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				I

				The Shark

			
			On the 26th of Ju­ly, 1864, un­der a strong gale from the north­east, a mag­nif­i­cent yacht was steam­ing at full speed through the waves of the North Chan­nel. The flag of Eng­land flut­tered at her yardarm, while at the top of the main­mast float­ed a blue pen­non, bear­ing the ini­tials E. G., worked in gold and sur­mount­ed by a ducal coro­net. The yacht was called the Dun­can, and be­longed to Lord Gle­nar­van, one of the six­teen Scot­tish peers sit­ting in the House of Lords, and al­so a most dis­tin­guished mem­ber of the “Roy­al Thames Yacht Club,” so cel­e­brat­ed through­out the Unit­ed King­dom.

			Lord Ed­ward Gle­nar­van was on board with his young wife, La­dy He­le­na, and one of his cousins, Ma­jor Mac­N­abb. The Dun­can, new­ly con­struct­ed, had just been mak­ing a tri­al voy­age sev­er­al miles be­yond the Frith of Clyde, and was now on her re­turn to Glas­gow. Al­ready Ar­ran Is­land was ap­pear­ing on the hori­zon, when the look­out sig­naled an enor­mous fish that was sport­ing in the wake of the yacht. The cap­tain, John Man­gles, at once in­formed Lord Gle­nar­van of the fact, who mount­ed on deck with Ma­jor Mac­N­abb, and asked the cap­tain what he thought of the an­i­mal.

			“In­deed, your lord­ship,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “I think it is a shark of large pro­por­tions.”

			“A shark in these re­gions!” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van.

			“With­out doubt,” replied the cap­tain. “This fish be­longs to a species of sharks that are found in all seas and lat­i­tudes. It is the ‘bal­ance-fish,’ and, if I am not great­ly mis­tak­en, we shall have an en­counter with one of these fel­lows. If your lord­ship con­sents, and it pleas­es La­dy He­le­na to wit­ness such a nov­el chase, we will soon see what we have to deal with.”

			“What do you think, Mac­N­abb?” said Lord Gle­nar­van to the ma­jor; “are you of a mind to try the ad­ven­ture?”

			“I am of what­ev­er opin­ion pleas­es you,” an­swered the ma­jor, calm­ly.

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles, “we can­not too soon ex­ter­mi­nate these ter­ri­ble mon­sters. Let us im­prove the op­por­tu­ni­ty, and, if your lord­ship pleas­es, it shall be an ex­cit­ing scene as well as a good ac­tion.”

			“Very well, cap­tain,” said Lord Gle­nar­van. He then sum­moned La­dy He­le­na, who joined him on deck, tempt­ed by the ex­cit­ing sport.

			The sea was mag­nif­i­cent. You could eas­i­ly fol­low along its sur­face the rapid mo­tions of the fish, as it plunged and rose again with sur­pris­ing agili­ty. Cap­tain Man­gles gave his or­ders, and the sailors threw over the star­board ratling a stout rope, to which was fas­tened a hook bait­ed with a thick piece of pork.

			The shark, al­though still at a dis­tance of fifty yards, scent­ed the bait of­fered to his vo­rac­i­ty. He rapid­ly ap­proached the yacht. You could see his fins, gray at their ex­trem­i­ty and black at their base, beat the waves with vi­o­lence, while his “cau­dal ap­pendage” kept him in a rig­or­ous­ly straight line. As he ad­vanced, his great glar­ing eyes seemed in­flamed with ea­ger­ness, and his yawn­ing jaws, when he turned, dis­closed a quadru­ple row of teeth. His head was large, and shaped like a dou­ble-head­ed ham­mer. Cap­tain Man­gles was right. It was a very large spec­i­men of the most ra­pa­cious fam­i­ly of sharks—the “bal­ance fish” of the Eng­lish and the “jew­fish” of the Provençals.

			All on board of the Dun­can fol­lowed the move­ments of the shark with live­ly at­ten­tion. The an­i­mal was soon with­in reach of the hook; he turned up­on his back, in or­der to seize it bet­ter, and the enor­mous bait dis­ap­peared down his vast gul­let. At the same time he hooked him­self, giv­ing the line a vi­o­lent shake, where­upon the sailors hoist­ed the huge crea­ture by means of a pul­ley at the end of the yardarm.

			The shark strug­gled vi­o­lent­ly at feel­ing him­self drawn from his nat­u­ral el­e­ment, but his strug­gles were of no avail. A rope with a slip-noose con­fined his tail and par­a­lyzed his move­ments. A few mo­ments af­ter­ward he was hauled over the ratlings, and pre­cip­i­tat­ed up­on the deck of the yacht. One of the sailors at once ap­proached him, not with­out cau­tion, and with a vig­or­ous blow of the hatch­et cut off the for­mi­da­ble tail of the an­i­mal.

			The chase was end­ed, and there was noth­ing more to fear from the mon­ster. The vengeance of the sailors was sat­is­fied, but not their cu­rios­i­ty. In­deed, it is cus­tom­ary on board of ev­ery ves­sel to care­ful­ly ex­am­ine the stom­achs of sharks. The men, know­ing the in­or­di­nate vo­rac­i­ty of the crea­ture, wait with some anx­i­ety, and their ex­pec­ta­tion is not al­ways in vain.

			La­dy Gle­nar­van, not wish­ing to wit­ness this strange “ex­plo­ration,” re­tired to the cab­in. The shark was still pant­ing. He was ten feet long, and weighed more than six hun­dred pounds. These di­men­sions are noth­ing ex­tra­or­di­nary; for if the bal­ance-fish is not classed among the gi­ants of this species, at least he be­longs to the most for­mi­da­ble of their fam­i­ly.

			The enor­mous fish was soon cut open by a blow of the hatch­et, with­out fur­ther cer­e­mo­ny. The hook had pen­e­trat­ed to the stom­ach, which was ab­so­lute­ly emp­ty. Ev­i­dent­ly the an­i­mal had fast­ed a long time, and the dis­ap­point­ed sea­men were about to cast the re­mains in­to the sea, when the at­ten­tion of the mate was at­tract­ed by a bulky ob­ject firm­ly imbed­ded in the vis­cera.

			“Ha! what is this?” he ex­claimed.

			“That,” replied one of the sailors, “is a piece of rock that the crea­ture has tak­en in for bal­last.”

			“Good!” said an­oth­er; “it is prob­a­bly a bul­let that this fel­low has re­ceived in the stom­ach, and could not di­gest.”

			“Good,” said Gle­nar­van; “wash the dirty thing, and bring it in­to the cab­in.”

			“Be still, all of you!” cried Tom Austin, the mate; “do you not see that the an­i­mal was a great drunk­ard? and to lose noth­ing, has drank not on­ly the wine, but the bot­tle too!”

			“What!” ex­claimed Lord Gle­nar­van, “is it a bot­tle that this shark has in his stom­ach?”

			“A re­al bot­tle!” replied the mate, “but you can eas­i­ly see that it does not come from the wine cel­lar.”

			“Well, Tom,” said Gle­nar­van, “draw it out care­ful­ly. Bot­tles found in the sea fre­quent­ly con­tain pre­cious doc­u­ments.”

			“Do you think so?” said Ma­jor Mac­N­abb.

			“I do; at least, that it may hap­pen so.”

			“Oh! I do not con­tra­dict you,” replied the ma­jor. “Per­haps there may be a se­cret in this.”

			“We shall see,” said Gle­nar­van. “Well, Tom?”

			“Here it is,” said the mate, dis­play­ing the shape­less ob­ject that he had just drawn with dif­fi­cul­ty from the in­te­ri­or of the shark.

			“Good,” said Gle­nar­van; “wash the dirty thing, and bring it in­to the cab­in.”

			Tom obeyed; and the bot­tle found un­der such sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stances was placed on the cab­in ta­ble, around which Lord Gle­nar­van, Ma­jor Mac­N­abb, and Cap­tain John Man­gles took their seats, to­geth­er with La­dy He­le­na; for a wom­an, they say, is al­ways a lit­tle in­quis­i­tive.

			Ev­ery­thing caus­es ex­cite­ment at sea. For a mo­ment there was si­lence. Each gazed won­der­ing­ly at this strange waif. Did it con­tain the se­cret of a dis­as­ter, or on­ly an in­signif­i­cant mes­sage con­fid­ed to the mer­cy of the waves by some idle nav­i­ga­tor?

			How­ev­er, they must know what it was, and Gle­nar­van, with­out wait­ing longer, pro­ceed­ed to ex­am­ine the bot­tle. He took, more­over, all nec­es­sary pre­cau­tions. You would have thought a coro­ner was point­ing out the par­tic­u­lars of a sus­pi­cious quest. And Gle­nar­van was right, for the most in­signif­i­cant mark in ap­pear­ance may of­ten lead to an im­por­tant dis­cov­ery.

			Be­fore ex­am­in­ing it in­ter­nal­ly, the bot­tle was in­spect­ed ex­ter­nal­ly. It had a slen­der neck, the mouth of which was pro­tect­ed by an iron wire con­sid­er­ably rust­ed. Its sides were very thick, and ca­pa­ble of sup­port­ing a pres­sure of sev­er­al at­mos­pheres, be­tray­ing ev­i­dent­ly pre­vi­ous con­nec­tion with cham­pagne. With these bot­tles the wine-dressers of Aï and Eper­nay block car­riage-wheels with­out their show­ing the slight­est frac­ture. This one could, there­fore, eas­i­ly bear the hard­ships of a long voy­age.

			“A bot­tle of the Mai­son Cliquot,” said the ma­jor qui­et­ly; and, as if he ought to know, his af­fir­ma­tion was ac­cept­ed with­out con­tra­dic­tion.

			“My dear ma­jor,” said La­dy He­le­na, “it mat­ters lit­tle what this bot­tle is, pro­vid­ed we know whence it comes.”

			“We shall know, my dear,” said Lord Ed­ward, “and al­ready we can af­firm that it has come from a dis­tance. See the pet­ri­fied par­ti­cles that cov­er it, these sub­stances min­er­al­ized, so to speak, un­der the ac­tion of the sea­wa­ter. This waif had al­ready tak­en a long voy­age in the ocean, be­fore be­ing en­gulfed in the stom­ach of a shark.”

			“I can­not but be of your opin­ion,” replied the ma­jor; “this frag­ile vase, pro­tect­ed by its strong en­ve­lope, must have made a long jour­ney.”

			“But whence does it come?” in­quired La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			“Wait, my dear He­le­na, wait. We must be pa­tient with bot­tles. If I am not great­ly mis­tak­en, this one will it­self an­swer all our ques­tions.”

			And so say­ing, Gle­nar­van be­gan to scrape off the hard par­ti­cles that pro­tect­ed the neck. Soon the cork ap­peared, but very much dam­aged with the salt wa­ter.

			“This is a pity,” said Gle­nar­van; “for if there is any pa­per in it, it will be in a bad con­di­tion.”

			“That’s what I fear,” replied the ma­jor.

			“I will add,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “that this bad­ly-corked bot­tle would soon have sunk; and it is for­tu­nate that this shark swal­lowed it, and brought it on board of the Dun­can.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” in­ter­posed Cap­tain Man­gles; “it would have been bet­ter, how­ev­er, had it been caught in the open sea on a well-known lat­i­tude and lon­gi­tude. We could then, by study­ing the at­mo­spher­ic and ma­rine cur­rents, have dis­cov­ered the course tra­versed; but with a guide like one of these sharks, that trav­el against wind and tide, we can­not know whence it comes.”

			“We shall soon see,” an­swered Gle­nar­van. At the same time he drew out the cork with the great­est care, and a strong saline odor per­me­at­ed the cab­in.

			“Well?” said La­dy He­le­na, with a tru­ly fem­i­nine im­pa­tience.

			“Yes,” said Gle­nar­van; “I am not mis­tak­en! Here are pa­pers!”

			“Doc­u­ments! doc­u­ments!” cried La­dy He­le­na.

			“On­ly,” replied Gle­nar­van, “they ap­pear to be dam­aged by the wa­ter. It is im­pos­si­ble to re­move them, for they ad­here to the sides of the bot­tle.”

			“Let us break it,” said Mac­N­abb.

			“I would rather keep it whole,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“I should, too,” said the ma­jor.

			“Very true,” added La­dy He­le­na; “but the con­tents are more valu­able than that which con­tains them, and it is bet­ter to sac­ri­fice one than the oth­er.”

			“Let your lord­ship on­ly break off the neck,” said the cap­tain, “and that will en­able you to draw them out with­out in­jury.”

			“Yes, yes, my dear Ed­ward!” cried La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			It was dif­fi­cult to pro­ceed in any oth­er way, and, at all haz­ards, Gle­nar­van de­ter­mined to break the neck of the pre­cious bot­tle. It was nec­es­sary to use a ham­mer, for the stony cov­er­ing had ac­quired the hard­ness of gran­ite. The frag­ments soon strewed the ta­ble, and sev­er­al pieces of pa­per were per­ceived ad­her­ing to each oth­er. Gle­nar­van drew them out care­ful­ly, sep­a­rat­ing and ex­am­in­ing them close­ly, while La­dy He­le­na, the ma­jor, and the cap­tain crowd­ed around him.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Three Doc­u­ments

			
			These pieces of pa­per, half de­stroyed by the sea­wa­ter, ex­hib­it­ed on­ly a few words, the traces of hand­writ­ing al­most en­tire­ly ef­faced. For sev­er­al min­utes Lord Gle­nar­van ex­am­ined them at­ten­tive­ly, turned them about in ev­ery way, and ex­posed them to the light of day, ob­serv­ing the least traces of writ­ing spared by the sea. Then he looked at his friends, who were re­gard­ing him with anx­ious eyes.

			“There are here,” said he, “three dis­tinct doc­u­ments, prob­a­bly three copies of the same mis­sive, trans­lat­ed in­to three dif­fer­ent lan­guages: one Eng­lish, an­oth­er French, and the third Ger­man. The few words that re­main leave no doubt on this point.”

			“But these words have at least a mean­ing?” said La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			“That is dif­fi­cult to say, my dear He­le­na. The words traced on these pa­pers are very im­per­fect.”

			“Per­haps they will com­plete each oth­er,” said the ma­jor.

			“That may be,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “It is not prob­a­ble that the wa­ter has oblit­er­at­ed these lines in ex­act­ly the same places on each, and by com­par­ing these re­mains of phras­es we shall ar­rive at some in­tel­li­gi­ble mean­ing.”

			“We will do so,” said Lord Gle­nar­van; “but let us pro­ceed sys­tem­at­i­cal­ly. And, first, here is the Eng­lish doc­u­ment.”

			It showed the fol­low­ing ar­range­ment of lines and words:

			
				[image: Fragments of English words displayed on five lines in the first document.]
			
			“That does not mean much,” said the ma­jor, with an air of dis­ap­point­ment.

			“What­ev­er it may mean,” replied the cap­tain, “it is good Eng­lish.”

			“There is no doubt of that,” said his lord­ship. “The words wreck, aland, this, and, lost, are per­fect. Cap ev­i­dent­ly means cap­tain, re­fer­ring to the cap­tain of a ship­wrecked ves­sel.”

			“Let us add,” said the cap­tain, “the por­tions of the words docu and ssis­tance, the mean­ing of which is plain.”

			“Well, some­thing is gained al­ready!” added La­dy He­le­na.

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly,” replied the ma­jor, “en­tire lines are want­ing. How can we find the name of the lost ves­sel, or the place of ship­wreck?”

			“We shall find them,” said Lord Ed­ward.

			“Very like­ly,” an­swered the ma­jor, who was in­vari­ably of the opin­ion of ev­ery­one else; “but how?”

			“By com­par­ing one doc­u­ment with an­oth­er.”

			“Let us see!” cried La­dy He­le­na.

			The sec­ond piece of pa­per, more dam­aged than the for­mer, ex­hib­it­ed on­ly iso­lat­ed words, ar­ranged thus:
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			“This is writ­ten in Ger­man,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, when he had cast his eyes up­on it.

			“And do you know that lan­guage?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Per­fect­ly, your lord­ship.”

			“Well, tell us what these few words mean.”

			The cap­tain ex­am­ined the doc­u­ment close­ly, and ex­pressed him­self as fol­lows:

			“First, the date of the event is de­ter­mined. 7 Ju­ni means June 7th, and by com­par­ing this fig­ure with the fig­ures ’62,’ fur­nished by the Eng­lish doc­u­ment, we have the date com­plete—June 7th, 1862.”

			“Very well!” ex­claimed La­dy He­le­na. “Go on.”

			“On the same line,” con­tin­ued the young cap­tain, “I find the word Glas, which, unit­ed with the word gow of the first doc­u­ment, gives Glas­gow. It is plain­ly a ship from the port of Glas­gow.”

			“That was my opin­ion,” said the ma­jor.

			“The sec­ond line is miss­ing en­tire­ly,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles; “but on the third I meet with two im­por­tant words zwei, which means two, and atrosen, or rather ma­trosen, which sig­ni­fies sailors in Ger­man.”

			“There were a cap­tain and two sailors, then?” said La­dy He­le­na.

			“Prob­a­bly,” replied her hus­band.

			“I will con­fess, your lord­ship,” said the cap­tain, “that the next word, graus, puz­zles me. I do not know how to trans­late it. Per­haps the third doc­u­ment will en­able us to un­der­stand it. As to the two last words, they are eas­i­ly ex­plained. Bringt ih­nen means bring to them, and if we com­pare these with the Eng­lish word, which is like­wise on the sixth line of the first doc­u­ment (I mean the word as­sis­tance), we shall have the phrase bring them as­sis­tance.”

			“Yes, bring them as­sis­tance,” said Gle­nar­van. “But where are the un­for­tu­nates? We have not yet a sin­gle in­di­ca­tion of the place, and the scene of the catas­tro­phe is ab­so­lute­ly un­known.”

			“Let us hope that the French doc­u­ment will be more ex­plic­it,” said La­dy He­le­na.

			“Let us look at it, then,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and, as we all know this lan­guage, our ex­am­i­na­tion will be more easy.”

			Here is an ex­act fac­sim­i­le of the third doc­u­ment:

			
				[image: The third document, in French, with figures indicating the possible position of the shipwreck.]
			
			“There are fig­ures!” cried La­dy He­le­na. “Look, gen­tle­men, look!”

			“Let us pro­ceed in or­der,” said Lord Gle­nar­van, “and start at the be­gin­ning. Per­mit me to point out one by one these scat­tered and in­com­plete words. I see from the first let­ters troi ats (trois-mats), that it is a brig, the name of which, thanks to the Eng­lish and French doc­u­ments, is en­tire­ly pre­served: The Bri­tan­nia. Of the two fol­low­ing words, go­nie and aus­tral, on­ly the last has an in­tel­li­gi­ble mean­ing.”

			“That is an im­por­tant point,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles; “the ship­wreck took place in the south­ern hemi­sphere.”

			“That is in­def­i­nite,” said the ma­jor.

			“I will con­tin­ue,” re­sumed Gle­nar­van. “The word abor is the trace of the verb abor­der (to land). These un­for­tu­nates have land­ed some­where. But where? Con­tin! Is it on a con­ti­nent? Cru­el!”

			“ ‘Cru­el!’ ” cried Man­gles; “that ex­plains the Ger­man word graus, grausam, cru­el!”

			“Go on, go on!” cried Gle­nar­van, whose in­ter­est was great­ly ex­cit­ed as the mean­ing of these in­com­plete words was elu­ci­dat­ed. “In­di! Is it In­dia, then, where these sailors have been cast? What is the mean­ing of the word on­git? Ha, lon­gi­tude! And here is the lat­i­tude, 37° 1′. In short, we have a def­i­nite in­di­ca­tion.”

			“But the lon­gi­tude is want­ing,” said Mac­N­abb.

			“We can­not have ev­ery­thing, my dear ma­jor,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and an ex­act de­gree of lat­i­tude is some­thing. This French doc­u­ment is de­cid­ed­ly the most com­plete of the three. Each of them was ev­i­dent­ly a lit­er­al trans­la­tion of the oth­ers, for they all con­vey the same in­for­ma­tion. We must, there­fore, unite and trans­late them in­to one lan­guage, and seek their most prob­a­ble mean­ing, the one that is most log­i­cal and ex­plic­it.”

			“Shall we make this trans­la­tion in French, Eng­lish, or Ger­man?” asked the ma­jor.

			“In Eng­lish,” an­swered Gle­nar­van, “since that is our own lan­guage.”

			“Your lord­ship is right,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, “be­sides, it was al­so theirs.”

			“It is agreed, then. I will write this doc­u­ment, unit­ing these parts of words and frag­ments of phras­es, leav­ing the gaps that sep­a­rate them, and fill­ing up those the mean­ing of which is not am­bigu­ous. Then we will com­pare them and form an opin­ion.”

			Gle­nar­van at once took a pen, and, in a few mo­ments, pre­sent­ed to his friends a pa­per on which were writ­ten the fol­low­ing lines:
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			At this mo­ment a sailor in­formed the cap­tain that the Dun­can was en­ter­ing the Frith of Clyde, and asked his or­ders.

			“What are your lord­ship’s wish­es?” said the cap­tain, ad­dress­ing Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Reach Dum­b­ar­ton as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, cap­tain. Then, while La­dy He­le­na re­turns to Mal­colm Cas­tle, I will go to Lon­don and sub­mit this doc­u­ment to the au­thor­i­ties.”

			The cap­tain gave his or­ders in pur­suance of this, and the mate ex­e­cut­ed them.

			“Now, my friends,” said Gle­nar­van, “we will con­tin­ue our in­ves­ti­ga­tions. We are on the track of a great catas­tro­phe. The lives of sev­er­al men de­pend up­on our sagac­i­ty. Let us use there­fore all our in­ge­nu­ity to di­vine the se­cret of this enig­ma.”

			“We are ready, my dear Ed­ward,” replied La­dy He­le­na.

			“First of all,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “we must con­sid­er three dis­tinct points in this doc­u­ment. First, what is known; sec­ond, what can be con­jec­tured; and third, what is un­known. What do we know? That on the 7th of June, 1862, a brig, the Bri­tan­nia, of Glas­gow, was wrecked; that two sailors and the cap­tain threw this doc­u­ment in­to the sea in lat­i­tude 37° 1′, and in it ask for as­sis­tance.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied the ma­jor.

			“What can we con­jec­ture?” re­sumed Gle­nar­van. “First, that the ship­wreck took place in the South Seas; and now I call your at­ten­tion to the word go­nia. Does it not in­di­cate the name of the coun­try which they reached?”

			“Patag­o­nia!” cried La­dy He­le­na.

			“Prob­a­bly.”

			“But is Patag­o­nia crossed by the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel?” asked the ma­jor.

			“That is eas­i­ly seen,” said the cap­tain, tak­ing out a map of South Amer­i­ca. “It is so: Patag­o­nia is bi­sect­ed by the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, which cross­es Arau­ca­nia, over the Pam­pas, north of Patag­o­nia, and is lost in the At­lantic.”

			“Well, let us con­tin­ue our con­jec­tures. The two sailors and the cap­tain abor, land. Where? Con­tin—the con­ti­nent, you un­der­stand; a con­ti­nent, not an is­land. What be­comes of them? We have for­tu­nate­ly two let­ters, pr, which in­form us of their fate. These un­for­tu­nates, in short, are cap­tured (pris) or pris­on­ers. By whom? The cru­el In­di­ans. Are you con­vinced? Do not the words fit nat­u­ral­ly in­to the va­cant places? Does not the doc­u­ment grow clear to your eyes? Does not light break in up­on your mind?”

			Gle­nar­van spoke with con­vic­tion. His looks be­to­kened an ab­so­lute con­fi­dence; and his en­thu­si­asm was com­mu­ni­cat­ed to his hear­ers. Like him they cried, “It is plain! it is plain!”

			A mo­ment af­ter Lord Ed­ward re­sumed, in these terms:

			“All these hy­pothe­ses, my friends, seem to me ex­treme­ly plau­si­ble. In my opin­ion, the catas­tro­phe took place on the shores of Patag­o­nia. How­ev­er, I will in­quire at Glas­gow what was the des­ti­na­tion of the Bri­tan­nia, and we shall know whether she could have been led to these re­gions.”

			“We do not need to go so far,” replied the cap­tain; “I have here the ship­ping news of the Mer­can­tile and Ship­ping Gazette, which will give us def­i­nite in­for­ma­tion.”

			“Let us see! let us see!” said La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			Cap­tain Man­gles took a file of pa­pers of the year 1862, and be­gan to turn over the leaves rapid­ly. His search was soon end­ed; as he said, in a tone of sat­is­fac­tion—

			“May 30, 1862, Callao, Pe­ru, Bri­tan­nia, Cap­tain Grant, bound for Glas­gow.”

			“Grant!” ex­claimed Lord Gle­nar­van; “that hardy Scotch­man who wished to found a new Scot­land in the wa­ters of the Pa­cif­ic?”

			“Yes,” an­swered the cap­tain, “the very same, who, in 1861, em­barked in the Bri­tan­nia at Glas­gow, and of whom noth­ing has since been heard.”

			“Ex­act­ly! ex­act­ly!” said Gle­nar­van; “it is in­deed he. The Bri­tan­nia left Callao the 30th of May, and on the 7th of June, eight days af­ter her de­par­ture, she was lost on the shores of Patag­o­nia. This is the whole sto­ry elu­ci­dat­ed from the re­mains of these words that seemed un­de­ci­pher­able. You see, my friends, that what we can con­jec­ture is very im­por­tant. As to what we do not know, this is re­duced to one item, the miss­ing de­gree of lon­gi­tude.”

			“It is of no ac­count,” added Cap­tain Man­gles, “since the coun­try is known; and with the lat­i­tude alone, I will un­der­take to go straight to the scene of the ship­wreck.”

			“We know all, then?” said La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			“All, my dear He­le­na: and these blanks that the sea has made be­tween the words of the doc­u­ment, I can as eas­i­ly fill out as though I were writ­ing at the dic­ta­tion of Cap­tain Grant.”

			Ac­cord­ing­ly Lord Gle­nar­van took the pen again, and wrote, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, the fol­low­ing note:

			“June 7, 1862.—The brig Bri­tan­nia of Glas­gow was wrecked on the shores of Patag­o­nia, in the South­ern Hemi­sphere. Di­rect­ing their course to land, two sailors and Cap­tain Grant at­tempt­ed to reach the con­ti­nent, where they will be pris­on­ers of the cru­el In­di­ans. They have thrown this doc­u­ment in­to the sea, at lon­gi­tude ———, lat­i­tude 37° 1′. Bring them as­sis­tance or they are lost.”

			“Good! good! my dear Ed­ward!” said La­dy Gle­nar­van; “and if these un­for­tu­nates see their na­tive coun­try again, they will owe this hap­pi­ness to you.”

			“And they shall see it again,” replied Gle­nar­van. “This doc­u­ment is too ex­plic­it, too clear, too cer­tain, for En­glish­men to hes­i­tate. What has been done for Sir John Franklin, and so many oth­ers, will al­so be done for the ship­wrecked of the Bri­tan­nia.”

			“But these un­for­tu­nates,” an­swered La­dy He­le­na, “have, with­out doubt, a fam­i­ly that mourns their loss. Per­haps this poor Cap­tain Grant has a wife, chil­dren—”

			“You are right, my dear la­dy; and I charge my­self with in­form­ing them that all hope is not yet lost. And now, my friends, let us go on deck, for we must be ap­proach­ing the har­bor.”

			In­deed, the Dun­can had forced on steam, and was now skirt­ing the shores of Bute Is­land. Rothe­say, with its charm­ing lit­tle vil­lage nestling in its fer­tile val­ley, was left on the star­board, and the ves­sel en­tered the nar­row in­lets of the frith, passed Greenock, and, at six in the evening, was an­chored at the foot of the basaltic rocks of Dum­b­ar­ton, crowned by the cel­e­brat­ed cas­tle.

			Here a coach was wait­ing to take La­dy He­le­na and Ma­jor Mac­N­abb back to Mal­colm Cas­tle. Lord Gle­nar­van, af­ter em­brac­ing his young wife, hur­ried to take the ex­press train for Glas­gow. But be­fore go­ing, he con­fid­ed an im­por­tant mes­sage to a more rapid agent, and a few mo­ments af­ter the elec­tric tele­graph con­veyed to the Times and Morn­ing Chron­i­cle an ad­ver­tise­ment in the fol­low­ing terms:

			
				“For any in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing the brig Bri­tan­nia of Glas­gow, Cap­tain Grant, ad­dress Lord Gle­nar­van, Mal­colm Cas­tle, Luss, Coun­ty of Dum­b­ar­ton, Scot­land.”

			

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Cap­tain’s Chil­dren

			
			The cas­tle of Mal­colm, one of the most ro­man­tic in Scot­land, is sit­u­at­ed near the vil­lage of Luss, whose pret­ty val­ley it crowns. The limpid wa­ters of Loch Lomond bathe the gran­ite of its walls. From time im­memo­ri­al it has be­longed to the Gle­nar­van fam­i­ly, who have pre­served in the coun­try of Rob Roy and Fer­gus Mac­Gre­gor the hos­pitable cus­toms of the an­cient he­roes of Wal­ter Scott. At the epoch of the so­cial rev­o­lu­tion in Scot­land, a great num­ber of vas­sals were ex­pelled, be­cause they could not pay the great rents to the an­cient chiefs of the clans. Some died of hunger, oth­ers be­came fish­er­men, oth­ers em­i­grat­ed. There was gen­er­al de­spair.

			Among all these the Gle­nar­vans alone be­lieved that fi­deli­ty bound the high as well as the low, and they re­mained faith­ful to their ten­ants. Not one left the roof un­der which he was born; not one aban­doned the soil where his an­ces­tors re­posed; all con­tin­ued in the clan of their an­cient lords. Thus at this epoch, in this age of dis­af­fec­tion and dis­union, the Gle­nar­van fam­i­ly con­sid­ered the Scots at Mal­colm Cas­tle as their own peo­ple. All were de­scend­ed from the vas­sals of their kins­men; were chil­dren of the coun­ties of Stir­ling and Dum­b­ar­ton, and hon­est­ly de­vot­ed, body and es­tate, to their mas­ter.

			Lord Gle­nar­van pos­sessed an im­mense for­tune, which he em­ployed in do­ing much good. His kind­ness ex­ceed­ed even his gen­eros­i­ty, for one was bound­less, while the oth­er was nec­es­sar­i­ly lim­it­ed. The lord of Luss, the “laird” of Mal­colm, rep­re­sent­ed his fel­lows in the House of Lords; but with true Scot­tish ideas, lit­tle pleas­ing to the southrons, he was dis­liked by many of them es­pe­cial­ly be­cause he ad­hered to the tra­di­tions of his an­ces­tors, and en­er­get­i­cal­ly op­posed some dic­ta of mod­ern po­lit­i­cal econ­o­my.

			He was not, how­ev­er, a back­ward man, ei­ther in wit or shrewd­ness; but while ready to en­ter ev­ery door of progress, he re­mained Scotch at heart, and it was for the glo­ry of his na­tive land that he con­tend­ed with his rac­ing yachts in the match­es of the Roy­al Thames Yacht Club.

			Lord Ed­ward Gle­nar­van was thir­ty-two years old. His form was erect and his fea­tures sharp, but his look was mild, and his char­ac­ter thor­ough­ly im­bued with the po­et­ry of the High­lands. He was known to be brave to ex­cess, en­ter­pris­ing, chival­rous, a Fer­gus of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry; but good above all, bet­ter than Saint Mar­tin him­self, for he would have giv­en his very cloak to the poor peo­ple of the High­lands.

			He had been mar­ried scarce­ly three months, hav­ing es­poused Miss He­le­na Tuffnel, daugh­ter of the great trav­el­er, William Tuffnel, one of the nu­mer­ous vic­tims to the great pas­sion for ge­o­graph­i­cal dis­cov­er­ies.

			Miss He­le­na did not be­long to a no­ble fam­i­ly, but she was Scotch, which equaled all no­bil­i­ties in the eyes of Lord Gle­nar­van. This charm­ing young crea­ture, high-mind­ed and de­vot­ed, the lord of Luss had made the com­pan­ion of his life. He found her one day liv­ing alone, an or­phan, al­most with­out for­tune, in the house of her fa­ther at Kil­patrick. He saw that the poor girl would make a no­ble wife, and he mar­ried her.

			Miss Tuffnel was twen­ty-two, a youth­ful blonde, with eyes as blue as the wa­ters of the Scotch lakes on a beau­ti­ful morn­ing in spring. Her love for her hus­band ex­ceed­ed even her grat­i­tude. She loved him as if she had been the rich heiress, and he the friend­less or­phan. As to their ten­ants and ser­vants, they were ready to lay down their lives for her whom they called “our good la­dy of Luss.”

			Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van lived hap­pi­ly at Mal­colm Cas­tle, in the midst of the grand and wild scenery of the High­lands, ram­bling in the shady al­leys of horse-chest­nuts and sycamores, along the shores of the lake, where still re­sound­ed the war cries of an­cient times, or in the depths of those un­cul­ti­vat­ed gorges in which the his­to­ry of Scot­land lies writ­ten in ru­ins from age to age. One day they would wan­der in the forests of beech­es and larch­es, and in the midst of the mass­es of heather; an­oth­er, they would scale the pre­cip­i­tous sum­mits of Ben Lomond, or tra­verse on horse­back the soli­tary glens, study­ing, com­pre­hend­ing, and ad­mir­ing this po­et­ic coun­try, still called “the land of Rob Roy,” and all those cel­e­brat­ed sites so grand­ly sung by Wal­ter Scott.

			In the sweet, still evening, when the “lantern of Mac Far­lane” il­lu­mined the hori­zon, they would stroll along the “bar­ti­zans,” an old cir­cu­lar bal­cony that formed a chain of bat­tle­ments to Mal­colm Cas­tle, and there, pen­sive, obliv­i­ous, and as if alone in the world, seat­ed on some de­tached rock, un­der the pale rays of the moon, while night grad­u­al­ly en­veloped the rugged sum­mits of the moun­tains, they would con­tin­ue wrapt in that pure ec­sta­sy and in­ward de­light known on­ly to lov­ing hearts.

			Thus passed the first months of their mar­ried life. But Lord Gle­nar­van did not for­get that his wife was the daugh­ter of a great trav­el­er. He thought that La­dy He­le­na must have in her heart all the as­pi­ra­tions of her fa­ther, and he was not mis­tak­en. The Dun­can was con­struct­ed, and was de­signed to con­vey Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van to the most beau­ti­ful coun­tries of the world, along the waves of the Mediter­ranean, and to the isles of the Ar­chi­pel­ago. Imag­ine the joy of La­dy He­le­na when her hus­band placed the Dun­can at her dis­pos­al! In­deed, can there be a greater hap­pi­ness than to lead your love to­wards those charm­ing “isles where Sap­pho sung,” and be­hold the en­chant­ing scenes of the Ori­ent, with all their spir­it-stir­ring mem­o­ries?

			Mean­time Lord Gle­nar­van had start­ed for Lon­don. The safe­ty of the un­for­tu­nate ship­wrecked men was at stake. Thus, in his tem­po­rary ab­sence, La­dy He­le­na showed her­self more anx­ious than sad. The next day a dis­patch from her hus­band made her hope for a speedy re­turn; in the evening a let­ter hint­ed at its post­pone­ment. His pro­pos­al had to en­counter some dif­fi­cul­ties, and the fol­low­ing day a sec­ond let­ter came, in which Lord Gle­nar­van did not con­ceal his in­dig­na­tion against the au­thor­i­ties.

			On that day La­dy He­le­na be­gan to be un­easy. At evening she was alone in her cham­ber, when the stew­ard of the cas­tle, Mr. Hal­bert, came to ask if she would see a young girl and boy who de­sired to speak with Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Peo­ple of the coun­try?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“No, madam,” replied the stew­ard, “for I do not know them. They have just ar­rived by the Bal­loch rail­way, and from Bal­loch to Luss they tell me they have made the jour­ney on foot.”

			“Bid them come up, stew­ard,” said La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			The stew­ard with­drew. Some mo­ments af­ter­ward the young girl and boy were ush­ered in­to La­dy He­le­na’s cham­ber. They were broth­er and sis­ter; you could not doubt it by their re­sem­blance.

			The sis­ter was six­teen. Her pret­ty face showed weari­ness, her eyes must have shed many tears; her re­signed, but coura­geous, coun­te­nance, and her hum­ble, but neat, at­tire, all pre­pos­sessed one in her fa­vor. She held by the hand a boy of twelve years, of de­ter­mined look, who seemed to take his sis­ter un­der his pro­tec­tion. In­deed, who­ev­er had in­sult­ed the young girl would have had to set­tle with this lit­tle gen­tle­man.

			The sis­ter stopped, a lit­tle sur­prised at see­ing her­self be­fore La­dy He­le­na; but the lat­ter has­tened to open the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“You wish to speak with me?” said she, with an en­cour­ag­ing look at the young girl.

			“No,” an­swered the boy, in a de­cid­ed tone; “not with you, but with Lord Gle­nar­van him­self.”

			“Ex­cuse him, madam,” said the sis­ter, look­ing at her broth­er.

			“Lord Gle­nar­van is not at the cas­tle,” replied La­dy He­le­na; “but I am his wife, and if I can sup­ply his place with you—”

			“You are La­dy Gle­nar­van?” said the young girl.

			“Yes, miss.”

			“The wife of Lord Gle­nar­van, of Mal­colm Cas­tle, who pub­lished an ad­ver­tise­ment in the Times in re­gard to the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia?”

			“Yes, yes!” an­swered La­dy He­le­na, with alacrity. “And you?”

			“I am Miss Grant, and this is my broth­er.”

			“Miss Grant! Miss Grant!” cried La­dy He­le­na, draw­ing the young girl to­wards her, and tak­ing her hands, while she al­so drew the boy to­wards her.

			“Madam,” replied the young girl, “what do you know of the ship­wreck of my fa­ther? Is he liv­ing? Shall we ev­er see him again? Speak! oh, please tell me!”

			“My dear child,” said La­dy He­le­na, “God for­bid that I should an­swer you light­ly on such a sub­ject; I would not give you a vain hope—”

			“Please, madam, speak! I am strong against grief, and can hear all.”

			“My dear child,” an­swered La­dy He­le­na, “the hope is very slight, but with the help of God who can do ev­ery­thing, it is pos­si­ble that you will one day see your fa­ther again.”

			“Alas, alas!” ex­claimed Miss Grant, who could not re­strain her tears, while Robert cov­ered the hands of La­dy Gle­nar­van with kiss­es.

			When the first parox­ysm of this mourn­ful joy was past, the young girl be­gan to ask in­nu­mer­able ques­tions. La­dy He­le­na re­lat­ed the sto­ry of the doc­u­ment, how that the Bri­tan­nia had been lost on the shores of Patag­o­nia; in what way, af­ter the ship­wreck, the cap­tain and two sailors, the on­ly sur­vivors, must have reached the con­ti­nent; and, at last, how they im­plored the as­sis­tance of the whole world in this doc­u­ment, writ­ten in three lan­guages, and aban­doned to the caprices of the ocean.

			Dur­ing this recital Robert Grant de­voured La­dy He­le­na with his eyes; his life seemed to hang on her lips. In his child­ish imag­i­na­tion he re­viewed the ter­ri­ble scenes of which his fa­ther must have been the vic­tim. He saw him on the deck of the Bri­tan­nia; he fol­lowed him to the bo­som of the waves; he clung with him to the rocks of the shore; he dragged him­self pant­ing along the beach, out of reach of the waves.

			Of­ten dur­ing the course of this nar­ra­tion words es­caped his lips.

			“Oh, pa­pa! my poor pa­pa!” he cried, press­ing close to his sis­ter.

			As for Miss Grant, she lis­tened with clasped hands, and did not ut­ter a word un­til the sto­ry was end­ed, when she said—

			“Oh, madam, the doc­u­ment! the doc­u­ment!”

			“I no longer have it, my dear child,” replied La­dy He­le­na.

			“You no longer have it?”

			“No; for the very sake of your fa­ther, Lord Gle­nar­van had to take it to Lon­don; but I have told you all it con­tained, word for word, and how we suc­ceed­ed in dis­cov­er­ing the ex­act mean­ing. Among these re­mains of the al­most ef­faced words the wa­ter had spared some char­ac­ters. Un­for­tu­nate­ly the record of the lon­gi­tude had al­to­geth­er been de­stroyed, but that was the on­ly miss­ing point. Thus you see, Miss Grant, the mi­nut­est de­tails of this doc­u­ment are known to you as well as me.”

			“Yes, madam,” replied the young girl; “but I would like to have seen my fa­ther’s writ­ing.”

			“Well, to­mor­row, per­haps, Lord Gle­nar­van will re­turn. My hus­band de­sired to sub­mit this in­dis­putable doc­u­ment to the au­thor­i­ties in Lon­don, to in­duce them to send a ves­sel im­me­di­ate­ly in search of Cap­tain Grant.”

			“Is it pos­si­ble, madam!” cried the young girl. “Did you do this for us?”

			“Yes, my dear miss, and I ex­pect Lord Gle­nar­van ev­ery mo­ment.”

			“Madam,” said the young girl, in a deep tone of grat­i­tude, and with fer­ven­cy, “may Heav­en bless Lord Gle­nar­van and you!”

			“Dear child,” an­swered La­dy He­le­na, “we de­serve no thanks. Any oth­er per­son in our place would have done the same. May the hopes that are kin­dled be re­al­ized! Till Lord Gle­nar­van’s re­turn you will re­main at the cas­tle.”

			“Madam,” said the young girl, “I would not pre­sume on the sym­pa­thy you show to us strangers—”

			“Strangers! Dear child, nei­ther your broth­er nor you are strangers in this house; and I de­sire that Lord Gle­nar­van on his ar­rival should in­form the chil­dren of Cap­tain Grant of what is to be at­tempt­ed to save their fa­ther.”

			It was not pos­si­ble to refuse an in­vi­ta­tion made with so much cor­dial­i­ty. It was, there­fore, de­cid­ed that Miss Grant and her broth­er should await at Mal­colm Cas­tle the re­turn of Lord Gle­nar­van.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				La­dy Gle­nar­van’s Pro­pos­al

			
			Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, La­dy He­le­na had not spo­ken of the fears ex­pressed in her hus­band’s let­ters con­cern­ing the re­cep­tion of his pe­ti­tion by the Lon­don of­fi­cials; nor was a word said in re­gard to the prob­a­ble cap­tiv­i­ty of Cap­tain Grant among the In­di­ans of South Amer­i­ca. Why af­flict these poor chil­dren with their fa­ther’s sit­u­a­tion, and check the hopes they had just con­ceived? It would not change mat­ters. La­dy He­le­na was, there­fore, silent on this point, and, af­ter sat­is­fy­ing all Miss Grant’s in­quiries, she ques­tioned her con­cern­ing her life, and sit­u­a­tion in the world in which she seemed to be the sole pro­tec­tress of her broth­er. It was a sim­ple and touch­ing sto­ry, which still more in­creased La­dy Gle­nar­van’s sym­pa­thy for the young girl.

			Mary and Robert Grant were the on­ly chil­dren of Cap­tain Har­ry Grant, whose wife had died at the birth of Robert, and dur­ing his long voy­ages his chil­dren were left to the care of his good old cousin. Cap­tain Grant was a hardy sailor, a man well ac­quaint­ed with his pro­fes­sion, and a good ne­go­tia­tor, com­bin­ing thus a twofold ap­ti­tude for his call­ing com­mer­cial­ly. His home was at Dundee, in the coun­ty of For­far, and he was more­over, by birth, a child of that “bon­nie” place. His fa­ther, a min­is­ter of Saint Cather­ine’s Church, had giv­en him a thor­ough ed­u­ca­tion, know­ing that it would be sure to help all, even a sea-cap­tain.

			Dur­ing his ear­ly voy­ages, first as mate, and af­ter­wards in the ca­pac­i­ty of skip­per, Har­ry Grant pros­pered, and some years af­ter the birth of his son Robert, he found him­self the pos­ses­sor of a con­sid­er­able for­tune.

			Then a great idea en­tered his mind which made his name pop­u­lar through­out Scot­land. Like the Gle­nar­vans and sev­er­al oth­er great fam­i­lies of the High­lands, he was op­posed in heart, if not in deed, to the ad­vance and preva­lence of Eng­lish thought and feel­ing. The in­ter­ests of his coun­try could not be in his eyes the same as those of the An­glo-Sax­ons, and, in or­der to give the for­mer a pe­cu­liar and na­tion­al de­vel­op­ment, he re­solved to found a Scot­tish colony in some part of the South­ern World. Did he dream of that in­de­pen­dence in the fu­ture of which the Unit­ed States had set the ex­am­ple, and which the In­dies and Aus­tralia can­not fail one day to ac­quire? Very like­ly; but he al­lowed his se­cret hopes to be di­vined. It was, there­fore, known that the Gov­ern­ment re­fused to lend their aid in his project of col­o­niza­tion; nay, they even raised ob­sta­cles which in any oth­er coun­try would have over­come the project.

			But Har­ry Grant would not be dis­cour­aged. He ap­pealed to the pa­tri­o­tism of his coun­try­men, gave his for­tune to serve the cause, built a ves­sel and fur­nished it with a fine crew, con­fid­ed his chil­dren to the care of his old cousin, and set sail to ex­plore the great is­lands of the Pa­cif­ic.

			It was the year 1861. Un­til May, 1862, they had re­ceived news of him, but since his de­par­ture from Callao, in the month of June, no one had heard any­thing of the Bri­tan­nia, and the ma­rine in­tel­li­gencers be­came silent con­cern­ing the fate of the cap­tain.

			At this junc­ture of af­fairs the old cousin of Har­ry Grant died, and the two chil­dren were left alone in the world. Mary Grant was then four­teen. Her coura­geous soul did not flinch at the sit­u­a­tion that was pre­sent­ed, but she de­vot­ed her­self en­tire­ly to her broth­er, who was still a child. She must bring him up and in­struct him. By dint of econ­o­my, pru­dence, and sagac­i­ty, la­bor­ing night and day, sac­ri­fic­ing all for him, deny­ing her­self ev­ery­thing, the sis­ter suc­ceed­ed in ed­u­cat­ing her broth­er and brave­ly ful­filled her sis­ter­ly du­ties.

			The two chil­dren lived thus at Dundee, and valiant­ly over­came their sor­row­ful and lone­ly cir­cum­stances. Mary thought on­ly of her broth­er, and dreamed of a hap­py fu­ture for him. As for her­self, alas! the Bri­tan­nia was lost for­ev­er, and her fa­ther dead! We must not, there­fore, at­tempt to de­pict her emo­tion when the ad­ver­tise­ment in the Times ac­ci­den­tal­ly met her eye, and sud­den­ly raised her from her de­spair.

			It was no time to hes­i­tate. Her res­o­lu­tion was im­me­di­ate­ly tak­en. Even if she should learn that her fa­ther’s dead body had been found on a desert coast, or in the hull of a ship­wrecked ves­sel, it was bet­ter than this con­tin­u­al doubt, this eter­nal tor­ment of un­cer­tain­ty. She told her broth­er all; and the same day the two chil­dren took the Perth Rail­road, and at evening ar­rived at Mal­colm Cas­tle, where Mary, af­ter so many ha­rass­ing thoughts, be­gan to hope.

			Such was the sor­row­ful sto­ry that the young girl re­lat­ed to La­dy Gle­nar­van, in an art­less man­ner, with­out think­ing that through all those long years of tri­al she had be­haved her­self like an hero­ic daugh­ter. But La­dy He­le­na thought of this, and sev­er­al times, with­out hid­ing her tears, she clasped in her arms the two chil­dren of Cap­tain Grant.

			As for Robert, it seemed as if he heard this sto­ry for the first time: for he opened his eyes in as­ton­ish­ment, as he lis­tened to his sis­ter; com­pre­hend­ed what she had done, what she had suf­fered; and at last, en­cir­cling her with his arms, he ex­claimed, un­able longer to re­strain the cry that came from the very depths of his heart—

			“Oh, mam­ma! my dear mam­ma!”

			Night had now ful­ly set in; and La­dy He­le­na, re­mem­ber­ing the fa­tigue of the two chil­dren, would not longer con­tin­ue the con­ver­sa­tion. Mary and Robert were con­duct­ed to their cham­bers, and fell asleep dream­ing of a brighter fu­ture.

			Af­ter they had re­tired, La­dy He­le­na saw the ma­jor, and told him all the events of the day.

			“That Mary Grant is a brave girl,” said Mac­N­abb, when he had heard his cousin’s sto­ry.

			“May Heav­en grant my hus­band suc­cess in his en­ter­prise!” replied La­dy He­le­na; “for the sit­u­a­tion of the two chil­dren would be ter­ri­ble!”

			“He will suc­ceed,” an­swered Mac­N­abb, “or the hearts of the au­thor­i­ties must be hard­er than the stone of Port­land.”

