winkinsheavily at Thomas Todd he rose and leftfhe tab^ •' Asmall job on the donkey boiler to be done," he explained inex^u^^for his retirement. "I shaU be on^de^TgaS

The two girls very soon foUowed. and. at once Tindewith one of Ws intenninable stories about femal 1 ?e inBrazil, chained the men to their chaire
An hour elapsed before the owner came out from the hotand somewhat lurid atmosphere of the smoking-room

skv T th? LT? "^^n
*• ^"^^"^ ^'^^ the sea andsky. In the absolute stiUness the thud of the vessel'sengines came upwards, muffled and regular. The^
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vibrated very faintly with the stress of them, but shewed

tChVrst^'
"^^^^"*- «- ^-P-hone dimly as

to^^thrv"^
'^°^^^ *^^"S' *^°g °«" again to piecetogether his impressions regarding the events of the dayIn spite of his efforts an uneasy feeling was ve^ t^dominant Hefoundhimsdf unable

mVn^!ir \T.*^^ ^^P^^ ^°°^^"' *^^^"gh his instm-mentahty, might have to undergo.
It was becoming increasingly plain to him now that heought to have paid more attention to the warning theMalay woman had given him. and to have set his doubts atrest once and for all before the ship had left the waters of

sto^Hd th^'^v'',T^ '' ""^^^' ^-^ *-^en ^me
00 at. 7o T ^^ '^

T:"^^'
""^ ^' companions. It wastoo late to do so now. he argued. A feeling of irritation

agamst Helen and Mary for being on board.ILVh he L"tned to foster was now withered. In fact, he began tothmk that It had never been alive. They were the unfor-
tunates they were to be pitied ; it was they more than hewho had just cause for complaint.
He wondered what opinion Helen would have of him ifshe knew; not that he cared much one way or the other-

of course not.
^ ^^^

wh!^7^'
"^"'"^ ^^" ^° *^' '^^^°^ ^^^^'^^ her cabin door

Hown ^l Tl"? °" *° '^^ ^"^^^ ^^^' ^«d he saw her laydown the book she was reading and turn to look at himThe pale light of the cabin lamp shone full on her yeUowhair and cast a soft iUumination about her face. AgS
the background of the darkness he saw her as in a pSZcShe might have been posing for " Hard Times." ''Even-
tide, or one of a dozen other of his favourites

It made him gulp. With an important interview aheadof hun he ought, he knew, to have passed her with ^me«mark executed on the run. It was really a fuSe

^H
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hated i, butWs'fSlg^s^ei.rukrtl;?^*''- «'
relieving themselves and f!r!l, * **"* °"^ »'

any nonsense trom ^^y^TJlllTt '
"l"'^

'*""*

sonfewheS SLt 'o,d tZft^ '^^l^ '"

No close relations. Close relat^n^f jut taTt^ f^^

otev;d her it struck h^ .k"^*"?
^^^^ ' ^ow he

perturbed ^ ""*' '"' *»' '»<>'"'« » shade

instantly.
^ «>mmonplace, and succeeding

of going away. buT t^d^i aX^I^lt'^r*"
"°'^

gathering up her skirts. tiptSt^S '

'"" "^ ""<"'

His pumps squeaked as he imitated her.

the^hS?^
:
ro^2e^?„:^*re^^^air^r "I

X';?^/' °™^' ''S'^S impailenC "' ""
DiUy-daUymg, that's what I caU it." he muttered onA

wo^orti^t^: ^crjTtiii'tftZoiriefound himself apologising. ^' ^*
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" Of course it was not
" Oh, don't say that," she urged,

your fault."

pei^i^t^'ed.'

'"'^' '" ^'^' '^'^ ''''' y^^ ^tter." he

m^t'^U
'°"' ^'^^^ ^°^ '^^''

' • • You've been

bnitpi Tf T
^f".^a brute-yes-dear me. a regularbmte! If I could-if I could only-Miss Clatworthv-

2 ho7^fS^"r'Tr?
'^^^ ^^^"^ ''• ^uti-youmL

cTng t^l"
' ''"^ "' *^""^^ ^ ^^"* «^"^ething to

^a.^.^ating:i^^twt^^
Under the pale hght from the cabin lamp her face seemedwhite and strangely cahn. Her eyes held his >^trSmtense, enquiring look. He found iLself afteJ a momenttrying involuntarily to avoid their gaze.

He Zf. ^ 1'^'fj^ f ^^'*- ^^' *=^^«^n^ infected himHe felt as though he had broken a vase.
Er—I'm sorry." he stumbled, " but I asked if vnn

didn't understand my feelings and "
^''"

He looked at her hesitatingly

hi^^T^'"'?!'*'."
"^^ '^^ ^*^ d^<^i«ion. supping pastlum^she walked swiftly across the deck, and enter^^hi

He stood there gaping after her. After a while he triedto cheer hmiself up with the remark that he was wdl
"^

eventsT? f• ^/^^°°^ ^°^^ "°*^^"g «f the progress ofevents, but funnily enough he chose that moment to

A cold he had caught somewhere developed with stitling

t

*• .1

.' ^

^ I'. !?*

11 I
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rapidity into a cough at tlie sight of the owner's bade H.

P^cess. and by the fme he had iinished romance wa!

tumfn^' """Th'^^f.*"'-f•
^^'^ '

" »'d Thomas Todd,
v^.. That s a nasty cough of youre."

in "heSoS"'' " ""' * "^^ ""'"''• P'o-^Wy -«ed

dfhehrthfZr''^- "^•P««°-"y.inspiteofK£
leit he had the body of a man of twenty-five He «,irt »!,/

«;lu whf
"'

'° 'r/ ^"""^^y »"» ""h-tespecially when a man had charge of a «;hm'c «,o^u-
and could not afford to malce misfakl Wh»he^She contmued, as he supposed he sl,ouId one d?y f™^salary was mcreased, his wife would never be able tT.= ,m h« teeth the fact that she had mar^ d an old man Aa matter of interest he might mention that iSs t«th «

voice''*""TL'fr*T''i'? '^^r^
'^'^^ » ^ W^ted

l«M^ 'P'°"*^- Now-er-what about thisawful news you gave me ?
"

" As true as Vm standing on this deck." said Mr. Bidgood

ex«p' SL"^?"!.f
^"'^"^ ""^'""^ "'^' he had none

oT^^dt^e e.pLS"""^ '" *^ ^'-^ "-^ -^ ^-^
Yes. youVe already told me about that." interrupted
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What you
Dear me I

Thomas Todd. " But it's not enough to go on
say you witnessed happened in the evening.
You might have been walking in your sleep

"

Walking in his sleep ! How little did the owner know ofa chief engineer's duties, when he could for one moment
unagine that one of their number, after a hard day. wouldwalk ,n his sleep, or even dream of doing so. There seemed

Z^i
^ P^"»'"0"s idea aboard that, after all. the work henad to do on the ship amounted to nothing.

^^

'' No. I was not, sir." he replied respectfully but firmly
I ve no time for it. When I lie down I don't get up "

told hi'rn^"''

''°"^'^"'* ^' ^'^^'' ""^ '* '^ y°" ^^'" *^^ ^^""^^

This of course Mr. Bidgood knew to be absurd. He felt
that he was not getting a fair hearing. In the face of all
this danger of slit gullets the feeling angered him

Then what about what they said when they passed
the engine-room door after trying to shoot Dixon ? "

he
asked in an irritated whisper. " Tingle told Canaba that
he could sht all of our gullets if he waited a w jek I heardhim myself, that I did, drat him."
The attitude this owner seemed to be taking over the

matter was incredible. What could have dictated it ?Was It the fear of delaying the ship ? Was it worry about
etting people know what the nature of the cargo was ?Was It funk ? Was it ignorance of the danger he was
running them all into ? The man's next remark pointed
to the latter.

i,

" ^^"Tu ^^ '^^°"'^' ^^^^- " I ^^- hardly believe

/.: '. ' '^ *^^y ^^ *° ^"* o^rs, we must just try and
cut theirs," he added, half to himself.

^
hi

^°".,^°"^^"'t
ll^^e a chance." Mr. Bidgood assuredhim excitedly. Give them another week and maybe

they U have got round all the crew. It wouldn't surpriseme if they ve got a hold of the second engineer already and

i

,i

• M

i M

!
i

i

! ;

I I
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some of the firemen. Did ye ever see Chinese firemen whenttor monkey-, up ? n,eyil have no mercy on ,^n n^

im^ori!;^;:
"^ "'*^ *° *"* •*""•» "^^ ^y*^^

J ^^- 'i*,
™ "P *° Posties," he continued in an eilortto curdle lu, blood. " and cut slices off of us. As forZ^

Wd^L"^- V./^' 0"- <i«t "." he continuS^Md with despair, if you don't make a move, why MrTodd-why, ru have to make one myseU.-
^'

lamgomgto. Can't you see I'm going to ' I onlvwant to be sure." said Thomas Todd, wikly Wtate^.
^

H. if A
''"^:^^ Mr. Bidgood, in accents of disdain.

" And are you really certain ?
"

;;

I am sir " said Mr. Bidgood with great emphasis.
ReaUy.its too terrible." said Thomas Todd, fidgeting

withhisglasses "But. perhaps . . . Will you fetSMalay woman ? I should like to talk to her
"

Impossible for him not to feel alanned I AU the evidence

r wMch h f^' '" *^' ^^P^^^^ '' *h« enterpriseon which his fortune was engaged. It was more thanobstinacy that had made him hold out as long aTpis^We
It was hope. "Perhaps affairs are not as^ad^Mr
Bidgood imagines." he even now told himself. "

Perhai«a cross-examination of the woman wiU reveal some mi^understanding or other."
But the reverse happened. Suliemina, seated on the

hope he had nourished. ^
" What has she brought her husband for ? " he askedthe gasping Mr. Bidgood.

^
"She would not come without him," explained thatgentleman. " She said that it would not be propel."
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" Tchat I " exclaimed Thomas Todd impatiently. He

iTuftWs r'""'""""
'""* ''^'^' " ^°^ ^' *^°^ *">^"°«

" Yes. Tuan," she repHt.\ " They have asked him for
his assistance, but he h^s not yet answered them "

She spoke to her husband in Malay. His reply was a
lengthy one.

"^

" He says they have offered him great rewards "

r "ut^tti*^
*^"* **' ^^^*^' ^''* ^''^^°^'" *^« owner

"He says they went so far as to promise him three
^^.' ?*°^**«^ Mr- Bidgood painfully. " He told them
Wo. One was enough . . . er. . . . What's 'e sav

about ears ? " he asked the woman.
" The words are ' the tongue of a woman is longer than

InLT" 1,*" ^'f'.^"?
"'^^^^ ^'^y ^'^^^^S *° the same

animal, she explamed, eyeing her husband angrily
The Uttle wizened Malay grinned at her from his comer

*""
'a^,wu r*'"^ ^^

*"'^^"' P'-oceeded to further speech!

Mr ^A \ f^^^.
^*^^^

'
^"'* "^h** ^ ^id)." continued

Mr. Bidgood. translating. " Some of the sailors . the^ond engineer ... the second mate (lumme." even
bkmner I) . they are to wait till we sight land, and
tnen.

. . . What's that he says about a dog ?
"

" He says," repUed the woman. " ' on that day you will

" We must see the captain at once." said Thomas Todd

time. No. indeed. TeU these people to go. Mr. Bidgood.
and come with me."
The astonishment of Captain Porter, when the two ofthem sat down solemnly in the chart room and told him

'f

M
I

T

I ' i
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the terrible news, had to be relieved by means of a botUe
Indignation t.nted his speech to an extent which ThomasTodd would hardly have believed possible-

;;

And what shall we do. captain ? " he asked anxiously.Do sir ? exclaimed Captain Porter, furious. "
I'Uhave the whole job lot of them in irons before six o'clock

to-morrow morning! As for the second engineer and
firemen. I m not surprised at anything they are up to." he
continued, glanng at Mr. Bidgood. " Where there's nodisciphne you may expect insubordination. But we won'tgo into that now^ Thepoint is that you can't arrest anyonewhen there s nobody to arrest them with. It seems to methat nearly everybodv on- board wants arresting

; andwhen they are arrested who's going to do the work ?
"

hesitatl^^y*
^' '"™ *^' '"P ^^'^ ^ " ^'^'^ T^°"^^s Todd

^^

" They'd smell a rat at once." pointed out the captain.
No. we must run for some port, say Labuan. and slip into

It at mght. before they know where they are. We've eot

h^rd thr^;^""'
"^^^^"^ '^ ^^^* ^'^-^ -y^ ^e

That was the only reference either of them made to thecM engineer. As usual, after doing all the work, he was
left nght out of It. and he could have given them on; or tw^g<K^ Ideas, too. He felt like a dummy as he sat th^XTn
ing to their argument about ways and means. So far as hecodd make out the captain was talking nonsense, but theowner seem^ pleased enough with it. so why should he
interfere ? He was the chief engineer, a man to be c^«l
in on^y when they couldn't keep him out. As for the plan-well. It might do. It wasn't his place to criticise Itappeared that the saloon was to be provisioned, that armswere to be earned thither, and the compass altered so that

Lf '^!S^? '°T ^^"""^^ ''^^ ^'^"^ ^^Pi«on
'
that it was

intended to reach Labuan at night. Everything settled
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Mathcwt asking him once what he thought about it ! Who
S^tlto^f thepIot.heshouIdle to wU^or
"Now then. Bidgood." said the captain suddenly

cal^Trtrg:.^'^*^^^^-^- Come^andht^p^t^o

Ah. they could not do without him altogether I

J|

i

4

I!

I i
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B
CHAPTER XIX

UT wait a minute, captain." said Thomas Todd
raismg a hand. " Let us go about the business

me v.cr
g^^^^^^'^^^y- It's a terrible business

; dearme. yes f But I'm sure that with a little system^—"
^^

No doubt, sir." said Captain Porter.
We ought each to make a list of what we want, and

t wouTdT''
the-;, ent on Thomas Todd. " I'm si^e

L hann^' T^u' ^'''' '"^^^^ "°^' ^^' ^stanc^if we

^11/ ?L u
'^'^^''^^ P"°P^^' ^"^ I had forgotten-

rMet' tr'^V?^ '
' ^'^^^ '''' ™^* uncomfortaWe (A httle forethought may save us a contretemps. You seewhat I mean. Mr. Bidgood ?

" /' lou see

BiLood°Te' t;- "7??^'' ^° *° ^°^ *^^*'" ^id Mr.ciagood. He noticed the owner's stare. "
It's a fine

£'a mtfeT '"^ 1' "^"^^ '^^^ liked to hfe

bTt forwl
^^'^'•^^^^^"* the meaning of " contretemps;'but forbore a question. " Some sort of gin like

' O d

l:Ti:: .n^r '^ """^"'-

"

' ^^'*^- ^' ^o"^'

rWf u^' ^ """^^ appeared in a new light. " Hecan t have much, anyway." thought Mr. Bidgood "HeorJy brought a handbag with him when he cam^fboard ''

tC It^'f.
'^' ^°""'^^ ^^ ^' hesitation a day or sobefore, about havmghis cabinsearched for thesecond mate^money because of the number of bottles there "Younever can tell with these quiet ones." he though .surve^ng
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the vare 6gure opposite him. now busy with p^cilTTd

Suea;toT:^,,tU"r<,-re^S'
wa..,m.h.him«l,bega„. H.b«,thi,h«daX™^ MrBidiI:^T'™'".^'""« '"^ in the™

Jhe^captain had a long list also. Mr. Bidgood"., proved

" Then suppose you read youre first Mr ka^,^ •
s^«.ed ..he owner. and w^ can ^\ t^.T^^^^.
Mr. Bidgood therefore read •

passengers), one corkscrew."
^^'"^ ^""^

CaDtt!!fP ^r^'*
^""^ ^"^'^nition and your food ? " askedai^am Porter m angry sa:.asm. Mr. Bidgood scraJctS

n^'^^
got that down." said Thomas Todd "Hutnothing on Mr. Bidgood's list except-let mV se^v^the sticking-plaster."

see—yes,

Porti'""
"^'"''' ""^ * '«"' <" W«»Ph at Captain

It'wS'arriiTu^-ei."
"^^ *"« -?«»» i^alously.

.toS^rf S^'"^' ""'I"" *«y ***«' "« d«ks in

uiJr* • "^^Tying the stores for a sieee to th.saloon, were weajing^also.
^ *

I

!ll
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At the end Mr. Bidgood sat down, completely worn out.
So were his socks. Not that he had anything to complain
about

;
the owner and the captain had done their share

of the work
; no doubt if the soles of their feet were examined

it would be found that they also had worn their socks to
shreds.

As a matter of fact it was now apparent that Mr. Todd
had. He was wearing light lavender ones, and there were
holes m the soles as big as five-shilling pieces. This was
plain to be seen when he put his feet up for a moment on
the saloon settee. They stared Mr. Bidgood in the face,
and, like a bloodstain on the floor or a bullet hole through a
looking-glass, served as a potent reminder of tragedy.
But for these, and the slightly rumpled appearance of

the three men, there was nothing about the saloon to suggest
that anything out of the ordinary had been happening.
Nobody, for instance, would have guessed that inside the
settee, on which the perspiring Mr. Bidgood was cahnly
seated, were now hidden six rifles, two carving knives, a hay
fork, a hatchet, hammer, chisels, rope, three dozen bottles
of beer, and two hundred rounds of ammunition ; that a tin
despatch box, holding most of Captain Porter's portable
property, was now secreted somewhere immediately under
that gentleman, and that Thomas Todd's portmanteau,
containing, so far as Mr. Bidgood knew, the gin, was locked
away in the cupboard opposite.

"A fortnight's provisions in the pantry." said the
captain. " We ought to be able to hold out."

" And the fresh water tank next door, I understand,"
added Thomas Todd, with as much enthusiasm as he fdt
capable of at the moment.

" Ay, ay, sir, if the worst comes to the worst I can soon
cut a hole in that with my hammer and chisel," said BIr.
Bidgood in a depressed way.

" The ladies will need it for washing," pointed out the
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captain with the air of a man who knew what he was

Dear bless me ! exclaimed Thomas Todd. "
I had

forgotten them for the moment. How-oh. isn't itdreadful to think they're mixed up in this bller~goi^
busmess? Dear me. And to have to ask Miss Clatworthy
to wash m a pail. I don't think she'd like it at aU^ ^

I don't mind letting them use the hand basin in mv
n^'ti"'2^ *^* "^^"^^ ^" °^ ^"y s^^ice to you." Mr

wiSnel^ig^S^""-^-^^'-'^^^^

SbSt,HT>; 'f i""^'
'^' gunpowder moved into their<^m and the chart-room. If there are any buUets flyingabout we don't want explosives near us."

^
The man seemed full of ideas.
"And where am I to sleep ? " asked Mr. Bidgood
On the saloon settee."

'•Oh
!

" said Mr. Bidgood with no enthusiasm.
To a strong man Uke you a little roughing it won'tcome amiss," said the owner.

^
" No sir, not at aU," said Mr. Bidgood, moUified. After

!^m!^ r^t''
"^'^^^ ^ " ^"^ "''''' ^°^ ^^ personaUy, itseemed to him a good one so far as the majority w^e

tTr K "f ^Ijy"^'
^^"^^ discomfort in store for most ofthem, but a wakeful night or so was better than being put to

sleep for ever. ° ^ "

"Nobody shaU say that I'm not willing to do my little

^i'.'-?H'«!'
u?"""- Inhisprivatemind hewasnow

^.^wl~ '' '"°^"*^ ^^^"^ ^^"^^^ -*h -nytwng

The cabin lamp began to run out of oil. The faint licht

V- *i

I I
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Then the captain said, suddenly, "There's nothing
more to be done, now, Mr. Todd, than to tell the mate, and
put those magnets in the compass."

" No . . . no. I don't really think there is," said
Thomas Todd, looking at his list again.

Mr. Bidgood, stealing forward, felt ahnost a thrill of
satisfaction. He had akeady given Dixon his opinion of
their passengers, and been laughed at. There would not
be much laugh now.

The night had settled inky black. The deck was wet with
a heavy dew that soaked through the remains of his socks
and chilled his feet. He and the captain knew the way
about, but the owner stumbled once and fell heavily.

" Thank you, thank you, my dear Mr. Bidgood," he
whispered as the chief engineer hurried to assist him.
My dear Mr. Bidgood !

" What are you looking so pleased about ? " asked the cap-
tain suspiciously when they were in the chart-room again.

Mr. Bidgood gave him no reply.

"Anyone would think that you had just received a
Christmas present," remarked the captain. He unlocked
a cupboard, and produced what seemed to be three crayon
pencils painted red and black.

" These will about do the trick," he told the owner,
holding one up. " They're magnets. Every ship carries

them for compass adjustment. I shall put them in the
bottom of the standard—there are three holes ready. I'll

stake my oath that Skinner won't know that we've set

another course."

" You'll tell the mate ? " asked Thomas Todd. " Shall
I come up with you ? No ? Very well. Then, really, do
you know, I feel quite tired ; I shall go to bed. Good-night
to you both."

" Good-night, sir," replied Mr. Bidgood. He also left

the chart-room, and, shoes in hand, stole to his cabin.
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It must have been about three o'clock in the morning
before he rolled into his bunk; half past, perhaps, before
the remedy of closing his eyes and counting empty beer
bottles, that were being passed to him over a hedge, had its
effect.

But when he did get to sleep, he, as usual, got to sleep
well. The clatter of breakfast in the saloon next door faUed
to awaken him.

He missed a good deal through being away from the
saloon that morning. On the other hand his absence may
have spared him pain. Conversation went much as
follows

:

" You want us to move from our nice cabin. Captain
Porter, just aswe have made it so comfortable ? How can
you be so cruel ? " cned Mary from her comer when she
heard the news.

" Well, miss," answered the captain, sitting at the end of
the table like a Buddha, " for that you must put the blame
on Colonel Tingle, here."

The colonel hastened to exhibit his astonishment.
" In what manner has my friend interfered with this

matter of the cabin of the ladies ? " demanded Canaba
politely.

