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COMET CHAOS 

CHAPTER I 

AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 

A TALL, dark, handsome man, of soldierly 
bearing, with a bronzed, clear-cut face, made 
his way slowly and ui:iobtrusively down the 
steps of the hotel-steps almost completely 
obstructed by a triple line of cooing, oblivious 
lovers-and stood for a full minute on the edge 
of the outer pavement enthralled by the beauty 
and animation of the scene before him. Dark­
ness had set in, and above him he saw that a 
full moon was turning to gleaming silver the 
light bank of clouds which drifted peacefully 
northward across a sky of deepest violet. Below 
him lay a sleeping, ozone-breathing summer 
sea, tremulous on his right with the innumerable 
lights of the sombre pier and the steamers 
moored in its vicinity. Directly in front of 
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2 COMET CHAOS 

him, across the whole breadth of a wide pro­
menade, processions of light-hearted pleasure­
seekers went slowly past in either direction to 
the alluring accompaniment of the swish of 
skirts, the hum of voices, and the sweet and 
musical laughter of women. 

It was Douglas in the height of a season 
that is all too brief. 

A girl in a pink blouse, with a snowy cloud 
coquettishly arranged around her yellow hair, 
leant forward from her place in the shadow of 
the hotel doorway and timidly touched the 
hall-porter on the arm. 

' Who is the gentleman ?' she asked. ' I've 
not seen him at table.' 

' No, miss, p'r'aps not. He only came in by 
to-night's boat - alone. He's down in the 
book, miss, as Delaval-Mr. Gilbert Delaval.' 

The man referred to, an absorbed spectator 
of sky and sea and gently-flowing streams of 
happy humanity, wholly unconscious that he 
was under observation, continued silently to 
drink in the beauty of the August night. 
It was all so strange and fresh and charm­
ing. Despite his wide experience, he could 
recall no parallel to the vista unrolled before 
him. The barbaric East, with all its splen­
dour of colour and outline, could not touch 
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AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 3 

this. Perhaps, like so many of his fellow­
countrymen, he was insular and prejudiced. 
Well, he could not help it. He could only 
thank God that he was once more among 
his own people, that he could breathe the 
balmy air of his own land, and blot out 
of recollection -for the time being, at any 
rate-the sinister faces of black and yellow 
men, their harsh and guttural voices, and the 
dirt and misery, squalor and vice unspeakable, 
of the odorous Orient. 

Meditating thus, Gilbert Delaval-for the 
hall-porter was correct as to the identity of the 
newcomer-lighted a cigar, crossed the road­
way, and merged himself in the human current 
that rippled merrily northward by the sweeping 
crescent of the low sea-wall. The tall, stalwart 
Englishman was thinking, as the best of folk 
have at times perforce to think, of wasted days 
that were gone for ever, of lost opportunities 
that would never again offer themselves. He 
had travelled for many hours that day by rail 
as well as sea, and perhaps his little sudden, 
unwonted mood of despondency was bred of 
mere mental and physical weariness. An old 
familiar friend had arranged to accompany him 
upon this holiday, but an imperative business 
wire had recalled that friend to London just as 
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4 COMET CHAOS 

they were in the act of stepping on board the 
big paddle-steamer that waited by the landing­
stage at Liverpool to convey them to Manxland. 

And so it came about that he was entirely 
alone. 

Arrived at the further end of the long pro­
menade, lost and lonely in the crowd, he 
wandered aimlessly up to the entrance of the 
public gardens close to the terminus of the old­
fashioned one-horse trams, and, depositing a 
shilling on the turnstile counter, passed on 
through the illuminated grounds into a huge 
ballroom flooded with white electric light and 
gemmed with an overhead network of lamps of 
all the colours of the rainbow. Dancing was 
in full swing, and every inch of the great 
square expanse of polished floor was covered 
with the swaying mass of glowing youth and 
beauty, heaving and revolving in rhythmic 
response to the captivating strains of a 
languorous waltz. 

A saloon opened on to the great hall near to 
the door by which he had entered, and he . 
turned to the deserted bar and engaged in 
easy conversation with the affable damsel who 
attended to his call. Philanthropy was for the 
time engrossing a portion of her activities. 
She was collecting for the Royal Lifeboat 
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AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 5 

Institution, and drew his attention to a 
cunningly - devised slit in the shoulder of a 
mineral-water bottle, a slit provided by some 
local genius for the introduction of contribu­
tions. When she had done jingling the few 
coins, mostly coppers, in the novel collecting­
box, Delaval responded with a shilling, to meet 
with a prompt reward. The lady leant forward 
over the bar and fixed into his flannel lounge-

. jacket one of those floral ' button-holes' that 
are ubiquitous in Douglas. 

Presently a couple of youths came up and 
engaged the attention of the piquant high­
priestess of Bacchus, and Dela val turned his 
back to the bar and gazed again upon the great 
white whirlpool of smiling, lovelit, upturned 
faces. How ineffably happy, how blissfully 
content, the myriad dancers seemed as they 
circled in all the hope and bravery of dauntless 
youth! Could it be possible, he asked himself 
incredulously, that there was a cold, matter-of­
fact, strenuous world beyond the fairyland 
borders of this island of pleasure-a rude, 
realistic world of want and sin, misery and 
disease, into which every one of these happy 
dancers would be plunged on awakening from 
their brief butter8y hour of romance? Then 
he laughed at himself for a s~ntimental fool. 



6 COMET CHAOS 

' Strikes you as a prelude to the Trump of 
• Doom,' whispered a thin, steely voice into his 
startled ear; 'the inevitable end of all things 
earthly, doesn't it ?' 

He could feel a hot, clammy breath on his 
cheek, and swung round with a shudder, know­
ing neither what nor whom he was to confront. 
The prophetic menace of the sentence chilled 
him to the marrow. 

A little shrivelled man in immaculate even­
ing dress, with a seamed and fleshless face 
crowned with an abundance of silver hair 
that overflowed on his bent shoulders, stood 
before Delaval, fixing him with a pair of 
piercing light-blue eyes. 

'Sir? I . beg your pardon,' responded the 
younger man, knowing not what to say. 'Were 
you addressing your remarks to me ?' 

'Yes,' said the other, lifting his gray, drawn 
face, with its high waxen nose, ample brow, 
and receding chin, towards Delaval's. ' Have 
you ever seen that wonderful Judgment-Day 
picture by Martin in the National Gallery ?­
Look at yonder crowd! How would it act 
were the dread awakening to come at this very 
moment? Martin was too classic. It won't 
be yawning graves and falling Greek temples. 
It will confront us in some flaunting haunt of 
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AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 7 

gaiety such as this. But, there, let's say no 

more about it.' 
He turned to the counter and nodded to 

Hebe, who had just thrown a quick glance at 
Delaval, tapping her brow significantly. 

The old man did not observe the signal, and 
went ~n: 'Let us eat, drink, and be merry, 
for to-morrow we die.' 

He took up the glass of amber spirit handed 
to him by the girl, and, tossing off its contents 
at a gulp, turned on his heel and departed like 
a shadow with quick, catlike tread. 

'Heaven help us!' cried Dela val, affecting to 
draw a deep breath of relief. 'Who on earth 
is the ancient death's head at the feast ? He 
made my blood run cold when first he spoke. 
I thought for a second he had issued right out 
of the earth behind me.' 
• The girl laughed 1nerrily. 

'Silly old josser, isn't he?' she queried. ' He 
comes here every night. Quite frightened the 
life out of me the first tin1e I saw him. Told 
me awful things of what was coming to pass 
soon. I had the nightmare when I went to bed.' 

' He shouldn't be allowed at large,' remarked 
the man. ' Hasn't he a keeper?' 

'Oh yes, he has a keeper-in skirts,' giggled 
the girl. ' He's an awful looney, but quite 
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harmless. Sort of fellow who'd go into a 
music-hall and prophesy about sudden death, and then take a front seat in a tabernacle and dance the can-can, or the cake-walk, for a 
change. If he wasn't a rich man he'd be in the 'sylum, of course.' 

'Wealthy, eh?' 
' I should just think so,' said the barmaid. ' Why, he could have taken that there pen and 

ink' - she pointed to a corner shelf - 'and written you a cheque for the whole value of this 'ere blessed island.' 
'I dare say I could do that myself,' remarked Delaval, with a smile, 'and so could most folk. It's only a matter of penmanship and a penny blank bank cheque.' 

' Yes, that's all right,' responded the girl. 
' I know all about that. But h£s signature would cause the oof to be tabled, you see. He 
used to be a college professor at Oxford or Cambridge, or it might have been Edinburgh or Manchester. I don't know what his line was, but his brother, who had emigrated, died 

somewhere in America and left him a mountain of solid silver out there, bigger than Snaefell, they say. You should see Snaefell. You can 
go up it on the electric railway. It's a jolly nice cheap ride now.' 
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AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 9 

'Indeed,' said Delaval, recalling the lady to 
her main theme. ' What's the old chap's name ?' 

' Bowgrave- Professor Bowgrave,' was the 
answer. 'You should see his missus. . Now, 
she is a treat. There's nothing like her walk­
ing about the earth. They say the jewellery 
she wears at times would buy all the houses on 
the Prom. And her dresses! Oh !' Words 
failed the admiring envy of the lady. 

' Doesn't dress according to her age, then, 
the old girl ? But, of course, there are no 
grandmammas nowadays!' Delaval laughed. 

'Grandmamma ! Old lady, indeed!' exclaimed 
the other. 'Why, I'm sure she isn't much 
more than thirty, and she's got up for eighteen. 
She's dark, and tall, and stately-looks just like 
, hat a duchess is expected to be and generally 
isn't. If she had a title or was on the stage 
the world would rave about her.' 

'Happy Professor Bowgrave !' sighed Gilbert 
Dela val, with mock emotion. ' I'm in love with 
her myself already, merely from your descrip­
tion.' 

' I don't exactl) know about "happy Pro­
fessor Bowgrave,"' commented the girl. 'He 
was a bachelor until only a couple of) ears ago, 
when he married her. He might have taken 
a woman more of his own age. I don't hold 
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with such weddings. They come to no good. 
What he wanted was a sensible person of 
about fifty, a good housekeeper and thoroughly 
domesticated, as they say in the advertisements, 
and not a high stepper that makes every man­
fool turn his head when she passes, and go just 
dotty if she even looks at hin1.' 

' So you think it possible some bold bad 
burglar may break in by night and steal away 
the devoted Professor's radiant treasure?' 

' Oh, dear no, I don't,' chirruped the barmaid 
pertly. 'She knows what's what, and on which 
side her bread is margarined, and don't you 
forget it. You need only look at her to see 
that. She'll never leave the old dear-unless 
she can safely carry off his fortune along with 
her ; and, you see, a naughty eloping couple 
couldn't exactly slip off to nowhere with a solid 
silver mountain in the lady's travelling case. 
Besides, I'm told-though we mustn't believe 
everything we hear and only half what we see 
-that there's somebody quite near at home in 
the island in whom she is ever so deeply 
interested.' 

The fair speaker coyly dropped a full and 
expressive lid over a dark-brown eye, an eye 
the colour of which contrasted curiously with 
her crowning pyramid of golden locks. 
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AN ISLAND OF PLEASURE 11 

' Then she lives on the island ?' said the 

man. ' Really, you do excite my curiosity. I 

shan't be able to sleep until I've seen the 

charming Mrs. Bowgrave.' 
'Sorry for you !' laughed the girl. ' But you 

needn't have long to wait. She comes here 

sometimes with a friend, and I've even seen 

her dancing.' 
' Not wearing that wonderful jewellery ?' 

queried Delaval. 
' Oh, dear no. Quite like any other girl 

who has been saving up to spend a fortnight's 

holiday on the island. But, there, it doesn't 

do to talk. I see a lot, you know, but I say 

nothing. Did you come in to-day ?' 
' This very evening,' answered the man. 

'Good-night, I'm off for the present.' 

'Ta, ta,' responded the girl merrily, raising 

her arm aloft, and archly waggling a plump, 

reddish hand after the fashion of latterday 

frivolity. ' Good-bye, dearest, and mind the 

paint on the Prom. seats. It comes off after 

nightfall if you sit too tight. See you on 

Douglas Head some morning, if you're good, 

and show you all the sights. You'll be quite 

interested, I know. Oh, those dear, sweet 

lovers on the top, sitting on the grass in the 

sunshine, dreaming the happy hours away!' 



CHAPTER II 

THE BEAUTIFUL MRS, BOWGRAVE 

THE spacious smoking-saloon of a big hotel at the pier end of the promenade was crowded with well-dressed visitors, grouped in festive and exuberant parties at small tables scattered at seeming haphazard everywhere over the 
floor. The loud buzz of conversation, the jingling of glasses, and the peals of laughter from the more hilarious, drowned the sounds of the musical performance that was evidently proceeding in an inner apartment, judging by the odd bars of instrumental music, and the stray snatches of comic singing, which occasionally drifted in through an open arched portal. 
Apart from the crowd, in a corner on the flank of the semi-circular bar at the end of the saloon, sat two men of between thirty and forty, leisurely discussing what in royal parlance is known as a bottle of 'the boy.' One of 
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BEAUTIFUL MRS. BOWGRAVE 13 

them, of spare and sinewy frame, had a foreign 
cast of countenance, with glittering dark-gray 
eyes and a pronounced aquiline nose. The 
most casual student of humanity would have 
quickly decided that he was a distinctly 
dangerous man to unduly meddle with. It 
needed no expert to promptly class him as 
being at once courageous, intellectual, unscrupu­
lous-an antagonist worthy of a foeman's steel 
in open encounter, and most probably a still 
more deadly enemy if he deemed it expedient 
to employ underground tactics in any conflict 
in which he became involved. The other was 
a bluff, broad-faced Englishman, of aldermanic 
girth, red-faced and cheery. 

' I've ~lipped off for a couple of days or so, 
Dare,' the latter was saying. 'We're a bit 
slack down Wallsend way at present, waiting 
for plates that the mill folk have failed to 
deliver because of a strike in the steel trade, 
and, as I wanted a mouthful of sea air, I told 
the directors that I would have to see you per­
sonally about that queer craft we've just finished 
for ye. I often wonder what in the name of 
Noah's Ark you're going to do with it when 
you get it. But, of course, it's no business of 
mine, so long as you keep meeting your engage­
men ts with the hard.' 
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The other man smiled cynically, twirling up­
ward the while the fierce reddish moustache 
that substantially assisted in giving his face its 
Continental flavour. 

'All you dream about, Lashley,' murmured 
his companion-' money, money, money! But, 

• there, I sometimes do it myself.' 
'Hello!' cried the other, suddenly, half rising 

from his seat. 'Y onder's a face I've often seen 
in King Street, South Shields, on a Sunday 
night. A remarkable chap he is, too-one of 
our bull-dog breed of Tynesiders, but a bit finer 
bred than some of the Geordies.' 

He lifted his forefinger slightly, and pointed 
to a tall, athletic figure at the bar, now turned 
with its back to the watchers. 

' Don't know him, do ye ? ' 
' Not from Adam,' said the man answering 

to the name of Dare. 
'Well, he's a lad we're proud of, and not 

without cause, let me tell ye. He served his 
time at Low Walker, and when he'd finished 
he went to Elswick, and afterwards to Barrow. 
He's been a chief for six or eight years past, 
and he's got a record, I can tell ye. That's 
Gilbert Dela val. Y e've seen his portrait in the 
papers, I've not the least doubt.' 

'Can't say that I have,' answered Dare. 
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BEAUTIFUL MRS. BOWGRAVE 15 

'Well, I thought everybody had heard of 

him. That's the youth who defied a British 

warship about a dozen years ago. He took 

a holiday one summer in a Tyneside steam­

trawler that had found it profitable to fish in 

prohibited waters in Scotland. I think he 

worked his passage as a fireman for the fun 

of the thing. One fine morning a gunboat 

found the trawler at the game, and fired the 

usual blank charge over her bows to bring her 

to. Did she stop ? Not much. " It'll be 

fifty pound fine or three months, and perhaps 

the forfeiture of the blessed boat," groaned the 

captain, who was part owner. " Couldn't we 

make a break for it ? " The old engineer shook 

his head. " No bloomin' fear, captain," replied 

that worthy. "We can't do more 'n ten knots 

all told, and that beggar '11 do fourteen or 

fifteen. Besides, I'm a deacon at a respectable 

chapel in W estoe, and I ain't going to be taken 

red-handed as a pirate, or be smashed up by 

a ten-pound cannon-ball.'' But the young 

devil, Delaval, was spoiling for a fight. " I'll 

put the steam through her, captain," he shouted, 

taking in the situation as he swarmed out of 

the stokehole. "This job's just my barrow." 

' Well, to make a long story short, they got 

off a mile ahead of the gunboat, and ran the 
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trawler right round from the east coast of 
Scotland to the west, getting in the end quite 
clear of their pursuer. The blue-jackets took 
the stern chase quite as a joke at first, and 
refrained from real target practice, but when 
at the end of a couple of hours they found they 
had lost a couple of miles, they made up their 
minds to business. Happily, they hadn't had 
much practice about that time, and gun drill 
was decidedly off ; but in those two days 
Delaval and his mates had at least a dozen 
narrow squeaks. They were hit half a dozen 
times in one place and another where it didn't 
much matter. The captain of the trawler, when 
at last in safety, went down into the engine­
room to see what miracle Delaval had worked 
to get going on for sixteen knots out of the old 
tub. His device was quite a simple one. He 
had screwed down the safety-valves, and was 
working a common second-hand boiler, weighted 
for fifty, at exactly one hundred and thirty 
pounds. It was a wonder they hadn't all been 
blown to Kingdom Come hours before. He'd 
had ·a fight with the engineer to do it, too, and 
had ended by locking the old man up in the 
pantry. Of course, it was only a boyish freak. 
He's a full-fledged chief-engineer now, and 
daren't do such things. He only came back 
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BEAUTIFUL MRS. BOWGRAVE 17 

from the Far East a month ago, after taking 
out a battleship to Japan on behalf of the firm 
that built the craft, and they say that whilst he 
was at Barrow he was the most daring of all 
the practical leaders in the experiments with 
the submarines.' 

' He looks a man of force and determination,' 
said Dare, when the other paused for lack of 
breath. 

'Yes; he's seen a bit of active service, too, 
between ourselves, on board a U.S. cruiser 
during the Spanish - American War. His 
picture was in the Graph£c, under the na,me of 
Jack Harris, along with that of Lieutenant 
Hobson and a few other smart youths. Shall 
I introduce him before I go? I'm just off for 
the night.' 

'Not to-night, thanks. I haven't time now, 
I've to look up some ~riends directly. I'll see 
you in the morning. Oh, by the way, what's 
the market value of a man like your hero, 
Delaval?' 

' That depends,' was the ans er. ' In a 
general way such a man would jump at £ 30 

a month to go to sea; but ashore, as a works 
manager, he might get anything from £ 300 

to £3,000 a year. Good-night.' 
The portly shipbuilder arose, shook hands 

2 
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with his friend, and, crossing to the seat upon 
which Delaval had dropped, gave a hearty 
greeting to his compatriot. 

Dare, left alone, glanced at his watch. It 
was close upon a quarter to eleven. He lin­
gered until the saloon clock had chimed, and 
then went out into the open. The moonlight­
flooded promenade was crowded, for the various 
places of amusement were disgorging their 
thousands of patrons, who lingered contentedly 
in the fragrant summer air, reluctant to retire 
for the night to the crowded boarding houses. 
The people in the street walked mostly in happy 
pairs, with Panamas and big beflowered and 
beribboned flop-hats nestling side by side in 
closest communion. Popular merriment was 
at its height. A line ~f hilarious young men 
went past, trolling out the latest music-hall air, 
and a trio of unescorted girls danced with might 
and main what might have been a wild fandango, 
to the huge enjoyment of a ring of admirers 
overflowing with mild vulgarity in the way 
of friendly criticism. 

A pair-horse carriage came slowly up through 
the dense throng to the front of the hotel. 
Dare, deftly forestalling the assiduous commis­
sionaire, assisted a lady, the only occupant of 
the vehicle, to alight, and promptly escorted 
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BEAUTIFUL MRS. BOWGRAVE 19 

her through the hall into a private room on the 
ground floor. The door closed behind them, 
and man and woman stood for a moment in the 
centre of the apartment, face to face. 

They were a picturesque pair-the man in 
rigid evening dress, broad shouldered and thin 
in flank, straight and upright as a grounded 
pike, with his auburn head poised proudly over 
that of his consort, and a look of expectancy in 
his flashing dark-gray eyes. The woman, dark 
as the raven night, with a complexion com~ 
pounded of tenderest olives and rarest reds, the 
carriage of a young queen, and a form the 
ravishing perfection of which was intensified 
rather than hidden by the enswathing folds of 
an uplifted train and the clinging mantle of 
costly lace around her superb ivory shoulders. 

Dare, looking down into the woman's face, 
realised, not for the first time, something of the 
overwhelming passion of a certain great citizen 
of Rome for Cleopatra. Here was a Cleopatra 
indeed-rich, young, and beautiful beyond com­
pare-and it occurred to him for one audacious 
moment that some day it might be his to play 
the part of Antony. But she drew away from 
him the next instant, retreated to the end of 
the room, unloosed her shimmering mantle, and 
sat down on a dainty Chippendale chair. Her 
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beauty was supreme, and the strong dash of 
diablerze in its composition, veiled though it 
was by an assumption of hauteur and distant 
pride, enthralled the man. Her every move­
ment was eagerly followed by his envious eyes. 

Suddenly he realised that he must appear to 
her a rude, glaring, gaping fool. 

' Ten thousand pardons!' he stammered. ' I 
forgot. You have called for your husband ? 
I will go and tell him you are here.' 

'You needn't hurry,' came her reply, in low, 
liquid tones. ' I did not expect the opera 
to be over so soon, and I fixed the time for 
eleven. He is upstairs, I suppose, playing one 
of those dreary games of chess with General 
Dallas?' 

'Yes,' said Dare. 'He came in an hour ago, 
after a stroll on the Front.' 

He could not understand how any man of 
ordinary flesh and blood could quit the society 
of such a wife for a whole evening willingly and 
of his own accord to indulge in a stupid, scientific 
pastime with a woolly-witted warrior who had 
been retired from the service for his country's 
good. And she had had perforce to attend the 
opera alone, to sit all the evening solitary in a 
box. But, of course, there was no accounting 
for the tastes of crazy senility. 
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'Excuse me a moment,' added Dare; ' I will 

go up and tell the Professor you are here. The 

absorbing game will probably have to be 

adjourned until to-morrow night.' 
The laqy laughed at the little sarcasn1, and 

Dare left the room, to return almost immediately 

with Professor Bowgrave. The latter ran up 

with an air of solicitude and kissed his wife, 

who, to Dare's scrutinizing eyes, seemed to 

shrink from the effusive embrace. 
' I never dreamt how late it was, darling,' 

said the old man. ' How time does run on 

when one is pleasantly engaged. I've been 

here two hours, and it doesn't seem ten minutes. 

I had a walk along the Prom. as far as the castle 

before I turned in. Come, love, let us hurry.' 

He linked his arm in his wife's and led her 

forth to the waiting vehicle, Dare bringing up 

the rear. 
The Professor touched the latter lightly on 

the arm as he followed Mrs. Bowgrave into the 
. 

carnage. 
' I want to see you particularly to-morrow, 

Dare,' he whispered-' about our great project. 

Everything going well ?' 
Dare nodded, and the carriage drove on. He 

fancied that Mrs. Bowgrave was regarding him 

with an air of special interest for the second 
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that elapsed before the departure, and he turned 
back into the hotel to directly encounter in the 
corridor the man whose exploits as a militant 
engineer his friend Lashley had just been sing­
ing so loudly. The pair passed, of course 
without recognition, Dare noting again the 
engineer's stalwart figure, gallant bearing, and 
resolute face. 

0 



CHAPTER III 

'TO THE GOOD SHIP "ATALANTA", 

GILBERT DELAVAL, after leaving the hotel-it 

was not the one at which he had taken up his 

temporary abode-crossed over through the 

crowds and gazed for a few moments at the 

moonlit bay. Before him, only a few hundred 

yards from the shore, on a wave-encircled throne 

of rock, rose a little magical Norman castle, 

grim and hoary with age, as it seemed, its 

turrets gilded with quivering silver, whilst its 

tide-lapped base was flooded with a strangely 

• beautiful belt of rolling phosphorescence. Had 

it not been that he was wide awake he would 

have set down this fortress of Liliput as but the 

vision of a dream. As it was, it might easily 

have been a brilliant bit of theatric art, conjured 

out of paint and lath and canvas. 

The structure was, of course, the Tower of 

Refuge, on the islet of Canister-a delightful 
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bit of sham-antique architecture, set up some 
time in the nineteenth century, which serves, 
nevertheless, its scenic purpose admirably under 
Luna's melting and romantic rays. The en­
chanted true lovers who, night after night, 
linger for hours by the shore in mute ecstasy, 
hand in hand, cheek by cheek, gazing out sea­
ward, must go back to the workaday world with 
its image imprinted on the mind's eye. How 
many fugitive episodes, retaining the faint 
fragrance of the withered rose, its suddenly 
recurring memory must recall in the leaden 
prosaic after years, when the immortal nectar 
of the gods of glorious youth no longer passes 
the lip. 

Delaval lighted a cigarette, and idly decided 
to move off to his quarters. It had turned the 
hour of eleven. The doors of the big hotel 
were being closed against casual custom, and 
the crowd was rapidly thinning. As he lifted 
his elbow from the sea wall he became conscious 
that there was standing in his vicinity a tallish 
man wearing a long, loose, dark overcoat, with 
a gray tweed cap pulled down over his brows 
so as to leave nothing visible between the pro­
jecting peak and the upturned collar of his 
wrapper but a pair of bright eyes. 

Instinctively he felt that he was under 
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espionage, but it might only be imagination. 
However, fore warned was forearmed, not that 

he expected anything serious to ensue, but he 

resented the idea of being watched, even for 

the gratification of purposeless curiosity. So 

he crossed the road, dropping a glove as he 

reached the curbstone on the other side of the 

thoroughfare. He stooped to pick it up, and 

looked hastily around. The unknown was 

almost at his heels, but turned aside to light 

a cigar. It might be pure coincidence. 
Delaval went on again, betraying no sign. 

The stranger followed, at the discreeter dis­

tance this time of some thirty yards. The 

situation was becoming interesting. It was 

something quite new. Could anyone in all the 

wide, wide world have the slightest personal 

interest in him ? Perhaps it was some erring 

private detective, endeavouring to earn his 

retainer and fees on behalf of a forlorn and 

suspicious wife. Such cases were not unknown 

at seaside pleasure resorts. But instead of 

being a case of mistaken identity, it was just 

barely possible that his strange pursuer might 
be an ordinary lawless bandit in quest of such 

spoil as a purse and watch and chain. And it 

suddenly occurred to our hero that a little bit 

of exhilarating exercise was the very thing he 
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needed at that particular moment. If his 
mysterious pursuer were seeking trouble, he 
was about to apply to the very man who was 
eager and willing to oblige him. He turned 
up a side street, but, glancing swiftly around, 
saw that the man who had aroused his sus­
picions continued along the main thoroughfare. 
No, the fellow was lurking in the shadows at 
the further corner of the street. Delaval went 
on unheeding, looking neither to the left nor 
the right. From behind him came the sound 
of regular footfalls. He turned again into an 
unfrequented by-road, by the side of a great 
blank wall perhaps a hundred yards long. 
The second man followed suit. Not a soul 
was visible. 

A man who can hold his own with a navvy 
of a pugilistic turn, or a hardened bully of the 
stokehole, does not usually shrink from an 
encounter when it is thrust upon him. So 
Delaval suddenly halted, wheeled round, and 
calmly awaited the stranger. 

The latter came also to a standstill, drew 
back in apparent confusion, and then laughed 
aloud in a genial, boisterous fashion. 

'Good-evening,' he began. ' It's my own 
fault if you've taken me for a footpad. I've 
been ass enough to creep after you in the dark 
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in this way to find where you were hanging 

out, instead of asking our mutual friend, 

Lashley, of Wallsend, for an intro. My name 

is l(estrel Dare, stockbroker in the City, and I 

wanted to see you very particularly about a bit 

of business.' 
'Oh,' responded Delaval, somewhat reas­

sured, but still eyeing the other in the keenest 

fashion. 'Yours is rather a curious way of 

doing business, and I certainly don't admire 

the place selected for it. Let us go back to 

the Front, and I'll hear what you've to say in 

a suitable place. Don't come any closer, 

please, but walk on a few yards in advance, 

and I'll follow.' 
' Still suspicious, eh ?' laughed the other. 

' Well, I cannot complain. I '11 . go on before. 

I really merely wanted to note down your 

address so that I could call on you some time 

to-morrow, after I had- thought over what I 

had to say to you. But now, I suppose, I'll 

have to speak out without premeditation.' 

The pair went quickly onward down the 

• hill in Indian file until they had regained the 

Promenade, and halted together under a lamp. 

Dare removed his cap, turned down the collar 

of his loose overcoat, and revealed himself in 

the glare of the gas. 



COMET CHAOS 

'Here's my card,' he said. 'You probably 
saw me with· my friend Lashley, of Wallsend, 
in the Villiers ?' 

Delaval nodded, and took the other's ex­
tended hand, his doubt now entirely dis­
pelled. 

'Yes,' he said, 'of course I did. Old Lashley 
pointed you out to me when he came over to 
where I was sitting. But what on earth do 
you want of me? You aren't a shipowner, 
seeking to rob a poor devil of a holiday that 
as yet hasn't begun ?' 

'Oh no,' was the response. 'I have no evil 
designs in that direction. But I cannot answer 
your question with a direct yes or no. I am a 
shipowner, and I'm not a shipowner. At least, 
I'm not one in a professional sense.' 

'You interest me,' laughed Dela val. 'Go 
on with your conundrum.' 

'Hadn't we better go along to my hotel?' 
queried Dare. '-I'll put my case fully before 
you there.' 

'With the greatest pleasure in the world,' 
responded Delaval. 'Do you know, you've 
aroused my curiosity. I scent adventure in 
the air, and adventure by sea or land is the 
very breath of my nostrils.' 

' You've hit it first time,' said Dare a moment 
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or two later, as the pair seated themselves in a 

horseshoe alcove in a spacious smoke-room, 

around the bar of which a dozen other indi­

viduals were congregated. ' I want to hire 

your professional services for a period-say 

for six months. You can sign on, so to speak, 

for salary purposes first thing in the morning, 

but you'll have a week or two of holiday before 

I require you, if we come to terms.' 
'Oh!' breathed Delaval reflectively. ' I'm 

not sure that I am taking the job, even if the 

terms are right. These things want considera­

tion. What's the name of your ship ? Where 

is she going to? And what's the purpose of 

the voyage? I take it that it's something out 

of the common run.' 
' Yes, you're right again. The job decidedly 

£s out of the ordinary, and if it's adventure 

you're after you'll get your fill of it. At present, 

however, I am under the pledge of secrecy to 

a third party to maintain silence in respect of 

certain details. However, I'll tell you what 

I '11 do. I want you not as the ordinary chief 

engineer of the ship. You'll get together a 

complete engine-room staff; but for special 

reasons, hereafter to be explained, I want a 

man of thorough technical knowledge, of 

originality, of initiative, and of courage. From 
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what Lashley says, you've got all these qualifi­
cations.' 

Delaval blushed slightly. 
' I know my business,' he said rather con­

fusedly ; 'but I'm not putting myself up as a 
V.C. hero. Are you recruiting for war pur­
poses for a foreign navy? If so, I'm having 
none of it. I wouldn't mind the risk if it were 
a call from my own country ; but I am certainly 
not going to put myself up as a target to be 
shot at on a purely cash basis. I've had some 
before.' 

' Quite right,' said Dare quietly. ' I'm asking 
nothing of the sort from you. It is an adven­
ture of peace-though, of course, you can't 
embark even on a ferryboat without taking 
chances. There is nothing contraband about 
the venture ; no running of blockades, or 
piracy in any shape or shadow. But, all the 
same, it is a gigantic undertaking to which I 
have committed myself, and I am going to see 
it through, and to personally participate in it 
into the bargain. I could get a hundred good 
average men to-morrow to fill the situation I 
have to offer ; but I want an exceptional man, 
and I feel assured that I have got him in you. 
It's six months' service-I mayn't need you 
three-and the figure is a thousand pounds 
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down in advance to your banker. Do you 

take it?' 
'Well,' answered Dela val, ' I should be mad 

if I didn't. Granted that it's a fair, legitimate, 

lawful transaction, I'm your 1nan; but I think 

there ought to be a little confidence displayed. 

Where are you going, and from what port?' 

'Yes, I'll tell you that. We start from North­

umberland Dock on Tyneside, and our nominal 

destination is New York. Where we really 

are going I shall tell you later when the voyage 

has begun. The issues depending on my project 

are so tremendous that not a syllable of the 

truth must be allowed to leak out, and what you 

don't know you can never by any possible 

chance tell. I mean no disrespect. You 

would, I feel convinced, be the very last man 

to open your mouth ; but the secret is not 

entirely mine, and I am bound to maintain my 

present reserve. It · shall be all satisfactorily 

explained in due course, and, given success, of 

which there should be little doubt, I promise 

you a very much bigger amount than the figure 

just named by me.' 
' I am satisfied,' said Delaval. 'Nothing 

venture, nothing gain. I accept your terms. 

When shall I be required ?' 

'We'll discuss details to-morrow, meeting 
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here at eleven, if that time suits you.' He 
held out his hand, and the other gripped i_t 
firmly by way of sealing the bargain. 'You 
can have a clear fortnight here, anyway.' The 
speaker turned about. ' Here, waiter!' he 
shouted. ' Bring in a bottle of Mumm. To 
the good ship Atalanta.I' cried Dare solemnly, 
raising his glass in the air. ' May her maiden 
voyage realize to the full its mighty promise!' 

The two men tossed off the toast, and Dare 
eagerly filled up the glasses again, delighted with the success of his negotiations. 
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CHAPTER IV 

DOROTHY COLLINGWOOD'S DANGER 

IT was early afternoon, a mile or two out of 
Douglas to the west. Only one human being 
was visible in the deserted pastoral landscape. 
She was a girl-a rare example of budding 
womanhood in trim walking attire-who had 
come to a halt at a line of high stout rails. 
She glanced eagerly around. No one was in 
sight. Therefore she might make the venture 
in safety. Her eyes were set on a cluster of 
wild flowers nodding their delicate, starlike 
heads in the faint breeze. They grew just on 
the other side of the barrier. 

Gathering in her skirts gracefully, she lifted 
her left foot and addressed herself to the task. 
She paused on the topmost rail to survey the 
land, her clear and open deep blue eyes blinking 
in the sun. The whole prospect was one of pro­
found peace, broken only now and then by the 
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plaintive lowing of cattle-big, sleek, gentle 
creatures, spotting the greensward with crude 
blotches of brown and red and black and 
white. 

She sprang lightly off the rail into the 
enclosure - an idyllic meadow, with a silver 
thread of water, fringed with willows and alders, 
running through its centre. In her eagerness 
to gather the flowers she dropped upon her 
knees to the grass. As she crouched, engrossed, 
she was startled by a heavy, regular thud that 
caused the very ground beneath her to tremble. 
She lifted herself half upright, suddenly pos­
sessed by some vague dread, and turned about 
to look in the direction whence the strange 
sounds came. But ere she could push aside 
the heavy loose folds of sun-kissed hair that 
partially obscured her vision, as the result of 
her exertions the moment before, she was 
conscious of being gathered unceremoniously 
up, like some unconsidered bundle, and pre­
cipitated bodily over the railings on to the other 
side. 

Pulling herself together as she sat - a 
crumpled, crimson -faced heap of astounded 
femininity-she became gradually aware of the 
close proximity of a tall, lithe, masculine figure 
in a gray Norfolk suit. The stranger, whoever 
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he was, had fallowed at a bound the fair burden 
he had flung before him with such surprising 
dispatch. 

With a struggle she arose to her feet, full of 
commingled humiliation and indignation. She 
could not speak, but her eyes sparkled with 
apprehensive interrogation. 

Then a great brute form flashed across her 
line of vision, and came with a crash against 
one of the stout posts. A huge, bellowing 
bull, with widespreading horns sharp as a hay­
f ork, raged in vain fury behind the fence. It 
was all clear to her now. By a hair's breadth 
she had escaped imminent death in one of its 
most dreadful forms ! .. 

The man who had come so opportunely to 
her aid-she could see him clearly now-turned 
slightly away so that she might recover her­
self. A second later he was speaking in a low, 
syn1pathetic voice relieved with an under-current 
of humour. 

' I'm awfully sorry,' he began lightly, raising 
his cap. ' I know it was extremely rude of 
me, for we hadn't even been introduced ; but 
there was no choice.' 

' Oh, thank you - thank you a thousand 
times !' cried the girl, reaching out both hands 
unreserved! y. 

3-2 
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The touch of her warm, sof, ungloved palms 
thrilled the man to the core. 

The girl cast her eyes behind her for an 
instant, and shuddered as she saw the fearsome 
red-and-white monster, the incarnation of blind 
rage and brute force, fuming behind the im­
pregnable rails. What a narrow escape had 
been hers! Sudden death had veritably rubbed . 
elbows with her. She swayed slightly, and 

. . would have fallen had not the man taken her 
in his arms. But a moment later she re­
covered herself, and he reluctantly withdrew 
his support. 

' It was all my own fault,' stammered the girl, 
lifting her downcast face, now gone pale as 
ivory, and pushing back her abundance of dis­
hevelled hair. ' I was a trespasser, and ought 
not to have climbed the fence. How horrible 
it would have been but for you!' 

' Thank God !' said the man earnestly. Then 
he added in an easier vein: 'However, all's 
well that ends well. Perhaps I'd better go 
after the flowers and your parasol, now that the 
enemy has suspended hostilities.' 

Nervously the girl approached the palings. 
The bull, having vented his impotent wrath, 
had trotted off to a distance of two or three 
hundred yards. 
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The man vaulted over the rails, picked up 

the parasol, which had suffered severely under 

the stamping hoofs of the infuriated beast, and 

held aloft a most forlorn tangle of shredded silk 

and twisted wire. 
The fair owner of the ruin relieved her over­

charged feelings with a laugh that sounded like 

the tinkling of a silver bell in the ears of her 

enraptured companion. 
'How ridiculous it looks!' she cried. 'Throw 

it away. I couldn't take it back with me.' 

'You won't have it?' he queried, passing the 

flowers over to her, and striving to smooth 

the shattered sunshade somewhat into shape. 

' Then may I beg it? May I keep it as a 

memento of our meeting ?' 
The girl nodded and laughed merrily. She 

stole a second glance at the stranger. He was 

a tall athletic man under thirty, with a strong, 

dark, handsome face full of intellect and glow­

ing with vigorous health through its tan. Her 

timid, furtive scrutiny over, she turned about. 

' I must be returning,' she said. ' I'm a 

stranger to the island, and I'm almost afraid 
I've lost my way.' 

' Can I be of any further service ?' asked the 

man eagerly. ' You are staying in Douglas, of 
course?' 
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' Yes, thank you,' said the girl. ' My name 
is Collingwood-Dorothy Collingwood.' 

' Mine is Gilbert Dela val,' said the man. 
' Our road lies together.' 

She drew aside the skirt of her graceful 
clinging dress with a little enchanting swirl, 
and together the strangely introduced pair went 
on over the pleasant pastures to gain the main 
road, side by side, as like a pair of lovers as 
could anywhere be found on that August 
afternoon. 

It was quite an hour before the pair reached 
the town, and sauntered along the Front to the 
boarding-house where Miss Collingwood was 
staying with her aunt, -a sweet-faced, rosy old 
lady with silver hair. Dorothy took him 
straight into the deserted drawing-room, and 
returned five minutes later with her relative. 

' My niece has just told me,' said the elder 
lady, ' of the gallant service you have rendered 
her this afternoon. I don't know how to 
thank you for your bravery and promptitude. 
You saved her life beyond the shadow of a 
doubt. Some day we may see our way to 
repay you in a slight measure.' 

She wrung Delaval's hand warmly. 
' Don't mention it, madam,' faltered the 

young man in confusion. Then he turned to 
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go. ' I will take the liberty of calling in the 

evening, if I may,' he added. 
' We shall be heartily glad to see you at a·ny 

time,' responded Dorothy's aunt, and Dorothy 

herself seconded the invitation with an ir­

resistible blush. 
The girl accompanied him to the door, and 

shook hands with him as they parted. Then 

he went slowly along the Promenade, uncon­

sciously humming a love-song. The sky was 

blue and full of exhilarating lights, the sea 

sparkled in the sun, and the air was heavy 

with summer's incense. What a radiant being 

this Dorothy Collingwood was ! Never before 

had he set eyes on so sweet and fair and pure 

a woman. He had been smitten by a very 

ancient and deadly contagion-love at first 

sight. 
'A penny for your thoughts,' said someone, 

bursting in suddenly upon his thoughts. 

Kestrel Dare stood before him, smiling. 

' You were going to pass without speaking. 

You appeared to be in the brownest of brown 

studies.' 
Delaval made an easy, offhand answer, and 

the two men stood chatting for a while on the 

edge of the side-walk. 
Presently a stately woman, in the full pride 
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of her charms, went by. Dare lifted his hat 
and bowed before the lady, who threw him a 
bewitching smile as she sailed onward like a 
princess. Momentarily her splendidly faultless 
nut-brown complexion had gone red as a 
rose. 

' By Jove!' ejaculated Dela val, 'that's great! 
What a subtle look her eyes have ! Did you 
see the downward droop of those exquisite 
lashes ? She's not my style, but she's certainly 
perfect in her own magnificent type. You are 
acquainted with her ?' 

' Yes,' said Dare, ' I know her well. I '11 be 
candid and tell you something that will interest 
you. She is one of the intending passengers 
of the Atalanta. The information is strictly 
private, remember.' 

' You surprise me!' cried Dela val. ' Who 
is she ?' 

·' Well, the name her godfather and god­
mother gave her was Felicity Christian.' 

' Felicity Christian!' echoed Dela val. 'Felicity 
is a charming name, but it becomes her indiffer­
ently. It would fit a demure little Quakeress 
like a glove. But that stately creature yonder! 
Why, she has the carriage of a queen and the 
pride of one, I'll warrant. How splendidly she 
is dressed! Tell me all about her.' 
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' Yes, I'll tell you, but don't let the story pass 

your lips again. She's a country girl, bred and 

born in the remote N orthumbrian village of 

Long F ramlington, though not a native in the 

real sense. Her father and mother settled 

there some thirty years ago, in a small de­

tached cottage at the western end of th~ 

village. They've both been dead ever so 

long. The old man, before he went to live in 

retirement in the country, had been a minister 

of some dissenting denomination or other. He 

was approaching fifty when he married. His 

wife was going on for twenty-five years his 

junior. It was a strange match in more 

respects than one. He was, or had been, a 

sour, stern religious fanatic. She was a music­

hall artiste, a light comedy actress, or some­

thing of that sort. I don't know exactly what, 

but something of the tricky type on · the stage. 

The parson had to cut the pulpit immediately 

after his curious experiment in matrimony. 

His devout congregation were shocked and 

horrified beyond measure at what was to them 

an outrageously unseemly union, and his choice 

lay between resignation and unceremonious 

expulsion. He chose the former, and went to 

Long Framlington, to live in retirement on his 

own moderate private means.' 
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' And the girl he married ? Was she a f ac­
simile of this regal Felicity ?' 

' Nothing of the sort, Dela val. I used to 
live in the village myself, and often saw them 
walking together in the country lanes. He 
was a shy, plain man, wrapped in icy reserve, 
whilst his wife was just one of those gilt-haired 
butterflies, all paint, powder, and giddiness, 
that you may see any morning about noon at 
the doors of our third-rate provincial theatres 
and music-halls. She was, further, a heartless, 
vicious, worthless little baggage. Of course, 
I was only a mere child at the time. I gathered 
all this after I had grown up. Even to my 
infant eyes she looked decidedly queer, but to 
her husband she was nothing short of absolute 
perfection.' 

'Love is ever blind,' interjected Delaval. 
' Yes,' came the response-' blind, deaf, and 

idiotic, usually. At any rate, he was all that. 
The pair were more like .father and daughter. 
He was never from her side. He held her as 
his most precious possession, and would scarcely 
allow the air of heaven to blow upon her. But 
the winter after Felicity was born trouble came. 
Christian was laid up with illness for a few 
weeks, during which time his wife made full 
use of her liberty. She had grown weary of 
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rural domesticity, and formed a liaison with a 

sport of some sort at Newcastle, and the upshot 

of the business was her flight. She returned 

to her old haunts and profession. The devil 

only knows what became of her, but it's gener­

ally accepted that she's been dead a dozen 

years.' 
'Quite a romance, Dare.' 

'Ah, you may call it that. Christian never 

looked up afterwards. It would have killed 

him straightway, without a doubt, but for the 

child.' 
' She did not take it with her, then ?' 

'What do you think ? She hadn't a heart in 

her, and the child would have been merely a 

clog. After his wife eloped Christian hardly 

ever left the grounds of his cottage until the 

day of his funeral. He devoted himself night 

and day to the woman who has just passed.' 

' Your story surprises me,' said Dela val. 

' But there's nothing of the fluffy-haired giddy­

pate about the black imperious beauty I have 

seen to-day for the first time.' 

'You come to quick judgment,' laughed the 

other. ' Why, you've only had a passing glance 

at her. Whence she inherits her flawless 

presence 1s a mystery to me. She's married 

now.' 
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The men shook hands and parted, after making 
arrangements for another meeting. 

' I'm as mad as they make them,' Dare was 
reflecting. ' I cannot keep her out of my mind. 
I shall have to walk very warily, or I may 
deliberately throw all my great expectations to 
the winds by madness for a fair face-the face 
of a woman who may easily, on both her pedigree 
and her looks, prove a man's ruin. They say 
that even fools grow wise by experience. It's 
a lie ! Man never reforms. The moth returns 
to the candle as long as it can fly.' Tru 
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CHAPTER V 

STRAYING COMETS AND STOLEN KISSES 

THE electric standard lamps gleamed pleasantly 

as the beautiful Mrs. Bowgrave swept into the 

magnificent drawing-room of Graymere House, 

her charming old-world home, to which she had 

come as a bride but two years before, on the 

upland outskirts of Douglas, some two or three 

miles from the heart of that centre of holiday 

gaiety. The golden index finger of the little 

clock on the mantel crept close to the hour 

over its exquisite dial-plate of iridescent blue. 

Then a tiny bell rang out the hour of nine. 

She glanced at the clock, and idly sought 

confirmation of the record by consulting the 

tiny bejewelled watch affixed like a medal on the 

left strap of her low corsage, immediately above 

her white, lifting bosom. She had just quitted 

the dining-room, where she had left the Pro­

fessor and Kestrel Dare to their cigars and a 
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dry, seemingly interminable discussion on the 
wonders of astronomy-matters of not the 
slightest moment to her, in view of her firm 
conviction, arrived at in spite of her associa­
tions, that neither the sun, moon, nor stars were 
in any way likely to have the slightest effect 
upon her present or her future. 

She walked across to the great bay window 
and drew apart the hangings. Then she passyd 
into the darkened e1nbrasure, permitting the 
curtains to close behind her, and looked out 
upon the night. A heavy drift of dark-green 
clouds, fringed with silver, was scudding across 
the face of the moon, and the undulating pasture­
land without was veiled in misty shadow. Not 
a star was visible. Yet the chief features of the 
lonely Manx landscape were clearly discernible 
-on the left a great black belt of forest trees, 
and to the extreme right a gaunt, gray, stony 
hill of basaltic rock. Immediately before her 
the open country swept away downward to a 
distant horizon, with a long yellow flare rising 
above its black extremity-the lights of the 
town. 

A curious perception of her isolation fron1 
humanity fell upon her, and, with a shudder, 
she drew back into the cheerful light. She ran 
up to the mirror and threw a faint smile to the 
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fair apparition that greeted her in the glass. 
The wan semblance of mirth quickened into 
life, and a dainty dimple set itself in either 
dusky cheek. The full lips contracted into a 
rosebud, with what seemed a drift of pearly 
snow in its heart, and her soft, fathomless dark 
eyes, erstwhile veiled in shadow, lit up with 
the fires of pride and triumph. What charms 
were hers ! A single lingering glance told her 
how radiantly those charms had shone that very 
afternoon in the crowded street, in the open 
daylight. Ah ! she could hear his footstep, 
coming with her husband into the room. What 
would he think of her now, when he could 
dwell undisturbed on her loveliness, softened, 
sweetened, idealized by the lamplight ? 

The two men entered the room, and Mrs. 
Bowgra ve swiftly arranged her billowy skirt 
and sank like an open rose into a low chair. 
The Professor came up to her and kissed her 
on the lips. Then he went across the room to 
take a book from a table, and her eyes flashed 
unwittingly in the direction of Dare, who 
returned the swift look, and then turned to the 
Professor and the thin quarto volume he was 
consulting. 

'This is the original edition, Dare,' said the 
old man, 'of David Milne's " Essay on Comets," 
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published in Edinburgh in 1828. Listen to 
this eloquent passage : "With how little reason, 
then, has man been accustomed to look upon 
the puny ball on whi.ch his lot is cast as the 
most distinguished among the multitude of 
works scattered over the expanse of the 
heavens! With how little light does he pre­
sume to arrogate to himself the highest place 
in the scale of animated being, when the whole 
universe teems with life and with intelligence! 
The human species form no more than a link 
in that chain of existence which, without visible 
termination, stretches over the boundless fields 
of creation. Where, then, we may ask, are the 
proofs which philosophy can advance of the 
vaunted and exalted nature of man?" What 
do you think of that, Dare ?' 

The man thus addressed suppressed a yawn, 
and answered : 

' It is sublime, Professor.' 
Mrs. Bowgrave threw a look of humorous 

disdain· at their deceptive guest, and the 
engrossed reader went on aloud : 

' Here is another telling passage : " A few 
brief years spent in the pursuit of vanities 
make up the whole sum of the life of man ; 
and then, like the plants or the beasts of the 
field, he sinks down into his native earth. 
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Thus it is that one generation makes way for 
another in rapid and melancholy succession. 
And yet this same pitiful creature,_ man, 
delineates the tracks which the countless orbs 
rolling through space will pursue for thousands 
of years, and can predict those terrible catas­
trophes arising from the crash of worlds, which 
will not only cause the annihilation of his 
species, but disorganize or alter the whole 
fabric of the system." That is what Milne 
says, Dare. It only leads up to my great 
theme-a theme on which I shall never tire 
of dilating-the approaching end of the world !' 

' Oh, Philip!' protested Mrs. Bowgrave, with 
what appeared in the eyes of Dare a most 
delicious shudder. ' You don't know how 
you frighten me with those awful predictions 
of yours!' 

' Ah, you do not understand, 
answered the old man. ' Besides, 
specially interested in this subject. 
not?' 

darling,' 
Dare is 

Are you 

' I am fascinated by 
speculations,' said the 
bow. 

the profundity of your 
younger man with a 

' Who could not be ?' asked the Professor. 
'What does Proctor say-not that I am 
enamoured of him, for both his philosophy 

4 
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and his astronomy are· of too popular a type? 
I have his book here.' 

He took up another volume. 
'He tells us that about a million meteors are 

gathered up every day by the earth-commonly 
called shooting stars-and that almost all these 
bodies enter the earth's atmosphere with veloci­
ties compared with which that of a rifle bullet 
is at rest. These terrible missiles, however, 
are dissipated into vapour long before they 
reach the earth's surface by the resistance of 
that efficient shield the soft and yielding air. 
Listen. This is how he predicts the possi­
bility of the destruction of the world's in­
habitants: " If at any time a great comet falling 
directly into the sun should, by the swift rush 
of its meteoric components, excite the frame of 
the sun to a lustre far exceeding that with 
which he at present shines, the sudden access 
of lustre and of heat would prove destructive to 
every living creature, or at any rate to all the 
higher forms of life upon this earth. And 
though in a few days the sun might resume his 
ordinary lustre, and no longer glow with ab­
normal heat, he would pour his rays on a family 
of worlds in which not one of the higher forms, 
either of vegetable or animal life, would remain 
in existence." That is Proctor's theory. But 
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it is not mine. When the end comes, the 
earth itself may be smashed into chaos by 
direct contact with one of those great , bite 
wandering ghosts from outer infinitude, or it 
may not.' 

The Professor threw down his book and 
turned upon his audience of two, aglow with 
his subject, his diminutive form transfigured for 
the moment, and hi~ great shock of snow-, bite 
hair flinging itself out horizontally as he wheeled 
around. 

' I have more to sa) ,' the old man went on, 
recovering his breath ; ' but the work I need is 
in the library. • Perhaps, Felicity dearest, you 
will oblige Mr. Dare with a little music v hilst 
I am hunting it up. I shall not be more than 
fi e minutes.' 

As Bowgrave was leaving the room Dare 
led his brilliant hostess to the piano, opened 
the instrument, and busied himself in arranging 
the music. Felicity sat down and their cheeks 
touched involuntarily. 

In a mad moment his arms were around her, 
and, ere he could realize it, he had planted a 
passionate kiss upon her red lips. She drew 
herself away fiercely, sprang to her full height, 
raised her long, rounded arms aloft, and faced the 
dismayed, presumptuous man v ith flashin.; e) es. 

4-2 
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'Oh, Felicity-my Felicity!' whispered Dare, 

going on towards her as she retreated a step 

or two. ' I am stark, staring mad for love of 

you!' 
She stood still for a moment, with a stony 

look in her brilliant eyes, motionless as a 

statue, on the verge, as it seemed, of a 

paroxysm of hysteria. Only her white bosom, 

heaving with excitement, testified to the life 

within. 
' Forgive me, forgive me!' the man went on. 

' I knew not what I did. I know not now. 

My only consciousness is that I love you, that 

I have been your willing slave and worshipper 

from the hour we first met, and that I shall 

always love you, whatever happens!' 
Ere she was aware of it he had her in his 

. 
arms again. 

' Am I to go?' he pleaded. 
He kissed her again, and her arms folded 

themselves convulsively around his neck. 
' Stay,' she murmured, almost below her 

breath, lifting her face to his. 
He kissed her a third time, and held her 

slightly away from him to feast his eyes on her 

raven, roseate loveliness ; but, with a sudden 

turn, she disengaged herself from his embrace, 

and ran lightly toward a further door leading 
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the Professor stolidly. ' Some husbands have 
recourse to the divorce court. That would not 
be my mode. I should seek an infinitely 
deadlier vengeance.' 

Dare stood appalled. There could be no 
doubt whatever that his falsity had been 
discovered. 

' Speak, speak out,' he faltered, in the 
steadiest tones he could command. 

'Hush!' cried Bowgrave. 'Here comes my 
wife. We will talk of the matter later.' 

Mrs. Bowgrave came sailing into the room, 
serene and unruffled, though paler than usual, 
with a quiet smile upon her face. She threw 
a happy, innocent glance at the Professor, and 
held out a sheet of music. 

' I am_ going to sing your favourite song, 
dearest,' she said quietly, almost tenderly. 
'Will you accompany me ?' 

Without a word, Bowgrave laid down the 
shabby, well-worn book in his hand, and led his 
wife to the piano. 

Dare dropped back into his seat, in a fever 
of apprehensive expectancy. Could he even 
hope that the episode through which he had 
just passed had gone undetected ? Such a 
hope was vain indeed. His host's abrupt 
slow - spoken query rang in his ears like a 
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• funeral knell : ' How would you deal with the 

traitor who had dishonoured your wife and 

home ?' It was a merciless question. Were 

all his great dreams of boundless wealth and 

power on the point of crashing into ruin and 

utter nothingness? What an insensate fool he 

had been to wantonly risk his whole future­

the great venture of his life-for the touch of 

a woman's lips! 
The opening notes of the Professor's prelude 

-a sweetly sentimental theme-st3;rtled Dare 

from his reverie of self-accusation and despair, 

and then the low, rich contralto voice of Felicity 

burst upon his _ears. She was, he knew, utterly 

unconscious of the fateful words that had just 

passed her husband's lips, and gave the most 

soulful interpretation of her ballad of true and 

faithful love. She turned and looked him full 

in the face, and, dropping her eyes, sang her 

message directly to him. Surely Fate was 

bent on pelting him with bitter mockery 

and savage satire! The Professor, biding 

his time, played on like an automaton, his 

eyes fixed stedfastly on the music, apparently 

oblivious to everything but the haunting sirene 
melody. 

The song over, the Professor led the faithless 

Felicity back to her chair with what, to the 
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watcher's eyes, seemed the malice of a cold­
blooded mockery. 

' You look tired, dearest, and pale,' said her 
husband. 'Are you retiring?' 

' Not just yet, Philip,' she answered. 'Tell 
us something more about the comets.' 

' I forgot,' the old man answered readily. 
'Another matter distracted my attention. 
Where did I put that book? Oh yes, here 
it is.' 

He arose, regained the shabby volume, and 
slowly turned over its pages. Dare was 
thankful that the Professor's piercing eyes 
were not now fixed upon himself, but the 
suspense was dreadful. What fonn was the 
wronged man's outpouring of wrath to take? 
A grisly host of hideous notions passed through 
his brain. 

'This is Amedee Guillemin's classic work, 
'' The World of Comets," translated by G laisher,' 
explained the Professor. ' He quotes Mauper­
tuis, writing in r 742, as to the horrors that 
might ensue, not merely from an actual collision 
between the earth and a comet, but from the 
radical change in the earth's orbit that might 
follow the mutual attraction of the two bodies 
should they pass in close proximity. But I 
will only to-night deal with the possible advan-
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tages of such a rencontre. Maupertuis tells us 
that the axis of the earth might be changed, 
so as to maintain perpetual spring, whilst the 
eccentricity of our-orbit might be so diminished 
as to cause a more equable distribution of light 
and heat. But, of course, Maupertuis is en­
tirely out of date. He was more of a romantic 
speculator than an astronomer, and it is nothing 
short of amusing to note his amazing suggestion 
that, in the case of a small comet, the collision 
would only be fatal to the inhabitants of that 
part of the world with which it came into 
contact, and that its debris might prove, to 
the surprise of everybody, to be formed of gold 
and silver and diamonds ! This is almost as 
bad as the in1aginative science of J 1:1les Verne. 
I will tell you the truth some day, soon, for I 
alone know it. It will make your blood run 
cold when I do. We are but helpless midges 
dancing in the sunbeam, awaiting that wholesale 
death that will neither be denied nor delayed.' 

'Oh, Philip, Philip, you are on that dreadful 
path of doomf ul prediction again. I shall not 
sleep if I hear more. I am going to my room. 
Good-night, Mr. Dare/ she added, extending 
her hand to her guest, who took the proffered 
palm and pressed it fervently, unnoticed by its 
owner's husband. • 
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Bowgrave, with a brief apology, went out 
with her, and Dare was left alone to his own 
sinister reflections. The Professor would be 
back directly, and the crisis would confront 
him. 

His respite was briefer even than he fancied~ 
for, after the lapse of but a few seconds, his host 
returned. 

Anything was better than this continued 
suspense. 

' What did you wish to say ?' he began 
hurriedly. ' You made some strange remarks 
to me about the honour of a wife.' 

' Did I ?' laughed the Professor genially. 
'Oh yes, I had quite forgotten. Here is the 
paper. I wanted to show it you. It is a 
report of that scandalous divorce case in high 
Iife. The so-called justice of the law courts 
would never appease me, were I to suffer 
similar injury, which, thank God, I know I 
never shall. I am an old man, unfamiliar 
with the rapier or the duelling pistol ; but 
I should strike with the leaden hand of my 
enormous wealth. The villain should be 
hunted through the world with death ever 
before him, but hovering long over his head, 
and I should be merciless and implacable to 
the last degree. But, there, my tried and 
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trusty friend, I am talking utter foolishness. 
Come into the library, and let us spend a 
pleasant hour. I want you to try a wonderful 
brand of cigar that I am importing direct 
from Havana. We shall need some creature 
comforts on that great expedition of ours. 
I'm delighted you've got hold of that m~n 
Delaval. In the tremendous time of crisis 
that lies before us we shall need the very 
finest instruments, human and material, that 
money can procure. What did you say was 
the amount of the final instalment due to 
Lashley's people? Twenty thousand pounds? 
Well, I may as well write the cheque to-night, 
and you can hand it over to hin1 to-morrow 
morning when you settle the other matters.' 

With a heart lifting with intense relief, yet 
beating like a hammer in his breast, Dare 
followed his millionaire principal along the 
dimly-lighted corridor of the quiet house _ into 
the library. 