			In spite of the ma­jor’s as­sur­ance, La­dy He­le­na passed the night in the great­est anx­i­ety, and could scarce gain an hour’s re­pose.

			The next morn­ing Mary and her broth­er rose at day­break, and were walk­ing in the gal­leries and wa­ter ter­races of the cas­tle, when the sound of a coach was heard in the great court­yard. It was Lord Gle­nar­van re­turn­ing to Mal­colm Cas­tle at the full speed of his hors­es. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly La­dy He­le­na, ac­com­pa­nied by the ma­jor, ap­peared in the court­yard, and flew to meet her hus­band. But he seemed sad, dis­ap­point­ed, and an­gry. He clasped his wife in his arms, and was silent.

			“Well, Ed­ward!” she ex­claimed.

			“Well, my dear He­le­na,” he replied, “those peo­ple have no hearts!”

			“They re­fused?”

			“Yes, they re­fused me a ves­sel: they spoke of the mil­lions vain­ly spent in search­ing for Franklin; they de­clared the doc­u­ment was vague and un­in­tel­li­gi­ble; they said that the ship­wreck of these un­for­tu­nates had hap­pened two years ago, and that there was lit­tle chance of find­ing them. They main­tained too, that, if pris­on­ers of the In­di­ans, they must have been car­ried in­to the in­te­ri­or of the coun­try; that they could not ran­sack all Patag­o­nia to find three men—three Scotch­men; the search would be vain and per­ilous, and would cost the lives of more men than it would save. In short, they gave all the ab­surd rea­sons of peo­ple who mean to refuse. They re­mem­bered the cap­tain’s projects, and I fear that the un­for­tu­nate man is for­ev­er lost!”

			“My fa­ther, my poor fa­ther!” cried Mary Grant, throw­ing her­self at the feet of Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Your fa­ther! What, Miss—?” said he, sur­prised at see­ing a young girl at his feet.

			“Yes, Ed­ward, Miss Grant and her broth­er,” replied La­dy He­le­na; “the two chil­dren of Cap­tain Grant, who have thus been con­demned to re­main or­phans.”

			“Ah, miss!” an­swered Lord Gle­nar­van, “if I had known of your pres­ence—”

			He said no more. A painful si­lence, in­ter­rupt­ed on­ly by sobs, reigned in the court­yard. No one raised his voice, nei­ther Lord Gle­nar­van, La­dy He­le­na, the ma­jor, nor the ser­vants of the cas­tle, who were stand­ing about even at this ear­ly hour. But by their at­ti­tude they all protest­ed against the con­duct of the of­fi­cials.

			Af­ter sev­er­al mo­ments the ma­jor re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion, and, ad­dress­ing Lord Gle­nar­van, said—

			“Then you have no more hope?”

			“None.”

			“Well,” cried young Robert, “I will go to these peo­ple, and—we shall see—”

			He did not fin­ish his threat, for his sis­ter stopped him; but his clinched hands in­di­cat­ed his in­ten­tions.

			“No, Robert,” said she, “no; let us thank these kind peo­ple for what they have done for us. Let us al­ways keep them in re­mem­brance; but now we must take our de­par­ture.”

			“Mary!” cried La­dy He­le­na.

			“Miss, where would you go?” said Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“I am go­ing to throw my­self at the feet of the Queen,” replied the young girl, “and we shall see if she will be deaf to the prayers of two chil­dren im­plor­ing help for their fa­ther.”

			Lord Gle­nar­van shook his head; not that he doubt­ed the clemen­cy of Her Gra­cious Majesty, but he doubt­ed whether Mary Grant would gain ac­cess to her; for but few sup­pli­ants reach the steps of a throne.

			La­dy He­le­na un­der­stood her hus­band’s thoughts. She knew that the young girl might make a fruit­less jour­ney, and she pic­tured to her­self these two chil­dren lead­ing hence­forth a cheer­less ex­is­tence. Then it was that she con­ceived a grand and no­ble idea.

			“Mary Grant,” she ex­claimed, “wait, my child; lis­ten to what I am about to say.”

			The young girl held her broth­er by the hand, and was pre­par­ing to go. She stopped.

			Then La­dy He­le­na, with tear­ful eye, but firm voice and an­i­mat­ed fea­tures, ad­vanced to­wards her hus­band.

			“Ed­ward,” said she, “when Cap­tain Grant wrote that let­ter, and cast it in­to the sea, he con­fid­ed it to the care of God him­self, who has brought it to us. With­out doubt He de­signed to charge us with the safe­ty of these un­for­tu­nates.”

			“What do you mean, He­le­na?” in­quired Lord Gle­nar­van, whilst all wait­ed in si­lence.

			“I mean,” replied La­dy He­le­na, “that we ought to con­sid­er our­selves hap­py in be­gin­ning our mar­ried life with a good ac­tion. You, my dear Ed­ward, to please me, have planned a plea­sure voy­age. But what plea­sure can be more gen­uine or more benef­i­cent than to save these un­for­tu­nates whom hope has al­most aban­doned?”

			“He­le­na!” cried Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, you un­der­stand me, Ed­ward. The Dun­can is a good, staunch ves­sel. It can brave the South­ern seas; it can make the tour of the world—and it will, if nec­es­sary! Let us start, Ed­ward—let us go in search of Cap­tain Grant!”

			At these coura­geous words Lord Gle­nar­van had ex­tend­ed his arms to his wife. He smiled. He pressed her to his heart, while Mary and Robert kissed her hands.

			And dur­ing this touch­ing scene the ser­vants of the cas­tle, af­fect­ed and en­thu­si­as­tic, ut­tered from their hearts this cry of grat­i­tude—

			“Hur­rah for the la­dy of Luss! Hur­rah! three times hur­rah, for Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van!”

		
	
		
			
				V

				The De­par­ture of the Dun­can

			
			It has been al­ready said that La­dy He­le­na had a brave and gen­er­ous soul. What she had just done was an un­de­ni­able proof of it, and Lord Gle­nar­van had good rea­son to trust in this no­ble wom­an, who was ca­pa­ble of com­pre­hend­ing and fol­low­ing him. The idea of sail­ing to the res­cue of Cap­tain Grant had al­ready tak­en pos­ses­sion of him when he saw his pe­ti­tion re­ject­ed at Lon­don; but he could not have thought of sep­a­rat­ing from her. Yet, since she de­sired to go her­self, all hes­i­ta­tion was at an end. The ser­vants of the cas­tle had re­ceived her pro­pos­al with cries of joy; the safe­ty of their broth­er Scots was at stake, and Lord Gle­nar­van joined hearti­ly in the hur­rahs that greet­ed the la­dy of Luss.

			The scheme once re­solved up­on, there was not an hour to lose. That very day Lord Gle­nar­van sent to Cap­tain Man­gles or­ders to bring the Dun­can to Glas­gow, and make ev­ery prepa­ra­tion for a voy­age to the South Seas, which might be­come one of cir­cum­nav­i­ga­tion. More­over, in her plans La­dy He­le­na had not over­es­ti­mat­ed the qual­i­ties of the Dun­can: of first-class con­struc­tion with re­gard to strength and swift­ness, she could with­out in­jury sus­tain a long voy­age.

			The Dun­can was a steam yacht of one hun­dred and ten tons bur­den. She had two masts—a fore­mast with fore­sail, main­sail, fore­top and fore­top-gal­lant sails; and a main­mast, car­ry­ing a main­sail and fore-staff. Her rig­ging was, there­fore, suf­fi­cient, and she could prof­it by the wind like a sim­ple clip­per; but she re­lied es­pe­cial­ly up­on her me­chan­i­cal pow­er. Her en­gine was of an ef­fec­tive force of one hun­dred and six­ty horse pow­er, and was con­struct­ed on a new plan. It pos­sessed ap­pa­ra­tus for over­heat­ing, which gave its steam a very great ten­sion. It was a high-pres­sure en­gine, and pro­duced mo­tion by a dou­ble screw. The Dun­can un­der full steam could ac­quire a speed equal to any ves­sel of that day. In­deed, dur­ing her tri­al trip in the Frith of Clyde, she had made, ac­cord­ing to the log, sev­en­teen knots an hour. She was, there­fore, ful­ly ca­pa­ble of cir­cum­nav­i­gat­ing the world; and her cap­tain had on­ly to oc­cu­py him­self with the in­ter­nal ar­range­ment.

			His first care was to in­crease his store­room, and take in the great­est pos­si­ble quan­ti­ty of coal, for it would be dif­fi­cult to re­new their sup­plies on the voy­age. The same pre­cau­tion was tak­en with the stew­ard’s room, and pro­vi­sions for two years were stowed away. Mon­ey, of course, was not want­ing, and a piv­ot-gun was fur­nished, which was fixed at the fore­cas­tle. You do not know what may hap­pen, and it is al­ways best to have the means of de­fense in your reach.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, we must say, un­der­stood his busi­ness. Al­though he com­mand­ed on­ly a plea­sure yacht, he was ranked among the ablest of the Glas­gow cap­tains. He was thir­ty years of age, with rather rough fea­tures, in­di­cat­ing courage and kind­ness. When a child, the Gle­nar­van fam­i­ly had tak­en him un­der their care, and made him an ex­cel­lent sea­man. He had of­ten giv­en proofs of skill, en­er­gy, and cool­ness dur­ing his long voy­ages, and when Lord Gle­nar­van of­fered him the com­mand of the Dun­can, he ac­cept­ed it with pride and plea­sure, for he loved the lord of Mal­colm Cas­tle as a broth­er, and un­til then had vain­ly sought an op­por­tu­ni­ty to de­vote him­self to his ser­vice.

			The mate, Tom Austin, was an old sailor wor­thy of all con­fi­dence; and the crew of the Dun­can was com­posed of twen­ty-five men, in­clud­ing the cap­tain and mate. They all be­longed to the coun­ty of Dum­b­ar­ton, were all tried sea­men, sons of the ten­ants of the fam­i­ly, and formed on ship­board a gen­uine clan of hon­est peo­ple, who of course were not with­out the na­tion­al bag­pipe. Lord Gle­nar­van had, in them, a band of faith­ful sub­jects, hap­py in their av­o­ca­tion, de­vot­ed, coura­geous, and skill­ful in the use of arms, as well as in the man­age­ment of a ship, while they were ready to fol­low him on the most per­ilous ex­pe­di­tions. When they learned where they were go­ing, they could not re­strain their joy­ous emo­tion, and the echoes of the rocks of Dum­b­ar­ton awoke to their cries of en­thu­si­asm.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, while oc­cu­pied in lad­ing and pro­vi­sion­ing his craft, did not for­get to pre­pare Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van’s apart­ments for a long voy­age. He like­wise pro­vid­ed cab­ins for Cap­tain Grant’s chil­dren, for La­dy He­le­na could not refuse Mary per­mis­sion to ac­com­pa­ny her on the ex­pe­di­tion.

			As for young Robert, he would have hid­den in the hold soon­er than not go; even if he had been com­pelled to serve as cab­in-boy, like Lord Nel­son and Sir John Franklin, he would have em­barked on board the Dun­can. To think of op­pos­ing such a lit­tle gen­tle­man! It was not at­tempt­ed. They were even obliged to take him oth­er than as pas­sen­ger, for as cab­in-boy or sailor he would serve. The cap­tain was ac­cord­ing­ly com­mis­sioned to teach him the du­ties of a sea­man.

			“Good!” said Robert; “and let him not spare a few blows of the rope’s end if I do not walk straight.”

			“Be easy, my boy,” replied Gle­nar­van, with­out adding that the use of the “cat-o’-nine-tails” was pro­hib­it­ed, and more­over quite need­less, on board the Dun­can.

			To com­plete the roll of the pas­sen­gers, it will be suf­fi­cient to de­scribe Ma­jor Mac­N­abb. The ma­jor was a man of fifty, of calm, reg­u­lar fea­tures, who did as he was bid; of an ex­cel­lent and su­pe­ri­or char­ac­ter, mod­est, tac­i­turn, peace­able, and mild; al­ways agree­ing with any­thing or any­one, dis­put­ing noth­ing, and nei­ther con­tra­dict­ing him­self nor ex­ag­ger­at­ing. He would mount with mea­sured step the stair­case to his bed­cham­ber, even were a can­non­ball be­hind him; and prob­a­bly to his dy­ing day would nev­er find an op­por­tu­ni­ty to fly in­to a pas­sion.

			This man pos­sessed, in a high de­gree, not on­ly the com­mon courage of the bat­tle­field (that phys­i­cal brav­ery due on­ly to ner­vous strength), but, bet­ter still, moral courage, that is to say, firm­ness of soul. If he had a fault, it was that of be­ing ab­so­lute­ly Scotch from head to foot, a pure-blood­ed Cale­do­nian, an in­fat­u­at­ed ob­serv­er of the an­cient cus­toms of his coun­try. Through his re­la­tion­ship to the Gle­nar­vans he lived at Mal­colm Cas­tle; and as ma­jor and mil­i­tary man it was very nat­u­ral that he should be found on board the Dun­can.

			Such, then, were the pas­sen­gers of this yacht, sum­moned by un­fore­seen cir­cum­stances to ac­com­plish one of the most sur­pris­ing voy­ages of mod­ern times. Since her ar­rival at the wharf at Glas­gow, she had mo­nop­o­lized the pub­lic at­ten­tion. A con­sid­er­able num­ber came ev­ery day to vis­it her. They were in­ter­est­ed in her alone, and spoke on­ly of her, to the great um­brage of the oth­er cap­tains of the port, among oth­ers Cap­tain Bur­ton, com­mand­ing the Sco­tia, a mag­nif­i­cent steam­er, moored be­side the Dun­can, and bound for Cal­cut­ta. The Sco­tia, from her size, had a right to con­sid­er the Dun­can as a mere fly-boat. Nev­er­the­less, all the at­trac­tion cen­tred in Lord Gle­nar­van’s yacht, and in­creased from day to day.

			The time of de­par­ture ap­proached. Cap­tain Man­gles had shown him­self skill­ful and ex­pe­di­tious. A month af­ter her tri­al trip in the Frith of Clyde, the Dun­can, laden, pro­vi­sioned, and equipped, was ready to put to sea. The 25th of Au­gust was ap­point­ed for the time of de­par­ture, which would en­able the yacht to reach the south­ern lat­i­tudes by the be­gin­ning of spring. Lord Gle­nar­van, when his plan was ma­tured, did not ne­glect to make in­ves­ti­ga­tions in­to the hard­ships and per­ils of the voy­age; yet he did not hes­i­tate on this ac­count, but pre­pared to leave Mal­colm Cas­tle.

			On the 24th of Au­gust, Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van, Ma­jor Mac­N­abb, Mary and Robert Grant, Mr. Ol­bi­nett, the stew­ard of the yacht, and his wife, who was in the ser­vice of La­dy Gle­nar­van, left the cas­tle, af­ter tak­ing an af­fec­tion­ate farewell of their fam­i­ly ser­vants. Sev­er­al hours af­ter­ward they found them­selves on board. Many of the pop­u­la­tion of Glas­gow wel­comed with sym­pa­thet­ic ad­mi­ra­tion the young and coura­geous la­dy who re­nounced the plea­sures of a life of lux­u­ry, and sailed to the res­cue of the ship­wrecked sailors.

			The apart­ments of Lord Gle­nar­van and his wife oc­cu­pied the en­tire stern of the ves­sel. They con­sist­ed of two bed­cham­bers, a par­lor, and two dress­ing-rooms, ad­join­ing which was an open square en­closed by six cab­ins, five of which were oc­cu­pied by Mary and Robert Grant, Mr. and Mrs. Ol­bi­nett, and Ma­jor Mac­N­abb. As for the cab­ins of the cap­tain and the mate, they were sit­u­at­ed in the fore­cas­tle, and opened on the deck. The crew were lodged be­tween-decks very com­fort­ably, for the yacht of course car­ried noth­ing but her coal, pro­vi­sions, and ar­ma­ment.

			The Dun­can was to start on the night of the 24th, as the tide fell at three o’clock in the morn­ing. But first those who were present were wit­ness to a touch­ing scene. At eight in the evening Lord Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, the en­tire crew, from the fire­men to the cap­tain, all who were to take part in this voy­age of sac­ri­fice, left the yacht, and be­took them­selves to Saint Mun­go, the an­cient cathe­dral of Glas­gow. This an­tique church, an un­in­jured rel­ic in the midst of the ru­ins caused by the Ref­or­ma­tion, and so mar­velous­ly de­scribed by Wal­ter Scott, re­ceived be­neath its mas­sive arch­es the own­ers and sailors of the Dun­can.

			A nu­mer­ous throng ac­com­pa­nied them. There in the spa­cious aisle, filled with tombs of the great and good, the Rev. Mr. Mor­ton im­plored the bless­ing of Heav­en, and com­mend­ed the ex­pe­di­tion to the care of Prov­i­dence. For a mo­ment the voice of Mary Grant arose in the old church. The young girl was pray­ing for her bene­fac­tors, and shed­ding be­fore God the sweet tears of grat­i­tude. The as­sem­bly re­tired un­der the in­flu­ence of a deep emo­tion.

			At eleven, ev­ery­one was on board. The cap­tain and the crew oc­cu­pied them­selves with the fi­nal prepa­ra­tions. At mid­night the fires were kin­dled, and soon clouds of black smoke min­gled with the va­pors of the night; the sails of the Dun­can had been care­ful­ly reefed in a can­vas sheath­ing, which served to pro­tect them from in­jury. The wind blew from the south­east, and did not fa­vor the progress of the ves­sel; but at two o’clock the ship be­gan to heave un­der the ac­tion of her boil­ers. The manome­ter in­di­cat­ed a pres­sure of four at­mos­pheres, and the over­heat­ed steam whis­tled through the es­cape-valves. The sea was tran­quil, and soon day­light en­abled them to dis­tin­guish the pass­es of the Clyde be­tween the buoys and bea­cons, whose lights were grad­u­al­ly ex­tin­guished as the morn­ing dawned.

			Cap­tain Man­gles in­formed Lord Gle­nar­van, who at once came on deck. Very soon the ebb-tide was felt. The Dun­can gave a few shrill whis­tles, slack­ened her ca­bles, and sep­a­rat­ed from the sur­round­ing ves­sels. Her screw was set in mo­tion, which pro­pelled her in­to the chan­nel of the riv­er. The cap­tain had tak­en no pi­lot. He was per­fect­ly ac­quaint­ed with the nav­i­ga­tion of the Clyde, and no one could have com­mand­ed bet­ter. At a sign from him the yacht start­ed. With his right hand he con­trolled the en­gine, and with his left the tiller, with silent but unerring skill.

			Soon the last work­shops on the shore gave place to vil­las, built here and there up­on the hills, and the sounds of the city died away in the dis­tance. An hour af­ter­wards, the Dun­can passed the rocks of Dum­b­ar­ton; two hours lat­er she was in the Frith of Clyde; and at six o’clock in the morn­ing she dou­bled Cantyre Point, emerged from the North Chan­nel, and gained the open sea.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				An Un­ex­pect­ed Pas­sen­ger

			
			Dur­ing the first day’s voy­age the sea was quite rough, and the wind fresh­ened to­wards evening. The Dun­can rolled con­sid­er­ably, so that the ladies did not ap­pear on deck, but very wise­ly re­mained in their cab­ins. The next day the wind changed a point, and the cap­tain set the main-, fore-, and fore­top­sails, thus caus­ing less per­cep­tion of the rolling and pitch­ing mo­tion.

			La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant were able be­fore day­break to join Lord Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, and the cap­tain, on deck. The sun­rise was mag­nif­i­cent. The orb of day, like a gild­ed met­al disk, rose from the ocean, as from an im­mense and sil­very basin. The ship glid­ed in the midst of a splen­did iri­des­cence, and you would tru­ly have thought that her sails ex­pand­ed un­der the in­flu­ence of the sun’s rays, whilst even the crew of the yacht silent­ly ad­mired this reap­pear­ance of the orb of day.

			“What a mag­nif­i­cent spec­ta­cle!” said La­dy He­le­na, at last. “This is the be­gin­ning of a beau­ti­ful day. May the wind not prove con­trary, but fa­vor the progress of the Dun­can!”

			“No bet­ter weath­er could be de­sired, my dear He­le­na,” replied Lord Gle­nar­van; “we have no rea­son to com­plain of the com­mence­ment of the voy­age.”

			“Will it be a long one, my dear Ed­ward?”

			“That is for the cap­tain to an­swer,” said he. “Are we pro­gress­ing well? Are you sat­is­fied with your ves­sel, cap­tain?”

			“Very well in­deed,” was the an­swer. “She is a mar­velous craft, and a sailor likes to feel her un­der his feet. Nev­er were hull and en­gine more in uni­son. See how smooth her wake is, and how eas­i­ly she rides the waves. We are mov­ing at the rate of sev­en­teen knots an hour. If this con­tin­ues, we shall cross the line in ten days, and in five weeks shall dou­ble Cape Horn.”

			“You hear, Mary,” said La­dy He­le­na: “in five weeks!”

			“Yes,” replied the young girl, “I hear; and my heart beat quick­ly at the words of the cap­tain.”

			“And how do you bear this voy­age, Miss Mary?” in­quired Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Very well, my lord; I do not ex­pe­ri­ence very many dis­com­forts. Be­sides, I shall soon be ac­cus­tomed to it.”

			“And young Robert?”

			“Oh, Robert!” replied Cap­tain Man­gles: “when he is not en­gaged with the en­gine he is perched at mast­head. I tell you he is a boy who mocks sea­sick­ness. On­ly look at him!”

			At a ges­ture of the cap­tain, all eyes were turned to­wards the main­mast, and ev­ery­one could per­ceive Robert, sus­pend­ed by the stays of the fore­top-gal­lant sail, a hun­dred feet aloft. Mary could not re­strain a mo­tion of fear.

			“Oh, be easy, miss!” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “I will an­swer for him, and prom­ise you I will present, in a short time, a fa­mous sailor to Cap­tain Grant; for we shall find that wor­thy cap­tain.”

			“May Heav­en hear you, sir!” replied the young girl.

			“My dear child,” said Lord Gle­nar­van, “there is in all this some­thing prov­i­den­tial, which ought to give us hope. We are not mere­ly go­ing, we are led; we are not seek­ing blind­ly, we are guid­ed. And then see all these brave peo­ple en­rolled in the ser­vice of so good a cause. Not on­ly shall we suc­ceed in our en­ter­prise, but it will be ac­com­plished with­out dif­fi­cul­ty. I have promised La­dy He­le­na a plea­sure voy­age; and, if I am not mis­tak­en, I shall keep my word.”

			“Ed­ward,” said La­dy Gle­nar­van, “you are the best of men.”

			“Not so; but I have the best of crews, on the best of ships. Do you not won­der at our Dun­can, Miss Mary?”

			“On the con­trary, my lord,” an­swered the young girl, “I don’t so much won­der as ad­mire; for I am well ac­quaint­ed with ships.”

			“Ah! in­deed!”

			“When a mere child, I played on my fa­ther’s ships. He ought to have made a sailor of me. If it were nec­es­sary, per­haps I should not now be em­bar­rassed in tak­ing a reef or twist­ing a gas­ket.”

			“What is that you’re say­ing, miss?” ex­claimed the cap­tain.

			“If you talk so,” con­tin­ued Lord Gle­nar­van, “you will make a great friend of Cap­tain John; for he thinks noth­ing in the world can equal the life of a sailor. He sees no oth­er, even for a wom­an. Is it not so, John?”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly, your lord­ship,” replied the young cap­tain; “and yet, I con­fess, Miss Grant is bet­ter in her place on deck, than tak­ing a reef in the top­sail. But still I am very much flat­tered to hear her speak so.”

			“And es­pe­cial­ly when she ad­mires the Dun­can!” added Gle­nar­van.

			“Right, my lord; for she de­serves it.”

			“Up­on my word,” said La­dy He­le­na, “since you are so proud of your yacht, you make me anx­ious to ex­am­ine her to the very hold, and see how our brave sailors are quar­tered be­tween-decks.”

			“Ad­mirably,” replied the cap­tain; “they are quite at home there.”

			“In­deed they are, my dear He­le­na,” said Lord Gle­nar­van. “This yacht is a part of our old Cale­do­nia—a de­tached por­tion of the coun­ty of Dum­b­ar­ton, trav­el­ing by spe­cial fa­vor, so that we have not left our coun­try. The Dun­can is Mal­colm Cas­tle, and the ocean is Loch Lomond.”

			“Well, then, my dear Ed­ward, do the hon­ors of the cas­tle,” said La­dy He­le­na.

			“I am at your dis­pos­al, madam,” an­swered her hus­band; “but first let me in­form Ol­bi­nett.”

			The stew­ard of the yacht was an ex­cel­lent man­ag­er, a Scotch­man, who de­served to have been a French­man from his self-im­por­tance, and, more­over, ful­filled his du­ties with zeal and in­tel­li­gence. He was at once ready for his mas­ter’s com­mands.

			“Ol­bi­nett, we are go­ing to make a tour of the ves­sel be­fore break­fast,” said Gle­nar­van, as if a jour­ney to Tar­bet or Loch Ka­trine was in ques­tion. “I hope we shall find the ta­ble ready on our re­turn.”

			Ol­bi­nett bowed grave­ly.

			“Do you ac­com­pa­ny us, ma­jor?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“If you or­der it,” replied Mac­N­abb.

			“Oh!” said Lord Gle­nar­van, “the ma­jor is ab­sorbed in the smoke of his cigar; we must not dis­turb him, for I as­sure you he is an in­vet­er­ate smok­er, Miss Mary; he smokes all the time, even in his sleep.”

			The ma­jor made a sign of as­sent, and the pas­sen­gers de­scend­ed be­tween-decks.

			Mac­N­abb re­mained alone, talk­ing to him­self, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, but nev­er con­tra­dict­ing him­self. En­veloped in a dense cloud of smoke, he stood mo­tion­less, gaz­ing back at the wake of the yacht. Af­ter a few mo­ments of con­tem­pla­tion, he turned and found him­self face to face with a new char­ac­ter. If any­thing could have sur­prised him, it must have been this meet­ing, for the pas­sen­ger was ab­so­lute­ly un­known to him.

			This man, tall, lank, and shriv­eled, might have been forty years old. He re­sem­bled a long, broad-head­ed nail, for his head was large and thick, his fore­head high, his nose prom­i­nent, his mouth wide, and his chin blunt. As for his eyes, they were hid­den be­hind enor­mous eye­glass­es, and his look seemed to have that in­de­ci­sion pe­cu­liar to nyc­talops. His coun­te­nance in­di­cat­ed an in­tel­li­gent and live­ly per­son, while it had not the crabbed air of those stern peo­ple who from prin­ci­ple nev­er laugh, and whose stu­pid­i­ty is hid­den be­neath a se­ri­ous guise. The non­cha­lance and ami­able free­dom of this un­known nonen­ti­ty clear­ly proved that he knew how to take men and things at their best ad­van­tage. Even with­out his speak­ing you felt that he was a talk­er; but he was ab­stract­ed, af­ter the man­ner of those who do not see what they are look­ing at or hear what they are lis­ten­ing to. He wore a trav­el­ing cap, stout yel­low buskins and leather gaiters, pan­taloons of ma­roon vel­vet, and a jack­et of the same ma­te­ri­al, whose in­nu­mer­able pock­ets seemed stuffed with note­books, mem­o­ran­da, scraps, port­fo­lios, and a thou­sand ar­ti­cles as in­con­ve­nient as they were use­less, not to speak of a tele­scope which he car­ried in a sling.

			The cu­rios­i­ty of this un­known be­ing was a sin­gu­lar con­trast to the calm­ness of the ma­jor. He walked around Mac­N­abb, and gazed at him ques­tion­ing­ly, whilst the lat­ter did not trou­ble him­self whence the stranger came, whith­er he was go­ing, or why he was on board the Dun­can.

			When this enig­mat­i­cal char­ac­ter saw his ap­proach­es mocked by the in­dif­fer­ence of the ma­jor, he seized his tele­scope, which at its full length mea­sured four feet; and mo­tion­less, with legs strad­dled, like a sign­post on a high­way, he point­ed his in­stru­ment to the line where sky and wa­ter met. Af­ter a few mo­ments of ex­am­i­na­tion, he low­ered it, and rest­ing it on the deck, leaned up­on it as up­on a cane. But im­me­di­ate­ly the joints of the in­stru­ment closed, and the new­ly dis­cov­ered pas­sen­ger, whose point of sup­port sud­den­ly failed, was stretched at the foot of the main­mast.

			Any­one else in the ma­jor’s place would at least have smiled, but he did not even wink. The un­known then as­sumed his role.

			“Stew­ard!” he cried, with an ac­cent that be­to­kened a for­eign­er.

			He wait­ed. No one ap­peared.

			“Stew­ard!” he re­peat­ed, in a loud­er tone.

			Mr. Ol­bi­nett was pass­ing just then on his way to the kitchen un­der the fore­cas­tle. What was his as­ton­ish­ment to hear him­self thus ad­dressed by this tall in­di­vid­u­al, who was ut­ter­ly un­known to him!

			“Where did this per­son come from?” said he to him­self. “A friend of Lord Gle­nar­van? It is im­pos­si­ble.”

			How­ev­er, he came on deck, and ap­proached the stranger.

			“Are you the stew­ard of the ves­sel?” the lat­ter asked him.

			“Yes, sir,” replied Ol­bi­nett; “but I have not the hon­or—”

			“I am the pas­sen­ger of cab­in num­ber six.”

			“Num­ber six?” re­peat­ed the stew­ard.

			“Cer­tain­ly; and your name is—?”

			“Ol­bi­nett.”

			“Well, Ol­bi­nett, my friend,” an­swered the stranger of cab­in num­ber six, “I must think of din­ner, and acute­ly, too. For thir­ty-six hours I have eat­en noth­ing, or, rather, have slept, which is par­don­able in a man come all the way from Paris to Glas­gow. What hour do you dine, if you please?”

			“At nine o’clock,” an­swered Ol­bi­nett, me­chan­i­cal­ly.

			The stranger at­tempt­ed to con­sult his watch; but this took some time, for he did not find it till he came to his ninth pock­et.

			“Well,” said he, “it is not yet eight o’clock; there­fore, Ol­bi­nett, a bis­cuit and a glass of sher­ry for the present; for I am faint­ing with hunger.”

			Ol­bi­nett lis­tened with­out un­der­stand­ing. More­over, the un­known kept talk­ing, and passed from one sub­ject to an­oth­er with ex­treme vol­u­bil­i­ty.

			“Well,” said he, “has not the cap­tain risen yet? And the mate? What is he do­ing? Is he asleep, too? For­tu­nate­ly, the weath­er is beau­ti­ful, the wind fa­vor­able, and the ship goes on quite by her­self—”

			Just as he said this, Cap­tain Man­gles ap­peared at the com­pan­ion­way.

			“Here is the cap­tain,” said Ol­bi­nett.

			“Ah, I am de­light­ed,” cried the stranger, “de­light­ed to make your ac­quain­tance, Cap­tain Bur­ton!”

			If any­one was ev­er as­tound­ed, John Man­gles cer­tain­ly was, not less at hear­ing him­self called “Cap­tain Bur­ton,” than at see­ing this stranger on board his ves­sel.

			The lat­ter con­tin­ued, with more an­i­ma­tion:

			“Per­mit me to shake hands with you, and if I did not do so day be­fore yes­ter­day, it was that no one might be em­bar­rassed at the mo­ment of de­par­ture. But to­day, cap­tain, I am tru­ly hap­py to meet you.”

			Cap­tain Man­gles opened his eyes in mea­sure­less as­ton­ish­ment, look­ing first at Ol­bi­nett, and then at the new­com­er.

			“Now,” con­tin­ued the lat­ter, “the in­tro­duc­tion is over, and we are old friends. Let us have a talk; and tell me, are you sat­is­fied with the Sco­tia?”

			“What do you mean by the Sco­tia?” asked the cap­tain, at last.

			“Why, the Sco­tia that car­ries us: a good ship, whose com­man­der, the brave Cap­tain Bur­ton, I have heard praised no less for his phys­i­cal than his moral qual­i­ties. Are you the fa­ther of the great African trav­el­er of that name? If so, my com­pli­ments!”

			“Sir,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “not on­ly am I not the fa­ther of the trav­el­er Bur­ton, but I am not even Cap­tain Bur­ton.”

			“Ah!” said the un­known, “it is the mate of the Sco­tia then, Mr. Burd­ness, whom I am ad­dress­ing at this mo­ment?”

			“Mr. Burd­ness?” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, who be­gan to sus­pect the truth. But was he talk­ing to a fool, or a rogue? This was a ques­tion in his mind, and he was about to ex­plain him­self in­tel­li­gi­bly, when Lord Gle­nar­van, his wife, and Miss Grant came on deck.

			The stranger per­ceived them, and cried—

			“Ah! pas­sen­gers! pas­sen­gers! ex­cel­lent! I hope, Mr. Burd­ness, you are go­ing to in­tro­duce me—”

			And ad­vanc­ing with per­fect ease, with­out wait­ing for the cap­tain—

			“Madam,” said he to Miss Grant, “Miss,” to La­dy He­le­na, “Sir,” he added, ad­dress­ing Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Lord Gle­nar­van,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“My lord,” con­tin­ued the un­known, “I beg your par­don for in­tro­duc­ing my­self, but at sea we must re­lax a lit­tle from eti­quette. I hope we shall soon be ac­quaint­ed, and that, in the so­ci­ety of these ladies, the pas­sage of the Sco­tia will seem as short to us as agree­able.”

			La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant could not find a word to an­swer. They were com­plete­ly be­wil­dered by the pres­ence of this in­trud­er.

			“Sir,” said Gle­nar­van, at length, “whom have I the hon­or of ad­dress­ing?”

			“Jacques Eliacim François Marie Pa­ganel, sec­re­tary of the Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety of Paris; cor­re­spond­ing mem­ber of the so­ci­eties of Berlin, Bom­bay, Darm­stadt, Leipzig, Lon­don, St. Pe­ters­burg, Vi­en­na, and New York; hon­orary mem­ber of the Roy­al Ge­o­graph­i­cal and Ethno­graph­i­cal In­sti­tute of the East In­dies, who, af­ter pass­ing twen­ty years of his life in study­ing ge­og­ra­phy, de­signs now to en­ter up­on a rov­ing life, and is di­rect­ing his course to In­dia to con­tin­ue there the labors of the great trav­el­ers.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Jacques Pa­ganel Is Un­de­ceived

			
			The sec­re­tary of the Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety must have been an agree­able per­son, for all this was said with much mod­esty. Lord Gle­nar­van, more­over, knew per­fect­ly whom he had met. The name and mer­it of Jacques Pa­ganel were well known to him. His ge­o­graph­i­cal labors, his re­ports on mod­ern dis­cov­er­ies, pub­lished in the bul­letins of the So­ci­ety, his cor­re­spon­dence with the en­tire world, had made him one of the most dis­tin­guished sci­en­tif­ic men of France. Thus Gle­nar­van ex­tend­ed his hand very cor­dial­ly to his un­ex­pect­ed guest.

			“And now that our in­tro­duc­tion is over,” added he, “will you per­mit me, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel, to ask you a ques­tion?”

			“Twen­ty, my lord,” replied Jacques Pa­ganel; “it will al­ways be a plea­sure to con­verse with you.”

			“You ar­rived on board this ves­sel the day be­fore yes­ter­day?”

			“Yes, my lord, day be­fore yes­ter­day, at eight o’clock in the evening. I took a cab from the Cale­do­nian Rail­way to the Sco­tia, in which I had en­gaged cab­in num­ber six at Paris. The night was dark. I saw no one on board. Feel­ing fa­tigued by thir­ty hours of trav­el, and know­ing that a good way to avoid sea­sick­ness is to go to bed on em­bark­ing, and not stir from your bunk for the first days of the voy­age, I re­tired im­me­di­ate­ly, and have con­sci­en­tious­ly slept thir­ty-six hours, I as­sure you.”

			Jacques Pa­ganel’s hear­ers now knew the rea­son of his pres­ence on board. The French­man, mis­tak­ing the ves­sel, had em­barked while the crew of the Dun­can were en­gaged in the cer­e­mo­ny at Saint Mun­go. Ev­ery­thing was ex­plained. But what would the ge­og­ra­pher say, when he learned the name and des­ti­na­tion of the ves­sel on which he had tak­en pas­sage?

			“So, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “you have cho­sen Cal­cut­ta as your cen­tre of ac­tion?”

			“Yes, my lord. To see In­dia is an idea that I have cher­ished all my life. It is my bright­est dream, which shall be re­al­ized at last in the coun­try of the ele­phants and the Thugs.”

			“Then you would not care to vis­it an­oth­er coun­try?”

			“No, my lord; it would be even dis­agree­able, for I have let­ters from Lord Som­er­set to the gov­er­nor-gen­er­al of In­dia, and a mis­sion from the Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety which I must ful­fil.”

			“Ah! you have a mis­sion?”

			“Yes, a use­ful and cu­ri­ous voy­age to un­der­take, the pro­gramme of which has been ar­ranged by my sci­en­tif­ic friend and col­league, M. Vivien de Saint Mar­tin. It is to fol­low in the steps of the broth­ers Schlag­in­tweit, and many oth­er cel­e­brat­ed trav­el­ers. I hope to suc­ceed where Mis­sion­ary Krick un­for­tu­nate­ly failed in 1846. In a word, I wish to dis­cov­er the course of the Ya­roo-tsang-bo-tsoo, which wa­ters Ti­bet, and fi­nal­ly to set­tle whether this riv­er does not join the Brahmapootra in the north­east part of As­sam. A gold medal is promised to that trav­el­er who shall suc­ceed in sup­ply­ing this much-need­ed in­for­ma­tion on In­di­an ge­og­ra­phy.”

			Pa­ganel was grandil­o­quent. He spoke with a lofty an­i­ma­tion, and was car­ried away in the rapid flight of imag­i­na­tion. It would have been as im­pos­si­ble to check him as to stay the Rhine at the Falls of Schaffhausen.

			“Mon­sieur Jacques Pa­ganel,” said Lord Gle­nar­van, af­ter a mo­ment of si­lence, “that is cer­tain­ly a fine voy­age, and one for which sci­ence would be very grate­ful; but I will not fur­ther pro­long your ig­no­rance. For the present, you must give up the plea­sure of see­ing In­dia.”

			“Give it up! And why?”

			“Be­cause you are turn­ing your back up­on the In­di­an penin­su­la.”

			“How? Cap­tain Bur­ton—”

			“I am not Cap­tain Bur­ton,” replied John Man­gles.

			“But the Sco­tia?”

			“This ves­sel is not the Sco­tia.”

			Pa­ganel’s amaze­ment can­not be de­pict­ed. He looked first at Lord Gle­nar­van, al­ways se­ri­ous; then at La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant, whose fea­tures ex­pressed a sym­pa­thet­ic dis­ap­point­ment; and fi­nal­ly at Cap­tain Man­gles, who was smil­ing, and the im­per­turbable ma­jor. Then, rais­ing his shoul­ders and draw­ing down his glass­es from his fore­head to his eyes, he ex­claimed—

			“What a joke!”

			But at that his eyes fell up­on the steer­ing wheel, on which were in­scribed these two words, thus:

			“The Dun­can! the Dun­can!” he cried in a tone of re­al de­spair; and, leap­ing down the com­pan­ion­way, he rushed to his cab­in.

			When the un­for­tu­nate ge­og­ra­pher had dis­ap­peared, no one on board, ex­cept the ma­jor, could re­tain grav­i­ty, and the laugh was com­mu­ni­cat­ed even to the sailors. To mis­take the rail­road was not so bad; to take the train to Dum­b­ar­ton, in­stead of Ed­in­burgh, would do. But to mis­take the ves­sel, and be sail­ing to Chile, when he wished to go to In­dia, was the height of ab­sent­mind­ed­ness.

			“On the whole, I am not as­ton­ished at this on the part of Jacques Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van; “he is not­ed for such blun­ders. He once pub­lished a cel­e­brat­ed map of Amer­i­ca, in which he lo­cat­ed Japan. How­ev­er, he is a dis­tin­guished schol­ar, and one of the best ge­og­ra­phers of France.”

			“But what are we go­ing to do with the poor gen­tle­man?” asked La­dy He­le­na. “We can­not take him to Patag­o­nia.”

			“Why not?” replied Mac­N­abb grave­ly. “We are not re­spon­si­ble for his er­rors. Sup­pose he were in a rail­road car, would it stop for him?”

			“No; but he could get out at the first sta­tion,” an­swered La­dy He­le­na.

			“Well,” said Gle­nar­van, “he can do so now, if he pleas­es, at our first land­ing.”

			At this mo­ment Pa­ganel, woe­ful and hum­ble, reap­peared on deck, af­ter con­vinc­ing him­self that his bag­gage was on board. He kept re­peat­ing those fa­tal words: “The Dun­can! the Dun­can!” He could find no oth­ers in his vo­cab­u­lary. He went to and fro, ex­am­in­ing the rig­ging of the yacht, and ques­tion­ing the mute hori­zon of the open sea. At last he re­turned to Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“And this Dun­can is go­ing—?” he asked.

			“To Amer­i­ca, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel.”

			“And where es­pe­cial­ly?”

			“To Con­cep­cion.”

			“To Chile! to Chile!” cried the un­for­tu­nate ge­og­ra­pher. “And my mis­sion to In­dia! But what will M. de Qua­tre­fages say, the Pres­i­dent of the Cen­tral Com­mis­sion? How shall I rep­re­sent my­self at the ses­sions of the So­ci­ety?”

			“Come, mon­sieur,” said Gle­nar­van, “do not de­spair. Ev­ery­thing can be ar­ranged, and you will on­ly have to sub­mit to a de­lay of lit­tle con­se­quence. The Ya­roo-tsang-bo-tsoo will wait for you in the moun­tains of Ti­bet. We shall soon reach Madeira, and there you will find a ves­sel to take you back to Eu­rope.”

			“I thank you, my lord, and must be re­signed. But we can say this is an ex­tra­or­di­nary ad­ven­ture, which would not have hap­pened but for me. And my cab­in which is en­gaged on board the Sco­tia?”

			“Oh, as for the Sco­tia, I ad­vise you to give her up for the present.”

			“But,” said Pa­ganel af­ter ex­am­in­ing the ves­sel again, “the Dun­can is a plea­sure yacht.”

			“Yes, sir,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “and be­longs to his lord­ship, Lord Gle­nar­van—”

			“Who begs you to make free use of his hos­pi­tal­i­ty,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“A thou­sand thanks, my lord,” replied Pa­ganel; “I am tru­ly sen­si­ble to your cour­tesy. But per­mit me to make a sim­ple re­mark. In­dia is a beau­ti­ful coun­try. It of­fers mar­velous sur­pris­es to trav­el­ers. These ladies have prob­a­bly nev­er vis­it­ed it. Well, the man at the helm needs on­ly to give a turn to the wheel, and the Dun­can will go as eas­i­ly to Cal­cut­ta as Con­cep­cion. Now, since this is a plea­sure voy­age—”

			The neg­a­tive re­cep­tion that met Pa­ganel’s pro­pos­al did not per­mit him to de­vel­op it. He paused.

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” said La­dy He­le­na at length, “if this were on­ly a plea­sure voy­age, I would an­swer: ‘Let us all go to In­dia,’ and Lord Gle­nar­van would not dis­ap­prove. But the Dun­can is go­ing to re­cov­er some ship­wrecked sailors, aban­doned on the coast of Patag­o­nia; and she can­not change so hu­mane a course.”

			In a few mo­ments the French­man was ac­quaint­ed with the sit­u­a­tion of af­fairs, and learned, not with­out emo­tion, the prov­i­den­tial dis­cov­ery of the doc­u­ments, the sto­ry of Cap­tain Grant, and La­dy He­le­na’s gen­er­ous pro­pos­al.

			“Madam,” said he, “per­mit me to ad­mire your con­duct in all this, and to ad­mire it with­out re­serve. May your yacht con­tin­ue on her course; I would re­proach my­self for de­lay­ing her a sin­gle day.”

			“Will you then join in our search?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“It is im­pos­si­ble, madam; I must ful­fil my mis­sion. I shall dis­em­bark at your first land­ing.”

			“At Madeira then,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“At Madeira let it be. I shall be on­ly one hun­dred and eighty leagues from Lis­bon, and will wait there for means of fur­ther con­veyance.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “it shall be as you de­sire; and, for my part, I am hap­py that I can of­fer you for a few days the hos­pi­tal­i­ties of my ves­sel. May you not grow weary of our com­pa­ny.”

			“Oh, my lord,” ex­claimed the ge­og­ra­pher, “I am still too hap­py in be­ing so agree­ably dis­ap­point­ed. How­ev­er, it is a very lu­di­crous sit­u­a­tion for a man who takes pas­sage for In­dia, and is sail­ing to Amer­i­ca.”

			In spite of this mor­ti­fy­ing re­flec­tion, Pa­ganel made the best use of a de­lay that he could not avoid. He showed him­self ami­able, and even gay; he en­chant­ed the ladies with his good hu­mor, and be­fore the end of the day he was the friend of ev­ery­one. At his re­quest the fa­mous doc­u­ment was shown to him. He stud­ied it care­ful­ly, long and minute­ly. No oth­er in­ter­pre­ta­tion ap­peared to him pos­si­ble. Mary Grant and her broth­er in­spired him with the liveli­est in­ter­est. He gave them good hopes. His way of dis­tin­guish­ing the events, and the un­de­ni­able suc­cess that he pre­dict­ed for the Dun­can, elicit­ed a smile from the young girl.

			As to La­dy He­le­na, when he learned that she was the daugh­ter of William Tuffnel, there was an out­burst of sur­prise and ad­mi­ra­tion. He had known her fa­ther. What a bold dis­cov­er­er! How many let­ters they had ex­changed when the lat­ter was cor­re­spond­ing mem­ber of the So­ci­ety! He it was who had in­tro­duced him to M. Malte-Brun. What a meet­ing! and how much plea­sure to trav­el with the daugh­ter of such a man! Fi­nal­ly, he asked La­dy He­le­na’s per­mis­sion to kiss her, to which she con­sent­ed, al­though it was per­haps a lit­tle “im­prop­er.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Ge­og­ra­pher’s Res­o­lu­tion

			
			Mean­while the yacht, fa­vored by the cur­rents, was ad­vanc­ing rapid­ly to­wards the equa­tor. In a few days the is­land of Madeira came in view. Gle­nar­van, faith­ful to his prom­ise, of­fered to land his new guest here.

			“My dear lord,” replied Pa­ganel, “I will not be for­mal with you. Be­fore my ar­rival on board, did you in­tend to stop at Madeira?”

			“No,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Well, per­mit me to prof­it by the con­se­quences of my un­lucky blun­der. Madeira is an is­land too well known. Ev­ery­thing has been said and writ­ten about it; and it is, more­over, rapid­ly de­clin­ing in point of civ­i­liza­tion. If, then, it is all the same to you, let us land at the Ca­naries.”

			“Very well, at the Ca­naries,” replied Gle­nar­van. “That will not take us out of our way.”

			“I know it, my dear lord. At the Ca­naries, you see, there are three groups to study, not to speak of the Peak of Tener­iffe, which I have al­ways de­sired to see. This is a fine op­por­tu­ni­ty. I will prof­it by it; and, while wait­ing for a ves­sel, will at­tempt the as­cent of this cel­e­brat­ed moun­tain.”

			“As you please, my dear Pa­ganel,” replied Gle­nar­van, who could not help smil­ing, and with good rea­son.

			The Ca­naries are on­ly a short dis­tance from Madeira, scarce­ly two hun­dred and fifty miles, a mere tri­fle for so good a ves­sel as the Dun­can.

			The same day, at two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Cap­tain Man­gles and Pa­ganel were walk­ing on the deck. The French­man pressed his com­pan­ion with live­ly ques­tions con­cern­ing Chile. All at once the cap­tain in­ter­rupt­ed him, and point­ing to­wards the south­ern hori­zon, said—

			“Mr. Pa­ganel!”

			“My dear cap­tain,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Please cast your eyes in that di­rec­tion. Do you see noth­ing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“You are not look­ing right. It is not on the hori­zon, but above, in the clouds.”

			“In the clouds? I look in vain.”

			“Stop, now, just on a line with the end of the bowsprit.”

			“I see noth­ing.”

			“You do not wish to see. How­ev­er that may be, al­though we are forty miles dis­tant, you un­der­stand, the Peak of Tener­iffe is vis­i­ble above the hori­zon.”

			Whether Pa­ganel wished to see or not, he had to yield to the ev­i­dence some hours af­ter­wards, or, at least, con­fess him­self blind.

			“You per­ceive it now?” said his com­pan­ion.

			“Yes, yes, per­fect­ly!” replied Pa­ganel. “And that,” added he in a con­temp­tu­ous tone, “is what you call the Peak of Tener­iffe?”

