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; HORTLY after my education at college was 

finished, I happened to be staying at Paris with 

an English friend. We were both young men 

then, and lived, I am afraid, rather a wild life in 

the delightful city of our sojourn. One night we 

were idling about the neighborhood of the Palais 

Royal, doubtful to what amusement we should next 

betake ourselves. My friend proposed a visit to 

Frascati’s; but his suggestion was not to my taste. I 

knew Frascati’s, as the French saying is, by heart; 

had lost and won plenty of five-franc pieces there, 

merely for amusement’s sake, until it was amusement 

no longer, and was thoroughly tired, in fact, of all the 

ghastly respectabilities of such a social anomaly as a 

respectable gambling-house. ‘“‘For heaven’s sake,”’ said 

I to my friend, “‘let us go somewhere where we can see a 

little genuine, blackguard, poverty-stricken gaming, with 

no false gingerbread glitter thrown over it at all. Let us 

get away from fashionable Frascati’s to a house where they 

don’t mind letting in a man with a ragged coat, or a man 

with no coat, ragged or otherwise.” “Very well,” said my 
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friend; ‘we needn’t go out of the Palais Royal to find the 

sort of company you want. Here’s the place just before us; 

as blackguard a place, by all report, as you could possibly 

wish to see.” In another minute we arrived at the door, and 

entered the house. 

When we got upstairs, and had left our hats and sticks 

with the doorkeeper, we were admitted into the chief gam- 

bling-room. We did not find many people assembled there. 

But, few as the men were who looked up at us on our en- 

trance, they were all types — lamentably true types — of 

their respective classes. 

We had come to see blackguards; but these men were 

something worse. There is a comic side, more or less ap- 

preciable, in all blackguardism; here there was nothing 

but tragedy, mute, weird tragedy. The quiet in the room 

was horrible. The thin, haggard, long-haired young man, 

whose sunken eyes fiercely watched the turning up of the 

cards, never spoke; the flabby, fat-faced, pimply player, who 

pricked his piece of pasteboard perseveringly to register how 

often black won and how often red, never spoke; the dirty, 

wrinkled old man, with the vulture eyes and the darned 

greatcoat, who had lost his last sou and still looked on des- 

perately after he could play no longer, never spoke. Even the 

voice of the croupier sounded as if it were strangely dulled 

and thickened in the atmosphere of the room. I had entered 

the place to laugh, but the spectacle before me was some- 

thing to weep over. I soon found it necessary to take refuge 

in excitement from the depression of spirits which was fast 
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stealing on me. Unfortunately I sought the nearest excite- 

ment by going to the table and beginning to play. Still more 

unfortunately, as the event will show, I won — won prodi- 

giously ; won incredibly; won at such a rate that the regular 

players at the table crowded round me, and, staring at my 

stakes with hungry, superstitious eyes, whispered to one an- 

other that the English stranger was going to break the bank. 

The game was rouge-et-noir. I had played at it in every 

city in Europe, without, however, the care or the wish to 

study the theory of chances — that philosopher’s stone of 

all gamblers! And a gambler, in the strict sense of the word, 

I had never been. I was heart-whole from the corroding pas- 

sion for play. My gaming was a mere idle amusement. I 

never resorted to it by necessity, because I never knew what 

it was to want money. I never practiced it so incessantly as 

to lose more than I could afford, or to gain more than I 

could coolly pocket without being thrown off my balance by 

my good luck. In short, I had hitherto frequented gambling- 

tables — just as I frequented ballrooms and opera-houses 

— because they amused me, and because I had nothing 

better to do with my leisure hours. 

But on this occasion it was very different; now, for the 

first time in my life, I felt what the passion for play really 

was. My success first bewildered, and then, in the most literal 

meaning of the word, intoxicated me. Incredible as it may 

appear, it is nevertheless true that I only lost when [I at- 

tempted to estimate chances and played according to pre- 

vious calculation. If I left everything to luck, and staked 
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without any care or consideration, I was sure to win — to 

win in the face of every recognized probability in favor of the 

bank. At first some of the men present ventured their money 

safely enough on my color; but I speedily increased my 

stakes to sums which they dared not risk. One after another 

they left off playing, and breathlessly looked on at my game. 

Still, time after time, I staked higher and higher, and 

still won. The excitement in the room rose to fever-pitch. 

The silence was interrupted by a deep-muttered chorus of 

oaths and exclamations in different languages every time 

the gold was shovelled across to my side of the table; even 

the imperturbable croupier dashed his rake on the floor in a 

(French) fury of astonishment at my success. But one man 

present preserved his self-possession, and that man was my 

friend. He came to my side, and, whispering in English, beg- 

ged me to leave the place, satisfied with what I had already 

gained. I must do him the justice to say that he repeated his 

warnings and entreaties several times, and only left me and 

went away after I had rejected his advice (I was to all intents 

and purposes gambling drunk) in terms which rendered it 

impossible for him to address me again that night. 

Shortly after he had gone, a hoarse voice behind me 

cried, “‘Permit me, my dear sir — permit me to restore to 

their proper place two napoleons which you have dropped. 

Wonderful luck, sir! I pledge you my word of honor as an 

old soldier, in the course of my long experience in this sort 

of thing, I never saw such luck as yours — never! Go on, sir 

— sacré mille bombes! Go on boldly, and break the bank!” 
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I turned round and saw, nodding and smiling at me 

with inveterate civility, a tall man, dressed in a frogged and 

braided surtout. 

If I had been in my senses I should have considered 

him, personally, as being rather a suspicious specimen of an 

old soldier. He had goggling blood-shot eyes, mangy mus- 

taches, and a broken nose. His voice betrayed a barrack- 

room intonation of the worst order, and he had the dirtiest 

pair of hands I ever saw — even in France. These little per- 

sonal peculiarities exercised, however, no repelling influence 

on me. In the mad excitement, the reckless triumph of that 

moment, I was ready to “‘fraternize”’ with anybody who en- 

couraged me in my game. I accepted the old soldier’s offered 

pinch of snuff, clapped him on the back, and swore he was 

the honestest fellow in the world — the most glorious relic 

of the Grand Army that I had ever met with. ‘“‘Go on!” cried 

my military friend, snapping his fingers in ecstasy — “‘go 

on, and win! Break the bank — mille tonnerres! my gallant 

English comrade, break the bank!’ 

And I did go on — went on at such a rate that in an- 

other quarter of an hour the croupier called out, “‘Gentle- 

men, the bank has discontinued for tonight.” All the notes 

and all the gold in that “‘bank”’ now lay in a heap under my 

hands; the whole floating capital of the gambling-house was 

waiting to pour into my pockets! 

Tie up the money in your pocket-handkerchief, my 

worthy sir,” said the old soldier, as I wildly plunged my 

hands into my heap of gold. ‘‘Tie it up, as we used to tie up 
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a bit of dinner in the Grand Army; your winnings are too 

heavy for any breeches-pockets that ever were sewed. There! 

that’s it — shovel them in, notes and all! Credzé! what luck! 

Stop! another napoleon on the floor! Ah! sacré petit polisson 

de Napoléon! have I found thee at last? Now then, sir — two 

tight double knots each way with your honorable permis- 

sion, and the money’s safe. Feel it! feel it, fortunate sir! 

hard and round as a cannon-ball. Ah, bah! if they had only 

fired such cannon-balls at us at Austerlitz — nom d’une pipe! 

if they only had! And now, as an ancient grenadier, as an 

ex-brave of the French army, what remains for me to do? I 

ask what? Simply this, to entreat my valued English friend 

to drink a bottle of champagne with me, and toast the god- 

dess Fortune in foaming goblets before we part!” 

“Excellent ex-brave! Convivial ancient grenadier! 

Champagne by all means! An English cheer for an old sol- 

dier! Hurrah! hurrah! Another English cheer for the god- 

dess Fortune! Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!” 

“Bravo! the Englishman, the amiable, gracious English- 
man, in whose veins circulates the vivacious blood of France! 
Another glass? Ah, bah! the bottle is empty! Never mind! 
Vive le vin! I, the old soldier, order another bottle, and half 

a pound of bonbons with it!”’ 

“‘No, no, ex-brave; never, ancient grenadier! Your bot- 
tle last time; my bottle this! Behold it! Toast away! The 
French army! the great Napoleon! the present company! 
the croupier! the honest croupier’s wife and daughters — 
if he has any! the ladies generally! everybody in the world!” 
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By the time the second bottle of champagne was emp- 

tied, I felt as if I had been drinking liquid fire; my brain 

seemed all aflame. No excess in wine had ever had this effect 

on me before in my life. Was it the result of a stimulant act- 

ing upon my system when I was in a highly excited state? 

Was my stomach in a particularly disordered condition? Or 

was the champagne amazingly strong? 

**Ex-brave of the French army!”’ cried I, in a mad state 

of exhilaration, ‘‘Jam on fire! how are you ? You have set me 

on fire! Do you hear, my hero of Austerlitz? Let us have a 

third bottle of champagne to put the flame out!” 

The old soldier wagged his head, rolled his goggle-eyes 

until I expected to see them slip out of their sockets, placed 

his dirty forefinger by the side of his broken nose, solemnly 

ejaculated ‘‘Coffee!” and immediately ran off into an inner 

room. 

The word pronounced by the eccentric veteran seemed 

to have a magical effect on the rest of the company present. 

With one accord they all rose to depart. Probably they had 

expected to profit by my intoxication, but, finding that my 

new friend was benevolently bent on preventing me from get- 

ting dead drunk, had now abandoned all hope of thriving 

pleasantly on my winnings. Whatever their motive might be, 

at any rate they went away in a body. When the old soldier 

returned, and sat down again opposite to me at the table, 

we had the room to ourselves. I could see the croupier, ina 

sort of vestibule which opened out of it, eating his supper 

in solitude. The silence was now deeper than ever. 
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A sudden change, too, had come over the ‘‘ex-brave.” 

He assumed a portentously solemn look; and when he spoke 

to me again, his speech was ornamented by no oaths, en- 

forced by no finger-snapping, enlivened by no apostrophes 

or exclamations. 

‘Listen, my dear sir,”’ said he, in mysteriously confi- 

dential tones — “listen to an old soldier’s advice. I have 

been to the mistress of the house (a very charming woman, 

with a genius for cookery!) to impress on her the necessity 

of making us some particularly strong and good coffee. You 

must drink this coffee in order to get rid of your little ami- 

able exaltation of spirits before you think of going home — 

you must, my good and gracious friend! With all that money 

to take home tonight, it is a sacred duty to yourself to have 

your wits about you. You are known to be a winner to an 

enormous extent by several gentlemen present tonight, who, 

in a certain point of view, are very worthy and excellent fel- 

lows; but they are mortal men, my dear sir, and they have 

their amiable weaknesses! Need I say more? Ah, no, no! 

you understand me! Now, this is what you must do: send 

for a cabriolet when you feel quite well again, draw up all 

the windows when you get into it, and tell the driver to take 

you home only through the large and well-lighted thorough- 

fares. Do this, and you and your money will be safe. Do this, 

and tomorrow you will thank an old soldier for giving you a 

word of honest advice.” 

Just as the ex-brave ended his oration in very lachry- 

mose tones, the coffee came in, ready poured out in two cups. 
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My attentive friend handed me one of the cups with a bow. 
I was parched with thirst, and drank it off at a draught. Al- 
most instantly afterward I was seized with a fit of giddiness, 
and felt more completely intoxicated than ever. The room 
whirled round and round furiously; the old soldier seemed 
to be regularly bobbing up and down before me like the pis- 
ton of a steam-engine. I was half deafened by a violent sing- 

ing in my ears; a feeling of utter bewilderment, helplessness, 

idiocy, overcame me. I rose from my chair, holding on by 

the table to keep my balance, and stammered out that I felt 

dreadfully unwell — so unwell that I did not know how I 

was to get home. 

*‘My dear friend,” answered the old soldier — and even 

his voice seemed to be bobbing up and down as he spoke — 

“my dear friend, it would be madness to go home in your 

state; you would be sure to lose your money; you might be 

robbed and murdered with the greatest ease. Jam going to 

sleep here; do you sleep here too. They make up capital 

beds in this house — take one; sleep off the effects of the 

wine, and go home safely with your winnings tomorrow — 

tomorrow, in broad daylight.” 

I had but two ideas left: one, that I must never let go 

hold of my handkerchief full of money; the other, that I must 

lie down somewhere immediately, and fall off into a com- 

fortable sleep. So I agreed to the proposal about the bed, 

and took the offered arm of the old soldier, carrying my 

money with my disengaged hand. Preceded by the croupier, 

we passed along some passages and up a flight of stairs into 
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the bedroom which I was to occupy. The ex-brave shook me 

warmly by the hand, proposed that we should breakfast to- 

gether, and then, followed by the croupier, left me for the 

night. 

I ran to the wash-hand stand; drank some of the water 

in my jug; poured the rest out, and plunged my face into it; 

then sat down ina chair and tried to compose myself. I soon 

felt better. The change for my lungs from the fetid atmos- 

phere of the gambling-room to the cool air of the apartment 

I now occupied, the almost equally refreshing change for 

my eyes from the glaring gas-lights of the “salon” to the 

dim, quiet flicker of one bedroom candle, aided wonderfully 

the restorative effects of cold water. The giddiness left me, 

and I began to feel a little like a reasonable being again. My 

first thought was of the risk of sleeping all night in a gam- 

bling-house; my second, of the still greater risk of trying to 

get out after the house was closed, and of going home alone 

at night through the streets of Paris with a large sum of 

money about me. I had slept in worse places than this on 

my travels; so I determined to lock, bolt, and barricade my 

door, and take my chance till the next morning. 

Accordingly, I secured myself against all intrusion; 

looked under the bed and into the cupboard; tried the fas- 

tening of the window; and then, satisfied that I had taken 

every proper precaution, pulled off my upper clothing, put 

my light, which was a dim one, on the hearth among a feath- 

ery litter of wood-ashes, and got into bed, with the handker- 

chief full of money under my pillow. 
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I soon felt not only that I could not go to sleep, but that 
I could not even close my eyes. I was wide awake and in a 
high fever. Every nerve in my body trembled; every one of 
my senses seemed to be preternaturally sharpened. I tossed 
and rolled, and tried every kind of position, and persever- 

ingly sought out the cold corners of the bed, and all to no 

purpose. Now I thrust my arms over the clothes; now I poked 

them under the clothes ; now I violently shot my legs straight 

out down to the bottom of the bed; now I convulsively coiled 

them up as near my chin as they would go; now I shook out 

my crumpled pillow, changed it to the cool side, patted it 

flat, and lay down quietly on my back; now I fiercely doubled 

it in two, set it up on end, thrust it against the board of the 

bed, and tried a sitting posture. Every effort was in vain; I 

groaned with vexation as I felt that I was in for a sleepless 
night. 

What could I do? I had no book to read. And yet, un- 

less I found out some method of diverting my mind, I felt 

certain that I was in the condition to imagine all sorts of 

horrors; to rack my brain with forebodings of every possible 

and impossible danger; in short, to pass the night in suffer- 

ing all conceivable varieties of nervous terror. 

I raised myself on my elbow, and looked about the room 

— which was brightened by a lovely moonlight pouring 

straight through the window — to see if it contained any 

pictures or ornaments that I could at all clearly distinguish. 

While my eyes wandered from wall to wall, a remembrance 

of Le Maistre’s delightful little book, ““Voyage autour de ma 
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Chambre,” occurred to me. I resolved to imitate the French 

author, and find occupation and amusement enough to re- 

lieve the tedium of my wakefulness, by making a mental in- 

ventory of every article of furniture I could see, and by 

following up to their sources the multitude of associations 

which even a chair, a table, or a wash-hand stand may be 

made to call forth. 

In the nervous, unsettled state of my mind at that mo- 

ment, I found it much easier to make my inventory than to 

make my reflections, and thereupon soon gave up all hope 

of thinking in Le Maistre’s fanciful track — or, indeed, of 

thinking at all. I looked about the room at the different arti- 

cles of furniture, and did nothing more. 

There was, first, the bed I was lying in; a four-post bed, 

of all things in the world to meet with in Paris — yes, a 

thorough clumsy British four-poster, with a regular top lined 

with chintz, the regular fringed valance all round, the reg- 

ular stifling, unwholesome curtains, which I remembered 

having mechanically drawn back against the posts, without 

particularly noticing the bed, when I first got into the room. 

Then there was the marble-topped wash-hand stand, from 

which the water I had spilled, in my hurry to pour it out, 

was still dripping, slowly and more slowly, on to the brick 

floor. Then two small chairs, with my coat, waistcoat, and 

trousers flung on them. Then a large elbow-chair covered 

with dirty white dimity, with my cravat and shirt-collar 

thrown over the back. Then a chest of drawers with two of 

the brass handles off, and a tawdry, broken china inkstand 
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placed on it by way of ornament for the top. Then the dress- 
ing-table, adorned by a very small looking-glass and a very 
large pincushion. Then the window — an unusually large 

window. Then a dark old picture, which the feeble candle 

dimly showed me. It was the picture of a fellow in a high 

Spanish hat, crowned with a plume of towering feathers; a 

swarthy, sinister ruffian, looking upward, shading his eyes 

with his hand, and looking intently upward — it might be 

at some tall gallows at which he was going to be hanged. At 

any rate, he had the appearance of thoroughly deserving it. 

This picture put a kind of constraint upon me to look 

upward too — at the top of the bed. It was a gloomy and 

not an interesting object, and I looked back at the picture. 

I counted the feathers in the man’s hat — they stood out in 

relief — three white, two green. I observed the crown of his 

hat, which was of a conical shape, according to the fashion 

supposed to have been favored by Guido Fawkes. I won- 

dered what he was looking up at. It couldn’t be at the stars; 

such a desperado was neither astrologer nor astronomer. It 

must be at the high gallows, and he was going to be hanged 

presently. Would the executioner come into possession of 

his conical crowned hat and plume of feathers? I counted 

the feathers again — three white, two green. 

While I still lingered over this very improving and intel- 

lectual employment, my thoughts insensibly began to wan- 

der. The moonlight shining into the room reminded me of 

a certain moonlight night in England — the night after a 

picnic party in a Welsh valley. Every incident of the drive 
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homeward, through lovely scenery, which the moonlight 

made lovelier than ever, came back to my remembrance, 

though I had never given the picnic a thought for years; 

though, if I had tried to recollect it, I could certainly have 

recalled little or nothing of that scene long past. Of all the 

wonderful faculties that help to tell us we are immortal, 

which speaks the sublime truth more eloquently than mem- 

ory? Here was I, in a strange house of the most suspicious 

character, in a situation of uncertainty, and even of peril, 

which might seem to make the cool exercise of my recollec- 

tion almost out of the question; nevertheless remembering, 

quite involuntarily, places, people, conversations, minute 

circumstances of every kind, which I had thought forgotten 

for ever; which I could not possibly have recalled at will, 

even under the most favorable auspices. And what cause had 

produced in a moment the whole of this strange, compli- 

cated, mysterious effect? Nothing but some rays of moon- 

light shining in at my bedroom window. 

I was still thinking of the picnic, of our merriment on 

the drive home, of the sentimental young lady who would 

quote ‘Childe Harold” because it was moonlight. I was ab- 

sorbed by these past scenes and past amusements, when, in 

an instant, the thread on which my memories hung snapped 

asunder; my attention immediately came back to present 

things more vividly than ever, and I found myself, I neither 

knew why nor wherefore, looking hard at the picture again. 

Looking for what? 

Good God! the man had pulled his hat down on his 
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brows! No! the hat itself was gone! Where was the conical 
crown? Where the feathers — three white, two green? Not 
there! In place of the hat and feathers, what dusky object 
was it that now hid his forehead, his eyes, his shading hand? 

Was the bed moving? 
I turned on my back and looked up. Was I mad? drunk? 

dreaming? giddy again? or was the top of the bed really 
moving down — sinking slowly, regularly, silently, horribly, 
right down throughout the whole of its length and breadth 
— right down upon me, as I lay underneath? 

My blood seemed to stand still. A deadly, paralyzing 
coldness stole all over me as I turned my head round on the 
pillow and determined to test whether the bedtop was really 
moving or not, by keeping my eye on the man in the picture. 

The next look in that direction was enough. The dull, 
black, frousy outline of the valance above me was within an 
inch of being parallel with his waist. I still looked breath- 
lessly. And steadily and slowly — very slowly — I saw the 
figure, and the line of frame below the figure, vanish, as the 

valance moved down before it. 

I am, constitutionally, anything but timid. I have been 
on more than one occasion in peril of my life, and have not 
lost my self-possession for an instant; but when the convic- 

tion first settled on my mind that the bedtop was really mov- 

ing, was steadily and continuously sinking down upon me, 

I looked up shuddering, helpless, panic-stricken, beneath 

the hideous machinery for murder, which was advancing 
closer and closer to suffocate me where I lay. 
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I looked up, motionless, speechless, breathless. The 

candle, fully spent, went out; but the moonlight still bright- 

ened the room. Down and down, without pausing and with- 

out sounding, came the bedtop, and still my panic terror 

seemed to bind me faster and faster to the mattress on which 

I lay; down and down it sank, till the dusty odor from the 

lining of the canopy came stealing into my nostrils. 

At that final moment the instinct of self-preservation 

startled me out of my trance, and I moved at last. There was 

just room for me to roll myself sideways off the bed. As I 

dropped noiselessly to the floor, the edge of the murderous 

canopy touched me on the shoulder. 

Without stopping to draw my breath, without wiping 

the cold sweat from my face, I rose instantly on my knees to 

watch the bedtop. I was literally spellbound by it. If I had 

heard footsteps behind me, I could not have turned round; 

if a means of escape had been miraculously provided for me, 

I could not have moved to take advantage of it. The whole 

life in me was, at that moment, concentrated in my eyes. 

