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12 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

it appeared to be covered with clumps of
queer vegetation; though whether they
were small trees or great bushes I had no
means of telling; but this I know, that they
were like unto nothing which ever I had set
eyes upon before.

So much as this I gathered as we pulled
slowly along the coast, seeking an cpen-
ing whereby we could pass inward to the
land; but a weary time passed or ere we
came upon that which we sought. In the
end, we found it—a slimy-banked creek,
which proved to be the estuary of a great
river, though we spoke of it always as a
creek. Into this we entered, and proceeded
at no great pace upwards along its wind-
ing course; and as we made forward we
scanned the low banks upon each side, per-
chance there might be some spot where
we could make to land. But we found none
—the banks being composed of a vile mud
which gave us no encouragement to ven-
ture rashly upon them.

Having taken the boat something over
a mile up the great creek, we came upon
the first of that vegetation which I had
chanced to notice from the sea, and here,
being within some score yards of it, we
were the better able to study it. I found
that it was indeed composed largely of a
sort of tree, very low and stunted, and
having what might be described as an un-
wholesome look about it. The branches of
this tree I perceived to be the cause of
my inability to recognize it from a bush
until I had come close upon it. They grew
thin and smooth through all their length,
and hung towards the earth; being
weighted thereto by a single, large cab-
bage-like plant which seemed to sprout
from the extreme tip of each.

Having passed beyond this first clump
of the vegetation, and the banks of the
river remaining very low, I stood me upon
a thwart, by which means I was enabled
to scan the surrounding country. This I
discovered, so far as my sight could pene-
trate, to be pierced in all directions with
innumerable creeks and pools, some of
these latter being very great of extent.
And everywhere the country was low set—
as it might be a great plain of mud, so
that it gave me a sense of dreariness to
look out upon it.

It may be, all unconsciously, that my
spirit was put in awe by the extreme si-
lence of all the country around. In all that
waste I could see no living thing, neither
bird nor vegetable, save it be the stunted
trees, which, indeed, grew in clumps here
and there over all the land.

This silence, when I grew fully aware of
it, was the more uncanny; for my memory
told me that never before had I come upon
a country which contained so much quiet-
ness.

Nothing moved across my vision—not
even a lone bird soared up against the dull
sky; and, for my hearing, not so much as
the cry of a sea-bird came to me—no! nor
the croak of a frog, nor the plash of a fish.
It was as though we had come upon the
Country of Silence, which some have called
the Land of Lonesomeness.

HREE hours had passed whilst we
ceased not to labour at the oars and
we could no more see the sea; yet no place
fit to our feet had come to view, for every-
where the mud, grey and black, surrounded
us—encompassing us veritably by a slimy
wilderness. We were fain to pull on, in the
hope that we might come ultimately to
firm ground.

A little before sundown we halted upon
our oars and made a scant meal from a
portion of our remaining provisions, and
as we ate I could see the sun sinking away
over the wastes. I had some slight diversion
in watching the grotesque shadows which
it cast from the trees into the water upon
our larboard side, for we had come to a
pause opposite a clump of the vegetation.
It was at this time that it was borne in
upon me afresh how very silent was the
land, and that this was not due to my
imagination. I remarked that the men
both in our own and in the bo’sun’s boat
seemed uneasy because of it, for none
spoke save in undertones, as though they
had fear of breaking that silence.

While I was awed by so much solitude,
there came the first telling of life in all
that wilderness. I heard it first in the
far distance, away inland—a curious, low,
sobbing note it was, and the rise and the
fall of it was like to the sobbing of a lone-
some wind through a great forest. Yet was
there no wind. In a moment, it had died,
and the silence of the land was awesome
by reason of the contrast.

Ilooked about me at the men, both in the
boat in which I was and that which the
bo’sun commanded; and not one was there
but held himself in a posture of listening.
In this wise a minute of quietness passed,
and then one of the men gave out a laugh,
born of the nervousness which had taken
him.

The bo’sun muttered to him to hush, and,
in the same moment, there came again the
plaint of that wild sobbing. Abruptly it
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it may be that the vegetation was some-
thing thicker, and more continuous along
the banks. But the banks were still of the
same thick, clinging mud; so that nowhere
could we effect a landing; though, had we,
the rest of the country beyond the banks
seemed no better.

As we pulled, we glanced continuously
from bank to bank; and those who worked
not at the oars were fain to rest a hand
by their sheath-knives. The happenings of
the past night were continually in our
minds, and we were in great fear; so that
we had turned back to the sea, but that we
had come so nigh to the end of our pro-
visions.

Nigh on to evening we came upon a
creek opening into the greater one through
the bank upon our left. We had been like
to pass it—as, indeed, we had passed many
throughout the day—but that the bo’sun,
whose boat had the lead, cried out that
there was some craft lying-up, a little be-
yond the first bend. One of the masts of
her—all jagged, where it had carried away
—stuck up plain to our view.

Having grown sick with so much lone-
someness, and being in fear of the ap-
proaching night, we gave out something
near to a cheer, which, however, the bo’sun
silenced, having no knowledge of those who
might occupy the stranger. In silence, the
bo’sun turned his craft towards the creek,
whereat we followed, taking heed to keep
quietness, and working the oars warily.
In a little, we came to the shoulder of the
bend, and had plain sight of the vessel
some little way beyond us. From the dis-
tance she had no appearance of being in-
habited; so that, after some small hesita-
tion, we pulled towards her, though still
being at pains to keep silence.

The strange vessel lay against that bank
of the creek which was upon our right,
and over above her was a thick clump of
the stunted trees. For the rest, she ap-
peared to be firmly imbedded in the heavy
mud, and there was a certain look of age
about her which carried to me a doleful
suggestion that we should find naught
aboard of her fit for an honest stomach.

We had come to a distance of maybe
some ten fathoms from her starboard bow
—for she lay with her head down towards
the mouth of the little creek—when the
bo’sun bade his men to back water, the
which Josh did regarding our own boat.
Being ready to fly if we had been in danger,
the bo’sun hailed the stranger; but got no
reply, save that some echo of his shout
seemed to come back at us. He sung out

again to her, chance there might be some
below decks who had not caught his first
hail. But still no answer came to us, save
the low echo—naught, but that the silent
trees took on a little quivering, as though
his voice had shaken them.

Being confident now within our minds,
we laid alongside, and, in a minute, had
shinned up the oars, and gained her decks.
Here, save that the glass of the skylight of
the main cabin had been broken, and some
portion of the framework shattered, there
was no extraordinary litter; so that it ap-
peared to us as though she had been no
great while abandoned.

When the bo’sun had made his way up
from the boat he turned aft towards the
scuttle, the rest of us following. We found
the leaf of the scuttle pulled forward to
within an inch of closing, and so much
effort did it require of us to push it back
that we had immediate evidence of a con-
siderable time since any had gone down
that way.

It was no great while before we were
below, and here we found the main cabin
to be empty, save for the bare furnishings.
From it there opened off two state-rooms
at the forrard end, and the captain’s cabin
in the after part, and in all of these we
found matters of clothing and sundries
such as proved that the vessel had been
deserted apparently in haste. In further
proof of this we found, in a drawer in the
captain’s room, a considerable quantity of
loose gold, the which it was not to be
supposed would have been left by the free-
will of the owner.

F THE state-rooms, the one upon the

starboard side gave evidence that it
had been occupied by a woman—no doubt
a passenger. The other, in which there
were two bunks, had been shared, so far
as we could have any certainty, by a couple
of young men. This we gathered by obser-
vation of various garments which were
scattered carelessly about.

We spent no great time in the cabins,
for we were pressed for food, and made
haste—under the directing of the bo’sun—
to discover if the hulk held victuals where-
by we might be kept alive.

We removed the hatch which led down
to the lazarette, and, lighting two lamps
which we had with us in the boats, went
down to make a search. In a little while, we
came upon two casks which the bo’sun
broke open with a hatchet. These casks
were sound and tight, and in them was
ship’s biscuit, very good and fit for food.
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being greatly awearied. About seven in
the morning, the bo’sun waked me, and I
found that they had opened the door into
the big cabin. But though the bo’sun and
I made careful search, we could nowhere
come upon anything to tell us aught con-
cerning the thing which had put us so in
fright. Yet, I know not if I am right in
saying that we came upon nothing; for,
in several places, the bulkheads had a
chafed look; but whether this had been
there before that night, we had no means
of telling.

Of that which we had heard, the bo’sun
bade me make no mention; for he would
not have the men put more in fear than
need be. This I conceived to be wisdom,
and so held my peace. Yet I was much
troubled in my mind to know what man-
ner of thing it was which we had need to
fear, and more—I desired greatly to know
whether we should be free of it in the
daylight hours. There was always with me,
as I went hither and thither, the thought
that IT—for that is how I designated it
in my mind—might come upon us to our
destruction.

After breakfast, at which we had each
a portion of salt pork, besides rum and
biscuit (for by now the fire in the caboose
had been set going), we turned-to at
various matters, under the directing of
the bo’sun. Josh and two of the men made
examination of the water casks, and the
rest of us lifted the main hatch-covers, to
make inspection of her cargo. But lo! we
found nothing, save some three feet of
water in her hold.

By this time Josh had drawn some water
off from the casks, but it was most un-
suitable for drinking, being vile of smell
and taste. Yet the bo’sun bade him draw
some into buckets, so that the air might
haply purify it. But though this was done,
and the water allowed to stand through
the morning, it was but little better.

We were exercised in our minds as to
the manner in which we should come
upon suitable water, for by now we were
beginning to be in need of it. One said one
thing, and another said another, but no
one had wit enough to call to mind any
method by which our need should be sat-
isfied.

When we had made an end of dining,
the bo’sun sent Josh, with four of the
men, up stream, perchance, after a mile
or two, the water should prove of sufficient
freshness to meet our purpose. They re-
turned a little before sundown, having no
water, for everywhere it was salt.

Foreseeing that it might be impossible
to come upon water, the bo'sun had set
the man whom he had ordained to be our
cook to boiling the creek water in three
great kettles. This he had ordered to be
done soon after the boat left. Over the
spout of each, he had hung a great pot
of iron, filled with cold water from the
hold—this being cooler than that from
the creek—so that the steam from each
kettle impihged upon the cold surface of
iron pots. Being by this means condensed,
it was caught in three buckets placed be-
neath them upon the floor of the caboose.
In this way, enough water was collected
to supply us for the evening and the fol-
lowing morning; yet it was but a slow
method, and we had sore need of a
speedier, were we to leave the hulk so
soon as I, for one, desired.

We made our supper before sunset, so
as to be free of the crying which we had
reason to expect. After that, the bo’sun
shut the scuttle, and we went every one
of us into the captain’s cabin. We barred
the door, as on the previous night, and
well was it for us that we acted with this
prudence.

Y THE time that we had come into the

captain’s cabin and secured the door
it was upon sunsetting, and as the dusk
came on, so did the melancholy wailing
pass over the land. Being by now some-
what inured to so much strangeness, we
lit our pipes, and smoked; though I ob-
served that none talked; for the crying
without was not to be forgotten.

Our silence was broken by a discovery
made by George, the young apprentice.
This lad, being no smoker, was fain to do
something to while away the time, and
with this intent he had raked out the
contents of a small box which had lain
upon the deck at the side of the forrard
bulkhead.

The box had appeared filled with odd
small lumber, of which a part was a dozen
or so grey paper wrappers, such as are
used for carrying samples of corn. At first,
George had tossed these aside; but, it
growing darker, the bo’sun lit one of the
candles which we had found in the laza-
rette. Thus, George, who was proceeding
to tidy back the rubbish which was cum-
bering the place, discovered something
which caused him to cry out to us his
astonishment.

Upon hearing George call out, the
bo’sun bade him keep silence, thinking it
was but a piece of boyish restlessness.
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But George drew the candle to him, and
bade us to listen; for the wrappers were
covered with fine handwriting, after the
fashion of a woman’s.

Even as George told us of that which
he had found, we became aware that the
night was uron us; for, suddenly, the cry-
ing ceased, and in place thereof there
came out of the far distance the low
thunder of the night-growling that had
tormented us through the past two nights.
For a space we ceased to smoke, and sat—
listening; for it was a very fearsome
sound. In a very little while it seemed to
surround the ship, as on the previous
nights; but at length, using ourselves to
it, we resumed our smoking, and bade
George to read out to us from the writing
upon the paper wrappers.

George, though shaking somewhat in
his voice, began to decipher that which
was upon the wrappers, and a strange and
awesome story it was, and bearing much
upon our own concerns:

“When they discovered the spring
among the trees that crown the bank,
there was much rejoicing; for we had
come to have much necd of water. And
some, being in fear of the ship (declar-
ing, because of all our misfortune and the
strange disappearances of their mess-
mates and the brother of my sweetheart,
that she was haunted by a devil), de-
clared their intention of taking their gear
up to the spring, and there making a
camp.

“This they conceived and carried out in
the space of one afternoon; though our
captain, a good and true man, begged of
them, as they valued life, to stay within
the shelter of their living-place. They
would none of them hark to his counsel-
ling, and, because the mate and the
bo’'sun were gone, he had no means of
compelling them to wisdom—"

At this point, George ceased to read,
and began to rustle among the wrappers,
as though in search for the continuation
of the story.

Presently he cried out that he could not
find it, and dismay was upon his face.

The bo’sun told him to read on from
such sheets as were left; for, as he ob-
served, we had no knowledge if more ex-
isted; and we were fain to know further
of that spring which, from the story,
appeared to be over the bank near to the
vessel.

George, being thus abjured, picked up
the topmost sheet; for they were, as I
heard him explain to the bo’sun, all odd-

ly numbered, and having but little refer-
ence one to the other. Yet we were might-
ily keen to know even so much as such odd
scraps might tell unto us. Whereupon,
George read from the next wrapper,
which ran thus:

“Suddenly I heard the captain cry out
that there was something in the main
cabin, and immediately my fiancé’s voice
calling to me to lock my door, and on no
condition to open it. Then the door of the
captain’s cabin slammed, and there came
a silence, and the silence was broken by
a sound. Now, this was the first time that
I had heard the Thing make search
through the big cabin; but, afterwards,
my sweetheart told me it had happened
aforetime, and they had told me naught,
fearing to frighten me needlessly.

“Now I understood why my sweetheart
had bidden me never to leave my state-
room door unbolted in the night-time. I
remember also wondering if the noise of
breaking glass that had waked me some-
what from my dreams a night or two pre-
viously had been the work of this inde-
scribable Thing, for on the morning fol-
lcwing that night, the glass in the sky-
light had been smashed. Thus it was that
my thoughts wandered out to trifies, while
yet my soul seemed ready to leap out from
my bosom with fright.

“I had, by reason of usage, come to abil-
ity to sleep despite the fearsome growling;
for I had conceived its cause to be the
mutter of spirits in the night, and had not
allowed myself to be unnecessarily fright-
ened with doleful thoughts; for my fiancé
had assured me of our safety, and that we
should yet come to our home. And now,
beyond my door, I could hear that fear-
some sound of the Thing searching—”

EORGE came to a sudden pause; for

the bo’sun had risen and put a great
hand upon his shoulder. The lad made to
speak; but the bo’sun beckoned to him to
say no word, and at that we, who had
grown to nervousness through the hap-
penings in the story, began every one to
listen. We heard a sound which had
escaped us in the noise of the growling
without the vessel, and the interest of the
reading.

We kept very silent, no man doing more
than let the breath go in and out of his
body, and each one of us knew that some-
thing moved without, in the big cabin. In
a little, something touched upon our door,
and it was, as I have mentioned earlier, as
though a great swab rubbed and scrubbed
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ons, entered into the wood, and gave down
the water to those stationed upon the
bank, and these, in turn, passed it to those
in the vessel. To the man in the galley,
the bo’sun gave command to fill a boiler
with some of the most select pieces of the
pork and beef from the casks, and get
them cooked so soon as might be. And so
we were kept at it, for it had been deter-
minded—now that we had come upon
water—that we should stay not an hour
longer in that monster-ridden craft. And
we were all agog to get the boats re-
victualled and put back to the sea, from
which we had too gladly escaped.

E WORKED through all that re-

mained of the morning, and right on
into the afternoon; for we were in mortal
fear of the coming dark. Towards four
o’clock, the bo’sun sent the man who had
been set to do our cooking up to us with
slices of salt meat upon biscuits, and we
ate as we worked, washing our throats
with water from the spring. Before the
evening, we had filled our breakers, and
near every vessel which was convenient
for us to take in the boats. More, some
of us snatched the chance to wash our
bodies; for we were sore with brine, hav-
ing dipped in the sea to keep down thirst
as much as might be.

When the bo’sun sent word that we
should come aboard, and bring our gear,
we made all haste. Thus, as it chanced,
I found that I had left my sword beside
the spring, having placed it there to have
two hands for the carrying of one of the
breakers. At my remarking my loss,
George, who stood near, cried out that he
would run for it, and was gone in a mo-
ment, being greatly curious to see the
spring.

At this moment the bo’sun came up and
called for George, but I informed him that
he had run to the spring to bring me my
sword. The bo’sun stamped his foot and
swore a great oath, declaring that he had
kept the lad by him all the day; having a
wish to keep him from any danger which
the wood might hold, and knowing the
lad’s desire to adventure there.

