























A Pair of Boasters. . 9

“So you'd have said if you had only seen our crew.
Why, sir, they were twenty to one, and carried forty
guns, while we hadn’t so much as a howitzer.”

“What is he, howitzer, Monsieur Mole?"

“A small gun, a little cannon. The pirate chief was
a desperate fellow, over six feet high, and big in pro-
portion. He did all he could to make his men fight, but
they were demoralized.”

“By your great name?”

v “Yes.”

uOh !n‘

“Well, sir, he seemed to think himself hardly done
by, so I thought I would give him a chance.”

“It was too generous of you, sare.”

“Perhaps, but then I always respect courage.

“I could not hang him in cold blood with the rest, so
I challenged him to single combat.”

“’Cré, nom d’'une pipe!” ejaculated Monsieur Pot-
iron; “‘vat a hero it is—and you did fight?”

“Yes; he was a tough customer.

“He chose to fight with swords, cutlasses.

“We fought for an hour and a half.

“I ran-him through the body five times,” said Mole,
flourishing his umbrella, “but he would not give in,
so I was forced to cut him to bits literally.

“A most remarkable man.

“He saluted me as he fell, covered with wounds, and
his last words were a compliment to me—an unde-
served compliment, I may say.”

“No, no.”

“Indeed it was.” o

“And vat said ze pirate to ze brave Monsieur Mole ?”

Mr. Mole coughed, and after a moment’s reflection
said :

“The last words of the pirate chief were—'Honor to
the brave Mole.””

“Allow. me ze distinguished honor, Monsieur Mole,”
said the Frenchman, with a most elaborate bow, ‘“to
take your hand. It is a privilege most distingué. I
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felicitate the greatest warrior the world has secn singe
my father was in the world.”

“Your father?”

“Yes ”»

“Was he a great soldier ?”

“What, sare! Is it possible dat you do not know
my father

“I regret to say I did not.”

“He was the great rival of Bonaparte.”

“Dear! dear! "exclaimed Mr. Mole, “that carries us
back a very long way.”

“Certes—assuredly. My father won his fame by his
bravery, Monsieur Mole. Not by scheming, as de oder
did. Dey was at ze battaille of Marengo togezer. Ze
bataille was lose.”

“Iﬁst ?" '

“Lost. Qui—lost but for my fader—-father, I menan,
At the head, of ten men he stood the charge of a wiivle
wing of the enemy’s army—five thousand!”

Mr. Mole opened his eyes at this.

When not lying himself he was keenly alive to the
ridicule of exaggeration in others.

“Fen men!”

“Ten, sare.”

“Your father was a corporal, then, I suppose.”

“No, sare; he was a general and maréchal of
France.”

“And a general commanding ten men!” repeated Mr.
Mole, in some disgust.

“Come, I say, monsieur, don’t you think you are
mistaken about the general details »”

“No, sare.”

“You must be.”

Monsieur Potiron looked as fierce as a maggot.

“I don’t mistake, sare, and I can. prove it at the peint
of ze sword to anybodv

Mr. Mole coughed.

He had not expected quite so fierce a retort.
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The notion appeared to make Monsieur Potiron ]ust
a little uncomfortable.

Mr. Mole perceived his advantage.

He swaggered, and looked as terrible as Pistol him-
elf on the field of Agincourt.

“I don’t care to make two or three bites at a cherry,
said Mole, with his regular military cough. “I shall
very soon put you out of your trouble for this wicked
world.”

The Frenchman could not brag so loud as Mole, and
so he had to lower his colors.

He muttered something about meaning no offence,
and being sure that the brave Mole was as skillful at
the pistol gallery as he averred.

“Only, sare, I wish to express my admiration of -
you, voild tout. 1 could not find words to make you
comprehend how very much I admire——"

Mr. Mole interrupted him with a patronizing wave
of the hand and a smile,

“That is enough, monsieur,” he said superciliously ;

“only I never allow anybody to call my courage in
question, for, sir, I am ready to fight any man that
does so.”

“Of course.’

“And my pxsto]s are still at your serv1ce if—if you
doubt either my narrative or my courage.”

“Mr. Mole!”’

“Hello!”

Mr. Mole and the Frenchman jumped back, startled
half out of their lives.

Just behind them was a large sea chest, and from
the rear of this two figures suddenly rose up.

They were Pike and Nabley, the English detectives.

They had been sitting there to rest themselves and
compare notes when Mole and Mr. Potiron came up.

“Mr. Mole.”

“Mr. Pike! Goodness gracious, how you startled
me.”

“Indeed ?”
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“You don’t know everything. Where have I ngt
been? All over the world, I reckon.”

“Great man,” replied Pike.

“You may well say that. Great men are never thor-
oughly appreciated until they are dead.”

Pike took the line from Mole and began to fish; but
he had no luck at all.

Not a bite could he obtain.

The fish were off the feed, or he was singularly
clumsy. ‘

“Where’s that fellow, Brick?” asked Mole, into
whose head the rum was getting.

“Gone below, I think. He could not find you, so
he made himself scarce.”

“What did the low ruffian say?”

“Simply that he meant to have it out with you.”

“He 1s welcome to do so at any appointed time. I
am ready to meet hini; but the affair must be arranged
in a regular manner: seconds, and all that kind of
thing, you know.”

“Certainly. That’is only fair.”

“If the low, bellicose scotmdrel talks to me, I shall
knock him down.”

“No, I would not do that,” said Pike.

“Why not ?”” asked Mole.

“I1e has two legs, you have only onc. Don't you see "
that you would be placed at a disadvantage?”

Mole uttcred a groan.

“Yes,” he rejoined, “I am a cripple. Everyone
taunts me with my misfortune.”

“T didn’t mean it that way.”

“Why can't this infernal half-baked Brick let me
alone?”

“He’s terribly vindictive.”

“So am I when I am roused. Bless me, let him be-
ware! T will pulverize this lump of cooked clay, this
Brick out of a kiln.”

“Don’t talk so loud,” said Pike.
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“Help, help!” exclaimed Dike. .

“Put your sail up!” shouted Nabley.

“What's the use without any wind ?” replied Pike.

“You will be lost.”

“I know it. The madman has done it on purpase.”

A densc mist began to rise from the sea.

This is a very frequent occurrence in those latitudcs.

In less than five minutes the boat containing Mr.
Mole and Pike was out of sight.

Nabley's shouts brought jack Harkaway and his
friend, Dick Harvey, on deck.

They had been enjoying a siesta in the cabin,

“What the deuce arc you making all this hullaballoo
abont ?” inquired Harkawav.

“We've carriced the joke too far, sir,” repiied Nabley.

“Explain yourself.”

“Mr. Harvey started it about Solomon Brick, with
Mr. Mole.”

“And you have carried it on?”

“Well, Pike and I took a hand in it just now. Mole
got into the boat which was riding astern. Pike went
after him. I said Brick was coming, and Mole cut
the painter.”

“Where are thev?”

“Adrift in the mist.”

“Good Heaven!” cried Harvey, “they will be lost.”

“I fear so0,” replied Harkaway. “The captain told
me there was a storm brewing.”

“Just so. A calm always precedes it.”

“What is te be done?”

“Hanged if T know!"”

The three men looked at one another.

Tt was certainly an awkward predicament for Mole
and Tike to be placed in.

There were other hoats on board the ship.

To lower then, however, in the mist would be worse
than uscless.

“I am really very sorry I started on Mole, now,” re-
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“Good luck, my boy! We'll find Mole, 1f possible,”
Harvey answered. .

The wind had come at last.

It was rapidly dissipating the fog.

The captain and the crew were soon at work hoisting
a spread of canvas, and all was bustle and activity.



CHAPTER II.
ADRIFT ON TIIE OCEAN WAVES.

When the boat drifted away with the current, Pike
searched for some oars.

He was unable to find any.

Rushing to the mast, he scized the halliards and
hoisted the sail.

It flapped idly against the wmast, for tlterc was no
wind. ’

Then the mist rose with appalling suddenness, and
he glared viciously at Mole.

The latter had lighted a fresh cigar, and, sitting
down cormfortably, was sipping his rum and water.

“You've done a fine thing. Think vou've scored this
time, don’t vou?” cxclaimed Pike.

“What’s the matter ?” asked Mole.

“We’re adrift, you old idiot! A fog has enveloped
us.”

“Better that than T should he massacred. I've dane
Brick. As I said before, whyv was a Drick horn?”

“We shall starve, get drowned, or be captured by
pirates, or perliaps be caten by sharks.”

“I care not,” answered Mole. “A man can only dic
cnee.”

“In that case, why did you not fight Solomon Drick ?”

“That might have been a sudden death, and 1 like to
take my time about everything.”

“Dolt "

“Call me names. I tell you I am reckless. The
persccution I have been subjected to has been too much
for me.”