			“The same.”

			“It ap­pears to be of very mod­er­ate height.”

			“Yet it is eleven thou­sand feet above the lev­el of the sea.”

			“Not so high as Mont Blanc.”

			“Very pos­si­bly; but when you come to climb it, you will find it, per­haps, high enough.”

			“Oh! climb it, my dear cap­tain? What is the use, I ask you, af­ter Hum­boldt and Bon­pland? What can I do af­ter these great men?”

			“In­deed,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “there is noth­ing left but to wan­der about. It is a pity, for you would be very tired wait­ing for a ves­sel at Tener­iffe. You can­not look for many dis­trac­tions there.”

			“Ex­cept my own,” said Pa­ganel, laugh­ing. “But, my dear cap­tain, have not the Cape Verd Is­lands im­por­tant land­ings?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Noth­ing is eas­i­er than to land at Vil­la-Praïa.”

			“Not to speak of an ad­van­tage that is not to be de­spised,” an­swered Pa­ganel; “that the Cape Verd Is­lands are not far from Sene­gal, where I shall find fel­low-coun­try­men.”

			“As you please, Mr. Pa­ganel,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “I am cer­tain that ge­o­graph­i­cal sci­ence will gain by your so­journ in these is­lands. We must land there to take in coal; you will, there­fore, cause us no de­lay.”

			So say­ing, the cap­tain gave the or­der to pass to the south­east of the Ca­naries. The cel­e­brat­ed peak was soon left on the lar­board; and the Dun­can, con­tin­u­ing her rapid course, cut the Trop­ic of Can­cer the next morn­ing at five o’clock. The weath­er there changed. The at­mos­phere had the mois­ture and op­pres­sive­ness of the rainy sea­son, dis­agree­able to trav­el­ers, but ben­e­fi­cial to the in­hab­i­tants of the African is­lands, who have no trees, and con­se­quent­ly need wa­ter. The sea was bois­ter­ous, and pre­vent­ed the pas­sen­gers from re­main­ing on deck; but the con­ver­sa­tion in the cab­in was not less an­i­mat­ed.

			The next day Pa­ganel be­gan to col­lect his bag­gage prepara­to­ry to his ap­proach­ing de­par­ture. In a short time they en­tered the bay of Vil­la-Praïa, and an­chored op­po­site the city in eight fath­oms of wa­ter. The weath­er was stormy and the surf high, al­though the bay was shel­tered from the winds. The rain fell in tor­rents so that they could scarce­ly see the city, which was on an el­e­vat­ed plain in the form of a ter­race, rest­ing on vol­canic rocks three hun­dred feet in height. The ap­pear­ance of the is­land through this rainy cur­tain was misty.

			Ship­ping the coal was not ac­com­plished with­out great dif­fi­cul­ty, and the pas­sen­gers saw them­selves con­fined to the cab­in, while sea and sky min­gled their wa­ters in an in­de­scrib­able tu­mult. The weath­er was, there­fore, the top­ic of con­ver­sa­tion on board. Each one had his say ex­cept the ma­jor, who would have wit­nessed the del­uge it­self with per­fect in­dif­fer­ence. Pa­ganel walked to and fro, shak­ing his head.

			“It is an im­per­a­tive fact,” said he.

			“It is cer­tain,” replied Gle­nar­van, “that the el­e­ments de­clare them­selves against you.”

			“I will see about that.”

			“You can­not face such a storm,” said La­dy He­le­na.

			“I, madam? Cer­tain­ly. I fear on­ly for my bag­gage and in­stru­ments. They will all be lost.”

			“Our land­ing is the on­ly thing doubt­ful,” re­sumed Gle­nar­van. “Once at Vil­la-Praïa, you will not have very un­com­fort­able quar­ters; rather un­clean­ly, to be sure, in the com­pa­ny of mon­keys and swine, whose sur­round­ings are not al­ways agree­able; but a trav­el­er does not re­gard that so crit­i­cal­ly. Be­sides, you can hope in sev­en or eight months to em­bark for Eu­rope.”

			“Sev­en or eight months!” ex­claimed Pa­ganel.

			“At least that. The Cape Verd Is­lands are very rarely fre­quent­ed dur­ing the rainy sea­son. But you can em­ploy your time prof­itably. This ar­chi­pel­ago is still lit­tle known. There is much to do, even now.”

			“But,” replied Pa­ganel in a piti­ful tone, “what could I do af­ter the in­ves­ti­ga­tions of the ge­ol­o­gist Dev­ille?”

			“That is re­al­ly a pity,” said La­dy He­le­na. “What will be­come of you, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel?”

			Pa­ganel was silent for a few mo­ments.

			“You had de­cid­ed­ly bet­ter have land­ed at Madeira,” re­joined Gle­nar­van, “al­though there is no wine there.”

			“My dear Gle­nar­van,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel at last, “where shall you land next?”

			“At Con­cep­cion.”

			“Alas! but that would bring me di­rect­ly away from In­dia!”

			“No; for when you have passed Cape Horn you ap­proach the In­dies.”

			“I very much doubt it.”

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van with the great­est grav­i­ty, “as long as you are at the In­dies, what dif­fer­ence does it make whether they are the East or the West?”

			“ ‘What dif­fer­ence does it make’?”

			“The in­hab­i­tants of the Pam­pas of Patag­o­nia are In­di­ans as well as the na­tives of the Pun­jab.”

			“Eh! my lord,” ex­claimed Pa­ganel, “that is a rea­son I should nev­er have imag­ined!”

			“And then, my dear Pa­ganel, you know that you can gain the gold medal in any coun­try what­ev­er. There is some­thing to do, to seek, to dis­cov­er, ev­ery­where, in the chains of the Cordilleras as well as the moun­tains of Ti­bet.”

			“But the course of the Ya­roo-tsang-bo-tsoo?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. You can re­place that by the Rio Col­orado. This is a riv­er very lit­tle known, and one of those which flow on the map too much ac­cord­ing to the fan­cy of the ge­og­ra­pher.”

			“I know it, my dear lord; there are er­rors of sev­er­al de­grees. I do not doubt that at my re­quest the So­ci­ety would have sent me to Patag­o­nia as well as to In­dia; but I did not think of it.”

			“The re­sult of your con­tin­u­al ab­strac­tion.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel, shall you ac­com­pa­ny us?” asked La­dy He­le­na in her most per­sua­sive tone.

			“And my mis­sion, madam?”

			“I in­form you that we shall pass through the Strait of Mag­el­lan,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van.

			“My lord, you are a tempter.”

			“I add that we shall vis­it Port Famine.”

			“Port Famine!” cried the French­man, as­sailed on all sides; “that port so cel­e­brat­ed in ge­o­graph­i­cal fasts!”

			“Con­sid­er al­so, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” con­tin­ued La­dy He­le­na, “that in this en­ter­prise you will have the right to as­so­ciate the name of France with that of Scot­land.”

			“Yes; doubt­less.”

			“A ge­og­ra­pher may be very ser­vice­able to our ex­pe­di­tion; and what is more no­ble than for sci­ence to en­list in the ser­vice of hu­man­i­ty?”

			“That is well said, madam.”

			“Be­lieve me, try chance, or rather Prov­i­dence. Im­i­tate us. It has sent us this doc­u­ment; we have start­ed. It has cast you on board the Dun­can; do not leave her.”

			“And do you, in­deed, wish me, my good friends?” replied Pa­ganel. “Well, you de­sire me to stay very much?”

			“And you, Pa­ganel, you are dy­ing to stay,” re­tort­ed Gle­nar­van.

			“Tru­ly,” cried the ge­og­ra­pher, “but I fear I am very in­dis­creet.”

			Thus far the Dun­can had ac­quit­ted her­self ad­mirably: in ev­ery way her pow­ers for steam­ing or sail­ing had been suf­fi­cient­ly test­ed, and her cap­tain and pas­sen­gers were alike sat­is­fied with her per­for­mance and with one an­oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Through the Strait of Mag­el­lan

			
			The joy on board was gen­er­al, when Pa­ganel’s res­o­lu­tion was known. Young Robert threw him­self on his neck with very demon­stra­tive de­light. The wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher al­most fell back­wards. “A rough lit­tle gen­tle­man,” said he; “I will teach him ge­og­ra­phy.” As Cap­tain Man­gles had en­gaged to make him a sailor, Gle­nar­van a man of hon­or, the ma­jor a boy of cool­ness, La­dy He­le­na a no­ble and gen­er­ous be­ing, and Mary Grant a pupil grate­ful to­wards such pa­trons, Robert was ev­i­dent­ly to be­come one day an ac­com­plished gen­tle­man.

			The Dun­can soon fin­ished ship­ping her coal, and then leav­ing these gloomy re­gions she gained the cur­rent from the south­east coast of Brazil, and, af­ter cross­ing the equa­tor with a fine breeze from the north, she en­tered the south­ern hemi­sphere. The pas­sage was ef­fect­ed with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, and ev­ery­one had good hopes. On this voy­age in search of Cap­tain Grant, the prob­a­bil­i­ties in­creased ev­ery day. Their cap­tain was one of the most con­fi­dent on board; but his con­fi­dence pro­ceed­ed es­pe­cial­ly from the de­sire that he cher­ished so strong­ly at heart, of see­ing Miss Mary hap­py and con­soled. He was par­tic­u­lar­ly in­ter­est­ed in this young girl; and this feel­ing he con­cealed so well, that, ex­cept Miss Grant and him­self, no one on board the Dun­can had per­ceived it.

			As for the learned ge­og­ra­pher, he was prob­a­bly the hap­pi­est man in the south­ern hemi­sphere. He passed his time in study­ing the maps with which he cov­ered the cab­in ta­ble; and then fol­lowed dai­ly dis­cus­sions with Mr. Ol­bi­nett, so that he could scarce­ly set the ta­ble.

			But Pa­ganel had all the pas­sen­gers on his side ex­cept the ma­jor, who was very in­dif­fer­ent to ge­o­graph­i­cal ques­tions, es­pe­cial­ly at din­ner­time. Hav­ing dis­cov­ered a whole car­go of odd books in the mate’s chests, and among them a num­ber of Cer­vantes’ works, the French­man re­solved to learn Span­ish, which no­body on board knew, and which would fa­cil­i­tate his search on the shores of Chile. Thanks to his love for philol­o­gy, he did not de­spair of speak­ing this new tongue flu­ent­ly on ar­riv­ing at Con­cep­cion. He there­fore stud­ied as­sid­u­ous­ly, and was heard in­ces­sant­ly mut­ter­ing het­ero­ge­neous syl­la­bles. Dur­ing his leisure hours he did not fail to give young Robert prac­ti­cal in­struc­tion, and taught him the his­to­ry of the coun­try they were rapid­ly ap­proach­ing.

			In the mean­time the Dun­can was pro­ceed­ing at a re­mark­able rate. She cut the Trop­ic of Capri­corn, and her prow was head­ed to­ward the strait of the cel­e­brat­ed ge­og­ra­pher. Now and then the low shores of Patag­o­nia were seen, but like an al­most in­vis­i­ble line on the hori­zon. They sailed along the coast for more than ten miles, but Pa­ganel’s fa­mous tele­scope gave him on­ly a vague idea of these Amer­i­can shores.

			The ves­sel soon found her­self at the head of the strait, and en­tered with­out hes­i­ta­tion. This way is gen­er­al­ly pre­ferred by steam-ves­sels bound for the Pa­cif­ic. Its ex­act length is three hun­dred and sev­en­ty-six miles. Ships of the great­est ton­nage can al­ways find deep wa­ter, even near its shores, an ex­cel­lent bot­tom, and many springs of wa­ter. The rivers abound in fish, the for­est in game, there are safe and easy land­ings at twen­ty places, and, in short, a thou­sand re­sources that are want­ing in the Strait of Lemaire, and off the ter­ri­ble rocks of Cape Horn, which are con­tin­u­al­ly vis­it­ed by storms and tem­pests.

			Dur­ing the first hours of the pas­sage, till you reach Cape Gre­go­ry, the shores are low and sandy. The en­tire pas­sage last­ed scarce­ly thir­ty-six hours, and this mov­ing panora­ma of the two shores well re­ward­ed the pains the ge­og­ra­pher took to ad­mire it un­der the ra­di­ant beams of the south­ern sun. No in­hab­i­tant ap­peared on the shores of the con­ti­nent; and on­ly a few Fue­gians wan­dered along the bar­ren rocks of Ter­ra del Fuego.

			At one mo­ment the Dun­can round­ed the penin­su­la of Bruns­wick be­tween two mag­nif­i­cent sights. Just here the strait cuts be­tween stu­pen­dous mass­es of gran­ite. The base of the moun­tains was hid­den in the heart of im­mense forests, while their sum­mits, whitened with eter­nal snow, were lost in the clouds. To­wards the south­east Mount Taru tow­ered six thou­sand five hun­dred feet aloft. Night came, pre­ced­ed by a long twi­light, the light melt­ing away in­sen­si­bly by gen­tle de­grees, while the sky was stud­ded with bril­liant stars.

			In the midst of this par­tial ob­scu­ri­ty, the yacht bold­ly con­tin­ued on her course, with­out cast­ing an­chor in the safe bays with which the shores abound. Some­times the tips of her yards would graze the branch­es of the beech­es that hung over the waves. At oth­ers her pro­pel­ler would beat the wa­ters of the great rivers, start­ing geese, ducks, snipe, teal, and all the feath­ered tribes of the marsh­es. Soon de­sert­ed ru­ins ap­peared, and fall­en mon­u­ments, to which the night lent a grand as­pect; these were the mourn­ful re­mains of an aban­doned colony, whose name will be an eter­nal con­tra­dic­tion to the fer­til­i­ty of the coasts and the rich game of the forests. It was Port Famine, the place that the Spaniard Sarmien­to col­o­nized in 1581 with four hun­dred em­i­grants. Here he found­ed the city of San Fe­lipe. But the ex­treme sever­i­ty of the cold weak­ened the colony; famine de­voured those whom the win­ter had spared, and in 1587 the ex­plor­er Cavendish found the last of these four hun­dred un­for­tu­nates dy­ing of hunger amid the ru­ins of a city on­ly six years in ex­is­tence.

			The ves­sel coast­ed along these de­sert­ed shores. At day­break she sailed in the midst of the nar­row pass­es, be­tween beech­es, ash-trees, and birch­es, from the bo­som of which emerged ivy-clad domes, cupo­las tapestried with the hardy hol­ly, and lofty spires, among which the obelisk of Buck­land rose to a great height. Far out in the sea sport­ed droves of seals and whales of great size, judg­ing by their spout­ing, which could be seen at a dis­tance of four miles. At last they dou­bled Cape Froward, still bristling with the ices of win­ter. On the oth­er side of the strait, on Ter­ra del Fuego, rose Mount Sarmien­to to the height of six thou­sand feet, an enor­mous mass of rock bro­ken by bands of clouds which formed as it were an aeri­al ar­chi­pel­ago in the sky.

			Cape Froward is the re­al end of the Amer­i­can con­ti­nent, for Cape Horn is on­ly a lone rock in the sea. Pass­ing this point the strait nar­rowed be­tween Bruns­wick Penin­su­la, and Des­o­la­tion Is­land. Then to fer­tile shores suc­ceed­ed a line of wild bar­ren coast, cut by a thou­sand in­lets of this tor­tu­ous labyrinth.

			The Dun­can un­err­ing­ly and un­hesi­tat­ing­ly pur­sued its capri­cious wind­ings, min­gling her col­umns of smoke with the mists on the rocks. With­out less­en­ing her speed, she passed sev­er­al Span­ish fac­to­ries es­tab­lished on these de­sert­ed shores. At Cape Tamar the strait widened. The yacht round­ed the Nar­bor­ough Is­lands, and ap­proached the south­ern shores. At last, thir­ty-six hours af­ter en­ter­ing the strait, the rocks of Cape Pi­lares were dis­cerned at the ex­treme point of Des­o­la­tion Is­land. An im­mense open glit­ter­ing sea ex­tend­ed be­fore her prow, and Jacques Pa­ganel, hail­ing it with an en­thu­si­as­tic ges­ture, felt moved like Fer­di­nand Mag­el­lan him­self, when the sails of the Trinidad swelled be­fore the breezes of the Pa­cif­ic.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Course De­cid­ed

			
			Eight days af­ter dou­bling Cape Pi­lares the Dun­can en­tered at full speed the Bay of Talc­ahua­na, a mag­nif­i­cent es­tu­ary, twelve miles long and nine broad. The weath­er was beau­ti­ful. Not a cloud is seen in the sky of this coun­try from No­vem­ber to March, and the wind from the south blows con­tin­u­al­ly along these coasts, which are pro­tect­ed by the chain of the An­des.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, ac­cord­ing to Lord Gle­nar­van’s or­ders, had kept close to the shore of the con­ti­nent, ex­am­in­ing the nu­mer­ous wrecks that lined it. A waif, a bro­ken spar, a piece of wood fash­ioned by the hand of man, might guide the Dun­can to the scene of the ship­wreck. But noth­ing was seen, and the yacht con­tin­ued her course and an­chored in the har­bor of Talc­ahua­na forty-two days af­ter her de­par­ture from the wa­ters of the Clyde.

			Gle­nar­van at once low­ered the boat, and, fol­lowed by Pa­ganel, land­ed at the foot of the pal­isade. The learned ge­og­ra­pher, prof­it­ing by the cir­cum­stance, would have made use of the lan­guage which he had stud­ied so con­sci­en­tious­ly; but, to his great as­ton­ish­ment, he could not make him­self un­der­stood by the na­tives.

			“The ac­cent is what I need,” said he.

			“Let us go to the Cus­tom­house,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			There they were in­formed by means of sev­er­al Eng­lish words, ac­com­pa­nied by ex­pres­sive ges­tures, that the British con­sul resid­ed at Con­cep­cion. It was on­ly an hour’s jour­ney. Gle­nar­van eas­i­ly found two good hors­es, and, a short time af­ter, Pa­ganel and he en­tered the walls of this great city, which was built by the en­ter­pris­ing ge­nius of Val­divia, the valiant com­pan­ion of Pizarro.

			How great­ly it had de­clined from its an­cient splen­dor! Of­ten pil­laged by the na­tives, burnt in 1819, des­o­late, ru­ined, its walls still black­ened with the flames of dev­as­ta­tion, eclipsed by Talc­ahua­na, it now scarce­ly num­bered eight thou­sand souls. Un­der the feet of its idle in­hab­i­tants the streets had grown in­to prairies. There was no com­merce, no ac­tiv­i­ty, no busi­ness. The man­dolin re­sound­ed from ev­ery bal­cony, lan­guish­ing songs is­sued from the lat­tices of the win­dows, and Con­cep­cion, the an­cient city of men, had be­come a vil­lage of wom­en and chil­dren.

			Gle­nar­van ap­peared lit­tle de­sirous of seek­ing the caus­es of this de­cline—though Jacques Pa­ganel at­tacked him on this sub­ject—and, with­out los­ing an in­stant, be­took him­self to the house of J. R. Ben­tock, Esq., con­sul of Her Bri­tan­nic Majesty. This in­di­vid­u­al re­ceived him very cour­te­ous­ly, and when he learned the sto­ry of Cap­tain Grant un­der­took to search along the en­tire coast.

			The ques­tion whether the Bri­tan­nia had been wrecked on the shores of Chile or Arau­ca­nia was de­cid­ed in the neg­a­tive. No re­port of such an event had come ei­ther to the con­sul, or his col­leagues in oth­er parts of the coun­try.

			But Gle­nar­van was not dis­cour­aged. He re­turned to Talc­ahua­na, and, spar­ing nei­ther fa­tigue, trou­ble, or mon­ey, he sent men to the coast, but their search was in vain. The most minute in­quiries among the peo­ple of the vicin­i­ty were of no avail. They were forced to con­clude that the Bri­tan­nia had left no trace of her ship­wreck.

			Gle­nar­van then in­formed his com­pan­ions of the fail­ure of his en­deav­ors. Mary Grant and her broth­er could not re­strain their grief. It was now six days since the ar­rival of the Dun­can at Talc­ahua­na. The pas­sen­gers were to­geth­er in the cab­in. La­dy He­le­na was con­sol­ing, not by her words—for what could she say?—but by her ca­ress­es, the two chil­dren of the cap­tain. Jacques Pa­ganel had tak­en up the doc­u­ment again, and was re­gard­ing it with earnest at­ten­tion, as if he would have drawn from it new se­crets. For an hour he had ex­am­ined it thus, when Gle­nar­van, ad­dress­ing him, said—

			“Pa­ganel, I ap­peal to your sagac­i­ty. Is the in­ter­pre­ta­tion we have made of this doc­u­ment in­cor­rect? Is the sense of these words il­log­i­cal?”

			Pa­ganel did not an­swer. He was re­flect­ing.

			“Are we mis­tak­en as to the sup­posed scene of the ship­wreck?” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van. “Does not the name Patag­o­nia sug­gest it­self at once to the mind?”

			Pa­ganel was still silent.

			“In short,” said Gle­nar­van, “does not the word In­di­an jus­ti­fy us still more?”

			“Per­fect­ly,” replied Mac­N­abb.

			“And there­fore, is it not ev­i­dent that these ship­wrecked men, when they wrote these lines, ex­pect­ed to be pris­on­ers of the In­di­ans?”

			“There you are wrong, my dear lord,” said Pa­ganel, at last; “and if your oth­er con­clu­sions are just, the last at least does not seem to me ra­tio­nal.”

			“What do you mean?” asked La­dy He­le­na, while all eyes were turned to­wards the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“I mean,” an­swered Pa­ganel, em­pha­siz­ing his words, “that Cap­tain Grant is now pris­on­er of the In­di­ans: and I will add that the doc­u­ment leaves no doubt on this point.”

			“Ex­plain your­self, sir,” said Miss Grant.

			“Noth­ing is eas­i­er, my dear Mary. In­stead of read­ing they will be pris­on­ers, read they are pris­on­ers, and all will be clear.”

			“But that is im­pos­si­ble,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“Im­pos­si­ble? And why, my no­ble friend?” asked Pa­ganel, smil­ing.

			“Be­cause the bot­tle must have been thrown when the ves­sel was break­ing on the rocks. Hence the de­grees of lon­gi­tude and lat­i­tude ap­ply to the very place of ship­wreck.”

			“Noth­ing proves it,” said Pa­ganel, earnest­ly; “and I do not see why the ship­wrecked sailors, af­ter be­ing car­ried by the In­di­ans in­to the in­te­ri­or of the coun­try, could not have sought to make known by means of this bot­tle the place of their cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“Sim­ply, my dear Pa­ganel, be­cause to throw a bot­tle in­to the sea it is nec­es­sary, at least, that the sea should be be­fore you.”

			“Or, in the ab­sence of the sea,” added Pa­ganel, “the rivers which flow in­to it.”

			An as­ton­ished si­lence fol­lowed this un­ex­pect­ed, yet rea­son­able, an­swer. By the flash that bright­ened the eyes of his hear­ers Pa­ganel knew that each of them had con­ceived a new hope. La­dy He­le­na was the first to re­sume the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“What an idea!” she ex­claimed.

			“What a good idea!” added the ge­og­ra­pher, sim­ply.

			“Your ad­vice then?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“My ad­vice is to find the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, just where it meets the Amer­i­can coast, and fol­low it, with­out de­vi­at­ing half a de­gree, to the point where it strikes the At­lantic. Per­haps we shall find on its course the sur­vivors of the Bri­tan­nia.”

			“A fee­ble chance,” replied the ma­jor.

			“How­ev­er fee­ble it may be,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, “we ought not to ne­glect it. If I am right that this bot­tle reached the sea by fol­low­ing the cur­rent of a riv­er, we can­not fail to come up­on the traces of the pris­on­ers. Look, my friends, look at the map of this coun­try, and I will con­vince you be­yond a doubt.”

			So say­ing, Pa­ganel spread out be­fore them up­on the ta­ble a large map of Chile and the Ar­gen­tine Prov­inces. “Look,” said he, “and fol­low me in this pas­sage across the Amer­i­can con­ti­nent. Let us pass over the nar­row strip of Chile and the Cordilleras of the An­des, and de­scend in­to the midst of the Pam­pas. Are rivers, streams, wa­ter­cours­es, want­ing in these re­gions? No. Here are the Rio Ne­gro, the Rio Col­orado, and their af­flu­ents, cut by the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, all of which might have served to trans­port the doc­u­ment. There, per­haps, in the midst of a tribe, in the hands of set­tled In­di­ans, on the shores of these un­known rivers, in the gorges of the sier­ras, those whom I have the right to call our friends are await­ing an in­ter­po­si­tion of Prov­i­dence. Ought we, then, to dis­ap­point their hopes? Do you not think we should fol­low across these coun­tries an unswerv­ing course? And if, con­trary to all ex­pec­ta­tion, I am still mis­tak­en, is it not our du­ty to trace this par­al­lel to the very end, and, if nec­es­sary, make up­on it the tour of the world?”

			These words, spo­ken with a no­ble en­thu­si­asm, ex­cit­ed a deep emo­tion among Pa­ganel’s hear­ers. All rose to shake hands with him.

			“Yes, my fa­ther is there!” cried Robert Grant, de­vour­ing the map with his eyes.

			“And wher­ev­er he is,” replied Gle­nar­van, “we shall find him, my child. Noth­ing is more con­sis­tent than our friend Pa­ganel’s in­ter­pre­ta­tion, and we must fol­low with­out hes­i­ta­tion the course he has in­di­cat­ed. Ei­ther Cap­tain Grant is in the hands of count­less In­di­ans, or is pris­on­er in a fee­ble tribe. In the lat­ter case, we will res­cue him. In the for­mer, af­ter as­cer­tain­ing his sit­u­a­tion, we will join the Dun­can on the east­ern coast, sail to Buenos Aires, and with a de­tach­ment, or­ga­nized by the ma­jor, can over­come all the In­di­ans of the Ar­gen­tine Plains.”

			“Yes, yes, your lord­ship,” an­swered Cap­tain Man­gles; “and I will add that this pas­sage of the con­ti­nent will be with­out per­il.”

			“With­out per­il, or fa­tigue,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel. “How many have al­ready ac­com­plished it who had scarce­ly our means for suc­cess, and whose courage was not sus­tained by the grandeur of the un­der­tak­ing!”

			“Sir, sir,” ex­claimed Mary Grant, in a voice bro­ken with emo­tion, “how can I thank a de­vo­tion that ex­pos­es you to so many dan­gers?”

			“Dan­gers!” cried Pa­ganel. “Who ut­tered the word dan­ger?”

			“Not I!” replied Robert Grant, with flash­ing eye and de­ter­mined look.

			“Dan­ger!” re­peat­ed Pa­ganel; “does such a thing ex­ist? More­over, what is the ques­tion? A jour­ney of scarce­ly three hun­dred and fifty leagues, since we shall pro­ceed in a straight line; a jour­ney which will be ac­com­plished in a fa­vor­able lat­i­tude and cli­mate; in short, a jour­ney whose du­ra­tion will be on­ly a month at most. It is a mere walk.”

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” asked La­dy He­le­na at last, “do you think that, if the ship­wrecked sailors have fall­en in­to the pow­er of the In­di­ans, their lives have been spared?”

			“Cer­tain­ly I do, madam. The In­di­ans are not can­ni­bals; far from that, one of my coun­try­men whom I knew in the So­ci­ety was three years pris­on­er among the In­di­ans of the Pam­pas. He suf­fered, was ill-treat­ed, but at last gained the vic­to­ry in this try­ing or­deal. A Eu­ro­pean is a use­ful per­son in these coun­tries. The In­di­ans know his val­ue, and es­teem him very high­ly.”

			“Well then, there is no more hes­i­ta­tion,” said Gle­nar­van; “we must start, and that, too, with­out de­lay. What course shall we take?”

			“An easy and agree­able one,” replied Pa­ganel. “A few moun­tains to be­gin with; then a gen­tle de­scent on the east­ern slope of the An­des; and at last a lev­el, grassy, sandy plain, a re­al gar­den.”

			“Let us see the map,” said the ma­jor.

			“Here it is, my dear Mac­N­abb. We shall be­gin at the end of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel on the coast of Chile. Af­ter pass­ing through the cap­i­tal of Arau­ca­nia, we shall strike the Cordilleras, and de­scend­ing their steep de­cliv­i­ties across the Rio Col­orado, we shall reach the Pam­pas. Pass­ing the fron­tiers of Buenos Aires, we shall con­tin­ue our search un­til we reach the shores of the At­lantic.”

			Thus speak­ing and de­vel­op­ing the pro­gramme of the ex­pe­di­tion, Pa­ganel did not even take the trou­ble to look at the map spread be­fore him. And he had no need to; ed­u­cat­ed in the schools of Frézi­er, Moli­na, Hum­boldt, and Miers, his unerring mem­o­ry could nei­ther be de­ceived nor baf­fled. Af­ter fin­ish­ing his plan, he added:

			“There­fore, my dear friends, the course is straight. In thir­ty days we shall ac­com­plish it, and ar­rive be­fore the Dun­can on the east­ern shore, since the west­er­ly winds will de­lay her progress.”

			“The Dun­can then,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, “will cross the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel be­tween Cape Cor­ri­entes and Cape St. An­to­nio?”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“And whom would you con­sti­tute the mem­bers of such an ex­pe­di­tion?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“The few­er the bet­ter. The on­ly point is to as­cer­tain the sit­u­a­tion of Cap­tain Grant, and not to en­gage in com­bat with the In­di­ans. I think that Lord Gle­nar­van, as our chief, the ma­jor, who would yield his place to no one, your ser­vant Jacques Pa­ganel—”

			“And I!” cried Robert Grant.

			“Robert?” said Mary.

			“And why not?” an­swered Pa­ganel. “Trav­els de­vel­op youth. We four, then, and three sailors of the Dun­can—”

			“What,” ex­claimed Cap­tain Man­gles, “your lord­ship does not in­ter­cede for me?”

			“My dear fel­low,” replied Gle­nar­van, “we shall leave the ladies on board, the dear­est ob­jects we have in the world. Who would watch over them, if not the de­vot­ed cap­tain of the Dun­can?”

			“We can­not ac­com­pa­ny you, then,” said La­dy He­le­na, whose eyes were dimmed by a mist of sad­ness.

			“My dear wife,” replied Gle­nar­van, “our jour­ney will be per­formed with un­usu­al ra­pid­i­ty, our sep­a­ra­tion will be short, and—”

			“Yes, yes; I un­der­stand you,” an­swered La­dy He­le­na. “Go, then, and may you suc­ceed in your en­ter­prise.”

			“Be­sides, this is not a jour­ney,” added Pa­ganel.

			“What is it, then?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“A pas­sage, noth­ing more. We shall pass, that is all, like hon­est men, over the coun­try and do all the good pos­si­ble. ‘Tran­sire bene­fa­cien­do’ is our mot­to.”

			With these words the dis­cus­sion end­ed. The prepa­ra­tions were be­gun that very day, and it was re­solved to keep the ex­pe­di­tion se­cret, in or­der not to alarm the In­di­ans. The 14th of Oc­to­ber was fixed for the day of de­par­ture.

			When they came to choose the sailors who were to go, they all of­fered their ser­vices, and Gle­nar­van was forced to make a choice. He pre­ferred to have them draw lots, that he might not mor­ti­fy such brave men. This was ac­cord­ing­ly done; and the mate, Tom Austin, Wil­son, a pow­er­ful fel­low, and Mul­ready, were the for­tu­nate ones.

			Lord Gle­nar­van had dis­played great en­er­gy in his prepa­ra­tions, for he wished to be ready at the day ap­point­ed; and he was. Cap­tain Man­gles like­wise sup­plied his ship with coal, that he might put to sea at any mo­ment. He wished to gain the Ar­gen­tine shore be­fore the trav­el­ers. Hence there was a re­al ri­val­ry be­tween Gle­nar­van and the cap­tain, which was of ad­van­tage to both.

			At last, on the 14th of Oc­to­ber, at the time agreed up­on, ev­ery­one was ready. At the mo­ment of de­par­ture the pas­sen­gers of the yacht as­sem­bled in the cab­in. The Dun­can was on the point of start­ing, and al­ready her pro­pel­ler was ag­i­tat­ing the qui­et wa­ters of Talc­ahua­na Bay. Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, Mac­N­abb, Robert Grant, Tom Austin, Wil­son and Mul­ready, armed with car­bines and Colt’s re­volvers, were pre­par­ing to leave the ves­sel. Guides and mules were wait­ing for them on shore.

			“It is time,” said Lord Gle­nar­van at last.

			“Go, then, my hus­band!” replied La­dy He­le­na, re­strain­ing her emo­tion.

			He pressed her to his breast, while Robert threw him­self up­on the neck of his sis­ter.

			“And now, dear com­pan­ions,” said Jacques Pa­ganel, “one last clasp of the hand to last us till we reach the shores of the At­lantic.”

			It was not ask­ing much, but these were clasps which would strength­en the hopes of the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher.

			They then re­turned to the deck, and the sev­en trav­el­ers left the ves­sel. They soon reached the wharf, which the yacht ap­proached with­in less than half a ca­ble’s length.

			La­dy He­le­na cried for the last time—

			“My friends, God help you!”

			“And he will help us, madam,” an­swered Jacques Pa­ganel; “for, I as­sure you, we shall help our­selves.”

			“For­ward!” shout­ed Cap­tain Man­gles to his en­gi­neer.

			“En route!” re­turned Gle­nar­van; and at the same in­stant that the trav­el­ers, giv­ing reins to their an­i­mals, fol­lowed the road along the shore, the Dun­can start­ed again at full speed on the high­way of the ocean.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Trav­el­ing in Chile

			
			The na­tive troop en­gaged by Gle­nar­van con­sist­ed of three men and a boy. The lead­er of the mule­teers was an En­glish­man who had lived in the coun­try for twen­ty years. His oc­cu­pa­tion was to let mules to trav­el­ers, and guide them across the pass­es of the An­des. Then he con­signed them to the care of a laque­ano (Ar­gen­tine guide), who was fa­mil­iar with the road over the Pam­pas.

			This En­glish­man had not so for­got­ten his na­tive tongue, in the com­pa­ny of mules and In­di­ans, that he could not con­verse with the trav­el­ers. Hence it was easy for Gle­nar­van to make known his wish­es, and for the mule­teer to ex­e­cute his or­ders, of which cir­cum­stance the for­mer availed him­self, since Pa­ganel had not yet suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing him­self un­der­stood.

			This lead­er, or cat­a­paz, in the lan­guage of Chile, was as­sist­ed by two na­tive pe­ons and a boy of twelve. The pe­ons had charge of the mules laden with the bag­gage of the par­ty, and the boy led the mad­ri­na (lit­tle mare), which wore small bells, and went in ad­vance of the oth­er ten mules. The trav­el­ers were mount­ed on sev­en, and the cat­a­paz on one, of these an­i­mals, while the two oth­ers car­ried the pro­vi­sions and a few rolls of cloth de­signed to in­sure the good­will of the chiefs of the plains. The pe­ons trav­eled on foot ac­cord­ing to their cus­tom. This jour­ney in South Amer­i­ca was, there­fore, to be per­formed un­der the most fa­vor­able con­di­tions of safe­ty and speed.

			Cross­ing the An­des is not an or­di­nary jour­ney. It can­not be un­der­tak­en with­out em­ploy­ing those hardy mules, of which the most prefer­able be­long to the Ar­gen­tine Re­pub­lic. These ex­cel­lent an­i­mals have at­tained in that coun­try a de­vel­op­ment su­pe­ri­or to their pris­tine qual­i­ty and strength. They are not very par­tic­u­lar about their food, drink on­ly once a day, and eas­i­ly make ten leagues in eight hours.

			There are no tav­erns on this route, from one ocean to the oth­er. You eat dried meat, rice sea­soned with all­spice, and what­ev­er game can be cap­tured on the way. In the moun­tains the tor­rents, and in the plains the rivers, fur­nish wa­ter, gen­er­al­ly fla­vored with a few drops of rum, of which each has a sup­ply in an ox-horn called chif­fle. How­ev­er, care must be tak­en not to in­dulge too much in al­co­holic drinks, which are spe­cial­ly in­ju­ri­ous in a re­gion where the ner­vous sys­tem is pe­cu­liar­ly ex­cit­ed.

			As for your bed­ding, it con­sists mere­ly of the na­tive sad­dle called reca­do. This sad­dle is made of sheep­skins tanned on one side and cov­ered with wool on the oth­er, and is sup­port­ed by broad girths elab­o­rate­ly em­broi­dered. A trav­el­er wrapped in one of these warm cov­er­ings can brave with im­puni­ty the damp­ness of the nights, and en­joy the sound­est re­pose.

			Gle­nar­van, who knew how to trav­el and con­form to the cus­toms of dif­fer­ent coun­tries, had adopt­ed the Chilean cos­tume for him­self and his friends. Pa­ganel and Robert, two chil­dren (a large and a small one), felt no plea­sure in in­tro­duc­ing their heads in­to the na­tion­al pon­cho (a large blan­ket with a hole in the cen­tre), and their legs in­to leath­ern stir­rups. They would rather have seen their mules rich­ly ca­parisoned, with the Arab bit in their mouths, a long bri­dle of braid­ed leather for a whip, and their heads adorned with met­al or­na­ments and the al­for­jas (dou­ble sad­dle­bags con­tain­ing the pro­vi­sions).

			Pa­ganel, al­ways ab­sent­mind­ed, re­ceived three or four kicks from his ex­cel­lent an­i­mal just as he was mount­ing. Once in the sad­dle, how­ev­er, with his in­sep­a­ra­ble tele­scope in a sling and his feet con­fined in the stir­rups, he con­fid­ed him­self to the sagac­i­ty of his beast, and had no rea­son to re­pent. As for young Robert, he showed from the first a re­mark­able ca­pac­i­ty for be­com­ing an ex­cel­lent horse­man.

			They start­ed. The day was mag­nif­i­cent, the sky was per­fect­ly clear, and the at­mos­phere suf­fi­cient­ly re­freshed by the sea-breezes in spite of the heat of the sun. The lit­tle par­ty fol­lowed at a rapid pace the wind­ing shores of the bay, and made good progress the first day across the reeds of old dried marsh­es. Lit­tle was said. The part­ing farewells had left a deep im­pres­sion up­on the minds of all. They could still see the smoke of the Dun­can as she grad­u­al­ly dis­ap­peared on the hori­zon. All were silent, ex­cept Pa­ganel; this stu­dious ge­og­ra­pher kept ask­ing him­self ques­tions, and an­swer­ing them, in his new lan­guage.

			The cat­a­paz was, more­over, quite a tac­i­turn man, whose av­o­ca­tion had not made him lo­qua­cious. He scarce­ly spoke to his pe­ons, for they un­der­stood their du­ty very well. When­ev­er a mule stopped, they urged him with a gut­tural cry. If this did not suf­fice, a good peb­ble thrown with sure aim over­came his ob­sti­na­cy. If a girth gave way or a bri­dle was loos­ened, the pe­on, tak­ing off his pon­cho, en­veloped the head of the an­i­mal, which, when the in­jury was re­paired, re­sumed its pace.

			The cus­tom of the mule­teers is to set out at eight o’clock in the morn­ing af­ter break­fast, and trav­el thus till it is time to rest at four o’clock in the af­ter­noon. Gle­nar­van, ac­cord­ing­ly, con­formed to this cus­tom. Pre­cise­ly when the sig­nal to halt was giv­en by the cat­a­paz, the trav­el­ers ar­rived at the city of Arau­co, sit­u­at­ed at the south­ern ex­trem­i­ty of the bay, with­out hav­ing left the foam-washed shore of the ocean. They would have had to pro­ceed twen­ty miles far­ther to the west to reach the lim­its of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel; but Gle­nar­van’s agents had al­ready tra­versed that part of the coast with­out meet­ing with any signs of ship­wreck. A new ex­plo­ration be­came, there­fore, use­less, and it was de­cid­ed that the city of Arau­co should be cho­sen as their point of de­par­ture. From this their course was to be di­rect­ed to­wards the east in a rig­or­ous­ly straight line. The lit­tle par­ty en­tered the city and took up their quar­ters in the open court of a tav­ern, whose ac­com­mo­da­tions were still in a rudi­men­ta­ry state.

			While sup­per was pre­par­ing, Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel and the cat­a­paz took a walk among the thatch-roofed hous­es. Ex­cept a church and the re­mains of a con­vent of Fran­cis­cans, Arau­co pre­sent­ed noth­ing in­ter­est­ing. Gle­nar­van at­tempt­ed to make some in­quiries, but failed, while Pa­ganel was in de­spair at not be­ing able to make him­self un­der­stood by the in­hab­i­tants. But, since they spoke Arau­ca­ni­an, his Span­ish served him as lit­tle as He­brew.

			The next day, the mad­ri­na at the head, and the pe­ons in the rear, the lit­tle troop re­sumed the line of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel to­wards the east. They now crossed the fer­tile ter­ri­to­ry of Arau­ca­nia, rich in vine­yards and flocks. But grad­u­al­ly soli­tude en­sued. Scarce­ly, from mile to mile, was there a hut of ras­treadores (In­di­an horse-tamers). Now and then they came up­on an aban­doned re­lay-sta­tion, that on­ly served as a shel­ter to some wan­der­er on the plains; and, by means of a ford, they crossed the Rio Tubal, the moun­tains vis­i­ble in the dis­tance.

			At four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, af­ter a jour­ney of thir­ty-five miles, they halt­ed in the open coun­try un­der a group of gi­ant myr­tles. The mules were un­har­nessed, and left to graze at will up­on the rich herbage of the prairie. The sad­dle­bags fur­nished the usu­al meat and rice, the pe­lions spread on the ground served as cov­er­ing, the sad­dles as pil­lows, and each one found on these im­pro­vised beds a ready re­pose, while the pe­ons and the cat­a­paz watched in turn.

			As the weath­er con­tin­ued pleas­ant, all the trav­el­ers, not ex­cept­ing Robert, were still in good health; and, since the jour­ney had be­gun un­der such fa­vor­able aus­pices, they thought it best to prof­it by it, and push on. The fol­low­ing day they ad­vanced rapid­ly, crossed with­out ac­ci­dent Bell Rapids, and at evening en­camped on the banks of the Rio Bio­bio. There were thir­ty-five miles more to trav­el be­fore they were out of Chile.

			The coun­try had not changed. It was still rich in amaryl­lis, vi­o­lets, date-trees, and gold­en-flow­ered cac­tus­es. A few an­i­mals, among oth­ers the ocelot, in­hab­it­ed the thick­ets. A heron, a soli­tary owl, thrush­es and snipes wary of the talons of the hawk, were the on­ly rep­re­sen­ta­tives of the feath­ered tribe.

			Of the na­tives few were seen; on­ly some guas­sos (de­gen­er­ate chil­dren of the In­di­ans and Span­ish), gal­lop­ing on hors­es which they lac­er­at­ed with the gi­gan­tic spurs that adorned their naked feet, and pass­ing like shad­ows. They met on the way no one who could in­form them, and in­quiries were there­fore ut­ter­ly im­pos­si­ble.

			Gle­nar­van thought that Cap­tain Grant, if pris­on­er of the In­di­ans, must have been car­ried by them be­yond the An­des. Their search could be suc­cess­ful on­ly in the Pam­pas. They must be pa­tient, and trav­el on swift­ly and con­tin­u­ous­ly.

			They ad­vanced in the same or­der as be­fore, which Robert with dif­fi­cul­ty kept, for his ea­ger­ness led him to press for­ward, to the great an­noy­ance of his an­i­mal. Noth­ing but a com­mand from Gle­nar­van would keep the young boy at his place in the line. The coun­try now be­came more un­even; and sev­er­al hillocks in­di­cat­ed that they were ap­proach­ing the moun­tains.

			Pa­ganel still con­tin­ued his study of Span­ish.

			“What a lan­guage it is!” ex­claimed he; “so full and sonorous!”

			“But you are mak­ing progress, of course?” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“Cer­tain­ly, my dear lord. Ah! if there were on­ly no ac­cent! But, alas! there is one!”

			In study­ing this lan­guage, Pa­ganel did not, how­ev­er, ne­glect his ge­o­graph­i­cal ob­ser­va­tions. In these, in­deed, he was as­ton­ish­ing­ly clever, and could not have found his su­pe­ri­or. When Gle­nar­van ques­tioned the cat­a­paz about some pe­cu­liar­i­ty of the coun­try, his learned com­pan­ion would al­ways an­tic­i­pate the an­swer of the guide, who then gazed at him with a look of amaze­ment.

			That same day they met a road which crossed the line that they had hith­er­to pur­sued. Lord Gle­nar­van nat­u­ral­ly asked its name of their guide, and Pa­ganel as nat­u­ral­ly an­swered—

			“The road from Yum­bel to Los An­ge­los.”

			Gle­nar­van looked at the cat­a­paz.

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied he.

			Then, ad­dress­ing the ge­og­ra­pher, he said—

			“You have trav­eled in this coun­try?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Pa­ganel grave­ly.

			“On a mule?”

			“No; in an arm­chair.”

			The cat­a­paz did not un­der­stand, for he shrugged his shoul­ders and re­turned to the head of the troop.

			At five o’clock in the af­ter­noon they stopped in a shal­low gorge, a few miles above the lit­tle town of Lo­ja; and that night the trav­el­ers en­camped at the foot of the first slopes of the An­des.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Eleven Thou­sand Feet Aloft

			
			The route through Chile had as yet pre­sent­ed no se­ri­ous ob­sta­cles; but now the dan­gers that at­tend a jour­ney across the moun­tains sud­den­ly in­creased, the strug­gle with the nat­u­ral dif­fi­cul­ties was about to be­gin in earnest.

			An im­por­tant ques­tion had to be de­cid­ed be­fore start­ing. By what pass could they cross the An­des with the least de­par­ture from the pre­scribed course? The cat­a­paz was ques­tioned on this sub­ject.

			“I know,” he replied, “of but two pass­es that are prac­ti­ca­ble in this part of the An­des.”

			“Doubt­less the pass of Ar­i­ca,” said Pa­ganel, “which was dis­cov­ered by Val­divia Men­doza.”

			“Ex­act­ly.”

			“And that of Vil­lar­i­ca, sit­u­at­ed to the south of Neva­do.”

			“You are right.”

			“Well, my friend, these two pass­es have on­ly one dif­fi­cul­ty; they will car­ry us to the south, or the north, far­ther than we wish.”

			“Have you an­oth­er pass to pro­pose?” asked the ma­jor.

			“Yes,” replied Pa­ganel; “the pass of An­tu­co.”

			“Well,” said Gle­nar­van; “but do you know this pass, cat­a­paz?”

			“Yes, my lord, I have crossed it, and did not pro­pose it be­cause it is on­ly a cat­tle-track for the In­di­an herds­men of the east­ern slopes.”

			“Nev­er mind, my friend,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van; “where the herds of the In­di­ans pass, we can al­so; and, since this will keep us in our course, let us start for the pass of An­tu­co.”

			The sig­nal for de­par­ture was im­me­di­ate­ly giv­en, and they en­tered the val­ley of Los Lejos be­tween great mass­es of crys­tal­ized lime­stone, and as­cend­ed a very grad­u­al slope. To­wards noon they had to pass around the shores of a small lake, the pic­turesque reser­voir of all the neigh­bor­ing streams which flowed in­to it.

			Above the lake ex­tend­ed vast llanos, lofty plains, cov­ered with grass, where the herds of the In­di­ans grazed. Then they came up­on a swamp which ex­tend­ed to the south and north, but which the in­stinct of the mules en­abled them to avoid. Soon Fort Bal­lenare ap­peared on a rocky peak which it crowned with its dis­man­tled walls. The as­cent had al­ready be­come abrupt and stony, and the peb­bles, loos­ened by the hoofs of the mules, rolled un­der their feet in a rat­tling tor­rent.

			The road now be­came dif­fi­cult, and even per­ilous. The steep­ness in­creased, the walls on ei­ther side ap­proached each oth­er more and more, while the precipices yawned fright­ful­ly. The mules ad­vanced cau­tious­ly in sin­gle file, with their noses to the ground, scent­ing the way.

			Now and then, at a sud­den turn, the mad­ri­na dis­ap­peared, and the lit­tle car­a­van was then guid­ed by the dis­tant tin­kling of her bell. Some­times, too, the capri­cious wind­ings of the path would bend the col­umn in­to two par­al­lel lines, and the cat­a­paz could talk to the pe­ons, while a crevasse, scarce­ly two fath­oms wide, but two hun­dred deep, formed an im­pass­able abyss be­tween them.

			Un­der these con­di­tions it was dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish the course. The al­most in­ces­sant ac­tion of sub­ter­ranean and vol­canic agen­cy changes the road, and the land­marks are nev­er the same. There­fore the cat­a­paz hes­i­tat­ed, stopped, looked about him, ex­am­ined the form of the rocks, and searched on the crum­bling stones for the tracks of In­di­ans.