I reproached myself for so gross a piece
of stupidity, and hastened after the
bo’sun, who had disappeared over the top
of the bank. I saw his back as he passed
into the wood, and ran until I was up with
him. For quite suddenly, I discovered
that a sense of chilly dampness had come
among the trees; though a while before
the place had been full of the warmth of

the sun. This, I put to the account of eve-
ning, which was drawing on apace; and
also, it must be borne in mind, that there
were but the two of us.

We came to the spring; but George was
not to be seen, and I saw no sign of my
sword. The bo’sun raised his voice, and
cried out the lad's name. Once he called,
and again; then at the second shout we
heard the boy’s shrill halloo, from some
distance ahead among the trees. We
ran towards the sound, plunging heavily
across the ground, which was everywhere
covered with a thick scum that clogged
the feet in walking. As we ran we hal-
looed, and so came upon the boy, and I
saw that he had my sword.

The bo’sun ran towards him, and caught
him by the arm, speaking with anger, and
commanding him to return with us imme-
diately to the vessel.

The lad, for reply, pointed with my
sword, and we saw that he pointed at
what appeared to be a bird against the
trunk of one of the trees. This, as I moved
closer, I perceived to be a part of the tree,
and no bird. But it had a very wondrous
likeness to a bird; so much so that I went
up to it, to see if my eyes had deceived
me. It seemed no more than a freak of
nature, though most wondrous in its fidel~
ity; being but an excrescence upon the
trunk.

With a sudden thought that it would
make me a curio, I reached up to see
whether I could break it away from the
tree; but it was above my reach, so that I
had to leave it. Yet, one thing I discov-
ered; for, in stretching towards the pro-
tuberance, I had placed a hand upon the
tree, and its trunk was soft as plup under
my fingers, much after the fashion of a
mushroom.

As we turned to go, the bo’sun inquired
of George his reason for going beyond the
spring. George told him that he had
seemed to hear some one calling to him
among the trees, and there had been so
much pain in the voice that he had run
towards it; but been unable to discover
the owner. Immediately afterwards he
had seen the curious bird-like excrescence
upon a tree near by.

E HAD come nigh to the spring on

our return journey, when a sudden
low whine seemed to run among the trees.
I glanced towards the sky, and realized
that the evening was upon us. I was
about to remark upon this to the bo’sun,
when, abruptly, he came to a stand, and
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Though I kept very quiet, there came
no further sound, and I was about to re-
seat myself, when, afar off in that strange
wilderness, there flashed out a sudden
flame of fire.

Upon seeing fire in the midst of so much
lonesomeness, I was as one mazed.

My judgment returning to me, I stooped
and waked the bo’sun; for it seemed to
me that this was a matter for his atten-
tion. He, after staring at it awhile, de-
clared that he could see the shape of a
vessel’s hull beyond the flame; but, imme-
diately, he was in doubt, as, indeed, I had
been all the while. Even as we peered, the
light vanished, and though we waited for
the space of some minutes, watching
steadfastly, there came no further sight of
that strange illumination.

ROM now until the dawn, the bo’sun

remained awake with me, and we
talked much upon that which we had
seen; yet could come to no satisfactory
conclusion; for it seemed impossible to us
that a place of so much desolation could
contain any living being. Just as the
dawn was upon us there loomed up a
fresh wonder—the hull of a great vessel
maybe a couple or three score fathoms in
from the edge of the weed. The wind was
still very light, being no more than an
occasional breath, so that we went past
her at a drift; thus the dawn had
strengthened sufficiently to give to us a
clear sight of the stranger, before we had
gone more than a little past her. I per-
ceived that now she lay full broadside on
to us, and that her three masts were gone
close down to the deck. Her side was
streaked in places with rust, and in others
a green scum overspread her. But it was
no more than a glance that I gave at any
of these matters; for I had spied some-
thing which drew all my attention—great
leathery arms splayed all across her side,
some of them crooked in-board over the
rail. And then, low down, seen just above
the weed, the huge, brown, glistening bulk
of so great a monster as ever I had con-
ceived.

The bo’sun saw this in the same in-
stant and cried out in a hoarse whisper
that it was a mighty devil-fish, and even
as he spoke two of the arms flickered up
into the cold light of the dawn, as though
the creature had been asleep and we had
waked it. The bo’sun seized an oar, and I
did likewise, and, so swiftly as we dared,
for fear of making an unneedful noise, we
pulled the boat to a safer distance. From

there, and until the vessel had become in-
distinct by reason of the space we put be-
tween us, we watched that great creature
clutched to the old hull, as it might be a
limpet to a rock.

When it was broad day, some of the men
began to rouse up, and in a little we broke
our fast, which was not displeasing to me,
who had spent the night watching. And
so through the day we sailed with a very
light wind upon our larboard quarter.
And all the while we kept the great waste
of weed upon our starboard side. And
apart from the mainland of the weed, as
it were, there were scattered about an un-
countable number of weed islets and
banks, and there were thin patches of it
that appeared scarce above the water.
Through these latter we let the boat sail;
for they had not sufficient density to im-
pede our progress more than a little.

When the day was far spent we came in
sight of another wreck amid the weed.
She lay in from the edge perhaps so much
as the half of a mile, and she had all three
of her lower masts in, and her lower yards
squared. But what took our eyes more
than aught else was a great superstructure
which had been built upward from her
rails, almost half-way to her main tops.
This, as we were able to perceive, was
supported by ropes let down from the
yards; but of what material the super-
structure was composed, I have no knowl-
edge. It was so over-grown with some
form of green stuff—as was so much of
the hull as showed above the weed—as to
defy our guesses.

Because of this growth, it was borne
upon us that the ship must have been lost
to the world a very great age ago. At this
suggestion, I grew full of solemn thoughts;
for it seemed to me that we had come
upon the cemetery of the oceans.

In a little while after we had passed this
ancient craft, the night came down upon
us, and we prepared for sleep. And be-
cause the boat was making some little
way through the water, the bo’sun gave
out that each of us should stand our turn
at the steering-oar, and that he was to be
called should any fresh matter transpire.
We settled down for the night, and owing
to my previous sleeplessness, I was full
weary, so that I knew nothing until the
one whom I was to relieve shook me into
wakefulness. When I was fully waked, I
perceived that a low moon hung above the
horizon, and shed a very ghostly light
across the great weed world to starboard.
For the rest, the night was exceedingly






v 4 A .\\\\A\\\\.\ ZUdidi

%

Yy 4

"

)













THE BOATS OF THE GLEN CARRIG 86

scarce had he taken two steps before the
hideous thing was upon him, and, but for
an agility wonderful in so great a man, he
had been destroyed. But, spite of so nar-
row an escape from death, he was not the
less determined to wound or destroy the
creature, and, to this end, he despatched
some of us to the grove of reeds to cut
half a dozen of the strongest, and when
we returned with these, he bade two of
the men lash their spears securely to them.
By this means they had now spears of a
length of between some thirty and forty
feet.

The bo’sun took one of the spears, tell-
ing the biggest of the men to take the
other. Then he directed him to aim for
the right eye of the huge fish whilst he
would attack the left.

Since the creature had so nearly cap-
tured the bo’sun, it had ceased to tug at
the boat, and lay quiet, with its tentacles
spread all about it, and its great eyes ap-
pearing just over the stern. It presented
an appearance of watching our move-
ments; though I doubt if it saw us with
any clearness; for it must have been dazed
with the brightness of the sunshine.

The bo’sun gave the signal to attack, at
which he and the man ran down upon the
creature with their lances, as it were, in
rest. The bo’sun’s spear took the monster
truly in its left eye. But the one wielded
by the man was too bendable and sagged
so much that it struck the stern-post of
the boat, the knife-blade snapping off
short. Yet it mattered not; for the sound
inflicted by the bo’sun’s weapon was so
frightful that the giant cuttle-fish re-
leased the boat, and slid back into deep
water, churning it into foam, and gouting
blood.

We waited some minutes to make sure
that the monster had indeed gone, and
after that we hastened to the boat and
drew her up so far as we were able; after
which we unloaded the heaviest of her
contents, and got her clear of the water.

For an hour afterwards the sea all about
the little beach was stained black, and in
places red.

CHAPTER 1V
THE NOISES IN THE VALLEY
HEN we had gotten the boat into
safety, the which we did with a

most feverish haste, the bo’sun
gave his attention to Job. The boy had

not yet recovered from the blow which
the loom of the oar had dealt him beneath
the chin when the monster snatched it.
For awhile, these attentions produced no
effect; but when the lad’s face had been
bathed with water from the sea, and rum
rubbed into his breast over the heart,
he began to show signs of life, and soon
opened his eyes.

The bo’sun gave him a stiff jorum of the
rum, after which he asked him how he
seemed in himself. Job replied in a weak
voice that he was dizzy and his head and
neck ached badly.

We left him in quietness under a little
shade of canvas and reeds, for the air
was warm and the sand dry and he was
not like to come to any great harm lying
there.

At a little distance, under the directing
of the bo’sun, we made to prepare dinner;
for we were now very hungry, it seeming
a great while since we had broken our
fast.

To this end, the bo’sun sent two of
the men across the island to gather some
of the dry seaweed. For we intended to
cook some of the salt meat, this being the
first cooked meal since ending the meat
which we had boiled before leaving the
ship in the creek.

In the meanwhile, and until the return
of the men with the fuel, the bo’sun kept
us busied in various ways. Two he sent to
cut a faggot of the reeds, and another
couple to bring the meat and the iron
boiler, the latter being one that we had
taken from the old brig.

Presently, the men returned with the
dried seaweed, and very curious stuff it
seemed, some of it being in chunks near
as thick as a man’s body; but exceeding
brittle by reason of its dryness. In a little,
we had a very good fire going. We fed
it with the seaweed and pieces of the
reeds, though we found the latter to be
but indifferent fuel, having too much sap,
and being troublesome to break into con-
venient size. .

When the fire had grown red and hot,
the bo’sun half filled the boiler with sea
water, in which he placed the meat. And
as the pan had a stout lid he did not
scruple to place it in the very heart of
the fire, so that soon we had the contents
boiling merrily.

Having gotten the dinner under way,
the bo’sun set about preparing our camp
for the night, which we did by making a
rough framework with the reeds, over
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save the occasional lonely splashes that
sounded from time to time out in the
vastness of the weed-continent.

About a hour after I had waked the
bo’sun, one of the men who had been
tending the fires came up to him to say
that we had come to the end of our supply
of weed-fuel. The bo’sun looked very
blank, the which did the rest of us. Yet
there was no help for it, until one of the
men bethought him of the remainder of
the faggot of reeds which we had cut, and
which, burning but poorly, we had dis-
carded for the weed. This was discovered
at the back of the tent, and with it we
fed the fire that burned between us and
the valley. But the other fire we suffered
to die out, for the reeds were not sufficient
to support even the one until the dawn.

Whilst it was still dark we came to the
end of our fuel, and as the fire died down,
so did the noises in the valley re-com-
mence. We stood in the growing dark,
each one keeping a very ready weapon,
and a more ready glance. At times the
island would be mightily quiet, and then
again the sounds of things crawling in
the valley. Yet, I think the silences tried
us the more.

So at last came the dawn.

TH the coming of the dawn, a lasting
_Y¥silence stole across the island and into
the valley, and, conceiving that we had
nothing more to fear, the bo’sun bade us
get some rest, whilst he kept watch. And
so I got at last a very substantial little
spell of sleep, which made me fit enough
for the day’s work.

After some hours had passed, the bo’sun
roused us to go with him to the further
side of the island to gather fuel, and soon
we were back with each a load, so that in
a little we had the fire going right mer-
rily.

For breakfast, we had a hash of broken
biscuit, salt meat and some shell-fish
which the bo’sun had picked up from the
beach at the foot of the further hill. The
whole was right liberally flavoured with
some of the vinegar which the bo’sun said
would help keep down any scurvy that
might be threatening us. And at the end
of the meal he served out to us each a
little of the molasses, which we mixed with
hot water, and drank.

The meal being ended, he went into the
tent to take a look at Job, the which he
had already done in the early morning.
The condition of the lad preyed somewhat

upen him; he being, for all his size and
top-roughness, a man of surprisingly ten-
der heart. The boy remained much as on
the previous evening, so that we knew not
what to do with him to bring him into
better health. One thing we tried, know-
ing that no food had passed his lips since
the previous morning, and that was to get
some little quantity of hot water, rum and
molasses down his throat; for it seemed
to us he might die from very lack of food.
But though we worked with him for more
than the half of an hour, we could nos
get him to come-to sufficiently to take
anything, and without that we had fear
of suffocating him.

Presently, we had perforce to leave him
within the tent, and go about our busi-
ness; for there was very much to be done.

Before we did aught else, the bo’sun led
us all into the valley, being determined to
make a very thorough exploration of it,
perchance there might be any lurking
beast or devil-thing waiting to rush out
and destroy us as we worked. And more,
he would make search that he might dis-
cover what manner of creatures had dis-
turbed our night.

In the early morning, when we had gone
for the fuel, we had kept to the upper
skirt of the valley where the rock of the
nearer hill came down into the spongy
ground. But now we struck right down
into the middle part of the vale, making
a way amid the mighty fungi to the pit-
like opening that filled the bottom of the
valley. Though the ground was very soft,
there was in it so much of springiness that
it left no trace of our steps after we had
gone on a little way, none, that is, save
that in odd places a wet patch followed
upon our treading.

When we got ourselves near to the pit,
the ground became softer, so that our feet
sank into it, and left very real impres-
sions. And here we found tracks most
curious and bewildering; for amid the
slush that edged the pit—which I would
mention here had less the look of a pit
now that I had come near to it—were
multitudes of markings which I can liken
to nothing so much as the tracks of mighty
slugs amid the mud. However, they were
not altogether like to that of slugs, for
there were other markings such as might
have been made by bunches of eels cast
down and picked up continually. At least,
this is what they suggested to me, and I
do put it down as such.

Apart from the markings which I have



40 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

mentioned, there was everywhere a deal
of slime, and this we traced all over the
valley among the great toadstool plants.
But, beyond that which I have already
remarked, we found nothing. Nay, but I
was near to forgetting, we found a quan-
tity of this thin slime upon those fungl
which filled the end of the little valley
nearest to our encampment, and here also
we discovered many of them fresh broken
or uprooted, and there was the same mark
of the beast upon them all. And now I
remembered the dull thuds that I had
heard in the night, and made little doubt
but that the creatures had climbed the
great toadstools so that they might spy
us out. And it may be that many climbed
upon one, so that their weight broke the
fungi, or uprooted them.

We made an end of our search, and
after that, the bo’sun set each one of us
to work. But first he had us all back to
the beach to give a hand to turn over the
boat, so that he might get to the damaged
part. Having the bottom of the boat full
tc his view, he made discovery that there
was other damage beside that of the burst
plank. The bottom plank of all had come
away from the keel, which seemed to us a
very serious matter; though it did not
show when the boat was upon her bilges.
Yet the bo’sun assured us that he had no
doubts but that she could be made sea-
worthy; though it would take a greater
while than hitherto he had thought need-
ful.

AVING concluded his examination of

the boat, the bo’sun sent one of the
men to bring the bottom-boards out of the
tent; for he needed some planking for the
repair of the damage.

When the boards had been brought, he
needed still something which they could
not supply, and this was a length of very
sound wood of some three inches in
breadth each way. This he intended to
bolt against the starboard side of the keel,
after he had gotten the planking replaced
so far as was possible. He had hopes that
by means of this device he would be able
to nail the bottom plank to this, and then
caulk it with oakum, so making the boat
almost as sound as ever.

Hearing him express his need for such
a piece of timber, we were all adrift to
know from whence such a thing could be
gotten, until there came suddenly to me
a memory of the mast and topmast upon
the other side of the island, and at once

I made mention of them. The bo’sun nod-
ded, saying that we might get the timber
out of it, though it would be a work re-
quiring some considerable labour, in that
we had only a hand-saw and a small
hatchet. He sent us across to be getting
it clear of the weed, promising to follow
when he had made an end of trying to get
the two displaced planks back into posi-
tion.

Having reached the spars, we set-to with
a very good will to shift away the weed
and wrack that was piled over them, and
very much entangled with the rigging.
Presently we had laid them bare, and so
we discovered them to be in remarkably
sound condition, the lowermast especially
being a fine piece of timber. All the lower
and topmast standing rigging was still
attached, though in places the lower rig-
ging was stranded so far as half-way up
the shrouds. Yet there remained much
that was good and all of it quite free from
rot, and of the very finest quality of white
hemp, such as is to be seen only in the
best found vessels.

About the time that we had finished
clearing the weed, the bo’sun came over
to us, bringing with him the saw and the
hatchet. Under his directions we cut the
lanyards of the topmast rigging, and after
that sawed through the topmast just
above the cap. This was a very tough piece
of work, and employed us a great part of
the morning, even though we took turn
and turn at the saw. And when it was
done we were mightily glad that the bo’sun
bade one of the men go over with some
weed and make up the fire for dinner,
after which he was to put on a piece of the
salt meat to boil.

In the meanwhile, the bo’sun had start-
ed to cut through the topmast, about fif-
teen feet beyond the first cut, for that was
the length of the batten he required. So
wearisome was the work that we had not
gotten more than half through with it
before the man whom the bo’sun had sent
returned to say that the dinner was ready.
When this was dispatched, and we had
rested a little over our pipes, the bo’sun
rose and led us back; for he was deter-
mined to get through with the topmast
before dark.