“Then you are mad!”

“Just as mad as the proverlial hatter.”

Pike greaned in agony of spirit.
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He could not sce the cnd of this advcnture, and he
ardently wished he was on board ship again.

“I don’t care if we drift to the North Pole, or get
chucked on a desert island,” contmued Mole.

“Or swallowed by a whalc suggested Pike.

“That’s better than being bitten by a plke like you.
Oh, you fresh-water shark!” .

“Why, I'm your friend.”

“Yes, you are—just as much as a hawk is to a bxrd ?
replied Mole.

“If T get you on a desert island, you pumpkm-headed
old donkey, I'll try and knock some sense into you, and,
as this sca is full of small, and to some extent, unin-
habitated islands, there is a chance of it.”

' “Man, I despisc you. Savages respect me, but you
don’t!”

“I don’t know what is to become of us,” groaned
Pil\e

“Make your miserable life happy, as I am doing.”

“Not a bad idea. Iass the grog.”

“Help yourself, and welconme. Don't take too much,”
said Mole, with an anxious look. ' '

“Certainly not. Drink fair, is my motto."”

He poured out a good half tumblerful and (lrank it
down at a draught,

“Hand that Dottle back. You’ve had enough,” said
the professor.

“All right! Herc you are.”

Mr. Mole repossessed himself of his cherished bottle.

He hugged it to his breast with affection.

“Your only friend, c¢ch?” remarked Pike.

“I.et us hold in our arms those we love in our hearts,”
said Mole, sentimentally.

“Wouldn’t it be nicc if there was a grog shop, or
floating pubhc house, anchored every couple of miles
on the occan,” observed Pike.

“First-class idea! Datent that.”

“As commerce increases, and 1f there were many
passengers like vou, it would pay.”
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Fceling the want of sleep, Mole madec himself as
comfortable as he could on sonie tarpaulin at the bottom
of the boat.

He was soon fast asleep.

Pike continued to sail the boat.
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He liked to save himself troubic if he could, and as it
was breakfast time, he thought he would take the edge
off his appetite.

Some canned salmon and corned beef, with biscuit
and a little rum and water, satisfied him.

As the little boat darted over the crest of the waves,
he, as his companion had been doing, reflected upon
the situation in which they were placed.

Being of a sanguine disposition, he did not despair.

During his travels with Harkaway, he had been
placed in many awkward positions.

Yet he had managed to comie out all right at the end.

After sailing for a couple of hours, he saw something
on the verge of the horizon.

It looked to him like land.

He strained his eyes, and gazed in great excitement,
until he made out the form of a tree.

In a few minutes he distinctly saw more trees.

Pike was still sleeping soundly.

The professor did not wake him up, as he knew that
he needed rest.

Altering the course of the boat, Mole steered for the -
island.

For such he supposed it to he.

He knew that they could not be within hundreds of
miles of the mainland.

Keeping on for a few hours, he beheld a low-lying
shore.

It was well wooded.

His delight knew no bounds,

He could contain himself no longer.

Within a mile was a lovely island, which promised
them an asvlum.

Far better was that than being buffeted about in an
open hoat. .

Going up to Pike, he shook him by the arm,

“Wake up!” he cried.

“What'’s the matter now ?” asked Pike, rubbing his
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“Hurrah 1 (.I’K’(] Mole. “This, I expect, is an island.
I will name it.”

“What are you going to call it?” asked Pike.

- “I suppose you would like it to be known to postenty
as Pikeland ?”

“Yes, that sounds all right.”

“Does it? Moleland sounds better.”

“You always place yourself first. That’s the worst -
of you.”

“Why shouldn’t 1?” replied Mole. “I am a rarity.”

“By Jove! you are!”

“You will never look upon my like again.”

“Not much!”

“I am the kind of human article, sir, which, once
gone, is remarkably hard to replace.”

“So I should think.”

“Men similar to you Pikes, are as common as black-
berries ; but Moles, if you want the genuine article up
to datc, are very rare.”

“Quite unique, I suppose ?”’

“That is the word. Now, sir, allow me to welcome
you to the newly discovered territory, Moleland.”

“I thought it was a little bit of an island just now ?”

“Not it. T wouldn’t discover an island.”

“What, then?”

“It’s a new continent. I feel satisfied it is. Why, sir,
do you imagine for a moment that I, Prof. Mole. B. A.
and M. A,, thnt is to sav—to enlighten vour ignorance
—Ba'chdor of Arts and Master of Arts, of Oxford
University, would condescend to discover any tract of
land less than a continent ?”

“Tt’s rather a large order,” answered Pike.

“Did Columbus go about discovering paltry, dirty,
insigmificant little islands?”

“Certainly not.”

“Nor shall I. This is a gigantic, colossal, stupendous
discovery.”

“I am glad to hear it

“Oh, you little think that 1 am opening up a new
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This formed a sort of natural window.

It overlooked the sea at a height of twelve feet at
high water.

“This cave must be ours,” cried Mole.

“Let us go and look out at the end. I can’t see very
plainly, for the half light dazzles me,” replied Pike.
~ They advanced togcther.

An extraordinary surprise awaited them.

Never had they been more startled or astonished in
their lives.

The end of the cave was fitted up and furnished as
a bed and sitting room.

All the articles had, by the look of them, been
taken from a ship.

There was a bedstead and bedding, two deal tables,
a chest of drawers, two bookcases filled with books,
cooking utensils, china, knives and forks, a carpet and
a rug. '

It was a rough civilization in the wilds of nature.

There was also a varicty of bottles and jars, which,
on being examined, were found to contain a very fair
kind of wine.

In a corner were tobacco leaves and some old, black
clay pipes.

As well as some new ones made out of corn cobs.

A shutter of wood had been arranged to fit in the
hole in the rock, which served as a window.

This would effectually keep out the wind and rain.

Against the wall a cupboard had been made of deal
planks.

Opening it, they found some meat which had been
dried in the sun.

‘It looked like the flesh of deer or antelope, but tasted
very well.

The bed had all the appearance of having been slept
in quite recently.

- There were two easy-chairs, and two others.

Into one of these Mole sank with a prolonged
whistle.









CHAPTFER 1V.
THE OLD MAN OF THE CAVE.

Looking reassuringly at the old man, of whose cave
they had taken such unceremonious possession, Mr,
Mole cxclaimed:

“Do not be afraid of us. We have no desire to do
you any harm, if you are friendly towards us.”

“I thought you were going to kill me,” replied the
cave dweller, in Iinglish, with a north-country accent.

“Why should we?”

“My cave and the stores and the little comfort that
I have, are worth coveting; but you shall share all
with me.”

“That is generous. Get up. Shake hands, and tell
us who you are and how you came here,” said Mole.

“Trirst of all, let me know whom I have the honor
of entertaining.”

“Certainly. I am the great Mole, professor of Ox-
ford University—a man known all over the world for
his lcarning. This is my friend, Mr. Pike, connected
with the detective department, Scotland Yard. We
were cast away in a small boat, and drifted to this
land.”

The old man poured them out some wine of his own
maling,

Then said he:

“My.name is Dick Dormer. I was first mate of the
Blue Bell, of Sunderland. We were wrecked on this
island seven years ago. I alone was saved.”

“So long as that!” remarked Mole.

“Ay, it seems like a lifetime to me. 1 had almost
forgotten my own language.”

“How big is this island>” v

“I reckon it to be six miles in lencth, and about three
in width,” answered Dormer.
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Consequently, they unaniniously sentence him to be
put on the first desert island they can find.

Here he is left, to live or die, as the casc may be.

It is a solitary confinemment for life.

This is what sailors call marooning.

Mr. Mole immediately came to the conclusion that "
Dick Dormer had not told them the whole truth.

He was keeping something back from them.

Not that it mattered much, except that it was as
well to know the real character of the man in whose
company they were all at once accidentally thrown.

For instance, it would not he well to be the guest of
a murderer, and living with him in a lonely cave.

His murderous instincts might break out at any
moment.

They might fall victims to his homicidal mania.

“Pardon me,” exclaimed Mole, “but I thought you
told me that you were wrecked on this desert island ?”

“So I was,” replied Dormer, snappishly. “How do
you think I got here—eh? Swam it?”

“Not exactly, my friend; but just now you said ‘you
were marooned here.”

“Did 1?7

Dormer appeared to be slightly confused.

“Yes. Now, you know, as a sailor, that to be ma-
rooned is to be punished by being put off your ship
onto a desert island.”

“I have heard of it.”

“This is the sentence for some dastardly crime. Tt
is worse than hanging or shooting, because it is a living
death ?

“I have found it so,” replied the man, bitterly.

“Are you concealing anything from us?”

“No, sir. Why should I?”