			Gle­nar­van fol­lowed in the steps of his guide. He per­ceived, he felt, his em­bar­rass­ment, in­creas­ing with the dif­fi­cul­ties of the way. He did not dare to ques­tion him, but thought that it was bet­ter to trust to the in­stinct of the mule­teers and mules.

			For an hour longer the cat­a­paz wan­dered at a ven­ture, but al­ways seek­ing the more el­e­vat­ed parts of the moun­tain. At last he was forced to stop short. They were at the bot­tom of a nar­row val­ley—one of those ravines that the In­di­ans call que­bradas. A per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of por­phyry barred their ex­it.

			The cat­a­paz, af­ter search­ing vain­ly for a pas­sage, dis­mount­ed, fold­ed his arms, and wait­ed. Gle­nar­van ap­proached him.

			“Have you lost your way?” he asked.

			“No, my lord,” replied the cat­a­paz.

			“But we are not at the pass of An­tu­co?”

			“We are.”

			“Are you not mis­tak­en?”

			“I am not. Here are the re­mains of a fire made by the In­di­ans, and the tracks left by their hors­es.”

			“Well, they passed this way?”

			“Yes; but we can­not. The last earth­quake has made it im­prac­ti­ca­ble.”

			“For mules,” replied the ma­jor; “but not for men.”

			“That is for you to de­cide,” said the cat­a­paz. “I have done what I could. My mules and I are ready to turn back, if you please, and search for the oth­er pass­es of the An­des.”

			“But that will cause a de­lay.”

			“Of three days, at least.”

			Gle­nar­van lis­tened in si­lence to the words of the cat­a­paz, who had ev­i­dent­ly act­ed in ac­cor­dance with his en­gage­ment. His mules could go no far­ther; but when the pro­pos­al was made to re­trace their steps, Gle­nar­van turned to­wards his com­pan­ions, and said—

			“Do you wish to go on?”

			“We will fol­low you,” replied Tom Austin.

			“And even pre­cede you,” added Pa­ganel. “What is it, af­ter all? To scale a chain of moun­tains whose op­po­site slopes af­ford an un­usu­al­ly easy de­scent. This ac­com­plished, we can find the Ar­gen­tine laque­anos, who will guide us across the Pam­pas, and swift hors­es ac­cus­tomed to trav­el over the plains. For­ward, then, with­out hes­i­ta­tion.”

			“For­ward!” cried his com­pan­ions.

			“You do not ac­com­pa­ny us?” said Gle­nar­van to the cat­a­paz.

			“I am the mule­teer,” he replied.

			“As you say.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said Pa­ganel; “on the oth­er side of this wall we shall find the pass of An­tu­co again, and I will lead you to the foot of the moun­tain as di­rect­ly as the best guide of the An­des.”

			Gle­nar­van ac­cord­ing­ly set­tled with the cat­a­paz, and dis­missed him, his pe­ons, and his mules. The arms, the in­stru­ments, and the re­main­ing pro­vi­sions, were di­vid­ed among the sev­en trav­el­ers. By com­mon con­sent it was de­cid­ed that the as­cent should be un­der­tak­en im­me­di­ate­ly, and that, if nec­es­sary, they should trav­el part of the night. Around the precipice to the left wound a steep path that mules could not as­cend. The dif­fi­cul­ties were great; but, af­ter two hours of fa­tigue and wan­der­ing, Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions found them­selves again in the pass of An­tu­co.

			They were now in that part of the An­des prop­er­ly so called, not far from the main ridge of the moun­tains; but of the path traced out, of the pass, noth­ing could be seen. All this re­gion had just been thrown in­to con­fu­sion by the re­cent earth­quakes.

			They as­cend­ed all night, climbed al­most in­ac­ces­si­ble plateaus, and leaped over broad and deep crevass­es. Their arms took the place of ropes, and their shoul­ders served as steps. The strength of Mul­ready and the skill of Wil­son were of­ten called in­to req­ui­si­tion. Many times, with­out their de­vo­tion and courage, the lit­tle par­ty could not have ad­vanced.

			Gle­nar­van nev­er lost sight of young Robert, whose youth and ea­ger­ness led him to acts of rash­ness, while Pa­ganel pressed on with all the ar­dor of a French­man. As for the ma­jor, he on­ly moved as much as was nec­es­sary, no more, no less, and mount­ed the path by an al­most in­sen­si­ble mo­tion. Did he per­ceive that he had been as­cend­ing for sev­er­al hours? It is not cer­tain. Per­haps he imag­ined he was de­scend­ing.

			At five o’clock in the morn­ing the trav­el­ers had at­tained a height of sev­en thou­sand five hun­dred feet. They were now on the low­er ridges, the last lim­it of ar­bores­cent veg­e­ta­tion. At this hour the as­pect of these re­gions was en­tire­ly changed. Great blocks of glit­ter­ing ice, of a bluish col­or in cer­tain parts, rose on all sides, and re­flect­ed the first rays of the sun.

			The as­cent now be­came very per­ilous. They no longer ad­vanced with­out care­ful­ly ex­am­in­ing the ice. Wil­son had tak­en the lead, and with his foot test­ed the sur­face of the glaciers. His com­pan­ions fol­lowed ex­act­ly in his foot­steps, and avoid­ed ut­ter­ing a word, for the least sound might have caused the fall of the snowy mass­es sus­pend­ed eight hun­dred feet above their heads.

			They had reached the re­gion of shrubs, which, four hun­dred and fifty feet high­er, gave place to grass and cac­tus­es. At eleven thou­sand feet all traces of veg­e­ta­tion dis­ap­peared. The trav­el­ers had stopped on­ly once to re­cruit their strength by a hasty repast, and with su­per­hu­man courage they re­sumed the as­cent in the face of the ev­er-in­creas­ing dan­gers.

			The strength of the lit­tle troop, how­ev­er, in spite of their courage, was al­most gone. Gle­nar­van, see­ing the ex­haus­tion of his com­pan­ions, re­gret­ted hav­ing en­gaged in the un­der­tak­ing. Young Robert strug­gled against fa­tigue, but could go no far­ther.

			Gle­nar­van stopped.

			“We must take a rest,” said he, for he clear­ly saw that no one else would make this pro­pos­al.

			“Take a rest?” replied Pa­ganel; “how? where? we have no shel­ter.”

			“It is in­dis­pens­able, if on­ly for Robert.”

			“No, my lord,” replied the coura­geous child; “I can still walk—do not stop.”

			“We will car­ry you, my boy,” said Pa­ganel, “but we must, at all haz­ards, reach the east­ern slope. There, per­haps, we shall find some hut in which we can take refuge. I ask for two hours more of trav­el.”

			“Do you all agree?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes,” replied his com­pan­ions.

			“I will take charge of the brave boy,” added the equal­ly brave Mul­ready.

			They re­sumed their march to­wards the east. Two hours more of ter­ri­ble ex­er­tion fol­lowed. They kept as­cend­ing, in or­der to reach the high­est sum­mit of this part of the moun­tain.

			What­ev­er were the de­sires of these coura­geous men, the mo­ment now came when the most valiant failed, and dizzi­ness, that ter­ri­ble mal­a­dy of the moun­tains, ex­haust­ed not on­ly their phys­i­cal strength but their moral courage. It is im­pos­si­ble to strug­gle with im­puni­ty against fa­tigues of this kind. Soon falls be­came fre­quent, and those who fell could on­ly ad­vance by drag­ging them­selves on their knees.

			Ex­haus­tion was about to put an end to this too pro­longed as­cent; and Gle­nar­van was con­sid­er­ing with ter­ror the ex­tent of the snow, the cold which in this fa­tal re­gion was so much to be dread­ed, the shad­ows that were deep­en­ing on the soli­tary peaks, and the ab­sence of a shel­ter for the night, when the ma­jor stopped him, and, in a calm tone, said—

			“A hut!”

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				A Sud­den De­scent

			
			Any­one but Mac­N­abb would have passed by, around, or even over this hut a hun­dred times with­out sus­pect­ing its ex­is­tence. A pro­jec­tion on the sur­face of the snow scarce­ly dis­tin­guished it from the sur­round­ing rocks. It was nec­es­sary to un­cov­er it; af­ter half an hour of per­sis­tent la­bor, Wil­son and Mul­ready had cleared away the en­trance to the ca­sucha, and the lit­tle par­ty stepped in.

			This ca­sucha, con­struct­ed by the In­di­ans, was made of adobes, a kind of bricks dried in the sun. Ten per­sons could eas­i­ly find room in­side, and, if its walls had not been suf­fi­cient­ly wa­ter­tight in the rainy sea­son, at this time, at least, they were some pro­tec­tion against the sever­i­ty of the cold. There was, be­sides, a sort of fire­place with a flue of bricks very poor­ly laid, which en­abled them to kin­dle a fire, and thus with­stand the ex­ter­nal tem­per­a­ture.

			“Here is a shel­ter, at least,” said Gle­nar­van, “even if it is not com­fort­able. Prov­i­dence has led us hith­er, and we can­not do bet­ter than ac­cept this for­tune.”

			“Why,” replied Pa­ganel, “it is a palace. It on­ly wants sen­tries and courtiers. We shall get along ad­mirably here.”

			“Es­pe­cial­ly when a good fire is blaz­ing on the hearth,” said Tom Austin; “for, if we are hun­gry, we are none­the­less cold it seems to me; and, for my part, a good fagot would de­light me more than a slice of veni­son.”

			“Well, Tom,” said Pa­ganel, “we will try to find some­thing com­bustible.”

			“Some­thing com­bustible on the top of the An­des?” said Mul­ready, shak­ing his head doubt­ful­ly.

			“Since a chim­ney has been made in this hut,” replied the ma­jor, “there is prob­a­bly some­thing here to burn.”

			“Our friend is right,” added Gle­nar­van. “Pre­pare ev­ery­thing for sup­per; and I will play the part of wood­cut­ter.”

			“I will ac­com­pa­ny you with Wil­son,” said Pa­ganel.

			“If you need me—,” said Robert, ris­ing.

			“No, rest your­self, my brave boy,” replied Gle­nar­van. “You will be a man when oth­ers are on­ly chil­dren.”

			Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, and Wil­son went out of the hut. It was six o’clock in the evening. The cold was keen and cut­ting, in spite of the calm­ness of the air. The azure of the sky was al­ready fad­ing, and the sun shed­ding his last rays on the lofty peaks of the moun­tains.

			Reach­ing a hillock of por­phyry, they scanned the hori­zon in ev­ery di­rec­tion. They had now gained the sum­mit of the An­des, which com­mand­ed an ex­tend­ed prospect. To the east the sides of the moun­tains de­clined by gen­tle gra­da­tions, down which they could see the pe­ons slid­ing sev­er­al hun­dred feet be­low. In the dis­tance ex­tend­ed long lines of scat­tered rocks and stones that had been crowd­ed back by glacial avalanch­es. The val­ley of the Col­orado was al­ready grow­ing dim in the in­creas­ing twi­light; the el­e­va­tions of land, the crags and the peaks, il­lu­mined by the rays of the sun, grad­u­al­ly fad­ed, and dark­ness cov­ered the whole east­ern slope of the An­des.

			To­wards the north un­du­lat­ed a suc­ces­sion of ridges that min­gled to­geth­er in­sen­si­bly. To the south, how­ev­er, the view was mag­nif­i­cent; and, as night de­scend­ed, the grandeur was inim­itable. Look­ing down in­to the wild val­ley of Tor­bido, you saw Mount An­tu­co, whose yawn­ing crater was two miles dis­tant. The vol­cano, like some enor­mous mon­ster, belched forth glow­ing smoke min­gled with tor­rents of bright flame. The cir­cle of the moun­tains that en­closed it seemed to be on fire. Show­ers of in­can­des­cent stones, clouds of red­dish va­pors, and streams of la­va, unit­ed in glit­ter­ing col­umns. A loud rum­bling that in­creased ev­ery mo­ment, and was fol­lowed by a daz­zling flash, filled this vast cir­cuit with its sharp re­ver­ber­a­tions, while the sun, his light grad­u­al­ly fad­ing, dis­ap­peared as a star is ex­tin­guished in the shad­ows of the hori­zon.

			Pa­ganel and Gle­nar­van would have re­mained a long time to con­tem­plate this mag­nif­i­cent strug­gle of the fires of earth with those of heav­en, and the im­pro­vised wood­cut­ters were be­com­ing ad­mir­ers of na­ture; but Wil­son, less en­thu­si­as­tic, re­mind­ed them of their sit­u­a­tion. Wood was want­ing, it is true, but for­tu­nate­ly a scanty and dry moss clothed the rocks. An am­ple sup­ply was tak­en, as well as of a plant whose roots were quite com­bustible. This pre­cious fu­el was brought to the hut, and piled in the fire­place; but it was dif­fi­cult to kin­dle the fire, and es­pe­cial­ly to keep it burn­ing.

			When the viands were pre­pared, each one drank sev­er­al mouth­fuls of hot cof­fee with de­light. As for the dried meat, it ap­peared a lit­tle un­sat­is­fac­to­ry, which pro­voked on the part of Pa­ganel a re­mark as use­less as it was true.

			“In­deed,” said he, “I must con­fess a lla­ma-steak would not be bad just now.”

			“What!” cried the ma­jor, “are you not con­tent with our sup­per, Pa­ganel?”

			“En­chant­ed, my good ma­jor; but I ac­knowl­edge a plate of veni­son would be wel­come.”

			“You are a sybarite,” said Mac­N­abb.

			“I ac­cept the ti­tle, ma­jor; but you your­self, what­ev­er you may say, would not be dis­pleased with a beef­steak.”

			“Prob­a­bly not.”

			“And if you were asked to take your post at the can­non, you would go with­out a word.”

			“Cer­tain­ly: and, al­though it pleas­es you—”

			His com­pan­ions had not heard any more, when dis­tant and pro­longed howls were heard. They were not the cries of scat­tered an­i­mals, but those of a herd ap­proach­ing with ra­pid­i­ty. Would Prov­i­dence, af­ter fur­nish­ing them with shel­ter, give them their sup­per? Such was the thought of the ge­og­ra­pher. But Gle­nar­van hum­bled his joy some­what by ob­serv­ing that the an­i­mals of the An­des were nev­er met with in so el­e­vat­ed a re­gion.

			“Whence comes the noise, then?” asked Tom Austin. “Hear how it ap­proach­es!”

			“An avalanche!” said Mul­ready.

			“Im­pos­si­ble! these are re­al howls!” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Let us see,” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Let us see like hunters,” an­swered the ma­jor, as he took his ri­fle.

			All rushed out of the hut. Night had come. It was dark, but the sky was stud­ded with stars. The moon had not yet shown her disk. The peaks on the north and east were lost in the dark­ness, and the eye on­ly per­ceived the grotesque out­lines of a few tow­er­ing rocks.

			The howls—those of ter­ri­fied an­i­mals—were re­dou­bled. They came from the dark side of the moun­tain. What was go­ing on?

			Sud­den­ly there came a fu­ri­ous avalanche, but one of liv­ing crea­tures, mad with ter­ror. The whole plateau seemed to trem­ble. There were hun­dreds, per­haps thou­sands, of these an­i­mals. Were they wild beasts of the Pam­pas, or on­ly lla­mas? The whole par­ty had on­ly time to throw them­selves to the earth, while this liv­ing whirl­wind passed a few feet above them.

			At this mo­ment the re­port of a firearm was heard. The ma­jor had shot at a ven­ture. He thought that a large an­i­mal fell a few paces from him, while the whole herd, car­ried along by their re­sist­less mo­tion, dis­ap­peared down the slopes il­lu­mined by the vol­cano.

			“Ah, I have them!” cried a voice, that of Pa­ganel.

			“What have you?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“My glass­es, to be sure!”

			“You are not wound­ed?”

			“No, a lit­tle kick—but by what?”

			“By this,” replied the ma­jor, drag­ging af­ter him the an­i­mal he had shot.

			Each one has­tened to gain the hut; and by the light of the fire Mac­N­abb’s prize was ex­am­ined. It was a pret­ty an­i­mal, re­sem­bling a lit­tle camel with­out a hump. It had a small head, flat body, long legs and claws, fine cof­fee-col­ored hair, and its breast was spot­ted with white.

			Scarce­ly had Pa­ganel looked at it when he ex­claimed—

			“It is a gua­na­co!”

			“What is that?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“An an­i­mal that eats it­self.”

			“And is it good?”

			“De­li­cious! a dish for the gods! I knew well that you would like fresh meat for sup­per. And what meat this is! But who will dress the an­i­mal?”

			“I will,” said Wil­son.

			“Well, I will en­gage to broil it,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“You are a cook, then, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel?” said Robert.

			“Cer­tain­ly, my boy. A French­man is al­ways a cook.”

			In a lit­tle while Pa­ganel placed large slices of meat on the coals, and, in a short time, served up to his com­pan­ions this ap­pe­tiz­ing viand. No one hes­i­tat­ed, but each at­tacked it ravenous­ly. To the great amaze­ment of the ge­og­ra­pher, a gen­er­al gri­mace ac­com­pa­nied by a “pwah!” fol­lowed the first mouth­ful.

			“It is hor­ri­ble!” said one.

			“It is not eat­able!” replied an­oth­er.

			The poor ge­og­ra­pher, what­ev­er was the dif­fi­cul­ty, was forced to agree that this steak was not ac­cept­able even to starv­ing men. They there­fore be­gan to launch jokes at him, and de­ride his “dish for the gods,” while he him­self sought a rea­son for this un­ac­count­able re­sult.

			“I have it!” he cried. “I have it!”

			“Is the meat too old?” asked Mac­N­abb, calm­ly.

			“No, my in­tol­er­ant ma­jor; but it has trav­eled too much. How could I for­get that?”

			“What do you mean?” asked Tom Austin.

			“I mean that the an­i­mal is not good un­less killed when at rest. I can af­firm from the taste that it has come from a dis­tance, and, con­se­quent­ly, the whole herd.”

			“You are cer­tain of this?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Ab­so­lute­ly so.”

			“But what event could have ter­ri­fied these an­i­mals so, and driv­en them at a time when they ought to be peace­ful­ly sleep­ing in their lairs.”

			“As to that, my dear Gle­nar­van,” said Pa­ganel, “it is im­pos­si­ble for me to say. If you be­lieve me, let us search no far­ther. For my part I am dy­ing for want of sleep. Let us re­tire, ma­jor!”

			“Very well, Pa­ganel.”

			There­upon each wrapped him­self in his pon­cho, the fu­el was re­plen­ished for the night, and soon all but Gle­nar­van were buried in pro­found re­pose.

			He alone did not sleep. A se­cret un­easi­ness held him in a state of wake­ful fa­tigue. He could not help think­ing of that herd, fly­ing in one com­mon di­rec­tion, of their in­ex­pli­ca­ble ter­ror. They could not have been pur­sued by wild beasts: at that height there were scarce­ly any, and yet few­er hunters. What fright had driv­en them over the abysses of An­tu­co, and what was the cause of it? He thought of their strange sit­u­a­tion, and felt a pre­sen­ti­ment of com­ing dan­ger.

			How­ev­er, un­der the in­flu­ence of a par­tial drowsi­ness, his ideas grad­u­al­ly mod­i­fied, and fear gave place to hope. He saw him­self in an­tic­i­pa­tion, on the mor­row, on the plain at the foot of the An­des. There his ac­tu­al search was to be­gin; and suc­cess was not, per­haps, far dis­tant. He thought of Cap­tain Grant and his two sailors, de­liv­ered from a cru­el slav­ery.

			These im­ages passed rapid­ly be­fore his mind, ev­ery in­stant in­ter­rupt­ed by a flash of fire, a spark, a flame, il­lu­min­ing the faces of his sleep­ing com­pan­ions, and cast­ing a flick­er­ing shad­ow over the walls of the hut. Then his pre­sen­ti­ments re­turned with more vivid­ness, while he lis­tened vague­ly to the ex­ter­nal sounds so dif­fi­cult to ex­plain on these soli­tary sum­mits.

			At one mo­ment he thought he heard dis­tant rum­blings, dull and threat­en­ing like the rollings of thun­der. These sounds could be caused on­ly by a tem­pest, rag­ing on the sides of the moun­tain. He wished to con­vince him­self, and left the hut.

			The moon had risen, and the sky was clear and calm. Not a cloud was to be seen ei­ther above or be­low, on­ly now and then the mov­ing shad­ows of the flames of the vol­cano. At the zenith twin­kled thou­sands of stars, while the rum­blings still con­tin­ued. They seemed to ap­proach, and run along the chain of the moun­tains.

			Gle­nar­van re­turned more un­easy than be­fore, seek­ing to di­vine what re­la­tion there was be­tween these sub­ter­ranean nois­es and the flight of the gua­na­cos. He looked at his watch; it was two o’clock.

			How­ev­er, hav­ing no cer­tain knowl­edge of im­me­di­ate dan­ger, he did not wake his com­pan­ions, whom fa­tigue held in a deep re­pose, but fell him­self in­to a heavy sleep that last­ed sev­er­al hours.

			All at once a vi­o­lent crash star­tled him to his feet. It was a deaf­en­ing roar, like the ir­reg­u­lar noise of in­nu­mer­able ar­tillery wag­ons rolling over a hol­low pave­ment. Gle­nar­van sud­den­ly felt the earth trem­ble be­neath his feet. He saw the hut sway and start open.

			“Look out!” he cried.

			His com­pan­ions, awak­ened and thrown in­to con­fu­sion, were hur­ried down a rapid de­scent. The day was break­ing, and the scene was ter­ri­ble. The form of the moun­tains sud­den­ly changed, their tops were trun­cat­ed, the tot­ter­ing peaks dis­ap­peared, as if a pit­fall had opened at their base. A mass, sev­er­al miles in ex­tent, be­came de­tached en­tire, and slid to­wards the plain.

			“An earth­quake!” cried Pa­ganel.

			He was not mis­tak­en. It was one of those phe­nom­e­na fre­quent on the moun­tain fron­tier of Chile. This por­tion of the globe is dis­turbed by sub­ter­ranean fires, and the vol­ca­noes of this chain af­ford on­ly in­suf­fi­cient out­lets for the con­fined va­pors.

			In the mean­time the plateau, to which sev­en stunned and ter­ri­fied men clung by the tufts of moss, glid­ed with the ra­pid­i­ty of an ex­press. Not a cry was pos­si­ble, not a move­ment of es­cape. They could not hear each oth­er. The in­ter­nal rum­blings, the din of the avalanche, the crash of the blocks of gran­ite, and the whirl­winds of snow, ren­dered all com­mu­ni­ca­tion with each oth­er im­pos­si­ble.

			At one time the mass would slide with­out jolts or jars; at an­oth­er, seized with a pitch­ing and rolling mo­tion like the deck of a ves­sel shak­en by the bil­lows, it would run along the edge of the abysses in­to which the frag­ments of the moun­tain fell, up­root the trees of cen­turies, and lev­el with the pre­ci­sion of an enor­mous scythe all the in­equal­i­ties of the east­ern slope.

			How long this in­de­scrib­able scene last­ed, no one could tell; in what abyss all were to be en­gulfed, no one was able to fore­see. Whether they were all there alive, or whether one of them was ly­ing at the bot­tom of a crevasse, no one could say. Stunned by the swift­ness of the de­scent, chilled by the keen­ness of the cold, blind­ed by the whirl­winds of snow, they pant­ed, ex­haust­ed and al­most inan­i­mate, and on­ly clung to the rocks by the supreme in­stinct of preser­va­tion.

			All at once a shock of un­usu­al vi­o­lence ar­rest­ed their glid­ing ve­hi­cle. They were thrown for­ward and rolled up­on the last de­cliv­i­ties of the moun­tains. The plateau had stopped short.

			For a few mo­ments no one stirred. At last one rose, deaf­ened by the shock, but yet firm. It was the ma­jor. He shook off the snow that blind­ed him, and looked around. His com­pan­ions were not very far from one an­oth­er. He count­ed them. All but one lay on the ground. The miss­ing one was Robert Grant.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Prov­i­den­tial­ly Res­cued

			
			The east­ern side of the An­des con­sists of long slopes, de­clin­ing grad­u­al­ly to the plain up­on which a por­tion of the mass had sud­den­ly stopped. In this new coun­try, gar­nished with rich pas­tures and adorned with mag­nif­i­cent veg­e­ta­tion, an in­cal­cu­la­ble num­ber of ap­ple trees, plant­ed at the time of the con­quest, glowed with their gold­en fruit and formed true forests. It seemed as if a part of beau­ti­ful Nor­mandy had been cast in­to these mo­not­o­nous re­gions, and un­der any oth­er cir­cum­stances the eye of a trav­el­er would have been struck with this sud­den tran­si­tion from desert to oa­sis, from snowy peak to ver­dant prairie, from win­ter to sum­mer.

			The earth had re­gained an ab­so­lute im­mo­bil­i­ty, and the earth­quake had ceased. But with­out doubt the sub­ter­ranean forces were still ex­ert­ing their dev­as­tat­ing ac­tion at a dis­tance, for the chain of the An­des is al­ways ag­i­tat­ed or trem­bling in some part. This time, how­ev­er, the com­mo­tion had been of ex­treme vi­o­lence. The out­line of the moun­tains was en­tire­ly changed; a new view of sum­mits, crests, and peaks was de­fined against the azure of the sky; and the guide of the Pam­pas would have sought in vain for his ac­cus­tomed land­marks.

			A won­der­ful­ly beau­ti­ful day was break­ing. The rays of the sun, is­su­ing from their wa­tery bed in the At­lantic, glit­tered over the Ar­gen­tine plains and were al­ready sil­ver­ing the waves of the oth­er ocean. It was eight o’clock in the morn­ing.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, re­vived by the aid of the ma­jor, grad­u­al­ly re­cov­ered con­scious­ness. In­deed, they had on­ly un­der­gone a se­vere gid­di­ness. The moun­tain was de­scend­ed, and they would have ap­plaud­ed a means of lo­co­mo­tion which had been en­tire­ly at na­ture’s ex­pense, if one of the fee­blest, Robert Grant, had not been miss­ing. Ev­ery­one loved the coura­geous boy: Pa­ganel was par­tic­u­lar­ly at­tached to him; the ma­jor, too, in spite of his cold­ness; but es­pe­cial­ly Gle­nar­van.

			When the lat­ter learned of Robert’s dis­ap­pear­ance, he was des­per­ate. He pic­tured to him­self the poor child en­gulfed in some abyss, and call­ing vain­ly for him whom he con­sid­ered his sec­ond fa­ther.

			“My friends,” said he, scarce­ly re­strain­ing his tears, “we must search for him, we must find him! We can­not aban­don him thus! Ev­ery val­ley, ev­ery precipice, ev­ery abyss must be ex­plored to the very bot­tom! You shall tie a rope around me and let me down! I will do it, you hear me, I will! May Heav­en grant that Robert is still liv­ing! With­out him, how could we dare find his fa­ther? What right have we to save Cap­tain Grant, if his res­cue costs the life of his child?”

			His com­pan­ions lis­tened with­out speak­ing. They felt that he was seek­ing in their looks some ray of hope, and they low­ered their eyes.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “you un­der­stand me; you are silent! You have no more hope!”

			A few mo­ments of si­lence en­sued, when Mac­N­abb in­quired:

			“Who of you, my friends, re­mem­bers when Robert dis­ap­peared?”

			To this ques­tion no an­swer was giv­en.

			“At least,” con­tin­ued the ma­jor, “you can tell with whom the boy was dur­ing the de­scent.”

			“With me,” replied Wil­son.

			“Well, at what mo­ment did you last see him with you? Re­call the cir­cum­stances. Speak.”

			“This is all that I re­mem­ber. Robert Grant was at my side, his hand grasp­ing a tuft of moss, less than two min­utes be­fore the shock that caused our de­scent.”

			“Less than two min­utes? Re­mem­ber, Wil­son, the min­utes may have seemed long to you. Are you not mis­tak­en?”

			“I think not—yes, it is so, less than two min­utes.”

			“Well,” said Mac­N­abb; “and was Robert on your right, or on your left?”

			“On my left. I re­mem­ber that his pon­cho flapped in my face.”

			“And where were you sit­u­at­ed in ref­er­ence to us?”

			“On the left al­so.”

			“Then Robert could have dis­ap­peared on­ly on this side,” said the ma­jor, turn­ing to­wards the moun­tain, and point­ing to the right. “And al­so con­sid­er­ing the time that has elapsed since his dis­ap­pear­ance, the child must have fall­en at a high part of the moun­tain. There we must search, and, by tak­ing dif­fer­ent ways, we shall find him.”

			Not a word more was said. The six men, scal­ing the de­cliv­i­ties of the moun­tain, sta­tioned them­selves at dif­fer­ent heights along the ridge, and be­gan their search. They kept al­ways to the right of their line of de­scent, sound­ing the small­est fis­sures, de­scend­ing to the bot­tom of precipices half filled with frag­ments of the mass; and more than one came forth with his gar­ments in shreds, his feet and hands lac­er­at­ed, at the per­il of his life.

			All this por­tion of the An­des, ex­cept a few in­ac­ces­si­ble plateaus, was care­ful­ly ex­plored for many hours with­out one of these brave men think­ing of rest. But it was a vain search. The child had not on­ly found death in the moun­tains, but al­so a tomb, the stone of which, made of some enor­mous rock, was for­ev­er closed over him.

			To­wards noon Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, bruised and ex­haust­ed, found them­selves again in the val­ley. The for­mer was a prey to the most vi­o­lent grief. He scarce­ly spoke, and from his lips is­sued on­ly these words, bro­ken by sighs—“I will not go; I will not go!”

			Each un­der­stood this de­ter­mi­na­tion, and re­spect­ed it.

			“We will wait,” said Pa­ganel to the ma­jor and Tom Austin. “Let us take some rest, and re­cruit our strength. We shall need it, whether to be­gin our search or con­tin­ue our jour­ney.”

			“Yes,” replied Mac­N­abb, “let us re­main, since Ed­ward wish­es it. He hopes: but what does he hope?”

			“God knows!” said Tom Austin.

			“Poor Robert!” replied Pa­ganel, wip­ing his eyes.

			Trees thronged the val­ley in great num­bers. The ma­jor chose a group of lofty carob trees, un­der which was es­tab­lished a tem­po­rary en­camp­ment. A few blan­kets, the arms, a lit­tle dried meat, and some rice, was all that re­mained to the trav­el­ers. A stream, which flowed not far off, fur­nished wa­ter, still mud­dy from the ef­fects of the avalanche. Mul­ready kin­dled a fire on the grass, and soon pre­sent­ed to his mas­ter a warm and com­fort­ing repast. But Gle­nar­van re­fused it, and re­mained stretched on his pon­cho in pro­found pros­tra­tion.

			Thus the day passed. Night came, clear and calm as the pre­ced­ing. While his com­pan­ions lay mo­tion­less, al­though wake­ful, Gle­nar­van reas­cend­ed the moun­tain. He lis­tened close­ly, still hop­ing that a last cry might reach him. He ven­tured alone and afar, press­ing his ear to the ground, lis­ten­ing, re­strain­ing the beat­ings of his heart, and call­ing in a voice of de­spair.

			The whole night long he wan­dered on the moun­tain. Some­times Pa­ganel, some­times the ma­jor, fol­lowed him, ready to help him on the slip­pery sum­mits, or on the edge of the chasms, where his rash­ness led him. But his last ef­forts were fruit­less; and to the cry of “Robert! Robert!” a thou­sand times re­peat­ed, echo alone replied.

			Day dawned, and it was nec­es­sary to go in search of Gle­nar­van on the moun­tain, and bring him in spite of his re­luc­tance back to the en­camp­ment. His de­spair was ter­ri­ble. Who would now dare to speak to him of de­par­ture, and pro­pose leav­ing this fa­tal val­ley? But the pro­vi­sions were fail­ing. They would soon meet the Ar­gen­tine guides and hors­es to take them across the Pam­pas. To re­trace their steps was more dif­fi­cult than to ad­vance. Be­sides, the At­lantic was the place ap­point­ed to meet the Dun­can. All these rea­sons did not per­mit a longer de­lay, and it was for the in­ter­est of all that the hour for de­par­ture should be no longer de­ferred.

			Mac­N­abb at­tempt­ed to draw Gle­nar­van from his grief. For a long time he spoke with­out his friend ap­pear­ing to hear him. Gle­nar­van shook his head. At length, words es­caped his lips.

			“Go?” said he.

			“Yes, go.”

			“One hour more!”

			“Well, one hour more,” replied the wor­thy ma­jor.

			When it had passed, Gle­nar­van asked for an­oth­er. You would have thought a con­demned man was pray­ing for his life. Thus it con­tin­ued till about noon, when Mac­N­abb, by the ad­vice of all, would no longer hes­i­tate, and told Gle­nar­van that they must go, the lives of his com­pan­ions de­pend­ed up­on a prompt de­ci­sion.

			“Yes, yes,” replied Gle­nar­van, “we will go, we will go!”

			But as he spoke his eyes were turned away from Mac­N­abb. His gaze was fixed up­on a black speck in the air. Sud­den­ly his hand rose, and re­mained im­mov­able, as if pet­ri­fied.

			“There! there!” cried he. “See! see!”

			All eyes were raised to­wards the sky, in the di­rec­tion so im­per­a­tive­ly in­di­cat­ed. At that mo­ment the black speck vis­i­bly in­creased. It was a bird hov­er­ing at a mea­sure­less height.

			“A con­dor,” said Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, a con­dor,” replied Gle­nar­van. “Who knows? He is com­ing, he is de­scend­ing! Let us wait.”

			What did Gle­nar­van hope? Was his rea­son wan­der­ing? He had said, “Who knows?” Pa­ganel was not mis­tak­en. The con­dor be­came more dis­tinct ev­ery mo­ment.

			This mag­nif­i­cent bird, long revered by the In­cas, is the king of the south­ern An­des. In these re­gions he at­tains an ex­tra­or­di­nary de­vel­op­ment. His strength is prodi­gious; and he of­ten pre­cip­i­tates ox­en to the bot­tom of the abysses. He at­tacks sheep, goats, and calves wan­der­ing on the plain, and car­ries them in his talons to a great height. Some­times he hov­ers at an el­e­va­tion be­yond the lim­it of hu­man vi­sion, and there this king of the air sur­veys, with a pierc­ing look, the re­gions be­low, and dis­tin­guish­es the faintest ob­jects with a pow­er of sight that is the as­ton­ish­ment of nat­u­ral­ists.

			What had the con­dor seen? A corpse—that of Robert Grant? “Who knows?” re­peat­ed Gle­nar­van, with­out los­ing sight of him. The enor­mous bird ap­proached, now hov­er­ing, now fall­ing with the swift­ness of in­ert bod­ies. He soon de­scribed cir­cles of larg­er ex­tent, and could be per­fect­ly dis­tin­guished. He mea­sured fif­teen feet across his wings, which sup­port­ed him in the air al­most with­out mo­tion, for it is the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of these great birds to sail with a ma­jes­tic calm­ness un­like all oth­ers of the winged tribes.

			The ma­jor and Wil­son had seized their ri­fles, but Gle­nar­van stopped them with a ges­ture. The con­dor was ap­proach­ing in the cir­cles of his flight a sort of in­ac­ces­si­ble plateau a quar­ter of a mile dis­tant. He was turn­ing with a ver­ti­cal ra­pid­i­ty, open­ing and clos­ing his for­mi­da­ble claws, and shak­ing his car­ti­lagi­nous neck.

			“There! there!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			Then sud­den­ly a thought flashed through his mind.

			“If Robert is still liv­ing!” ex­claimed he, with a cry of ter­ror, “this bird! Fire, my friends, fire!”

			But he was too late. The con­dor had dis­ap­peared be­hind the lofty boul­ders. A sec­ond passed that seemed an eter­ni­ty. Then the enor­mous bird reap­peared, heav­i­ly laden, and ris­ing slow­ly.

			A cry of hor­ror was ut­tered. In the claws of the con­dor an inan­i­mate body was seen sus­pend­ed and dan­gling. It was Robert Grant. The bird had raised him by his gar­ments, and was now hov­er­ing in midair at least one hun­dred and fifty feet above the en­camp­ment. He had per­ceived the trav­el­ers, and was vi­o­lent­ly striv­ing to es­cape with his heavy prey.

			“May Robert’s body be dashed up­on these rocks,” cried Gle­nar­van, “rather than serve—”

			He did not fin­ish, but, seiz­ing Wil­son’s ri­fle, at­tempt­ed to take aim at the con­dor. But his arm trem­bled; he could not sight the piece. His eyes were dimmed.

			“Let me try,” said the ma­jor.

			With clear eye, steady hand, and mo­tion­less body, he aimed at the bird, that was al­ready three hun­dred feet above him. But he had not pressed the trig­ger, when a re­port re­sound­ed in the val­ley. A light smoke curled up be­tween two rocks, and the con­dor, shot in the head, fell, slow­ly turn­ing, sus­tained by his broad out­spread wings. He had not re­leased his prey, and at last reached the ground, ten paces from the banks of the stream.

			“Quick! quick!” said Gle­nar­van; and with­out seek­ing whence this prov­i­den­tial shot had come, he rushed to­wards the con­dor. His com­pan­ions close­ly fol­lowed him.

			When they ar­rived the bird was dead, and the body of Robert was hid­den un­der its great wings. Gle­nar­van threw him­self up­on the child, re­leased him from the talons of the con­dor, stretched him on the grass, and pressed his ear to his breast.

			Nev­er did a wilder cry of joy is­sue from hu­man lips than when Gle­nar­van rose, ex­claim­ing:

			“He lives! he lives!”

			In an in­stant Robert was stripped of his gar­ments, and his face bathed with fresh wa­ter. He made a move­ment, opened his eyes, looked around, and ut­tered a few words:

			“You, my lord—my fa­ther!—”

			Gle­nar­van could not speak. Emo­tion sti­fled him, and, kneel­ing, he wept be­side this child so mirac­u­lous­ly saved.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Thal­cave

			
			Af­ter the great dan­ger that he had just es­caped, Robert in­curred an­oth­er, no less great—that of be­ing over­whelmed with ca­ress­es. How­ev­er fee­ble he was still, not one of these good peo­ple could re­frain from press­ing him to his heart. But it must be con­fessed that these well-meant em­braces are not fa­tal, for the boy did not die.

			When his res­cue was cer­tain, thought re­vert­ed to his res­cuer, and the ma­jor very nat­u­ral­ly thought of look­ing around him. Fifty paces from the stream, a man of lofty stature was stand­ing, mo­tion­less, on one of the first ledges of the moun­tain. A long gun lay at his feet. This in­di­vid­u­al, who had so sud­den­ly ap­peared, had broad shoul­ders, and long hair tied with leath­ern thongs. His height ex­ceed­ed six feet, and his bronzed face was red be­tween his eyes and mouth, black be­low his eye­lids, and white on his fore­head. Af­ter the man­ner of the Patag­o­ni­ans of the fron­tiers, the na­tive wore a splen­did cloak, dec­o­rat­ed with red arabesques, made of the skin of a gua­na­co, its silky fur turned out­ward, and sewed with os­trich-ten­dons. Un­der his cloak a tip­pet of fox-skin en­cir­cled his neck and ter­mi­nat­ed in a point in front. At his gir­dle hung a lit­tle bag con­tain­ing the col­ors with which he paint­ed his face. His leg­gings were of ox­hide, and fas­tened to the an­kle with straps reg­u­lar­ly crossed.

			The fig­ure of this Patag­o­ni­an was fine, and his face de­not­ed re­al in­tel­li­gence in spite of the col­ors that adorned (!) it. He wait­ed in an at­ti­tude full of dig­ni­ty, and, see­ing him so mo­tion­less and stern on his pedestal of rocks, you would have tak­en him for a stat­ue.

			The ma­jor, as soon as he per­ceived him, point­ed him out to Gle­nar­van, who has­tened to­wards him. The Patag­o­ni­an took two steps for­ward; Gle­nar­van took his hand, and pressed it. There was in the lat­ter’s look, in his phys­iog­no­my, such a feel­ing, such an ex­pres­sion of grat­i­tude, that the na­tive could not mis­take it. He in­clined his head gen­tly, and ut­tered a few words that nei­ther the ma­jor nor his friend could un­der­stand.

			The Patag­o­ni­an, af­ter re­gard­ing the strangers at­ten­tive­ly, now changed the lan­guage; but what­ev­er it was, this new id­iom was no bet­ter un­der­stood than the first. How­ev­er, cer­tain ex­pres­sions which he used struck Gle­nar­van. They seemed to be­long to the Span­ish lan­guage, of which he knew sev­er­al com­mon words.

			“Span­ish?” said he.

			The Patag­o­ni­an nod­ded.

			“Well,” said the ma­jor, “this is our friend Pa­ganel’s busi­ness. It is for­tu­nate that he thought of learn­ing Span­ish.”

			Pa­ganel was called. He came at once and with all the grace of a French­man salut­ed the Patag­o­ni­an, to which the lat­ter paid no at­ten­tion. The ge­og­ra­pher was in­formed of the state of af­fairs, and was on­ly too glad to use his dili­gent­ly-ac­quired knowl­edge.

			“Ex­act­ly,” said he. And open­ing his mouth wide­ly in or­der to ar­tic­u­late bet­ter, he said, in his best Span­ish—

			“You—are—a—brave—man.”

			The na­tive lis­tened, but did not an­swer.

			“He does not un­der­stand,” said the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Per­haps you do not pro­nounce well,” replied the ma­jor.

			“Very true! Curse the pro­nun­ci­a­tion!”

			And again Pa­ganel be­gan, but with no bet­ter suc­cess.

			“I will change the ex­pres­sion,” said he. And pro­nounc­ing with mag­is­te­ri­al slow­ness, he ut­tered these words—

			“A—Patag­o­ni­an—doubt­less?”

			The na­tive re­mained mute as be­fore.

			“An­swer!” added Pa­ganel.

			The Patag­o­ni­an did not re­ply.

			“Do—you—un­der­stand?” cried Pa­ganel, vi­o­lent­ly enough to dam­age his or­gans of speech.

			It was ev­i­dent that the In­di­an did not un­der­stand, for he an­swered, but in Span­ish—

			“I do not un­der­stand.”

			It was Pa­ganel’s turn now to be as­ton­ished, and he hasti­ly put on his glass­es, like one ir­ri­tat­ed.

			“May I be hanged,” said he, “if I un­der­stand a word of this in­fer­nal jar­gon! It is cer­tain­ly Arau­ca­ni­an.”

			“No,” replied Gle­nar­van; “this man an­swered in Span­ish.”

			And, turn­ing to the Patag­o­ni­an, he re­peat­ed—

			“Span­ish?”

			“Yes,” replied the na­tive.

			Pa­ganel’s sur­prise be­came amaze­ment. The ma­jor and Gle­nar­van looked at him quizzing­ly.

			“Ah, my learned friend!” said the ma­jor, while a half smile played about his lips, “you have com­mit­ted one of those blun­ders pe­cu­liar to you.”

			“What!” cried the ge­og­ra­pher, start­ing.

			“Yes, it is plain that this Patag­o­ni­an speaks Span­ish.”

			“He?”

			“Yes. By mis­take you have learnt an­oth­er lan­guage, while think­ing that you stud­ied—”

			Mac­N­abb did not fin­ish. A loud “Oh!” from the ge­og­ra­pher, ac­com­pa­nied by shrugs of the shoul­ders, cut him short.

			“Ma­jor, you are go­ing a lit­tle too far,” said Pa­ganel in a very dry tone.

			“To be sure, since you do not un­der­stand.”

			“I do not un­der­stand be­cause this na­tive speaks so bad­ly!” an­swered the ge­og­ra­pher, who be­gan to be im­pa­tient.

			“That is to say, he speaks bad­ly, be­cause you do not un­der­stand,” re­turned the ma­jor, calm­ly.

			“Mac­N­abb,” said Gle­nar­van, “that is not a prob­a­ble sup­po­si­tion. How­ev­er ab­stract­ed our friend Pa­ganel may be, we can­not sup­pose that his blun­der was to learn one lan­guage for an­oth­er.”

			“Now, my dear Ed­ward, or rather you, my good Pa­ganel, ex­plain to me what the dif­fi­cul­ty is.”

			“I will not ex­plain,” replied Pa­ganel, “I in­sist. Here is the book in which I prac­tice dai­ly the dif­fi­cul­ties of the Span­ish lan­guage! Ex­am­ine it, ma­jor, and you will see whether I im­pose up­on you.”

			So say­ing, Pa­ganel groped in his nu­mer­ous pock­ets. Af­ter search­ing a few mo­ments, he drew forth a vol­ume in a very bad state, and pre­sent­ed it with an air of as­sur­ance. The ma­jor took the book, and looked at it.

			“Well, what work is this?” he asked.

			“The Lu­si­ad,” replied Pa­ganel; “an ad­mirable po­em which—”

			“The Lu­si­ad!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my friend, the Lu­si­ad of the im­mor­tal Camoëns, noth­ing more or less.”

			“Camoëns!” re­peat­ed Gle­nar­van; “but, un­for­tu­nate friend, Camoëns was a Por­tuguese! It is Por­tuguese that you have been study­ing for six weeks.”

			“Camoëns! Lu­si­ad! Por­tuguese!”

			Pa­ganel could say no more. His eyes wan­dered, while a peal of Home­r­ic laugh­ter rang in his ears.

			The Patag­o­ni­an did not wink; he wait­ed pa­tient­ly for the ex­pla­na­tion of this event, which was to­tal­ly in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to him.

			“In­sen­sate! fool!” cried Pa­ganel, at last. “What! is it so? Is it not a mere joke? Have I done this? It is the con­fu­sion of lan­guages, as at Ba­bel. My friends! my friends! to start for In­dia and ar­rive at Chile! to learn Span­ish and speak Por­tuguese! this is too much, and, if it con­tin­ues, I shall some day throw my­self out of the win­dow in­stead of my cigar.”

			To hear Pa­ganel take his blun­der thus, to see his com­i­cal ac­tions, it was im­pos­si­ble to keep se­ri­ous. Be­sides, he set the ex­am­ple him­self.

			“Laugh, my friends,” said he, “laugh with a will! you can­not laugh as much as I do at my­self.”

			And he ut­tered the most for­mi­da­ble peal of laugh­ter that ev­er is­sued from the mouth of a ge­og­ra­pher.

			“But we are none the less with­out an in­ter­preter,” said the ma­jor.

			“Oh, do not be trou­bled,” replied Pa­ganel. “The Por­tuguese and Span­ish re­sem­ble each oth­er so much that I made a mis­take. How­ev­er, this very re­sem­blance will soon en­able me to rec­ti­fy my er­ror, and in a short time I will thank this wor­thy Patag­o­ni­an in the lan­guage he speaks so well.”

			Pa­ganel was right, for he could soon ex­change a few words with the na­tive. He even learned that his name was Thal­cave, a word which sig­ni­fies in Arau­ca­ni­an “the thun­der­er.” This sur­name was doubt­less giv­en to him for his skill in the use of firearms.

			But Gle­nar­van was par­tic­u­lar­ly re­joiced to dis­cov­er that the Patag­o­ni­an was a guide, and, more­over, a guide of the Pam­pas. There was, there­fore, some­thing so prov­i­den­tial in this meet­ing that the suc­cess of the en­ter­prise seemed al­ready an ac­com­plished fact, and no one any longer doubt­ed the res­cue of Cap­tain Grant.

			In the mean­time the trav­el­ers and the Patag­o­ni­an had re­turned to Robert. The lat­ter stretched his arms to­wards the na­tive, who, with­out a word, placed his hand up­on his head. He ex­am­ined the child and felt his wound­ed limbs. Then, smil­ing, he went and gath­ered on the banks of the stream a few hand­fuls of wild cel­ery, with which he rubbed the boy’s body. Un­der this treat­ment, per­formed with an ex­treme gen­tle­ness, the child felt his strength re­vive, and it was plain that a few hours would suf­fice to re­store him.

			It was there­fore de­cid­ed that that day and the fol­low­ing night should be passed at the en­camp­ment. Be­sides, two im­por­tant ques­tions re­mained to be set­tled—food, and means of con­veyance. Pro­vi­sions and mules were both want­ing.

			For­tu­nate­ly Thal­cave solved the dif­fi­cul­ty. This guide, who was ac­cus­tomed to con­duct trav­el­ers along the Patag­o­ni­an fron­tiers, and was one of the most in­tel­li­gent baque­anos of the coun­try, en­gaged to fur­nish Gle­nar­van all that his lit­tle par­ty need­ed. He of­fered to take him to a tolde­ria (en­camp­ment) of In­di­ans, about four miles dis­tant, where they would find ev­ery­thing nec­es­sary for the ex­pe­di­tion. This pro­pos­al was made part­ly by ges­tures, part­ly by Span­ish words which Pa­ganel suc­ceed­ed in un­der­stand­ing. It was ac­cept­ed, and Gle­nar­van and his learned friend, tak­ing leave of their com­pan­ions, reas­cend­ed the stream un­der the guid­ance of the Patag­o­ni­an.