Relieving each other frequently, we
completed the second cut, and after that
the bo’sun set us to saw a block about
twelve inches deep from the remaining
portion of the topmast. From this, when
we had cut it, he proceeded to hew wedges
with the hatchet. Then he notched the
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more than treble its size, seeming as though
a prodigious table were a-chase of them.
Moreover, spite of its monstrous bulk, it
made better way over the weed than I
should have conceived to be possible—run-
ning almost sideways, and with one enorm-
ous claw raised near a dozen feet into the
air.

THETHER, omitting accidents, the men
would have made good their escape to
the firmer ground of the valley, where they
could have attained to a greater speed, I
do not know, but suddenly one of them
tripped over a loop of the weed, and the
next instant lay helpless upon his face. He
had been dead the following moment, but
for the pluck of his companion, who faced
round manfully upon the monster, and ran
at it with his twenty-foot spear.

It seemed to me that the spear took it
about a foot below the overhanging armour
of the great back shell, and I could see that
it penetrated some distance into the
creature, the man having, by the aid of
Providence, stricken it in a vulnerable part.
Upon receiving this thrust, the mighty crab
ceased at once its pursuit, and clipped at
the haft of the spear with its great man-
dible, snapping the weapon more easily
than I had done the same thing to a straw.
By the time we had raced up to the men,
the one who had stumbled, was again upon
his feet, and turning to assist his comrade.
The bo’sun snatched his spear from him,
and leapt forward himself; for the crab was
making now at the other man.

The bo’sun did not attempt to thrust the
spear into the monster; but instead he
made two swift blows at the great pro-
truding eyes, and in a moment the creature
had curled itself up, helpless, save that
the huge claw wavered about aimlessly.
The bo'sun drew us off; though the man
who had attacked the crab desired to make
an end of it, averring that we should get
some very good eating out of it. But to
this the bo’sun would not listen, telling
him that it was yet capable of very deadly
mischief, did any but come within reach of
its prodigious mandible.

After this, he bade them look no more
for shell-fish; but take out the two fishing-
lines which we had, and see if they could
catch aught from some safe ledge on the
further side of the hill upon which we had
made our camp. Then he returned to his
mending of the boat.

It was a little before the evening came
down upon the island, that the bo’sun
ceased work. He called to the men, who,

having made an end of their fuel carrying,
were standing near, to place the full break-
ers—which we had not thought needful to
carry to the new camp on account of their
weight—under the upturned boat. Some
held up the gunnel whilst the others
pushed the breakers under. The bo’sun
laid the unfinished batten along with
them, and we lowered the boat again over
all, trusting to its weight to prevent any
creature from meddling with aught.

After that, we made at once for the camp,
being wearifully tired, and with a hearty
anticipation of supper. Upon reaching the
hill top, the men whom the bo’sun had sent
with the lines, came to show him a very
fine fish, something like a huge king-fish,
which they had caught a few minutes
earlier. This, the bo’sun, after examining,
did not hesitate to pronounce fit for food;
whereupon they set-to and opened and
cleaned it.

As I have said, it was not unlike a great
king-fish, and like it, had a mouth full of
very formidable teeth; the use of which I
understood the better when I saw the con-
tents of its stomach. It seemed to consist of
nothing but the coiled tentacles of squid or
cuttle-fish, with which, as I have shown,
the weed-continent swarmed. When these
were upset upon the rock, I was confounded
to perceive the length and thickness of
some of them. I could only conceive that
this particular fish must be a very des-
perate enemy to them, and able success-
fully to attack monsters of a bulk infinitely
greater than its own.

Whilst the supper was preparing, the
bo’sun called to some of the men to put
up a piece of the spare canvas upon a
couple of the reeds, so as to make a screen
against the wind, which up there was so
fresh that it came near at times to scat-
tering the fire abroad.

FTER supper the night drew on apace,

yet it was not so dark but that we could
perceive matters at a very reasonable dis-
tance. Being in a mood that tended to
thoughtfulness, and feeling a desire to be
alone for a little, I strolled away from the
fire to the leeward edge of the hill top.
Here, I paced up and down awhile, smoking
and meditating. Anon, I would stare out
across the immensity of the vast continent
of weed and slime that stretched its in-
credible desolation out beyond the darken-
ing horizon, and there would come the
thought to me of the terror of men whose
vessels had been entangled among its
strange growths. And so my thoughts came
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present camp the derelict could not be
viewed, and to do so, we had to go near
the leeward edge of the hill top.

After breakfast we went all of us to see
if there were yet any signs of life in the
hulk; but when an hour had gone, we
were no wiser. From thence on, during
the day, the bo’sun gave the men a turn
each at watching, telling them to wave
to him should there come any sign from
the hulk. Excepting the watch, he kept
every man so busy as might be, some
bringing weed to keep up a fire which he
had lit near the boat; one to help him turn
and hold the batten upon which he la-
boured; and two he sent across to the
wreck of the mast, to detach one of the
futtock shrouds, which (as is most rare)
were made of iron rods. This, when they
brought it, he bade me heat in the fire,
and afterwards beat out straight at one
end. When this was done, he set me to
burn holes with it through the keel of the
boat, at such places as he had marked,
these being for the bolts with which he
had determined to fasten on the batten.

In the meanwhile, he continued to shape
the batten until it was a very good and
true fit according to his liking.

FTER dinner, in the middle of the day,
when we had smoked and rested very
comfortably, for the bo’sun was no tyrant,
we rose at his bidding to descend once
more to the beach. But at this moment,
one of the men having run to the edge of
the hill to take a short look at the hulk,
cried out that a part of the great super-
structure over the quarter had been re-
moved, or pushed back. There was a figure
there, seeming, so far as his unaided sight
could tell, to be looking through a spy-
glass at the island. It would be difficult
to tell of all our excitement at this news,
and we ran eagerly to see for ourselves
if it could be as he informed us. And so
it was; for we could see the person very
clearly; though remote and small because
of the distance. That he had seen us, we
discovered in a moment; for he began sud-
denly to wave something, which I judged
to be the spy-glass, in a very wild manner,
seeming also to be jumping up and down.
I doubt not but that we were as much
excited, for suddenly I discovered myself
to be shouting with the rest in a most
insane fashion, and moreover I was wav-
ing my hands and running to and fro upon
the brow of the hill.
I observed that the figure on the hulk

had disappeared; but it was for no more
than a moment. Then it was back and
there were near a dozen with it, and it
seemed to me that some of them were
females; but the distance was over great
for surety.

These, all of them, seeing us upon the
brow of the hill, where we must have
shown up plain against the sky, began at
once to wave in a very frantic way. And
we, replying in like manner, shouted our-
selves hoarse with vain greetings. But
soon we grew wearied of the unsatisfac-
toriness of this method of showing our
excitement, and one took a piece of the
spare canvas, and let it stream out into
the wind, waving it to them. Another took
a second piece and did likewise, while a
third man rolled up a short bit into a
cone and made use of it as a speaking
trumpet; though I doubt if his voice car-
ried any the further because of it. For my
part, I had seized one of the long bamboo-
like reeds which were lying about near the
fire, and with this I was making a very
brave show. So very great and genuine
was our exaltation upon our discovery of
these poor people shut off from the world
within that lonesome craft.

Then, suddenly, it seemed to come to us
to realize that they were among the weed,
and we upon the hill top, and that we had
no means of bridging that which lay be-
tween. We faced one another to discuss
what we should do to effect the rescue
of those within the hulk.

It was little that we could even suggest;
for though one spoke of how he had seen
a rope cast by means of a mortar to a
ship that lay off shore, yet this helped us
not, for we had no mortar. Here the same
man cried out that they in the ship might
have such a thing, so that they would be
able to shoot the rope to us, and at this
we thought more upon his saying; for if
they had such a weapon, then might our
difficulties be solved.

We were greatly at a loss to know how
we should discover whether they were pos-
sessed of one, and further to explain our
design to them. But the bo’sun came to
our help, and bade one man go quickly
and char some of the reeds in the fire,
and whilst this was doing he spread out
upon the rock one of the spare lengths
of canvas. Then he sung out to the man
to bring him one of the pieces of charred
reed, and with this he wrote our question
upon the canvas, calling for fresh char-
coal as he required it. Having made an
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of the boat—so soon as it was sufficiently
repaired—and making a passage through
the weed to the ship, which they proposed
to do by cutting a narrow canal. But the
bo’sun shook his head, and reminded them
of the great devil-fish and crabs, and the
worse things which the weed concealed.
He said that those in the ship would have
done it long since had it been possible, and
at that the men were silenced, being
robbed of their unreasoning ardour by his
warnings.

Conceiving that this was a good point
at which to renew my importunities, I be-
gan once again to explain the probabilities
of my plan succeeding, addressing myself
more particularly to the bo’sun. I told how
that I had read that the ancients made
mighty weapons, some of which could
throw a great stone so heavy as two men,
over a distance surpassing a quarter of
a mile. Moreover, that they compassed
huge catapults which threw a lance, or
great arrow, even further. On this, he ex-
pressed much surprise, never having heard
of the like; but doubted greatly that we
should be able to construct such a weapon.
I told him that I was prepared for I had
the plan of one clearly in my mind. I
pointed out to him also that we had the
wind in our favour, and that we were a
great height up, which would allow the
arrow to travel the farther before it came
so low as the weed.

Then I stepped to the edge of the hill,
and bidding him watch, fitted my arrow
to the string, and, having bent the bow,
loosed it. Being aided by the wind and
the height on which I stood, the arrow
plunged into the weed at a distance of
near two hundred yards from where we
stood, that being about a quarter of the
distance on the road to the derelict.

The bo’sun was won over to my idea,
though, as he remarked, the arrow had
fallen nearer had it been drawing a length
of yarn after it. To this I assented; but
pointed out that my bow-and-arrow was
but a rough affair, and, more, that I was
no archer. Yet I promised him, with the
bow that I should make, to cast a shaft
clean over the hulk, did he but give me
his assistance, and bid all of the men to
help.

As I have come to regard it in the light
of greater knowledge, my promise was ex-
ceeding rash; but I had faith in my con-
ception, and was very eager to put it to
the test; the which, after much discussion
at supper, it was decided I should be al-
lowed to do.

CHAPTER VI

THE MAKING OF THE GREAT BOW

HE fourth night upon the island was
the first to pass without incident. It

is true that a light showed from the
hulk out in the weed; but now that we
had made some acquaintance with her in-
mates, it was no longer a cause for excite-
ment, so much as contemplation. As for
the valley where the vile things had made
an end of Job, it was very silent and deso-
late under the moonlight; for I made a
point to go and view it during my time on
watch. Yet for all that it lay empty, it
was very dree, and a place to conjure up
uncomfortable thoughts, so that I spent
no great time pondering it.

This was the second night on which we
had been free from the terror of the devil-
things, and it seemed to me that the great
fire had put them in fear of us and driven
them away. But of the truth or error of
this idea I was to learn later.

It must be admitted that, apart from
a short look into the valley, and occasional
starings at the light out in the weed, I
gave little attention to aught but my plans
for the great bow. And to such use did
I put my time, that when I was relieved,
I had each particular and detail worked
out. I knew very well just what to set
the men doing so soon as we should make
a start in the morning.

When the morning had come, and we
had made an end of breakfast, we turned-
to upon the great bow, the bo’sun direct-
ing the men under my supervision. The
first matter to which I bent attention was
the raising, to the top of the hill, of the
remaining half of that portion of the top-
mast which the bo’sun had split in twain
to procure the batten for the boat. To
this end, we went down, all of us, to the
beach where lay the wreckage, and, get-
ting about the portion which I intended to
use, carried it to the foot of the hill. Then
we sent a man to the top to let down the
rope by which we had moored the boat to
the sea anchor, and when we had bent
this on securely to the piece of timber, we
returned to the hilltop, and tailed on to
the rope. After much weariful pulling,
we had it up.

The next thing I desired was that the
split face of the timber should be dubbed
straight, and this the bo’sun undertook to
do. Whilst he was about it, I went with
some of the men to the grove of reeds, and
here, with great care, I made a selection
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of some of the finest, these being for the
bow. After that I cut some which were
very clean and straight, intending them
for the great arrows. With these we re-
turned once more to the camp, and there
I set-to and trimmed them of their leaves,
keeping these latter, for I had a use for
them. I took a dozen reeds and cut them
each to a length of twenty-five feet, and
afterwards notched them for the strings.
In the meanwhile, I had sent two men
down to the wreckage of the masts to cut
away a couple of the hempen shrouds and
bring them to the camp. And then I set
them to work to unlay the shrouds, so that
they might get out the fine white yarns
which lay beneath the outer covering of
tar and blacking. These, when they had
come at them, we found to be very good
and sound, and this being so, I bid them
make three-yarn sennit; meaning it for
the strings of the bows.

It will be observed that I have said bows,
and this I will explain. It had been my
original intention to make one great bow,
lashing a dozen of the reeds together for
the purpose. But this, upon pondering it,
I conceived to be but a poor plan; for
there would be much life and power lost
in the rendering of each piece through
the lashings, when the bow was released.
To obviate this, and further, to compass
the bending of the bow, the which had,
at first, been a source of puzzlement to
me as to how it was to be accomplished,
I had determined to make twelve separate
bows. These I intended to fasten at the
end of the stock one above the other, so
that they were all in one plane vertically,
and because of this conception, I should
be able to bend the bows one at a time,
and slip each string over the catch-notch,
and afterwards frap the twelve strings to-
gether in the middle part so that they
would be but one string to the butt of
the arrow. All this I explained to the
bo’sun, who, indeed, had been exercised
in his own mind as to how we should be
able to bend such a bow as I intended
to make. He was mightily pleased with
my method of evading this difficulty, and
also one other, which, else, had been
greater than the bending, and that was
the stringing of the bow, which would
have proved a very awkward work.

RESENTLY, the bo’sun called out to me
that he had got the surface of the stock
sufficiently smooth and nice. I went over
to him; for now I wished him to burn a
slight groove down the centre, running

from end to end, and this I desired to be
done very exactly; for upon it depended
much of the true flight of the arrow. Then
I went back to my own work; for I had
not yet finished notching the bows. When
I had made an end of this, I called for a
length of the sennit, and, with the aid of
another man, contrived to string one of
the bows. This, when I had finished, I
found to be very springy, and so stiff to
bend that I had all that I could manage
to do so, and at this I felt very satisfied.

It occurred to me that I should do well
to set some of the men to work upon the
line which the arrow was to carry; for
I had determined that this should be made
also from the white hemp yarns. For the
sake of lightness, I conceived that one
thickness of yarn would be sufficient, but
so that it might compass enough of
strength, I bid them split the yarns and
lay the two halves up together. In this
manner they made me a very light and
sound line, though it must not be supposed
that it was finished at once. I needed over
half a mile of it, and thus it was later
finished than the bow itself.

Having now gotten all things in train,
I set me down to work upon one of the
arrows; for I was anxious to see what sort
of a fist I should make of them, knowing .
how much would depend upon the balance
and truth of the missile. In the end, I
made a very fair one, feathering it with
its own leaves, and trueing and smoothing
it with my knife. After this I inserted a
small bolt in the forrard end, to act as
a head, and, as I conceived, give it balance.
Whether I was right in this latter, I am
unable to say. Before I had finished my
arrow, the bo'sun had made the groove,
and called me over to him, that I might
admire it, the which I did; for it was done
with a wonderful neatness.

I have been so busy with my description
of how we made the great bow that I have
omitted to tell of the flight of time, and
how we had eaten our dinner this long
while since, and how that the people in the
hulk had waved to us, and we had re-
turned thelr signals, and then written
upon a length of the canvas the one word,
“WAIT.” And, besides all this, some had
gathered our fuel for the coming night.

When the evening came upon us we
ceased not to work, for the bo’sun bade
the men to light a second great fire, beside
our former one. And by the light of this
we worked another long spell; though it
seemed short enough, by reason of the in-
terest of the work. At last, the bo’sun bade
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their work upon the line, for we should
have need of it in a very little while.

Having pointed the bow more to the left,
I took the frappings off the strings, so that
we could bend the bows singly, and after
that we set the great weapon again. Then,
seeing that the arrow was straight in the
groove. I replaced the frappings, and im-
mediately discharged it. This time, to my
very great pleasure and pride, the arrow
went with a wonderful straightness
toward the ship, and, clearing the super-
structure, passed out of our sight as it
fell behind it.

I was all impatience to try to get the line
to the hulk before we made our dinner;
but the men had not yet laid-up sufficient;
there being then only four hundred and
fifty fathoms (which the bo’sun measured
off by stretching it along his arms and
across his chest). This being so, we went
to dinner, and made very great haste
through it; and, after that, every one of
us worked at the line, and so in about an
hour we had sufficient. For I had esti-
mated that it would not be wise to make
the attempt with a less length than five
hundred fathoms.

Having now completed a sufficiency of
the line, the bo’sun set one of the men to
fiake it down very carefully upon the rock
beside the bow, whilst he himself tested
it at all such parts as he thought in any
way doubtful. And so, presently, all was
ready. Then I bent it on to the arrow, and,
having set the bow whilst the men were
flaking down the line, I was prepared
immediately to discharge the weapon.

All the morning, a man upon the hulk
had observed us through a spy-glass, from
a position that brought his head just
above the edge of the superstructure.
Being aware of our intentions—having
watched the previous flights—he under-
stood the bo’sun, when he beckoned to
him, that we had made ready for a third
shot. And so, with an answering wave of
his spy-glass, he disappeared from our
sight.