" Owing to his representations to Mr. Todd and me
about the dangers of spontaneous combustion," repUed
Captain Porter, gazing steadily at the waU opposite, " we
havedecided to store the pickled beef in the forward cabins "

Colonel Tingle emitted a high note of surprise.
" So as one of us can always have his eye on it." explained

Captain Porter.

Nobody could have failed to mark the colonel's look of
consternation. But a low remark in Spanish by Canaba
had the effect of pulling him together.

^^

" Aha
!
" he remarked, looking sharply round the table.

A very good idea."

I.
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explode, explained the captain further. "
I knew of a

siimlar case happening in Brazil. Twenty men kiUed "

«aw r?"^*,
^^.''^^^» "P in the Andes at the time."

said Colonel Tmgle. There was a defiant note in hfa
voice.

•"i m"*
*^® !?^P^^^ ^^^^ ^^s P^'esent at the funerU }

"

V^4.^^' ^ T '^°"^* ^^^S about it in the papers.
I m fairly certain." ^ *^

The colonel, backed by the strained silence of the others.

^LvA^ '^^""^ obviously struggling with a dis-
heveUed memory. " I think I do remember ?he occasion "
he amiounced at last. "In fact, I have a hazy recoUection
of sending a wreath myself. A fearful occurrence !

"

.,J^i
agreed Thomas Todd. " We mustn't have sucha thing happen here

;
not on any account. Ah I What isthat noise ? Have they started moving the barrels ? "

But the noise he heard was merely Mr. Bidgood. next
door, getting out of bed and beginning to dress
The colonel finished his breakfast in silence, and, contrary

to his custom, left the table at once.
"He seems a little put out about something this morn-

ing, suggested Helen enquiringly, pointing after him.

P„.nn '

he s jealous about you getting the chief
engineer s cabin." observed Captain Porter

T^A ^^'r^\
^^^

T^""^
''^'° ^" *^^ ^^P'" said ThomasTodd. Captam Porter wiU have it thoroughly re-arranged to suit you." ^ ^

hp'.^lT^^.^''*./'^"'
^^^ *° "^"i"S- I expect it WiUbe the better of it," added the captain. ThTwas theremark that might have pained Mr. Bidgood

But he did not hear it. The walls were thick, and inany case, he was thinking of other things. Of how wev
hairs were beginning to be noticeable in his beard •

ofwhat he would look like in twenty years' time, if he were
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aUve in twenty years' time. But a week, nay, even a day,
might see the end.

Habit led him to don the blue uniform. He found Tingle
and Canaba in possession of the poop. They looked
daggers at him, as he stepped briskly to and fro, enjoying
the morning air. He did his best to give them as good as
they gave, but the recollection that he was wearing Tingle's
suit hampered his efforts.

" You w( 'jld be well advised to take my uniform off,"
Tingle told him irritably. " Every movement you make
bags the knees of the trousers. . . . There will be no
painting to-day."

" And why will there be no painting ? " asked Mr.
Bidgood, pausing in his walk.

" Because . . . because that bloated blockhead of a
captain is turning the ship upside down and endangering
the lives of everyone just to satisfy a whim," said Tingle
angrily. " What is he doing it for, I should Uke to know ?

"

Mr. Bidgood, gazing solemnly straight ahead, raised a
podgy forefinger and tapped the side of his nose tn e. He
then resumed his walk.

" What do you do that for ? " demanded Tingle, pursuing
him. But Mr. Bidgood disdained reply.

Later on, the deck was ahve with men carrying the small
red barrels to the chart-room ; brown, bare-footed men,
wearing scanty drapery. A white-clad Chinaman, armed
with a bundle of the ladies' belongings, threaded his way aft
through them. It was like a complicated figure in a dance.
And the sun, necessary to the artist, but discouraging to the
worker, flooded the scene with heat and light.

Captain Porter and the mate hurried backwards and
forwards, looking full of business. Mr. Bidgood did not
mind that

; it was natural to them. What he did obj ect to
was the presence of the second engineer. Tingle, and Canaba
on the hatch, their nudgings. their whisperings, their

I ;

i

A.\
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laughter when his back was tnrm^ „ , ,

~

inspiration, and pausi^ taUr^th^ ^^ * 11,**"
second engineer

° **"" «d<iressed tlie

w:;j:«rp:^,e7sr°' ""'^ "-«'• •^-^-^ y^

and ^e^ ":Z^^'
"
f^l^f'

^'-igood. He advanc«i

pXrd tz^'^ "" »""* "-<*« «"<>« o' cpZ

^n^njoi:jr«ol^eTh^:^t;tftr;?

layi^^ieHanro^ c^' HT^L^reZflK *"

R,hr!T-^v. ' "" eng-ne-room was baldM hot tCF^eit thermometer registered one hm>dr^a^-thS^

1 V
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But. of course, heat was nothing to a good chief engineer,
so long as there was plenty of efficiency on tap. That was

d^fTT*!,-^*''."" ^" ^^^ ^^*"^' ^^«" h« <^a"»e to look

H^nJ mT""
^"^ slackness, unpainted bulkheads, un-

to the shaft tunnel, his eye, perhaps sharpened by dangerwas caught by the screw of the water-tight door. " eX^
again. 'muttered he. staring. " Drat the fellow ! Ifthe^was a leak in the tunnel and we had to shut the door it'sthat rusty we couldn't do it."

He slobbered the screw with oil. and sent a fireman up tothe top ijatform to turn the wheel that closed the £ot.The man had a hard task at fir^t. but. after a minute or so

W?r.>f T/^' ^^""'^"^ ^^ '^'^' ^"d the screw ran

^V T^ ''"r\'
^^" *^^"^ ^^°° ^oo'-it was likethat of a slmce—slowly descended.

" If anyone was inside there now. and the ship sunk, hisnumber would be up." muttered Mr. Bidgood. He shouted
to the fireman and the door began slowly to rise again

Visions of men imprisoned behind it flitted through MrBidgood s bram. He could imagine Captain Porter therepraying to be let out. He could imagine—

fhf^^'^f."^^
he turned on his heel. and. making his way tothe platform, began to pace it furiously.

That evening the weather had begun to change. Hugeblack clouds blotted the sky. moving from wJt to^t
majesticaUy hke battleships. Heavy showers marked their
passage. The sea roared and whitened as these rainbursts
fled across It. The scuppers were brooks. Awnings
dnpped. The air had become comparatively cool

Are we never to have a moon. Mr. Dixon ? " askedMary complainingly. stopping the mate in his lonely
promenade.

v"«jr

> »
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poop
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Tingle and the captain at the other.Maiy gave a shnie;. • Do help me with mv Mrrao " .h.said ahnost petulanJy.
"<: wiin my wrap, jh,

she^Td-^ 'T'* *'* ""• " I ««'»««1 to ;eU yon "

^^

No," said the mate. .

" I'm glad."

«end^ you'll he aU the hetteffS^^m^t"K^
p™«d?; the insfant'^-Nol'?.*?'

""^"' "^"^ » »^»<^

looW lft.t ^ L ^
""** *"y°"« 'Wnks you wantlookmg after, he added, as if something struck Wm

" Wifj, o L — ^^ *^S*" lugubriously.

^^

With a sweetheart in every port, they say ! " sheWhedThe man who said that told an litnfth .fv;^"^^^
her with some vehemence '« All LT '

^^ ^"'"^
and settle down, but they can'f

^^°" "^"* *« "^*^
misery of a .ilor's life Z^^>> ,, ^J^' ^ ^^^ ^^^
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(I You must save, and save, and save." she told him. when
she had finished her examination. She gazed around her
for a few moments. " And is there anyone yet ? "

she
asked mdijBferently.

"I've a Httle girl in my eye " confessed the mate
witn much co3aiess.

k" y*?/*?***v
^""^ ^""^^"^ "^'"S^^ ^^e i"st gone down

the ladder, she remarked, interrupting him. She was
gazing now at something going on behind him. "

I beg
your pardon

; what did you say you had in your eye ?
"

she asked after a time.

" Oh. nothing. It doesn't matter." he returned in
disappointed tones.

There was a long sUence. He said at length that it was
time for him to go.

" Wait a minute." she exclaimed, clutching his arm.
bhe seemed intensely interested. " Don't move ! Yes
do I . . . Look !

" '

The mate turned, and saw the owner in the act of taking
Helen Clatworthy's hand. " I do hope they'U be happy "
Mary whispered. " We mustn't stay here. I think J
shall go to bed."

He foUowed her quietly down the ladder to the door ofMr Bidgood's cabin, and long after she had said good-
night he hung about in the shadow beside the door
seemmgly unable to tear himself away.
And she within, looking up for a moment as she plaited

her hair for the night, said. " Would you think it very rude
of me. Mrs. Dixon, if I looked you in the face again ? " She
was blushing.

^

"Of course it's not for me to say." she whispered after a
while. I do try hard ... but ... but .. . he's
so

. . . stupid
. . . sometimes. . . . Good-night "

Outside the clouds had passed, and there was left a dome
of darkest indigo, hung with a multitude of stars. A deep

•f
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enrin!.'""^;
••^.?^'" °"^y ^y '^' '""ffl^l ^t of the

^om« UthfSo "'"' "^^'^^^ ^'«^' -^ ««^«
And the mate kept watch outside her cabin It wasgexhaps lucky he did so. for about eleven o"clock m"Bidgood walked smartly along the deck and att^'ted^o

•• nil -^V."^ y**" ^""^^ ^ " said the nuite.

^idgood. My head's so full of something elseHave you seen Mr. Todd anywhere ?
"

Mr Sh! "^ *^'!f
'" '"P""^ *^^ '"**^' P<>>n«ng to the poop

ih« m^ T."*' ^f^^u'P"^ ^" '^^ *^«^*io" indicated^^

sai^L^dtld'r^hy'"'
"Vou can't go up there." he

"Drat this diUy-dallyingl" exclaimed Mr Bideood

;:rrhru?;:;r°^-
"^<^-'t suppose he-n^f!::?;

aftt
*
TnH*!'

""^ '^'* *^ ^^^ J°'"^^ ^'"^ five minutes

f !Lu ^^ "^^ ^° *^« Pai*- of them were on their wayto seek an mterview with Captain Porter
^

\
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CHAPTER XX

ON board the Susan Dale that night wakeful eyes
stared into the darkness ; and forms, young and
slender, stout and old, turning restlessly in

search of slumber, revealed cambric nightgowns trimmed
with blue ribbon, pyjamas of fancy hue, and in one case a
red flannel singlet.

The stout gentleman who wore this latter garment lay
on a settee in the saloon, fighting with a headiness which
the approval of a scheme of his had induced, and pondering
the sadness that had come over Mr. Todd. " Can this be
love ? " he asked himself.

Love, he knew, might be diagnosed by many symptoms;
when a man kissed a girl, for instance, that was love ; when
a man called for drinks all round, his action might often be
traced to the beneficent working of the tender passion.
But why the owner's gloom, his forced smile, his worried

look ? Surely she had not refused him ? A commonsense
interpretation of the mate's story would not admit of that
solution.

The news of their engagement had not yet been com-
municated to him ofl&cially, nor had Captain Porter heard
about it, or he would scarcely have told Mr. Todd, during
the interview earlier on in the evening, that the two ladies
were the biggest nuisances that had ever sat on the poop
of the Susan Dale. But all the same the engagement
existed, and those in the know were, if at all wise, forming

i.»
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^Iw habit of considering Miss Clatworthy as the future Mrs.

He had defended her warmly against the captain's
aspersions, saying that he considered her a very properyoung woman, and that the man would be fortunate wlw
got her, as she was all head and no tongue

•• Then you would be in favour of letting them into our
secret ? the owner had asked him. with an appearance
of eagerness.

ri'^^-uMx

"I think Miss Amerton is too talkative for that sir
"

Captain Porter had put in. " She'd blab it in five mikutei.
I know the sort."

"But Miss Clatworthy?" the owner had asked
anxiously.

^^

" TeU one, tell the lot." had been Captain Porter's reply
1 m a married man. and ought to know." Of course ithad been useless to argue against this.
Mr. Todd had looked disappointed. Mr. Bidgood

reco lected It was early days for that. Maybe hewanted to tell her everything. Maybe he felt sorry he had
told her anything. It was difficult to say what was the

uJ^' *^® ^^^ pinched somewhere.
" They'd scream the blessed masts down if they knewwhat we know," the married man had gone on " My

sextant's been smashed up now by one of these devils "
hehad added. •' I caught that fellow Bunn hanging about

thebndge. He was looking at the compass. I just about
put my boot through him."
A terrible state of affairs, truly, had there not been abram available. He recalled a dozen times the owner's

eager welcome of his plan, the objections raised by the
captam, and their overruling of them, the final talking
over every detail in that closed and stuffy cabin
To-morrow should complete his triumph. Disaster

should be averted by a thrust of his finger. With another
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to be a godfather I Why not ?

With such thoughts as these running through his brain
he found sleep difficult. In fact he may be said to have
•caxtely slept at all. The dawn saw him wandering round
the deck, weanng his red singlet, and trousers of a hue that
rendered competition vain.

According to arrangement he retired before breakfast to
the owner s cabin, and put on the blue uniform

the table. The others made remarks of a similar nature.

{mJ2l\**I:l^*
"*' "'^'''" ^^ ">^ J«^"^*'»y- It was

unportant that morning to create an atmosphere of
happiness and trust about the party.

Colonel Tingle, possibly without intention, hampered

c^l bSs
°°''''* '^*°*^ *° ^""^ '^ cockatoos were

;;

Why do you mention cockatoos ? " asked Mr. Bidgood.
Oh. nothing, replied the colonel. " Merely a vacue

association of ideas." .

^
;• But it wouldn't be any use for them to get up early

"
point«i out Mary. " With beaks like theirs they coulcta't
possibly catch worms."

out'

^""^ ""'^^^^^ *^"" ^^^ *^^''* *'^^'^^'" "^^ P°"»*«*

"Some birds I've read of," pursued the colonel. "
sea

birds especially catch worms by staying up late at mght

.?*S "".^T,^
*^"* ^^"^^P yesterday. Did you see it ?

"
No. Helen replied shortly. Mr. Bidgood saw that forsome reason or other she was discomposed, "^e atmo-

sphere was getting wrong.
••Ha. ha, ha!" he roared. "Very goodl Birds

catching worms aboard a ship. Very good |
"

" We have a bird in Brazil," went on Tingle. "
called themacaw, whose plumage is of about the same bright blue

m

i.

<»\m. -im- 'K-jBim
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as the uiuform the chief engineer is wearing, and whose

gl^tontui S'"'"^
""' '' '^' ''' ' "^^^^' ^'^^^'

"Ha ha. ha I Very good I
" roared Captain Porter.

Mr. Bidgood. who was in the act of helping* himself tomore bacon, changed his mind, and waved the dishaway.

Impossible to create the right atmosphere in the face of a
poisonous tongue like that

!

Mary interposed with a remark about the vultures that
haunted the Andes, and were glad, so she had heard to
get anything to eat at all.

The colonel said viciously that he was certain they would
not be able to tackle the food on the Susan Dale.

" You ought to know," Mary retorted qnietly.
II was a quiet, depressing meal. Tiugle and Canaba

seemed to think that Captain Porter was the only person
at table worth talking to.

^
The three of them were the first to leave. Mary said

she thought everyone was horrid that morning.
" It must be something in the atmosphere." remarked

Helen, lookmg quickly at Thomas Todd. His eyes feU
as they met hers.

^

" We may as well get on with our painting. Mr. Bidgood "
she said after a while in constrained tones.

'

She got up at once and left the table. Mr. Bidgood
noticed the owner make an eager movement, as though to
follow her. and then sit down again, his head res -ng on his
hand.

^

" Never mind, sir." he ventured to remark at length.
Your troubles will soon be over."
" What 1 . . . Oh I . . . Yes."
••All you have to do is to keep your 'ead." said Mr.

Bidgood after another awkward sUence. •' I'U manage the
rest.
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He left him fitting, and went on to the poop, where he
found Helen with her easel awaiting him.
At her command he posed with his face towards the

vessel's stem.

One bell struck.

Before him, straight as an arrow, stretched the wake, a
white scar on a blue and lazy sea. A strange looking gull
was following the ship, effortlessly to all appearance, rising

and falling in the manner of a boy's kite. And low down
towards the left there wheeled in absolute unison a flock
of long-winged birds, whose under-plumage flashed when,
in their convolutions, they turned ani caught the sun.
These birds indicr °d the near presence of land, but of

what land he did i.ot know for certain. It might be
Borneo ; the ship had passed the Natuna Islands a day
ago. The alteration in the compass was evidently having
its effect.

If this plan of his came off the necessity for steering so
far to the eastward would have ceased, unless the captain
still adhered to his original intention of landing all

passengers at Labuan. He trusted no muddle would be
made of the details. It was unfortunate that he should have
to stand there like a dummy, with his back towards
everything, at such a time.

Miss Clatworthy, absorbed in her work, gave him no
chance to turn. He had to rely on his ears, and they did
not tell him much. Merely that the engines revolved as
usual ; that Mary was somewhere behind him with a novel
—she read extracts from it occasionally. Now and then
he heard distant footsteps. Once he thought they sounded
as if approaching. Immediately his heart b^an to beat
heavily. But they died away.
Two bells struck.

The ladder creaked. " Here they are now," he muttered,
and braced himself for the adventure. Miss Clatworthy

4
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looked up for a moment, flushed, and at once became
industrious ag^m. It was only Mr. Todd. Mr. Bidgood
heard him make a remark to Mary.

" If they don't hurry up." he thought. " Evans wUl be
gone.

And then footsteps sounded again. This time, un-
mistakably, people were coming aft. Again he braced
nimself.

" Keep still. Mr. Bidgood. please." Helen said. "
Just

a moment more." They were coming up the ladder

"
Don't turn " cried Helen. " It's only Captain Porter."
Can I speak to him, miss, or is he too busy ? " asked the

captain jovially. " We're just going to take a run down
and see the engines, Bidgood," he continued.

'' He can't come now." said Helen decisively, before Mr.
Bidgood had found time to swallow his heart and utter a
reply.

" Oh, nonsense, he must," said Tingle
With a mighty effort Mr. Bidgood got himself under

control. Just shp along with you-far as the top
platform-tdl the second," he said jerkily. " Can't come
rartner—

- fraid of messing up uniform."
It was lucky this speech had been arranged beforehand.

*iad he been called upon to compose one for himself at the
moment, he would have failed miserably.
They went down the poop ladder before him, first Tingle

and Canaba. and then the captain, and proceeded along the
deck. The Spaniard's poHteness threatened to be em-
barrassing

; he always wanted to go last.
Mr. Bidgood. even in that stressful hour, could not but

admire the captain's cool demeanour. It was the same
old Porter he had known and respected for nearly twenty
y«ars, and. in spite of all. had nothing but respect lor now
Once agam they were comrades-in-arms, stepping out to
victoiy. Once again they surveyed together the backs of
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A lump came into Mr. Bidgood's thl-oat as he suffered th.

Captain Porter's joking remarlc that they w^e 'Z'i.K?''pohte when there was a chance of TZoZ^^^J^^med ea« detected above the noise of the 2ctoty S.second engmeer's greeting, the shuffling of feet oHh^i!?
platfonr.. a laugh or two. Then a door b«iS^ n^T^gone into the stokehold.

"<»roanged. They had

In a tremble of excitement he walked arr~,. .1.«d took hi, stand beside the l^lS^th^^'twchC^"
the tunnel door. In spite of his care, the no^^e ,^1^domg so sounded mtensely loud. Everythto^ abTt th^«|gmMoom appeared to havegrowndist^and^i
The low pressure piston rod, working up andXTal^^ away below him, seemed to have a l^ktTt Zthe engmes were moving smoothly enoii.irTr.i, I
dowly. Dust clung to fhe wU^^S";^ "2 ""Kwhich wavering patches of sunlight'dSeI»"errt^
ataost miperceptible roUing of the vessel. At tteX?„^
It looked like a piece of torn naiwr i » T it

'™*-

w«.d have felt a'desire tr^^and^.U::^'^ X^tappealed to lum now merely as a detail inTpfctir.Ha every fibre was strained to listen H . iw^U u
heavily. Amid the thudding 0°^Z, ^^^^

:«
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v^ves, the hissing of leaking steam, he sought to detect
the sound of the stokehold door being opened.

It came at last, after a period of waiting which had
threatened to be interminable, and he caught, through two
orjthree gratmgs. a faint glimpse of them as they filed round
the.back of the engines. A lamp gleamed and disappeared.
Someone had entered the tunnel.

He stood, grasping the hand wheel and tense with
excitement. Trickles of sweat upon his brow had suddenly
become nvulets, drenching him. blinding him. He shook
his head and a shower fell.

•• Now then, gentlemen," he heard the captain shout
In with you." Then a murmur.

,. 1 ^^' ^'™ °°* S°'°^ "P *^^ tunnel," said the captain.
Been up a hundred times ah-eady."
The light reappeared and remained stationary. There

was evidently a hitch somewhere. Perspiration was now
running off Mr. Bidgood and down between the bars of the
grating, literally in streams.

" Some of your pipes seem to be leaking, Mr. Evans "
he heard the colonel shout in his high, peculiar voice.
Another murmur. They were looking up! Through

the network of gratings he could see their faces Oh 1

drat.it . . . drat it

!

•' Well, if you're not goii;g, I'm off," said the captain.
" There's a man standing by the tunnel door hand

wheel
!
" screamed the second engineer suddenly. " Stoo

him I It's a trap
!

"

j' up

And then there arose a sudden confusion of shouts and
yells. He caught a gUmpse of figures running past the
engines, heard awful sounds of cursing, scuffling, snarling,
let go the hand wheel and rushed madly down the ladder.'