It descended: the whole canopy, with the fringe round 

it, came down, down, close down; so close that there was 

not room now to squeeze my finger between the bedtop and 

the bed. I felt at the sides, and discovered that what had 

appeared to me from beneath to be the ordinary light canopy 

of a four-post bed was in reality a thick, broad mattress, the 

substance of which was concealed by the valance and its 

fringe. I looked up and saw the four posts rising hideously 

bare. In the middle of the bedtop was a huge wooden screw 
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that had evidently worked it down through a hole in the 
ceiling, just as ordinary presses are worked down on the 
substance selected for compression. The frightful apparatus 

moved without making the faintest noise. There had been 

no creaking as it came down; there was now not the faintest 

sound from the room above. Amid a dead and awful silence 

I beheld before me — in the nineteenth century, and in the 

civilized capital of France — such a machine for secret mur- 

der by suffocation as might have existed in the worst days of 

the Inquisition, in the lonely inns among the Harz Moun- 

tains, in the mysterious tribunals of Westphalia! Still, as I 

looked on it, I could not move, I could hardly breathe; but 

I began to recover the power of thinking, and in a moment 

I discovered the murderous conspiracy framed against me 

in all its horror. 

My cup of coffee had been drugged, and drugged too 

strongly. I had been saved from being smothered by having 

taken an overdose of some narcotic. How I had chafed and 

fretted at the fever-fit which had preserved my life by keep- 

ing me awake! How recklessly I had confided myself to the 

two wretches who had led me into this room, determined, 

for the sake of my winnings, to kill me in my sleep by the 

surest and most horrible contrivance for secretly accom- 

plishing my destruction! How many men, winners like me, 

had slept, as I had proposed to sleep, in that bed, and had 

never been seen or heard of more! I shuddered at the bare 

idea of it. 

But ere long all thought was again suspended by the 
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sight of the murderous canopy moving once more. After it 

had remained on the bed — as nearly as I could guess — 

about ten minutes, it began to move up again. The villains 

who worked it from above evidently believed that their pur- 

pose was now accomplished. Slowly and silently, as it had 

descended, that horrible bedtop rose toward its former place. 

When it reached the upper extremities of the four posts, it 

reached the ceiling too. Neither hole nor screw could be 

seen; the bed became in appearance an ordinary bed again, 

the canopy an ordinary canopy, even to the most suspicious 

eyes. 

Now, for the first time, I was able to move, to rise from 

my knees, to dress myself in my upper clothing, and to con- 

sider of how I should escape. If I betrayed by the smallest 

noise that the attempt to suffocate me had failed, I was cer- 

tain to be murdered. Had I made any noise already? I lis- 

tened intently, looking toward the door. 

No! no footsteps in the passage outside; no sound of a 

tread, light or heavy, in the room above — absolute silence 

everywhere. Besides locking and bolting my door, I had 

moved an old wooden chest against it, which I had found 

under the bed. To remove this chest (my blood ran cold as 

I thought of what its contents might be!) without making 

some disturbance was impossible; and, moreover, to think 

of escaping through the house, now barred up for the night, 

was sheer insanity. Only one chance was left me — the win- 

dow. I stole to it on tiptoe. 

My bedroom was on the first floor, above an entresol, 

WILKIE COLLINS ° 



and looked into the back street. I raised my hand to open 

the window, knowing that on that action hung, by the merest 

hairbreadth, my chance of safety. They keep vigilant watch 

in a house of murder. If any part of the frame cracked, if the 

hinge creaked, I was a lost man! It must have occupied me 

at least five minutes, reckoning by time — five hours, reck- 

oning by suspense — to open that window. I succeeded in 

doing it silently — in doing it with all the dexterity of a 

house-breaker — and then looked down into the street. To 

leap the distance beneath me would be almost certain de- 

struction! Next, I looked round at the sides of the house. 

Down the left side ran a thick water-pipe; it passed close by 

the outer edge of the window. The moment I saw the pipe, 

I knew I was saved. My breath came and went freely for the 

first time since I had seen the canopy of the bed moving 

down upon me! 

To some men the means of escape which I had dis- 

covered might have seemed difficult and dangerous enough; 

to me the prospect of slipping down the pipe into the street 

did not suggest even a thought of peril. I had always been 

accustomed, by the practice of gymnastics, to keep up my 

school-boy powers as a daring and expert climber, and knew 

that my head, hands, and feet would serve me faithfully in 

any hazards of ascent or descent. I had already got one leg 

over the window-sill, when I remembered the handkerchief 

filled with money under my pillow. I could well have afforded 

to leave it behind me, but I was revengefully determined 

that the miscreants of the gambling-house should miss their 
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plunder as well as their victim. So I went back to the bed 

and tied the heavy handkerchief at my back by my cravat. 

Just as I had made it tight and fixed it in a comfortable 

place, I thought I heard a sound of breathing outside the 

door. The chill feeling of horror ran through me again as I 

listened. No! dead silence still in the passage; I had only 

heard the night air blowing softly into the room. The next 

moment I was on the window -sill, and the next I had a firm 

grip on the water-pipe with my hands and knees. 

I slid down into the street easily and quietly, as I 

thought I should, and immediately set off at the top of my 

speed to a branch “prefecture”’ of police, which I knew was 

situated in the immediate neighborhood. A ‘‘subprefect,” 

and several picked men among his subordinates, happened 

to be up, maturing, I believe, some scheme for discovering 

the perpetrator of a mysterious murder which all Paris was 

talking of just then. When I began my story, in a breathless 

hurry and in very bad French, I could see that the subprefect 

suspected me of being a drunken Englishman who had rob- 

bed somebody; but he soon altered his opinion as I went on, 

and before I had anything like concluded, he shoved all the 

papers before him into a drawer, put on his hat, supplied 

me with another (for I was bareheaded), ordered a file of 

soldiers, desired his expert followers to get ready all sorts of 

tools for breaking open doors and ripping up brick flooring, 

and took my arm, in the most friendly and familiar manner 

possible, to lead me with him out of the house. I will venture 

to say that when the subprefect was a little boy, and was 
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taken for the first time to the play, he was not half as much 
pleased as he was now at the job in prospect for him at the 
gambling-house! 

Away we went through the streets, the subprefect cross- 
examining and congratulating me in the same breath as we 
marched at the head of our formidable posse comitatus. Sen- 
tinels were placed at the back and front of the house the 
moment we got to it; a tremendous battery of knocks was 

directed against the door; a light appeared at a window; I 

was told to conceal myself behind the police; then came 

more knocks, and a cry of ‘Open in the name of the law!” 

At that terrible summons bolts and locks gave way before an 

invisible hand, and the moment after the subprefect was in 

the passage, confronting a waiter half dressed and ghastly 

pale. This was the short dialogue which immediately took 

place: 

‘““We want to see the Englishman who is sleeping in 

this house.” 

**He went away hours ago.” 

‘“He did no such thing. His friend went away; he re- 

mained. Show us to his bedroom!” 

“I swear to you, Monsieur le Sous-prefet, he is not 

pete.he ~~ 

“I swear to you, Monsieur le Garcon, he is. He slept 

here; he didn’t find your bed comfortable; he came to us to 

complain of it; here he is among my men; and here am I 

ready to look for a flea or two in his bedstead. Renaudin!” 

(calling to one of the subordinates, and pointing to the 
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waiter), “collar that man, and tie his hands behind him. 

Now then, gentlemen, let us walk upstairs!” 

Every man and woman in the house was secured — the 

“old soldier” the first. Then I identified the bed in which I 

had slept, and then we went into the room above. 

No object that was at all extraordinary appeared in 

any part of it. The subprefect looked round the place, com- 

manded everybody to be silent, stamped twice on the floor, 

called for a candle, looked attentively at the spot he had 

stamped on, and ordered the flooring there to be carefully 

taken up. This was done in no time. Lights were produced, 

and we saw a deep raftered cavity between the floor of this 

room and the ceiling of the room beneath. Through this 

cavity there ran perpendicularly a sort of case of iron, thickly 

greased ; and inside the case appeared the screw, which com- 

municated with the bedtop below. Extra lengths of screw, 

freshly oiled; levers covered with felt; all the complete up- 

per works of a heavy press — constructed with infernal in- 

genuity so as to join the fixtures below, and when taken to 

pieces again to go into the smallest possible compass — were 

next discovered and pulled out on the floor. After some little 

difficulty the subprefect succeeded in putting the machinery 

together, and, leaving his men to work it, descended with 

me to the bedroom. The smothering canopy was then low- 

ered, but not so noiselessly as I had seen it lowered. When 

I mentioned this to the subprefect, his answer, simple as it 

was, had a terrible significance. “My men,” said he, ‘‘are 

working down the bedtop for the first time; the men whose 

money you won were in better practice.” 
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We left the house in the sole possession of two police 
agents, every one of the inmates being removed to prison on 
the spot. The subprefect, after taking down my proces verbal 
in his office, returned with me to my hotel to get my pass- 
port. “Do you think,” I asked, as I gave it to him, “that any 
men have really been smothered in that bed, as they tried 
to smother me 2?” 

“I have seen dozens of drowned men laid out at the 
morgue,” answered the subprefect, “in whose pocket-books 
were found letters stating that they had committed suicide 
in the Seine, because they had lost everything at the gaming- 
table. Do I know how many of those men entered the same 
gambling-house that you entered? won as you won? took 
that bed as you took it? slept in it? were smothered in it? 
and were privately thrown into the river, with a letter of 
explanation written by the murderers and placed in their 
pocket-books? No man can say how many or how few have 
suffered the fate from which you have escaped. The people of 
the gambling-house kept their bedstead machinery a secret 
from us — even from the police! The dead kept the rest of 

the secret for them. Good night, or rather good morning, 

Monsieur Faulkner! Be at my office again at nine o’clock; 

in the meantime, au revoir!’’ 

The rest of my story is soon told. I was examined and 

reexamined; the gambling-house was strictly searched all 

through from top to bottom; the prisoners were separately 

interrogated, and two of the less guilty among them made a 

confession. I discovered that the old soldier was master of 

the gambling-house — justice discovered that he had been 
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drummed out of the army as a vagabond years ago; that 

he had been guilty of all sorts of villainies since; that he was 

in possession of stolen property, which the owners identi- 

fied; and that he, the croupier, another accomplice, and the 

woman who had made my cup of coffee were all in the 

secret of the bedstead. There appeared some reason to doubt 

whether the inferior persons attached to the house knew 

anything of the suffocating machinery; and they received 

the benefit of that doubt, by being treated simply as thieves 

and vagabonds. As for the old soldier and his two head myr- 

midons, they went to the galleys; the woman who had drug- 

ged my coffee was imprisoned for I forget how many years; 

the regular attendants at the gambling-house were consid- 

ered “suspicious,” and placed under “surveillance”; and I 

became, for one whole week (which is a long time), the head 

*lion” in Parisian society. My adventure was dramatized by 

three illustrious play-makers, but never saw theatrical day- 

light; for the censorship forbade the introduction on the 

stage of a correct copy of the gambling-house bedstead. 

One good result was produced by my adventure, which 

any censorship must have approved: it cured me of ever 

again trying rouge-et-noir as an amusement. The sight of a 

green cloth, with packs of cards and heaps of money on it, 

will henceforth be for ever associated in my mind with the 

sight of a bed canopy descending to suffocate me in the 

silence and darkness of the night. 
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THE CALDRON 

OF OIL 





in Of one French league distant from the city 

of Toulouse there is a village called Croix- 

Daurade. In the military history of England, this 

place is associated with a famous charge of the 

Eighteenth Hussars, which united two separated 

columns of the British army on the day before the 

Duke of Wellington fought the battle of Toulouse. 

In the criminal history of France, the village is mem- 

orable as the scene of a daring crime, which was 

discovered and punished under circumstances suffi- 

ciently remarkable to merit preservation in the form 

ofa plain narrative. 

I. THE PERSONS OF THE DRAMA 

In the year seventeen hundred, the resident priest of the 

village of Croix-Daurade was Monsieur Pierre-Célestin 

Chaubard. He was a man of no extraordinary energy or 

capacity, simple in his habits, and sociable in his disposi- 

tion. His character was irreproachable; he was strictly con- 
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scientious in the performance of his duties; and he was 

universally respected and beloved by all his parishioners. 

Among the members of his flock there was a family 

named Siadoux. The head of the household, Saturnin 

Siadoux, had been long established in business at Croix- 

Daurade as an oil manufacturer. At the period of the events 

now to be narrated, he had attained the age of sixty, and 

was a widower. His family consisted of five children — three 

young men, who helped him in the business, and two daugh- 

ters. His nearest living relative was his sister, the widow 

Mirailhe. 

The widow resided principally at Toulouse. Her time 

in that city was mainly occupied in winding up the business 

affairs of her deceased husband, which had remained unset- 

tled for a considerable period after his death, through delays 

in realizing certain sums of money owing to his representa- 

tive. The widow had been left very well provided for — she 

was still a comely, attractive woman — and more than one 

substantial citizen of Toulouse had shown himself anxious 

to persuade her into marrying for the second time. But the 

widow Mirailhe lived on terms of great intimacy and affec- 

tion with her brother Siadoux and his family; she was sin- 

cerely attached to them, and sincerely unwilling, at her age, 

to deprive her nephews and nieces, by a second marriage, 

of the inheritance, or even of a portion of the inheritance, 

which would otherwise fall to them on her death. Animated 
by these motives, she closed her doors resolutely on all suit- 
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ors who attempted to pay their court to her, with the one 

exception of a master-butcher of Toulouse, whose name was 

Cantegrel. 

This man was a neighbor of the widow’s and had made 

himself useful by assisting her in the business complications 

which still hung about the realization of her late husband’s 

estate. The preference which she showed for the master- 

butcher was thus far of the purely negative kind. She gave 

him no absolute encouragement; she would not fora moment 

admit that there was the slightest prospect of her ever marry- 

ing him; but, at the same time, she continued to receive 

his visits, and she showed no disposition to restrict the 

neighborly intercourse between them, for the future, within 

purely formal bounds. Under these circumstances, Saturnin 

Siadoux began to be alarmed, and to think it time to bestir 

himself. He had no personal acquaintance with Cantegrel, 

who never visited the village; and Monsieur Chaubard (to 

whom he might otherwise have applied for advice) was not 

in a position to give an opinion; the priest and the master- 

butcher did not even know each other by sight. In this dif- 

ficulty, Siadoux bethought himself of inquiring privately at 

Toulouse, in the hope of discovering some scandalous pas- 

sages in Cantegrel’s early life which might fatally degrade 

him in the estimation of the widow Mirailhe. The investi- 

gation, as usual in such cases, produced rumors and reports 

in plenty, the greater part of which dated back to a period 

of the butcher’s life when he had resided in the ancient 
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town of Narbonne. One of these rumors, especially, was of so 

serious a nature that Siadoux determined to test the truth 

or falsehood of it personally by traveling to Narbonne. He 

kept his intention a secret not only from his sister and his 

daughters, but also from his sons; they were young men, 

not overpatient in their tempers, and he doubted their dis- 

cretion. Thus, nobody knew his real purpose but himself 

when he left home. 

His safe arrival at Narbonne was notified in a letter to 

his family. The letter entered into no particulars relating to 

his secret errand: it merely informed his children of the day 

when they might expect him back, and of certain social ar- 

rangements which he wished to be made to welcome him on 

his return. He proposed, on his way home, to stay two days 

at Castelnaudry, for the purpose of paying a visit to an old 

friend who was settled there. According to this plan, his 

return to Croix-Daurade would be deferred until Tuesday, 

the twenty-sixth of April, when his family might expect to 

see him about sunset, in good time for supper. He further 

desired that a little party of friends might be invited to the 

meal, to celebrate the twenty-sixth of April (which was a 

feast-day in the village), as well as to celebrate his return. 

The guests whom he wished to be invited were, first, his 

sister; secondly, Monsieur Chaubard, whose pleasant dispo- 

sition made him a welcome guest at all the village festivals ; 

thirdly and fourthly, two neighbors, business men like him- 
self, with whom he lived on terms of the friendliest intimacy. 
That was the party; and the family of Siadoux took especial 
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pains, as the time approached, to provide a supper worthy 

of the guests, who had all shown the heartiest readiness in 

accepting their invitations. 

This was the domestic position, these were the family 

prospects, on the morning of the twenty-sixth of April — a 

memorable day, for years afterward, in the village of Croix- 

Daurade. 

Il. THE EVENTS OF THE DAY 

Besides the curacy of the village church, good Monsieur 

Chaubard held some ecclesiastical preferment in the cathe- 

dral church of St. Stephen at Toulouse. Early in the fore- 

noon of the twenty-sixth, certain matters connected with 

this preferment took him from his village curacy to the city 

—a distance which has been already described as not greater 

than one French league, or between two and three English 

miles. 

After transacting his business, Monsieur Chaubard 

parted with his clerical brethren, who left him by himself in 

the sacristy (or vestry) of the church. Before he had quitted 

the room, in his turn, the beadle entered it, and inquired for 

the Abbé de Mariotte, one of the officiating priests attached 

to the cathedral. 

The Abbé has just gone out,” replied Monsieur Chau- 

bard. ‘‘Who wants him?” 

‘A respectable-looking man,” said the beadle. “I 
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thought he seemed to be in some distress of mind when he 

spoke to me.” 

‘‘Did he mention his business with the Abbé?” 

**Yes, sir; he expressed himself as anxious to make his 

confession immediately.” 

‘In that case,” said Monsieur Chaubard, “I may be of 

use to him in the Abbé’s absence, for I have authority to act 

here as confessor. Let us go into the church and see if this 

person feels disposed to accept my services.” 

When they went into the church, they found the man 

walking backward and forward ina restless, disordered man- 

ner. His looks were so strikingly suggestive of some serious 

mental perturbation, that Monsieur Chaubard found it no 

easy matter to preserve his composure when he first ad- 

dressed himself to the stranger. 

“I am sorry,” he began, “that the Abbé de Mariotte is 

not here to offer you his services —” 

“I want to make my confession,” said the man, looking 

about him vacantly, as if the priest’s words had not attracted 

his attention. 

“You can do so at once, if you please,”’ said Monsieur 
Chaubard. “I am attached to this church, and I possess the 
necessary authority to receive confessions in it. Perhaps, 
however, you are personally acquainted with the Abbé de 
Mariotte? Perhaps you would prefer waiting —” 

“No?!” said the man, roughly. “I would as soon, or 

sooner, confess to a stranger.” 
“In that case,” replied Monsieur Chaubard, “be so good 

as to follow me.” 
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He led the way to the confessional. The beadle, whose 

curiosity was excited, waited a little, and looked after them. 

In a few minutes he saw the curtains, which were sometimes 

used to conceal the face of the officiating priest, sudden- 

ly drawn. The penitent knelt with his back turned to the 

church. There was literally nothing to see; but the beadle 

waited, nevertheless, in expectation of the end. 

After a long lapse of time the curtain was withdrawn, 

and priest and penitent left the confessional. 

The change which the interval had worked in Monsieur 

Chaubard was so extraordinary, that the beadle’s attention 

was altogether withdrawn, in the interest of observing it, 

from the man who had made the confession. He did not re- 

mark by which door the stranger left the church — his eyes 

were fixed on Monsieur Chaubard. The priest’s naturally 

ruddy face was as white as if he had just risen from a long 

sickness; he looked straight before him, with a stare of ter- 

ror, and he left the church as hurriedly as if he had been a 

man escaping from prison; left it without a parting word, or 

a farewell look, although he was noted for his courtesy to 

his inferiors on all ordinary occasions. 

‘Good Monsieur Chaubard has heard more than he bar- 

gained for,”’ said the beadle, wandering back to the empty 

confessional with an interest which he had never felt in it 

till that moment. 

The day wore on as quietly as usual in the village of 

Croix-Daurade. At the appointed time the supper-table was 

laid for the guests in the house of Saturnin Siadoux. The 
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widow Mirailhe and the two neighbors arrived a little before 

sunset. Monsieur Chaubard, who was usually punctual, did 

not make his appearance with them; and when the daughters 

of Saturnin Siadoux looked out from the upper windows, 

they saw no signs on the high-road of their father’s return. 

Sunset came, and still neither Siadoux nor the priest 

appeared. The little party sat waiting round the table, and 

waited in vain. Before long a message was sent up from the 

kitchen, representing that the supper must be eaten forth- 

with, or be spoiled; and the company began to debate the 

two alternatives — of waiting, or not waiting, any longer. 

“It is my belief,”’ said the widow Mirailhe, “that my 

brother is not coming home tonight. When Monsieur Chau- 

bard joins us, we had better sit down to supper.” 

“Can any accident have happened to my father?” asked 

one of the two daughters, anxiously. 

“God forbid!”’ said the widow. 

“God forbid!’ repeated the two neighbors, looking ex- 

pectantly at the empty supper-table. 
“It has been a wretched day for traveling,” said Louis, 

the eldest son. 

“It rained in torrents all yesterday,” added Thomas, 
the second son. 

“And your father’s rheumatism makes him averse to 
traveling in wet weather,” suggested the widow, thought- 
fully. 

“Very true!” said the first of the two neighbors, shak- 
ing his head piteously at his passive knife and fork. 
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Another message came up from the kitchen, and per- 

emptorily forbade the company to wait any longer. 

‘But where is Monsieur Chaubard?”’ said the widow. 

‘‘Has he been taking a journey too? Why is he absent? Has 

anybody seen him today?” 

‘I have seen him today,” said the youngest son, who 

had not spoken yet. This young man’s name was Jean; he 

was little given to talking, but he had proved himself, on 

various domestic occasions, to be the quickest and most ob- 

servant member of the family. 

‘Where did you see him?” asked the widow. 

‘I met him this morning, on his way into Toulouse.” 

‘He has not fallen ill, I hope? Did he look out of sorts 

when you met him?” 

‘*He was in excellent health and spirits,”’ said Jean. “‘T 

never saw him look better —” 

*tAnd I never saw him look worse,” said the second of 

the neighbors, striking into the conversation with the aggres- 

sive fretfulness of a hungry man. 

‘What! this morning?” cried Jean, in astonishment. 

‘No; this afternoon,” said the neighbor. “I saw him 

going into our church here. He was as white as our plates 

will be — when they come up. And what is almost as ex- 

traordinary, he passed without taking the slightest notice 

of me.” 

Jean relapsed into his customary silence. It was getting 

dark; the clouds had gathered while the company had been 

talking; and, at the first pause in the conversation, the rain, 
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falling again in torrents, made itself drearily audible. 

‘Dear, dear me!” said the widow. “If it was not rain- 

ing so hard, we might send somebody to inquire after good 

Monsieur Chaubard.” 

*T’ll go and inquire,” said Thomas Siadoux. “It’s not 

five minutes’ walk. Have up the supper; I’ll take a cloak 

with me; and if our excellent Monsieur Chaubard is out of 

his bed, I’ll bring him back, to answer for himself.” 