Having first turned to see that ail were
clear of the line, I pressed down the trig-
ger, my heart beating very fast and thick,
and so in a moment the arrow was sped.
But now, doubtless because of the weight
of the line, it made nowhere near so good
a flight as on the previous occasion, the
arrow striking the weed some two hundred
yards short of the hulk, and at this, I
could near have wept with vexation and
disappointment.

Immediately upon the fallure of my

shot, the bo’sun called to the men to haul
in the line very carefully, so that it should
not be parted through the arrow catching
in the weed. Then he came over to me,
and proposed that we should set-to at
once to make a heavier arrow, suggesting
that it had been lack of weight in the
missile which had caused it to fall short.
At that, I felt once more hopeful, and
turned-to at once to prepare a new arrow;
the bo’sun doing likewise; though in his
case he intended to make a lighter one
than that which had failed. For, as he put
it, though the heavier one fell short, yet
might the lighter succeed, and if neither,
then we could only suppose that the bow
lacked power to carry the line. In that
case we should have to try some other
method.

In about two hours, I had made my ar-
row, the bo’sun having finished his a little
earlier; and so (the men having hauled in
all the line and flaked it down ready) we
prepared to make another attempt to cast
it over the hulk. Yet, a second time we
failed, and by so much that it seemed
hopeless to think of success. But, for all
that it appeared useless, the bo’sun in-
sisted on making a last try with the light
arrow, and, presently, when we had gotten
the line ready again, we loosed upon the
wreck. But in this case so lamentable was
our failure, that I cried out to the bo’sun
to set the useless thing upon the fire and
burn it. I was sorely irked by its failure,
and could scarce abide to speak civilly of
it.

The bo’sun, perceiving how I felt, sung
out that we would cease troubling about
the hulk for the present, and go down all
of us to gather reeds and weed for the
fire; for it was drawing nigh to evening.
This we did, though all in a disconsolate
condition of mind; for we had seemed so
near to success, and now it appeared to
be further than ever from us. Taking our
places about the fire, we fell-to upon a dis-
cussion as to how we should come at the
people in the hulk.

For a while there came no suggestion
worthy of notice, until at last one cried
out to know why a kite would not do. I
was confounded, in that so simple an ex-
pedient had not occurred to any before.
Surely it would be but a little matter to
float a line to them by means of a Kkite,
and, further, such a thing would take no
great making.

After a space of talk it was decided that
upon the morning we should build some
sort of kite, and with it fly a line over the
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moments we had a blaze, and the men
were bringing more weed; for we had a
very good stock upon the hill top; for
which the Almighty be thanked.

CARCE had we lit one flre, when the

bo’sun cried out to the big seaman to
make another, further along the edge of
the cliff. In the same instant I shouted,
and ran over to that part of the hill which
lay towards the open sea; for I had seen
a number of moving things about the
edge of the seaward cliff. Here there was
a deal of shadow; for there were scattered
certain large masses of rock about this
part of the hill, and these held off both
the light of the moon, and that from the
fires. Here, I came abruptly upon three
great shapes moving with stealthiness
toward the camp, and, behind these, I saw
dimly that there were others.

With a loud cry for help, I made at the
three, and, as I charged, they rose up on
end at me, and I found that they over-
topped me, and their vile tentacles were
reached out at me. Then I was smiting,
and gasping, sick with a sudden stench,
the stench of the creatures which I had
come already to know. And then some-
thing clutched at me, something slimy
and vile, and great mandibles champed
in my face. But I stabbed upward and
the thing fell from me, leaving me dazed
and sick, and smiting weakly. Then there
came a rush of feet behind, and a sudden
blaze, and the bo’sun crying out en-
couragement. And, directly, he and the
big seaman thrust themselves in front of
me, hurling from them great masses of
burning weed, which they had borne,
each of them, upon a long reed. And im-
mediately the things were gone, slither-
ing hastily down over the cliff edge.

Soon I was more my own man, and made
to wipe from my throat the slime left by
the clutch of the monster: and after-
wards I ran from fire to fire with weed,
feeding them. And so a space passed,
during which we had safety; for by that
time we had fires all about the top of the
hill, and the monsters were in mortal
dread of fire, else had we been dead, all of
us, that night.

A while before the dawn, we discovered,
for the second time since we had been
upon the island, that our fuel-could not
last us the night at the rate at which we
were compelled to burn it. And so the
bo’sun told the men to let out every
second fire, and thus we staved off for a
while the time when we should have to

face a spell of darkness, and the things
which, at present, the fires held off from
us.

At last we came to the end of the weed
and the reeds, and the bo'sun called out to
us to watch the cliffs edges very carefully,
and smite on the instant that any thing
showed; but that, should he call, all were
to gather by the central fire for a last
stand. After that, he blasted the moon
which had passed behind a great bank of
cloud.

Thus matters were, and the gloom
deepened as the fires sank lower and
lower. Then I heard a man curse, on that
part of the hill which lay towards the
weed-continent, his cry coming up to me
against the wind. The bo’sun shouted te
us all to have a care, and directly after-
wards I smote at something that rose
silently above the edge of the cliff op-
posite to where I watched.

Perhaps a minute passed, and then
there came shouts from all parts of the
hill top, and I knew that the weed men
were upon us, and in the same instant
there came two above the edge near me,
rising with a ghostly quietness, yet mov-
ing lithely. The first, I pierced some-
where in the throat, and it fell back-
ward. But the second, though I thrust it
through, caught my blade with a bunch of
its tentacles, and was like to have
snatched it from me, but that I kicked it
in the face. At that, being, I believe, more
astonished than hurt, it loosed my sword,
and immediately fell away out of sight.

This had taken, in all, no more than
some ten seconds; yet already I perceived
so many as four others coming in view a
little to my right. It seemed to me that
our deaths must be very near, for I knew
not how we were to cope with the crea-
tures, coming as they were so boldly and
with such rapidity. I hesitated not, but
ran at them, and now I thrust not; but
cut at their faces. I found this to be very
effectual, for In this wise I disposed of
three in as many strokes. But the fourth
had come right over the cliff edge, and
rose up at me upon its hinder perts, as
had done those others when the bo’sun
had succoured me.

I gave way, having a v'ry lively dread;
but, hearing all about me the cries of
conflict, and knowing that I could expect
no help, I made at the brute. Then as it
stooped and reached out one of its bvnches
of tentacles, I sprang back, and lashcd at
them. Immediately I followed this up by
a thrust in the stomach, and at that it
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collapsed into a writhing white ball that
rolled this way and that, and so, in its
agony, coming to the edge of the cliff, it
fell over. I was left, sick and near help-
less with the hateful stench of the brutes.

Y THIS time all the fires about the

edges of the hill were sunken into dull
glowing mounds of embers; though that
which burnt near to the entrance of the
tent was still of a good brightness. Yet
this helped us but little, for we fought too
far beyond the immediate circle of its
beams to have benefit of it. And still the
moon, at which now I threw a despairing
glance, was no more than a ghostly shape
behind the great bank of cloud which was
passing over it. Even as I looked upward,
glancing as it might be over my left
shoulder, I saw, with a sudden horror,
that something had come anigh me. Upon
the instant, I caught the reek of the thing,
and leapt fearfully to one side, turning as
I sprang. Thus was I saved in the very
moment of my destruction; for the
creature’s tentacles smeared the back of
my neck as I leapt, and then I had smit-
ten, once and again, and conquered.

Immediately after this, I discovered
something to be crossing the dark space
that lay between the dull mound of the
nearest fire, and that which lay further
along the hill top. Wasting no moment of
time, I ran towards the thing, and cut it
twice across the head before ever it could
get upon its hind parts, in which position
I had learned greatly to dread them.

No sooner had I slain this one, than
there came a rush of maybe a dozen upon
me, these having climbed silently over the
cliff edge in the meanwhile. I dodged, and
ran madly towards the glowing mound of
the nearest fire, the brutes following me
almost so quick as I could run. But I came
to the fire the first, and then, a sudden
thought coming to me, I thrust the point
of my cut-and-thrust among the embers
and switched a great shower of them at
the creatures. I had a momentary clear
vision of many white, hideous faces
stretched out towards me, and brown,
champing mandibles which had the up-
per beak shutting into the lower; and the
clumped, wriggling tentacles were all
a-flutter.

The gloom came again; but immediately
I switched another and yet another
shower of the burning embers towards
them, and so, directly, I saw them give
back, and then they were gone. At this,
all about the edges of the hill top, I saw

the fires being scattered in like manner;
for others had adopted this device to help
them in their sore straits.

For a little after this, I had a short
breathing space, the brutes seeming to
have taken fright. Yet I was full of
trembling, and I glanced hither and
thither, not knowing when some one or
more of them would come upon me. And
ever I glanced towards the moon, and
prayed the Almighty that the clouds would
pass quickly, else should we be all dead
men; and then, as I prayed, there rose a
sudden very terrible scream from one of
the men, and in the same moment there
came something over the edge of the cliff
fronting me. But I cleft it or ever it could
rise higher, and in my ears there echoed
still the sudden scream which had come
from that part of the hill which lay to the
left of me. Yet I dared not to leave my
station; for to have done so would have
been to have risked all, and so I stayed,
tortured by the strain of ignorance, and
my own terror.

Again, I had a little spell in which I was
free from molestation; nothing coming
into sight so far as I could see to right or
left of me. Others were less fortunate, as
the curses and sounds of blows told to me.

And then, abruptly, there came another
cry of pain, and I looked up again at the
moon, and prayed aloud that it might
come out to show some light before we
were all destroyed; but it remained hid.

A sudden thought came into my brain,
and I shouted at the top of my voice to
the bo’sun to set the great cross-bow upon
the central fire. For thus we should have a
big blaze—the wood being very nice and
dry. Twice I shouted to him, saying:
“Burn the bow! Burn the bow!”

Immediately he replied, shouting to all
the men to run to him and carry it to the
fire; and this we did, and bore it to the
centre fire, and then ran back with all
speed to our places. Thus in a minute we
had some light, and the light grew as the
fire took hold of the great log, the wind
fanning it to a blaze. I faced outwards,
looking to see if any vile face showed
above the edge before me, or to my right
or left. I saw nothing, save, as it seemed
to me, once a fluttering tentacle came up,
a little to my right; but nothing else for a
space.

Perhaps it was near five minutes later
that there came another attack, and, in
this, I came near to losing my life, through
my folly in venturing too near the edge of
the cliff. For, suddenly, there shot up out
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fish, only that it had been a mighty great
fish to have given such tugs. And so I
knew that some vile thing out in the dark-
ness of the weed was fast to the rope, and
at this there came the fear that it might
break it, and then a second thought that
something might be climbing up to us
along the rope. I bade the big seaman
stand ready with his great cutlass, whilst
I ran and waked the bo’sun.

I explained to him how that something
meddled with the lesser rope, so that he
came immediately to see for himself how
this might be. When he had put his hand
upon it, he bade me go and call the rest
of the men, and let them stand around
by the fires; for that there was something
abroad in the night, and we might be in
danger of attack. But he and the big sea-
man stayed by the end of the rope, watch-
ing, so far as the darkness would allow,
and ever and anon feeling the tension
upon it.

Suddenly, it came to the bo’sun to look
to the second line, and he ran, cursing
himself for his thoughtlessness. But be-
cause of its greater weight and tension,
he could not discover for certain whether
anything meddled with it or not. Yet he
stayed by it, arguing that if aught touched
the smaller rope then might something do
likewise with the greater. Only, that the
small line lay along the weed, whilst the
greater one had been some feet above it
when the darkness had fallen over us,
and so might be free from any prowling
creatures.

About an hour passed, and we kept
watch and tended the fires, going from
one to another. And, presently, coming to
that one which was nearest to the bo’sun,
I went over to him, intending to pass a
few minutes in talk. But as I drew nigh
to him, I chanced to place my hand upon
the big rope, and at that I exclaimed in
surprise; for it had become much slacker
than when last I had felt it in the eve-
ning. I asked the bo’sun whether he had
noticed it, whereat he felt the rope, and
was almost more amazed than I had been.
For when last he had touched it, it had
been taut, and humming in the wind. Now,
upon this discovery, he was in much fear
that something had bitten through it.

HE next day in the early morning we
were waked by one of the watchmen
coming into the tent to call the bo’sun.
It appeared that the hulk had moved in
the night, so that its stern was now
pointed somewhat toward the island. We

ran all of us from the tent to the edge
of the hill, and found it to be indeed as
the man had said, and now I understood
the reason of that sudden slackening of
the rope. After withstanding the stress
upon it for some hours, the vessel had at
last yielded, and slewed its stern toward
us, moving also to some extent bodily in
our direction.

And now we discovered that a man in
the lookout place in the top of the struc-
ture was waving a welcome to us, at which
we waved back.

The bo’sun bade me haste and write a
note to know whether it seemed to them
likely that they might be able to heave
the ship clear of the weed. When my letter
was completed, we put it up in the little
oilskin bag, and signalled to those in the
ship to haul in upon the line. Yet, when
they went to haul, there came a mighty
splather amid the weed, and they seemed
unable to gather in any of the slack, and
then, after a certain pause, I saw the man
in the look-out point to something. Imme-
diately afterwards there belched out in
front of him a little puff of smoke, and,
presently, I caught the report of a musket,
so that I knew that he was firing at some-
thing in the weed. He fired again, and
yet once more, and after that they were
able to haul in upon the line. And so I
perceived that his fire had proved effec-
tual; yet we had no knowledge of the
thing at which he had fired.

Presently, they signalled to us to draw
back the line, the which we could do only
with great difficulty, and then the man in
the top of the superstructure signed to us
to vast hauling, which we did. He began
to fire again into the weed, though with
what effect we could not perceive. Then,
in a while, he signalled to us to haul again,
and now the rope came more easily; yet
still with much labour, and a commotion
in the weed over which it lay and, in
places, sank. At last, as it cleared the weed
because of the lift of the cliff, we saw that
a great devil-fish had clutched it, and that
we hauled it toward us; for the creature
had too much obstinacy to let go.

Perceiving this, and fearing that the
great weight of the devil-fish might divide
the rope, the bo’sun caught up one of the
men’s lances, and ran to the cliff edge,
calling to us to pull in gently, and put
no more strain upon the line that need be.
Hauling with great steadiness, we brought
the monster near to the edge of the hill,
and there, at a wave from the bo’sun
stayed our pulling.
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Then he raised the spear, and smote at
the creature’s eyes and immediately it
loosed its hold, and fell with a mighty
splash into the water at the foot of the
cliff. Then the bo’sun bade us haul in the
rest of the rope, until we should come to
the packet. In the meantime, he examined
the line to see whether it had suffered
harm; yet, beyond a little chafe, it was
quite sound.

I opcned and read the return letter,
finding it to be written in the same femi-
nine hand which had indited the others.
From it we gathered that the ship had
burst through a mass of the weed which
had compacted itself about her, and that
the second mate, who was the only officer
remaining to them, thought there might
be a good chance to heave the vessel out.
It would have to be done with great slow-
ness, so as to allow the weed to part grad-
ually, otherwise the ship would but act as
a gigantic rake to gather up weed before
it, and so form its own barrier to clear
water.

One of the men cried out then that
they in the ship had commenced to heave
again upon the big rope, and, for a time,
I stood and watched it rise slowly, as it
came to tautness.

Having tautened the rope so much as
they thought proper, they left it to have
its due effect upon the ship, and proceeded
to attach a great block to it. Then they
signalled to us to slack away on the little
rope until they had the middle part of it.
This they hitched around the neck of the
block, and to the eye in the strop of the
block they attached a bo’sun’s chair, and
so they had ready a carrier. By this means
we were able to haul stuff to and from the
hulk without having to drag it across the
surface of the weed; being, indeed, the
fashion in which we had intended to haul
ashore the people in the ship.

But now we had the bigger project of
salvaging the ship herself, and, further,
the big rope, which acted as support for
the carrier, was not yet of a sufficient
height above the weed-continent for it to
be safe to attempt to bring any ashore by
such means. And now that we had hopes
of saving the ship, we did not intend to
risk parting the big rope, by trying to
attain such a degree of tautness as would
have been necessary at this time to have
raised its bight to the height which we
desired.

They in the hulk were obliged to heave
twice upon the big rope to keep it off the
weed, and by this we knew that the ship

was indeed making a slow sternway toward
the island-—slipping steadily through the
weed. And as we looked at her, later, it
seemed almost that we could perceive that
she was nearer. By evening it was clear
that she had made a full thirty fathoms
nearer.

HE next morning, to our huge pleasure,

we discovered that the ship had made
great progress in the night; being now so
much nearer that none could suppose it a
matter of imagination. She must have
moved nigh sixty fathoms nearer to the
island, so that now we seemed able almost
to recognize the face of the man in the
look-out. And many things about the hulk
we saw with greater clearness, so that we
scanned her with a fresh interest.

The man in the look-out waved a morn-
ing greeting to us, the which we returned
very heartily, and, even as we did so, there
came a second figure beside the man, and
waved some white matter, perchance a
handkerchief. We took off our head cover-
ings, all of us, and shook them at the
woman, and after this we went to our
breakfast. After that the bo’sun dressed
our hurts, and then, setting the man who
had lost his fingers to watch, he took the
rest of us, excepting him that was bitten
in the arm, down to collect fuel, and so
the time passed until near dinner.