CHAPTER VI 

WITH DOROTHY TO DOUGLAS HEAD 

A GLORIOUS morning sun tinted sea and air and 
earth with liquid gold, as Gilbert Delaval cam~ 
out of his hotel from the breakfast-table at 
which he had made a rather tardy appearance. 
He looked round with untroubled and buoyant 
heart ere he crossed towards the shore, upon 
which the tide was slowly advancing. The 
corner of the island in which Douglas lay, snug 
under the shoulder of the uplands, charmed him 
from every point of view. A white lighthouse 
stood high upon the left, and the solid pier 
below it, around which two or three big 
paddle - steamers were moored, was crowded 
with visitors, incoming and outgoing. On the 
north, a great ridge of velvety hills ran out 
into the shimmering water-hills clothed with 
a fresh, dark-green yerdure, marked freely with 
grays and blacks, in strongest contrast with 
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their towering canopy of snowy clouds march­
ing majestically through the summer blue of 
heaven. 

Wholesome, smiling, saucy British girls, in 
bewitchingly cool and airy toilets, topped by 
sunshades of brightest colour, went daintily up 
and down along the embankment, not, perhaps, 
entirely unconscious of their attractions, and 
the one-horse trams jingled merrily along the 
great sweep of crescent roadway, with the pier 
at one end, and Derby Castle at the other. 

An ancient, grizzled mariner, in a blue guern­
sey and sea-boots, the latter artfully speckled 
with the scales of some finny denizens of the 
deep, fixed the wanderer with a glittering eye 
as he went slowly towards the pier, and strove 
to fascinate him with a well-garnished version 
of the delirious joys of mackerel-fishing in the 
bay. 

A yacht was starting that very minute. I ts 
complement of passengers was fifteen, and 
already fourteen were on board. Only another 
was therefore needed to complete the party. 
But Delaval was not to be beguiled, not even 
when a second longshoreman approached with 
a defunct yard-long baby shark in his hand, 
which had been taken that very morning. The 
boatman spread the fish full length along the 
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wall, and declared that, for the modest invest­
ment of a shilling, their intended victim would 
come back to terra jirma in the possession of 
at least a dozen of the finest and freshest 
mackerel in the world. But he resisted the 
blandishments of the pair, uttered though they 
were in the low, soft-spoken accents of Manx­
land. On this particular occasion even the 
bait of a royal sturgeon itself would have availed 
the mariners nothing. He had other business 
in hand. 

Delaval passed on to the pier. A big, burly 
policeman or two, who responded to casual 
inquiries in distinctly sweet Hibernian tones, 
hovered peacefully at the landward end of the 
structure, but, further on, the crowd of goers 
and comers, laden with all manner of parcels, 
boxes, and portmanteaux, had things entirely 
their .own way. But nobody worried over a 
muddle that would have speedily ended in 
something exceedingly like a riot at any ordinary 
centre of business traffic. 

There was no need for hurry or excitement. 
Were they not all on holiday ? So long as 
they got eventually where they wanted to be, 
time was in no sense of the essence of the 
contract, as the legal mind phrases it. So they 
wandered contentedly on through the maze of 
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misquoting Juliet's words : 'Yet I should kill 
thee with much cherishing. Good-bye, good­
bye! Parting is such sweet sorrow that I could 
say good-bye till it be morrow.' 

He looked at his ,; atch as he regained the 
Promenade. It was a quarter past ten. For 
three days past now he had met Miss Colling­
wood every morning here, accompanied by her 
aunt, to whom ( after the fashion of astute 
masculine deceivers of his class) he paid most 
assiduous attention. His divinity's chaperon 
had readily responded to the manly, handsome 
young fellow's approaches, and had usually 
contrived to keep him in full con ersation, con­
trolling the choice of topics with such matronly 
skill that, after but a couple of walks, and an 
evening at the theatre, she had learnt more of 
him than she could have gathered in a month 
of ordinary social association. 

And all the while Dorothy the demure had 
walked or sat in silence-silence broken only 
at rare intervals-wondering at the gaiet) and 
animation of her two companions. She had 
really quite under-estimated the magnetic irtue 
of her aunt, she concluded. Mr. Dela al seemed 
to have become animated b a burning, incom­
prehensible desire to spend e er possible 
moment in her guardian's societ . 

'( 

., 

., 

' . ' 



d 

n· 
e 

DOUGLAS HEAD 

But this morning there was to be a change 
in the programme. As he approached, at the 
tacitly appointed time, the girl tripped out of 
the boarding-house unaccompanied. His heart 
sank momentarily. Then he saw that she was 
in full walking attire, and evidently ready for an outing. 

' Good-morning,' she said, graciously extend­
ing her hand. 'You'll be awfully disappointed, 
for poor, dear auntie is unable to come out for 
her stroll this morning.' 

' Indeed,' he responded with a look of con­
cern. ' I hope she is not ill ?' 

~ Oh, dear no, thank you,' came the smiling 
response ; ' only slightly fatigued. It was past 
eleven, you know, when we got back from the 
theatre, and she is not used to late hours. But 
she is up and about all right, and is now in the 
drawing-room, where she intends to write some 
letters that are rather overdue.' 

'I'm glad to hear it's no worse,' said Dela val. 
' I feared at first that something serious might be the matter.' 

' I'm afraid I'll be a very dull and uninterest­
ing companion for you,' began Dorothy, with a 
spice of coquetry in her voice. ' I haven't a 
tithe of auntie's fund of conversation. I told 
her so when I came out, but she just laughed 
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at me, and said that all I wanted was a little 

practice.' 
He offered the girl his arm, and she took it 

for the first time. He thrilled with joy at the 

loose touch of her little, firm, well-gloved right 

hand as it fell shyly into place on his strong 

arm. 
' Supposing,' he said, 'that we go up to 

Douglas Head?' 
'Dare I ?' she asked. ' I have never been 

there. Auntie told me, when I proposed it 

once, that it was no fit place for old folk, and 

that in any case she couldn't possibly climb the 

hill. I suppose we can get back in time for 

early di_nner-at one?' 
'Oh, certainly,' he answered. 'We go 

across by that little barge-like steam ferry, with 

the glaring toffee advertisement plastered round 

its bulwarks.' 
' Is it safe ?' she asked. ' Oh, and those 

horrid steps, I don't think I dare walk down 

them!' 
She clutched his arm involuntarily as they 

gazed down at the waves rippling many feet 

below against the edge of the pier. 
'Take my other arm,' he said, 'and you'll be 

next the wall and quite safe.' 
She clung to him with pretty trustfulness, 
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and together they descended to the crowded 
deck of the little vessel. At one point some­
one in the crowd behind them jostled slightly 
against Dorothy, and her escort's lithe arm 
went suddenly around her waist, and he held 
her there for one precious moment without 
protest. The seats were all occupied, and 
they had to remain standing close together. 
The rarest happiness was his on this delightful 
summer day. A party of musicians were on 
board, and when their financial emissary came 
round with the collecting-box, he deposited 
within the receptacle the first coin that came 
to hand. 

'Oh, you extravagant man !' whisp~red 
Dorothy, her lips almost impinging on his ear 
in the crush. ' Do you know you've given 
them half a crown ?' 

'Yes,' he said mendaciously-' a bit of silver 
for good luck. By the way, there are real 
gipsies on the Head. You must have your 
fortune told.' 

What a morning that was! Would it not · 
ever remain as the red-letter day of his life ? 
They landed, and, disdaining the crude cable 
tramway, marched up the rugged steps cut in 
the side of the hill. It was a long way up, but 
the view from the top was well worth the 
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tr-uble. Here the proud and stately Dorothy 

unbent sufficiently to sit down on a grassy shelf 

to recover her breath. He promptly took a 

place beside her, and they looked down on the 

pure blue waters far away below them. The 

sea was dotted with small boats and white­

winged yachts, and from a little jutting pier on 

the left, strong swimmers could be seen cleav­

ing the air as they dived, and then shooting like 

fishes through the water, with streaks of silvery 

foam in their wake. Lotus-eating loving 

couples, lost to the world, were everywhere in 

evidence on the heathy sward. 

Later, on Delaval's urgent solicitations, 

Dorothy visited the gipsy encampment, where 

she crossed with a piece of silver the yellow palm 

of a venerable crone, who probably owed much 

of the brilliance of her guinea-gold complexion 

to a liberal use of walnut juice. The fore­

cast of her future was delivered to the girl 

behind a curtain drawn across the aperture in 

the mysterious shadows of one of the little 

cluster of red tents, but it is to be presumed 

that the quick black eye of the heavily be­

jewelled dame had taken a swift mental 

synopsis of Delaval's points as the pair had 

come down together over the crest of the hill 

towards her. 
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When the seance was over, Dorothy came 
out of the tent with a deep blush upon her 
erstwhile clear complexion. She looked for a 
second intently at her companion, and then her 
eyes fell in sweet confusion. ' Do you think 
these people really are genuine ?' she asked, 
her fair face half-averted as she put the query. 

' Of course they are,' he responded gravely, 
guessing the purport of the gipsy's forecast. 
' It is a gift peculiar to the daughters of Egypt. 
And, if I am not impertinent, I should like to 
know just a little of what she has told you. 
But perhaps it's strictly confidential ?' 

' Go away !' she laughed, turning her back 
upon him whilst she opened her sunshade. ' I 
don't believe a word of such foolishness. But, 
remember, on no account must auntie know 
of this.' 

' I shall keep my 1nouth like an oyster,' 
came the reply. ' But, here, supposing I go 
in and consult the weird witch myself?' 

He turned, as though to give effect to the 
suggestion, but, to his surprise and delight, 
she caught him by the arm and maintained 
her hold. 

' No, no,' she cried, with a sudden accession 
of earnestness, 'you mustn't leave me, or I 
shall run right off and disappear in the crowd. 
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Oh, look at that great revolving tower! What 
a splendid view there must be from its summit 
of the sea and the shipping, and of the island, 
too. You see it's right on the top of this high 
hill, and so it will probably be a hundred feet 
at least higher than the Blackpool tower, 
reckoning from the level of the sea. Let us 
make the ascent.' 

The wily Dorothy's diversion was successful, 
and together the young people went gaily 
onward to the new point of attraction. 
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CHAPTER VII 

TRAGEDY IN THE MOONLIGHT 

THE dark oaken upright clock in the library 
of Greymere House-an antique example of 
chronologic ingenuity designed to exhibit the 
minute, the hour, the day of the month, and the 
phases of the moon-marked the imminence of 
midnight, but its two occupants, Professor 
Bowgrave and Kestrel Dare, still sat in close 
conference. They were together on the same 
side of a great n1ahogany table, on which were 
scattered various documents, some opened and 
others tied with prim red tape. At Dare's 
elbow were two or three rolls of tracings on a 
semi-transparent fabric, and near the curtained 
window a chart was outstretched and pinned 
upon an easel set up immediately beneath a 
pendant electric lamp, with a white shade 
upon it which concentrated the cool, steady 
light full upon its lines of longitude and 
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latitude, and its 1nysterious outlines and details 
of land and water, dotted in various places 
with hasty and more or less illegible pencilled 
autographic notes. 

The air of the apartment was heavy with 
gray vapour, made clearly visible where it 
slowly turned and twisted in fantastic streaks 
and curves under the fragile pear-shaped lamps 
suspended from the painted ceiling by thin, 
flexible cords, both men having been smoking 
steadily for about a couple of hours. Two 
decanters, now well-drawn upon, half a dozen 
glasses, a soda siphon, and an open box of 
cigars stood on an occasional table close behind 
the pair, in the outer angle of the projecting 
chimney-piece. 

' Then we may look upon it as settled ?' 
said Dare, interrogatively, rising and placing 
his forefinger upon a point on the chart indi­
cated by a cross, marked boldly in green era yon. 
, This sheet, of course, is entirely reliable?' 

'There 1s no doubt whatever about that,' 
answered the other. ' It is the result of the 
very latest survey of that section of the floor 
of the ocean, amplified, as I have told you, with 
those notes by Sir George Bennion, of the 
Admiralty, specially at my request. He merely 
fancies I have been seized by a sudden craze 
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for submarine zoology. Sir George and I were 
at Oxford together. I would have asked him 
to come with us, for he is one of the few friends 
I have ever had in the world. But science 
knows nothing of friendship. He would have 
laughed my great theory to scorn. What is 
worse, he would probably have written a scath­
ing letter to the T-imes on the subject, and 
followed it up with an exhaustive paper in the 
Contemporary. My retort, for I could not have 
held silence, would have created a world's 
panic, and, in the universal terror and confusion 
that would certainly have ensued, we should 
have been overwhelmed with intending pas­
sengers fleeing from the wrath to come, if, 
indeed, the A ta!anta had ever been allowed to 
leave the shores of England. I should have 
been denounced as a homicidal maniac, as a 
public pest and peril, and would probably have 
been shut up in a madhouse. Therefore, I 
have held my tongue, and we shall be safe. 
The dominion of the earth will be ours-abso­
lutel y ours-for kings, princes, ministers, and 
peoples will have vanished as if they had never 
been. What a mighty prospect! Oh, that I 
had a son upon whom the undivided heritage of 
Adam could descend!' 

As he ceased speaking, the old man sprang 



74 COMET CHAOS 

up and stood erect, his shrunken bloodless 
hands uplifted over his streaming nimbus of 
silver hair. The small frail figure in black 
dominated the room, and in his piercing light­
blue eyes, normally cold and icy, there burned 
wild, flaring, supernatural fires. 

Kestrel Dare shuddered in spite of himself­
in spite of the knowledge that was within him 
of the tangled web that he had assisted to 
weave-and for a time he could not supply the 
response for which it was plain the frenzied 
Professor waited. 

'Yes,' he said, at length. 'Your great day 
of triumph over the fierce elemental forces of 
a universe will soon be at hand. According to 
your calculations, it is the thirteenth of the 
coming month. We have not long to wait 
now. But the hour is late. It is past twelve. 
I had better be getting back to my hotel. It is 
rather a long road, and a dreary one even under 
the moonlight.' 

The Professor moved towards the bell-pull. 
' I can have the carriage ready for you in five 

minutes.' 
' No,' said the other, restraining his host. 

'I won't disturb your servants. The exercise 
will do me a world of good.' He walked to 
the window and drew aside the curtains. ' See,' 
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he added. 'It is almost as light as day. The 
• ' moon 1s up. 

'One moment,' urged Bowgrave, as Dare 
was making for the door. 'According to our 
calculations we have only a bare four weeks 
rema1n1ng. Everything will be ready for us to 
sail on the day named?' 

'Yes,' responded Dare, 'we shall have a 
clear fortnight-sufficient to allow for any little 
unforeseen delay. Indeed, the Atalanta could 
be ready to lift her anchor and put out to sea 
at twenty-four hours' notice. When I left her 
last week she was practically finished, and the 
painters were busy gilding her name on bow 
and stern. She left the wharf of the builders' 
yard at Wallsend yesterday, and is now coaling 
and taking in stores at Northumberland Dock. 
After she has coaled at the staithes there, I 
have given instructions to have her berthed off 
North Shields, a few hundred yards to the west 
of the horse and cart ferry. We can thus get 
our party aboard without attracting general 
attention, as we certainly should at the dock at 
Howdon.' 

' Good,' said Bowgra ve. ' Your services to 
me at this great juncture have been inestimable. 
They shall not be overlooked when the proper 
time comes.' 
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Dare murmured a few words of appropriate 
response as the pair walked to the front of the 
house, where they shook hands, and the visitor 
was left alone to pursue his silent way along 
the deserted road eastward in the direction of 
Douglas and the sea. 

He had scarcely turned into the main high­
way, and was crossing to the crown of the road, 
when a female figure in a hooded summer cloak 
of flimsy silken n1aterial sprang out of the 
shadow of the tall black hedge, and halted 
defiantly directly in his path. The sudden 
apparition threw back the hood of the wrap 
and bared to the flood of moonlight a pale, . thin 
female face, with the determination of com­
mingled rage and despair imprinted on its every 
lineament. 

Dare started back with a loud oath. 
'You fiend!' he cried hoarsely. ' In Satan's 

name, what brings you here?' 
He stood aside, and made a quick movement 

forward, as though to elude her, but she turned, 
and the next instant was running by his side. 

' In Satan's name!' she laughed aloud mirth­
lessly, repeating Dare's words as she caught 
up to him. ' You do well to invoke your 
master! Need I tell you what brings me 
here? Have you forgotten that but two short 
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years ago you took me for your wife at God's 

own altar, " for better for worse, for richer for 

poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to 

cherish, till death us do part " ?' 
She hissed out the familiar words in bitter 

mockery. 
' No, curse you ! I shall never forget it!' he 

answered, going on rapidly. 
In her breathless fury she could not speak­

for a minute. 
' When did you come here ?' he asked. 

' I crossed in the Ben - my - Chree,' she 

answered, 'and landed about four. I have 

not found lodgings yet, and have no luggage; 

but now that I have n1et my dearest husband, 

I will go with him. I soon discovered your 

hotel. The hall-porter. obliged me with a clue 

to your whereabouts.' 
' Damnation I' hissed the man. ' I suppose 

you told him who you were ?' 
' Oh, no ; I felt inclined to do so at first, but 

I refrained. You can give full explanations 

when we get back. They will come better 

from you. I should scarcely pass on my own 

unsupported word for the wife of Kestrel Dare, 

the false friend and guest of millionaires !' 
'What do you mean ?' he asked, struck with 

a vague, sudden fear. 
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'You ought to know,' she said. 'Look at 
my rags beneath this cloak, which I bought 
with my last five-pound note, using the loose 
change to bring me to your side.' 

Now that she was slightly calmer her speech 
was becoming thick and confused. 

' Bah ! ' he sneered. ' You have been drinking 
again. Cannot you leave that cursed brandy 
alone?' 

' Drinking?' she shrieked. 
done worse, for all you cared. 
descended to the street.' 

' I might have 
I might have 

' Be warned,' he said quietly. ' You might 
go too far. Don't arouse the spirit of murder.' 

' Murder!' she echoed. ' I have no fear 
of that. You are not man enough to risk your 
precious neck.' 

'Say no more,' he said. ' Listen to me. 
You will back to your cottage at Hammersmith 
this very morning. The Ben-my-Chree sails at 
nine-thirty. I will find a way to pass a letter 
into your hands on the pier containing fifty 
pounds in notes.' 

' How generous you are !' she answered. 
' How good and kind and true! Fifty pounds?' 

' Yes ; that or nothing. I could easily find 
a way to rid myself of you by the law, but I 
don't want the exposure.' 
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' I don't suppose you do. You n1ight scarcely 
have it entirely your own way.' 

' Fifty pounds,' he went on, unheeding her 
last remark, 'and a Government annuity of a 
hundred pounds, with one strict conditi9n-that 
I suffer no further molestation.' 

' And if I decline ?' 
'That is your own affair. I have gone to the 

furthermost limit. If not that, nothing. You 
have made me so desperate that I don't care a 
straw for publicity. No reasonable being would 
put the slightest credence in your .statements.' 

'Ah,' she said, coming close up to him, and 
whispering the wprds into his ear. ' And what 
will Professor Bowgrave say when I tell him 
what I know-what I saw with my own eyes 
but two hours ago ?' 

'Wretch! You have been spying upon me! 
I will kill you!' 

He gripped his wife fiercely by the arm and 
dragged her half across the deserted road. 
Then he flung her away from him, and she 
staggered and almost fell. But she was back 
upon him in a second, with hands clenched as 
if intent on burying her nails in his throat. 
She paused, however, and Dare also stood still. 

There was a low hedge by their side on the 
left-a hedge composed of fuchsias growing 
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freely in the open, as they do in many parts of 
Manxland. He noted that the clustering waxen 
petals of the plants, wet with dew, glistened in 
the moonlight. His eyes wandered over the 
hedge, and he suddenly realized that they were 
standing within less than a dozen yards of the 
brink of a disused stone quarry. Far below he 
could see a great pool of dark water in which 
the moon shone up to him as from a mirror. 
The woman was standing with her back to the 
yawning, inviting gulf. 

He was constrained to sudden, irrevocable 
action ; but with an effort he controlled himself. 

' I will make it a hundred pounds,' he said, 
'and double the yearly allowance.' 

' No,' she replied in grim, dogged tones. ' I 
hold the trump card for once, and I am going 
to play the game. I have done with secrecy 
for ever. I either go back with you to your 
hotel as your acknowledged wife, or I turn 
straight again to Greymere House, arouse its 
inmates, reveal myself, and tell its master of 
the tender passage which I witnessed between 
yourself and the beautiful Mrs. Bowgrave. 
Did you not hear my alarm at the window ? In 
my passion I nearly burst through the glass 
upon you. Quick !' she concluded. ' What is 
your choice ?' 
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' Will nothing else satisfy you ?' he urged, 
in low, ominous tones. 

' Nothing. My rightful place or bitterest 
revenge ! The old dotard is your banker, 
isn't he?' 

She jeered maliciously in his face as she 
spoke. 

Ere the speaker knew it he was upon her, 
ruthless, blind with suppressed fury, irresistible. 
He lifted her slight figure high in the air with 
both his hands, burst through the thin hedge 
with his writhing, living burden, and crossed 
the uneven pasture-land in half a dozen giant 
strides. On the #very lip of the fearsome pit he 
stumbled and fell. The woman slipped partIY­
from his grip, and remained suspended face 
downward over the chasm. In a lightning 
flash of thought she saw the death that was 
before her on the rugged rocks below, and 
whipped round like a wild cat, to sink her nails 
deep into his right wrist. 

' Mercy, Kess, mercy!' she wailed. ' Forgive 
me ! I will-I will--' 

The sentence ended in an awful, long-sus­
tained shriek that rang for an hour afterwards 
in his ears. He had beaten her thrice savagely 
in the face with his clenched left hand. She 
had disappeared, and there came a rush of cool 
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air in his fevered face, and he knew that the 
deed was done. 

He sank into the wet spongy turf, and lay 
prone and almost unconscious for son1e time. 
Then he dragged himself to his feet, and 
staggered along by the edge of the precipice 
until he reached a point where descent into 
the depths was practicable. A more hideous 
task than murder in hot blood lay before him, 
but the summons to it was all compelling. So, 
bruised and bleeding, he groped his way to 
perform his last awful ministrations in the 
moonlight, now gone green and ghastly. 



CHAPTER VIII 

ON THE SUMMIT OF SNAEFELL 

IN the early afternoon of the third day following 
their visit to Douglas Head, Gilbert Delaval 
and Dorothy Collingwood contrived to elude 
the vigilance, now so mew hat relaxed, of the 
fair maid's chaperon, and to arrange for a trip 
by themselves to the summit of Snaefell. 

It was a warm, bright, entirely lovely summer 
day, and Dorothy came out to meet her admirer 
in a simple dress of low-toned linen, topped by 
a fluffy Tam-o'-Shanter that matched her sun­
shade and set off her roses and golden hair to 
perfection. He was, perhaps, the proudest and 
happiest man in all that island of pleasure as 
he escorted her northward to their starting­
place. In his own mind he was absolutely 
certain on the point. 

He glanced again and 
face as they went along. 
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to her the pleasures that lay before them, and 
at the same time wondering inwardly how, in 
what words, and under what circumstances he 
would find himself putting to her the fateful 
question that was now ever trembling on his 
lips. In one moment he had no doubt what­
ever as to what would be her answer, and in 
the next he would silently dub himself a pre­
sumptuous fool for daring to imagine that the 
gracious words and pleasant companionship 
she had generously deigned to bestow on him 
during these few brief holiday days by the sea 
entitled him to confidently hope that she would 
ever yield entirely up to his unworthy keeping 
the unsullied treasure of her maiden love. 

Delaval's meditations were interrupted by the 
bustle and mild excitement consequent on the 
purchase of tickets in the festive crowd around 
the open-air booking-office, and then there was 
the scramble for seats. They had to wait until 
two or three cars had gone outward, and even 
then had to contentedly submit themselves to 
a process of packing akin to that employed by 
the canners of the savoury sardine. But none 
of the passengers-exclusively young folk in 
assorted pairs-troubled themselves about the 
unavoidable, whilst several of the more daring 
of the swains showed themselves capable of 
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self-sacrifice for the common good, and did 
their best to minimise the pressure b) bold! 
taking their blushing and reluctant partners 
upon their knees, to a ariousl) -ke) ed chorus 
of giggles and faint, ineffectual protests. 

The two friends broke the journe at Groudle, 
v here they explored the recesses of the little 
romantic glen, with its bewildering windings 
and miniature canyon, and aften ards at Laxe 
where the 'big v heel' that keeps an adjacent 
lead mine dry, and v hich has attained a reputa­
tion as one of the sights of the island on a 
woefully slender basis of intrinsic merit, is 
approached by a path leading past a line of 
cottages, the tenants of which are all bent on 
luring in the passing tourist with the unending 
refrain, in piteous accents, 'Tea and bread-and­
butter, sixpence-egg, se en pence.' Gilbert 
and Dorothy ran the gauntlet shamefaced, and 
breathed freely when they , ere out of danger. 

' I never experienced anything like that 
before,' said the girl. 

' Rather trying, isn't it?' he responded. ' But 
ifs quite n1ild to some of the places v\ here I 
have been, such as, say, the ham-and-egg terrace 
at New Brighton, where, at one time at an 
rate, you had the choice between going volun­
tarily into one of the innumerable restaurants 
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for refreshments and being forcibly carried . , 
1n. 

The ascent of Snaefell soon began in earnest. 
The ride was a charming one, skirting the 
coast .for a greater part of the way, the route 
affording every now and then wonderfu1 glimpses 
of restful green hills and ever-changing water, 
sparkling in the intense sunlight. The car the 
pair had now entered was of the toast-rack type, 
with open sides and a top cover to guard 
travellers against the sudden torrential showers 
incident to the hilly uplands. 

It was quite a new experience to Dorothy 
to be whisked along at fifteen or twenty miles 
along the edges of quite respectable precipices 
in the absence of the closed and fastened door 
of the orthodox railway carriage. 

' Oh, look !' she cried, with a little shiver. 
' Look down there ! It terrifies me ! I feel 
every moment as if I were going to be flung 
out on to those stony tracks, or over the cliffs 
into the sea.' 

Delaval laughed. 
'That can easily be avoided,' he said, slipping 

his strong arm around her dainty girdle. 'You 
are quite safe now, Miss Collingwood.' 

She looked up and smiled as she nestled in 
his arm. 
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'What would auntie say if she could see us 
now ?' she asked, glancing shyly into his bronzed 
face. 

' Under the circumstances, nothing,' he made 
easy answer. 

So she continued to sit in his embrace mute 
and confident. What possible harm could come 
to her with such a man by her side ? 

Soon the line began to skirt Snaefell, and 
steal in spiral fashion towards the top of the 
mountain, giving even the well - protected 
Dorothy occasion for further thrills as various 
precipitous points were in process of negotia­
tion. But at last all seeming dangers were 
safely passed, the train cam_e to a standstill, and 
the voyagers found themselves practically at 
the summit of the great elevation. 

They alighted, and, parting from the little 
crowd of their fellow-passengers, who made 
prompt tracks for the hotel, struck off over the 
yielding, wiry grass which clothes the crown 
of the great beacon of Manxland. Dorothy, 
exhilarated by the action of the pure and rare­
fied air upon her exuberant youth, skimmed off 
like a bird over the turf, bent on being first at the 
very topmost point, and Dela val followed with a 
furious show of pedestrian energy, but discreetly 
contenting himself with the role of pursuer. 
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Presently, her object accomplished, she halted 
and looked eagerly around, to the north, the 
south, the east, and the west, with her shapely 
hand upraised to shade her eyes from the 
brilliant sunshine. What a perfect picture she 
made, as she stood boldly outlined against the 
blue sky, her skirts fluttering in the breeze, 
and her closed sunshade pointing to the land­
scape that lay stretched away below! In 
Delaval's adoring eyes, she was a nymph of the 
mountain, composed of air and sky and the 
sweetness of surrounding nature, encased in the 
twentieth - century habiliments of a holiday­
making maid-a big hat, and a dress that clung 
to her exquisite figure like chiselled drapery to 
the contours of a classic statue, finished off 
with firm, trin1 ankles and little, high-instepped 
feet encased in boots of bronze that fitted like 
gloves. 

The enraptured man went close up to her 
side, and together they surveyed in prolonged 
silence the enchanting prospect that surrounded 
them. The sun was beginning to sink into the 
west, tinting sky and water with rainbow hues. 
Below them lay unfolded a panorama of velvety 
slopes, extending for miles in all directions, and 
ranging in colour from green to yellow, and 
brown and purple and black. Further away 
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to the west they could just discern a faint, 
silvery, fairy land glimpse of land and water, set 
in a frame of clouds low on the horizon. It 
looked like a mirage. 

'Can that possibly be Ireland ?' she asked, 
in a voice of awe. 'Yes, it is indeed!' She 
wheeled round and went on: 'And yonder is 
Scotland, and England, and that will be dear 
old Wales, where I spent so many happy hours 
of childhood!' Her deep-blue eyes danced with 
delight as she spoke. ' There are five king­
doms lying visible before us,' she said-' Man, 
England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales. The 
Manxmen, you know, claim that they can see 
a sixth from this great elevation-the Kingdom 
of God.' 

'And I see a seventh, darling,' added Dela val 
-' the Kingdom of Truest Love!' 

'Where ?' the girl asked eagerly, unheeding 
apparently the strange, new, tender word. 

'In your own sweet eyes, Dorothy dearest,' 
the bold man made reply. 

At last he had screwed his courage to the 
sticking point. 

' Oh !' she gasped, red as flame now, for he 
had taken her in his arms, and she knew that 
protest would be unavailing. 'It is only a 
reflection, not a reality,' she whispered, with 
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indiffere~tly assumed gaiety. ' Let me go, 
please.' 

' Yes,' he said, scarce knowing what he did, 
'when you have given me my answer. Oh, 
Dorothy, Dorothy, I had so much to say ; but 
I cannot now say another word, excepting that 
I love you.' 

He kissed her as he spoke, and she did not 
shrink away, but kissed him in return. And 
thus, with neither a question asked nor answered, 
the twain had plighted their troth. 

' God bless you, my own, precious little 
darling !' he murmured, saluting her uplifted 
Ii ps a second tin1e. ' You are mine-mine, are 
you not, forever ? I knew it from the first 
moment I set eyes on your sweet, winsome face. 
But I shoul~ just like you to take my question 
as asked, and answer "Yes."' 

' No,' she whispered. ' It isn't necessary, 
Gilbert ; but-but I think you had better kiss 
me a third time for luck. The gipsy • queen 
said you would.' 

They sat down together in a cosy, westward­
f acing nook, where they were sheltered from 
the wind, and cooed on for a full hour in the 
first delirium of their new-found joy. Then, 
out of the solicitude of his increased responsi­
bility, it occurred to Gilbert that the mountain 

one 

taro)' 

n~c 
ea e. 

tnem 

naa 

10 a I 
and 

nead 

And 

nect 

ainor 

confe 



ON THE SUMMIT OF SNAEFELL 91 

air was becoming raw and chill. Sudden 
anxiety for his fair young partner overcame 
him, and he hurried her away to the shelter of 
the little primitive hotel near to the solitary 
railway-station. 

The place was deserted, and there was only 
one waiter on the premises, who informed his 
tardy visitors that their fellow-passengers, who 
had departed by a previous train, had practically 
eaten up supplies. However, he could give 
them something that might serve until they 
had got back to civilization. He placed them 
in a little room, where he left them in peace, 
and Dorothy proudly took her position at the 
head of the table with the air of a matron. 
And in both their mouths the tea tasted like 
nectar, and the simple bread and butter like 
ambrosia, that fabled food of the gods which 
confers immortality on all who partake of it. 



CHAPTER IX 

SOME REFLECTIONS, AND A DREAM 

IT was close upon noontide when Kestrel Dare 
languidly arose from his unquiet couch, and 
gave a nervous glance into the mirror on the 
dressing-table by the window. What he saw 
in the glass did not reassure him. His eyes 
were leaden and sunken, and tinged in the 
whites with red, and there were deep crowsfeet 
in their puffy outer corners. He had aged a 
score of years in that single night of dreadful 
unanticipated tragedy. 

He had reached his hotel b'etween one and 
two in the morning, and had turned straight 
into the smoke-room, where he discovered a 
couple of late-sitting guests, who willingly 
accepted his invitation to join him in a drink. 
Then he suddenly became horribly aware of 
the disordered state of his attire. His patent­
leather boots were heavy with mud, and the 
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cuffs of his shirt were stained and bedraggled. 
He stole off to the lavatory on the ground floor 
and hastily adjusted matters, washing himself, 
and turning up his cuffs so that they were 
entirely concealed by the sleeves of his coat. 
Then he joined his two friends in a bout of 
hard drinking that lasted until gray, ghostly 
dawn had fairly broken, when they staggered 
off to their respective apartments and left him 
alone, the hapless, helpless prey of unholy 
thoughts and torturing fears. 

He had entered his room, undressed un­
steadily, and ·drawn down the blinds and closed 
the heavy curtains to entirely shut out the 
broadening daylight. Then he had crept into 
bed and turned off the electric light by means 
of the switch placed conveniently on the wall 
within_easy hand's reach. The profound dark­
ness had given him relief and, for the moment, 
a sense of security, as though he were in a 
hiding place which no foe could discover or 
enter. It did more. It shut out of sight a 
pale, phantom face, with horror-haunted eyes, 
that lifted itself ever and anon above the rail at 
the foot of his couch. His slumbers had been 
accompanied by a succession of appalling night­
mares. The strain of the early hours of that 
awful morning had so wearied him that physical 

.. 
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sleep was easily wooed. But whilst his body 
lay in repose, his mind burnt at white heat in a 
perfect hell of things unspeakable. 

And now noonday was here, and it was his 
to face the world. He dressed himself and 
turned to the door to descend. Then he re­
traced his steps and looked again into the glass. 
Surely each person he met would read his black 
secret in that drawn face and those haggard 
eyes ? The crowded Promenade below him 
blazed in the sunshine. He opened the window 
wide, for the air of the apartment had become 
insupportable to his awakened senses, and a 
cheery hum of voices and occasional ripples of 
light, heedless laughter floated up to him. 

He nerved himself at last to the trial of 
openly facing his fellow-creatures. What had 
he to fear, what indeed to regret, if the hasty 
grave did not give up its dead? And that was 
in no way likely. So, with an air of unconcern, 
he leisurely descended the stairs and crossed 
the hall at the front of the hotel. As he did so, 
he caught sight of a police constable standing 
on the flags, just without the portico. The 
officer of justice-a big, muscular, fleshy, red­
faced man, with nothing of the sleuth-hound of 
popular romance in his composition-seemed 
to eye him curiously. But perhaps the thought 
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was a mere figment of self-accusing fancy, for 
Dare walked straight out into the street un­
molested, and was swallowed up in the crowd 
that swept slowly southward. But swift steps 
hurried after him, and a hand touched him on 
the shoulder. He halted, and turned about 
with gray face and palsied jaw. His pursuer 
was the hotel porter. 

' Beg pardon, sir,' began the man, ' but I did 
not see you until you had got outside. A 
lady called for you about nine o'clock last 
night/ 

' Indeed,' responded Dare, setting his teeth 
and striving _ to speak indifferently. ' Did she 
give her name ?' 

' No, sir. I asked her to, but she said it 
didn't matter, and that she would see you her­
self. I told her that I thought you were up at 
Professor Bowgrave's place; and she wanted to 
know where it was, and I directed her.' 

'Oh,' said the other. 'She never came near 
Greymere House that I know of.' 

' I scarcely expected she would, sir. But she 
was really very anxious to see you, and asked 
me to say that she would call here about noon 
to-day. If she does, have you any message, sir?' 

'Oh, yes. Say I shall be in to lunch at one, 
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and am remaining in the hotel all the afternoon. 

You would know her again, of course ?' 
' I could tell her in a thousand, sir-brown 

hair and eyes, and pale face, with a long silk 

wrapper, such as ladies use when in evening 

dress. She hadn't a glove on her left hand, 

and, as she stood under the electric light, I saw 

that the little finger was missing at the second 

joint. Oh yes, sir, I could swear to her any­

where-dead or alive.' 
Dare's heart sank within him at the porter's 

inept remark ; but he maintained his outward 

calm, and, thanking the man, went on his 

way. He turned into a public-house bar near 

the pier, drank off a brandy and soda without 

setting down the glass, and ordered another. 

Then a new te~ror assailed him. A lad peered 

in at the open door with a bundle of papers in 
his hand and a contents bill before him, bear­

ing the bold legend, ' Shocking discovery in 

Douglas.' He took a paper from the boy, 

called for a third drink, and, turning into a quiet 

corner of the bar, sat down and deliberately 

unfolded the sheet. The same glaring announce­
ment faced him on the principal page; but the 
leaded matter below the headline was no con­
cern of his, and he breathed freely once more. 

He had often contemplated such an act, in 
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the coldest of cold blood, as a kind of remote, 
yet possible contingency, working it out to his 
uttermost satisfaction in every detail of a vivid 
fancy; but the actual deed itself had been per­
formed in so different a fashion from that casually 
planned out by him for the removal of his 
incubus, and the dread of what might follow 
detection now that it was done exceeded his 
most s1n1ster imag1n1ngs. Murderers may 
commonly have dulled and hardened con­
sciences, but they are acutely sensitive to the 
faintest prospect of retribution, and he knew 
that the evidence of the porter alone would go 
far towards putting a rope around his neck. 

He roused himself at last, went back to the 
hotel, and sat down to lunch. The splendid 
weather had drawn away the bulk of his fellow 
guests into one or other of the many pleasant 
little excursions about the island by road and 
rail and sea. Only half a dozen other persons 
were present at table, and they were engrossed 
in each other's company. So his uncanny re­
flections were undisturbed. He made merely 
the faintest pretence of eating, but drank 
copiously of champagne, and, as the meal 
progressed, his leaden spirits grew somewhat 
lighter. But he was dull, heavy, and fatigued, 
and entirely disinclined for society, and when 
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the repast was over he ascended to his own 
apartments, lowered the blinds of the sitting­
room, and threw himself upon a couch, in a 
determined effort to gain the rest and oblivion 
he needed so much. His eyes closed, and 
soon he slumbered fitfully. 

Peace, however, was still mercilessly denied 
him. In his fevered, unrefreshing sleep, he 
was re-enacting his crime of the early hours of 
darkness. Bruised and scratched by thorns 
and jagged stones, he was stumbling fearfully 
forward in the uncertain light of the moon, 
over all manner of obstacles, into the black 
depths of the pit. His limbs felt paralysed, 
and he could only drag them slowly and pain­
fully along by the mightiest of efforts. But 
at last he contrived to gain the slimy, uneven 
bottom of the quarry, to then climb up on to 
a shelf of level rock that projected above the 
motionless inky pool in which he hoped to hide 
his guilt forever. 

' God in heaven !' he gasped. He stood 
transfixed at the horror before him. Did he 
see aright? His victim rose up before hiin 
in her shimmering cloak, with an outstretched 
hand, welcoming him to the sombre nook of 
death ! Hastily he passed his hands across his 
clammy brow, and dug his icy palms into his 
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burning eyes. Then he looked again, and 
another consciousness entered into and took 
possession of his tenement of craven clay, for, 
entirely against his will, he ran desperately 
forward until his fingers were pressing into 
the soft fabric of her dress. Then he saw 
that she was dead, that a flood of blackness 
veiled her face, and that in her sheer headlong 
descent she had been smashed against an 
outstanding cleft tongue of rock that held her 
suspended in a limp, grotesque, yet upright 
posture. 

He raised himself to his full height and 
lifted the body down, took off its enshrouding 
cloak, and tore the latter into broad strips, 
which he knotted together and tied tightly 
around the slender waist, after fixing a great 
stone in the folds. This done, he launched 
the body over the shelving rock and watched 
it disappear into the pool with a gentle splash 
faintly re-echoed by the walls of the quarry. 
All was over. The water rippled, and a few 
bubbles appeared on its surface for a moment. 
But these passed away, and the image of the 
silver moon, that had erstwhile danced before 
him in its disturbed mirror, looked up once 
more from the depths, fixed and serene. He 
stepped back with a shudder, and his foot 
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slipped slightly on a little gout of moisture 
that he instantly divined to be blood, and then 
he raced away upward on the wings of the wind, 
with a legion of laughing devils at his heels. 

But at this point the vision was blotted out. 
The dreamer awoke with a great start. He 
had been aroused by a gentle, persistent knock­
ing at the door of his cha1nber. 

He got up and glanced apprehensively into 
the corridor. But his visitor brought no new 
alarms. She was merely a w~ite-aproned maid, 
with a small, square, white envelope in her hand, 
which she passed over to him with the words : 
' I was asked to let you have this at once.' 

He closed the door again, and went over 
to the window of his sitting-room. The letter 
was superscribed in small and delicate feminine 
characters, evidently a lady's writing. It was 
a communication from Felicity Bowgrave, 
making the first assignation of unlawful love, 
and requesting him to meet her that night at 
nine on the swing bridge crossing the dock 
channel to Douglas Head. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE ASSIGNATION 

THE hour of meeting was at hand, and darkness 
had fallen. Kestrel Dare, attired in a gray 
lounge suit and cap of similar material, which 
gave him an aspect identical with that of 
hundreds of the everyday visitors who strolled 
under the gaslight through the crowded main 
thoroughfares of Douglas, quitted his hotel, 
and, leaving the bustle and the gaiety of the 
Promenade, turned up a side street to the 
right in the direction of the Dock. 

Various couples, linked amorously together, 
were straying on behind and in front of him 
along the route he was taking, and he kept a 
keen eye in every direction, as it was quite 
possible he might encounter his fair corre­
spondent at any of the numerous corners in 
the somewhat ill-lighted locality. Of course, 
the letter came from Felicity. Of that there 
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could be no manner of dou ht. Yet he could 
not know this for an actual fact, seeing that 
the brief missive bore neither prefix nor signa­
ture, and that Mrs. Bowgrave's calligraphy 
was wholly unknown to him. 

A public clock was striking nine as he came 
up to the turnstile at the town end of the 
bridge, but she whom he sought was not in 
sight. So he halted, and then retraced his 
steps across the roadway, lighting a cigar as 
he went. The appointment had followed 
swift upon the episode in the drawing-room 
in Greymere House, and, for reasons sufficient 
of his own, he would have preferred the 
postponement of the tryst ; but he could only 
take things as they were. 

Five minutes went by, then ten, as he waited 
in dreary suspense, and at last the clock he had 
previously heard chimed out upon the night air 
the first quarter of the hour. Might it not be 
that he had been befooled, that he was the 
victim of some as yet inconceivable plot, or, 
indeed, that Nemesis herself was dogging his 
heels in the guise of Venus ? The atmosphere 
was thick with shapeless shades and forms that 
had their own significance for him ; but 
suddenly they were brushed aside, and light 
took the place of darkness, for a rare, yet now 
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not unfamiliar, perfume had struck upon his 
senses. 

He turned about. The woman for whom he 
waited had come upon him unperceived, and 
her sleeve brushed softly against his arm. He 
looked into her radiant face and forthwith 
closed and barred the gates of hateful memory. 
To-morrow might come, bringing he knew not 
what, but the paradise of the present was his, 
and it sufficed. 

They entered the turnstile, and he noticed, as 
they passed under the lights, that she had dis­
carded the luxuriant flamboyance of attire 
which became her regal beauty so well for a 
plain, dark, walking costume and a simple 
sailor hat with a soft, thick, brown veil around 
the edge of the straw. A minute later they 
were swallowed up in the gloom, and were 
making their way slowly up the narrow road­
way leading seaward to the rugged cliffs on the 
right. She clung silently to his arm, not 
venturing on speech. 

' My angel !' he whispered. ' How delighted 
I am at your coming. I thought for a while 
that the cup of new-found joy had been dashed 
from my lips.' 

She looked up into his face, but he could not 
see her in the prevailing darkness, and then he 
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kissed her upturned lips. He could feel her 
trembling slightly. 

' You are not afraid of me ?' he asked. 
' No,' she breathed softly, 'I am not afraid 

of you, but I am afraid of myself, and of the 
consequences of this rash adventure. If the 
Professor were to come upon us now ?' 

'That is not at all likely,' he answered. 
' He is safe closeted at chess with the General 
for full two hours to come. You are supposed 
to be at the theatre ?' 

' Yes,' she replied-' at the Gaiety. There 
is a brilliant musical comedy there that I really 
never intended to miss,' she added archly, 
recovering something of her normal brilliance. 

' How good of you!' he whispered fervently, 
kissing her again, and placing his arm around 
her waist and holding her so tightly that he 
almost fancied he could hear the beating of her 
heart. 

'You would think it bold of me,' she 
ventured, ' to send you such a note ?' 

' Bold, dearest ! How could that be ? Not 
bold, merely gracious and kind to your un­
worthy but devoted slave. I can't help it. I 
love you with the love of madness. I would 
do anything, dare anything, for you ! I only 
need your orders.' 
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He seized her almost fiercely, and devoured 
her with hot kisses. 

' Let me explain how it comes that I am 
here,' went on the woman, shrinking before 
her companion's outburst of passion. ' I could 
not rest without seeing you to-day. I wanted 
to know, to see for myself, that you were safe 
and well.' 

' Safe?' he echoed, looking round as though 
at the touch of invisible fingers. ' Oh yes, I 
was never safer in my life-or happier-than I 
am at this moment.' 

' Do you know, Mr. Dare '-she was begin­
ning again, but he broke in abruptly upon her 
utterance. 

' " Kestrel," not " Mr. Dare," ' he protested. 
'And may I say--' 

' No,' she interrupted, in her turn, 'not 
"Felicity," but" Folly." It was my pet name 
when I was a child, and has never been used 
since my father died. It suits me well, doesn't 
it, Kestrel ?' 

He laughed his dissent, and kissed her once 
more. 

' Folly be it,' he said, ' sweetest Folly ; but 
it scarcely fits your majesty, my queen.' 

' But I want to tell you,' she began again 
impatiently. ' I was at my bedroom window 
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when you left, watching for your departure. 
It was after midnight when I heard the hall 
door close. I was reading a book, but · I 
switched off the light and set my face close to 
the pane. It was bright moonlight, and I 
could see you clearly until you had left the 
grounds and gained the public road. Then­
how full of creepy fancies I must have been!­
a ghostly female figure rose up out of the earth 
before you and flitted along by your side as 
you went down the hill until you were entirely 
swallowed in the misty light. I knew it 
couldn't be anything but the sheerest delusion, 
yet I could not get the thing out of my mind, 
and dreamt of it after I had fallen asleep.' 

'How silly of you!' he managed to respond 
in a dry whisper. 'A mere optical illusion, of 
course, bred of morbid night thoughts, assisted 
by the phantasies of moonlight.' 

She had brought her face close to his, and 
he kissed her soft cheek with lips suddenly 
gone harsh and parched ; but she did not 
notice the . change, and turned the talk to 
trivialities. 

They had reached the foot of the cliff by this 
time, and strayed off upward along an uneven 
path until they were lost in the trackless night 
among the furze and long, coarse grass, to find 
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at last a resting-place, and sit down in a 

secluded hollow on the hillside, with faint 

snatches of music drifting now and again to 

their ears on the soft southern breeze from the 

open windows of the concert-hall attached to 

the hotel on the top of the great bluff. They 

could not now even see one another's face, 

but in the distance the myriad lights of the 

pier and the shipping blazed before them in 

gold and other hues against a sea and sky of 

purple, whilst the great sweep of tall houses 

and palaces of pleasure on the Front extended 

before them on the left like a giant scimitar of 

yellow flame. 



CHAPTER XI 

THE PARTING OF TRUE LOVERS 

THE tide was lapping gently in the summer 
night air against the seawall on the Front, for 
it was nearly at the flood. A little flotilla of 
yachts was moored safe under the shadow of 
the pier, and the twinkling lights of stray 
shipping could be dimly discerned far out on 
the horizon, where sky and sea seemed in the 
misty moonlight to melt into each other. 

Delaval and Dorothy sat together on one of 
the innumerable seaward-facing benches, and 
gazed idly out over the quiet water, the girl's 
fair head nestled in the man's shoulder. They 
were alone, intensely alone, though every seat 
along the great esplanade appeared to have its 
occupant, and gay, chattering crowds went con­
tinually up and down before and behind them. 
Lovers can somehow find sweet, unbroken 
solitude even in the busiest thoroughfares. 
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'Oh, that to-morrow would never come!' he 
whispered ; 'for to-night brings our dream to 
an abrupt, if temporary, ending. As I have 
just told you, my orders have come to me 
to-night, and they are imperative. I leave 
the island by the first boat in the morning. I 
have been occupied for an hour past in pre­
paring for departure.' 

He furtively tightened his grip on her little 
firm, bare hand as he spoke, and she returned 
the pressure under cover of the indulgent 
darkness. 

' I can scarcely realize it, Gilbert,' she mur­
mured, with what sounded like a suppressed 
sob. ' Must you really go, dearest? What 
will become of me in your absence? When 
you turn your back all the light will have gone 
out of my life till I see your dear face again !' 

'Darling!' he sighed. ' And what of my­
self? Don't you think that I shall suffer, too?' 

He could feel her warm, moist, fragrant 
breath stealing upward past his cheek, and he 
turned imperceptibly and held his lips against 
her soft face. 

' I suppose you will,' she answered fretfully, • 
almost petulantly. ' But you are a man. You 
will have the affairs of life, of your profession, 
to occupy you, whilst I-I shall have little or 
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nothing to do but mourn the absent and 
vainly recall the mernory of happy days that 
are gone.' 

' Nonsense, darling - gone but to return. 
At the very uttermost I shall only be away 
six months ; and, indeed, if all goes well, we 
shall eat our Christmas dinner together. 
Besides, the opportunity of my life is open to 
me. I shall come back with quite a bursting 
purse, and won't you and I spend it royally? 
We shall be married in the spring.' 

'You appear to have it all cut and dried?' 
she said, with coy pretence of protest. 

'Yes,' he said in a masterful whisper. 'Of 
course, it is the man's part to see to these 
things. You don't know what a long way I 
can look ahead. Do you know Tynemouth?' 

'I have been there once, but it was several 
years ago.' 

' I know of such a sweet little place there 
about a n1ile inland from Cullercoats, with big, 
glorious gardens all around it. It belongs to 
an uncle of mine, and it is an understood thing 
in the family that I have merely to ask for it 
when-when I am lucky enough to find a 
mistress for it.' 

'Selfish man!' she cried, patting his face, 
and 1naking believe to push him away from ' 
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her and to escape from the close embrace in 
which he had unconsciously taken her. 'And 
if I consent--

' If you consent ?' he echoed. 
rogue! Consent, do you say ? 
have consented !' 

'You little 
\\Thy, you 

'And if I consent,' the girl began again, in 
a saucy strain that was intended to disguise her 
emotion, 'if I consent, you will love me, and 
then leave me there to mope alone in misery, 
as that most forlorn of all forlorn things on 
earth, a sailor's wife, with a husband in a 
foreign port !' 

' And that's exactly where you are entirely 
out of it, Dolly darling !' he retorted. ' After 
we are married, I'm going to be so frightfully 
jealous that I won't ever let you out of my 
sight again !' 

She pulled herself partially free from his 
encircling arms, and, pressing her warn1 palms 
over his mouth, pushed him slightly away. 

' That would be horrid !' she laughed­
' worse than the other !' 

He dre~ her to him again and kissed her, 
oblivious to his surroundings, though, as a 
matter of fact, not a soul in the great assembly 
was paying the slightest attention to their little 
interludes. 
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' You contrary puss!' he went on. You 
know I didn't mean that. But after we are 
married, so far as my profession is concerned, 
I am going to sea no more. I have the offer 
next year about April of an appointment at 
Lashley's, with a salary attached that ought to 
amply provide for love in a cottage, with a 
little luxury thrown in, unless Mrs. Gilbert 
Delaval should suddenly develop a taste for 
diamonds and Paris frocks.' 

'And who is she, pray-who is Mrs. Gilbert 
Delaval ?' interrupted Dorothy. 

' You'll know her very well later on,' he con­
tinued mysteriously ; ' a dear, sweet, wilful, 
tease of a girl, with a dimple in her left cheek, 
that I am going to kiss here, now, at once, before 
the whole of Douglas !' 

The speaker promptly carried out his alarm­
ing threat, and then the happy pair arose, linked 
arms, and went off along the Promenade, halting 
in the deep shadow of the pavilion where the 
Pierro ts performed to take the last fond fare well. 
Then they crossed the road together, and 
Dorothy went reluctantly up the steps of her 
boarding-house with tears in her eyes, and her 
little head full of the foolish fears of fond, 
solicitous love. She turned as she reached the 
top and waved her hand towards him. He 
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responded to the salute, and then she passed 
away into the interior and vanished entirely 
from his longing, lingering gaze. 

The first chapter of Delaval's romance was 
ended, and the book was shut for the time-it 
might even be irrevocably, he told himself, for 
who can divine the dim, uncertain courses of 
the future? 

Reaching the Villiers, he turned into the big 
smoke-room on the right, and went straight up 
to the semi-circular bar at the further end. 

Lashley, red-faced and genial, rose from a 
chair as he came up. 

'Glad to meet ye, my lad. Must congratulate 
you on your appointment,' began the elder man 
as they seated themselves. 'You got my note, 
of course ? Sorry to hurry you off so sudden ; 
but business is business.' 

' Don't mention it, Mr. Lashley,' said 
Delaval. ' I've been expecting the call for 
a week, and I'm ready.' 

'Hope I haven't interrupted any little love 
affair,' proceeded Lashley, winking an ex­
pressive eye. 'You've been here quite a time 
now, and of course you've fallen in love half a 
dozen times. It's a way they have in the 
island. No young fell ow of your looks that 
was worth his salt could help it.' 

8 
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Delaval blushed slightly, and turned the 
subject. 

'When did you come back from Tyneside?' 
he asked. 

'Only this afternoon. I had to arrange 
certain little details about the sailing of the 
Atalanta. She goes out from North Shields 
on the twenty-eighth of this month at the 
very latest. She ships her crew next week 
under Captain Humphreys. There's a full 
engine - room staff without you, as you're 
perhaps aware? You're nominally chief, but 
there'll be no regular duty for you. Your 
services will only be required on pedal occa­
sions, the nature of which will be explained to 
you after you have sailed.' 

' There seems to be a lot of mystery about 
the job,' suggested Delaval. 

'Well, there is,' acquiesced the shipbuilder. 
' But I think it's a kind of much ado about 
nothing. You're sailing in a splendid ship, at 
any rate. Money has not been spared. Indeed, 
to my mind, it has been spouted over her in all 
directions, from bow to stern, like Whittle Dean 
out of a hose-pipe. She's not a big boat, has a 
displacement of a bit more than two thousand 
tons, but is fitted internally like a palace. The 
Czar of Russia or the Kaiser hasn't better sea-
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going quarters on his finest yacht. Indeed, I 
doubt whether there is anything floating that 
could equal the Atalanta in this respect.' 

' Is she of great speed?' 
' No, she has nothing exceptional about her 

there. She did her eighteen knots without the 
slightest forcing on her trial over the measured 
mile a fortnight ago, but she hasn't been built 
as a flyer. After luxury, stability is her chief 
feature. One might almost imagine that she 
had been laid out on lines suited to Polar 
exploration, to smash her way through frozen 
seas. An iceberg couldn't crush her. Engines ? 
Oh, there's nothing remarkable about them. 
They're turbines-by Parsons, of course; but 
that was simply to save room.' 

' And where in the name of goodness is the 
Atalanta bound ?' asked· Dela val. 'And what 
is the purpose of her voyage ?' 

' Ah, there you have me, lad. She's a grand 
yacht, and you'll have a fine time on board of 
her, I'll be bound-mostly as cabin passenger, 
too, I fancy. She's supposed to be going to 
New York, but she will probably never see the 
coastline of the States anywhere. In sorpe 
respects she's as much a mystery to me as to 
yourself. She's the property and toy of a 
millionaire whose name I haven't leave to 
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mention, though you'll know it soon enough. 
I'm told he's going out to take certain astrono­
mical observations, and I'm convinced that he's 
deeply interested in submarine zoology. But 
there, I'll be saying something that I oughtn't 
directly; You've a good ship under your feet, 
and she'll do all that is asked of her, and all 
that she has been designed for. Remember 
that, should it ever strike you that you're in an 
ugly hole, and go forward with your duty like 
a man. Your immediate employer and director 
of the enterprise is Kestrel Dare, though, of 
course, I may tell you without breach of con­
fidence that he's the acting agent, not the 
principal. You're in luck's way, you young 
dog. You'll have some prime company on 
board, too, if all that I hear be true. I only 
wish I was outward bound with you. I'd go 
like a bird if I only had the chance and could 
spare the time. But, whatever happens, pin 
your faith to the Atalanta !' 
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' Is that equivalent to 
feat hers make fine birds ? 
laughed. 

saying that fine 
Fie on you!' she 

'You know it isn't,' he responded quickly. 

'But you really are transformed, Folly darling.' 

' I suppose I am like some chit of a tripper­

maybe a little school-mistress on her summer 

holidays-in this attire. I bought it as a present 

for one of my maids, but I shall keep it now in 

remen1brance of this happy night of romance, 

Kestrel dearest,' she said, clinging to him. 

' But we really must be going. It has gone 

quite chilly, and the grass is thi_ck with dew. 

Feel how wet my hand is. It might have been 

plunged into water.' 
' Hush!' he whispered. 'Someone comes 

this way.' 
Two male figures loomed darkly through the 

gloom. They had come unnoticed over the 

soft grass, and were now barely three yards 

away from Dare and his companion, clearly 

visible against the purple sky. The newcomers, 

seen but unseeing, halted immediately in front 

of the silent watchers. Then one of the un­

known sat down on a boulder, and took from 

the other a curious cylindrical object, which 

he drew out to thrice its length and pointed 

to the sky. The thing was apparently a 

If 

were 

a 

of a 

tio. 

o: 

a 

co 

p 

!e/es 

nign 

1105( 



UNCONSCIOUS NEIGHBOURS 119 

telescope. For some minutes its user surveyed 
the heavens without a word, and the man 
and woman behind him waited in a fever of 
expectancy. 

Would the intruders never go ? Were they 
to be delayed to a point behind which there 
would be danger? But neither spoke. They 
were almost within arm's reach of the strangers, 
and the exchange of a word, even the exhalation 
of a heavy breath, would have attracted atten­
tion. So they sat on side by side, mute and 
n1otionless. There was no way by which they 
could escape unnoticed, for the little nook in 
which they sheltered was blocked by the two 
unconscious figures before them, and in the 
absence of speech they could not even take 
concerted action. 

Presently the explorer of the sky passed his 
telescope to the other, and spoke aloud in thin, 
high tones that struck terror to the hearts of 
those behind him. 

' No, John,' he remarked. ' I cannot find 
even a trace of it; but it is as I expected. I 
have only come up here into the clear air 
to make assurance doubly sure. It will come 
upon the world at large as a thief in the night, 
but not upon us. We are forewarned and, 
happily, forearmed.' 

( 



120 COMET CHAOS 

'Yes, sir,' said .the speaker's attendant, for 
they were master and man. ' I do not know so 
much about these things as I ought.' 

'No,' went on the other, 'you can have 
no idea of the marvellous rapidity of the flight 
of this and other mighty worlds that swing 
around in yawning space. Our globe travels 
in a single hour a distance of nearly nine times 
its diameter, or about sixty-seven thousand 
miles. The comet of which I speak is travel­
ling in our direction at over ninety-four thousand 
miles an hour. We and it are, therefore, 
approaching one another at the enormous speed 
of over a hundred and sixty thousand miles an 
hour-between three and four million miles a 
day!' 

Dare and Mrs. Bowgrave sat appalled. It 
was the Professor who was speaking. By some 
mad freak of malicious fate the dotard's craze 
for astronomy had drawn him absolutely to 
their feet! 

' Look at it!' went on the Professor. ' Look 
at yonder countless flaunting lights lying before 
us in the valley like shells on the seashore. 
Ere a month has gone by they will be quenched 
in black and ghastly ruin, and this little island, 
the home of heedless pleasure, will be bare and 
barren as on that day, millions of years ago, 
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when a fiery volcano vomited it up from the 

depths of the sea !' 
'Yes, sir,' said Bowgrave's attendant, humour­

ing the visionary's fancies. 'Yes, sir ; but had 

we not better be a-going ? It is about half­

past ten, and the mistress will be delayed with 

the carriage if we stop here much longer.' 
' Right, John. I had forgotten your mistress 

for the moment, though she is always in my 
mind. A dear and noble woman, a true and 

faithful wife.' 
' And the best mistress in the world, sir,' 

added the footman, feeling it was incumbent on 

him to add his respectful quota to the eulogy. 
'Ay, that she is,' said the Professor. ' I 

sometimes think that I have a sense that is 

wanting in most human beings-a gift that 

instinctively tells me when I am in her 

proximity. I could fancy she was here with 
me now!' 

The watchers held their breath in supremest 
tension. What was coming next ? It was 

the rare perfume peculiar to Mrs. Bowgrave's 
personality that had started the unwitting 

Professor on his present train of thought. 

Dare could f ee.l Felicity trembling violently 
in his arm, but it was impossible to soothe 
her with a single word. 
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'John,' went on the Professor, ' there is 
someone close behind us.' 