" They've got me, Bidgood." the captain shouted in a
gasp. "They've got me. . . . Run for your life. . . . It's
all up 1

"

i
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Mr. Bidgood stopped sharp in his descent, and seeine the

with a speed bom of despair and dashed out on deck

'T^V n^ r^'n'^'J'^
'^°" '°°^ '' *^« engine-'oom '

Look out I he shouted as he tore aft. " They've
discovered us. They're coming »

"
^neyve

thfm^l^^i"'"^
°" *° *^' P^P' ^"^ ^^^<i the'owner withthe mate already at the side of the two ladies. assis«n£the^i towards the companion and tiying to rea^ure thmThe expression of fear on Mary's face was agonising inlS

round Helen, who. desperately pale, supported her.

th«n nff" •? lu^'
*^^" **^'^' ^"^ ^^P Dixon to keepthm off. said Thomas Todd in an aritated whisiS^puUing a revolver from his coat pocket, fnd thn^Unr^mto Mr. Bidgood's hand.

^nrusung it

At his action Helen gave a gasp and stood for a moment

knZ- r ;ht"f ^' '"" ""^^y- " ^^y' you youknt.< I she broke out. " Oh I . . . Oh I
-

She shook^er ann away. " I don't want your help I
" she crii:i "Td

^^T^M mt^'iT"^ *'
^^I^

'"^' "^^^"S ^ Solent

Mr v^A . '
.^^" supported her down the stairway

m eacn other s arms and sobbing violently
It was a difficult situation for a tender-heartpH mo«

mtensified by the fact that the guns ^^^^l^^^^under where they sat. Moreover, he was in a hunT „
although when he left the deck none of the mutineS tod

tCm^M^r"?"' *"* """"^ '»™»«' indica^S^tttmey might do so at any moment

witMhlWV ^^'*'f""i"^
perspiration from his forehead

"Mr.*T:^^^^^^^^
"Missy.-KewhisperedhuskUy.

" Well, what is it ? " cried Helen., turning on him. " What

M
1 ?
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do you want with us ? Haven't you the sense not t«
intrude at a moment like this ?

" "*

»toS\:S';S^:*'
'" ^""' *-^ '^^ ^-*»^ -^y- He

thl't^.^' n *K
^°"'

""t'*"''"
'*^* <^°n«n"ed. " and teU him

m^e^ "°*''"^ *" '° ^^*»* ^'^^^^ o' ^-

"But you're sitting on top of the guns and cartridges

"

explamed Mr. Bidgood.
^«"nages.

"Oh!" said Helen blankly. She got up and followed

Mr Bidgood tore up the cushion of the settee, groped

^TatdTh*''f'"'-r'
^^^"^"^"y departed with'TlSS

nfles and a box of cartridges.

The noise of voices forward still continued, but none of

^JUT"^^ T'^''
''''^''' ^ ^^^^" sun beat fieJcelv

f«vl^w
"^'^ ^^'^'' ^^""^ ^^* ^^^y ? " ^^^ the mate

feyenshly. openmg a packet of cartridges.

hoW^!' K
'*'^^'- ?^^^*^- " T^«-« ^e^e four of 'em

holding him-two of 'em fir^en. He told me to Zfor ,t-I was slippmg down to give him a hand."
Is he hurt ? " asked Thomas Todd, tugging at the

tXthr/"'^''"-
"^^""^^^ i^o^^Kho:

at"aL"he!"*
'' '

'''" "^' *'^ "^*^' '^-*-"y tugging

exdt^lv*^' '' R """"^r
""^^^^^ "^^'" ^'^ Thomas Toddexcitedly. Bought especially in case of attack byChmese pirates. There must be some simple way " ^

un th.™ •'

"^^"^ ^^ ""^ *° °^ * Snider, snatchedup the remaining one. and tried his hand without successFor a minute they all struggled desperately.
What are we to do ? " asked Thomas Todd at last.
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A^in Mr Bidgood was able to suggest something.

said ''shtlTf^.^r '" '^"* *^^^ *^S«' «V' he

" r.1. . o ^°* ^ ^'°*^*'' '" *^e volunteers."
Oh

! She told me." muttered Thomas Todd. " Tutt^^! Dear me." He wiped his brow in a distJ"e^

the mat''
*^"^ *"" ^""^ *"" ^'^ ^ ^°™^" ^^"*'" g^°^^«i

effS'^
bent over their weapons again in another frantic

" r.^L ^??S^'"f'^
Thomas Todd at last, with a gulp.

nf ^T ^^'^^ **°"* '"^"^-^^ d°^ and ask MissClatworthy to step this way a moment "

" L^Ji^^^'VI/"
^"^^"^ *^P^'' ^^'•" ^»d Mr. Bidgood.

^T^ V^^'^
""^ "'^"' *° ^°"^« "^ her again."

TeU her it s urgent, a question of life or death " casoedThomas Todd " Say we can't do without her ' .
^
Thgraaous me f

' •

tk" ^^.'i^T ^^ «^° •
" ^^^^ Mr. Bidgood doubtfully

o'^^s^^r'*'"^'-^- ^ ^« <^e^-ed hurriedfy

fJ^"" *i!°u^?'
"^^'^ "^^^^ j"^* ^s be had left them, butth«r sobs had ceased, and it seemed to him that the dderat any rate, looked ahnost her usual self again

doorwar^'^IW^°" P^T,: "^^'" ^' ^^^ '"^ ^'' fr°"» tbe

v^T*' .
^ ™

»V ^^^* h"^- I don't want to worryyou. but we're in a bit of a hole on deck."

T 1^J"^'°'''
^^ ^^' " *"*^ ^y^^t you want. PerhapsI was hasty just now."

«iu*ps

^Sv Jk i "*! ^^"^ ™^"^ ^^' "^^'" be went on

" ^' . ^^' "^"^ ^^"^^ ^^^' *'«* "« "P into a knot."
What ? exclaimed Helen.

h!

li
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"Don't know how thev work r«-.»P^W Mr. Bidgood, looa^*^ ^•" »P™ than."

" That's if " . 7 ? ,
*° obvious amazement

1 aon t beheve you I
"
said H^i««

*^'""aceaiy.

'eet and «„ ^j,,,; „; ^"j^f
"«• She ,p«ng to her

•natci::^' the wea^"aS* ^th a'".'^'^'
^O'"'- She

breach. " Therei!!^"^ «id
"^ *°"' "P*""" the

'A'^S":^ ^r'*^- ; I «* that I shall have ,0
Btoop«, iJ^ia^t^tl" ""'" *»"- She

with3tInS'°"""'°'*"«P''^«»«'B,dgood

"^eyuY^t;Sd'rir '^^ '^'" '•>« «'«««»•
some shelter. GerthesaU^ir"'*- 7»"""«t make

^^XnZV:^n^,T: •'"P-telyat the
The nut of a bolt tos It^ f

'''' """ething useful.

6neen. but his strei^h ^t tL*. '" ""^'^
heard them scufflineXut^v^l"' ' ">»dman. He
c-shions thrown do^ oX^^'a^k'"^^ """^ »'
as she gave directions. ' "^ ""* ""« <>' Helen
The bugle rang out aeain forwari.

••^raC^^.-«'3,«ir!'"^'^«'««'»-
«nd working di^ely "*'^- '^"^ "»' <»• the deck

.. ^U^*"K L'^^ck^
^"-^ ""'- ""• --^ed^i- deck nmg With the tramp of n«„,^„.„_

^n
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ladder up » dw^' ^ * '"«'">' *«»« '»''™' the

beiin^irrp^r »:*;"»*
JI'

"*«'.*-' '•'"«• »'
body ofaimed mm v^n.^f.v''* "*"* '"*'»" » ">»«

" The si*^r • ^ . ?
'*°'*'° y°"'" get shot."

and pistols"
"-never. Look at their swords

atttrJ:;:«?!;;rr--«^„'^«<^"n«„™ appear
flas.»d i„ .he Prese„..„g'^m.lTco,™ete

A. "heT^dlra'Jd" "\ [t '":' *,° ^^ "' '-^^•
n^ht have rd^^mTdiffi^Uy""'

°' ^"'"""^ '"^-' »«

of VTe'v^SsX''"''™'^"''' ''"''""«''''' '''''^»'^"-

'I'
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in a low voice to Thomas Todd. " They won't fire at a
woman." He obeyed her.

The colonel, who had already halted, now saluted
elaborately. He wore a row of medals on his tunic, and
black boots reaching to the thighs. There were leather
gauntlets on his hands. He was perspiring freely.

" This ship is now in the possession of His Bfajesty," he
cried in a loud voice. " Resistance is useless ; I advise
you to yield. If you do not we shall attack you, and I
shall not be responsible for what happens."

" And what terars do you offer ? " asked Thomas Todd,
peeping out.

" Your lives will be spared. Nothing else."
" And the women ?

"

" Their lives will be spared," replied the colonel. He
paused a moment and then added with emphasis, " Things
being as they are I guarantee nothing else."

'' You villains !
" cried the mate, jumping to his feet.

" Where's Porter, you nasty old wretch ? " shouted Mr.
Bidgood. He came out in to the open, regardless of the
danger, and shook his fist.

" Do you know what we're going to do with you, eh ?
"

yelled the colonel in a fury. He drew his hand across his
throat, laughing horribly.

Mr. Bidgood subsided.

^

" One word before you go. Colonel Tingle." said the mate.
" The chart-room is full of gunpowder, and we have a rifle

trained on it. As a last resort we shan't think twice about
blowing up the ship."

" We move the gunpowder first thing in the morning,"
shouted the colonel. " I give you until then to make up
your minds."

He turned and rejoined his men, and the whde band
disappeared into the alley-way.

I
!
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CHAl PER XXI

HELEN waited till the last man had disappeared
and turned to Mary.

«h,n " Mo«
" ^

r^"*"
y^had never come on this-horridshy Mary exclaimed, in a fresh buret of sobbing

Do try and be braver." said Helen firmly ' " Comedown mto the saloon and drink a glass of water, ^ou'~ ILTecltr
"^^^^"^ ^" ^ -'"^ y- ^

tarn feel exceedingly uncomfortable. His heart, which hadalready done an extraordinary amount of work that daywas now beating in such a fashion as to bring a strange

L^er'iyf^^'
^"' "^^'^ ^^^" ^ suspicion'ofmS

He produced a red cotton handkerchief, and wioed h\^

benefit of the othere. He walked towards them

mo* .*^°"
*^"^ *^®y ""^^ *° **tack us? " asked themate, sitting up.

" ReaUy^judging from aU I can see. I beUeve they do "
^wered Thomas Todd. " It seems a most absurS a'^:t1on.Quite uncaUed for, quite-oh. it's awful !

"

Mr. Bidgood agreed.
" It's not so much for myself that I mind " went nn

^r\t lit " r^"
*^"^'-^- homel^ne'ex^Ss Torough It a little. But those poor ladies. I'd-do^Jlniost

l^'il
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anything. But these people don't seem inclined ti

negotiate—at least, not on a reasonable basis. Now
put it to you, do they ?

"

" We shaU have to go on watch to-night," the mat(
remarked.

." ?°'J*"'
^^* ^° y®" **""•« a^u* 't. Mr. Dixon ?

'

asked ^omas Todd. "Don't you think it's an un
reasonable basis ?

"

,
"
^^'^ffi."^

"''~" ^'^^''''" ^^^ *»»e mate in depressed
tones. They may try to i sli us in the darkness. 1
suppcwe they've put Skinner . charge." he went on, "

aman that hardly knows a star from a headlight. And I
believe it s going to blow too." He went on talking about
theweather. Presently he stopped and stared.
The second engineer had appeared at the end of the

alley-way. He took off his hat to them mockingly
How's old whiskers ? " he yelled.

Mr. Bidgood, full of indignation, raised his rifle.
" Letme have a bat at him, sir," he urged.

.. 1 ?°' "®' "°* **" *"y account," said Thomas Todd.
Take no notice. I don't mind what he says about mv

appearance. I can stand anything "

" On our way to the Philippines. Coming to cut those
whiskers in the morning." continued the second engineer.

a„H°.ir?"°^T
fy^^^this?" He held up a hammer

L"^
.^*"^- ,.

J*"* ^« *° get my month's pay out of the
safe. He disappeared, and presently they heard the
sound of hammering.

'• He's breaking into the safe." said Thomas Todd,
hsteni^. " What a criminal thing to do. And so useless
too. Everything of value is in the saloon." He puUed

oViock^
'^^**^^' *°«^ remarked that it was after three

"
^.%^t?^,,

^^ *^"^' ***^« ^ ^'*e of something."
suggested Mr. Bidgood. whose stomach was now remindiiig
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Wm of their neces8iti«^ ruT^ '—

^

--

made a movemenUo ^rrv^ut Th
''^'^' *^"* "^»>ody

Presently Hel^n !f!!^ ?* ^^^^ suggestion.
'

then,. "oh^whTtt^^^J/^^^^
thing's happened

! Therrs a au^r
"^

'

"' '"'' ^"«-
the saJoon floor."

^'^^^ ^'"'"^^-^ sou- : t.^der

She began running back and nr n <

queer gurgling sound Z^' ^^ .f
j" ^."''J'^"^- ^^•'*<^n, ,

Pianation of the noise sh had 1 ! ^ 'T-
' ' ^^"

to him. He rushed below feck l^t *
''' "^"^'^ ^^

" What fa i, ? "asS Helen
P'^"S»"<>«<o the locker.

«anl,^mt::h^at:ri: .^'y^'^oP o' water ,r<»n .h.
ally in the locker. "And u,,»r'"l' ^"P'"* ''»"«<:-

Mr. Bidgood had foundThaJ^r ':J''^."'^ '

"

push«i her aside in a great fluster aT.t """ "^- "«
pipe. A trickle of water fcwIkfrl^T,"®'

"""« "»
and then stopped "^ " '<" »" 'nstant.

little.
expression, started sobbing again a

"Of course, there's the be«.r m« " •

Bidg«d in extenuation o'/ht^'X?',
'><'""'<> out Mr.

l-er^Nev^tfor^iftr- "''°"'' "^^ " "» of

>T^d referred i^:^^:^^^; ""' "" '^''' '"«'

f
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Really, he was very glad to go, so witheringly did she
look at him. The others, too, sitting there on watch, were
far from pleasant. Of course the owner did not directly

blame him for the loss of the water, but he did not look at

all pleased. The mate said nothing. Energy seemed to
have left both of them. They sat brooding.

The decks were still very quiet. A couple of sailors

passed along on their way to the bridge, and presently

Tingle appeared, and stared peacefully aft through opera
glasses.

" What are the ladies to do about water ? " asked
Thomas Todd in tones of utter misery. " I did rely

on that tank"—Mr. Bidgood flinched. "Don't you
think there may be stUl a little drain in the bottom of

it?"
" Perhaps it may rain," suggested the mate, looking up

at a sky which, in its flawless blue, gave small promise of

such a happening.

He seemed correct nevertheless in his expectation that
they would soon be in for a blow, for already a breeze
had sprung up on the port side, and the rufSed surface of

the ocean shewed a crest or two.
" Can't they drink beer ? " asked Mr. Bidgood. " Don't

you think if I was to go down and persuade them, sir, they
might take a sip, and a nibble at a biscuit ? It would put
heart into them. Not but what Miss Clatworthy hasn't got
heart enough for two already

."

" Go down and try. It would be very kind of you," said
Thomas Todd.

Mr. Bidgood thanked him, and withdrew.

He found Mary still sobbing faintly. Where she got all

the tears from was a mystery, but then so were all the ways
of women. The corkscrew lay where he had hidden it

;

that was the main thing. Those tears should soon be
dried. The meal he would give them would be a tempting
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two glasses, the^tu^ed a„!^
"^7

u^
'^' ^°"*«»*« ^to

Tl^ey seined hardl^'l^f^^^
^^^^

^^^« -^*^"l^y.

spread a napkin carefiUly he^^^f^
' "« '»^«er. He

knives and forks, and ch^' JIh!™"^"^ ** **^"* ^th
he drew plates iromth^n^^^T ""^P^^^^^^J anions;

Then turned again
^ ^ ^*'^'' ^°^ P^^^hed them.

in^JSs"
'^^^"^^'^'" ^^ -^ - the voice he kept for

•' WeU what is it ?" she asked.

IS It tiffin time ?
"

I'M^^f^^/^rfy four o'clock."
Maiy said Helen, leaning over her "

Tiffin
• .do try and eat a little." ™" " ''®*<^y .'

!' ^-^ don't think I can." answered Ma«, •

voice. '*"®^^caMaiyma weak little

" What, not if me and Miss Clatu,«r*i, .

it."
'^"®'^*" his kmdness in bringing

" Oh, don't mind me "
sairf Mr d-j"ff slicing the hJm HeoJ?^;.fi??r''.'""''"«»«»

and stared at Mary desDairin^^ T" "" '^'« »"! '"k
i»^ i. did, to 2;trtSi^-J,' -"^ '^ ^«»««'.

cr..pS"hi:vr/":?"CSli'^'-''-'<'«-'«v«ity
""ant to frighten h«- , „J ^*'° '^"'<«" yo«- " He
once allowed HSntpw't^'S^-Wfor she a
it there. ^ "' *"™'''" *o 1>" lips, and hold

it^^^H'^''^ * "^ <" «««'. "d finished cutting

I'l
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She

" Come now, that's right," said he. " Nobody was ever

the better for an empty stomach."
" Except Jonah's whale," said Mary, looking up.

actually smiled.

It was wonderful what a little tact did. " Now, now,

ham and pickled onions ?
"

The meal was another of his successes. His laurel wreath

felt firmer. There seemed no longer need for a piece oi

elastic under the chin.

" And now, miss," he remarked to Helen comfortably

at last, " do you know what I want ? A smoke !
" He

eyed them nervously.

" Do smoke, please. Mr. Bidgood," they duetted.

Mr. Bidgood raised the cushion of the settee, and brought

to light a black briar pipe, matches, and a tobacco

pouch.
" You seem to have everything here," Helen observed,

looking at him inquisitively.

" Everything, bar water," Mr. Bidgood agreed. " Some-

how, none of us thought about filling the filter. The

tobacco smoke don't make you feel squeamish with this bit

of a jobble on the sea ? " he asked.

The ship was beginning to pitch perceptibly, but the

girls were both good sailors, so they told liim.

" Mr. Todd must have expected this mutiny for a long

time," pursued Helen.

Mr. Bidgood stopped puffing, and eyed her enquiringly.

" Didn't know about it till a day or two ago. He thought

it was going to blow over," said he, and began to puff

furiously. " If you ask me I think it will blow over," he

continued with the intention of cwnforting them. " Any

way, they can't do much if the weather freshens up like

this."

" Why didn't you tell us about it ?
"

" Never know when it's going to come on in these
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waters," began Mr. Bidgood " Th« i«I
'.

at any time " monsoon mightibust

But he could not put her off " wk„ jj ..

abou. this mutiny ," she pe^sted '^
""" ' ''"" ''" "^

(Jn that ? " *ri liT

'uri..usly than ever. " WdlTs'^^lffr'', ?"*"« "<'•*

But Mr. Todd ?
"

ex^IateTrBrCTn^r' h
""'" "^ «'*-''

warni down thereT^h! ?^^' . " "" getting rather

nothing shoVd ind e ^;t"::;vt:,' .tr "^'r""'was not admitted to their icetu^,?' ""°" *'>>' '•>«

had not ., ,,^ ow„e.:^ron"ht«:r°"'
'""'"'

" It must ZnlT' l^ P'-opeUer raced momentarSy" must De quite roueh outsid*. " h^u^
"i«"iiy.

*e and Maiy hdped defr the UHe "^r . T""^'
"

she said a moment later
^"" '» "«*•"

B-i^" ^"'^ "> "•* " and no mistake." said Mr.

the vessel At th«^Jr/fJ ^ *^ ***^ J^'^^y m^ ^ion of

«h. f.r'o, WW S's^i-c "'irrT" * - «^='

quarter, and, looking taWhTeve^i i/l
'''™' ""* P^^

and . hard blue sk^ "'ntZ tl'^mT * '^,'«"^"-
»ea that made Its Dr««,~

shimng, but on a
ftter company for'^^STvrthTL'""- '''°°'" ""O "^^
"W waves] the br^Itl .r^' """ ™'"<'' ^"S.

s

^(1

I
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a shimmer of rainbows. The awning was flapping viciously.

Mr. Bidgood looked forward, and noticed that the one

above the bridge had already been hauled in. Worse

weather than this was evidently expected, or they would

have hardly taken such a precaution.

He advanced towards the mate, who was still sitting in

the same position, with his rifle in his lap, and asked him

what he thought of it.

" I don't believe it's going to be much," replied the mate

in a loud voice, nodding towards Thomas "Todd, who sat

huddled together a few feet away. " He's feeling a bit

squeamish," he added in a whisper. " Says he's all right

on a big ship, but can't stand this. Where have you been

all this time ?
"

" Getting the ladies to peck a bit," Mr. Bidgood told

him.

"Some of their breadcrumbs have lodged on your

waistcoat," observed the mate. Mr. Bidgood brushed

himself testily. As he grew older breadcrumbs shewed an

irritating tendency to lodge on his waistcoat.

The mate rose, and saying that he was going down to get

a biscuit or something, handed Mr. Bidgood the rifle.

" Is it all right ? " asked Mr. Bidgood. " You just go on

pulling and pulling at this trigger, don't you ?
"

" That's it," the mate rephed. " Not that anything's

going to happen just now," he added. " I've been watch-

ing them for'ard there. Tingle, Canaba, and the whole

lot of them are feeling the weather. Look at that 1
" A

stout man in a white uniform rushed from the alley-way, and

leant brooding over the side. Mr. Bidgood recognised the

colonel
" They're all like that," said the mate with a short laugh.

" If the weather gets worse Evans '11 be as bad. You know

the sort of sailor he is."