			They pro­ceed­ed at a good pace for an hour and a half, tak­ing long strides to keep up to the gi­ant Thal­cave. All the re­gion was charm­ing, and of a rich fer­til­i­ty. The grassy pas­tures suc­ceed­ed each oth­er, and could eas­i­ly have fed thou­sands of cat­tle. Large ponds, unit­ed by a wind­ing chain of streams, gave these plains a ver­dant mois­ture. Black-head­ed swans sport­ed on the mir­ror-like sur­face, and dis­put­ed the em­pire of the wa­ters with num­ber­less os­trich­es that gam­boled over the plains, while the bril­liant feath­ered tribes were in won­der­ful va­ri­ety.

			Jacques Pa­ganel pro­ceed­ed from ad­mi­ra­tion to ec­sta­sy. Ex­cla­ma­tions of de­light con­tin­u­al­ly es­caped his lips, to the as­ton­ish­ment of the Patag­o­ni­an, who thought it very nat­u­ral that there should be birds in the air, swans on the lakes, and grass on the prairies. The ge­og­ra­pher had no rea­son to re­gret his walk, or com­plain of its length. He scarce­ly be­lieved him­self start­ed, or that the en­camp­ment would soon come in sight.

			This tolde­ria was at the bot­tom of a nar­row val­ley among the moun­tains. Here in huts of branch­es lived thir­ty wan­der­ing na­tives, graz­ing large herds of milch cows, sheep, cat­tle and hors­es. Thus they roamed from one pas­ture to an­oth­er, al­ways find­ing a repast ready for their four-foot­ed com­pan­ions.

			Thal­cave took up­on him­self the ne­go­ti­a­tion, which was not long. In re­turn for sev­en small Ar­gen­tine hors­es, all sad­dled, a hun­dred pounds of dried meat, a few mea­sures of rice, and some leath­ern bot­tles for wa­ter, the In­di­ans re­ceived twen­ty ounces of gold, the val­ue of which they per­fect­ly un­der­stood. Gle­nar­van would have bought an­oth­er horse for the Patag­o­ni­an, but he in­ti­mat­ed that it was un­nec­es­sary.

			The bar­gain con­clud­ed, Gle­nar­van took leave of his new “providers,” as Pa­ganel ex­pressed it, and re­turned to the en­camp­ment. His ar­rival was wel­comed by cries of joy at sight of the pro­vi­sions and hors­es. Ev­ery­one ate with avid­i­ty. Robert par­took of some nour­ish­ment; he had al­most en­tire­ly re­gained his strength, and the re­main­der of the day was passed in per­fect rest. Var­i­ous sub­jects were al­lud­ed to: the ab­sent dear ones, the Dun­can, Cap­tain Man­gles, his brave crew, and Har­ry Grant who was, per­haps, not far dis­tant.

			As for Pa­ganel, he did not leave the In­di­an. He be­came Thal­cave’s shad­ow, and could not re­main qui­et in the pres­ence of a re­al Patag­o­ni­an, in com­par­i­son with whom he would have passed for a dwarf. He over­whelmed the grave In­di­an with Span­ish phras­es, to which the lat­ter qui­et­ly lis­tened. The ge­og­ra­pher stud­ied this time with­out a book, and was of­ten heard re­peat­ing words aloud.

			“If I do not get the ac­cent,” said he to the ma­jor, “you must not be an­gry with me. Who would have thought that one day a Patag­o­ni­an would teach me Span­ish!”

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				News of the Lost Cap­tain

			
			At eight o’clock the next morn­ing Thal­cave gave the sig­nal for de­par­ture. The slope was grad­u­al, and the trav­el­ers had on­ly to de­scend a gen­tle de­cliv­i­ty to the sea.

			When the Patag­o­ni­an de­clined the horse that Gle­nar­van of­fered him, the lat­ter thought that he pre­ferred to go on foot, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of cer­tain guides; and in­deed, his long legs ought to have made walk­ing easy. But he was mis­tak­en.

			At the mo­ment of de­par­ture Thal­cave whis­tled in a pe­cu­liar man­ner. Im­me­di­ate­ly a mag­nif­i­cent Ar­gen­tine horse, of su­perb form, is­sued from a small wood near by, and ap­proached at the call of his mas­ter. The an­i­mal was per­fect­ly beau­ti­ful. His brown col­or in­di­cat­ed a sound, spir­it­ed and coura­geous beast. He had a small and el­e­gant­ly poised head, wide­ly open­ing nos­trils, a fiery eye, large hams, swelling with­ers, broad breast, long pasterns, in short, all the qual­i­ties that con­sti­tute strength and sup­ple­ness. The ma­jor, like a per­fect horse­man, ad­mired un­re­served­ly this spec­i­men of the hors­es of the plains. This beau­ti­ful crea­ture was called Thaou­ka, which means “bird” in the Patag­o­ni­an lan­guage, and he just­ly mer­it­ed this ap­pel­la­tion.

			When Thal­cave was in the sad­dle, the horse pranced with spir­it­ed grace, and the Patag­o­ni­an, a skill­ful rid­er, was mag­nif­i­cent to be­hold. His out­fit com­prised two weapons of the chase, the bo­las and the las­so. The bo­las con­sists of three balls tied to­geth­er by a leath­ern string, which are fas­tened to the front of the sad­dle. The In­di­ans fre­quent­ly throw them the dis­tance of a hun­dred paces at the an­i­mal or en­e­my that they are pur­su­ing, and with such pre­ci­sion that they twist about their legs and bring them to the ground. It is, there­fore, in their hands a for­mi­da­ble in­stru­ment, and they han­dle it with sur­pris­ing dex­ter­i­ty. The las­so, on the con­trary, does not leave the hand that wields it. It con­sists sim­ply of a leath­ern thong thir­ty feet in length, ter­mi­nat­ing in a slip-noose which works up­on an iron ring. The right hand throws the slip-noose, while the left hand holds the re­main­der of the las­so, the end of which is firm­ly tied to the sad­dle. A long car­bine in a sling com­plet­ed the Patag­o­ni­an’s ar­ma­ment.

			Thal­cave, with­out ob­serv­ing the ad­mi­ra­tion caused by his nat­u­ral grace, ease and courage, took the lead, and the par­ty ad­vanced, now at a gal­lop, and now at a walk, for their hors­es seemed en­tire­ly un­ac­cus­tomed to trot­ting. Robert mount­ed with much bold­ness, and speed­i­ly con­vinced Gle­nar­van of his abil­i­ty to keep his seat.

			On is­su­ing from the gorges of the An­des, they en­coun­tered a great num­ber of sand ridges, called medanos, re­al waves in­ces­sant­ly ag­i­tat­ed by the wind, when the roots of the herbage did not con­fine them to the earth. This sand is of an ex­treme fine­ness; and, at the least breath, they saw it float away in light clouds, or form reg­u­lar sand col­umns which rose to a con­sid­er­able height. This spec­ta­cle caused plea­sure as well as an­noy­ance to the eyes. Plea­sure, for noth­ing was more cu­ri­ous than these col­umns, wan­der­ing over the plain, strug­gling, min­gling, sink­ing and ris­ing in in­ex­press­ible con­fu­sion; and an­noy­ance, since an im­pal­pa­ble dust em­anat­ed from these in­nu­mer­able medanos and pen­e­trat­ed the eye­lids, how­ev­er tight­ly they were closed.

			This phe­nom­e­non con­tin­ued dur­ing a great part of the day. Nev­er­the­less, they ad­vanced rapid­ly, and to­wards six o’clock the An­des, forty miles dis­tant, pre­sent­ed a dark­ish as­pect al­ready fad­ing in the mists of the evening.

			The trav­el­ers were a lit­tle fa­tigued with their jour­ney, and, there­fore, saw with plea­sure the ap­proach of the hour for re­tir­ing. They en­camped on the shores of a tur­bu­lent stream, en­closed by lofty red cliffs. To­ward noon of the next day, the sun’s rays be­came very op­pres­sive, and at evening a line of clouds on the hori­zon in­di­cat­ed a change in the weath­er. The Patag­o­ni­an could not be de­ceived, and point­ed out to the ge­og­ra­pher the west­ern por­tion of the sky.

			“Good, I know,” said Pa­ganel, and ad­dress­ing his com­pan­ions: “A change in the weath­er is about to take place. We shall have a pam­pero.”

			He ex­plained that this pam­pero is fre­quent on the Ar­gen­tine Plains. It is a very dry wind from the south­west. Thal­cave was not mis­tak­en, and dur­ing the night, which was quite un­com­fort­able for peo­ple shel­tered with a sim­ple pon­cho, the wind blew with great vi­o­lence. The hors­es lay down on the ground, and the men near them in a close group. Gle­nar­van feared they would be de­layed if the storm con­tin­ued; but Pa­ganel re­as­sured him af­ter con­sult­ing his barom­e­ter.

			“Or­di­nar­i­ly,” said he, “this wind cre­ates tem­pests, which last for three days; but when the barom­e­ter ris­es as it does now, you are free from these fu­ri­ous hur­ri­canes in a few hours. Be as­sured, then, my dear friend; at break of day the sky will have re­sumed its usu­al clear­ness.”

			“You talk like a book, Pa­ganel,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“And I am one,” replied Pa­ganel, “which you are free to con­sult as much as you please.”

			He was not mis­tak­en. At one o’clock in the morn­ing the wind sud­den­ly sub­sid­ed, and ev­ery­one was able to en­joy an in­vig­o­rat­ing sleep. The next morn­ing they rose bright and fresh, es­pe­cial­ly Pa­ganel, who dis­played great cheer­ful­ness and an­i­ma­tion.

			Dur­ing this pas­sage across the con­ti­nent, Lord Gle­nar­van watched with scrupu­lous at­ten­tion for the ap­proach of the na­tives. He wished to ques­tion them con­cern­ing Cap­tain Grant, by the aid of the Patag­o­ni­an, with whom Pa­ganel had be­gun to con­verse con­sid­er­ably. But they fol­lowed a path lit­tle fre­quent­ed by the In­di­ans, for the trails over the Pam­pas, which lead from the Ar­gen­tine Re­pub­lic to the An­des, are sit­u­at­ed too far to the north. If by chance a wan­der­ing horse­man ap­peared in the dis­tance, he fled rapid­ly away, lit­tle car­ing to come in con­tact with strangers.

			How­ev­er, al­though Gle­nar­van, in the in­ter­est of his search, re­gret­ted the ab­sence of the In­di­ans, an in­ci­dent took place which sin­gu­lar­ly jus­ti­fied the in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the doc­u­ment.

			Sev­er­al times the course pur­sued by the ex­pe­di­tion crossed paths on the Pam­pas, among oth­ers quite an im­por­tant road—that from Car­men to Men­doza—dis­tin­guish­able by the bones of such an­i­mals as mules, hors­es, sheep and ox­en, whose re­mains were scat­tered by the birds of prey, and lay bleach­ing in the sun. There were thou­sands of them, and, with­out doubt, more than one hu­man skele­ton had added its bones to those of these hum­bler an­i­mals.

			Hith­er­to Thal­cave had made no re­mark con­cern­ing the line so rig­or­ous­ly fol­lowed. He un­der­stood, how­ev­er, that if they kept no def­i­nite course over the Pam­pas, they would not come to cities or vil­lages. Ev­ery morn­ing they ad­vanced to­wards the ris­ing sun, with­out de­vi­at­ing from the straight line, and ev­ery evening the set­ting sun was be­hind them. In his ca­pac­i­ty of guide, Thal­cave must, there­fore, have been as­ton­ished to see that not on­ly he did not guide them, but that they guid­ed him. Nev­er­the­less, if he was as­ton­ished, with the re­serve nat­u­ral to the In­di­ans he made no re­mark. But to­day ar­riv­ing at the above-men­tioned road, he stopped his horse, and turned to­wards Pa­ganel.

			“Road to Car­men,” said he.

			“Yes, my good Patag­o­ni­an,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, in his purest Span­ish; “road to Car­men and Men­doza.”

			“We do not take it?” re­sumed Thal­cave.

			“No,” an­swered Pa­ganel.

			“And we are go­ing—?”

			“Al­ways to the east.”

			“That is go­ing nowhere.”

			“Who knows?”

			Thal­cave was silent, and gazed at the ge­og­ra­pher with pro­found sur­prise. He did not ad­mit, how­ev­er, that Pa­ganel was jok­ing the least in the world. An In­di­an, with his nat­u­ral se­ri­ous­ness, nev­er imag­ines that you are not speak­ing in earnest.

			“You are not go­ing to Car­men then?” he added, af­ter an in­stant of si­lence.

			“No,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Nor to Men­doza?”

			“No.”

			At this mo­ment Gle­nar­van, re­join­ing Pa­ganel, asked what Thal­cave said, and why he had stopped.

			When he had told him, Gle­nar­van said—

			“Could you not ex­plain to him the ob­ject of our ex­pe­di­tion, and why we must al­ways pro­ceed to­ward the east?”

			“That would be very dif­fi­cult,” an­swered Pa­ganel, “for an In­di­an un­der­stands noth­ing of ge­og­ra­phy.”

			“But,” said the ma­jor se­ri­ous­ly, “is it the his­to­ry, or the his­to­ri­an, that he can­not un­der­stand?”

			“Ah, Mac­N­abb,” said Pa­ganel, “you still doubt my Span­ish!”

			“Try, my wor­thy friend.”

			“Very well.”

			Pa­ganel turned to the Patag­o­ni­an, and be­gan a dis­course, fre­quent­ly in­ter­rupt­ed for want of words and from the dif­fi­cul­ty of ex­plain­ing to a half-ig­no­rant sav­age de­tails which were rather in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to him.

			The ge­og­ra­pher was just then a cu­ri­ous sight. He ges­tic­u­lat­ed, ar­tic­u­lat­ed, and ex­ert­ed him­self in a hun­dred ways, while great drops of sweat rolled down his face. When his tongue could no longer move, his arm came to his aid. He dis­mount­ed, and traced on the sand a ge­o­graph­i­cal map, with lines of lat­i­tude and lon­gi­tude, the two oceans, and the road to Car­men. Nev­er was pro­fes­sor in such em­bar­rass­ment. Thal­cave watched these ma­neu­vers with­out show­ing whether he com­pre­hend­ed or not.

			The les­son in ge­og­ra­phy last­ed more than half an hour. At last Pa­ganel ceased, wiped his face, which was wet with per­spi­ra­tion, and looked at the Patag­o­ni­an.

			“Did he un­der­stand?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“We shall see,” replied Pa­ganel; “but, if he did not, I give it up.”

			Thal­cave did not stir. He no longer spoke. His eyes were fixed up­on the fig­ures traced on the sand, which the wind was grad­u­al­ly ef­fac­ing.

			“Well?” asked Pa­ganel.

			Thal­cave did not ap­pear to hear him. Pa­ganel al­ready saw an iron­i­cal smile form­ing up­on the lips of the ma­jor, and, wish­ing to save his rep­u­ta­tion, had be­gun with re­newed en­er­gy his ge­o­graph­i­cal demon­stra­tions, when the Patag­o­ni­an stopped him with a ges­ture.

			“You are search­ing for a pris­on­er?” he said.

			“Yes,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“And ex­act­ly on the line from the set­ting to the ris­ing sun?” said Thal­cave, in­di­cat­ing by a com­par­i­son, in the In­di­an man­ner, the course from west to east.

			“Yes, yes, that is it!”

			“And it is your God,” said the Patag­o­ni­an, “who has con­fid­ed to the waves of the vast ocean the se­crets of the pris­on­er?”

			“God him­self.”

			“May his will be ac­com­plished then!” replied Thal­cave, with a cer­tain solem­ni­ty. “We will go to the east, and, if nec­es­sary, even to the sun.”

			Pa­ganel, in his ex­ul­ta­tion over his pupil, im­me­di­ate­ly trans­lat­ed to his com­pan­ions the replies of the In­di­an.

			Gle­nar­van re­quest­ed Pa­ganel to ask the Patag­o­ni­an if he had heard of any strangers fall­ing in­to the hands of the In­di­ans, which was ac­cord­ing­ly done.

			“Per­haps,” replied the Patag­o­ni­an.

			As soon as this word was trans­lat­ed, Thal­cave was sur­round­ed by the sev­en trav­el­ers, who gazed at him with ques­tion­ing looks. Pa­ganel, ex­cit­ed and scarce­ly find­ing his words, re­sumed these in­ter­est­ing in­ter­roga­to­ries, while his eyes, fixed up­on the grave In­di­an, strove to an­tic­i­pate his re­ply be­fore it is­sued from his lips. Ev­ery word the Patag­o­ni­an said he re­peat­ed in Eng­lish, so that his com­pan­ions heard the In­di­an speak, as it were, in their own lan­guage.

			“And this pris­on­er?” in­quired Pa­ganel.

			“He was a stranger,” replied Thal­cave slow­ly; “a Eu­ro­pean.”

			“You have seen him?”

			“No, but he is men­tioned in the ac­counts of the In­di­ans. He was a brave man.”

			“You un­der­stand, my friends,” said Pa­ganel; “a coura­geous man!”

			“My fa­ther!” cried Robert Grant.

			Then, ad­dress­ing Pa­ganel:

			“How do you say ‘It is my fa­ther,’ in Span­ish?” he asked.

			“Es mio padre,” an­swered the ge­og­ra­pher.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly Robert, tak­ing Thal­cave’s hands, said in a sweet voice—

			“Es mio padre!”

			“Suo padre!” replied the Patag­o­ni­an, whose look bright­ened.

			He took the boy in his arms, lift­ed him from his horse, and gazed at him with the most cu­ri­ous sym­pa­thy. His in­tel­li­gent coun­te­nance be­came suf­fused with a peace­ful emo­tion.

			But Pa­ganel had not fin­ished his in­quiries. Where was this pris­on­er? What was he do­ing? When had Thal­cave heard of him? All these ques­tions thronged his mind at once. He did not have to wait long for an­swers, but learnt that the Eu­ro­pean was a slave of one of the In­di­an tribes that scour the plains.

			“But where was he last?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“With the cacique Cal­foucoura,” an­swered Thal­cave.

			“On the line we have been fol­low­ing?”

			“Yes.”

			“And who is this cacique?”

			“The chief of the Poyuch­es In­di­ans; a man with two tongues and two hearts.”

			“That is to say, false in word and in deed,” said Pa­ganel, af­ter trans­lat­ing to his com­pan­ions this beau­ti­ful metaphor of the In­di­an lan­guage. “And can we res­cue our friend?” he added.

			“Per­haps so, if your friend is still in the hands of the In­di­ans.”

			“And when did you hear of him?”

			“A long time ago, and, since then, the sun has brought back two sum­mers to the sky.”

			Gle­nar­van’s joy could not be de­scribed. This an­swer co­in­cid­ed ex­act­ly with the date of the doc­u­ment. But one ques­tion re­mained to be asked.

			“You speak of a pris­on­er,” said Pa­ganel; “but were there not three?”

			“I do not know,” replied Thal­cave.

			“And you know noth­ing of their ac­tu­al sit­u­a­tion?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			This last word end­ed the con­ver­sa­tion. It was pos­si­ble that the three pris­on­ers had been sep­a­rat­ed a long time. But the sub­stance of the Patag­o­ni­an’s in­for­ma­tion was that the In­di­ans spoke of a Eu­ro­pean who had fall­en in­to their pow­er. The date of his cap­tiv­i­ty, the place where he must have been, ev­ery­thing, even to the Patag­o­ni­an phrase used to ex­press his courage, re­lat­ed ev­i­dent­ly to Cap­tain Har­ry Grant.

			Their progress was now some­what slow and dif­fi­cult; their next ob­ject be­ing to reach and cross the riv­er Col­orado, to which at length their hors­es brought them. Here Pa­ganel’s first care was to bathe “ge­o­graph­i­cal­ly” in its wa­ters, which are col­ored by a red­dish clay. He was sur­prised to find the depth so great as it re­al­ly was, this be­ing the re­sult of the snow hav­ing melt­ed rapid­ly un­der the first heat of sum­mer. The width like­wise of this stream was so con­sid­er­able that it was al­most im­pos­si­ble for their hors­es to swim across; but they hap­pi­ly dis­cov­ered a sort of weir-bridge, of wat­tles looped and fas­tened to­geth­er, which the In­di­ans were in the habit of us­ing; and by its aid the lit­tle troop was en­abled to pass over to the left bank, where they rest­ed for the night.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				A Se­ri­ous Ne­ces­si­ty

			
			They set out at day­break. The hors­es ad­vanced at a brisk pace among the tufts of pa­ja-bra­va, a kind of grass that serves the In­di­ans as a shel­ter dur­ing the storms. At cer­tain dis­tances, but less and less fre­quent, pools of shal­low wa­ter con­trib­uted to the growth of wil­lows and a cer­tain plant which is found in the neigh­bor­hood of fresh wa­ter. Here the hors­es drank their fill, to for­ti­fy them­selves for the jour­ney. Thal­cave, who rode in ad­vance, beat the bush­es, and thus fright­ened away the choli­nas (vipers), while the ag­ile Thaou­ka bound­ed over all ob­sta­cles, and aid­ed his mas­ter in clear­ing a pas­sage for the hors­es that fol­lowed.

			Ear­ly in the af­ter­noon, the first traces of an­i­mals were en­coun­tered—the bones of an in­nu­mer­able drove of cat­tle, in whitened heaps. These frag­ments did not ex­tend in a wind­ing line, such as an­i­mals ex­haust­ed and fall­ing one by one would leave be­hind them. Thus no one, not even Pa­ganel, knew how to ex­plain this chain of skele­tons in a space com­par­a­tive­ly cir­cum­scribed. He there­fore ques­tioned Thal­cave, who was not at a loss for a re­ply.

			“What is this?” they asked, af­ter Pa­ganel had in­quired of the In­di­an.

			“The fire of heav­en,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“What! the light­ning could not have pro­duced such a dis­as­ter,” said Tom Austin, “and stretched five hun­dred head of cat­tle on the earth!”

			But Thal­cave reaf­firmed it, and he was not mis­tak­en; for the storms of the Pam­pas are not­ed for their vi­o­lence.

			At evening they stopped at an aban­doned ran­cho, made of in­ter­laced branch­es plas­tered with mud and cov­ered with thatch. This struc­ture stood with­in an en­clo­sure of half-rot­ten stakes which, how­ev­er, suf­ficed to pro­tect the hors­es dur­ing the night against the at­tacks of the fox­es. Not that they had any­thing to fear per­son­al­ly from these an­i­mals, but the ma­li­cious beasts gnawed the hal­ters, so that the hors­es could es­cape.

			A few paces from the ran­cho, a hole was dug which served as a kitchen and con­tained half-cooled em­bers. With­in, there was a bench, a bed of ox­hide, a saucepan, a spit, and a pot for boil­ing maté. The maté is a drink very much in use in South Amer­i­ca. It is the In­di­an’s tea, con­sist­ing of a de­coc­tion of leaves dried in the fire, and is im­bibed through a straw. At Pa­ganel’s re­quest, Thal­cave pre­pared sev­er­al cups of this bev­er­age, which very agree­ably ac­com­pa­nied the or­di­nary eat­a­bles, and was de­clared ex­cel­lent.

			The next day they re­sumed their jour­ney to­wards the east. About noon a change took place in the ap­pear­ance of the Pam­pas, which could not es­cape eyes wea­ried with its monotony. The grass be­came more and more scanty, and gave place to sick­ly bur­docks and gi­gan­tic this­tles; while stunt­ed net­tles and oth­er thorny shrubs grew here and there. Hereto­fore, a cer­tain mois­ture, pre­served by the clay of the prairie, fresh­ened the mead­ows; the veg­e­ta­tion was thick and lux­u­ri­ant. But now a patchy growth, bare in many places, ex­posed the earth, and in­di­cat­ed the pover­ty of the soil. These signs of in­creas­ing dry­ness could not be mis­tak­en, and Thal­cave called at­ten­tion to them.

			“I am not sor­ry at this change,” said Tom Austin; “to see al­ways grass, noth­ing but grass, be­comes tire­some be­fore long.”

			“But where there is grass there is wa­ter,” replied the ma­jor.

			“Oh, we are not in want,” said Wil­son, “and shall find some riv­er on our course.”

			How­ev­er, when Wil­son said that the sup­ply of wa­ter would not fail he had not cal­cu­lat­ed for the un­quench­able thirst that con­sumed his com­pan­ions all that day; and, when he added that they would meet with some stream in their jour­ney he had an­tic­i­pat­ed too much. In­deed, not on­ly were rivers want­ing, but even the ar­ti­fi­cial wells dug by the In­di­ans were emp­ty. On see­ing these in­di­ca­tions of dry­ness in­crease from mile to mile, Pa­ganel asked Thal­cave where he ex­pect­ed to find wa­ter.

			“At Lake Sali­nas,” replied the In­di­an.

			“And when shall we ar­rive there?”

			“To­mor­row evening.”

			The na­tives or­di­nar­i­ly, when they trav­el on the Pam­pas, dig wells, and find wa­ter a few feet be­low the sur­face; but the trav­el­ers, des­ti­tute of the nec­es­sary im­ple­ments, could not em­ploy this ex­pe­di­ent. It was there­fore nec­es­sary to ob­tain a sup­ply in some oth­er way, for, if they did not ab­so­lute­ly suf­fer from the tor­ment­ing de­sire for drink, no one could en­tire­ly al­lay his thirst.

			At evening they halt­ed, af­ter a jour­ney of thir­ty miles. Ev­ery­one re­lied up­on a good night to re­cruit him­self af­ter the fa­tigues of the day; but they were great­ly an­noyed by a very per­sis­tent swarm of mos­qui­toes, which dis­ap­peared, how­ev­er, af­ter the wind changed.

			If the ma­jor pre­served his calm­ness in the midst of the pet­ty an­noy­ances of life, Pa­ganel, on the con­trary, could not treat the mat­ter so in­dif­fer­ent­ly. He fought the mos­qui­toes, and sad­ly re­gret­ted the ab­sence of his acid-wa­ter, which would have soothed the pain of their bites. Al­though the ma­jor en­deav­ored to con­sole him, he awoke in a very bad hu­mor.

			How­ev­er, he was very eas­i­ly per­suad­ed to set out at day­break, for it was im­por­tant to ar­rive at Lake Sali­nas the same day. The hors­es were very much ex­haust­ed: they were dy­ing of thirst; and, al­though their rid­ers had de­nied them­selves on their ac­count, still their share of wa­ter had been very lim­it­ed. The dry­ness was to­day even greater, and the heat no less in­tol­er­a­ble, with the dusty wind, the simoom of the Pam­pas.

			Dur­ing the day the monotony of the jour­ney was in­ter­rupt­ed. Mul­ready, who rode in ad­vance, turned back, sig­nal­ing the ap­proach of a par­ty of In­di­ans. This meet­ing elicit­ed dif­fer­ent opin­ions. Gle­nar­van thought of the in­for­ma­tion that these na­tives might fur­nish con­cern­ing the ship­wrecked sea­men of the Bri­tan­nia. Thal­cave, for his part, scarce­ly en­joyed meet­ing in his jour­ney the wan­der­ing In­di­ans of the plains. He con­sid­ered them plun­der­ers and rob­bers, and on­ly sought to avoid them. Ac­cord­ing to his or­ders, the lit­tle par­ty col­lect­ed to­geth­er, and made ready their firearms. It was nec­es­sary to be pre­pared for any emer­gen­cy.

			The In­di­an de­tach­ment was soon per­ceived. It con­sist­ed of on­ly ten men, which fact re­as­sured the Patag­o­ni­an. They ap­proached with­in a hun­dred paces, so that they could be eas­i­ly dis­tin­guished. Their high fore­heads, prom­i­nent rather than re­ced­ing, their tall forms, and their olive col­or, showed them to be mag­nif­i­cent types of the In­di­an race. They were clad in the skins of gua­na­cos, and car­ried var­i­ous weapons of war and the chase, while their dex­ter­i­ty in horse­man­ship was re­mark­able.

			Hav­ing halt­ed, they ap­peared to hold a con­fer­ence, cry­ing and ges­tic­u­lat­ing. Gle­nar­van ad­vanced to­ward them; but he had not pro­ceed­ed two yards, when the de­tach­ment wheeled about and dis­ap­peared with in­cred­i­ble swift­ness. The tired hors­es of the trav­el­ers could nev­er have over­tak­en them.

			“The cow­ards!” cried Pa­ganel.

			“They fly too fast for hon­est men,” said Mac­N­abb.

			“What are these In­di­ans?” in­quired Pa­ganel of Thal­cave.

			“Gau­chos!” replied the Patag­o­ni­an.

			“Gau­chos!” re­peat­ed Pa­ganel, turn­ing to­ward his com­pan­ions, “Gau­chos! We had no need, then, to take such pre­cau­tions. There was noth­ing to fear!”

			“Why?” asked the ma­jor.

			“Be­cause the Gau­chos are in­of­fen­sive peas­ants.”

			“Do you think so, Pa­ganel?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. They took us for rob­bers, and fled.”

			Gle­nar­van was quite dis­ap­point­ed in not speak­ing with them, as he ex­pect­ed to ob­tain ad­di­tion­al tid­ings of the lost sailors; but it was nec­es­sary to push on, if they would reach their des­ti­na­tion that evening.

			At eight o’clock Thal­cave, who had gone a lit­tle in ad­vance, an­nounced that the lake so long de­sired was in sight. A quar­ter of an hour af­ter­ward the lit­tle par­ty de­scend­ed the high banks. But here a se­ri­ous dis­ap­point­ment await­ed them—the lake was dry!

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				In Search of Wa­ter

			
			Lake Sali­nas ter­mi­nates the clus­ter of la­goons that ad­join the Ven­tana and Guami­ni moun­tains. Nu­mer­ous ex­pe­di­tions are made to this place to ob­tain sup­plies of salt, with which these wa­ters are strong­ly im­preg­nat­ed. But now the wa­ter had evap­o­rat­ed un­der the heat of the sun, and the lake was on­ly a vast glit­ter­ing basin.

			When Thal­cave an­nounced the pres­ence of a drink­able liq­uid at Lake Sali­nas, he meant the streams of fresh wa­ter that flow from it in many places. But at this time its af­flu­ents were as dry as it­self. The burn­ing sun had ab­sorbed ev­ery­thing. Hence, the con­ster­na­tion was gen­er­al when the thirsty par­ty ar­rived at the parched shores of Lake Sali­nas.

			It was nec­es­sary to take coun­sel. The lit­tle wa­ter in the leath­ern bot­tles was half spoiled, and could not quench their thirst, which be­gan to make it­self acute­ly felt. Hunger and fa­tigue gave place to this im­per­a­tive want. A roukah, a kind of up­right tent, of leather, which stood in a hol­low, and had been aban­doned by the na­tives, served as a refuge for the trav­el­ers, while their hors­es, stretched on the mud­dy shores of the lake, ate the saline plants and dry reeds, al­though re­luc­tant­ly.

			When each had sat down in the roukah, Pa­ganel asked Thal­cave’s ad­vice as to what was best to be done. A rapid con­ver­sa­tion, of which Gle­nar­van caught a few words, en­sued be­tween the ge­og­ra­pher and the In­di­an. Thal­cave spoke calm­ly, while Pa­ganel ges­tic­u­lat­ed for both. This con­sul­ta­tion last­ed a few min­utes, and then the Patag­o­ni­an fold­ed his arms.

			“What did he say?” in­quired Gle­nar­van. “I thought I un­der­stood him to ad­vise us to sep­a­rate.”

			“Yes, in­to two par­ties,” replied Pa­ganel. “Those of us whose hors­es are so over­come with fa­tigue and thirst that they can scarce­ly move will con­tin­ue the jour­ney as well as pos­si­ble. Those who are bet­ter mount­ed, on the con­trary, will ride in ad­vance, and re­con­noitre the Guami­ni Riv­er, which emp­ties in­to Lake San Lu­cas. If there is suf­fi­cient wa­ter there, they will wait for their com­pan­ions on the banks of the stream; if not, they will re­turn to save the rest a use­less jour­ney.”

			“And then?” asked Tom Austin.

			“Then we must go south­ward to the first branch­es of the Ven­tana moun­tains, where the rivers are nu­mer­ous.”

			“The plan is good,” replied Gle­nar­van, “and we will fol­low it with­out de­lay. My horse has not suf­fered so much yet from want of wa­ter, and I of­fer to ac­com­pa­ny Thal­cave.”

			“Oh, my lord, take me!” cried Robert, as if a plea­sure ex­cur­sion were in ques­tion.

			“But can you keep up with us, my child?”

			“Yes, I have a good beast that asks noth­ing bet­ter than to go in ad­vance. Will you, my lord? I be­seech you!”

			“Come then, my boy,” said Gle­nar­van, de­light­ed not to be sep­a­rat­ed from Robert. “And we three,” he added, “will be very stupid if we do not dis­cov­er some clear and fresh stream.”

			“And I?” said Pa­ganel.

			“Oh, you, my dear Pa­ganel!” replied the ma­jor, “you will re­main with the re­serve de­tach­ment. You know the course, the Guami­ni Riv­er, and the Pam­pas, too well to aban­don us. Nei­ther Wil­son, Mul­ready, nor my­self are ca­pa­ble of re­join­ing Thal­cave at his ren­dezvous, un­less we ad­vance con­fi­dent­ly un­der the guid­ance of the brave Jacques Pa­ganel.”

			“I re­sign,” said the ge­og­ra­pher, very much flat­tered to ob­tain a high­er com­mand.

			“But no dis­trac­tions!” added the ma­jor. “Do not lead us where we have noth­ing to do, and bring us back to the shores of the Pa­cif­ic!”

			“You would de­serve it, my in­tol­er­a­ble ma­jor,” said Pa­ganel, smil­ing. “But tell me, my dear Gle­nar­van, how will you un­der­stand Thal­cave’s lan­guage?”

			“I sup­pose,” an­swered Gle­nar­van, “that the Patag­o­ni­an and I will not need to talk. Be­sides, with the few Span­ish words that I know, I shall suc­ceed well enough on an emer­gen­cy in giv­ing him my opin­ion and un­der­stand­ing his.”

			“Go then, my wor­thy friend,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Let us eat first,” said Gle­nar­van, “and sleep till the hour of de­par­ture.”

			They ate sup­per with­out drink, which was rather un­re­fresh­ing, and then fell asleep. Pa­ganel dreamed of tor­rents, cas­cades, streams, rivers, ponds, brooks, nay even full bot­tles, in short, of ev­ery­thing which gen­er­al­ly con­tains wa­ter. It was a re­al night­mare.

			The next morn­ing at six o’clock the hors­es were sad­dled. They gave them the last drink of wa­ter left, which they took with more dis­like than plea­sure, for it was very nau­se­at­ing. The three horse­men then mount­ed.

			“Au revoir!” said the ma­jor, Austin, Wil­son, and Mul­ready.

			Soon the Patag­o­ni­an, Gle­nar­van, and Robert (not with­out a cer­tain throb­bing of the heart) lost sight of the de­tach­ment con­fid­ed to the sagac­i­ty of the ge­og­ra­pher.

			Thal­cave was right in first pro­ceed­ing to­wards the Guami­ni, since this stream lay on the pre­scribed course, and was the near­est. The three hors­es gal­loped briskly for­ward. These ex­cel­lent beasts per­ceived, doubt­less, by in­stinct, whith­er their mas­ters were guid­ing them. Thaou­ka, es­pe­cial­ly, showed a spir­it that nei­ther fa­tigue nor thirst could over­come. The oth­er hors­es fol­lowed, at a slow­er pace, but in­cit­ed by his ex­am­ple.

			The Patag­o­ni­an fre­quent­ly turned his head to look at Robert Grant, and, see­ing the young boy firm and erect, in an easy and grace­ful po­si­tion, tes­ti­fied his sat­is­fac­tion by a word of en­cour­age­ment.

			“Bra­vo, Robert!” said Gle­nar­van. “Thal­cave seems to con­grat­u­late you. He prais­es you, my boy!”

			“And why, my lord?”

			“Be­cause of the way you ride.”

			“Oh, I mere­ly keep firm; that is all,” replied Robert, who blushed with plea­sure at hear­ing him­self com­pli­ment­ed.

			“That is the main point, Robert,” said Gle­nar­van; “but you are too mod­est, and I am sure you can­not fail to be­come an ac­com­plished eques­tri­an.”

			“Well,” said Robert, “but what will pa­pa say, who wish­es to make a sailor of me?”

			“The one does not in­ter­fere with the oth­er. If all horse­men do not make good sailors, all sailors may cer­tain­ly make good horse­men. To ride on the yards, you must learn to keep your­self firm. As for know­ing how to man­age your horse, that comes more eas­i­ly.”

			“Poor fa­ther!” ex­claimed Robert; “how he will thank you when you have found him!” And, so say­ing, he took his lord­ship’s hand and pressed it to his lips.

			“You love him well, Robert?”

			“Yes, my lord; he was so kind to sis­ter and me. He thought on­ly of us, and ev­ery voy­age brought us a me­men­to of the coun­tries he vis­it­ed, and, what was bet­ter, ten­der ca­ress­es and kind words, on his re­turn. Ah! you will love him too, when you know him! Mary re­sem­bles him. He has a sweet voice like her. It is sin­gu­lar for a sailor, is it not?”

			“Yes, very sin­gu­lar, Robert,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“I see him still,” replied the boy, as if speak­ing to him­self. “Good and brave pa­pa! He rocked me to sleep on his knees, when I was lit­tle, and kept hum­ming an old Scot­tish song which is sung around the lakes of our coun­try. I some­times re­call the air, but in­dis­tinct­ly. How we loved him, my lord! Well, I think one must be very young to love his fa­ther well.”

			“And old to rev­er­ence him, my child,” replied Gle­nar­van, quite moved by the words that came from this young heart.

			Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, their hors­es had re­laxed their pace and fall­en be­hind the oth­er; but Thal­cave called them, and they re­sumed their for­mer gait. It was soon ev­i­dent, how­ev­er, that, with the ex­cep­tion of Thaou­ka, the hors­es could not long main­tain this speed. At noon it was nec­es­sary to give them an hour’s rest.

			Gle­nar­van grew un­easy. The signs of dry­ness did not di­min­ish, and the want of wa­ter might re­sult in dis­as­trous con­se­quences. Thal­cave said noth­ing, but prob­a­bly thought that if the Guami­ni was dry it would then be time to de­spair, if in­deed an In­di­an’s heart has ev­er ex­pe­ri­enced such an emo­tion.

			They there­fore kept on, and by use of whip and spur the hors­es were in­duced to con­tin­ue their jour­ney, but they could not quick­en their pace. Thal­cave might eas­i­ly have gone ahead, for in a few hours Thaou­ka could have car­ried him to the banks of the stream. He doubt­less thought of it, but prob­a­bly did not like to leave his two com­pan­ions alone in the midst of this desert, and, that he might not out­strip them, he forced Thaou­ka to lessen his speed. It was not, how­ev­er, with­out much re­sis­tance, pranc­ing and neigh­ing, that Thal­cave’s horse con­sent­ed to keep pace with the oth­ers. It was not so much the strength as the voice of his mas­ter which re­strained him; the In­di­an ac­tu­al­ly talked to his horse; and the an­i­mal, if he did not an­swer, at least com­pre­hend­ed him. The Patag­o­ni­an must have used ex­cel­lent ar­gu­ments, for, af­ter “dis­cussing” some time, Thaou­ka yield­ed, and obeyed his mas­ter’s com­mands.

			But, if Thaou­ka un­der­stood Thal­cave, Thal­cave had none­the­less un­der­stood Thaou­ka. The in­tel­li­gent an­i­mal, through his su­pe­ri­or in­stincts, had per­ceived a mois­ture in the air. He in­haled it ea­ger­ly, and kept mov­ing his tongue, as if it were steeped in a grate­ful liq­uid. The Patag­o­ni­an could not be de­ceived; wa­ter was not far dis­tant.

			He there­fore en­cour­aged his com­pan­ions by ex­plain­ing the im­pa­tience of his horse, which the oth­ers were not long in un­der­stand­ing. They made a fi­nal ef­fort, and gal­loped af­ter the In­di­an.

			About three o’clock a bright line ap­peared in a hol­low of the plain. It trem­bled un­der the rays of the sun.

			“Wa­ter!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Wa­ter, yes, wa­ter!” cried Robert.

			They had no more need to urge their hors­es. The poor beasts, feel­ing their strength re­newed, rushed for­ward with an ir­re­sistible ea­ger­ness. In a few mo­ments they had reached the Guami­ni Riv­er, and, sad­dled as they were, plunged to their breasts in­to the cool­ing stream. Their mas­ters im­i­tat­ed their ex­am­ple, with­out re­luc­tance, and took an af­ter­noon bath which was as health­ful as it was pleas­ant.

			“Ah, how good it is!” said Robert, as he quenched his thirst in the mid­dle of the riv­er.

			“Be mod­er­ate, my boy,” said Gle­nar­van, who did not set a good ex­am­ple.

			Noth­ing was heard but the sound of rapid drink­ing. As for Thal­cave, he drank qui­et­ly, with­out hur­ry­ing, long and deeply, till they might per­haps fear that the stream would be drained.

			“Well,” said Gle­nar­van, “our friends will not be dis­ap­point­ed in their ex­pec­ta­tions. They are sure, on ar­riv­ing at the Guami­ni, to find an abun­dance of clear wa­ter, if Thal­cave leaves any!”

			“But could we not go to meet them?” asked Robert. “We could spare them sev­er­al hours of anx­i­ety.”

			“Doubt­less, my boy; but how car­ry the wa­ter? Wil­son has charge of the wa­ter bot­tles. No, it is bet­ter to wait, as we agreed. Cal­cu­lat­ing the nec­es­sary time, and the slow pace of the hors­es, our friends will be here at night. Let us, then, pre­pare them a safe shel­ter and a good repast.”

			Thal­cave had not wait­ed for Gle­nar­van’s or­ders to search for a place to en­camp. He had very for­tu­nate­ly found on the banks of the riv­er a ra­ma­da, a kind of en­clo­sure de­signed for a cat­tle-fold and shut in on three sides. The sit­u­a­tion was ex­cel­lent for the pur­pose, so long as one did not fear to sleep in the open air; and that was the least anx­i­ety of Thal­cave’s com­pan­ions. Thus they did not seek a bet­ter re­treat, but stretched them­selves on the ground in the sun to dry their wa­ter-soaked gar­ments.

			“Well, since here is shel­ter,” said Gle­nar­van, “let us think of sup­per. Our friends must be sat­is­fied with the couri­ers whom they have sent for­ward; and, if I am not great­ly mis­tak­en, they will have no rea­son to com­plain. I think an hour’s hunt­ing will not be time lost. Are you ready, Robert?”

			“Yes, my lord,” replied he, with gun in hand.

			Gle­nar­van had con­ceived this idea be­cause the banks of the Guami­ni seemed to be the haunt of the game of the sur­round­ing plains. Tina­mous, a kind of par­tridge, plovers called teru-teru, yel­low rails, and wa­ter­fowl of mag­nif­i­cent green were seen ris­ing in flocks. As for quadrupeds, they did not make their ap­pear­ance; but Thal­cave, point­ing to the tall grass and thick cop­pice, ex­plained that they were hid­den there. The hunters had on­ly to take a few steps to find them­selves in one of the best game-coverts in the world.

			They be­gan to hunt, there­fore, and, dis­dain­ing the feath­ered tribe, their first at­tempts were made up­on the large game of the Pam­pas. Soon hares and gua­na­cos, like those that had at­tacked them so vi­o­lent­ly on the An­des, start­ed up be­fore them by hun­dreds; but these very timid an­i­mals fled with such swift­ness that it was im­pos­si­ble to come with­in gun­shot. The hunters, there­fore, at­tacked oth­er game that was less fleet. A dozen par­tridges and rails were brought down, and Gle­nar­van shot a pec­ca­ry, which was very good eat­ing.

			In less than half an hour they had ob­tained with­out dif­fi­cul­ty all the game they need­ed. Robert cap­tured a cu­ri­ous an­i­mal called an ar­madil­lo, which was cov­ered with a sort of hel­met of mov­able bony pieces and mea­sured a foot and a half in length. It was very fat, and would be an ex­cel­lent dish, as the Patag­o­ni­an said; while Robert was proud of his suc­cess.

			As for Thal­cave, he showed his com­pan­ions a nan­dou hunt. This bird, pe­cu­liar to the Pam­pas, is a kind of os­trich, whose swift­ness is mar­velous.

			The In­di­an did not try to de­coy so nim­ble an an­i­mal, but urged his horse to a gal­lop, straight to­wards the bird, so as to over­take it at once, for, if the first at­tack should fail, the nan­dou would soon fa­tigue both horse and rid­er with its gid­dy back­ward and for­ward move­ments.

			Thal­cave, ar­riv­ing at a prop­er dis­tance, launched his bo­las with a strong hand, and so skill­ful­ly that they twist­ed about the legs of the os­trich and par­a­lyzed its ef­forts. In a few mo­ments it lay on the ground. The In­di­an soon cap­tured his prize and con­trib­uted it to the com­mon repast. The string of par­tridges, Thal­cave’s os­trich, Gle­nar­van’s pec­ca­ry, and Robert’s ar­madil­lo were brought back to camp. The os­trich and the pec­ca­ry were im­me­di­ate­ly stripped of their skin and cut in­to small slices. As for the ar­madil­lo, it is a dain­ty an­i­mal which car­ries its roast­ing dish with it, and it was, ac­cord­ing­ly, placed in its own bony cov­er­ing on the glow­ing em­bers.

			The three hunters were sat­is­fied with the par­tridges for sup­per, and kept the rounds of beef for their friends. This repast was washed down with clear wa­ter, which was then con­sid­ered su­pe­ri­or to all the wines in the world.

			The hors­es were not for­got­ten. A great quan­ti­ty of dry fod­der, piled in the ra­ma­da, served them for food and bed­ding.

			When ev­ery­thing was ready, Gle­nar­van, Robert, and the In­di­an wrapped them­selves in their pon­chos, and stretched their limbs on a bun­dle of al­fa­fares, the usu­al bed of the hunters of the Pam­pas.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				The Red Wolves

			
			Night came—the night of the new moon, on­ly the un­cer­tain light of the stars il­lu­mined the plain. On the hori­zon the zo­di­a­cal light fad­ed away in a dark mist. The wa­ters of the Guami­ni flowed with­out a mur­mur, while birds, quadrupeds, and rep­tiles re­posed af­ter the fa­tigues of the day. The si­lence of the desert reigned on the vast ex­panse of the Pam­pas.

			Gle­nar­van, Robert, and Thal­cave had yield­ed to the com­mon law, and, stretched on their thick beds of grass, they en­joyed a re­fresh­ing sleep. The hors­es, over­come with fa­tigue, had lain down on the ground: Thaou­ka alone, like a true blood­ed horse, slept stand­ing, spir­it­ed in re­pose as in ac­tion, and ready to start at the least sign from his mas­ter. Per­fect tran­quil­li­ty reigned with­in the en­clo­sure, and the em­bers of the night-fire, as they grad­u­al­ly died out, cast their last rays over the silent ob­scu­ri­ty.

			About ten o’clock, af­ter a short sleep, the In­di­an awoke. His eyes be­came fixed be­neath his low­ered eye­brows, and his head was turned in a lis­ten­ing at­ti­tude to­wards the plain. He seemed en­deav­or­ing to de­tect some scarce­ly per­cep­ti­ble sound. A vague un­easi­ness was soon ex­pressed on his face, usu­al­ly so calm. Had he per­ceived the ap­proach of prowl­ing In­di­ans, or the com­ing of jaguars, wa­ter-tigers, and oth­er for­mi­da­ble beasts which are nu­mer­ous in the neigh­bor­hood of rivers? This last pos­si­bil­i­ty doubt­less ap­peared plau­si­ble to him, for he cast a rapid glance over the com­bustible ma­te­ri­als piled in the en­clo­sure, and his anx­i­ety in­creased. In fact, all this dry bed­ding would quick­ly be con­sumed, and could not long in­tim­i­date the au­da­cious an­i­mals.

			Ac­cord­ing to this con­jec­ture, Thal­cave had on­ly to await the progress of events, which he did, half re­clin­ing, his head rest­ing on his hands, his el­bows on his knees, his eyes mo­tion­less, in the at­ti­tude of a man whom a sud­den anx­i­ety has awak­ened from sleep.

			An hour passed. Any oth­er per­son but Thal­cave, re­as­sured by the out­ward si­lence, would have lain down again. But where a stranger would have sus­pect­ed noth­ing, the high­ly-trained sens­es and nat­u­ral in­stinct of the In­di­an fore­saw the com­ing dan­ger.