“But you said that you were marooned, don’t you
know. I can't forget that,” Mole persisted.

“ can't tell how the word got into my head. I have
been alone so long, that I get silly at times.” :

“Have you ever commiitted a crime ?”
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will find us. Dick Dornmer is a confoundced nuisance.,
I would to Heaven that we had never met with him.”

“Same here,” replied Pike. “I wish he’d have a sun-
stroke, or burst a blood vessel, or ?

“Never wish anyone evil,” Mole interrupted. “It
might come home to ourselves.”

They became silent for a while, cach being occu-
pied with his own thoughts.

It was extremely difficult to arrive at a solution of
the thcory.

“Go after him, and see what he is up to,” said Mole,
after a time. I am oppressed with a fecling that there
is danger in the air.”

“Do you expect to be blown up by dynamite?” asked
Pike.

“That’s a foolish idea—the old man’s got no ex-
plosives; but I could see that he wants to get rid of
us. He resents our intrusion upon kis island, and our
taking possession of his cave.”

“You're right. I can sce passion and resentment in
every lineament of his face.”

“As you agrce with me in this, perhaps you will be
good enough to go and look after the man. Ifind out
somethiny about hin-: knork him on the head; chuck
him into the sea: feed him to a shark: sweep the floor
with him—do what you iike, only get rid of him. A
man who has been marooned by Lis shipmates is always
dangerous.”

“You still belicve that he has committed a crime?”

“T'!m sure of it. e will do s injury, if we don't
keep our eyes ‘pecled,’ as the Yankees say.”

“We can’t Lill the poor old beggar in cold blood,
said Pike.

“He would not mind treating us in that way, and as
my life isn't insured, I want to take precautions.”

“Well, T will tell vou what can be done.”

“Name it,” said Mole.

“Let us make him a captive, and put him in our boat,
with a month’s supply of grub and fresh water.”

o
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“What’s the good of that?”

“A lot of good. We shall get rid of him.”

“My dear fellow,” replied the professor, patroniz-
ingly, as he helped himself to another glass of the island
wine, “you are what vulgar little boys would call a
‘mug" »

“How do you make that out?” :

“Put the man in the boat, start him on his voyage to
nowhere, itnagine him pursuing his wild career over the
stormy ocean, and what will be the result?”

“Perhaps he will make some other land—get picked
up by a ship, or perish in a storm.”

“Not he. The man’s too smart for that. He is a
criminal. Does he want to go back to England? No.
It is all humbug about his wife and children. The old
rascal knows he would be found out by some of his
shipmates, and put on his trial.”

“What are you driving at, Mr. Mole?”

“I tell you, the old man loves this island. If we
put him in the boat, he will tack and come back to it.”

“T'll threaten to shoot him on sight, if he does,”
said Pike

“That menace might have some effect on him,” re-
plied Mole, after some consideration.

“Try my scheme.”

“Very well. I.et us start out at once and capture
him.”

“Agrecd,” cried Dile.

“Treat him like a wild heast.”

“Not exactly,” replied the detective. ‘‘He is not much
better, but we will act towards him as T do with a sus-
pected criminal; be firm, but not cruel.”

“You do me an injustice,” said Mole. “I am as much
a humanitarian as you. Do you imagine for a moment
that a man in my position, of my social station, of my
education and world-wide reputation, could ?”

“Do you want to make a speech?”

“T am known from the Malvern Hills to the Andes,
from China to Peru, and——" '
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“You’re not particular—say, Irom tuip.s to sour
cider.”

“Don’t be absurd. What I want to ask you is, did
you ever see me the worse for liquor ?”

“Did I—what?”

Mr. Mole repeated his question.

He followed it up with this remark:

“Do ‘not tell a falsechood to please me, Pike. Tell
the plain, straightforward, unvarnished truth. Did you
ever ”

“Oh, give us a rest, and come along,” inicrrupted the
detective.,

He put a little gentle pressure on the professor, and
got him outside the cave.

Nothing was to be seen of the old man.

They stood for a minute, looking over the pleasing
landscape which was spread out in front of them.

This island in the Pacific Occan wos a veritable
paradise,

Suddenly there was a rushing noise over their heads.

Pike scized MMole by the arm, and drew him on one
sicle.

The next instant, a huge picce of rock fell in the very
spot where they had been standing,

“What did I ¢ay?” eried Mole. “Treachery!”

“No doubt of that,” replied Pike.

They turned roun:d and lonked up. On the top of
the chff they saw the figure of Dick Dormer.

The height was not very great—possibly twenty-five
fect. '

When he saw that he was discovered, he moved as if
to hide himself.

This intention was frustrated by Tike.

The latter presented a pistol at him.

“What did vou cast that rock down for?” asked the
detective.

“Tt was an accident : it slipped,” replied Dormer.

“That won’t do for me. Comec down here, or I fire,”
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“No. Walk along the island with me. We will talk
as we go.” ’

“As you like; I'm agreeable,” said Pike.

They started, walking side by side, in a northeasterly
direction.

The old man was in the middle. Mr, Mole and Pike
waited for him to speak.
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the old man. “Do you know the prospect 1 lmve dreaded
for some time?"”

“How should I?” replied Mole.

“This island is, I am persuaded, of volcanic origin.
In the center there is a spot where foul gases and sul-
phurous vapors arise. It was upheaved in some great
convulsion of nature, and will subside in the same way
before long.”

“Have you had an earthquake?”

“Several small tremblings. They are of constant oc-
currence. Sometlmes as I am walking about, the earth
trembles, and I am thrown violently to the ground.”

“That is a danger I did not suspect,” said Pike.

“I can quite believe it,” replied Mole. “And after
this notification, the best thing we can do will be to fill
our boat with gold, and such provisions as we can get,
and chance our fate on the bosom of the mighty deep.”

“I quite agree with you,” answered Pike; “although,
on consideration, is not the peril of the sca as bad as
that of the land?”

“No, I think not. Moleland is not such a desirable
acquisition as I first thought it. If I go into the rcal
estate business, I will locate elsewhcre.”

While they were talking, they had made considerable
progress, and on rounding a point, they came in full
view of the ship that Dick Dormer had spoken of.

It was, as he had stated, embedded in the sand, and
they easily stepped on board of her.

The old man had carcfully, time after time, scraped
away the sand from the companion way.

He conducted thetn helow.

In the captain’s cabin, he showed them three average-
sized hoxces, which were filled with bags of gold.

Some of the pieces were Amecrican cancs, but the
majority were sovereizns of the Rritish Mint.

Mole and Pike gazed upon them with admiration,
not entirely unmingled with avarice.

“Something worth having there,” said Pike.

“Half for you and half for me,” replied the profes-
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“It 1s not likely!”

During this conversation they had neared the cave.

Some heavy drops of rain began to fall.

Ihere was evidently going to be a deluge before
long.

They quickened their steps, and reached the shelter
of the cave ere the storm burst.

Through the window, made by the old man, they
could look out seaward.

I'he waves were rising and swelling.

Suddenly a most unusual phenomenon took place.

About a quarter of a mile from the shore a huge
wave arosc.

it appeared to he a mighty volcanic uplieaval.

FFor a few moments it was doubtful in what di-
rection it was going.

e vast wave did not long remain stationary, how-
CVeT,

Tack, Harvey and Mr. Mole were standing together,
-and gazing awestruck at this freak of nature.

If it raced landward the island would be submerged,
and great destructicn done. The trees and fruit would
be swept away.

If the three were not drowned, what would be their
fate? The rocks mirht tumble upon and crush them.

At this dreadicl crisis vivid lightning darted frem
the sky, tlluminating the darkencd ocean.

The thunder crashed with a deafening roar.

Then the wave dashed ou! ta sca, taking the direc-
tion of the ship.

On board were Jack Harkaway's wife, Emily, and
Hilda, the wife of Dick Harvey.

The hearts of their hushands sank within them, for
the ladies seemed to be in imminent danger of dcath.

Onward with a fieree, irresistible fury went the
wave.

A cloud, black as ink, came down, enveloping the
vessel and hiding it from sight.

“Tleaven help them!” groaned Jack.
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This prayer was faintly echoed by Harvey.

For fully ten minutes -the storm lasted, with su-
preme violence.

Then the thunder rolled away and died off in the
distance, the “lightning ceased plaving, the darkness
lifted, and the sun shone brightlv as was its wont in
that dclightful but treacherous climate.

Nothing was to be scen of the ship.

Had it gone down or weathercd the storm?

The wave might have passed over it, carrying
along in its wake.

If it remained afloat, was it a disabled log, drifting
at the mercy of the tide and wind?

Who could answer these questions?

Jack and Harvey were deeply depressed, but Mr.
Mole took a cheerful view of the situation,

“Don’t give way, hovs!” he exclaimed. “If the ship
had heen driven on the land all hands must have
perished.”