The weather did get worse, and presently Mr. Bidgood
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hopeMy '*'" ' ^""^ "«»»»' Todd after a toe.

inSv«'' ^l'^'"- "\«i'>e»«i. • Never Wt better

.c«e^^j,tenrj--:-^^
agam

me-oh!" sMd Thomas Tcdd. tummg away

«rL^cfX".;it!;ri:tr"'<^-'

i^isr^th^Tj-o^rftir"^^^ -

in Lc^"*""'
"^'"« "" •»''«»> ^y-" he pointed out

Mary-s ann ^,JT,t^ the scupper, and then took

-^ying^the^Jv^^f^t'^^- '^T'Tir-*sunset which in iu «,«« «* i
*"? aecK, watched a

one. The hotSon sJ^^L criJS 11."'''
'*'" " ""

sinking disc.
cnnkled and clear against the

and 'J°
'"* "''^•" """y eomplained. They walked „n

were bi^'^TJ"!^'' -?-''«, l-.the wave.bigger than U.O.::r.;,-Z7hT4;:^

m

•
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ducked among them, her propeller as busy as a terrier i

a rat hole.

Mr. Bidgood, from his position near the owner, caugl
scraps of their conversation now and then.

" It must be dreadful to be a bad sailor !
" This wj

Mary.
" I do like to see people manly."—Helen.
" But he can't help "—Mary.
"This petty, puling sickness ! "-Helen, very lou<

Thomas Todd also heard this, and, turning in a pea-gree
pallor, caught her look.

" Isn't he bad I
" remarked Mary.

Helen stopped to stamp her foot.

'^wilight deepened. There was a figure on the bridg
th ' might have been Bunn, but he never, so far as Mi
Bi. 'ood saw, turned their way. Perhaps Tingle reall;

intcitded to wait until morning before molesting theni
Perhaps he was waiting for night. Yes, that was just th
sort thing he would do, disturb people at night. " Th
nast> bloodthirsty son of a " The ladies, both of them
weie looking worried. Poor girls I They would not b
able to sleep that night—that night with its possibilities

surprise and disaster. . . . Happy thought I Perhap
if they couldn't sleep they would consent to watch, whil(

he, Mr. Bidgood, and the owner snatched a few minutes
slumber. Yes, it might be so I—Where was it, now, h(

had read of something similar—when the robins came anc
dropped dead leaves— Ah, no I That was the " Babes it

the Wood." It must have been some other story. Nc
matter ! He would perhaps drop a hint later on.
Musing thus, Mr. Bidgood stood patiently beside his novi

inactive owner. Presently a quick footfall aroused him,
anil loGiting^ he beheld Helen. She had no eyes for him.

" Mr. Todd," she said softly. Apparently the owner
did not hear her.

I''
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•»> w»y to the saJ^ H ^u^'' "" ""Panion on

exdamaUon of .ui^"" "' "^ *•» »*"«•» weak

:;^f^*'»
I'" Helen said eoa«ngly.

And^^L^io'S::/ "Wyoumust think me.

this,nco^i^S7 '^'" ""^-'O' P»"ing you to ail

gel«^" "^'1;^:™*••• *• Bidgood heard her say
if. aa over L^'' *""

T*""*' ""' y°»
' And

you underetand ? " '
' ' *"•» ^^^ytWng's over. Can't

wafiSg:?."^" " "** -<" *«™^* '0 s« What she

« shrfflj^«^,^^ -t hdp thinking thS:

w^y. He listened1^ t:tZ "*'" " '°"»'^'«'"

eflort^'-
* ""^ *™« «"." »he urged. "Make an

What the owner's reply was Mr rj^« j
for at that moment he hLd^^l^^"^ ""^^^ ^'^'
below, and rushing fo™3 -^ ^^^P'*^ **" ^^^ <leck

colonel squatC^giriter '- *"' «"»» "«

"C^^m^r^J^- "^' '" 8^« indignation,

the coIoneTTrritbly"' ^r'^Mr *^'^^ '
" ^""^'^

*»..f L!.""1: •^Iffve^tn.iZ: '° "^

(eel much beuer. sa.d Ihomas Todd. Who is i.
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wants me ? Where is he ? " Standing alongside M
Bidgood he peered over the rail.

" Oh, do put down those rifles," whispered the coIcmk

below nervously. " One of them might go of! and alan
the whole ship. I'm absolutely without a weapon of an
kind I

" He stood erect, and held up his arms in an effoi

to prove the statement.
" Tell us what you want," said Helen sharply.
" I'm not here on government business at all," explains

the colonel. " I'm just ex-officio, a private individual, an<3

really, your well-wisher. I don't want to do any harm t

anybody, but a soldier, as you know, has to obey orden
All my men are so angry ; I can scarcely hold them. The;
want to start bloodshedding at once. There's only on
thing to keep them back "

" And what's that ? " asked Mr. Bidgood eagerly.
" The picture."

" Well, that's not much," said Mr. Bidgood. " Shal
I go and get it, sir ? " he enquired, turning to th
owner.

" Yes—no. What do you think ? " Thomas Todd aske(
Helen.

" The picture isn't finished yet," said Helen. " and yoi
owe me three pounds for it. But if you will faithfull)

promise
"

" What, that daub ? " said the colonel furiously.
" Daub !

" exclaimed Helen. " You impertinent man !

'

" I want the other one," went on the colonel. " The
one you stole from the Malay woman."

" Yes, yes," said Thomas Todd. " Dear me ! Well, I

think we might arrange "

" Don't hand it to him on any account," Helen whispered
viciously. " He mustn't have it."

Thomas Todd eyed her in great liesitation. " But—
but—but he must 1

" said he.

.fi»^f^
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ask'e?HeirZl^f^^^^^^
j^.r^ in tatang it off the maU steamer I You tdd

i^^y«. «n«h m.,"?' R^y,Tl,ed"„T-Td
" I'm afraid, very much afraid wp ran'* «.^*

laiH frt «K^ -if ""«"u, we can t meet you. he

k-
^^?'*7*"'' ' V" "Jon'' i' wiU be the worse for v™, •'

b»«i Tingle, steadyi,^ himself again,, fhri^ch '^^il

vS^eU At ?h!
'"^.•^'^"'' ^« ^" <lo ^*hout it

rhZiJru * V^^ ^""^ **™^' ^^"^ sentimental reasons Ishou d hke to have it by me, and if you hand^t^H;*

,;Dont trust him," whispered Helen to Thomas Todd.
(. J" ""* Somg to,' he answered firmly. •Wheret;Captam Porter ? " he aried Tingle

'

by HS«ns;!l!..T"'r' i'^
?'"""• """'"»8- "And

m
III
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" I won't," returned Thomas Todd.
•* Then ru " He clapped his hand to his mouth

and rushed precipitately forward. It was the third and
biggest of three waves, heaving the Susan Dale in iht tar
hke a swing, that had done his business.
They watched him stop and lean iver the bulwarks

abaft the alley-way. and then both turned to the owner,
and congratulated him on his decision. As Mr. Bidgood
pointed out. the picture could he handed over fint thin«
in the morning, if Mr. Todd changed his mind. "Ofcouri?
MT, they may rush the ship to-night, and try to take it
frran you." he added, pointing out. as was his duty, the
nsk that might be incurred.

" Where is the picture now ? " asked Helen
" WeU, as a matter of fact." said Thomas Todd. "

I have
It concealed on my person. I thought-you see it appears
a very valuable article, and not very big-I thought that
untU I found a safe to lock it in. I had better cany it with

" I see." said Helen. She stood, her head bent thought-
fully, tapping her foot.

^
"Isn't it very dangerous, sir?" asked Mr. Bid-

good, m tones of deep consideration for his owner's
welfare.

..

" That's exacUy what I think." said Helen quickly.

i^^f.*
°^^^ °^°- They know you have the

" Do you think so ? Dear me I

"

codd^*^^^^^
«^^ 'aight take care of it. Mr. Bidgood

Mr. Bidgood at once said that he also was a marked
man. He said that Tingle had already threatened twice
to cut his throat on capture.

" Then you, of course, will never allow them to take
you alive," said Helen.
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;;i wUl not." aaid Mr. Bidgood emphaticaUy.

h.J?^'''*'*^?'''*
"^^^y ^^ «« t»>at ought tohave charge of the picture," riie pointed out.

What a tongue I What an unanswerable tongue I

.1

;'

I
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CHAPTERfJXXII

D'^cSlhrrH^^'"*°^""'^P^^y- Thin blackc ouds. the advance guard of a mighty annvalready marshaUed on the horizon were rThmg acrc^ the sky. Rain threatened tode vSh^^:night. And the sea raged more fiercely thanTv^^tte^ingagamst the iron sides of the Susan D^ '

'

The owner, when the business of tran<!fprrJn« +1, • *
was over, said he thought he"::^^^^^^^a bit ana. foUowed by Mr. Bidgood. made off uS^c^vfor the saloon. Maiy and the mate appear^ waSlt^c ose together and joined Helen at tK?'^tSof their plans for spending the night.

^ ^
Presentiy Mr. Bidgood came back

^^

Is he bad again ? " asked Helen anxiously
Not so awful." Mr. Bidgood assured hpr p„* i,wo«W not .est content, and^needs mSfh^ g!ltto look to lam. " She's a kind soul," thoueht Mr K^Z^"^ »«'ns wen." Of cou«e, « ^HnMe^"^going. He himself had tried every remedv »™ii.i?^ a^d now left the owner lying fSiy^o^ ^t^f

^l ^'^f^,^i^^*iy across Ms sto^S'to ^*

^«,ubje he himself ^aBy tur^aZTpZT^'
so he told Mary and the mate. There was always some^;
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to be found in its pages who was worse off than he was •

and no doubt the owner would derive a similar cons^Sfrom Its perusal. Had there been brandy to hand, he saidhe -o^d have used that at once, having an unfail/nSm Its efficacy for all kinds of illness. Unfortunately-^
—there was none available.

**atciy—«
They sympathised.

<-„'Z?, !?-"'?< "J*"**'
*° *' ^K*"" "ke «««. and 1 can

"Oh."saidMarj,.
"Not that I go about dirty much." added Mr. Bidgood.My work is mostly headwork."

«^"6ooa.

i^lV^^"^^^ '^^^°* ^^' ^ ^^« ^^ter that, watchingthe dm, waves go roUing by. The main deck was nowvery often covered with a layer of rushing wateT ^Ib^e^e struck raw and miserable. Presently Hd^n c^^
. H ;. ^l?"^ *^ ^^^ ^**» ^^'' H« «id he felt be^and that the saloon had grown very stuffy.

'

If I could g^X at my bag !
" said Helen. " There aresome tabloids in it that would make you feel quitfLMagam. But it's in Mr. Bidgood's cabin

" ^ ^

"Ev^o^J^**."?'^'''*""^*^
^^^'^'" exclaimed Maiy.

evSg.^ " " "'' "^ ""''' ^"^ '"^' ^"^

a Zut?'
^""^ ^'* *^'°''" "^^^ ^^'^^"- " ^* ^«°'* **ke

But they would not aUow him to. Mr. Bidgood esoec-

tlo^r'^ '"^^
''T'^ "^* "^ penni?f:r;nTy

account. The owner said nothing, but walked away. and.

V (1

'il

5JJ
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at a little distance. leant against the rail. The rest ith^ backs towards him. carried on a d^dt^'
versation, from which gaiety was utterly ab^n? Twere becoming duUed by misfortune indifferent tJsufferings of others. Mti a while even Mr ?T I
inattentive. And the owLr np^i!!? f' ^f^"^ ^
.bbed^y the sea Of tu^^^^Z^
A galh^^'sit^on /^^ ^^^^^^^^ ^^ ^^ -fst:.

rril/^J' }
"^"'^ '**^^ *^s inaction any longer "

heard hmi open the cabin door

"W^'of'lu'thfdServil^?^^^' -P-*^«"

H^n r,!f-
^^^° *° ^°"°^- " No. one's enough " crie

w4h d^n'sT'TlT^^^^^ " Oh. kip a g^

he heard hermX If they come now 1

baJdy liSriht'std"'''' 1"' *'^ ''^^^ <^-^ -
*uey ^ys and m the comers of the deck were black amk. Hardly a lamp had been lit ,« +k i.- ^^

1 hope he finds the tabloids " ««iiH Woi«« .. r^
think he would hear if I shoutld ?

" °' ^° ^^^

mult^n? ^t ^' ^^"^^'t'" Mr. Bidgood replied. " Youim^tn make a noise. It might raise the enemy If you

Hel^ '^ '^""S^ *^« ventilator." ^ ^'"

owtw^ *' '^ "' *"' ^- -^--'^ed to hear the
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"Why," he said, "those two Malays are down thereThe impudent rascals ! Whaf a^ H . '

cabin?" °® *^®y ^^n* »n my

fh2
'^'^^'••" ^id Helen excitedly. " They were inruts Z'-^,X^y—«^~"i

foundthe tablets, as he can't light tZ ^^^.T'
""^ '

mtawy Oh. the utter helplessness of some people IYou ought not to have let him go. Mr Dixon^Sh.ttinied to Mr BidsooH • t.ii t- 1
""^oi- ane

once I " she iid ™ "^ *" "^' "P «S»'» »*

Sf/h ,1!
'*?"''«'• as he has shut the door, and what

mff 7^1 * '*°*™ ' """^ *''«« the door is. He wants

SehedlT '"''' ^'"'""^"y' 'hat as long "^^^,Mfe he do«n t care at the moment what becomes ofC "

mut e,^ "^'".
'l^^-^ ""o*. PoorTe^ow I " hemuttered, ns.ng and shaking his head. "No matter vouTl

^yt:^;..*'^-^''*^'- ™^ P"^"-^ » nought' ^J!

Mr.'SS<:i"r/ou l^-'f"' '-^ "-'-"

so^e^'X^^*'"'''-'"'"™''*'-^''"- "
^''^

A^' ®t^jl!" ^^'^'y »' a'a™- sP»nS to the raO.

cend?n, ViT 1 !;? .
^^'^ ""^ *°» ««> cautiously des-

He sprang back to the ventilator. " Mr. Todd I
"

he i<



,J >!

Whispered breathlessly. "There's c^m^kJ
"

Don't, for dear sake ooen ihTJ^L '^T*""*^^ ^^'^
" r»^,ii tV ' P^ *"® ^^oor- Bolt it I

"

ll»y can coma a„7.S mettlX"^-"* "^''"*

1 m sorry you're so bad sir " opiH Mr' »• j
fi%. He turied again to the'nT "

^'^"^'^

aIo"r?Jrdlf/^'* *^' "^ *PP'<»*«i half.,

makes me so afraid."
'^^^^ ^^^^3

He at once extended a protecHng ann " Th^r^'cdanger—not a bit," he assured her n^T'u ,
® ^ "

the closer.
^ assured her. But she only shrunl

"The lightning always makes me feel horriblv af^iH •

The ram began to fall in bucketf„i= wn?^ , ^•

flash came thev saw that p,, f? ^®° ^^^ °exi

position on t^wS^hX ^cZ and w
'"*'' '^"" ^^

in the shelter of the Sley^ay "°'' '*^°^°^

maie^'lSgXXr '^ "^*^' '^'" ^^^^^^ the

as.:?HeCa:^^^^^^^^^ of the .binP''

drowned his reply
^^ogooa. But the crash

you'^^^^f^'^^^'^^^'^^^---^^- "Aren't

a fainrr:
"VZ'" ^^'y ^^^- The next peal was buta famt one. She began to draw herself awa^^
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you." S^n^^rl/rSirb'^ *- - "-e «
»«t get Mr. TXri!;"?"^ ' "^''~'- " *«

" engu,«r. Can't you do sZtmJt-^'^'^-
^»''

"

have them out n fivr^^to„tJ^lf^.'"''^ '^- " ^e'"
hurried oft fe a'^o^^r'S t:^^'^^ „?i."

"*

hanunering reached them from thTsItn
"' ^"^

«X2 Xht:S^"ltr\1"P;» «P"*P«« and

coatinuaU^. tJtZ^Z^uZ''^ ""'''
l«tae. And the wind, and^ rli^ *^ Z"^^

""* "
the sea concentrated themselm f^L^f ^ '^"y- "^
to the task of tearing ^olS/ro^i^""^ '^'""'"^

Shr^S^^afthTtror^ "'."« '-"' '>^-

and hdping the wind to teLKv« t^taT'""".'^'some five minutes, when the °,.X ""*• ^"
those on the poop mSm™ S^tar? '* /*' '^''*-
nozde of a miehtv fi^ h^ ^ standmg close to the

n-h^ed their tSrf-^itrL'ra^i^J^r t^^ ^
e snip creaked and groaned unnoticed. Maiy

if
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shrieked, and the sound was snatched away and dissip
almost before she uttered it. But Helen heard,
extending a protecting arm, found Mary's waist air*

had a tenant. She moved away and stood clinging to
rail with her rifle hugged to her side. Her wet and tan
hair blew loosely about her in the wind, her clothes ^

sopping wet. She had a neglected and lonely air.

The squall left them as suddenly as it came, and
black clouds, passing away, revealed a dim sky and a
struggling stars. High gusty winds were succeeded b

steady breeze, and, although the sea raged still ^

ahnost unabated fury, the night grew lighter, and
rain ceased.

,

This rise in the barometer was signalised by the Iowa
of the mate's aim.

" Where's Mr. Bidgood ? " asked Mary, coming o
to Helen.

" He's down in the saloon attempting to break throi
to Mr. Todd. Something must have happened to hir

" Do you think so ? " exclaimed Mary. " I'll run i

see if you like, Helen," she volunteered. At a nod
sped away.

" You seem to rather Uke storms," Helen observed
the mate, after a while.

" Nothmg I love better," he returned enthusiastical
" Give me a good ship, and plenty of sea-room, and ]

in my element."
" You mean elbow-room ? " she remarked. " I must a

I'm surprised at you. In the middle of all these dangers
The mate stared at her stupidly for a moment, a

opened his mouth, but his reply, if he had one, was c

short by the return of Mary, who was followed by ^
Bidgood.

" Oh, he's wonderful," cried Mary. " Do you kno
he's cut a doorway right through the ironwork."
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also that no othernZ ,„ ,f "fV"^ '^''« ^'^'^ to teU them
such a tas. » CtL .w^tforl'''"^''""'"?"''"^Aft« a«. deeds were th^Z'SLt^""* "'^«^•

::«2?ol -dX-l^S^ -r-

"^medicine." expfateed MrBloor""
*'"^-

ne^o1.rh„^--™-^-Xaho„tthe,ate-
" They'll be gTatl nf^ '^ ^"^ ^^^d her away

blue t™ic. •He^ii^^^^'Tfc"!"' "fl« "" '"o
just about given yiuX^,* ofT ^^ *^»'« '»»'^

ang^"
"""* '^^ °- ""^i^ess," b^^tut the mate

«. * No .^te"":^ ST'? r''""«'«'>n was to-
and called Wn^. of^^^ ''/"^ '"^ ''"«<'»
right to address a chLTr^ 'if

^* »«<:«'. liad the
tke time to S4t it ^^ V""- ^" 'l^' *»» not
become rnihingSuhn^ehrt^f,^' '^'' '»<' ''^'totly
and the sanJ^J^^^t^"^ *.^

""* "* ""»"•
wth dignified c^tempt ^' *** » ^™8e dog,

anfiSr^.^r-Xtrnr^"-'-'"'-.
wiistle a popular afc

"''''' '»' » ^P*" and to

I
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The pitching of the ship rendered both feats impo!
of graceful accomplishment, and, after a moment o
he found it the better part to retire to a corner and su
the scene, wearing the while an expression of amused
on his face. Owing to the darkness nobody could see
clearly, but the expression was there—he could feel

and the knowledge comforted him.
Yes, he could afford to laugh now at all these igno

and pretentious persons who, having been reared an
the dirt of the forecastle, were now spending the remai
of their lives in trying to forget the fact. They m
pace the bridges of ships for ever, looking at not
through telescopes, and the ignorant might gaze at t

and wonder ; but his owner was now fully aware
it was not they, but men such as he, Mr. Bidgood,
did the work on board a vessel.

What skipper was there among them all who, in an h
could have cut a hole in a quarter-inch iron plate as

had done ? True, he had bashed his thumb severely (

or twice during the operation, but nothing else coulc
expected when one had to work in a bad light on be
of a pitching ship. His had been the first blood she<
this terrible business. He wondered whose would be
last. The luck had been with them so far, in spit<

Captain Porter's mismanagement of affairs in the eng
room. But he would think no more about that. It
poor work abusing a man when he was down. Past en
were better forgotten ; in the future lay his concern.
tried to put on the mantle of a prophet, but found i

hopeless misfit. For the life of him he could not i

imagine what lay in store for them. Everything ]

taken such a very different course from the one he 1

expected. There were no cut throats, no bloodstaii
decks, no bindings to the foremast, hangings from ya
arms, walkings of planks, black flags with white ski
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stonn. and the general LT^t V*^*' '^^' *°d the

deck. •• IVe ^fC^o^to h^^
"'" ^ P^'-^l^e

«.d am now going to toke rpU^e^aT't" '"k""'all right ?
" ^ ^ '^^ * °**- Everything

hoIdi,« on to theiSS
' **'''™«' Thomas Todd,

"Tii^ton'twS;,*^?^ *r: ^- ^'*°«' '-""ed.

^
" They won"°^^ Ttt'liZV^r'

Thomas Todd said, wZderfl,^;.!,^^^ *f/ «">
f^"a good deal to that Malay woZTwS,' ^ '*'^'«

cabm, and, do you know Mr ^J!.^ 7f ""« '» ""e

be safe as longL J^^Z^^^^^^^ "^^-e we shaU
to me that she stoU it."

P'™P""W- She confessed

,'.'

J
"'™ '^'d that," Mr. Bidgood said

-itfhVjr;,.trti- r---
Tmgle and his crew are on the^v to ih, ^S?^ ""'
raise a rebellion, and that they <3„tV„ !v

'^PP"'' '»

«n. produce tha. picture 7^^'^,'^ '^
natives. Even Tinrf.-. j.ii

" **• ^liow the

^-^pect that tt is W anH^^^Lf" "^^ " ^«°«,
for tte last4 or two X^"' T- r*^''"^

*<> ^« it

anxiety to have ttat^,^ " "^^ *^^'^ ^^ «> much
ordhjy ? " ^* "* °' >"""" Panted. Isn't it extra-
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i ^

I f

irnJ^ " S^^
havent got either I

" exdaiired Mr.
good. Serve 'em jolly right, sir

"

Thomas Todd earnestly. " Don't drop the picture 2the deck anywhere. Make it very secure. Er-tu
well m.
Mr Bidgood did so, and the contact of it kept

wakeful aU the evening. When he sat down in the «
later on to take a little light refreshment, the at
ranmder he received took away half the taste of
Deer Chafing, he paced the deck through the wat
of the mght refusing even the owner's invitations Udown for a bit.