			While he was lis­ten­ing and watch­ing, Thaou­ka gave a low neigh. His nose was stretched to­wards the en­trance to the ra­ma­da. The Patag­o­ni­an sud­den­ly start­ed.

			“Thaou­ka has scent­ed some en­e­my,” said he.

			He arose and scanned the plain at­ten­tive­ly. Si­lence still reigned, but not tran­quil­li­ty. Thal­cave dis­cerned shad­ows mov­ing noise­less­ly among the tufts of grass. Here and there glit­tered lu­mi­nous points, which spread on all sides, now fad­ing away, and now gleam­ing forth again. You would have thought fan­tas­tic elves were danc­ing on the sur­face of an im­mense la­goon. A stranger would doubt­less have tak­en these flit­ting sparks for glow­worms, which shine, when night comes, in many parts of the Pam­pas. But Thal­cave was not de­ceived; he knew with what en­e­mies he had to deal. He load­ed his car­bine, and took a po­si­tion near the first stakes of the en­clo­sure.

			He did not wait long. A strange cry, a min­gling of barks and howls, re­sound­ed over the plain. The re­port of the car­bine an­swered it, and was fol­lowed by a hun­dred fright­ful yelps. Gle­nar­van and Robert sud­den­ly awoke.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Robert.

			“In­di­ans?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“No,” replied Thal­cave, “aguaras.”

			Robert looked at Gle­nar­van.

			“Aguaras?” said he.

			“Yes,” replied Gle­nar­van, “the red wolves of the Pam­pas.”

			Both seized their weapons, and joined the In­di­an. The lat­ter point­ed to the plain, from which arose a se­ries of for­mi­da­ble howls. Robert in­vol­un­tar­i­ly took a step back­ward.

			“You are not afraid of the wolves, my boy?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“No, my lord,” replied Robert, in a firm tone. “With you I fear noth­ing.”

			“So much the bet­ter. These aguaras are not very for­mi­da­ble beasts; and were it not for their num­bers I should not even think of them.”

			“What does it mat­ter?” replied Robert. “We are well armed. Let them come.”

			“And they shall be well re­ceived.”

			Speak­ing thus, Gle­nar­van en­deav­ored to re­as­sure the lad; but he did not think with­out a se­cret ter­ror of that dense horde of ex­as­per­at­ed beasts. Per­haps there were hun­dreds of them; and these three, how­ev­er well armed, could not ad­van­ta­geous­ly con­tend against so many and such an­tag­o­nists.

			By the howls that re­sound­ed over the Pam­pas, and by the mul­ti­tude of shad­ows that flit­ted about the plain, Gle­nar­van could not be mis­tak­en as to the num­ber. These an­i­mals had scent­ed a sure prey, horse­flesh or hu­man flesh, and not one among them would re­turn to his lair with­out hav­ing his por­tion. The sit­u­a­tion was, there­fore, very alarm­ing.

			Mean­while the cir­cle of wolves grew grad­u­al­ly nar­row­er. The hors­es, awak­ened, gave signs of the liveli­est ter­ror. Thaou­ka alone pawed the ground, seek­ing to break his hal­ter, and ready to rush out. His mas­ter suc­ceed­ed in calm­ing him on­ly by whistling con­tin­u­al­ly.

			Gle­nar­van and Robert had sta­tioned them­selves so as to de­fend the en­trance of the ra­ma­da, and with their load­ed ri­fles were about to fire at the first ranks of wolves, when Thal­cave turned aside their weapons al­ready poised for a shot.

			“What does Thal­cave wish?” asked Robert.

			“He pro­hibits us from fir­ing,” an­swered Gle­nar­van.

			“Why?”

			“Per­haps he does not con­sid­er it the prop­er time.”

			This was not, how­ev­er, the mo­tive which ac­tu­at­ed the In­di­an, but a graver rea­son, which Gle­nar­van un­der­stood when Thal­cave, rais­ing his pow­der-flask and in­vert­ing it, showed that it was al­most emp­ty.

			“Well?” said Robert.

			“We must econ­o­mize our am­mu­ni­tion. Our hunt to­day has cost us dear, and we are de­fi­cient in pow­der and shot. We have not twen­ty charges left.”

			The boy an­swered noth­ing.

			“You are not afraid, Robert?”

			“No, my lord.”

			“Very well, my boy.”

			At this mo­ment an­oth­er re­port re­sound­ed. Thal­cave had brought down a too bold en­e­my. The wolves that were ad­vanc­ing in close ranks re­coiled, and gath­ered to­geth­er again a hun­dred paces from the en­clo­sure.

			Gle­nar­van, at a sign from the In­di­an, took his place at once, while the lat­ter, col­lect­ing the bed­ding, grass, and all com­bustible ma­te­ri­als, piled them at the en­trance of the ra­ma­da and threw on a burn­ing em­ber. Soon a cur­tain of flame was de­fined against the dark back­ground of the sky, and through the open­ings the plain ap­peared il­lu­mined by great mov­ing re­flec­tions. Gle­nar­van could there­fore judge of the great num­ber of an­i­mals against which they had to de­fend them­selves. Nev­er had so many wolves been seen to­geth­er be­fore, nor so ex­cit­ed by ra­pac­i­ty. The fiery bar­ri­er that Thal­cave had just op­posed to them had re­dou­bled their fury. Some, how­ev­er, ad­vanced to the very fire, crowd­ed by the rear ranks, and burned their paws. From time to time a shot was nec­es­sary to check the howl­ing horde, and at the end of an hour fif­teen bod­ies lay on the prairie.

			The be­sieged were now in a sit­u­a­tion rel­a­tive­ly less dan­ger­ous. So long as their sup­plies last­ed, so long as the bar­ri­er of fire stood at the en­trance to the ra­ma­da, in­va­sion was not to be feared. But what was to be done if all these meth­ods of re­pelling the wolves should fail at the same time?

			Gle­nar­van gazed at Robert, and felt his heart beat quick with ex­cite­ment. He for­got him­self, and thought on­ly of this poor child, who dis­played a courage be­yond his years. Robert was pale, but his hand did not leave his weapon, and he await­ed with firm bear­ing the as­sault of the en­raged wolves.

			Mean­time, Gle­nar­van, af­ter cool­ly con­sid­er­ing the sit­u­a­tion, re­solved to do some­thing de­ci­sive.

			“In one hour,” said he, “we shall have no more pow­der, shot, or fire. We must not wait till then to make a sal­ly.”

			He turned to­wards Thal­cave, and, re­call­ing a few words of Span­ish, be­gan a con­ver­sa­tion with the In­di­an, fre­quent­ly in­ter­rupt­ed by the cracks of the ri­fle.

			It was not with­out dif­fi­cul­ty that these two men suc­ceed­ed in un­der­stand­ing each oth­er. Gle­nar­van, for­tu­nate­ly, knew the habits of the red wolf. With­out this knowl­edge he could not have in­ter­pret­ed the words and ges­tures of the Patag­o­ni­an.

			Nev­er­the­less, a quar­ter of an hour passed be­fore he could give to Robert the mean­ing of Thal­cave’s an­swer. He had ques­tioned the In­di­an con­cern­ing their sit­u­a­tion.

			“And what did he an­swer?” in­quired Robert.

			“He said that, cost what it may, we must hold out till day­break. The ra­ma­da goes out on­ly at night, and when morn­ing comes he re­turns to his lair. He is the wolf of dark­ness, a cow­ard­ly beast that fears the day­light.”

			“Well, let us de­fend our­selves till day.”

			“Yes, my boy, and with our knives if we can no longer use our guns.”

			Al­ready Thal­cave had set the ex­am­ple, and when a wolf ap­proached the fire, the long knife of the Patag­o­ni­an was thrust through the flames and drawn back again red with blood.

			How­ev­er, the means of de­fense were fail­ing. About two o’clock in the morn­ing, Thal­cave threw in­to the fire the last arm­ful of fu­el, and the be­sieged had on­ly five charges left.

			Gle­nar­van cast about him a sor­row­ful glance. He thought of the child who was there, of his com­pan­ions, of all whom he loved. Robert said noth­ing; per­haps the dan­ger did not ap­pear im­mi­nent to his hope­ful spir­it. But Gle­nar­van pic­tured to him­self that ter­ri­ble event, now ap­par­ent­ly in­evitable, the be­ing de­voured alive! He was not mas­ter of his emo­tion; he drew the child to his breast, he clasped him to his heart, he pressed his lips to his fore­head, while tears flowed from his eyes.

			Robert gazed at him with a smile. “I am not afraid,” said he.

			“No, my boy, no,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and you are right. In two hours, day will ap­pear, and we shall be saved! Well done, Thal­cave, my brave Patag­o­ni­an!” cried he, as the In­di­an killed with the butt of his gun two enor­mous beasts that were at­tempt­ing to cross the glow­ing bar­ri­er.

			But at this mo­ment the dy­ing light of the fire showed him the aguarasad­vanc­ing in a dense body to as­sail the ra­ma­da. The dé­noue­ment of the bloody dra­ma was ap­proach­ing. The fire grad­u­al­ly sub­sid­ed, for want of fu­el; the flames sank; the plain, be­fore il­lu­mined, now re­lapsed in­to shad­ow, and in the shad­ow reap­peared the ter­ri­ble eyes of the red wolves. A few mo­ments more, and the whole drove would rush in­to the en­clo­sure.

			Thal­cave dis­charged his car­bine for the last time, stretched out one more of their en­e­mies, and, as his am­mu­ni­tion was ex­haust­ed, fold­ed his arms. His head sank up­on his breast; he ap­peared to be ques­tion­ing him­self. Was he search­ing for some bold, nov­el, or rash scheme for re­pelling this fu­ri­ous herd? Gle­nar­van did not ven­ture to ask him.

			At this mo­ment a change took place in the ac­tion of the wolves. They seemed to be re­treat­ing, and their howls, so deaf­en­ing be­fore, sud­den­ly ceased. An omi­nous si­lence reigned over the plain.

			“They are go­ing,” said Robert.

			“Per­haps,” replied Gle­nar­van, who was lis­ten­ing with in­tent­ness.

			But Thal­cave shook his head. He knew well that the an­i­mals would not aban­don a cer­tain prey un­til at day­break they re­turned to their holes and dens.

			How­ev­er, the tac­tics of their en­e­mies had ev­i­dent­ly changed, they no longer en­deav­ored to force the en­trance of the ra­ma­da; but their new ma­neu­vers were al­ready caus­ing a still more im­mi­nent dan­ger.

			The wolves, aban­don­ing their de­sign of pen­e­trat­ing the en­clo­sure by this en­trance, which was de­fend­ed by weapon and fire, went to the back of the ra­ma­da and sought to as­sail it in the rear. Their claws were soon heard rat­tling against the half-de­cayed wood. Al­ready their pow­er­ful paws and bloody mouths had forced their way be­tween the shat­tered stakes. The hors­es, be­wil­dered and pan­ic-strick­en, broke their hal­ters and dashed in­to the en­clo­sure. Gle­nar­van seized Robert in his arms, to de­fend him to the last ex­trem­i­ty; and he would have at­tempt­ed a rash flight, and rushed out of the ra­ma­da, had not his eyes fall­en up­on the In­di­an.

			Thal­cave, turn­ing like a deer, had sud­den­ly ap­proached his horse, which was neigh­ing with im­pa­tience, and was be­gin­ning to sad­dle him care­ful­ly, for­get­ting nei­ther strap nor buck­le. He seemed no longer to care for the howls, that were now re­dou­bled. Gle­nar­van gazed at him with a dark fore­bod­ing.

			“He is leav­ing us!” cried he, see­ing Thal­cave gath­er up his reins as though he were about to mount.

			“He? nev­er!” said Robert.

			In truth the In­di­an was about to make a ven­ture, not to leave his friends, but to save them by sac­ri­fic­ing him­self. Thaou­ka was ready. He champed his bit; he pranced; his eyes, full of a fiery spir­it, shot forth light­ning flash­es; he un­der­stood his mas­ter.

			Just as the In­di­an was seiz­ing the mane of his horse, Gle­nar­van caught him by the arm with a con­vul­sive grasp.

			“You are go­ing?” said he, point­ing to the plain, which was now de­sert­ed.

			“Yes,” replied the In­di­an, who com­pre­hend­ed the ges­ture of his com­pan­ion; and, with ve­he­ment ges­tic­u­la­tions which were how­ev­er per­fect­ly in­tel­li­gi­ble, he added a few words in Span­ish, which sig­ni­fied: “Thaou­ka—good horse—swift—will draw the wolves af­ter him.”

			“Ha! Thal­cave!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Quick, quick!” con­tin­ued the In­di­an; while Gle­nar­van said to Robert, in a voice bro­ken by emo­tion—

			“Robert, my lad, you hear! He will sac­ri­fice him­self for us; he will rush out over the plain, and turn aside the fury of the wolves up­on him­self.”

			“Friend Thal­cave,” replied Robert, look­ing im­plor­ing­ly at the Patag­o­ni­an, “friend Thal­cave, do not leave us!”

			“No,” said Gle­nar­van, “he will not leave us.”

			And, turn­ing to the In­di­an, he added, point­ing to the ter­ri­fied hors­es crowd­ing against the stakes—

			“Let us go to­geth­er.”

			“No,” said the In­di­an, who was not mis­tak­en as to the mean­ing of these words. “Bad beasts—fright­ened—Thaou­ka—good horse.”

			“Very well,” said Gle­nar­van. “Thal­cave shall not leave, Robert. He shows me what I have to do. It is my du­ty to go, and his to re­main with you.”

			Then, seiz­ing Thaou­ka’s bri­dle, he added—

			“I will go.”

			“No,” replied the Patag­o­ni­an, calm­ly.

			“I tell you,” cried Gle­nar­van, tak­ing the bri­dle from the hands of the In­di­an, “I will go. Save this boy! I trust him to you, Thal­cave!”

			Gle­nar­van, in his ex­cite­ment, min­gled Eng­lish and Span­ish to­geth­er. But what mat­ters the lan­guage? In such a ter­ri­ble sit­u­a­tion, signs tell all, and men quick­ly un­der­stand each oth­er.

			How­ev­er, Thal­cave re­sist­ed, and the dis­cus­sion was pro­longed. The dan­ger was in­creas­ing ev­ery mo­ment. Al­ready the bro­ken stakes were yield­ing to the teeth and claws of the wolves. But nei­ther Gle­nar­van nor Thal­cave ap­peared will­ing to yield. The In­di­an had drawn Gle­nar­van to­wards the en­trance of the en­clo­sure. He point­ed to the plain, now free from wolves. In his an­i­mat­ed lan­guage, he ex­plained that not a mo­ment was to be lost; that the dan­ger, if this plan failed, would be greater for those who re­mained; in short, that he alone knew Thaou­ka well enough to em­ploy his mar­velous agili­ty and speed for the com­mon safe­ty. Gle­nar­van blind­ly per­sist­ed in his re­solve to sac­ri­fice him­self, when sud­den­ly he was pushed vi­o­lent­ly back. Thaou­ka pranced, reared on his hind legs, and all at once, with a spring, cleared the bar­ri­er of fire and the ram­part of bod­ies, while a boy­ish voice cried—

			“God save you, my lord!”

			Gle­nar­van and Thal­cave had scarce­ly time to per­ceive Robert, who, cling­ing to the horse’s mane, dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness.

			“Robert, un­for­tu­nate!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			But these words the In­di­an him­self could not hear. Fright­ful howls re­sound­ed. The wolves, start­ing on the track of the horse, fled in­to the dark­ness with a ter­ri­ble speed.

			Thal­cave and Gle­nar­van rushed out of the ra­ma­da. Al­ready the plain had re­sumed its tran­quil­li­ty, and they could scarce­ly dis­tin­guish a mov­ing line which un­du­lat­ed afar in the shad­ows of the night.

			Gle­nar­van sank up­on the ground, over­come, in de­spair, clasp­ing his hands. He gazed at Thal­cave, who smiled with his ac­cus­tomed calm­ness.

			“Thaou­ka—good horse—brave child—he will be saved!” he re­peat­ed, nod­ding his head.

			“But if he falls?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“He will not fall!”

			In spite of Thal­cave’s con­fi­dence, his com­pan­ion passed the night in ter­ri­ble an­guish. He was no longer even mind­ful of the dan­ger still to be feared from the wolves. He would have gone in search of Robert, but the In­di­an re­strained him, and ex­plained that their hors­es could not over­take the boy, that Thaou­ka must have dis­tanced his en­e­mies, and could not be found in the dark­ness. They must wait for day to start in search of Robert.

			At four o’clock in the morn­ing day be­gan to break. The mists of the hori­zon were soon tinged with pale rays. A sparkling dew cov­ered the plain, and the tall grass be­gan to wave un­der the first breezes of the dawn.

			The mo­ment of de­par­ture had ar­rived.

			“For­ward!” said the In­di­an.

			Gle­nar­van did not re­ply, but sprang up­on Robert’s horse, and the two were soon gal­lop­ing to­wards the west in the di­rec­tion from which their com­pan­ions were to come.

			For an hour they trav­eled thus with great speed, gaz­ing around for Robert, and dread­ing at each step to be­hold his man­gled body. Gle­nar­van tor­tured the flanks of his horse with his spurs. Sud­den­ly shots were heard, and re­ports at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, like sig­nals for recog­ni­tion.

			“It is they!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			Thal­cave and he urged their hors­es to a more rapid pace, and a few mo­ments af­ter­wards they joined the par­ty led by Pa­ganel.

			To Gle­nar­van’s joy, Robert was there, alive, borne by the no­ble Thaou­ka, who neighed with plea­sure at see­ing his mas­ter.

			“Ah, my boy! my boy!” cried Gle­nar­van, with un­speak­able ten­der­ness; and Robert and he, dis­mount­ing, rushed in­to each oth­er’s arms.

			Then it was the In­di­an’s turn to clasp to his breast the coura­geous son of Cap­tain Grant.

			“He lives! he lives!” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes,” replied Robert, “thanks to Thaou­ka.”

			The In­di­an had not wait­ed for these words of grat­i­tude to em­brace his horse, but at that very mo­ment he spoke to him and em­braced him, as if hu­man blood flowed in the veins of the no­ble an­i­mal. Then, turn­ing to­wards Pa­ganel, he point­ed to young Robert.

			“A brave boy!” said he.

			Gle­nar­van, how­ev­er, asked, even while he ad­mired the lad—

			“Why, my son, did you not let Thal­cave or me try this last chance of sav­ing you?”

			“My lord,” replied he, in ac­cents of the liveli­est grat­i­tude, “was it not my du­ty to sac­ri­fice my­self, when Thal­cave has saved my life, and you are go­ing to save my fa­ther?”

		
	
		
			
				XX

				Strange Signs

			
			Af­ter their first out­bursts of joy at meet­ing were over, Pa­ganel, Austin, Wil­son, and Mul­ready—all who had re­mained be­hind, ex­cept the ma­jor—were con­scious of one thing, name­ly, that they were suf­fer­ing from thirst. For­tu­nate­ly, the Guami­ni flowed at no great dis­tance. They ac­cord­ing­ly con­tin­ued their jour­ney, and at sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing the lit­tle par­ty ar­rived at the ra­ma­da. On see­ing its en­trance strewn with the bod­ies of the wolves, it was easy to un­der­stand the vi­o­lence of the at­tack and the vig­or of the de­fense. The trav­el­ers, af­ter ful­ly quench­ing their thirst, de­vot­ed their at­ten­tion to break­fast in the en­clo­sure. The os­trich-steaks were de­clared ex­cel­lent, and the ar­madil­lo, roast­ed in its own cov­er­ing, was a de­li­cious dish.

			“To eat rea­son­ably of this,” said Pa­ganel, “would be in­grat­i­tude to­wards Prov­i­dence. We re­al­ly must eat im­mod­er­ate­ly.”

			And he did so ac­cord­ing­ly—but was not sick, thanks to the clear wa­ter of the Guami­ni, which ap­peared to pos­sess su­pe­ri­or di­ges­tive prop­er­ties.

			At ten o’clock Gle­nar­van gave the sig­nal for de­par­ture. The wa­ter-bot­tles were filled, and they set out. The hors­es, be­ing great­ly re­vived, evinced much spir­it, and main­tained an easy and al­most con­tin­u­ous can­ter. The next morn­ing they crossed the bound­ary which sep­a­rates the Ar­gen­tine Plains from the Pam­pas. Here Thal­cave hoped to meet the chiefs in whose hands he doubt­ed not that he should find Har­ry Grant and res­cue him and his two com­pan­ions from slav­ery.

			Since they had left the Guami­ni, the trav­el­ers no­ticed, with great sat­is­fac­tion, a con­sid­er­able change in the tem­per­a­ture, thanks to the cold winds of Patag­o­nia, which cause con­tin­u­al cur­rents of air. Nei­ther man nor beast had any rea­son to com­plain, af­ter suf­fer­ing so much from dry­ness and heat. They there­fore pushed on with courage and con­fi­dence. But, what­ev­er might have been said, the coun­try seemed to be en­tire­ly un­in­hab­it­ed, or, to use a more ex­act word, “dis­in­hab­it­ed.”

			Fre­quent­ly they skirt­ed the shores of fresh­wa­ter la­goons, on whose banks, in the shel­ter of the bush­es, tiny wrens skipped and melo­di­ous larks war­bled, in com­pa­ny with the bril­liant-plumaged tan­agers. These pret­ty birds gay­ly flut­tered about, heed­less of the haughty star­lings that strut­ted on the banks like sol­diers with their epaulettes and red breasts. In the thorny cop­pices the nests of the an­nu­bis swung like ham­mocks, and on the shores of the la­goons mag­nif­i­cent flamin­goes, march­ing in reg­u­lar file, spread their fiery-col­ored wings to the wind. Their nests were seen, by thou­sands to­geth­er, like a small vil­lage, in the shape of trun­cat­ed cones a foot high. The birds were not star­tled at the ap­proach of the trav­el­ers, which was con­trary to Pa­ganel’s cal­cu­la­tions.

			“I have been cu­ri­ous for a long time,” said he to the ma­jor, “to see a flamin­go fly.”

			“Well,” said Mac­N­abb.

			“Now, since I have an op­por­tu­ni­ty, I shall prof­it by it.”

			“Do so, Pa­ganel.”

			“Come with me, ma­jor, and you too, Robert; I need wit­ness­es.”

			And Pa­ganel, leav­ing his com­pan­ions to go on, pro­ceed­ed to­wards the flock of flamin­goes, fol­lowed by Robert and the ma­jor. Ar­riv­ing with­in range, Pa­ganel fired a blank charge (for he would not need­less­ly de­stroy even a bird), and all the flamin­goes flew away, while the ge­og­ra­pher gazed at them at­ten­tive­ly through his glass­es.

			“Well,” said he to the ma­jor, when the flock had dis­ap­peared, “did you see them fly?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Mac­N­abb; “you could not do oth­er­wise, un­less you were blind. But let us has­ten on, for we have fall­en a mile be­hind.”

			When he had joined his com­pan­ions, Pa­ganel found Gle­nar­van in ex­cit­ed con­ver­sa­tion with the In­di­an, whom he did not ap­pear to un­der­stand. Thal­cave had fre­quent­ly stopped to ex­am­ine the hori­zon, and each time his coun­te­nance ex­pressed a live­ly as­ton­ish­ment. Gle­nar­van, not see­ing his or­di­nary in­ter­preter present, had at­tempt­ed, but in vain, to ques­tion the Patag­o­ni­an. So, as soon as he per­ceived the ge­og­ra­pher at a dis­tance, he cried—

			“Come, friend Pa­ganel, Thal­cave and I can scarce­ly suc­ceed in un­der­stand­ing each oth­er.”

			Pa­ganel con­versed a few mo­ments with the In­di­an, and, turn­ing to Gle­nar­van, said—

			“Thal­cave is as­ton­ished at a cir­cum­stance that is re­al­ly strange.”

			“What?”

			“At meet­ing nei­ther In­di­ans, nor any traces of them, on these plains, which are usu­al­ly fur­rowed with their trails, whether they are driv­ing home the cat­tle stolen from the ran­chos, or go­ing to the An­des to sell their zo­ril­lo car­pets and whips of braid­ed leather.”

			“And to what does Thal­cave at­tribute this aban­don­ment?”

			“He can­not tell; he is as­ton­ished. That is all.”

			“But what In­di­ans did he ex­pect to find in this part of the Pam­pas?”

			“The very ones who have had for­eign pris­on­ers; those na­tives who are com­mand­ed by the caciques Cal­foucoura, Catriel, and Yanchetruz.”

			“Who are these caciques?”

			“Chiefs of tribes that were very pow­er­ful thir­ty years ago, be­fore they were driv­en be­yond the sier­ras. Since that time they have been sub­dued as much as an In­di­an can be, and now scour the Pam­pas as well as the prov­ince of Buenos Aires. I am there­fore as­ton­ished, like Thal­cave, at not en­coun­ter­ing traces of them in a coun­try where they gen­er­al­ly pur­sue the call­ing of plun­der­ers.”

			“Well, then,” in­quired Gle­nar­van, “what course ought we to take?”

			“I will see,” replied Pa­ganel.

			Af­ter a few mo­ments’ con­ver­sa­tion with Thal­cave, he said—

			“This is his ad­vice, which seems to me very wise. We must con­tin­ue our jour­ney to the east as far as Fort In­de­pen­dence; and there, if we have no news of Cap­tain Grant, we shall at least know what has be­come of the In­di­ans of the plain.”

			“Is Fort In­de­pen­dence far?”

			“No; it is sit­u­at­ed at Tandil, six­ty miles dis­tant.”

			“And when shall we ar­rive there?”

			“On the evening of the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			Gle­nar­van was quite dis­con­cert­ed at find­ing no In­di­ans on the Pam­pas, a cir­cum­stance which was lit­tle ex­pect­ed. There are or­di­nar­i­ly too many of them. Some spe­cial cause must there­fore have re­moved them. But a se­ri­ous ques­tion was to be con­sid­ered. If Cap­tain Grant was a pris­on­er of one of these tribes, had he been car­ried to the north or to the south? This prob­lem ha­rassed Gle­nar­van. It was ad­vis­able at all haz­ards to keep track of the cap­tain. In short, it was bet­ter to fol­low Thal­cave’s ad­vice and reach the vil­lage of Tandil, where at least they could ob­tain in­for­ma­tion.

			About four o’clock in the af­ter­noon they ap­proached a hill that might have passed for a moun­tain in so lev­el a coun­try. It was Tapalquem Sier­ra, and at its foot the trav­el­ers en­camped for the night.

			The pas­sage of this moun­tain was ac­com­plished the next day with the great­est ease. They fol­lowed the sandy un­du­la­tions of a grad­u­al­ly slop­ing ter­race, which cer­tain­ly did not present dif­fi­cul­ties to peo­ple who had scaled the An­des, and the hors­es scarce­ly re­laxed their rapid pace. At noon they reached the aban­doned Fort Tapalquem, the first of the chain of forts built on the south­ern fron­tier against the plun­der­ing na­tives. But not a shad­ow of an In­di­an did they en­counter, to the in­creas­ing sur­prise of Thal­cave; al­though, to­wards the mid­dle of the day, three rovers of the plain, well armed and mount­ed, gazed for a mo­ment at the lit­tle par­ty, but pre­vent­ed their ap­proach, gal­lop­ing away with in­cred­i­ble ra­pid­i­ty. Gle­nar­van was fu­ri­ous.

			“Gau­chos,” said the Patag­o­ni­an.

			“Ah! Gau­chos,” replied Mac­N­abb. “Well, Pa­ganel, what do you think of these crea­tures?”

			“I think they look like fa­mous ban­dits,” an­swered Pa­ganel.

			“And hence of course are, my dear ge­og­ra­pher?”

			“Of course, my dear ma­jor.”

			Pa­ganel’s avow­al was fol­lowed by a gen­er­al laugh, which did not dis­con­cert him at all.

			Ac­cord­ing to Thal­cave’s or­ders, they ad­vanced in close ranks, and at evening en­camped in a spa­cious aban­doned ran­cho, where the chief Catriel gen­er­al­ly as­sem­bled his bands of na­tives. From an ex­am­i­na­tion of the ground and the ab­sence of fresh tracks, the Patag­o­ni­an knew that it had not been oc­cu­pied for a long time.

			The next morn­ing Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions found them­selves again on the plain. The first es­tancias (vast es­tab­lish­ments for rais­ing cat­tle), which bor­der up­on the Tandil, were de­scried; but Thal­cave re­solved not to stop, but to keep straight on to Fort In­de­pen­dence, where he wished to ob­tain in­for­ma­tion, es­pe­cial­ly con­cern­ing the sin­gu­lar con­di­tion of this aban­doned coun­try.

			The trees, so rare since leav­ing the An­des, now reap­peared. The greater part of these have been plant­ed since the ar­rival of the Eu­ro­peans on the Amer­i­can con­ti­nent. They gen­er­al­ly sur­round “cor­rals,” vast cat­tle-en­clo­sures pro­tect­ed with stakes. Here thou­sands of cat­tle, sheep, cows, and hors­es, brand­ed with the mark of the own­er, graze and fat­ten, while large num­bers of huge dogs keep watch. The soil is ad­mirably adapt­ed to rais­ing cat­tle, and yields an ex­cel­lent fod­der.

			The peo­ple lead the life of the shep­herds of the Bible. Their flocks are per­haps even more nu­mer­ous than those which fed on the plains of Mesopotamia; but the fam­i­ly el­e­ment is want­ing, and the own­ers of the great folds of the Pam­pas have lit­tle to rec­om­mend them­selves or their man­ner of life.

			Pa­ganel ex­plained all these par­tic­u­lars to his com­pan­ions, and even suc­ceed­ed in in­ter­est­ing the ma­jor.

			Thal­cave, mean­while, has­tened their progress, as he wished to ar­rive that evening at Fort In­de­pen­dence. The hors­es, urged on by their mas­ters, and fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of Thaou­ka, dashed through the tall grass. They passed sev­er­al farms, for­ti­fied and de­fend­ed by deep ditch­es. The prin­ci­pal house was pro­vid­ed with an el­e­vat­ed ter­race, from which the in­mates could fire up­on the plun­der­ers of the plain. Gle­nar­van might per­haps have ob­tained here the in­for­ma­tion that he sought; but it was wis­est to go to the vil­lage of Tandil. They did not stop, there­fore, and soon the feet of the hors­es struck the grassy sward of the first moun­tain slopes. An hour af­ter­ward the vil­lage ap­peared at the bot­tom of a nar­row gorge crowned by the em­bat­tled walls of Fort In­de­pen­dence.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				A False Trail

			
			Pa­ganel, af­ter giv­ing his com­pan­ions a brief ac­count of the vil­lage of Tandil, added that they could not fail to ob­tain in­for­ma­tion there; more­over, the fort was al­ways gar­risoned by a de­tach­ment of na­tion­al troops. Gle­nar­van, ac­cord­ing­ly, put the hors­es in­to the sta­ble of a fon­da; and Pa­ganel, the ma­jor, Robert, and he, un­der the guid­ance of Thal­cave, pro­ceed­ed to­wards Fort In­de­pen­dence.

			Af­ter as­cend­ing the ridges of the moun­tains for a short time, they ar­rived at the postern, rather care­less­ly guard­ed by a na­tive sen­tinel. They passed with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, and in­ferred ei­ther great neg­li­gence or ex­treme se­cu­ri­ty. A few sol­diers were ex­er­cis­ing on the pa­rade-ground of the fort, the old­est of whom was not more than twen­ty and the youngest scarce­ly ten. In fact, they were a dozen young chil­dren and boys who were drilling very nice­ly. Their uni­form con­sist­ed of a striped shirt con­fined at the waist by a leath­ern gir­dle. The mild­ness of the cli­mate jus­ti­fied this light cos­tume. Each of these young sol­diers car­ried a gun and a sword, which were too long and heavy for the lit­tle fel­lows. All had a cer­tain fam­i­ly re­sem­blance, and the cor­po­ral who com­mand­ed re­sem­bled them too: they were twelve broth­ers, who were parad­ing un­der the or­ders of the thir­teenth.

			Pa­ganel was not as­ton­ished. He re­mem­bered his Ar­gen­tine sta­tis­tics, and knew that in this coun­try the av­er­age num­ber of chil­dren in a fam­i­ly ex­ceeds nine. But what sur­prised him ex­ceed­ing­ly was to see these lit­tle sol­diers prac­tic­ing the French tac­tics, and to hear the or­ders of the cor­po­ral giv­en in his own na­tive lan­guage.

			“This is sin­gu­lar,” said he.

			But Gle­nar­van had not come to see boys drill, still less to oc­cu­py him­self with their na­tion­al­i­ty or re­la­tion­ship. He did not, there­fore, give Pa­ganel time to ex­press fur­ther as­ton­ish­ment, but be­sought him to ask for the com­man­der of the fortress. Pa­ganel did so, and one of the sol­diers pro­ceed­ed to­wards a small build­ing which served as the bar­racks.

			A few mo­ments af­ter, the com­man­der ap­peared in per­son. He was a man of fifty, ro­bust, with a mil­i­tary air, thick whiskers, prom­i­nent cheek­bones, gray hair, and com­mand­ing look, so far as one could judge through the clouds of smoke that is­sued from his short pipe.

			Thal­cave, ad­dress­ing him, in­tro­duced Lord Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions. While he spoke, the com­man­der kept scru­ti­niz­ing Pa­ganel with quite em­bar­rass­ing per­sis­tence. The ge­og­ra­pher did not know what the troop­er meant, and was about to ask him, when the lat­ter un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly seized his hand, and said, in a joy­ous tone, in his own lan­guage—

			“A French­man?”

			“Yes, a French­man,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Ah, I am de­light­ed! Wel­come, wel­come! I am al­most a French­man,” cried the com­man­der, shak­ing the ge­og­ra­pher’s arm with rather painful vi­o­lence.

			“One of your friends?” asked the ma­jor of Pa­ganel.

			“Yes,” replied he, with na­tion­al pride; “we have friends in all parts of the world!”

			He then en­tered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with the com­man­der. Gle­nar­van would glad­ly have put in a word in re­gard to his af­fairs, but the sol­dier was telling his sto­ry, and was not in the mood to be in­ter­rupt­ed. This hon­est man had left France a long time be­fore; and the na­tive lan­guage was no longer per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar to him: he had for­got­ten, if not words, at least the man­ner of com­bin­ing them. As his vis­i­tors soon learned, he had been a sergeant in the French army. Since the foun­da­tion of the fort he had not left it, and com­mand­ed it by ap­point­ment from the Ar­gen­tine gov­ern­ment. He was by parent­age a Basque, and his name was Manuel Iphara­guerre. A year af­ter his ar­rival in the coun­try, Sergeant Manuel was nat­u­ral­ized, joined the Ar­gen­tine army, and mar­ried an hon­est In­di­an wom­an, who had twins—boys, to be sure, for the sergeant’s wor­thy con­sort would nev­er present him with daugh­ters. Manuel did not think of any oth­er call­ing than that of the sol­dier, and hoped, in time, with the help of God, to of­fer to the re­pub­lic a whole bat­tal­ion of young sol­diers.

			“You have seen them?” said he. “Charm­ing fel­lows! Good sol­diers! José! Juan! Miguel! Pepe! Pepe is on­ly sev­en years old, and is al­ready bit­ing his car­tridge!”

			Pepe, hear­ing him­self com­pli­ment­ed, joined his two lit­tle feet, and pre­sent­ed arms with per­fect pre­ci­sion.

			“He will do!” added the sergeant. “He will be a ma­jor—or brigadier-gen­er­al one day!”

			This sto­ry last­ed a quar­ter of an hour, to Thal­cave’s great as­ton­ish­ment. The In­di­an could not un­der­stand how so many words could come from a sin­gle throat. No one in­ter­rupt­ed the com­man­der; and even a French sergeant had to con­clude at last, though not with­out forc­ing his guests to ac­com­pa­ny him to his dwelling. Here they were in­tro­duced to Madame Iphara­guerre, who ap­peared to be “a good-look­ing per­son,” if this ex­pres­sion may be em­ployed in re­gard to an In­di­an.

			When he had ex­haust­ed him­self, the sergeant asked his guests to what he owed the hon­or of their vis­it. And now it was their turn to ex­plain.

			Pa­ganel, open­ing the con­ver­sa­tion in French, told him of their jour­ney across the Pam­pas, and end­ed by ask­ing why the In­di­ans had aban­doned the coun­try.

			“War!” replied the sergeant.

			“War?”

			“Yes, civ­il war.”

			“Civ­il war?” re­joined Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, war be­tween Paraguay and Buenos Aires,” an­swered the sergeant.

			“Well?”

			“Why, all the In­di­ans of the north are in the rear of Gen­er­al Flo­res, and those of the plains are plun­der­ing.”

			“But the caciques?”

			“The caciques with them.”

			This an­swer was re­port­ed to Thal­cave, who shook his head. In­deed, he ei­ther did not know, or had for­got­ten, that a civ­il war, which was af­ter­wards to in­volve Brazil, was dec­i­mat­ing two-thirds of the re­pub­lic. The In­di­ans had ev­ery­thing to gain in these in­ter­nal strug­gles, and could not ne­glect such fine op­por­tu­ni­ties for plun­der. The sergeant, there­fore, was not mis­tak­en in at­tribut­ing this de­ser­tion of the Pam­pas to the civ­il war that was be­ing waged in the north­ern part of the Ar­gen­tine Prov­inces.

			But this event dis­con­cert­ed Gle­nar­van’s hopes. If Cap­tain Grant was a pris­on­er of the caciques, he must have been car­ried by them to the north­ern fron­tiers. Yet how and where to find him? Must they at­tempt a per­ilous and al­most use­less search to the north­ern lim­its of the Pam­pas? It was a se­ri­ous mat­ter, which was to be earnest­ly con­sid­ered.

			How­ev­er, one im­por­tant ques­tion was still to be asked of the sergeant, and the ma­jor thought of this, while his com­pan­ions were look­ing at each oth­er in si­lence.

			“Have you heard of any Eu­ro­peans be­ing re­tained as pris­on­ers by the caciques of the Pam­pas?”

			Manuel re­flect­ed for a few mo­ments, like a man who re­calls events to rec­ol­lec­tion.

			“Yes,” said he, at length.

			“Ah!” cried Gle­nar­van, con­ceiv­ing a new hope.

			Pa­ganel, Mac­N­abb, Robert, and he now sur­round­ed the sergeant.

			“Speak, speak!” cried they, gaz­ing at him with ea­ger­ness even in their looks.

			“Sev­er­al years ago,” replied Manuel, “yes—that is it—Eu­ro­pean pris­on­ers—but have nev­er seen them.”

			“Sev­er­al years ago?” said Gle­nar­van. “You are mis­tak­en. The date of the ship­wreck is def­i­nite. The Bri­tan­nia was lost in June, 1862, less than two years ago.”

			“Oh, more than that, my lord!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Not at all. It was when Pepe was born. There were two men.”

			“No, three!” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Two,” replied the sergeant, in a pos­i­tive tone.

			“Two?” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van, very much cha­grined. “Two En­glish­men?”

			“No,” con­tin­ued the sergeant. “Who speaks of En­glish­men? It was a French­man and an Ital­ian.”

			“An Ital­ian who was mas­sa­cred by the In­di­ans?” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, and I learned af­ter­wards—French­man saved.”

			“Saved!” ex­claimed Robert, whose very life seemed to hang on the sergeant’s lips.

			“Yes, saved from the hands of the In­di­ans,” replied Manuel.

			Each looked to the ge­og­ra­pher, who beat his brow in de­spair.

			“Ah! I un­der­stand,” said he, at last. “All is clear, all is ex­plained.”

			“But what is to be done?” asked Gle­nar­van, with as much anx­i­ety as im­pa­tience.

			“My friends,” an­swered Pa­ganel, tak­ing Robert’s hands, “we must sub­mit to a se­vere mis­for­tune. We have fol­lowed a false trail! The cap­tive in ques­tion is not the cap­tain, but one of my coun­try­men (whose com­pan­ion, Mar­co Vazel­lo, was ac­tu­al­ly as­sas­si­nat­ed by the In­di­ans), a French­man who of­ten ac­com­pa­nied these cru­el sav­ages to the banks of the Col­orado, and who, af­ter for­tu­nate­ly es­cap­ing from their hands, re­turned to France. While think­ing that we were on the track of Cap­tain Grant, we have fall­en up­on that of young Guin­nard.”

			A pro­found si­lence fol­lowed this dec­la­ra­tion. The mis­take was pal­pa­ble. The sergeant’s sto­ry, the na­tion­al­i­ty of the pris­on­er, the mur­der of his com­pan­ion, and his es­cape from the hands of the In­di­ans, all ac­cord­ed with the ev­i­dent facts. Gle­nar­van gazed at Thal­cave with a be­wil­dered air. The In­di­an then re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Have you nev­er heard of three Eng­lish cap­tives?” he asked the sergeant.

			“Nev­er,” replied Manuel. “It would have been known at Tandil. I should have heard of it. No, it can­not be.”

			Gle­nar­van, af­ter this for­mal re­sponse, had noth­ing more to do at Fort In­de­pen­dence. He and his friends, there­fore, de­part­ed, not with­out thank­ing the sergeant and shak­ing hands with him.

			Gle­nar­van was in de­spair at this com­plete over­throw of his hopes. Robert walked be­side him in si­lence, with tear­ful eyes, while his pro­tec­tor could not find a sin­gle word to con­sole him. Pa­ganel ges­tic­u­lat­ed and talked to him­self. The ma­jor did not open his lips. As for Thal­cave, his In­di­an pride seemed hum­bled at hav­ing gone astray on a false trail. No one, how­ev­er, thought of re­proach­ing him for so ex­cus­able an er­ror.

			They re­turned to the en­camp­ment, sad­dened in­deed. Still, not one of the coura­geous and de­vot­ed men re­gret­ted so many hard­ships use­less­ly en­dured, so many dan­gers vain­ly in­curred. But each saw all hope of suc­cess an­ni­hi­lat­ed in an in­stant. Could they find Cap­tain Grant be­tween Tandil and the sea? No. If any pris­on­er had fall­en in­to the hands of the In­di­ans on the At­lantic coast, Sergeant Manuel would cer­tain­ly have been in­formed.

			An event of such a na­ture could not have es­caped the na­tives who trade from Tandil to Car­men. Among the traders of the Ar­gen­tine Plains ev­ery­thing is known and re­port­ed. There was there­fore but one course now to take—to join, with­out de­lay, the Dun­can at Cape Medano, the ap­point­ed ren­dezvous.

			In the mean­time, Pa­ganel had asked Gle­nar­van for the doc­u­ment, by re­ly­ing on which their search had re­sult­ed so un­for­tu­nate­ly. He read it again with un­con­cealed vex­a­tion, seek­ing to dis­cov­er a new in­ter­pre­ta­tion.

			“This doc­u­ment is, at all events, clear,” said Gle­nar­van. “It ex­plains in the most def­i­nite man­ner the ship­wreck of the cap­tain and the place of his cap­tiv­i­ty.”

			“No,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, stamp­ing with his foot, “a hun­dred times no! Since Cap­tain Grant is not on the Pam­pas, he is not in Amer­i­ca. This doc­u­ment ought to tell where he is; and it shall, my friends, or I am no longer Jacques Pa­ganel.”

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				The Flood

			
			Fort In­de­pen­dence is one hun­dred and fifty miles from the shores of the At­lantic. But for un­fore­seen and un­ex­pect­ed de­lays, Gle­nar­van could have re­joined the Dun­can in four days. He could not, how­ev­er, rec­on­cile him­self to the idea of re­turn­ing on board with­out Cap­tain Grant, and fail­ing so com­plete­ly in his search; and did not there­fore, as usu­al, give the or­ders for de­par­ture. But the ma­jor as­sumed the task of sad­dling the hors­es, re­new­ing the pro­vi­sions, and mak­ing his ar­range­ments for the jour­ney. Thanks to his ac­tiv­i­ty, the lit­tle par­ty, at eight o’clock in the morn­ing, was on its way down the grassy slopes of the Tandil Sier­ra.

			Gle­nar­van, with Robert at his side, gal­loped on in si­lence. His lord­ship’s bold and res­o­lute char­ac­ter did not per­mit him to ac­cept this dis­ap­point­ment calm­ly. His heart beat vi­o­lent­ly, and his brain was on fire. Pa­ganel, tor­ment­ed by the mys­tery of the doc­u­ment, ar­ranged the words in ev­ery way, as if to draw from them a new mean­ing. Thal­cave silent­ly re­signed him­self to Thaou­ka’s sagac­i­ty. The ma­jor, al­ways con­fi­dent, per­formed his du­ties like a man up­on whom dis­cour­age­ment can have no ef­fect. Tom Austin and his two sailors shared their mas­ter’s an­noy­ance. Once, when a timid hare crossed the path in front of them, the su­per­sti­tious Scotch­men gazed at one an­oth­er.

			“A bad omen,” said Wil­son.

			“Yes, in the High­lands,” replied Mul­ready.

			“What is bad in the High­lands is no bet­ter here,” added Wil­son, sen­ten­tious­ly.

			About noon the trav­el­ers had de­scend­ed the moun­tains and gained the un­du­lat­ing plains that ex­tend to the sea; the bound­less prairie spread its broad car­pet of ver­dure be­fore them.

			More than once dur­ing the jour­ney the at­ten­tion and in­ter­est of all, but es­pe­cial­ly of Pa­ganel, were ar­rest­ed by the cu­ri­ous il­lu­sion of the mi­rage, by which was pre­sent­ed in the sky, at the lim­its of the hori­zon, a sem­blance of the es­tancias, the poplars and wil­lows near them, and oth­er ob­jects; the im­ages be­ing so much like the re­al­i­ty that it re­quired a strong ef­fort to re­al­ize their de­cep­tive char­ac­ter.

			The weath­er hith­er­to had been fine, but now the sky as­sumed a less pleas­ing as­pect. Mass­es of va­por, gen­er­at­ed by the high tem­per­a­ture of the pre­ced­ing days, con­densed in­to thick clouds and threat­ened to dis­solve in show­ers of rain. More­over, the prox­im­i­ty of the At­lantic, and the west wind, which here reigns supreme, ren­dered the cli­mate of this re­gion pe­cu­liar­ly moist. How­ev­er, for that day at least the heavy clouds did not break; and at evening the hors­es, af­ter trav­el­ing forty miles, halt­ed on the edge of a deep caña­da, an im­mense nat­u­ral ditch filled with wa­ter. A shel­ter was want­ing, but the pon­chos served for tents as well as cloth­ing, and peace­ful slum­bers en­wrapped all.

			The next day, as they pro­gressed far­ther, the pres­ence of sub­ter­ranean streams be­trayed it­self more no­tice­ably, and mois­ture was seen in ev­ery de­pres­sion of the ground. Soon they came to large ponds, some al­ready deep and oth­ers just form­ing. So long as there were on­ly la­goons, the hors­es could eas­i­ly ex­tri­cate them­selves; but with these treach­er­ous swamps it was more dif­fi­cult. Tall grass ob­struct­ed them, and it was nec­es­sary to in­cur the dan­ger be­fore it could be un­der­stood. These quag­mires had been al­ready fa­tal to more than one hu­man be­ing.

			Robert, who had rid­den half a mile in ad­vance, re­turned at a gal­lop, cry­ing—

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel! Mon­sieur Pa­ganel! A for­est of horns!”

			“What!” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, “have you found a for­est of horns?”

			“Yes, yes; or at least a field.”

			“A field! you are dream­ing, my boy,” said Pa­ganel, shrug­ging his shoul­ders.

			“I am not dream­ing,” re­tort­ed Robert; “you shall see for your­self. This is a strange coun­try! Peo­ple sow horns, and they spring up like corn! I should like very well to have some of the seed.”

			“But he speaks se­ri­ous­ly,” said the ma­jor.

			“Yes, ma­jor, you shall see.”

			Robert was not mis­tak­en, and soon they found them­selves be­fore a vast field of horns, reg­u­lar­ly plant­ed.

			“Well?” said Robert.

			“This is some­thing sin­gu­lar,” replied Pa­ganel, turn­ing to­wards the In­di­an with a ques­tion­ing look.

			“The horns come from the ground,” ex­plained Thal­cave; “and the cat­tle are un­der it.”

			“What!” cried Pa­ganel, “is there a whole drove in this mire?”

			“Yes,” an­swered the Patag­o­ni­an.

			In fact, a vast herd had per­ished in this bog, which had giv­en way be­neath them. Hun­dreds of cat­tle had thus met their death, side by side, by suf­fo­ca­tion in this vast quag­mire. This cir­cum­stance, which some­times takes place on the plains, could not be ig­nored by the In­di­an, and it was a warn­ing which it was prop­er to heed. They passed around this im­mense hecatomb, which would have sat­is­fied the most ex­act­ing gods of an­tiq­ui­ty; and an hour af­ter the field of horns was far be­hind.