“1 fecar,” replicd Harkaway, “that we shall never
see our loved ones again.”

“How could the vessel survive the shock of that
wave?" asked Harveyv.

“Depend upon it, she will turn up before many
days,” Mole continued.

“What makes you think s0?”

“She was close-recfed. We have alwavs found her
seaworthy, .'md the captain knows his busincss up to
the handle.”

“Heaven grant it mav prove so !”

“That fellow Pike was lucky to get on board hefare
the storm burst and the wave came rushing after him.
There are volcanoes under the sea, and that sheet of
water was the result of an eruption. Well, we must
hope for the best. We're all right. Have a drink ?”

The offer was accepted, and, presently, when they
were in a calmer state of mind, thev discussed the event
which had just taken place.

There was no proof that the vessel was lost.
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His face was rugged, weatiier-seaien ol full of a
dare-devil, do-as-I- pmnm—un«hn.ﬂ; aonody Lind of ex-
pression.

Walking quickly under ihe fruit trees, and over the
profusely flower-laden carth, which was like a varie-
gated pasture, Jack soon came up with the person of
whom he was in search.

They were a couple of miles, if not more, from the
sca.

Thercfore, they were quite alone, and free from in-
terruption.

The man was seated under a tree cutting up pine-
apples with his knife, and eating them with cvident
relish.

“Hello! Good-morning!” exclaimed Jack.

Th2 man started, and grasped the butt of his pistol.

In a moment Jack had covered him with his own
weapon, which he hastily snatched from his belt.

“Who, in Satan’s 1:me, are you?” growled the man,
eying him with curiosity.

Jack fancied that a look of recognition came over
his face.

It was followed by a smile of triumph and-then he
assumed a grave, stolid look.

“[ was just going to ask vou the same question,” re-
plied Jack: “for it struck me that I had seen you some-
where before.”

“Whereabouts, boss? 1 can’t place you."”

“In Singapore. Are you Peter Punchard?”

The man laughed loudly.

“You are wrong,” he said. “Never heard the name
before. Never was in Singapore in my life. I'm Bill
Driver, of Leeds, England, able seaman, before the
mast.”

“Are you sure?”’

“Wish I may die if I ain’t! My ship the Fanny, of
Leeds, was going to Hongkong with a mixed cargo.
We got caught in a tempest, took ta the boats; all in
my boat died, except me. [ was picked up by a
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But instead of doing so he drew his pistol, clubbed
it, and struck Jack on the head.

The treacherous blow stunned him.

He fell full length, inscnsible, at his assailant’s feet.

The blood trickled slowly from a scalp wound.

“Ha! ha!” laughed Driver, “I've done the trick easier
than I thought I should. Lor’! what a fool he was, to
be sure!”

Taking a small coil of rope from his pocket, he
bound Harkaway’s hands behind him, and removed his
weapon.

Then he sat down under the tree again, and, lighting
his pipe, waited, with the utmost coolness, for him to
recover his senses.
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It was as if they were inan oven, aud they felt it a
decided reliet when they got outside,

The stars were shining brightly, and the crescent
moon, in its second quarter, was just risiiny above the
sea.

[larvey and Mole were anmed with revolvers, each
of which contained seven chambers, which was equiv-
alent to fourteen lives, if their nim was correct,

Thev proceeded cautiously along the shore, until
they came near enough to the stockade to reconmnoiter.

The Chinese had saved a chest of opium from the
wreek of the junk, and, heing asstired by Peter Punch-
ard thet there was no danger of attack from wen,
beasts or snakes, they were lving about on the sand in
a coniatose condition, having smoked themselves into
a hurpy sta'e of oblivion,

One man leaned agidinst a palm tree, envying his
conrades, for he was on seatry duty,

N for him were the delights of opium, which wonld
be perfect bliss, were it not for the horrible awaken-
ing a:d the terrible veaction, which makes a man a
wreek of humanity upon the sands of time,

i T.ong and Peter Punchard had retired into the
stachade, and fallen asleep through a different kind
ol debneh.

I'eier had made salvage of a case of rum, and, hav-
ing eot some water from the spring, they indulged in
the old Jamaica until they forgot all their cares and
tronhles.

The sentry was Chang, who had been told off by Hi
LLung to guard Jack nizht and day.

This was rather a difficult thing to do, as Chang
wanted to sleep ‘as well as the rest.

Inck had dug two graves: that was his task for the
day; breadfruit, grapes and nuts had been supplied
to him; he had sat down with his back against a palm
tree and dozed off.

It occurred to Chang that he would like to take n
rest as well as the others, and, as Harvey and Mole
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swear I saw a spirit, brandishing a kniic, and descrive
him as something between an Asiatic ogre and a Cor-

nish giant, with a dash of thc mediaval fiend in hiin, _

horns, tail and pitchfork.”

“They are superstitious,” remarked Harvey, “and
will readily credit anything horrible, ugly and abnor-
‘mal. Their ideal of the beautiful is something hideous
and ghastly.”

“I know it. One word more before you go.”

“Mention it."”

“Keep Mole quict. If the old donkey comes fooling
about here, he will give the whole thing away,” said
Jack.

“T will exercise such authority as I have over him,”
replied Harvey.

“Good-night, Dick. Thank vou for coming after
me.”

“As if T would leave you! Where is Hunston’s
friend, Punchard?”

“In that bamboo place they call the stockade. You'll
kave to be careful if you go in there.”

“I shan’t try a rush at him to-nicht. There is plenty
of time. Good-night, Jack, and Hecaven bless and keep
youl!”

“The same to vou, Dick. Wish vou luck.”

They shook hands, and Harvey glided noisclessly
away.

Ordinarily he had a verv good-tempered face, hut,

as hc moved off his expression changed.

It showed how the passions can work upon a m-=n.

His countenance clouded, it became hard, almost «'~-
moniacal, as he clinched his tceth together, and
grasped his knife firmly.

He had no desire to take the life of anv.of theee
men, but, under the circumstances, it was a parmmount
necessity. :

They would show him no mercy.

At any moment, when they caught him, they would
put him to a cruel death.









105 A Discovery and a Determination.

much blocdee on the sca, the evil spirit comee to us
and bringee vengcance.”

“I’ll keep a jolly good watch to-night,” said Pun-
chard. “If he comes again I'll give him toko.”

“No goodce,” answered the pirate, with a melan-
choly sigh.

“I shall sit up, anyhow.”

“Diggee more graves to-day. All gottee die soon.”

“You're a cheerful cuss. There 1s some humbug
about this.”

Hi Lung did not care to argue the point. He had
his idea, and Punchard had his.

The pirate walked away, and ordered the bodics to
be put in the graves,

This was done. Afterwards tea was made, and
the Chincese squatted on their hams while they had
breakfast.

Punchard and Jack remained together.

“1 say, Mr. Harkaway, you're playing it low down
on this comimunity,” said Dcter.

“What do you mean?”’ asked Jack.

“You're an artful card.  What vou don’t know isn't
worth knowing. I guess you've forgotten vears azo
more than most men know at fifty.”

“Indeed! vou flatter me.”

“How about the spirit that came out of the sea?”

“It was something drcadful to look at.”

“The veritable orizinal and oaly true bojey man?”

“If you like to think so.”

“Come, come, thet won't wash.,” said Punchard.
“How did you do it? I won't blah, if vou——"

“When I was bound, how could I injure anvone?”
Harkaway interrupted.

“Of course not.  Your pals did it.  You admitted
vou had some on the island. T'll have a search this
blessed day, and if I find them, mark me, we’ll have
blood for blood.”

“Do your worst,” replicd Tack.

“I fully intend to do so.”
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Saying ts runchard wiraed onids woet sl jomed
his allies at breaktasi. ,

When the Ceiestials had refreshed themscelves, they
condescended to slow Juck to sit down aed recruit his
energies on tea and biscuit, which di<l not taste the
nicer for heing soaked in salt water.

When he had iinished he was set to work at grave-
digging again.

Punchard went out.

tis prirpose was to find the hiding place of Jack's

friends.

Townrds the evening he returned dispirited, having
beers unahle to discover any trace of Mole and Harvey.

Jack awaited the coming of nizht with the utmost
anxisiv,

Though faiigued, Peter Punchard announced his in-
tention of sitting np to watch for the person who had
kiiled Chang and Foochoo.,

i Tamg and the otlers induloed in their sl
opium dehauch and went to sleep, some in the stock-
ade, others on the sandy gromd.

v
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“That be Dlowed for o yarn! oot ia veur siack
That was no gliost.”

“All right,  Cail me nainres—abuse me, and say that
I am an econoniist of the truth.”

“If that means a liar, you're ail that.”

“Think so?”