He wheeled round as he spoke, and would 
have taken a step forward, but the attendant 
caught his arm as he was in the act of striking 
a match, and led him slowly down the hill. 

'Yes, sir, there is,' he said soothingly; 'they 
are lovers. You will find them everywhere 
about the Head at night ; but they're harmless 
-quite harmless.' 

As in a dream the speechless pair watched • 
the old man and his companion go slowly down 
the hill, and ultimately disappear in the depths 
of the declivity. 

The woman spoke first : 
' Kestrel ! Kestrel !' she cried. ' Am I 

awake ? Is this reality, or is it only an 
awful nightmare?' 

' Come, dearest. Quick !' he answered. 
' There is not a moment to be lost. Don't 
tremble so. There is no danger, for they 
will go direct along the Promenade. We 
can easily get to your destination in time if 
we hurry. He walks slowly, and is almost 
certain to go straight into the hotel to await 

. ' your coming. 
He kissed her as he spoke, and put his arm 

around her, lifting her bodily over the awkward 
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places in their track~ess descent over the long 

grass and entangling whins. 
' What a miraculous escape !' she sighed. 

'I shall be thankful indeed when I am safe 

in my carriage. I have quite a lot of wraps 

in it, and will drop off this skirt and throw 

on an opera cloak in a couple of seconds. 

But I don't know how I shall face him. 

What mad, bad conspirators we are !' Her 

spirits were recovering, and she laughed 

musically. 
Th~y parted in the town, . close to the 

Gaiety, and five minutes later, Mrs. Bowgrave, 

with a smile of sweetest unconcern on her 

rich, ruddy lips, stepped gracefully out of her 

car~iage at the door of the hotel, went on 

unattended into the inner room where her 

husband waited, and held her fair face to his 

for the customary kiss. 
'And what do you think of the new comedy, 

darling?' the old man inquired. ' Is it worth 

seeing ? You must tell me all about it as we 

go home.' 
' I'm afraid I can't,' she answered-' at least 

not to-night. I have got a splitting headache, 

and it really prevented me from following the 

plot, if there be any plot at all about musical 

comedy.' 
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' Poor dear!' he said with much concern ; 
'you had better have a glass of wine before 

' you go. 
There came a knock at the door, and Dare 

entered with a profoundly respectful bow, 
directed to the lady, who responded with the 
light indifference of a queen acknowledging 
the obeisance of a humble subject as a mere 
matter of form, whilst the Professor continued 
to gaze proudly upon the ravishing beauty of 
his young wife. How she loved him! With 
what gracious assumption of faint in1personal 
interest she viewed the approach of all other 
men! 

And Dare, standing apart, and pretending 
to be occupied in the perusal of a playbill upon 
the wall, read the thoughts of the infatuated 
husband like a book, and smiled sardonically to 
himself. 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE LURE OF BLOOD-MONEY 

A COUPLE of flaring, naked gaslights made 
visible the interior of the narrow, squalid bar­
room, the dingy walls of which were adorned 
with pictorial masterpieces, in crudest colour, 
of the prize ring and the turf. A Ion g the 
length of the uninviting apartment ran a 
patched zinc counter, behind which stood two 
or three glass rum and whisky kegs, a dozen 
or so bottles with faded, fly-spotted labels, an 
odd box of cigars, and an op.en basket of clay 
cutties. The muddy floor was strewn with 
sawdust and littered with straw, and at oc­
casional intervals unkempt women and bare­
footed children came in for domestic supplies 
with jugs and spirit flasks. 

The landlord, pasty-faced and pot-bellied, 
waited ready for business, with uprolled shirt­
sleeves, behind the beer-pumps, a crumpled 
evening paper in his hand. 

125 
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'Any news yet, boss?' asked one of the two 
individuals who loafed at the outer edge of the 
counter-a weather-beaten, thick-set man with 
a grizzled b~ard, in a ragged guernsey and 
grimy, discoloured canvas pants; 'have they 
collared Vanberg yet?' 

' Not a trace of him to be found,' answered 
Boniface. ' Since he managed to give them 
the slip at Durham he appears to have been 
swallowed up by the earth. The authorities 
think he's in the Newcastle district. Aw see 
they're offering a hundred reward for him to­
night. But aw don't expect as ever they'll get 
him. He's far too fly for 'em. This is his 
portrait. Look !' 

'An' hoo's Vanberg ?' queried the second 
customer-a waterman in glistening yellow 
oilskins, taking the proffered newspaper and 
looking at the rough outline sketch in its 
colun1ns. 'Don't know as aw ever 'eerd o' 'im.' 

' W'y, Geordie,' cried the other incredulously. 
'Nivvor 'eerd o' Vanberg? The whole North­
country's ringing aboot 'im. 'E 'scaped fro' 
Durham gaol a boot a week ago, ware 'e wor 
doin' a stretch o' fourteen fo' sumthin' varry 
'like murder or piracy. Which was it ? Aw 
should say the likeness is a good un.' 

'A bit o' both murder and piracy, aw reckon,' 
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said the landlord. ' At the time of his convic­
tion he held a master mariner's ticket. He 
tried to scuttle a ship, of which he was captain 
and part owner, for the sake o' the insurance. 
He didn't succeed, but one man lost his life 
and another was badly hurt. It was believed, 
too, that he was concerned in the firing of a 
Spanish steamer, outward bound for Cuba, 
before the war, which went down in the 
Atlantic. They say she had millions on board 
in gold coin, not a stiver of which has yet been 
recovered, or ever will be.' 

' An' hoo did 'e get oot o' quod ?' asked the 
man in the oilskins. ' Did 'e bloomin' well dig 
a hole in his cell wall wi' 'is tin skilly spoon, in 
the usual way, an' then scale the wall wi' a rope 
made oot o' 'is knotted bedclothes an' lace 
winder curtins ?' 

The waterman laughed in loud appreciation 
of his own modest satire. 

' No, Geordie, 'e didn't. It wor what the 
lawyers call a case o' mistaken identity. A 
short-time man was kept in, an' Vanberg wor 
let oot in 'is place, by accident like. At least, 
that's what they say.' 

The owner of the guernsey jeered incredu­
lously, and placed a sceptical forefinger to his 
red, bulbous nose. 

' 
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A foot sounded in the sandy passage without, 

and passed on into the little parlour at the rear 

of the house, and the landlord followed to 

attend upon the newcomer, who halted by the 

firegrate of the room he had just entered, 

turned his back upon it, and ordered a small 

Scotch. 
It was Kestrel Dare, in nautical rig-that of 

a ship's officer-stout blue serge and a navy 

cap without a badge. 
' This is the Samaria Tavern, I believe ?' 

said Dare. 
' Yes, sor-one of the oldest licensed houses 

in North Shields,' answered the landlord, as 

Dare filled up his glass with water, preparatory 

to depositing its contents in the spittoon at 

'the earliest convenient opportunity. 

He had little faith in the virtue of spirituous 

liquors purchased at obscure public-houses in 

doubtful neighbourhoods. His call here was 

for other purposes than the obtaining of re­

freshment. 
Dare, left alone, glanced at his watch ; then he 

walked to the window and looked out upon the 

night. As he had anticipated, the room in 

which he stood was situated right on the brink 

of a broad river, now rising quickly to the flood, 

along the ample channel of which the great 
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spectral forms of ships went inward and outward 
through the foggy air, under the faint, strag­
gling moonlight, to an accompaniment of the 
hollow screams and booming hooting of a limit­
less variety of sirens and foghorns. On the 
other side of the broad flood were black 
irregular blocks of tall warehouses and other 
maritime business premises, with the myriad 
roofs, rising confusedly one behind the other, 
of a great town spread east and west along the 
distant southern shore-line. 

It was ten o'clock. The man for whom he 
waited was due. Would he fail him at the last 
moment? Could he have given way to the 
cursed drink from which the law had kept him 
for years, or had even worse befallen him ? 
Dare went out into the cramped yard behind, 
which opened directly upon a little quay, with 
a flight of crazy wooden steps slung diagonally 
down the side of the wall into the dark, lifting 
water but five or six feet below the level of the 
land. He puffed vigorously at the cigar he 
was smoking, and then waved it in the air, 
twice with a horizontal sweep, and twice with 
a vertical movement. It was a signal to some 
unseen watcher out in the stream. 

A row boat hove into sight, and its single 
occupant drew up at the stairs. 

9 
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'Anything fresh?' asked Dare, bending down 
and speaking in a whisper. 

'Nothing special, sor. 'E won't be 'ere till 
a quarter past. 'E's been lying low at my 
place up by the Bull Ring for three days past, 
as 'e'd p'raps tell ye in 'is letter. Aw've given 
'im the clothes. Aw wish it were ower. Shields 
is thick wi' cops on both sides, an' the pollis 
boat 'as jus' gone past. Aw knaw ivvory inch i' 
this wettor, sor, 'tween the Black Middens and 
the Sleeks, being born and browt up on't­
suck't it fo' pap, ye might say-but aw've nivvor 
seen it watched at neet as it has been durin' 
the past fower days. Aw'm told it's the same 
from J arrow to Newcastle. It's a big reward, 
sor, ye see. Many a chap 'ud dee murder fo' 
much le$s than haff the money.' 

Dare stooped and looked suspiciously in the 
boatman's stolid face, and a sudden fear fell 
upon him. 

'You aren't going to give us away?' he 
asked in eager, ominous tones. ' Perhaps I 
have let you know too much; but, by Heaven, 
if you do turn traitor--

' Traitor, sor ! Don't use such words to me! 
Wasn't 'e my much-beluv'd captin fo' ten 'eers? 
Aw'd go through fire and water and lay down 
me life to serve 'im.' 

~ 

aoo 

go 

ro 
nad 

to I 

saft 

Yo1 

foll( 

ent~ 
mur 

era[ 

a [c 

si!l1 
' 
f 



T'HE LURE OF BLOOD-MONEY 131 

' Hush!' whispered the other. 'We might 
be overheard. You never know who is lurking 
about. There's someone in the passage. I'll 
go back. Let me speak plainly. It isn't worth 
your while to earn the blood-money. You've 
had two fivers from me already. I am going 
to make it up to two hundred if you get him 
safely landed on the ship as we are starting. 
You remember the signal-three short blasts, 
followed by five ?' 

'Ye'r a Rothschild, sor !' was the low-spoken, 
enthusiastic response. Then the man mur­
mured below his breath, as he pushed his little 
craft off eastward: 'Two hundred punds ! It's 
a fortune. An' aw wor just a-goin' to play the 
silly divil's double game!' 

He pulled on for a couple of hundred yards 
till he came to a police-boat at a landing-stage, 
and was hailed as he passed. He drew in to 
the shore. 

'Well, Bunter, I'm waiting. for you. They 
said ye were coming. Got a bit o' valuable 
information and want five bob in exchange?' 

It was an inspector in uniform who spoke 
thus. 

'No,' said the man addressed as Bunter. 
'Aw don't want five bob. Aw want a lot more 

_-about a tenner, aw should say.' 
9-2 
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'A tenner? 
himself?' 

Have ye found Vanberg 

'Wish aw 'ad, worse luck,' said Bunter. 

'Them's windfalls as doesn't come to me. It's 

a smuggling case. You know old Barker, o' 

the Wooden Dolly Quay, fireman on the British 

Queen, trading to Hamburg?' 

The inspector nodded. 
'Well, get across to Mill Dam at once. He's 

arranged to land near the ferry-stage there at 

eleven with a hundredweight o' rifle cake, and 

a dozen boxes o' cigars. It'll be a ten pund 

fine and treble duty, wi' costs, and aw owt to 

get at least a tenner, as aw tell ye. There'll be 

two in the boat, and ye can't mistake Barker. 

Poor old Barker!' he added, making prepara­

tions to draw away. 'Aw've got a throat like 

a chemical worker's. Give us half a dollar fo' 

a wet.' 
A shilling changed hands, and then police 

and informer parted company, the former 

striking off without delay with their broad 

sweeps in a south-westerly direction across the 

great river. 
'Sorry for old Barker,' soliloquised Bunter-

' at least as sorry as aw knaw 'ow to be; but 

aw had to say something to get those blasted 

river rats oot o' the way, an' if aw 'adn't put 

so 
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them on a proper lay, aw'd 'av 'ad no further 
peace i' my life wi' them. An' to think aw 
varry nearly gov Vanberg away for the reward, 
only half what aw'm to get-to say nowt of the 
gory mess he or his mates would 'a made o' me 
if they'd got to knaw aboot it. Let the sharps 
say what they like, honesty's both the best 
business and the right thing!' 

A quarter of an hour later the virtuous philo­
sopher put back to the steps at the rear of the 
Samaria Tavern, moored his boat, and walked 
into the little back room, nodding casually as 
he did so to its sole occupant-a man seated in 
the further corner below the window, with a 
newspaper before his face, which he dropped 
to his knee on recognising Bunter. 

The stranger, close-cropped and rather pale 
of countenance, of spare yet sinewy build, was 
attired in a well-cut tweed suit of gray, brown 
bowler, and tan boots. He was a professional 
man of some kind, perhaps a lawyer, judging 
by his keen dark eye and high, narrow, 
shining brow. 

The landlord came in, looked blandly at the 
stranger, and served Bunter with a glass of 
hot rum and then went leisurely back to the 
bar. 

A minute later he was upstairs in a tawdry 
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sitting-ro~m, rousing his hard-featured wife 

from her uneasy slumbers in an armchair. 

'Here, Poll,' he whispered, drawing on his 

coat. ' Get down into the bar fo' ten minutes. 

Mum's the word. Aw'm going out to earn a 

hundred pund !' 
'You're a few minutes behind time, Bunter,' 

, said the stranger in the back parlour down­

stairs, in a low quiet voice. .' We're to lie out 

in the shadow yonder. She'll come down as 

close inshore as possible. We'd better be 

getting on board.' 
Bunter nodded acquiescence and led the way. 

His fare took his seat in the stern, and leant 

forward to where Bunter sat amidships with an 

oar in either horny palm. 
'Bunter,' he said, in the coolest, most 

ordinary tone. ' Don't make any mistakes, 

please. If you do they'll be fatal. l'I1,1 a 

judge of character, and I may as well say that 

I didn't quite like the look in those gin-sodden 

eyes of yours when you left me an hour ago. 

I don't want to misjudge a simple and honest 

heart, but, if another boat even approaches us 

suspiciously before I get where I want to be, 

I '11 plant a bullet right between your eyes. 

The word is death before recapture-death for 

both of us, understand 1 And, I may as well 
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tell you that you're going along with us, out to 
sea, as far as I think fit. Don't trouble to 
reply. Get over yonder !' 

The grim speaker p,ointed his finger over 
the starboard bow, and Bunter, bending him­
self over his oars, gasped with unutterable 
indignation. And this was man's gratitude! 
Oh, if only he had known! He was helping a 
criminal to liberty, and was himself being 
crimped for his pains! But, he did not deem 
it opportune to express his surging thoughts, 
for he noted that the passenger in the stern 
was displaying in his right hand, with entirely 
superfluous ostentation, the blue barrel of a 
revolver of heavy calibre. 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE LANDLORD'S REWARD 

THE landlord of the Samaria Tavern stole 
noiselessly out into the darkness and looked 
eagerly up and down the narrow street upon 
which his hostelry abutted. A sailor in his 
cups and a woman with a shawl over her head 
were approaching his establishment , ith an 
arn1 clasped affectionately around each other's 
neck, but nobody else was in sight. He " ent 
quickly past the pair. There would be a 
policen1an on duty at the quay in front of the 
Custo1n House a couple of hundred ) ards a, ay, 
or in the hilly n1ain thorou0 ·hfare running down 
to the riverside fron1 the Tynen1outh r ad. 
He was alr ady fin ·ering in fancy quit little 
heap of heavy gold coins. The hundred 
pound re, ard was as good as his. He had 
nev r had actu I possession of so n1uch money, 
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all his own, at any period of his life before. 
What rare luck was his I 

Emerging into the open, he strained his eyes 
in every direction. No, the place, usually so 
busy at this time of night, was absolutely 
deserted. Presently an acquaintance of his 
hove in sight-a brawny deck-hand on one of 
the river passenger steamers-and went by 
with a cheery ' How do?' Should he call the 
stalwart fellow back and enlist his services with 
a view to the capture of his prospective prize 
until an officer of the law could be found ? 
No. That would mean the division of the ... 
reward. A policeman was the person he 
needed, the blue-coated brotherhood having / 
no legal claim to gratuities of the sort. 

He stood for a moment irresolute on the 
edge of the broad quay, looking out on to the 
lights of the shipping, moored and moving, full 
of dread lest the opportunity that was his might 
by some mischance pass from him. Little more 
than a cable's length away, to the westward, he 
could discern the dark hull of a ship, with 
steam up and men going hither and thither 
over her deck. 

Then a dark straight figure came up from 
the steps near the middle of the quay, and the 
landlord ran up to him. The newcomer, who 
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had just passed a lamp which flung its light full 
on the face of the host of the Samaria Tavern, 
started back a step. 

' Is there a bobby about?' the landlord cried, 
in hurried, breathless speech. 

The man thus addressed paused for a second, 
and then said quickly : 

'Yes, I'm one. What's up?' 
The other looked suspiciously into the 

stranger's face. 
'Are you?' he asked. 'Aw saw ye in my 

place some time ago.' 
'Yes,' said the stranger. ' I'm on important 

plain-clothes duty.' . 
'V,anberg ?' whispered the landlord. He 

could not say more for the mom~nt, but he 
pointed wildly backward in the direction of the 
street from which he had emerged. 

' Hush !' said the other. ' We might be 
overheard. Are you sure you've got him?' 

'Yes,' replied the landlord. ' He's drinking 
a b. and s. in our back snug. Come on ! 
There isn't a second to spare.' 

' Here,' said the stranger, 'not a word! I'm 
a detective from Durham on that very job.' 

'Aw won't have to share the reward with 
you?' came the cautious inquiry. 

' Oh, no, not at all. You'll get every penny 
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of the reward. I can guarantee you that. 
The promotion alone will amply repay me. 
But, there must be no error. re you sure of 
your man? I ha e Vanberg1s photo in my 
pocket. Go down by the back , ay, and I 11 
follow. I'll show you the photo before we turn 
into the yard.' 

The pair flitted along the deserted street like 
shadov s, the landlord leading the way into a 
dark four-foot passage giving access to the rear 
of the tavern. Midway in the passage burned 
a small gas-jet in a spherical wire cage. They 
halted there, and the one who folio, ed put his 
hand into an inner- breast-pocket, drew out a 
cabinet photograph, and held it in his right 
hand. The landlord leaned forward over it full 
of fiercest expectation. 

The holder of the card drew aside a step, as 
though stumbling slightly on the worn, uneven 
cobbles, and his clenched left fist Bashed sud­
denly out and smote the all-unwitting tenant of 
the Samaria Tavern a deadly blow on the base 
of the right jaw. The corpulent, white-faced 
landlord went down like an ox in the shambles 
under the hammer of the slaughterman, with a 
low groan, his head striking the base of the 
wall with a gruesome thud. The stricken man 
lay where he had fallen, his thick lips quivering 
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with the ghost of a commingled sigh and 
moan. 

His assailant, Kestrel Dare, stood over him 
for a second, stooping his head. Satisfied, he 
walked slowly into the yard, saw that the little 
back parlour was now empty, and hurried back 
to the landing-steps in the quay. A boat with 
a couple of sailors was in waiting, and he sprang 
into it and was rowed swiftly westward. 

A minute or so later a siren sounded harshly 
through the air, and a steamer, with all her lamps 
aglow, went slowly on to the sea. The vessel 
slackened speed as she was passing the quay 
and drifted slowly down the channel. A boat 
came out of the gloom on the starboard, and a 
rope was thrown to it from the ship. Two 
men came up over the bulwarks-one morosely 
and reluctantly, and the other, who followed, 
with a brisk alert step as he jumped down and 
trod the deck. 

' Welcome!' said Kestrel Dare, taking the 
hand of the second man and drawing him apart. 
' It's been a close shave. I'll tell you all when 
we get below by ourselves. Why have you 
brought that fellow Bunter with you ?' 

'I'll explain later. Get your ship under way. 
It wasn't wise to leave the thief behind.' 

Dare lifted his hand to a figure on the bridge, 
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the bell of the engine-room telegraph rang out, 
and the ship resumed her seaward course, gather­
ing speed as she went. 

'Make sure of Bunter for the present,' said 
Vanberg. ' Don't bother about his reward. 
Get him below-in irons, if you like.' 

Dare walked to an adjacent hatchway and 
looked down the hold, into a region of ruddy 
light, access to which was given by a perpen­
dicular iron ladder. 

' Here, McTavish !' he shouted. 
A hard, bony-faced man came up, and Dare 

pointed to the recalcitrant Bunter, who stood 
sullen by the bulwarks, watching his abandoned 
boat drifting westward on the flood. 

' McTavish,' he said. 'Get this fellow into 
the stokehole, and keep your eye upon him 
until we are out at sea. He should be useful 
to you, and don't supply him with the slightest 
reason for howling about his association with 
the unemployed.' 

'Ay, ay, sir,' responded the other, touching 
his cap. He placed his hand on Bunter's 
shoulder and pointed the way. 'The man 
sha'na want honest wark, or, in the words of 
our immortal Rabbie, be reduced to the law­
mentable neecessity of vainly begging a brither 
worm ta gi' him leave ta toil !' 
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'Aw'll be damned if aw do !' stormed Bunter, 

starting suddenly forward and endeavouring to 

break the line of his captors. 'Where's the 

two hundred pund aw was promised? Aw'll 

hev a bloody revenge for this! By God aw • 

·111' Wl . 

But, Vanberg was by his side, with a cold 

metallic object pressed rudely into his ear. 

' Listen to me, Bunter,' he said quietly. ' I 

don't want to do it; but I certainly shall if you 

try to force my harid. You'll be food for the 

North Sea fishes five minutes after I hear that 

you've even mentioned my name. I'll do it now, 

if you speak another word above your breath.' 

Bunter stood aside and dropped his arms, 

reduced instantly to shivering subjection. He 

had had previous experience of Van berg, and 

had again and again in the past had it ground 

into him that that personage never failed in his 

word-when it suited him to keep it. So, he 

slipped down into the stokehole, followed close 

by the ·vigilant McTavish. 

Attracted by the slight outbreak, a thin small 

figure in a caped overcoat came up. 

'Anything wrong, Mr. Dare?' the newcomer 

asked. 
' Nothing at all, Professor-nothing at all ! 

A fireman come on board drunk. Usual thing 
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on such occasions.' He paused, and then con­
tinued : 'Allow me to present my friend to you, 
Professor. This is Captain Grimshaw.' Van­
berg bowed, and the speaker turned to him. 
'Our owner, Professor Bowgrave, captain.' 

Vanberg, under his new alias of Grimshaw, 
bowed again, and the Professor and he shook 
hands, and then the trio went aft. 

'Captain,' whispered Dare, lagging slightly 
behind as the Professor led the way to the 
companion-way dividing the saloon and smoke­
room, 'just as I was coming down to the 
Samaria to see if all was serene, I caught the 
fat-headed landlord, who had spotted you, 
coming out for the police. He got the reward 
without delay. If I haven't qualified him for 
a coffin, I've assuredly smashed his jaw.' 

He chuckled loudly. 
The three men passed down into the smoke­

room, and Vanberg, lingering for ·a second on 
the stairs, drank in the pathetic rendering of a 
love song coming up on the air in a woman's 
soft and low contralto voice. He could hear 
the swish of silken skirts, and rare perfumes 
suffused the air. It recalled a flood of recol­
lection, and his eyes brightened as he listened. 
There was some strangely familiar yet intangible note in the atmosphere. 



CHAPTER XV 

PROFESSOR BOWGRAVE'S NIECE 

THE Atalanta had passed the Low Lights on 

the left when Gilbert Delaval came up out of 

the heated atmosphere of the engine-room, and 

walked forward to the bows. He had been on 

board now for over a week, and had made him­

self thoroughly familiar with the department 

entrusted to him. He had a full and thoroughly 

competent staff, and was thus relieved entirely 

of routine work and duty, but he deemed it 

advisable all the same to keep himself in close 

touch with the vessel's mechanism, which was 

throughout of the most up-to-date type. The 

main propelling engines were turbines, and 

the subsidiary motors for supplying power to 

the cranes and winches and for generating 

the current for electric lighting and heating 

were of similar principle. It was all true 

that Dare had said. The objects of owner 
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and builders had been efficiency, stability, and 
comfort, and in the achievement of these 
money had been expended with the most lavish hand. 

Before him, on either side, a massive stone pier 
ran far out into the sea like a pair of gigantic 
encircling arms. There was a Ii~hthouse on 
the tall cliffs to the north, and, near by, the 
ruins of a priory stood out picturesquely in the 
broadening moonlight. 

Once clear of the noble harbour, the 
Atalanta, now speeding majestically along 
over the bounding waves like a thing of life, 
turned and swept off southward, beyond a 
scattered fleet of fishing cobbles, passing two 
or three steam colliers from Tyne Dock, 
heavily laden with coal for London. 

It was a glorious night, with a full harvest 
moon, and his thoughts went instinctively back 
to the happy time of holiday in the island of 
pleasure that had only a few days before come 
to an all-too-premature conclusion. He had left 
his peerless Dorothy and her guardian at 
Douglas, where they were to remain for another 
month before returning to their home in the 
quiet rural outskirts of Wakefield. She had, of 

1 

course, given him her address, with oft-repeated 
J injunctions to write to her from the first port of 

IO 
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call, but he knew that it was not at all likely 

that he would be able to communicate with 

her before the conclusion of the voyage that 

was now opening, it being evident from even 

Dare's enigmatical allusions and utterances that 

they would touch no outward port whatever 

throughout their cruise in, as he conjectured, 

the Mid-Atlantic. 
One great surprise had just been his that 

evening-the discovery that weird old Pro­

fessor Bowgrave was the master and moving 

spirit in the mysterious enterprise on which he 

had embarked practically blindfolded. But a 

still more staggering one was in store for him. 

He wheeled round at length, and walked 

slowly aft, full of somewhat mournful medita­

tions. Strains of music sounded faintly from 

the saloon, and two or three ladies, with 

their male escorts, had ascended the upper 

deck, where they took up positions on chairs 

arranged behind a stretch of canvas rigged 

diagonally to give protection from the per­

ceptible breeze created by the swift motion of 

the ship. He went up the ladder, and Dare, 

noting his advent, came forward, greeted him 

pleasantly, and introduced him to the person 

now posing as Captain Grimshaw. 
'You will observe, Delaval,1 he began, with 
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a laugh, 'that we have plenty of spare gear 
on board the Atalanta, including a duplicate 
captain and a duplicate chief-engineer !' 

Grimshaw went forward, and at this juncture 
Professor Bowgrave came up with his wife on 
his arm, and Dela val was formally introduced 
to the pair. The lady was magnificently 
attired. He could divine that in spite of her 
great cloud of snowy wraps. It was also 
evident, from the rays of brilliant light that 
scintillated from a score of points in her 
abundant, high-piled raven hair and around 
her white throat, where the lat_ter was slightly 
bared, that she was wearing the princess's 
dowry of precious, priceless gems to which the 
barmaid in the Douglas dancing-hall had made 
envious allusion. 

' We are not a very large party,' said the 
Professor, ' but I trust that we shall be a happy 
one. We had quite an unexpected and welcome 
addition made to our numbers at almost the 
last moment. Ah, here she comes.' The Pro­
fessor turned to a graceful girl who came 
timidly forward, with a cloak thrown over her 
dress of simple serge. 

' So, you have ventured up, my dear,' said 
Bowgrave, taking both the fair maid's hands in 
his. ' Let me introduce to you l\1r~ Delaval. 

10-2 
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Mr. Delaval, this is my dear dead sister's only 

child-Miss Collingwood.' 

The entirely unheralded announcement fell 

like a thunderclap upon Delaval's astounded 

ears. He bowed mechanically, and then stood 

as one dazed. But, his mind worked quickly, 

and he realised the truth-as h~ deemed it-in 

a flash. His surroundings were vague and 

confused, and it was borne in upon him that 

the men and women by w horn he was sur­

rounded were mere delusive mental images. 

It was only another of the blissful summer­

night dreams that for weeks past had haunted 

his happy pillow. 
The girl that filled the focus of his vision, 

with a halo of divinity around her, bowed with 

an air of hesitation and restraint, without sign 

of precognition, and her face came out of the 

shadow of the wind screen into the moonlight, 

and he saw his Dorothy as clearly as ever he 

had seen her in the flesh-a typical English 

girl, as sweet and wholesome as the fresh and 

balmy air of heaven, kissing her cheeks to 

roses, could make her. He would awaken 

presently, the light would die out, and then, in 

accordance with the precedent of tantalising 

Morpheus, the fond illusion would fade into the 

darkness of a lonely and empty night. 
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But the dream was not destined to be dis­
pelled. Mrs. Bowgrave was speaking to him 
now, walking the white deck by his side, with 
shimmering, rustling, billowy skirts rippling 
lightly against him in a flood of grace and 
perfume and majesty. The theme of the 
young queen of dusky night was quite a 
commonplace one, and in no way in accord 
with the liquid music of a marvellous voice 
which, when its owner willed it, clung to and 
caressed whomsoever it addressed. 

'You n1ust show me your engines to-morrow, 
Mr. Delaval, and explain them all to me. I 
have quite a penchant for matters mechanical.' 

' I shall be delighted,' he answered, looking 
away as he spoke. He saw that the Professor 
and Dorothy were leaning by the port rail and 
gazing out across the limitless sea, the girl's 
fair animated face and buoyant figure standing 
out radiantly in the moonlight against the 
night. 

'There is so little noise or vibration about 
them,' Mrs. Bowgrave continued. ' I suppose 
that will be because the engines, like the ship, 
are brand new ?' 

'Oh, dear no,' he answered, sm-iling, and be­
ginning at last to comprehend that he actually 
was surrounded by solid reality. 'In the 
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ordinary course it would be the other way. 

New engines generally raise the loudest of 

protests against the slavery in which they dis­

cover themselves for the first time, but these 

are of the latest type, entirely obviating the 

need for reciprocal motion, hissing pistons, and 

grinding cranks and rods. But, there, I'm 

afraid if I go on I shall become absurdly 

technical.' 
' Not at all, Mr. Dela val. I promise you I 

shall be tremendously interested. I have had 

a linen overall specially made for the purpose 

of entering your Avernus. I shall want every 

detail explained-how many thousand horse­

powers you get to the square inch of steam 

pressure, you know, and all about the boilers, 

which I understand are of the greatest import­

ance. Are they of the ordinary sort, or of that 

dreadfully wicked Belleville class which the poor 

dear M.P.-for Gateshead, wasn't he ?-used 

to denounce so furiously in the Commons ? I 

heard him a year ago when I was up in 

London with the Professor. I believe he 

would have had the iniquitous Monsieur B. 

hanged, drawn, and quartered if he could have 

succeeded in getting his motion carried to bring 

the scoundrel in irons to the bar of the House!' 

She ceased speaking, and laughed aloud. 
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' Our boilers,' the man answered in a some­
what absent tone, 'are of the water-tube type. 
I can see you mean to go through the 
machinery very thoroughly. I shall have 
everything ready for inspection directly after 
breakfast.' 

His eyes strayed, as he spoke, in the direc­
tion of Dorothy, who had gone back to a seat 
behind the screen, and had turned her face 
·away from them, with deliberate intent and 
meaning, so it occurred to him. 

' I think I shall sit down for awhile,' said 
Mrs. Bowgrave, at the end of a few minutes' 
further conversation. 

Appreciating his opportunity, Delaval de­
signedly led the lady to a seat that chanced 
luckily to be vacant in the immediate vicinity 
of Dorothy's chair. But the girl, though her 
back was turned, might have divined his 
purpose, for, to his intense disappointment, 
she arose, tripped off to the companion-way, 
and disappeared below. Then the Professor 
came up and took the seat left unoccupied by 
Dorothy, and Delaval contrived to withdraw 
himself. 

He went below, and, shutting himself in the 
solitude of his tiny room, began to endeavour 
to think out his overwhelming surprise. 
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What did it all mean ? How came it that 
she had never mentioned to him her relation­
ship to Professor Bowgrave? Why had she 
never even hinted at her intention of taking 
part in a sea voyage herself? Because of the 
pledge of secrecy he had given to Kestrel 
Dare, he had not mentioned the name of his 
ship to her. Nor indeed had the name of 
Professor Bowgrave passed his lips during 
any of their conversations. She might easily, 
therefore, have boarded the Atalanta entirely 
unconscious of his proximity. 

Yet she evinced no astonishment at meeting 
him. She took it all so coolly, so much as a 
matter of course. And how reserved she was ! 
What a complete change there was in her atti­
tude towards him! She had not shaken hands 
or even spoken. She had indeed scarcely looked 
at him, for her one brief glance might have 
been directed at the merest passing stranger. 
Had she only recently become aware of her 
close family connection with the Professor? 
Could it even be that her association with 
tremendous wealth had lifted her entirely out 
of his world, and removed her from him for 
ever? She had practically cut him dead, and 
on his second approach she had turned her 
back upon him and disappeared. If only he 
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could see her alone for five minutes. Then he 
would know the truth, and his soul-torturing 
suspense would be at an end. But, as he 
reflected, one strong hope came into his heart. 
He could never believe her faithless, until such 
testimony was forthcoming from her own lips, 
the lips on whose accents he had hung so 
fondly in those delightful days in Manxland, 
when they had walked and driven and ridden 
togeth~r oblivious to the fact that there were 
1nany, many thousands of other people upon 
the island besides themselves. 



CHAPTER XVI 

VANBERG IS RECOGNISED 

THE convict Vanberg (passing as Captain 
Grimshaw) and Kestrel Dare were closeted 
together in the latter's cabin. It was late on 
the night of the sailing of the Atalanta. 

' Got a nice crowd on the boat, Dare. 
Mostly, I suppose, friends of Bowgrave and 
his wife?' 

Dare nodded. 
'Ah,' continued the other. 'We ought to 

enjoy our little picnic in the Mid-Atlantic.' 
' Humph!' muttered Dare. 'With me in this 

matter business comes decidedly before pleasure. 
I'm not out on this expedition for my health, 
and I'm not going to forget it, and I hope 
you won't either.' 

Grimshaw lq.ughed. 
' Don't take me over seriously,' he said. 
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' You know quite well enough that I '11 do my 
bit. By the way, I've not seen Mrs. Bowgrave 
yet. She's our hostess. I ought to have 
been presented directly I came on board, but 
we did the thing rather in a kind of hurry, you 
know. By the way, that Miss Collingwood, 
the niece of the old qian, is a prime girl. If 
I were a n1arrying man, with a refurbished 
record, and something certain and solid behind 
me, I should become virtuous and respectable, 

and go in for a little luxury of that sort myself. 
As it is, I shall keep my eye upon her.' He 
laughed unpleasantly, and even the utterly un­
scrupulous Dare felt disagreeably impressed. 
So the latter turned the subject. 

'You're sure about the specie?' he began. 
' The bearings and all that sort of thing, I 
mean ? I've had the whole matter worked up 
elaborately from your data. It was a big job, 
and you'll be surprised at the difficulty I've 
encountered in bringing the old man's astro­
nomical moonshine and the treasure ship into 
one and the same scheme. However, I think 
you'll say I've accomplished it all right. The 
charts and plans are complete, and you'd 
better go thoroughly through them with me 
to-morrow morning.' 

'Yes,' responded Grimshaw, 'that will be 
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the proper course. Then we can discuss the 
affair in detail from the beginning.' 

'Suppose we go along into the saloon ?' 
suggested Dare. ' There are only a few people 
still out of their berths, and I '11 give you the 
necessary introductions.' 

The proposal was put into effect, but the 
newcomers found the big and luxuriously fur­
nished place deserted. An inner door gave 
access through the amidships bulkhead to 
another apartment, and Grimshaw threw an 
inquiring glance in its direction. 

' The state-rooms of the owner and Mrs. B. 
are through yonder,' Dare explained. ' I sup­
pose you could do with a drop of decent cham 
after your experiences ?' 

Grimshaw nodded, and the speaker touched 
an electric button by his side. A trim waiter 
came out of an adjacent pantry, and attended 
to the requirements of the two men. 

Grimshaw took up his saucer-shaped glass 
and held it admiringly up before him, watching 
its mantle beading and sparkling in the brilliant 
light. Then he put it to his lips. 

' Yes,' he remarked at last, ' I think it will 
do.' 

Dare's companion had removed his hat, and 
the white steady rays of an incandescent lamp 
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immediately overhead lit up his keen dark eyes 
with fire, and brought out his pale, narrow, 
shining brow in high relief against the ruby 
velvet with which the saloon was upholstered. 

Presently Grimshaw spoke again. 
'There's something about this place · that has ,,,,,,,,.,~ 

struck me very curiously,' he said. ' I seem to 
have some intimate connection or association 
with it.' 

'That's strange,' commented Dare. 'You 
couldn't possibly have ever been in this saloon 
before, or, indeed, in one at all like it. It was 
specially designed, as I have told you, for its 
purpose, whilst the ship herself, as you know, 
has only just left the builder's yard.' 

'Oh, yes,' continued Grimshaw, 'I'm quite 
aware of that. It isn't perhaps the place. It 
may be the people. I thought that there was 
a note in the atmosphere-it might have been 
a voice-that I could recall. But, there ! per­
haps I'm talking foolishness. I've had reason 
to feel overstrung for a week past, and I'm not 
sure even now that danger is entirely past, 
though I've made up my mind on one subject. 
They'll not get me again alive if I can help it.' 

' Come, come,' protested Dare, quietly, ' that 
all belongs to the past, I'm sure. What possible 
danger could there be here on board the 
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Atalanta, where you're entirely surrounded by 
friends?' 

Grimshaw laughed faintly and uneasily. 
' I don't know about friends,' he proceeded. 

'You are the only individual on board the boat 
who is aware of my identity-always excepting 
Bunter, of course. Bunter would be as well 
out of the way, don't you think?' His voice 
sank to the merest whisper as he put the 
question. 

'Perhaps he would; but he'll keep. He 
may be useful to us later on. I've sent him 
down some refreshments :and promised that he 
shall have his dues paid in full, explaining at 
the same time that we were bound to bring 
him along with us to obviate the possibility of 
decidedly unpleasant consequences.' 

' Well, I suppose we must leave it at that for 
the present, and you may as well pass that 
bottle. I've taken quite a fancy to ·the brand. 
This is my first real hour of freedom, and I 

. . ' want to enJoy 1t. 

'Just so,' responded the other. 'But, if 
you mean to make a night of it, which I 
certainly don't advise, we may as well go into 
the smoke-room and sample the cigars at the 
same time. I fancy you'll be fairly well suited 
in that respect.' 
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' I reckon you're right. A surreptitious bit 
of common thick twist, of the threepence an 
ounce grocer1s sh\op variety, got hold of at rare 
intervals to be reckoned by months, has been 
my only solace since goodness knows when. 
Lead the way.' 

The two men rose, ascended the first flight 
of the main staircase of the saloon, and then 
bore off to the right along the passage giving 
access to the apartment they sought. 

As they disappeared, a woman in magnificent 
evening attire, with her hair, neck, and low 
corsage blazing with gems, stole out into the 
saloon from the inner door already mentioned, 
and stood transfixed at the foot .of the spacious 
staircase. It was Felicity Bowgrave. 

' My God !' she gasped, below her breath. 
' That man here ? Van berg ! I have been 
dreading his approach for days past since I 
read of his escape from prison, but I never 
dreamed for a moment that there could be any 
reality in my fears. What is he doing on board 
the Atalanta ?' 

Suddenly she recalled herself from her ab­
sorbed conjectures. Her husband had come 
noiselessly into the saloon, and was standing by 
her side. 

' I thought I heard Mr. Da_re's voice,> began 
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the old man. ' Has he gone up to the smoke­
room ?' 

' I suppose so,' answered his wife. 'Who is 
the man with him?' 

'His friend? Didn't I introduce him to you? 
Oh, no. I remember now. His name is Grim­
shaw-Captain Grimshaw-and he is here with 
us as a naval expert of some sort, on the advice 
of Mr. Dare. But, you may as well make his 
acquaintance without delay. I '11 bring him 
down here. I sha'n't be a minute.' The Pro­
fessor had his foot on the stair, but his partner 
restrained him. 

' All in good time, dear,' she laughed. ' 0 -ne 
would think that I was most deeply interested 
in your sailor men, and I really am not-not in 
the slightest degree beyond the formal calls of 
common courtesy. Come, Philip dearest, let 
us go into our own particular little parlour. 
This is our new home, and it is time we were 
by ourselves.' 

She lifted her face to his as she spoke in 
low tender accents, and the devoted Professor 
walked off with her proudly into the privacy of 
their own particular domain. 

Her escort led the black imperious beauty 
to a couch, and closed the door behind them. 

' What is the matter with you, darling?' he 
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inquired solicitously. ' You were rosy-red but 
a moment ago, and now you have gone pale as 
death itself.' 

' Have I really, Philip ?' she asked, with an 
assumption of unconcern, glancing into a mirror 
in a splendid frame of silver set in the upper 
portion of the door. ' Perhaps it is the motion 
of the ship.' 

' Scarcely that, dearest,' said the man. ' The 
sea is as smooth as a millpond to-night, and, 
you are one of the very best sailors on board. 
When you begin to hint at mat-de-mer, I 
shall think it time to take myself off to my 
berth, seriously indisposed indeed. But, no 
doubt it's the excitement and change acting on 
your spirits. V./ e've had a heavy day. You 
had better call in Susette, and meanwhile I 
will go up on deck for a few seconds. I have 
a little matter to talk over with the captain., 

He stooped and kissed her gently and 
departed. 

Mrs. Bowgra ve, left alone, touched a bell, 
and her maid appeared-a thin raw-boned 
woman of maybe twenty-five, with limp flaxen 
hair, and almost colourless eyes of faintest 
coldest blue. 

'Susette,' began Mrs. Bowgrave, in low, 
earnest accents, ' I have son1ething most im-

1 I 
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portant to tell you. It is terrible ! What is to 
be done? Vanberg is on board this ship!' 

'Vanberg, madame? No! Not Vanberg ! 
It can never be! Your constant baseless fears 
about that man have overcome you. I will . , get you some wine. 

The girl opened a locker in the wall as she 
spoke, and took out a spirit frame of solid gold. 
She lifted a decanter of brandy, and poured 
a liberal measure of the gleaming liquid into 
a glass. Her mistress drank it off undiluted, 
without a tremor. 

'You will be better soon,' said Susette, 
reassuringly. 'How could such a fancy have 
come into your head ? You have been brood­
ing over his escape from prison last week. 
I have watched you. You have read every 
line that has been printed by the papers, and it 
has been the sensation for full seven days. It 
would be a million to one against him ever 
seeking refuge on this ship. You have magni­
fied a molehill into · a mountain.' 

'I would to Heaven it were so!' moaned the 
Professor's wife, sinking her head on her white 
rounded arms on the table by her side. ' There 
is no mistake whatever. I have just seen him 
with my own eyes, heard him with my own 
ears-in yonder room!' She pointed vaguely 
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in the direction of the saloon. ' Do you think 
I could n1ake any mistake in such a matter? 
Go up yourself and peep into the smoke-room. 
They are there-Dare and Vanberg.' 

Susette reached forward at once to the door 
and swung it ajar; but her mistress recalled 
her ere she had set foot in the passage without. 

'Close it again ! ' she cried in a hoarse voice 
that was quite new to her. ' I must be mad to 
make any such suggestion. The fellow would 
recognise you at once, and then God alone 
knows what would follow. Give me more 
brandy. If something be not done-and at 
once-I shall go mad!' 

'Hush, madame, hush!' whispered Susette, 
soothingly. ' The Professor might come in at 
any moment. We have the whole night to 
think the matter over, and even then, if some 
plan cannot be devised, you may easily continue 
indisposed and confined to your room for a day 
or two. There will be nothing suspicious about 
that. On no account must he know that you 
are here, if he hasn't any suspicion already. 
Trust me, madame, we shall find a way out 
before you and he can possibly meet-even if 
we have to serve him as he deserves. Sooner 
than he shall harm a hair of your dear head I 
will kill him myself-with poison or the knife, 
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whichever is handiest.' She paused and smiled 
grimly, with a queer light in her colourless 
eyes. 'On shipboard there are many ways of 
ridding one's self of undesirables. Vanberg, 
that monster of Hades, shall meet his match! 
You may depend on me with your life, 
madame. It will all come right in the end.' 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A LIFE AGAINST A THOUSAND POUNDS 

MORNING broke bright, clear, and exhilarating 
with the ship well on her way for the Channel. 
A slight rain had fallen as daybreak came in, 
and there had been a little mist upon the 
waters, but, at last the sun burst out undimmed 
and gradually crept up through the glorious 
blue canopy that overhung the circle of emerald 
sea that had the Atalanta as its centre-a circle 
marred in its outline on the western horizon by 
the shadowy irregular Eastern coast. 

Dorothy Collingwood was early on deck, 
and, standing at an elevated point some little 
distance from the stern, she saw that the vessel 
was leaving in her wake a great belt of surging 
silver, over which a flight of gulls hovered with 
airy grace. The birds seen1ed to hang almost 
motionless in the clear, cool morning air, just 
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a few yards beyond the points where the hidden 
propellers churned the water into spume. Yet, 
though they swung to the right and the left in 
mazy and apparently purposeless circles, their 
flight was maintained without an effort, and its 
easy deliberate grace mocked the efforts of the 
mighty mechanism that was now causing the 
ship to forge southward at something like twenty 
knots an hour. 

A shadow fell across the sunlit deck, and 
Dorothy realised that someone had come sud­
denly up behind her, but she had an instinctive 
consciousness of the identity of the newcomer. 
So she remained with face averted, her eyes 
strained northward, her yellow curls tossing 
dishevelled from below a saucy scarlet Tam-o'­
Shanter, and the short skirts of her trim navy­
blue costume fluttering leeward in the breeze. 

' Dorothy dearest,' pleaded a familiar voice, 
speaking into an ear that had grown rosy with 
the rushing sea air. 
, Her pretence was vain. She wheeled about, 
and her first words dispelled the poor man's 
fears. 

' qh, Gilbert, what does it all mean?' 
'That's more than I can tell, Dorothy,' he 

responded. 'But, surely it's too good to be 
true ? But, why didn't you speak to me last 
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night? I thought I had been completely for- • 
gotten or else was being entirely ignored.' 

'But what are you doing here, Gilbert? 
You never told me that you were sailing in the 
Atalanta?' 

'Well, that's easily explained. It was pu_t 
to me as a secret mission-though, of course, 
I have no secrets from you, darling. But, you 
-how is it I never heard you speak of your 
uncle, the Professor ?' 

' I'll be truthful. Until the other day, I only 
knew uncle by name. As he told you last night, 
my mother was his only sister. Mother, the 
Professor, and the uncle who died in the States 
were the only three in the family, auntie belong­
ing to father's side. Of course, I knew the 
Professor had inherited a fortune from his only 
brother ; but I never imagined that he was so 
rich as he really is. Indeed, I did not meet 
Mr. Bowgrave until last week, and this trip of 
ours was quite hastily made up on the spur of 
the moment. Uncle was awfully kind to me, 
and I really couldn't refuse to come, he urged 
it so. I'm almost sorrv I consented now!' ., 

She laughed as she concluded, and looked 
towards the hooded entrance to the saloon, from 
which someone was emerging. 

'Oh,' she said, with a little suppressed cry . 
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'Uncle's yonder. I don't know whether we 
should be seen speaking. We were only intro­
duced last night, and he may think it strange.' 

'Then, you haven't told him anything about 
-about our--

' Of course, I haven't. I daren't. I'm only 
supposed to be fresh from school. What would 
he think of me if he knew that in a single week 
at Douglas, ·and though we had never met 
before, we had arranged everything, and were 
going to be married next spring ?' 

Delaval drew aside, somewhat downcast, as 
the Professor came up. 

' Splendid morning, my lad,' began the old 
man, pleasantly. 'You'd better go down and 
see your aunt,' he went on, turning to Dorothy. 
'She complains of not feeling quite so well this . , 
morning. 

Dorothy ran off with a muttered exclamation 
of concern, and the Professor addressed himself 
again to Dela val : 

'You've had some considerable experience 
of submarine work, Mr. Dela val, I am told ?' 

Gilbert nodded. 
'Well, I shall have to take you and a few 

more into our confidence in a week or so ; but 
at present I haven't the time. I have some 
tremendous calculations to work out-calcula-
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tions that will need the greatest care, so vital 
and far-re'aching are the issues. In the mean­
time look around the ship and enjoy your 
leisure as best you can. And now you will 
please excuse me, for here is Mr. Dare.' 

Dare came up and spoke a casual word or two 
to the Professor, and the pair, engrossed in deep 
conversation, forthwith departed. Then Grim­
shaw and others of the saloon party appeared, 
and the upper deck took on an appearance of 
gaiety and animation. Dela val exchanged a 
few words with Grimshaw, and turned down 
into the engine-room. If Mrs. Bowgrave were 
indisposed, her visit thither would be post­
poned. He lingered below for half an hour and 
then strolled forward, casting a watchful eye 
ever and anon to the saloon deck. 

At last his patience was rewarded. He could 
see Dorothy's light alert figure turned in his 
direction. 

' I have been looking for you everywhere,' 
she began eagerly. ' No, you needn't worry, 
dear Auntie Bowgrave is not in any serious way. 
Fancy having an auntie about your own age! 
It's quite a new experience to me. She has 
a slight headache, and probably won't appear 
on deck or in the saloon until to-morrow at the 
earliest. She has given me a novel to pass the 
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time away, and she has also supplied me with 
a capital excuse for monopolizing your precious 
time. She has asked me to seek you out and 
express to you her deep ~egret that she won't 
be able to pay her promised visit to the engine­
room. The Professor and Mr. Dare are now 
with the captain in his cabin, studying certain 
plans and charts very closely. They were 
sending for Captain Grimshaw as I left.' 

' Supposing you join me in the place of 
Mrs. Bowgrave and inspect the engines your-
self ?' suggested Dela val. ... 

' You would promise to be a very, very good 
boy if I did, and not supply your staff with the 
slightest occasion for remark ?' she inquired 
playfully. 

' I think I could promise that,' he said, lead­
ing the way to the engine-room. 

As the pair passed along the waist of the 
vessel, after descending from the upper deck, 
they almost ran into Susette, who was plainly 
straying out of her quarters, for she was stand­
ing half-concealed by the hood of a ventilator, 
in animated conversation with one of the 
stewards ; but the woman slipped out of sight 
without being noticed by the lovers and ran 
back into the state-room occupied by her 
expectant mistress. 
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' Madame,' she began eagerly, ' it is all 
arranged. I have just seen Tom-my sweet­
heart, you know. We have been engaged four 
years, and it was you who got him appointed 
here on my recommendation. Well, I have 
told Tom what it is sufficient for him to know 
-that there is a man on board who is not 
merely flying from the law, but who is also an 
enemy of yours and mine.' . 

'And what do you propose?' asked Mrs. 
Bowgrave, wincing at mention of the close 
connection between mistress and maid. ' We 
must be careful. Even the life of an escaped 
convict is, to a certain extent, sacred in the eye 
of the law.' 

'That will be all right, madame. I do not 
propose that we should go to any extreme 
course. We are to lie off the Norfolk coast 
this evening, and five men are going ashore. 
This Captain Grimshaw, as he styles himself, 
is one of them. What their business is I don't 
know. But I suppose it is about something 
that has been overlooked in connection with 
the voyage. Tom is to go with the party, and 
he will take the best means to get Vanberg 
arrested after they land. This will depend 
largely on circumstances ; but there will be but 
the slightest trouble. His escape from prison 
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is still, of course, the talk of the country, his 
portrait is in every newspaper, and the reward 
for his recapture is one hundred pounds. The 
merest hint will bring the police hot-foot 
upon him.' 

'Ah, but your man Tom will have to be very 
careful. Van berg is as subtle as a serpent. I 
know him, and so do you. There will have to 
be no mistake, and the name of the Atalanta 
must not be mixed up with the business. The 
Professor, I h€1,ve no doubt, has engaged Van­
berg for some special purpose, and would be 
deeply annoyed at my interference if it came to 
light, though doubtless he is altogether unaware 
of his true identity. In short, the slightest mis­
carriage might be fatal to our interests.' 

'Yes, I see it, madame,' said Susette. 'But 
I have another proposal. Why not put con­
fidence in Mr. Dare ? He would go far to 
serve you. I am sure of that,' concluded the 
woman, fixing Mrs. Bowgrave with a steady 
look. ~ 

The Professor's wife quailed under the maid's 
curious scrutiny. 

'Susette,' she said, after a prolonged pause, 
' I do not desire to consult Mr. Dare in this 
matter. I will leave it to you entirely. Tom 
and you shall have a thousand pounds to start 
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housekeeping with if he does exactly as I 
wish, and carries the matter through without 
a mistake.' 

'Thank you a thousand times, madame,' 
cried the girl. ' I will tell Tom what you have 
said. He will earn the money to-night. I feel 
certain of that.' 

' I hope he will, but, if he doesn't, something 
else will have to be done. I would die sooner 
than again meet Paul Van berg face to face !' 

Susette left the room on some errand a 
moment later. ' Poor madame,' she was saying 
to herself. ' She has been good indeed to me. 
There are three men now for her to play 
one against the other. A thousand pounds is 
a great sum of money ; but I do not like to 
stake Tom's life alongside it, and, if Tom fails, 
the money will not be ours either.' 



CHAPTER XVIII 

A WILD RUSH FOR LIBERTY 

NIGHT had closed in, and the Atalanta, with 

her lights up, lay for the time motionless in 

deep water off the shore, the high cliffs of which 

could be dimly discerned under the starlight _in 

the west. A petrol-launch had put off from the 

vessel and reached a little black-timbered, weed­

overgrown pier. Here three of the five occu­

pants of the launch disembarked. Dare,carrying 

in his left hand what appeared to be a small staff 
or truncheon-in reality an electric torch or 

flashlight not then in use-led the way, followed 

in close line by Grimshaw and the man known 

as 'Tom.' The track of the trio lay upwards, 

over a shingly cart-road that had been cut 

roughly through the tall, soft, clayey cliffs which 
accentuate the coast-line in that part of East 

Anglia, the landing-place of the visitors being 

in the vicinity of Cromer, to the south. 
174 
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The explorers went on for some minutes 
in silence, until they saw the lights of a wayside 
hostelry in the distance on their right. 

'A village pub-the Sycamore,' explained 
Dare, in a whisper to Griinshaw. Then he 
turned to Tom : 'You can wait in there for 
us, my man, until we return from the railway­
station. It's now half-past nine. Leave this 
place at ten exactly, the closing hour here. If 
we are not at yonder corner '-indicating the 
abrupt twist in the road they had just passed­
' make straight for the shore. And, remember, 
we start from the pier at ten-fifteen whatever 
happens.' 

The man addressed touched his cap, and left 
his companions with an air of eagerness that 
even the darkness could not entirely conceal. 

' Do you think we are right in letting that 
fellow out of our sight ?' muttered Grimshaw. 
' My experience ·leads me to the conclusion 
that nobody of his class can be trusted when 
the scent of blood-money is in the air.' 

'Come, Grimshaw, old fellow, your suspicions 
are quite unfounded. The man has been 
specially recommended to me for this service. 
He's a protege, indeed, of the Professor, and 
I know that Mrs. Bowgrave thinks a lot of 
him. He got his present post through her. 
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He's a smart man on shipboard, and I fancy 

he's had considerable service in commissariat 

work in the Navy. Besides, he doesn't know 

you from Adam. It's questionable, in fact, 

whether he's even heard of your case. Few of 

these men ever read the papers.' 

'Well, I suppose we must risk it. Let· us 

get forward. I've come ashore with the 

greatest reluctance, and you may bet your 

undermost fiver on it that I shall never again 

willingly land on the shores of England. How 

would you like to go back to a stone cell about 

eight foot square for a dozen years, to be 

employed in making doormats and postmen's 

bags, and be fed on scalded oatmeal and other 

hideous offal? Faugh ! The very thought 

sickens me !' 
The two men went slowly forward through 

the darkness, each with a cigar between his 

Ii ps, full now of idle, airy chat, as like a pair of 

ordinary visitors to Cromer in the fashionable 

season as could that night have anywhere been 

found. 
Tom, the chief saloon waiter of the Atalanta, 

turned into the rather old-fashioned public­

house, and, sitting down on a bench in the 

kitchen at the rear, called for a drink, fumbling 

the while with a little envelope in the inner 

red 

act 

o ce 

OU ( 

Ve 

!lire, 

H 
drinJ 

pe 

op . 
caver 
low 

set r 

guar1 

Tom 

inviti 

Ta 
usu~ 

few llJ 

clocK • 

of tne 

SUQQet 

Up lo 

Cou!Q 

tnougt 

cours~ 

glaring 



A WILD RUSH FOR LIBERTY 177 

breast-pocket of his reef er jacket. A girl in a 
red blouse responded to his call. If he were to 
act successfully, he realized that he must act at 
once. To be certain in what he did, there was 
but a brief half-hour he could call his own, and 
five minutes of even that period would be gone 
directly. 

He was in the act of taking a preliminary 
drink at his glass of hot rum when a second 
person entered the kitchen and took up a place 
opposite to him on the other side of the big 
cavernous fireplace, in the depths of which a 
low fire smouldered. The newcomer-a thick­
set red-faced man, in the attire of a coast­
guardsman- threw a casual ' Good-evening ' in 
Tom's direction, and the latter responded by 
inviting the stranger to a drink. 

The two men toasted one another in the 
usual fashion and then remained silent for a 
few minutes. Presently the old grandfather's 
clock in the ingle-nook opposite the open door 
of the room chimed the three-quarters. The 
sudden stroke of the clock brought Toin 
up to concert pitch. It was now or never. 
Could his new companion have divined his 
thoughts? That was quite impossible, of 
course. Yet the stranger was now .literally 
glaring at him. 
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' You'll know me again when ye see me,' 

said Tom, clumsily. 
'Dare say I shall,' coolly responded the other. 

' Perhaps I've seen ye afore ?' 

The speaker put the query in a distinctly 

unpleasant way, though there was nothing of 

actual hostility in it. 
'I don't think you have,' answered Tom, 

flushing and trembling in spite of all effort. 

'But, I'm not in question now.' 

He rose, crossed the sanded stone floor of 

the kitchen, peered into the deserted passage 

without, and cautiously closed the door. 

The other man got up quickly and stood pre­

pared, with slightly upraised hands. 'Here,' he 

cried, 'what's yer game? Don't come too close.' 

Tom fell slightly away. 
'Sit down,' he said, hurriedly and almost in 

a whisper, dropping back himself to his original 

place on the wooden bench. ' I'm up to no 

mischief. Not me ! Do ye want to ~arn a 

hundred pounds ?' 
' A hundred pounds ?' echoed the other. ' I 

should rather think so ! Where's it hidden ?' 

' Listen ! There's a man of the name of 

Vanberg, a convict doing fourteen years, 

escaped from Durham Gaol. He's here now 

-in this very village ! You've only to put the 

' 0 YI 

It's i 

rolli1 

~ 

I've 

retu 

cour 

Toe 
ance 

Hi 

speal 

Ti 
rooq 

cons 

accii 

brov 

tatto 

~ung 
'\\ 

COar 

ow 
I I 

Uq ~ 
s e I 

frolll 

of tni 

Pin r 

sees c 



A WILD RUSH FOR LIBERTY 179 

salt on his tail. Be quick, and get half a dozen 
o' yer mates together, and the money's yours. 
It's as easy as breaking eggs with a regulation 
rolling-pin. He's clean-shaven, close-cropped, 
dressed in blue serge and a black navy cap. 
I've a letter here, with all particulars. He'll 
return by this road in a few minutes. Of 
course, you'll touch nobody excepting him. 
The man with him is only a casual acquaint­
ance. I'll point him out. 1 

He edged towards the door as he finished 
speaking. 

The man thus addressed came across the 
room and clasped the hand which Tom un­
consciously extended, thrusting, by apparent 
accident, the latter's sleeve upward on his 
brown and hairy arm, and revealing two hearts 
tattooed in blue above the wrist. Then he 
flung away the hand he had grasped. 