When we returned to the hill top, the
man upon the look-out told us that they
in the ship had heaved not less than four
separate times upon the big rope, the
which, indeed, they were doing at that
present minute. It was very plain to see
that the ship had come nearer even during
the short space of the morning. And so
the bo’sun lashed me into the chair, with
his own hands, and then signalled to those
in the ship to haul upon the 'small rope;
he, in the meanwhile, checking my descent
toward the weed by means of our end of
the hauling-line.

I came to the lowest part. where the
bight of the rope dipped downward in a
bow toward the weed, and rnce aoain to
the mizzen mast of the hulk. Here I looked
downward with somewhat fearful eyes; for
my weight on the rope made it sag some-
what lower than seemed to me comfort-
able, and I had very lively recollection of
some of the horrors which that quiet sur-
face hid. Yet I was not long in this place;
for they in the ship, perceiving how the
rope let me nearer to the weed than was
safe, pulled very heartily upon the haul-
ing-line, and so I came quickly to the hulk.
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8 I drew nigh to the ship, the men

crowded upon a little platform which
they had built in the superstructure some-
what below the broken head of the mizzen.
Here they reccived me with loud cheers
and very open arms. They were so eager
to get me out of the bo’sun’s chair, that
they cut the lashings, being too impatient
to cast them loose. They led me down to
the deck, and here, before I had knowledge
of aught else, a very buxom woman took
me into her arms, Kissing me right
heartily, at which I was greatly taken
aback. But the men about me did naught
but laugh, and in a minute, she loosed me,
and there I stood, not knowing whether
to feel like a fool or a hero; but inclining
rather to the latter.

There came a second woman, who bowed
to me in a manner most formal, so that
we might have been met in some fashion-
able gathering, rather than in a cast-away
hulk in the lonesomeness and terror of
that weed-choked sea. And at her coming
all the mirth of the men died out of them,
and they became very sober, whilst the
buxom woman went backward for a piece,
and scemed somewhat abashed. I was
greatly puzzled, and looked from one to
another to learn what it might mean; but
in the same moment the woman bowed
again, and said something in a low voice
touching the weather. And after she raised
her glance to my face, so that I saw her
eyes, and they were so strange and full of
melancholy, that I knew on the instant
why she spoke and acted in so unmeaning
a way,; for the poor creature was out of
her mind. And when I learnt afterwards
that she was the captain’s wife, and had
seen him die in the arms of a mighty
devil-fish, I grew to understand how she
had come to such a pass.

After I had discovered the woman’s
madness, I was so taken aback as to be
unable to answer her remark. But for this
there appeared no necessity; for she
turned away and went aft towards the
saloon stairway, which stood open, and
here she was met by a maid very bonny
and fair, who led her tenderly down from
my sight. In a minute, this same maid
appeared, and ran along the decks to me,
and caught my two hands, and shook
them. She looked up at me with such
roguish, playful eyes, that she warmed my
heart, which had been strangely chilled
by the greeting of the poor mad woman.
She said many hearty things regarding
my courage, to which I knew in my heart
I had no claim. But I let her run on, and

so, presently, coming more to possession
of herself, she discovered that she was still
holding my hands, the which, indeed, I
had been conscious of the while with a
very great pleasure. But at her discovery
she dropped my hands with haste, and
stood back from me a space. And so there
came a little coolness into her talk; yet
this lasted not long; for we were both of
us young, and, I think, even thus early
we attracted one the other.

RESENTLY, the maid, whom I had

learnt was niece to the captain’s wife,
and named Mary Madison, proposed to
take me the round of the ship, to which
proposal I agreed very willingly. But first
I stopped to examine the mizzen stump,
and the manner in which the people of
the ship had stayed it, the which they had
done very cunningly. I noted how that
they had removed some of the superstruc-
ture from about the head of the mast, so
as to allow passage for the rope, without
putting a strain upon the superstructure
itself.

The girl led me down on to the main-
deck, and here I was very greatly im-
pressed by the prodigious size of the struc-
ture which they had built about the hulk,
and the skill with which it had been car-
ried out, the supports crossing from side
to side and to the decks in a manner cal-
culated to give great solidity to that which
they upheld. I was very greatly puzzled
to know where they had gotten a suf-
ficiency of timber to make so large a mat-
ter. But upon this point the girl satisfied
me by explaining that they had taken up
the 'tween decks, and used all such bulk-
heads as they could spare. And, further,
there had been a good deal among the
dunnage which had proved usable.

We came at last to the galley, and here
I discovered the buxom woman to be in-
stalled as cook, and there were in with her
a couple of fine children, one of whom I
guessed to be a boy of maybe some five
years, and the second a girl, scare able to
do more than toddle. I asked Mistress
Madison whether these were her cousins,
but in the next moment I remembered
that they could not be. For, as I knew, the
captain had been dead some seven years.
The woman in the galley informed me
that they were hers.

She and the carpenter had gotten the
second mate to read the marriage service
over them.

Having made the round of the hulk, the
captain’s niece and I came aft again to
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me to venture across it, saying that I must
stay in the ship until we were clear of the
weeds. If the rope had stranded in one
place, then had it been so cruelly tested
that there might be some other points at
which it was ready to give. And this final
note of the bo’sun’s made us all very seri-
ous; for, indeed, it seemed possible that
it was as he suggested. Yet they reassured
themselves by pointing out that, like
enough, it had been the chafe upon the
cliff edge which had frayed the strand,
so that it had been weakened before it
parted. But I, remembering the chafing
gear which the bo’sun had put about it in
the first instance, felt not so sure; yet
I would not add to their anxieties.

So it came about that I was compelled
to spend the night in the hulk; but as I
followed Mistress Madison into the big
saloon, I felt no regret, and had near for-
gotten already my anxiety regarding the
rope.

And out on deck there sounded most
cheerily the clack of the capstan.

CHAPTER X

FREED

HEN Mistress Madison had seated

herself, she invited me to do like-

wise, after which we fell into talk,
first touching upon the matter of the
standing of the rope, about which I has-
tened to assure her, and later to other
things. Finally, as is natural enough with
a man and maid, we talked about our-
selves.

Presently, the second mate came in with
a note from the bo’sun, which he laid upon
the table for the girl to read, the which
she beckoned me to do also.

I discovered that it was a suggestion,
written very rudely and ill-spelt, that they
should send us a quantity of reeds from
the island, with which we might be able
to ease the weed somewhat from around
the stern of the hulk. To this the second
mate desired the girl to write a reply, say-
ing that we should be very happy for the
reeds, and would endeavour to act upon
his hint. This Mistress Madison did, after
which she passed the letter to me, per-
chance I desired to send any message. I
bhad naught that I wished to say, and so
handed it back, with a word of thanks.
The girl gave it to the second mate, who
went, forthwith, and dispatched it.

Later, the stout woman from the galley
came aft to set out the table, which oc-

cupied the centre of the large saloon.

I passed a while in answering the buxom
woman’s questions, and odd times such
occasional ones as were slipt in by Mistress
Madison. Then, suddenly, there came the
clatter of men’s feet overhead, and, later,
the thud of something being cast down
upon the deck, and so we knew that the
reeds had come.

Mistress Madison cried out that we
should go and watch the men try them
upon the weed; for that if they proved of
use in easing that which lay in our path,
then should we come the more speedily
to the clear water, and this without the
need of putting so great a strain upon the
hawser, as had been the case hitherto.

When we came to the poop, we found
the men removing a portion of the super-
structure over the stern, and after that
they took some of the stronger reeds, and
proceeded to work at the weed that
stretched away in a line with our taffrail.
That they anticipated danger, I perceived;
for there stood by them two of the men
and the second mate, all armed with mus-
kets. These three kept a very strict watch
upon the weed, knowing, through much
experience of its terrors, how that there
might be a need for their weapons at any
moment.

ND so a while passed, and it was plain

that the men’s work upon the weed
was having effect. The rope grew slack
visibly, and those at the capstan had all
that they could do, taking fleet and fleet
with the tackle, to keep it anywhere near
to tautness. Perceiving that they were
kept so hard at it, I ran to give a hand,
the which did Mistress Madison, pushing
upon the capstan-bars right merrily and
with heartiness.

The evening began to come down upon
the lonesomeness of the weed-continent.
Then there appeared the buxom woman,
and bade us come to our suppers, and her
manner of addressing the two of us was
the manner of one who might have
mothered us. But Mistress Madison cried
out to her to wait, that we had found
work to do. And at that the big woman
laughed, and came toward us threaten-
ingly, as though intending to remove us
hence by force.

There came a sudden interruption which
checked our merriment; for, abruptly,
there sounded the report of a musket in
the stern, and then came shouts, and the
noise of the two other weapons, seeming
like thunder, being pent by the over-
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to call the men thrice to heave upon the
hawser, so quickly had the ship begun to
make way through the weed. Then, having
grown sleepy, I said good-night, and went
to my berth, and so had my first sleep upon
a mattress, for some weeks.

When the morning was come, I waked,
hearing Mistress Madison calling upon me
from the other side of my door, and rating
me very saucily for a lie-a-bed. I made
good speed at dressing, and came quickly
into the saloon, where she had ready a
breakfast, that made me glad I had waked.
But first, before she would do aught else,
she had me out to the look-out place, run-
ning up before me most merrily and singing
in the fullness of her glee. When I had
come to the top of the superstructure, I
perceived that she had very good reason
for so much merriment, and the sight
which came to my eyes, gladdened me most
mightily. Yet at the same time it filled me
with a great amazement; for, behold! in
the course of that one night we had made
near unto two hundred fathoms across the
weed, being now, with what we had made
previously, no more than some thirty
fathoms in from the edge of the weed.

And there stood Mistress Madison beside
me, doing somewhat of a dainty step-
dance upon the flooring of the look-out,
and singing a quaint old lilt that I had not
heard that dozen years. And this little
thing, I think, brought back more clearly
to me than aught else how that this win-
some maid had been lost to the world for
so many years, having been scarce of the
age of twelve when the ship had been lost
in the weed-continent.

As I turned to make some remark, being
filled with many feelings, there came a hail
from far above in the air, as it might be,
and looking up, I discovered the men upon
the hill to be standing along the edge, wav-
ing to us, and now I perceived how that the
hill towered a very great way above us,
seeming, as it were, to overhang the hulk,
though we were yet some seventy fathoms
distant from the sheer sweep of its nearer
precipice.

Having waved back our greeting, we
made down to breakfast, and, having come
to the saloon, set-to upon the good victuals,
and did very sound justice thereto.

After breakfast, hearing the clack of the
capstan-pawls, we hurried out on deck and
put our hands upon the bars, intending to
join in that last heave which should bring
the ship free out of her long captivity. And
so for a time we moved round about the
capstan, and I glanced at the girl beside

me,; for she had become very solemn. And
indeed it was a strange and solemn time
for her; for she, who had dreamed of the
world as her childish eyes had seen it, was
now, after many hopeless years, to go forth
once more to it—to live in it, and to learn
how much had been dreams, and how much
real. And with all these thoughts I credited
her, for they seemed such as would have
come to me at such a time. And, presently,
I made some blundering effort to show to
her that I had understanding of the tumult
which possessed her, and at that she smiled
up at me with a sudden queer flash of sad-
ness and merriment, and our glances met,
and I saw something in hers, which was but
new-born. And though I was but a young
man, my heart interpreted it for me, and I
was all hot suddenly with the pain and
sweet delight of this new thing. I had not
dared to think upon that which already my
heart had made bold to whisper to me, so
that even thus soon I was miserable out of
her presence.

She looked downward at her hands upon
the bar; and, in the same instant, there
came a loud, abrupt cry from the second
mate, to vast heaving, and at that all the
men pulled out their bars and cast them
upon the deck, and ran, shouting, to the
ladder that led to the look-out. We fol-
lowed, and so came to the top, and dis-
covered that at last the ship was clear of
the weed, and floating in the open water
between it and the island.

At the discovery that the hulk was free,
the men commenced to cheer and shout in
a very wild fashion, as, indeed, is no cause
for wonder, and we cheered with them.
Then, suddenly, in the midst of our shout-
ing, Mistress Madison plucked me by the
sleeve, and pointed to the end of the island
where the foot of the bigger hill jutted out
in a great spur. And now I perceived a boat,
coming round into view, and in another
moment I saw that the bo’sun stood in the
stern, steering; thus I knew that he must
have finished repairing her whilst I had
been on the hulk. By this, the men about
us had discovered the nearness of the boat,
and commenced shouting afresh, and they
ran down, and to the bows of the vessel,
and got ready a rope to cast.

When the boat came nearer, the men in
her scanned us very curiously; but the
bo’sun took off his head-gear, with a clum-
sy grace that well became him; at which
Mistress Madison smiled very kindly upon
him. And, after that, she told me with
great frankness that he pleased her, and,
more, that she had never seen so great a
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sparred, all but a bowsprit and jibboom;
yet this we managed by making a stumpy,
spike bowsprit from one of the smaller
spars which they had used to shore up the
superstructure, and because we feared that
it lacked strength to bear the strain of our
fore and aft stays, we took down two haw-
sers from the fore, passing them in through
the hawse-holes and setting them up there.
And so we had her rigged, and, after that,
we bent such sail as our gear abled us to
carry, and in this wise had the hulk ready
for sea.

The time that it took us to rig the ship,
and fit her out, was seven weeks, saving one
day.

In all this time we suffered no moles-
tation from any of the strange habitants
of the weed-continent; though this may
have been because we kept fires of dried
weed going all the night about the decks,
these fires being lit on big flat pleces of
rock which we had gotten from the island.
Yet, for all that we had not been troubled,
we had more than once discovered strange
things in the water swimming near to the
vessel. But a flare of weed, hung over the
side, on the end of a reed, had sufficed al-
ways to scare away such unholy visitants.

At last we came to the day on which we
were in so good a condition that the bo’sun
and the second mate considered the ship
to be in a fit state to put out to sea—the
carpenter having gone over so much of
her hull as he could get at, and found her
everywhere very sound; though her lower
parts were hideously overgrown with weed,
barnacles and other matters. Yet this we
could not help, and it was not wise to at-
tempt to scrape her, having consideration
to the creatures which we knew to abound
in those waters.

In those seven weeks Mistress Madison
and I had come very close to one another,
so that I had ceased to call her by any
name save Mary, unless it were a dearer
one than that; though this would be one of
my own invention, and would leave my
heart too naked did I put it down here.

Of our love one for the other, I think yet,
and ponder how that mighty man, the
bo’sun, came so quickly to a knowledge of
the state of our hearts; for he gave me a
very sly hint one day that he had a sound
idea of the way in which the wind blew.
And yet, though he said it with a half-jest,
methought there was something wistful in
his voice, as he spoke, and at that I just
clapt my hand in his, and he gave it a very
huge grip. And after that he ceased from
the subject.

HEN the day came on which we made

to leave the nearness of the island,
and the waters of that strange sea, there
was great lightness of heart among us, and
we went very merrily about such tasks as
were needful. And so, in a little, we had
the kedge tripped, and had cast the ship’s
head to starboard. And presently, we had
her braced up upon the larboard tack, the
which we managed very well; though our
gear worked heavily; as might be expected.
And after we had gotten under way, we
went to the lee side to witness the last of
that lonesome island, and with us came the
men of the ship. And so, for a space, there
was a silence among us; for they were very
quiet, looking astern and saying naught;
but we had sympathy with them, knowing
somewhat of those past years.

Now the bo’sun came to the break of the
poop, and called down to the men to muster
aft, the which they did, and I with them;
for I had come to regard them as my very
good comrades. And rum was served out to
each of them, and to me along with the
rest, and it was Mistress Madison herself
who dipped it out to us from the wooden
bucket, though it was the buxom woman
who had brought it up to us from the
lazarette.

After the rum, the bo’sun bade the crew
to clear up the gear about the decks, and
get matters secured, and at that I turned
to go with the men, having become so used
to work with them. But he called to me to
come up with him upon the poop, the which
I did. And there he spoke respectfully,
remonstrating with me, and reminding me
that now there was need no longer for me
to toil; for that I was come back to my old
position of passenger, such as I had been
in the Glen Carrig, ere she foundered.

But to this talk of his, I made reply that
I had as good a right to work my passage
home as any other among us; for though
I had paid for a passage in the Glen Car-
rig, I had done no such thing regarding
the Seabird—this being the name of the
hulk—and to this, my reply, the bo’sun
said little but I perceived that he liked my
spirit.

And so, from thence until we reached
the Port of London, I took my turn and part
in all secafaring matters, having become by
this quite proficient in the calling. Yet, in
one matter, I availed myself of my former
position; for I chose to live aft, and by this
was abled to see much of my sweetheart,
Mistress Madison.

After dinner upon the day on which we
left the island, the bo’sun and the second
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EVEN A WORM

By J. S. Bradford

“It is enough,” said the quiet voice. “From to-day the

blood pact is on you all. From the worm to the elephant,

you are all blood brothers. The troth is sworn, and the
enemy is Man.”

CHAPTER ONE

T ABOUT ten minutes past flve in

the afternoon of one perfect day in

earliest autumn, Sir Francis Gor-

don, second baronet, a rather stern, short,

stocky little man, fifty or so years old, with

a cynically smiling eye and a grim chin,

let himself gently down into the depths of

an armchair, in a shooting lodge in Suth-
erland, and chuckled to himself.