“T'll swear to it.  That man’s your pal, #nd he wants
to wipe us out by degrees—twos and threes at a time.”

“Stick to it. If you really think he is flesh and
blood seck him, put him to the test, and fght him.
Couldn’t you sce he is a shadowy ghost-—nothing but
vapor ?”

“That’s too thin. Let me get hold of him,” said
Punchard.

The ghost theory would not go down with him at
all.

It mattered very little to Harkaway whecther it did
or not.

All he wanted was to occupy the sailor's attertion
for a time.

“Yes,” added Punchard, “all T want is to come faice
to face with this pretended spirit of yours.”

At that moment his quick ear detected the sound of
a footstep behind him.

He was on the alert immediatelv.

Turning round hriskly he was confronted with Har-
vey, who hiad crept round thie srove of trees,

The sound of a pistol shot would have roused the
entirc camp.

This contingency Harvev wished to avoid.

When he had stabbed the Chinaman he saw Pun-
chard by Jack's <1<]0, and diszppeared behind the trees
50 as to take him in the rear.

Before Peter Punchard could discharge his pistol
Harvey struck him with his knife in the right shoulder.

The revolver fell from his disabled hand, the arm
being rendered powerless.

But the sailor was not yet beaten. In his left hand
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he held his knife, which was a murderous-looking arti-
cle, known among the Chincse and Malays as a kreese.

With the utmost frenzy he aimed a blow at Harvey.

The latter only sticceeded in avoiding it by half an
inch.

l'or a few moments Punchard slaehcd wildly at hlS
opponent.,

He gained no advantage, however.

Harvey foiled his efforts and parried every thrust
with the skill of a practical swordsman.

At last he saw his opportunity.

Throwing himsclf upon Punchard he drove his
weapon into his chest.

The sailor fell to the earth with a hoarse cry.

During this closely contested and highly exciting
fight Harkaway had not moved.

"As he had given his parole, he did not think it fair
even to help his old friend.

But now that Punchard, to whom he had given his
parole, was either dead or dying, he lool\ed upon the
matter in a different light.

To Hi Lung and the Chinese he had given no pledge.

It was consistent with the preservation of his honor
for him to escape if he could.

“Is he done for, Dick?” he asked, in a voice husky
with suppressed emotion.

“He’s a scttled member, but I’'ll make sure of him,”
replied Harvey.

Another blow with the knife rendered any doubt
upon the matter impossible.

Peter Punchard breathed his last.

“"Run, Jack! Come with me,” cried Harvey. “You
are under no obligation to anyone now. You may
carry chivalry too far. These pirates will show vou
no mercy.”

“I'm with you,” answered Jack. “Step out lively!
Put your best leg forward! Get under weich.”

Without any further delay they quitted the pirate
tamp at a rapid pace.

”
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After gazing at the restless waves for a minuate or
more, he was surprised Lo scee a ship, with all sail set,
round the point necar the pirates’ camp.

When it was in the bay sail was taken in and the
sailors dropped anchor.

“Dick!” eried tlarkaway, “here's a ship!”

“Thank Heaven for that! What arce her colors?" re-
plicd Harvey.

“Fnglish,  If T am not mistaken, it is our own
vessel.”

“Ours!  Oh, Jack, if you should be ri:zhit!”

“Lam. [ can sec Zmily and Hilda in the bows, and
Pike and the rest of them.  She didn't founder in the
storm, after all.  Hurrah!” '

“Hurrah”” cchoed Dick. “look! they are waving
handkerchiefs.”

“T'd return that, only T haven't got a handlkerchief.
Lend me your shirt.”

In an instant Harvey stripped off his shirt.

He gave 1t to Harkaway, who waved it out of the
window.

The sienal was scen.

Half a doxzen pistels were discharged from the ves-
scl in recognition.

This roused the Chinese.

Hi Lung and his pirates looked on the sea, and be-
holding the ship became much alarmed.

They held a hurried consultation.

Then they ran inland as fast as their legs would
carry them.

Mole came in. .

“The enemy’s skedaddled,” he said. “They saw me
at the mouth of the cave and bolted. I never had any
opinion of a race that don’t wear heels to their boots.”

“You did not frighten them,” replied Jack.

“What did it, then?”

“I will tell you."”

“Certainly ; explain the stampede.”
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“Our ship has come back. Let us go down to the
beach and meet our friends.”

“With pleasure. What a relief! Let me—er—have
a little refreshment first.”

They quitted the cave and hastened to the shere.

A boat had put off.

Soon they were shaking hands all round with those
nearest and dearest to them.

Explanations followed.

The vessel had been swept many miles out to sea,
and was badly injured by the tidal wave.

Damages had been gradually repaired, and the ves-
sel had returned to the island. ¢

Jack,"Harvey and Mole went on board.

Before sundown the ship weighed anchor.

Nothing was scen or heard of Hi Lung or his pirates,
nor did anybody know what became of them.

* * * * * * *

Within four-and-twenty hours more they disem-
barked, and the whole party started shortly for Mr.
Mole’s tea plantation.

No one could have recognized Mr. Mole, he had so
disguised himself to avoid the dreaded Brick. :

Aund now they were fairly landed in China. But,
alas! without young Jack.

Where was he?

It had doubtless gone hard with him this time, for
he was in the hands of cruel pirates.

His friends and family secretly mourned him as
dead, although they did not admit to each other their
fatal convictions.
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The Chingse Pirate Junic,

’

“Come here.

Jacic imarched up with a sort of defiant air.

“Well, sir?”

“A\word to the wise, ey lad,” said the doctor, in a
low but impressive voice.

“You cannot improve vour position here by any brag
or bold bearing; indeed, it is very likely to put an end
to your captivity in 2 very stummary manner, o unless
you wish to walk the nlank speedily, or have vour head
baticred in, keep as civil a tongue in your head as
possible.”

Young Jack hung his head abashed at this.

“Do you hear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then pay attention,” said the doctor, “and learn
that what I tell you is for your ewn good, and not for
the sake of saying anything sharp or disagrecable.”

Young Jack did not know what reply to make io this
strange speech.

So he simply nodded his head and walked up the
cabin.

“Ile’s a strange man,” thought young Jack.

“Jack!” called Harry Girdwoeod, faintly.

“Yos,”

“Come to him at onee,” said the doctor, peremptorily.
“Hold bis hand. Te's faint.  Stand quite still.”

Aval then, while voung Jack stood holding the poor
sufferer’s hand, the doctor finished dressing  his
wounis, handling L all the whike as tenderly as a
fond mother mi:rht.

Jarry Girdwood strove misht aid main to stifle his
groans, but do what he would a murmur cf anguish
escapud him from time to time.

“Kcep up a while, my poor boy.” said the doctor, en-
couragingly. “You'll be easv presently. 1 shall get
through as quickly as possible.”

The patient gave i a gratelul look.

“Thanks, doctus.”

“Hush1 don't .itizue yournell with speaking.”















CHAPTER  XI11.
LIFE ON THE PIRATE JUNK.

Presently the doctor dozed beside his patient.

His hands had heen fuil of work, and he was over-
comic by faticue.

Young Jack sat by watching him, when a great scuf-
fling and noise on deck attracted his atrention.

“I wonder what’s going on there?” thought he.

The noise contintied, and young Jack fclt half in-
clined to go up on deck and sce for himscli,

Harry Girdwood meanwhile slept pencefully on.
The doctor slept.

Young Jack arose to stretch his legs, and every time
that he moved up the cabin he drew nearer to the
companion ladder, and presently he mounted a step.

Then Jack forgot all about the doctor's warning,
and he stepped on to the deck.

A great deal of bustle and confusion was going for-
ward there.

Same of the crew were husily engaged in swabbing
the deck, to remove the mmpleasant remsins of the
late frav.

By the traces of blood about he could see plainly
enourh that the hattle had been fierce and fatal to
the pirates, who Tod almost beon deprived of the pleas-
ure of a retaliation.

The wounded were still heing helped awav.

The slain outrizht were dragged off without the
faintest show of ceremony, 4ind swune over into the
sen.

Tt was indecd, thanks to this and similar noises, that
young Jack contrived, for the present, ta pass unob-
served.
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“Such a speech, Mr. Mole, I wouldn’t have tolerated
from anyone but an old and valued friend. It implies a
doubt of my veracity.”

“Dear, dear mc!” exclaimed Mr. Mole, in sore dis-
tress at wounding Dick’s feelings. “I'll put it on then.”

“Not to please me.”

“Then I will to please myself—only stay a moment.”

And so, by degrees, Dick was even persuaded into
fitting it on, so good-natured and easily mollified did
he appear.

“Doesn’t it hang down a very long way ?” asked Mr.
Mole, nervously.

“Not very.”

“T think I'd like it coiled up at first.”

“Very well.”