With those words he left the room. The supper was put 

on the table forthwith. The hungry neighbor disputed with 

nobody from that moment, and the melancholy neighbor re- 

covered his spirits. 

On reaching the priest’s house, Thomas Siadoux found 

him sitting alone in his study. He started to his feet, with 

every appearance of the most violent alarm, when the young 

man entered the room. 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said Thomas; “I am afraid I 
have startled you.” 

“What do you want?” asked Monsieur Chaubard, in a 
singularly abrupt, bewildered manner. 

‘Have you forgotten, sir, that this is the night of our 
supper?” remonstrated Thomas. ‘‘My father has not come 
back, and we can only suppose —” 

At those words the priest dropped into his chair again, 
and trembled from head to foot. Amazed to the last degree 
by this extraordinary reception of his remonstrance, Thomas 
Siadoux remembered, at the same time, that he had engaged 
to bring Monsieur Chaubard back with him; and he deter- 
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mined to finish his civil speech as if nothing had happened. 

**We are all of opinion,” he resumed, “that the weather 

has kept my father on the road. But that is no reason, sir, 

why the supper should be wasted, or why you should not 

make one of us, as you promised. Here is a good warm 

cloak? 
p) ‘I can’t come,” said the priest. “I’m ill; ’m in bad 

spirits; I’m not fit to go out.” He sighed bitterly, and hid 

his face in his hands. 

‘Don’t say that, sir,”’ persisted Thomas. “If you are out 

of spirits, let us try to cheer you. And you, in your turn, 

will enliven us. They are all waiting for you at home. Don’t 

refuse, sir,” pleaded the young man, “or we shall think we 

have offended you in some way. You have always been a 

good friend to our family —”’ 

Monsieur Chaubard again rose from his chair, with a 

second change of manner, as extraordinary and as perplex- 

ing as the first. His eyes moistened as if the tears were rising 

in them; he took the hand of Thomas Siadoux, and pressed 

it long and warmly in his own. There was a curious mixed 

expression of pity and fear in the look which he now fixed 

on the young man. 

‘Of all the days in the year,” he said, very earnestly, 

‘don’t doubt my friendship today. Ill as I am, I will make 

one of the supper party, for your sake —” 

‘And for my father’s sake?”? added Thomas, persua- 

sively. 

‘Let us go to the supper,” said the priest. 
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Thomas Siadoux wrapped the cloak round him, and 

they left the house. 

Every one at the table noticed the change in Monsieur 

Chaubard. He accounted for it by declaring, confusedly, 

that he was suffering from nervous illness; and then added 

that he would do his best, notwithstanding, to promote the 

social enjoyment of the evening. His talk was fragmentary, 

and his cheerfulness was sadly forced; but he contrived, 

with these drawbacks, to take his part in the conversation 

— except in the case when it happened to turn on the absent 

master of the house. Whenever the name of Saturnin Sia- 

doux was mentioned — either by the neighbors, who polite- 

ly regretted that he was not present, or by the family, who 

naturally talked about the resting-place which he might have 
chosen for the night — Monsieur Chaubard either relapsed 
into blank silence, or abruptly changed the topic. Under 
these circumstances, the company, by whom he was respect- 
ed and beloved, made the necessary allowances for his state 
of health; the only person among them who showed no desire 
to cheer the priest’s spirits, and to humor him in his tempo- 
rary fretfulness, being the silent younger son of Saturnin 
Siadoux. 

Both Louis and Thomas noticed that, from the moment 
when Monsieur Chaubard’s manner first betrayed his singu- 
lar unwillingness to touch on the subject of their father’s 
absence, Jean fixed his eyes on the priest with an expression 
of suspicious attention, and never looked away from him for 
the rest of the evening. The young man’s absolute silence 
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at table did not surprise his brothers, for they were accus- 

tomed to his taciturn habits. But the sullen distrust betrayed 

in his close observation of the honored guest and friend of 

the family surprised and angered them. The priest himself 

seemed once or twice to be aware of the scrutiny to which 

he was subjected, and to feel uneasy and offended, as he 

naturally might. He abstained, however, from openly notic- 

ing Jean’s strange behavior; and Louis and Thomas were 

bound, therefore, in common politeness, to abstain from 

noticing it also. 

The inhabitants of Croix-Daurade kept early hours. To- 

ward eleven o’clock, the company rose and separated for the 

night. Except the two neighbors, nobody had enjoyed the 

supper, and even the two neighbors, having eaten their fill, 

were as glad to get home as the rest. In the little confusion 

of parting, Monsieur Chaubard completed the astonishment 

of the guests at the extraordinary change in him, by slipping 

away alone, without waiting to bid anybody goodnight. 

The widow Mirailhe and her nieces withdrew to their 

bedrooms, and left the three brothers by themselves in the 

parlor. 

**Jean,” said Thomas Siadoux, “I have a word to say to 

you. You stared at our good Monsieur Chaubard in a very 

offensive manner all through the evening. What did you 

mean by it?” 

**Wait till tomorrow,” said Jean, ‘tand perhaps I may 

tell you.” 

He lit his candle, and left them. Both the brothers ob- 
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served that his hand trembled, and that his manner — never 

very winning — was on that night more serious and more 

unsociable than usual. 

Ill. THE YOUNGER BROTHER 

When post-time came on the morning of the twenty-seventh, 

no letter arrived from Saturnin Siadoux. On consideration, 

the family interpreted this circumstance in a favorable light. 

If the master of the house had not written to them, it fol- 

lowed, surely, that he meant to make writing unnecessary 

by returning on that day. 

As the hours passed, the widow and her nieces looked 

out, from time to time, for the absent man. Toward noon 

they observed a little assembly of people approaching the 

village. Ere long, on a nearer view, they recognized at the 

head of the assembly, the chief magistrate of Toulouse, in 

his official dress. He was accompanied by his assessor (also 

in official dress), by an escort of archers, and by certain sub- 

ordinates attached to the town-hall. These last appeared to 

be carrying some burden, which was hidden from view by 

the escort of archers. The procession stopped at the house 

of Saturnin Siadoux; and the two daughters, hastening to 

the door to discover what had happened, met the burden 

which the men were carrying, and saw, stretched on a litter, 

the dead body of their father. 

The corpse had been found that morning on the banks 
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of the river Lers. It was stabbed in eleven places with knife 
or dagger wounds. None of the valuables about the dead man’s 
person had been touched; his watch and his money were still 

in his pockets. Whoever had murdered him, had murdered 

him for vengeance, not for gain. 

Some time elapsed before even the male members of the 

family were sufficiently composed to hear what the officers 

of justice had to say to them. When this result had been at 

length achieved, and when the necessary inquiries had been 

made, no information of any kind was obtained which point- 

ed to the murderer, in the eye of the law. After expressing 

his sympathy, and promising that every available means 

should be tried to effect the discovery of the criminal, the 

chief magistrate gave his orders to his escort, and withdrew. 

When night came, the sister and the daughters of the 

murdered man retired to the upper part of the house, ex- 

hausted by the violence of their grief. The three brothers 

were left once more alone in the parlor, to speak together 

of the awful calamity which had befallen them. They were of 

hot Southern blood, and they looked on one another with a 

Southern thirst for vengeance in their tearless eyes. 

The silent younger son was now the first to open his 

lips. 

**You charged me yesterday,” he said to his brother 

Thomas, “‘with looking strangely at Monsieur Chaubard all 

the evening; and I answered, that I might tell you why I 

looked at him when tomorrow came. Tomorrow has come, 

and I am ready to tell you.” 
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He waited a little, and lowered his voice to a whisper 

when he spoke again. 

‘When Monsieur Chaubard was at our supper-table 

last night,” he said, ‘I had it in my mind that something 

had happened to our father, and that the priest knew it.” 

The two elder brothers looked at him in speechless as- 

tonishment. 

‘Our father has been brought back to us a murdered 

man!”’ Jean went on, still in a whisper. “I tell you, Louis — 

and you, Thomas — that the priest knows who murdered 

him.” 

Louis and Thomas shrank from their younger brother 

as if he had spoken blasphemy. 

**Listen,” said Jean. ‘‘No clue has been found to the 

secret of the murder. The magistrate has promised us to do 

his best; but I saw in his face that he had little hope. We 

must make the discovery ourselves, or our father’s blood will 

have cried to us for vengeance, and cried in vain. Remember 

that, and mark my next words. You heard me say yesterday 

evening that I had met Monsieur Chaubard on his way to 

Toulouse, in excellent health and spirits. You heard our old 

friend and neighbor contradict me at the supper-table, and 

declare that he had seen the priest, some hours later, go into 

our church here with the face of a panic-stricken man. You 

saw, Thomas, how he behaved when you went to fetch him 

to our house. You saw, Louis, what his looks were like when 

he came in. The change was noticed by everybody — what 

was the cause of it? I saw the cause in the priest’s own face 
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when our father’s name turned up in the talk round the 

supper-table. Did Monsieur Chaubard join in that talk? He 

was the only person present who never joined in it once. 

Did he change it on a sudden whenever it came his way? It 

came his way four times; and four times he changed it — 

trembling, stammering, turning whiter and whiter, but still, 

as true as the heaven above us, shifting the talk off himself 

every time! Are you men? Have you brains in your heads? 

Don’t you see, as I see, what this leads to? On my salvation I 

swear it — the priest knows the hand that killed our father!” 

The faces of the two elder brothers darkened vindic- 

tively, as the conviction of the truth fastened itself on their 

minds. 

““How could he know it?” they inquired, eagerly. 

**He must tell us himself,” said Jean. 

‘And if he hesitates — if he refuses to open his lips?” 

‘We must open them by main force.” 

They drew their chairs together after that last answer, 

and consulted for some time in whispers. 

When the consultation was over, the brothers rose and 

went into the room where the dead body of their father was 

laid out. The three kissed him, in turn, on the forehead — 

then took hands together, and looked meaningly in each 

other’s faces — then separated. Louis and Thomas put on 

their hats, and went at once to the priest’s residence; while 

Jean withdrew by himself to the great room at the back of 

the house, which was used for the purposes of the oil fac- 

tory. 
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Only one of the workmen was left in the place. He was 

watching an immense caldron of boiling linseed-oil. 

‘You can go home,” said Jean, patting the man kindly 

on the shoulder. ‘‘There is no hope of a night’s rest for me, 

after the affliction that has befallen us; I will take your 

place at the caldron. Go home, my good fellow—go home.” 

The man thanked him, and withdrew. Jean followed, 

and satisfied himself that the workman had really left the 

house. He then returned, and sat down by the boiling cal- 

dron. 

Meanwhile Louis and Thomas presented themselves at 

the priest’s house. He had not yet retired to bed, and he re- 

ceived them kindly, but with the same extraordinary agita- 

tion in his face and manner which had surprised all who 

saw him on the previous day. The brothers were prepared 

beforehand with an answer when he inquired what they 

wanted of him. They replied immediately that the shock of 

their father’s horrible death had so seriously affected their 

aunt and their eldest sister, that it was feared the minds of 

both might give way, unless spiritual consolation and as- 

sistance were afforded to them that night. The unhappy 

priest — always faithful and self-sacrificing where the du- 

ties of his ministry were in question — at once rose to 

accompany the young men back to the house. He even put 

on his surplice, and took the crucifix with him, to impress 

his words of comfort all the more solemnly on the afflicted 

women whom he was called on to succor. 

Thus innocent of all suspicion of the conspiracy to 
which he had fallen a victim, he was taken into the room 

WILKIE COLLINS ° 





ip 

Vj pi/ \S pr Titian 

WLI WW 
WY) 

ZEA 
Le 

Wy, 

S
S
S
 

Z) 

SQ Nyy NN 

= ——- 
SSS 

Yi
h 

/ 
=
 
em
 

a\
h 

N
 

Mj
 

((
; 

S 
~
—
 

S
Z
 

—
—
 

A 



where Jean sat waiting by the caldron of oil, and the door 

was locked behind him. 

Before he could speak, Thomas Siadoux openly avow- 

ed the truth. 
“Tt is we three who want you,” he said; “not our aunt, 

and not our sister. If you answer our questions truly, you 

have nothing to fear. If you refuse—’ He stopped, and 

looked toward Jean and the boiling caldron. 

Never, at the best of times, a resolute man; deprived, 

since the day before, of such resources of energy as he pos- 

sessed, by the mental suffering which he had undergone in 

secret, the unfortunate priest trembled from head to foot as 

the three brothers closed round him. Louis took the crucifix 

from him, and held it; Thomas forced him to place his right 

hand on it; Jean stood in front of him and put the ques- 

tions. 

‘Our father has been brought home a murdered man,” 

he said. ‘Do you know who killed him?” 

The priest hesitated, and the two elder brothers 

moved him nearer to the caldron. 
99 ‘Answer us, on peril of your life,” said Jean. “Say, 

with your hand on the blessed crucifix, do you know the 

man who killed our father?” 

**T do know him.” 

*‘When did you make the discovery?” 

**Yesterday.” 

“Where?” 

*At Toulouse.” 

‘‘Name the murderer.” 
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At those words the priest closed his hand fast on the 

crucifix, and rallied his sinking courage. 

Never!” he said, firmly. “The knowledge I possess 

was obtained in the confessional. The secrets of the confes- 

sional are sacred. If I betray them, I commit sacrilege. I will 

die first!” 

Think!” said Jean. “If you keep silence, you screen 

the murderer. If you keep silence, you are the murderer’s 

accomplice. We have sworn over our father’s dead body to 

avenge him; if you refuse to speak, we will avenge him on 

you. I charge you again, name the man who killed him.” 

*T will die first,”’ the priest reiterated, as firmly as be- 

fore. 

“Die, then!” said Jean. “Die in that caldron of boiling 

oil.” 

“Give him time,” cried Louis and Thomas, earnestly 

pleading together. 

“We will give him time,” said the younger brother. 

“There is the clock yonder, against the wall. We will 

count five minutes by it. In those five minutes, let him make 

his peace with God, or make up his mind to speak.” 

They waited, watching the clock. In that dreadful in- 

terval, the priest dropped on his knees and hid his face. 

The time passed in dead silence. 

“Speak! for your own sake, for our sakes, speak!”’ said 

Thomas Siadoux, as the minute-hand reached the point at 

which the five minutes expired. 

The priest looked up; his voice died away on his lips; 
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the mortal agony broke out on his face in great drops of 

sweat; his head sank forward on his breast. 

“Lift him!’’ cried Jean, seizing the priest on one side. 

**Lift him, and throw him in!” 

The two elder brothers advanced a step, and hesitated. 

“Lift him, on your oath over our father’s body!” 

The two brothers seized him on the other side. As they 

lifted him to a level with the caldron, the horror of the 

death that threatened him burst from the lips of the miser- 

able man in a scream of terror. The brothers held him firm 

at the caldron’s edge. “Name the man!”’ they said for the 

last time. 

The priest’s teeth chattered — he was speechless. But 

he made a sign with his head — a sign in the affirmative. 

They placed him in a chair, and waited patiently until he 

was able to speak. : 

His first words were words of entreaty. He begged 

Thomas Siadoux to give him back the crucifix. When it was 

placed in his possession, he kissed it, and said, faintly, “I 

ask pardon of God for the sin that I am about to commit.” 

He paused, and then looked up at the younger brother, 

who still stood in front of him. “I am ready,” he said. 

‘Question me, and I will answer.” 

Jean repeated the questions which he had put when 

the priest was first brought into the room. 

**You know the murderer of our father?” 

*T know him.” 

**Since when ?”’ 
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‘Since he made his confession to me yesterday in the 

Cathedral of Toulouse.” 

‘Name him.” 

‘His name is Cantegrel.” 

‘The man who wanted to marry our aunt?” 

"The same.” 

‘What brought him to the confessional?” 

‘His own remorse.” 

‘What were the motives for his crime?” 

‘There were reports against his character, and he dis- 

covered that your father had gone privately to Narbonne 

to make sure they were true.” 

‘Did our father make sure of their truth?” 

siHeidisdsy 

‘Would those discoveries have separated our aunt 

from Cantegrel if our father had lived to tell her of them?” 

“They would. If your father had lived, he would have 

told your aunt that Cantegrel was married already; that he 

had deserted his wife at Narbonne; that she was living there 

with another man, under another name; and that she had 

herself confessed it in your father’s presence.” 

‘Where was the murder committed?” 

‘Between Villefranche and this village. Cantegrel had 

followed your father to Narbonne, and had followed him 

back again to Villefranche. As far as that place, he traveled 

in company with others, both going and returning. Beyond 

Villefranche, he was left alone at the ford over the river. 
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There Cantegrel drew the knife to kill him before he 

reached home and told his news to your aunt.” 

“How was the murder committed?” 

“It was committed while your father was watering his 

pony by the bank of the stream. Cantegrel stole on him 

from behind, and struck him as he was stooping over the 

saddle-bow.”’ 

‘This is the truth, on your oath?” 

“On my oath, it is the truth.” 

*“You may leave us.” 

The priest rose from his chair without assistance. From 

the time when the terror of death had forced him to reveal 

the murderer’s name a great change had passed over him. 

He had given his answers with the immovable calmness of 

a man on whose mind all human interests had lost their 

hold. He now left the room, strangely absorbed in himself; 

moving with the mechanical regularity of a sleep-walker; 

lost to all perception of things and persons about him. At 

the door he stopped — woke, as it seemed, from the trance 

that possessed him — and looked at the three brothers with 

a steady, changeless sorrow, which they had never seen in 

him before, which they never afterward forgot. 

“I forgive you,” he said, quietly and solemnly. “Pray 

for me when my time comes.” 

With those last words, he left them. 
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IV. THE END 

The night was far advanced; but the three brothers deter- 

mined to set forth instantly for Toulouse, and to place their 

information in the magistrate’s hands before the morning 

dawned. 

Thus far no suspicion had occurred to them of the ter- 

rible consequences which were to follow their night-inter- 

view with the priest. They were absolutely ignorant of the 

punishment to which a man in holy orders exposed him- 

self, if he revealed the secrets of the confessional. No inflic- 

tion of that punishment had been known in their neighbor- 

hood; for at that time, as at this, the rarest of all priestly 

offenses was a violation of the sacred trust confided to the 

confessor by the Roman Church. Conscious that they had 

forced the priest into the commission of a clerical offense, 

the brothers sincerely believed that the loss of his curacy 

would be the heaviest penalty which the law could exact 

from him. They entered Toulouse that night, discussing 

the atonement which they might offer to Monsieur Chau- 

bard, and the means which they might best employ to make 

his future easy to him. 

The first disclosure of the consequences which would 

certainly follow the outrage they had committed, was re- 

vealed to them when they made their deposition before the 

officer of justice. The magistrate listened to their narrative 

with horror vividly expressed in his face and manner. 

“Better you had never been born,” he said, “than have 
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avenged your father’s death as you three have avenged it. 

Your own act has doomed the guilty and the innocent to 
suffer alike.” 

Those words proved prophetic of the truth. The end 

came quickly, as the priest had foreseen it, when he spoke 

his parting words. 

Thearrest of Cantegrel was accomplished without diffi- 

culty the next morning. In the absence of any other evidence 

on which to justify this proceeding, the private disclosure 

to the authorities of the secret which the priest had vio- 

lated became inevitable. The Parliament of Languedoc was, 

under these circumstances, the tribunal appealed to; and 

the decision of that assembly immediately ordered the 

priest and the three brothers to be placed in confinement, 

as well as the murderer Cantegrel. Evidence was then im- 

mediately sought for, which might convict this last criminal 

without any reference to the revelation that had been forced 

from the priest — and evidence enough was found to satisfy 

judges whose minds already possessed the foregone cer- 

tainty of the prisoner’s guilt. He was put on his trial, was 

convicted of the murder, and was condemned to be broken 

on the wheel. The sentence was rigidly executed, with as 

little delay as the law would permit. 

The cases of Monsieur Chaubard, and of the three sons 

of Siadoux, next occupied the judges. The three brothers 

were found guilty of having forced the secret of a confession 

from a man in holy orders, and were sentenced to death by 

hanging. A far more terrible expiation of his offense awaited 
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the unfortunate priest. He was condemned to have his limbs 

broken on the wheel, and to be afterward, while still living, 

bound to the stake and destroyed by fire. 

Barbarous as the punishments of that period were, ac- 

customed as the population was to hear of their infliction, 

and even to witness it, the sentences pronounced in these 

two cases dismayed the public mind; and the authorities 

were surprised by receiving petitions for mercy from Tou- 

louse, and from all the surrounding neighborhood. But the 

priest’s doom had been sealed. All that could be obtained, 

by the intercession of persons of the highest distinction, was, 

that the executioner should grant him the mercy of death 

before his body was committed to the flames. With this one 

modification, the sentence was executed, as the sentence had 

been pronounced, on the curate of Croix-Daurade. 

The punishment of the three sons of Siadoux remained 

to be inflicted. But the people, roused by the death of the 

ill-fated priest, rose against this third execution with a reso- 

lution before which the local government gave away. The 

cause of the young men was taken up by the hot-blooded 

populace, as the cause of all fathers and all sons; their filial 

piety was exalted to the skies; their youth was pleaded in 

their behalf; their ignorance of the terrible responsibility 

which they had confronted in forcing the secret from the 

priest was loudly alleged in their favor. More than this, the 

authorities were actually warned that the appearance of the 
prisoners on the scaffold would be the signal for an organ- 
ized revolt and rescue. Under this serious pressure, the exe- 
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cution was deferred, and the prisoners were kept in confine- 

ment until the popular ferment had subsided. 

The delay not only saved their lives, it gave them back 

their liberty as well. The infection of the popular sympathy 

had penetrated through the prison doors. All three brothers 

were handsome, well-grown young men. The gentlest of the 

three in disposition — Thomas Siadoux — aroused the in- 

terest and won the affection of the head-jailer’s daughter. 

Her father was prevailed on at her intercession to relax a 

little in his customary vigilance; and the rest was accom- 

plished by the girl herself. One morning, the population of 

Toulouse heard, with every testimony of the most extrava- 

gant rejoicing, that the three brothers had escaped, accom- 

panied by the jailer’s daughter. As a necessary legal formal- 

ity, they were pursued, but no extraordinary efforts were 

used to overtake them; and they succeeded, accordingly, in 

crossing the nearest frontier. 