			Thal­cave now be­gan to ob­serve with an anx­ious air the state of things around him. He fre­quent­ly stopped, and rose in his stir­rups. His tall form en­abled him to sur­vey a wide range; but, per­ceiv­ing noth­ing that could en­light­en him, he re­sumed his un­de­vi­at­ing course. A mile far­ther, he stopped again, and, turn­ing from the beat­en track, pro­ceed­ed a short dis­tance, first to the north, then to the south, and then re­sumed his place at the head of the par­ty, with­out say­ing ei­ther what he hoped or what he feared.

			These ma­neu­vers, many times re­peat­ed, puz­zled Pa­ganel and an­noyed Gle­nar­van. The ge­og­ra­pher was ac­cord­ing­ly re­quest­ed to in­ter­ro­gate the In­di­an, which he did at once. Thal­cave replied that he was as­ton­ished to see the plain so soaked with mois­ture. Nev­er with­in his rec­ol­lec­tion, since he had per­formed the of­fice of guide, had his feet trod­den a soil so sat­u­rat­ed. Even in the sea­son of the great rains the Ar­gen­tine plain was al­ways eas­i­ly passed.

			“But to what do you at­tribute this in­creas­ing mois­ture?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“I know not,” replied the In­di­an; “and what if I did?”

			“Do the moun­tain streams, when swollen with the rains, ev­er over­flow their banks?”

			“Some­times.”

			“And now, per­haps?”

			“Per­haps,” said Thal­cave.

			Pa­ganel was forced to be con­tent­ed with this an­swer, and com­mu­ni­cat­ed to Gle­nar­van the re­sult of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“And what does Thal­cave ad­vise?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“What is to be done?” asked Pa­ganel of the Patag­o­ni­an.

			“Ad­vance quick­ly,” replied the In­di­an.

			This ad­vice was eas­i­er to give than to fol­low. The hors­es were quick­ly fa­tigued with tread­ing a soil that sank be­neath them deep­er and deep­er as they pro­gressed, so that this part of the plain might have been com­pared to an im­mense basin in which the in­vad­ing wa­ters would rapid­ly ac­cu­mu­late. It was ad­vis­able, there­fore, to cross with­out de­lay these slop­ing ter­races that an in­un­da­tion would have in­stant­ly trans­formed in­to a lake.

			They has­tened their pace, though there was no great depth to the wa­ter which spread out in a sheet be­neath the hors­es’ feet. About two o’clock the flood­gates of the heav­ens opened, and trop­i­cal tor­rents of rain de­scend­ed. Nev­er was a fin­er op­por­tu­ni­ty pre­sent­ed for show­ing one­self a philoso­pher. There was no chance of es­cap­ing this del­uge, and it was bet­ter for the trav­el­ers to re­ceive it sto­ical­ly. Their pon­chos were soon drip­ping, and their hats wet them still more, like roofs whose gut­ters have over­flowed. The fringes of the sad­dle-cloths seemed so many liq­uid streams; and the horse­men, be­spat­tered by their an­i­mals, whose hoofs splashed in the wa­ter at ev­ery step, rode in a dou­ble show­er, which came from the ground as well as the sky.

			It was in this wretch­ed­ly cold and ex­haust­ed state that they ar­rived, to­wards evening, at a very mis­er­able ran­cho. On­ly peo­ple who were not fas­tid­i­ous could have giv­en it the name of a shel­ter, on­ly trav­el­ers in dis­tress would con­sent to oc­cu­py it. But Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions had no choice. They there­fore cow­ered down in the aban­doned hut which would not have sat­is­fied even a poor In­di­an of the plains. A sor­ry fire of grass, which gave out more smoke than heat, was kin­dled with dif­fi­cul­ty. The tor­rents of rain made hav­oc with­out, and large drops oozed through the mouldy thatch. The fire was ex­tin­guished twen­ty times, and twen­ty times did Wil­son and Mul­ready strug­gle against the in­vad­ing wa­ter.

			The sup­per was very mea­gre and com­fort­less, and ev­ery­one’s ap­petite failed. The ma­jor alone did jus­tice to the wa­ter-soaked repast, and did not lose a mouth­ful: he was su­pe­ri­or to mis­for­tune. As for Pa­ganel, like a French­man, he tried to joke; but now he failed.

			“My jokes are wet,” said he: “they mis­fire.”

			How­ev­er, as it was more agree­able—if pos­si­ble, un­der the cir­cum­stances—to sleep, each one sought in slum­ber a tem­po­rary for­get­ful­ness of his fa­tigues.

			The night was stormy. The sides of the ran­cho cracked as if they would break, while the frail struc­ture bent be­neath the gusts of wind and threat­ened to give way at ev­ery shock. The un­for­tu­nate hors­es neighed in ter­ror with­out, ex­posed to the in­clemen­cy of the tem­pest; and their mas­ters did not suf­fer less in their mis­er­able shel­ter. How­ev­er, sleep drowned all their trou­bles at last. Robert first closed his eyes, re­clin­ing his head on Lord Gle­nar­van’s shoul­der; and soon all the in­mates of the ran­cho slept un­der the pro­tec­tion of God.

			They woke the next morn­ing at the call of Thaou­ka, who, al­ways ready, neighed with­out, and struck the wall of the hut vig­or­ous­ly with his hoof, as though to give the sig­nal for de­par­ture. They owed him too much not to obey him, and they ac­cord­ing­ly re­sumed their jour­ney.

			The rain had ceased, but the hard earth held what had fall­en. On the im­pen­e­tra­ble clay, pools, marsh­es, and ponds over­flowed and formed im­mense baña­dos of treach­er­ous depth. Pa­ganel, on con­sult­ing his map, judged right­ly that the Grande and Ni­varo­ta Rivers, in­to which the wa­ters of the plain usu­al­ly flow, must have min­gled to­geth­er in one broad stream.

			An ex­treme­ly rapid ad­vance, there­fore, be­came nec­es­sary. The com­mon safe­ty was at stake. If the in­un­da­tion in­creased, where could they find a refuge? The vast cir­cle of the hori­zon did not of­fer a sin­gle point, and on this lev­el plain the progress of the wa­ter must be rapid. The hors­es were urged to their ut­most speed. Thaou­ka took the lead, and might have borne the name of sea­horse, for he pranced as if he had been in his na­tive el­e­ment.

			Sud­den­ly, about six o’clock in the evening, he man­i­fest­ed signs of ex­treme ag­i­ta­tion. He turned fre­quent­ly to­wards the vast ex­panse to the south; his neighs were pro­longed, his nos­trils keen­ly snuffed the air, and he reared vi­o­lent­ly. Thal­cave, whom his an­tics could not un­seat, man­aged his steed with­out dif­fi­cul­ty. The froth from the horse’s mouth was min­gled with blood un­der the ac­tion of the firm­ly-closed bit, and yet the spir­it­ed an­i­mal could not be calm. If free, his mas­ter felt but too well that he would have fled away at full speed to­wards the north.

			“What is the mat­ter with Thaou­ka?” asked Pa­ganel. “Has he been bit­ten by those vo­ra­cious blood­suck­ers of the Ar­gen­tine wa­ters?”

			“No,” replied the In­di­an.

			“Is he ter­ri­fied, then, at some dan­ger?”

			“Yes, he has scent­ed dan­ger.”

			“What?”

			“I do not know.”

			Al­though the eye did not yet re­veal the per­il that Thaou­ka di­vined, the ear could al­ready de­tect it. A low mur­mur, like the sound of a ris­ing tide, was heard as from the lim­it of the hori­zon. The wind blew in damp gusts laden with spray; the birds, as if flee­ing from some un­known phe­nom­e­non, shot swift­ly through the air; and the hors­es, wad­ing to their knees, felt the first im­pulse of the cur­rent. Soon a min­gled roar, like bel­low­ing, neigh­ing, and bleat­ing, re­sound­ed half a mile to the south, and im­mense herds ap­peared, tum­bling, ris­ing, and rush­ing, a con­fused mass of ter­ri­fied beasts, and fled by with fright­ful ra­pid­i­ty. It was scarce­ly pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish them in the midst of the clouds of spray dashed up by their flight.

			“Quick! quick!” cried Thal­cave, in a pierc­ing voice.

			“What is it?” said Pa­ganel.

			“The flood! the flood!” replied Thal­cave, spurring his horse to­wards the north.

			“The in­un­da­tion!” cried Pa­ganel; and his com­pan­ions, with him at their head, fled away in the track of Thaou­ka.

			It was time. Five miles to the south a high and broad wall of wa­ter was rush­ing over the plain, which was fast be­com­ing an ocean. The tall grass dis­ap­peared as be­fore the scythe, and the tufts of mi­mosas, torn up by the cur­rent, sep­a­rat­ed and formed float­ing is­lands. The mass of wa­ters spread it­self in broad waves of ir­re­sistible pow­er. The dikes of the great rivers had ev­i­dent­ly giv­en way, and per­haps the wa­ters of the Col­orado and Rio Ne­gro were now min­gling in a com­mon stream.

			The wall of wa­ter de­scried by Thal­cave ad­vanced with the speed of a race­horse. The trav­el­ers fled be­fore it like a cloud driv­en by the storm. Their eyes sought in vain a place of refuge. Sky and wa­ter min­gled to­geth­er on the hori­zon. The hors­es, ex­cit­ed by the dan­ger, dashed along in a mad gal­lop, so that their rid­ers could scarce­ly keep their seats. Gle­nar­van fre­quent­ly glanced be­hind him.

			“The wa­ter is over­tak­ing us,” he thought.

			“Quick! quick!” cried Thal­cave.

			The un­for­tu­nate beasts were urged to a swifter pace. From their flanks, lac­er­at­ed with the spur, flowed bright red streams, which marked their course on the wa­ter by long, crim­son lines. They stum­bled in the hol­lows of the ground; they were en­tan­gled in the hid­den grass; they fell and rose again con­tin­u­al­ly. The depth of the wa­ter sen­si­bly in­creased. Long surges an­nounced the on­rush of the mass of wa­ter that tossed its foam­ing crests less than two miles dis­tant.

			For a quar­ter of an hour this fi­nal strug­gle against the most ter­ri­ble of el­e­ments was pro­longed. The fugi­tives could keep no ac­count of the dis­tance they had tra­versed; but, judg­ing by the ra­pid­i­ty of their flight, it must have been con­sid­er­able.

			Mean­time the hors­es, im­mersed to their breasts, could no longer ad­vance with­out ex­treme dif­fi­cul­ty. Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, Austin, all be­lieved them­selves lost, vic­tims of the hor­ri­ble death of un­for­tu­nates aban­doned at sea. Their an­i­mals be­gan to lose their foot­ing; six feet of wa­ter was suf­fi­cient to drown them.

			We must for­bear to pic­ture the acute an­guish of these eight men over­tak­en by a ris­ing in­un­da­tion. They felt their pow­er­less­ness to strug­gle against these con­vul­sions of na­ture, su­pe­ri­or to hu­man strength. Their safe­ty was no longer in their own hands.

			Five min­utes af­ter, the hors­es were swim­ming, while the cur­rent alone car­ried them along with ir­re­sistible force and fu­ri­ous swift­ness. All safe­ty seemed im­pos­si­ble, when the voice of the ma­jor was heard.

			“A tree!” said he.

			“A tree!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, yon­der!” replied Thal­cave, and he point­ed north­ward to a kind of gi­gan­tic wal­nut-tree, which rose soli­tary from the midst of the wa­ters.

			His com­pan­ions had no need to be urged. This tree that was op­por­tune­ly pre­sent­ed to them they must reach at all haz­ards. The hors­es prob­a­bly could not ac­com­plish the dis­tance; but the men, at least, could be saved—the cur­rent would car­ry them.

			At that mo­ment Tom Austin’s horse gave a sti­fled neigh and dis­ap­peared. His rid­er, ex­tri­cat­ing him­self from the stir­rups, be­gan to swim vig­or­ous­ly.

			“Cling to my sad­dle!” cried Gle­nar­van to him.

			“Thanks, my lord,” replied he, “my arms are strong.”

			“Your horse, Robert?” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, turn­ing to­wards the boy.

			“All right, my lord, all right! He swims like a fish.”

			“At­ten­tion!” cried the ma­jor, in a loud voice.

			This word was scarce­ly pro­nounced, when the enor­mous wall of wa­ter reached them. A huge wave, forty feet high, over­whelmed the fugi­tives with a ter­ri­ble roar. Men and beasts, ev­ery­thing, dis­ap­peared in a whirlpool of foam. A pon­der­ous liq­uid mass en­gulfed them in its fu­ri­ous tide. When the del­uge had passed, the men re­gained the sur­face, and rapid­ly count­ed their num­bers; but the hors­es, ex­cept Thaou­ka, had dis­ap­peared for­ev­er.

			“Courage! courage!” cried Gle­nar­van, who sup­port­ed Pa­ganel with one arm and swam with the oth­er.

			“All right! all right!” replied the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher; “in­deed I am not sor­ry—”

			What was he not sor­ry for? No one ev­er knew; for the poor man was forced to swal­low the end of his sen­tence in half a pint of mud­dy wa­ter.

			The ma­jor calm­ly ad­vanced, tak­ing a reg­u­lar stroke of which the most skill­ful swim­mer would not have been ashamed. The sailors worked their way along like por­pois­es in their na­tive el­e­ment. As for Robert, he clung to Thaou­ka’s mane, and was thus drawn along. The horse proud­ly cut the wa­ters, and kept him­self in­stinc­tive­ly on a line with the tree, to­wards which the cur­rent bore him, and which was now not far dis­tant.

			In a few mo­ments the en­tire par­ty reached it. It was for­tu­nate; for, if this refuge had failed, all chance of safe­ty would have van­ished, and they must have per­ished in the waves. The wa­ter was up to the top of the trunk where the main branch­es grew, so that it was easy to grasp them.

			Thal­cave, leav­ing his horse, and lift­ing Robert, seized the first limb, and soon his pow­er­ful arms had lodged the ex­haust­ed swim­mers in a place of safe­ty. But Thaou­ka, car­ried away by the cur­rent, was rapid­ly dis­ap­pear­ing. He turned his in­tel­li­gent head to­wards his mas­ter, and, shak­ing his long mane, neighed for him be­seech­ing­ly.

			“Do you aban­don him?” said Pa­ganel.

			“I?” cried the In­di­an, and, plung­ing in­to the tem­pes­tu­ous wa­ters, he reap­peared some dis­tance from the tree. A few mo­ments af­ter, his arm rest­ed up­on the neck of Thaou­ka, and horse and horse­man swam away to­geth­er to­wards the misty hori­zon of the north.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				A Sin­gu­lar Abode

			
			The tree up­on which Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions had just found refuge re­sem­bled a wal­nut tree. It had the same shin­ing fo­liage and round­ed form. It was the om­bu, which is met with on­ly on the Ar­gen­tine Plains. It had an enor­mous, twist­ed trunk, and was con­fined to the earth not on­ly by its great roots, but al­so by strong shoots which held it most tena­cious­ly. It had thus re­sist­ed the force of the in­un­da­tion.

			This om­bu mea­sured one hun­dred feet in height, and might have cov­ered with its shade a cir­cum­fer­ence of three hun­dred and six­ty feet. All the up­per part rest­ed on three great branch­es, which forked from the top of the trunk, that was six feet in di­am­e­ter. Two of these branch­es were near­ly per­pen­dic­u­lar, and sup­port­ed the im­mense canopy of fo­liage, whose crossed, twist­ed, and in­ter­laced limbs, as if wo­ven by the hand of a bas­ket-mak­er, formed an im­pen­e­tra­ble shel­ter. The third branch, on the con­trary, ex­tend­ed al­most hor­i­zon­tal­ly over the roar­ing wa­ters; its leaves were bathed in them, while it seemed a promon­to­ry to this is­land of ver­dure sur­round­ed by an ocean. There was abun­dant space, al­so, in the in­te­ri­or of this gi­gan­tic tree. The fo­liage, which was not very dense at its out­er cir­cum­fer­ence, left large open­ings like sky­lights, and made it well ven­ti­lat­ed and cool. At sight of these branch­es ris­ing in in­nu­mer­able ram­i­fi­ca­tions to­wards the clouds, while the par­a­sitic con­volvuli bound them to each oth­er, and the rays of the sun shone through the in­ter­stices of the leaves, you would re­al­ly have thought that the trunk of this om­bu bore up­on it­self alone an en­tire for­est.

			On the ar­rival of the fugi­tives, a feath­ered pop­u­la­tion flew away to the top branch­es, protest­ing by their cries against so fla­grant a usurpa­tion of their dwelling. These birds, that had them­selves sought refuge up­on this soli­tary om­bu, were seen by hun­dreds—black­birds, star­lings, and many oth­er rich­ly-feath­ered va­ri­eties; and when they flew away it seemed as if a gust of wind had stripped the tree of its leaves.

			Such was the asy­lum of­fered to Gle­nar­van’s lit­tle par­ty. Robert and the nim­ble Wil­son were scarce­ly perched in the tree, be­fore they has­tened to climb to the top­most branch­es. Their heads pro­trud­ed above the dome of ver­dure. From this lofty po­si­tion the view em­braced a wide range. The ocean cre­at­ed by the in­un­da­tion sur­round­ed them on all sides, and their eyes could dis­cern no lim­it. No oth­er tree emerged from the wa­tery sur­face; the om­bu, alone in the midst of the un­con­fined wa­ters, groaned at ev­ery shock. At a dis­tance, borne along by the im­petu­ous cur­rent, float­ed up­root­ed trunks, twist­ed branch­es, thatch torn from some de­mol­ished ran­cho, beams swept by the wa­ters from the roofs of cat­tle-folds, bod­ies of drowned an­i­mals, bloody skins, and, on a sway­ing tree, a whole fam­i­ly of growl­ing jaguars that clung with their claws to this frag­ile raft. Still far­ther off, a black speck al­most in­vis­i­ble at­tract­ed Wil­son’s at­ten­tion. It was Thal­cave and his faith­ful Thaou­ka, dis­ap­pear­ing in the dis­tance.

			“Thal­cave, friend Thal­cave!” cried Robert, stretch­ing out his hands to­wards the coura­geous Patag­o­ni­an.

			“He will be saved, Mr. Robert,” said Wil­son; “but let us join Lord Gle­nar­van.”

			A mo­ment af­ter, Robert and the sailor de­scend­ed the three sto­ries of branch­es and found them­selves among their com­pan­ions. Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, the ma­jor, Austin, and Mul­ready were seat­ed astrad­dle, or dan­gling in the branch­es, ac­cord­ing to their own in­cli­na­tions. Wil­son gave an ac­count of their vis­it to the top of the tree. All shared his opin­ion in re­gard to Thal­cave. The on­ly ques­tion was, whether Thal­cave would save Thaou­ka, or Thaou­ka Thal­cave.

			The present sit­u­a­tion of these refugees was un­de­ni­ably in­se­cure. The tree would not prob­a­bly give way to the force of the cur­rent, but the ris­ing wa­ters might reach the top branch­es, for the de­pres­sion of the soil made this part of the plain a deep reser­voir. Gle­nar­van’s first care, there­fore, was to es­tab­lish, by means of notch­es, points of com­par­i­son which en­abled him to note the dif­fer­ent heights of the wa­ter. The flood was now sta­tion­ary, and it ap­peared to have reached its great­est el­e­va­tion. This was en­cour­ag­ing.

			“And now what shall we do?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Build our nest, of course,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Build our nest!” cried Robert.

			“Cer­tain­ly, my boy, and live the life of birds, since we can­not live the life of fish­es.”

			“Very well,” said Gle­nar­van; “but who will give us our beakful?”

			“I,” replied the ma­jor.

			All eyes were turned to­wards Mac­N­abb, who was com­fort­ably seat­ed in a nat­u­ral arm­chair formed of two pli­ant branch­es, and with one hand was hold­ing out the wet though well-filled sad­dle­bags.

			“Ah, Mac­N­abb,” cried Gle­nar­van, “this is just like you! You think of ev­ery­thing, even un­der cir­cum­stances where it is al­low­able to for­get.”

			“As soon as it was de­cid­ed not to be drowned, I con­clud­ed not to die of hunger.”

			“I should not have thought of this,” said Pa­ganel, in­no­cent­ly; “but I am so ab­sent­mind­ed!”

			“And what do the sad­dle­bags con­tain?” in­quired Tom Austin.

			“Pro­vi­sions for sev­en men for two days,” replied Mac­N­abb.

			“Well,” said Gle­nar­van, “I hope that the in­un­da­tion will be con­sid­er­ably low­er twen­ty-four hours hence.”

			“Or that we shall find some means of gain­ing ter­ra fir­ma,” added Pa­ganel.

			“Our first busi­ness, then, is to break­fast,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Af­ter dry­ing our­selves,” ob­served the ma­jor.

			“And fire?” said Wil­son.

			“Why, we must make one,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Where?”

			“At the top of the trunk, of course.”

			“With what?”

			“With dead wood that we shall cut in the tree.”

			“But how kin­dle it?” said Gle­nar­van. “Our tin­der is like a wet sponge.”

			“We will man­age that,” an­swered Pa­ganel; “a lit­tle dry moss, a ray of sun­light, the lens of my tele­scope, and you will see by what a fire I will dry my­self. Who will go for wood in the for­est?”

			“I!” cried Robert, and, fol­lowed by his friend Wil­son, he dis­ap­peared like a cat in the depths of the fo­liage.

			Dur­ing their ab­sence Pa­ganel found dry moss in suf­fi­cient quan­ti­ty; he availed him­self of a ray of sun­light, which was easy, for the orb of day now shone with a vivid bright­ness, and then, with the aid of his lens, he kin­dled with­out dif­fi­cul­ty the com­bustible ma­te­ri­als which were laid on a bed of leaves in the fork of the branch­es. It was a nat­u­ral fire­place, with no dan­ger of con­fla­gra­tion.

			Wil­son and Robert soon re­turned with an arm­ful of dead wood, which was cast on the fire. Pa­ganel, to cause a draught, placed him­self above the fire­place, his long legs crossed in the Arab fash­ion; then, mov­ing his body rapid­ly up and down, he pro­duced, by means of his pon­cho, a strong cur­rent of air. The wood kin­dled, and a bright, roar­ing flame soon rose from this im­pro­vised oven. Each dried him­self in his own way, while the pon­chos, hung on the branch­es, swung to and fro in the breeze.

			They now break­fast­ed, spar­ing­ly how­ev­er, for they had to al­low for the fol­low­ing day. The im­mense basin might not per­haps be emp­ty so soon as Gle­nar­van hoped, and, more­over, the pro­vi­sions were lim­it­ed. The tree bore no fruit; but for­tu­nate­ly it af­ford­ed a re­mark­able sup­ply of fresh eggs, thanks to the nu­mer­ous nests that load­ed the branch­es, not to speak of their feath­ered oc­cu­pants. These re­sources were by no means to be de­spised. The ques­tion now was, there­fore, in case of a pro­longed stay, how to se­cure com­fort­able quar­ters.

			“Since the kitchen and din­ing-room are on the ground floor,” said Pa­ganel, “we will sleep in the first sto­ry. The house is large, the rent rea­son­able, and we must take our ease. I per­ceive that above there are nat­u­ral cra­dles, in which, when we have once laid our­selves, we shall sleep as well as in the best beds in the world. We have noth­ing to fear; more­over, we will keep watch, and there are enough of us to re­pulse all the wild an­i­mals.”

			“On­ly we have no arms,” said Tom Austin.

			“I have my re­volvers,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“And I mine,” replied Robert.

			“What use,” con­tin­ued Tom Austin, “if Mr. Pa­ganel does not find the means of man­u­fac­tur­ing pow­der?”

			“It is not nec­es­sary,” replied Mac­N­abb, show­ing a full flask.

			“Where did you get that, ma­jor?” in­quired Pa­ganel.

			“Of Thal­cave. He thought it might be use­ful to us, and gave it to me be­fore go­ing back to Thaou­ka.”

			“Brave and gen­er­ous In­di­an!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes,” added Tom Austin, “if all the Patag­o­ni­ans are fash­ioned af­ter this mod­el, I pay my re­spects to Patag­o­nia.”

			“I de­sire that the horse be not for­got­ten,” said Pa­ganel. “He forms part of the Patag­o­ni­an, and, if I am not great­ly mis­tak­en, we shall see them again.”

			“How far are we from the At­lantic?” in­quired the ma­jor.

			“Not more than forty miles,” an­swered Pa­ganel. “And now, my friends, since each is free to act, I ask per­mis­sion to leave you. I am go­ing to choose an ob­ser­va­to­ry above, and, with the aid of my tele­scope, will keep you ac­quaint­ed with what goes on here.”

			The ge­og­ra­pher was al­lowed to go. He very adroit­ly swung him­self from branch to branch, and dis­ap­peared be­hind the thick cur­tain of fo­liage. His com­pan­ions at once oc­cu­pied them­selves with mak­ing the sleep­ing-room and pre­par­ing their beds, which was nei­ther a dif­fi­cult nor a lengthy task. As there were no bed­clothes to fix nor fur­ni­ture to ar­range, each soon re­sumed his place by the fire.

			They then con­versed, but not about their present con­di­tion, which they must pa­tient­ly en­dure. They re­turned to the in­ex­haustible sub­ject of Cap­tain Grant’s re­cov­ery. If the wa­ters sub­sid­ed, in three days the trav­el­ers would be again on board the Dun­can. But the cap­tain and his two sailors, those un­for­tu­nate cast­aways, would not be with them; and it even seemed af­ter this fail­ure, af­ter this vain search in South Amer­i­ca, as if all hope of find­ing them were ir­re­vo­ca­bly lost. Whith­er di­rect a new search? What, too, would be the grief of La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant on learn­ing that the fu­ture had no hope in store for them!

			“Poor sis­ter!” ex­claimed Robert; “all is over for us!”

			Gle­nar­van, for the first time, had no con­sol­ing an­swer to make. What hope could he give the child? Had he not fol­lowed with rig­or­ous ex­ac­ti­tude the di­rec­tions of the doc­u­ment?

			“At all events,” said he, “this thir­ty-sev­enth de­gree of lat­i­tude is no vain in­di­ca­tion. Have we not sup­posed, in­ter­pret­ed, and as­cer­tained that it re­lates to the ship­wreck or the cap­tiv­i­ty of Cap­tain Grant? Have we not read it with our own eyes?”

			“All that is true, my lord,” replied Tom Austin; “nev­er­the­less our search has not suc­ceed­ed.”

			“It is dis­cour­ag­ing as well as an­noy­ing,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“An­noy­ing if you will,” replied Mac­N­abb, in a calm tone, “but not dis­cour­ag­ing. Pre­cise­ly be­cause we thus have a def­i­nite item, we must thor­ough­ly ex­haust all its in­struc­tions.”

			“What do you mean?” in­quired Gle­nar­van. “What do you think ought to be done?”

			“A very sim­ple and rea­son­able thing, my dear Ed­ward. Let us turn our faces to­wards the east, when we are on board the Dun­can, and fol­low the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel even around to our start­ing-point, if nec­es­sary.”

			“Do you think, my dear ma­jor, that I have not thought of this?” replied Gle­nar­van. “In­deed I have, a hun­dred times. But what chance have we of suc­ceed­ing? Is not leav­ing the Amer­i­can con­ti­nent de­part­ing from the place in­di­cat­ed by Cap­tain Grant him­self, from Patag­o­nia, so clear­ly named in the doc­u­ment?”

			“Do you wish to be­gin your search in the Pam­pas again,” replied the ma­jor, “when you are sure that the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia did not take place on the Pa­cif­ic or At­lantic coast?”

			Gle­nar­van did not an­swer.

			“And how­ev­er fee­ble the chance of find­ing Cap­tain Grant by fol­low­ing this lat­i­tude may be, still ought we not to at­tempt it?”

			“I do not de­ny it,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“And you, my friends,” added the ma­jor, ad­dress­ing the sailors, “are you not of my opin­ion?”

			“En­tire­ly,” an­swered Tom Austin, while Wil­son and Mul­ready nod­ded as­sent.

			“Lis­ten to me, my friends,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, af­ter a few mo­ments of re­flec­tion, “and you too, Robert, for this is a se­ri­ous ques­tion. I shall do ev­ery­thing pos­si­ble to find Cap­tain Grant, as I have un­der­tak­en to do, and shall de­vote my en­tire life, if nec­es­sary, to this ob­ject. All Scot­land would join me to save this no­ble man who sac­ri­ficed him­self for her. I too think, how­ev­er slight may be the chance, that we ought to make the tour of the world on the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel; and I shall do so. But this is not the point to be set­tled: there is a much more im­por­tant one, and it is this: Ought we once and for all to aban­don our search on the Amer­i­can con­ti­nent?”

			This ques­tion, so di­rect­ly asked, was unan­swered. No one dared to de­clare his opin­ion.

			“Well?” re­sumed Gle­nar­van, ad­dress­ing the ma­jor more es­pe­cial­ly.

			“My dear Ed­ward,” replied Mac­N­abb, “it would in­volve too great a re­spon­si­bil­i­ty to an­swer you now. The case re­quires con­sid­er­a­tion. But first of all I de­sire to know what coun­tries the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel cross­es.”

			“That is Pa­ganel’s busi­ness,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“Let us ask him, then,” said the ma­jor.

			The ge­og­ra­pher was no longer to be seen, as he was hid­den by the thick fo­liage. It was nec­es­sary to call him.

			“Pa­ganel! Pa­ganel!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Present!” an­swered a voice which seemed to come to them from the sky.

			“Where are you?”

			“In my tow­er.”

			“What are you do­ing?”

			“Sur­vey­ing the wide hori­zon.”

			“Can you come down a mo­ment?”

			“Do you need me?”

			“Yes.”

			“What for?”

			“To know what coun­tries the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel cross­es.”

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er,” replied Pa­ganel; “I need not even dis­turb my­self to tell you.”

			“Very well, then.”

			“Leav­ing Amer­i­ca, the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel cross­es the At­lantic.”

			“Good.”

			“It strikes Tris­tan d’Acun­ha Is­land.”

			“Well?”

			“It pass­es two de­grees to the south of the Cape of Good Hope.”

			“And then?”

			“It runs across the In­di­an Ocean.”

			“And then?”

			“It grazes St. Paul’s Is­land of the Am­s­ter­dam group.”

			“Go on.”

			“It cuts Aus­tralia across the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria.”

			“Pro­ceed.”

			“Leav­ing Aus­tralia—”

			This last sen­tence was not fin­ished. Did the ge­og­ra­pher hes­i­tate? Did he know no more? No; but a star­tling cry was heard in the top of the tree. Gle­nar­van and his friends grew pale as they gazed at each oth­er. Had a new calami­ty hap­pened? Had the un­for­tu­nate Pa­ganel fall­en? Al­ready Wil­son and Mul­ready were has­ten­ing to his as­sis­tance, when a long body ap­peared. Pa­ganel dan­gled from branch to branch. His hands could grasp noth­ing. Was he alive, or dead? They did not know; but he was about to fall in­to the roar­ing wa­ters, when the ma­jor, with a strong hand, ar­rest­ed his progress.

			“Very much obliged, Mac­N­abb!” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Why, what is the mat­ter with you?” said the ma­jor.

			“What has got in­to you? Is this an­oth­er of your eter­nal dis­trac­tions?”

			“Yes, yes,” replied Pa­ganel, in a voice choked with emo­tion (and leaves). “Yes, a dis­trac­tion—phe­nom­e­nal this time.”

			“What is it?”

			“We have been mis­tak­en! We are still mis­tak­en!”

			“Ex­plain your­self.”

			“Gle­nar­van, ma­jor, Robert, my friends,” cried Pa­ganel, “all you who hear me, we are seek­ing Cap­tain Grant where he is not.”

			“What do you say?” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Not on­ly where he is not,” added Pa­ganel, “but even where he has nev­er been.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				Pa­ganel’s Dis­clo­sure

			
			A pro­found as­ton­ish­ment greet­ed these un­ex­pect­ed words. What did the ge­og­ra­pher mean? Had he lost his sens­es? He spoke, how­ev­er, with such con­vic­tion that all eyes were turned to­wards Gle­nar­van. This dec­la­ra­tion of Pa­ganel was a di­rect an­swer to the ques­tion the for­mer had asked. But Gle­nar­van con­fined him­self to a neg­a­tive ges­ture, in­di­cat­ing dis­be­lief in the ge­og­ra­pher, who, as soon as he was mas­ter of his emo­tion, re­sumed.

			“Yes,” said he, in a tone of con­vic­tion, “yes, we have gone astray in our search, and have read in the doc­u­ment what is not writ­ten there.”

			“Ex­plain your­self, Pa­ganel,” said the ma­jor; “and more calm­ly.”

			“That is very sim­ple, ma­jor. Like you, I was in er­ror; like you, I struck up­on a false in­ter­pre­ta­tion. When, but a mo­ment ago, at the top of this tree, in an­swer to the ques­tion, at the word ‘Aus­tralia’ an idea flashed through my mind, and all was clear.”

			“What!” cried Gle­nar­van, “do you pre­tend that Cap­tain Grant—”

			“I pre­tend,” replied Pa­ganel, “that the word Aus­tral in the doc­u­ment is not com­plete, as we have hith­er­to sup­posed, but the root of the word Aus­tralia.”

			“This is some­thing sin­gu­lar,” said the ma­jor.

			“Sin­gu­lar!” replied Gle­nar­van, shrug­ging his shoul­ders; “it is sim­ply im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Im­pos­si­ble,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, “is a word that we do not al­low in France.”

			“What!” added Gle­nar­van, in a tone of the great­est in­creduli­ty, “do you pre­tend, with that doc­u­ment in your pos­ses­sion, that the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia took place on the shores of Aus­tralia?”

			“I am sure of it!” replied Pa­ganel.

			“By my faith, Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “this is a pre­ten­sion that as­ton­ish­es me great­ly, com­ing from the sec­re­tary of a ge­o­graph­i­cal so­ci­ety.”

			“Why?” in­quired Pa­ganel, touched in his sen­si­tive point.

			“Be­cause, if you ad­mit the word Aus­tralia, you ad­mit at the same time that there are In­di­ans in that coun­try, a fact which has not yet been proved.”

			Pa­ganel was by no means sur­prised at this ar­gu­ment. He seem­ing­ly ex­pect­ed it, and be­gan to smile.

			“My dear Gle­nar­van,” said he, “do not be too hasty in your tri­umph. I am go­ing to de­feat you com­plete­ly, as no En­glish­man has ev­er been de­feat­ed.”

			“I ask noth­ing bet­ter. De­feat me, Pa­ganel.”

			“Lis­ten, then. You say that the In­di­ans men­tioned in the doc­u­ment be­long ex­clu­sive­ly to Patag­o­nia. The in­com­plete word in­di does not mean In­di­ans, but na­tives (in­digènes). Now do you ad­mit that there are na­tives in Aus­tralia?”

			It must be con­fessed that Gle­nar­van now gazed fixed­ly at Pa­ganel.

			“Bra­vo, Pa­ganel!” said the ma­jor.

			“Do you ad­mit my in­ter­pre­ta­tion, my dear lord?”

			“Yes,” replied Gle­nar­van, “if you can prove to me that the im­per­fect word go­nie does not re­late to the coun­try of the Patag­o­ni­ans.”

			“No,” cried Pa­ganel, “it cer­tain­ly does not mean Patag­o­nia. Read any­thing you will but that.”

			“But what?”

			“Cos­mogo­nie! théo­go­nie! ag­o­nie!”

			“Ag­o­nie!” cried the ma­jor.

			“That is in­dif­fer­ent to me,” replied Pa­ganel; “the word has no im­por­tance. I shall not even search for what it may sig­ni­fy. The prin­ci­pal point is that Aus­tral means Aus­tralia, and we must have been blind­ly fol­low­ing a false trail, not to have dis­cov­ered be­fore so ev­i­dent a mean­ing. If I had found the doc­u­ment, if my judg­ment had not been set aside by your in­ter­pre­ta­tion, I should nev­er have un­der­stood it oth­er­wise.”

			This time cheers, con­grat­u­la­tions, and com­pli­ments greet­ed Pa­ganel’s words. Austin, the sailors, the ma­jor, and Robert es­pe­cial­ly, were de­light­ed to re­vive their hopes, and ap­plaud­ed the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher. Gle­nar­van, who had grad­u­al­ly been un­de­ceived, was, as he said, al­most ready to sur­ren­der.

			“One last re­mark, my dear Pa­ganel, and I have on­ly to bow be­fore your sagac­i­ty.”

			“Speak!”

			“How do you ar­range these new­ly-in­ter­pret­ed words, and in what way do you read the doc­u­ment?”

			“Noth­ing is eas­i­er. Here is the doc­u­ment,” said Pa­ganel, pro­duc­ing the pre­cious pa­per that he had stud­ied so con­sci­en­tious­ly for sev­er­al days. A pro­found si­lence en­sued, while the ge­og­ra­pher, col­lect­ing his thoughts, took his time to an­swer. His fin­ger fol­lowed the in­com­plete lines on the doc­u­ment, while, in a con­fi­dent tone, he ex­pressed him­self in the fol­low­ing terms:

			“ ‘June 7th, 1862, the brig Bri­tan­nia, of Glas­gow, foundered af­ter’—let us put, if you wish, ‘two days, three days,’ or, ‘a long strug­gle,’—it mat­ters lit­tle, it is quite unim­por­tant—‘on the coast of Aus­tralia. Di­rect­ing their course to shore, two sailors and Cap­tain Grant en­deav­ored to land,’ or ‘did land on the con­ti­nent, where they will be,’ or ‘are pris­on­ers of cru­el na­tives. They cast this doc­u­ment,’ and so forth. Is it clear?”

			“It is clear,” replied Gle­nar­van, “if the word con­ti­nent can be ap­plied to Aus­tralia, which is on­ly an is­land.”

			“Be as­sured, my dear Gle­nar­van, the best ge­og­ra­phers are agreed in nam­ing this is­land the Aus­tralian con­ti­nent.”

			“Then I have but one thing to say, my friends,” cried Gle­nar­van. “To Aus­tralia, and may Heav­en as­sist us!”

			“To Aus­tralia!” re­peat­ed his com­pan­ions, with one ac­cord.

			“Do you know, Pa­ganel,” added Gle­nar­van, “that your pres­ence on board the Dun­can is a prov­i­den­tial cir­cum­stance?”

			“Well,” replied Pa­ganel, “let us sup­pose that I am an en­voy of Prov­i­dence, and say no more about it.”

			Thus end­ed this con­ver­sa­tion, that in the fu­ture led to such great re­sults. It com­plete­ly changed the moral con­di­tion of the trav­el­ers. They had caught again the thread of the labyrinth in which they had thought them­selves for­ev­er lost. A new hope arose on the ru­ins of their fall­en projects. They could fear­less­ly leave be­hind them this Amer­i­can con­ti­nent, and al­ready all their thoughts flew away to the Aus­tralian land. On reach­ing the Dun­can, they would not bring de­spair on board, and La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant would not have to lament the ir­rev­o­ca­ble loss of the cap­tain. Thus they for­got the dan­gers of their sit­u­a­tion in their new­found joy, and their on­ly re­gret was that they could not start at once.

			It was now four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and they re­solved to take sup­per at six. Pa­ganel wished to cel­e­brate this joy­ful day by a splen­did ban­quet. As the bill of fare was very lim­it­ed, he pro­posed to Robert that they should go hunt­ing “in the neigh­bor­ing for­est,” at which idea the boy clapped his hands. They took Thal­cave’s pow­der-flask, cleaned the re­volvers, load­ed them with fine shot, and start­ed.

			“Do not go far,” said the ma­jor, grave­ly, to the two hunts­men.

			Af­ter their de­par­ture Gle­nar­van and Mac­N­abb went to con­sult the notch­es on the tree, while Wil­son and Mul­ready re­vived the smoul­der­ing em­bers.

			Ar­riv­ing at the sur­face of this im­mense lake, they saw no sign of abate­ment. The wa­ters seemed to have at­tained their high­est el­e­va­tion; but the vi­o­lence with which they rolled from south to north proved that the equi­lib­ri­um of the Ar­gen­tine rivers was not yet es­tab­lished. Be­fore the liq­uid mass could low­er, it must first be­come calm, like the sea when flood-tide ends and ebb be­gins. They could not, there­fore, ex­pect a sub­si­dence of the wa­ters so long as they flowed to­wards the north with such swift­ness.

			While Gle­nar­van and the ma­jor were mak­ing these ob­ser­va­tions, re­ports re­sound­ed in the tree, ac­com­pa­nied by cries of joy al­most as noisy. The clear tre­ble of Robert con­trast­ed sharply with the deep bass of Pa­ganel, and the strife was which should be the most boy­ish. The hunt promised well, and gave hopes of culi­nary won­ders.

			When the ma­jor and Gle­nar­van re­turned to the fire, they had to con­grat­u­late Wil­son up­on an ex­cel­lent idea. The hon­est sailor had de­vot­ed him­self to fish­ing with won­der­ful suc­cess, with the aid of a pin and a piece of string. Sev­er­al dozen of lit­tle fish, del­i­cate as smelts, called mo­jar­ras, wrig­gled in a fold of his pon­cho, and seemed like­ly to make an ex­quis­ite dish.

			At this mo­ment the hunters de­scend­ed from the top of the tree. Pa­ganel care­ful­ly car­ried some black swal­lows’ eggs and a string of spar­rows, which he meant af­ter­wards to serve up as larks. Robert had adroit­ly brought down sev­er­al pairs of jilgueros—lit­tle green-and-yel­low birds, which are ex­cel­lent eat­ing, and very much in de­mand in the Mon­te­v­ideo mar­ket. The ge­og­ra­pher, who knew many ways of pre­par­ing eggs, had to con­fine him­self this time to cook­ing them in the hot ash­es. How­ev­er, the repast was as var­ied as it was del­i­cate. The dried meat, the hard eggs, the broiled mo­jar­ras, and the roast spar­rows and jilgueros, formed a repast which was long re­mem­bered.

			The con­ver­sa­tion was very an­i­mat­ed. Pa­ganel was great­ly com­pli­ment­ed in his twofold ca­pac­i­ty of hunter and cook, and ac­cept­ed these en­comi­ums with the mod­esty that be­longs to true mer­it. Then he gave him­self up to sin­gu­lar ob­ser­va­tions on the mag­nif­i­cent tree that shel­tered them with its fo­liage, and whose ex­tent, as he de­clared, was im­mense.

			“Robert and I,” said he jok­ing­ly, “imag­ined our­selves in the open for­est dur­ing the hunt. One mo­ment I thought we should be lost. I could not find my way. The sun was de­clin­ing to­wards the hori­zon. I sought in vain to re­trace my steps. Hunger made it­self felt acute­ly. Al­ready the gloomy cop­pices were re­sound­ing with the growls of fe­ro­cious beasts—but no, there are no fe­ro­cious beasts, and I am sor­ry.”

			“What!” cried Gle­nar­van, “you are sor­ry there are no fe­ro­cious beasts?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“But, when you have ev­ery­thing to fear from their fe­roc­i­ty—”

			“Fe­roc­i­ty does not ex­ist—sci­en­tif­i­cal­ly speak­ing,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Ha! this time, Pa­ganel,” said the ma­jor, “you will not make me ad­mit the util­i­ty of fe­ro­cious beasts. What are they good for?”

			“Ma­jor,” cried Pa­ganel, “they are good to form clas­si­fi­ca­tions, or­ders, fam­i­lies, gen­era, sub­gen­era, species—”

			“Very fine!” said Mac­N­abb. “I should not have thought of that! If I had been one of Noah’s com­pan­ions at the time of the del­uge, I should cer­tain­ly have pre­vent­ed that im­pru­dent pa­tri­arch from putting in­to the ark pairs of tigers, li­ons, bears, pan­thers, and oth­er an­i­mals as de­struc­tive as they were use­less.”

			“Should you have done so?” in­quired Pa­ganel.

			“I should.”

			“Well, you would have been wrong in a zo­o­log­i­cal point of view.”

			“But not in a hu­man one.”

			“This is shock­ing,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel; “for my part, I should have pre­served all the an­i­mals be­fore the del­uge of which we are so un­for­tu­nate­ly de­prived.”

			“I tell you,” replied Mac­N­abb, “that Noah was right in aban­don­ing them to their fate, ad­mit­ting that they lived in his time.”

			“I tell you that Noah was wrong,” re­tort­ed Pa­ganel, “and de­serves the male­dic­tion of schol­ars to the end of time.”

			The lis­ten­ers to this ar­gu­ment could not help laugh­ing at see­ing the two friends dis­pute about what Noah ought to have done or left un­done. The ma­jor, who had nev­er ar­gued with any­one in his life, con­trary to all his prin­ci­ples, was ev­ery day at war with Pa­ganel, who must have par­tic­u­lar­ly ex­cit­ed him.

			Gle­nar­van, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, in­ter­rupt­ed the de­bate, and said—

			“How­ev­er much it is to be re­gret­ted, in a sci­en­tif­ic or hu­man point of view, that we are de­prived of fe­ro­cious an­i­mals, we must be re­signed to­day to their ab­sence. Pa­ganel could not hope to en­counter any in this aeri­al for­est.”

			“No,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, “al­though we beat the bush. It is a pity, for it would have been a glo­ri­ous hunt. A fe­ro­cious man-eater like the jaguar! With one blow of his paw he can twist the neck of a horse. When he has tast­ed hu­man flesh, how­ev­er, he re­turns to it ravenous­ly. What he likes best is the In­di­an, then the ne­gro, then the mu­lat­to, and then the white man.”

			“How­ev­er that may be, my good Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “so long as there are no In­di­ans, mu­lat­toes, or ne­groes among us, I re­joice in the ab­sence of your dear jaguars. Our sit­u­a­tion is not, of course, so agree­able—”

			“What!” cried Pa­ganel, “you com­plain of your lot?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Gle­nar­van. “Are you at your ease in these un­com­fort­able and un­cush­ioned branch­es?”

			“I have nev­er been more so, even in my own study. We lead the life of birds; we sing and flut­ter about. I al­most think that men were des­tined to live in the trees.”

			“They on­ly want wings,” said the ma­jor.

			“They will make them some day.”

			“In the mean­time,” replied Gle­nar­van, “per­mit me, my dear friend, to pre­fer the sand of a park, the floor of a house, or the deck of a ves­sel to this aeri­al abode.”

			“Gle­nar­van,” said Pa­ganel, “we must take things as they come. If fa­vor­able, so much the bet­ter; if un­fa­vor­able, we must not mind it. I see you long for the com­forts of Mal­colm Cas­tle.”

			“No, but—”

			“I am cer­tain that Robert is per­fect­ly hap­py,” in­ter­rupt­ed Pa­ganel, to se­cure one ad­vo­cate, at least, of his the­o­ries.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel!” cried the boy, in a joy­ful tone.

			“It is nat­u­ral at his age,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“And at mine,” added the ge­og­ra­pher. “The less ease we have, the few­er wants; the few­er wants, the hap­pi­er we are.”

			“Well,” said the ma­jor, “here is Pa­ganel go­ing to make an at­tack up­on rich­es and gild­ed splen­dor.”

			“No, my dear ma­jor,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel; “but, if you wish, I will tell you, in this con­nec­tion, a lit­tle Arab sto­ry that oc­curs to me.”

			“Yes, yes, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” cried Robert.

			“And what will your sto­ry prove?” asked the ma­jor.

			“What all sto­ries prove, my brave com­pan­ion.”

			“Not much, then,” replied Mac­N­abb. “But go on, Scheherezade, and tell one of those sto­ries that you re­late so well.”

			“There was once up­on a time,” said Pa­ganel, “a son of the great Haroun-al-Raschid who was not hap­py. He ac­cord­ing­ly con­sult­ed an old dervish, who told him that hap­pi­ness was a very dif­fi­cult thing to find in this world. ‘How­ev­er,’ added he, ‘I know an in­fal­li­ble way to pro­cure you hap­pi­ness.’ ‘What is it?’ in­quired the young prince. ‘It is,’ replied the dervish, ‘to put on the shirt of a hap­py man.’ There­upon the prince em­braced the old man, and set out in search of his tal­is­man. He vis­it­ed all the cap­i­tals of the earth; he tried the shirts of kings, em­per­ors, princes, and no­bles; but it was a use­less task, he was no hap­pi­er. Then he put on the shirts of artists, war­riors, and mer­chants, but with no more suc­cess. He had thus trav­eled far, with­out find­ing hap­pi­ness. At last, des­per­ate from hav­ing tried so many shirts, he was re­turn­ing very sad­ly one beau­ti­ful day to the palace of his fa­ther, when he spied in the field an hon­est la­bor­er, who was joy­ous­ly singing as he ploughed. ‘Here is, at all events, a man who pos­sess­es hap­pi­ness,’ said he to him­self, ‘or hap­pi­ness does not ex­ist on earth.’ He ap­proached him. ‘Good man,’ said he, ‘are you hap­py?’ ‘Yes,’ replied the oth­er. ‘You wish for noth­ing?’ ‘No.’ ‘You would not change your lot for that of a king?’ ‘Nev­er!’ ‘Well, sell me your shirt!’ ‘My shirt! I have none!’ ”

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				Be­tween Fire and Wa­ter

			
			Jacques Pa­ganel’s sto­ry had a very great suc­cess. He was great­ly ap­plaud­ed, but each re­tained his own opin­ion, and the ge­og­ra­pher ob­tained the re­sult com­mon to most dis­cus­sions—of con­vinc­ing no­body. How­ev­er, they were agreed on this point, that it was nec­es­sary to have courage for ev­ery for­tune, and be con­tent­ed with a tree when one has nei­ther palace nor cot­tage.