So Dick coiled it up, and finished Mr. Mole's tnilet
& la Chinoise with the grace and dexterity of a barlr
of Pckin.

Mr. Mole surveyed himself in the glass.

“Well, really, Harvey, I think vour judgment is
corrct, after alll” he said, graciously.

“1 thought so.”

“Quite.”

“You prefer to have it coiled up, T suppose ?”

“Well, ch; now that I am getting a bit used to il,
suppose you let it down again.”

“Very well,” answered Dick, quite delighted with iis
succers, “‘since you wish it, ¢ir, as the ghost says to
Hamlet—I will a tale unfold.””

“Don’t joke, Harvey.”

“Certainly not.”

“Which is best?” demanded Mr. Mole, after a
lengthy study of his personal appearance in the glass.

“Well, my candid opinion is that way,” answered
Dick.

“You think so?”

“I'm sure so0.”

“I hardly know,” szid Mr. Mole, hesitatingly.
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“I'm so positive,” said ,‘mck, “that I'll undertake to
pass you hefore 2!l our friends as a native mandarin.”

Mr. Mole took alarm at tlis.

e smelt mischief in the suggestion.

“Nonsense!”

“I 1] wager you ten pounds that they won't recognize
you,” persisted Dick.

“Ten pounds!”

“Yes.”

“Stake your money.”

Dick did so.

“Now you must keep your countenance and not make
any sign that would betray you.”

“Trust me.”

* * * * * * *

Mandarin Mole, gorgeously arrayed in a purple silk
sac-tunic, and brown satin trouscrs, worn low so as to
conceal his wooden leg, and with his long pigtail dan-
gling, passed out, accompanied by IHarvey.

In an adjoining room all the party arose.

“His excellency the Mandarin Chung lke Moley,”
said Harvey, witli the air of a giand chamberlain,

The whole party bowed with c¢.cry appearance of
great respect.

Mandarin Mole passed on, accoimpanied by his es-
cort, bowing condescendingly.

And so they passed out of the room.

* * B k ke * *

“What do you think of that, Mole?”

“A perfect success!” ejaculated Mole.

“I should think so.”

“They were all quite deccived.”

“That they were.”

Mandarin Mole chuckled to himsclf.

“I cannot refrain, myv dear Harvey,” sa2id the new
mandarin, bubbling with laughiter, “from a vulgar
idiom, although I don’t usually induige in such things.”

”

0
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“Fire away, sir,” said Dick, “and ease yourself for
once.”
“T mean to say, Harvey, that in the Cockney slang,

we had them alive.”
“Had ’em, sir,” said Dick, getting yet more slangy—

“had ’em on toast.”



CHAPTER XIV.
A LESSON IN REAI CIIINESE,

Monday entered.

“Well, Monday ?” said Harvey. “What now!”

“Hyar’s a Chinee swell, sar, dat want to sec Massa
Mole.”

Harvey tipped Monday the wink on the sly, that is,
unscen by Mandarin Mole.

“Mr. Mole is not here at present, Monday.”

“Sare?”

“But he will be here shortly.”

“Shall I ax the Chinee swell to walk in, sare?”

“\,CS,"

With that Monday disappeared.

“Now, Mr. Mole,” said Harvey, with a great show
of anxiety ; “this is the time to distinguish yourself.”

“How?”

“By letting him see you are up to everything.”

“But do you know who it is?” demanded Mr. Mole,
nervously.

“No."

“l can guess.”

“Who is it, then?”

“A sort of shipping agent who is to arrange about
chartering a vessel for me.”

“What’s his name?”

“Biga-Eng-Ming-Ming.”

“Is he a merchant ?”

“IHe's a kind of shipbroker. He has been recom-
mended to me by some friends here, and is a most re-
liable person.”

Without any more ado, therefore, the shipbroker was
admitted.

Biga-Eng-Ming-Ming was a remarkable-looking
person.
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noticing the thrcatening motion of the Celestial to-*
wards his sword, “what do you mecan by that?”
“Excellency ” he stammerced.
“Do you mean to threaten me?” asked Dick, half
drawing a revolver from his pocket.

“Certainly not, excellency : but some years ago I re-
ccived such treatment from a party of your country-
men, that T am almost mad when I think about it.”

“Oh, indeed! Pray what did they do?”

“Pardon, it is a long story, and it will not make you
proud of your countrymen, so let us proceed to busi-
ness. You sent for me.”

“Yes.”

“Tfor

“TFor the purpose of getting rates quoted,” said Har-
vey, “and learning the dates of the different ships en-
gaged in this trade—that is all.”

“Good, sir. I coan give them to you when you
please.”

“Now, then.”

Jica-Iing-Ming-Ming referred to a small pocket-
book he carried before he made answer:

“There is the Maria Theresa on the twenty-third.”

“The twenty-third. That will about suit,” said Mr.
Mole.

“On the twenty-fourth we have another departure.”

“The name of the vessel, if you please.”

“The Franz Josef.”

“Austrian?”’

4‘Yes‘7’

“Both ?”

“Y’es..'

“Now,” said Dick, who had a double motive for his
next proposition, “suppose you and Mr. Biga-Eng-
Ming-Ming arrange about the rates.”

“Freight ?”

(‘Yes"’

“Very good.”

’
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why, I shouldn't wonder if Jack [Harkaway is with
them.

“If they are all here, it will soon be the end of me.
They never let a poor devil have a chance with their
precious virtue, but so far I have the advantage of
them. I know of their presence, but they will never
dreain who Biga-1ing-Ming-Ming can be.”

But presently a smile crossed his evil face.

He thought of a scheme for making a good bag of
money in a single stroke and taking a “rise out of old
Ikev Mole,” as he expressed it, all under onc.

“The twenty-third,” he said to himsclf. “Well, I
can’t be too early with my warning to them. 1 must
send them a letter now, and then make sure of old
Mole, the silly old pump!”

And then the shipbroker sat himself down, and ad-
dressed a letter to one Chung Ali, now the commander
of the Flowery Land, a hcavy war-junk, cruising about
the China Seas, and said to be as suspicious a craft as
any afloat.



CHAPTER XVIL
DANGER!

To return to young Jack.

On board the Chinese pirate ship Flowery Land all
went on quietly enough for the present,

The reaction after the fatal fight with the American
ship under Capt. Clemmans insured this.

Young Jack managed to take advantage of a short
conversation between Toro and some of the Lascar sea-
men—preparatory to a renewal of their scramble, be it
remarked—to steal off and make for the cabin again.

Harry Girdwood still slept on.

The doctor, however, had just woke up.

“Well, young gentleman,” said he, gruffly, “so you
have thought fit to disobey orders?”

“QOrders, doctor ?"” said young Jack, in surprise.

“Did I not say ’

“Yes, yes, doctor,” returned young Jack, interrupt-
ing lnm “you were good enough to give me advice.
Had you given me an order, I should not have thought
of dmobequ you.’

The doctor smiled.

“You're as artful as you are plucky, my lad,” he
said; “only there is no merit, bear in mind, in risking
onc‘ life needlessly.”

“I'vr not ungrateful for your kindness, docter,” Jack
said, “but, really, I could not control my curiosity, and
so I—1 ”

“And so you chose to thrust your head into the lion’s
mouth ?”

“Not quite that, doctor,” said young Jack. “I only
went about to take observations.”

“With what result?”

“T did not learn a great deal,” said young Jack.

“I thought not.”

“
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“I only rccogriized amony the crew an old eneiny.”

“Indecd.”

“Yes. A man [ felt sure was dead long agn. 1 left
him covered with wounds, and with sc:ircely a hreath
- of life in him a few wecks since necar New York.”

At the mention of New York, a smile of mingled
pleasure and pain flitted over the doclor’s face.

“Do you know New York, doctor?” asked Jack.

“Do I know New York?” iterated the doctor. “Why,
I was born there, T have lived there two-thirds of my
life—do I know New York? Well, no. I did know it,
but I question if I shall ever know it again; cver say
‘how are you? to any of my friends therc?”

And his voice grew morc and more sad as he con-
cluded with a decp drawn sigh.

Young Jack was touched.

He thought that he would cheer the doctor up.

“You don’t like your quarters here, doctor?”

“NO,”

“Why haven’t you tried to cscape, then ?”

The doctor shook his hcad gravely as he answered:

“No chance of that, you will scc by and by. They
watch me for the same reason that they saved my life,
when they murdered all the poor crew and passengers
on hoard our ship.”

“Why ?”

“Because, as a doctor, I am useful to them.”

“I see.”

“They watch me night and day. That little French-
man ”

“Hypolite Potiron,” said young Jack.

l‘YeS.)’

“What -of him?”

“He spoiled my chance, if cver I had one.”

“How ?”