'Who's Vanberg ?' he inquired, in a strain of 
coarse satire. 'An escaped convict, is he ? 
Now, do I look at all like the sort o' man as 
'ud go wild-goose chasing ? I'm on for a 
sure thing. What about Bill Higgins, deserter 
from the Navy, who first bashed the lieutenant 
of the Quicksure over the beak with a belaying­
pin? Don't ye know an old shipn1ate when ye 
sees one, Bill?' • 

12-2 
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The man from the Atalanta sprang to his 

feet like a wild cat, made a furious break for 

the door, and was out into the night in a 

second, flying madly down the indistinct road, 

with the coastguardsman, for that was his 

occupation, in close pursuit. The stout, stolid­

f aced girl in the red blouse, hearing the wild 

scurry of footsteps over the sanded floor of the 

passage, ran eagerly in, but only to discover 

that her two customers had made a sudden and 

mysterious exit, leaving the better portions of 

their drinks behind. 
' Lor,' she said to herself. ' Whatever be 

those two mad fools after ?' 
Then she went quickly back into the bar­

parlour to painfully explain the incident in all 

its detail, so far as she knew it, to a deaf and 

doddering old man in his shirt-sleeves, the land­

lord and only other occupant of the Sycamore, 

who stood with gaping, toothless mouth in an 

inner doorway. 
Pursued and pursuer, as they sped off with­

out a word into the blackness of the narrow 

road leading to the shore, were within a dozen 

yards of each other, and for half a minute, 

during which they covered slightly over two 
hundred yards, the chase was an even one. 

But, the heavier man behind knew that he could 
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not long maintain the pace and that his hope 
lay in the uncertain gloom and in the other's 
want of knowledge of the uneven land over 
which they raced. His chance came at the 
abrupt turning in the lane. ~Here the fugitive 
swerved, hesitated, swung swiftly around, and 
the two men were first clasped in a fierce hug 
and then flung violently to the earth, where 
they lay for a second or two breathless. 

The coastguards man was the first to a waken, 
after the rude collision, to the quick, imperative 
needs of the situation. He had fallen on top of 
the other man, and now lifted himself laboriously 
to his knees by the side of his prostrate and 
seemingly unconscious foe. He knew that he 
had a pair of handcuffs available, and so he 
groped blindly in the region of his hip-pocket. 

But the other was also thoroughly on the 
alert in spite of his temporary quiescence. 
Coming suddenly up on his hips, ' Tom ' smote 
the representative of the law a rather ineffective 
blow on the right temple, slithered to one side, 
and was up and off seaward before his antagonist 
could regain his feet. But, the temporary 
advantage thus gained was not a great one. 
Blinded by the darkness of the narrow defile in 
which he now found himself-a defile which 
shut out every ray of light except that afforded 
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by a thin strip of moonless sky overhead-he 
stumbled again and again as he ran over great 
fall en unseen masses of soil, and he could tell 
by the quick patter of feet that his enemy was 
close in the rear, almost within hand's reach. 
Indeed, it was possibly imagination, but the 
laboured, panting breath of the man behind 
seemed to beat hotly upon his neck. 

There was a gutter in the inshore cliff to the 
right, cut doubtless by the rains, and he flurried 
into it, impelled by the primitive instinct which 
turns the hunted rabbit or rat into the nearest 
hole. It was his last chance, and it served him 
well. 

His antagonist was carried by the impetus 
of his headlong, downhill flight some distance 
past the fissure in the cliff, and ere he could 
recover himself, the fugitive had gained the 
brow of the grass-grown elevation and was 
lying prone upon the dry autumn sward with 
a heavy stone in his quivering right hand. 
The other, undaunted, followed at a trot on all 
fours up the precipitous incline, hands and feet 
sinking into the loose sand, to be met at the 
summit by a strange, irresistible shock which 
gave him the momentary impression that he 
had cannoned into a rock. Then he knew 
no more. He lay inanimate on his back, 
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crouched up in the fissure, with the fall en soil 

over the lower half of his body, his mouth ajar, 

and the hollows of his unseeing -eyes filling 

slowly with moisture. The wild rush for liberty 

was at an end. 
The victor in the furious fight in the dark, 

under the quiet, twinkling stars, did not, how­

ever, stay his course. He shot swiftly over the 

springy turf, which yielded pleasantly to the 

foot and was as level as a well-kept main road. 

He was now on the summit of the great cliff, 

running off in the direction of M undesley. 

Sixty or seventy feet below him lay the beach, 

on which the sea lapped gently about a couple 

of hundred yards away. 
Dimly, too, he could discern the black out­

line of the pier against the water, and by its side 

there rocked the petrol launch that meant 

safety to him, with a ring of faint light 

close up to it. A sort of mist seemed to be 

floating around him, above the grass, as he 

went forward in the uncertain light, and, as his 

unwitting feet plunged into the curling vapour, 

he lurched forward with a laugh that ended in 

a scream of despair, for he found himself flying 
in mid-air. 

Dare and Grimshaw came hurrying back 
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along the deserted road past the Sycamore as 
the aged landlord of the house, attended by his 
plump handmaiden, was closing and bolting the 
front door. Dare looked at his watch by the 
aid of the electric flashlight. It was five minutes 
past ten. Their attendant had left the public­
house beyond a doubt, and would either be 
waiting at the corner further on, or else had 
preceded them to the pier. 

They carried between them a heavy package 
slung in a stout leathern case to which strong 
handles were attached. 

' It's a weary weight when you've gone a 
distance,' commented Dare, 'and it tightens 
on me terribly. I'm not used to being a beast 
of burden. I hope that fellow's at his place 
here.' The two men paused, and Dare emitted 
a low whistle, but there came no response. 
' Curse him I' the speaker added. ' Where the 
devil has he got to ?' Then he continued, in 
sudden alarm : 'Hold on, Grimshaw, I'm slip­
ping ! Take care !' 

Grimshaw took sole possession of the bag. 
' Flash your torch, Dare,' he said, as the 

other pulled himself together. ' If these con­
founded detonators and the other stuff were to 
get a shock we'd never be seen again for sand 
as long as the world lasts!' 
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' I believe you,' was the response. ' Why 
the deuce they couldn't have been sent to us at 
North Shields along with the dynamite I can't 
for the life of me make out. And it's a wonder 
we've got them as it is. I was afraid at one 
time that that idiot of a booking-clerk was 
going to cut up rough and tell us to call 
around during proper business hours in the . , 
morning. 

At last the end of the defile was reached 
and the two men debouched on the shore. 
Grimshaw stopped unexpectedly and pointed to 
the right. 

' Isn't that someone groaning?' he asked. 
They set down their bag and went on along 

the shore line at the base of the great beetling 
clifts of sand, Dare sweeping their path with 
intermittent flashes of the torch. 

'Good God!' exclaimed Grimshaw. ' Look 
here ! It's our man !' He stooped as he spoke, 
and Dare turned the strong light full into the 
face of a recumbent body. Grimshaw lifted 
the fallen man's head, and dropped it instantly, 
to the accompaniment of a faint hollow groan 
from its owner. 'He must have tumbled over 
the cliff in the darkness going back to the shore, 
though what he was doing on the top is more 
than I know. He's as good as dead. His 
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neck's broken.' He stooped again. 'Feel 
here, Dare,' he added. 'There's no mistake 
about it.' 

Dare shuddered. The scene recalled another 
of a somewhat similar sort, but of a still more 
awful type, to his mind. 

' No,' he responded. ' I'm not touching it. 
Your word is enough. What's to be done? 
Are we taking him back to the ship?' 

' What's the good ?' asked the other. ' The 
man will never speak again. He's come down 
a sheer sixty feet. We should only have to 
bury him at sea, and the sailors wouldn't like 
it, to say nothing of the ladies on board. Let's 
leave him where he is. Yes-I thought so­
his heart has ceased to beat. We can do 
nothing more.' 

'But,' asked Dare, 'what are we to do about 
it ? There will have to be . explanations, and 
we mayn't be believed.' 

' Explanations!' repeated Grimshaw. ' It's 
quite evident you know nothing of the sea. 
What is more natural than that he should have 
deserted ? Hallo! What's this? Here's an 
unaddressed letter in his pocket. Hold your 
torch this way.' 

There fallowed a long pause. 
'Whew!' whistled Grimshaw. Then, pretend-
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ing to drop the letter, he added: 'Oh, it's 

nothing ! Quick, let's put off without delay. 

There's just a possibility of treachery ! Look 

to your revolver. Those brutes down in the 

launch may not be altogether genuine.' 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE DREAD THAT PASSED AND REAPPEARED 

THE beautiful Mrs. Bowgrave sat alone in 
her splendid boudoir on board the Atalanta, 
crouched in intensest expectation, her rich 
gown of scarlet satin crumpled in utter disregard 
of its flowing folds and priceless laces. Her 
bare, rounded arms were flung in abandon 
across the head of the couch she occupied, her 
wonderful wealth of raven hair was all astray, 
and her strained face had taken on the deathly 
hue of old ivory, save that a little flag of blood 
fluttered in either cheek in startling contrast to 
her pallor. The normal softness of her dark 
unfathomable eyes had vanished, to be replaced 
by the hard stony glitter of distension. Her 
full lips were slightly parted, showing her even, 
glistening teeth, and she sat motionless, facing 
the door, not even seeming to breathe, like some 
magnificent automaton fashioned by a cunning 
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artist-a mere lifeless confection of wax and 
flowers and silks, costly laces and gold and 
gleaming gems. 

She had sat thus for a full hour, during the 
latter half of which period of stark suspense 
her maid had stolen up on deck a dozen times 
to reconnoitre and bring her the momentous 
tidings for which she waited. But, the supreme 
issue that held her enthralled could not now 

' be long delayed. In only a few more minutes 
she must know the truth. Success had hitherto 
waited upon her like a lackey, fawning at her 
feet, heeclless of her utter scorn and ravished 
by a passing smile that she might have bestown 
on a beggar or a dog. Would he fail her now ? 
That was surely impossible. And, yet, why 
had Fate intervened and flung this sinister 
figure of the Past-the Past she had deemed 
dead and done with for ever-directly across 
her path? 

What was that ? She started to her feet. 
A noise on deck had aroused her from her 
reverie. Chains rattled, a winch snorted f uri­
ously for a few seconds, the main engines 
began to revolve, and the ship, which had lain 
for an hour listless in the heaving waves, got 
again under way. Then, the sound of light 
flying footsteps came near. The door opened 
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upon her, and the maid came in, her figure 
completely enveloped in a black cloak, only 
the barest glimpse of her cold eyes being 
visible through the narrow slit of a close-drawn 
hood. The woman halted, threw aside her 
hood, and leant forward towards her mistress. 

'Ah, madame,' she whispered, thrusting a 
thin yet muscular arm out of her wrap and 
lifting it dramatically, 'it is well! I knew it 
would be well ! The boat has just returned. 
It carried out five men, but only four of them 
have come back. One of them has-has been 
left behind !' 

Mrs. Bowgrave uttered a tense cry that 
might have been either a suppressed yell or an 
inarticulate expression of fiercest joy, and fell 
back swooning on her couch. 

Susette stooped down, lifted her mistress 
into an easy posture, and handed her a wine­
glass brimming with brandy, which she. gulped 
greedily down. 

' I shall never forget this, Susette-never !' 
she murmured, recovering herself. 'You are 
more than maid to me. You are my dearest 
friend. And, Tom-your Tom-I must see him 
alone and thank him for what he has done.' 

'That need not be. Tom will be amply 
repaid-with the thousand pounds.' 
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' And yourself,' smiled the mistress. ' What 
a load has been lifted from my heart ! Now I 
can breathe again. I have been stifling here 
all day in this place of torture- this ante­
chamber of hell ! But I am a new woman 
now. All my terrible dread has vanished. 
Make me presentable at once. I will go into 
the saloon, and play and sing for our friends, 
and, after that, on deck, to drink in the cool, 
sweet air of my new-found freedom !' 

She arose and crossed to the cheval glass 
and surveyed herself. Then, dropping into a 
chair in front of the mirror, she resigned 
herself to Susette, bubbling over with nervous 
gaiety and trembling like a leaf as the firm 
strong fingers of the maid caught up her 
abundant tresses and deftly combed and 
patted them into place. 

' Ah ! ' cried the woman at length, in a 
whisper of admiration. ' Madame is herself 
again! The sight of you will gladden the 
dear master's eyes. Yes, and I will change 
your dress-for the amber and black that you 
have not worn yet? And, I forgot-thinking 
of the other horrid affair-Mr. Dare made the 
kindest of inquiries before he left. He hoped 
that you were better-that you would be re­
covered sufficiently to join your guests in the 
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saloon to-night. But, I could not give him an 
answer then. What am I to tell him now ?' 

'My answer will be my appearance, Susette.' 
She could feel the warm blood mantling in 
her cheeks as she spoke. ' Where is the 
Professor?' 

'In that room where all the curious rolls of 
paper are kept, along with the old books and 
strange instruments that were brought from 
Greymere. He has spent the whole day there 
alone, except wpen he has come in here to 
visit you, madame. I saw him half-an-hour 
ago, when I was on deck the last time before 
the launch came up. He asked me to say 
that he will visit you at a few minutes past 
eleven. The work he is engaged on will be 
over then.' • 

Mrs. Bowgrave glanced at her watch, flash­
ing in an outer circle of diamonds on the strap 
of her corsage. It was twenty minutes to 
eleven. Yes, there was time. ' Who is in 
the saloon ?' she asked. 

'Nobody, madame. It has become a glorious 
night. The moon is up now. They are all on 
deck.' 

' Please go and tell Mr. Dare that I will see 
him at once.' 

' In the saloon, madame ?' 
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' No-here. Remain at the head of the 
stairs, and come to me at once-if-if--' 

' Yes, madame, I understand-if the Professor 
is returning.' 

Susette stole out, and the instant that the 
boudoir door had closed between the pair a 
significant smile appeared on her harsh face. 
' Happy madame,' she was thinking to herself. 
' There are only two of them now. Some day 
there will be but one. . And, after one, what?' 

No more than a minute went by. Then 
the door opened softly and Kestrel Dare and 
Mrs. Bowgrave stood face to face. He had 
changed the soiled attire worn on the journey 
from which he had but recently returned, and 
was in evening dress, fresh and bright in every 
detail to the outstanding needle-points of his 
immaculate moustache. He stood for a second 
surveying the young queen of the evening, 
with all her normal tints of olive and rarest 
red showing in her radiant face-a face know­
ing nothing of sorrow or even troubled thought. 
Could it really be that this regal creature was 
his-that she had given herself to him without 
reservation ? 

He took her tenderly in his arms, careful of 
her dainty billowy belongings, and kissed her 
full red pulsing lips a dozen tin1es. -

13 
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' I need not ask you, darling,' he murmured 
-' you • are your own sweet self once more. 
Why have I been denied the light of your 
presence from almost the moment we came on 
board?' 

'Yes, I am better now. But you must not 
stay. Kiss me again and go. I will steal out 
to-night and come to you when all is quiet. 
The Professor never awakens until morning 
now once his head is on the pillow. His 
insomnia is a thing of the past. His mental 
work during the day is so incessant and 
strenuous that he must have the soundest 
sleep at night. Therefore, he has recourse to 
drugs. Hush! I hear Susette's foot.' The 
speaker slipped outside, to return immediately. 
'The Professor is asking for you, dearest,' she 
whispered hastily. 'Go to him at once-in 
the chart-room.' 

The lovers kissed again and parted without 
a word. Mrs. Bowgrave returned to her seat, 
took up a novel, and turned the pages idly. It 
did not interest her. What was empty romance 
when she had the full, glowing actuality of life 
and · passion surging around her? Still, if it 
were nothing else, the book was something 
that would serve to pass the time until the 
Professor appeared. Then she could go with 
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them into the saloon, and mingle, entirely un­
afraid at last, with their guests. Meanwhile, 
something else was hers - the rare bliss of 
anticipation-anticipation the lure of which is 
so immeasurably beyond the reality of achieve­
ment. 

She tried to fix her attention on the story in 
the volume · which she held before her eyes 
under the steady light, but her mind was 
wandering elsewhere. She read on and on 
mechanically, but the printed words flitted past 
without making the slightest intelligible im­
pression, though she turned page after page in 
regular sequence. What the narrative was 
about she had not the faintest notion, _ but 
nevertheless she continued her reading. If it 
did nothing else, at least the purposeless 
perusal soothed her mind, and that was some­
thing after the crisis of alternating hope and 
fear she had just undergone. 

Presently, moved by some unaccountable 
impulse, she started up, dropped the book to 
the floor, and looked once again into the mirror 
with its glittering frame of richly chased silver. 
Then the foolish notion occurred to her that, 
above the monotonous din and ru1nble of the 
ship's motion, she had heard a woman's scream. 
The outcry, if in reality one, had lasted but the 

13-2 
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fraction of a second. Curiosity impelled her to 
open the door oLher boudoir and run lightly into 
the private passage leading to the saloon. The 
apartment was deserted, but there was a sound 
of quick footsteps on the main staircase, though 
she could not from the position she occupied 
see the person or persons who were descending. 

She let the door fall back into its place and 
fled back into her own apartment ; but, ere she 
had returned to her seat, Susette burst in upon 
her with dropped jaw and unspeakable terror 
stamped upon her colourless countenance, to 
collapse in a tumbled heap upon the couch. 

' Susette! Susette !' cried the other, seizing 
the maid by the shoulders and shaking her 
roughly. ' Have you gone crazed ? Speak ! 
speak -1 Why don't you speak ?' 

The woman vouchsafed no answer, but fell 
back to her place on the couch, and sat as one 
transfixed, her bony finger pointing in a palsy 
to the door. 

The mistress wheeled around, beset with un­
speakable dread. The cruel mocking, menacing 
face and figure of Paul Vanberg stood framed 
in the open doorway! He did not speak for a 
moment, but shook a slip of pink notepaper in 
her ashen face. 
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Felicity love,' Vanberg sneered. 'Have you 
no welcome for me - for your own dearest 
Paul ? Why don't you throw yourself in to my 
arms as in the dear old days ?' He advanced 
into the room as he spoke, as though to take 
her in his em brace. 

' Keep back!' she cried, her power of speech 
retu~ning. ' Keep back, or I shall kill myself 
-and you!' She had snatched up a little 
revolver, and now held it straight in his face. 

' Put down that toy!' he laughed, fixing her 
with his cruel glittering eye. ' Do you think I 
am afraid of death-even at your hand-the 
hand of my true and faithful wife ?' 

'For Heaven's sake do not torture or tempt 
me further ! What is your will?' She lowered 
her pistol, looked helplessly around, and then 
flung the weapon on to the couch by the side of 
her prostrate maid. 

' My will, do you ask, dear, sweet, loving, 
devoted wife ? I need only speak, of course, 
and you will obey. Do you think that I can 
ever again trust you out of my sight or believe 
a word you say ? Look at this note, traitress ! 
So, you would have betrayed me to the law­
the law in whose meshes I became entangled 
in my mad endeavours to provide limitless gold 
for your simple and modest needs-the law 
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from which I should have escaped scot free but 
for your baseness at the last crucial moment !' 

'Go! go I go!' she shrieked. 'I will do any­
thing-everything! But do not betray me !' 

'Betray you !' he echoed stonily. ' I like the 
word. It comes so fittingly from those false 
lips of yours!' 

'My husband!' she entreated. 'He may be 
here at any moment, and--

' Your husband! Then what am I ?' 
'If it is money you need, I can, given a little 

time, supply you with thousands. I will see 
you later. I will explain all., 

' Even this?' he said remorselessly, holding 
up the letter he had taken from the pocket of 
the dying man. 

She grovelled before him, with uplifted hands, 
in abject despair and humiliation. 

' Oh, do not stay here !' she prayed. ' Go! 
Go ! Go! I beg of you-on my knees!' 

' Revenge is now mine,' he said implacably. 
' I have you in the hollow of my hand. But, 
I will bide my time and choose my place. 
Your husband is coming down shortly-to 
introduce a new-found friend to the angel of 
his bosom. I have just left him. He was full 
of profuse apologies at having unaccountably 
omitted the courtesy last night. Bah, viperess ! 
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I will leave you to your dotard ! You may 
betray him-I warrant you have done so already 
-but don't attempt to betray me again. It 
will be fatal if you do. Were I to fall dead 
this moment, the whole story of your shame 
and infamy would come out without my active 
aid and be published to the world. I have it 
all arranged. Be warned in time. Remember !' 

The next instant he was gone. 



CHAPTER XX 

THE FIRST GLIMPSE OF COMET CHAOS 

CONSIDERABLY over a week had gone by, and 
the ship in which our scene is laid was now in the 
Mid-Atlantic, to the south, so far out of the track 
of trade that for several days past not another 
vessel had been sighted. The Atalanta was 
entirely isolated from the world. This fact, how­
ever, disturbed not a single member of the gay 
company on board the great pleasure yacht, as 
she seemed to be. In the saloon and on the upper 
deck high revelry held undisputed sway, dances, 
concerts, and entertainments of all sorts filling 
nearly all the waking hours of both day- and 
night. Only one person held aloof from the 
wild gaiety. The Professor-shut like a hermit 
in the chart-room-smiled grimly in his den 
again and again as occasional rounds of deafen­
ing applause, or shrieks of unrestrained laughter, 
broke upon his ears. 
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The beautiful Mrs. Bowgrave led the dance 
with reckless, unflagging spirits, devoting her­
self now almost defiantly to Dare, and meeting 
Van berg ( or Grimshaw) openly, without the 
slightest restraint or hesitation on her part, for 
the two, without further surreptitious interviews, 
had come to a clear understanding.-

Dorothy Collingwood was also supremely 
happy in her innocent girlish way,all unconscious 
of what was to come, and Gilbert Delaval was 
by her side during nearly every moment-of his 
large leisure. But, these individual attachments 
attracted neither surprise nor comment. The 
party was made up entirely of young folk, who 
paired off with alacrity, and, having abundant 
interests of their own, had neither time nor 
inclination for the role of the looker-on who is 
proverbially understood to see very much more 
of the game than the players themselves. 

Evening had set in, and the stars and moon 
were out, flooding the deserted heaving main 
with solemn grandeur. Dinner, served in the 
saloon, was over, and the guests had betaken 
themselves to the deck until the tables had 
been cleared. Dare, Grimshaw, and Delaval 
were standing together in the waist of the ship, 
altogether apart from the little scattered crowd 
of their fellow passengers on the upper deck, 
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when a sailor approached to inform them that 
the Professor requested their attendance in the 
chart-room. The trio followed the messenger, 
went quietly down the steps, and entered the 
cabin. 

The Professor sat at the head of the long 
table, outspread with charts, faced at the other 
end by Captain Humphreys, the nominal master 
of the ship. The three took the places at the 
council board indicated by the thin bony fore­
finger of Professor Bowgrave, whose fleshless 
face bore the ashy grayness of the grave, and 
whose shock of silver hair, streaming to his 
shoulders, shone like spun metal under the 
great electric lamp swung directly above him. 

'This is the eleventh of September, gentle­
men,' began the weird president of the little 
council of five, in low, sombre, yet insistent 
tones. 'This is the eleventh, and there is no 
further time to waste. Two of you '-he pointed 
to Dare and Grimshaw-' have a knowledge of 
the rough outlines of my great enterprise and 
undertaking. A third '-he nodded to Delaval 
-' is an expert mechanical engineer with a 
practical knowledge of the inner intricacies of 
naval architecture, and he, therefore, must be 
well a ware that the Atalanta is by no means 
merely what she seems to the unskilled eye. 
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You, Captain Humphreys, have alone been left 
in utter ignorance of my purpose, and, when l 
have unfolded my plans, you will doubtless for­
give me the innocent deception that I have 
subjected you to for your own good-for indeed 
your very salvation-as well as ours.' 

The man thus addressed started to his feet 
with a commingled look of astonishment and 
apprehension on his honest, ruddy, bearded face. 

' I do not comprehend your meaning, sir,' he 
began nervously, as one unused to deliberative 
speech. ' I am the captain of the Atalanta, 
am I not ? She is under my command. I 
have brought her out here, and I shall, I hope, 
take her back in accordance with my engage­
ment with you. This is an autumn pleasure 
cruise in the Atlantic, is it not?' 

'Yes, captain, you are right there. This is 
a pleasure cruise, but it is something more, 
and it is of that I would speak. I have not the 
slightest desire to interfere with your authority 
-so long as you give due regard to my wishes 
and instructions. You are the captain of the 
Atalanta, but I am your master and employer. 
I have a great scheme to be carried out, and, 
if I do not receive your unqualified obedience 
in its development, I shall at once supersede 
you in your command.' 
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' By God, we'll see about that I' roared the 
now enraged captain, bringing his hard 
mahogany fist upon the table with a bang that 
made it shiver. 'We'll see about that! You 
forget that I hold my certificate under the 
Board of Trade, and that I have the cltanest 
of clean records. I now warn you that, if you 
have brought me out in this ship for any unlaw­
ful purpose, I shall take the helm in my own 
hands and sail straight back to :&igland. You 
will find that I have the crew at my back, and 
the British Government behind the crew!' 

' Let me explain,' interposed Dare, seeking 
to throw oil on troubled waters. 'Captain 
Humphreys, you misunderstand the owner, 
who, in his enthusiasm, has perhaps put his 
position rather crudely.' He dropped his voice 

-to the faintest whisper-a whisper that reached 
only the captain's ear : ' Be calm. It's a harm­
less craze. Let him talk.' Then, he added 
aloud, to the company at large : 'The Professor 
has called us together in solemn council. Let 
us give him every attention.' 

As he spoke, he passed a quiet significant · 
glance at his colleagues around the table, and 
Delaval, who had also risen to his feet, sat 
down again in mild, amused amazement. 

'Supposing we have a bottle in ?' suggested 

Gr 

lu~ 
resl 

tern 

1 
for 

co 

wo 

heaQ 

the a 

Day 

tneok 
' 
IS tot 
lignt ( 

We cr1 

down 

for ~ 
appra; 

that h 
tillle..._ 



THE SIGNAL IN THE SKY 205 

Grimshaw. 'It's dry talking without a little 
lubrication, and it'll go a long way towards 
restoring the harmony that has unhappily been 
temporarily broken.' 

The proceedings were accordingly suspended 
for a while, glasses were charged, and the 
council of five pledged one another in bumpers. 

'We shall get along better now,' said Grim­
shaw, with a smile. ' And pass the cigars this 
way, Dare. Drink conduces to peace and 
friendship amongst all properly constituted 
men, and smoking to clear thinking.' 

After an appreciable delay, the Professor 
began again, speaking in a thin, hollow voice. 

'My friends,' he said, impressively, lifting his 
worn transparent hands above his silvered 
head, 'I am going to talk to you to-night about 
the advent of Judgment Day-not the Judgment 
Day of dark superstition, of irrational dogmatic 
theology, but of Judgment Day as its coming 
is to be seen in the exact, clear, colourless day­
light of science. This troubled earth, on which 
we creep like veritable insects, has been ringing 
down through the limitless space of the universe 
for myriads of centuries ; but, it is at last 
approaching the end of its journey-a journey 
that has lasted for an inconceivable period of 
time-a period in which ten thousand years is 
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infinitely less in comparison than a second in 

the life of a man who attains to the age, as so 

few of us do, of three score years and ten. 

But, let me not mislead you. When I speak of 

the end, I do not mean the material end. The 

world will still roll on, but only as a huge 

insensate ball of inorganic matter, with man­

kind swept from off its face, and all the other 

growths of animal and vegetable life entirely 

blotted out.' The speaker paused, and looked 

around inquiringly. But nobody vouchsafed a 

word. 
' When the destruction of the earth is con­

summated,' he continued, ' wholesale death and 

desolation will be precipitated by a comet. 

What are comets ? They can best be described 

as great white, wandering ghosts from outer 

infinitude-the lost spirits of space eternal! 

Their name, too, is legion. vVhat has the 

immortal Kepler told us ? Comets, he says, 

are as numerous in the heavens as fishes in the 

ocean-ut p-isces -in oceano. If we merely count 

those which traverse our limited solar system, 

or revolve forever about the sun, they number 

a,t least seventy-four thousand billions, a number 

that can only be expressed in Arabic numerals 

by the employment of seventeen figures-a 

number of which the human intellect can have 
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no possible conception ! They come from all 
points of space, and wheel around the sun like 
moths about the flame of a candle. It is quite 
possible that the earth might be caught in the 
train of a great comet, and whisked off as a 
satellite. What would be humanity's fate then? 
Our year with its four seasons of spring, 
summer, autumn, and winter, might conceivably 
become sixty-five years longer than it now is. 
Our spring, summer, and autumn-the tem­
perate seasons-would last for less than a 
thirteenth of that great year, and the heat in 
winter would be twelve hundred times less than 
it is now! In other words, the earth would be 
ribbed everywhere in perpetual ice, and animal 
life of every kind would cease to exist. 

' But that is not how the teeming civilisation 
of this twentieth century is to be extinguished 
as one might blow out a tallow dip and then 
pinch the reeking wick between his fingers. I am 
an old man, though I cannot remember Biela's 
comet of 18 3 2 ; but my father often told me of 
it in after years, knowing my predilection for 
things astronomical. If you have read any 
scientific works on the subject, you will know 
that it was predicted that Biela's comet would 
cut into the earth's orbit before midnight on 
October 29, in the year mentioned, and shatter 
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our globe to pieces. For a time civilisation 
was terrori~ed. Men could not work by day 
and were afraid to sleep by night. Yet nothing 
happened. The prediction as to the position 
of the comet was quite correct. The earth's 
orbit was certainly crossed, but the earth at the 
time was forty-nine millions of miles away, and 
the catastrophe was averted. On the thirteenth 
of the present month the comet which I claim 
the honour of having discovered-I have named 
it Comet Chaos-will be here. It will not, 
however, crash in upon us, whirling away our 
attendant moon and smashing this earth into a 
thousand fragments. But our escape will be 
of the narrowest-if we are to escape at all. I 
have spent the whole of my later life and much 
of my boundless wealth in the most exhausting 
of studies, the most abstruse of speculations 
and calculations. It wants now two hours to 
midnight. The crisis will come in exactly 
forty-eight hours.' 

The speaker turned to Dare. ' Are my 
figures correct ?' he asked. 

'Perfectly correct, Professor,' gravely re:. 
sponded the pers9n appealed to. 

'Then, let us continue,' proceeded Bowgrave. 
'The comet of which I speak is now compara­
tively close to us-only a brief seven million 
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miles or so away. Yet the horror is already 

throwing its baleful shadow of utter ruin and 

desolation upon our unconscious world. It is 

stealing upon unwitting civilisation like a thief 

in the night, and when it comes there will be 

no escape for anybody or anything in all the 

world - wide continents of land and mighty 

oceans of water-no escape for aught but this 

gallant ship of ours and the handful of souls 

she has on board. And how are we to work 

out our salvation in the deluge of fire and 

blood? I will tell you later. I -have said 

enough for the present. Meanwhile, come up 
on deck with me into the night, and, till I 
speak again, let not one word of what I have 
predicted go abroad among my guests or the 
ship's company.' 

The little weird old man arose as he ended 

his speech, and moved his fleshless face to the 

right and the left. Then he lifted his hands 

aloft, as though in silent invocation to some 

unseen presence, and, turning his back to the 
table, led the way into the open air. With 
curious feelings of dismay at their hearts 
despite their better judgment, the other 
members of the council of five followed silently 
after the small frail silver-haired figure in 

black. He led them to a position near the 
14 
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stern, and pointed across the sea to an altitude 
of some thirty degrees. 

' Look !' he cried. ' Look ! Yonder is Comet 
Chaos!' 

The silent spectators lifted their eyes and 
turned to the quarter indicated. A great 
strange ominous star blazed in the east, with a 
dazzling train of silver dropping behind it over 
the ~xtraordinary space of nearly a dozen 
degrees! 

' If there be unbelievers here,' the old man 
continued, ' perhaps they will now be converted 
and give credence to my prophecy ? Woe 
unto the world ! Woe unto the fathers of the 
people ! Woe unto kings and princes ! Woe 
unto every creeping thing ! And I alone shall 
triumph! It shall be all mine!' He swept his 
skinny extended arms over the four quarters of 
the sky as he spoke and his weak voice broke 
into a childish treble. 'All mine! A kingdom 
and dominion such as Ccesars never dreamed 
of! I shall inherit • it all, and take the world 
itself in the hol1ow of my feeble, shaking hand!' 

He laughed aloud in tones of demoniacal 
ecstasy, and, turning upon his heel, vanished 
into the black shadow of the port gangway 
under the upper deck, leaving at least two of 
his auditors speechless and aghast. 



CHAPTER XXI 

PROMPTITUDE WITH THE PISTOL 

IT was noon on the day following the evening 

on which Professor Bowgrave had given his 

little council their first glimpse of Comet Chaos, 

the swift - approaching herald of terrestrial 

doom. But no sign of consternation, or even 

excitement, was visible among the gay and 

light - hearted passengers of the great yacht 

Atalanta. They were scattered in pairs and 

little groups over the spacious white upper 

deck of the vessel, with jest, flirtation, and 

serious love-making everywhere, most of the 

ladies reclining on extended deck-chairs with 

white or brightly-coloured parasols over their 

heads, which served the· twofold purpose of 

protecting their fair complexions from the 

tropic sun, and of hiding the blushes and looks 

of confusion that occasionally followed the 
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sallies and compliments of the more reckless of 
their cavaliers. 

The yacht herself lay quiescent in the waters, 
rocking gently from side to side in the trough 
of the summer sea. Her propellers were 
motionless, which was certainly singular, seeing 
that her . main driving turbine engines were 
still in fullest activity, judging by the unceasing, 

, deep monotonous whirr that boomed and 
hummed throughout the ship. 

The Professor, in accordance with his usual 
practice, crouched low over the table of the 
chart-room, his eyes and ears resolutely closed 
and shut to all but the papers and documents 
over which he pored unceasingly and un-
tiringly. . 

His young wife walked the upper deck with 
Kestrel Dare as her escort. She wore a light 
linen costume that seemed to flutter at every 
point in the midday zephyr with fluffy and 
feathery laces and trimmings, and she sailed 
proudly backward and forward like a great 
white bird, the plumage of which, shimmering 
in the sun, dazzled the eyes of all beholders 
and threw up the splendid perfection of its 
owner's rare dusky beauty, magnificent figure, 
and sinuous grace of carriage. 

The pair halted in the course of their 
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promenade, a~d looked over the rails, as 
though admiring the splendid prospect of calm 
summer sea, deluged with sunlight. 

' I suppose we shall be turning back soon, 
Kestrel ?' she said. ' I have been so_ happy­
so supremely happy. Yet my happiness is not 
complete. It is you, and you alone, I want !' 

' Dearest !' he whispered. 
'You, and you alone, Kestrel !' the woman 

went on, passionately. ' I hate this false 
forced life ! You do not know my feelings. 
You are a man and cannot comprehend them. 
I have all that money can buy ; but I am like 
the wretch doomed to walk through the world 
with a corpse tied upon his back-a corpse 
which none but its bearer could see or realize 
in all its horror and obscenity. I was foolish­
yes, mad-and I sold myself for money and the 
luxury that follows in its train. You do not 
know what it is to loathe one you are supposed 
to fove, and to hide that loathing in tender words, 
kisses-embraces ! Faugh ! I cannot live the 
life much longer. Sometimes-often-I awaken 
in the dead of night and see my grisly incubus 
by my side, with his yellow claws upon my 
shoulder, and then it is borne in to me what I 

. am, and my thoughts turn to murder, and I 
can scarce refrain from taking the sleeper by 
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his withered throat and throttling out · his life. 
And I could do it so easily!' 

She set her white teeth, clenched her firm 
shapely hands, and lifted her long lithe arms. 

' My poor darling ! Your purgatory will 
soon be over. We might have fled together 
before this voyage commenced, but it was 
solely on your account that I entered into it. 
I am not a rich man as rich men are counted 
nowadays, but I am on the eve of great wealth, 
and then you shall be freed from your present 
hateful associations. It is only a matter of a 
few more days-much less than a month at the 
outside-and then you shall turn your back for 
ever upon your-your incubus!' 

' The fates be thanked, Kestrel ! Sometimes 
I think that he is an actual madman with all his 
fearsome prophetic jargon about the approach­
ing end of the world. I often wonder how it is 
that you can suffer him, and humour him, so 
unweariedly; · but I know that the sacrifice is 
for me.' 

' I will be candid, darling. My patience 
serves a double purpose. But, see, yonder is 
Delaval. I have to meet him now on im­
portant business. He is one of my agents, and 
I have urgent need of his services. Yet I am 
growing doubtful of the man.' 
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'Perhaps I can help you there, Kestrel. He 

is madly in love with the insipid Miss Dorothy, 

and, should he prove obstinate, I could put a 

bar to their billing and cooing and keep them 

entirely apart. Let me know if you have any 

trouble with him, and I promise you he shall 

soon be brought to reason and submission.' 

She waved her hand to him in pretended 

indifference, and Dare strode off to Delaval. 

The two men greeted one another in the 

usual informal way, and then Delaval began, 

abruptly, gruffly : 
'There are some things I want explaining, 

Mr. Dare.' 
' Indeed '-Dare smiled curiously-' say on, 

and I will do my best to answer and enlighten 

you. ' 
' Well, I '11 be plain. I've been kept too long 

in the dark, and if you require my services any 

longer I shall want to know the nature and 

meaning of the mysterious business you have on 

hand-in short, exactly what the game is. I 

know that we are not here altogether for health 

and recreation. What is the purpose of this 

cruise ? I've just come on deck, after being 

admitted for the first time by your confidential 

man, McTavish, to the two main central compart­

ments in the belly of the ship. I am astounded 
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at what I have seen. There are six tremendous 
electric accu1nulators in the first compartment, 
three on either side, each with a big dynamo 
alongside it, and these batteries are now being 
charged by the main engines, the tail shafts of 
which have been uncoupled. I find also that 
the three propeller shafts have been carried 
forward into this compartment, and that each 
is fitted with two one hundred horse-power 
electric motors.' 

' That shouldn't puzzle you much, Delaval. 
I should have thought the presence of such 
auxiliary gear ~ould have been as plain as the 
nose on a man's face to an expert mechanical 
engineer. The arrangement simply means that, 
if need be, we can suspend the use of steam, 
draw out the boiler fires, and run the ship for a 
more or less limited period entirely by electrical 
energy. Surely there's no objection to that ?' 

' I don't say there is-directly. But, what 
purpose is to be served by such duplication of 
the driving forces of a vessel like this? That, 
however, n1ay remain aside for the present. In 
the second compartment I find there is a vast 
assortment of most curious and unusual stores, 
tackle, and plant. You have two complete 
diving outfits, with half a dozen diving suits 
and helmets, together with much other requisite 

DU 

tn 
' gt 

tn 

ca 

p11 

Q 

fo 

St 

n 
t( 



PROMPTITUDE WITH PISTOL 217 

apparatus. There is also a heavy vehicle out of 
which, after a hurried examination, I can make 
little or nothing. I might hazard the guess 
that it is a species of submarine automobile, 
but that would be absurd.' 

' Not so very absurd, perhaps,' interje~ted 
the other-' not so very absurd when I have 
given you -my explanation.' 

' I hope you will explain-and explain every­
thing. What are we waiting here for ? I 
cannot help entertaining the darkest of sus­
p1c1ons. I have counted eighteen cases of 
dynamite in the second comp~rtment, and I 
find that the ship is pierced amidships on either 
side with a full-sized torpedo tube. As am­
muni.tion for these tubes, there are two dozen 
torpedoes of the most powerful type. Against 
what-against whom-are these tremendous 
engines of destruction to be used? The Pro-

. fessor, I know, is a staring lunatic so far as 
astronomy is concerned. But, surely you also 
are not out of your mind and mad enough to 
imagine that it is possible to profitably engage 
in piracy on the high seas in .the opening of the 
twentieth century ?' 

' Piracy !' Dare laughed aloud, in most 
mirthful pretence. The two men had gained 
the privacy of an empty state room. ' No, 
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Dela val, you're not sailing under the Jolly 
Roger. I can guarantee you that, at any rate. 
Your peep into our Blue Beard's chamber 
seems to have somewhat upset you ; but there 
is really no need for wild alarm. Let us go 
and have a drink.' 

' You needn't talk of wild alarm,' said 
Delaval, grimly, ' and I'm not wanting any 
drink at present. I fancy I know how to take 
care of myself, and you may take it straight 
from me, whether it pleases you or grieves 
you, that I'm going to be no party to any 
offence against the law of_ nations so far as I 
know that law.' 

' Humph !' muttered the other. ' You're a 
mighty particular man ; but you needn't get 
your wool off. Our enterprise, as I told you 
at the start, has its risks; but you have been 
well paid already, and if the mission is carried 
successfully through, you shall, as I promised 
at the outset, have, in addition, a big bonus.' 

'But what are we about? Are we carrying 
contraband of war for a foreign Power ? Or 
have we come out here under false colours, 
commissioned to secretly destroy some special 
ship that is expected to cross the Atlantic in 
these deserted latitudes ?' 

'You've almost hit it this time,' said Dare. 
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'Yes, we are going to destroy a ship-torpedo 

it or blow it up with dynamite, whichever we 

find the better plan, and you're going to help 
. ' us in--

The speaker broke off in alarm and confusion. 

Delaval had whipped out a revolver from his 

pocket, and was holding it close against his 

companion's head. 
'Utter a cry, or raise a finger, and I'll blow 

the top of your head off!' whispered Delavat, 

sternly. ' Do you think you've got hold of 

some simple idiot, some helpless harmless tool 

to aid y0u to carry out your infamous scheme? 

I've had my share of roughing it ; but, by 

God, I'm a Briton, and I hope an honest man. 

All the money in the world wouldn't tempt me 

to robbery or murder, or anything approaching 

such despicable crimes. You've shown your 

hand too early in the morning this time.' 

For a few seconds the two men stood up 

together in the little room, motionless as 

statues, Delaval grim and determined, Dare 

cool and -impassive, with a mocking light in 

his glittering dark-gray eye. · 
' I'll admit your ad vantage,' said Dare at 

length, lightly, even pleasantly. 'In fact, it 

wouldn't do for me to try to dispute it with a 

pistol clapped to my lug, as a Scotchman 
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would say. But, please be careful. The least 
inadvertent tremor of your hand might result in 
your committing a lamentable and entirely 
unnecessary murder. 

Delaval did not speak, and Dare went on : 
'You needn't fear. I happen to be unarmed. 
You really would oblige if you took that 
cocked revolver from my temple. It's all a 
ludicrous mistake. You haven't fallen into a 
nest of buccaneers. I assure you of that. 
You are all too premature and will apologise 
when I have completed the sentence you­
shall I say rudely ?---interrupted.' 

A feeling of confusion began to creep over 
the sudden aggressor. 

' I want your help certainly, Dela val,' Dare 
continued - ' to destroy a ship, but your co­
operation is required as a breaker, not as a 
wrecker. A Spanish treasure-ship rests at 
the bottom of the ocean well within a couple 
of hundred knots of where we now are, and 
there lies our destination.' 

In a flash of thought Delaval saw the light. 
'You have come out to search for sunken 

gold?' he queried incredulously. 
' Yes,' was the answer, ' that is exactly the 

whole mystery of OU ~ expedition. I should 
have put it more plainly to you; but it seems 
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that I have a habit of . blundering and you 
of mistaking the excellent intentions of your 
friends and acquaintances. It was something 
like this on our first encounter at Douglas, you 
remember?' 

Delaval drew away and lowered his weapon. 
' It seems I'm an impetuous fool !' he re­

marked, shamefacedly. 
' I won't be so rude as to endorse that, 

Delaval ; but you assuredly are remarkably 
prompt with the pistol. However, I'm not 
one to bear ill-will. My speech was really, 
now that I come to think of it, dangerously 
ambiguous; but you have my word of honour 
that our undertaking is a thoroughly legitimate 
one. There are millions in it, too-iµ hard 
English and Spanish coinage. I have promised 
you a bonus. It is your share in the salvage 
of that treasure.' 

Delaval fell back without further hesitation, 
uncocked his revolver, and thrust it back into 
his hip pocket. 

' Forgive me!' he said frankly. ' I'm an 
infernal ass, and it's only to be expected that 
you should feel terribly sore.' 

The two men exchanged hand-grips. 
' There's no harm done,' said Dare, ' and 

there's not the slightest necessity for any 



222 COMET CHAOS 

apology. I should have done precisely the 
same had I been in your case. I'm only 
thankful you didn't carry out that threat of 
yours to summarily remove the top of my 
cranium. As it happens, I have a lot of 
thinking to do, ap.d could scarcely have spared 
my brains just at present.' 

The two men laughed and went up on deck. 
' We shan't be at the scene of operations 

until about mid-day to-morrow,' added Dare; 
' but, as soon as the storage batteries are fully 
charged, we shall couple the tail-shafts up 
again and get under way-say, by about six 
to-night.' I u 
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CHAPTER XXI I 

'THE FIERY HARBINGER OF DEATH' 

THE gay party in the saloon of the Atalanta 
dined that evening at a rather earlier hour than 
usual, and word had been passed round that 
there was to be a special entertainment after 
the meal - an entertainment in which the 
Professor would play for once a prominent 
part. Contrary to his usual custom, the old 
man left the chart-house before sunset and 
dressed himself with the uttermost care and 
prec1s1on. Mrs. Bowgrave shimmered in 
diamonds and wore a gown that might have 
been fashioned out of a fragment of purple 
cloud, dipped in a supernal . dye of mist and 
moonbeams. She was the very high-priestess 
of fashion on the occasion, but all the ladies 
were charmingly arrayed, and the general effect 
was indescribably brilliant. The Professor had 
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chosen his guests well. The splendid board 

was encompassed by witching eyes, fair faces 

wreathed in smiles, and velvety shoulders of 

tenderest rose colour, emphasized by mascu­

linity's sober evening garb of plainest black and 
white. 

Dorothy Collingwood, attired in white, with 

a simple necklace of pearls around her neck, 

looked almost nervously around, but Delaval, 
who was by her side, spoke a low reassuring 

word. 
'Darling,' he whispered into her ear, 'you 

are beyond all compare, in spite of the over­

whelming splendour bywhich we are surrounded. 

Your charms are all your own. As Shakespeare 

says, I think-though my quotations are some­

tin1es awfully rocky-to paint the lily, to gild 
refined gold, to add a perfume to the· rose, is 

wanton and ridiculous excess.' And the girl 

went red at the compliment. 
The only nakedly sinister figure at the feast 

sat at the head of the table. It was that of 

the Professor, with his pale fleshless face and 

voluminous mane of silver. Yet even he 

entered into the spirit of the feast, and his 

normally cold light-blue eyes beamed with joy 
as he looked round upon his radiant guests. 

A faint flush had crept into his hollow cheeks, 
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and again and again his thin high tones of 

laughter rippled down the board. 
Dare, watching his opportunity, leaned back­

ward in his chair and spoke to Grimshaw, who 

sat a little distance away. 
' I've been observing the Professor,' he 

murmured. ' He is drinking freely. I only 

hope I shall be able to keep him in hand till 

this affair is over. I'll take the first oppor­

tunity of giving him a delicate hint. But 

he's fearfully touchy at times, and might 

flare up like a tiger-cat. The devil alone 
knows what would happen ·if he were to 
break suddenly out into one of his maniacal 
rhapsodies.' 

But the proceedings flowed merrily, pleasantly 

on, and nothing untoward occurred to mar the 

harmony of the festive board. The tables were 

cleared without the guests leaving the saloon, 

and then a musical programme was inaugurated, 

and soon the air was vibrating with the wildest, 
gayest, most frivolous songs and melodies of 

the day. Bowgrave joined heartily in, and 

echoed and re-echoed the . loud extravagant 
choruses with the noisiest of the revellers, 
clapping his white wasted hands again and 
again in ready recognition of all sorts and 
conditions of musical endeavour. The wine 
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had flowed freely. Many of the men were 
flushed in the face, and the loud laughter 
and unrestrained babble of certain of the 
softer sex plainly testified to their hilarious 
mood. 

One reckless girl arose and loudly proclaimed 
her desire and intention to give the merry­
makers a sample of the cake-walk, as it was 
really danced in certain parts of the States. 
Her partner, more on his balance than the 
lady, strove to dissuade her, but she was in­
sistent, and he was accordingly elbowed aside 
in a rough but friendly fashion by the giddy 
crowd. A circle was quickly cleared for the 
intending dancer, who caught up her rich 
voluminous silken skirts, and, as though sud­
denly flung into the vortex of .a whirlwind, 
dashed and flashed like one obsessed through 
a series of mad, fantastic, eccentric movements 
of a weirdly evil and suggestive type-a dance 
of a sort in which lost spirits might be ex­
pected to disport themselves in their most 
demoniacal moods, if as insubstantial shadows 
they continue tainted with aught of the gross­
ness of mortal appetite and passion. The men 
cried ' Bravo I' again and again, clapping their 
hands lustily, but the women, or at least several 
of them, turned aside in shame and utter con-
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fusion, with · faces burning to purple at the 
wanton, outrageous degradation of their sex. 

She was a frail and slender girl, with big haunt­
ing violet eyes of a normally pathetic tempera­
ment, but there was a, distinctly satanic expres­
sion in them now as she tore everywhere, to and 
fro, up and down, backward and forward, across 
the impromptu stage, bent, doubled, cramped, 
at times almost inverted, in her extraordinary 
exhibition of gruesome saltatory gymnastics. 
Her long yellow hair had come unbound and 
floated around her like a fringe of flame. 

Gilbert Delaval shuddered in spite of himself 
as he watched. Dorothy was by his side, but 
she had retained her seat, and her view was 
shut off by the crowd of eager upstanding 
spectators. 'Possessed of the devil,' he thought. 
' Now I know what the phrase means. It is 
revolting, obscene, fiendish !' 

He thought of Burns's haunted kirk, and of 
that midnight dance of the unredeemed which 
went on within its ruins of roofless walls and 
unglazed windows, to ~he fierce music of the 
howling tempest. The poet's witches had had 
indeed a fitting audience and m£se en scene, 
different indeed from the splendour and luxury 
and light on which he now gazed. U ncon­
sciously he quoted the lines-
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' Coffins stood round like open presses 
That shaw'd the deid in their last dresses, 
And, by some devilish cantrip sleight, 
Each in its cauld hand held a light.' 

But here the black supernatural spell held life 
and loveliness entranced. 

The girl danced on, her breath coming now 
in quick, sharp gasps and spasms. Some power 
superior to herself kept her mad motion at the 
floodtide, reckless of failing lung and limb, of 
reeling brain and blinded eye. 

The Professor turned with an uncanny 
chuckle to the person next him, and whispered 
gleefully : -

' It is the Dance of Death ! I have seen it 
before-in the whirlpool below Niagara Falls. 
Look! She faints and falls! Quick! Carry 
her out into the open air !' 

The crowd swept in around the stricken 
woman, who lay on the floor of the saloon 
like a dead bird, her legs and arms bunched 
grotesquely upon her frail body. Her face 
had turn~d a ghastly blue, and white foam 
fringed her closed and rigid mouth. The 
appalled spectators drew aside immediately, 
and two or three of the men lifted the 
little inanimate figure and bore it up the 
staircase to the deck, to lay it face up-
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ward under the stars in the fresh cool air of 
heaven. 

For a moment it appeared as though th.e 
entire party would have followed in a flock at 
the heels of the bearers of the slight human 
burden, but the foremost of the pressing crowd 
paused at the foot of the steps, held back by 
the uplifted hands of the Professor, who sprang 
up transfigured, filling the great apartment with 
a majestic and magnetic presence. From a 
pigmy he seemed in the eyes of the startled 
unlookers to have swollen to the proportions of 
a giant. 

'Go back!' he cried-' back to your seats, 
my friends. I have something to say to you 
now. I shall not keep you long. I have just 
told this gentleman '-he touched a bystander 
on the shoulder-' that we have witnessed a 
Dance of Death-perhaps I might more appro­
priately call it a dance on the brink of the sheer 
precipice of universal desolation that awaits this 
great unwitting world of ours !' 

He paused, for Kestrel Dare had come 
quickly forward and strove to- speak to him. 

' Stand away, Dare,' he said in peremptory 
tones. 'Stand away until I am done. Let no 
man interrupt me in the deliverance of my 
great prophetic message touching the cataclysm 
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of insensate ruin! I, and I alone, am master 
here!' 

. He leant forward defiantly, and Dare un­
willingly obeyed, falling back sullenly upon an 
ottoman at the rear of the eager little assem­
blage. 

' My friends,' continued the Professor, re­
suming his speech, ' I am talking to you on a 
theme tremendous, not of our own petty personal 
concerns or the welfare of our country, but of 
the entire existence of civilization as we know 
it. Has it ever occurred to you how brief and 
new is this moral world of ours ? The earth 
herself has hurtled through space for countless 
a:ons-vast periods of time in which a million 
years are but as a paltry human week-yet, 
how raw and unformed is our civilization! It 

• is a mere thing of yesterday. If we go back 
less than a score of centuries, we go back to 
prehistoric times-times when the Briton, who 
is the acme of n1odern culture, ran wild in the 
woods, naked or clothed in undressed skins, 
and feeding on raw flesh and uncultivated herbs. 
Even such mighty monuments of antiquity as the 
pyramids are probably not more than five or 
six thousand years old. Yet they mark an era 
with which the present is absolutely unlinked. 
Why is this ? The best of us are but mole-eyed 
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philosophers, seeing no further than our noses 

and groping vainly in the dark. Yet dim 

flashes of eternal truth come to us at times. 

Is it not more than merely probable that some 

great physical agency precipitates, at irregular 

intervals of a few thousand years, :world-wide 

disaster that wipes out kingdoms and con­

tinents, leaving but a handful of miserable 

survivors to inherit and repopulate the earth­

survivors compelled by destitution and danger 

to fight as savages for hundreds of years for 

a bare existence before they can commence 

to build up anew from vague memory and 

tradition the arts and sciences that give 

mankind its unquestioned empire over brute 

creation? 
'And now let us pause and ask ourselves 

what is the agency adequate enough and most 

likely to produce a disaster calculated to envelop 

the entire earth in its baleful embrace? When 

our world was in its infancy, and infinitely more 

fluid and thinner in the crust than it is to-day, 

a mighty earthquake might perhaps have rent 

it in twain. But that time is past. Ruin, when 

it comes, must come from the awful outer void 

of the universe itself. I ts active force will 

be one of those lost wandering stars, from out 

the worn b of the unknown and unknowable, 
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which visit us occasionally and happily flash 
past in a general way without causing material 
injury to our planet. These stars are classified 
in scientific terminology as comets. They 
journey around the sun at irregular intervals, 
and the completion of their orbits, which in the 
case of the earth itself takes but a brief twelve 
months, occupies anything from twenty or thirty 
years to eighty or ninety thousand centuries! 
This is almost unthinkable ; yet it is the solid 
fact. The deluge is something more than a 
mere piece of Biblical mythology. It was pro­
duced by the comet which revisited us in 1680, 
and which, according to the profound Whiston, 
after having drowned our globe in the days of 
Noah, is destined to bring about its destruction 
by fire. We have an inner consciousness of 
this. Deep down in the mind of common 
humanity the horror of comets lingers, and 
there is a terribly tangible reason for that 
horror. Without a doubt primitive man, out 
of his own bitter experience, handed down to 
his successors the know ledge that these strange 
visitants to our sphere bring in their train 
potential doom unutterable for the peoples of 
this earth.' 

The speaker paused and glanced critically 
over his audience. I ts attention was partially 
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flagging. One or two of the occupants of the 
saloon had even turned their backs upon him, 
and were gazing idly at the costly paintings on 
the walls, wondering when the interminable 

I... 
oration would end. 

' Awake ! Arouse yourselves !' he shrieked, 
bringing every soul to instant attention by his 
wild, unearthly vehemence. ' I have wearied 
you with my speech, but it is closing. All 
things come at last to an end, as will the world 
-to-morrow! To-morrow is Judgment Day­
the Judgment Day of science ! Come with 
me on de_ck, and I will show you the fiery 
harbinger of death, set as a sign in the sky.' 

He sprang from his place as he spoke, and 
raced up the staircase, followed by a panic­
stricken, demoralised mob fleeing blindly from 
the wrath to come, and knowing not in what 
direction their chance of safety lay. 

He reached the upper deck and stood under 
the dark-green vault of heaven surrounded by 
his affrighted guests. Then, after the briefest 
pause, he pointed to the east. 

A gigantic star that seemed to blaze directly 
in the ashen faces of the little multitude was 
rising upon the horizon, with a great crescent 
of silver fla1ne flarin_g away at its base. In the 
eyes of the astounded watchers, it took the 
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awful shape of a great white vengeful hand 
brandishing before them a pitiless sword up­
raised to smite earth, sea, and sky into nothing­
ness. 

' Look, my friends,' he cried, ' I have not 
misled you. Yonder is Comet Chaos, the fiery 
harbinger of death, winging its mighty way 
towards this sentenced world of ours at the 
lightning speed of one hundred and sixty 
thousand miles an hour ! Judgment Day is at 
hand ! Judgment Day is at hand I It comes 
in the shape of a conflagration compared with 
which the devastation of Sodorn and Gomorrah, 
the Cities of the Plain, was not worthy even of 
passing record! But be not dismayed. I am 

, with you, and I will save you. That is why 
you are here, why I have brought out this 
wonderful ship of mine, the Atalanta, which I 
mean to sink dowri into the depths of the 
ocean to-morrow night whilst the earth is 
making its terrible seven hours' passage 
through the all-consuming fiery train of yonder 
comet!' 

A woman shrieked aloud and fell in a 
merciful swoon, and two or three others turned 
and endeavoured to regain the saloon. But 
the bulk of the crowd rushed purposelessly 
hither and thither over the deck. One dis-
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tracted girl sprang on to the outer rail, and 

sought to fling herself into the sea, but she 

was dragged back again to the deck and then 

hurried away below by a friend. 
' The Last Day ·1 The Last Day!' someone 

was wailing aloud. 
' Yes, the very last-for this poor girl here !' 

said Gilbert · Dela val, rising from his place by 

the side of the little dancer he had assisted to 

carry to the deck but a brief half-hour before. 

' The doctor has pronounced her dead. It is 

a case of heart disease, and the end has been 

precipitated by fierce excitement. But what is 

all the bother about ? What is this the Pro­

fessor is howling about Judgment Day? I 

have been on deck all the time he was speak­

ing, and have heard nothing.' 
He turned about inquiringly, but no one 

answered him, and the next instant Dorothy 

Collingwood came up and fell into his arms. 

' Oh, Gilbert, Gilbert !' the terrified girl 

sobbed. 'Have you heard those terrible 

tidings ? 0 h, tell me, tell me, can there 

possibly be any truth in the Prof es so r's awful 

predictions ?' 
He drew the shuddering girl close to his 

heart, kissed her tenderly, and led her away 

from the frantic, gesticulating crowd. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

THE CONSPIRACY REVEALED 

IT was going on for midnight when Gilbert 
Delaval, having seen Dorothy safely bestowed 
below, away from the almost maniacal mob 
which had transformed the saloon into a 
bedlam, knocked at the door of Kestrel Dare's 
room and entered without further ceremony. 

'What is all this lunacy ?' he asked, almost 
fiercely. ' I suppose you know that the Pro­
fessor has broken out again-in public this 
titne, before the whole body of passengers­
with his wild hysterical ravings about the 
advent of Judgment Day, which it appears is 
due to-morrow !' 

Dare chuckled cynically and nodded his 
head, but did not speak. 

'This sort of thing mustn't be allowed to 
continue,' went on Delaval. ' If I were the 
captain of this ship, owner though he be, I 
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shouldn't for a moment hesitate about putting 
the old man under forcible restraint. That 
course seems to me to be demanded in the 
interests of common safety. Do you know 
that half the passengers, and at least three 
parts of the women, are at this moment 
reduced to utter despair by the hold the Pro­
fessor's harangue has taken upon their fevered 
imagination ? Two or three of the women 
have attempted to jump overboard, one rhan 
has cut his throat and is actually dying, and 
ma:n y others are prostrate and speechless. 
The captain has had to put half-a-dozen of his 
best men on duty in and about the saloon, and 
I am not sure that even the sailors can be 
reckoned on. You know how full they are of 
silly superstitious fears. Suppose a mutiny 
occurs, what might not happen with all these 
women at the mercy of drink-maddened des­
peradoes ? What do you propose ? The 
outlook is of the gravest possible nature.' 

' I don't know what to propose,' said Dare, 
with an assumption of indifference. 'And, as 
you must be aware, I am not the Prof-essor's 
keeper. I did my best to hold him back and 
failed. If the strait-jacket's your cure, get it 
applied by all means ; but don't go to work in 
that direction before you've spoken to me. 
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The passengers, to my mind, are suffering from 
a mixture of drink and monomania, but it will 
all come right in the morning, when they have 
sobered up and had their heads well soused in 
cold sea water. The cowardly, yelping fools 
will see the situation very differently in the 
broad daylight. Things have fallen out rather 
curiously, haven't they ? I knew that the old 
man had a display of astronomical fireworks up 
his sleeve for the thirteenth-to-morrow-but 
I never dreamt that Nature herself would 
bolster up his craze by furnishing him with a 
bona fide comet. Rather a singular coinci­
dence. It's a splendid star, isn't it? I suppose 
the world will eventually wind up that way­
perhaps in another million years !' 