Twenty days later, orders were received from the capi- 

tal to execute their sentence in efigy. They were then per- 

mitted to return to France, on condition that they never 

again appeared in their native place, or in any other part of 

the province of Languedoc. With this reservation they were 

left free to live where they pleased, and to repent the fatal 

act which had avenged them on the murderer of their father 

at the cost of the priest’s life. 

Beyond this point the official documents do not enable 

us to follow their career. All that is now known has been 

now told of the village tragedy at Croix-Daurade. 
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THE FATAL CRADLE 

OTHERWISE 

THE HEART-RENDING STORY OF MR. HEAVYSIDES 
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{Ff has never yet been discovered a man 

with a grievance who objected to mention it. I 

am no exception to this general human rule. I 

have got a grievance, and I don’t object to men- 

tion it. Compose your spirits to hear a pathetic 

story, and kindly picture me in your own mind as 

a baby five minutes old. 

Do I understand you to say that I am too big 

and too heavy to be pictured in anybody’s mind as 

a baby ? Perhaps I may be — but don’t mention my 

weight again, if you please. My weight has been the 

grand misfortune of my life. It spoiled all my pros- 

pects (as you will presently hear) before I was two 

days old. 

My story begins thirty-one years ago, at eleven o’clock 

in the forenoon, and starts with the great mistake of my 

first appearance in this world, at sea, on board the mer- 

chant ship Adventure, Captain Gillop, five hundred tons 

burden, coppered, and carrying an experienced surgeon. 

In presenting myself to you (which I am now about to 

do) at that eventful period of my life when I was from five to 
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ten minutes old, and in withdrawing myself again from your 

notice (so as not to trouble you with more than a short story) 

before the time when I cut my first tooth, I need not hesi- 

tate to admit that I speak on hearsay knowledge only. It is 

knowledge, however, that may be relied on, for all that. My 

information comes from Captain Gillop, commander of the 

Adventure (who sent it to me in the form of a letter) ; from 

Mr. Jolly, experienced surgeon of the Adventure (who wrote 

it for me — most unfeelingly, as I think — in the shape of a 

humorous narrative) ; and from Mrs. Drabble, stewardess of 

the Adventure (who told it me by word of mouth). Those 

three persons were, in various degrees, spectators — I may 

say astonished spectators — of the events which I have now 
to relate. 

The Adventure, at the time I speak of, was bound out 

from London to Australia. I suppose you know without my 

telling you that thirty years ago was long before the time of 

the gold-finding and the famous clipper ships. Building in 
the new colony and sheep-farming far up inland were the 
two main employments of those days, and the passengers on 
board our vessel were consequently builders or sheep-farm- 
ers, almost to a man. 

A ship of five hundred tons, well loaded with cargo, 
doesn’t offer first-rate accommodation to a large number of 
passengers. Not that the gentlefolk in the cabin had any 
great reason to complain. There the passage money, which 
was a good round sum, kept them what you call select. One 
or two berths in this part of the ship were even empty and 
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going a-begging, in consequence of there being only four 

cabin passengers. These are their names and descriptions: 

Mr. Sims, a middle-aged man, going out on a building 

speculation; Mr. Purling, a weakly young gentleman, sent 

on a long sea-voyage, for the benefit of his health; and Mr. 

and Mrs. Smallchild, a young married couple, with a little 

independence, which Mr. Smallchild proposed to make a 

large one by sheep-farming. 

This gentleman was reported to the captain as being 

very good company when on shore. But the sea altered him 

to a certain extent. When Mr. Smallchild was not sick, he 

was eating and drinking; and when he was not eating and 

drinking, he was fast asleep. He was perfectly patient and 

good-humored, and wonderfully nimble at running into his 

cabin when the qualms took him on a sudden; but, as for his 

being good company, nobody heard him say ten words to- 

gether all through the voyage. And no wonder. A man can’t 

talk in the qualms; a man can’t talk while he is eating and 

drinking; and a man can’t talk when he is asleep. And that 

was Mr. Smallchild’s life. As for Mrs. Smallchild, she kept 

her cabin from first to last. But you will hear more of her 

presently. 

These four cabin passengers, as I have already remarked, 

were well enough off for their accommodation. But the mis- 

erable people in the steerage — a poor place at the best of 

times on board the Adventure — were all huddled together, 

men and women and children, higgledy-piggledy, like sheep 

in a pen, except that they hadn’t got the same quantity of 
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fine fresh air to blow over them. They were artisans and 

farm-laborers, who couldn’t make it out in the Old Coun- 

try. I have no information either of their exact numbers or 

of their names. It doesn’t matter; there was only one family 

among them which need be mentioned particularly —name- 

ly, the family of the Heavysides. To wit, Simon Heavysides, 

intelligent and well-educated, a carpenter by trade; Susan 

Heavysides, his wife; and seven little Heavysides, their un- 

fortunate offspring. My father and mother and brothers and 

sisters, did I understand you to say? Don’t be in a hurry! 

I recommend you to wait a little before you make quite sure 

of that circumstance. 

Though I myself had not, perhaps, strictly speaking, 
come on board when the vessel left London, my ill luck, as 
I firmly believe, had shipped in the Adventure to wait for me 
— and decided the nature of the voyage accordingly. 

Never was such a miserable time known. Stormy wea- 
ther came down on us from all points of the compass, with 
intervals of light, baffling winds or dead calms. By the time 
the Adventure had been three months out, Captain Gillop’s 
naturally sweet temper began to get soured. I leave you to 
say whether it was likely to be much improved by a piece of 
news which reached him from the region of the cabin on the 
morning of the ninety-first day. It had fallen to a dead calm 
again ; and the ship was rolling about helpless, with her head 
all round the compass, when Mr. Jolly (from whose facetious 
narrative I repeat all conversations exactly as they passed) 
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came on deck to the captain, and addressed him in these 

words: 
‘IT have got some news that will rather surprise you,” 

said Mr. Jolly, smiling and rubbing his hands. (Although 

the experienced surgeon has not shown much sympathy for 

my troubles, I won’t deny that his disposition was as good 

as his name. To this day no amount of bad weather or hard 

work can upset Mr. Jolly’s temper.) 

“If it’s news of a fair wind coming,” grumbled the 

captain, “that would surprise me on board this ship, I can 

promise you!” 

‘It’s not exactly a wind coming,” said Mr. Jolly. “It’s 

another cabin passenger.” 

The captain looked round at the empty sea, with the 

land thousands of miles away, and with not a ship in sight 

— turned sharply on the experienced surgeon — eyed him 

hard — changed color suddenly — and asked what he 

meant. 

T mean there’s a fifth cabin passenger coming on 

board,” persisted Mr. Jolly, grinning from ear to ear — “in- 

troduced by Mrs. Smallchild — likely to join us, I should 

say, toward evening — size, nothing to speak of — sex, not 

knownat present—mannersand customs, probably squally.” 

‘Do you really mean it?” asked the captain, backing 

away, and turning paler and paler. 

‘Ves, I do,” answered Mr. Jolly, nodding hard at him, 

Then I’ll tell you what,” cried Captain Gillop, sud- 
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denly flying into a violent passion, “I won’t have it! the in- 

fernal weather has worried me out of my life and soul already 

— and I won’t have it! Put if off, Jolly — tell her there isn’t 

room enough for that sort of thing on board my vessel. What 

does she mean by taking us all in this way? Shameful! 

Shameful!” 

“No! no!”’ remonstrated Mr. Jolly. *‘Don’t look at it in 

that light. It’s her first child, poor thing. How should she 

know? Give her a little more experience, and I dare say —” 

‘“‘Where’s her husband?” broke in the captain, with a 

threatening look. “I’ll speak my mind to her husband, at 
any rate.” 

Mr. Jolly consulted his watch before he answered. 

**Half-past eleven,”’ he said. ‘Let me consider a little. 

It’s Mr. Smallchild’s regular time just now for squaring ac- 

counts with the sea. He’ll have done in a quarter of an hour. 
In five minutes more he’ll be fast asleep. At one o’clock he’ll 
eat a hearty lunch, and go to sleep again. At half-past two 
he’ll square accounts as before — and so on till night. You’ll 
make nothing out of Mr. Smallchild, captain. Extraordinary 
man — wastes tissue, and repairs it again perpetually, in the 
most astonishing manner. If we are another month at sea, I 
believe we shall bring him into port totally comatose. — Hal- 
loo! What do you want?” 

The steward’s mate had approached the quarter-deck 
while the doctor was speaking. Wasit a curious coincidence? 
This man also was grinning from ear to ear, exactly like Mr. 
Jolly. 
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**You’re wanted in the steerage, sir,” said the steward’s 

mate to the doctor. ‘‘A woman taken bad, name of Heavy- 

sides.” 

Nonsense!” cried Mr. Jolly. ‘'Ha, ha, ha! You don’t 

mean — eh?” 

**That’s it, sir, sure enough,” said the steward’s mate, 

in the most positive manner. 

Captain Gillop looked all around him in silent despera- 

tion; lost his sea-legs for the first time these twenty years; 

staggered back till he was brought all standing by the side 

of his own vessel; dashed his fist on the bulwark, and found 

language to express himself in, at the same moment. 

“This ship is bewitched,” said the captain, wildly. 

“Stop!” he called out, recovering himselfa little as the doc- 

tor bustled away to the steerage. ‘Stop! If it’s true, Jolly, 

send her husband here aft to me. Damme, I’ll have it out 

with one of the husbands!” said the captain, shaking his fist 

viciously at the empty air. 

Ten minutes passed; and then there came staggering 

toward the captain, tottering this way and that with the roll- 

ing of the becalmed vessel, a long, lean, melancholy, light- 

haired man, with a Roman nose, a watery blue eye, and a 

complexion profusely spotted with large brown freckles. This 

was Simon Heavysides, the intelligent carpenter, with the 

wife and the family of seven small children on board. 

Oh! you’re the man, are you?” said the captain. 

The ship lurched heavily; and Simon Heavysides stag- 

gered away with a run to the opposite side of the deck, as if 
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he preferred going straight overboard into the sea to answer- 

ing the captain’s question. 

**You’re the man — are you?” repeated the captain, 

following him, seizing him by the collar, and pinning him 

up fiercely against the bulwark. “It’s your wife — is it? You 

infernal rascal! what do you mean by turning my ship into 

a lying-in hospital? You have committed an act of mutiny; 

or, if it isn’t mutiny, it’s next door to it. I’ve put a man in 

irons for less! I’ve more than half a mind to put you in irons! 

Hold up, you slippery lubber! What do you mean by bring- 

ing passengers I don’t bargain for on board my vessel? 

What have you to got to say for yourself, before I clap the 

irons on you?” 

‘‘Nothing, sir,”’ answered Simon Heavysides, accepting 

the captain’s strong language without a word of protest. “As 

for the punishment you mentioned just now, sir,” continued 

Simon, “‘I wish to say — having seven children more than I 

know how to provide for, and an eighth coming to make 

things worse — I respectfully wish to say, sir, that my mind 

is in irons already; and I don’t know as it will make much 

difference if you put my body in irons along with it.” 

The captain mechanically let go of the carpenter’s col- 

lar; the mild despair of the man melted him in spite of him- 
self. 

“Why did you come to sea? Why didn’t you wait ashore 
till it was all over?” asked the captain, as sternly as he could. 

v) “It’s no use waiting, sir,” remarked Simon. “In our 
line of life, as soon as it’s over it begins again. There’s no 
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end to it that I can see,” said the miserable carpenter, after 

a moment’s meek consideration — ‘‘except the grave.” 

‘““Who’s talking about the grave?” cried Mr. Jolly, com- 

ing up at that moment. “It’s births we’ve got to do with on 

board this vessel — not burials. Captain Gillop, this woman, 

Mrs. Heavysides, can’t be left in your crowded steerage in 

her present condition. She must be moved off into one of 

the empty berths — and the sooner the better, I can tell 

you!” 

The captain began to look savage again. A steerage pas- 

senger in one of his “‘state-rooms”’ was a nautical anomaly 

subversive of all discipline. He eyed the carpenter once 

more, as if he was mentally measuring him for a set of irons. 

‘I’m very sorry, sir,”’ Simon remarked politely—‘‘very 

sorry that any inadvertence of mine or Mrs. Heavysides —”’ 

‘Take yourlongcarcassand your long tongue forward!” 

thundered the captain. ‘‘When talking will mend matters, 

Pll send for you again. Give your own orders, Jolly,” he went 

on, resignedly, as Simon staggered off. “Turn the ship into 

a nursery as soon as you like!” 

Five minutes later — so expeditious was Mr. Jolly — 

Mrs. Heavysides appeared horizontally on deck, shrouded 

in blankets and supported by three men. When this inter- 

esting procession passed the captain, he shrank aside from 

it with as vivid an appearance of horror as if a wild bull was 

being carried by him instead of a British matron. 

The sleeping-berths below opened on either side out of 

the main cabin. On the left-hand side (looking toward the 
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ship’s bowsprit) was Mrs. Smallchild. On the right-hand 

side, opposite to her, the doctor established Mrs. Heavy- 

sides. A partition of canvas was next run up, entirely across 

the main cabin. The smaller of the two temporary rooms 

thus made lay nearest the stairs leading on deck, and was 

left free to the public. The larger was kept sacred to the doc- 

tor and his mysteries. When an old clothes-basket, emptied, 

cleaned, and comfortably lined with blankets (to serve for a 

makeshift cradle), had been in due course of time carried into 

the inner cabin, and had been placed midway between the 

two sleeping-berths, so as to be easily producible when 

wanted, the outward and visible preparations of Mr. Jolly 

were complete; the male passengers had all taken refuge on 

deck; and the doctor and the stewardess were left in undis- 

turbed possession of the lower regions. 

While it was still early in the afternoon the weather 

changed for the better. For once in a way, the wind came 
from a fair quarter, and the Adventure bowled along pleas- 
antly before it almost on an even keel. Captain Gillop mixed 
with the little group of male passengers on the quarter-deck, 
restored to his sweetest temper; and set them his customary 
example, after dinner, of smoking a cigar. 

“If this fine weather lasts, gentlemen,” he said, “we 
shall make out very well with our meals up here, and we 
shall have our two small extra cabin passengers christened 
on dry land in a week’s time, if their mothers approve of it. 
How do you feel in your mind, sir, about your good lady?” 

Mr. Smallchild (to whom the inquiry was addressed) 

WILKIE COLLINS e 



had his points of external personal resemblance to Simon 

Heavysides. He was neither so tall nor so lean, certainly — 

but he, too, had a Roman nose, and light hair, and watery 

blue eyes. With careful reference to his peculiar habits at 

sea, he had been placed conveniently close to the bulwark, 

and had been raised on a heap of old sails and cushions, so 

that he could easily get his head over the ship’s side when 

occasion required. The food and drink which assisted in 

“restoring his tissue,” when he was not asleep and not 

‘squaring accounts with the sea,” lay close to his hand. It 

was then a little after three o’clock; and the snore with 

which Mr. Smallchild answered the captain’s inquiry showed 

that he had got round again, with the regularity of clock- 

work, to the period of the day when he recruited himself 

with sleep. 

‘What an insensible blockhead that man is!’ said Mr. 

Sims, the middle-aged passenger, looking across the deck 

contemptuously at Mr. Smallchild. 

‘If the sea had the same effect on you that it has on 

him,” retorted the invalid passenger, Mr. Purling, “‘you 

would just be as insensible yourself.” 

Mr. Purling (who was a man of sentiment) disagreed 

with Mr. Sims (who was a man of business) on every con- 

ceivable subject, all through the voyage. Before, however, 

they could continue the dispute about Mr. Smallchild, the 

doctor surprised them by appearing from the cabin. 

‘Any news from below, Jolly >” asked the captain, anx- 

iously. 
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**None whatever,” answered the doctor. “I’ve come to 

idle the afternoon away up here, along with the rest of you.” 

As events turned out, Mr. Jolly idled away an hour and 

a half exactly. At the end of that time Mrs. Drabble, the 

stewardess, appeared with a face of mystery, and whispered, 

nervously, to the doctor. 

**Please to step below directly, sir.” 

“Which of them is it?’ asked Mr. Jolly. 

*‘Both of them,” answered Mrs. Drabble, emphatically. 

The doctor looked grave ; the stewardess looked fright- 

ened. The two immediately disappeared together. 

“I suppose, gentlemen,” said Captain Gillop, address- 

ing Mr. Purling, Mr. Sims, and the first mate, who had just 

Joined the party — “I suppose it’s only fit and proper, in 

the turn things have taken, to shake up Mr. Smallchild? 

And I don’t doubt but what we ought to have the other hus- 

band handy, as a sort of polite attention under the circum- 
stances. Pass the word forward there, for Simon Heavysides. 
Mr. Smallchild, sir! rouse up! Here’s your good lady — 
Hang me, gentlemen, if I know exactly how to put it to 

“Yes. Thank you,” said Mr. Smallchild, opening his 
eyes drowsily. “Biscuit and cold bacon, as usual — when 

him 

I’m ready. I’m not ready yet. Thank you. Good-afternoon.” 
Mr. Smallchild closed his eyes again, and became, in the 
doctor’s phrase, “totally comatose.” 

Before Captain Gillop could hit on any new plan for 
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rousing this imperturbable passenger, Simon Heavysides 

once more approached the quarter-deck. 

“I spoke a little sharp to you, just now, my man,” said 

the captain, “being worried in my mind by what’s going on 

on board this vessel. But I’ll make it up to you, never fear. 

Here’s your wife in what they call an interesting situation. 

It’s only right you should be within easy hail of her. I look 

upon you, Heavysides, as a steerage passenger in difficul- 

ties; and I freely give you leave to stop here along with us 

till it’s all over.” 

**You are very good, sir,” said Simon; “and I am in- 

deed thankful to you and to these gentlemen. But please to 

remember, I have seven children already in the steerage — 

and there’s nobody left to mind ’em but me. My wife has got 

over it uncommonly well, sir, on seven previous occasions 

— and I don’t doubt but what she’ll conduct herself in a 

similar manner on the eighth. It will be a satisfaction to her 

mind, Captain Gillop and gentlemen, if she knows I’m out 

of the way, and minding the children. For which reason, I 

respectfully take my leave.” With those words Simon made 

his bow, and returned to his family. 

‘Well, gentlemen, these two husbands take it easy 

enough, at any rate!” said the captain. “One of them is used 

to it, to be sure; and the other is —” 

Here a banging of cabin doors below, and a hurrying 

of footsteps, startled the speaker and his audience into mo- 

mentary silence and attention. 

e THE FATAL CRADLE ah 



‘Ease her with the helm, Williamson!” said Captain 

Gillop, addressing the man who was steering the vessel. “In 

my opinion, gentlemen, the less the ship pitches the better, 

in the turn things are taking now.” 

The afternoon wore on into evening, and evening into 

night. 

Mr. Smallchild performed the daily ceremonies of his 

nautical existence as punctually as usual. He was aroused to 

a sense of Mrs. Smallchild’s situation when he took his bis- 

cuit and bacon; lost the sense again when the time came 

round for “squaring his accounts;”’ recovered it in the in- 

terval which ensued before he went to sleep; lost it again, as 

a matter of course, when his eyes closed once more — and 

so on through the evening and early night. Simon Heavy- 

sides received messages occasionally (through the captain’s 

care), telling him to keep his mind easy; returned messages 

mentioning that his mind was easy, and that the children 

were pretty quiet, but never approached the deck in his own 

person. Mr. Jolly now and then showed himself; said ‘**All 

right — no news;” took a little light refreshment, and dis- 

appeared again as cheerful as ever. The fair breeze still held; 

the captain’s temper remained unruffled; the man at the 

helm eased the vessel, from time to time, with the most anx- 

ious consideration. Ten o’clock came; the moon rose and 

shone superbly; the nightly grog made its appearance on 
the quarter-deck; the captain gave the passengers the bene- 
fit of his company; and still nothing happened. Twenty 
minutes more of suspense slowly succeeded each other — 
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and then, at last, Mr. Jolly was seen suddenly to ascend the 

cabin stairs. 

To the amazement of the little group on the quarter- 

deck, the doctor held Mrs. Drabble, the stewardess, fast by 

the arm, and, without taking the slightest notice of the cap- 

tain or the passengers, placed her on the nearest seat he 

could find. As he did this his face became visible in the 

moonlight, and displayed to the startled spectators an ex- 

pression of blank consternation. 

‘Compose yourself, Mrs. Drabble,” said the doctor, in 

tones of unmistakable alarm. ‘Keep quiet, and let the air 

blow over you. Collect yourself, ma’am — for Heaven’s sake, 

collect yourself!” 

Mrs. Drabble made no answer. She beat her hands va- 

cantly on her knees, and stared straight before her, like a 

woman panic-stricken. 

*‘What’s wrong?” asked the captain, setting down his 

glass of grog in dismay. “Anything amiss with those two 

unfortunate women?” 

Nothing,” said the doctor. “Both doing admirably 

well.”’ 

‘Anything queer with their babies?’’ continued the 

captain. “Are there more than you bargained for, Jolly? 

Twins, for instance?” 

‘No! no!”’ replied Mr. Jolly, impatiently. ‘A baby a- 

piece — both boys — both in first-rate condition. Judge 

for yourselves,’ added the doctor, as the two new cabin 

passengers tried their lungs below for the first time, and 
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found that they answered their purpose in the most satis- 

factory manner. 

*‘What the devil’s amiss, then, with you and Mrs. 

Drabble?” persisted the captain, beginning to lose his tem- 

per again. 

“Mrs. Drabble and I are two innocent people, and we 

have got into the most dreadful scrape that ever you heard 

of!” was Mr. Jolly’s startling answer. 

The captain, followed by Mr. Purling and Mr. Sims, 

approached the doctor with looks of horror. Even the man 

at the wheel stretched himself over it as far as he could to 

hear what was coming next. The only uninterested person 

present was Mr. Smallchild. His time had come round for 

going to sleep again, and he was snoring peacefully, with 

his biscuit and bacon close beside him. 

“‘Let’s hear the worst of it at once, Jolly,” said the cap- 
tain, a little impatiently. 

The doctor paid no heed to his request. His whole at- 
tention was absorbed by Mrs. Drabble. ‘Are you better 
now, ma’am?” he asked, anxiously. 

“‘No better in my mind,” answered Mrs. Drabble, be- 
ginning to beat her knees again. ‘‘Worse, if anything.” 