He said that he never sat down whUe on duty, and
tone he said it in was so stem that Thomas Todd
proached hunself for daring to make such a suggestioi
Breeze and sea slackened gradually as the hours v

on and at last the vessel merely rocked. The two 1had long ago gone away to their cabin to try and glittle res^ The mate was snoring on the Xn setand the owner lay m a long chair with a rifle at his sand to all appearances asleep.

cJw T^? ^^ "^^ '^'^^y *1"^«*' ^'^^ as thoisunk into .Imnber. worn out by the violence of the stoiThe slow revolution of her engines told a tale of wearin.
her regularly creaking woodwork sang a song of peaceBut still Mr. Bidgood restiessly paced thf po^'^
awake and very uncomfortable. He had paused fr
tune to tune m the darkness and moved the picture I
without any permanent effect. His vague contempt

i

Till """r . ^^ ""^'^ ^"' "^^^y ^^°^ ^n ^cti

fnH h Jf ""''"' P"^"""^ ^" oU-painting befoiand he vowed he never would again *-
e "

Somewhere about dawn, when the 'darkness hwig abo
the ship hke a shroud, and the very funnel was invisibl
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CHAPTER XXIII

1
1

" shouted Mr. Bidgood excitedly, and thei
as nobody answered him, and as, to all ai
pearances, the Susan Dale had merely slid u

on a sandbank and was not a bit damaged in the pre
cess, he hurriedly adjusted his picture before taking an;
further proceedings.

By th^ time he had finished fumbling there was som
show of disturbance about the bridge. A light or s
flitted along, carried by invisible hands. He heard 1

cracked voice shouting. And as he ran to rouse the owne
the engines suddenly slackened, stopped, and then wen
off furiously astern.

" I must have dropped asleep," said Thomas Todd, rising
and rubbing his eyes. " Is there anything happening 1

Dear me 1 I've mislaid my rifle. Have you seen it any
where ?

"

"We've run aground somewhere," Mr. Bidgood ex
plained, breathing heavily.

" Rua aground I
" Thomas Todd exclaimed. " Im-

possible I I thought we were in the middle of the ocean.
Where's Mr. Dixon ?

"

He saw the chief engineer move away towards the
companion, and then ran quickly to the side. In the
intense darkness the swiriiag water could just be dis-
tinguished below. Patches of white foam thrown off by
the churning propeller floated on the surface, dimly

J '-n.
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The increased commotion about the bridge was nowbecoming veiy noticeable. A sound of vok^ SidT
of the propeller, and among them, by its cock«Tnotp^

even from that distance that the colonel was at fWintensdy surprised and grieved by the pretome„t^nwhich he found himself, but later on his vofce tc^k on ^more fluteJike tone, and from this it m^t ha^e ^en^ised that some means had been foufd tt'ILt?

ha?l?^ ?' ""^ detennining just then whether the shiphad struck on an ocean shoal or on the coast altL^^h

w^^rv cW K w' "^^ *° ^^^^^«* th^t the land

Z .M^* T^'
^"* ^^ ^' ^°"»*s Todd would he wasnot able to descry the slightest sign of it.

But wherever the Susan Dale had struck fh^r. .

anon the lowering of a boat foUow^ by the raWe rf th^"indlass forward indicated that those ta cWe tad ™t
Z.'^rZt'i^

--endeavouring to^.^L'^iSi

w»t on gravely. " They had a clear conrsT Not a shJS

ttere ttr °' «" '^*'>" «'y »«« of Manila if tS-^here they were bound for. Do you think there's any

41
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possibility that Captain Porter forgot to teU them twe altered the compasses ?
" *

"Dear me I "cried Thomas Todd. " How carelessme I I forgot about that."
"There was a look about the sea yesterday a lavthe water that puzzled me." the mate said. " fwas so

another ,t slipped my memory. Miss Clatworthy ha! ,h^ saying that she particularly noticed yesterrv tthe sun set right over the stem "
y^sreraay tl

n«^* ^^^ """ '"'' ='««ri°e east, whereas tPhd,pi«,^ „«.e north^t," explained the mate.

»„H *^fy
l^™ their sextants and their chronometeand so on," objected Thomas Todd. " I know t^vh»v

them from malang such a mistake "

.hilv"^" '"v "* * *^'^''" the mate said. " Bttmks he can bnt he can't. And it strikes me now^ to consider that they must have be* monSnmth the compasses themselves. Otherwise, whyS
_" Was he hanging about the bridge ? "
I kicked him 08 twice myself. Of com«. T bn.„

nothing about aU this at the toe. I wisTThad^I^contmued bitterly, after a pause. " You'Hever i^e gt

pmtmg up with It makes me sick. Fair play is what
1 hke to see, and you haven't played fair b/th^"
•• IEZ^' 1°"^' ^"^ "^^ **' " ^<* ^-"^ Todd.

rn ^ ,; , .
***''^'*' •"««' -listressed. Believe meI d give aU I have to undo it."

"eueve me.
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" I've ^oi'tn ^r^^^^^^
nri^,^? ? "" ^''^ "^^^ ^ *^k of you; and that's

sr ttt iTiry^^atTx^r ^^^^^^

VJ^t's the benentVyo^r^^onl^To^uToV? \Tt
Thomas Todd made a feeble sound.

I m speaking to you as man to man," cried Di»»n

al~'""S,™""7t "» '™S"- The ship-; h^d an^'S
tht hw I^ -fl"'"" «fll make a week of h« By
M D-i ^" ''•^ "^^^ »"<> no longer in your nav "

von " "^M ^h
* 5'onr "ages all right, if that's whafs worryine

SL" ;tti™
••'^ °' * ''»"« 8^> «ke Miss Amerton in

M::p^XK ^^-m^r^ift^-Hrrs;
her I would only yesterday." ' *"'''

,^h
"

?!v'*
**** *=*" *''«"'s nothing more to be said "returned the mate. " I^ you lul, that's all/'

'

Todi.'-^is'saTn^r,^--''^
-•'• ^^ I^-omas

the"*^ "^^Si'fiu:^' l'""^ <Ji«onsolateIy againstuc rau L»ayiight filtenng m over the edge of the waHh

St'Sl'^d^Jat^"'"""""*"^^-''^^^^
fhTH',.: • i ^''^y *' "inter milk, and it revealed

til
.fij

)|1

i!

H
•i !
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"
n ^'^ f '^ S!'^^™'"'

^o'"" Todd.

you ^^t ? ?S;e , "
'"" ""^""y- " "'• Todd I O

^MVhere d. yo, .-..k „e are. Mr. Di,„n p ••
,he o«„e,

Sai^lar.S;!.^^^":^^*,'^,* --. .„ ^e^^ „„ the

mistake about the magnetewl can't hi '"'T'^"
**'

" What, the land wh«, .L ^ Tv ^ ^^J^^ere else."

Mr. Bidgood in aM,^„n„
l>«d-hunters live ?

•• asked

indangl^.'^^^Xr- ^^'^y^^*^*^

nightiy service. fhfSe ^Tann": S^'.h""-
* '"''

was very near the land
»» " a rule their course

Meanwhile the tips of gold had grown to quivering



suddenly,

1 tried to
it rumble

OH. MR. BIDGOODI

! owner

.^
283

f^;-^"*^ *^? '"" ^°^ gloriously. The mist dispewed

«* !,-«, *v P^ '^^ ®"* *o sea on either side^thm the curved pedestal of a ridge of sa^ge WUsThe whole country was to all appearanc^ oneS for^t

^ZT "k
''^ ^' ^^^^^'^"^ ^"y^here. ^tShX'might have l^n a clmnp of cocoanut pahns st^ at^!edge of a sandy beach, grey-trunked and^o^To^w

a background of impenetrable green
^ '*

tidily.""'"
^^^'' ^""^ ^ P^'"^''" '^' '"^t^ ^bse^ed saicas-

' I^'sBritish sou, so I've read in the encyclopaedia Sowe shall have legal redress if we're inteS^th^pomted out Thomas Todd. '

TTie tramping of feet forward sent them scurrvine toshelter behind the sodden cushions. Mr. SdSS^ouehtrefuge at the back of the companion, wherfh^tSthe tmie by levelling his rifle quicki; at the tot?of t^
ventdatorsforthesakeofpractice. H^ wastU ^^1;^^when Helen came running up the staire.

^P'^V^

«n w^"^'?.T ^^^^^ ""^^y *^"&^* or I should have beenup More." she said, and then enquired what he waldohg

the ^- i""^
^^""^ ^"'" '"^^^^"^ Mr. Bidgood. "From

•• mv ff""
"'"""^ *^^y '"^y ^o"^« ^y time.''Why did you not call me ? " she asked.

Mr. Bidgood said fiercely that he did not think it ««o

oagos. In his sky-blue unifonn he looked very warlikT

for his enemies
;
an expression which became intensifiedwhenHelen pointed out that the rifle he held w^^'^y^

" Oh, Heavens
!
" he heard her exclaim, as she slipped

ul

' J--
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^or^°:^^i^,. "-—-^ *-at see™,

fh^w ?°?'"^ '" 'P"« 0' the discomfort in «

fiot herald ^,'*"- .
">* (^""tog breeze «;^h"yeuow Hair and blew a strand or so about her foreli

S?r» i^^.",***
'""'^ ** *''« '»<™«t left Mr Bid.

r^ C^ •""" ""' ""P 'y**-^ her with v^l
hT?!!

S"" '" a woman was, in his opinion ma
wh^ hT""? P**"' * '"^"'e inconvenience to C^who had not any. But on an occasion lilce the n^Uttle devemess was eitirely allowable, nay ev« dS^AU of them were doing their little bit ; heS S*
H m'^^J r""- ^' "' "er'knowT^I S1^
mcJctrb ff

1' ^' '"r"-
"^* ^' had fou^d his rtmcocked but, as he reflected, a man cannot know eve

Sv ?W ""fH^^'
'd' ^«" more irritaS had™

^^7^ ^ '"'^ '» 6° off »">«> required A Bt

^f^r» T* *°.^ "hen she went foZrd and ^
deL^ A« ""r? *'""' *he miserable state of Sdefmces. Aftc r aU, he suffered in good companyThe owner was now in trouble S<«nethS^^bout 1

£X sitdTKKk^rfshrtn^^rti

^^... ^^^ffrLfr's^The'^rs'"^^

u.^t^^z td 'p::rsIf h"**

ft^X' s^l "^"^ '*"' " hand to brmg them up

ii
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Yes, there is." the mate panted " n,-.

.

attack us
! You couldn't see fr^!5' ^^^ '^ ^°^°S *^

But they're movine aU tS Ko T^'^^°"^^'^^*^°ding-
we can't foeonTL" ^"""^ ^"* "^ ^^^^ «> «S

bmg^nothl? cusWo?"^'
''^- ^'''^' ^-««caliy grab-

todrrtt^!^^d%;irmT^^^^^^^ ^^^*' ^^n
During the rough weaSeT oftht

"" ^' Perturbation.

with a certain amoC of Llt„L^.
had contemplated it

climax seemed ah^^t upo!?'^hr^*;-
,^"* «°^ that the

to trouble him. Ile^L^ZJnT' ^A**"^"*
^«^^° ^egan

and at Helen's dir^tTon l^if "f "^^^ ^ ^'^"^^^^S hand,

line next to the m^lf ^
"^*" ' P^^*^^° '° ^^e firing

The sun, now half-wav un the. cU, u x

i>«fe in a sort of plSd f^« su^;5**'
"P"" *' •^•««'

moisture from her dXS *"« "P '""y <Jr<>P of

hue of the Wn^tTLS'i?" t"^ *"'

brown. The £y would h^ve pro^'1oT°T^ "*""

were it not for the fart th.^i T^ '0 be a hot one

>»n,c of black d*o^'*^d*X^r^„ Z ^t'^^'^Vsky. driven forward by the ZmTT Z^^ °™ *'

a":^;:;d!trshi-S^sn!;r.

"P.the^iie.!td'hetySrdif--^- I
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hear the engines start at any time. When they did i

^^hlv f« ^K
*^' °^' ^^"^^ h^^« handled enso roughly as these were being handled. As he hslto their violent knocking he felt a strong d^L

S^7^.^d ask Evans what he thought he wis dAnd bs helplessness against the desZlio^Zji
least of the circumstances that conspired to raii inan ata^t unbearable agitation during^he ne.t h"ur ,The engines revolved for some fifteen minutes wi

a muffled lion, the steering chains rattlJd violeXhe W Dale trfembled from stem to stem

Dudge from the shoal of sand that had taken her tobosom m the early hours of the morning.
"' *"

nKc
^*'^/" "e^«^ set her off with the wind as it i

^1oL^r^"'° -s lyin, nextThS. 1seemed to be the opinion of the mutineers also for wlthe engines stopped, as they did a mlent later ^
irthi'rrrr^p* ^^^^^ *° Aoat'he v^^: *s

uL -^ t f '''*^°*' ^"^ ptoses a captive afVhe ^an^it^shewed signs of rising and devour^lel '^M
Black clouds gathered in the sky. threatening fisun. whose fieiy rays seemed to havT^kk^^^nT? /

r o'^i.
'^^TT ^^'^^-X sto^ Pped^^^^^aiid on their way to become foimidable. They broke «the stem with a roar and raced along the v^'lclth^r tops almost level with the gunwfle

' ''^'

in a'sSed'^^Ur ^"' ''' '' ^^-'" ^'^ *^« -*.

asS' buT;i!w- "°*' ""^ " ^"^^^ ^°^^^^^d him. and one.agam but this time rendered feebler by the vdnd tZfloated aft the insistent somid of marcWng meT



A moment had come wh^n *v,^ —• ~,

conscious of extran^J^° '^.T" T*"° >*
with awful intensitvon Z l!!^ •

""aMtrated itseU

those fourpS l^^it,'5f?*»
"fr""* <" »• For

the sun no^^'S S:^'!'^^^^.."!*^^''
Pwnt. the wind ceased, and tCWT^ '**™«
they heard was the m^ of tlHL^ "f.""" **• '^
of men tramped aft th«, ™i "."" "°*«» ""dy
of thdr rifle tel^'andfhetLrcIv' **""^ '"»
of the aUey-waysfrom whJh^. •

"''«™ous openings

of murderousXk ll^lt'T ""f
**"' "°* » »*«»»

ubo^ hean'stgS:,"^^ d^,^4'';^rt"^-oling hands sought Dain/iill„ .„ .^ seconds. Trem-

weapons held in theT S ZT"^J^ aim of the

untaatlasttheburf^neoSf
""' .7°"* "^^ »"y»~.

ceased, and irJ^nTTt^'^^^tT^'T^
cabminthestarboardaUey-wav to^rLi ^ ""'"'ost
a white flag.

^ ^' ^'^ suddenlywas thrust

Mr^S.Jgl^tnlir'H*''"^'*- " Another white flag I"
br^he nt^Hnc?-^f70- ^^. and begaf to

feet I^e. «ggera«dT„lv» tr„gJ'^:'Cr
"^

a h^^tr^ v4r*MrBirj" '»''•;'*"^

»

up, and, clasping his tand L ?^ ™" "''» '^ach

Colonel TiMle and Sk^ '"V'
"^ »"> ^«lter.

entrance oMte ^ev^T^ ^""P"^ ^PPeared at the

Ihey were bott ofST^ ^« "*^. *°*»«^ '"e™-

particular appSrM «1 Sp'^b^^*^' ^»el in

he was passing through iTwTS ^ ?'"""« *™es
' Do you^ento or LT' k ' ^ ""'^' *'«' 'Pol^-
• We do nT'amwel?tV ^'

i"*""' " ^*em tones.
• We cMt Lh """^ T^dd promptly.We can t hold our men any longer," said tte colonel
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i\

" If you don't hand over the picture we shaU attaionce and your blood be on your own heads."
What terms do you offer ?

"

J/J t"^r '^'" ,*^ ^"' *° ^*«^«*«« your sal.

Sate '^^utTr'^'
""''" ' ^'°^ ^^"*^**«<«

canaba. But I don't promise anything." It was ito the meanest intelligence among them%hat hHa
confidence m what he was saying. Indeed, he sc

J

attempted to conceal the fact. Nevertheless. flLS^
stooped and whispered to Helen. She shook ber
vigorously, and then turned to Mr. Bidgood

We rely on you." she hissed. " Eveiythine dervon you. SeU your life as dearly as possibirbut dgive up the picture."
I'^^oifs, out (H

Mr. Bidgood nodded dismally.
"We won't surrender." cried Thomas Todd.
Then sound the attack. Don't waste any more timcaUed out Canaba.

^ ™

iirr^%''';^».^"°!'!^
"^" *° P""^ down into shellMr. Bidfeood heard her whisper. Something very endear

^2^;. ^'^'T^
the owner's almosilco^eS?^

On his other side the mate was babbling furiously aS
nothmg.soitseemedtohim. Plainly they had Jvenall hope, and so. for the matter of fact, had he. for evhis aigmeenng training in dealing with emergJnd^ ^proving usd^ at that desperate moment, lea^iL
helpless as the rest of them. His brain was now v^,on lunacy and mider the wild governance of insTh

L?" Z^ "^**°'*' *^°"S^' b"t «>°»e irresistibforce coming from outside, so he always said, thatTwavehim to his feet andmade him leap the iil andn^\X^^
the alley-way. No power within could ever have soS
jTii ?\T * ?"PP^*' J**^^^ ^^^ a°d thithei' ovethe deck at the end of a string that was held by F^e

It was Fate, so he told them afterwards, that mad(



U attack at

•ur safety,"

Nation with
t was plain

he had no
lie scarcely

omasTodd
her head

him dash into the allev-wav nn/i uu *i.

'

feir Md «,ua« in tteS U 1 r f*""^'^ ^"W*

CMm, Md flourish it in tt. aTr
*^ •""' '^

And wlien tliey nislied at w™ k fiT '" '""* "' *•"">•

»d tw, of tJf^:^.*.:,^'-,,;^™ " over the ^d..

to shelter,

endearing

ent reply,

sly about

given up

for even
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instinct,
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» exalted
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,t made
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CHAPTER XXIV

IN
the miUe that followed, Mr. Bidgood must h
borne a charmed life. Chinese firemen, so
tells the story, rushed at him from every p(

of the compass, all of them yelling diabolicaUy,
of them intent on revenge. The number of grinn
faces he remembered having seen and hit during sc
ten seconds increased with the passing years until
figure reached was almost past belief. He would hi
been torn limb from limb, he says, but for the fact t
he seized a flying pigtail and, whirling the man at
end of it round his head, cleared a passage for himself s

Neither party was able to fire because of the danger
hitting their friends.

How long the fight lasted he does not know. But t
much is certain : never was a completer victory w(
He cooled down to find himself standing against th» po
bulkhead with the end of a pigtaU clasped tight in 1

hand and the deck bare of his enemies. The last of th«
was yet visible, running up the ladder to the bridge de
and still yelling hideously. " Come up ! Come up, ^
Bidgood," his friends cried to him from above. WiUii
hands were stretched out to help him, but he waved the
away and ascended to the poop by the bulwarks.
" You brave man I

" cried Helen, ahnost embracing hii
And the rest of them acted in more or less the san
manner. They meant to be very flattering, no doubt, bi
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were.
*^ ^*^ "o need to shew they

"You've saved our lives," burst ouf h i

"^F^r'Ji'
*'^

'f''
^' -o'tions long restS'

"^"^
For the second time," said Thnmo. t ^j

*

into it, overcome Sa t;^' "^'/^ ^ ^^*' ^^^ sank
of his late exertfonT

^'"^ ^''"*"^' ^^e result

" How have I saved your lives ? " h« o i, ^ ,
a weak voice. "® ^^^ed at last, in

" How ? " exclaimed the matP " t. ^
you hear the noise ?

" Turn and see. Can't

of the broken sea lav oni nA», l '^"^^ '" *^^ "^^^^
was turned to^lril^^^eZp^^t^^^^ "^^^ "" *^«^<>

rowing desperately, yet even "« M o!.'"""
^" ^^^ ^^^^

save the picture vou thrpw r.ru .
^^^y ^ent to

bac. Mr^,pi»/^;Xr^ .^^ ""^ -•' «-

Helen continued " thT^f. ,.
^ '^' '*'"8 lowered."

W4 ^eyve^o.^^rrt&rci

I

j
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panic has seized the whole crew. Hear them yelling
a lot 01 fiends !

"

" You can see everything from here," cried Mary,
had run to the comer of the poop. " Oh, poor Col
Tingle 1

"

" What is it ? " asked Thomas Todd, rushing ofl

join her.

" He was trying to keep them back from a boat,
an awful Chinaman got behind him and pushed him o'

He picked himself up, and shouted, and drew his sw<
and then another of those dreadful creatures threw
empty beer bottle, and it knocked him down again,
is lying in the scupper with his half-caste servant bend
over him."

And they're lowering another boat !
" cried the ma

" Well, a good riddance, whatever happens."
" Yes, but what about us if we want to leave ourselves

asked Thomas Todd. " TeU me that. There's only <

boat left now."
" You take my tip and stick to the ship," said the ma

" This wind won't last for ever."
" Look, the second boat is clear of the ship ! " Ma

cried. " Packed with firemen and sailors ! What a wa\
I'm sure they will sink—I'm sure they will sink !

"

" Is there any sign of Evans aboard of her ? " enquir
Mr. Bidgood, from his seat over against the skylight.
"I don't see him," Mary answered. "One of tl

Europeans is in the boat." She turned again and look
intently. " Oh—I'm not sure ! Who is that in a stra
hat sitting near the stem ?