It had been a good day. Two hundred
and twelve brace; and for the second time
over that constituted a record. Outside
his study door, in the lounge, were the
members of his household party, also
heavily seated in armchairs and supping
hot tea laced with whisky.

He could visualize their talk; old Jeffer-
son, the walk would have reduced his
ponderous belly an inch, explaining why
he had blazed into thin air miles behind

-~

Straight down they came in
a plummet-like charge .. .

a small pack that swung down-hill over
the line of butts at the third drive and
failed to bring down anything.

Peters, of Peters, Anakin & Co., metal
merchants, who had cleaned up a bundle
in tin and oddly enough for a tin mer-
chant, shot satisfactorily and cleanly.

Young Fotheringay would be there, too;
lazing, leg over leg, Brigade moustache
twitching over his upper lip, mute about
his own prowess and everything else in
the world, but just stammering in the most
ultra-Ponsonby tones: “Aw yes, devilish
good show, undoubtedly,” or words to that
effect.

The rest of the party he dismissed from
his mind. Tennyson was just Tennyson, a
good fellow but an appalling shot. Lionel
Carver—well, after all, he and Lionel had
known each other for centuries it seemed,
and Lionel happened to be his friend.

The women of the party he discounted,
too, at least temporarily, for he was hot
and rather tired, and women are out of
place when a man is sweating and wants

Copyright 1936 by J. 8. Bradford.
First N. A, Maguzine Rights by permission of drthur
Barker, Ltd.

s( Wi

e

‘\ \
‘]/ &\:\ \!\\

e &\\\w







EVEN A WORM 81

Its purport was the same.

“QOh, Father, Pan, come back to us;
help us. In the years of long ago Man was
as we are, simple, unwise, but little to be
feared, no more than our kin must fear
each other—as the weak must fear the
stronger. Today, though, he had en-
chained Nature, captured the elements.
Where once he killed once, and for neces-
sity, now he mangles a thousandfold—for
luxury.”

“He has snared the beasts of my king-
dom,” urged the lion. “Turned some so
that they obey him. Preserved some so
that he may torture them; armed himself
so that. .. .”

“He cannot be hurt and yet may kill
all,” said the quiet voice of the “Master.”

“Us he shoots as carrion, or rears to
shoot as sport,” chuckled the eagle.

“A tight line and a f{rying pan,”
galumphed the whale, “is the lot of my
inferiors. Me he is blissfully exterminat-
ing so that his women may bare their
backs and rub our life-blood on them to
be burned brown, or else pour our veins
down their throats to build up their own
puny bodies. Pah!”

“And you,” said the same quiet voice to
the snake.

“Handbags, shoes, and umbrella handles.
I own, illustrious protector, that we may
have been ungenerous in our actions with
man, but only when disturbed, I assure
you, only when trodden on, irritated, con-
founded.”

“It is enough,” said the same quiet voice.
“From to-day the blood pact is on you all
from the worm to the elephant. You are
all blood brothers. The troth is sworn and
the enemy is man.

“There are four ways,” continued the
quiet voice, “that we can strike at man.
Fear first!”

“Fear,” coughed the lion. “My brother,

the tiger, and I can instil that in a few.”

“And we, blood brother,” sighed the
cobra, “are not a few, and can help you
that way. When may we strike?”

“Actual death,” said the voice. A rumble
from the lion, a soft sibilant hiss from the
snake and a spew of “My brother the
shark,” from the whale.

“Starvation. Ah,” from all four.

“Disease!” Four forms shrivelled to
mute inactivity as the quiet voice con-
tinued:

“Children, brothers all, go rest to-night.
There is so much to be planned. The word
to be spread: commands to be given: dis-
cipline to be taught: rules to be laid down
and obeyed.

“Do you know how man wages war? He
draws out plans not a day but ten thou-
sand days in advance. He appoints his
commanders-in-chief, his general, his
staff, his pawns. He ignores no opening,
no eventuality. He is more ruthless than
the tiger, my good lion, who is long in the
tooth, more cunning than the snake, more
cold-blooded than the fish, more farseeing
than the dwellers in the heavens. Some
he sacrifices purposely, so that they may
break the gateway to success. Some he
sacrifices needlessly, so that glory may
be his—in this we do not follow him. But
when man begins, he continues to the bit-
ter end. He uses all his subjects from the
lowest to the highest, the most foolish to
the most cunning, and we, blood brothers
all, may take a leaf from his book and,
indeed, improve on it.”

- * L ]

It was a dark night and a hot night
and very still. But the lap on an oily sea
against concrete blocks, the creak of a
swaying derrick, and the whirr of voices
from fat passengers’ fatter cabins, helped
to drown the soft patter of feet, a slither
and scuffle there, and a soft, at times ir-

Now She Shops
““Cash and Carry”

Without Painful Backache

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache
quickly, once they discover that the real cause
of their trouble may be tired kidneys.

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking
the excess acids and waste out of the blood.
They help most.people pass about 3 pints a day.

When disorder of kidney function permits
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains,
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up

nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head-
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty pas-
sages with smarting and burning sometimcs
shows there is something wrong with your kid-
neys or bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40
years. They give happy relief and will help the
15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poisonous
waste from your blood. Get Doan’s Pills.
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“First an old dame disappears, sir. Then
this morning when the police and other
folk are searching for her, they find a
skeleton in the wood, less than a mile in-
deed from her own home.”

Said Leslie soberly: “Who was the old
woman?”

“Martha Tibbits, her name, sir. Where
will you want to be going? To the town,
they told me on the phone.”

Said Leslie, abruptly, and the driver
started suddenly: “No. To the late Mrs.
Tibbits’s home, if the police are there now.
If not, to the local police station.”

Leslie’s words, dutifully repeated and
magnified twenty times over in the next
hour, set a bee-hive humming.

“It’s murder, I believe,” said old Mother
Smith to her neighbour. “God’s grace, what
was that gentleman who came down by
the morning train but a London detective,
I tell you. Didn’t he know all about Mrs.
Tibbits and where to go before even Bill
Evry, with his car and his tongue, could
tell him?”

Thomas Albins of the Crown, country
charm doubling his bow of welcome, be-
lieved the same fable when Leslie an hour
later came in, the local sergeant of police
with him, and sat down at a table and
ordered drinks.

He would have been more amazed if he
could have heard all of Leslie’s conversa-
tion with the sergeant. A précis of it was:
“Listen, Sergeant. That skeleton you
showed me in the police station was that
of a woman, certainly, an old woman, and
a woman who died, damn it, I would say
within the last week, perhaps even later.
You can tell that clearly, the marrow’s
still fresh in the bones. They are uncol-
oured, too, though how the hell a body
can die and become a skeleton in a week,
I don’t know.”

“It’s impossible, sir.”

“It's not, Sergeant. If you have been
East you’ll have seen a horse or any other
animal picked clean by vultures within a
couple of hours, but who on earth is going
to do the picking here?” he queried per-
plexedly, not so much to the sergeant, but
to the arched oak beams that crowned the
white ceiling of the dining-room. He leant
back and thought.

“Did you notice closely the few scraps
of clothing and the basket you found by
her? Torn and ripped strangely. Now
what the hell could have caused that? If
we were in Canada or Russia I would have
said wolves, but it couldn’t be. . . .”

“I'm taking the liberty of advising you,

Sergeant, I know you won’t mind; but you
ought to get on to County Headquarters
on this. There’s something fishy here;
something so devilish out of the ordinary
that I doubt if it will ever be discovered.”

Leslie never knew how near he was to
the truth, but when at eight o’clock that
night he phoned his story over to the
Flare, he did definitely know, though,
whose the skeleton was, for a once broken
ankle, clearly visible in the pitiful frame-
work of bones, had proved beyond all
doubt that it was that of old Mother Tib-
bits.

The story he wrote, though, sent a score
of reporters flying the next day to that
out-of-the-way part of Shropshire. They
got little more, nothing really that Leslie
hadn’t said previously.

Even the inquest a week later failed to
elucidate matters, though the doctor con-
cerned almost echoed Leslie’s words in
saying:

“The whole thing is unaccountable, un-
less you can presume that Mrs. Tibbits
died suddenly for some reason or another
—heart failure perhaps—and was. . . .”
He checked and even stammered nervous-
ly, to continue, “It seems ridiculous to say
it but—well, was devoured on the spot.”

» * »

“I think, Brother Lion, you were un-
kind,” said a voice.

“¥You mean, sir?”

“Why pick on that good old woman if
your first line had to kill?”

“They had to, sir, on your orders. Just
once, and certainly the kill has caused
consternation.”

“But that old woman,” said the quiet
voice.

“I know, sir, but my kith, the stoats and
weasels, are apt to go gay when the blood
lust is on them, and Brother Rat and the
red gentleman, the fox, go more than gay
when orders reach them to rip and tear
and destroy.”

“I know. She was a tender old woman,
though, and we are not due for real bit-
terness yet.”

Then the owner of the
coughed.

“Check your weasels and stoats awhile.
The end of the year draws near and I am
minded to have a little real humour before
the old year dies.”

»

quiet voice

* *

The world in general little noted an in-
significant little paragraph that was
printed only in the columns of a quiet
little Norfolk newspaper.
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The paragraph recorded the sudden
death of one Samuel Bean, gave his age,
fifty-seven, referred to him as the Prince
of Wild Fowlers, and stressed the fame
which had come to him twenty years pre-
viously when he had shot the first Casson’s
Snow Goose recorded for a century in Nor-
folk. Samuel Bean’s death seemed so
trivial a fact that even the local paper
did not bother to send a man bicycling
fifteen miles to find out the full particu-
lars.

Which perhaps did not really matter so
much, for the few particulars available
would have been at variance with the
truth. Only it would have brought to light
many expressions of wonder voiced in such
mellow haunts as the tap-room of the
Golden Fleece, that fourteenth-century
inn which fringes the quay-side a stone’s
throw from Sam’s home, as to how “Sam
were ever fool enough to be drowned on
Well High Sands.”

Pape, who trained horses near Six Mile
Bottom, but had his real heart’s love in
wild-fowling, was over there at the time
of Bean's death for the last fortnight of
the season, and he too had no answer to
make to what was a question utterly de-
void of answer. All he could say when the
words were addressed to him was:

“It’s beyond me. I've know Sam for
twenty years now, and he knew every bit
of the coast from Blakeney round to Lynn;
every creek, every mud-flat, every riven
acre of saltings. As for his own home
ground, why, damn it he knew High Sands
and the whole sea’s bed around Wells and
as far out as possible far better than any-
one else does or ever will. He could lead
you anywhere blindfold and in the black-
est night, and there was no fog that night,
nothing to throw him out of his line
home.

Said the doctor—an old friend to whom
Pape spoke later—in answer to a winder-
ing question:

“Oh, death was definitely due to drown-
ing. No sign of heart failure. Bean was—
well—as fit as a bean always. He had had
a blow of some description in the face,
though. An odd sort of blow. Must have
been done, I think, after death, when he
was being washed up. It was odd, though,
to find a dead goose in his right hand. A
goose that, apparently, had not been shot.
Its neck was broken, Sam must have
gripped on it for some reason, like a
drowning man grips a stick. All the
same. . ..”

“What?” said Pape.

“Well, as you know, I happened to find
him. I was one of the party out looking
for him. His body was lying twisted on
the shore, but in his eyes was a look of
terror, sheer agonizing terror, the like of
which I never hope to see again. I closed
them, of course, before anyone else came
along. Keep this to yourself, Pape, too. It
may, of course, have been the sheer terror
of drowning, but—well, I don’t know. . . .
No, I'm damned well sure it was not that.”

HE gale that blew its own particular

jape across the barrenness of Altcar,
hurried, blustering, on its way south-east-
wards, and with its first thrusting fore-
fingers twitched and tousled the tops of a
five-mile belt of fir-trees that split a land
of verdant marshes from the grey wastes
of a wintry North Sea.

The trees bent, sighed, and creaked back
a patter of protest. A badling of duck,
flighting two hours earlier than usual out
to sea, suddenly seemed to have become
possessed of speed incredible and whirred
overhead, to disappear seawards towards
a raised sand-bank over which a fringe of
foam was breaking.

Behind the fir-trees and partially shel-
tered by criss-cross lines of raised banks
that split the fresh marshes up into pat-
terns and squares, some six hundred or so
grey geese raised their necks skywards and
talking to each other in querulous shouts
that the wind flung forward over the trees,
out to the sands, out to the sea.

An old fisherman, making his way along
the sea wall bank that leads toc the little
port of Wells, muttered to himself: “The
geese are surely talking tonight.”

The talking died suddenly. Perhaps in
answer to a voice in the wind that com-
manded silence. Then the talking broke
out again querulously, “Kehonka, ehonk—
ahahonk.”

An hour later Sam Bean wrinkled his
nose at the wind, a smile crept quietly over
his weather-beaten face and he veered
half-right at the far end of the sea-bank,
slid down the grey, mud sides of a creek,
squelched through the ooze at the bottom,
heard the water and the mud gurgle round
his gum boots. Then he topped the other
side and made his way through muddy
pools, over cockle beds, across riven sand-
banks to the most eastern corner of that
vast acreage of sand-banks which is
known as the High Sands.

To himself he thought: “The other fools
will be lining the sea side of the firs now
all around Abraham’s Bosom. -¥ I know
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ed any attention if it had not been for the
fact that animals and the world of na-
ture had suddenly become news this warm
early June day. And even then it might
have lapsed into the limbo of the unre-
ported if it had not been for the fact that
the House was due to discuss later that af-
ternoon an Unemployment Relief scheme
which would appeal to no one, but which
at least called for a large attendance. It
was grossly inadequate from one point of
view, sanguinarily unnecessary from the
other side, and with Ascot at hand it was
not worth arguing about anything really.

Bill Edwards of the Daily Flare, one of
the best men in the Gallery, had got in
early because of it. Unemployment was his
pet subject, and the policy of the Flare
then was to make unemployment its main
scourge with which to flagellate Govern-
ment and Opposition alike. Bill came out
of that small, rather stuffy Gallery bar
a few moments after Target had begun
speaking, said in his inimitable soft Kelso
tongue: “Stay awhile, Jock, I'll just put
my head in and see who is gabbling,” and
then whispered back a second later: “I'll
be awhile, I'm afraid,” and the door closed
behind him.

Now it does not matter exactly what
Bill wrote or what appeared in the Daily
Flare. To be true, it was so emotional that
it made old women up and down the
country forswear eating meat for ever.
What really matters, though, is what Tar-
get said, and how he said it.

He rose, a thick-set, fair-haired figure
of a man, obviously a soldier once and
obviously a soldier who should by rights
own t0 a long row of ribbons on his chest.
Target had, as a matter of fact, a D.S.O.
and an M.C,, but that is beside the point;
only it shows that he was no crank.
Then, in the level, quiet tones of custom
he began to frame his formal opening.

The raftered roofs of the House were
grey in the shadow, the light filtered
through sparse window space, and sud-
denly a sparrow, trapped in the worst
prison in the world, fluttered wings
against a vaulted window and Target
looked up at it.

Then he dropped his studied poise, his
urbanity; dropped his papers, held for
one moment behind his back, so that they
fell scuttering on the floor.

“Mr. Speaker,” he said—you can read
this in Hansard, read how Target's even
voice rose to fever heat—his carefully
planned words to an inspired peroration,
“I came here to place before the House

a bill that I find I can no longer place in
the words that I had intended and in the
manner I had thought fit. It Is a bill,
the bare bones of which are that animals
should no longer be allowed to be tortured
before they are killed for human consump-
tion. The Bare Bones—"” He checked him-
self suddenly.

ND then the spirit of a divine charity
—or could it have been a Pan-like
inspiration?—fell on Target, that level-
headed man who, at the Bluff in 1915 had
got his D.S.O. for sticking eight Prussian
guards in a row, so that he became elo-
quent for perhaps the first time in his life.
“I ate a juicy steak to-day,” he said
bluntly, “so did the Honourable Members
of Sotton, Westwick, and Backover. We
ate them together at my club. I trust
that my three guests enjoyed their lunch.
I don’t doubt that the majority of members
in this House at the moment also enjoyed
that midday meal, with its essentially Eng-
lish luncheon dishes, the basis of which
is some form of meat. Mr. Speaker, sir,
a few days ago I met one of my constitu-
ents, a slaughter hand by trade, a six-
foot-high beefy individual, employed by
the Municipal Corporation Slaughter
House in my constituency of Cottleston.

“And I went with him, at his request,
to see the red-flagged place in which he
worked, and how he worked.

“His interest was to try and convince
me about a matter irrelevant to my pres-
ent subject.” Target suddenly waved an
arm upwards at an already rather bewil-
dered House. “I can’t go on being parlia-
mentary,” he said. (Cries of ‘“Order!”)
“I apologize, Mr. Speaker,” said Target.
“Order, though, why should there be any?
Those Honourable Members who went ov-
erseas a few years ago will know what I
mean when I ask: Have you ever stood
in a support line when the barrage has
hit it? Have you ever had to lead poor,
dumb human sheep into a charnal-house
where, as they arrived, half of them
dropped and the blood streamed out, and
their bellies with it at times, and the mud
in the trench turned like yellow vomit,
clotted with patches of liver-hued, scarlet
froth, and you had to be the man to urge
another human man onwards?