He laughed aloud in lazy scorn. 
' I'm glad you take it so lightly,' said Delaval, 

sullenly. 'To me there's little of jest about it.' 
'I agree with you,' said the other. 'But how 

was it to be helped ? After all is said and 
done, Bowgrave is the owner of the Atalanta, 
and we must grin and bear as best we can his 
playful little idiosyncrasies. But let's to 
business. Before noon to-morrow we shall be 
at our destination, and so I may as well now 
make to you the clean breast that I was about 
to make the other day when you cut up so 
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rough. First of all - and it's absolutely 
marvellous you haven't even guessed it !-the 
Atalanta's a submarine ship, and I may safely 
say that she's by far the greatest and most 
perfect subma_rine that has ever put out of 
port. ' . 

Delaval started back with a loud exclamation 
on his lips. 

'Well I'll be-jiggered!' he cried. 'I ought 
to have seen it at a glance.' He paused, and 
then went on : ' But surely you don't mean 
to tell me that it is your intention to submerge 
this ship, with all these excitable men and 
women on board, for the purpose of exploring the 
floor of the ocean in quest of sun ken treasure ? 
Don't tell me you're mad enough for that ?' 

Dare nodded affirmatively, -with a queer 
mocking smile on his lips. 

'Why, man,' asked Dela val, 'have you the 
faintest idea what you are undertaking ? I am 
supposed to be an expert in submarines, but 
I should tremble to undertake the job even 
with nobody on board but the best picked crew 
of sailors and engineers that could be got 
together in the whole of Britain. Why, I may 
as well tell you at once that the project is not 
merely an outrageous one, but utterly and 
absurdly impossible into the bargain.' 

I 
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' Do you think so, Delaval ?' came the light, 
easy query. 

'Do I thz"nk so? Why, I am absolutely 
convinced on the subject. Submarine naviga­
tion, let me tell you, is in its infancy. All the 
submarines that have ever sailed the sea are 
only such in little more than name. Hitherto 
they have been but the tiniest craft, employed 
for experimental war purposes, and it is only 
necessary for them to go a few yards below the 
surface of the water, merely to keep out of 
sight of the ships they are attacking. But 
here you' re actually proposing to sink a great 
ship, with about one hundred souls on board, to 
the bed of the Atlantic! Why, man, you'd 
have to go a depth of anything from eighteen 
hundred to over four thousand fathoms -
between two and five miles or more! And 
the pressure where your sunken ship lies would 
crumple up the stout steel hull of the Atalanta 
as I would crush a paper bag or a child's toy 
balloon ! I thought the diving idea a Jules 
Verne sort of dream ; but this is beyond all 
conception ridiculous. We'd assuredly never 
see daylight again. It would be cold-blooded 
suicide-wholesale felo de se !' 

' When you have done demonstrating the 
complete impracticability of my idea,' said Dare, 

g 

th 

u 

wa 

~ 

r(X 

C 

su 



THE CONSPIRACY REVEALED 241 

calmly, 'I will lay my plans before you and 
endeavour to make them clear to you. As it 
happens, the ship we go in search of- the 
Valladolid-does not lie on the bed of the 
great main lower floor of the ocean. You 
will remember her loss was brought about by 
fire, and that her crew remained with her to 
the last possible moment, and then, being 
unable to get at the gold, put off in boats and 
watched her founder after the store of gun­
powder she carried had exploded. The captain 
had hoped to save the specie by running her 
ashore on the edge of the Dent du Loup, a 
rock that rises above the water like a great 
curved tooth. This fang is in reality the 
summit of a submerged mountain, tower­
ing full three miles above the_ floor of the 
Atlantic. The Spanish Government might 
have had the gold they can so badly spare 
long ago had their submarine geography been 
up to date, which it most decidedly isn't. 
They believe the Valladolid to be resting in 
eternal security in Neptune's dark impenetrable 
depths miles below the surf ace. Yet she is 
not more than a paltry hundred fa th oms down, 
and, therefore, quite accessible. The rock 
comes up from a great plateau on the top of 
the mountain-a plateau having an area of at 
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least eight or • ten square miles - and the 
treasure ship awaits us there. I ts gold is 
already almost as good as ours !' 

'You've certainly gone a round-ahout way 
to get hold of it,' commented Delaval. 'Why 
should this picnic party have been essential to 
your venture?' 

' Isn't it plain to you yet?' asked the other, 
with a rising note in his voice. ' This ship's 
cost over a quarter of a million, and has been 
specially built for the job. Where could I 
have raised · the money for her construction if 
I had not found the Professor and worked my 
little scheme in with his nice little agreeable 
end-of-the-world eccentricity? You see, I'1n 
being quite candid with you.' . 

' And you call yourself an honourable man ?' 
queried Delaval, amazed at the audacity of the 
revelation. ' And, if I say that I will have 
nothing to do with your infamous plot, and that 
I shall feel it my duty to at ·once see Captain 
Humphreys ~nd tell him all, what then?' ·He 
paused, fully on the alert, with his hand upon 
the butt of his revolver. 

' I leave you quite free in the matter,' re­
sponded Dare, in the most even of tones. 
' Excuse me, there is someone outside in the 
corridor.' He slipped out of the little cabin, 
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closed the iron door behind him, and shot the 
bolt on the outer side into its socket. 

'It is my turn this time, Delaval,' he 
cried out to his sudden prisoner. 'You will 
be quite safe here until we need Y<::>U. You 
will find much to interest and amuse you in 
the locker-plans of the ship, of the engines, 
and of the submarine mechanism.' 

Delaval did not reply, but commenced a 
furious onslaught upon the door with the heavy 
leg of a swing table that he had promptly torn 
from its positi~n. 

But he quickly realised that his attack upon 
the solid door was worse than useless. It 
was built to withstand very much more than 
any force he could bring to bear against it, and 
his fierce assault was only productive of physical 
exhaustion and confusion of thought. So he 
ceased his battery. 

Dare had not left his position outside. He 
spoke presently. 

' If you're prepared to listen to reason, · 
Delaval,' he began, 'I'll let you out again-on 
receiving your word of honour that you will 
respect the confidence I have placed in you and 
give me your best assistance in my venture.' 

'My word of honour! How can I pledge 
my honour to help you to carry through a 
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dishonourable conspiracy - a conspiracy in 
which not only our own lives but the lives of 
a number of helpless women will be at stake ? 
Think what a horrible, long-enduring death 
miscarriage on our part would mean for them ! 
Don1t imagine that I fear for myself. Let us 
go on to the mainland and put our passengers 
ashore. Then, with the Professor's sanction, 
we can return with a volunteer crew, knowing 
exactly what we are after. I would be with 
you all the time and all the way.' 

' Quite impossible, Delaval, I tell you,' was 
the answer. ' It is now or never. • Are you 
with us? No ? V.,T ell, you can think it over. 
You1ll have plenty of time-exactly twelve 
hours. I'll look you up at breakfast time.' 

The speaker went on along the narrow 
passage and locked the main door at the further 
end giving access to it. He turned out into the 
open. Though nearly midnight, it was still 
almost as light as day. The entire atmosphere 
was permeated with a kind of phosphorescent 
luminosity, and the giant Comet Chaos, mount­
ing steadily upward in the heavens, hung now 
almost directly over the stern of the Atalanta, 
like a white pursuing ghost that had marked 
down the ship and her human freight for 
destruction and death. 

I 
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He ascended to the bridge-house, and nodded 
to the captain, who was standing close to the 
man at the wheel, with a chart outspread on the 
table at one side of the little octagonal structure. 

' Good-evening, Dare,' said the captain-it 
was Grimshaw-with an air of deep concern. 
' You'll be surprised to see me here, but we've 
had a sad accident. Poor Captain Humphreys 
slipped on the ladder yonder two hours ago 
and pitched to the main deck on the back of his 
head. The doctor's with him in his cabin, and 
he's quite insensible. It's a case of concussion 
of the brain. So I've taken over the command 
for the time being.' 

' Indeed I' cried the newcomer, exchanging 
a significant glance with the other. ' That's 
shocking news. But it's something to be thank­
ful for that you're available.' 

Captain Grimshaw crossed to the wheel, took 
it over, and dispatched the sailor on some 
errand. 

'There was nothing else for it,' he muttered, 
as the man closed the door behind him. 'The 
old idiot would have queered our pitch entirely 
if he'd got but an inkling of our intentions. I 
just gave him a gentle love tap over the back 
of the jimmy with a belaying-pin when he 
wasn't looking. That's the plain truth.' 
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' I hope you haven't killed the old chap,' said 
the other. 

' Not at all. You can't kill those sort. They 
always either die of old age or drink themselves 
into the cemetery. He's a thick-skulled Tyne­
sider from Felling. I've given him his medicine 
exactly on the right spot. There'll be no lasting. 
bad effects, but for the next month he'll be very 
little more trouble than a sick baby. And howare 
ye working that other stubborn brute, Delaval ?' 

Dare laughed, but the effort was a rather 
uneasy one. 

'I've got him a prisoner in my room,' he said, 
'securely locked up. He refuses to work, but 
he'll come to his porridge before his porridge 
comes to him. You can bet on that. And 
what about poor little Miss Dacre ?' . 

' I read the Burial Service over her half an 
hour ago,' responded Grimshaw, 'committing 
her body to the deep in the presence of half a 

· -dozen of her friends, keeping it quite dark from 
the crew. It was no use waiting for daylight, 
for, if I'm any judge, to-morrow will bring its 
own work and responsibilities with a vengeance. 
But here's the mate. Let's go down below and 
wash our necks. Reading aloud in the open air 
has given me a mouth and a throat as dry as­
the ventricle of an aged Sheeny money-lender!' 



CHAPTER XXIV 

TRAPPING PASSENGERS AND CREW 

BROAD daylight had returned again, and the 

fierce tropical sun glared down out of a sky of 
brass. The Atalanta was steaming steadily 
forward over the deep· blue water, lifting lazily 

in long low rollers, and the white upper deck 
radiated with the intense heat. Only the 
faintest breeze was blowing, and that was 

travelling with the ship, so that the air seemed 

stagnant. 
Dare and Captain Grimshaw stood forward 

and gazed out over the port bow. 
'Yonder,' said the latter, ' is the Dent du 

Loup.' He indicated a dark purple column near 
the horizon. 'We are some ten miles from it. 
When I make my observations at noonday 
I shall be able to tell to within a mile where 

the Valladolid lies. Everything will be ready 
for action directly. This is a superb boat of 
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ours. I feel confident that I shall be able to 
manceuvre her under water as easily as on the 
surface.' 

' Yes, and I can help you, captain. Though 
it's not in any way my profession, I have a 
remarkable aptitude for mechanics, and I have 
thoroughly studied the main features of the 
ship. Isn't it nearly tim~ that we began to 
clear the decks ?' 

'Not for an hour or so,' said the other. 'We 
must get her thoroughly fastened down first, and 
the passengers out of the way. We'll get them 
all into the saloon shortly and run out the steel 
door that shuts off the staircase at an exact 
level with the main deck. Then out must go 
all the fires in the stokehole, and every ounce 
of ash, hot or cold, must be shot overboard 
There must be nothing left anywhere to foul the 
atmosphere seeing that once we are hermetically 
sealed every cubic foot of air will be unspeak­
ably precious.' 

'And the masts and rigging?' queried 
Dare. 

'That's all provided for. I've picked men 
ready for the job, and I know they can be 
relied on. The top hamper is to go overboard 
in its entirety-masts, rigging, upper deck, the 
houses, and all obstructions. They'll be shorn 
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off as clean as a whistle. It would be inviting 

disaster to leave a single stick standing.' 
'I'm quite aware of that, captain. What's 

the temper of the crew? Do they suspect 

anything?' 
'They are as innocent as children· of what 

we are about. I '11 run her along another seven 

miles, and then out go the fires, and to work 

we'll get. Don't forget your revolvers. Have 

them both loaded, and put a canister of cart­

ridges in both of your outer jacket pockets. 

A little compulsion may have to be applied at 

the last moment.' 
Presently the Professor strolled up to where 

the pair were standing. He was dressed in a 

gray tweed lounge suit, with white waistcoat 

and cap, and seemed thoroughly at his ease. 

He put a few questions touching the business 
in hand, and then, lighting a cigar, strolled off 

aft with an easy indifferent air, and mingled 

with the general body of his guests, who had 

come out into the sunshine, and were beginning 

to look upon their experiences of the preceding 

night as something merely of the nature of an 

ugly dream. All the storm and wild hysteria 
of the past was obliterated from his face and 

voice, to be replaced by smiles and light pleasant 
words. 
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The ship hove to, and lay clearly within sight 
of the great curved fang of inky rock to the 
south-west. Then the ash tackle rattled inside 
the stokehole ventilators, andrsix firemen, bared 
to the waist, and covered from head to foot 
with soot and gray dust, came up on ~eek and 
commenced the work of clearing out the glowing 
debris that was being withdrawn from the fur­
naces and shot into . the sea with a dispatch that 
soon almost completely enveloped the workers 
in a cloud of steam. A big can of liquid had 
been carried to them as an incentive, and they 
took their turns at the welcome refreshment, 
wiping their parched mouths on sweat-cloths 
and eagerly swallowing the grateful ale. 

Grimshaw looked aft over his shoulder. He 
could see the Professor amidst his guests, 
passing lightly from one little group to another. 
Some of the passengers seemed a trifle cool 
towards their host, for their terror and sus­
picion had not been entirely dissipated, but 
the majority responded readily to his advances. 
For the time they were oblivious even to the 
dreadful visitation of death on the night before. 

'How's the old man going to get every one 
of them below ?' asked the captain. 

' That's an easy job. He's telling them that 
this is his birthday-the thirteenth of Septem-

' 
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her-and that a modest little champagne lunch 
is being laid for the interesting occasion.' 

' Pretty good device,' laughed Grimshaw. 
' But, but-- Hadn't you better take care ? 
I've two men 'tween decks waiting the signal 
to shoot home the horizontal watertight door 
cutting off egress from the saloon. He mustn't 
be left below when we've done it. Why, they'll 
go just mad for a time when they find how 
they've been trapped. They'd lynch him in 
their despair and passion for a certainty.' 

'All that is provided for,' said Dare. ' Mrs. 
Bowgrave is supposed to be indisposed in her 
own apartments-off the saloon, you know. 
As soon as the crowd have drunk the Pro­
fessor's health, I '11 whip him into his private 
passage, and quietly bolt the door, which is as 
tough as the front of a safe.' 

Dare went off along the sunlit deck, and 
followed the gay throng down into the saloon. 
The air of the spacious apartment was filled 
with the chatter and hum of merry conversation, 
and the loud popping of corks told its own 
festive tale. 

Glasses were charged, and one of the crowd, 
at the previous suggestion of Dare, stood up 
upon an ottoman and proposed long life and 
health and all manner of possible happiness to 
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the Professor and his charming partner. The 
toast was received with loudest applause. 
Glasses were emptied at a gulp, a lady fell into 
place at the pianoforte, and the old familiar 
chorus-' For he's a jolly good fellow '-was 
roared enthusiastically out, followed by the 
usual deafening hurrahs. 
- At this juncture, as a n1atter of course, every­

body looked round for the hero of the moment. 
But there came a little hitch in the proceedings. 
He was not visible for a few seconds. His 
diminutive forn1 was temporarily lost in the 
confusion of the crowd. By what appeared to 
be a concerted movement, though it was nothing 
of the sort, the guests drew off from either side 
of the long snowy central table. 

The Professor had vanished unnoticed in the 
pleasant excitement, as also had Dare. 

A broad shaft of intense light was flooding 
the wide, open staircase, and one of the men 
nearest to it ran lightly up two or three steps, 
as if intent on making investigation on deck. 
But he started back with a cry of awe and 
utter astonishment. A great black shutter had 
flashed across the stairs almost grazing his head 
in its flight, and shadowy gloom instantly took 
the place of the hot yellow streaming sunshin~. 

Then the two headlights in the ceiling were 

bl1 
er( 

Fe 

n 
CUI 

' 
!Ill 

ha 

in : 

of 

OUI 

tu 

beu 

to\ 

rno, 

ana 

of 1 



TRAPPING PASSENGERS 253 

blotted out as though by magic, and the festive 

crowd were plunged into Egyptian darkness. 

For a second or two there was perfect silence. 

Then a mad chorus of yells and groans and 

curses broke upon the black air, to the accom­

paniment of the bell-like crash of glasses 

innumerable falling from upraised nerveless 

hands. 
The next instant the electric lamps burst out 

in all their brilliance, and for a time the clamour 

of the crowd ceased altogether, and its terror 

was also somewhat abated. 
Bowgrave and Dare, crouching behind the 

outer side of the iron door, listened to the 

tumult and outcry. 
' It grieves me deeply,' said the former at 

length, ' to take so extreme and high-handed 
a step, but they will thank me for it on their 

bended knees-wh~n they realise to the full the 
awful fate from which I have rescued them in 

spite of themselves.' 
'Yes,' acquiesced Dare, ' but hadn't we 

better be getting on deck? Much remains yet 
to be done, and my presence is essential.' 

'One moment,' protested the Professor, 'one 
moment and I am done. I will leave you then 
and join my wife in her boudoir. I am a man 

of thought, not of action-a philosopher, not 
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a practical administrator. I must leave the 
carrying out of the details iinplicitly in your 
hands.' 

Dare bowed. 
'Your confidence is not misplaced,' he said. 
' No,' was the answer. ' You are my right 

hand and my mainstay. Let nothing be left 
undone. Is it not terrible even to reflect upon 
what is about to come to. pass to this fair smiling 
earth of ours? To-day it is all green fields and 
beauty, summer seas and sweet blue skies. 
To-morrow, ay, this very night-in another ten 
brief hours-the earth will be plunging in the 
centre of the train of Comet Chaos, and the 
hellish hail of fire that will then be breaking 
everywhere over its surface-by sea and land, 
on the open mountain top and in the low seques­
tered valley-will utterly devastate nature and 
our puny mortal civilization. Perhaps the worst 
scenes will be in the great cities, the streets 
and open places of which will everywhere be 
strewn to a depth of several feet with the 
ashes of red-hot, calcined meteorites, whilst 
human structures of all kinds-places of wor­
ship and public buildings, factories and great 
emporiums of commerce, the lordly mansions 
of the rich and the crowded slum tenements of 
the poor-will blaze up to the skies in one 
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gigantic holocaust, with mighty rolling clouds 

of blackest vapour overhead as the limitless 

funereal pall of universal death ! But we shall 

live through it, and I, a weak old man, shall, 

by means of my intellect, become the master of 

the world!' 
The pair walked forward, Dare taking the 

precaution to close a second door in the passage, 

so that the noise of t~~ imprisoned passengers 

might be yet more effectually shut out. The 

Professor turned into the boudoir, where Mrs. 

Bowgrave, Dorothy Collingwood, and the maid 

Susette were huddled together in indefinable 

dread at the strange outcry that had reached 

their ears a few moments before. 
Dare ran lightly up the steps and darted out 

on to the open deck without a pause. His 

celerity was his salvation. As he slipped out 

from under the hood of the companion-way 

a crowbar flashed past his face. - Had the quick 

aim been true, the formidable implement would 

have smashed in his skull as easily as an egg 

is broken with the knife of the maker of an 

ome1ette. But Dare's hour was not yet. He 

sprang aside with a revolver in his ready hand 
and faced his un.known foe. 

It was the redoubtable Bunter, the broad­

built Tyneside keelman whom Vanberg had 
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crimped at North Shields to secure his own 
safety. 

Dare did not speak, but advanced inch by 
inch upon his adversary until the muzzle of his 
weapon was nearly touching the latter's mouth. 
He had the fellow completely at his mercy, 
and Bunter concluded, with sinking heart, that 
all was up and that his agony was merely being 
pitilessly prolonged. But the revolver did not 
ring out its deadly message. Bunter had 
dropped the crowbar to the deck. 

' Go forward,' said Dare, at length. 'And 
don't let me see your innocent , face within 
range again to-day, or I '11 spoil its beauty with 
a bullet right between your piggish, cowardly 

I eyes. 
Bunter slunk gladly off, with an all-gone 

feeling at the knees, and the victor in the brief, 
unexpected encounter ran up the steps to the 
bridge-house. As he did so, he was startled 
by the ping of a bullet, which passed close 
overhead, and raced for cover to the house. 

Grimshaw was there alone, with the sash of 
the front window dropped and a heavy Navy 
revolver in his hand, trained on the entrance to 
the forecastle. 

Dare threw a quick glance forward. The 
deck was entirely deserted. 
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'What's up?' he. asked. 
'Mutiny l' ejaculated the other. 'McTavish 

has just been up here to tell me. Things are 
looking a trifle unpleasant. Humphreys has 
got his senses back, and he's been kind enough 
to tell his attendant that I n1ade a deliberate 
attempt to murder him. What's still worse is 
that the entire story of that craze of the 
Professor's is common property among the 
crew. I've got a dozen men ready to do what 
I want-and the number's sufficient-but I 
fancy they've no liking for this target practice, 
and so it isn't likely that they'll show up till 
the shooting's over. Those rats in the foc'sle 
swear they'll die sooner than let the ship go 
down ; but I think I can handle them. The 
one pity is that they've got a gun.' 

Evidence corroborative of this latter state­
ment was promptly forthcoming. As Grimshaw 
was speaking a second bullet whistled aft from 
some place of concealment in the bows, tore 
a slight red furrow in the captain's cheek, and 
ploughed its way through the stout teak wall of 
the bridge-house. 

' Damnation!' roared Grimshaw, clapping his 
hand to his jaw. 'That settles it. It's no 
blessed use waiting here to be potted.' 

The two men dropped quickly to their knees 
17 
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and stole out of the house on all fours. The 
next minute they were in safety for the time 
being. 

' What do you propose ? ' asked Dare. 
' I scarcely know,' responded the other. 'A 

revolver's of little use among that crew. They'll 
not come out into the open, and, though they're 
all skulking somewhere in the bows, you can­
not make out even a nose. Ah ! I've got it! 
There's a big punt gun in your room, if it 
hasn't been stolen. We'll load it up with 
half a pound of small shot, and, if we can't 
clear them below then, I'm a Dutchman. By 
Heaven, I'll scrape and sting their swinish 
sides for them ! And, just think of it, the 
whole of the God.forsaken officers are with 
the mutineers !' 

c:--

The men forward were not slow to mark the 
fact that the bridge had been deserted, and 
after a time, one or two of the bolder spirits 
among them even ventured out of their places 
of concealment. Their slow advance aft was 
not checked, and other of their companions 
crept out and joined them. Five minutes went 
by, and the spirits of the mutineers-if they 
·could be so called-rose perceptibly. Their 
champion with the gun-an old Lee-Metford­
stood with the weapon across his arm. Had 
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the enemy capitulated without striking a blow ? 
A dozen of the sailors had now come bodily 
out, and the heads and arms of several others 
could be seen cautiously lifting above the little 
impromptu barricades about the bow where the 
main body lurked. 

Then, without the slightest warning, a 
spreading hail of lead swept the deck, followed 
by a thunderous boom, and half-a-dozen forms 
were writhing and sprawling on the white 
planks. The survivors stood staggered and 
irresolute for a second or two and then broke 
for the forecastle, tumbling one over the other 
in their mad haste and panic. All but one of 
the wounded men crawled slowly and painfully 
after their comrades, and he remained prone on 
his back, with wide open staring eyes unblink­
ing in the burning sun. 

Grimshaw ran up to the bridge - house, 
shouted a hasty message down the speaking­
tu be to the engine-room, and directly after­
wards, an impregnable watertight door slid 
forward over the descent to the forecastle flush 
with the main deck. The ship lay at the 
mercy of the two conspirators. 

Grimshaw's allies in the stoke-hole and 
engine-room came up the ladders and peered 
out of the hatchways. They had no particular 
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stomach for bloodshed-· least of all if there was 
any possibility of their being the victims-but, 
short of that, they were prepared to do any­
thing that was asked of them. The golden 
lure of a thousand pounds apiece had been 
dangled before them, and it represented wealth 
beyond the wildest of their dreams. 

The captain glanced down at them. 
' Hurry. up, my lads ! ' he cried. ' The fight­

ing's over and the coast is clear. Throw yon 
carrion overboard ! ' 

The men gathered in a silent circle around 
the prone figure upon the deck, with its wide­
open eyes still staring steadily at the blazing sun. 

'Poor old Billy! ' sighed one of the group. 
' Dead as a haddock! Yet there isn't a wound 
on 'im as I can see.' c:-

Reluctantly they lifted their grim burden to 
the bulwarks, where it lay limp for a minute. 
Then one sailor, more daring than the rest, 
uncovered his head, threw aside his cap, took 
the dead man's raw, red, naked, dangling heels 
in his hands, lifted them over his head, and the 
corpse turned a ludicrous somersault and plashed 
into the wc;tter. It disappeared in a little whirl­
pool, came to the surf ace again, and then sank 
slowly out of sight. 

' Now for business,' said Grimshaw, genially, 
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coming down from the bridge, followed by 
Dare. 'Where's the carpenter? Oh, you're 
there, Tubbs. Both the masts must go. Get 
out your axes and cut them off close to the main 
deck.' 

The work was soon done, for the masts were 
of pine and of slender girth, being merely 
needed for the display of flags, signals, and 
lamps. One after the other they came down 
with a crash upon the massive bulwarks, lifted 
their ragged, rough-hewn bases, and slid into 
the sea, dangling half in and half out of the 
water until the shrouds that still held them 
attached to the vessel had been severed. The 
davits were all swung out and the lifeboats 
lowered and cast adrift. Only die petrol-launch 
of all the small craft was retained, and she was 
lashed securely down under the starboard bul­
wark near the stern. 

' It seems a thousand pities to wreck the 
Atalanta thus,' said Grimshaw, as he and his 
companion watched the operations. 'But all 
this heavy top lumber would be the greatest 
peril once we get below. · It might get en­
tangled with rocks, or wreckage, or gigantic 
submarine plants, and, were we once in that 
sort of a mess, it would be all up. There'd be 
no earthly hope of release.' 
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Dare shu~dered in spite of himself. 
' It won't bear thinking of,' he remarked. 
'It won't,' agreed Grimshaw. 'We should 

have to remain in the depths, helpless, for 
an indefinite period-dying slowly and by-most 
minute degrees, not of starvation, or even of 
thirst, but of want of air, scarcely able to realise 
that the implacable grip of death was at our 
throats choking the life out of us ! Yet 
despair would set in at once, for all hope of 
escape would have to be abandoned from the 
outset.' • 

'We have a large store of air in 'the cylinders, 
under a pressure of a thousand atmospheres. It 
would take some using up, if our ventilating 
apparatus keeps right.' 

(._ 

'All told,' said Grimshaw, 'we might last 
without serious discomfort for a week. But 
what would come after? We should go pale 
as ghosts, scarcely able to creep about, and 
the weakest would die and becon1e a pestilence 
to the living. Some of us would go mad with 
the black horror of it. Others would fly to 
drink and become - transformed into raging 
devils. I fancy that is how I should end 
myself.' 

He paused, as if intending to dig still deeper 
into the pit of inexhaustible terrors. 
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'For God's sake, close it off, Grimshaw!' 

begged Dare. 'What time is this for conjuring 

up the grisly nightmares of an airless, sunless 

grave? Besides, you forget, there would always 

be a quick remedy and release. I should 

explode our great store of dynamite long before 

we had reached that gruesome, unspeakable 

stage at which you hint so brutally.' 

' Bah!' laughed Grimshaw, his mood suddenly 

changing. ' We are prating like a couple of 

fearsome old wives. What can happen to us 

with the admirable instrument that we have in 

our hands? Nothing whatever!' 

The nuts of the great bolts screwed in the 

deck girders to keep the various houses and 

coamings in position were being rapidly un­

screwed, whilst the bridge and upper deck, a 

structure entirely of wood with the exception 

of its steel standards, had been detached from 

the hull, remaining in their places merely by 

gravity, like loose tables on a floor, and the 

hatc~ings were hermetically closed one after 

the other by great sliding horizontal doors. 

' We shall drop steadily under in a very few 

minutes now,' said Grimshaw, 'and all this 

loose debris and lumber about the deck will be 

lifted up by the rush of the water and swept away, 

leaving us clear and trim from stem to stern. 
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' I understand it exactly,' remarked Dare. 
'I have studied the plans as closely as yourself. 
Indeed, I had a large hand in their preparation, 
as I have already told you.' 

Grimshaw nodded. 
'Let us get the conning-tower shot into 

position. I haven't seen it extended. It's six 
feet outside diameter, and rises--' 

'To a height of eight feet above the deck,' 
added Dare. 

The conning-tower came slowly up in obedi­
ence to its silent electric motor, and stood at 
length fully revealed. In outer aspect it was 
something like the miniature turret of a war­
ship, though it was considerably higher than 
a turret in comparison with its diameter, whilst 
the port holes that would· have pierced the 
thick armour of the latter for the guns were in 
this case filled fore and aft, to the port and the 
starboard, with circular windows of heavy plate­
glass. In the top of the turret deepish hori­
zontal slits were similarly glazed. 

Grimshaw gazed for a while at the structure 
and then turned aft. The great smokestack 
above the boilers was collapsing in telescopic 
sections, to be at once securely protected by yet 
another watertight door, which ran into its 
place with a dull thump. 
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Grimshaw placed a whistle to his lips and 
blew it loudly-once, twice, thrice. 

' All hands below !' he cried. 
The men obeyed him slowly, walking with 

the curious jerky gait of fear and apprehension, 
and casting wistful sidelong backward glances 
over their shoulders at the sun as they went on 
into the gloom. Dare followed, and Grimshaw 
was the last to quit the now utterly deserted 
deck, closing the little door behind him. 

The ship lay as a log on the bosom of the 
heaving water, like some veritable derelict of 
the desert ocean. For some minutes there was 
no perceptible change in the listless, abandoned 
fashion in which she rode the lazy rollers. 
Then she began to sink-down, down, down­
until little more than her bulwarks were visible, 
and the water gushed and gurgled inward 
through the scuppers and set her deck awash. 
A little later on the dark-gray conning-tower 
and the upper deck began to be gradually sub­
merged, and the thin flood raced merrily to and 
fro over from side to side as the vessel rocked 
and quivered in her heavy labour. 

Then, suddenly, the hull werit down with a 
rush, the water closed over it with a great 
swirl, and the loose superstructures on the 
deck were swept away confusedly by the fierce 
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upcharge of the sea. The sun shone now 
only on the empty main. The Atalanta had 
utterly disappeared, and it was though the 
noble vessel and her precious cargo of human 
souls had never been. 

c:--



CHAPTER XXV 

THE FACE IN THE DOORWAY 

THE Atalanta went steadily onward on an even 

keel at some five or six knots an hour through 

the mist, and to the two men glueing their 

faces to the glasses in the conning-tower it 

appeared as though they were sailing high over 

the earth in mid air, in the heart of a mighty 

cloud. Vague distorted, dancing blobs, writh­

ing lines, and undulating forms of a darker hue 

than the motionless, invisible water itself went 

by continually, to and fro, and once the porthole 

at which Dare stood was blocked into darkness. 

Some great fish-a shark probably-had co1ne 

into contact with the tower, and was gently 

rubbing its rough side against the steel plates, 

perchance to relieve itself of parasites. 
Then the shadow passed, and Dare could 

look out again and enjoy his weird submarine 

experience. Below him the water was black 
267 
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and impenetrable to the vision, on a level 
with his eye it was a darkish gr~en, whilst 
overhead the tone faded to dull yellow. The 
rays of the sun were shut completely out, but a 
dim diffused illumination remained that sufficed 
for the purposes of the submarine navigators­
a kind of twilight, with a strange lurid tone. 
The interior of the tower was in almost utter 
darkness. 

'This is splendid!' said Grimshaw, with un­
wonted enthusiasm, turning from his place at a 
miniature wheel. ' Our balance is perfect, and 
she answers to the helm and the· side planes 
with the most delicate precision.' He paused, 
switched on the electric light, and looked at the 
figures in the face of the indicator on the wall 

'before him. 'Sixty,' he said. 'We are sixty 
fathoms below the surface unless the buoy is 
dragging unduly, which is not likely.' Then 
he glanced at a dial in the table by which he 
stood. 'There are thirty fathoms of water 
under our keel,' he continued. 'We are as safe 
in the A ta!anta as is the sleeping baby in the 
cradle by its mother's knee.' 

The speaker turned off the brilliant lamp, 
and darkness enveloped them again, save for 
the minute point of shaded light that made the 
blue needle of the compass barely visible. 
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' How long do you think we shall be before 
we come up with the Valladolid, Grimshaw ?' 
asked Dare, after a considerable period of 
silence. 

' It is impossible to say. Half an hour per­
haps-if we are lucky. But, we should certainly 
reach her long before daylight begins to fail. 
There are five hours before us. Then, as soon 
as the sun gets well down into the west, if we 
have not found our quarry, we shall have to 
cease work, for it will have become as black as 
night. When darkness sets in we might as 
well go up to the surface, cast anchor, take in 
a fresh supply of air, and wait till morning 
before again descending.' 

'That would assuredly be the proper course. 
But what about the Professor ? That . cursed 
comet of which he claims the paternity will 
make things almost as light as day at the sur­
f ace, and he will know that we are tricking him. 
But there-I forgot! He can be drugged. 
But we must be careful. I don't want him to 
discover our deception, for we may need him 
again. There is ~lways the unfortunate possi­
bility of unseen difficulties ahead. I'm going 
to leave you for a few minutes. If anything 
unexpected turns up, ring for me and I'll return 
at once.' 
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Dare went down the narrow spiral iron stair­
case leading from the floor of the tower, and 
made his way to the big, well-lighted compart­
ment in which the great dynamoes driving the 
ship murmured the low deep burden of their 
monotonous, unceasing song. McTavish was 
in charge, walking about with an oil-trainer in 
his hand and the eight or ten other men followed 
him about nervously like chicken under the 
convoy of a hen. 

'How are things going, sir?' asked McTavish, 
coming eagerly up to him. 

' Excellently,' was the answ.er. ' They 
couldn't indeed be better. We expect to be 
back to the surface in a few hours with the job 
finished, and then you and your mates will be 
made men for life. Take this key. There's a 
couple of bottles of whisky in yonder locker. 
Be sparing with it. But '-he laughed-' I 
dare say if you drink the lot it won't hurt half 
a score of hard-baked lads like yourselves.' 

The cluster of sailors roared aloud at the 
remark, and Dare left them without further 
remark. 

He reached Mrs. Bowgrave's boudoir and 
tapped gently at the door. After a brief in­
terval it opened, and its owner stood revealed in 
the cool steady light which flooded the interior. 
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'You, Kestrel,' she whispered, throwing her 
arms upon his shoulders and drawing him 
within. ' Oh, how I have watched and waited 
for you! It has seemed an eternity. Where are 
we now? Surely not at the awful bottom of 
the ocean, where nameless, shapeless monsters 
creep and crawl amid wrecks and rotting weeds 
and the bones of the dead ?' 

Dare glanced quickly around ere he answered. 
She was alone in the room. So he noiselessly 
closed the door, folded her firmly in his arms, 
and kissed her passionately. 

' Put aside these foolish fancies, darling,' he 
said soothingly. ' There is no danger what­
ever. We are merely a little distance below the 
surface, and could float upward again instantly 
like a cork were there the slightest necessity. 
But where is the Professor and your maid ?' 

' He is sound asleep in the next room, and, 
though he said nothing to me about it, I believe 
he has taken a great draught of chloral. I 
looked in upon him a few minutes ago. I was 
so terribly afraid of being alone that I would 
have been glad of even his pitiful companion­
ship. But I strove in vain to arouse him. 
He lies as one dead. And Susette? She is 
huddled in speechless despair in her berth. I 
tried the door and it was locked. I knocked 
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and there was no response. How unspeakably 
thankful I am that you are here! I have no 
fear now.' 

Dare kissed her again, and they sat down 
side by side on the couch, e:;ntwined in each 
other's arms. 

' And where is Miss ;_Collingwood ?' he 
queried, suddenly remembering Dorothy's 
existence. 

' I really cannot tell. In fact, to be candid, 
I had forgotten about her altogether.' She 
curled her red ripe upper lip with scorn and 
disdain. ' I and that insipid Miss Dorothy are 
entirely out of sympathy with one another. 
But let us talk of ourselves. How delighted 
I am to have you here, Kestrel! I am beside 
myself with joy. The solitude of the past hour 
has been unspeakably dreadful. I turned out 
the light a few minutes ago, thinking to sleep, 
and the porthole became a great green glaring 
eye. Then the eye closed suddenly, and all 
was darkness. I switched on the electric light, 
and saw that a hideous gray face fluttered 
against the glass, flat, distorted, and featureless, 
with long twirling fingers fringed around it­
some misshapen abortion of the sea striving to 
burst in upon me!' -

' Oh, Folly, my foolish Folly, what an 
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imagination you have ! It would be but some 
strange harmless fish attracted by the glare 
of the electric light.' 

' But why are we here? Surely, as you 
have so often told me, the Professor's dream of 
a world destroyed by fire is utter foolish­
ness?' 

' It is, darling-entirely, absolutely. I will 
tell you what is my purpose. The lure of gold 
has drawn me hither, not for its own sordid 
sake, but for yours, Folly darling. Within a 
very short distance of where we now are lies 
a sunken treasure ship containing the fabulous 
sum of between three and four millions in coin. 
I am dividing that with my partner in the 
enterprise, Captain Grimshaw, but even at that 
I shall come out an enormously rich man. 
Then you can quit this hateful life, and go 
abroad together to a new and unclouded 
world of rarest happiness, free and unfettered 
as the wind.' 

She lifted her face to his as they sat in close 
embrace, and he showered a storm of kisses 
everywhere on her head and face. 

Presently she started up. 
' I think of nothing but ourselves,' she said. 

'What of our guests ? How are they faring?' 
' They are all right,' he answered. ' There 

18 
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are plenty of them to keep one another company. 
They are in the saloon at present, and we deem 
it prudent to keep them there under lock and 
key. It :would be highly dangerous to give 
them more extended liberty till our work is 
over. However, they are taking no harm. 
They have access to their berths, and their 
supply of food and other refreshment is without 
limit. I must be returning to Grimshaw. He 
may need me. Kiss me once again, dearest 
Folly, and I will go.' 

He rose slightly as he spoke, and seemed 
on the point of departure, but she drew her 
soft white arms more closely around him, and 
he sank back to her side. She held his face 
tightly to hers. 

In their abstraction neither of the pair noticed 
that the door had opened slightly, and that a 
face had obtruded itself. 

' Kestrel,' said the woman earnestly, in low 
accents of suppressed passion. ' I should die 
if I were to lose you. I don't know what makes 
me think it, but deep down in my heart I have 
an instinctive feeling that my husband will yet 
come between you and me, and part us for 
ever! I should kill him if he did, without 
hesitation, without remorse !' 

The face at the door, that had at first peered 
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in incredulously and then changed its aspect 
to one of horror and disgust, vanished. I ts 
owner was Dorothy Collingwood, con1ing uncon­
sciously and innocently to the boudoir to visit 
Mrs. Bowgra ve. 

The poor girl turned about appall~d, and 
raced along the corridor till she had freed her­
self from the atmosphere of the guilty lovers. 
The woman she had made a constant companion 
of for many days past was a perjured and faith­
less wife, ready· to stoop even to murder to rid 
herself of her bond ! What was she to do ? 
How must she act? She turned blindly 
around a winding in the passage and then halted 
and rested herself against the wall, breathing 
heavily. 

' Oh, Gilbert, my Gilbert!' she wailed un­
thinkingly aloud. ' What has become of you ?' 

' Dorothy, Dorothy dearest, is it possible? 
Is it you-your own sweet self? Are you 
really there ?' 

The familiar voice proceeded from the door 
of a room on the right. 

'Yes, it is I, Gilbert. Come out to me. I 
have sought you all day, and I want you-oh, 
so badly!' 

' Hush!' he whispered in tones of warning. 
' I will tell you all directly. I have been 
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entrapped and am a prisoner here. Beware of 
Dare and Captain Grimshaw! I cannot come 
to you. The door is locked upon me. Dare 
has the key. Can you possibly get hold of 
it ? Listen, and I will tell you how to go 
about it.' 



e 

CHAPTER XXVI 

SUSETTE REGISTERS A VOW 

THE afternoon was wearing on, and Mrs. Bow­
grav.e sat alone in her boudoir on board the 
Atalanta, lost in thought and pallid in the 
extreme, all her tender reds and olives gone. 
Her wonderful wealth of raven hair had become 
unbound and fell about her fair firm white 
shoulders like a garment. The ship's chrono­
meter on the wall of the apartment marked the 
approach of the hour of three. Kestrel had 
been gone a long time now. Would he ever 
return? 

She started up and crossed the little room, 
filled herself a measure of brandy and drank it 
off. Then she poured out another, and toyed 
for a few seconds with the glass, holding it up 
before her and noting that the liquid gleamed 
like melted gold. It called to mind the treasure 
in the sunken ship of which her lover had 
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spoken. How · would the awful adventure 
eventuate? 

There was a quick light step in the passage 
without, and Susette can1e flying in, as if from 
some imminent peril. The maid threw a furtive 
glance behind her and fell in a heap at the feet 
of her mistress. 

'Oh, madame!' she sobbed. 'I have seen 
him! I have seen him!' 

' Seen whom ?' asked the other. 
'Tom-my betrothed! He came to me a 

little while ago, put a hand of ice upon my 
shoulder, and told me that he was dead !' 

'What are you talking about, girl ? Tom is 
not on board. He deserted the ship before we 
left England.' 

' No, madame, that is not so. Tom would 
never have left me of his own free will. He is 
dead-dead, I tell you. Vanberg killed him. 
Look! I have just been in the villain's room. 
Hidden in a book I found this note-the 
note you gave me for Tom to deliver at 
Cromer. It is all quite plain. Van berg dis­
covered that Tom had it in his possession 
and murdered him! I am convinced it is so. 
I have thought so for days past. And now I 
know.' 

'Hush, Susette, hush! Be calm. You are 
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not yourself. Your sorrow and this awful 

situation are driving you distracted.' 
The maid shook her head, and lifted her 

white face and colourless eyes. 
' I know it,' she said, in a quieter strain. 

'Tom has just left me.' 
'Susette, Susette, restrain yourself. How 

could Tom come to you here ?' 
'I saw him but a few minutes ago as clearly 

as I see you, madame. There was a great 

gash in his face, and his clothes were soiled and 

bloody. He had made a hard fight for life, but 

he died all the same. Why ever did I let him 

go ? He is dead-dead-dead!' 
Her speech ended in a low wail of anguish. 

'You have been dreaming, Susette-merely 

dreaming. Tom is safe and sound ashore. 

We shall be back in England soon, and you 

shall join him again.' 
' Yes, I shall join him again-to-morrow, or 

it may even be to-day. How? Let me whisper 

it in your ear. I shall kill Vanberg and after­

wards myself. Then I will go to my poor dead 

lover and tell him that he is avenged !' 
She laughed long and wildly as she concluded, 

and, stretching out her long muscular arm, 

stuck savagely downward with son1e imaginary 

lethal weapon. 
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Directly afterwards the woman suppressed 
all outward evidence of her passion with an 
effort, and smoothed out her apron mechanically. 

' Do you require anything, madame ?' she 
asked. ' May I stay here with you ? I dare 
not go back to my room. It may still be there 
awaiting me!' 

'Yes, Susette, you may remain. But you 
must not talk that way. You have no absolutely 
certain proof that Vanberg is a murderer. 
There will come another day. We must not 
take the law into our own hands. The conse­
quences might be terrible for both of us. Were 
you to attack him and fail, there is no knowing 
what might not come out.' 

' Have no fear, madame. Nothing will come 
out. I shall not fail. My aim will be too sure. 
He shall be stricken to the heart before he even 
knows that evil hovers over his accursed head.' 

As the woman was speaking the slow, inces­
sant throb of the propellers ceased altogether, 
and profound silence reigned for the first moment 
since the voyage began. But the ship was not 
entirely at rest. To the occupants of the little 
apartment it was as though its floor were falling 
away beneath their feet ; but the strange sen­
sation of sinking passed in a few seconds. 
Then a strange jar followed, which caused the 
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ship to quiver throughout her entire frame and 
fabric, and the floor uprose as though it were 
about to overturn, but suddenly it became 
stationary at an angle from the horizontal of 
some ten or fifteen degrees. 

' What has happened ?' gasped Mrs. Bow­
grave, starting in terror to her feet. 'We have 
gone to the bottom! The machinery must 
have given way. Great heavens, what is to 
become of us ? Already I feel' that I am 
entombed in a living grave!' 

Su_sette did not reply, and Felicity fell back 
again into her seat. For several minutes 
the pair continued to stare at each other in 
speechless awe. 

Eager steps came hurrying along the corridor 
after a while. 

'Susette,' said her mistress, 'it is Mr. Dare. 
Go into the other room while he is here.' 

The maid did as she was bidden, threw a 
glance at the inanimate form of the sleeping 
Professor, and crouched down behind the inner 
chamber door, with her ear pressed close 
against it and her sense of hearing strained to 
the uttermost. 

Dare came quickly in, with a fierce look of 
expectant joy upon his determined face. 

' Ah, Folly darling !' he cried in a low hoarse 
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voice, taking her in his arms. ' Our triumph 
is at hand! We have reached the great 
treasure ship, and are lying alongside of it, so 
closely indeed that the two vessels are almost 
touching. Come with me into the conning 
tower and see it. It is a wonderful sight !' 

' Is Captain Van berg there ? I do not like 
the man.' 

'That matters nothing. He is merely my 
partner for the time being. We shall have to 
be civil with him. But, for the present, you 
need not meet him. He is down in the dynamo 
room.' 

He took her arm as he spoke and sought to 
lead her away ; but she held back, unwilling to 
go on. 

' One moment, Kestrel ; I have wanted to 
speak to you several times about that visit of 
yours to Cromer. What became of the man 
Tom?' 

' Have I not told 
everybody on board 
deserted, of course.' 

you, dearest ? 
the ship knows. 

Why, 
He 

'Kestrel, I want the truth. There need be 
no concealment. I want the truth. Do you 
know he was engaged to marry Susette, that 
he was devoted to her, and that I am convinced 
he would never have left the Atalanta of his 
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own free will ? You don't know how the thing 

has troubled and puzzled me.' 
' Well, Folly, I'll be candid. I myself had 

not the slightest reason in the world for conceal­

ment, except that I was disinclined to shock 

you unnecessarily. Tom, as you call him, is 

dead. Captain Grimshaw, returning from the 

railway-station, found him lying on the beach 

with his neck broken. He had, I fancy, lost 

his way and tumbled in the darkness over the 

top of the great cliff. That is everything I 

know of the matter. In fact, I had forgotten all 

about it. It was Grimshaw who suggested the 

desertion story. He said he thought the truth 

mightn't be believed. As for myself, I hadn't 

the faintest intention of worrying you with the 

deplorable affair. Come, dearest, let us go.' 

He thrust his arm around her waist so that 

she could the better keep her footing on the 

tilted floor of the passage, and Susette came 

out of the room behind them. Her uncanny 

colourless eyes were blazing with wrath, and 

her gray face was rigid with the horror that 

had supervened on the confirmation of her 

dream . 
. She sank to her knees on the thick carpet, 

and lifted her long sinewy arms above her 

head. Her dry lips moved rapidly for several 



284 . COMET CHAOS 

seconds, yet not a sound escaped them. She 
was temporarily deprived of speech, but she 
registered her vow all the same. 

Then she arose, went into a little adjacent 
pantry, and came out with a gleaming carving­
knife worn and pointed like a dagger, and set 
herself methodically to the task of giving it a 
ragged yet almost razor edge by means of a 
whetstone. The work calmed her gradually, 
she became absorbed in it, and her nerves 
grew steadier. Later, as she drew the ball of 
her left thumb experimentally over the keen 
blade, she found herself smiling. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

THE SUNKEN GOLD'S GRIM GUARDIANS 

MRS. BowGRAVE, standing by Dare's side in 
the dark interior of the conning tower, with 
the man's arm clasped tightly around her 
waist, looked out 'through the glazed port­
hole to which he had led her. For awhile 
she could distinguish nothing but a low 
liquid tone of green. It was as though she 
were endeavouring vainly to pierce with her 
sight a painted window. Then her eyes grew 
accustomed to the all-pervading colour, and her 
vision cleared. 

Immediately before her, twenty or thirty 
yards away, though it was impossible to 
judge the distance, lay the hull of a great 
steamer, with black funnels, one behind the 
other, and three masts, two of which were 
reduced to mere stumps. The bridge and 
upper deck hung in skeleton ruin, little more 

285 



COMET CHAOS 

than the uprights and girders remaining in 
pos1t1on. The sides of the ship were encrusted 
with shells, and great fringes of weeds floated 
upwards in rich fantastic tracery from her 
bulwarks and the remnants of her rigging. 
There was a huge gash not far from her bows, 
the plates being . torn from her sides and 
shattered outwards in ragged fragments over 
an irregular area of many feet; but, otherwise, 
the wreck appeared to be substantially intact. 

'She was fired,' explained Dare, 'and yonder 
yawning chasm was the result of the explosion 
of a quantity of powder and other military 
stores she carried. She would sink like a 
stone after that.' 

' And the gold ?' asked the speaker's com­
panion, breathlessly. 

' It lies in a strong room amidships. I ts 
door is locked and sealed, and it is surrounded 
on all sides by the heaviest class of cargo to 
add to its security. It was that special pre­
caution on the part of the Spanish Government 
that precluded the possibility of the specie 
being saved. Time would not permit of the 
work, for the fire had gained a thorough hold 
close to the powder room when it was dis­
covered. The crew had to take to the boats, 
and helplessly watch her go down. Curiously 
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enough-and this explains our present mission 
-Captain Grimshaw was on board the Valla­
dolid at the time. He had been specially com­
missioned to assist in her navigation because 
of his intimate knowledge of this particular 
ocean route.' 

' And how are you going to get to the gold, 
• Kestrel ?' 

' We shall destroy the hull at the point 
where the strong room is situated by means 
of dynamite. The rest will be easy. We 
have two divers with us, and, if necessary, 
both Grimshaw and I are ourselves prepared 
to don the dresses. There is a water-lock in 
the side of our ship from which we shall 
work. All is arranged. With the single excep­
tion that the water pressure is exceptionally 
heavy, owing to the considerable depth, the 
conditions are more favourable than if we 
were working in the ordinary way fron1 the 
top.' 

' Lo9k !' cried the woman, with a sudden 
thrill of fear. 'What monster is yon ?' She 
pointed to a black patch that worked its un­
dulating way over the bulwarks of the wreck, 
and then flashed down to the bed of the sea 
like an arrow. ' It is alive, and looks . like 
some mighty fish.' 
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' That is exactly what it is, Folly. It is a 
shark, and a full-grown specimen without a 
doubt.' 

'How dare the divers venture out amongst 
such fearsome brutes ? See ! There goes 
another, and yet another! Why, the sea is 
alive with them! Surely with those shadowy 
lines of grim, gaunt, wolfish guardians the gold 
of the Valladolid is for ever locked against 
you!' 

The spectacle was not a reassuring one to a 
man who might himself have shortly to venture 
bodily out into the waters, but nevertheless 
Dare laughed lightly. 

' There is no need whatever for alarm,' he 
said. ' We shall explode a torpedo or two near 
the vessel before we set to work. It will give 
short shrift to any sharks that may happen to 
be hanging about and deter all the rest from 
venturing into the vicinity of the wreck for 
hours afterwards.' 

A foot grated on the iron staircase, and 
Grimshaw came up out of the depths and 
bowed in the thick gloom. The woman could 
not see his face, but she felt instinctively that 
the newcomer was glaring at her, with bitterest 
malice and mockery in his sinister eyes. 

'I have been showing Mrs. Bowgrave the 
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treasure ship,' said Dare. 'She is quite in­
terested in it.' 

' I suppose she will be. She's about the 
first woman who ever gazed on such a sight,' 
remarked Grimshaw. He put his hateful hand 
upon her shoulder. 'Look now, madame, at 
those sharks. There is quite a number of 
them. Here is one approaching with a body 
as big as that of an elephant. There it is, 
close to the glass. You can see the glean1 
of its white belly and the glitter of its teeth. 
Any . one of us would make a toothsome light 
lunch for that gentleman. He would snap you 
in two as easily as I could take a bite of 
bread!' 

The woman shuddered and touched Dare on 
the arm with a little downward thrust, and her 
companion, divining the meaning of the action, 
led her away. 

In the corridor they came upon Dorothy 
Collingwood, picking ineffectually with a hair­
pin at the door of her room. 

'I have foolishly locked up my room,' she 
said artlessly, 'and the key, of course, has gone 
a-m1ss1ng. I don't know what I shall do.' 

'There needn't be any trouble,' replied Dare 
readily. ' I will lend you a ring of keys if you 
can wait a minute. One of them is sure to fit 
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the lock. I will get them for you after I have 
seen Mrs. Bowgrave to her apartment.' 

Dorothy followed the pair to the boudoir, 
making a great effort to keep her face composed 
and to conceal the reflection upon it of the hope 
that suddenly welled up· in her heart. Gilbert's 
freedom was almost as good as achieved ! 

' Don't leave me!' whispered Mrs. Bowgrave 
imploringlY. into the man's ear. ' I won't be 
left alone even for a moment! I am horribly 
afraid of something or other. Death seems to 
hover in the air around me !' 

He patted her shoulder soothingly. 
' My poor Folly !' he murmured. ' I won't 

be gone an instant.' 
He turned into a room near by and came out 

again directly with a bunch of about a dozen 
_,,-

keys jingling on his forefinger. 
'Here you are, Miss Dorothy,' he said. 

' These are all spare ones. Take off the one 
you want and let me have the rest back again.' 

The girl thanked him in easy careless tones 
and closed the door upon the couple in the 
boudoir. Then, instantly, she stole noiselessly 
up the corridor, turned to the right, and was 
at the door of the prisoner she hoped to release. 

' Gilbert, Gilbert!' she whispered fondly. ' I 
have secured the keys. Are you well ?' 
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' Thank goodness !' he exclaimed. ' Yes, 
darling, I am quite well, but terribly weary of 
this close confinement. What is going on ? I 
suppose we are at the bottom of the sea ?' 

' I suppose so ; but there is no time to talk. 
Dare may come upon me at any moment.' 

She fingered the keys nervously as she was 
speaking, and they slipped from her hands and 
fell with a slight crash to the floor. Hastily 
she picked them up and set herself to the open­
ing of the lock. But none of the keys made 
any impression on it. She came to the very 
last. · Her heart beat heavily and she trembled 
like a leaf in the breeze of June. Had her 
device been all in vain ? 

No! The last key was the right one. The 
levers of the padlock fastening down the strap 
of the bolt slipped easily back, the hasp swung 
open, and in an instant Dorothy was clasped in 
her lover's arms and was sobbing softly on his 
shoulder. 

They retraced their steps to the main corridor, 
and had almost reached it, when the mocking 
visage of Kestrel Dare obtruded itself around 
the corner. 

Delaval sprang apart from Dorothy and 
reached for his revolver ; but his antagonist 
was too quick for him. He slamn1ed the door 
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in the faces of the couple and shot home the 
heavy bolt. 

'You can keep each other company now,' he 
sneered. ~ The occupation cannot fail to prove 
a most agreeable one for devoted sweethearts 
such as you! And you need have no fear of 
your privacy being intruded upon.' 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

INTO DEPTHS UNFATHOMABLE 

DARE and Grimshaw were back together in the 
conning tower, eager to get forward with their 
enterprise. It was still broad daylight, and at 
least a couple of hours' work wa~ possible. 
Their decision was soon taken. After the 
briefest conversation, Grimshaw shouted a 
message down the speaking-tube -to the dynamo 
room, and a minute later the Atalanta had_ 
lifted a few fathoms above the bed of the sea 
and was moving slowly back eastward away 
from the treasure ship. When about a couple 
of hundred yards had been traversed, and the 
shadow of the Valladolid had entirely disap­
peared from their green _ monotonous outlook, 
Grimshaw steered his ship sharply to port and 
put her broadside to where he calculated his 
quarry lay. 

Then Dare ran down into the hold, leaving 
293 
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the captain alone in the conning tower, and a 
torpedo was sent spinning noiselessly off west­
ward. For several--seconds nothing happened. 
Had the deadly projectile missed its mark and 
gone careering onward till it touched the surface 
a mile or more away ? Then, suddenly, the 
water shivered and leaped upward, and for a full 
minute the Atalanta spun about helpless in 
the great swirling undercurrent created by the 
explosion, of which, however, scarcely the 
sound had reached the ears of those on board 
the vessel. 

When the motion had somewhat abated, 
Dare came up into the conning tower to join 
his friend. He was bleeding slightly on the face. 

' That was a close call,' Grimshaw began. 
' We were far too near. It's a miracle we 
haven't come to serious mischief. I thought 
for a moment that our boat was going to turn 
turtle, and had that happened we should have 
been done for. We could never have righted. 
Torpedoes cannot be successfully employed on 
this job. Their effective range is too short­
under the present conditions I mean, of course.' 

Dare rubbed his left elbow vigorously as he 
listened. ' I've had an ugly fall,' he said. ' The 
wave struck the ship just as I was crossing the 
floor of the dynamo room, and I was pitched 
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right off my feet on to my face, and very nearly 

into a running dynamo. We shall have to resort 

to the divers.' 
Grimshaw steered steadily back to the Valla­

dolid. 
'Certainly we must employ the divers,' he 

answered, ' as we would in any case after the , 

blasting had been done. We've frightened the 

fish at any rate, but we've done little else. 

Look ! The torpedo has struck her on the # 

bulwarks close to the port bow. You don't see 

any. signs of sharks anywhere?' 

' No,' responded the other. ' The torpedo 

has certainly smashed a big hole in her side. 

Had it gone just a little lower she would have 

been cut right in two.' 
They were back in their old position on the 

floor of the sea,_ side by side with the Valla: 

dolz"d, which seemed to have slightly shifted its 

pos1t1on. The torpedo had struck the treasure 

ship just at the main deck, immediately above 

the yawning chasm created by the powder 

explosion that had caused her to founder, and 

Dare was right when he . remarked that the 

torpedo had very nearly cut the hull into two 

portions. 
'There's no time to waste,' said Grimshaw. 

'Let us get the divers to work instantly.' 
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He turned and left the tower, followed by 
his companion. 

The water-lock was set amidships in the 
Atalanta's side, only a few feet above her keel. 
It consisted of a chamber some four feet wide 
by six high, with big glazed portholes on either 
side beyond it for the use of those engaged in 
working the diving apparatus. 

The two divers, fully equipped, and each 
carrying on the back a bulky zinc-covered case 
of dynamite, with a clockwork detonator at the 
belt, entered the chamber together, and stood 
motionless whilst their attendants screwed the 
couplings of their air tubes into the junctions in 
the steel wall of the chamber. 

At last they signified their readiness by hori­
zontal sweeps of their arms. Their attendants 
withdrew, the watertight door at the rear was 
closed and screwed up behind them, and the 
chamber filled almost instantaneously with 
water. The outer door, flush with the hull of 
the ship, slid. aside, a little ladder slipped down 
from the opening to the weed-grown floor, and 
the two men went out, each cautiously trailing 
after him a strong thin line of hemp and an 
air-tube of armoured rubber. 

Dare, stationed at one of the portholes, 
saw the strange, burly, bloated figures, with 
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monstrous heads of copper and great goggles 
of glass, go waddling onward through the 
weeds towards the wreck. With the exception 
that the vision was slightly blurred and at 
times curiously distorted, he could take in 
every detail and watch the thing at leisure. It 
was as though he were sitting comfortably at 
the play, in the cushioned ease of the dress­
circle, with a pair of opera-glasses in his hand, 
absorbing the slow movement of a pretentious 
submarine scene in an up-to-date realistic 
dramc;i.. 

At times the squat, ungainly, frog-like figures, 
crawling and stumbling painfully over the slimy 
bottom, were almost overtopped by the luxuriant 
growths. But • they were in no haste. The 
keen hatchets they carried were cutting a clear 
path wherever necessary, though the work was 
carried through in a ludicrously slow and clumsy 
fashion. The water through which the grotesque 
bipeds moved gave little direct sign of its 
presence. With the exception that the vegeta­
tion stood up buoyant, it was as though Dare 
gazed by the aid of heavily-smoked glasses on 
to a scene amid the rocks of the seashore at 
low water. 

The unseen element, however, fettered the 
movements of the divers terribly. They could 
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scarcely move at times through the strange 
green atmosphere, owing to the enormous 
water pressure, and, indeed, as Dare watched, 
the man to the left s1ipped and sprawled for a 
few seconds with outstretched legs and arms 
on the floor. But he regained his feet with a 
mighty effort, and the two went on together, 
side by side, with the waste air from the 
exhaust valves of their apparatus shooting 
upwards in a perpetual succession of racing 
silver globules. 