"

'' How is he dressed ? " Mr. Bidgood asked impatient!
*| In a hideous coloured blazer, half green, half yellow!
" There is only one man outside of England with a co£

Uke that," muttered Mr. Bidgood. " What is he doing ?

he asked.
*
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" Nothing."

knL^the%nn''
"^^\^"°"gh." Mr. Bidgood said. " I

''hI^^ n . /
""^^ ^°"^ ^^°'" ^^ cried indignantly

ADiackleg! A disgraceful reptile ! Don't you go iudrinewhat engineei^ are like by him. Miss Clatworthy tS

but they've pushed her o« I ShU |ot oS^f3,^^^^^^^^^^^

Wr r Th
'"'

'""*n^'
*'^ ^^^P •' ^^' I can'tok anylonger

!
They may all get drowned I

" ^
nf K i ^u"

^'*^°°'*' ^"^"'^^ ^^°"^ bis temporary weaknessof body by the shock of the second's desertion ZZled^^entirely equal to looking for himself. The first ObjectS
The th"dW?" )' "r ^"' ^*^PP^^ *o *h« 'S wasthe third boat lying broadside on in the trough of the seawith a tangled mass of natives in her. some of whom w^^'

waier anead both the other boats were visible stP^rin^ra drunken course towards the shore, where y^UowbrSfoamed against a yellow beach.
breakers

Clouds fled across the sky. Cloud-shadows chased th^

obsL'atdv^h*':
^- ^^' ^^*^^"^^ *^« -n ^mlon

the for^^of ?h. '
^"' ';''*^'^'"^ ^^^^ "^i«"te. and

t.nH^r. i ^
'^^''^' ""^ *^^ •^«««« ^"^'^ by no meanstended to decrease. The vibration of the stern as th^v

anTetnTS bT^ 7^"^
'"^^^ -d mrinltttna even as Mr. Bidgood joined the others at the rail a

the a^hke a parachute, plopped „,-.h a d.,11 sound u^"

b^'r'^Y..""^""'
"^^••' ^^ M^-y- " Is it going to

ill

i
,
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' >

Not very, perhaps." said the mate, turning to look (

to sea, but Thomas Todd, studying his face, found v<
little in its expression to reassure him.

" Now, Mr. Dixon, tell me ; don't you think we ou§
to make for the land, too ? " he asked again, in a to
which he strove vainly to render unconcerned.

" And be at the mercy of those people ? "
cri

Helen indignantly. Most certainly not. I'd rati
die."

That was the answer she gave Tingle when a little lal
he picked himself up from the scupper and ran aft, lookii
thoroughly frightened, to interview them.
"I have not time to argue !

" he shouted in retui
dancing m agitation. "The last boat leaves in U
mmutes. Come, if you want to. It is suicide to rema
here. Skinner says so."

" We're not going—that is, just now," Thomas Toe
answered.

" You always were an obstinate fool. Drown and 1

damned to you !
" he shrieked, and turning, ran forwarA heavy wave caught him in his passage along the low(

deck and knocked him sprawling. They heard his hig]
pitched curses as he picked himself up and scramble
towards the boat, about which a few excited Malays wei
dancing attendance. They saw Skinner and Bunn das
from the aUey-way, and ascend to the upper deck carryin
armfuls of clothes, obviously snatched blindly from thei
cabms in the hurry of departure. The boat was alread
swung out on its davits, and after a moment's turmoU th
whole party threw themselves aboard and began to lowe
away at the blocks. The tops of the waves slashed force
fully against her underside whUe she descended, sendini
out fountains of spray.

" If they miss unhooking they're done for," cried th(
mate, watching her descent criticaUy. But the Malay;
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at her bow and stern drew the pins on the instant, and
sne floated free.

"Good-bye. Todd." howled Tingle, with an assumption
of being at his ease, as the boat floated by. " You'll never
see Peckham again. Ah, you didn't think I knew !

"
" Good-bye."
" Good-bye." shouted the mate. " I hope you'll likeBo iCO.

" What do you mean by Borneo ? " yelled Tingle. They
saw him bend down hastily and consult with Bunn " Bunn
IS quite certain it's the Philippines." he shrieked. " He
knows the coast well."
" All right," shouted the mate.
" I'm certain it's the Philippines." shrieked Tingle, in

great excitement. " It is the Philippines, I'm certain."
he shneked again.

And as the boat receded towards the shore he was still
to be seen engaged in excited coUoquy with Bunn.
Those on the wind-swept poop must have stood for

nearly five minutes watching her, in spite of their own
hazardous position.

Some of them, if Mr. Bidgood understood their con-
versation aright, even hoped that she would reach the
shore safely. Well. so. for that matter, did he. Mr. Bidgood,
when he came to consider it. There were head-hunters
ashore there. He hoped their knives would be bluntA bloodthirsty ruffian, so he is." he growled, looking
after the boat with the others.

"Captain Porter!" said Helen suddenly. "We've
forgotten all about the captain !

"

It was Mr. Bidgood who found him locked away in an
empty cabin near the mess-room, and bursting with a
desire to be revenged on somebody.

" But it's not my fault." explained Mr. Bidgood. having

m

',
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Ustened for some time to the torrent of abuse that soo,

wth obvous unpatience to Mr. Bidgood's confused r«
tlk tw " "'^ ^'^ "'"y Parted to the engto^m

Mr. Bidgood confessed that he had not.

"Down to the^nC-LnTt;^ tt SS!:^ t^^where youVe been busy."
^ **"• ^'"'

" I've been dotof no such thtoc " declare,! m, dj j
in todignant ton« •• ti... T^' '"*'"«<' Mr- Bidgood

don't bflieve ityl can^r^""' """" ^'- « V""
u \.

X^'^^e «. you can go and count 'em for vnnrc^i/ "

..ptapCIJ^/r-X^TJeX^;:.— the

id^ 'L7l"f
"!'"'' "• ^''e^d """d not the foggiest>dea, and as for mnocent looks, he would have sS
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to offer such things, even had he possessed them. He said
as much to the company, but they maintained a scared
silence.

" Are you going about your duties or are you not ?
"

roared the captain. " I want no palavering from any-
one. ^

Mr. Bidgood. in his extreme indignation at being accused
of something so indefinite that he was unable to deny it
might have been led into a mutinous reply had not the
owner sprung forward and taken his arm.

nr
?*^?'.* •^"^'^''^

' ^
®"*'"®^* y*""' "^^^'^ <l"^"el

!

" said
Mr. Todd, in .; . v . ^ice as he dragged him away. " The
captain is evidently unstrung in a most extraordinary
manner by his confinement."

"
What, dotty ? " asked Mr. Bidgood, in an awed whisper.
Sornething of the sort, I'm afraid. We must humour

him. Anything rather than unpleasantness between us
at such a time as this."

So Mr Bidgood. after throwing a frightened glance over
lus shoulder at his superior, and receiving in return a look
that seemed amply to confirm the owner's fears, clambered
down by the bulwarks and made his way forward with
as much speed as the waves, which were now constantly
mvading the ship, allowed him to.

They were terrible waves, now, monster billows that
roUed in from the ocean with a grand air of irresistibUity
yet the Susan Dale, although she trembled from stenl
to stern at the shock of their charge, still bore up like a
rock, her side-ports opening and shutting as they freed her
flooded decks, her belaboured hatches so far intact The
alley-ways were all awash, but as yet no water had pene-
trated the engine-room, except that a little spray was now
wowing m at intervals through the skylight and wetting
thegratmgs and the tops of the machinery.
With a certain amount of satisfaction Mr. Bidgood

i

^•i
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P«...o„. The sand seemed .„T4 t» dL ^ Siher. the waves and wind too ereat a f^r.!T *^

Tr^^h^^st"'r v^f-^^ ^
-""

le^kT^^lW f
'*^^'"' ^^'^^s '"'ght be pumped

auaer ana a hand finnly grasping eithe
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rail. Spots of rust had invaded these raUs. as they had
the remainder of the polished work ; but his engines, so
far as a first glance informed him, were much in the same
condition as before.

It was hours since he and they had been parted, hours
that seemed like weeks. He had expected to find his old
fnends altered, bearing some signs of the ill usage they had
suffered in his absence. A nut missing here, a guide face
scored there, or perhaps the white metal run out of some
gland-packing or other. But a close inspection of the
front of them—and he went round with a lamp in his hand,
as alert and suspicious as a general on night duty—failed to
reveal anything to which he could take the slightest excep-
tion. They were very still and stolid, so still, in fact, that,
when the dull sound of the waves beating outside ceased
once and again, he could hear, as at a microphone, the slight
swish of water in the bilges, and the tap-tap on the iron
platform plates as condensed steam dripped from leaky
joints.

'

Now that the temperature of the engine-room had lessened
there was an ooze of water everywhere, wetting the floor
as though a fine rain had fallen, covering the iron skin
of the vessel with a multitude of tiny drops that glittered
as the light from his lamp passed over them. The tunnel
walls dripped like a cave, and like a cave they loudly echoed
the sound of his every movement. In that low and narrov
passage, seemingly endless, insulated from the noise of the
world by a double thickness of iron and many feet of cargo
with dark shadows fleeing before the light of the lamp and
following hard behind, alert, intangible, threatening, a
spectre army, fear suddenly attacked him. He stood for
a moment in its icy grip, and then, whistling loudly
went on.

o j.

It occurred to him very pressingly that should the sea
break in here he would be drowned like a rat. At the idea

II

^\ *t
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"Bty bulkhead and sci^w^ n-LP""" """Sing on
•ten. gland in order to k^^Kt*"? '* "" ">"' <"
in from the se^ Alc^^^ V'''

** "**" "»' spur
»to spray „„ .he dii^trjiSHnT"" •^^ "-"
the slippery phnks of the fl^r r'n? ""'' "*"'"S-
drenched. But hework^^k, '"l.^o^^t orsohev
fet on one side a^d S. onT',?''' P'^^^W^'Pam
Sland unta the spout beSm^^^^^r' '"""S "<»« *

nere drip. And S. tteW, i"?"*'
*"^ *''» «<=««

With the sudden <LrtaeX?P'„t'-l»d went out.
He dropped his tool hastiir,„/l i^

Possession o/hir
to retreat. But at almS X^rf "" ""«'"' "o""-'.
*ith a hoarse cry. a bh?d dl. /I? "* ^'PP«d. an,
wa«s. the smoo^ shaft the In t *''^' "^i"
beavfly among the laee^ i*' f"'^''' "^kness, he fe
And somewhereStheZ^'n'" "« '™»«' «<«

gathering over the waste „f f •
" °' ^'^J' "^"""d that wa

•hip. the sun in^S^'^j"^:,!T"' «<> *he batter^
«nith. and began itsiT^^r """"""^ '<" 'h'

^^
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CHAPTER XXV

IN
ignorance of the awful suspicion that hung about
him. a suspicion that made the muscles of the
owner and the mate grow tense at his approach,

and the hearts of the two girls bound with relief as he
retreated. Captain Porter, active and alert, and with a three
days' growth upon his chin, disappeared into the saloon
for a few minutes, and on coming up again, paced the
poop, stamping his feet as though on every plank there lay
an enemy.

A continuous rain of spray and scud flew across the deck,
yet he seemed unconscious of the fact ; the sea roared and
roared again, but no keeper at the Zoo could have been
more unconcerned at the noise than he. There was an
expression of rage in his face that all the elements combined
were unable to rival. And when he clear, i his throat, he
did so in such a savage manner that the little group, cower-
ing under the lee of the companion, felt that they infinitely
preferred the noise of the howling wind.

" You see how we're landed through him." he shouted at
last, standing in a fierce attitude opposite them.
"Yes. yes, captain." said Thomas Todd soothinelv

" Quite so." ^ ^

"I don't know that it was carelessness." said the
captain. " Not at aU." He walked up and down again
and their eyes grew strained in watching him. " He planned
the whole thing

; I see it all now He must have

I
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for the past three da^"' he iiTta^IT*"""^'
approaching them. "Kentn,.* *"""« *>"!

sleeping. His ^nn, ki
"^ "* '""" «»«"g. kept me f

tun.S°grt!S°::^^"^"«*'«-"^"^oL?e5thecap..

ended," they heard lu'mm''""' k
"^ '^'"* *>» <>»'

«,fieree and restless as e"e? '
"' ^"^ "»» H^'

What is he tallcinK about ? " ^.i, j .,
ened whisper.

^ '^ *«''«• M«y in a Wgh
" Hush," muimnred Helen " w.-ii .• i.Wore long," she muttered io -n "^ '™«" »'

always do after a time aldTh-n". T ^"^^ " The

fone up. IVe nuS^ "veX^^ ^L' fh" *T1
""'^

thing is not to cross them " ""'• ^he gi«a

ll^.S^'UdtsJL'SS;"^ '" ** f-' '«"-'" aslcec

to inuSe^nlw "
""^ '"" '^- " " ""-^d be dangerous

'^.^iv^-'-'^-'^cCtor''----
"»«Sl^*astL:i;re^i<- ^-^ ---
He knew that She to^^fc-^::^^/;^^^^^^
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but could not help feeling a shade hurt. It pained him to
have done the wrong thing. The mate and Mary sitting
dose together at his side were very quiet. Considering
the distress and danger, they did not look particularly
unhappy. One- he thought he heard Mary utter an
exclamation, but her face when she turned was perfectly
expressionless.

t^ ^^ y

"I have some medicine for the captain in the cabin
"

Hden whispered after a while. " One of my rules is nevw
to travel without certain drugs."

_^;'
Really? How admirable." said he. " What medicine

'; An opiate, something to make him sleep. He'U com-
plain of thirst soon. They always do. Wait, and you'U
sec.

Encouraged by the news. Thomas Todd waited patiently
and watched intently. Signs of fatigue did become visiblem the captam after a time. He walked with a shorter
stnde and at a slower pace, and his expression of ferocity
somewhat abated in intensity. Helen's prophecy regard-
ing the course which the illness would take shewed wnple
indications of being correct.

al'^^tf^ ^l '^*^^' '^^^ ^" ^^' profession as she was
admirab e in the ordinary affairs of life. " A wonderful
woman, pomas Todd thought, looking at her out of the
comer of his eye. " Dear me ; I'm sure my mother would
have approved of her. So efficient, so very efficient I

"
She semed now to have forgotten her surroundings

forgoUen the fact that he sat beside her. so intensdy was
she absorbed apparently in this prospective patient. Her
fine determined face ahnost shone as she foUowed the
captain s movements and listened to the gruff exdamations
he let all fro^ tmie to time. Her eyes were at once cahnand pitying, and full of a fixed resolve. When at last sh^put a hand on Thomas Todd, he fdt no sense of dation at

'i

••IJ
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the act^but-kncw that for the moment he might cmto^I a piece of furniture. ,uch as the ann of a h«

" Now I
" she whispered.

m^L'T**" »f^ '^^'PP*** ^"^ ^^» ^ool^ng at \me<hU,vdy.' What about a bottle of beer- heenqu

marv^o^'
"'' ^^"^^ ^^^ ^* -«<»-• She

in:n'l^trJwt;r' ^^^^'"^-oneZ-sheord

he^rT' i^^"* *"u^
'°' ^"^ '^"°^^ *^« P^i' into the

wlt^.^"**
P*"'^ » '"e act of uncorking . bot

" Er, sometimes the weather is 8ne, captai... he addmafang conversation, "and sometimes-er-it is Z

, ".^"i*
*e don'tramd what weather we have so loneyou rehere. Captain Porter," said Helen, smilingconfiSThe captam-s suspicious glance feU on her. She ro^n

hole m the bulk head.
»""usn tJ

^" How did that get there? " he asked, pointing wil

TTiomas Todd explained that Mr. Bidgood cut itThe very name seemed to be enough " u^>.
'

1

the ship," deda^d the captain puW^'his g^'o^htable with a thump. • The Board of Trade "U ^v« p^
It. Carvmg holes in this, that, and the other. Whyd^^»^e one in the side ? " he demanded, with £,
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Thomas Todd, in a voice which he tried in vain to control,
said soothingly that he did not know one was necessary,
but that, if the captain wished to have one made, it should
be made.

" What ?
•• shouted the captain. " Want one ? You

must take me for a fool."

" Nonsense," cried Helen, in a cheerful voice. " Don't
get such stupid ideas into your head, captain." She
appeared at the opening for an instant and nodded en-
couragingly at Thomas Todd.

" Dear me, no I
" cried Thomas Todd in haste. "

I
should never consider the ideal I really think you're
extremely clever, yes, extraordinarily clever."

" Ho !
" said Captain Porter.

" I've never met your equal, no, when I come to con-
sider it I don't think I have. The most wonderful clever-
ness, and—er—brain power—marvellous I

"

" Now see, Mr. Todd," said the captain, looking ex-
tremely suspicious. "You're the owner, but, all the
same, I don't like my leg pulled."

" I mean it," said Thomas Todd desperately. " I can
assure you, I mean it."

" You're pulling my leg," observed the captain, with a
savage look.

" No, he isn't. Don't be stupid," cried out Helen. She
came out of the cabin and passed between the captain
and the table. " Excuse me," she said coolly.

Thomas Todd held his breath as he watched her. Pausing
for a second right in front of the captain, she poured the
contents of a small medicine bottle into the unfinished
beer. Horrible

!

" It's a tight fit," remarked the captain, who had been
leaning back in his seat to let her by him.

" Very tight," she returned, in bright, matter-of-fact
tones. The look of innocence she wore was so natural that

X

iV



°- aoquaiafancnhot "ev« LT^ f"''
"^^^

wouldn't believe fheTrLH^. P''^' unless he is.

public-houseJ Mr ToS" ' ^"^ """ «'»« d«

;;
Wten ? " asked Helen.

.. f^°^'
'^'y" replied the captain

a trLSLg^voi^'""""'
*"'•' -'•^'^-^ Todd

with Mr. Bidgood°"ft,^J''?u y°" "« » P^Mchot
"Not whm I'm i„ " *""*= Todd,

patience, '^e, S's i:"**"^
*"' ^P'^*"' » -"e i

"bWng his ey.^^^^::j;_^-^-^i and beg

oe^nj:^ fhe;e"si:rLt .s::;^;'''"
*-= -ptai

t.^et'Jfe;."'^' °'»—"«clain,i his listener bo,

rltS'lnrrsi-^r *^^o«o', hU little bine e.
ftiUy. ^ ^°"^se, he agreed doubi

"n: t"rth'^sin;rbi^r"'
*''"«•' -'»«'»•

the right place," cor^S^^VZ^, *"* " '"*« >«« "
not to play their gJeTJ^Z^^!^' ^ " detenninec

8-^- and emptied'it aL^'TX^ aTof d"«
"*"' "^^

The right place Ha i., i '. .
^-"fiance,

laughing horribly •- ^"'i! ' f'^^^ ~ <omas Todd,
" E^ceUent." Loed^H^r""

""^"

T*e captain gave then, both a hard, considering stare.

a=.i
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" Glass and glass aLor i :, what I believe in." he remarkedcunningly, afte a while. When I'm iinWng^th afeUow I don't 1: .e :o see hin get ahead of me and I do„'^
like to see mysdf ^^et ahead of him. sLT'wel^nt Jand have another ?

" "^ "P
The haste with which both of them proceeded to carrvout his wishes would have aroused suspicion in theStrusting bosom. The captain looked from one to th!other very sharply, and then leant back agTinsTth wluhis brow corrugated, his eyes puzzled, evidently deept'thought. He kept veiy stiU. After a time he liftSV

SrrSt-tfo^
"«^^ - ^'^ "^rtsSltseemed satisfactory. Was yours all right ? "

he en-

" Very good indeed," replied Helen
"Mine was a bit flat." the captain told them. " I had

^'r staX"'tl"/"''
"^^'^- ""'''' ^^'^^^ 'o^^tbeer standing too long-a great mistake. We'll haveanother." he added, rousing himself.

®

" Er—certainly." said Thomas Todd
" I haven't had any sleep for three nights "

went on

^L"Ti ?/^ ^'''' "^^''^^ '' another^Z
vtlud? " wt'nT '"' "^ ""^^^ ^^^^"S ^- headvigorously. Well have another," he said a^in ,„drowsy but determined tones. ^ "' '°

"He mustn't." whispered Helen peremptorily.
Will you open 'nother. Mr. Todd, or shaU I-awrightI— He rose and fell back into his seat agair^ Whv—don't you—open 'nother ?

"

^ ^^^
''Because you're very ill." Helen replied, in her best

S^rg^Sr;."^^- "^--y-'vegott'ogotosl^;

" What ? " said the captain, waking up a little " Whafdo you mean ? I insist on-having''n^ther. I-i„^^.^Hes going off." muttered Helen to Thomas S.
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" Get his pyjamas. You'U find a bundle of his t
under the berth in the cabin. I put them there lor saf
And as the owner disappeared she loosened her pati
coUarband, and then began to take off his coat. Ii
trained hands he made but little resistance, asto
ment and the drug combining, seemingly, to render
helpless.

" What are you doing ? " he growled, trying feebl
push her away. His eyes closed.
" There, there," said Helen, pulling off the coat. " Y

be better soon."

"You put something—in the beer," muttered
captain, half opening one eye.
" Nonsense," said Helen, with a smile.
" What you—do it for ? " enquired the captain, tr

hard to open the other eye. Thomas Todd came h,
" Can you find a jacket ? " asked Helen, with her i

round the captain's neck. " Be quick. I can't hold
up long."

"I believe this is one," said Thomas Todd, pui:
hastUy at the bundle. A small cash-box rolled out oJ
off the table, and on to the captain's lap. The capti
making a last effort, opened the other eye and saw it.

made to rise.

" Call Bidgood," he cried in a loud voice ; and then
back in their arms unconscious.

They drew the pyjam^ jacket on, and laid him out i

length, putting the bundle under his head.
" This is awful," said Thomas Todd, in an anxious voi

" Poor fellow ! Will he get better ?
"

"Sleep sometimes works wonders," said Helen. S
began to tidy up the saloon.
" I don't like his breathing," remarked Thomas Toe

listening.

" That's the noise they always make," Helen assuri
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him. " He's a big man. but I've given him a good dose.
This sleep will last for about twelve hours "

She went to the cabin and brought back a blanket

LT\^.''''^'
her patient, who lay like a log. with his

loX ^' "'''''*^ ^^' ''^"' '"'''^

" You needn't feel alaimed." she said. " I know whatim about.