“That, I submit, is nothing to your
slaughter-houses. Men are men. They can
talk and argue and vote. An animal can-
not vote. I tell you, though, in all sin-
cerity, that I stood a few days ago by a
miniature brick-lined trench within a
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stone’s throw of a picture palace in Cottle-
ston, and a line of sheep, fifty or so strong,
stood tethered beside this trench.

“The water flowed down it, flowed past
the nose of the first sheep, but he did not
drop on his knees and lap it up. Instead
he was hunched back on the rope that
held him, like a child might start and hold
away when it was going to be ill-treated.

“And just in front of his head, out of
sight, I admit, but in full scent, my friend
the butcher was standing, blood on his
arms, knife in hand, a hanging sheep in
his arms, blood pouring from its throat, its
last agonies of life twitching and stirring
it in impotent protest.

“As it died, the knife moved with per-
fect symmetry, its skin was off, its entrails
ripped out and tossed on one side. Blood,
yellow slime, and things unmentionable in
this austere and very venerable building,
poured out into a runway that led to the
trench over which my sheep—as I was
calling him—was leaning.

“You could see that sheep stagger in
stark, sheer, utter terror then. He stag-
gered for the fraction of a second, that is
all perhaps; by that time his predecessor
had been finally amputated and dealt with.
But, Mr. Speaker, if ever a man saw hor-
ror, I saw it in the eyes of that next
sheep, my sheep.

“Thank God it didn’t last long. A hand
reached out for his neck, gripped it; he
swung round a corner; for one moment he
gazed at me with poor, plaintive, round
eyes that seemed to say: ‘What have I
done to you, oh man?’ and the next mo-
ment I saw my friend the slaughter-man
chucking his heart into a bucket, tipping
out remnants into the same runway. And
the same smell of warm blood and ghast-
liness rose up just as the same buzzing
crowd of flies rose up as each victim died.

“You could hear two-score sheep cry-
ing, if the word is right, as they drew
nearer to that bloody corner, and within
a few minutes the stench of blood was so
strong that the next sheep sensing it
cringed away like—like anyone except a
Christ might cringe from a crown of
thorns. And when it was all over later
that day, my friend the slaughter-man
said to me: ‘Now don’t you think, guv’ner,
a job such as mine is damn poorly paid
at fifty bob a week?”

* £l L]

“Isn’t it about time that we did some-
thing drastic?” grunted a leonine voice
in the land of unreality.

“My poor brother, and have you learnt

so little? Don’t you know that human
saying, ‘“The little more and how much
it is’?” And then quietly: “But in the
fullness of time, by the ripples of the
stream, and the warmth of the earth, and
the grey fruits of the lower sea, we will
give them the little more, and then turn
the little into too much.”

» * »

His name was Locustella Noevia. He
lived in Mr. James Newspett’s garden, at
the far end of it, where the nettles and
docks grew rank over a heap of old pails
and pots, and he was a jubilant sort of
individual.

Very jubilant when he moved, for when
he moved he became really happy and he
hopped gigantically in consequence and
when he had finished hopping he chat-
tered.

It was that chatter which caused James
Newspett, who looked like his name, fat
and overfed and utterly untrustworthy, to
say one early June morning: “Oh, curse
those flaming grasshoppers, chattering
away. They’ll drive me insane with their
damned tickery-tockery!”

James Newspett’s words may have car-
ried to the bottom of the garden and be-
come distorted in doing so. Or if they did
not, then it must have been some other
message which reached the inch-long, yel-
low-green body of Locustella Noevia, and
rammed itself into his prehensile head,
but whatever it was, the grasshopper
hopped suddenly in the air and did not
chatter in his hopping. Then he scuttled
off to the pots and pans of his home,
tipped up green grasses with his hands
and whispered: “Orders, orders, fall in.”

At the same time, a rather rotund,
green-coated, pompous individual, Mr.
Frocga by name, came scuttling out of his
pet swimming bath and was preparing to
sun-bathe amidst a bank of fresh water
cresses when he too heard a whispered
word, deflated himself from the sheer ter-
ror of the news wirelessed to him and then
suddenly, the call of duty and a sense of
pride enveloping him, puffed himself out
again, went “Squeak” through an over-
wide pair of lips and summoned a host of
relatives up to his side.

They came from lush grass and meadow
grass, from the brook that passed by old
Newspett’s garden, from the wider reaches
of the river lined with kingcups into which
the brook flowed a distance away. They
came from unknown swamp grounds,
from little roadside ditches, the lips of
wells, the underneath of watertubs.
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England, said: “Oh, something drifting in
on the tide. Angel, let’s turn back now,
though; we’ve swum out enough.”

And then the something ceased to drift.

A knife cut the water and the foam
boiled. A girl’s voice shrilled in agony:
“Darling, help!” A minute patch of water
grew scarlet suddenly, oddly scarlet, for
the red light of dawn was over, and then a
man’s voice screamed in demented horror.

T MADE an incredible story as retold by

Jenks, a fisherman, who stumbled on the
scene.

“A loon man, half-drowned he be, too,
lying by the side of as purty a girl as ever
you did see; only her legs were cleft from
her. Yes, a loon man they now have in
the madhouse over St. Ives way. And by
them, not twenty yards away, stranded on
the beach, one girt big shark, the like of
which no Cornishman ever did see here
before. A mortal sad sight indeed.”

ALVERLEY DEXTER, who edited the

Flare, had seen the last page of the last
edition to bed and was standing, bleary-
eyed, a short, rather tub-like little figure,
when Tom Slowly, the chief sub-editor,
came up to him.

“It reads well, doesn’t it?” said Calverley
—then quickly—“What's up?”

“I'm replating with your permission,
sir.”

uwhy?n

“Casteven, our local man at Porthay in
Cornwall—he’s always late, damn him—
has just weighed in with a story. Four
people drowned by two octopuses or octopi,
whatever you call them, in the bay there.
It gives an added kick to the lead.” And
suddenly, irrationally rational, for a news-
paperman: “There can’t be anything in it
really, can there?”

There was, though, as George Smith
found—a nice chap George, true-blooded
Cockney, fifty-four years old. For having
read about Margaret he tcok Ma and the
nippers with him down to Brightquay to
see the remains the following day.

There had been a high wind in the night
driving up-Channel, but when George and
his wife with Ted and Mabel trundling,
rather grimy of face, behind thera, reached
the beach the sun was shining, the sea
dark blue and oily, and Mabcl, surveying
first the sea and then the crowded beaches,
vouchsafed:

“Pa, pa, ain’t it blue, ain’t it luvly; and
look at that there grand pier all shining
and bright with a boat by it. Och, and Ma,”

this with tears in her voice, “look at the
beach—ooh, look at the beach, it's worse
than Clapham Common on bank ’oliday.
'Ow can I make a castle there when there
ain’t no room to turn?”

Said George Smith: “Don’t yer mind
that, dearie, we’ll find room. Ho, luck-a-
day, Ma, it’s good ter smell the sea agine,
ain’t it? Wot’s that old song I used ter
sing when I was a nipper? I've got it.
‘Martha swallered a jelly-fish, Janie got
the cramp, Pa and Ma began to scream,
because the sea was damp. As I was pad-
dling out to sea, a crab got hold of me, Oh,
weren’t we a jolly family at Brightquay
by the seal!’

“Now then, nippers”—this to Ted and
Mabel after the quartette had found two
square yards of unemployed sand—“you’ve
got your bathers on. Slip off yer clothes
and inter the briny. Ma and me’ll watch
yer and ave our dip later.”

Mabel struck water first, Ted at her
heels, and shouted: “Coo, dad, it's cold.
Come on, Teddy, yer coward, it won’t 'urt,”
and then breasted in up to her little chest,
and, salt spray in her eyes, straight into a
fat man.

“Mind where you're going, missie,”
shouted the fat man, to break into sudden
blasphemy—“Ow, a damn crab’s got me.
Help, ow, help!”

He jinked back to the shore, kicked a
ruddy, spotted leg out of the water, ripped
a small orange and black crab off a big
toe, and then humped himself, straddle-
legged, on the sand, fat paunch overhang-
ing his knees, and started mauling the
slight wound and trying to suck it.

“The bleeder, the perishin’ bleeder,” he
muttered.

“Crab caught yer, guv’'ner?” said George
Smith. “Now, damn it, one’s got my Ted.
The devil!” as Ted’s voice suddenly rose to
unknown heights in a shrill scream.

He tore splashing out of the water, hold-
ing a trembling hand in front of him,
howling:

“It weren’t no crab, dad; a funny, float-
ing thing like—like coloured tripe, all
jelly-like. I touched it and it stung.”

“Jelly-fish,” said George Smith. “Don’t
mind, kiddy. Hi you, Makel! Come out of
the sea, it’s dangerous.”

And then from out by thec pier came a
sudden scream, heartrending: from near
by, not a hundred yards from where
George Smith stood, Ted in his arms, a
woman'’s voice rang out in agony, and op-
posite to George Smith, twenty yards or
so out, a tall, weak-chinned youth stiff-
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and the Master. Arrange your own reliefs,
you have had your orders already, most
of you. Many of you may cateh it, but
remember, chaps, in ‘The Isles’ there are
no traps, no snares, no shooting. All the
preliminary work’s been done. The bank
is not a warren, it’s fifty-five fox earths
as well. Just dig, boys, dig deep and damn
quiekly.”

Little teeth clipped together, long soft
brown ears rose and fell, little feet scam-
pered away. Lines came up seemingly end-
less and disappeared slowly like a tube
train moving from out a station into its
own particular tunnel. And still the big
brown buck stamped and chucked out his
orders and his inspirations.

L] & »

Major-General Sir Heathcote Poult-
Heathcote, having toasted his feet before
the dying fire in his bedroom, looked rath-
er frowningly at his feather bed—the rum
was dying in him—wondered incuriously
whether it was clean—lunged towards the
window, pulled up a blue paper blind, and
peered out.

For a minute his eyes failed to pick up
things in the moonlight, then he peered
intently, clapped his hands round his eyes,
and then staggered back from the window.

He rubbed the back of a hand across his
face and muttered: “Gad, I must be blind.
Full as a tick. Haven’t been really tight
since I was Bob Tidmarsh’s best man in
nineteen twelve. Seeing things, I am.
Thousands of damn things. Rabbits. Curse
my soul, seeing rabbits. And I told every-
one how to get rid of them. Cyanide, of
course, nothing else like it. Gad, though,
that rum must have been damned bad, or
deuced good. Now curse me, I am not see-
ing anything more, sleep for me!”

He fell into bed, heaved an adipose
posterior into a comfortable fold in the
feather mattress, and said:

“More comfortable than I thought. Jolly
funny night—jolly, really jolly. Lord, I'll
have a head in the morning. Wish I had
some Eno’s with me,” and lapsed into sleep.

Very naturally, in view of the surieit in
his brain, he dreamt. Very naturally, in
view of the night’s conversation, he
dreamed of old familiarly unfamiliar
things. He was in his dug-out, five hun-
dred yards to the right of and behind the
Bluff.

It was muddy and stinking and cold,
for the brazier had gone out. Bishop, his
adjutant, was dozing in front of him, and
then suddenly an orderly came in mired
tn the belly, cold as charity, and as the
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orderly stumbled down the steps fifty
thousand express trains rattled overhead.

“Damn! A ratd,” he said, and leapt his
way up and out into a clear moonlight lit
with a million flickers of flame, hellishly
melodious, with whining, whispering,
shrieking music.

The express trains howled at him and
flung fragments of mud and brick at him
as they passed. Then noise died, to be
replaced by—God! thousands and thou-
sands and thousands of brown-coated rab-
bits with entrenching tools in their hands
who were surging over his front line, over
the support lines—over . . ..

In his dream they seemed far more for-
midable than ever the Third Fusilier Bat-
talion of the Prussian Guard had seemed
at Ypres in nineteen fourteen.

“Bishop, we’re done,” he shouted. “Get
back quickly, orderly, to Brigade, tell them
the news. Where the hell are you, Bishop?
Hell and Heaven, isn’t anybody—can’t any-
body ... ? “A trumpet blast like the voice
of Pentecost sounded in his ears, the
world rocked round him, he felt himself
falling, falling, falling. He was hit, the
line was gone, the regiment had failed,
where the hell was the regiment? Where
the hell was Bishop, where were the S.0.S.
rockets? And then something hit him
again on his head—*“I am wearing my tin
helmet, I know I am,” were his last
thoughts as he awoke.

His head was bleeding, his bed was brok-
en, as were the walls of his room, and the
moon shone through a hole in the roof
over his head.

Moreover, the floor sloped at an angle
of forty degrees, and there was someone
crying somewhere, crying, bawling for help,
though the voice was almost drowned in
a roar like a football crowd filtering into
a narrow lane after a cup tie. He stumbled
to the door—it was open—and fell two feet
before his own touched level ground again.

“What the hell’s happened?” he shout-
ed. And from a bedroom with a broken
doorway he saw in the dim light the grop-
ing, panic-stricken figure of Mrs. Standa-
loft climbing towards him weeping and
wailing.

“My Dixon, my Dixon! A brick’s through
his head. Lord save us!”

“pull yourself together,” he said quietly.
“Dixon’s hurt? I'll go and see to him.”
He fell forwards almost through a gaping
floor as he moved.

“What’s happened?” he thought. “What’s
happened?”

He checked his words. He was in Dix-



104

on’s room then and he did not check-them
at the sight of Dixon, who was past mortal
help. The window was wide open, the glass
broken, and outside, what was fenland
once was now a giant river pouring and
boring its grey muddy water, that lifted
the black loam with its force, whirled it
sideways and upwards, and then filtered
over it in seething, frothing scum.
“God!” said Major-General Sir Heath-
cote Poult-Heathcote. “The bank’s brok-
en!” And suddenly and insanely: ‘“Those
rabbits, those damned rabbits. Stay here,”
he shouted to Mrs. Standaloft. “You're safe
at least for the moment; the house will
stand. I'm going to get the news through.”

T WAS an hour later when a tottering,

sweat-blinded old man staggered into
the nearest town, rapped at the cottage
that was local headquarters of the county
police, gave his name, and told his story.
Thereafter a quiet East Anglian town set
itself astir a long hour before dawn.

And with the first flush of helpers
Major-General Heathcote Roult-Heathcote
came too. “Damn you, sergeant, I am not
hurt,” he had said. His head was cut from
one temple to the brow, but the blood had
caked and, oddly enough, he had never
noticed it before, but his left arm hung
limp and loose. “Damn it, though,” he
insisted, “I am coming with you. How
many cottages are there in danger? Hun-
dreds! And if the bank goes in one place
it may go anywhere else. God help them
all, God help them all.

“Here we are, sergeant. Oh, my God,
look at it!” This as a commandeered lorry
halted as near as possible to a miniature
Niagara Falls.

“How did you get over it, sir?” said the
sergeant.

“There was a crust on top of it then.
The river was bursting out as though
throngh a drain. My God, though, ser-
eeant. look at that lane, it's feet deep
now, and it’s. it's . . . ”’ he peered down.
The twisted body of a little girl floated
down the flood water and swirled into a
cul-de-sac caused by a tumbled elm.

As it swirled and settled it was joined
by the limp and floating carcasses of a
score of rabbits, one of whom was bigger
than the rest, a giant buck who looked
like the king of the rabbit world.

TiHEY made something of a hero of
3 Major-General Sir Heathcote Poult-
Teathcote in the national press the next
doy, and he deserved it.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

To every reporter, though, whom he met
he vouchsafed the words: “Damn your
eyes,” for he was little in the mood for
heroics.

That was until Leslie Bishop, chief re-
porter of the Daily Flare, got in to see him
in Littleport Hospital, and H.P.H. stuttered
suddenly: “Gad! You're Bishop, aren’t
you? I dreamt about you last night, about
the old days when you were my adjutant,
and then I woke up to this ghastly horror.
What on earth are you doing here now,
though?”

Leslie Bishop told him, checked H.P.H.’s
expostulations, extracted his story, said:
“I won’t be a fool, sir. I must, though, write
ahout your heroism. Now for Heaven’s sake
don't throw your bed at me! And I must
tell the world what you saw from your
bedroom window.”

Leslie Bishop was a wizard at cajolery.
He cajoled HP.H, and then he said very
carefully, in answer to a question: “Yes,
it is pretty bad. No one knows the real
death-roll up to now. It’s more than a
hundred. though. The floods have spread
and caught people in broad daylight, top-
pled their very houses down on top of
them.”

But for every human body that was re-
trieved--mud-spattered, blaspheming men
raked out those of a dozen swollen rabbits.
And when they eventually dammed the
hole in the bank they dammed it over a
sinking, swelling, smelling bank of rabbits
that was fathoms thick and feet wide.

ESLIE BISHOP, legs crossed, whisky
and soda by his side, sat ruminating
happily by the fire in the lounge of a little
country hotel. He was in that blissful con-
dition—the personal property of your good
reporter who has done his story, knows it
is a good one and is at peace with the
world.

“Have I exaggerated anything?” he
thought. “By Jove, no; I have not stressed
things far enough. God! There is some-
thing going on, something that utterly
passes our understanding. I've sensed it
ever since that skeleton at Cleobury.
It's. .. .” He grunted. stretched out a hand
to his glass and said: “Well, I wonder how
they will splash it in to-morrow’s paper?
It’s still worth the lead.