“By his clumsy attempt to poison or drug the whole
ship’s company.” '

“Why was he sparcd, then?” asked yoing Jack.

“Because, as a cook, he was a desirable acquisition
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ilunston’s Mechanical Arm. 19
In the old doctor’s cabin a sclemin conference was
going on between young jack, Harry Girdwood and
the doctor.

They were debating sall about the bhest means ot
warning their friends against the threatening danger
mto which they had heen decoyed by the treachery of
the pirates’ spy, Digamini.

And tihns was the only schemie that they could hit
upon :

They got a dozen large hottles together, wnd in cach
they dropped o few smaldl shot.

This was 1o be used as a steadier.

Then they inserted asmall written note in each bottle
and carciully sealed and corked it

They next waxed cach hoitle and dipped 1t in tar,

This done, they drew a Lroad line of white, and
another of red aromnd the top of the hottle,

And when the first of these was conipleted, vounes
Jack dropned it thirough the cabin window 1eto the sen,

Then followed an an=ious thee for them ol Waoald
it loat ?

Wauld it aitract the attention of a passing vessel ?

Alas it wis doubtful,

“We must hope for the hest,” said the Amerien:
docter s it s our only chanes, and T have @ precent
ment that all onr labor and all our perseverance can-
not vo unrewarded.”

And so the old gentleman comforted his two younr
companions.

The sccond nieht sow three wore of their laree signal
bottles completed and launched.

Now, as it chanced to be fine and moonhght, ticy
could plainly sce their hottles dancing on the water.

“They are vistble enough.”™ sid yoioyr Jack.

“Qur only hope is therefore to send out enough of
them and hope for the best,” said Tarry Girdwood.

“True,” said the American doctor; “our hope must
be in Heaven now.”

And so nightly they pursued their self-set task, hop-
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The Fate of Robert Iinmerson. 213
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Sl o s Baneerson, sprin e up; “the boy
is andor iy vrotcciion and von imust not baem i

“Must not!” cchoed Tiunston, hereely. “What does
this mean?”

“Must not!” repeated Timmerson, with a kind of
docred determination,

“ORT ericd Hunston, scornfully, “we will soon see
this. licre, Toro!”

Sriere,” returned Toro, enterme just then,

ek ovou, mvoTriends 7 osand Kimmerson ;) T want
ties hov o spared.”

Chon, immersen, want him spared-—what for?”

ST sand Toro, e helonus o the crew that are
o eorst enemies, Thukaway and his set have ruined
G sl siatl we spare him now 27

"

US.

“Noy:athousand thnes no!” cried Toro.

“lis only to please me,” persisted itmmerson, “and
avrebe e capeot refiee e w0 sall o asmadter as 008
hev's Bl Desides, congider, the cantain and crew wish
' cotgor the #ieh ransom they ean et
AT erted Toros feive us up the hoy 7
fonked threoterine, ot Formerson was not to

. 1
A MEEE

to het ofien shown conrsoe ina b cause ; he was
ped sy he conmerl oy bt he veas actine inoa good

“1oadvise van hoth ta keen hoeke! eried Temmerson
“far T onow tedl vou, rather than have this brave Iad
Lurt T would have hotli yvour lives.”

Your life, then, apainst ours,” cried  Hunston,
fiereely,

As they advanced, Fammerson made one step hack,
andd, turning round, he maie a grab at a pair of load«
pistols that hung over his bed, but before he coule
reach them, Tunston was upon inm.

In his iron hand was fastened a long, usly kpif
and lifting this hich above him he broucht it down
with fearful force upon the stooping Immerson.

I
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Eiigh Jinks on Board. 249

Little Emily blushed purple, and retreated behind
her mamma.

“Now, Jack,” said the clder Harkaway, “tell me
who your friends are—or, rather companions.”

“Triends, father, friends,” corrected young Jack.

“Well, friends.”

“Dr. Stanley—our good friend—he saved Harry’s
life, and mine, too, for the matter of that, as much by
his good counscls as anything else.”

The speaker’s father held out his hand to the
American doctor.

“Sir,” said he, “you have made yourself our friend
for life—and mec your cternal debtor. 1 hope that I
may be in a position to requite your goodness.”

“Mr. Harkaway,” rcturned the doctor, smiling, “our
dear young Jack has overrated my scrvices very
greatly. IHe must have kissed the blarney stone. T am
in his debt, on the contrary—in his and that of our
young friend and fellow adventurer, Harry Girdwood.”

“Doctor!”

“It is so,” affirmed the American. “To their energy
and indomitable perscverance I owe my presence here
-—my cscape from that floating slaughterhouse in
whicli I was so long a prisoner.”

“The doctor is too kind,” said Harry Girdwood, “for
withont his cool head and his sage advice we should
have been ruined and undone twenty times.”

“And we must not forget our friend Spirillo.”

“GGlad to know you, friend Spirillo,” said Mark-
away, grasping his hand.

The Malay pirate was a bit abashed at this public
recocenition of his services.

“The lads did all,” he said. “They planned it all
I owe them my escape. They owe me nothing.”

“But without Spirillo we should never have got
away.”

“True,” said Dr. Stanley. “It was he who provided
the means.”















CHAPTERNNANL
MOFE BAGS A BURGLAR,

Moo NMode hadd soffered wany et Trom the Band
of IMwie during his long service with Jack kv ay,
but he was sull the sune chieertal member or sosiens,

The boss of his only renemimg leg did not sotet

his spivits el e had looked upon the workd

cheeriuily witen lie posac: the perlect complensent

of two lege Naturally 10w o crenr griel te i 1o
lose onie of them, but the world sl dooked good o
him, and G cheerfulivess wis antouched. Phen came
the lToss of the fost g, o thing to overwhelm scime
mincs, but it seamned 1o Mole thit with a perfect hody,
and cyes pod cars to osee and hear the ine thisgs hat
were going an around b there wae sl no rocd e e
for unbagpimess,

The oniy visible offect the doss Tesd upen binn oo
tha it coieod him to gron spitefnl ot thoes,

Arct ac such tUmes e would vow vengeanee ajon
the viliinous Sigamini,

L not a victons wan,” e wonld often sav, it
thas wreteh has condemned e to a life on stitt-, ool
i [ owat ull Do hondred, P have my vengeanee
upon m.”

And when he made i ronark in the presence










































263 A Mysterious Occurrence Delays.

He shook his head gravely, rattled some coins in
his pocket, as if he liked the sound of them, took a
drinls, hlled his large pipe, and began to smoke placidly.,

“That being arranged.” exclaimed Bigamini, “I shall
walk home to my country house, and if my wife hasn’t
got my dinner ready when 1 arrive, 1 pity her.”

He grated his teeth savagely together.

His small eyes crmtted a spiteful glare.

“Well,” said Dick Blowhard, “there 1s no more busi-
ness to be done to-day, <o I shall go to my diggings.”

“1 shtop here and shimoke mein pipe and have a trink
or two, den 1 oshuts up the shop and closes the show,”
remarked Ians,

They shook hands, and the three precious viilains
parted.

The road to Lake Lenely being a good one, it did not
take our old acquaintance, Bigamini, more than an hour
and a half to walk to his housc.

As we have said, there was only the little village of
bamboo huts, in which his people lived, within micasura-
ble distance of the lake and the plantation.

Bigamini was doing very well from a pecuniary point
of vicw, yet he was not happy or contented.

It is a question whether anything would have made a
man with his temperament so.

Tle had no character, and loved things evil rather
than things good.

Arriving at the edge of the lake opposite his house,
which looked very picturesque, standing on piles driven
into the water, he took a silver whistle from his pocket.

This he blew shrilly.

His man, Hi Li, was on the lookout for him,
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Instantly a boat put off from the house, and the
Chinaman pulled for the shore.

“Is there any news?” asked Bigamini, as the boat
ran alongside the landing place.

)

“ILo Mung camee, and is wailing for you,” replied
Hi L.

“In that case, he has got something to communicate.”

Bigamini stepped into the hoat.

i Li turned the bows round, and struck out for the
house, which he was not long in rcaching.

Lo Mung was a middlc-aped Chinaman, in the pay
of Bigamini.

But he was also a servant in Mr. Mole’s house, help-
ing in the cooking and in various other ways.

Mole and his wife had every confidence in him.

Nevertheless, he was nothing else than a base, un-
gratciul spy, who betrayed the secrets of his master’s
house.

Through the cook, Lo Mung, Bigamini knew all that
was going on at the professor’s dwelling.

Arriving at the house, Bigamini got up the ladder
which led to the balcony.

Hi I.i moored the boat to a pile, and followed.

Scated on a bamboo chair in the balcony was an
obese, bloated-looking Chinaman.

This was Lo Mung.