.
,',' ^ ^°r

'*'' ^" ^""^ *^^ ^^*'" said Thomas Todd doubt-
luily. But— Poor fellow, poor fellow i

"
'' Do you think I liked doing it ? " she asked.
Oh no, of course not. Certainly not '

"

••Well what then ? " She came and' sat down near
hmi. You know it was a merciful thing to do. don't
you ?

o » .*«* V

" Most certainly." he said, in a troubled voice " But
are you sure he'll waken ?

"

fhl'
^^

T'^^i' '^^ ^"s^^'-^d- " What makes you think
those things ? You must be unstrung Your
expression quite worries me."

''Oh. I'm all right." he said, with a sickly smile

shoJiir^''"
^^^ ^'^ ^^^'^^' ^^^"^ ^ ^^"""^ '''' ^"^

on" y^! •

"u ?V^?* *^ ^^""^ *^""^^ ^t her touch likean electnc bell, but he did not.

'' Nr'no i"'

^^*'°'^'" ^*"' ^""""""^^ "^ overwrought."

"Yes you are. Do you think I can't teU ? You want

S:^'s p"; i?.^^'
^^^ "^^ ^^^ ^- ^ <^-' *-

voicf" "''?.•T"''* J*^"*Y^'"
he said in a bonified

vcHce. It s the air down here." he went on. " So stuffy

fw ^\T T^\" "^ '""^^ hurriedly, and left her sitting
there, with a look of irritation and astonishment on her

I"

i



-I

'i

;

; I

I

'tl

I

'h

^1

ii

l1

r-

!J

^1

:•'!

J'.;

m
I'

310 OH. MR. BIDGOODI

Hang the man I
" she muttered viciously at lenand nsmg flung the blanket over the sleeping captain

Meanwhile Thomas Todd had gained the top of
stainvay, and stood with his head poked out of the entra
breathing m the strong salt breeze.
During his absence in the saloon the weather had cham^e sun now shone through a big rift in the clouds, gi

'

the once gloomy waters a yellow, cheerful appearai
reminiscent of weak tea. Foam still capped the wa.
but It was a pleasant, jocular sort of foam, and even
line of breakers beating on the sandy flank of a cape t
jutted out into the sea half-way across his circle of vishad nothing menacing about them. So hopeful was i

garb of everything that had a canary burst into song 1

manifestation would have seemed entirely natural
Consequently, when he heard Mary giggle on the otl

side of the partition he was not surprised a little bit

^^

Oh no-no. no !
" said Maiy. in a soft voice.

^^
But. I say," protested the mate.

" There's no thunder about now." said Mary
I wish there was."

'' You're a cruel man to wish a thing like that."
I m not From the tone of his voice it seemed ;

If he were pleased she thought him so.
"I don't want anything more to do with you—no-

"Tut. tut
!

Dear me." muttered Thomas Todd "
should never have thought it of Dixon. Such a nice, quie
unassuming fellow, too. Well, well. But what can sh
see m him ? I suppose it must be animal magnetism,
must look It up in my enclycopaedia."
They were evidently still sitting with their backs agains

the partition, for it creaked shghtly
" I say-won't you caU me Jack ? " asked the mat.

passionately.
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" Why should I ? " said Mary in a faint voice. The
partition creaked again. "Very well then—since you
make me "

Thomas Todd continued to stand irresolute, half on the
deck and half on the stairs. " I wonder if I ought to
cough and let them know I'm here." he muttered. But
if he coughed it would disturb them, and they would not
like that. On the other hand, if he did not, he would
have to go back to the saloon, and he was sure he did not
want that, or otherwise why did he leave it ? He could
not stay where he was for ever, although it was very
pleasant there in the sun and warmth and brightness.
Spring was in the air, that was it. That accounted for
those two on the other side of the partition. No, they
didn't want him. And yet if he went below again' only
one thing could happen. Why shouldn't it happen?
There was an idea to play with ! He—Thomas Todd

!

What would his business friends think ? And what would
she say ? Oh, well ! Dear me !

Yet he was shivering a little as he stole down the stairs.
A delicious shiver

! He knew his mother would approve
of her.

She was sitting just where he had left her, with her
head on one hand and her eyes staring into vacancy, and
did not apparently hear his approach. About the saloon
there seemed to hang a smell of good works. The captain
slept peacefully as might a man on Sunday afternoon.
A healthy flush on his face indicated that the soul had
not the slightest intention of fleeing, although the noise
of the snoring would have been quite sufficient excuse for
it to do so. All the beer had gone, doubtless cleared away
by her dainty fingers. A text on the wall, and the picture
would have been complete. That was the atmosphere she
spread about her. What a contrast to Miss Amerton, who

i it

fm
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Cigarette advertisement.
" Miss Clatworthy," he said.
'• Wdl ? " she replied, without turning.

.. ir .uV"^^ ^^''^'" ^'^ Thomas Todd.
You 11 have it then, after all." she said. "

I'll »

^11 ^?'* "^^"^ *^^ medicine." said Thomas Todd, igreat determination. '

'•What then? " she asked, retiring a pace.
You know how alone and unsupported I am '

I'Zr w ^ T"* something to ding to. Hav<

ie^^sZ.^''''''
'^^^"^-•' You know what

hif«! ll'^\^'.
^^' "^""^^ ^^"^^' ^°d her eyes sou

t^rr.h '^^!^ ^^°! "'""^ *^^ ^^°^«' and iLked^through and through.
wi^cu

^^

"Well. I'm waiting." she said in a suppressed voiYou must ask
! Really. Thomas, you can^o lb

mttU^h^t.""^^^' ^^ ^^ ^^ ^p^« ^^'^o!^

'

oais-ned on him. I m very sorry. I quite forco* \lyou many me. Miss Clatworthy^Helen' ?
'' Kquir"^I will Thomas." she said with decision.He embraced her automaticaUy.

A terrific snort from the captain broke them aoaiThey scanned each other, looldng slightly ^ed arather ashamed of themselves.
'

"Do you know, Thomas," said Helen, " I thought vrwould never ask me ?
" ^nougnt yc

He told her that he had been waiting for a chance ev(since he had met her. '' I respected you tc^ muchhuny things," he added. " I thought it wouI^bTas w
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for you to get to know me better. You see. I did not want
you to make a hurried decision."

" On the v-ry first day we became acquainted I knew
you were the man—the one I wanted. ' Ihe captive ofmy bow and spear,' " she added.
Thomas Todd said nothing, but squeezed her hand It

seemed to him rather an alanning way of putting it"We shaU be very happy together." she went on. "
I

took a course of cookery lessons when in London."
He looked at her in silence, smiling nervously
"We ought to be comfortable." she continued with

enthusiasm. " Think of the good we shall be able to do
together. Think of the work there is to be done, the work
among the poor, the needy, the sick."
He did so without experiencing any marked exhilaration.

Ah, she was a good woman, a capable woman !

" I do hope you will get on well with my mother " he
remarked.

" I hope I shaU," she said.

It must have been nearly five o'clock before conversation
slackened. They made their way to the deck, and found
Mary seated there alone. She told them the mate had
]ust gone to look for Mr. Bidgood.

" The captain enquired for him," remarked Helen. "
I

intended to do so, too. but I forgot."
" I also." said Thomas Todd.

'"

He should be quite
safe. Don't you think so ?

"

" I asked him if he couldn't wait tiU after lunch." said
Mary, "but he said he didn't want any. I'm sure it must
be lunch tmie." she added.
On their agreeing with her. she suggested that they

should wait no longer for anybody. The three of them
went down to the saloon and foraged round for food. And
they ate. talking the whUe to the music of the captain's
nose. Mary said she was certain no woman could live



314 OH. MR. BIDGOODI

with a man who snored like that, and advised Hemake stnct enquiries as to the nocturnal habits (

nose of any man who might propose to her. "
If om

aoes, she added mischievously.
"Someone already has." Helen told her with di
Mr. lodd and I are engaged."

..I^"7^^''' *="^^ ^^^y excitedly, waving a
There s nothmg like perseverance ! I mean. I hope

be happy !
" > t^

"I don't think you know what you do mean"
Helen severely.

"It was a compliment to Mr. Todd." said Mary
The meal proceeded more sedately after that

talked of the weather, of the danger of their position
of the difficulties ahead of them. Thomas Todd rev
himself as a pessimist of the worst description. ]

refused to listen to him. the mate having already as«
her that when the weather abated it would not be
captain's fault if the ship remained aground

^^

But Captain Porter is bad now." pointed out H
The captam is not everybody." said Thomas T

irritated.

" He's considered the most important person on
ship usually," returned Mary.

" He certainly is not on this ship," said Helen, in a si
tone.

Mary looked from one to the other and laughed "
no. she said. " The owner's the goose-I mean the sv
His mate, of course, is a dear little duck "

"Don't talk foolishly." said Helen, most severely.
They finished the meal in sUence. and were about to

on deck, when there was a clatter of feet on the stairs i
the mate burst in.

fi !i ^i""^ fff
rched for Bidgood everywhere, and I ca

find him
! he said, almost in a whisper.
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he be in the lazarette ? " asked Thomas

So senous was his demeanour that for a moment therewas silence. Then they all began to talk together, raining
questions on him. questions that grew in incoherency as
their number multiplied. He must be on the ship ? Where
dse could he p ,ssib!y be ? There was an answer to that
but If It occurred to them they did not dare to give

.. t! ^'""t
^'""^^^ *^e ship thoroughly." the mate said

J I^aH '"*V':?'y ^^^^^ '^^^ok and cranny
; down

the holds, through all the cabins, the forecastle, the bunkers
the engine-room, the tunnel, the stokehold. I've shouted
his name. Loud. I shouted it. But he's not aboard He's
gone.

"Can
Todd.

" No. I've looked."
" Perhaps he's in our cabin," suggested Mary, in a

voice that indicated the near approach of tears
But they found nobody there except the old Malay and

tLT ^ ^ J^
'*'" "^^ '''°"'^"*^ ^" *^^ <^°™er where Thomas

load had discovered them.
Had some dreadful mishap befaUen the chief engineer ?Had a mighty wave, perhaps, sweeping over the deck

taken him unawares and washed him overboard ? "
Yes'

he was a good swimmer," the mate told them " and itwas not impossible for him to have reached the land, unless

t^^rw f"""n^ "T" ^"* '^' '^^ 0" his face told

o?^in. th- "'fZ
'^''^^^' "*^'^"* ^'- ^idg^'s chance

of doing this, and Mary burst into a flood of tears. Thev
did not attempt to comfort her. They looked as though
they had a hard task to restrain their own.
Almost at once the owner and the mate left to make

another search. They came back after dusk, tired, un-
successful, and beyond all words depressed.

' If we do get the ship off how can we manage now

.1

l,.al
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Bidgood's gone ? " the mate had asked hopelessly as
returned.

r- / a

" What do you mean ?
"

" None of us know about .ngines ; not the first thhad rephed the mate.
" Dear- Good God !

" had said Thomas Todd

Black clouds obscured the heavens, a grey mist hel<j
sea. which, though the breeze had faUen, shewed n
sign of lessened motion and never ceased its roar
The news of their old comrade's untimely fate ah

put an end to hope on board the ship. And there

the male did talk a good deal about rigging sailsmaking rafts, in a semi<:heerful sort of way
Mary was very kind to him that evening. Thev

together on the deck in pitchy darkness long after
others had retired. It took a long time to say " Gbod-nigi

^st he ahnost pushed her down the stairs, and turnwalked hurriedly away.
•'I wonder what he did that for," she thought, as

undressed. Tears rolled unnoticed down her cheeks. faLon her slim, bare arms. She began to plait her hair. '

coulchi t be that
. . . it would never be allowed that

wou^d It, Mrs. Dixon ? " she whispered brokenly to'
Photograph. "You know

. .. you can teU me different. .Why do you look at me like that ? And you smUe
sorrowfully! Itisn'ttrue.isit?

. . . Itcan'tbetrue
TTiat he and I . . . just as we ... and aU our plansbeso happy!

. . .And now . . . dead! Ohno.itwoi
De^ unjust God would never allow that. I'm sui

A ^A^^f ^",^^' ^"'^' ^^ *^""'"& he^' but very quieAnd as she did so, suddenly and like the rushing of ^ng



The stem began to shake violently
" Oh Helen

! Helen !
" she cried. " The enirines IThe ship's moving ! The ship's mo>'ing I

" ^

! n
', it

I 11

td
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CHAPTER XXVI

HAD Mr. Bidgood been a thinner man, had
gentlemen who designed the Susan Dale
the gentlemen who bent a certain angle iror

again, the gentlemen who, during an interval betv
two strikes, riveted the triangular plate on that s

angle iron, performed their duties in such a manne
to have caused the said triangular plate to be a qua
of an inch further aft, Mr. Bidgood's fate would have 1

very different. As things were, the cushion of flesh on
back of his neck, a buffer built of beefsteak, so to sp
broke his fall.

There he lay, lost to the world, surrounded by a to
like darkness, and half immersed in a slimy pool,

cemetery of rats, the haunt of cockroaches bent on i

destruction. That Dixon, in his frenzied search thrc
the vessel, did not come across him is not to be wond
at. The average mate never learns that there are i

things as tunnel wells unless the time comes when
unfortunate manner drives the engineers to despe
measures, and they drown him in one.

Mr. Bidgood, lying aUnost imconscious under the planl
with the water dripping around him, heard noises ab(

and thought it was the rain beating on the roof. It

an awful storm, but at the same time no public-ho
even in those improsperous days for the liquor trade,

the right to put him in a leaky attic. He would see
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1, had the

« Dale, or

gle iron, or

il between

that same

manner as

! a quarter

have been

lesh on the

> to speak,

)y a tomb-

pool, the

nt on self-

:h through

! wondered

e are such

when his

desperate

le planking

ises above,

>f. It was

blic-house,

trade, had

lid see the

propnetor about , m the morning, and if the barmaid
did not like it-well-she could do the other thing. A lot
he cared

! A bed like thi^hadn't been made for weeks I

fo^L wt' P'^u*'^^^ '">^^"« ^" «<^ enough
for him Why. the whole place was wet. This was a rmn
state of affairs. It wanted a bit of thinking over. Should
he get up now, or wait untU daylight ? Returning under-
standing ordered now. He put out a hand to o^y. and
became conscious of the fact that his mattress felt verv
cold and very slimy. In a moment he was wide awake •

in a minute he was crawling cautiously along the tunnel

'

a minute later he had arrived at the engine-room.
'

In the darkness that reigned there, and amid the multi-
tude of pipes and pumps and oddments of machinery which
sprouted from the floor and arched above like pergolas
an ordinary man would still have been at a loss, butMr Bidgood knew to an inch the position of all these
obstacles, and, dodging them neatly, reached the platformm a few seconds.

Here he lit a lamp and closely examined himself. It was
as he had feared. That cold and draughty feeling about
his legs had proved too true an indication of calamity
The colonel's blue trousers, made, doubtless, by a tailor

who never suspected that they would have to suffer an
attack m the rear, had fought their last fight and werenow m a hopeless condition. He put a hand behind himand could feel nothing but red singlet

rotien?''
'^

'
" "^^ ^'' ^''^°^' " ^^'^ "^"^^ ^^« ^"

For a modest man like him the predicament was an
unfortunate one He wanted light, heat. meat, drink, and
the compamonship of his feUow men. He wanted to goon deck and find someone to share his troubles

F.r
1,^'"'^,"°'^'^ ^' "^^^ *^^ *^° ^°°ien on board?

For all he knew to the contrary they might be hanging

i

^

! in
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about the engine-room door at that very moment,

likely they were ; such was the annoying nature of the

The steam gauge shewed ten pounds. " I'll awa

the stokehold ?nd warm myself," muttered Mr. Bidj

There were no fires to speak of left in the fum

merely a few white embers at the back of the grates, en

that looked as if their glow had gone for ever. But

Bidgood was a specialist. Had the ghost of Nero—al'

supposing that gentleman to be still interested in f

happened to look into the stokehold during the next

or so, envy would have seized him. Never was there

a masterly exhibition of the way to handle shovel

damper, pricker and slice, and never before had Mr.

good met with such success. The fires glowed, they flick

they leapt and roared, and he, at first a tender nurse,

their increasing energy with a greater one. He ti(

them, he goaded them, and cursed them, forgetting

outside world as a child with a spade on the sands f

the tide. Beginning with an idea of warming himse!

ended in a fury of sweat, and sat down on an uptumec

under the ventilator to cool down. The blue tunic,

off in the midst of labour an hour ago, lay beside

among the dust and cinders. He picked up the gar

—never agam, alas, to strike terror into the enemy-

wiped himself.

He was now quite dry and even smarting with the

His face and singlet glowed, rivalling the ruddy

Playful flames cast their flickering light into the farl

grimiest comers of the stokehold. He looked like a

perou wizard in the midst of business. He felt as

fortable as if sitting at a fireside before the gas wa

But this sensation did not last very long. The stea

the boilers, aroused, began to buzz; and at the s

he jumped up with a start and strode off to the er

room to examine the gauge glasses.



OH. MR. BIDGOODI 321

FoUow hjm round as he lights the lamps, pausing amoment before each as if to bask in the glow of it. Bend
beside hun as he looks into the bilges, and as he stoops to
start the pump. He will not see you, he will not hear you
For a great idea has come to him. an idea transcending
every other that he has captured and used untU now
What were they, these captains and mates, owners* and

passengers, who sat on the decks of steamers and had
ndes like little boys on roundabouts ? Did they recognise
the tremendous forces at work beneath them ? Did they
know that yonder quiet man. grey-haired and underpaid,
and long since, alas, outgrown the manhole of a boUer
codd at a twitch of the forefinger make a mock of safety
and turn their joy to tears ? If they did. they shewed it
not. Theirs was a heedless life, flitting about in the sun-
shine, gay in gold lace, in sUk, white duck, and swaUow-
tails. A lesson now and then to such was not amiss A
demonstration of their exact worth by one who was skilled
at the business had its uses.

Do not foUow him now as he flies round the engines
intent and eager. He might run into you. and what
he would say if he did, goodness, thank Heaven, does not
know. You may see him ascend a ladder and open check
valves. You may see him. lamp in hand and legs envelopedm the steam from the drain cocks, start the boiler-pump
He disappears into the stokehold, and there sounds the
clink of a shovel at work. Then back again, busy with
oU cans, with swabbing brushes, spanners, handles, levers
cocks, valves, until the steam begins to hiss, the drains
begin to rattle, and the very air of the engine-room vibrates
as If ahve. Above, the tops of the engines shew dark and
still, but about the space lit by the lamps every tiny piece
of iK)lishedfwork:gleams Hke a jewel, and shadows driven
into.comers'standjthere as though for ever.
He; is back on the platform now, tapping at the dials of

I f
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the gauges. Were they barometers one could swear
his face that the weather is likely to be fine. Hij
singlet hangs about him like a flag. A pool of swe£
the chequered plates akeady marks the place he oca:
And the pointer of the steam dial nearest him leapi

and up, and up.

He opens a valve, and the quick thud of the reve
gear echoes through the engine-room. He pulls a I

he turns a wheel. The steam roars ; the rods shud
they twitch. And, with a howl and a whistle, the

(

engines move slowly round, and then faster,

faster.

" Bidgood I " howled the mate from above, in a piei

voice.

" Hallo there I " shouted BIr. Bidgood jauntily, shut
off the steam. The engines slackened to a loose cai

and a moment later stopped. " That'll give 'em a sts

muttered Mr. Bidgood, referring to the people on <3

He took a spanner from the rack and went to tight
leaking gland.

The mate continued howling somewhere up above,
what he said was unintelligible, and besides, no mate
any right to stand and howl at an engineer. It she
a lack of respect.

" If he's got anything to say he can just come down
say it in a proper manner," said Mr. Bidgood to hin
with dignity.

He finished his job and descended to the platform, w]
he walked up and down in great content.

" Mr. Bidgood I" Somebody else hailed him. Itseei
like the owner's voice.

"Sir," he answered, trying to make a roar so
respectful.

" Are you there ? " Thomas Todd asked.



OH, MR. BIDGOOD!
323

Jlr^'ll
'''•"

•

^""1 "^^^ ^^ *^'y ^"PP°se ? Hadn't theyheard the engines ?
-^

" It must be him." cried Thomas Todd.
•' He's saved," shrieked a voice, which even at that

distance he recognised as Mary's.

r.^u
^!^'/ the gratings clatter, he heard the ladders

rattle, and catching a glimpse of a white skirt above
with something hke a hot blush he bolted into the stored
room, and stood behind the door.

Th'ir.TT"!?J ^u ' '' ."'°'* extraordinary I " exclaimed^omas Todd The noise they made as they arrived on^e platfomi told Mr. Bidgood distinctly thaf there miSbe four or five of them.
" He's not here." observed the mate in a quavering

voice. Perhaps he's round at the back " ^

li^TZZ "' "• "^^ ""* "'""'" "^' ^^"^^^

;. l^Tn^^ '«"?^ ^"?*'^' ^^^°"^^y i" °^<ler to light
a lamp. Mr Bidgood heard the party shuffle along the
P^»*?;r-,. ^' '°""^ °* ^^^^"^ ^^*^*^PS died away

Mr Ri^f^^"^*^*?" a""^
^"^ ^"* '^^"S^d," mutteredMr Bidgood, greatly flustered. Very quietly, and witha trembling hand, he opened the shutter an inch Tndpeeped through

; and then rendered bold by the fact
that nobody was visible, opened it wider, and, poking hishead outside, found himself face to face with Maiy

Mr. Bidgood
1
" she shrieked. He would have givena good deal for the courage to cut her dead, but-

^^
Good-evening, miss." he found himself saying
You re not a ghost

!
I knew you weren't a ghost

"

o, Tl' '"^"H" ^'^ '^' «P^"g and claspli £m
ru5;'gLdr-

^'' ^'""^ ^^- ^^^-^' ^--
Hden. who. attracted by the noise they made, was the

first to return, declared afterwards that she distincUyUw
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Mary kissing Mr. Bidgood ; but they both denied this
truth to tell nobody cared much whether she ha
whether she had not.