“Geeves, the coroner’s words were dra-
matic enough to startle anyone to-day. He
is lunching with me to-morrow; I'll get
him to open his mouth more. Jove! For
an aging reporter who has been twenty-
five years in the Street I am behavine
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idiotically. I'm just itching to see what
they’ll do with the story. Just itching.”

Leslic Bishop saw what they had done
with it when he was called at nine o’clock
next morning. He took one look at his
copy of the D«ily Flare and then ejacu-
lated: “My holy aunt!” Thereafter, for a
hard-bitten newspaper man, he behaved
oddly. He left his morning cup of tea un-
touched, he didn’t even glance at the
housemaid, who was buxom, fair-haired,
and jovial, and who grinned at him. In-
stead, he kept on repeating: ‘“Heavens
above! Well, I'm damned!”

He had every cause to be.

OU can always be sure of a bumper

crowd at the last big meeting of the
year at Brooklands. Speed is one of the
cardinal factors in life to-day, and life
goes faster at Brooklands than anywhere
else in England. Sometimes more so in
the paddock than on the course.

But at any rate Brooklands is Brook-
lands, and when George Stevens, motering
correspondent of the Daily Flare, humped
his car into a corner of the members’ en-
closure, jumped out almost into the arms
of—to use his own words-—"‘Hell, boys,
what a nugget,” he found time to exclaim
to the small, wizened little man who iol-
lowed him out of the car: “Terrific crowd
you've got here. Never seen a bigger one.
How do you do it, Fizzer?”

Fizzer—who really was Brooklands both
in official and unofficial capacities—chor-
tled back: “Good racing, George, old
boy. . . .”

“It is good to-day,” interpolated George.
“Sorry. I'm interrupting.”

“And Sir Geoffrey Meredith, fresh from
Utah, three hundred miles an hour under
a scalding sun, going to race in an ordi-
nary, blow-the-car-up-and-burst-it sort of
race. He draws, you know, George, draws
the mass of women and the business and
the advertising. I bet you won’t be able to
squeeze even your long pointed nose into
a vacant space round the Leaf which he’s
friving today. And he hasn’t even arrived
yet.”

“He's a good sort, though,” said George,
“devilish good. If I were him I would have
given it up years ago. Let’s go into the
Paddock and see how things are shaping.”

The Paddock at Brooklands is full of
smells and noise; smells of exhausts, smells
of burnt Castrol, smells of every unknown
exotic feminine scent, and the noise of rev-
ving engines is occasionally eclipsed by
the strident voices of hysterical women
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who gasp out to some white-coated figure:
“Oh, darling, do tread on it deathlessly,
for my sake, my sweetness.” Lovely wom-
en! diviner motor cars!

Fizzer was quite right, though, in his
remark to George. You could not get near
Geoffrey Meredith’s car. As it happened.
Geoffrey had arrived three minutes before
they strolled towards it, and was now
peering over an open bonnet in the empty-
ended cow-stall which is the home of the
richest car in the world that goes racing
at Brooklands.

George and Fizzer struggled towards the
car.

Said a feminine voice from a scarlet slit
of a mouth: “Don’t push.”

“I am sorry,” said George. ‘‘Press.”

“Don’t lecture me. Press if you like, but
don’t push.”

“I should hate to get that close.”

“How dare you!” The blonde beauty’s
voice faltered suddenly. An accidental gap
opened in the crowd: Geoffrey, looking up,
suddenly caught sight of Fizzer and George
and shouted:

“Hullo, you two cock sparrows.
into the office.”

And as the pair moved forward, the girl
touched George on his shoulder and said
hesitatingly:

“I’'m sorry, so sorry. Do you know him?”

“Yes,” said George. “He’s all right.”

And then a mechanic in the next cow-
stall started up a blown “Bug,” and a wave
of exhaust smoke puffed virulently into
the blonde beauty’s eyes.

Said George, five minutes later, as he
strolled with Geoffrey and Fizzer to the
start of the first Mountain Handicap:

“You know you’re a blooming fool to go
on driving. Sooner or later you’ll cop it;
they all do, all of them.” He ran over
names with tragic regularity. ‘“And you
needn’t. You’re rich enough, you bloated
old plutocrat. You've captured every rec-
ord worth capturing in the world. Why on
earth do you go on?”

Geoffrey smiled a quizzical smile from a
greyish lined face.

“I’ll give you a story, George, for your
stinking rag. I'm not going on any more.
To-day’s my last day’s racing. I want to
have a cut at the Gold Cup, just this once
more, and then very definitely I've fin-
ished. I had meant to chuck it after Utah,
but when I got home I felt I had to race
once more before I quitted—and this is the
once more.”

“The little more,” said George, ‘“and how
much it is. Well, damn it, my congratula-

Come
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been joined by a dozen or so of other help-
ers, as George and Fizzer arrived, but the
small group, instead of remaining solemn-
ly still, were leaping sideways and back-
wards, and slapping intentionally hard
hands on all parts of their bodies.

“Mind out,” a man’s voice shouted.
“You'll get. . .."”

Tizzer, running forward in front, sud-
denly saw a fat, bulbous insect driving
towards him driving between his eyes,
clapped a hand on it in fury, felt a red-hot
needle sear one eyeball, and then threw
himself to the ground with the pain of
it. . ..

Leslie Bishop read all this in his hotel
in Littleport; read it, as has been said be-
fore, to a tune of bewildered blasphemy
that was perhaps forgivable on this occa-
sion,

Then he drank a cup of tepid tea, lay
back in his bed, eyes sweeping the white-
washed ceiling, and muttered:

“Now the paper, every paper’s got to face
facts, has got to realize that there is a
limit to coincidence, that there must
be . .. " his lips trembled with emotion—
“my God! What must there be?”

CHAPTER FOUR

the ghost of a chance of escaping
facts.

Brooklands was the impossible realized.
The next day they had to face facts with
a vengeance, facts so alarming, so incred-
ible that they not only disorganized the
traffic of London, but dumbfounded the
Metropolitan police, and even called for
very drastic action by two companies of a
battalion of one of His Majesty’s Regiments
of Fonot Guards.

The day was a Sunday. One of those
.sublime Sundays that herald the first
quickenings of autumn, with a clear blue
sky overhead, and the sun at noon-day as
warm as red Auvgust, but with just the
faintest whisper of winter in the air to
keep the world on its toes.

Just that divine whisper of nature that
sings as the year's cycle swings round to
its end: “There is no death. The woods
are golden now: to-morrow there will be
no leaf; the day after green shoots and
sapfilled boughs, and you, too, brother:
the hair is greying, the limbs are more
weary, to-morrow there may be but dust,
but in the Beyond. . . .”

A grand day, indeed that made little
Peter Follictt, aged six, with a Cupid’s bow

THE Daily Flare did not have even
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of a mouth and sandy hair whisking over
his head, leap from his pre-breakfast bath,
bounce into his parents’ bedroom, and
jump unannounced on to the satin eider-
downed bed in which his parents were sip-
ping early morning tea and chuckling over
the Sunday papers.

The chuckles were not due to the nature
of the stories printed in the various re-
spectable edifices of public opinion. To be
true, Peter’'s father had been lying five
minutes previously in bed, forehead
creased, reading and rereading every avail-
able account of what the Sundays called
the “Brooklands battlefield.” The chuckles
were really inspired by the fact that Peter’s
one and only father happened to be a man
of some national significance, and that the
papers had chosen to pick on a mid-week
activity of his to make play with either in
cartoons, political notes, or the letter col-
umns.

“Peter, you young rascal, you’'ve upset
my tea,” said the Right Honourable Fran-
cis Folliott, P.C.,, M.P.,, D.S.O.—the latter
title was usually forgotten, though it was
the only appendage to his name that he
cared about. “Don’t you realize that you
have upset the equilibrium of the Minister
of Agriculture a thousand times more than
all these newspapers have done?”

With a gesticulatory wave he banished
all the papers on to the floor to make way
in a crook of his arm for a bouncing Peter,
who settled down by the side of the Rt.
Hon. Francis Folliott and his quite un-
necessarily pretty wife.

“Mum,” said Peter, ‘‘don’t let Daddy
forget. He promised to-day! We are all
going there, aren’t we, and isn’t it a lovely
day, too?”

“I haven't forgotten, young fellow. We
are going to lunch there and then we’ll
drag you round all afternoon. Does that
satisfy you?”

“It does, Daddy, oh, it does. And can we
see. . . 2"

A hand knocked at the door. a feminine
voice said: “Excuse me, is Master Peter
there? He bolted from the bathroom.”

Peter bounced off the bed, shouted:
“Here I am, Miss Taylor. I had you well
that time. We are going to-day, hurray,
hurray!” and fled out, the door crashing
behind him.

Said Francis Folliott to Sonia: “A grand
kid, isn’t he? You won’t be bored, will you,
darling? We can get a presentable lunch
in the Fellows’ dining-room. Lord! I
haven’t been there for years myself, and I
am supposed to know all about animals.”
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flopping over bare feet, his nightshirt ruc-
kling up under a waterphoof. “Oh, Bu-
cephalus, you rascal. Alexander himself
would be troubled by you.” Actually speak-
ing he never enounced the “you”. The
word was on the tip of his tongue as his
hand rested on the bolt of Bucephalus’s
box, and then the next moment a hoof had
shivered the door and sheared an inch off
the scalp and two inches off the face of a
very erudite professor who, had he lived,
might have been able to explain many
things.

UCEPHALUS, the blood warm on his

off-hind, sniffed and whinnied with
the ecstasy of life. Then he scampered
forth, tore his brisket on a fragment of
wood in doing so, saw an old goat—Mrs.
Maxwell believed in goat’s milk—tethered
near the lawn, kicked her staple free, and
said: “Come on.”

He cantered, a clipping clopping, rather
clumsy chestnut cob growing long in the
tooth and certainly very rough in the coat,
but with inspiration working in him, a
horse of a god’s dream.

At the corner of the lane from the house
he ran into half a dozen blood hunters,
bolted from the stables at The Hall a mile
up the road.

Radnut—a bay gelding by Jackdaw out
of Holly Leaves—gave him enthusiastic
greeting.

“Any luck? One? Oh, good, Bucephalus.
You lead us. We are six and we have only
two between us. Two grooms, little fel-
lows they were, too.”

They swept down the road, Bucephalus
in front, at a steady trot, for all the world
like a little fat infantry colonel leading
the cream of the world’s cavalry.

At the bottom of the lane Michael Pur-
ves, who was due in his office at Leaming-
ton by nine o’clock, but who had been
cpending the night surreptitiously drink-
ing in the local inn, and who was now
cranking up his car, saw the cavalcade,
gave one gasp, and never gave another.
Radnut sliced two inches out of the ver-
tebrae of his neck, and Polesius, a gray
mare, aged but still capable of jumping
Aintree, jumped anything but lightly on
his chest.

Now it happened that a woman with
whom Michael Purves had been talking
at the inn, had a brother who was a re-
porter on the Leamington Unutterable.
She it was who told the facts of these in-
stances to her quite insane brother—but
most people were insane by then—and he
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was indirectly responsible for their ap-
pearance in print.

She had to tell him, though, for as she
was bending over Michael’s body a few
minutes after the cavalcade had passed, a
long, lean, golden thing (she never knew
it to be a stoat) leapt up at her face and
bit it. Eyes make sumptuous banquets for
the little folk.

To prove that the wheel goes full circle,
the brother of Michael Purves’s bar ac-
quaintance, when he had recovered from
the endless shocks of the day, telephoned
the Daily Flare with his version of the
story and added:

“After that weasel had bitten my sister’s
eyes out, a man in a Rolls—I've got his
name, the Honourable George Selby—
passed by and brought her into Leaming-
ton to hospital. Hg was motoring to his
home up north—yes, I've a telephone num-
ber here.”

George Selby lived in the grey stone
house which folks said was ghost-haunted,
underneath the hill on which Pan had
stood. He had got as far as the iron
bridge over the Coquet at the foot of his
drive when a herd of very mad, or very
wise, Highland cattle tumbled him and
his car politely into the river ten feet
below. And they say he blew bubbles as
he drowned, just like those a carp makes
as it is basking near the surface on a still
summer’s afternoon; or, of course, it may
have been the exhaust working over-time.
Which was why the Daily Flare was never
able to interview him.

But to approach the matter correctly
one needs must peer into Fleet Street, in-
to the grotesquely glass-fronted offices of
the Daily Flare. It was easy to peer into
them, easier than usual, for two L.M.S.
dray horses had contrived to back their
delivery vans deliciously jaggedly through
the windows, had followed themselves.
And though one may have spiked himself
appallingly and the other ripped a tendon,
they at least were able-bodied enough to
keep the party going.

Smith, once a colour-sergeant, now a
benign commissionaire with a V.C. on his
chest gained at Paardeburg, had just time
to say: “What the . .. .” at the spectacle,
when the near wheel of a bumping van
cannoned his reception desk to one side,
twisted his chair over with it, and so
enabled the offhind foot of a “shire” to
imprint itself on that portion of a man’s
stomach which causes it to go pop.

That was a mere incident, though, as
trivial as the remains of a black-coated
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much good even printing a paper to-night.
You will get no more news, early though
it is. The birds have joined in the racket.
They have broken the main telegraph
wires by their weight. They have linked
themselves into winged aerials and con-
nected up the grid cables. They may have
killed a million of themselves, but they
have now ruined the electric supply of
pretty well all England, London at the
moment excepted. There will be a host
of wrecks tonight and a host of train
smashes, and Heaven knows how many
car smashes. That was Field-Marshal Sir
George Murgatroyd speaking. He has been
appointed the big panjandrum to deal with
the matter.

“His orders are the same as the Prime
Minister’s. Martial law—hell!” This as the
light went suddenly, pitching the room into
the half-dusk of an autumn evening. “This
is the end.”

The telephone bell rang. Calverley Dex-
ter smiled very grimly. “What's up now, I
wonder?” he muttered and then, receiver
to his ear, his voice rose crescendo. “Dar-
ling! No! O God! Ill come as quickly
as I can, as quickly as I can.” The tele-
phone dropped from his hand, he gaped,
face going greyer and greyer.

“My dog—-little terrier—he’s gone mad—
killed my boy-—my wife had to beat him to
death with a poker before she could get
him off. I'm going home, I must.”

“Hell!” shouted Tom Slowly, a proud
father and a real dog lover. “Don’t you see
all the animals are against us? I've a mas-
tiff at home alone with my wife and
daughter. Let me telephone.”

The door slammed behind him. Calverley

. Dexter rose, pulled on a hat, shouted to
the news editor, “Hold the fort for me.
You're lucky. You're a widower with
grown-up daughters, anyway. I must get
home.”

And quite suddenly the news editor
dropped the reserved manner which had
been his for twenty-five years and yelled
out: “Don’t be a fool, you can’t. Look
there, there at the window, which isn’t a
window. There’s no light coming through
it at all. It’s as black, black as your top-
hat, black with bats, bats, bats, hun-
dreds of them crawling against the glass.
Where the hell do they come from? What
40 they want? My God! They want you,
Dexter; you and me perhaps. .. .”

Tom Slowly ran shouting into the big
room up to his desk and into the arms of
a woman, the news editor’s secretary, who

\
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coughed blood at him from a hole in her
throat, shrieked: “The cat!” and tore with
mad fingers at a four taloned, scraping
wound that had ripped her face from side
to side.

“The cat! The cat!” she bubbled. The
black blood trickled down her neck on to
her white blouse. “He’s killed me, Killed.

. ” She sank into a heap on the floor.

An ashen-faced reporter bent forward
with the words: “The office cat, you know,
that foul black brute. She was telephon-
ing. I was waiting for a railway voucher
from her and suddenly he sprang, ripped
her throat out before I could do anything.
I've killed him, though, now-—smashed his
damned head in with a telephone.”

Click!

“What the hell’s that?”

A portable wireless, used normally to re-
ceive and check up S.0.S. messages,
boomed out the words:

This is the B.B.C. calling, calling a national
S.0.S. All persons owning any pet domestic
animals are advised to keep them locked up
and to treat them as wild animals until they
can be examined by a veterinary surgeon; or
else they are advised to destroy them imme-
diately.

The recent incredible ravages and the de-
struction caused by wild and farmyard animals
reached a climax today.

They have been superseded, though, by an
appalling outbreak of perhaps rabies or some
form of madness in the dogs and cats and par-
rots and other animals we normally call our
pets. It has caused them to attack their own~
ers. There have been many fatalities.

This is a matter of the utmost gravity. The
utmost—the utmost—God help me—keep away,
kehep away; who let those dogs in here—
who . ...

ING-A-LING-A-LING! Plomp! Sir
Francis Gordon, Bart., millionaire pro-
prietor of the Daily Flare, heaved himself
from a sofa, saw the head of a shaggy-
coated dog on his chest—his “Prince,” king
of all deer-hounds—mouth open, tongue
hanging out, struck him a blow, heard the
dog whine, and saw it slither off the sofa,
on to which it had jumped.
Ting-a-ling-a-ling! *“The telephone of
course,” he muttered, and then to the dog,
“Keep away, keep away, damn you. Keep
down. Leave me alone.” His face was rimed
with sweat, his eyes tear-filled, staring.
Mechanically he reached out his hand,
placed the receiver to his ear, said half-
doubtingly, “Yes, yes, who wants me?” and
from the far distance came the voice of
Mr. Calverley Dexter.
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