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Jolly, coaxingly. “I'll put the 
whole case over again to you, in a few plain questions. Youll 
find it all come back to your memory, if you only follow me 
attentively, and if you take time to think and collect your- 
self before you attempt to answer.” 
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Mrs. Drabble bowed her head in speechless submission 

—and listened. Everybody else on the quarter-deck listened, 

except the impenetrable Mr. Smallchild. 

“‘Now, ma’am!”’ said the doctor. “Our troubles began 

in Mrs. Heavyside’s cabin, which is situated on the star- 

board side of the ship?” 

“They did, sir,” replied Mrs. Drabble. 

**Good! We went backward and forward, an infinite 

number of times, between Mrs. Heavysides (starboard) and 

Mrs. Smallchild (larboard) — but we found that Mrs. Heavy- 

sides, having got the start, kept it — and when I called out, 

*Mrs. Drabble! here’s a chopping boy for you; come and 

take him!’ — I called out starboard, didn’t I>”’ 

‘Starboard, sir — [’ll take my oath of it,”’ said Mrs. 

Drabble. 

“Good again! ‘Here’s a chopping boy,’ I said. “Take 

him, ma’am, and make him comfortable in the cradle.’ And 

you took him and made him comfortable in the cradle, ac- 

cordingly ? Now where was the cradle?” 

‘In the main cabin, sir,” replied Mrs. Drabble. 

‘Just so! In the main cabin, because we hadn’t got 

room for it in either of the sleeping-cabins. You put the 

starboard baby (otherwise Heavysides) in the clothes-basket 

cradle in the main cabin. Good once more. How was the 

cradle placed?” 

‘*Crosswise to the ship, sir,”’ said Mrs. Drabble. 

*‘Crosswise to the ship? That is to say, with one side 
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longwise toward the stern of the vessel, and one side long- 

wise toward the bows. Bear that in mind — and now follow 

me a little further. No! no! don’t say you can’t, and your 

head’s in a whirl. My next question will steady it. Carry 

your mind on half an hour, Mrs. Drabble. At the end of half 

an hour you heard my voice again; and my voice called out, 

‘Mrs. Drabble! here’s another chopping boy for you; come 

and take him!’ — and you came and took him larboard, 

didn’t you?” 

*Larboard, sir, I don’t deny it,” answered Mrs. Drabble. 

‘Better and better! ‘Here is another chopping boy,’ I 

said. ‘Take him, ma’am, and make him comfortable in the 

cradle, along with number one.’ And you took the larboard 

baby (otherwise Smallchild), and made him comfortable in 

the cradle along with the starboard baby (otherwise Heavy- 

sides), accordingly ? Now what happened after that?” 

‘Don’t ask me, sir!” exclaimed Mrs. Drabble, losing 

her self-control, and wringing her hands desperately. 

‘Steady, ma’am! I'll put it to you as plain as print. 

Steady! and listen to me. Just as you had made the larboard 

baby comfortable I had occasion to send you into the star- 

board (or Heavysides) cabin to fetch something which I 

wanted in the larboard (or Smallchild) cabin; I kept you 

there a little while along with me; I left you and went into 

the Heavysides cabin, and called to you to bring me some- 

thing I wanted out of the Smallchild cabin, but before you 

got half-way across the main cabin I said, ‘No; stop where 
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you are, and I’ll come to you;’ immediately after which Mrs. 

Smallchild alarmed you, and you came across to me of your 

own accord; and thereupon I stopped you in the main cabin, 

and said, ‘Mrs. Drabble, your mind’s getting confused; sit 

down and collect your scattered intellects; and you sat 

down and tried to collect them —”’ 

(“And couldn’t, sir,” interposed Mrs. Drabble, paren- 

thetically. “Oh, my head! my head!”’) 

— “And tried to collect your scattered intellects, and 

couldn’t?” continued the doctor. “And the consequence 

was, when I came out from the Smallchild cabin to see how 

you were getting on, I found you with the clothes-basket 

cradle hoisted up on the cabin table, staring down at the 

babies inside, with your mouth dropped open, and both 

your hands twisted in your hair? And when I said, ‘Any- 

thing wrong with either of those two fine boys, Mrs. Drab- 

ble?’ you caught me by the coat collar, and whispered in my 

right ear these words, ‘Lord save us and help us, Mr. Jolly, 

I’ve confused the two babies in my mind, and I don’t know 

which is which!’ ” 

**And I don’t know now!” cried Mrs. Drabble, hysteri- 

cally. “Oh, my head! my head! I don’t know now!” 

**Captain Gillop and gentlemen,” said Mr. Jolly, wheel- 

ing round and addressing his audience with the composure 

of sheer despair, “that is the Scrape — and, if you ever heard 

of a worse one, I’ll trouble you to compose this miserable 

woman by mentioning it immediately.” 
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Captain Gillop looked at Mr. Purling and Mr. Sims. 

Mr. Purling and Mr. Sims looked at Captain Gillop. They 

were all three thunderstruck — and no wonder. 

*Can’t you throw any light on it, Jolly?” inquired the 

captain, who was the first to recover himself. 

“If you knew what I have had to do below, you wouldn’t 

ask me such a question as that,” replied the doctor. ‘“‘Re- 

member that I have had the lives of two women and two chil- 

dren to answer for — remember that I have been cramped 

up in two small sleeping-cabins, with hardly room to turn 

round in, and just light enough from two miserable little 

lamps to see my hand before me; remember the professional 

difficulties of the situation, the ship rolling about under me 

all the while, and the stewardess to compose into the bar- 

gain; bear all that in mind, will you, and then tell me how 

much spare time I had on my hands for comparing two boys 

together inch by inch — two boys born at night, within half 

an hour of each other, on board a ship at sea. Ha, ha! I only 

wonder the mothers and the boys and the doctor are all five 

of them alive to tell the story!” 

“‘No marks on one or other of them that happened to 

catch your eye?” asked Mr. Sims. 

““They must have been strongish marks to catch my eye 

in the light I had to work by, and in the professional diffi- 

culties I had to grapple with,” said the doctor. ‘I saw they 

were both straight well-formed children — and that’s all I 

saw. 

“Are their infant features sufficiently developed to indi- 
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cate a family likeness?” inquired Mr. Purling. ‘Should you 

say they took after their fathers or their mothers?” 

“Both of them have light eyes, and light hair — such as 

it is,” replied Mr. Jolly, doggedly. ‘‘Judge for yourself.” 

“Mr. Smallchild has light eyes and light hair,” remark- 

ed Mr. Sims. 

‘‘And Simon Heavysides has light eyes and light hair,” 

rejoined Mr. Purling. 

**T should recommend waking Mr. Smallchild,and send- 

ing for Heavysides, and letting the two fathers toss up for 

it,” suggested Mr. Sims. 

**The parental feeling is. not to be trifled with in that 

heartless manner,” retorted Mr. Purling. “I should recom- 

mend trying the Voice of Nature.” 

‘‘What may that be, sir?’’ inquired Captain Gillop, with 

great curiosity. 

‘*The maternal instinct,” replied Mr. Purling. ‘The 

mother’s intuitive knowledge of her own child.” 

‘Ay, ay!” said the captain. “Well thought of. What do 

you say, Jolly, to the Voice of Nature?” 

The doctor held up his hand impatiently. He was en- 

gaged in resuming the effort to rouse Mrs. Drabble’s memory 

by a system of amateur cross-examination, with the unsatis- 

factory result of confusing her more helplessly than ever. 

Could she put the cradle back, in her own mind, into 

its original position ? No. Could she remember whether she 

laid the starboard baby (otherwise Heavysides) on the side 

of the cradle nearest the stern of the ship, or nearest the 
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bows? No. Could she remember any better about the lar- 

board baby (otherwise Smallchild) ? No. Why did she move 

the cradle on to the cabin table, and so bewilder herself ad- 

ditionally, when she was puzzled already? Because it came 

over her, ona sudden, that she had forgotten, in the dreadful 

confusion of the time, which was which; and of course she 

wanted to look closer at them, and see; and she couldn’t 

see; and to her dying day she should never forgive herself; 

and let them throw her overboard, for a miserable wretch, if 

they liked — and so on, till the persevering doctor was 

wearied out at last, and gave up Mrs. Drabble, and gave up, 

with her, the whole case. 

“I see nothing for it but the Voice of Nature,” said the 

captain, holding fast to Mr. Purling’s idea. “Try it, Jolly — 

you can but try it.” 

‘Something must be done,” said the doctor. “I can’t 

leave the women alone any longer, and the moment I get be- 

low they will both ask for their babies. Wait here till you’re 

fit to be seen, Mrs. Drabble, and then follow me. Voice of 

Nature!”’ added Mr. Jolly, contemptuously, as he descended 

the cabin stairs. “Oh yes, I'll try it — much good the Voice 

of Nature will do us, gentlemen. You shall judge for your- 

sélves.”’ 

Favored by the night, Mr. Jolly cunningly turned down 

the dim lamps in the sleeping-cabins to a mere glimmer, on 

the pretext that the light was bad for his patients’ eyes. He 
then took up the first of the two unlucky babies that came to 
hand, marked the clothes in which it was wrapped with a 
blot of ink, and carried it in to Mrs. Smallchild, choosing 
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her cabin merely because he happened to be nearest to it. 

The second baby (distinguished by having no mark) was 

taken by Mrs. Drabble to Mrs. Heavysides. For a certain 

time the two mothers and the two babies were left together. 

They were then separated again by medical order; and were 

afterward re-united, with the difference that the marked 

baby went on this occasion to Mrs. Heavysides, and the un- 

marked baby to Mrs. Smallchild — the result, in the obscu- 

rity of the sleeping-cabins, proving to be that one baby did 

Just as well as the other, and that the Voice of Nature was 

(as Mr. Jolly had predicted) totally incompetent to settle the 

existing difficulty. 

‘While night serves us, Captain Gillop, we shall do 

very well,” said the doctor, after he had duly reported the 

failure of Mr. Purling’s suggested experiment. “But when 

morning comes, and daylight shows the difference between 

the children, we must be prepared with a course of some 

kind. If the two mothers below get the slightest suspicion of 

the case as it stands, the nervous shock of the discovery may 

do dreadful mischief. They must be kept deceived, in the 

interests of their own health. We must choose a baby for 

each of them when tomorrow comes, and then hold to the 

choice, till the mothers are well and up again. The question 

is, who’s to take the responsibility? I don’t usually stick at 

trifles — but I candidly admit that J’m afraid of it.” 

‘*T decline meddling in the matter on the ground that 

I am a perfect stranger,” said Mr. Sims. 

‘‘And I object to interfere, from precisely similar mo- 

tives,” added Mr. Purling, agreeing for the first time with 
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a proposition that emanated from his natural enemy all 

through the voyage. 

‘Wait a minute, gentlemen,” said Captain Gillop. “I’ve 

got this difficult matter, as I think, in its right bearings. We 

must make a clean breast of it to the husbands, and let them 

take the responsibility.” 

“I believe they won’t accept it,” observed Mr. Sims. 

‘And I believe they will,” asserted Mr. Purling, relaps- 

ing into his old habits. 

“If they won’t,” said the captain, firmly, ‘I’m master 

on board this ship — and, as sure as my name is Thomas 

Gillop, Pll take the responsibility!” 

This courageous declaration settled all difficulties for 

the time being; and a council was held to decide on future 

proceedings. It was resolved to remain passive until the next 

morning, on the last faint chance that a few hours’ sleep 

might compose Mrs. Drabble’s bewildered memory. The 

babies were to be moved into the main cabin before the day- 

light grew bright — or, in other words, before Mrs. Small- 

child or Mrs. Heavysides could identify the infant who had 

passed the night with her. The doctor and the captain were 

to be assisted by Mr. Purling, Mr. Sims, and the first mate, 
in the capacity of witnesses; and the assembly so consti- 
tuted was to meet, in consideration of the emergency of the 
case, at six o’clock in the morning, punctually, At six o’clock, 
accordingly, with the weather fine, and the wind still fair, 
the proceedings began. For the last time Mr. Jolly cross- 
examined Mrs. Drabble, assisted by the captain, and super- 
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vised by the witnesses. Nothing whatever was elicited from 
the unfortunate stewardess. The doctor pronounced her 
confusion to be chronic, and the captain and the witnesses 
unanimously agreed with him. 

The next experiment tried was the revelation of the 
true state of the case to the husbands. 

Mr. Smallchild happened, on this occasion, to be “‘squar- 
ing his accounts” for the morning; and the first articulate 
words which escaped him in reply to the disclosure were, 
“Deviled biscuit and anchovy paste.” Further perseverance 
merely elicited an impatient request that they would “pitch 

him overboard at once, and the two babies along with him.” 

Serious remonstrance was tried next, with no better effect. 

“Settle it how you like,” said Mr. Smallchild, faintly. ‘Do 

you leave it to me, sir, as commander of this vessel?” asked 

Captain Gillop. (No answer.) “Nod your head, sir, if you 

can’t speak.”’ Mr. Smallchild nodded his head roundwise on 

his pillow — and fell asleep. ‘Does that count for leave to 

me to act?” asked Captain Gillop of the witnesses. And the 

witnesses answered, decidedly, Yes. 

The ceremony was then repeated with Simon Heavy- 

sides, who responded, as became so intelligent a man, with 

a proposal of his own for solving the difficulty. 

‘Captain Gillop and gentlemen,” said the carpenter, 

with fluent and melancholy politeness, “I should wish to 

consider Mr. Smallchild before myself in this matter. I am 

quite willing to part with my baby (whichever he is); and 

I respectfully propose that Mr. Smallchild should take both 
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the children, and so make quite sure that he has really got 

possession of his own son.” 
The only immediate objection to this ingenious propo- 

sition was started by the doctor, who sarcastically inquired 

of Simon, “what he thought Mrs. Heavysides would say to 

it?” The carpenter confessed that this consideration had 

escaped him, and that Mrs. Heavysides was only too hkely 

to be an irremovable obstacle in the way of the proposed 

arrangement. The witnesses all thought so too; and Heavy- 

sides and his idea were dismissed together, after Simon had 

first gratefully expressed his entire readiness to leave it all 

to the captain. 

‘Very well, gentlemen,” said Captain Gillop. “‘As com- 

mander on board, I reckon next after the husbands in the 

matter of responsibility. I have considered this difficulty in 

all its bearings, and I’m prepared to deal with it. The Voice 

of Nature(which you proposed, Mr. Purling) has been found 

to fail. The tossing up for it (which you proposed, Mr. Sims) 

doesn’t square altogether with my notions of what’s right in 

a very serious business. No, sir! I’ve got my own plan; and 

I’m now about to try it. Follow me below, gentlemen, to the 

steward’s pantry.” 

The witnesses looked round on one another in the pro- 

foundest astonishment — and followed. 

“‘Pickerel,” said the captain, addressing the steward, 

*‘bring out the scales.” 

The scales were of the ordinary kitchen sort, with a tin 

tray on one side to hold the commodity to be weighed, and 
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a stout iron slab on the other to support the weights. Pick- 
erel placed these scales upon a neat little pantry table, fitted 
on the ball-and-socket principle, so as to save the breaking 
of crockery by swinging with the motion of the ship. 

‘‘Put a clean duster in the tray,” said the captain. 
“Doctor,” he continued, when this had been done, “shut 
the doors of the sleeping-berths (for fear of the women hear- 
ing anything), and oblige me by bringing those two babies 
in here.” 

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Mrs. Drabble, who had been peep- 
ing guiltily into the pantry — ‘toh, don’t hurt the little 
dears! If anybody suffers, let it be me!” 

“Hold your tongue, if you please, ma’am,” said the 
captain. “And keep the secret of these proceedings, if you 

wish to keep your place. If the ladies ask for their children, 

say they will have them in ten minutes’ time.” 

The doctor came in, and set down the clothes-basket 

cradle on the pantry floor. Captain Gillop immediately put 

on his spectacles, and closely examined the two unconscious 

innocents who lay beneath him. 

“Six of one and halfa dozen of the other,” said the cap- 

tain. “I don’t see any difference between them. Wait a bit, 

though! Yes, I do. One’s a bald baby. Very good. We'll be- 

gin with that one. Doctor, strip the bald baby, and put him 

in the scales.” 

The bald baby protested — in his own language — but 

in vain. In two minutes he was flat on his back in the tin 

tray, with the clean duster under him to take the chill off. 
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‘Weigh him accurately, Pickerel,” continued the cap- 

tain. “Weigh him, if necessary, to an eighth of an ounce. 

Gentlemen! watch this proceeding closely; it’s a very im- 

portant one.” 

While the steward was weighing and the witnesses were 

watching, Captain Gillop asked his first mate for the log- 

book of the ship, and for pen and ink. 

**How much, Pickerel?” asked the captain, opening the 

book. 

Seven pounds one ounce and a quarter,” answered 

the steward. 

‘Right, gentlemen?” pursued the captain. 

“Quite right,” said the witnesses. 

‘Bald child — distinguished as Number One — weight, 

seven pounds one ounce and a quarter (avoirdupois),”’ re- 

peated the captain, writing down the entry in the log-book. 

“Very good. We’ll put the bald baby back now, doctor, and 

try the hairy one next.” 

The hairy one protested — also in his own language — 

and also in vain. 

**How much, Pickerel>” asked the captain. 

‘Six pounds fourteen ounces and three-quarters,” re- 

plied the steward. 

‘Right, gentlemen?” inquired the captain. 

‘Quite right,” answered the witnesses. 

‘Hairy child — distinguished as Number Two — 

weight, six pounds fourteen ounces and three-quarters 

(avoirdupois),”” repeated and wrote the captain. ‘Much 

obliged to you, Jolly — that will do. When you have got the 
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other baby back in the cradle, tell Mrs. Drabble neither of 
them must be taken out of it till further orders; and then be 
so good as to join me and these gentlemen on deck. If any- 
thing of a discussion rises up among us, we won’t run the 
risk of being heard in the sleeping-berths.”’ With these words 
Captain Gillop led the way on deck, and the first mate fol- 
lowed with the log-book and the pen and ink. 

‘Now, gentlemen,” began the captain, when the doc- 

tor had joined the assembly, “my first mate will open these 

proceedings by reading from the log a statement which I 

have written myself, respecting this business, from begin- 

ning to end. If you find it all equally correct with the state- 

ment of what the two children weigh, I’ll trouble you to sign 

it, in your quality of witnesses, on the spot.” 

The first mate read the narrative, and the witnesses 

signed it, as perfectly correct. Captain Gillop then cleared 

his throat, and addressed his expectant audience in these 

words: 

‘You’llall agree with me, gentlemen, that justice is jus- 

tice, and that like must to like. Here’s my ship of five hun- 

dred tons, fitted with her spars accordingly. Say she’s a 

schooner of a hundred and fifty tons, the veriest landsman 

among you, in that case, wouldn’t put such masts as these 

into her. Say, on the other hand, she’s an Indiaman of a 

thousand tons, would our spars (excellent good sticks as 

they are, gentlemen) be suitable for a vessel of that capacity ? 

Certainly not. A schooner’s spars to a schooner, and a ship’s 

spars to a ship, in fit and fair proportion.” 
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Here the captain paused, to let the opening of his 

speech sink well into the minds of the audience. The audi- 

ence encouraged him with the parliamentary cry of “Hear! 

hear!” The captain went on: 

‘In the serious difficulty which now besets us, gentle- 

men, I take my stand on the principle which I have just 

stated to you. My decision is as follows: Let us give the 

heaviest of the two babies to the heaviest of the two women; 

and let the lightest then fall, as a matter of course, to the 

other. In a week’s time, if this weather holds, we shall all 

(please God) be in port; and if there’s a better way out of 

this mess than my way, the parsons and lawyers ashore may 

find it, and welcome.” 

With those words the captain closed his oration; and 

the assembled council immediately sanctioned the proposal 

submitted to them, with all the unanimity of men who had 

no idea of their own to set up in opposition. 

Mr. Jolly was next requested (as the only available au- 

thority) to settle the question of weight between Mrs. 

Smallchild and Mrs. Heavysides, and decided it, without a 

moment’s hesitation, in favor of the carpenter’s wife, on the 

indisputable ground that she was the tallest and stoutest 

woman of the two. Thereupon the bald baby, “distinguished 

as Number One,” was taken into Mrs. Heavysides’ cabin; 

and the hairy baby, “‘distinguished as Number Two,” was 

accorded to Mrs. Smallchild; the Voice of Nature, neither 

in the one case nor in the other, raising the slightest objec- 

tion to the captain’s principle of distribution. Before seven 
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o’clock Mr. Jolly reported that the mothers and sons, lar- 
board and starboard, were as happy and comfortable as any 
four people on board ship could possibly wish to be; and the 
captain thereupon dismissed the council with these parting 
remarks: 

“We'll get the studding-sails on the ship now, gentle- 
men, and make the best of our way to port. Breakfast, Pick- 
erel, in half an hour, and plenty of it! I doubt if that unfor- 
tunate Mrs. Drabble has heard the last of this business yet. 
We must all lend a hand, gentlemen, and pull her through 
if we can. In other respects the job’s over, so far as we are 
concerned; and the parsons and lawyers must settle it a- 
shore.” 

The parsons and the lawyers did nothing of the sort, 

for the plain reason that nothing was to be done. In ten days 

the ship was in port, and the news was broken to the two 

mothers. Each one of the two adored her baby, after ten 

day’s experience of it — and each one of the two was in Mrs. 

Drabble’s condition of not knowing which was which. 

Every test was tried. First, the test by the doctor, who 

only repeated what he had told the captain. Secondly, the 

test by personal resemblance ; which failed in consequence of 

the light hair, blue eyes, and Roman noses shared in common 

by the fathers, and the light hair, blue eyes, and no noses 

worth mentioning shared in common by the children. 

Thirdly, the test of Mrs. Drabble, which began and ended 

in fierce talking on one side and floods of tears on the other. 

Fourthly, the test by legal decision, which broke down 
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through the total absence of any instructions for the law to 

act on. Fifthly, and lastly, the test by appeal to the hus- 

bands, which fell to the ground in consequence of the hus- 

bands knowing nothing about the matter in hand. The cap- 

tain’s barbarous test by weight remained the test still — and 

here am I, a man of the lower order, without a penny to 

bless myself with, in consequence. 