“Ha! muchee good-day,” he exclaimed. “Vellee vell ?
Me allee samee. How you doce? Tine day? Sunshine
makee feel thirst. Drinkee, drinkee.”

JHe took up a cup of tea, which had been provided
for him by Hysa.
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Schmcider and Blowhard piaced themselves agatist
the wall so as to conceal thensclves.

With a crafty tread, Bigamini approached the back
door.

It was open.

“Arce you there 7 asked Bigamin, under hie Lreath,

“Yes, excellency,” replied 1o Mung. “I have boeen
awaiting vour coming for some thmee,”

“Is all quetr”

“lLivervthing.  Mandarin Mole is asleep in the parlor,
fullee of whisky.”

“Arce vou sure he is tipsy

“ITim sleepee like a toppee.”

“Cood. Where 1s the kev of the chest m owhieh the
old man keeps his treasure?”

“Here, O sun and moon of my existence.”

Saving this, .o Mung handed him a key.

“Do [ not serve vou well, bope of my Tife 7™ he added,

“Yest Towill advance vou. Before long vou chall
have Land, and be vour own master.”

“Follow me, hieh and mighty. T showcee vou the
choest.”

o Mung led the way to a room in which a Chinee
lantern was hurning dimily.

I one corner was a large wooden chest, secura:] by
a patent lock, which had heen made m Turope,

There was enongh Light i the room into which he
vas mntroduced for the robber's purposc.

Maole was Iving on his hack, snoring heavily s a hottle
was by his side, and there was also an empty glass.

“Me rivee him the powder,” said T.o Munge.

“He won't move till morning,” replied Bigamini.
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o —— . ———

Bigamini could hear his heart beat.

It was an anxious time for the cowardly scoundrel.

But fortunc favored his disgraceful schemes, his star
was in the ascendant.

Without interruption he wrapped the child i a sheet
and carried her to Blowhard, who immediately made
off.

Bigamini spoke a few words to Lo Mung, who re-
tired into the house, and bolted the door as if nothing
had happened.

As the chief concocter of this mischief was about to
follow his companions, he met with a great surprise.

Somcthing sprang on to his back, and two sinewy,
bony arms were twined round his neck.

What was it?

He put up his hand to ascertain.

It came in contact with the furry skin of some animal.

In a moment he recollected .o Mung’s warning.

It must be young Jack Harkawav's monkey, which
Pad been prowling about outside the house.

Nero’s instincts told him there was something wrong.

He felt that he had come across an unauthorized per-
gon in the garden.

Perhaps he remembered and knew him again.

If he did not, Bigamini recollected the ape perfectly
well, and shuddered at coming in contact with him.

The attack had taken him by surprise.

In vain he endeavored to throw off the clinging em-
brace of the savage and powerful little beast.

Nero’s grip became intensified.

He was slowly but surely throttling the hateful spy
and kidnaper, all the while he kept on chattering in














































































On the Warpath. 303

“I{eep out of danger. You do not know how many
foes you have to ficht against,” obscrved his father.

“We will be as prudent and eareful as we can.”

“Keep unr eyes open.” satd Monday.

When lunch was finished, Tlarkaway and Ilarvey
went (o the city to get the money demanded in the
nivateriovs letter,

This was written ina disgused hand by Digiaoini
hiinself.

Young Jack and Monday looked to their knives and
pistols, and then made a start.

They had noticed footsteps in a certain part of the
tea garden, where, at that time, no one was employcd,

Outside the garden was a track of sandy soil, on
which grew some stunted trecs.

[Here they lost sight of the tracks.

b they saw somcething which arrested  their at-
tention.

Two Chinamen were sitting under one of these trees,
engaeed in conversation,

Occasionally they drank something out of a hlhek
bottle.

It looked suspiciously like Furopean wine.

In fact, a closer inspection shawed a Tabel on which
was written “Sherry.”

Monday was the first to discover these Mongolians.

“lLook,” he whispered, “two Johnnics. We listen,
sare, and hear what um say.”

“This is a good idea,” replicd young Jack.

“See um fat one? That look to me like .o Mung,
who T think very bad man.”
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“So do 1. He’s an artful customer. Yes, it is Lo.
Creep up gently. Don’t disturb them.”

“Um not make little sound. Quict as mouse. Hush!”

Jack and Monday went on their hands and knees,
succeeding in getting behind the two Celestials with-
out being perceived.

The disciples of Confucius were evidently very jolly.

They laughed and chatted together at their case.

The sips they took from the bottle of sherry clevated
their spirits and loosened their tongues.

Monday and young Jack listened attentively.

“You givee my master’s letter?” asked one, who
was no other than Hi Li.

Bigamini had sent him with the letter to 1o Mung,
who was to put it where Harkaway would sce it.

Accordingly he had placed it on his plate, where it
was found.

“He findee it allee rightee,

)

replied Lo Mung.
“Where you going to workee? You say you leavee
Mandarin Mole for goodee.”
“Me come to your master for a davee or two then
T ¢o to Tongkong, havee smokee opium joint, and
drink Tangiers whisky for drunkec.”

’

“Drinkee for drunkee, velle goodlers,” remarked 1T
Li, with an appreciative nod.

“You comee with me,” exclaimed .o Mung. “We
both have what foreign devils call a highee spree time.”

“In three days T readec. Waitee first to gettee
money for little girl. My master boss payce extra for
hold tongue, and watch Missy Hvsa.”

“Allee rightee; we he going together. You got to
make haste back now ?”
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“Certain sure oy that, sare.”

“Well, all we have to do is to follow the villains,
and we shall find out where my little sweetheart is,
and who has got her.”

“That de ticket for soup, boss ! ericd Monday.

“Tiow fortunate we followed the tracks and came
upoi these tippling Chiamen,”

“Ioloew we siiould make a discovery. You and 1
de bays to do ity Mast' Jack.”

“Yes," said our young hero. ‘1 think we are about
as clever as most people.”

“WWhat we do now ?” asked Monday,  “CGot to wait
till Johnnies wike up.”

At's o nuisance, T hate inaction; but it won't
do to ceare them. They must have no idea of our
presence. Confound itt Perhaps it will he hours be-
fore they sleep ofi the effeets of that sherry.”

“Never mind, T ogot lily drop of brandy in a tlask,
You fave water.”

“And 've a bundle of cigarettes,” put in Jack.

“Uhat fine. We enjoy oursclves.”

They did so, and, after smoking for a time, Monday,
who was a man of resources, found a pack of cards
in his nacket,

A eame of cuchre for a small stake helped to pass
the time away.

Lie sun was deelining in the west.

Rut the two Chinamen still slept.



CHAPTER NYNNTHL
LITTLE EMILY'S CAPTIVITV.

Tt was several hours after the arrival of Little mily
at the Like Hoise hefore she recovered from e of-
fects of the soporihie dras which had been adminnsterd
1o her.

She was placed in hed with Hysa.

Bigamini admonished his wife to take core of i

TTe and his partnors in crime, Sehadider and P low-
bard, retired to an ivner rooin, where they o onbled
with cards, and drank brandy untl long aft: day-
breok.

When they were tired out they throw themseives on
some mats, and snatelind a few hours’ feverish sleep,

About cight o'ciock in ihe morming thee wale up,
vartock ob a hght breakfast, and separated,

The Tratchiman and the nelishman were rose:d to
the Ianding stage by Hi 1.

They had to return to Hongkong to attend t:. =ome
busingss.

The mioney they had robbed Mr. Mole of had heen
equally divided between them.

But they did not take away so much as they had
axpected.

They had been plaving for high stakes at tlie game
of poker.

Bigamint was an expert at this, and he also knew
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buiit on piles, a quarter of a mile from the <hore,
but I did not know who lived there,” said Harvey,

They saw no reason for doubting this information,
and the man was handsomely rewarded for his thought-
reading. Bowing low he left the house rattling in his
pocket the taels he had réccived.

Lits wisit had been of great value to Harkaway and
Harvey.

Thev talked the matter over, and decided to arm
themselves and go al ouce to the lake.

It was their intention to capture Bigamin, and, tak-
mg back the thousand pounds they had paid for
Emily's return, convey the rascal to Hongkong, and
hand him over to the police.

They were in great doubt as to the fate of young
Jack and Monday.

So they took their pistols as well as their rifles and
all three started toward the lake followed by Nero,
the monkey,

Owing to his wooden legs, the professor did not
make quick progress,

It was hard work to get over the sand, even with
the aid of a ciutch.

Harkaway and Harvey lounged along, smoking and
chatting, about two huudred yards behind.

“1 reckon we shall have Bigamini this time,” said
Harkaway, “and he shall pay the penalty of his many
crimes.”

When Mole reached the landing stage, he looked
at the house and then turned his head, but Harkaway
and larvey, who were hiding behind the trees, were
nowhere to be seen.
