In five minutes or -so by the watch, though 
it appeared almost as many hours to Dare, the 
two dim figures had reached the hull of the 
Valladolz'd and become merged in its shadow 
and lost entirely to sight. But, though swallowed .. 
up in the intense gloom, they did not waste 
a second. They unstrapped their burdens, 
placed the cases of dynamite on the rock and 
slid them gently forward right up to the keel. 
To accomplish this they had to go down on all 
fours at first and afterwards grovel flat upon 
their stomachs. 

It was perilous work ; but at last the two 
great charges were pushed home, set up on 
their sides and jammed tightly in between the 
stones and the bottom of the foul and slippery 
hull. The delicate task of affixing the de-
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tonators followed, and, after a long interval 
of supremest suspense, Dare saw them come 
creeping back unencumbered. Soon they were 
midway on the passage. In but a minute or 
two more they would be aboard their ship, and 
the Atalanta would be up and away to await 
the te_rrific upheaval of the sea at the safe 
distance of a couple of miles or so. 

Suddenly it occurred to Dare that there was 
a tremulous shadow in the water overhead, a 
shadow that he had not previously noticed, 
though that was not in any way surprising, for 
the whole of his attention had been riveted on the 
movements of the divers. What the shadow was 
he could not tell. But the matter troubled him 
so slightly that he scarcely gave it passing atten­
tion. Probably it was a cloud thrown by the 
hull of the Atalanta or by some lumber project­
ing over her bulwarks. 'fhen it occurred to him 
that the shadow was moving to and fro in the 
upper water immediately above the porthole 
against which his eyes were set. But he was 
too blindly engrossed in the human figures 
corning onward to the chamber by which he 
stood to indulge in further profitless conjecture. 

The first diver had now gained the foot of 
the little ladder, and went slowly up its rungs 
into the water-lock. The other halted at the 
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foot of the ladder, drew back a step, and passed 
his left arm across the face of his helmet. For 
a second he stood thus, immovable, with the 
great goggle eyes of glass turned directly up 
towards Dare, and not more than a dozen feet 
a way. Then there was a lightning passage of 
some great unseen body through the, water, 
and the man had disappeared ! He had gone 
suddenly upward to the right, with a motion 
far too swift to be followed by Dare's confused 
vision, but his line and air-tube could be seen 
pulled out taut in a diagonal direction, to flirt 
back in a tangle, loose and unattached, almost 
immediately. 

As he watched in awesome wonderment, 
Grimshaw came suddenly round to him, crying: 
' My God ! Did you see that ? A shark has 
got him! Quick ! Close the outer door of 
the water-lock, and get the other fellow inside !' 

The response to the order was instantaneous. 
The outer door ran into its place with a thud, 
the water in the chamber whistled away into 
the ballast tank, and the prone figure of the 
survivor was drawn in and undressed. 

Two of the sailors set to work applying 
restoratives, but Grimshaw did not waste a 
moment. He ran back to the conning tower, 
started the pumps to lighten the ship, and, 
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immediately she had drawn clear of the bed 
of the sea, he set her nose to the north and 
ran her forward at full speed. 

Ten minutes later he had brought the 
Atalanta close to the surface, with the con­
ning tower itself lifted into the air and sun­
shine. Here he let his vessel lie motionless, 
unscrewed a porthole, drank in the reviving 
current of fresh air, and, with a pair of glasses 
to his eyes, continued to gaze expectantly 
southward to the spot where the Valladolid 
rested unseen in a hundred fathoms of water. 

After a while Dare rejoined the captain. 
'Terrible affair, isn't it?' he said. 
'Yes,' responded Grimshaw. 'But it's only 

one of the risks of the calling. In fact, I really 
shouldn't have minded it so very much but for 
the effect it'll have on the rest of the men. 
However, I'm in this business for all it's worth. 
If we can't get volunteers, by Peter! I'll have 
pressed men. Indeed, I '11 don the dress and 
go out myself sooner than let it be said that all 
the teeming treasure slipped through craven, 
nerveless fingers. And, if--

The speaker broke off abruptly. 
' Look, Dare,' he cried-' look yonder ! It's 

like a gigantic water-spout. There's a cloud 
of broken sea gone up at least a hundred yards 
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into the sky! That, of a surety, has settled 
the hash of the Valladolz'd l And, by Moses 
and all the other prophets, it'll have shattered 
out that infernal nest of sharks, too! We'll 
get back at once.' 

Grimshaw closed the porthole, and, still 
keeping to the surface of the water,r ran back 
over the heaving waves created by the out­
burst to within a quarter of a mile of the 
great convulsion. Then he lowered his ship 
gradually towards the bottom and crept onward 
to the treasure that he now knew was so soon 
to be his, safe on board the Atalanta. 

The sun was declining, but there was still 
considerable illun1ination in the depths, though 
the change from brilliant daylight to the thick 
gloom made it impossible for them to clearly 
distinguish anything. But at last their eye­
sight grew accustomed to the situation, and 
foot by foot they contrived to creep up to their 
old resting - place. They could now dimly 
discern the prow of the wreck, but the rest 
of it was for the time invisible. 

The Atalanta subsided on to the floor 
of the sea with scarcely a perceptible shock. 
Gradually the disturbed sand and debris 
settled, the water cleared, and the impatient 
Grimshaw, who had turned inwa.rd to talk 
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to his companion, faced about again to his 
porthole. 

'Good God!' he groaned. 'Great God in 
heaven!' 

'What's the matter ?' queried Dare. 
' Matter ? matter ? It's damnable· ! it's 

hellish ! Look ! look for yourself, ·Dare ! 
Have I been stricken blind? Or have I gone 
mad ? The treasure ship has vanished !' 

Dare glanced outward in wild alarm and 
astonishment. About sixty feet of the worth­
less forepart of the Valladolid still lay before 
therri, but the rest of the hull was gone entirely, 
leaving not a scrap behind on the rocks, which 
were utterly denuded of all their plant life for 
many yards around by the tremendous shock 
of the explosion. 

Dare gaped incredulously. ' What does it 
mean ?' he asked. 

' That I'm the damnedest idiot that ever 
trod a plank!' roared the other. 'This is the 
very edge of the plateau. It makes from this 
point a sheer descent to the main floor of the 
ocean-three miles away. The dynamite has 
hurled our treasure ship from off this shelf of 
rock into depths unfathomable!' 

' Never !' cried Dare. ' You do not mean 
it ? You cannot mean it1 ' 
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Grimshaw's answer was a wild and prolonged 
outburst of hideous blasphemy. He paused at 
length, from utter lack of breath, and leaned 
exhausted against the wall of the conning 
tower. 

'I think I am going mad,' he whispered. 
' Take me out of this, and get me something 
to cool my tongue and moisten my throat. It 
flames with fire. Take care of me. Put me 
in a strait-jacket if you've got one. I feel 
that I am going to do something awful. I'm 
tempted to run the Atalanta after that golden 
death's head of ours-down down, down, into 
the black, bottomless pit of hell itself!' 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

MORE TREASURE, AND A TRIPLE TRAGEDY 

KESTREL DARE stole up to Felicity's boudoir 
and knocked gently. In answer to a mur­
mured invitation he opened the door and 
stepped inside. 

'Ah, Folly dearest,' he began. 'You must 
be terribly lonely down here by yourself. Is 
the Professor still asleep ?' 

'Yes,' she answered, throwing aside a fleecy 
cloud and revealing her splendid shoulders. 
' It would not grieve me if he never awoke 
again. I am growing beside myself. When 
is it all to end?' She lifted her weary white 
face to his, and their lips met. She saw that 
his countenance was drawn and lined and full 
of despondency. 

'You are looking far from well, Kestrel dear,' 
she whispered. 'You have exhausted yourself.' 

'Yes, I'm decidedly off colour. Things have 
20 
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not gone as they should have done-damnably, 

indeed-and I'm almost in despair.' 

' Despair?' she echoed. 'Surely there is no 

danger ? We shall get back to the surface of 

the ocean again safely ?' 

, ' Oh, yes,' he responded quietly. ' We are 

there already. Night will soon be setting in, 

and then we can take a stroll together on deck, 

if you are so inclined-and if you think it will 

be safe.' 
' I shall be delighted, dearest,' she answered. 

'By the way, Folly, I came to see where I 

could pick up a bottle of good wine. It is 

impossible to get to the stores without going 

through the saloon, and that is not advisable, 

or even practicable, for the present. Have 

you anything of the sort here ?' 

'Merely this half decanter of brandy ; but 

there is ·a considerable stock of champagne, 

brandy, and other spirits in the Professor's 

private store, down to the left. There is only 

one key to the room. He invariably carries it 

himself. He is very jealous of it, as though there 

were some great secret shut up in the place. 

However, he is asleep, and I think I can detach 

it from his watch-chain without arousing him.' 

She turned into the inner room, and came 

out again directly, and handed a key to Dare. 
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'Let me have it back again as soon as 
possible, Kestrel. Were he to awake he might 
miss it, and then there would be trouble. 
Indeed, I have never yet been permitted in the 
room myself. It is a sort of secret chamber. 
I'd better come with you. I· really should like ... 
a peep at the forbidden mysteries.' She smiled 
in a spiritless way as she spoke. 

' Captain Grimshaw is at the door,' he said. 
' It is for him I desire to get the wine. He 
is suffering from a somewhat serious attack of 
indisposition.' 

'Oh,' she ejaculated shortly, drawing back 
again. ' I did not know that. When he is 
gone will you return to me ?' 

Dare nodded, kissed her again, and departed. 
The two men went straight into the private 

store room. Several dozen cases were piled 
six deep around the apartment, bearing the 
brands of a famous Continental house. One 
case was open and almost empty, containing as 
it did but a solitary bottle of champagne. They 
secured glasses and drank it off in a minute or 
two. 

Grimshaw smacked his lips. 'Prime stuff,' 
he remarked. He lifted another case and 
staggered under its unexpected weight before 
he had got it in place upon the little table. 

20-2 



COMET CHA·os 

' Whew!' he whistled, commencing to prise 

off the lid with a small crowbar he had found 

in the corner. 'This is the heaviest box of 

booze I ever lifted. I should say it weighs a 

hundredweight or more.' 
' Nonsense!' laughed Dare. 'You're dog 

tired, that's all.' 
Then the lid sprang off and Grimshaw cleared 

• away the uppermost layer of neatly cut straw. 

'What in the devil's name are these?' he 

cried, lifting out a little heavy bag of stout 

canvas. He dropped it to the table as he 

asked the question, and it gave out a dis­

tinctly metallic jink. ' Goodness gracious !' 
he continued, whipping out a pocket-knife, 

and slitting open the miniature sack. '\Vhy, 

if it isn't coin-English sovereigns!' He 

poured out the discs upon the table, and they 

jingled musically with the familiar ring of 

genuine coin. ' The bag is marked £ 2 50. 
One, two, three,' he ran on hurriedly. 'Why, 

there's twenty of them here-just five thousand 

pounds!' 
' Marvellous !' exclaimed Dare. 'And there 

are eighty, or so, of these cases. If they have 

all similar contents, there wiH be close upon half 
a million sterling in this room ! It's the Pro­

fessor's little hoard, of course. What did he 

' 

wa 

c~ 
agi 

pr( 

ew 

fa 

IO 1 

Wen 

one 

oiffe 



a 

A TRIPLE TRAGEDY 309 

want with it on board the Atalanta? Oh, of 
course, he wanted to be amply provided for 
against that day of doom he was so fond of 
prophesying about, oblivious to the fact that 
even minted gold would be worthless in the 
face of a wiped-out civilization.' 

'Here, lend a hand quick!' cried Grimshaw. 
'Let's investigate a few of the other cases at 
haphazard before the Professor a wakes. If the 
thing is as it seems we are after all not to come 
penniless out of this trip. Paltry as it may be 
in corµparison with our original expectations, 
a quarter of a million each is not to be despised 
-if only we can get away with it, and '-he 
swore a great oath-' it shan't be my fault if 
we don't!' 

For some minutes neither man spoke. They 
were both at work opening the cases. In only 
one of them did they find champagne, and the 
difference of its weight betrayed it at once. 

' What's to be done?' asked Dare eagerly. 
' There's at least four hundred thousand here.' 

' Suppose we run the Atalanta nearer to the 
mainland and leave her at some suitable island 
by means of the launch ? We can cache the 
gold, or the bulk of it, until we have made 
arrangements for its safe transport.' 

' That must remain over for careful considera-
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tion,' said Dare. 'Meanwhile, let us pass back 
the Professor's key. I've one exactly like it, 
and he'll never know the difference till he 
comes to try, and then it will be a trifle late in 
the day.' 

'Well, we'll suspend operations for the time, 
and take that case of cham. to my roon1 and 
thoroughly sample it. The anchor's down, and 
we cannot possibly take any harm until the 
return of daylight.' 

He took the case of wine in his arms and 
walked off, followed by Dare, who locked the 
door and peeped in again upon Mrs. Bowgrave. 

' Here's the key, Folly,' he said. 'There's 
nothing special in the room, but we've managed 
to get hold of a case of decent wine. It's to be 
hoped the Professor will never miss it.' 

'It's scarcely likely he will,' she said with a 
smile. ' I suppose it is only one among several 
dozen?' 

' Exactly,' he replied. ' May I bring you a 
bottle?' 

' Yes, dearest,' came the response, ' and we 
can drink it together.' 

'Au revoir, then, darling. I shall return in 
an hour, or less.' 

When Dare got back to Grimshaw's room 
he found that the latter had already an empty 
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bottle on the table and was starting in freely 

upon a second. 
' Bring yourself to an anchor, Dare, my boy,' 

he shouted merrily. 'I'm going in to enjoy 

myself. I've not had a real good downright 

night of it for years now, and I mean to make 

up for lost time. Here's to that half-million 1' 

He tossed off the glass as he spoke and poured 

out another. 
Dare filled his glass and drank to the toast ; 

but he could not help throwing a rather dubious 

glance at his companion. 
' I shouldn't go the whole hog to-night, 

captain, if I were you,' he said, rather con­

fusedly. 'An unexpected call may come upon 

us at any time, and if it ~nds us over the line, 

what may not happen? Moderation's my motto 

to-night at any rate.' 
'Moderation be hanged!' roared the other. 

' Pass the bottle. No, don't trouble. I '11 open 

another. There are plenty of them.' 

He reached down to the case at his side, 

pulled out a bottle, decapitated it on the edge 

of the table, and filled up his glass again. 

'vVe've had a devil of an unlucky day cer­

tainly, but it's a poor heart that never rejoices, 

and after all things have certainly brightened 

during the past half hour.' 
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·' I'm going to forage for some eatables,' 
said Dare, persuasively. ' Hadn't you better 
come with me? I know where there's some 
good pressed beef and pickles, and you can 
wash them down admirably with bottled beer. 
I've some capital beer in my own place.' 

'Beef be hanged!' shouted Grimshaw. 'Who 
wants to eat beef or drink beer when there's 
wine like this literally begging to be necked ? 
Leave me where I am and go and enjoy yourself. 
I'm not a child. I can take care of myself, and 
don't you forget it !' 

There was a growing note of latent hostility 
in Grimshaw's speech, and Dare reluctantly 
departed. 

'Lock your door till I return again,' was his 
final unheeded admonition. 

An hour went by, spent by Dare in the 
dynamo room in a long and confidential chat 
with McTavish and one of that person's most 
trusted subordinates ; and by Grimshaw in look­
ing upon the wine until he was very nearly in 
a condition to discern two bottles where, alas! 
there was but one. 

He hiccoughed and rose unsteadily to his 
feet at last. 

' Good idea ! Good idea !' he soliloquised, 
in a thick voice. ' I '11 go into the saloon and 
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see the ladies. Some deuced fine girls among 
'em ! What do you think, Paul, old man ?' 

He winked to himself gravely and knowingly 
as he passed a little adjacent mirror, and then 
staggered into the corridor. 

He started suddenly. There came to his 
ear the swish of skirts. Some woman was 
around. So he hurried off in the direction 
whence the sound apparently proceeded. He 
had gained the passage leading to Mrs. 
Bowgrave's boudoir, and fancied that he saw 
a female figure in a gray silk cloak brush into 
an open door on the right close by him, as if 
to escape his attentions. 

' Ha, ha! my pretty little charmer !' he 
cried, jocosely. 'You're not going to skip off 
thus!' 

He stu1nbled into the room, and groped 
around in the utter darkness. His outstretched 
hand caught on the soft fabric of a woman's 
dress-that of the girl who sought to elude 
him beyond all doubt. He seized her, but with 
a struggle she slipped away, leaving a cloak 
in his hands. But the fair unknown did not 
quit the room. She remained motionless, not 
even attempting to breathe, in the depths of the 
impenetrable shadow. 

He crossed the room and fell against some-
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one, who drew aside and struck fiercely at him 

with an edged and pointed weapon. The blow 

ripped his coat, but fell harmless over his 

shoulder. The quick hand was withdrawn again, 

and a sharp pang, like the passage of a searing 

iron, crossed the back of his left hand. . He 

leaped forward, thoroughly aroused, and caught 

a woman's hand. 
A keen knife descended and buried itself for 

a full couple of inches in his shoulder, and the 

next instant a figure flashed past him into the 

lighted corridor. He tore madly out after it, 

and was instantly sobered by the sight of blood 

running in a little spouting stream down the 

breast of his coat. His left hand, too, had 

been savagely gashed, and was reddened every­

where and dripping at the fingers. 
The flying female figure was rushing into the 

boudoir. He darted after it at full speed, raging 

with uncontrollable passion, and burst open the 

door that someone was vainly endeavouring to 

bar against him. 
Grimshaw flung himself violently against the 

door of the boudoir, and it opened with a crash. 

There was but one occupant •of the apart­

ment-Felicity-who shrank back in horror 

before the fierce menacing figure advancing 

upon her with face swollen and contorted with 
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passion, reddened hands, and blood streaming 
over his breast from the wound in his shoulder. 

He leaped upon her, with his strong fingers 
outspread like the claws of a maddened beast, 
but she slipped somehow out of his clutches, 
sprang back to the inner wall, caught up a 
revolver, and, pointing it directly in Grimshaw's 
face, pulled the trigger. The weapon rang out 
with a sharp ' ping,' and for a few seconds 
afterwards the room was filled with smoke, and 
the movements of the · two desperate persons 
within it were hidden from sight. 

The vapour cleared and revealed the woman 
crouched like a tigeress behind the couch, 
which she had pushed forward from the wall, 
whilst the man writhed in the corner near the 
now closed door, his encrimsoned paln1s digging 
into the hollows of his eyes in frantic, unavail­
ing efforts to restore the vision of which he had 
been so strangely and suddenly bereft. He 
did not know it yet-he was never to know it 
for a certainty-but Folly's bullet had taken 
him in the profile as he turned to elude her aim 
and completely blinded him. 

At last he 1nust have realized something of 
his irreparable deprivation, for he ceased the 
vain compression of his shattered orbs, and, 
spreading out his long arms over the little 
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apartment, began to grope methodically over 
every inch of its space in quest of vengeance­
the blind, unavailing vengeance that was now 
all that remained to him. Yet the woman 
seemingly had him at her mercy, for the pistol 
was still in her grip, and she raised it again­
this time to his heart. 

But the awful sightless thing that was coming 
slowly yet surely on towards her, inch by inch, 
with outstretched white and red talons writhing 
everywhere like the tentacles of an octapus, 
held her fascinated. Her powerless hand 
dropped upon the head of the couch, and 
her aspen fingers unclasped themselves from 
the ivory butt of the revolver, which fell with a 
crash to the floor. 

His keen ears instantly took in the signifi­
cance of the slight sound, and he was upon 
her. The couch was hurled heavily backward 
by the impetus of his bound, pinning the woman 
to the wall. Then his. itching fingers touched 
the bare firm flesh of Folly's shoulders and 
closed like springs of steel around her bejewelled 
throat. 

He drew her out of her place of refuge, 
lifted her above his head as though she were a 
feather's weight, and held her suspended in the 
air for two or three seconds. And all the while 
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-grown purple in the face with the merciless 
compression of her throat-she tore and clawed 
like a wild cat at the grotesque, disfigured, 
inhuman, eyeless mask before her. The man's 
touch had nerved her again for the conflict, 
which she knew must now go on to the 
end. 

He staggered forward, and, exerting every 
atom of his superhuman strength, flung her 
headlong to the floor and dropped upon her­
with his rigid fingers still buried in her throat, 
resolu~e to throttle out of her any chance 
remaining spark of life. He had it all his 
own way. She lay inanimate upon her back, 
with her arms thrown out limply on either side. 
The wild unequal war was over, and from first 
to last it had not occupied thirty seconds. 

Then the victor relinquished his grip, and 
started up half erect over the body of his 
victim, a flood of fierce unreasoning joy sweep­
ing through his breast. At last he had repaid 
everything. The account was settled in full, 
and sealed and signed in her life's blood. 

Unthinking of what had gone before, he dug 
his hard palms once more into the sockets of 
his eyes, to wipe away the mist and moisture 
that gathered there, so that he might look 
upon what he had done and gloat over the 

.. 
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false beauty that he had mangl~d so hideously. 
But there was no time for that. 

Someone had come in upon them and was 
now stooping behind him, so closely that a 
clinging skirt brushed past his wounded face. 
He lifted his right arm and confronted his new 
probable antagonist. But his blind instinctive 
defence was unavailing. Susette was by his 
side, with her knife in the air, and, when he 
flung up his left arm, the long worn narrow 
blade flashed down and buried itself in his 
unprotected side right to the heart. The 
stricken man swayed slightly to the right and 
the left, and fell without a groan upon his face, 

, the knife still hidden in its sheath of quivering 
flesh. 

Susette arose, took in the weird situation at 
a glance, and stood appalled against the wall, 
her colourless eyes wandering aimlessly around 
the disordered, bespattered room. Then her 
vision was arrested by the fallen revolver. She 
snatched it up, placed the weapon to her 
temples, and fired. The third of the ill-fated 
trio fell to the floor and writhed in a brief death 

agony. 
All was silence for full twenty minutes. 

Then steps sounded in the inner chamber 
where the Professor had slept in peace through 
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all the tragedy. The door opened, and the old 

man came out and gazed uncomprehendingly 

at what lay before him. Perhaps he was 

scarcely awakened from his slumbers and was 

still dreaming. 
He reached forward and stooped over the 

corpse of his once beautiful wife. ' Felicity, 

Felicity dearest !' he ~ried. But there came 

no response. Close by her lay the body of 
Susette, whilst in the centre of the room Grim­

shaw was huddled up on his right side with the 

yellow. handle of a knife projecting from his 
ribs. He lifted his bony hands and passed 
them through his shock of long silver hair, to 
stand thus for a full minute. 

' Felicity, Felicity dearest !' he repeated 

vacantly. Then the awful actuality of his 

surroundings burst upon him, something 

snapped in his brain, and, with a great shrill 

yell of horror unspeakable, he fell senseless 
upon his face. 



CHAPTER XXX 

'UNTIL THAT JUDGMENT DAY' 

WHEN Kestrel Dare had finished the evening 
meal hastily provided by himself out of the 
ship's stores, he bethought himself of Grim­
shaw, who would probably be now so far 
advanced in his cups that, if he were not help­
lessly drunk, he would be at least obstinate, 
defiant, reckless, and it might even be actively 
hostile. So he decided to leave the captain 
to himself and go up on deck. There was 
much to be done, and it had begun to dawn 
upon him that it might be very much indeed to 
his personal advantage to dispense with the 
co-operation of his fellow conspirator and leave 
him to his own resources. 

The Atalanta was riding quietly at anchor 
under the stars. Comet Chaos was rising 
again in the east. But she was not nearly so 
brilliant as on the previous night, for she was 
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passing onward in the great limitless orbit that 
would lead her out of human ken again into 
the unknown outer void of the universe. He 
looked up at the strange star, with its train of 
ashen fire standing tremulously out against the 
deep purple sky of the tropical night, and 
smiled bitterly. 

Then he turned away forward over the bare 
naked deck, to where the petrol launch lay 
snug beneath the shelter of the bulwarks. A 
dark figure was upon the little craft, bending 
down into the covered compartment where the 
engines were situated, and narrowly examining 
them by the aid of a hand la1np. 

'Well, McTavish, how are they?' he asked. 
' Graund, sir, graund. We'll ha' na bother 

wi' the engines. They're new, and, thank the 
Lord, they're no coal-firing. Wi' coal we 
couldna gang much mair nor twa hundred mile. 
Wi' speerit, there's no reason why we shouldna 

h '' gang a t oosan . 
'Humph!' breathed Dare. 'That's capital. 

Is the winch in working order to sling her over 
the side?' 

'There'll be na trouble about that, sir.' 
' Right ! And the stores, water, and the rest 

are safely packed?' 
'A • , y, Slr. 

21 



322 COMET CHAOS 

'And the fuel ?' 
'That's always there, sir. She's built wi' 

water ballast, ye ken ; but we'll start out wi' 

every ane o' her tanks filled wi' speerit, which 

'11 la~st us easy a fortneet.' 
'You're a treasure,' said Dare. He paused 

for a moment. ' I wish you filled Grimshaw's 

place, and were my partner in this job instead 

of he.' 
' For why?' asked the other, with a shadow 

of suspicion in his voice. 

' Because I can place no dependence on him, 

and I know I can on you. Even at this present 

moment, when every energy is needed, he's in 

his berth, snoring, I have no doubt, like a 

drunken hog. How "'many persons will this 

launch carry safely and comfortably? 

' Twa i' the cabin, sir, and mysel' and twa 

ither hands could pig forrad.' 
'And I've some cargo, too,' went on Dare, 

hesitatingly-'_going on for three tons. Can 

that also be managed?' 
McTavish shook his head. 
' I doot it, sir. But what's the purpose o' 

the cargo?' 
Dare leaned forward until his lips were almost 

touching the ear of the man he was addressing 

'It's gold, McTavish,' he whispered-' four 
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hundred thousand pounds in British sovereigns! 
And there's a tenth part of it for yourself when 
the trip to the mainland, or a suitable island, is 
safely accomplished-forty thousand pounds-­
in y~llow boys exactly like this !' 

He thrust his hand into his outside jacket 
pocket as he spoke, and drew out a big handful 
of coins which he dropped into the outspread 
paws of McTavish. 

' Forty thoosan' pounds !' echoed the man, 
in breathless awe. 'Ye mean it? Weel, I'll 
see the cargo carried-if I hae ta rip oot every 
rib i' the little ship, though that's no' neecessary. 
There's fittings as can gang.' 

He bestowed the gold just handed to him in an 
inner pocket and carefully buttoned up his coat. 

'Where's the money lying?' he asked eagerly. 
' Hadna we better be getting it up?' 

'No, no, there's plenty of time. Don't 
breathe a word to a soul. We're going to 
leave Grimshaw behind. There's another 
passenger with me-a lady. Your crew will 
be the two men selected by us this afternoon ; 
but don't let a syllable slip about the captain. 
There'd be murder done if he got even an 
inkling of it. We had arranged, as you know, 
to start by daylight-at six-but we must go 
now at midnight instead.' 

21-2 
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'Ye ken best, sir. But ye're acquainted wi' 

this Captain Grimshaw. He'll no' sit doon an' 

greet when he misses us. He'll follow us to 

the far end o' the warld for vengeance.' 

Y'Don't trouble your head about it, McTavish. 

He won't follow us. You may rest confident 

on that. I'm going down for a while. Keep 

your eyes skinned, and con1e to me immediately 

if the least matter of importance is likely to 

arise. I shall be either in the chart-room or 

Mrs. Bowgrave's parlour.' 
'Ay, ay, sir,' ca1ne the response, and Dare 

passed on. 
McTavish, left alone, thrust a coarse grimy 

hand into an inner pocket and jingled the heap 

of gold within - the mere trifling earnest of 

what was to follow. 
'What a mon !' he sighed admiringly. 'He'd 

beguile Beelezebub hissel' ! What a blazing 

hell-fire row there'll be atween 'em if it comes 

oot ! An', if it doesna, I shall hae ta watch him 

like a thief if ever I'm ta haundle that forty 

thoosan' pounds!' 
Dare, after getting between decks, went back 

to his own roo1n, and refreshed himself with a 

glass of spirit. Then he listened stealthily at 

the door of Grimshaw's place. All was as 

silent as the grave. That worthy had in all 
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likelihood drunk himself into a condition of 
insensibility. Afterwards he went on to the 
treasure room and gazed around at the numerous 
cases containing the solid wealth that was 
shortly to pass practically undivided into his . 
possession. 

Why, he asked himself, for the twentieth 
time during the past half-hour, should he share 
it with Grimshaw ? He had kept faith scrupu­
lously right up to then with that individual, had 
helped him materially in his escape from prison, 
and h~d run other serious personal risks in safe­
guarding his liberty after it had been obtained. 
Yet, after all, their plot had fizzled ignominiously 
out. The elusive sunken gold would never be 
theirs now. It could never indeed be anybody's. 
He had filled his part in the com pact in the 
straightest possible way. But now-this very 
night-the partnership would cease. Folly and 
he were the legitimate heirs of the new-found 
treasure, and, come what might, it should con­
tinue theirs and theirs alone! 

He had assured the somewhat doubtful 
McTavish, who had reason to know his man, 
that there need be no fear that they would be 
pursued in their flight with the gold by the 
implacable Grimshaw. That was all to be 
thoroughly safeguarded against. As a matter 
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of fact, there would be no after consequences­

no pursuit of any sort-for there would be no 
pursuers! 

The Atalanta would at midnight make yet 

another journey to the bottom of the sea, but 

it would be her last. She would never return 

from it, and her whole crew and company, 

imprisoned and free, would go down with her 

-to remain in the depths until that Judgment 

Day of which the Professor had so often in the 

recent past, on shipboard and in Manxland, 

prated long and foolishly. 
The idea supplied him with grim amusement, 

and he laughed mirthlessly at the new notion. 

The prophecy of the crazed old man was 

coming true after all. The world was to end 

on the thirteenth-for the vast majority of 

doomed souls on board his ill-omened ship! 
He turned lightly into Mrs. Bowgrave's 

boudoir, with a careless knock, not waiting 
for an invitation, for he was always a welcome 

visitor, to encounter a spectacle that froze him 

to the spot on the threshold where he stood, 

open door in hand. 
The bodies of Susette and Grimshaw lay on 

the floor where they had failen, but that of the 

beautiful Mrs. Bowgrave had been lifted to the 

couch and placed at its head in a semi-upright 
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pos1t1on. It was an indescribable travesty of 

humanity, with .its glazed and starting eyes and 

bruised and empurpled flesh tints. 
The Professor, recovered fro1n his fainting­

fit, was seated by the dead woman's side. He 

paid not the slightest attention to Dare's 

entry, and did not even lift his eyes to look at 

the latter as he stood transfixed. 
' Professor !' gasped the newcomer at length. 
It was all that he could contrive to say. He 

could not utter another syllable. His throat 

had gone dry as dust, and his tongue clicked 

convulsively upwards and gluecl itself to the 

roof of his mouth. 
The cry attracted the old man, and he lifted 

his mild blue eyes at last and threw a pleasant 

glance of inquiry at Dare, laughing quietly the 

while. 
' Who are you, my friend ?' he asked. ' I do 

not seem to remember your face, and your 

name is unknown to me. What can I do for 
you?' 

He did not wait for a reply, but turned to the 

ghastly figure seated by his side. 
'Folly, Folly love, what ·are all these people 

doing here? Tell them to go away. Tell 

them I desire to be alone-with you, dearest. 

Heigh ho! How dull it is up here by night at 
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Greymere. I think I '11 order the carriage and 
go down to Douglas and finish that game of 
chess with the General. I shall beat him 
easily, darling, for I have every move thought 
out.' 

The old man arose, went aimlessly into the 
inner chamber, and left Dare alone with the 
de~. 

Dare stood for some minutes in statuesque 
horror, gazing on the fixed eyes and immovable 
face of Felicity Bowgrave. Then he strode 
across the stained floor and glanced into the 
inner chamber. The Profess.or had thrown 
himself upon a couch and was seemingly sound 
asleep. He drew away, went over to where the 
dead wo1nan sat, and, impelled by the loyalty 
of his dishonour, put his arms without a 
shudder around the cold neck and kissed the 
unresponsive cheek. 

'Farewell, Folly-farewell!' he whispered 
into the deaf ear. 'What is the meaning of 
all this awful tragedy ? Ah, yes! It is the 
thirteenth! Comet Chaos again! Can it be 
possible ? Surely not ! Surely this frail old 
monomaniac-now entirely bereft of his wits­
is not the irresponsible author of all this blood 
and ruin?' 

He turned to Folly a second time, kissed her 
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once more-this time fully, fondly, upon the lips 
-and fled with averted face into the corridor. 

He halted and remembered something. 
There was still a purpose left in life. And the 
means were his. Gold, gold, gold I It was 
his in fullest measure still, in spite of all. 

He unlocked the door of the treasure room . 
switched on the light, emptied a bag of gold 
from the opened case, and, with his back to · the 
door, began mechanically to count it out upon 
the table formed by the embrasure of the port­
hole. The exercise restored the action of his 
half-paralysed brain, and his thoughts began to 
flow again in a reasoned current. 

Why should he stay an unnecessary minute 
in this ship of horrors unspeakable, unthinkable ? 
He would summon his three humble confederates 
instantly, have the treasure carried on deck at 
once, and start forthwith in the launch. And 
the A talanta, with all her cargo of dread ? 
What of her? She should be blotted out of 
existence. She should be as a page torn out 
of the book of life and cast into the fire to be 
utterly consumed. Not a record of her should 
remain ! She should become, within an hour, 
a figment of the past-a mere evil memory, to 
be forgotten in the abounding mercy of the 
unknown, untold future ! 

/ 
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The method by which he would rid himself 
of his surroundings, and avert all possible con­
sequences in the time to come, was of the 
easiest and sin1plest description. In fancy, he 
entered the dynamite store, affixed several 
detonators to the pile, set their mechanism in 
motion for the half-hour, and the thing was 

• ,-r; done! He would see· it to the end himself, too. 
It should all take place before his own eyes. 
Room should not be left for even a shred of 
doubt. 

He turned about to put his great idea into 
instant action. The little low door stood half­
open, and over its iron top there peered a face 
in the gloom. He fell back in awe. He fancied 
it was the pale moonlit face that had looked up 
to him in mute despair from the edge of the 
deserted quarry-the face that still haunted his 
dreams nightly and sat by his bedside in dark 
hours when the solace of sleep was denied him 
-the face that at times appeared before him 
and beckoned him to follow even in the broad 
light of noontide ! 

Then, to his utter consternation, he saw that 
the apparition was no harmless ghost, but stark, 
stern reality. It was the face, cruel and deter­
mined, of Gilbert Dela val, who, dropping the 
fil e he carried, came with giant strides across 
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the room to take him by the throat. Dare 

wheeled about to fly, but there was no way of 

escape. He clutched at the outspread gold on 

the table, caught up two handfuls, and faced his 

remorseless enemy again. 
Gilbert took him as a terrier might take a 

rat, shook him savagely from side to side 

thrice, and then flung him contemptuously 

across the room. Dare's head crashed against 

the iron bulkhead like a stone, and he collapsed 

in a huddle on the floor, his eyes wide open 

and his lower jaw dropped upon his breast in 

what seemed an imbecilic grin. It was a grin 

that would last. He still gripped his little 

handfuls of gold. They would go with him 

unseen down into the deep and spacious grave 

that awaited him. 
The victor in the brief strife stayed not to 

cast a second glance at the fallen man, but went 

out as quickly as he had entered, to begin the 

task thrust on his shoulders by destiny of 

subduing what foes remained, releasing the 

prisoners, and generally evolving order out of 

chaos. 
* * * • * 

We are in England again. It is an idyllic 

April morning, made up of alternating smiles 

and tears innumerable. Gilbert Delaval and his 
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fair proud young wife, Dorothy, stand in that 
particular garden of Eden, a mile or two north 
of Tynemouth, which the man had pictured to 
the woman in such roseate tints during those 
happy, never-to-be-forgotten days of glorious 
summer in delightful Douglas. And, when 
she had put aside the black horror of the past 
to enter the sunlit future, the blissful reality far 
exceeded even her fondest, tenderest fancies. 

The bright and handsome couple were on 
the terrace of the little palace set in the centre 
of their Eden-an Eden standing away from 
the quiet highway across the open country and 
shut con1pletely out from the world by a tall 
impregnable hedge of hawthorn-gazing up 
the trim drive. 

A hansom had drawn up at the gates, and a 
burly red-faced man came out. It was Lashley, 
the Tyneside shipbuilder, brimming over with 
important intelligence from his office on the 
Quayside at Newcastle. 

'Good news, Gilbert, my lad,' he cried 
merrily. 'You can wipe your hands of the 
business now and give me the order for that 
yacht of yours that we have talked so much 
about. I've found a customer for the Atalanta 
-the J ap Government. What's more, I've 
been commissioned to transform her into a 

I l 

ffil 

po 

h 
sn 

w 
adc 

me 

pui 

COt 

Otn 

it~ 

He 

it's 

gre; 



e 

'UNTIL THAT JUDGMENT DAY' 333 

fighting ship. And you can bet your boots 

she'll be heard of some day soon, out Port 

Arthur way, performing wonders up against 

the Muscovites under a new and unpronounce­

able name. Here's the draft for the purchase 
• ' money. 

Delaval took the slip extended to him-a 

piece of paper worth just one hundred and fifty 

thousand pounds. ' I'll put i! into the bank 

along with the Professor's millions.' 

'Which will all go into Mistress Delaval's 

pocket some day,' added Lashley. 

' Indeed,' retorted Dorothy, tossing her sun­

kissed head. ' You may know something about 

ships, but you know nothing about ladies' dress. 

Why, ladies have no pockets whatever now­

adays. The tailors give them all to you selfish 

men. I shall have to let Gilbert carry my 

purse. He's certainly well provided for, for l 
counted fifteen pockets in a suit of his the 

other morning. Awfully unfair division, isn't 
• ?' It. 

' Extremely shocking,' responded Lashley. 

' By the way, I forgot. How's the Professor? 

He isn't out this morning?' 
'No,' said Gilbert. 'He's as usual, but 

it's a trifle too damp for him to-day. It's a 

great mercy that he is as he is. He never 
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mentions the past-it's an utter blank to him­
and his outlook is that of a good-natured child. 
He was happy and profoundly busy yesterday 
in his pathetic, innocent way, helping Dolly 
and me in our gardening. But he soon grows 
tired. The doctor was here this morning. 
The day of his patient, he fears, is not long. 
He may live a year or two, or he may leave us 
at any moment. We shall part from him with 
genuine regret.' 

'He's, a dear old man,' commented Lashley. 
'And there's one consolation. Let his end 
come when it may, it will be peace-peace 
where otherwise there might have been un­
ceasing torture to the last.' 

'I'd better give you a cheque for your com­
mission,' suggested Gilbert. ' It will be a tidy 
sum even at five per cent.' 

' Right you are. I never refuse money. 
It'll come in handy, my boy. I'm going to 
treat myself to a long holiday in the Island. 
I'm taking the wife, the family, and a great 
crowd of poor relations. Perhaps you'll be 
going, too?' 

' I think we shall,' came the answer. ' But 
it's dry talking here, and I'm a most inhos­
pitable host. If Dolly will just excuse us for 
five minutes, we'll go into my den, and I'll 
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explain to you the working of a new seltzogene 
that I bought in Grey Street the other day 
when I was up in town-in the canny Metropolis 
of the North, you know, not London.' 

Dolly bowed consent, shook her head satiri­
cally, and the three folk went inside and left 
the garden to the mating blackbirds and 
thrushes. 
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ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE OF BOOKS 
IN 

GENERAL LITERATURE AND FICTION, I 
PUBLISHl!D BY I ; 

CHATTO & WINDUS 
I I I ST. MARTIN'S LANE, CHARING CROSS 

Telegrams 
Bookstore, London LONDON, W.C. Ttlephom No, 

3524 Central 

ADAMS (W. DAVENPORT).- ALMAZ (E. F.).-Copper under 
A Dlctlonary of the ;Drama: A the Gold, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 1-------------------
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom AMERICAN FARMER, LET-
and America, from the Earliest Times to TEns pooM AN. By J. H. St. JOHN 
the Present. Vol. I. (A to G). Demy Svo, " "' 
cloth. Ios. 6d. net.-Vol. II., completing CRtVKCOEUR. With Pref~toryNote hy\V 
the \:Vork Is in preparation. P'. TRF.NT, and Introduction by LUDWIG 

' LEWISOH~. Deroy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
ALDEN (W. L.). - Drewitt's ------------

Dream. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. APPLETON (0. W.), Novels by. 
ALLEN (GRANT) Books by RashConclusions~ cr.8vo,ci.,3s.6d. 

' • 'l'he Lady in Sables~ Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s 
Crown Svo cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 6vo, -----------------

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

,I 

Babylon. With 12 Illustrations. 
Strange Stories. . 
The Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
Phillstla. I In all Shades. 

ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 
'l'he Wonderful Adventures of , 

Phra the Phcenlcian,- Crown Svo 
cloth, with 12 lllusts, by H. M. PAGET 
3s. 6d.: post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

'l'he Devil's Die. I Tents of Shem. 
This Mortal Coil. 
Duma.resq's Daughter. 
Under Sealed Orders. 
'l'he Duchess of Powysland, 
Blood Royal. I The Great Taboo. 
Ivan Greet's Masterpiece. 
'l'he Scallywag. With 24 Illustrations. 
.At Market Value. 
'l'he Tents of Shem. POPULAR 

EDITlOlll, medium 8vo, 6d. 
Babylon. CHEAP EDITION, post Svo, 

cloth, Is. net. 

ANDERSON (MARY).-Othello's 
Occupation. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

ANTROBUS (C. L.), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Quality Corner. I Wlldersmoor 
The Wine of Flnvarra. 
The Stone Ezel. Crown Svo. clot h. 6s. 

ALEXANDER.(Mrs.), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

picture boards. 2.s. ·each. 
Valerie's Fate. I Mona's Choice, 
A Life Intel'est. Woman's Wit, 

Blind Fate. 
-.> Crown Sn,, doth, 3s. 6d , each, 

The Cost of her P.ride, 
A Golden Autumn, 
Barbara, Lady's Maid &: Peeress. 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor. 
A l\llsalng Hei'o, 
A l<'ight with Fata. 
'lhe Step -mother, 

'l'he Constable of St. Nlchola11. 
\Vith a Frontispiece . . Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

ART and LETTERS LIBRARY 
(The). Large crown 8vo. Each volume 
with 8 Coloured Plates, and 24 in Half­
tone. Bound in cloth, 7s. 6d. net per vol 
EDITIOK DE LUXE, small 4to, printed on 
pure rag paper, mostly with 5 additional 
Plate~, parchment, 15s, net per vol, 

Stories of the Italian Artists 
from Ya.sari, Collected and arranged 
by E. L. SKKU~Y, 

Artists of the Italian Renais 
sance: their Stories as set forth by 
Vasari,Ridolfi,Lanzi,and the Chroniclers 
Collected and arranged by E. L. S1-:KLEY 

Stories of the Flemish and Dutch 
Artists, from the Time of the Van 
Eycks to the End of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records. Collected and arranged by 
VICTOR R KYNOLDS. 

Stories of the English Artists 
from Van Dyck to Turner (1 6oo-1851), 
Collected and arranged by RANDALL 
DAVIES and CECIL HUNT. 

Stories or the French Artists, 
from Clouet to D r lacroi x, Collected and 
arranged by P. M, TURNEil a nd C. H 
COLLINS BARER. 

Stories of tbe Spa.nlsh Artists 
until GOYA, By Sir WILLIAM ~TIRUKG 
MAXWELL. Selected and arranied by 
LUIS CARRENO. With Introd uction by 
Enw ARD H UTTON, 
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ART & LETTERS LIBRARY-contd. AUTHORS for the POCKET. 
Stories of the German Artists. • Mostly compiled by A.H. HYAIT. 16mo, 

Collected and arranged by Prof, Dr. cloth. 2s. net each ; leather, 3s. net each, 
HANS W. SINGER. [Preparing. The Pocket R. L. s. 

The Little Flowers of S.Francts of The Pocket Thackeray. 
Assisi; Translated by Prof. -T; W. The Pocket Charles Dickens. 
ARNOLD, With 8 Illustrations in Colour The Pocket Richard Jefferies; 
and 24 in Half-tone. The Pocket George MacDonald. 

Of the 1-!D,itation of Christ, by The Pocket Emerson. 
THOMAS A KEMPIS, as translated out of Thq. Pocket Thomas Hardy. 
the Latin by RICHARD WHYTFORD (A,D. The Pocket George Eliot. 
1556); re-edited into modern English The Pocket Charles Kingsley. 
with an Historical Introduction by The Pocket Ruskin. 
WILFRID RAYNAL, O.S.B. With BRepro- The Pocket Lord Beaconsfield. 
ductions in four Colours, and decorations The Flower of the Mind. 
in line, after ·water-colours by ,v. :;c:B:-A:-:=C:--;:T=-cE=-::R:::-::-IA-,--,-=y--=--e-a-s-.,.-t---,;F;:;;-u-n-g-ci.-,-a-n-.d 
RUSSELL FLIN'T, The EDITION DE LUX!•: 
has four additional Plates in Colour and Allied .Species, A Synopsis of. By 
may also be had bound iu pigskin witb ,v. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. 

1 Sn ., • net Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Ca , S, -.,s. . ------'----'-"---------

Tho confessions of Sa.int Augus- BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 
tine. Translated by Dr, E. B. PUSEY. selected from PERCY'S 'Reliques.' Edited 
Edited by TElfPLE SCOTT. With an In- with an Introduction by F, SIDGWICJC. 
troduction by Mrs. l\IEYNELL, and 12 , ,vw1 10 Plates in Colour after _BYAM 
Plates by MAXWELL ARMFIELD in four SHAW, R.I. Large £cap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net. 
Colours, The EDITION DE LUXE has the Leg'endary Ballads, selected from 
plates mounted, and may also · be had PERCY'S • Rcliques.' Edited with an 
bound in pigskin with clasps, 25s. net. Introduction by F. SIDGWICK. With 10 

Large crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net each; Plates in Colour after BYAM SHAW, R.I. 
parchment, ros. 6d. net each. Large fcap. 4to. cloth, 6s, net. 

Women of Florence. By Prof. Isr- BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.).­
DORo .DEL LUNGO. Translated by MARY English Surnames: Their Sources 
G. STEEGMANN, With Introduction by and Significations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Dr. GUIDO BIAGI1 2Coloured Plates and BARGAIN BOOK (The). By C. E. 
24 in Half-tone. . 

Tha Master of Game: The Oldest TERNI~G~AM, With a Photogravurc 
Englbh Book on Huntin /1 , By EDWARD, Frontisp1ece, Demy 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d. 
Second DuL:e of York, Edited by W. A. net. [Shortly. 
and F. BAILLIE-GROHMAN. Introduction BARING-GOULD (S.), Novels by. 
byTHEODOREROOSEVELT, Photogravure Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
Frontispiece and23 full-page Illustrations, • illustrated boards, 2s. each ; POPULAR 

A DTEMU5 WARD'S Works EDITIONS,medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
~, . • . • Red Spider. I Eve. 

Crown 8".o, cloth, with Portrait, 3s, 6d.; BARKER (ELSA) -Th S f 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. . • e .. on O 

ARTIST (The Mind of the): Mary Bethel. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.s. 

Thou"hts and Sayings of Artists on their BARR (AMELIA E.).-Love WIii 
Art. 

0
Collected and arranged by Mrs. Venture In. Cr. 8\·o. cloth. 3s. 6d. 

LAURENCE BINYON. With s full-page BARR (ROBERT) Stories by. 
Plates, Small crown Svo, cloth,3s.6d.net. Crown Svo, cloth . 3s.'6d. each. 

ASHTON (JOHN).-Social Life In a Steamer Chair •. With 2 I~lusts. 
• h n i f Q A w·u From Whose Bourne, &c. W ith 47 
1,1! t ~ .-...e gn ° . ueen nne. ~ 1 1 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others. 
~-' f111; stra t1 uns. C1 own 8vo, cloth, .,s. 6d. Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 

AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of, LANc~;LoT SPEED and others. 
in Ten Volumes, each containing Ten A Woman Intervenes: 
lllustrations in Colour by A. WALLIS A Prince of Good Fello!J<.LS, With 
MILLS. With Notes by R. BRIMLEY 15 Illustrations by E. J. SULLIVA~. 
JOHNSON. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net per The Unchanging Ea.st. 
vol, The Novels are as follows: I, and The Speculations of John Steele. 
II. PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; III. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; POPULAR 
and IV., SENSE AND SENSIBILITY; EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 

~ufs~gi1:A~a~~n~Bi~i:, vhri~f; BARRE~ (FRANK), Novels by. 
IX. and X .. "MANSFIELD PARK. Post 8vo, 11lust. brls .. 2s. ea,;cl., 2s, 6d. ea. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
A YSCOUGH (JOHN), Novels by. Little Lady Linton. 

Crown Svo, d oth, 6s, eacq, John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
Outsid ers-and In, Jl Recoiling Vengeance. 
Mezzoglorno, ttonest Davie, I Lieut. Barnaba.,. 
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liARRETT (FRAN Kl-continued; BESANT and RICE-continued. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3-'• 6d. each ; post 8vo 
illust. bds, 2.T. each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d each Cr. !ivo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illust. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Found Guilty, 
For Love and Honour, 
Between Life and Death. 
Fettered for Life, 
A Missing Witness, With 8 Illusts, 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
11 Prodfga.l'.s Progress. 
Folly Morrison, 

With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet 
The Seamy Side, 
The Case of l',fr. Lucraft, 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay, 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Under a Strange Mask, With 19 

Illustrations by E. F . BREWTNALL. 
BESANT (Sir WALTER) 

Noveb by, Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d 
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s 

each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Was She Justified? 
Lady Judas. 
The Error of Her Ways. 
Perfl.dioua Lydia. With Frontispiece 

by DUDLEY Tli:NNANT. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6.r. 
Fettered for Life. POPULAR EDITION, 

medium Svo, 6d. 
The Obliging Husband, With Col­

oured Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl., 3.r. 6d. ; 
CHEAP EDITION, picture cover. JS, net. 

BARRINGTON (MIC Ii A EL), 
Novels by, 

The Knight of the Golden Sword. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s . 

The Lady of Tripoll. With Illus­
trations. Crown Evo, buckram gilt, 5s. 

BAS KE RVI LLE (JOHN): A 
Memoir. By RALPH STRAUS and R. K. 
DENT. ,:vith 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram, 2u, net. • 

BA TH (The) in Disea~es of the 
.Skin~ By J. L. MILTON. Po~t Svo, IS. ; 
cloch, rs. 6d . 

BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. • 
P. O'CONNOR, l\l.P. Crown 8vo,cloth, 5s. 

BENNETT <ARNOLD), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Leono:ra1 I A Great Man, 
Teresa. of Watling Street. With S 

Illustrations by FRANIC GILLETT, 
Tales of the Five Towne. I Hugo, 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
Anna of the Flye Towns. 
The Oates of Wrath. 
The Ghost. I The City of Pleasure. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel, 
Sacred and Profane Love. CHEAP 

EDITION, crown Svo, Is. net. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. eaclt, 
The Grand Babylon Hotel, 
The City of Pleasure. 

BENNETT (W. C.).-Songs for 
Sailor&. P ost 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, , 
illust. bds. 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s, 6d, each. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
The Golden Butterfly, 
lily Little Girl, ... ··-

.All Sorts and Conditions of Mon 
With 12 Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD. 

The Captain's Room, &c. 
All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus 

trations by HARRY FURNISS. 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 
Children of Gibeon. 
The World WentYeryWellThen 

With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 
Herr Paulus. 
The Bell of St, Paul's, 
For Faith and Freedom, With 

Illusts. b)' A. F0RESTIER and F. WADDY. 
To Call Her Mine, &c, With 9 lllus, 

trations by A. FORESTIER. 
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Armorel gf Lyonesse. With 12 Illus­

trations by F. BARNARD. 
st.• Katherine's by the Tower. 

With 12 Illustrations by C. GREEN. 
Verbena Oamellla Stepha.notls, 
The Ivory Gate . 
The Rebel Queen. 
'Beyond the Dreams of A Ya.rice. 

With I2 Illustrations by '\V. H. HYDE. 
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontis, 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge, 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s, 6d. each. 
A Fountain Sealed, 
~he Changeling. 
The Fourth Generation. 
The Orange Girl, With 8 Illustrations 

by F. PEGRAM. 
The Alabaster Box. 
~he Lady of Lynn, With u Illustra­
. tions by G. DEMAlN-HAllIM0ND. 

No Other Way, With 12 Illustrations-
by C. D._,_V_A_R_D_. ------, 

Crown Svo, picture cloth, fl at back, 2s. each. 
St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
The Rebel Queen. 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS, pott. 

8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, . 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

London, I Westminster. 
Jerusalem, (In collaboratiGn with Prof,. 

E , H. PALMER.) 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Ge.spa.rd de Coligny, 
All Sorti, and Condition■ of Men,, 



4 CHATTO & \VINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 
BESANT (Sir Walter)-continued. 

POPULAR EDITIONS. medium Svo, 6d. each 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men 
The Golden Butterfiy, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
The Orange Girl. 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA-continu,d 
26-28. Alfred de Musset: Comedies e 

Pro\'erbes : La Nuit venitieone 
Andre de! Sarto ; Les Caprices de 
llfarianne: 1''antasio; On ne badine 
pas avec !'amour. 

19. Corneille: Horace, 
30-:µ. Dante: Divina Commedla III. 

For Faith and Freedom. 
Chlldren of Oibeon. 
DorothyForster. f No Other Way, 
.Armorel of Lyonesse. 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost: Manon Lescaut. 
35-36, CEuvrea de Maitre Pran9oi■ 

Villon . 
37-39. Ouillem de Castro: Las Moce 

dades de! Cid, I., II. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 
London. \Vith 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S 

\VALKEH, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F, S. 

\VALKER, and u8 Illustrations. 
East London. With Etching by F. S 

WALKER, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
MAY, L. RAVEN HILL, and J. PENNELL. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years .Ago. With 144 Illusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. 50 Illus. by CHRIS HAMJl[OND, &c 
St. Katherine's by the Tower. 

CHEAP EDITION. picture cover, IS. net. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 

\Vith Portrait, Crown 8vo, buckram, fo. 
Art of Fiction. Fcap. Svo. cloth, IS. net 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA: A 
series of the Classics of the Romance 
Languages ; the Original Text, with. 
where necessary, Notes in the Tex.t lan­
guage. Small 8vo, single parts, 8d. net 
per vol. ; cloth, single parts, Is. net per 
vol, Where two or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper re 
mains 8d. per unit, i.e., two cost IS. 4d. ; 
three cost 2s. ; four cost 2s. 8d. In cloth 
the additional cost Is 4d. for the first, and 
1d. for each succeeding unit : i.e., Olll: 
unit costs IS. ; two cost Is, 9d. ; thrt.e 
2s. 6d.; four Js. 3d. 

1. Mollere: Le Misanthrope. 
a. Mollere: Les Femmes savantes. 
3. Corneille: Le Cid. 
4. Descartes: Discours de la me­

thode. 
5-6. Dante : Di\'ina Commedi:t I. : 

Inferno. 
7, Boccaccio: Decameron : Prim::i 

giornata. 
8. Calderon : La vida cs sueno. 
9. Restlf de la Bretonne: L':m 

2000. 
10. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto I., I I 
II. Racine: Athalie. 

12-15. Petrarca : Rerum vulgarium 
fragmenta. 

16-17. Dante: Divina Commedia II.: 
Purgatorio. 

18-20. Tlllier: Mon oncle Benjamin. 
21- 2:z. Boccaccio: Decameron : Seconda 

.. l!iorn ata. 
23-24 . .Beaumarchais: Le B:irbier de 

Seville. 
25. Oamoea: Os Lu1!adas: Canto III., 

lV. 

40. Dante: La Vita Nuova .• 
41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem 

plares. 
45, Camoes: Os Lusiada1: Canto V., 

VI., VII. 
46. Moliere: L'Avare. 
47. Petrarca: I Trlonfi. 

48-49, Boccaccio : Dccameron : Terza 
giorn;ita. 

50. Corneille: Cinna. 
51-52 Cam~ea: Os Lusiadas: Canto VIII. 

IX., X. 
53-54 La Chanson de Roland. 
55-58 Alfred de Musset: Premieres 

Poesies. 
59. Boccaccio : Dccameron : Quarta 

i:(iornata. 
6o-6r, Maistre • Pierre Patheltn 

Farce du XV• siecle. 
62-63. Giacomo Leopardi: Canti, 
64-65. Chateaubriand: Atala. 

66, Boccaccio : Decameron, Quinta 
giornata. 

67-70. Blaise Pa.seal: I.es Provinciales. 

BIERCE (AMBROSE).-In the 
Midst of Life. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
p. 8vo, bds., 2s. ; er. Svo. pie. cov. Is. net. 

BIND LOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

The Concession-hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry's Daughter. 
A Sower or Wheat. 
.Ainslie's Ju.ju, Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. 6<l. : picture cloth, Aat back, 2.r. 

BLAKE WILLIAl\'1): A Critical 
Study by A. C. SWINBURNE. With a 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, .6.<. net. 

BOCCACCIO.-The Decameron. 
With a Portrait. Pott 8vo, cloth, !:ilt 
top. 2s. net : leather, J?ilt edges, 3.r. net. 

BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

· Shillelagh and Shamrock. 
Patsey the Omadaun. 

BORENIUS (TANCRED).-The 
Painters of Vlcenza, With 15 full­
page Plates. Demy 8vo .. cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 

BOSSES AND CORBELS OF 
EXETER. CATHEDIUL. By E. K. 
Pl<IDEAUX and G. R. HOLT SHAFTO. 
With numerous Illustrations, DemJ 
Svu, cloth, 7, 6'. net, 
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BOURGET (PAUL).-A Living BUCHANAN (ROBERT)-continued. 

Lie. Translated by JOHN DR VILLIERS, Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8\'o, 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; CHEAP illustrated boards, 2r. each. 

EDITION, picture cover, u. net. The Shadow of the Sword. 

BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post A Child of Na.ture. 
God and the Man. With u lllustra-

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. tions by 1''. BARNARD. • 
Chronicles of Ro-Man's Land. Lady Kilpatrick. 
Camp Notes. I Savage Life. The Martyrdom of Madellne. 

BRAND (JOHN).-Observations Love Me for .Bver. 
on Popular Antlqultlea. With the Annan Water. I Foxglove Manor. 
Additions ot Sir HENRY ELLIS. Crown The New Abelard. I Rachel Dene. 
Bvo. cloth, 3s. 6d. Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 

BRAYSHA W (J. DODSWORTH). 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Hel• of Linne. 

-Slum Silhouettes: Stori~ of London Woman and the Man. 
Life. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- Red and White Heather. 
arle5. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. Andromeda. 

TheReader'sHandbookorFamous POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, The Shadow of the Sword. 
References, Proverbs, Plots, God and the Man. 
Stories, and Poems. Foxglove Manor. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, The Shadow of the Sword. LARGE 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8\'o, 

BREW.STER (Sir DAVID)~ cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. 

Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Charlatan. By RoBERTBucnANAN More Worlds than One: Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. and HENRY MURRAY. Crown Svo, cloth, 

The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO, with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 
TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER. 3s. 6d. : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.s. 

Letter■ on Natural Maitio. With BURGESS (GE LETT) and WILL 
numerous Illustrations. 

BRIDGE CATECHISM. Bv R. 
IRWIN.-The Picnroon.s : A San 
Francisco Night's Entertainment. 

H. BRYDGES. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

y, 

BRIDGE (J. S. C.).-From Island BURTON (ROBERT). - The 
to Empire: A History of the Expansion of Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
England by Force of Arms, \Vith Intro- Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy Svo, 
d uction by Adm.SirCYPRIAN BRIDG E,Maps cloth. ']s. 6d. 
and Plans. Large crown 8vo,cloth,6s.net. 

CAINE (HALL), Novels by. BRIGHT (FLORENCE).-A Girl 
Capitalist. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS. 
illustrated boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. each. 

y. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net each ; LARGE The Shadow of a Crime. 
PAPER EDITION, parchment, 12s. 6d. net A Son of Har;!a.r.1 The Deemster. 
each.-Also an Edition in the ST.MARTIN'S Also LIBRARY ED1TIONS of the three novels, 
LIBRARY, post Svo, cloth, 2s. net each : crown 8\'0, cloth. 6s. each: CHi·AP POPU, 
leather, 3r. ntt each. LAR EDITIONS, medium Svo,por rait cover, 

Pl~a Passes; and Men and 6d. each ; and the FINE PAPER EDITION 
omen. With 10 Plates in Colour of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 

after E. FORTESCUE BRICKD~ LE. j!"ilt ton. 2s. net ; le;ither. gilt ed~es. ~! . net. 