Yes! I was the bald baby of that memorable period. My 

excess in weight settled my destiny in life. The fathers and 

mothers on either side kept the babies according to the cap- 

tain’s principle of distribution, in despair of knowing what 

else to do. Mr. Smallchild, who was sharp enough when not 

seasick, made his fortune. Simon Heavysides persisted in 

increasing his family, and died in the work-house. 

Judge for yourself (as Mr. Jolly might say) how the two 

boys born at sea fared in after-life. I, the bald baby, have 

seen nothing of the hairy baby for years past. He may be 

short, like Mr. Smallchild — but I happen to know that he 

is wonderfully like Heavysides, deceased, in the face. I may 

be tall, like the carpenter — but I have the Smallchild eyes, 

hair, and expression, notwithstanding. Make what you can 

of that! You will find it come, in the end, to the same thing. 

Smallchild, junior, prospers in the world, because he 

weighed six pounds, fourteen ounces and three-quarters. 

Heavysides, junior, fails in the world, because he weighed 

seven pounds one ounce and a quarter. Such 1s destiny, and 

such is life. Pll never forgive my destiny as long as I live. 

There is my grievance. I wish you good morning. 
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Hf fa Captain is still in the prime of life,” the 

widow remarked. ‘‘He has given up his ship; he 

possesses a sufficient income, and he has nobody 

to live with him. I should like to know why he 

doesn’t marry.” 

“The Captain was excessively rude to me,” the 

widow’s younger sister added, on her side.“‘When 

we took leave of him in London, I asked if there 

was any chance of his joining us at Brighton this 

season. He turned his back on me as if I had mor- 

tally offended him; and he made me this extraordi- 

nary answer: ‘Miss! I hate the sight of the sea.’ The 

man has been a sailor all his life. What does he mean 

by saying that he hates the sight of the sea?” 

These questions were addressed to a third person pres- 

ent — and the person was a man. He was entirely at the 

mercy of the widow and the widow’s sister. The other 

ladies of the family — who might have taken him under 

their protection — had gone to an evening concert. He 

was known to be the Captain’s friend, and to be well ac- 

quainted with events in the Captain’s life. As it happened, 
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he had reasons for hesitating to revive associations con- 

nected with those events. But what polite alternative was 

left to him? He must either inflict disappointment, and, 

worse still, aggravate curiosity — or he must resign himself 

to circumstances, and tell the ladies why the Captain would 

never marry, and why (sailor as he was) he hated the sight 

of the sea. They were both young women and handsome 

women — and the person to whom they had appealed (be- 
ing a man), followed the example of submission to the sex, 
first set in the garden of Eden. He enlightened the ladies, in 
the terms that follow: 

II 

The British merchantman, Fortuna, sailed from the port of 
Liverpool (at a date which it is not necessary to specify) 
with the morning tide. She was bound for certain islands in 
the Pacific Ocean, in search of a cargo of sandal-wood — a 
commodity which, in those days, found a ready and profit- 
able market in the Chinese Empire. 

A large discretion was reposed in the Captain by the 
owners, who knew him to be not only trustworthy, but a man 
of rare ability, carefully cultivated during the leisure hours 
ofa seafaring life. Devoted heart and soul to his professional 
duties, he was a hard reader and an excellent linguist as well. 
Having had considerable experience among the inhabitants 
of the Pacific Islands, he had attentively studied their char- 
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acters, and had mastered their language in more than one 

ofits many dialects. Thanks to the valuable information thus 

obtained, the Captain was never at a loss to conciliate the 

islanders. He had more than once succeeded in finding a 

cargo under circumstances in which other captains had 

failed. 

Possessing these merits, he had also his fair share of 

human defects. For instance, he was a little too conscious of 

his own good looks — of his bright chestnut hair and whis- 

kers, of his beautiful blue eyes, of his fair white skin, which 

many a woman had looked at with the admiration that is 

akin to envy. His shapely hands were protected by gloves; a 

broad-brimmed hat sheltered his complexion in fine wea- 

ther from the sun. He was nice in the choice of his per- 

fumes; he never drank spirits, and the smell of tobacco was 

abhorrent to him. New men among his officers and his crew, 

seeing him in his cabin, perfectly dressed, washed, and 

brushed until he was an object speckless to look upon — a 

merchant-captain soft of voice, careful in his choice of words, 

devoted to study in his leisure hours — were apt to conclude 

that they had trusted themselves at sea under a commander 

who was an anomalous mixture of a schoolmaster and a 

dandy. But if the slightest infraction of discipline took place, 

or if the storm rose and the yessel proved to be in peril, it 

was soon discovered that the gloved hands held a rod of 

iron; that the soft voice could make itself heard through 

wind and sea from one end of the deck to the other; and 

that it issued orders which the greatest fool on board dis- 
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covered to be orders that had saved the ship. Throughout 

his professional life, the general impression that this vari- 

ously gifted man produced on the little world about him was 

always the same. Some few liked him; everybody respected 

him; nobody understood him. The Captain accepted these 
results. He persisted in reading his books and protecting 
his complexion, with this result: his owners shook hands 
with him, and put up with his gloves. 

The Fortuna touched at Rio for water, and for supplies 
of food which might prove useful in case of scurvy. In due 
time the ship rounded Cape Horn, favored by the finest 
weather ever known in those latitudes by the oldest hand on 
board. The mate — one Mr. Duncalf — a boozing, wheez- 
ing, self-confident old sea-dog, with a flaming face and a vast 
vocabulary of oaths, swore that he didn’t like it. ‘The foul 
weather’s coming, my lads,” said Mr. Duncalf. ‘Mark my 
words, there’ll be wind enough to take the curl out of the 
Captain’s whiskers before we are many days older!” 

For one uneventful week, the ship cruised in search of 
the islands to which the owners had directed her. At the end 
of that time the wind took the predicted liberties with the 
Captain’s whiskers; and Mr. Duncalf stood revealed to an 
admiring crew in the character of a true prophet. 

For three days and three nights the Fortuna ran before 
the storm, at the mercy of wind and sea. On the fourth morn- 
ing the gale blew itself out, the sun appeared again toward 
noon, and the Captain was able to take an observation. The 
result informed him that he was in a part of the Pacific 
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Ocean with which he was entirely unacquainted. Thereupon, 

the officers were called to a council in the cabin. 

Mr. Duncalf, as became his rank, was consulted first. 

His opinion possessed the merit of brevity. ‘My lads, this 

ship’s bewitched. Take my word for it, we shall wish our- 

selves back in our own latitudes before we are many days 

older.” Which, being interpreted, meant that Mr. Duncalf 

was lost, like his superior officer, in a part of the ocean of 

which he knew nothing. 

The remaining members of the council having no sug- 

gestions to offer, left the Captain to take his own way. He 

decided (the weather being fine again) to stand on under an 

easy press of sail for four-and-twenty hours more, and to see 

if anything came of it. 
Soon after nightfall, something did come of it. The 

lookout forward hailed the quarter-deck with the dread cry, 

‘Breakers ahead!” In less than a minute more, everybody 

heard the crash of the broken water. The Fortuna was put 

about, and came round slowly in the light wind. Thanks to 

the timely alarm and the fine weather, the safety of the ves- 

sel was easily provided for. They kept her under a short 

sail; and they waited for the morning. 

The dawn showed them in the distance a glorious green 

island, not marked in the ship’s charts — an island girt 

about by a coral-reef, and having in its midst a high-peaked 

mountain which looked, through the telescope, like a moun- 

tain of volcanic origin. Mr. Duncalf, taking his morning 

draught of rum and water, shook his groggy old head and 
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said (and swore): “My lads, I don’t like the look of that 

island.” The Captain was of a different opinion. He had one 

of the ship’s boats put into the water; he armed himself and 

four of his crew who accompanied him; and away he went 

in the morning sunlight to visit the island. 

Skirting round the coral reef, they found a natural 

breach, which proved to be broad enough and deep enough 

not only for the passage of the boat, but of the ship herself 

if needful. Crossing the broad inner belt of smooth water, 

they approached the golden sands of the island, strewed 
with magnificent shells, and crowded by the dusky islanders 
— men, women, and children, all waiting in breathless as- 

tonishment to see the strangers land. 

The Captain kept the boat off, and examined the is- 
landers carefully. The innocent, simple people danced, and 
sang, and ran into the water, imploring their wonderful 
white visitors by gestures to come on shore. Not a creature 
among them carried arms of any sort; a hospitable curiosity 
animated the entire population. The men cried out, in their 
smooth musical language, ‘Come and eat!” and the plump 
black-eyed women, all laughing together, added their own 
invitation, “Come and be kissed!” Was it in mortals to re- 
sist such temptations as these? The Captain led the way on 
shore, and the women surrounded him in an instant, and 
screamed for joy at the glorious spectacle of his whiskers, 
his complexion, and his gloves. So the mariners from the far 
north were welcomed to the newly-discovered island. 
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The morning wore on. Mr. Duncalf, in charge of the ship, 

cursing the island over his rum and water, as a “beastly 

green strip of a place, not laid down in any Christian chart,” 

was kept waiting four mortal hours before the Captain re- 

turned to his command, and reported himself to his officers 

as follows: 

He had found his knowledge of the Polynesian dialects 

sufficient to make himself in some degree understood by the 

natives of the new island. Under the guidance of the chief he 

had made a first journey of exploration, and had seen for 

himself that the place was a marvel of natural beauty and 

fertility. The one barren spot in it was the peak of the vol- 

canic mountain, composed of crumbling rock: originally no 

doubt lava and ashes, which had cooled and consolidated 

with the lapse of time. So far as he could see, the crater at 

the top was now an extinct crater. But, if he had understood 

rightly, the chief had spoken of earthquakes and eruptions 

at certain by-gone periods, some of which lay within his own 

earliest recollections of the place. 

Adverting next to considerations of practical utility, the 

Captain announced that he had seen sandal-wood enough 

on the island to load a dozen ships, and that the natives 

were willing to part with it for a few toys and trinkets gener- 

ally distributed among them. To the mate’s disgust, the 

Fortuna was taken inside the reef that day, and was anchored 
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before sunset in a natural harbor. Twelve hours of recrea- 

tion, beginning with the next morning, were granted to the 

men, under the wise restrictions in such cases established 

by the Captain. That interval over, the work of cutting the 

precious wood and loading the ship was to be unremittingly 

pursued. 

Mr. Duncalf had the first watch after the Fortuna had 

been made snug. He took the boatswain aside (an ancient 

sea-dog like himself), and he said in a gruff whisper: ‘‘My 

lad, this here ain’t the island laid down in our sailing orders. 
See if mischief don’t come of disobeying orders before we 
are many days older.” 

Nothing in the shape of mischief happened that night. 
But at sunrise the next morning a suspicious circumstance 
occurred; and Mr. Duncalf whispered to the boatswain: 
“What did I tell you?” The Captain and the chief of the 
islanders held a private conference in the cabin; and the 
Captain, after first forbidding any communication with the 
shore until his return, suddenly left the ship, alone with the 
chief, in the chief’s own canoe. 

What did this strange disappearance mean? The Cap- 
tain himself, when he took his seat in the canoe, would have 
been puzzled to answer that question. He asked, in the near- 
est approach that his knowledge could make to the lan- 
guage used in the island, whether he would be a long time 
or a short time absent from his ship. 

The chief answered mysteriously (as the Captain 
understood him) in these words: “Long time or short 
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time, your life depends on it, and the lives of your men.” 

Paddling his light little boat in silence over the smooth 

water inside the reef, the chief took his visitor ashore at a 

part of the island which was quite new to the Captain. The 

two crossed a ravine, and ascended an eminence beyond. 

There the chief stopped, and silently pointed out to sea. 

The Captain looked in the direction indicated to him, 

and discovered a second and a smaller island, lying away to 

the southwest. Taking out his telescope from the case by 

which it was slung at his back, he narrowly examined the 

place. Two of the native canoes were lying off the shore of 

the new island; and the men in them appeared to be all 

kneeling or crouching in curiously chosen attitudes. Shift- 

ing the range of his glass, he next beheld a white-robed fig- 

ure, tall and solitary — the one inhabitant of the island 

whom he could discover. The man was standing on the highest 

point of a rocky cape. A fire was burning at his feet. Now 

he lifted his arms solemnly to the sky; now he dropped 

some invisible fuel into the fire, which made a blue smoke; 

and now he cast other invisible objects into the canoes float- 

ing beneath him, which the islanders reverently received 

with bodies that crouched in abject submission. Lowering 

his telescope, the Captain looked round at the chief for an 

explanation. The chief gave the explanation readily. His 

language was interpreted by the English stranger in these 

terms: 

‘Wonderful white man! the island you see yonder is a 

Holy Island. As such it is Taboo — an island sanctified and 
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set apart. The honorable person whom you notice on the 

rock is an all-powerful favorite of the gods. He is by voca- 

tion a Sorcerer, and by rank a Priest. You now see him cast- 

ing charms and blessings into the canoes of our fishermen, 

who kneel to him for fine weather and great plenty of fish. 

If any profane person, native or stranger, presumes to set 

foot on that island, my otherwise peaceful subjects will (in 

the performance ofa religious duty) put that person to death. 

Mention this to your men. They will be fed by my male 

people, and fondled by my female people, so long as they 

keep clear of the Holy Isle. As they value their lives, let them 

respect this prohibition. Is it understood between us? Won- 

derful white man! my canoe is waiting for you. Let. us go 

back.” 

Understanding enough of the chief’s language (illus- 

trated by his gestures) to receive in the right spirit the com- 

munication thus addressed to him, the Captain repeated 

the warning to the ship’s company in the plainest possible 

English. The officers and men then took their holiday on 

shore, with the exception of Mr. Duncalf, who positively re- 

fused to leave the ship. For twelve delightful hours they 

were fed by the male people, and fondled by the female 

people, and then they were mercilessly torn from the flesh- 
pots and the arms of their new friends, and set to work on 
the sandal-wood in good earnest. Mr. Duncalf superintended 
the loading, and waited for the mischief that was to come of 
disobeying the owners’ orders with a confidence worthy of a 
better cause. 
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IV 

Strangely enough, chance once more declared itself in favor 

of the mate’s point of view. The mischief did actually come; 

and the chosen instrument of it was a handsome young 

islander, who was one of the sons of the chief. 

The Captain had taken a fancy to the sweet-tempered, 

intelligent lad. Pursuing his studies in the dialect of the 

island, at leisure hours, he had made the chief’s son his tutor, 

and had instructed the youth in English by way of return. 

More than a month had passed in this intercourse, and the 

ship’s lading was being rapidly completed — when, in an 

evil hour, the talk between the two turned on the subject of 

the Holy Island. 

‘Does nobody live on the island but the Priest?” the 

Captain asked. 

The chief’s son looked round him suspiciously. ““Prom- 

ise me you won’t tell anybody!” he began very earnestly. 

The Captain gave his promise. 

‘There is one other person on the island,” the lad 

whispered; ‘‘a person to feast your eyes upon, if you could 

only see her! She is the Priest’s daughter. Removed to the 

island in her infancy, she has never left it since. In that 

sacred solitude she has only looked on two human beings 

— her father and her mother. I once saw her from my canoe, 

taking care not to attract her notice, or to approach too near 

the holy soil. Oh, so young, dear master, and, oh, so beau- 

tiful!”? The chief’s son completed the description by kissing 

his own hands as an expression of rapture. 
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The Captain’s fine blue eyes sparkled. He asked no 

more questions; but, later on that day, he took his telescope 

with him, and paid a secret visit to the eminence which over- 

looked the Holy Island. The next day, and the next, he 

privately returned to the same place. On the fourth day, 

fatal Destiny favored him. He discovered the nymph of the 

island. 

Standing alone upon the cape on which he had already 

seen her father, she was feeding some tame birds which 

looked like turtle-doves. The glass showed the Captain her 

white robe, fluttering in the sea-breeze; her long black hair 

falling to her feet; her slim and supple young figure; her 

simple grace of attitude, as she turned this way and that, 

attending to the wants of her birds. Before her was the blue 

ocean ; behind her rose the lustrous green of the island forest. 

He looked and looked until his eyes and arms ached. When 
she disappeared among the trees, followed by her favorite 
birds, the Captain shut up his telescope with a sigh, and 
said to himself: “I have seen an angel!” 

From that hour he became an altered man; he was lan- 
guid, silent, interested in nothing. General opinion, on board 
his ship, decided that he was going to be taken ill. 

A week more elapsed, and the officers and crew began 
to talk of the voyage to their market in China. The Captain 
refused to fix a day for sailing. He even took offense at being 
asked to decide. Instead of sleeping in his cabin, he went 
ashore for the night. 

Not many hours afterward (just before daybreak), Mr. 
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Duncalf, snoring in his cabin on deck, was aroused by a 
hand laid on his shoulder. The swinging lamp, still alight, 
showed him the dusky face of the chief’s son, convulsed 

with terror. By wild signs, by disconnected words in the little 

English which he had learned, the lad tried to make the inate 

understand him. Dense Mr. Duncalf, understanding noth- 

ing, hailed the second officer, on the opposite side of the 

deck. The second officer was young and intelligent; he right- 

ly interpreted the terrible news that had come to the ship. 

The Captain had broken his own rules. Watching his 

opportunity, under cover of the night, he had taken a canoe, 

and had secretly crossed the channel to the Holy Island. No 

one had been near him at the time but the chiefs son. The 

lad had vainly tried to induce him to abandon his desperate 

enterprise, and had vainly waited on the shore in the hope 

of hearing the sound of the paddle announcing his return. 

Beyond all reasonable doubt, the infatuated man had set 

foot on the shores of the tabooed island. 

The one chance for his life was to conceal what he had 

done, until the ship could be got out of the harbor, and then 

(if no harm had come to him in the interval) to rescue him 

after nightfall. It was decided to spread the report that he 

had really been taken ill, and that he was confined to his 

cabin. The chief’s son, whose heart the Captain’s kindness 

had won, could be trusted to do this, and to keep the secret 

faithfully for his good friend’s sake. 

Toward noon, the next day, they attempted to take the 

ship to sea, and failed for want of wind. Hour by hour, the 
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heat grew more oppressive. As the day declined, there were 

ominous appearances in the western heaven. The natives, 

who had given some trouble during the day by their anxiety 

to see the Captain, and by their curiosity to know the cause 

of the sudden preparations for the ship’s departure, all went 

ashore together, looking suspiciously at the sky, and re- 

appeared no more. Just at midnight, the ship (still in her 

snug berth inside the reef) suddenly trembled from her keel 

to her uppermost masts. Mr. Duncalf, surrounded by the 

startled crew, shook his knotty fist at the island as if he could 

see it in the dark. “My lads, what did I tell you? That was a 

shock of earthquake.” 

With the morning the threatening aspect of the weather 

unexpectedly disappeared. A faint hot breeze from the land, 

just enough to give the ship steerage-way, offered Mr. Dun- 

calf a chance of getting to sea. Slowly the Fortuna, with the 

mate himself at the wheel, half sailed, half drifted into the 

open ocean. Ata distance of barely two miles from the island 

the breeze was felt no more, and the vessel lay becalmed for 

the rest of the day. 

At night the men waited their orders, expecting to be 

sent after their Captain in one of the boats. The intense 

darkness, the airless heat, and a second shock of earthquake 

(faintly felt in the ship at her present distance from the land) 

warned the mate to be cautious. “I smell mischief in the 

air,” said Mr. Duncalf. “The Captain must wait till I am 

surer of the weather.” 

Still no change came with the new day. The dead calm 
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continued, and the airless heat. As the day declined, an- 

other ominous appearance became visible. A thin line of 

smoke was discovered through the telescope, ascending from 

the topmost peak of the mountain on the main island. Was 

the volcano threatening an eruption? The mate, for one, 

entertained no doubt of it. ‘‘By the Lord, the place is going 

to burst up!” said Mr. Duncalf. ‘‘Come what may of it, we 

must find the Captain tonight!” 

V 

What was the Captain doing? and what chance had the crew 

of finding him that night? 

He had committed himself to his desperate adventure, 

without forming any plan for the preservation of his own 

safety; without giving even a momentary consideration to 

the consequences which might follow the risk that he had 

run. The charming figure that he had seen haunted him 

night and day. The image of the innocent creature, secluded 

from humanity in her island solitude, was the one image 

that filled his mind. A man, passing a woman in the street, 

acts on the impulse to turn and follow her, and in that one 

thoughtless moment shapes the destiny of his future life. 

The Captain had acted on a similar impulse, when he took 

the first canoe he had found on the beach, and shaped his 

reckless course for the tabooed island. 

Reaching the shore while it was still dark, he did one 
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sensible thing — he hid the canoe so that it might not betray 
him when the daylight came. That done, he waited for the 
morning on the outskirts of the forest. 

The trembling light of dawn revealed the mysterious 
solitude around him. Following the outer limits of the trees, 
first in one direction, then in another, and finding no trace 
of any living creature, he decided on penetrating to the in- 
terior of the island. He entered the forest. 

An hour of walking brought him to rising ground. Con- 
tinuing the ascent, he got clear of the trees, and stood on 
the grassy top of a broad cliff which overlooked the sea. An 
open hut was on the cliff. He cautiously looked in, and dis- 
covered that it was empty. The few household utensils left 
about, and the simple bed of leaves in a corner, were covered 
with fine sandy dust. Night-birds flew blundering out of the 
inner cavities of the roof, and took refuge in the shadows of 
the forest below. It was plain that the hut had not been in- 
habited for some time past. 

Standing at the open doorway and considering what he 
should do next, the Captain saw a bird flying toward him 
out of the forest. It was a turtle-dove, so tame that it flut- 
tered close up to him. At the same moment the sound 
of sweet laughter became audible among the trees. His 
heart beat fast; he advanced a few steps and stopped. In a 
moment more the nymph of the island appeared, in her 
white robe, ascending the cliff in pursuit of her truant bird. 
She saw the strange man, and suddenly stood still; struck 
motionless by the amazing discovery that had burst upon 
her. The Captain approached, smiling and holding out his 
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hand. She never moved; she stood before him in helpless 

wonderment — her lovely black eyes fixed spellbound on 

his face; her dusky bosom palpitating above the fallen folds 

of her robe; her rich red lips parted in mute astonishment. 

Feasting his eyes on her beauty in silence, the Captain after 

a while ventured to speak to her in the language of the main 

island. The sound of his voice, addressing her in the words 

that she understood, roused the lovely creature to action. 

She started, stepped close up to him, and dropped on her 

knees at his feet. 
‘My father worships invisible deities,” she said, softly. 