All of them felt that nothing was good enough for
that evenmg. °

"Come up and we'll open a bottle of champagn
there s one left." urged Thomas Todd,

held^'**
J"'* ''°'^' sir." said Mr. Bidgood, shaking

" Well, beer then ?
"

"No. sir. said Mr. Bidgood firmly, and then percer
a shadow lilt across the owner's face he added " To
the truth. I'm not fit to be seen."

" Oh. never mind your clothes," chorused the lac
They pressed him. hard, saying that he must come
look at his handiwork, the ship afloat, that he must
tired, even at last that they would be offended if he
not come; but gently, and with a look on his face t
grew more uneasy as their urgency increased, he repul
them and so at last they turned and. disappoint
ascended the ladder.

=^Piwini

"Dixon!" called out Mr. Bidgood after them. 1
mate humed back.

" I suppose they have some more work to do." remarl
Mary. Men are hateful when there's anything to
done. They forget all about us."
Whatever this business was it did not take long

some fifteen minutes later a feast had begun in the salo(
the guest of the evening being Mr. Bidgood. They cramm
him with dainties, and pressed him with questions 1
must have told his tale a dozen times, and each time th
found m it new beauties to be wondered at
"And you knew all the while that you could get i

afloat ? asked Mary, popping a pickled onion into h
mouth. Isn t it extraordinary, Mr. Todd ?

"
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^^

"Most extraordinaiy I
" agreed the owner emphatically.

That business of the tank is most puzzling. I can't
niake out why the mutineers never thought of running
the water mto it and canting the ship."
Mr. Bidgood's jaws worked violently for a few

moments.

" The valve had jammed somewhere." he explained at
last. Evans thought it was open, but it wasn't. Of
course I saw what was wrong in a jiffy I "

WrJf'^- * "^"""""^
'

"
"^'^ ^^^y' P°PP'"g in another

pickled onion.

Once, in a gallery, he had seen a picture of a stout, jollv
gentleman who evidently lived in a hot country, andwhom lovely ladies were garlanding with roses.

" Oh. I'm all right," he told her. beaming.
But his crown was yet to come. Captain Porter suddenly

stopped snoring and sat up.

" '7 was afraid we would wake him." said Helen soberly.We ought not to have made so much noise. It was my
lault for not having warned you."

" Not at aU," Thomas Todd told her.
They tried to make the captain he down again, but he

refused. He said he wanted to talk to Bidgood
' Here he is, then," said the mate.

w"J^'^'^^tf
^"''^' ^id&ood'" jerked out Captain Porter,

blmking. He gazed round the saloon, noticed his tin box
lying beside him. and spread his hand upon it.

"
I thought

you were a worm !
" he went on. " Dozens and dozens

of times I thought you were a worm ! I tried to prove it
to myself after the colonel handed over his passage money.
Bidgood. what s the use of arguing ? It was up to me tohave divided out that passage money !

"

affLtd.
'''' """'^ *^"* '*'" "'^^"^ ^'- ®^^'^' ^^*^y

" ^ '^^ ^y what I Uke." returned the captain fiercely.
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' And I'll say it again. You ought to have had your sha
of that passage money. Now don't deny it."

Mr. Bidgood shewed no signs of doing so.
" I might have given it to you, but I thought you we

tiying to worm and wheedle," continued the capta
violently. " I thought you were sucking up to the ownc
And I said to myself when I saw you, ' He shan't have it

When I was caught and shut up in the cabin, do you kno
what kept me awake at night and put me off my grub
Do you know ?

"

'' Quite so," said Mr. Bidgood, looking a shade bewildere*
" Do you know ? " demanded the captain, half risir

in his excitement.
" I don't," confessed Mr. Bidgood.
" I said to myself :

' Now I'm put away, Bidgood wi
pinch that passage money.' That was what kept runnin
through my brain, day and night, night and day."

" I never thought of it," gasped Mr. Bidgood truthfull)
" But you didn't," went on Captain Porter. " You ar

a brick
! A true blue ! That's what you are, a true blue

I've never met one before, I didn't know such a thini
existed. . . . When they doped me," he continued, " am
put me on the settee, and this tin box rolled out . .

then it all came on me like a flash. What you in youi
modesty have been trying to hide from me for years
' Why, he's an honest man,' I said to myself."
" I never tried to hide it," protested Mr. Bidgood.
" You did, Bidgood," asseverated the captain earnestly,

" You know you did."

"It doesn't matter," the owner broke in. "You're
friends now and we are all of us extremely glad to see it."

No sleep for those on board the Susan Dale that
night

!
Only love and laughter, wine (and beer) and song.

" Are these white persons gone mad ? " enquired the
old Malay testily in the cabin.
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"Not mad," answered Suliemina, peeping through a
crack. " But very playful. To-night must be the occasion
of a festival. The younger mem is now making a chant ;

she sits on the table and, while she sings, flicks at the
Tuan engineer with her handkerchief, to his great content.
Truly these white women have no shame !

"

" Perhaps a wedding has been arranged for her," ob-
served the old man acutely.
" It ishigh time one was," said Suliemina in contemptuous

tones. She squatted in the comer beside her husband.

s*i

Ml
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CHAPTER XXVII

not so very extraordinary after alLthat a thoue

occurredrBf4LS:^^-^' '' '^'^^ ^'^^^^
He saw aU these young creatures about him-youne fis not love an infant? He observed thr^closT f

o^tTCS'th^'.^'^^'f- Thatanxiori^^p'eepi

was protected with-had he not worn a similar look himse

ever, he nught eventuaJly have made hia- Mv. b^j !
But that was not to be ; andno^« „h,^-

^'^"^
strayed back, and he thought o?te Sk oJtL ""T"^

sentimen^all't^^^dnSttiS T^^f^'." "^ '""'

things had been ordered foX'^I^t
"^ *' *"^ '^'»'
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than gratitude for favours never to be forgotten. He
wished her well, she of the bold black eyes, the trim cap
and apron, the clever tongue, the slender, yielding waist.
which he. the daring Mr. Bidgood
To cut matters short, he. Mr. Bidgood. understood

wactly how the owner felt and. for the matter of that, how
the rest of them felt. And as. naturaUy. they were all too
modest publicly to make known their wishes, and as
moreover. Captain Porter, though a smart man as regard^
money matters, was an absolute chucklehead when it came
to delicate questions involving the adjustment of relations
between the sexes, it clearly was his~Mr. Bidgood's--dutv

fTet^My'!''
^'"^''""' '" ''''^^*'° *''"^^ "P generally

Of course in one way or another he had been doing this
aU the voyage But this fact did not weigh with him for

M >'"'I^lti
''/"' "^^^ ^^'^^ ^' assistance amount

i L 1 !f, ^'i^^ ^'"""^ *^^ ^"^e^se stock at his

ttn^;\n
^'''°' ^' experience, a little guidance.

Perhaps they would never know he had done it ! No
that would not do either I He would lead up to the matted

W Ji^'l^?""^^'
^"^ ^""^ ^' °^"^^ ^" ^Wbition of the^ with which a mmd exercised on engines could handle

other matters when required.
They were talking about nuts when he arrived at his

decision. Mary had asked what a pea-nut was. and Mr.
Bidgood. sittmg tight in his chair, waited warily for the
answer. -^

;;

They grow in the ground." Captain Porter told her.
ReaUy? said Thomas Todd. "Are you sure? Ialways thought that it was ground nuts that grew in the

;

It's the same thing, sir." the captain assured him.
Is that so ? • exclaimed Thomas Todd. " Oh. I do

\'

«>
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wish I d brought my encyclopedia. I suppose when
IS roughing it one must expect to be deprived of oi
comforts. But really, I miss it Ground nut-h
•-and probably by the same process of reasoning we n

iS^ ?*!*** ^^»PP'ne nuts grow in the Philipp

" It's onalegous," conceded Captain Porter. " but i

not on all fours."

" What are Philippine nuts ? " asked the mate. 1
Bidgood leant back despairingly. Were they never goi
to talk of anything else ?

" Oh. you big stupid
!
" said Mary. " Don't you kno^

You crack them and you find two inside and then you wisl

^^

Not at once," pointed out Helen, correcting her.
I know what you would wish, miss, if you had on<

cut in Mr. Bidgood, leaning forward and addressiwr 1
pointedly. The time had come.

•• You—°"
^''''^ '^'^'" ^^ "^^°'^^^ ** *^® ^^"

Mr. Bidgood brushed the objection aside. " No matt
about that." he insisted. " Suppose now you had a nt
and you could wish and you did wish, I know what vc
would wish." '

•' Then really. Mr. Bidgood. you know more than I do
returned Helen, smiling.

" I know." declared Mr. Bidgood. and. afraid she woul
try and change the subject, he added rapidly, " And I'll te
you if you like I

"

" WeU ? " said Helen, still smiling.

„
"You would wish." stated Mr. Bidgood impressivelv
that you could marry Mr. Todd this very evening, and n

more shillyshallying."
"*"6.«taun

He leaiit back in his chair and surveyed the compan]
calmly These things were so simple when you knew hov
to do them.
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Oh Mr. Bidgood r exclaimed Helen, flushing scarlet.

.nH '1
shneked Mary. " Oh. and I'd be bridesmaid,and you d be best man—" patting him rapidly on the

either I This must be stopped at once.
• But what about you and the mate ? " enquired MrBidgood severely. " You're worse than they are

"

hkrdthe'clt^*'^"^^^^^^^^^^- «-eP«edthathe

Mr. Bidgood noticed that even in their excitement
neither of the ladies said " No." They merely saii " "
which was shorter and more encouraging

" We've a long voyage before us." he went on ;
" maybe

SIX weeks, maybe six months. And me and Captain Ported

" What I " exclaimed the captain.
"Me and Captain Porter here." insisted Mr. Bidgood.

winking funously at his superior.
^

" I never " began the captain.

J^Z^I'^^^^^^ ^°'*^' '^'*'' ^*^° '^ ^^^^^^ to ^^ for

Sl^i /^ ^^ not pinching his money." insisted Mr.Bidgood-fancy hmi cahnly doing such a thing, even the

?Sd i:?*7i
"^*'

f"
'"' ^"' '^^^ '-P^* 'o MrTodd, don t hke couples canoodling about the decks and

getting m the way of the sailors."

;;

I donot." apeed Captain Porter.eyeing the mate sternly.
Therefore, concluded Mr. Bidgood with inspired

cunning "being outside of the fou^mile liillit. SpSn
Porter thinks that the best thing he can do. to do away with
the nuisance, is to get his books and splice you aU up now
according to the regulations of the Board oi Trade "

'

^^

I never said so " bsgan the captain again.

TiiAaZ t^^ ^""^y^ ^^'Ses a fee," remarked Mr.
Bidgood, mightily cahn.
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"Yes, I always charge a fee." corroborated Capts
Porter m a milder voice.

" He makes it more after midnight." went on A
Bidgood. with a propitiating wink at his superior.

" I do not mind the fee." said Thomas Todd. " Bi
dear me this is so sudden I It hardly gives one time
consider. He looked at Helen hesitatingly.
"I don't know what to say." said she, glancing sidewa

at him. It was plain, to Mr. Bidgood at any rate that s
had a remarkably good idea.

"Of course~I must point out—er—it's only fair
observed Thomas Todd, fidgeting nervously with I
glasses^" there's the legality of the matter to consider

^^

It s not that I fear." returned Helen with a shy glanc
It mayn't be a good marriage, you know." he went c

humedly. "Captain Porter may not have the exa.
power—er—to marry us."

dighted. Why. do you know. sir. outside the four-mi]
Imait I can hang you if I want to I

"

" No. no
;

surely not !
" exclaimed Thomas Todd "

am certain, quite certain you are mistaken. I could prov
It to you. if I had my encyclopaedia "

"
^.^, yf"

encyclopedia." roared the captain, gettinj
up. I U shew you the Board of Trade regulations " H
walked out of the saloon, and they all sat staring at ead
other.

Thomas Todd was the first to break the silence. " Thi'
IS most awful, most inconvenient—for you. that is

"
h(

remarked in a perturbed way. " He doesn't seem to b(

Cic"^ ^^*' """^ **'"''^^ ^^ "^^^
'

^^"^^ ^^^ '

J\7^ ^!Jf* *7« ^"^ ^"^^""^ ^'" suggested Helen
gently. " Poor fellow I

"

"Yes, yes. I know. I quite agree. But do you think.
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now that a marriage made in order to humour a lunatic
would hold good in the courts ? That strikes me as a point
which needs consideration."

They sat surveying each other, he anxiously, she calmly
and from that silent exchange of glances Helen was not the
first to retire.

" I can trust you. Thomas." she said at last in a meek
voice.

He cleared his throat nervously.
" Oh. isn't it an awful lark." cried Mary with a laugh

that had just a touch of hysteria in it.
'• It's a very solemn occasion." Helen told her reprov-

ingly.
*^

" So it is," said Mary in a voice grown suddenly scared.
She began to look at the mate, and Mr. Bidgood made haste
to turn up the lamp so that she might see clearly the sort
of man she was in for.

What part he was to take in the coming ceremony he was
not exactly sure. He would have to act as a kind of verger
probably, a man to see that everything was done fair'
square, and above board, to sign his name when and where
required, and to swear if necessary, to act as best man to
both parties, and to give the brides away. In fact, as usual
all the dirty work was left to him. What use to repine ?He was in for it

; he would have to make the best of

Putting on his most cheerful expression, as if to drive
away the gloom that seemed to have settled on the little
group around him. he began to tidy up the saloon, hiding
unseeinly beer bottles (empty ones), s^-^ightening the little
tab.e-cIoth. and again turning up the lamp, the oU in the
container of which was beginning to run low.

•'It wiU sewn be over." he remarked, sitting down again
at the end of the table. Helen and the owner sat on hisngh apart. The couple on his left were close together, and
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I^Tm "" It ^ *^°"«^^ underneath the table the matev^s holding Mary's hand. But why wouldn't they t^kThey were only making him nervous/and how wi he la^Jtthrough it if he was nervous?
"« "ow was he to get

•' vi^-'l^ w ^^"' *^' '°°™^"^'" he observed,
yes. said Helen m a hushed voice.

They sat still and solemn-faced as though in church

to^veZTV' *"* ^^" *° experiencfa^e^Lg akin

Ilfn TV ^^f ""^^ ^^^^' ^P*^^'^ Porter had come backagam after Captain Porter had taken a seat atZ ««.«

service to the calmer waters b^yoj^ °^ '^' """^^^

DivnT'^V^i^.^''^
this woman-you. Mr. Todd, and you

Mr S^
be thy wedded wife ? " asked the captatoC

^L^^"^.J!^''V'' *^^ ^"^^^' knowing quftewSwhat It would be, but stUl very interested 1W Z
pernaps be his fnends for ever. There thev stood hinrf» hand, Ukmg no notice of him at tte Vc^tTn?c^^u,. doubtl.^. an the time of what theyZZli^
The dying lamp smolced and flickered. Do what h,

sdoon. shadows grave and softening as those at evensong

to wl^ i°
««vd tc^ether two and two. these bZTd

vS„M^i^ "^u ™"^" »''• e"V-b^Ttd and alone

Entt^^S"'""''' Wouldtheyremem^:;

" I Will." said Helen.
" I will." said Mary.

''^l^ f^u ^'. ^^^^ absentmindedly.

his SSt'ic^'t^e.'^P^ ^'^' ciiscardinginstantly



OH, MR. BIDGOODI
335

" Sir ?
"

" Is it you that's being spliced ?
"

Mr. Bidgood hastened to reply in the negative
Anyone would think it was. by the way you're goingon," said the captain. *^ ^

;niat was just Uke Porter. As jealous as ever
They must have sat on for nearly half an hour after thecermony was ended. Captain Porter finally disposed ofaU doubts as to whether the marriages were l^al o?^t byftqu^ting that any person who should have a word to'sayabout the matter might be brought before him. when hewould at once dump him overboard.
He also ->ld them a little about his captivity. He wasweU treateu.,t appeared, and Tingle on one or two occ^i^

^hrhS^ir^'^^'^"'^"'^^^^'^^^
" Not such a bad «)ul." Captam Porter told them. " He
^^J" this revolution business for years, and is gettingabout f«l up with it. so he says. It 4s cinaba and hfSpamards that were making all the trouble on bo^d ^dfrom what I could make out the whole business kTfr^Tn
Tingle sgot a lump sum to come out and start a distm-Snce

^It^ir^' *° ''^ ""' ^^* ^"^^ ^^^ Po* ^t home iSto

Uh: t • ? ^"y °o^ he came. He wouldn't havehurt a hair of your heads if you'd have given him Wspicture. He couldn't do without it. The whole revXion
dj)ended on it. What do you think of that. T} '

heSThomas Todd at the end of the tale.

neasKed

At length a faint daylight entered the saloon, and the
^p. as though reUeved of guard, gave a fuik^^^d
expired. They awoke to the fact that morning had come^d went on deck. Already the edges of the ra^lS
brid« and then: grooms advanced to the rail the scarlrtmelted to orange

; and backed by that colour, r^in^^l
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of weddings, the sun shewed his bald head over the cdfi
the hills, and winked.
" We must see about getting the anchor up." said

captain. " You'd better go below. Bidgood. How s
can you be ready with the engines ?

"

" Very good." said Mr. Bidgood. " I shall be readj
twenty minutes." He left at once.

" You get about your duties too. Dixon." ordered
captam, who seemed to have come on deck with a perf
passion for work.

In a moment there were only three left to watch the si
nse. It became plain, when the mists roUed away, that t
ship, m spite of her anchor, had drifted outwards duri

. u"?, \u*"!f *^"^P °^ cocoanut pahns, easily disti
gmshable the day before, was now merged into its gre
background. The white beach had disappeared, perha
covered by the tide.

^

1 "J
^^°'* see any of those villains." said Thomas Tod

lookmg hard. Neither could the others, but the land was
shadow and the sunlight dancing on the water filled the

HdOT^^^
*^ey never reached the shore." suggeste

"They must have done." said Mary. "Of course" Sh
glanced along the ship to the bridge, where the captai
was ahready standing, anned with a telescope. "

I'U sewhat Captain Porter says." she ended, and, leaving them
she tnpped along the deck with the air of a butterfly oi
busmess bent. ^

Signs were not wanting to remind her of the past danger
TJere was an unusual litter of orange and banana sldns
about

;
broken bottles lay in comers where the waves had

swept them, and the davits swung outwards empty and

The dirty condition of the bridge," so she told Captai:i

((
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cu'^fx
'y^^' ^^"^ "'^' '^"y ^*'s »nost extraordinary I

Shall I tidy up that piece of string and put it in your string
bag ? she asked. °

" It's not a piece of string." said Captain Porter. "
That's

the lead line." He looked at her out of his little china
eyes. " Passengers are not allowed up on the bridge " he
continued. '' '

^^

•• Quite right f Very right I
" Mary agreed emphaticaUy.

We must keep out the crowd I'm the chief officer's
wife now," she added.
" Um," said Captain Porter.

u 'C^!^'
^/''°"' J""'^'''" ^'^ ^^"V' smiling bewitchingly.

That makes a difference, doesn't it, captain ?
"

"Yes, maybe it does, maybe it does." acknowledged
Captain Porter, in a mUd sort of way. He walked to the
rail, and began to study the shore through his telescope
Mary, with ostentation, stooped, picked up a small piece of
fluff, and threw it over the side.

"I do detest untidiness." she said, edging up to the
captain. Can you see anything ?

"

..«7^?„^v^
launching their boats," said the captain.We shall have to get a move on." He walked to the

forward rail. " Dixon," he shouted to the mate on the
forecastle head. " SUp that anchor altogether. We can't
stop to heave it up."

" You're not going to throw it away ? " asked Mary
•' I am," said the captain.
" But it will be a long time before they can row out here

'*

We want to get away before then," the captain
explamed shortly.

" Then what's to become of them ? " asked Mary, grown
senous aU on a sudden. " You're never going to leave
them behind ? Why, Colonel Tingle would be awfully ill
Ke s not a bit used to it."

" They'll be all right," said the captain. " I know the
z
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coast, and since the Rajah's had it, why, miss-M
Dixon—you're safer there than you would be in t
Commercial Road."
He reached over and rang the telegraph. A minute lat

the ship was forging ahead.



CHAPTER XXVIII

ABOUT two o'clock that afternoon the beaided

Kthe b'™""^
""'*^ whicht,*^

the risingZ Wt fh.^T ""'*• '" «»ele in wait for

^^.^an^entaato. s^^. in^hT.:- pt!::

then withaSl^te""^ ^''' P«"">g »<>« «"d

slept on the^UZJ^^."^^ «?*/»• »>«• F^h
there. There one could^^ '

" '"«'•* ""« 8"'™
heavens. Cto tte h^llT • f T""^ '°»8« »' «>e

breathed pScT tTThP^^ f^'^ ,*°""*^ The scene

cisarette, and tumine MlkS^ .

"* '"' "o"""

-2,*-« »- - t^»''^n?^s'J;S'^'T^:glittenng group of officers foUowed Ac n,
^^

^ raU one »i,ht have „^^ , t^t^^S^T
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of surprise flit across their faces, succeeded immediat*

a look of unconcern. They stood aside and waite

result of their captain's investigation.

" A smaU steamer." he told them. " They are comi

He drew another deep breath and made to descen

ladder, pausing with his hand on the rail for anothei

The funnel of the small vessel now emitted a feat

steam. A moment later the sound of her horn smo

ears
" They are in distress. I think," he said. " Get

boats and give me a telescope."

When they handed him one he looked agam. t

the Union Jack flying upside down, and a man <

foremast waving desperately. He saw the barrels

on the hatch, the house flag at the peak, the single fig

the bridge, two women by the stem, and marveUed

ship so sparsely manned should move along as fast

one did.

But then he did not see. and he did not know of, 1

and rather grimy gentleman in a red singlet, who. sv

profusely, was pacing the engine-room platform in

her.

THE END
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