Dra.ma.tls Porsonm; and Dramatic CAMERON (V LOVE1"f) 'fl 
Romances and Lrrics. \V1th 10 • • - • 1e 
Plates in Colour after •. F. BRICKDALE Cruise of the 'Black Prince' 

BRYDEN (H A ) A E ·1 d. · Privateer. Cr. 8\'o, cloth, with 2 ]llus-
. . • • •~- n XI e trations by P. MACNAB, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, 

Scot. \V1th Frontispiece by J. S. picture boards, 2s. 
CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

• ';AMPBELL (A. GODRIC). -
BRYDGES (HARO_LD). - Uncle Fleur- de- camp: a Daughter of 

Sam_ nt Honte. \V1th 91 lll~sts, Post France. Crown 8vo,. cloth. 6s. 
Bvo, 1Uust. boards . u.: cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

CAMPING IN THE FOREST. 
BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems With Illustrations in Colour and Line by 

and Novel5 by. MARGARET CLAYTON, Fcap. 4to, cloth, 
The Complete Poetical Works of 3s. 6d. net. •'· 

Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown • 
8vo, buckram. with Portrait Frontispiece CARLYLE (THOJ\\AS).-On the 
to C4Cb 'lolume, 12,, Choice of Books. P ost 8vo, cloth, I s. 6d. 
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CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

Alhm 1n Wondei.•land. With 12 by. Post Svo, cloth, 3-f, 6d. each; illus, 
Coloured and many Line Illnstration8 by trated boards, 2.r. each. 
){rLLICENT SOWERBY, Large crown Svo, Paul Ferron. 
cloth l!ilt, 3s. 6d. net. Why Paul FerrollKllledhls Wife. 

Foadint the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. DRAPER. Post &vo, boards, COB BAN (J. MACLAREN), 
rs. net : leather, z.r. net. Novels by. 

CARRUTH (tlAYDEN).-TbeAd· . The Cure or Souls. Post svo, Illus-
. , . trated boards, 2s. 

':'.entures of Jones. With 17 lllusts. The Red Sultan. Crown svo, cloth. 
r eap. 8vo. picture cover, Is. : cloth, u . 6d. 3s. 6d. ; post l:lvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

CliAPMAN'S (GEORGE) Works. The Burden or Isabel. Crown 8vo, 
Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Doubtful Ones. - Vol. II., Poems and _C_O_L_B_R_O_N __ (_G_R_A_C_E __ I_) ___ -J-
'Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. .. • • - oe 
SWINIJURNE.-Vol. III,. Translations of Muller, Detective. Crown 8vo,clotl1, 
the Iliad and Ody!sey. Three Vols., 6s. [Shortly._ 

HA
crTo,Fvn18EvoL, DclotTh,A3sy. 6dL.OcaRch.(H C) COLLINS (J. CH URTON, M.A.), 

C ~ - • • - -Jonathan Swift. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Pame' s Pathway. Cr. 8Yo., cloth, 6.f, 

-------.----- COLL!NS (MORTIMER and 
CHAUCER for Chtldren: A Oo_l• FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.8vo, cl., 

den Key. By Mrs. H. R. HA WEIS. With 3s. 6d. each : post Svo, illustd. bds., 2s. t:ach, 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. From ?tlidnight to Midnight, 
Crown 4to. cloth 3s. 6d. You Pla.y nu, Fe.lse. 

Chaucer for Schoola. With the Story Blacksmith a.nd Scholar. 
o t his Times and his Work. By Mrs. Th.e Village Comedy, 
H. R. HAWEIS, Demy 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. Frn.nces. 

The Prologue to the Canterbury Post 8vo,..,.il"""lu-s7tr_a.,..te-:d:-:b-o-a-rds, 21. each. 
Tales. Printed in black-letter upon Transmtgra.tion. 
hand-made paper. With Illustrations by A Fight with Fot•tune. 
AllBRosp; DUDLEY, Fcap, 4to, decorated Sweet .Anne Page, 
cloth, red top, 2s, 6d. net. Sweet and Twenty. 

CHESNEY . (WEATHERBY), COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 
Novel.s by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Cr SYo cl 3s. 6d. each . post8vo picture 
each • , ·• . • ' Th 0 • ble man ' boards, zs. each: cl. limp, zs. 6d. each. 

'l'h: n~ma:-nce ~fa nueen Antonina. I Basil. I Hidea.nd Seek 
,-,: • The Woman in White. 

Tho Claimant, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, _ The Moonstone. I Ma.n o.nd Wife: 

CHESS, The Laws and Practice 
of; with an Analysis of the Openings. 
By HOWARD STAUNTON, Edited by 
R. B. W0RlltALD. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s, 

The :Minor Tactics of Chess: A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
Dy F. K YOUNG and E. c. HOWELL. 
Lon,[! fcap. Svo. cloth, u. 6d. 

The Ha.stings Chess 1.'ournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annota­
tions by PILLSBURY, LASl<ER, TARRASCH, 
STEINITZ, SCHIH'ERS, TElCHllfANN, BAR­
DELEBEN, IlLACKBURNE, GUNSBil:RG, 
TINSLEY, MASON, and ALBIN ; Biographi­
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by 
H.F. CHESHlRE, Crown Svo. cloth,5s. 

CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
By the Rise of tho River. Crown 

8vo, cloth'-, ::...3s..,,... _6d_·--,-_,.... 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Th~ Tideway. 
Randal of Randalholme. 

CLO DD (EDWARD). - Myths 
and Dream,. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 

The Dead Beere~. I After Dark, 
The Queen of Hearts. 
No Name j My Miscellanies. 
Armadale. Poor Miss I<'inch. 
Mtso or Mrs. ? I The Black Robe, 
Tho New Magdalen. 
Fro:isen Deep. I A Rogue's Life. 
The Law and tho Lady. 
The Two Destinies, 
Tho Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
Heart and Sclenoe. I' I Say No." 
The Evil Genius, I Little .Novels. 
The Legacy of Caln. I Blind Love. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each. 
Antonina. I Blind Love. 
The Woman in White. 
The Law and tho Lady, 
Moonstone. I The New Magdalen. 
Tho Dead Secret. I No Name. 
Man and Wife. Armada.le. 
The .Haunted Hotel. 
The Woman In White. LARGE TYPn:, 

FINE PAPb:R EDITlO:-.. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : Ie;1ther, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The Frozen Deep. LARGE TYPE EDlT, 
1'' c:ip. Svo, cloth, u. net. 
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COLOUR.-BOOKS: Topographi- COLQUHOUN (M. J.).-Every 

cal. Large fcap.4to, cloth, 2os.net each. Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
•Switzerland: The Country and ·3s. 6d.; post 8l'o, illustrated boards, 2.s, 

its People. By CLARENCE ROOK. 
With 56IllustrationsinThr~eColoursby COLT-BREAKING,Hlnts on. By 
Mrs. JAMES JARDINE, and 24 m Two Tints. W, M. HUTCllIS0N. Cr. Svc, cl., 3s. 6d. 

•The Face of China. Written and 
• Illus.in ColaurandUne by E. ~- KEliP. COLTON (ARTHUR). - The 
The Colour of . Rome. By. OLA VE Belted Seas. Crown 8vo cloth 3s. 6d 

M. Pornrn. \V1th Introduction by ' ' • 
DOUGLAS SLADEN, and Illustrations in 3 
Colours and Sepia by YOSHIO ?t!ARKINO. COLVILL (HELEN H.). -The 

•The Colour of London. By w. J. Incubus. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 
LOFTIE, F.S.A. Introduction by M. H. 
SPIELMANN, F.S.A.,l;and lllustrations in COMPENSATION ACT (THE) 

• Three Colours by Yosmo MARKI NO. 1906 : Who pays, to whom, -;_~ 
The C<?_loui- ~f Paris. By i~M. LES what, and when it is applicable. 

ACADEMICIE~S GONC?URT, Ed1t~d by By A. CLElIEN'f EDWARDS, M.l'. Crown 
LUCIEN, DESC.\ VES. \V1th Introduction by Svo, Is. _net; cloth, u. 6d. net. 
L. IlENEDITE, Translated by M. D. FROST. ________________ _ 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Essay, by YOSHIO MARKINO. COMPTON (HERBERT),Novebby. 

The Rhine. By H. J. MACKINDER. The lnimlta.blo Mrs. Massing. 
With Illustrations in Three Colours by ha~. Crown 8vo: cloth, 3s. 6d.; PoPU· 

. Mrs. JAMES JARDINE, and Two Maps. LAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 
• Assisi of St. Francis. By Mrs. 

R. GOFF. With lnttoduction by J. K~:RR Crown Sm, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
LAWSON. lllus. in Three Colours by Col. The Wilful Way. 
R. GOFF, and from the Old Masters. ih'h Q;ett~a~ di n~ ?rrr,g_. 

Devon: its Moorlands, Streams, 0 e ea e n 8 0 ui:: ce. 
a.nd Coasts. By Lady ROSALIND 
NORTHCOTE. With Illustrations in Three COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 
Colours by F. J. WIDGERY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Greater Abbeys or England. Oeofl'ory H~milton. 
By Right Rev. ABBOT GASQUET. Wi th The Ma.~qu1s and Pamela. 
6o Illustrations in Three Colours by 
WARwrcK GOBLE. • CORNISH (J. F.).-Sour Grapes. 

••• SPECIAL COPIES 011 flure rag paper •I Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
thue -marked• may be had, 

Yenice. By BERYL DE SiLINCOURT and C O R N W A L L _ p I 
.MAYSTURGE-HE!I.DERSON. \Vith30Il!us- • Op U a r 
tralions in Three Colours by REGINALD Romances ,o_f tt?e West o~ Engln~d: 
BARRA IT, A.R.\V.S. Large foolscap 4to, The Dro,Us, 1 rad1t1ons: and Superstitions 
cloth, Jos. 6d. net. , of O_ld Conn~all. Col,ected by ROBERT 

F.rom the Thames to tho Seine. l!UNT, F.R.S.. W1t!1 two , Plates by 
By CHARLES P EARS. \Vi th 40 lllusts. GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Cr.8~o. cl., 7s.6d. 
in Three Colours and l\Ionochrome, Lge. 
fcap. 4to, cloth, r2s. 6d. net. CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 

Tho Prophet of the Gl'eat Smoky 
Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrfltcd boards, zs. 

Oxford from Within. By HUGH DR 
StLINCOURT. \Vith a Note and 20 lllusts, 
in Colour and Monochrome by YOSHIO 
MARKINO. Deroy Svo, clot h, 7s. 6d. net. 

A Japanese Artist in London. By Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. eac!1. 
Yo~HIO MARKJNO. With s Coloured His Vanished S tar. I TheW1ndfs.lL 

~:;,~h~ ~~~~~-hrome Plates. Crown Svo, CRESSWELL (IiENQY). _ A 
In tho Abruzzl: The Country and the Lady of Misrule. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

People. By ANNF. MACDON ELL, W ith 
12 Illustrations In Three Colours b:-• AMY CRIM (MA TT).-Adventures of 
ATJCTNS0 N. Larla(e crown 8\•o, cl., 6s. net. a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, clorh, 3s. 6d.; 

The Barbarians of Morocco. By post 8vo illustrated boards :zs 
COUNT STERNBERG. With 12 musts. in ' ' • 
Three Colours by DOUGLAS Fox PIIT, 
R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6.r. net. CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.-

The Face ol'.i Manchuria, Korea., Tales of our Coast. By S. R. 
a.nd Russian Turkestan. \Vritten CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD 
and Illustrated by E.G. KEMP. With 2-4 FREDERIC, 'Q.,' and \V. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Plates in Colour a nd Monochrome, \Vith r3 Illustrations by FRANK BRANG-
Large £cap. 4to, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. WYN, Crown Svc, c;lotb, 3s, 6d. 
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CROKER OUrs. B. M.), Novels DANBY (FRANK).-A Coquette 
by, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each: In Crape, Foolscap Svo, picture c<>"Cr, 
post 8_\'o, illustrated boards, 2.s. each ; 6d, ; cloth, Is, net. .;.. 

cloth hmp, 2s. 6d. each, DAUDET (ALPHONSE). -Th 
Pretty Miss Neville. e 
A Bird or Passage. I Mr. Jervis. Evangelist; or, Port Salvation 
Diana Barrington. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.: post Svo, bds., 2s. 

Two Masters. I Interference. DA VENANT (FRANCIS) -Hint.,.-
A Family Likeness. • ~ 
A Third Person. I Proper Pride. for Parents on Choice of Profession 
V illaga Tales & Jungle Tragedies. for their Sons. Crown Svo, IS. 6d. 

The Real Lady Hilda. DAVIDSON (H C ) -Mr Sad 
Married or Single? I , • • • • 
• To Let,' er s Daughters. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. tJd, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each, DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. Works by. Cr. Svo, is. ca.: cl .. u. 6d.ca 
Miss Balma.ine's Pa.st. Ono Thousand Medical Maxim■ 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. and Surgical Hints. 
Terence: With 6 musts. bys. PAGET. Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Cat's.paw. With 12 lllustrations The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

by FRED PEGRAM. (Poods for the Fat). With Chapters 
The Spanlah Necklace. With 8 on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 

lllusts, by F. PEGRAM,-Also a Cheap Ed., Aids to Long Life. Cr. 8vo, 2s,; cl.2s.6d 
without Illusts., picture cover, IS, net. Wine and Health: How to enjoy 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, both. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 

cloth limp, zs. 6d. each. DEAKIN (DORO'fHEA) St i s 
Infatuation. I Some One Else. , or e 
I
, E' d. 8 ,.._, 1 by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
OPULAR DITIONS, me ium vo, ua. eac 1• The Poet and the Pierrot. 

Proper Pride. I The Cat's-JPaW, Tho Princess & the Kitchen-maid 
Diana Barrington. . 
Pretty Miss Neville, DEFOE (DANIEL). - Robinson 
.A Bird of Passage. Crusoe. With 37 lllusts. by GEORG.It 
Beyond the Pa.le. CRUIKSHANK, LARGF. TYPE, FINE PAPER 

J\. Family Likeness. EDITION. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, :is. net 
Mias Balmalne's Past. leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

Married or Single? DEMILLE (JAMES).-AStrange 
The Real Lady Hilda. Manuscript found In a Copper 

CROSS (HELEN R.).-Aunt Cylinder, Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19 
Marla's Dressing-table, A Bookf&r lllustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3s. 6d,; 
Children to Paint in and to Read, wit!: post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2.J, 

Illustrations. Square8vo,boards, IS.net. DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 
CROSS (MARGARET B.), Novels Histor:J'.of. By ARTHURW.CLAYDEN, 

by, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, ?II.A. :V1th Illus.Demy 8vo~cl.,1os.6d. net. 
A Question of Means. D,evon • Its Moorlands, Stream~, 
Opportunity, With Fronti5piece by a_nd Coasts . . By Ladr R?SALI~D 

HILDA B. \VIENER. NORTHCOTE, \V1(h Illustrations Ill Three 
Colours by F, J. \VIDGERY. Large fcap, 

CRUIKSHANK' 5 COMIC AL- 4to. cloth, 20J. net. 
MANACK. Complete in Two SERIES: DEW AR. (0. A. B. ).-The Airy 
the FIRST from 1835 to 1843; the Way. Crown s,·o, cloth! 6.r. net. 
-SECOND, from 1844 to 1853, Two Vols., DEWAR (T R ) _ A R bl 
crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. • • • am e 

Round the Olobe. With 220 lllustra-
C U MMINO (C. F. • GORDON), tions. crown svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. DICKENS (CHARLES) The 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. Speeches or Edited and Annotated 
Jn the Himalayas and on the b R s • . · · 

Indian Plains \Vith 42 Illustrations Y • H. -1-IEPHKRD, With a Portrait. 
• 

1 
Pott 8\·o, cloth, 2s. net : leather, 3s. net. 

Two_ Happy Years n Ceylon. The PocketCharlesDickens•bein" 
\V1th 28 lllustrations. , • 1 A• 1> 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. Frontis. Favourite Passages c 1ose!1 by LFRF.O 
---· _ :,.=~:..:,.:..:~~~"..~"'=",c=---c-- =-- H. HYAIT, 16mo,cloth, gilt top, :zs. net; 

CURIOSITIES IN CLUBS. By leather, ~ilt top, 3s. net. -'-'--"---------
R <1 l p h Nevill. D emy 8vo, cloth, 7s,_6d. DICTIONARIES. 
n et. [Preparmg The Reader's Handbook of 

CUSSANS (JOt-lN E.).-A Hand- Famous Na.mes in Fiction, 
book of Heraldry; including instruc- Allusions, References, Pro-
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering Yerbs,Plots, Stol'ies,and Poents. 
Ancient MSS., &c. 'With 408 Woodcuts By Rev, E. C. BREW BR, LL,.D. Crown 
and 2 Colrd, Plates. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

DI 
A 
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DICTIONARIES-continued. . DOWLINO (RICHARD). Old 

A Dictionary or Miracles, c , M c s 1 6d 
I ·t t· R - d D orcoran s oney, r. vo, c ., 3s. • m1 a n•e, ealistic, an ogmatic. By 
Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crown 8vo. DOYLE (A. CONAN).-The Firm 
cloth, 3s. 6d. , ofOlrdlestone. Crown 8vo.cloth. ~s. 6d. 

Fa.mlltar Allusions. By WILLIAM A. DRAM A TI ST S, TH E . 0 L D. and CHARLES G. WHEELER, Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. net. Edited by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great cloth, with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol. 
Men, With Historical and Explanatory Ben Jonson's Works, With Notes, 
Notes by SAlllUEL A. BENT, A.M. Crown Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. graphical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD, 

TheSlangDtctlonary: Etymological, Three Vols. 
Historical, and Anecdotal Crown 8vo, Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol, 
cloth, 6s. 6d. I. contains the l:'lays complete; Vol, II,. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE; Vol. Ill., 
of-the-\Vay Matters. By ELIEZER Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey 
EDWARDS. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. Marlowe's Works, One Vol, 

DIXON (WILLMOTT), Novels Mfe:~~ns~:~or.lays. From GIFFORD"S 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, -

0
-U-M_ P_Y---

8
-
0
-

0
-K-

5
-------

The Rogue of Rye. (The) for 
King Hal-of Hel"onsea. Children, Roy. 32mo, cloth. u. net ea, 

001:SSUN (AUSTIN), Works by. 1. '1'he Fla.mp, The Amello1•ator, and The School-boy's Appron-Crow n 8vo. buckram, 6s, each. tice. By E. v. L UCAS . 
.ll'our Frenchwomen. With Four 2. H:a.•s. Turner's cau-tlonary 

1-'ortr:iits. Stoi•iea. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 3. The Bad Family. Dy Mrs. 

In Three Serit:s, each 6s. ; also FINE- f E~WICK. 
PAPER EDITIONS, pott Svo, cloth, 2s. net 4, The Story of I;,lttle Black 
each ; leather, 3s, net each. Sambo. Hy HELEN BAXNERMA:-J, 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and Illustrated in colours. 
other Papo1•s, With 2 Illustrations. 5. The Bountiful Lady. By THOlllA!I Slde-wa.lk Studies, With 5 Illusts. CoBn. 

Old Kensington Pa.lace, and other 7. A Flower Book, Illustrated in 
Papers. \Vith 6 I llustration~. colou rs by NELT.IE BENS01':. 

DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 8, The Pinl< Knight. By J. R. MoN-
Storles by. Post Svo, illustrated SELL. Illus trated in colours. 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 9. The Little Clown. By THO!IIAS 

In the Grip of the Law; Co nn. 
Link by Link. i Caught at Last. 10. A Horse Book. By MARY TOURTEL. 
From Information RccoiYed. Illustrated in colours. 
Susp1clon Aroused. 11. Little People: an Alphabet. Uy 
Riddles Read. HENRY MAYERaud T. \V. H. CROSLAND, 
Chronicles orMtchaelDanevitch, Illustrated jn colours, 
Crown 8vo, cl., 31. 6d. each; picture cl.. 12, A Dog Book. By ETHEL BICKNEU,, 

fiat back, 2 s. each; post Bvo, illustrated • With Pictures in colours by CARTON 
MOORE PARK. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.each. 14. The Little Girl Lost, By ELEANOR The Man from Manchester. RAPER. 
The Myste_ry of Jama.lea Terrace. 15, Dollies, By RrcHARD HUNTER. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. Illu~trated in colours by fWTH Conn. 
Deacon Brodie: or, Behind the Mask. 16. 'I'he Bad Mrs, Ginger, By HONOR 
Tyler Tatlock,PrlYate DetectlYe. c. APPLE10N. lllustrattd in colours. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; pict. cl .. flat bk. zs. ea. 17. Peter Piper's Practical Prln• 
The Records of Vincent Trill, clplcs. lllu~trated in colours. 
Tales of T_e_r_r_o_r--'·---- 18. Little White Barbara. By 
Crown !!vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post Svo, Eu:A:-IOR l\lARCH. Illustrated in colours, 

11lustraled boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
2S. 6d. each. Horse. By ALICE M. APPLETON. 

Tracked to Doom. Illus. in colours by HONOR c. APPLETON. 
Tracked and Ta.ken, 21, Three Little Foxes. By llIARY 
A DetcctiYe's Triumphs: TOURTEL. lllustrated in colours. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 22. The Old Man's Bag, By T. w. 
Crown Svo, picture cloth: flat back, zs. each: H. CROSLAND. lllus. bv J. R. MONSELL, t 8 23. 1-'hree Little Goblins. By M, pos vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth G. TAGGART. lllustrated in colours. 

limp, 21• 6d- each. 25. More Dollies. By RICHARD HUN-
Wantedl I The M:1.n.Hunter. TER. Illus. in colours by RUTH CoRB. 
Dark Deeds. Crown l!vo, cloth limp 28, Little Yellow Wang-Io. By M. 

21. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, :u. ' c. BKLL. lilustrated in coloun. 
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DUMPY BOOKS-contimud. EVERYMAN: A Morality. 28. Tlla Sooty Man. By E. B. With Illustrations by AMBROSE DUDLEY. MA CKINNON a nd EDEN COYBEI!:. Illus. Printed on pure rag paper. Fcap. 4to, 30. R oaalina.. Illustrated in colours by decorated cloth, red top, 2s. 6d. net JEAN C. ARCHS:R. 

31. Sammy and the Snarlywlnk. EYES, Our: How to Preserve 
Illustra ted in colours by LENA and NOR- Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown 
MA N AULT. 8vo, cloth, u. 

33. Irene's Chrllltmas Party. By FAIRY TALES FROM RICHARD H UNTER. llius. by RU'l'I-{ COBB. 
3-ll. The Little Soldier Book. By TUSCANY. By ISABELLA M. ANDER• 

JESSIE POPE. Illustrated in colours by TON. Square 16mo, cloth, with Frontis-
I-ltr.SR\' MAYER. • piece, u. net. 

F 

F 

Fl 

35. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis-
C. AUilREY l\JOOHE. c t:Haneous Information, including Cele-33. Tan Little Nigger Eoys. By brated Statues, Palntinj:!s, Palaces, NORA CAS~:. Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 87. Humpty D um pty's Little Son. Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosit!es, &c. By HELEN R CJWSS. By W. A. and C. G. WHEELER. Demy 38. Sim ple Simon. By HELEN R. 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 
CROSS. lllustratcd in colours. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 39. The Little Frenchman. By 
E DEN COYBEE, Illust ra ted in colours by of Great Meo. By S. A. BENT, A.M. 
K. T. FRICERO. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

40. '.l'he Potato Book. By LILY PARADA Y (MICHAEL), Works SCH OFIELD. Illustra ted in colours. by, Post Svo, cloth,.µ. 6d. each, 
DUNCAN(SAR.A JEANNETTE), The Chemical History of a 

Books by, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d . each. Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
A S o cial Departure . With III Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 

IUustrati ons by F. -H. TOWNSEND. CIWORES, F.C.S. With numerous Illusts. 
An A morioan Girl in London. On tllo Various Forces of Nature, 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSKND. and thoir Rell\tions to ea.ch 
~•he Simple Adventures of a otller. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, 

M e.msahib. \Vnh 37 Illustrations. F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, clot h,3r. 6d. each. FARRAR (F. W., D.D.).-Ruskin 
A Daughter of To-Da.y. 
Vernon's Aunt. W ith 47 Illustrations. 

as a ReHgious Teacher. Square 
16mo, cloth, with Frontispiece, u. net. 

D{ JTT (ROM.ESH C.).-England FARRER (J. ANSON).-War: 
and Ind ia: Progress duri 1~g One Th ree Essays, Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6ri . 
Hundn:d Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NoveEs DYSON (EDWAl~D). - In the by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; Roaring Fifties. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s.' post Svo, illus trated boards, 2s. each. 
EDWARDE.5 (Mrs. ANNIE), The New Mistress. 

Novels by. Witness to the Deed. 
A P oint of Honour. Post 8vo, The Tiger Lilli. 

illust rated boards, 2s. The Whito Y rgin. 
Archia Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. nch. 

3s. 6d. : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ll Woma.n Worth Winning. A Plaster.- S a int. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. Cursed by a Fortune. 
ED\VARDS ( E LIEZER).- The Case of ..A.Ilsa. Gray. 

\Voi:-ds, Facts, and Phrases: ADic- Commodore Junk, 
ti<lllary of Curious, Quain t,and Out-of-the- Black Blood. I In Jeopardy. 
\ V:1y Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. DQuble Cunning. 

EG E RTON (Rev. J. C.).- A Fluttered DoYecote. 
King of the Caatle. 

Sl15 5CX Folk and Sussex Ways. The Master of the Ceremonies. 
With Four Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. The Story of Antony Grace. 

EGGLESTON · (EDWARD).- The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's MischiGfi R,oxy. Po~t 8vo, Illust rated boards. 2s. This Ma.n's Wife. 

ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 
Hecollections of Louis Philippe and the Bits of Paste. 
}<;rnµJre. Crown Svo, cloth. 3.r. 6d. Running Amok. 

EPISTOLIE OBSCURORUM Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 

Vlrorum (1515-1517). Latin Text, So Like a. Woman. 
with Transiation, Introd uction, Notes, 
&c., by F. G. STOKES. (Edition li mited A Crimson Crime. Crown Bvo, cloth, 
to soo copies.) Royal 8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 21.; 

p L K -· TI 8 Po u A Eor OS, medium VO, 6d, 
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FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearly 
TWELVE HUNDRED NOVELS, sent free 
by CHATrO & WINDUS upon application 

FIREWORK • MAKINO, The 
Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotcchnist's 
Treasury, By THOMAS KENTISH. With 
267 lllu~trations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FIStJER (ARTtlUR 0.), Novels 
by. Crown 8ve, cloth, 6s. each. 

Withyford. With Coloured Frontis-
piece by G. D, ARMOUR, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. BUXTON, 

Tho Land or Silent Feet. With a 
Frontispiece by G. D. ARMOuR. 

FITZGERALD {PERCY), by. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

Bella Donna. I Polly. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-fiye Brooke Stroet. 
Samuel Foote: a Biography, With a 

Photogravure Frontispiece, Demy Svo, 
cloth, 12s. 6d. net~ 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).-
Po'fular .Astronomy. Translated 
by . ELLARD GORE, F.R.A.S. With Tbre< 
Plates and 288 Illustrations, A Ni,;w 
EDITION, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent D iscoveries. Medium 
Svo, cloth, IOS, 6d. 

FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.-
For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by HERBERT P. HORNE, sec special 
Prospectuses. 

FLOWER BOOK (The). By 
CONSTANCE SMt<:DLEY ARMFIELD and 
MAXWKLL ARMfIXLD, Large reap 4to, 
cl., 7s. 6d. net ; parchmont,gilt, 12s.6d.nd. 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 
-Dumb. Crown Svo cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One by Ona I A Real Queen. 
A Dog and his Shti.dow. 
Ropes of Eand. W ith Illustrations. 

Post Svo, illustrakd boards, 2s. each, 
Romances of the La.w. 
King or Knave? I Olympia, 
J a.ck Doyle's DauJ(hter. Crown 8Yo, 

cloth. 3.f, 6d. 

FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI-
TION Illustrated Review (The), 
1908. P rofusely illustrated. Edi ted by 
F. G. DUMAS, Folio, cloth gilt, IOs. 6d.net. 

F.REDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 
by. P ost 8vo, cloth, :;s, 6d. each; 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Seth's Brother'• Wife. 
':rhe Lawton Girl. 

FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).-John 
Thorndyke'• Cases. Illustrated by H. 
!I[, BROCK, and from Photographs, 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FRENCH VERSE: LA LYRE 
D' AMOUR. With Notes by C. B. 
LEWIS, and a Phot0gravure Frontispiece. 
Small crown 8To, cloth, 5s. net. [Siim·tly . 

FRY'S (HER.BERT) Royal 
Gulde to the London Chnrit!e.s. 
Edited by JOHN LANE. Published 
Annually. Crown !lvo, cloth, IS. 6d . 

OARD EN I NO BOOKS. Post 8vo, 
IS. each ; cloth, IS. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work in Gardon and 
Greenhouse. Hy GEORG~~ GLENNY. 

Household Horticulture. I3y TOM 
and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Pa.id tho Rent. 
By TOM JERROLD. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By TOM 
JERROLD. Post Svo, cloth, Is. net. 

Sir William Temple upon the 
Ga.rdens of Epicurus; wilh other 
Garden Essays. Edited by A. FORBES 
SIEVEKING, F.S.A. \ Vith 6 Illustrations, 
Small Svo, boards, Is, 6d, nrt ; quarter 
vellum, 2s. 6d. net ; three-quarter vellum, ss. net. . 

OAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 
Tho Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The 

Terror.' Translated by JOHN DE VIL· 
LIERS. Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis-
piece by STANLEY \Voon, 3s. 6d .; picture 
cloth, fiat back, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Love and Lovera of the Past. 

Tr:111 s!ated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. 
A Conspiracy under the Terror. 

Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 
Collected by the Brothers GRIMM anci 
Trauslated by EDGAR TAYLOR, With 
Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 
Steel Plates after GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Square Svo, cloth gilt. 6s. 

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
oost Svo, illustrated boards. u. each , 

Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
Tha Braes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of tbe Meadow. 
l or Lack of Gold. 
What Will tho World Say? 
For the King. I A Ha.rd Knot. 
In Pastnres Green; 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and S t ream, 
Fancy Pree. I Loving a Dream In Honour Bound. 
He:u•t's Delight. I Blood-Money 
The Dead Heart. P ost Svo, illustrate d 

ll boards, 2S,; POPULAR EDITION, mediu1 
8vo, 6d, 
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OERARD(DOROTHEA).-A Queen 
of Curds and Cream, Cr,Svo, cl.,3S.6d. 

GLENNY (OEORGE).-A Year'.s 
Werk In Garden and Oreenhouae: 

G I B N E Y (SOMERVILLE). -
Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, u. : cl., Is. 6d. 

Sentenced ·1 Crown 8vo, cloth. u . 6d. 
GODWIN (WILLIAM). - Lives 

GIBSON (L. 5.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2s. 

The Freemasons. I Burnt Spices. GOLDEN TREASURY of 
Ships of Desire. Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quo-

The Fref'.lma.sons. Cheap Edition, tations from the Best Authors, By 

picture co\'er, u. net. THEODORE TAYLOR. Cr. 8vo, cl., :U, 6d. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM).-James GOODMAN (E. J.)-The Fate of 
~ Duke, Costermon2er. Post8vo, illus- Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. 6d. 

trateci boards, 2s. OOROON (SAMUEL). - The 
GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original Ferry of Fate: a Tale of Russian 

Play.s. In 3 Series, FINE-PAPER EDITION, Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 

GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).-
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net each, 

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked Astronomical Curiosities; Facts and 

World - Pygmalion and Galatea - Fallacies, Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. net. 

Charity-The Princess-The Palace of GRACE (ALFRED A.).-Tales 
Truth-Trial by Jury-Iolanthe. of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

The SECOND SERIES contains: Broken 
GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Hearts - Engaged - Sweethearts -
Gretchen - Dan'! Druce-Tom Cobb Life of the, described from Antique 

; -H.M.S. 'Pinafore'-The Sorcerer- l\fonuments. By ERNST GUHL and W, 

The Pirates of Penzance. KONER. Edited by Dr, F. HUEFFER. 

The THIRD SERIES contains: Comedy and With 545 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d, 

Tragedy - Foggerty's Fairy - Rosen- OR.EEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 
crantz and Guildenstern-Patience-
Princess Ida-The 1\Iikado-Ruddigore 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
Tho Milliona.h•e Baby. 

-The Yeomen of the Guard-The Gon- The Woman in the Alcove. 
doliers-The l\Ionntehanks-Utopia. 

Eight Original Comlo Operas The Amethyst Box. Crown 8vo, 

written by W. S. GILBERT, Two Series, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net each. GREENWOOD (JAMES).-Thc 
The FIRST SERIES contains : The Sorcerer Prisoner In the Dock. Crown Svo, 

-H. M.S. 'Pinafore•- The Pirates of cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Penzance - Iolanthe- Patitmce - Prin-

OREY (Sir GEORGE). - The 
cess Ida-The :Mikado-Trial by Jury. 

The SECOND SERIES contains: The Gon- Romance of a Proconsul. By JAr.tES 

doliers-The Grand Duke-The Yeomen J\IILNE. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 

of the Guard-His Excellency-Utopia, GRIFFITH (CECIL).-Corinthia 
Limited-RuddiJ!ore-The Mountebanks Marazloo. Crmvn 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
-Haste to the Weddinf!. 

The Gllbert and Sullivan Birth• GRIFFITHS (Major A.).-No. 99, 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day ;md Blue Blood. Crown 8vo. cloth. 2s, 

in the Year. Compiled by A. WATSON. GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 
Royal 16mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. Novels by, Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. each. 

GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels lielther Jew nor Greek. 
by. Cr, 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 3s. 6d. each, The Power of the Palmist. 

Knitters In the Sun, OYP. - CLOCLO. Translated by 
The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
AnAngel's Portion. I Baliol Garth NORA M. STATHAM, Cr. 8vo, cl .. 1.f. 6d. 

The Dreams of Simon Usher. l1ABBERTON (JOHNJ.-Helen's 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels Babies With Coloured Frontispiece 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; and 6o Illustrations by EVA Roos. Fcap. 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
4to, cloth, 6s. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- HAIR, The: Its Treatment In 
lions by HUIIIE NISBET. Health, Weakneu, and Disease. 

The Fosslcker: A Romance of Mash- Translated from the uerman of Dr. J. 
onaland. Two I llusts. by HUIIIE NISBET. PINCUS. Crown 8vo. u. : cloth, u. 6d. 

A Falr Colonist. With Frontispiece, HAKE (Dr. T. GOR.DON), Poems 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each. . by . Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece New Symbola. 
by STANLEY WOOD, 

Tales from the Veld, With 12 musts. Legends of the Morrow, 

Max ThQl')lton. With 8 Jllustrations Tho Serpent Plny. 

b . s. Cao11PTON R.I. Malden Ecata11y • Small 4to, cloth, 81, 
y J 

' I 
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HALL (Mrs. S. C.).-Sketches 
of Irish Character. With Illustra­
tions on Steel and Wood by CRUIK­
HIANK, l\[ACLISE, GILBl!:RT, and HARVEY. 
Demy Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d, 

HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Traclt of a Storm, Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth, flat back, zs. 
.Jetsam, Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Eureka, I Hernando, 

HALLIDAY (AN DREW).-
Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus­
trated boards, zs. 

HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 
by. 

The Glamour of the Impossible; 
and Through a Keyhole. Crown 
Svo, cloth_.-'-3_s._o_d_. --,--

Crown !lvo, cioth. 6s. each, 
Nature's Vagabond, &:o, 
Plain Brown, 

HANDWRITINO, The Philo-
•ophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles. 
By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, zs. 6d. 

HAPSBURGS, The Cradle of the. 
By J. W. GILBART-SMITH, M.A. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 

HAR.DY (lZA DUFFUS), Novels 
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d, each, 

The Lesser EYll, 
Man, Woman, and Fate, 
A Butterfly. 

HARDY (THOMAS). - Under 
the Greenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d,; illustrated boards, 2S,: cloth 
limp, 2S, 6d. Also the FINE PAPER 

' EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, ~s. net ; and the CHEAP 
EDITION, m edium 8vo, 6d. 

HARKINS (E. F.).-The Schem-
ers. Crown Svo, cloth. 6.t. 

HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 
Books by. 

Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A, SHEPHERD. 
Pott 4to, cloth, J!ilt top, 6s. 

Nights with Uncle Remus. With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J. A. SHEPHERD. Imperial 16mo, cloth, 6s, 

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Vulumes, crown Svo, cloth, 3r, 6d. each. 

VoL I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND 

• 

" 

.. .. 

DRAMATIC WORKS. With Port. 
II. THE LUCK OP' ROARING CAJIIP­

BOHEMIAN PAPERS-AJ,tRRICAN 
LEGENDS. 

III, TALES OF TBE ARGONAUTS-­
EASTERN SKETCHES. 

IV. GABRIF..L CONROY, 
V. STORIES - CONDENSED NOV!:LS. 

VI. T ALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE, 

HARTE (BRETJ-conthuud. 
Vol. VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE-I 1. 

With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE. 
., VIII. TALES OF PINE AND CYPRES~. 
,, IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREI .. 

X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, 

Bret Harte's Choice Workain Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus­
trations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in­
cluding SOlllE LATER VERSES. Crown 
Svo, buckram, 4s. 6d. 

In a Hollow or the Hills. Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Maruja.. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,; post 
• Svo, picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6rl. 

Pott Svo, cloth, zs. net ea.; leather, 3s. net ea. 
Mliss, Luck of Roaring Ca.mp, &:o. 
Condensed Novels, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each, 
On the Old Tran. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadow, 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation, 
Trent's Trust, 
Crown 8vo, -c-lo-t~h.-3-s-. -6d-.-e-a-ch : post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Waif or the Plains. With 6o Illus­

trations by STANLEY L. \VOOD. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 

59 lllustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD, 
• Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 

Salomy Jane, With Coloured and 
Tinted Illustrations by HARRISON 
FISHER and ARTHUR I. KELLER, 

Susy. With 2 musts. by J. A. CHRISTrn:. 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. 

With 39 Illusts. by DUDLEY HARDY, & c, 
Clarence: A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. JULE Goom.IAN, 
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra­

tions by A, FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c. 
DeYil's Ford. &c. 
The Crusade of the 'Excelsior.• 

With Frontis. by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE, 
Tales of Tran and Town, With 

Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD, 
Condensed NoYels. New Series. 
Three Partners; or, The Blg 

Strike on HeaYy Tree Hill. 
With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH, Also 
a POPULA.R EDITION. m edium Svo, 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each : picture cloth. 
·flat back, 2s. each. 

A Sappho of Green Springs, 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
A Prot~g~e of Jack Hamlin's, 

\Vith numerous Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations 

by W. D. ALJIIOND and others. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sen­
sation NoYels Condensed, Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Californian Stories, 

Post Svo, illus. hds,, 2s. each ; cloth, 2.f, 6d. e:,ch. 
Fllp, I A Phyllis of the Sierras, 



14 CHATTO & VIINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 

HA \VEIS (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).-
The Art of Dress. With 32 lllu~t1 a • King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 

tions. P ost Svo, rs. ; cloth, IS. 6d. Illustrat ions. Crown Bvo, cloth, IS. net. 
Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis 

piece. Deroy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d, HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 
Chaucer for Children. With 8 By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL, JOHN 

Coloured Plates and 30 \Voodcuts. WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. CAMERON, tUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, PAUL 

HA WEIS (Rev. H. R.).-Ameri- LANGE, J. V, GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER, 
PHCEBE ALLEN, S. J. BECKETT, L. RIVERS 

Ca D H U m O r i S t S: \VASHINGTO!\ VINE, and C. F. GORDON CunIMING, 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDl':LL HOUIES, Crown Bvo, cloth, IS. 6d. ( •• 

{
AMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS 
V ARD, MARK TWAIN' and BRET HARTE. tIOLMES (CHARLES J., . M.A.), 

Crown Bvo, cloth , 6s. Books by. Demy Bvo, cloth, 7s. 6d, 

HAWTHORNE (JU LI AN), net each. 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Notes on the Science of Plctur• 

each; post Bvo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. making. With P hotogravure Frontis-

Garth. I Jlllllce Quentin. piece. 

Fortune's Fool. I Dust. Four lllusts. Notes on the Art of Rembrandt. 

Beatrix RandolP8. With Four Illusts. With 11,ust rntions. 

D. Poindexter's isa,ppearance. HOLMES (OLIVER W ENDELL). 
The Spectre of the Camera, 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast• 

Sebastian Strome. 
Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON 

Love-or a. Name. 
THOMSON. FINK PAPER EDITION, pott 
Bvo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt 

Miss Cadogna.. Illustrated boards, 2s. edges, 3s. net. 

J 

HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 
HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Confessions of a JournaliBt. Works In Prose and Vers e. W ith 

Heirs of Reuben. I Mara. Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 

The Endless Heritage. Crown Bvo, 
Illustrations. ' Crow n Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

cloth, 3s. 6d. HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 
HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). -Ivan Humorous Works; including his Ludi-

de Biron. Crown l)vo, cloth 3s. 6d . ; crous Adventures, Boos Mots, Puns, 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 

HENTY (0. A.), Novels by. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

Rujub, the Juggler. Post Svo, cloth, HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by. 
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 

The Queen's Cu£• 'Twixt Love and Duty. 
D orothy's Doub e. The Incomplete A dventurer. 
Colonel Thorndyke'& Secret. The Nugents of Carriconna. 

HENDERSON (ISAAC).-Agatha 
Nell Haff en den. With 8 Illustrations. 
For Freedom. 

Page. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
HORNE (R. HENOI.ST).-Orion. 

HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).- 'With Portrait, Crown Bvo, cloth, 7s. 
Junia. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 
Crown Bvo, cloth. 6s. each. 

Lady. Post Bvo. cloth. 2s. 6d . Bellamy the Mngnlfl.oe n t. 
HILL (HEADON).-Zambra the Lord Cammarleig'h's Secret. 

Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
picture cloth, fla t back, 2s. 

Israel Rank. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HILL (JOHN), Works by. HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by. 
Treason-Felony. P ost Svo, Illustrated Crown 8vo, clot h, ~s. 6d. each. 

boards, 2s. The Shadow of the Ro€le. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown Stlnga.ree. I A Th ief in he Night. 

8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. tlUEPFER (FORD MADOX).-A 
HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. Call : The Tale of Two Passions. 

Crown Bvo, cloth. 6I. each. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. ,&,J 
Fan Fit zge rald. I S ilk ~-n d S teel. 

HOEY (Mrs. CASHE L). -The HUGO (VICTOR).-The Outlaw 
Lover's Creed. Crown Svo, cloth, of Iceland. Transla ted by Sir GILBERT 

3s, 6d, CAl\lPJ3ELL. Crown Bvo, clatll, 3s. 64. 
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HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. JAMES (G. W .). -.Scraggles: 

Tllo Lady From Nowhera. Cr. 8vo, The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Mllllona.ire Mystery. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Tho Wheeling Light. Crown Svo, 
cloth. g:lt top. 6s. 

HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Professor's Experiment. 
Lady Verner's Flight. 
Lady Patty. t Peter's Wife. 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lover. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Mat•ve!. I A Modern Circe. 
In Durance Vile, I April's Lady. 
The Three Graces. I Nora. Creina.. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
.An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Coming of Chloe. I Lovlce. 
The Red-House Mystery. POPULAR 

EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. 
Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HUTCHINSON (W. M.) -Hints 
on Colt-Breaklnit, With 25 lllustra-
lions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HY AM.SON (ALBERT).-A His-
tory of Ute Jews In England. With 
16 Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. net. 

HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 
Anthologies by. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, zs. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net each. 

The Cha.rm of London. 
Tho Charm of Edi-nburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Pa1•i111. 

INCttBOLD (A. C.).-The Road 
of No Return. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

INDOOR PAUPERS. By ONE OF 
THE~1. Crown 8vo, rs. ; cloth. r.r. 6d. 

INMAN (HERBERT) and 
HARTLEY A5PDEN.-The Tear of 
Kalee. Crown 8vo, cloth, ~ilt top, 6s. 

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK. 
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES, Cr. 8vo, cl., 2S. 

IRVINO (W ASHINGTON).-Old 
Chrl$tmas. Square r6mo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece, rs. net. 

JAMESON (WILLIAM).~.1\'ly 
• Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

JAPP (Dr. A. H. ).-Dramatic 
Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5s. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 
The Lire of the Fields. Post 8vo, 

cloth, 2s.6d.; LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER 
EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. Also a NEW 
EDITION, with 12 Illustrationsin Colours 
by l\I, U. CLARKE, crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 
net ; parchment, 7s. 6d. net, 

The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.; 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. Also a NEW EDITION, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by RUTH 
DOLL111AN, crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net ; 
parchment, 7s. 6d. net. 

Na.tu:ra near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6.s. ; post 8vo, cl., 2s, 6d. ; LARG '<!: 
TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott Svo, cl., 
gilt top, 2s, net; leather, gilt edges, 3s.net. 
Also a NEW EDITION, with 12 1 Illu!I-
!rations in Colours by RUTH DOLLJ\IAN, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net ; parchment, 
7s. 6d. net. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Passages chosen by ALFRED H. HYATT. 
16mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, 
gilt top, 3s. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Sir WALTER BESANT. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 

JEROME (JEROME K.).-Stage-
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. HER· 
NARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, u. 

JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 
Post Svo. rs. each ; cloth, Is. 6d. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rant. 
Household Horticulture. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
8vo, cloth, rs. net. 

JOHNSTON (R.).-The Peril o 
an Empire. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, 

f 

JONE~(WILLIAM, F.S.A.). 
-Finger-Ring Lore: Historical 

' s Legendary, Anecdotal. With numerou 
Illustrations, Cro,vn 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

JONSON'S (BEN) Works. Wit 
Notes and Bioiraphical Memoir b) 
WILUAll GIFFORD. Edited by Colone 

h 

CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo 
cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

JOSEPHUS, The Complet e 
Work$ of. Translated by WII.LIAl 
\VHISTON. Containing 'The Antiquitie s 
of the Jews,' and 'The Wars of the Jews. 
With 52 Illustra tions and Maps. Tw 

' 
a 

Vols .. demy Svo, half-cloth, r2s. 6d, ,. 
JAMES (C. T. C.).-A Rom.mce of KEA TING (JOSEPH).-Maurke. 

the Queen's Hounds, Cr, Svo, cl. rs.6d. Crown Svo, cloth , 6s. 
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K8l\'lPLING (W.BAILEY-).-The 
Poets Royal of En2land and Scot­
land: Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. \Vith Notes and 6 Photo­
gravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment, 
6s. net ; vellum, 7s, 6d, net, Also an 
Edition in THE KING'S CLASSICS (No. 39). 

KERSHAW (MARK).-Colonial 
Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
.Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).-
A History of Babylon la and Assyria 
from Prehistoric Times to the 
Persian Conquest. With l\Iaps, 
.Plans, and Illustrations after the princi­
pal Monuments of the Period, In 3 vols, 
royal Svo, cloth. Each volume sepa­
rately, 18s. net : or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, £2 10s, net. 

Vol, I.-A History of Sumer and 
Akkad: An account of the Early 
!<aces of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the Foundation of the Baby­
lonian l\Ionarchy. [Ready. 

,, II.-A History or Bo.bylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest 
of Babylon by Cyrus, B.C. 539. 

[P,eparing 
,, III.-A History of .Assyria from 

the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh before the Medes, B.C.6o6. 

[Preparing 

KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

'The Wearing of the Green.' 
Passion's Slave. I Bell Barry. 

A Drawn Game. Crown Svo, cloth. 
3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

KING'S CLASSICS (The). 
General Editor, Professor I, GOLLANCZ, 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, 16mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar­
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
ts, 6d. net each : quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2s. 6d. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, 5s. net each, 

Volumes now in course o/ publication: 
35. Wine, Women, and Song: 

Medireval Latin Students' Songs. Trans­
lated Into English, with an Introduction, 
by JOHN ADDINGTOlt' SYMONDS, 

36, 37, George Pettle's Petite Pal­
lace of Pettie his Pleasure. 
Edited by Prof, I. GOLLANCZ. 2 Tols. 

38. Walpole'■ Castle of Otranto. 
By Sir WALTER SCOTT. With Intro­
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGEON. 

39. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems by 
mngs and other Royal and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 
BAILEY KEIIPLING, 

KlNO'S CLASSICS (The)-co11ti11u1d. 
10. Str Thomas More's Utopia. 

Edited by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A, 
11.tCnaucer'a Legend of Good 

Women. In 1'foder11 English, with 
Notes and Introduction by Professor 
W, W.SKEAT. 

12. Swift's Battle of the Books. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. GUTHKELCH, 

13. Bir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus, with 
other 17th Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes and Intro­
duction, by A. FORBES SIEVEKING,F,S.A. 

II. The Four Last Tllings, by Sir 
THOMAS MORE ; together with A 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises by JOHN FISHER, 
Bishop of Rochester. Edited by DANIEL 
O'CONNOR. 

15, The Song of Roland. Translated 
from the old French by Mrs. CROSLAND, 
With Introduction by Prof. BRANDIN, 

16, Dante's Vita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with DANTE G, ROSSETn's 
translation on opposite page. \Vith J ntro­
duction and Notes by Prof, H. OELSNER, 

17,tChaucei•'s Prologue and 
Minor Poems. In modern English, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof, 
W. W.SKEAT, 

18.tChaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
modern English, with Notes and Intro­
duction by Prof. W, W. SKEAT. 

19. Mrs. Gaskell'& Cranford. With 
Introduction by R. BRIMLEY JOHNSON. 

50,t Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
bv Professor I. GOLLANCZ, 

51, 52. King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A. [Prtf'4rinl 

53. The English Correspondence 
of Saint Boniface. Translated and 
edited, with an Introductory Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by EDWARD KYLIE, 
M.A. [Preparini 

58. The Cavalier to his Lady: 
Seventeenth Century Lo\·e ~ongs, 
Edited by F. SrnGWICK. 

57 . .Asser's Life of Kint Alfred. 
Edited by L. C. JANE, M.A. 

68. Translation■ from the Ice• 
landic. By Rev. w. C. GREEN, 1\1.A. 

59, The Rule of St. Benet. T1·ans­
la 1ed by Right R~v. ABBOT GASQUET, 

60, Daniel's •Della' and Drayton•• 
' Idea,' Edited by ARUNDELL ESDAILE, 
1\1.A. 

St. The Book of the Duke of 
True Lovers. A Romance of the 
Court, by CHRISTINE DE PISAN, 
translated, with Notes and Introduction, 
by ALICE KEMP-WELCH. 

62. Of the Tumbler or Our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated, 
from the Middle French MSS,, with 
Notes and Introduction, by Aue• 
KEMP-WELCH, 

Kl\ 
63, 
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KING'S CLASSICS (The)-continutd. 
63. The Chatelaine of Vergl. A 

Romance of the Court, translated from 
the Middle French, by ALICK KEMP­
WELCH, w:th Introduction by L. 
BRANDIN, Ph.D., and with the original 
Text, Edition Raynaud, 

Earlier Volrmus in tht Serits art-
l The Love of Books (Tbe Philobiblon). 
%. •Six Dramas of Calderon (FitzGerald'a 

Transla.tion). (Douhle vol.) 
3. Chronicle of Jocelin or Bra.kelond. 
"'· 'fhe Life of Sir Thomas More. 
5. Eikon Basilike. 
6. ·K ing~• Letters : Alfred to the coming of 

the Tudors. 
T. Kings' Letten : Prom the Tudor■ to the 

Love Letters or Henry VIII. 
8. t Chaucer's Knigllt's Tale (Prof. SKil:AT). 
9. tCba.ucer's Man of Law's Ta.le (Prof. SKKAT), 

10. tChaucer's Prioress's Ta.le (Prof. SKJi:~T). 
n. The Roma.nee of Fulke ~'itzwarine. 
12. 'l'he Story of Cupid and P,yche. 
13. Evelyn's Life of Mnrgarut Godolphln. 
14 • .Early LiveP of Dante. 
15. Tlrn Falstaff Letters. 
16. 'Po\onius. By EDW.1.RD FITZGER.1.LD, 
H. )! cdia,val L ore. 
18. Tbe Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

SK~AT). 
l!l. 'J'be Gull's Hom book. 
20. •'l'he Nun'1 ltule, or A11cren Riwle. (Double 

vol.). 
tl. Tile Memoir■ of Robert Cary, Earl ot Mon­

mouth. 
2%. Early Llvea of Obarlema.gne. 
23. Cicero's ' Friendship,' • Old Age,' and 

"Scipio's Dream.' 
24 •Wordsworth'11 Prelude. (Double voL) 
~.,. Tlle Defence of Guenevere. 
:zu. 27. Browning's Men and Women. 
28. 1'oe's Poems. 
~'9. Sllnkespeare' B Sonnet~. 
SO. George Eliot's Silas Marner. 
31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakel!eld. 
112. Charles R eade's Peg W offington. 
3.'l. The Household of Sir Thoma.11 More. 
34. So.J)pllo : One Hundred Lyrics. By BLISS 

IJALtll~N. 
• ".'\11111bers 1. 20, and 24 &re Double Volumes 

and Double Price. 
t Th e Chaucer Vols., and also No. 50, may be had 

In a tiff paper covers at ls. net each. 

KING'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 
(The). 

The Mirrour ofVertue In World­
ly Oreatnes, or The Life of Sir 
Thoma■ More, Knight. By his 
son-in-law, \ VILLIA!II ROP.ILR. IOs. 6d 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Etkon Baslllke, the Portralcture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes a.nd Sufferings 
Edited by EDWARD ALl\IACK, F.S.A. 

. 
£1 u. net. 

Shakespeal.'e's Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding•■ Translation 
of the Metamorphoses, Edited 
by W. H. D. ROUSE, L1tt.D. £1 IIs, 6d 
net. 

'l'he Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances. Edited 
by the GENERAL EDITOR. In four 
volumes at £4 4s. the set. (Volumes I 
and II. issued ; III. at Press; IV. In 
Preparation.) 

KING'S LIBRARY QUARTOS 
(The), 

The Alchemist. By BEN JO?>1SON. 
Edited by H. C. HART. ss. net; Japan-
ese vellum, £1 u. net. 

By THOMAS The Gull's Hornbook. 
DEKKER. Edited by R B. MCKERROW. 
ss. net: Japanese vellum, ms. 6d, net. 

The Beggar's Opera, By JoHN GAY. 
Edited by HAMILTON MACLEOD. ss. 
net: Japanese vellum, 10s. 6d. net. 

KISCH {MARTIN S. ),-Letters 
andSketcbes fromNorthernNlgerla. 
\Vith numerous Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 

KNIGHT (WILLI AM and 
EDWARD). -The Patient's Vade 
Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown Svo, 
cloth, Is. 6tl. 

LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 
Work5 in Prose and Verse, including 
• Poetry for Children' ahd 'Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 

Portraits and Facsimile of the' Essay on 
Roast Pig.' Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. (Both Series.) 
FINE PAPER EDITION, pott Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net: leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

LAMBER.T (GEORGE). -The 
President of Boravla. Cr. Svo, cl. 3s. 6d. 

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
-The Thousand and One Nights, 
commonly • called 'in England The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments. Illustrated by \V. HARVEY. 
\Vith Fr_eface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 22s. 6d. 

LASAR (CHARLES A.).-Prac-
tical Hints for Art Students: 
Drawing, Com position, Colour, With 
Illustrations. Post Svo. cloth. 3s. 6d. net. 

LAURISTOUN (PETER). -The 
Painted Mountain. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

LEES (DOROTHY N.).-Tuscnn 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cl., 5s. net. 

LEHMANN (R. C.). - Harry 
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver-
•~tional Hints for Young Shooters. 
Crown Svo, u. : cloth, rs. 6d. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.).-Carols of 
Cocknyne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s. 

LEITH (MRS. DISNEY).-The 
Children of the Chapel. Includin.~ 
a .Morality Play, The Pilgrimage of 
Pleasure, by A. c. SWINBURNK. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 

LELAND (C. G.).-A Manual of 
Mending and Repalrlnir. With Dia-
&rams, Crown Svo, cloth, s,. 
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LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). - MACAULAY (LORD).-The His-

Madame .5ans-Oene. Translated by tory of England. LARGE TvPn, Fna: 
JOHN DR VILLIERS, Post s,·o, cloth, PAPER EDITION, in 5 vols. pott 8vo, 
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s.; POPULAR cloth, giit top, 2s. net per vol.; leather, 
EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. gilt edges, 3s. net per yo[. 

, McCAl{Tf-IY (JUSTIN), Books by. LEYS (JOHN K.), No".els by. Tho Reign of Queen Anne. Two 
~he Lindsa.ys. i:ost 8vo, 11lust. bds.,2S. Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 2 ,is. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. A History or the FoUJ.' Georges 

LILBURN (ADAlfl).-A Tragedy 
111 Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

LINDSAY (HAR.RY), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. . 

Rhoda. Roberts. I The Jacobite. 
Crowu 8vu. doth, 6s. each. 

Judah Pyecroft, Puritan. 
The Story of Leah. 

LINTON (E. · LYNN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. each, 
Patricia Kemball. I Ione. 
The Atonement or Leam Dundas. 
'l'he World Woll Lost. 12 Illusts, 
The On.a Too Many. 
Under which Lord? With 12 Il1usts. 
' My Love.' I Sowing the Wind. 
Paston Carew. I Dulcie .Everto11. 
With a. Stlken Thread, 
The Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave ot Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d . 
Sowing the Wlnd. CHEAP EDITION, 

post 8vo, cloth, 1s. net. 
Patricia. Kemba.11. POPULAR EDI­

TION, medium 8vo. 6d. 

LITTLE (MAUDE), Novela by. 
Crown 8vo, d oth , 6s. each. 

At the Sign of the Bnrnlng Bush. 
A W oma.n on -the Threshold. 

[Shortly. 

LORIMER (N.,,O Rl\'lA).-The 
Pagan Woman. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d . 

LUCAS (ALICE). - Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrusea. 
Post 8vo, l1;1lf-parchmr::nt, :zs. net. 

LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 
Anne's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. ,vith 12 
Illustrations by A. H'. BUCKLAND, and 
Coloured End -P:1pers and Cover by 
F. D. BEDFORD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

A Book of 'Yarses fo1• Chtldren. 
With Coloured Title-page, Crown Svo, 
cloth, 6s. 

Three Hundred Qames and Pas­
times. Hy E. V. LUCAS and E LIZABETH 
LUCAS. Pott 4to. cloth, 6s. net. 

The Fla.mp, a11d other Stories. 
Royal 16mo, cloth, rs. ne t. 

LUCY (fi6NRY \,Y.),-Gideon 
Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo illustrated boards 2$, 

and of William the Fourth. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each. 

A History or Our Own Time1 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880, LIBRARY 
EDITION. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
12s. each.-Also the POPULAR EDITION, 
in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
-And the J UBILEE EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy Svo, cloth, 12s.; crown Svo, cloth 6s, 

1i History or Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII., from 1897 to Accession 
oi Edward VII, 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
24s.; crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

A Short History of Our Own 
TimeB, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII, NEW EDITION, revised 
and enlarged.. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 6s. ; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
post evo, cl,, 2s. 6d. net: and the CHEAP 
EDITION (to the ye;ir 1880), med. 8vo, 6d. 

LARGE TYPE, FINE p APER EDITIONS. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol.; 

leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol, 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in I Vol. 
A Histo1•y of the Four George■ 

and of William IY., in 2 vols. 
A History or Ou:r Own Times from 

Accc::ssion of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo. pict. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Waterda.le Neighbours. 
My Eneniy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. I Linley Rochford. 
Dea:rLadyDfsdain. I The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 IUustratlons. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athena. With 12 Illustrations, 
Canliola.. 
Red Diamonds, I The Riddle Rln~. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Three Disgraces. I Mononia.. 
'The Right Honourable.' By JUSTIN 

McCARTHY and MRS, CAl'>lPllELL PRAED, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

JuHan Revelstone. Cr. Svo, cloth, 61. 

McCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 
The French Revolution. (Consti­

tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 

~n Outline of the History of 
I:zoeland. Crown Svo, rs. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

IZ'eland Since the Unlon-179(1. 
1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
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McCARTHY (J, H.)-contimeed. MACLISE PortraitOallery (The) 
Haflz ln London. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d, of Illustrious Literary Characters: 
Ou:r Sensation Novel. Crown Svo, 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; 

Is.; cloth, IS. 6d. ~nth Memoirs by WILLIAM BATES, B.A. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, Is. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. ;, 
Dolly : A Sketch. Crown Svo, Is, 
Lily Lass. Crown Svo.u.: cloth, Is. 6d. MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 
A London Legend. Cr. Svo,cloth, 3s. 6d. • Management. . By T. C. HEPWORTH. 

MA C' C O L L (H U G I-J} .-Mr• With 10 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, xs.; clo.th, _u. 6d. 

Strnnger'.s Sealed Packet. Cr. Svo, MAGN~ <;:HARTA: A ~acs1m1leof 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s, the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 

Se;c,ls emblazoned in Gold and Coloms,5s. 