“Are you a visible deity? Has my mother sent you?”’ She 

pointed as she spoke to the deserted hut behind them. “You 

appear,” she went on, “‘in the place where my mother died. 

Is it for her sake that you show yourself to her child? Beau- 

tiful deity, come to the Temple — come to my father!” 

The Captain gently raised her from the ground. If her 

father saw him, he was a doomed man. 

Infatuated as he was, he had sense enough left to an- 

nounce himself plainly in his own character, as a mortal 

creature arriving from a distant land. The girl instantly drew 

back from him with a look of terror. 

‘He is not like my father,” she said to herself; “he is 

not like me. Is he the lying demon of the prophecy? Is he 

the predestined destroyer of our island?” 

The Captain’s experience of the sex showed him the 

only sure way out of the awkward position in which he was 

now placed. He appealed to his personal appearance. 

‘Do I look like a demon?” he asked. 
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Her eyes met his eyes; a faint smile trembled on her 
lips. He ventured on asking what she meant by the predes- 
tined destruction of the island. She held up her hand sol- 
emnly, and repeated the prophecy. 

The Holy Island was threatened with destruction by an 
evil being, who would one day appear on its shores. To avert 
the fatality the place had been sanctified and set apart, under 
the protection of the gods and their priest. Here was the 
reason for the taboo, and for the extraordinary rigor with 
which it was enforced. Listening to her with the deepest in- 
terest, the Captain took her hand and pressed it gently. 

“Do I feel like a demon?” he whispered. 
Her slim brown fingers closed frankly on his hand. 

“You feel soft and friendly,” she said with the fearless can- 
dor of a child. ‘Squeeze me again. I like it!” 

The next moment she snatched her hand away from 
him; the sense of his danger had suddenly forced itself on 
her mind. “If my father sees you,” she said, “he will light 
the signal fire at the Temple, and the people from the other 
island will come here and put you to death. Where is your 
canoe? No! It is daylight. My father may see you on the 
water.” She considered a little, and, approaching him, laid 
her hands on his shoulders. ‘Stay here till nightfall,” she 
resumed. “My father never comes this way. The sight of the 
place where my mother died is horrible to him. You are safe 
here. Promise to stay where you are till night-time.” 

The Captain gave his promise. 
Freed from anxiety so far the girl’s mobile temperament 
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recovered its native cheerfulness, its sweet gayety and spirit. 

She admired the beautiful stranger as she might have ad- 

mired a new bird that had flown to her to be fondled with 

the rest. She patted his fair white skin, and wished she had 

a skin like it. She lifted the great glossy folds of her long 

black hair, and compared it with the Captain’s bright curly 

locks, and longed to change colors with him from the bot- 

tom of her heart. His dress was a wonder to her; his watch 

was a new revelation. She rested her head on his shoulder 

to listen delightedly to the ticking as he held the watch to 

her ear. Her fragrant breath played on his face, her warm, 

supple figure rested against him softly. The Captain’s arm 

stole round her waist, and the Captain’s lips gently touched 

her cheek. She lifted her head with a look of pleased sur- 

prise. “Thank you,” said the child of Nature, simply. “Kiss 

me again; I like it. May I kiss you?’’ The tame turtle-dove 

perched on her shoulder as she gave the Captain her first 

kiss, and diverted her thoughts to the pets that she had left, 

in pursuit of the truant dove. “Come,” she said, ‘“‘and see 

my birds. I keep them on this side of the forest. There is no 

danger, so long as you don’t show yourself on the other 

side. My name is Aimata. Aimata will take care of you. Oh, 

what a beautiful white neck you have!’ She put her arm 

admiringly round his neck. The Captain’s arm held her 

tenderly to him. Slowly the two descended the cliff, and 

were lost in the leafy solitudes of the forest. And the tame 

dove fluttered before them, a winged messenger of love, coo- 

ing to his mate. 
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VI 

The night had come, and the Captain had not left the island. 

Aimata’s resolution to send him away in the darkness 

was a forgotten resolution already. She had let him persuade 

her that he was in no danger, so long as he remained in the 

hut on the cliff; and she had promised, at parting, to return 

to him while the Priest was still sleeping, at the dawn of day. 

He was alone in the hut. The thought of the innocent 

creature whom he loved was sorrowfully as well as tenderly 
present to his mind. He almost regretted his rash visit to the 
island, “I will take her with me to England,” he said to him- 
self. ‘What does a sailor care for the opinion of the world? 
Aimata shall be my wife.” 

The intense heat oppressed him. He stepped out on 
the cliff, toward midnight, in search of a breath of air. 

At that moment, the first shock of earthquake (felt in 
the ship while she was inside the reef) shook the ground 
he stood on. He instantly thought of the volcano on the 
main island. Had he been mistaken in supposing the crater 
to be extinct? Was the shock that he had just felt a warning 
from the volcano, communicated through a submarine con- 
nection between the two islands? He waited and watched 
through the hours of darkness, with a vague sense of appre- 
hension, which was not to be reasoned away. With the first 
light of daybreak he descended into the forest, and saw the 
lovely being whose safety was already precious to him as his 
own, hurrying to meet him through the trees. 
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She waved her hand distractedly as she approached 

him. “Go!” she cried; “go away in your canoe before our 

island is destroyed!” 

He did his best to quiet her alarm. Was it the shock of 

earthquake that had frightened her? No: it was more than 

the shock of earthquake — it was something terrible which 

had followed the shock. There was a lake near the Temple, 

the waters of which were supposed to be heated by sub- 

terranean fires. The lake had risen with the earthquake, had 

bubbled furiously, and had then melted away into the earth 

and been lost. Her father, viewing the portent with horror, 

had gone to the cape to watch the volcano on the main island, 

and to implore by prayers and sacrifices the protection of 

the gods. Hearing this, the Captain entreated Aimata to let 

him see the emptied lake, in the absence of the Priest. She 

hesitated; but his influence was all-powerful. He prevailed 

on her to turn back with him through the forest. 

Reaching the furthest limit of the trees, they came out 

upon open rocky ground which sloped gently downward 

toward the center of the island. Having crossed this space, 

they arrived at a natural amphitheater of rock. On one side 

of it the Temple appeared, partly excavated, partly formed 

by a natural cavern. In one of the lateral branches of the 

cavern was the dwelling of the Priest and his daughter. The 

mouth of it looked out on the rocky basin of the lake. Stoop- 

ing over the edge, the Captain discovered, far down in the 

empty depths, a light cloud of steam. Not a drop of water 

was visible, look where he might. 
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Aimata pointed to the abyss, and hid her face on his 

bosom. “‘My father says,” she whispered, “that it is your 

doing.” 

The Captain started. ‘Does your father know that I 

am on the island?” 

She looked up at him with a quick glance of reproach. 

**Do you think I would tell him, and put your life in peril?” 

she asked. ‘*My father felt the destroyer of the island in the 

earthquake; my father saw the coming destruction in the 

disappearance of the lake.” Her eyes rested on him with a 

loving languor. ‘‘Are you indeed the demon of the proph- 

ecy ?” she said, winding his hair round her finger. “I am not 

afraid of you, if you are. I am a creature bewitched; I love 

the demon.” She kissed him passionately. ‘I don’t care if 

I die,” she whispered between the kisses, ‘if I only die with 

you!” 

The Captain made no attempt to reason with her. He 

took the wiser way — he appealed to her feelings. 

“You will come and live with me happily in my own 
country,” he said. “My ship is waiting for us. I will take you. 
home with me, and you shall be my wife.” 

She clapped her hands for joy. Then she thought of 
her father, and drew back from him in tears. 

The Captain understood her. “Let us leave this dreary 
place,” he suggested. “We will talk about it in the cool 
glades of the forest, where you first said you loved me.” 

She gave him her hand. ‘Where I first said I loved 
you!” she repeated, smiling tenderly as she looked at him. 
They left the lake together. 
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The darkness had fallen again; and the ship was still be- 

calmed at sea. 

Mr. Duncalf came on deck after his supper. The thin 
line of smoke, seen rising from the peak of the mountain 

that evening, was now succeeded by ominous flashes of fire 

from the same quarter, intermittently visible. The faint hot 

breeze from the land was felt once more. ‘‘There’s just an 

air of wind,” Mr. Duncalf remarked. “‘T’ll try for the Captain 

while I have the chance.” 

One of the boats was lowered into the water — under 

command of the second mate, who had already taken the 

bearings of the tabooed island by daylight. Four of the men 

were to go with him, and they were all to be well armed. Mr. 

Duncalf addressed his final instructions to the officer in the 

boat. 

‘You will keep a lookout, sir, with a lantern in the 

bows. If the natives annoy you, you know what to do. Al- 

ways shoot natives. When you get anigh the island, you will 

fire a gun and sing out for the Captain.” 

‘Quite needless,” interposed a voice from the sea. “The 

Captain 1s here!”’ 

Without taking the slightest notice of the astonishment 

that he had caused, the commander of the Fortuna paddled 

his canoe to the side of the ship. Instead of ascending to the 

deck, he stepped into the boat, waiting alongside. “‘Lend me 

your pistols,” he said quietly to the second officer, “‘and 

oblige me by taking your men back to their duties on board.” 
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He looked up at Mr. Duncalf and gave some further direc- 

tions. “‘If there is any change in the weather, keep the ship 

standing off and on, at a safe distance from the land, and 

throw up a rocket from time to time to show your position. 

Expect me on board again by sunrise.” 

“What!” cried the mate. ‘“‘Do you mean to say you are 

going back to the island — in that boat — all by yourself?” 

“T am going back to the island,” answered the Captain, 

as quietly as ever; “‘in this boat — all by myself.”” He pushed 

off from the ship, and hoisted the sail as he spoke. 

“You’re deserting your duty!” the old sea-dog shout- 
ed, with one of his loudest oaths. 

“Attend to my directions,”’ the Captain shouted back, 

as he drifted away into the darkness. 

Mr. Duncalf — violently agitated for the first time in 

his life — took leave of his superior officer, with a singular 
mixture of solemnity and politeness, in these words: 

“The Lord have mercy on your soul! I wish you good- 
evening.” 

VIII 

Alone in the boat, the Captain looked with a misgiving mind 
at the flashing of the volcano on the main island. 

Ifevents had favored him, he would have removed Aimata 
to the shelter of the ship on the day when he saw the emp- 
tied basin on the lake. But the smoke of the Priest’s sacri- 
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fice had been discovered by the chief; and he had dispatched 
two canoes with instructions to make inquiries. One of the 

canoes had returned; the other was kept in waiting off the 

cape, to place a means of communicating with the main is- 

land at the disposal of the Priest. The second shock of 

_ earthquake had naturally increased the alarm of the chief. 

He had sent messages to the Priest, entreating him to leave 

the island, and other messages to Aimata suggesting that 

she should exert her influence over her father, if he hesi- 

tated. The Priest refused to leave the Temple. He trusted 

in his gods and his sacrifices — he believed they might avert 

the fatality that threatened his sanctuary. 

Yielding to the holy man, the chief sent re-enforce- 

ments of canoes to take their turn at keeping watch off the 

headland. Assisted by torches, the islanders were on the 

alert (in superstitious terror of the demon of the prophecy) 

by night as well as by day. The Captain had no alternative 

but to keep in hiding, and to watch his opportunity of ap- 

proaching the place in which he had concealed his canoe. It 

was only after Aimata had left him as usual, to return to her 

father at the close of evening, that the chances declared 

themselves in his favor. The fire flashes from the mountain, 

visible when the night came, had struck terror into the 

hearts of the men on the watch. They thought of their 

wives, their children, and their possessions on the main 1s- 

land, and they one and all deserted their Priest. The Cap- 

tain seized the opportunity of communicating with the ship, 

and of exchanging a frail canoe which he was ill able to man- 

@ MR. CAPTAIN AND THE NYMPH 42 



42S 

age, for a swift-sailing boat capable of keeping the sea in the 

event of stormy weather. 

As he now neared the land, certain small sparks of red, 

moving on the distant water, informed him that the canoes 

of the sentinels had been ordered back to their duty. 

Carefully avoiding the lights, he reached his own side 

of the island without accident, and guided by the boat’s lan- 

tern, anchored under the cliff. He climbed the rocks, ad- 

vanced to the door of the hut, and was met, to his delight 

and astonishment, by Aimata on the threshold. 

“I dreamed that some dreadful misfortune had parted 

us forever,” she said; ‘‘and I came here to see if my dream 

was true. You have taught me what it is to be miserable; I 

never felt my heart ache till I looked into the hut and found 

that you had gone. Now I have seen you, I am satisfied. No! 

you must not go back with me. My father may be out look- 

ing for me. It is you that are in danger, not I. I know the 

forest as well by dark as by daylight.” 

The Captain detained her when she tried to leave him. 
“Now you are here,” he said, “why should I not place 

you at once in safety? I have been to the ship; I have 
brought back one of the boats. The darkness will befriend 
us — let us embark while we can.” 

She shrank away as he took her hand. “You forget my 
father!’ she said. 

‘Your father is in no danger, my love. The canoes are 
waiting for him at the cape, I saw the lights as I passed.” 

With that reply he drew her out of the hut and led her 
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toward the sea. Not a breath of the breeze was now to be felt. 

The dead calm had returned — and the boat was too large 

to be easily managed by one man alone at the oars. 

“The breeze may come again,” he said. “Wait here, my 

angel, for the chance.” 

As he spoke, the deep silence of the forest below them 

was broken by a sound. A harsh wailing voice was heard, 

calling: 

**Aimata! Aimata!”’ 

**My father!” she whispered; ‘the has missed me. If he 

comes here you are lost.” 

She kissed him with passionate fervor; she held him to 

her for a moment with all her strength. 

**Expect me at daybreak,”’ she said, and disappeared 

down the landward slope of the cliff. 

He listened, anxious for her safety. The voices of the 

father and daughter just reached him from among the trees. 

The Priest spoke in no angry tones; she had apparently 

found an acceptable excuse for her absence. Little by little, 

the failing sound of their voices told him that they were on 

their way back together to the Temple. The silence fell a- 

gain. Not a ripple broke on the beach. Not a leaf rustled in 

the forest. Nothing moved but the reflected flashes of the 

volcano on the main island over the black sky. It was an air- 

less and an awful calm. 

He went into the hut, and lay down on his bed of leaves 

— not to sleep, but to rest. All his energies might be re- 

quired to meet the coming events of the morning. After the 
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voyage to and from the ship, and the long watching that had 

preceded it, strong as he was he stood in need of repose. 

For some little time he kept awake, thinking. Insensibly 

the oppression of the intense heat, aided in its influence by 

his own fatigue, treacherously closed his eyes. In spite of 

himself, the weary man fell into a deep sleep. 

He was awakened by a roar like the explosion of a park 

of artillery. The volcano on the main island had burst into a 

state of eruption. Smoky flame-light overspread the sky, and 

flashed through the open doorway of the hut. He sprang 

from his bed — and found himself up to his knees in water. 

Had the sea overflowed the land? 

He waded out of the hut, and the water rose to his 

middle. He looked round him by the lurid light of the erup- 

tion. The one visible object within the range of view was the 

sea, stained by reflections from the blood-red sky, swirling 

and rippling strangely in the dead calm. In a moment more, 

he became conscious that the earth on which he stood was 

sinking under his feet. The water rose to his neck; the last 

vestige of the roof of the hut disappeared. 
He looked round again, and the truth burst on him. 

The island was sinking — slowly, slowly sinking into vol- 
canic depths, below even the dept of the sea! The highest 
object was the hut, and that had dropped inch by inch un- 
der water before his own eyes. Thrown up to the surface by 
occult volcanic influences, the island had sunk back, under 
the same influences, to the obscurity from which it had 
emerged! 
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A black shadowy object, turning in a wide circle, came 
slowly near him as the all-destroying ocean washed its bit- 
ter waters into his mouth. The buoyant boat, rising as the 
sea rose, had dragged its anchor, and was floating round in 

the vortex made by the slowly-sinking island. With a last 

desperate hope that Aimata might have been saved as he had 

been saved, he swam to the boat, seized the heavy oars with 

the strength of a giant, and made for the place (so far as he 

could guess at it now) where the lake and the Temple had 

once been. 

He looked round and round him; he strained his eyes 

in the vain attempt to penetrate below the surface of the 

seething dimpling sea. Had the panic-stricken watchers in 

the canoes saved themselves, without an effort to preserve 

the father and daughter? Or had they both been suffocated 

before they could make an attempt to escape? He called to 

her in his misery, as if she could hear him out of the fathom- 

less depths: ‘‘Aimata! Aimata!”? The roar of the distant 

eruption answered him. The mounting fires lit the solitary 

sea far and near over the sinking island. The boat turned 

slowly and more slowly in the lessening vortex. Never again 

would those gentle eyes look at him with unutterable love! 

Never again would those fresh lips touch his lips with their 

fervent kiss! Alone, amid the savage forces of Nature in con- 

flict, the miserable mortal lifted his hands in frantic suppli- 

cation — and the burning sky glared down on him in its 

pitiless grandeur, and struck him to his knees in the boat. 

His reason sank with his sinking limbs. In the merciful 
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Ye Bes 

frenzy that succeeded the shock, he saw afar off, in her white 

robe, an angel poised on the waters, beckoning him to fol- 

low her to the brighter and the better world. He loosened 

the sail, he seized the oars; and the faster he pursued it, the 

faster the mocking vision fled from him over the empty and 

endless sea. 

IX 

The boat was discovered, on the next morning, from the 

ship. 

All that the devotion of the officers of the Fortuna could 

do for their unhappy commander was done on the home- 

ward voyage. Restored to his own country, and to skilled 

medical help, the Captain’s mind by slow degrees recovered 

its balance. He has taken his place in society again — he 

lives and moves and manages his affairs like the rest of us. 

But his heart is dead to all new emotions; nothing remains 
in it but the sacred remembrance of his lost love. He neither 
courts nor avoids the society of women. Their sympathy 
finds him grateful, but their attractions seem to be lost on 
him; they pass from his mind as they pass from his eyes — 
they stir nothing in him but the memory of Aimata. 

‘Now you know, ladies, why the Captain will never 
marry, and why (sailor as he is) he hates the sight of the 
sea.” 
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Bore got an alarming confession to make. I 

am haunted by a Ghost. 

If you were to guess for a hundred years, you 

would never guess what my ghostis. I shall make 

you laugh to begin with — and afterward I shall 

make your flesh creep. My Ghost is the ghost of a 

Bedroom Candlestick. 

Yes, a bedroom candlestick and candle, or a flat 

candlestick and candle — put it which way you 

like — that is what haunts me. I wish it was some- 

thing pleasanter and more out of the common way; a 

beautiful lady, or a mine of gold and silver, or a cellar 

of wine and a coach and horses, and such like. But, 

being what it is, I must take it for what it is, and make 

the best of it; and I shall thank you kindly if you will 

help me out by doing the same. 

I am not a scholar myself, but I make bold to believe 

that the haunting of any man with anything under the sun 

begins with the frightening of him. At any rate, the haunt- 

ing of me with a bedroom candlestick and candle began 

with the frightening of me with a bedroom candlestick and 
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candle — the frightening of me half out of my life; and, for 

the time being, the frightening of me altogether out of my 

wits. That is not a very pleasant thing to confess before 

stating the particulars; but perhaps you will be the readier 

to believe that I am not a downright coward, because you 

find me bold enough to make a clean breast of it already, to 

my own great disadvantage so far. 

Here are the particulars, as well as I can put them: 

I was apprenticed to the sea when I was about as tall 

as my own walking-stick; and I made good enough use of 
my time to be fit for a mate’s berth at the age of twenty-five 
years. 

It was in the year eighteen hundred and eighteen, or 
nineteen, I am not quite certain which, that I reached the 
before-mentioned age of twenty-five. You will please to ex- 
cuse my memory not being very good for dates, names, 
numbers, places, and such like. No fear, though, about the 
particulars I have undertaken to tell you of; I have got them 
all ship-shape in my recollection; I can see them, at this 
moment, as clear as noonday in my own mind. But there is 
a mist over what went before, and, for the matter of that, a 
mist likewise over much that came after — and it’s not very 
likely to lift at my time of life, is it? 

Well, in eighteen hundred and eighteen, or nineteen, 
when there was peace in our part of the world — and not 
before it was wanted, you will say — there was fighting, of 
a certain scampering, scrambling kind, going on in that old 
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battlefield which we seafaring men know by the name of the 

Spanish Main. 

The possessions that belonged to the Spaniards in South 

America had broken into open mutiny and declared for them- 

selves years before. There was plenty of bloodshed between 

the new Government and the old; but the new had got the 

best of it, for the most part, under one General Bolivar — a 

famous man in his time, though he seems to have dropped 

out of people’s memories now. Englishmen and Irishmen 

with a turn for fighting, and nothing particular to do at 

home, joined the general as volunteers; and some of our 

merchants here found it a good venture to send supplies 

across the ocean to the popular side. There was risk enough, 

of course, in doing this; but where one speculation of the 

kind succeeded, it made up for two, at the least, that failed. 

And that’s the true principle of trade, wherever I have met 

with it, all the world over. 

Among the Englishmen who were concerned in this 

Spanish-American business, I, your humble servant, hap- 

pened in a small way to be one. 

I was then mate of a brig belonging to a certain firm in 

the City, which drove a sort of general trade, mostly in queer 

out-of-the-way places, as far from home as possible; and 

which freighted the brig, in the year I am speaking of, with 

a cargo of gunpowder for General Bolivar and his volunteers. 

Nobody knew anything about our instructions, when we 

sailed, except the captain; and he didn’t half seem to like 

e “BLOW UP WITH THE BRIG!” 4S 7S 



LIS 

them. I can’t rightly say how many barrels of powder we had 

on board, or how much each barrel held — I only know we 

had no other cargo. The name of the brig was the Good Intent 

— a queer name enough, you will tell me, for a vessel laden 

with gunpowder, and sent to help a revolution. And as far 

as this particular voyage was concerned, so it was. I mean 

that for a joke, and I hope you will encourage me by laugh- 
ing at it. 

The Good Intent was the craziest old tub of a vessel I 

ever went to sea in, and the worst found in all respects. She 

was two hundred and thirty, or two hundred and eighty tons 
burden, I forget which; and she had a crew of eight, all told 
— nothing like as many as we ought by rights to have had 
to work the brig. However, we were well and honestly paid 
our wages; and we had to set that against the chance of 
foundering at sea, and, on this occasion, likewise the chance 

of being blown up into the bargain. 

In consideration of the nature of our cargo, we were 
harassed with new regulations, which we didn’t at all like, 
relative to smoking our pipes and lighting our lanterns; and, 
as usual in such cases, the captain, who made the regula- 
tions, preached what he didn’t practice. Not a man of us 
was allowed to have a bit of lighted candle in his hand when 
he went below — except the skipper; and he used his light, 
when he turned in, or when he looked over his charts on the 
cabin table, just as usual. 

This light was a common kitchen candle or ‘‘dip,” and 
it stood in an old battered flat candlestick, with all the japan 
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worn and melted off, and all the tin showing through. It 

would have been more seamanlike and suitable in every re- 

spect if he had a lamp or a lantern; but he stuck to his old 

candlestick; and that same old candlestick has ever after- 

ward stuck to me. That’s another joke, if you please, and a 

better one than the first, in my opinion. 

Well (I said ‘‘well” before, but it’s a word that helps a 

man on, like), we sailed in the brig, and shaped our course, 

first, for the Virgin Islands, in the West Indies; and, after 

sighting them, we made for the Leeward Islands next, and 

then stood on due south, till the lookout at the mast-head 

hailed the deck and said he saw land. That land was the 

coast of South America. We had had a wonderful voyage so 

far. We had lost none of our spars or sails, and not a man of 

us had been harassed to death at the pumps. It wasn’t often 

the Good Intent made such a voyage as that, I can tell you. 

I was sent aloft to make sure about the land, and I did 

make sure of it. 

When I reported the same to the skipper, he went be- 

low, and had a look at his letter of instructions and the chart. 

When he came on deck again, he altered our course a trifle 

to the eastward — I forget the point on the compass, but 

that don’t matter. What I do remember is, that it was dark 

before we closed in with the land. We kept the lead going, 

and hove the brig to in from four to five fathoms water, or it 

might be six — I can’t say for certain. I kept a sharp eye to 

the drift of the vessel, none of us knowing how the currents 

ran on that coast. We all wondered why the skipper didn’t 
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anchor; but he said No, he must first show a light at the fore- 

topmasthead, and wait for an answering light on shore. We 

did wait, and nothing of the sort appeared. It was starlight 

and calm. What little wind there was came in puffs off the 

land. I suppose we waited, drifting a little to the westward, 

as I made it out, best part of an hour before anything hap- 

pened — and then, instead of seeing the light on shore, we 

saw a boat coming toward us, rowed by two men only. 

We hailed them, and they answered “Friends!” and 

hailed us by our name. They came on board. One of them 

was an Irishman, and the other was a coffee-colored native 

pilot, who jabbered a little English. 

The Irishman handed a note to our skipper, who show- 

ed it to me. It informed us that the part of the coast we were 

off was not oversafe for discharging our cargo, seeing that 

spies of the enemy (that is to say, of the old Government) 
had been taken and shot in the neighborhood the day before. 
We might trust the brig to the native pilot; and he had his 
instructions to take us to another part of the coast. The note 
was signed by the proper parties; so we let the Irishman go 
back alone in the boat, and allowed the pilot to exercise his 
lawful authority over the brig. He kept us stretching off 
from the land till noon the next day — his instructions, 
seemingly, ordering him to keep us well out of sight of the 
shore. We only altered our course in the afternoon, so as to 
close in with the land again a little before midnight. 

This same pilot was about as ill-looking a vagabond as 
ever I saw; a skinny, cowardly, quarrelsome mongrel, who 
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swore at the men in the vilest broken English, till they were 

everyone of them ready to pitch him overboard. The skipper 

kept them quiet, and I kept them quiet; for the pilot being 

given us by our instructions, we were bound to make the 

best of him. Near nightfall, however, with the best will in 

the world to avoid it, I was unlucky enough to quarrel with 

him. 

He wanted to go below with his pipe, and I stopped 

him, of course, because it was contrary to orders. Upon that 

he tried to hustle by me, and I put him away with my hand. 

I never meant to push him down; but somehow I did. He 

picked himself up as quick as lightning, and pulled out his 

knife. I snatched it out of his hand, slapped his murderous 

face for him, and threw his weapon overboard. He gave me 

one ugly look, and walked aft. I didn’t think much of the 

look then, but I remembered it a little too well afterward. 

We were close in with the land again, just as the wind 

failed us, between eleven and twelve that night, and dropped 

our anchor by the pilot’s directions. 

It was pitch-dark, and a dead, airless calm. The skipper 

was on deck, with two of our best men for watch. The rest 

were below, except the pilot, who coiled himself up, more 

like a snake than a man, on the forecastle. It was not my 

watch till four in the morning. But I didn’t like the look of 

the night, or the pilot, or the state of things generally, and 

I shook myself down on deck to get my nap there, and be 

ready for anything at a moment’s notice. The last I remem- 

ber was the skipper whispering to me that he didn’t like the 
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look of things either, and that he would go below and con- 

sult his instructions again. That is the last I remember, before 

the slow, heavy, regular roll of the old brig on the ground- 

swell rocked me off to sleep. 

I was awoke by a scuffle on the forecastle and a gag in 

my mouth. There was a man on my breast and a man on my 

legs, and I was bound hand and foot in half a minute. 

The brig was in the hands of the Spaniards. They were 

swarming all over her. I heard six heavy splashes in the 

water, one after another. I saw the captain stabbed to the 

heart as he came running up the companion, and I heard a 

seventh splash in the water. Except myself, every soul of us 

on board had been murdered and thrown into the sea. Why 

I was left, I couldn’t think, till I saw the pilot stoop over me 

with a lantern and look, to make sure of who I was. There 

was a devilish grin on his face, and he nodded his head at 

me, as much as to say, You were the man who hustled me 

down and slapped my face, and I mean to play the game of 

cat and mouse with you in return for it! 

I could neither move nor speak, but I could see the 
Spaniards take off the main hatch and rig the purchases for 
getting up the cargo. A quarter of an hour afterward I heard 
the sweeps of a schooner, or other small vessel, in the water. 
The strange craft was laid alongside of us, and the Spaniards 
set to work to discharge our cargo into her. They all worked 
hard except the pilot; and he came from time to time, with 
his lantern, to have another look at me, and to grin and nod 
always in the same devilish way. I am old enough now not 
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to be ashamed of confessing the truth, and I don’t mind 

acknowledging that the pilot frightened me. 

The fright, and the bonds, and the gag, and the not be- 

ing able to stir hand or foot, had pretty nigh worn me out 

by the time the Spaniards gave over work. This was just as 

the dawn broke. They had shifted a good part of our cargo 

on board their vessel, but nothing like all of it, and they 

were sharp enough to be off with what they had got before 

daylight. 

I need hardly say that I had made up my mind by this 

time to the worst I could think of. The pilot, it was clear 

enough, was one of the spies of the enemy, who had wormed 

himself into the confidence of our consignees without being 

suspected. He, or more likely his employers, had got knowl- 

edge enough of us to suspect what our cargo was; we had 

been anchored for the night in the safest berth for them to 

surprise us in; and we had paid the penalty of having a 

small crew, and consequently an insufficient watch. All this 

was clear enough — but what did the pilot mean to do 

with me ? 
On the word of a man, it makes my flesh creep now, 

only to tell you what he did with me. 

After all the rest of them were out of the brig, except 

the pilot and two Spanish seamen, these last took me up, 

bound and gagged as I was, lowered me into the hold of the 

vessel, and laid me along on the floor, lashing me to it with 

ropes’ ends, so that I could just turn from one side to the 

other, but could not roll myself fairly over, so as to change 
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my place. They then left me. Both of them were the worse 

for liquor; but the devil of a pilot was sober — mind that! 

—as sober as I am at the present moment. 

I lay in the dark fora little while, with my heart thump- 

ing as if it was going to jump out of me. I lay about five 

minutes or so when the pilot came down into the hold alone. 

He had the captain’s cursed flat candlestick and a car- 

penter’s awl in one hand, and a long thin twist of cotton- 

yarn, well oiled, in the other. He put the candlestick, with 

a new “‘dip”’ candle lighted in it, down on the floor about 

two feet from my face, and close against the side of the vessel. 

The light was feeble enough; but it was sufficient to show a 

dozen barrels of gunpowder or more left all round me in the 
hold of the brig. I began to suspect what he was after the 
moment I noticed the barrels. The horrors laid hold of me 
from head to foot, and the sweat poured off my face like 
water. 

I saw him go next to one of the barrels of powder stand- 
ing against the side of the vessel in a line with the candle, 
and about three feet, or rather better, away from it. He 
bored a hole in the side of the barrel with his awl, and the 
horrid powder came trickling out, as black as hell, and drip- 
ped into the hollow of his hand, which he held to catch it. 
When he had got a good handful, he stopped up the hole by 
Jamming one end of his oiled twist of cotton-yarn fast into 
it, and he then rubbed the powder into the whole length of 
the yarn till he had blackened every hair-breadth of it. 

The next thing he did — as true as I sit here, as true 
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as the heaven above us all — the next thing he did was to 
carry the free end of his long, lean, black, frightful slow- 
match to the lighted candle alongside my face. He tied it 
(the bloody-minded villain!) in several folds round the tal- 
low dip, about a third of the distance down, measuring from 
the flame of the wick to the lip of the candlestick. He did 
that; he looked to see that my lashings were all safe; and 
then he put his face close to mine, and whispered in my ear, 
“Blow up with the brig!” 

He was on deck again the moment after, and he and 

the two others shoved the hatch on over me. At the furthest 

end from where I lay they had not fitted it down quite true, 

and I saw a blink of daylight glimmering in when I looked in 

that direction. I heard the sweeps of the schooner fall into 

the water — splash! splash! fainter and fainter, as they swept 

the vessel out in the dead calm, to be ready for the wind 

in the offing. Fainter and fainter, splash, splash! for a quarter 

of an hour more. 

While those sounds were in my ears, my eyes were fixed 

on the candle. 

It had been freshly lighted. If left to itself, it would 

burn for between six and seven hours. The slow-match was 

twisted round it about a third of the way down, and there- 

fore the flame would be about two hours reaching it. There 

I lay, gagged, bound, lashed to the floor; seeing my own life 

burning down with the candle by my side — there I lay, 

alone on the sea, doomed to be blown te atoms, and to see 

that doom drawing on, nearer and nearer with every fresh 

Se 
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second of time, through nigh on two hours to come: power- 

less to help myself, and speechless to call for help to others. 

The wonder to me is that I didn’t cheat the flame, the slow- 

match, and the powder, and die of the horror of my situation 

before my first half-hour was out in the hold of the brig. 

I can’t exactly say how long I kept the command of my 

senses after I had ceased to hear the splash of the schooner’s 

sweeps in the water. I can trace back everything I did and 

everything I thought, up to a certain point; but, once past 

that, I get all abroad, and lose myself in my memory now, 

much as I lost myself in my own feelings at the time. 

The moment the hatch was covered over me, I began, 

as every other man would have begun in my place, with a 

frantic effort to free my hands. In the mad panic I was in, I 

cut my flesh with the lashings as if they had been knife- 

blades, but I never stirred them. There was less chance still 

of freeing my legs, or of tearing myself from the fastenings 

that held me to the floor. I gave in when I was all but suffo- 

cated for want of breath. The gag, you will please to re- 

member, was a terrible enemy to me; I could only breathe 

freely through my nose — and that is but a poor vent when 

aman is straining his strength as far as ever it will go. 

I gave in and lay quiet, and got my breath again, my 

eyes glaring and straining at the candle all the time. 

While I was staring at it, the notion struck me of trying 

to blow out the flame by pumping a long breath at it sud- 

denly through my nostrils. It was too high above me, and 
too far away from me, to be reached in that fashion. I tried, 
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and tried, and tried; and then I gave in again, and lay quiet 

again, always with my eyes glaring at the candle, and the 

candle glaring at me. The splash of the schooner’s sweeps 

was very faint by this time. I could only just hear them in 

the morning stillness. Splash! splash! — fainter and fainter 

— splash! splash! 

Without exactly feeling my mind going, I began to feel 

it getting queer as early as this. The snuff of the candle was 

growing taller and taller, and the length of tallow between 

the flame and the slow-match, which was the length of my 

life, was getting shorter and shorter. I calculated that I had 

rather less than an hour and a half to live. 

An hour and a half! Was there a chance in that time of 

a boat pulling off to the brig from shore? Whether the land 

near which the vessel was anchored was in possession of our 

side, or in possession of the enemy’s side, I made out that 

they must, sooner or later, send to hail the brig merely be- 

cause she was a stranger in those parts. The question for 

me was, how soon? The sun had not risen yet, as I could 

tell by looking through the chink in the hatch. There was 

no coast village near us, as we all knew, before the brig was 

seized, by seeing no lights on shore. There was no wind, as 

I could tell by listening, to bring any strange vessel near. 

If I had had six hours to live, there might have been a chance 

for me, reckoning from sunrise to noon. But with an hour 

and a half, which had dwindled to an hour and a quarter 

by this time — or, in other words, with the earliness of 

the morning, the uninhabited coast, and the death calm all 
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against me — there was not the ghost of a chance. As I felt 

that, I had another struggle — the last — with my bonds, 

and only cut myself the deeper for my pains. I gave in once 

more, and lay quiet, and listened for the splash of the sweeps. 

Gone! Not a sound could I hear but the blowing of a 

fish now and then on the surface of the sea, and the creak of 

the brig’s crazy old spars, as she rolled gently from side to 

side with the little swell there was on the quiet water. 
An hour and a quarter. The wick grew terribly as the 

quarter slipped away, and the charred top of it began to 
thicken and spread out mushroom-shape. It would fall off 
soon. Would it fall off red-hot, and would the swing of the 
brig cant it over the side of the candle and let it down on 
the slow-match? If it would, I had about ten minutes to live 
instead of an hour. 

This discovery set my mind for a minute on a new tack 
altogether. I began to ponder with myself what sort of a 
death blowing up might be. Painful! Well, it would be, sure- 
ly, too sudden for that. Perhaps just one crash inside me, or 
outside me, or both; and nothing more! Perhaps not even a 
crash; that and death and the scattering of this living body 
of mine into millions of fiery sparks, might all happen in the 
same instant! I couldn’t make it out; I couldn’t settle how 
it would be. The minute of calmness in my mind left it be- 
fore I had half done thinking; and I got all abroad again. 

When I came back to my thoughts, or when they came 
back to me (I can’t say which), the wick was awfully tall, the 
flame was burning with a smoke above it, the charred top 
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was broad and red, and heavily spreading out to its fall. 

My despair and horror at seeing it took me in a new 

way, which was good and right, at any rate, for my poor 

soul. I tried to pray — in my own heart, you will under- 

stand, for the gag put all lip-praying out of my power. I 

tried, but the candle seemed to burn it up in me. I struggled 

hard to force my eyes from the slow, murdering flame, and 

to look up through the chink in the hatch at the blessed day- 

light. I tried once, tried twice; and gave it up. I next tried 

only to shut my eyes, and keep them shut — once — twice 

—and the second time I did it. “God bless old mother, and 

sister Lizzie; God keep them both, and forgive me.’ That 

was all I had time to say, in my own heart, before my eyes 

opened again, in spite of me, and the flame of the candle 

flew into them, flew all over me, and burned up the rest of 

my thoughts in an instant. 

I couldn’t hear the fish blowing now; I couldn’t hear 

the creak of the spars; I couldn’t think; I couldn’t feel the 

sweat of my own death agony on my face — I could only 

look at the heavy, charred top of the wick. It swelled, tot- 

tered, bent over to one side, dropped — red-hot at the mo- 

ment of its fall — black and harmless, even before the swing 

of the brig had canted it over into the bottom of the candle- 

stick. 

I caught myself laughing. 

Yes! laughing at the safe fall of the bit of wick. But for 

the gag, I should have screamed with laughing. As it was, I 

shook with it inside me — shook till the blood was in my 
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head, and I was all but suffocated for want of breath. I had 

just sense enough left to feel that my own horrid laughter 

at that awful moment was a sign of my brain going at last. 

I had just sense enough left to make another struggle before 
my mind broke loose like a frightened horse, and ran away 
with me. 

One comforting look at the blink of daylight through 
the hatch was what I tried for once more. The fight to force 
my eyes from the candle and to get that one look at the day- 
light was the hardest I had had yet; and I lost the fight. The 
flame had hold of my eyes as fast as the lashings had hold of 
my hands. I couldn’t look away from it. I couldn’t even shut 
my eyes, when I tried that next, for the second time. There 
was the wick growing tall once more. There was the space 
of unburned candle between the light and the slow-match 
shortened to an inch or less. 

How much life did that inch leave me? Three-quarters 
ofan hour? Halfan hour? Fifty minutes? Twenty minutes? 
Steady! an inch of tallow-candle would burn longer than 
twenty minutes. An inch of tallow! the notion of a man’s 
body and soul being kept together by an inch of tallow! 
Wonderful! Why, the greatest king that sits on a throne 
can’t keep a man’s body and soul together; and here’s an 
inch of tallow that can do what the king can’t! There’s some- 
thing to tell mother when I get home which will surprise her 
more than all the rest of my voyages put together. I laughed 
inwardly again at the thought of that, and shook and swelled 
and suffocated myself, till the light of the candle leaped in 
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through my eyes, and licked up the laughter, and burned it 

out of me, and made me all empty and cold and quiet once 
more. 

Mother and Lizzie. I don’t know when they came back; 

but they did come back — not, as it seemed to me, into my 

mind this time, but right down bodily before me, in the hold 

of the brig. 

Yes: sure enough, there was Lizzie, just as light-hearted 

as usual, laughing at me. Laughing? Well, why not? Who is 

to blame Lizzie for thinking I’m lying on my back, drunk in 

the cellar, with the beer-barrels all round me? Steady! she’s 

crying now — spinning round and round in a fiery mist, 

wringing her hands, screeching out for help — fainter and 

fainter, like the splash of the schooner’s sweeps. Gone — 

burned up in the fiery mist! Mist? fire? no; neither one nor 

the other. It’s mother makes the light — mother knitting, 

with ten flaming points at the ends of her fingers and thumbs, 

and slow-matches hanging in bunches all round her face in- 

stead of her own gray hair. Mother in her old arm-chair, 

and the pilot’s long skinny hands hanging over the back of 

the chair, dripping with gunpowder. No! no gunpowder, no 

chair, no mother — nothing but the pilot’s face, shining 

red-hot, like a sun, in the fiery mist; turning upside down 

in the fiery mist; running backward and forward along the 

slow-match, in the fiery mist; spinning millions of miles in 

a minute, in the fiery mist — spinning itself smaller and 

smaller into one tiny point, and that point darting on a 

sudden straight into my head — and then, all fire and all 
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mist — no hearing, no seeing, no thinking, no feeling — the 

brig, the sea, my own self, the whole world, all gone together! 

After what I’ve just told you, I know nothing and re- 

member nothing, till I woke up (as it seemed to me) in a 

comfortable bed, with two rough-and-ready men like myself 

sitting on each side of my pillow, and a gentleman standing 

watching me at the foot of the bed. It was about seven in the 

morning. My sleep (or what seemed like my sleep to me) 

had lasted better than eight months — I was among my own 

countrymen in the island of Trinidad — the men at each 

side of my pillow were my keepers, turn and turn about — 

and the gentleman standing at the foot of the bed was the 

doctor. What I said and did in those eight months, I never 

have known, and never shall. I woke out of it as if it had 

been one long sleep — that’s all I know. 

It was another two months or more before the doctor 

thought it safe to answer the questions I asked him. 

The brig had been anchored, just as I had supposed, 

off a part of the coast which was lonely enough to make the 
Spaniards pretty sure of no interruption, so long as they 
managed their murderous work quietly under cover of night. 

My life had not been saved from the shore, but from the 
sea. An American vessel, becalmed in the offing, had made 
out the brig as the sun rose; and the captain having his time 
on his hands in consequence of the calm, and seeing a vessel 
anchored where no vessel had any reason to be, had manned 
one of his boats and sent his mate with it, to look a little 
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closer into the matter, and bring backa report of what he saw. 

What he saw, when he and his men found the brig 

deserted and boarded her, was the gleam of candle-light 

through the chink in the hatchway. The flame was within 

about a thread’s breadth of the slow-match when he lowered 

himself into the hold; and if he had not had the sense and 

coolness to cut the match in two with his knife before he 

touched the candle, he and his men might have been blown 

up along with the brig as well as me. The match caught, and 

turned into sputtering red fire, in the very act of putting the 

candle out; and if the communication with the powder-barrel 

had not been cut off, the Lord only knows what might have 

happened. 

What became of the Spanish schooner and the pilot, I 

have never heard from that day to this. 

As for the brig, the Yankees took her, as they tock me, 

to Trinidad, and claimed their salvage, and got it, I hope, 

for their own sakes. I was landed just in the same state as 

when they rescued me from the brig — that is to say, clean 

out of my senses. But please to remember, it was a long time 

ago; and, take my word for it, I was discharged cured, as I 

have told you. Bless your hearts, I’m all right now, as you 

may see. I’m a little shaken by telling the story, as is only 

natural — a little shaken, my good friends, that’s all. 
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Yn trail-blazer fora long. line of writers, Wilkie Collins (1824-1889) 

was the creator of the mystery novel. The terrain he laid open was 

spacious enough to include stories drawn from the endless and ab- 

sorbing casebooks of crime, detection, mystery, and supernatural 

fantasy—with their modern derivatives, psychological thrillers and 

science fiction—though in Collins’ day all these were included under 

the general category of Tales of Mystery and Imagination. Poe is 

credited as being the creator of the first modern detective stories, 

but it was Collins who broadened the genre to the proportions of a 

novel. Both writers led to the creation of the imperishable Sherlock 

Holmes; ‘and to what is currently our most Ba Oe of reading 

and dramatic entertainment. © 

Collins’ stories, products of a fantastic imagination, are still fresh 

and vital, and those included in this collection, especially the macabre 

tale “A Terribly Strange Bed,” demonstrate the author's uncanny 

knack for arousing suspense and excitement=The-Othet-ClasSio=—= “EE 

mystery stories included in this volume are, “The Caldron of Oil,” 

“The Fatal Cradle,” “Mr. Captain and the Nymph,” and “ “Blow up 
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