MA~?c,~~tLD (Dr. GEO.ROE), MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 
worksofF

0

ancyandlmagina.tion The New_Republic. Post Svo, cloth. 
Ten Vols., 16mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 2 u.; 3s._ 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.; LARGE 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2$, 6d. each, TYPE, ~INE PAPER EDITION, pott 8't'o, 
Also in i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2 s. net per cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
Vol.; leather, gilt top, 3s. net per Vol, 3S, net. 

Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT-TH:& Poems. Small 4to, parchment, Ss. 
HIDDEN LIFX. Is Life Worth Living? Crown Svo, 

" 
II. THE DISCIPLE -THE GOSPEL buckram, 6s. 

WOMEN-BOOB: OP' SONNETS- ----------------­
ORGAN Smws. MALLORY (Sir THO.l\1.AS).-

" Ill. VIOLIN SONGS-SONGS OF THE Mort d' Arthur, Selections-from, edited 
DAYS AND NIGHTS·-A BOOK by B. M. RANKING. Post Svo. cloth, 2S. 

oFDREAflis-RoAnsrnE PoEMs l\!(A RO u ER 1 ~rT E (PAUL d 
-POEMS FOR CHILDRl!:N. lf.l ... • an 

., IV. PARABLES-BALLADS-SCOTCH VICTOR.), Novels by • 
., V. & VI. PHAN:IASIES. [SONGS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
" VII. THE PORTENT. The Disaster. Translated by F. LEES • 
.. VllI. THE LIGHT PRINCESS -THE Y&nity. Translated by K. s. WEST. ,With 

GIANT'S HEART-SHADOWS. Portrait Frontispiece. 
IX. CROSS PURPOSES-GOLDEN KEY The Commun~. Translated by F. LEES 

CARASOYN-LITTLEDAYLI~HT. and R. B. DOUGf,AS. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 
X. THE CRUELPAINTER-THEWOW --------------'----­

o'RIVV!i:N-THE CASTLE-THE MARKINO (Yoshio), Books by. 
BROKEN SWORDS-THE GRAY A Japanese Artist in London. 
WOLF-UNCLE CORNELIUS. \Villi 8 lllustrations in Three Col<rnrs 

Poetical Works of George Mac~ 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.Svo, buckram, 12s. 

Heather and Snow, Crown Svo, cloth, 
::;s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. 

J,.lUth. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A.H. HYATT. 161110, 
cloth gilt, zs. net; leather gilt, 3s. net, 

and 4 in Monochrome. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 6s, net. 

Oxford from Within. By HUGH n• 
SELINCOURT, With a Note and 12 Illus­
trations in Three Co!oura and il in Sepi.i 
by YOSHIO :MARKINO, Demy 8vo, <;:loth, 
7s. 6d. net. 

MACDONELL 

Large fcap. 4to_,_c_l_o-tl-,,-2-o-s.-1-1e-t each; LARGII 
PAPER COPIES, parchment, 4~s. net each. 
The Colour of London. Ey W. J. 

{AON ES). - LOFTIE, F .S.A. With Intrc,duction by 
Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo. boards, zs. M, H. SPIELMANN, Preface and Illus­

MACHRAY (ROBER.T), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

A Blow over the Heal't. 
Tho Private Detective. 
Her Honour. 
The Mystery or Lincoln's Inn. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d. ; CHEAP 
EDITlON, picture cover. Is. net. 

trations in Three Colours and Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. LES 
ACADEMICIENS G0XCOURT. With Intro­
duction by L . BENEDITE, Preface and 
Illustrations in Three Coiours•and S.:pia 
by -YOSHI0 MARKINO. 

The Colour of Roma. By OLAVF.: M. 
POTTER. With Introduction by DOUG• 
LAS SLADEN, Preface and Illustrations 

Sentenced to Death. Cr.Svo,cloth, 6s. in Three Colours and Sepia by Yosmo 

MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.}.-lnter- __ 1._·r_AR_1.:_·1N_o_. _____ ...,. __ _ 

ludes and Undertones. Cr.8rn,cloth,6s. MARLO\VE' S \Vorks, including 

MAC KAY (WILLIAM) A his Translations. Edited with Noles hy 
· • - Col. CUN NINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id, 

Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. MA R 5 H (R I C H A R D). _ A 
MACKENZIE (W. A.).-The Spoiler of Men. Cr. svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

Drexel Dream, Crown Svo, clotn, 6s. POPULAR EDITlON, m edi\l m Svo, 6a. 
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MASTER OF GAME (THE): MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The)-continutd. 
The Oldest Eng-llsh Book on 8. The Legend of the Holy Fina., 
Hunting-. B}'. EDWARD, Second Duke Virgin of Santo Gemlniano 
of York. Edited by \V. A, and F, Translated bv 111. 1\IA~·sFIELD. Woodcu 
Il.ULLIE-GROHMAN. With Introduction Title and 6 Photogravures. 
byTH_EO?ORERoOSEVEr.T,P otogravure '1. Early English Romances of 
Front1sp1ece, and 23 Full-page lllustns. Love. Edited in Modem English by 
after llluminations. Large er, 8vo. EunH RICKERT. 5 Photoiravurcs. 
cl, 7s. 6d. net: parchment, IOs. 6d. net. 8. Early English Romances of 

MASSINGER' S Plays. From the :f'.ri~ndsh!~· Edited, with Notes, by 
Text of \VILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by EDirH RICKERT. 6 Photogravures. 
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. Svo ch;th 3s. 6d. e. The ~ell of. Seif-~now~edge 
~ . ' ' Seven Early :Mystical Treatises pnntea in 

JHASTERMAN (J.).-Half- a· 1851. Edited. with Introduction and 
dozen Daughters. Post Svo, bds., 2s. Notes, by Emrmm GARDNKR, M.A. 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER) -A Collotype Frontispiece in two colours. 
•. . 10. Ancient English Christmas 

Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, illus- Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
__ t_r~ted boards, 2s. ; cloth,_ 2s. 6d. arranged by EDITH RICKERT. With 8 
M A X 0' .R E L L, B O O k S b y. Photogravu~es. Special price o! this 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net ; p1gskm 
Her Royal Highness Woman. with cla~ps. 10s. 6d. net. 
Between Ourselves. 11. Tro bador Poets: Selections from 
Rambles in Womanland. the Poems of Ei~ht Trobadors. Trans-

MEADE (L T ) N I b lated from the Proven,;;al, with Intro 
• • , OVe S Y• duction anct Notes, by BARBARA 

A Soldle.r ot Fortu~e. Crown 8vo, SMYTHE. With Coloured Frontispiece 
cloth, 3s. 6d.: post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. and Decorative Initials. • [Prtparing. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
".l'he Yoice of the Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. I The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey's Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chasm. 
The Way or a Woman. 
A Son of Ishmael. 

MELBA: A Biography. By 
AGNES M. MURPHY. With Chapters by 
MADAIIIE MELBA on THE ART OF SING­
ING and on T!iE SELECTION OF MUSIC AS 
A PROFESSION. P ortraits, Views, and Fac­
similes. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s. net, An Adventuress. I Rosebury. 

The Blue Diamond. MERRICK (HOPE). - When a 
A Stumble by tho Way. Ofrl' 5 Engao-ed Cr Svo cloth 3s 6d 
This Troublesome World. .. • • • ' • • 

MEDICI (LivesoftheEARLY)as MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
told In their Letteu. By JANKT Ross. The Man who was G_ood. Crown 
'\\' ith Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 8vo, ct., 3s, 6d. : post Svo, 11lust. bds., 2s, 

Svo. cloth, IOs. 6d. net. Crown 8vo, cloth, ;Is. 6d. each. 
MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The <;:~thia. I This Stage of Fools. 

New). Small crown Svo, pure rag METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 
paper, boards,' 5s. net per voL ; pigskin Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each. 
with clasps, 7s- 6d. net per vol. Influences. I Billy. [Short/:,. 

1. The Book of the Duke or True ---------------­
Lovers. Translated from the Middle M E Y N E LL (A LI C E).-The 
French of CHRISTINE DE PISAN, with Flower of the Mind : • Choice 
Not_e~ by ALICE KEMP-\VELCH, Wood- among the Best Poems. In 16mo, 
cut f1tle and 6 Photogr::ivures, cloth. gilt, 2.r. net; le:ither, 3s. net. 

2. or the Tumbler of our Lady, • 
and other Miracles. Translated MINTO (WM.).-Was She Good 
from the Middle French of GAUTIER DE or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6d. 
COINCI, &c., with Notes and Introduction 11.1.ITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 
by ALICE KEMP-\VELCH. Woodcut Title n 
and 7 Photoj:!ravures. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. · 

3, Tho Chatelaine of Yergl. Trans- The Lone Star Rush. With 8 lllusts. 
lated from the Middle French by ALICE Only a Nigger. 
KEMP-WELCH, with the original Text, The Belfort& ofCulben. 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. BRANDIN. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, fiat backs, 2.r. each. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. Plotters of Paris. 

I. The Ba.bees' Book. Edited from The Temple of Death. 
Dr. FURNIVALL's Texts, with Notes, by Towards the Eternal Snows. 
EDITH RICKERT, Woodcut Title and 6 ___:._..::.... ____ __________ _ 
Pbotogravures. MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

5 The Book of the Divine Con- by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
solatlon of Sa.Int Angela da Renshaw Fanning•s Quest. 
Foligno. Translated by MARY G. Triumph of Hilary I3la.chla1uf. 
!iTKEGUANN. Woodcut Title and musts. Havlland'a Chum, 
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MITFOIW (BERTRAM)-continued. MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each: picture cloth, Post Svo, cloth, zs. 6d. each. 

flat back, 2s. each. A Ga.me of Bluff. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. A Song of Sixpence. 
The King's Assegai. Wilh 6 lllusts. ----------------

The Gun-Runner. Cr. svo, cl., 3s. 6d. ; NEWBOLT (HENRY). - Taken 
Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., 6d. from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, pie. co,• .. J s. 

HarleyGreenoak's Charge. Crown NISBET (HUME), Books by. 
8vo, cloth. 6s. 

ll'l OLES WO RT H (1\1. r 5 ) _ • Bail Up I' ~rown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
i, • • post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 

Hatbercourt Recto~y. Crown 8vo. POPULAR EDITION. medium 8vo, 6d. 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, 1llust. boards, zs. Dr. Bernard st. Yincent. Post Svo, 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).- illustrated boards, 2s. 

Tho .Abdication.: A Drama. With 7 NORDAU (MAX).-1'1organatic. 
Etchmgs. Imperial 4to, buckram, 2IS. Trans. by ELIZABETH LEE. Cr, Svo, cl, 6s. 

MORRO\V (W. C.).-Bohemian 
Paris of To-Day. With 1o6 musts.by NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 
EDOUARD Cu cu EL. Small demy 8vo,cl.,6s. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. illustrated ~oards, 2s. each. 

C 8 l th 6d h Saint Ann s. I Billy Bellew. 
rown vo, c o , 3s. • eac • i h' Id c 8 

Basile the Jester. M ss Wentwort s ea. rown vo, 

Young Lochinvar. cloth, 3s. 6d. / 

The Golde~ Idol. OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, 11lustrated b0ards, 2.f. each. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

The Dead Ma.n's Secret. Dr. Rameau. I A Last LoYe. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Stories ~eird and W~nderful. post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post Svo, 1llust. boards, u. : c.oth, 2s. 6d. C 8 1 
ti 6d each 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. rown vo, c O 1• 3s. • • 
Wilh 12 Illus. by STANLEY L. WOOD. Cr. The rath Of Glory. 
Svo cloth 3s. 6d. • picture cl, flat back. 2s. Love s Depths. 

' •• • The Money-maker. 
MU R RAY (D. C H R I ST I E), The woman of Mystery. 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. The Conqueress. 
each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Yal Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Nalls. I Hea1•ts. 
The Way of the Worlcl. 
Mount Despair. I A Model Father. 
Old Bla.ze1•'s Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's ReYenges. 
Cynic Fortune. I In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. ud. each. 
Thia Little World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Yerse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
V .C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 
Yerona'a Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Joseph's Coat. POPULAR EDITION, 
medi um 8vo, 6d. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. zs. each. 

One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PaulJ ones' a Alias. With Illustrations 

by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLET, 

OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 

Tricotrin. A Dog of Flanders. 
Ruffino. Ceo iI Castleinaine's 
Othmar. - Gage. 
Frescoes. Princess Napraxlne. 
Wanda. Held in Bondage. 
Ariadne. Under Two Flags. 
Pascarel. Folle-Farine. 
Chandos. Two Wooden Shoes 
Moths. A Villago Commune 
Puck, In a Winter City. 
Idalia. Santa. Barbara. 
Bimbi. In Maremma. 

Strathmore. 
Sign a. Pipistrello. 

• Friendship. Two Offenders. 
Qullderoy. Syrlin. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Rainy June. I The Massarene■. 

The Waters of Edera.. 
Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. e-;ich. 

Syrlln. 1 The Waters of Edera. 
POPULAR l:.uJ fJUNS, medium Svo, 6d. each, 
Under Two Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Puck. 
Strathmore. Tricot1•ln 
The Massarene■, Chandos. 
Friendship. Arla.dne. 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalia. I ~thmar. I Pa.scare!. 
.A YiUage \.iOmmune. 
Folle-Farlne. 

,,, 
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OVIDA-eontinrud. PAYN (J AMES)-eontinued. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. LARGI,. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 
TYPE EDITION, Fcap. Svo, cloth, Is. net. Walter'• Word. I Fallen Fortune 

Ji Dog of Flanders, The Ni.il'n• A Perfect Treasure. 
berg Stove, 41:c. With 8 lllustratiom Like Father, Like Son. 
in Colour by .MARIA L. KIRK. Dem) A Woman's Vengeance. 
Svo, cloth, 5s. net, Carlyon's Year. I Cecil'■ Trya 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selecter: Murphy'■ Master. 
from the \Vorks of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY Some Private Yiews. 
MORRIS. Pott.8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2.r. net ; Found Dead. I Mlrk Abbe 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net, A Marino Residence. 

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. The Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. Post !!vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. Two Hundred Pounds Reward. The Primrose Pa.th. The Best of Husbands. The Greatest Heiress In England Halves. I What :He Cont Her 

Whiteladles. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 Kit: A Memory. I Under One Boo 
Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., 2s. Glow-Worm Tales. 

The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. A Prince of the Blood. 

.. 
t. 

y. 

. 
r. 

OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories A Modern Dick Whittington 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. Crown8vo, cloth, with Portrait of Autho 

The Motormanlaca. 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Three Speeds Forward. With The Burnt MUlion. CHEAP EDmo:-. 
Illustrations. post 8vo, cloth, Is, net. 

O'SHAUOHNESSY (ARTHUR). 
Notes from the 'News.' Crown8v 

cloth, u. 6d. 
Music a: :rtioonlight, Fcp. 8vo cl., 7s, 6d. POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. eacb. 

r, 

o, 

PAGE (THOMAS NELSON).- Lost Sir Ma.saingberd. 
.Santa Claus's Partner. With 8 Walter's Word. j By Proxy . 
Coloured Illustrations by QLG.4. MORGAN, PAYNE (WILL). - Jerry th and Cover Design by F. D. B&DFORD, Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Crewn 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

PAIN (BARRY).-Eliza's Hus- PEARS (CHARLES).-From th 
b~nl1. Fcap .. 8vo, Is. : cloth, u. 6d Thames to the Seine. With 40 Illusts 

PANDURANO HARi; or, 
in Colours and Monochrome. Larg 
fcap. 4to, cloth, us. 6d. net, 

Memoirs of a Hlodoo. With Preface 
PENNELL • ELMHIRST (Cap by Sir BARTLE FRERE. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. tain E.).-The Best of the Fun 

e 

e 

. 
PARIS SALON, The Illustrated With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 4 

others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. Catalogue of the. With about 300 illus. 
PENNY (F. E.), Novels by !rations. Published annually. Dy. 8vo. ::is. 

PAUL(MAROARETA.).-Gentle Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; The Sanyasl. I TheTea-Planter 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.r. CasteandCreed. Inevitable Law 

PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. Crowu 8vo, cloth. 6s, each. 
Dllys. I Dark Corners Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, The Unlucky Mark. I Sacrifice. illustrated boards, 2s. each. POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, M. each. Lost Sir Massingberd, 

The Clyffards of Cly!Io. TheTes.Planter. I CasteandCreed 
A County Family. PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by, 
Less Black tha.n We're Painted. Idolatry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
By ProxL. I For Cash Only. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. each. High Bp rite, Sunny Stories. A Free Solitude, I Eiut of Suez. A Confidential Agent. The Waters of Destruction, .A. Grape from a Thorn. u lllusts, Bed Records. The FamHy Scafegrace. The Stronger Claim. Holiday Tasks. At Her Mercy. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, 6d. each. The Talk of the Town. 12 lllusts. 
Tha Myi;tery of Mlrbridge. The Stronger Claim. 
The Word and the Will. The Waters af Destruction. 

8 

The Burnt Million. PETIT HOMME ROUGE (Le), A Trying Patient. Books by, Demy ~vo, cl., 7s. 6d, net t>ach. Gwendoline'a Harvost. The Court of the TuilariGs, 1853-
Post 8vo, illustrated hoar<ls, 2s. each, 1870. With a Frontispiece. 

Humorous Stories. I From Exile. The Favourites or Henry of 
Tlle Foster Brothers. Navarre. With Si;,c Portraits. 
Married Beneath Him. The Fa.Youritea or Louis XIV. 
Benttnok's Tutor. With Portraits. [Pnpa,i11 
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PHELPS · (E. S.). -Jack the 

Fl.sherman. Jllustrated by C. w. 
REEi), Crown 81•0, cloth, Is, 6d. 

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book: 54 
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2s, 6d. 

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).-Pamous 
Violinists and FJne Violins. Crown 
Svo, cloth. ss. 

PICTURE-MAKINO, Notes on 
the Science of. By C. J. HOUIES, 
M.A. With Photogravure Frontispiece, 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d, net, 

PILKINGTON (L. L.).-Mallen-
der' 5 Mistake. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 

PLANCH~ (J. R.) .-Songs and 
Poem.5. Edited by Mrs, MACKARNESS. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

PLAYS OP OUR FORE-
FATHERS, and some of the Tradi-
tlons upon which they were founded, 
By C. M:. GAYL!:Y, LL.D. With numerous 
illustrations. Royal Svo,cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 

PLUTARCH'S Lives of Illus-
trlous l\\cn. With Life of PLUTARCH 
by J. and W, LANGIIORNK, and Por-
traits. Two Vols., Svo, half-cloth, xos. 6d. 

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works: Poems, Stories, Essays, 
With an Introduction by CHARLES 
BAUDELAJRR, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

POLLOCK (W. H.).-The Charm, 
and Other Drawlna-- R.oom Pluys. 
By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER 
H. POLI,OCK. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.t, 6d. 

POTTS (HENRY). - His Final 
Flutter, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

POWDER - PUFF (The): a 
Ladies' Breviary. By FRANZ BLEI. 
Fcap, Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

PRAED -(Mrs. CAMPBELL), 
Novels by, Post Svo, illus. boards, 2s. ea. 

The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Counteoa Adrian. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina. Chard, 
Mrs. Tregaaklss. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Nulma. I Madame Izan. 
' Aa a. Watch in the Night.• 
The Lost Earl of Ellan, 
Christina Chard. CHEAP EDITION, 

post Svo. cloth, u. net. 

PRESLAND (JOHN). - Mary 
Queen of Scots: a Drama, 1-'cap. 
4to, cloth, 5s, net. 

PRICE (E. C.). - Valentina. 
Crown 8vo, doth, 3s, 6d, 

PROCTOR (RICI-JARD A.), 
Work!! by. Crown Svo,cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for every Night in the Year. 

Flowers of the Sky. With ss lllusts. 
Famillar Science Studios. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
!rho Universe of Suns. 
Saturn and Its System. With 13 

Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
W;jes and Wants of Science, 

or.kers. Crown Svo, IS, 6d, 

PRYCE (RICHARD).-:- Miss 
Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; post llvo, itlust. boards, 2s, 

RAB AND HIS ·FRIENDS. By 
Dr. Jom, BnowN. Square 16mo, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, IS. net, 

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 
Collected LIBRARY EDITION, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 

Pc§, Wofflngton; and Christle 
ohnstone, 

Hard Cash. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With a Preface by Sir \VALTER BESANT, 
'It ls Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth ; and Single-
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades;· A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandertna Heir, 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage, 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Griffl.thGaunt., A Woman-Hater 
Foul Play. A Simpleton. 
The Jilt; and Good Stm.•ies of Man 

and other Animals. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Rea.dla.na; and Bible Characters. 

Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illus 
tratcd boards, 2s. each, 

Peg W offln(tton. I A Simpleton 
Christie Johnatone. 
'It is Never 'l'oo Late to Mend.' 
The Cou1•se of True Love Neve r 

k 
Did Run Smooth, 

Autobiography of a Thief; Jae 
of all Trades; James Lambert, 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double ?4arriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Tmnptation. 
Hard Cash. I Readiana.. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt, 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wande1•in~ Hei.r. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Slngleheart and Doublefaaa. 
Good Stories ol Man, &c. 
The Jllt; and other Stories. 
A Perilous Secret. 



.. CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 
READE (CHAR.LES)-continued. ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, Hadrian the SeYenth. 

gilt edges, 3s. net each. Don Tarquinio. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With --------''-----------

32 Illustrations by M. B. HEWERDINK. ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 
'It ls Neyer Too Late to Mend.' THE: List of the Principal Warriors who 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, 6d. each. came from Normandy with William the 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Conqueror, ro66. In Gold and Colours. 5s. 
'It ls Never Too Late to Mend.' ROSENGARTEN (A.).-A Hand-
Foul Play. I Hard Cash. book of Architectural Styles. Trans-
Peg Wofflngton; and Christle lated by w. COLLETT-SANDARS. With 

Johnstone. 6 c 6 Crlfflth Gaunt. .~o Illustrations. r. Svo. cloth . 7.r. d. 
PutYourselfinHlsPlace. ROSS (ALBERT).-A Sugar 
A Terrible Temptation. Princess. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lonat. R O W S E L L (MA RY C.).-
A Perilous Secret. Monsieur de Paris, Crown Svo, 
A Woman-hater. clo th, 3s. 6d. 
The Course of True Love. RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 
Tho Wandering Heir. LARGE TYPE Schools and Scholars. Post Svo, 

EDITION, fcap.Svo, cloth, IS. net ; leather, cloth, 2S. 6d. 

Th~· 6gi~t!"ter nnd the Hearth. Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. With 16 Photogra,·ure and 84 half-tone ------- - --------
Illustrations by !\'!Arr n. HEWERDINE. R.USKIN SERIES (The). Square 
Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net.-Also the 16mo, cl., with coloured tops and decor-
ST. MARTIN'S ILLUSTRATED EDITION, ativc End-papers, Frontispieces, and 
wlth 20 Illustrations in 4 Colours and Title~. IS. net eac h. 
10 in Black and White by BYAM SHAW. The King of the Golden River. 
JU. Demy Bvo, cloth, 12s. 6d.; parch- B}' JOHN , RUSKIN. lllustratcd by 
ment. 16s. net. RICHARD DOYLE. 

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 
by. 

Tho Man who Lost his Past. With 
50 Illustrations by TOM BROWNE, R.I. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; POPULAR 
EDITION, picture cover, Is. net. 

The Bayswater Miracle. Crown 
Bvo, cloth.,_, .c..,,3s_._6d_, __ _ 

Crown Svo, cloth, os. each. 
The King's Counsel. 
Semi-Society. 
The1•e and Back. 

, RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man"s Daughter. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 
Post 8,·o. illustrated boards, u. each. 

The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
F~iry 1.'lla.ter, I Idle ':!'ales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 

RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Barbarn. Dering. 
Meriel: A Love Story. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post Svo, 

illustrated bonrds, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2S. each, 

The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Dark. 

Ruskin as a. Religious Teacher, 
By F. W. FARRAR, D.D. 

Bab and his Friends. By Dr. JOHN 
BROWN. 

Old Christmas. By WASHINGTON 
IRVJKG. 

Fairy Tales from Tuscany. By I. 
I\[. ANDERTON. 

RUSSELL (W. CLAR.Kl, Novels 
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; 
cloth. 2s. 6d. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock; 
The Mystery of the 'Ocean Star.' 1 

The Romance of Jenny Ha.rlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy, 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 
The Cood Ship 'Mohock,' 
The Phantom Death. 
Is Ho the Man? I Heart of Oak. 
The ConYict Ship, 
The Last Entry __ . __ ,_ 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3,f. 6d. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 
The• Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra-

ti ons by G. E. ROBERTSON. 
Overdue. I Wrong Bide Out, 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
The Convict Ship, 
Ia Ha the Man? 
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RUSSELL (HER.BERT).-True ST, MARTIN'S LIBRARY-continued. 
6d By ROBERT BROWNING. 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. • Pippa Passes: and Men and W o 
RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by, men, With 10 Illustrations in ~ol0l1rs 

Crown Svc, cloth, 3s. 6d, each ; picture by E. FORTESCUE BRICKDALE. • 
cloth, flat back, 2s. net each, Dra.matis Personm ; and Dra 

S th t ma.tic Romances and Lyrics 
.A Country wee ear • With 10 Illustrations in l:olours by E 
The Drift of Fate, FORTESCUE BRICKDALE. 

RUSSELL (R.ev.- JOHN) and his By RonERT BucHANAN. 
Out-of-door Life, By E. W, L. The Shadow or the Sword, 
DAVIES. \Vith Illustrations coloured by By HALL CAINE. 
hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, l6s. net. The Deemster. 

RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE The wtrit~i{\~\i~:f!~ 
(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. . By DANIEL DEFOE. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. s. Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus-
RAPPOPORT, M.A. With 16 Plates, trations by G. CRUIKSHANK. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net, By CHARLES DICKENS. 

ia.AINT AUBYN {ALAN), Novels Speeches. With Portrait. 
,.;;, By AUSTIN DOBSON. 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each i post Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 
8vo. illustrated boards, 2 s. each. ln Three Series, each Illustrated. 

.A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note By w. s. GILBERT. 
by OLIVER WENDELL Hou.ms. Original Plays. In Three Series. 

The Junior Dean. By THOMAS HARDY. 
Orchard Damerel. Under the Greenwood Tree. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. By BRET HARTE. 
In tho Face of the World. Condensed Novels. 
To His Own Master. Mliss, 'l'he Luck of Roaring Ca.mp 
The Tremlett Diamonds. and other Stories, With Portrait. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each, By OLIVER \VENDELL HOLllfES. 
The Wooing of May. The Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Fortune's Gate. Table, Illustrated by J. G. THOMSON . 
ATragio Honeymoon, Compiled by A. H . HYATT. 
Gallantry Bower. The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
A Proctor's Wooing. The Charm of Edinburgh. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. The Charm of Venice. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. The Charm of Paris. 
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustration!!. By RICHARD J~FFERIES. 

SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). _ A The Life of the Fields. 
The Open lllr. 

Levantloe Family, Cr. Svo. cl .. :u. 6d. Mature near London. 

SALA (0. A.).-Oaslight and By CHAI<LEs LAuB. 
p 8 ·11 t d b d The Essays of Ella, 

Daylight. est VO, I ustra t' oar s,2.1. By LORD MACAULAY. 

SCOTLAND YAR.D,Past& Present. History of England, ins Volumes. 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post lly JUSTrn McCARTHY. 
8vo. illustrated boards. u.: cloth. 2S. 6d. The Reign of Queen Anne. in I Vol. 

- T UGH DE A History of the Four Georges 
SELINCOUR (H ).- and of William IV., in 2 Vols. 

Oxford from Within, With a Note A History of Our Own Times from 
and 12 Illustrations in Colour and 8 in Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols, 
:'.'tlonochrome by YOSHIO MARKINO. By GEORGE l\IAcDOliALD. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. WorksofFanoyandlmaglnatlon, 

SEROEANT(ADELINE), Novels in 10 Vols. 16mo. <For List, 5ee p. 19,) 

b C 8 1 th 6d .. By W. H. MAI LOCL:, 
,y. rown vo, co . 3s. . eac..., N 

Under False Pretences, The ew Republic. 
Dr. Endicott's Experiment. • By OUIDA, 
ThA Misstnl! Elizabeth, Wisdom, Wit, and' Pa.thos. Se-

lected by F. SYDNEY MORRIS. 
~ r. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). By CHARLES Hv.AoE. 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per The Cloister and the HC:!arth, With 
Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per Vol. 32 Illustrations by M . .B. HEWERDINE. , 

·By S1R WALTER BESANT. 'It Is Never Too Late to Mend, 
London. I Westminster. By ROBERT LOUIS STEVEKSON. 
Jerusalem. By BESANT and PALMEH. An Inland Voyage. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Mon. Tra.Yels with a Donkey. 
Sir Richard Whittington, The Silverado Squatters, 
Gaspard de Coligny. Memories and Portraits, 

By BOCCACCIO, Virginibus Puerlsque. 
The D t ca.meron, Men and Books, 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 
.ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY-continued, 

BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 
Across tha Plains, 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas, 
Esso.ys of Travel. 
Wair of Hermiston, 
The Art of Writing, 
Collected Poems. 

By H. A, TAINE. 
History of English Literature, In 

4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 
By MARK TwAIN.-Sketches. 

Bv WALTON and COTTON. 
The Complete Angler, 

By WALT WHITMAN. 
Poems. Selected and Edited by W, M. 

ROSSltTTI. \Vith Portrait. 

SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Magic of To-Morrow. 
Co,uet Chaos, 

.SHADO\VLESS MAN (THE): 
Peter Schlemihl. By A. VON CHAlUSSO. 
Tran~lated by Sir J0°HN BOWRING. and 
J\lustrated by GORDON BROWNE. Demy 
8vo, cloth, ~J. 6d. net, 

SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 
(THE). PARTI. 

THE OLD-SPELLING 
SHAKESPEARE. 

With the !<pelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, :md ;ill 

chan,:!es marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F. 
J. F umi'lVALL, M.A., D.Litt., and F. W. 
CLARKE, M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s, 
6d. net each Play ; or Library Edition, 
pure rag paper, half-parchmept, 5s. net 
per Play. A list of the volumes already 
published or in the press may be had. 

PART II. 
THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS, 

Small crown 8\·o, quarter-bound ant ique 
gicy bo:1rds, 2s. 6d. net per vol.; whole 
f(old-brown veiYct persian, 4s. net 
per vol. ; also a Limited Edition on 
larger paper, half parchment, gilt tops 
5s. net, per vol. Each volume with 
Frontispiece, 

Volumes publislted or in preJa,-ation, 
1. Lodge's 'Rosalynde': the 

orit:inal of Shakespeare's • As 
You Like It." Edited by W. W. 
GREG, M.A. 

2. Greene's' Pandosto,' or' Doras­
tus and Fawnia': the orittina.l 
of Shakespeare's 'Winter's 
Tale.' Edited by P. G. THOMAS. 

3. Brooke's Poem or' Romeus and 
Juliet': the original of Sbake­
speare'o 'Romeo and Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. DANIEL. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. lllUNRO, 

4. 'The Troublesome Reign of 
KtngJohn·•: the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as 'King John.' 
Edited by F. J. FURN.lVALL, D.Litt, 

SHAKESPEARB LIBRARY-cont, 
THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS-contimttd. 
S, 6. 'The History of Hamlet': 

With other Documents Illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare'i. Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the LEGEN-Il OF 
HAMLET by Prof. I. GOJ,LANCZ, 

7. 'Tbe Play of King Leir and Hla 
Three Daughters': the old play 
on the subject of King Lear, 
Edited by SIDNEY LEE, D.Litt. 

8. • The Taming of a Shrew•: 
Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.' Edited 
bv Professor F. S. BOAS, M,A, 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
• .A Midsummer Night's Dream.• 
Edited by FRANK SIDGWICK. 

10. 'The Pamoua Yictorie11 of 
HenryV,' 

u. • The Menmchml ': the original 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Errors.' Latin text, with the Eliza­
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D, 
ROUSE, Litt.D, 

12. 'Promos and Cassandra': 
the source of 'Measure for 
l'4easure.' 

13. 'Apolonius and Silla': the 
source of • Twelfth Night.' Edited by 
MORTON LUCE. 

14. • The ll'irRt Part of the Conten­
tion betwixt the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancas­
ter,' and • The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York•: the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
• King Henry VI.' 

15. The Sources of' The '.'em peat,' 
16. Tho Sources of 'Cymbeline.' 
17. The Seurces and .Analogues 

of • The Merchant of Venice.' 
Edited by Professor I. GOLLASCZ. 

18. Romantic Tales : the sources of 
'The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' 'Merry 
Wives.' • Much Ado about Nothing.' 
• All's Well that Ends Well.' 

19,20 Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 
sources of • Julius Ca:sar,' • Antony and 
Cleopatra,' • Coriolanus,' and • Timon.' 
Edited by C. F . TUCKER BROOKE, M.A. 

PART III. 
THE LAMB SHAKESPEAR.Ill 

FOR YOONG PEOPLE, 
\Vith Illustrations and Music. Based on 
MARY AND CHARLES LAMB'S TALES FROM 
SHAKESPEARF., and edited by Professor 
I. GOLLANCZ, who has inserted within 
a prose setting those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which 
the youngreadershould early become ac, 
qnainted. The Music arrani;:ed by T, 
MASKELL HARDY, Imperial 16mo, cloth, 
IS. 6d. net per vol. ; leather, 2s, 6d. net per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, Un~n, 8d, 
net per vol. 

I. The Tempest. 
II. As You Like It. 

JII. A Midsummer Night's Dream, 
IV. The Merchant ofYenlce, 
V. The Winter's Ta.le. 

VI. Twelfth Nfgh~. 

XI.AI 

IIUi 
! 
l' 
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SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY-cont. 
THE LA~!B ::OHAKESPBARE-continued. 

VII. Cymbeline. 
VJ II. Romeo and Jullet. 

IX. Macbeth. 
x. Much .Ado About Nothlnit. 

SHERARD (R. H.).-Rogues. 
Crown Svo, cloth, u. 6d-. 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 
BRIN SL E Y) Complete Works. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

XI. A Lifo of Sha.kespea.re for the SHER.WOOD (,M.AROARET).-
Youn~. [Preparing. DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 

XII, .An Evening with Shake- Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d . 
speare: 10 Dramatic Tableaux for EL M p) N I b 
Young People, with Music by T. Sf-II ( • • , ove S Y• 
l\IASKELL HARDY, and Illustrations. The Purple Cloud. Cr,8,•o,cloth, ~s-~d. 
Cloth, 2s. net: leather, 3s. 6d. net: Unto the Third Generation. C1.8vo, 
linen, Is. 6d. net. • cloth, 6s. 

-----------------
PART IV. SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in-

SHAKESPEARE'S ENGL.AND. cludin.g Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
A series of volumes illustrative of the Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and J. 
life, thought,andlettersof England in the c. Horn:N. \Vithg5 Illustrations. Crown 
time: Clf ~hakespeare. Svo cloth 3s 6d 

Robert Laneham's Letter,describing ____ • ___ , _· -·----::---::---:---
part or the EntertaiI~ment g!ven !o SIMS (OEOROE R.), Books by. 
Queen El_izabcth at Kc_mlworth ca,stle m Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; clolh 
1575, With Introdu~hon by Dr. F mrn1- limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
VALL, and Illustrations, Demy Svo, The Ring 0 , Bells. 
cloth, 5-<- net. ' Tinkletop's Crime. I Zeph. 

The Rogues a~d Vagabonds of Di•amas of Life. With 6o Illustrarions. 
Sha.ke~p.eare s ~out_h: reprints~~ My Two Wives, I Tales of To-day. 
Awdelc::y s Fratern1tyc ot Vacabondes, Memoil'S of a Landlady. 
Harman's'CaveatforCommonCursetors,' Scenes from the Show 
~>arson_ Haben's ?r Hyberdyn~•s ,' Ser,mon The Ten Commandme~ts. 
in Praise of Thieves and Tluevery, &c.-
\Vith many woodcuts. Edited, with In- Crown Svo, picture cover, Is. each; cloth. 
troducti1m, by EDWARD VILES and Dr. IS. 6d. each, 
FuR~IVALL. Demy Svo, clQth, ss. net. The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 

Shakesp~are's Holinshed: a reprint The Case or George Candlemas. 
of all the passages in Holinshed's Da.gonet Ditties. I Life We Live. 
•Chronicle' of which use was made in Young Mrs. Caudle. 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with Li Ting of London. , 
Notes. Edited by W. G. BOSWELL 
STONE. Royal 8vo, cloth, Jos. 6d. net. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; • post 8vo, 

The Book of Elizabethan Verse. picture boards, 2s. each: cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Edited, with Notes. by WILLI.Ut Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
STANLEY BRAITHWAITE. With Frontis- Mary Jane Married. 
piece and Vignette. Small crown 8vo, Da.gonet Abroad, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net: vellum gilt, 7s. 6d. net, Roguea and Vagabonds. 

Tho Shakespeai,e Allu:ilon Book. 
Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
and h is \Vorks befot;e the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. INGLEBY , Miss 
L. TOUL!llIN SMITH, Dr. FURNIVALL, and 
J. J. MUNRO, Twovols,,royal Svo, cloth, 
2rs. net. 

Harrison's Description of Eng­
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
1.-III. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. Edited by Dr. FURNIVALL. 
\Vith additions by Mrs. C, C. STOPES. 
(250 copies only.) 17s. 6d. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SW!!\BURNK. Crown 8vo , cloth, 8s. 

The .Age of Shakespeare. By A. c. 
SWINBURi'iE, Crown 8vo, buckram, 6.1 , 
net. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart : a 
Roma.nee. By SARAH H. ::tTERLING. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C, E. 
PF.CK. Square Svo, cloth, 6.J. 

SHARP (WILLIAM).-Children 
of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis­

piece by HUGH THOMSON. 
For Life-and After. 
Once upon a Chriotmas Time. 

With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. GREEN, H. 1. 
In London's Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
Without the Limelight. 
'J.'he Sn,.all-part Lady. 
Biographs of Babylon. 
His Wife's Revenge. 
The Mystery of J\l!a.ry,l\nne. 

Picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In London's Heart. 

POPULAR EI.Jl'f!ONS, medium Svo, 6d. eaclt; 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
.Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
How tha Poor Live; and Horrible 

London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is, 
Daionet Dramas, Crown Svo, 11. 
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SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS SPETTIGUE (H. H.). - The 
In Verseand Pro.so, Edited by R. Heritage of-Eve. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

HERSE SHEPHERD •. S Vols., 3s, 6d, ca. SPIELMANN (MRS M H 
Poetical Works, m Thf'ee Vols.: • • .), 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Books by, 
Correspondence with Stockdale; \Vandering Large crown Svo, cloth, 5s. net. each, 

Jew: Queen Mab; Alastor: Rosalind and lllar~eryRedfordand_herFrlonda. 
l-lelen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais. \V1th numerous Illustrations by GORDON 

Vol, II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; BROWNE. 
Julian and l\Iaddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Railfl>ow Book: Sixteen 
The Witch of Atlas; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. Tale■ of Pun and Fancy, With 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 37 Illustrations by ARTHUR RACKHAM, 

Masque of Anarchy; and other PieceL HUGH THOMSON, BERNARD P;i\RTRIDGE, 

Prose Works, in Two Vols.: LKWIS BAUMER, and other artists. 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi; St. lrvy~c; Dublin and SPRIG GE (S. SQUIRE). - An 
Marlow Pamphlets: Refutation of Deism: Industrious Chevalier Crown Svo 

Letters to Leigh Hunt; Minor \Vf'itings. cloth, 3s. 6d. • ' 

Vol. 11. Essays: Letters from Abroad; ST F·-· 
1'ranslations and Fragments; a Biography. AF ORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3S. 6d. each, 

SISTER DORA. By M, LONSDALE, Doris and J, I Carlton Priors. 

Dcmy8vo,4d.: cloth,6d. STANLEY (WINIFRED).-A 

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- Flash of the Will. Cr, Svo, cloth. 6s. 

torical ,md Anec<lotal, Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 6d. ST AR.RY . HEAVENS Poetical 

SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. Birthday Book. Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. STEDMAN (E. C.).-Victorian 
The June Princess, Crown Svo, cloth, Poets, Crown 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

se!~t;e. crown svo,cloth. 6.,. STEPHENS (RICCARDO).-The 
see also The Flower Book, P. u. Cruciform Mark. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

SMITH(Lieut.-Col. Si'r Henry, STEPHE~S lR, NEILSON).-
K.c. B.). - From Constable to Phlllp l-\ Inwood. Cr. Svo. cl., 3s. 6d. 

Commissioner: the Story of Sixty STERLING (S, H.), Stories by. 
Years. With a Portrait. Demy Svo, cloth, Square Svo, cloth, 6s, each. 

7s, 6d. net. Shakespeare's Sweetheart. With 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 6 Coloured Illustrations by C. E. PECK, 
Jl Lady or King Arthur's Court, 

Svo, IS. : doth, Is. 6d. With Illustrations in Colour by CLARA 

SOME~SET (Lord HENRY).- ELSENE PECK, and other Decorations. 

Sonirs of Adieu. 4to, Jap. vellum, 6s. STERN DALE (R. ARl\UTAGE). 
SPALDING (Kenneth J. ), - A -The ~fgban Knife. Postsvo,clotb, 

Pilgrim's Way: Songs, i-·cap, 4to, 3s. 6d. : illustrated boards, 21. 

buckram, 3s. 6d. net. STE RN E (LA U RE N C E).-

SPEIO HT (T W} N J b A Sentimental Journey. With 8<1 

• • ' ove s y. Illustrations by T. H. ROBINSON, and 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 21• each, a Photogravure Portrait. Crown Svo, 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke, cloth gilt. 3s. 6d. 
By De'!lious Ways, ------'-'--...:C..~ - ~~~-----

Hoodwin ked; & Sandycroft Mys- STEVENSON (BURTON E.),-
tery. j The Golden Hoop, Affairs of State. Crown Bvo, cloth, 

Back to Life, Quittance 1n Full, _ ___.:3c:.::s.:,..6_d:,,.· .,..-.,....,,--=--=-=---:-=---=---=--=-=-~,,.,.... 

The Loudwater Tragedy. STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 
Burgo•s Romance. k 
A H,usband from the Sea.. Works by. Cr. Svo. buc ram, 6s. each. 

Travels with a Donkey, With a 
Crown 8vo, cloth, ~s. 6d. each. Frontispiece by \VALTER CRANE. 

Her Ladyship, I The Orey Monk; An Inland Yoya(;!e, With a Frontis-

The Master of Trenance. piece by WALTER CRANE. 

The Secret of Wyvern Towers. Familiar Studies of Men &: Books. 
:Ooom of Siva, I As it was Written Tho snverado Squatters. 
The Web of Fate. The Merry Men, 
Experiences of Mr, Yerschoyle. Underwoods: Poems. 

Stepping Blindfold: Memories and Portraits. 
Wife or No Wife.Post !No.cloth. u. 6d. Yirginibus Puerisque. I Ballads. 

SPEIGHT (E, E,).-The Galleon Prince Otto. I Across the Plains. 
Weir of Hermiston. 

of Torbay. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. In the South Seas • 

.SPENSER for Children. By M. H. Essays of Travel; 
TOWRY. With Coloured lllustrations by Tales and Fantasies. 
w. J. MORGAN, c,own 4to, cloth, 31, 6d, Esaa.ys in the Art of Writing. 
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S1'BVEN.SON <R- L.)-continued. STOCKTON (FRANK R,),-The Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram. ss. Young Master of Hyson Hall. With A Lowden Sabbath Morn. \\"ith 36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, Coloured Front. and numerous Illus. by 3s, 6d.: picture cloth. flat back, u. A. S. BOYD. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, 

New Arabian Nights. crown svo. ST ON E (CHRIS TOP HER), buckram, 6s.: post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.; Novels by. 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. . Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

Laige crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net each ; They also Serve. parchment, IOs. 6d. net each: LARGE PAPER The Noise of Life. 
EDITION, pure rag paper, the Pl,tes STDAUS (DALPH), Novels by mounted, vellum, 2u. net each. "'- " An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

lrations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, ;:: l:lfft
8
AJ:J.;· Drum, and other Decorations, by NOEL ROOKE. ________________ _ 

'l'raYels with a Donkey In the STRUTT (JOSEPH). -The Cevennes. With 12 Jllustrations in Sports and Pastimes of the People Colour, 12 in Black and White, and of England. With 140 Illustrations. other Decorations, by NOEL ROOKE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. A Child's Garden ofVerses. With----------'....::.... ______ _ 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous STUART (H. LON O AN . )­Black and White Drawings by MILLI- Weeping Cro55, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
CENT SOWERBY, Large crown 8vo,cloth, SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB• ss. net; LARGE l'APER EDITION, parch- JBCTS. By RICHARD DAVEY. With ment, los. 6d. net. Portrait. Dem:y 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. Long fcap. Svo, cloth, u. net each. Father Damien. SUNDOWNER, Stories by, Talk and Talkers, Told by the Tatfrall. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d, 

Post Svo, bds., u. net ea. ; leather, 2s. net ea. The Tale of the Serpent, Crown A Christmas Sermon. Also a MINIA- 8vo, cloth, Hat back, 2S. 
Tf.RE EDITION in velvet calf yapp (2i by S UT RO (ALF RE D) . - The 3 .. 111.), u. 6'. net. Foolish Virgins. Fcp. 8vo, u.: cl., u .6d. Prayers Written at Yalllma. 
Also a MINIATURE EDITION in velvet CcJlf SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, yapp, Is. 6d. net. ; a•d the EDITION DE in Prose and Verse. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. LUXE, each Prayer Illuminated by A. Jonathan Swif♦ : A Study. By J. SANGORSKI in gold and colous, fcap. 4to. CHURTON COLLINS. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. Jap vellum, gilt top, 6s. net.; parchment 
gilt, IOs.6 ..,d~·-n=e=t_. ~-~ 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah'a Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN 
NIGHTS,) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
LLOYD OSBOURNE. Post 8vo, cloth, 
2s. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d. ; 
SCHOOL EDITION, cloth limp, Is, net, 

The Pocket R.L,S.: Favourite Pas­
sages. 161110, cl., 2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. 

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. 
Pott Svo, cl. 2s. net ea. : leather, 3S. net ea. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey, 
Ylrglnlbus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. New Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. I Prince Otto. In the South Seas. 
Essays of TraYel. 
The SUYerado Squa.tteH, 
Weir of Hermiston. 
The Art of Writing. 
Collected Poems of R. L. s. 
R.L.dtevenson: A Study. ByH.B.BAIL-

DON. \Vith 2 Portraits. Cr.8vo,buckram 6s 
Recollections of R. L. Stevenson 

in the Pacific. By ARTHUR Jom~­
&TOIIIK_ Cr, 8vo, buckram, 6.&, net. 

SWINBURNE' 5 (ALGERNON 
CHARLB.5) Work5. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poems. 
In 6 Vols .. crown 8vo, 36s. net the set. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra­gedies. In sVols., cr.8vo, 30s. net tht: st:t. 
Selections from Mr. Swinburne's 

Works. With Preface by T. WATTS• 
DUNTON, and 2 Photogravure Plates, 
Fcap.8vo_,_6_s·==-......,...,,----

The Queen-Mother; and Rosa-
mond. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6.t. net. 

Atalanta In Calydon, Crown 8vo,6.r. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Poems and Ballads, FIRST SERIES. 

Crown 8vo, 9s. 
Poems and Ballads, SECOND SERIES. 

Crown 8vo , 9s. 
Poems and Ballads. THIRD SERIES.. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Songs before Sunrise. .Crown 8vo, 

IOS. 6d . 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, ns. 6d. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s 
George Chapman (In Vol. II. of G. 

CHAPMAN'S \Vc rks.) Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
Essays and Studies. Crown8vo, 12s 
Ereohtheus: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6s, 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. Svo, Bs 
Songs of the Sprlngtlde■, Crowa 

8vo 6s, 
Studies In Sonat, Crowa Rvo, 71. 
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SWINBURNE <A. C.)-continued. THOMAS (ANNIE) Novels by 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, Ss. ,nh s•- , W ' • 

Tristra.m of Lyonesse. Crown Bvo,os. c.a. e u:en s eb. Cr. Bvo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

A Century of Roundels. Cr. svo, 6s. Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s_ 

A Midsummer Holiday. cr.Bvo, 7s. THOMAS (BERTHA) Novels by. 
Marino Fallaro: A Trngedy. Crown Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

8vo1 6s. In a Cathedral City 
.A StudyofYictor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 61. The House on the scar 

Mlscellani~s. Crown 8vo, us. The Son of the House • 
Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. • 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. Svo, 7s. THOREAU: His Life and Aims. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. By A.H. PAGE, W ith a Portrait. Post 

Astrophel, &c. Crown Svo, 7s. 8vo buckram 3s 6d 

Studies In Prose and Poetry. ' ' • • 
crown svo, 9s. THORNBURY (WALTER). -

The Tale of Ba!en. Crown Svo, 7s. Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, 

Rosamund, Queen of the Lom- illustrated boards, 2.1. 

bards: A Tragedv. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Crow118vo,7s. TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 
LoYe's Cross• Currents: A Year's Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Letters. Crown ~vo, 6s. net. Clubs and 011.lb Life ln London. 

William Blake. Crown 8vo, 6.r. net. With 41 Illustrations. 

Tho Duke or Gandia. Crown Svo, ss. English Eccentrics and Eccen-

~•he Aga of Shakespeare, Crown trlcitles. W ith 48 Illustra tions. 

Th
8
;\,~~;;;~age of Pleasure. See TOY PARTY (A). By J. Bodger. 
page 17 for Mrs. DISliEY-LEITH'S The Illustrated In Colo~r• by DORA BARKS. 

Children of the Chapel. Crown Oblong fcap. 4.to, P.Icture boards, u . net, 

8vo, 6.r. net. TR.EETON (ERNEST A.).-The 

S\VINNERTON (FRANK A.), Instigator. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6.r. 

Novels by. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. each. TROLLOPE-'ANTHONY) Novels 
. The flllerry Hoart. \ ' 

The Youn g Idea by. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. each; post 

. • 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 

SYRETT (NETT A), Novels by. The Way We Live Now. 

Anne Page. Crown dvo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. ; Frau Frohmann. I Marlon Fay. 

POPULAR EDITION. medium 8vo, 6d. The Land-Leaguers. 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. e:ich, Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Castle of' Drea ms. Kept 1n the DaI"k. 
Ol!Yia L. Ca.raw. Tlle American Senator. 

TAINE'S History of English The Golden Lion of G:ranpere. 

Literature. Trans. by H ENRY VAN LAUN. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. each. 

Four Vol~ demy Bvo, ol., 3os.-POPULAR Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
EDITION, Two Vols., crown Svo, cl., 15s.; John Caldigate. 
FINE PAPER EDITION, in ,Four Vols., with • 
32 Portraits, pottsvo, cloth,gi1ttop,2s.net TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 
per vol.; leather, J?ilt ecl j?es, 3.r. net per vol. Novels liy, ~rown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

'fALES FOD TLJ E HOMES each: post Bvo, illustrated boards, 21, each. 
-"' , . . • Like Ships upon the Sea. 

By TWENTY-SIX 'WKLL-KNOWNAUTHons. Mabel's Progress~ I Anne Furne!ls. 

Edited by Rev, J. MARCHAST. Published 
for the benefit of the BARNARDO ME- TROLLOPE (T. A.).-Diamond 
MOIUAL FUND. With 3 P ortraits. Crown Cut Diamond. P ost 8vo, IUu~. bds .. zs. 

s vo, cloth, ss. net. • TURENNE (RAYMOND).-The 

TAYLOR (TOM). -Historical Last of the Mammoths. Crown Svo, 

Dramas. Crown 8vo, u. each. cloth, 3.r. 6d. 
'},EANNE DARC' - --- ,-.,,..--:=-~ =-=::--c=---=,-----

• TwixT AXK AND CRow111.' TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 
'THE FOOL'S REVENGE.' UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

• ARKWRIGHT'S WIFE.' ~ Bvo, c,loth. 3s. 6d. each. 

• ANNE BOLEYN.' Mar~ Twain s LlbraryofHumour. 

'PLOT AND PASSION.' With 197 Illustrations by E.W. KEJ\IHL~:. 

THACKERAY,W. M.-The Rose 
and The Ring-. W ith Coloured Frontis­
piece, 44 lllustrationi; (12 in T wo Tints) 
and End-papers by GORDON BROWNE. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

The Pocket Thackeray. Arranged 
by A. H. H YATT, I6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net , leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 

Roufthlng It: and The Innocents 
at Home. With 200 Illu5trations by 
F. A. FRASER. 

The American Claimant. With Sr 
Il lustra tions by HAL HURST and others . . 

Pudd'nhead W ilson. With Portrait 
and Six lllnstrations by LOUIS LOEB. 

•Thel!..dv entureaofTom Sawyer, 
W illi 1 n Ill ustrat ions. 

rw 
~o 
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TWAIN (MARK)-cmtinrud. TYTLEI{ • (C. C. FRASER•).-

~om Sawyer Ab1•oad. With 26 .Mistress ,Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Illustrations by DAN BEARD. 3s. 6d.: post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. 

Tom Sawyer,Detective, With Port. --'-------"------------
• A Tramp Abroad, With 314 musts. UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 
• The Innocents Abroad; and The Tho Queen · against Owen. Crown 

New Pilgrim's Progress. With 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 
234 lllustrations. 2s.; post 8vo, picture boards, zs. 

•The Gilded Age. By MARK T\VAIN The Phantom Torpedo-Boa.ts. 
and C. D. WARNER. With 212 lllusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

• The Prince a _nd the Pauper. VANDAM (ALBERT D) -A 
With 190 Illustrations. • • 

• Life on the Mississippi. 300 lllusts. Court Tragedy; With 6 Illustrations 
$The Adventures of Huckleberry by J. B. DAVIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, ~s. 6d, 

Finn • . 174 Illusts. by E.W. KEJIIBLE.. VASHTI and ESTHER By 
• A Yankee at the Court of King , , • . . 

Arthur. 220 Illusts. hy DAN BEARD, Belle of Tht World. Cr. 8vo. cl .. 3s. 6d, 
• Tho Stolen White Elephant. VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
•The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. Century, By PHILIPPE MONNIER, 
A Double-_barrelled. Detective With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo cloth 

Pe~!g!~i R~~~l1~~ti~~:~r Joan of 7s. 6d. net. 
1 1 

Arc. With121llusts.byF.V.DuMONo. VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 
Moro Tramps Abroad. By TANCRED BORENIUS. With rs full-
'l'he Man that Corrupted Hadley. page Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth 7s. 6d, 

burg. \Vith Fr,mtispicce. net ' 
The Choice WorksofMa.rkTwain. ----· -------------

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. V!ZETELLY (ER.NEST A.), 
••" The Books marked• may be had also in Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

post 8vo, cloth, 2s. each, The Scorpion. 
The Lover's Progress. POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. -~·-----

Tom Sawyer. I A Tramp Abroad. APa.thofThorns. Crown8vo,cloth,6s, 
The Prince and the Pauper. Tl1c Wild Marquis: Life and Adven-
Huckleberry Finn. tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil, 
._,... k T . , Sk t h p tt 8 Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s . ..... ar wa.m s e c es. o ve, ----------------

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, gilt edges. WALLACE (LEW.).-Ben-Httr: 
3.s. net ; post 8vo, cloth, zs. A Tale of the Christ. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 

TWELLS (JULIA H.).-Et tu, WALLER (S. E.).-Sebastiani's 
5ejane I Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl .. 6s 

WALTON and COTTO N'S TYTLER (SARAH), Nov~ls by. Complete Angler. Pott Svo, cloth, 
~rown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, post 8vo, gill zs. net• leather, gilt eddes 3s. net. 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. ' ' "' • 

Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackha!l Ghosts. 
What She Came Through, 

Post 8vo, illus.trated boards. 2s. each. 
Sa.int Mungo•s City. I La dy .Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Disappeared. I Noblesse Oblige, 
The Bride's Pass. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 
Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s, 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, zs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

The Heart of a Girl. With 8 lllusts, 
Tom Dawson. 
The Youngest Miss Brown. 
A Fight to a Finish. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
Love a.nd Lordship. 
What Ought She to Do? 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. My -Lady of Whims. 
The Macdonald Lass. 
The Witch-Wife. WARMAN (CY).-The Express 
Rachel Langton, I Sapphira Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3,. 6d. 
Mrs. Carmichael's · Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon's Eclipse. WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 
A Young Dragon. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Three Men of Matk; Seals. 2s. 
In Clarissa's Day. Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
Sir David's Visitors. of Scota. Including Queen Elizabeth's 
The Poet and His Guardian Angel S:f!n ature and the Grea t s~al. 2s. ~ 

Cltoyenne Jacqueline. crown svo, WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).-
picture cloth, fiat back, 2 s. The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 
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WEBBER. (BYR.ON).-Sportand WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, zs. An Ea.sy-golnit Fellow. Crown Svo, 

\VE RN ER. (A.). -Chapenga's 
cloth. 3$. od. 

Hi■ Dead Past. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 
\Vlllte l\lan. Crown Svo, cloth , :;.s. 6d. 

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
WESTALL (WILL), Novels by. Chapters on Evolution. With :z59 

Trust-Money. Crown Svo,cloth, 3s. 6d. ; Illustrations. Crown 8m, cloth, 71. 6d. 

t Sm, iUu, trated boards, is. Leisure-Time Studies. With lllustra-
With the Red Eagle: POPULAR tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

E IJITIO:S, medium Svo, 6d. Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr. Svo, u. : cloth, u. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 
A Woman Tempted Hlm. 
For Honour and Life. by. 

Her Two Millions. Regimental Legend■• P ost Svo, 

Two Pinches of Snuff. lUustrated boards, :zs. ; cloth, :z..s. 6d. 

With the Red Eagle. Cavalry Life; and Regimental 
A Red Bridal. \ Nigel Fortescue. Legends. Crown Svo, cloth, ;µ. 6d. ; 
Ben Clough. Buch Dene. picture cloth, flat back. :z..s. 
The Old Factory. WOOD (H.F.), Detective Stories Sons of BellaL I Strange Crimes. 
Her Ladyship's Secret. by. Post Svo, illustrated boards. :zs. each. 
The Phant om City. Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
Ralph N orbreck's Trust. The EngUshman of the Rue Caln, 
A Queer Race. 1 Red Ryvlngton. 

WOOLLEY (CELIA PARKER),-Roy of Roy' s Court. 
As Luck wou.ld have li. Rachel Arm.strong. Post Svo, :zs. 6d. 
As a Man Sows, 
The Old Bank. . WR.AGOE (CLEMENT L.).-
Dr. Wynne's Revenge. The Romance of the South Seas. 
The Sacred Crescents. W ith 84 Illustra tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 
A Very Queer Business, ?s. 6d. net. 

WESTBURY (ATHA). -The WRIGHT (THOMAS).-History 
Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crown of Caricature and of the Grotesque 
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. In Art, Literature, Sculpture nnd 

Pzlinting. lllustrated by F. W. 

WHEELWR.IGHT (E. G.).-A FAIRHOLT. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Slow Awak ening. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s. ZANGWILL (LOUIS).-A Nine-

WHISHAW (FR.ED.), Novels 
teenth Century Mlr11c!e. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. A Forbidden Name. 

Many Ways of Love. Withs m usts. UNIFORM E orno:-.. Mos tl y Translated or 

Mazeppa. Edi ted, with Introductions, by ERNES't 
Near the Tsar. nea.r Death, A. VIZETELLY. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Splendid Impostor. His Masterpiece. I The Joy of Life, 

Germinal. I Therese Raquin, 

WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 
The Honour of the Army. 
Abbe Mouret'• Transgression, 

Selected and Edited, wit h Int roduction, The Fortune of the Rougons. 
by W. M. ROSSETTI. Wit h Portrait , The Conquest of Plaesans. 
Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. ; poll 8vo, cloth, The Dram-Shop. 
2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. The Fat a nd the Thin. I Money, 

His Excellency, The Dream. 

WILDE (LADY).-The Ancient The Downfall, Doctor Pascal, 
Lourdes, Fruitfulness. 

l!egends, Cbarm.s, a nd Supers tltlon.s Rome. Work. 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Paris, Truth, 

WILLIAJ\'15 (\V. M ATTIEU).- POP LAR EDITIO ·s, medium Svo. 6d. each, 

Th ! Cl1 em lstry of Cook ery . Crown Abb~ Mouret's Transgression, 
8,·o. cloth, 6s. The Fortune of the Rougons. 

Lourdes j Bome. I The Downfall, 

WILLIAM SON (./Hrs. F. H.).-A 
Paris. Money. The Dram-
The Joy of Life. ahop. 

Child W idow . Post Svo, illust. bds. :zs. Guminal. 

·wr~ BROTHERS, L' d., Printer~, 27, P ilgrim Street, Lud~ate H ill, l,,ondon, E.C, 
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