			Dur­ing the course of this con­fab­u­la­tion evening had come on. On­ly a good sleep could thor­ough­ly re­fresh, af­ter this event­ful day. The in­mates of the tree felt them­selves not on­ly fa­tigued by the sud­den changes of the in­un­da­tion, but es­pe­cial­ly over­come by the heat, which had been ex­ces­sive. Their feath­ered com­pan­ions had al­ready set the ex­am­ple; the jilgueros, those nightin­gales of the Pam­pas, had ceased their melo­di­ous war­blings, and all the birds had dis­ap­peared in the re­cess­es of the fo­liage. The best plan was to im­i­tate them.

			But be­fore “re­tir­ing to their nest,” as Pa­ganel said, Gle­nar­van, Robert, and he climbed to the ob­ser­va­to­ry, to ex­am­ine for the last time the wa­tery ex­panse. It was about nine o’clock. The sun had just set in the sparkling mists of the hori­zon, and all the west­ern part of the fir­ma­ment was bathed in a warm va­por. The con­stel­la­tions, usu­al­ly so daz­zling, seemed veiled in a soft haze. Still they could be dis­tin­guished, and Pa­ganel point­ed out to Robert, for Gle­nar­van’s ben­e­fit, that zone where the stars are most bril­liant.

			While the ge­og­ra­pher was dis­cours­ing thus, the whole east­ern hori­zon as­sumed a stormy as­pect. A dense and dark band, clear­ly de­fined, grad­u­al­ly rose, dim­ming the light of the stars. This cloud of threat­en­ing ap­pear­ance soon in­vad­ed al­most the en­tire vault of the sky. Its mo­tive pow­er must have been in­her­ent in it­self, for there was not a breath of wind. Not a leaf stirred on the tree, not a rip­ple curled the sur­face of the wa­ters. Even the air seemed to fail, as if some huge pneu­mat­ic ma­chine had rar­efied it. A strong elec­tric cur­rent was per­cep­ti­ble in the at­mos­phere, and ev­ery crea­ture felt it course along the nerves. Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, and Robert were sen­si­bly af­fect­ed by these elec­tric cur­rents.

			“We shall have a storm,” said Pa­ganel.

			“You are not afraid of thun­der?” asked Gle­nar­van of the boy.

			“Oh, no, my lord,” replied Robert.

			“Well, so much the bet­ter; for the storm is now not far dis­tant.”

			“And it will be vi­o­lent,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, “so far as I can judge from the state of the sky.”

			“It is not the storm that trou­bles me,” said Gle­nar­van, “but the tor­rents of rain with which it will be ac­com­pa­nied. We shall be drenched to the skin again. What­ev­er you may say, Pa­ganel, a nest can­not suf­fice a man, as you will soon learn to your cost.”

			“Oh, yes, it can, with phi­los­o­phy,” briskly replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Phi­los­o­phy does not pre­vent you from get­ting wet.”

			“No, but it warms you.”

			“Well, then,” said Gle­nar­van, “let us join our friends and per­suade them to en­vel­op us with their phi­los­o­phy and their pon­chos as close­ly as pos­si­ble, and es­pe­cial­ly to lay in a stock of pa­tience, for we shall need it.”

			So say­ing, he gave an­oth­er look at the threat­en­ing sky. The mass of clouds now cov­ered it en­tire­ly. A faint line of light to­wards the hori­zon was scarce­ly dis­cernible in the dim­ness. The som­bre ap­pear­ance of the wa­ter had in­creased, and be­tween the dark mass be­low and the clouds above there was scarce­ly a sep­a­ra­tion. At the same time all per­cep­tion seemed dulled; and a lead­en tor­por rest­ed up­on both eyes and ears, while the si­lence was pro­found.

			“Let us go down,” said Gle­nar­van; “the light­ning will soon be here.”

			His two com­pan­ions and him­self slid down the smooth branch­es, and were some­what sur­prised to find them­selves in a re­mark­able kind of twi­light, which was pro­duced by myr­i­ads of lu­mi­nous ob­jects that crossed each oth­er and buzzed on the sur­face of the wa­ter.

			“Phos­pho­res­cences?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“No,” replied Pa­ganel, “but phos­pho­res­cent in­sects, re­al glow­worms—liv­ing di­a­monds, and not ex­pen­sive, of which the ladies of Buenos Aires make mag­nif­i­cent or­na­ments for them­selves.”

			“What!” cried Robert, “are these things, that fly like sparks, in­sects?”

			“Yes, my boy.”

			Robert caught one of the bril­liant crea­tures. Pa­ganel was right. It was a kind of large bee­tle, an inch in length, to which the In­di­ans give the name of tu­co-tu­co. This cu­ri­ous in­sect threw out flash­es at two points sit­u­at­ed in front of its sheath, and its light would have en­abled one to read in the dark­ness. Pa­ganel, on bring­ing it close to his watch, saw that it was ten o’clock.

			Gle­nar­van now joined the ma­jor and the three sailors, and gave them in­struc­tions for the night. A ter­ri­ble storm was to be ex­pect­ed. Af­ter the first rollings of the thun­der, the wind would doubt­less break forth and the tree be vi­o­lent­ly shak­en. It was, there­fore, ad­vis­able for ev­ery­one to tie him­self firm­ly to the bed of branch­es that had been ap­pro­pri­at­ed to him. If they could not avoid the tor­rents of the sky, they must at least guard against those of the earth, and not fall in­to the rapid cur­rent that broke against the trunk of the tree. They wished each oth­er good night with­out much hope of pass­ing one, and then each, get­ting in­to his aeri­al rest­ing-place, wrapped him­self in his pon­cho and wait­ed for sleep.

			But the ap­proach of a mighty tem­pest brings to the hearts of most sen­tient be­ings a vague anx­i­ety of which the bravest can­not di­vest them­selves. The oc­cu­pants of the tree, ag­i­tat­ed and fear­ful, could not close their eyes, and the first thun­der­clap found them all awake. It took place about eleven o’clock, re­sem­bling a dis­tant rum­bling. Gle­nar­van climbed to the end of the branch, and peered out from the fo­liage. The dark fir­ma­ment was fit­ful­ly il­lu­mined by vivid and bril­liant flash­es, which the wa­ters bright­ly re­flect­ed, and which dis­closed great rifts in the clouds. Gle­nar­van, af­ter sur­vey­ing the zenith and the hori­zon, re­turned to his couch.

			“What do you think, Gle­nar­van?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“I think that the storm is be­gin­ning, and, if it con­tin­ues, it will be ter­ri­ble.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” replied the en­thu­si­as­tic Pa­ganel. “I like a fine spec­ta­cle, es­pe­cial­ly when I can­not avoid it. On­ly one thing would make me anx­ious, if anx­i­ety served to avert dan­ger,” added he, “and that is, that the cul­mi­nat­ing point of this plain is the om­bu up­on which we are perched. A light­ning-con­duc­tor would be very use­ful here, for this very tree among all those of the Pam­pas is the one that par­tic­u­lar­ly at­tracts the light­ning. And then, as you are aware, my friends, me­te­o­rol­o­gists ad­vise us not to take refuge un­der trees dur­ing a storm.”

			“Well,” said the ma­jor, “that is time­ly ad­vice.”

			“It must be con­fessed, Pa­ganel,” replied Gle­nar­van, “that you choose a good time to tell us these en­cour­ag­ing things!”

			“Bah!” replied Pa­ganel; “all times are good to re­ceive in­for­ma­tion. Ah, it is be­gin­ning!”

			Vi­o­lent thun­der­claps in­ter­rupt­ed this con­ver­sa­tion, and their in­ten­si­ty in­creased till they reached the most deaf­en­ing peals. They soon be­came sonorous, and made the at­mos­phere vi­brate in rapid os­cil­la­tions. The fir­ma­ment was on fire, and dur­ing this com­mo­tion it was im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish from what elec­tric spark em­anat­ed the in­def­i­nite­ly-pro­longed rum­blings that re­ver­ber­at­ed through­out the abysses of the sky.

			The in­ces­sant flash­es as­sumed var­i­ous forms. Some, dart­ing per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly to­wards the earth, were re­peat­ed five or six times in the same place; oth­ers, sep­a­rat­ing in­to a thou­sand dif­fer­ent branch­es, spread in zigzag lines and pro­duced on the dark vault of the heav­ens as­ton­ish­ing jets of ar­bores­cent flame. Soon the sky, from east to north, was crossed by a phos­pho­res­cent band of in­tense bril­lian­cy. This il­lu­mi­na­tion grad­u­al­ly over­spread the en­tire hori­zon, light­ing up the clouds like a bon­fire, and was re­flect­ed in the mir­ror-like wa­ters, form­ing what seemed to be an im­mense cir­cle of fire, of which the tree oc­cu­pied the cen­tre.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions watched this ter­rif­ic spec­ta­cle in si­lence. Sheets of daz­zling light glid­ed to­wards them, and blind­ing flash­es fol­lowed in rapid suc­ces­sion, now show­ing the calm coun­te­nance of the ma­jor, then the spec­u­la­tive face of Pa­ganel or the en­er­get­ic fea­tures of Gle­nar­van, and again the fright­ened look of Robert or the un­con­cerned ex­pres­sion of the sailors. The rain, how­ev­er, did not fall as yet, nor had the wind risen. But soon the flood­gates of the heav­ens opened, and the rain came down in tor­rents, the drops, as they struck the sur­face of the wa­ter, re­bound­ing in thou­sands of sparks il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the in­ces­sant light­ning.

			Did this rain pre­dict the end of the storm? Were Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions to be re­leased with a few thor­ough drench­ings? At the height of this strug­gle of the el­e­ments, sud­den­ly there ap­peared at the end of the branch which ex­tend­ed hor­i­zon­tal­ly, a flam­ing globe, of the size of a fist, and sur­round­ed by a black smoke. This ball, af­ter re­volv­ing a few mo­ments, burst like a bomb­shell, and with a noise that was dis­tin­guish­able in the midst of the gen­er­al tu­mult. A sul­phurous va­por filled the at­mos­phere. There was a mo­ment of si­lence, and then Tom Austin was heard cry­ing—

			“The tree is on fire!”

			He was right. In a mo­ment the flame, as if it had been com­mu­ni­cat­ed to an im­mense piece of fire­works, spread along the west side of the tree. The dead limbs, the nests of dry grass, and fi­nal­ly the live wood it­self, fur­nished ma­te­ri­al for the de­vour­ing el­e­ment.

			The wind now rose and fanned the flames in­to fury. Gle­nar­van and his friends, speech­less with ter­ror, and ven­tur­ing up­on limbs that bent be­neath their weight, hasti­ly took refuge in the oth­er, the east­ern part of the tree.

			Mean­time the boughs shriv­eled, crack­led, and twist­ed in the fire like burn­ing ser­pents. The glow­ing frag­ments fell in­to the rush­ing wa­ters and float­ed away in the cur­rent, send­ing forth flash­es of rud­dy light. The flames at one mo­ment would rise to a fear­ful height, to be lost in the aeri­al con­fla­gra­tion, and the next, beat­en back by the fu­ri­ous hur­ri­cane, would en­vel­op the tree like a robe of molten gold.

			Gle­nar­van, Robert, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and the sailors, were ter­ri­fied. A thick smoke was sti­fling them; an in­tol­er­a­ble heat was scorch­ing them. The fire was ex­tend­ing to the low­er part of the tree on their side; noth­ing could stop or ex­tin­guish it; and they felt them­selves ir­re­vo­ca­bly doomed to the tor­ture of those vic­tims who are con­fined with­in the burn­ing sides of a sac­ri­fi­cial fire-bas­ket.

			At last their sit­u­a­tion was no longer ten­able, and of two deaths they were forced to choose the least cru­el.

			“To the wa­ter!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			Wil­son, whom the flames had reached, had al­ready plunged in­to the cur­rent, when they heard him cry, in tones of the great­est ter­ror—

			“Help! help!”

			Austin rushed to­wards him and as­sist­ed him to re­gain the trunk.

			“What is the mat­ter?”

			“Cay­mans! cay­mans!” replied Wil­son. And, in truth, the foot of the tree was seen to be sur­round­ed by the most for­mi­da­ble mon­sters. Their scales glit­tered in broad plates of light, sharply de­fined by the con­fla­gra­tion. Their flat tails, their point­ed heads, their pro­trud­ing eyes, their jaws, ex­tend­ing back of their ears, all these char­ac­ter­is­tic signs were un­mis­tak­able. Pa­ganel rec­og­nized the vo­ra­cious al­li­ga­tors pe­cu­liar to Amer­i­ca, and called cay­mans in Span­ish coun­tries. There were a dozen of them, beat­ing the wa­ter with their pow­er­ful tails, and at­tack­ing the tree with their ter­ri­ble teeth.

			At this sight the un­for­tu­nate trav­el­ers felt them­selves lost in­deed. A hor­ri­ble death was in store for them—to per­ish ei­ther by the flames or by the teeth of the al­li­ga­tors. There are cir­cum­stances in which man is pow­er­less to strug­gle, and where a rag­ing el­e­ment can on­ly be re­pulsed by an­oth­er equal­ly strong. Gle­nar­van, with a wild look, gazed at the fire and wa­ter leagued against him, not know­ing what aid to im­plore of Heav­en.

			The storm had now be­gun to abate; but it had de­vel­oped in the air a great quan­ti­ty of va­por, which the elec­tric phe­nom­e­na were about to set in vi­o­lent com­mo­tion. To the south an enor­mous wa­ter­spout was grad­u­al­ly form­ing—an in­vert­ed cone of mist, unit­ing the rag­ing wa­ters be­low to the stormy clouds above. It ad­vanced re­volv­ing with fright­ful ra­pid­i­ty, col­lect­ed at its cen­tre a liq­uid col­umn, and by a pow­er­ful at­trac­tion, caused by its gy­ra­to­ry mo­tion, drew to­wards it all the sur­round­ing cur­rents of air.

			In a few mo­ments the gi­gan­tic wa­ter­spout struck the om­bu and en­veloped it in its wa­tery folds. The tree was shak­en to its very base, so that Gle­nar­van might have thought that the al­li­ga­tors had at­tacked it with their pow­er­ful jaws and were up­root­ing it from the ground. His com­pan­ions and he, cling­ing to one an­oth­er, felt the mighty tree give way and fall, and saw its flam­ing branch­es plunge in­to the tu­mul­tuous wa­ters with a fright­ful hiss. It was the work of a sec­ond. The wa­ter­spout had passed, to ex­ert else­where its de­struc­tive vi­o­lence, and pump­ing the wa­ters of the plain as if it would ex­haust them.

			The tree now, loos­ened from its moor­ings, float­ed on­ward un­der the com­bined im­puls­es of wind and cur­rent. The al­li­ga­tors had fled, ex­cept one which crawled along the up­turned roots and ad­vanced with open jaws; but Mul­ready, seiz­ing a large brand, struck the crea­ture so pow­er­ful a blow that he broke its back. The van­quished an­i­mal sank in the ed­dies of the tor­rent, still lash­ing his for­mi­da­ble tail with ter­ri­ble vi­o­lence.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, de­liv­ered from these vo­ra­cious crea­tures, took refuge on the branch­es to lee­ward of the fire, while the tree, wrapped by the blast of the hur­ri­cane in glow­ing sheets of flame, float­ed on like a burn­ing ship in the dark­ness of the night.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				The Re­turn on Board

			
			For two hours the tree float­ed on the im­mense lake with­out reach­ing ter­ra fir­ma. The flames had grad­u­al­ly died out, and thus the prin­ci­pal dan­ger of this ter­ri­ble voy­age had van­ished. The cur­rent, still keep­ing its orig­i­nal di­rec­tion, flowed from south­west to north­east; the dark­ness, though il­lu­mined now and then by flash­es, had be­come pro­found, and Pa­ganel sought in vain for his bear­ings. But the storm was abat­ing, the large drops of rain gave place to light spray that was scat­tered by the wind, while the huge dis­tend­ed clouds were crossed by light bands.

			The tree ad­vanced rapid­ly on the im­petu­ous tor­rent, glid­ing with sur­pris­ing swift­ness, as if some pow­er­ful pro­pel­ling means were en­closed with­in its trunk. There was as yet no cer­tain­ty that they would not float on thus for many days. About three o’clock in the morn­ing, how­ev­er, the ma­jor ob­served that the roots now and then struck the bot­tom. Tom Austin, by means of a long branch, care­ful­ly sound­ed, and de­clared that the wa­ter was grow­ing shal­low. Twen­ty min­utes lat­er, a shock was felt, and the progress of the tree was checked.

			“Land! land!” cried Pa­ganel, in ring­ing tones.

			The ends of the charred branch­es had struck against a hillock on the ground, and nev­er were nav­i­ga­tors more de­light­ed to land. Al­ready Robert and Wil­son, hav­ing reached a firm plateau, were ut­ter­ing shouts of joy, when a well-known whis­tle was heard. The sound of a horse’s hoofs was heard up­on the plain, and the tall form of the In­di­an emerged from the dark­ness.

			“Thal­cave!” cried Robert.

			“Thal­cave!” re­peat­ed his com­pan­ions, as with one voice.

			“Friends!” said the Patag­o­ni­an, who had wait­ed for them there, know­ing that the cur­rent would car­ry them as it had car­ried him.

			At the same mo­ment he raised Robert in his arms and clasped him to his breast. Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, and the sailors, de­light­ed to see their faith­ful guide again, shook his hands with the most earnest cor­dial­i­ty. The Patag­o­ni­an then con­duct­ed them to an aban­doned es­tancia. Here a good fire was burn­ing, which re­vived them, and on the coals were roast­ing suc­cu­lent slices of veni­son, to which they did am­ple jus­tice. And when their re­freshed minds be­gan to re­flect, they could scarce­ly be­lieve that they had es­caped so many per­ils—the fire, the wa­ter, and the for­mi­da­ble al­li­ga­tors.

			Thal­cave, in a few words, told his sto­ry to Pa­ganel, and as­cribed to his in­trepid horse all the hon­or of hav­ing saved him. Pa­ganel then en­deav­ored to ex­plain to him the new in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the doc­u­ment, and the hopes it led them to en­ter­tain. Did the In­di­an un­der­stand the ge­og­ra­pher’s in­ge­nious sup­po­si­tions? It was very doubt­ful; but he saw his friends hap­py and very con­fi­dent, and he de­sired noth­ing more.

			It may be eas­i­ly be­lieved that these coura­geous trav­el­ers, af­ter their day of rest on the tree, need­ed no urg­ing to re­sume their jour­ney. At eight o’clock in the morn­ing they were ready to start. They were too far south to pro­cure means of trans­port, and were there­fore obliged to trav­el on foot. The dis­tance, how­ev­er, was on­ly forty miles, and Thaou­ka would not refuse to car­ry from time to time a tired pedes­tri­an. In thir­ty-six hours they would reach the shores of the At­lantic.

			As soon as re­freshed the guide and his com­pan­ions left be­hind them the im­mense basin, still cov­ered with the wa­ters, and pro­ceed­ed across el­e­vat­ed plains, on which, here and there, were seen groves plant­ed by Eu­ro­peans, mead­ows, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly na­tive trees. Thus the day passed.

			The next morn­ing, fif­teen miles be­fore reach­ing the ocean, its prox­im­i­ty was per­cep­ti­ble. They has­tened on in or­der to reach Lake Sal­a­do, on the shores of the At­lantic, the same day. They were be­gin­ning to feel fa­tigued, when they per­ceived sand-hills that hid the foam­ing waves, and soon the pro­longed mur­mur of the ris­ing tide struck up­on their ears.

			“The ocean!” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, the ocean!” replied Thal­cave.

			And these wan­der­ers, whose strength had seemed al­most about to fail, climbed the mounds with won­der­ful agili­ty. But the dark­ness was pro­found, and their eyes wan­dered in vain over the gloomy ex­panse. They looked for the Dun­can, but could not dis­cern her.

			“She is there, at all events,” said Gle­nar­van, “wait­ing for us.”

			“We shall see her to­mor­row,” replied Mac­N­abb.

			Tom Austin shout­ed sea­ward, but re­ceived no an­swer. The wind was very strong, and the sea tem­pes­tu­ous. The clouds were driv­ing from the west, and the foam­ing crests of the waves broke over the beach in mass­es of spray. If the Dun­can was at the ap­point­ed ren­dezvous, the look­out man could nei­ther hear nor be heard. The coast af­ford­ed no shel­ter. There was no bay, no har­bor, no cove; not even a creek. The beach con­sist­ed of long sand­banks that were lost in the sea, and the vicin­i­ty of which is more dan­ger­ous than that of the rocks in the face of wind and tide. These banks, in fact, in­crease the waves; the sea is pe­cu­liar­ly bois­ter­ous around them, and ships are sure to be lost if they strike on these bars in heavy storms.

			It was there­fore very nat­u­ral that the Dun­can, con­sid­er­ing this coast dan­ger­ous, and know­ing it to be with­out a port of shel­ter, kept at a dis­tance. Cap­tain Man­gles must have kept to the wind­ward as far as pos­si­ble. This was Tom Austin’s opin­ion, and he de­clared that the Dun­can was not less than five miles at sea.

			The ma­jor, ac­cord­ing­ly, per­suad­ed his im­pa­tient rel­a­tive to be re­signed, as there was no way of dis­si­pat­ing the thick dark­ness. And why weary their eyes in scan­ning the gloomy hori­zon? He es­tab­lished a kind of en­camp­ment in the shel­ter of the sand-hills; the re­mains of the pro­vi­sions fur­nished them a fi­nal repast; and then each, fol­low­ing the ma­jor’s ex­am­ple, hol­lowed out a com­fort­able bed in the sand, and, cov­er­ing him­self up to his chin, was soon wrapped in pro­found re­pose.

			Gle­nar­van watched alone. The wind con­tin­ued strong, and the ocean still showed the ef­fects of the re­cent storm. The tu­mul­tuous waves broke at the foot of the sand­banks with the noise of thun­der. Gle­nar­van could not con­vince him­self that the Dun­can was so near him; but as for sup­pos­ing that she had not ar­rived at her ap­point­ed ren­dezvous, it was im­pos­si­ble, for such a ship there were no de­lays. The storm had cer­tain­ly been vi­o­lent and its fury ter­ri­ble on the vast ex­panse of the ocean, but the yacht was a good ves­sel and her cap­tain an able sea­man; she must, there­fore, be at her des­ti­na­tion.

			These re­flec­tions, how­ev­er, did not paci­fy Gle­nar­van. When heart and rea­son are at vari­ance, the lat­ter is the weak­er pow­er. The lord of Mal­colm Cas­tle seemed to see in the dark­ness all those whom he loved, his dear He­le­na, Mary Grant, and the crew of the Dun­can. He wan­dered along the bar­ren coast which the waves cov­ered with phos­pho­res­cent bub­bles. He looked, he lis­tened, and even thought that he saw a fit­ful light on the sea.

			“I am not mis­tak­en,” he so­lil­o­quized; “I saw a ship’s light, the Dun­can’s. Ah! why can­not my eyes pierce the dark­ness?”

			Then an idea oc­curred to him. Pa­ganel called him­self a nyc­talops; he could see in the night.

			The ge­og­ra­pher was sleep­ing like a mole in his bed, when a strong hand dragged him from his sandy couch.

			“Who is that?” cried he.

			“I.”

			“Who?”

			“Gle­nar­van. Come, I need your eyes.”

			“My eyes?” replied Pa­ganel, rub­bing them vig­or­ous­ly.

			“Yes, your eyes, to dis­tin­guish the Dun­can in this dark­ness. Come.”

			“And why my eyes?” said Pa­ganel to him­self, de­light­ed, nev­er­the­less, to be of ser­vice to Gle­nar­van.

			He rose, shak­ing his tor­pid limbs in the man­ner of one awak­ened from sleep, and fol­lowed his friend along the shore. Gle­nar­van re­quest­ed him to sur­vey the dark hori­zon to sea­ward. For sev­er­al mo­ments Pa­ganel con­sci­en­tious­ly de­vot­ed him­self to this task.

			“Well, do you per­ceive noth­ing?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Noth­ing. Not even a cat could see two paces be­fore her.”

			“Look for a red or a green light, on the star­board or the lar­board side.”

			“I see nei­ther a red nor a green light. All is dark­ness,” replied Pa­ganel, whose eyes were there­upon in­vol­un­tar­i­ly closed.

			For half an hour he me­chan­i­cal­ly fol­lowed his im­pa­tient friend in ab­so­lute si­lence, with his head bowed up­on his breast, some­times rais­ing it sud­den­ly. He tot­tered along with un­cer­tain steps, like those of a drunk­en man. At last Gle­nar­van, see­ing that the ge­og­ra­pher was in a state of som­nam­bu­lism, took him by the arm, and, with­out wak­ing him, led him back to his sand-hole, and com­fort­ably de­posit­ed him there­in.

			At break of day they were all start­ed to their feet by the cry—

			“The Dun­can! the Dun­can!”

			“Hur­rah! hur­rah!” replied Gle­nar­van’s com­pan­ions, rush­ing to the shore.

			The Dun­can was in­deed in sight. Five miles dis­tant, the yacht was sail­ing un­der low pres­sure, her main­sails care­ful­ly reefed, while her smoke min­gled with the mists of the morn­ing. The sea was high, and a ves­sel of her ton­nage could not ap­proach the shore with­out dan­ger.

			Gle­nar­van, pro­vid­ed with Pa­ganel’s tele­scope, watched the move­ments of the Dun­can. Cap­tain Man­gles could not have per­ceived them, for he did not ap­proach, but con­tin­ued to coast along with on­ly a reefed top­sail.

			At this mo­ment Thal­cave, hav­ing load­ed his car­bine heav­i­ly, fired it in the di­rec­tion of the yacht. They gazed and lis­tened. Three times the In­di­an’s gun re­sound­ed, wak­ing the echoes of the shore.

			At last a white smoke is­sued from the side of the yacht.

			“They see us!” cried Gle­nar­van. “It is the Dun­can’s can­non.”

			A few mo­ments af­ter, a heavy re­port rang out on the air, and the Dun­can, shift­ing her sail and putting on steam, was seen to be ap­proach­ing the shore. By the aid of the glass they saw a boat leave the ship’s side.

			“La­dy He­le­na can­not come,” said Tom Austin: “the sea is too rough.”

			“Nor Cap­tain Man­gles,” replied Mac­N­abb: “he can­not leave his ves­sel.”

			“My sis­ter! my sis­ter!” cried Robert, stretch­ing his arms to­wards the yacht, which rolled heav­i­ly.

			“I hope I shall soon get on board!” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van.

			“Pa­tience, Ed­ward! You will be there in two hours,” replied Mac­N­abb.

			Gle­nar­van now joined Thal­cave, who, stand­ing with fold­ed arms along­side of Thaou­ka, was calm­ly gaz­ing at the waves.

			Gle­nar­van took his hand, and, point­ing to the yacht, said—

			“Come!”

			The In­di­an shook his head.

			“Come, my friend!” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van.

			“No,” replied Thal­cave, gen­tly. “Here is Thaou­ka, and there are the Pam­pas!” he added, in­di­cat­ing with a sweep of his hand the vast ex­panse of the plains.

			It was clear that the In­di­an would nev­er leave the prairies, where the bones of his fa­thers whitened. Gle­nar­van knew the strong at­tach­ment of these chil­dren of the desert to their na­tive coun­try. He there­fore shook Thal­cave’s hand, and did not in­sist; not even when the In­di­an, smil­ing in his pe­cu­liar way, re­fused the price of his ser­vices, say­ing—

			“It was done out of friend­ship.”

			His lord­ship, how­ev­er, de­sired to give the brave In­di­an some­thing which might at least serve as a sou­venir of his Eu­ro­pean friends. But what had he left? His arms, his hors­es, ev­ery­thing had been lost in the in­un­da­tion. His friends were no rich­er than him­self. For some mo­ments he was at a loss how to re­pay the dis­in­ter­est­ed gen­eros­i­ty of the brave guide; but at last a hap­py idea oc­curred to him. He drew from his pock­et­book a cost­ly medal­lion en­clos­ing an ad­mirable por­trait, one of Lawrence’s mas­ter­pieces, and pre­sent­ed it to Thal­cave.

			“My wife,” said Gle­nar­van.

			Thal­cave gazed with won­der at the por­trait, and pro­nounced these sim­ple words—

			“Good and beau­ti­ful!”

			Then Robert, Pa­ganel, the ma­jor, Tom Austin, and the two sailors bade an af­fec­tion­ate adieu to the no­ble Patag­o­ni­an, who clasped each one in suc­ces­sion to his broad breast. All were sin­cere­ly sor­ry at part­ing with so coura­geous and de­vot­ed a friend. Pa­ganel forced him to ac­cept a map of South Amer­i­ca and the two oceans, which the In­di­an had fre­quent­ly ex­am­ined with in­ter­est. It was the ge­og­ra­pher’s most pre­cious pos­ses­sion. As for Robert, he had noth­ing to give but ca­ress­es, which he freely lav­ished up­on his de­liv­er­er and up­on Thaou­ka.

			At that in­stant the Dun­can’s boat ap­proached, and, glid­ing in­to the nar­row chan­nel be­tween the sand­banks, ground­ed on the beach.

			“My wife?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“My sis­ter?” cried Robert.

			“La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant await you on board,” replied the cock­swain. “But we have not a mo­ment to lose, my lord, for the tide is be­gin­ning to ebb.”

			The last ac­knowl­edg­ments were giv­en, and Thal­cave ac­com­pa­nied his friends to the boat. Just as Robert was about to em­bark, the In­di­an took him in his arms and gazed at him ten­der­ly.

			“Now go,” said he; “you are a man!”

			“Adieu, my friend, adieu!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Shall we ev­er see each oth­er again?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“Who knows?” replied Thal­cave, rais­ing his arms to­wards heav­en.

			They pushed off, and the boat was rapid­ly borne from the shore by the ebbing tide. For a long time the mo­tion­less out­line of the In­di­an was seen through the foam of the waves. Then his tall form grew in­dis­tinct, and soon be­came in­vis­i­ble. An hour af­ter­wards they reached the Dun­can. Robert was the first to spring up­on the deck, where he threw him­self up­on his sis­ter’s neck, while the crew of the yacht filled the air with their joy­ous shouts.

			Thus had our trav­el­ers ac­com­plished the jour­ney across South Amer­i­ca on a rig­or­ous­ly straight line. Nei­ther moun­tains nor rivers had turned them aside from their course; and, al­though they were not forced to strug­gle against the evil de­signs of men, the re­lent­less fury of the el­e­ments had of­ten test­ed their gen­er­ous in­tre­pid­i­ty to its ut­most pow­ers of en­durance.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				A New Des­ti­na­tion

			
			The first mo­ments were con­se­crat­ed to the hap­pi­ness of meet­ing. Lord Gle­nar­van did not wish the joy in the hearts of his friends to be chilled by tid­ings of their want of suc­cess. His first words, there­fore, were—

			“Courage, my friends, courage! Cap­tain Grant is not with us, but we are sure to find him.”

			It need­ed on­ly such an as­sur­ance to re­store hope to the pas­sen­gers of the Dun­can. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, while the boat was ap­proach­ing the ship, had ex­pe­ri­enced all the an­guish of sus­pense. From the deck they en­deav­ored to count those who were re­turn­ing. At one time the young girl would de­spair; at an­oth­er she would think she saw her fa­ther. Her heart beat quick­ly; she could not speak; she could scarce­ly stand. La­dy He­le­na sup­port­ed her, while Cap­tain Man­gles stood be­side her in si­lence. His keen eyes, ac­cus­tomed to dis­tin­guish dis­tant ob­jects, could not dis­cern the cap­tain.

			“He is there! he is com­ing! my fa­ther!” mur­mured the young girl.

			But as the boat grad­u­al­ly drew near, the il­lu­sion van­ished. Not on­ly La­dy He­le­na and the cap­tain, but Mary Grant, had now lost all hope. It was, there­fore, time for Gle­nar­van to ut­ter his as­sur­ing words.

			Af­ter the first em­braces, all were in­formed of the prin­ci­pal in­ci­dents of the jour­ney; and, first of all, Gle­nar­van made known the new in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the doc­u­ment, due to the sagac­i­ty of Jacques Pa­ganel. He al­so praised Robert, of whom his sis­ter had a right to be proud. His courage, his de­vo­tion, and the dan­gers that he had over­come, were con­spic­u­ous­ly set forth by his no­ble friend, so that the boy would not have known where to hide him­self, if his sis­ter’s arms had not af­ford­ed him a sure refuge.

			“You need not blush, Robert,” said Cap­tain Man­gles; “you have be­haved like the wor­thy son of Cap­tain Grant.”

			He stretched out his arms to­wards Mary’s broth­er, and pressed his lips to the boy’s cheeks, which were still wet with tears.

			They then spoke of the gen­er­ous Thal­cave. La­dy He­le­na re­gret­ted that she could not have shak­en hands with the brave In­di­an. Mac­N­abb, af­ter the first out­bursts of en­thu­si­asm, re­paired to his cab­in to shave him­self. As for Pa­ganel, he flit­ted hith­er and thith­er, like a bee, ex­tract­ing the hon­ey of com­pli­ments and smiles. He wished to em­brace all on board the Dun­can, and, be­gin­ning with La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, end­ed with Mr. Ol­bi­nett, the stew­ard, who could not bet­ter rec­og­nize such po­lite­ness than by an­nounc­ing break­fast.

			“Break­fast!” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, Mr. Pa­ganel,” replied Ol­bi­nett.

			“A re­al break­fast, on a re­al ta­ble, with table­cloth and nap­kins?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“And shall we not eat hard eggs, or os­trich steaks?”

			“Oh, Mr. Pa­ganel!” replied the wor­thy stew­ard, great­ly em­bar­rassed.

			“I did not mean to of­fend you, my friend,” said the ge­og­ra­pher; “but for a month our food has been of that sort, and we have dined, not at a ta­ble, but stretched on the ground, ex­cept when we were astride of the trees. This break­fast that you have just an­nounced seemed to me, there­fore, like a dream, a fic­tion, a chimera.”

			“Well, we will test its re­al­i­ty, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” replied La­dy He­le­na, who could not help laugh­ing.

			“Ac­cept my arm,” said the gal­lant ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Has your lord­ship any or­ders to give?” in­quired Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Af­ter break­fast, my dear fel­low,” replied Gle­nar­van, “we will dis­cuss in coun­cil the pro­gramme of the new ex­pe­di­tion.”

			The pas­sen­gers and the young cap­tain then de­scend­ed to the cab­in. Or­ders were giv­en to the en­gi­neer to keep up steam, that they might start at the first sig­nal. The ma­jor and the trav­el­ers, af­ter a rapid toi­lette, seat­ed them­selves at the ta­ble. Am­ple jus­tice was done to Mr. Ol­bi­nett’s repast, which was de­clared ex­cel­lent and even su­pe­ri­or to the splen­did ban­quets of the Pam­pas. Pa­ganel called twice for ev­ery dish, “through ab­sent­mind­ed­ness,” as he said. This un­for­tu­nate word led La­dy He­le­na to in­quire if the ami­able French­man had oc­ca­sion­al­ly shown his ha­bit­u­al fail­ing. The ma­jor and Lord Gle­nar­van looked at each oth­er with a smile. As for Pa­ganel, he laughed hearti­ly, and promised “up­on his hon­or” not to com­mit a sin­gle blun­der dur­ing the en­tire voy­age. He then in a very com­i­cal way told the sto­ry of his mis­take in the study of Span­ish.

			“Af­ter all,” he added, in con­clu­sion, “mis­for­tunes are some­times ben­e­fi­cial, and I do not re­gret my er­ror.”

			“And why, my wor­thy friend?” asked the ma­jor.

			“Be­cause I not on­ly know Span­ish, but Por­tuguese al­so. I speak two lan­guages in­stead of one.”

			“By my faith, I should not have thought of that,” replied Mac­N­abb. “My com­pli­ments, Pa­ganel, my sin­cere com­pli­ments!”

			Pa­ganel was ap­plaud­ed, but did not lose a sin­gle mouth­ful. He did not, how­ev­er, no­tice one pe­cu­liar­i­ty ob­served by Gle­nar­van, and that was the young cap­tain’s at­ten­tions to his neigh­bor, Mary Grant. A slight sign from La­dy He­le­na to her hus­band told him how mat­ters stood. He gazed at the two young peo­ple with af­fec­tion­ate sym­pa­thy, and fi­nal­ly ad­dressed the cap­tain, but up­on a dif­fer­ent sub­ject.

			“How did you suc­ceed with your voy­age, cap­tain?” he in­quired.

			“Ex­cel­lent­ly,” replied the cap­tain; “on­ly I must in­form your lord­ship that we did not re­turn by way of the Strait of Mag­el­lan.”

			“What!” cried Pa­ganel, “you dou­bled Cape Horn, and I was not there!”

			“Hang your­self!” said the ma­jor.

			“Self­ish fel­low! you give me this ad­vice in or­der that you may share my rope!” re­tort­ed the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Well, my dear Pa­ganel,” added Gle­nar­van, “un­less we are en­dowed with ubiq­ui­ty, we can­not be ev­ery­where. Since you crossed the Pam­pas, you could not at the same time dou­ble Cape Horn.”

			“Nev­er­the­less, I am sor­ry,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			Cap­tain Man­gles now told the sto­ry of his voy­age, and was con­grat­u­lat­ed by Gle­nar­van, who, ad­dress­ing Mary Grant, said—

			“My dear young la­dy, I see that Cap­tain John pays his homage to your no­ble qual­i­ties, and I am hap­py to find that you are not dis­pleased with his ship.”

			“Oh, how could I be?” replied Mary, gaz­ing at La­dy He­le­na, and per­haps al­so at the young cap­tain.

			“My sis­ter loves you, Mr. Cap­tain,” cried Robert, “and I do too.”

			“And I re­turn your love, my dear boy,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, a lit­tle con­fused by Robert’s words, which al­so brought a slight blush to the face of the young girl.

			Then, chang­ing the con­ver­sa­tion to a less em­bar­rass­ing sub­ject, the cap­tain added—

			“Since I have re­lat­ed the Dun­can’s voy­age, will not your lord­ship give us a few par­tic­u­lars of your trav­els, and the ex­ploits of our young hero?”

			No recital could have been more agree­able to La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant, and Gle­nar­van has­tened to sat­is­fy their cu­rios­i­ty. He told, word for word, all about their jour­ney from ocean to ocean. The pas­sage of the An­des, the earth­quake, Robert’s dis­ap­pear­ance, his cap­ture by the con­dor, Thal­cave’s for­tu­nate shot, the ad­ven­ture with the wolves, the boy’s de­vo­tion, the meet­ing with Sergeant Manuel, the in­un­da­tion, their refuge in the tree, the light­ning, the fire, the al­li­ga­tors, the wa­ter­spout, the night on the shores of the At­lantic, all these in­ci­dents, cheer­ful or se­ri­ous, ex­cit­ed al­ter­nate­ly the joy and ter­ror of his hear­ers. Many a cir­cum­stance was re­lat­ed that brought Robert the ca­ress­es of his sis­ter and La­dy He­le­na. Nev­er was boy more high­ly praised, or by more en­thu­si­as­tic friends.

			“Now, my friends,” re­marked Lord Gle­nar­van, when he had fin­ished his recital, “let us think of the present. Let us re­turn to the sub­ject of Cap­tain Grant.”

			When break­fast was over, the par­ty re­paired to La­dy He­le­na’s state­room, and, tak­ing seats around a ta­ble load­ed with maps and charts, re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion. Gle­nar­van ex­plained that the ship­wreck had not tak­en place on the shores ei­ther of the Pa­cif­ic or the At­lantic, and that, con­se­quent­ly, the doc­u­ment had been wrong­ly in­ter­pret­ed so far as Patag­o­nia was con­cerned; that Pa­ganel, by a sud­den in­spi­ra­tion, had dis­cov­ered the mis­take and proved that they had been fol­low­ing a false trail. The ge­og­ra­pher was ac­cord­ing­ly asked to ex­plain the French doc­u­ment, which he did to the sat­is­fac­tion of ev­ery­one. When he had fin­ished his demon­stra­tion, Gle­nar­van an­nounced that the Dun­can would im­me­di­ate­ly set sail for Aus­tralia.

			The ma­jor, how­ev­er, be­fore the or­der was giv­en, asked per­mis­sion to make a sin­gle re­mark.

			“Speak, ma­jor,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“My ob­ject,” said Mac­N­abb, “is not to in­val­i­date the ar­gu­ments of my friend Pa­ganel, still less to re­fute them. I con­sid­er them ra­tio­nal, saga­cious, and wor­thy of our whole at­ten­tion. But I de­sire to sub­mit them to a fi­nal ex­am­i­na­tion, that their va­lid­i­ty may be in­con­testable.”

			No one knew what the pru­dent Mac­N­abb meant, and his hear­ers lis­tened with some anx­i­ety.

			“Go on, ma­jor,” said Pa­ganel: “I am ready to an­swer all your ques­tions.”

			“Noth­ing can be sim­pler,” said the ma­jor. “Five months ago, in the Frith of Clyde, when we stud­ied the three doc­u­ments, their in­ter­pre­ta­tion seemed clear to us. No place but the west­ern coast of Patag­o­nia could, we thought, have been the scene of the ship­wreck. We had not even the shad­ow of a doubt on the sub­ject.”

			“Very true,” added Gle­nar­van.

			“Af­ter­wards,” re­sumed the ma­jor, “when Pa­ganel, in a mo­ment of prov­i­den­tial ab­sent­mind­ed­ness, em­barked on board our ves­sel, the doc­u­ments were sub­mit­ted to him, and he un­hesi­tat­ing­ly sanc­tioned our search up­on the Amer­i­can coast.”

			“You are right,” ob­served the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“And, nev­er­the­less, we are mis­tak­en,” said the ma­jor.

			“Yes, we are mis­tak­en,” re­peat­ed Pa­ganel; “but to be mis­tak­en is on­ly to be hu­man, while it is the part of a mad­man to per­sist in his er­ror.”

			“Wait, Pa­ganel,” con­tin­ued the ma­jor; “do not get ex­cit­ed. I do not mean that our search ought to be pro­longed in Amer­i­ca.”

			“What do you ask, then?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“Sim­ply the ac­knowl­edg­ment that Aus­tralia now seems to be the scene of the Bri­tan­nia’s ship­wreck as much as South Amer­i­ca did be­fore.”

			“Grant­ed,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Who knows, then,” re­sumed the ma­jor, “whether, af­ter Aus­tralia, an­oth­er coun­try may not of­fer us the same prob­a­bil­i­ties, and whether, when this new search proves vain, it may not seem ev­i­dent that we ought to have searched else­where?”

			Gle­nar­van and Pa­ganel glanced at each oth­er. The ma­jor’s re­marks were strict­ly cor­rect.

			“I de­sire, there­fore,” added Mac­N­abb, “that a fi­nal test be made be­fore we start for Aus­tralia. Here are the doc­u­ments and maps. Let us ex­am­ine suc­ces­sive­ly all points that the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel cross­es, and see if there is not some oth­er coun­try to which the doc­u­ment has as pre­cise a ref­er­ence.”

			“Noth­ing is eas­i­er,” replied Pa­ganel.

			The map was placed be­fore La­dy He­le­na, and all showed them­selves ready to fol­low Pa­ganel’s demon­stra­tion. Af­ter care­ful­ly ex­am­in­ing the doc­u­ments, it was unan­i­mous­ly agreed that Pa­ganel’s in­ter­pre­ta­tion was the cor­rect one.

			“I leave you, there­fore, my friends,” said he, in con­clu­sion, “to de­cide whether all the prob­a­bil­i­ties are not in fa­vor of the Aus­tralian con­ti­nent.”

			“Ev­i­dent­ly,” replied the pas­sen­gers and the cap­tain with una­nim­i­ty.

			“Cap­tain,” said Gle­nar­van, “have you suf­fi­cient pro­vi­sions and coal?”

			“Yes, my lord, I pro­cured am­ple sup­plies at Talc­ahua­na, and, be­sides, we can lay in a fresh stock of fu­el at Cape Town.”

			“One more re­mark,” said the ma­jor.

			“A thou­sand, if you please!”

			“What­ev­er may be the guar­an­tees for suc­cess in Aus­tralia, will it not be well to call for a day or two, in pass­ing, at the islets of Tris­tan d’Acun­ha and Am­s­ter­dam? They are sit­u­at­ed so near our strict line of search, that it is worth our while to as­cer­tain if there be on them any trace of the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia.”

			“The un­be­liev­er!” said Pa­ganel.

			“I do not want to have to re­turn to them, mon­sieur, if Aus­tralia does not af­ter all re­al­ize our new­ly-con­ceived ex­pec­ta­tions.”

			“The pre­cau­tion is not a bad one,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“And I do not wish to dis­suade you; quite the con­trary,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Well, then, we will adopt it, and start forth­with,” said Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly, my lord,” replied the cap­tain, as he went on deck, while Robert and Mary Grant ut­tered the liveli­est ex­pres­sions of grat­i­tude; and the Dun­can, leav­ing the Amer­i­can coast and head­ing to the east, was soon swift­ly plough­ing the waves of the At­lantic.

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				Tris­tan d’Acun­ha and the Isle of Am­s­ter­dam

			
			The Dun­can now had be­fore her a broad stretch of ocean but lit­tle tra­versed by nav­i­ga­tors. Be­tween the shores of South Amer­i­ca and the lit­tle speck in the ocean known by the name of Tris­tan d’Acun­ha, there was no prob­a­bil­i­ty of her meet­ing with any strange sail; and un­der some cir­cum­stances, or in some com­pa­ny, the days might have been mo­not­o­nous and the hours might have hung weari­ly. But so ar­dent was the de­sire for suc­cess, and so ac­com­plished, yet var­ied, were the char­ac­ters of those who com­posed the lit­tle as­sem­bly, that the voy­age on the South At­lantic, though de­void of strik­ing in­ci­dent, was by no means want­ing in in­ter­est. Much of the time was spent on deck, where the ladies’ cab­ins were now lo­cat­ed, Mary Grant es­pe­cial­ly train­ing her hand, head, and heart in feel­ing, thought, and ac­tion. The ge­og­ra­pher set to work on a com­po­si­tion en­ti­tled Trav­els of a Ge­og­ra­pher on the Ar­gen­tine Pam­pas; but many a blank page did he leave. The Scot­tish peer (when tired of ex­am­in­ing for the thou­sandth time all that be­longed to his yacht) could look at the books and doc­u­ments which he had brought with him, in­tend­ing to pe­ruse them care­ful­ly. And as to the ma­jor he was nev­er in com­pa­ny and nev­er out of com­pa­ny; his cigar in­sured, noth­ing else was want­ed.

			Ev­er and anon many miles of the ocean would be cov­ered by mass­es of sea­weed; these dif­fer­ent species of al­gæ would af­ford sub­ject for re­search; spec­i­mens must be pre­served, au­thor­i­ties must be con­sult­ed, and as one re­sult at least all would be­come wis­er. Then a dis­cus­sion would en­sue on some ge­o­graph­i­cal prob­lem, and maps that were not at­tain­able were of course ap­pealed to by each dis­putant, though the sub­ject in ques­tion was of­ten of very triv­ial mo­ment. It was in the midst of a de­bate of this kind, dur­ing the evening, that a sailor cried out—

			“Land ahead!”

			“In what di­rec­tion?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“To wind­ward,” replied the sailor.

			The lands­men’s eyes were strained, but to no pur­pose. The ge­og­ra­pher’s tele­scope was brought in­to req­ui­si­tion, but with no avail. “I do not see the land,” said its own­er.

			“Look in­to the clouds,” said the cap­tain.

			“Ah!” replied Pa­ganel, struck with the idea, and short­ly with the re­al­i­ty al­so; for there was the bar­ren moun­tain-top of Tris­tan d’Acun­ha.

			“Then,” said he, “if I re­mem­ber aright, we are eighty miles from it. Is not that the dis­tance from which this moun­tain is vis­i­ble?”

			“Ex­act­ly so,” replied the cap­tain.

			A few hours brought them much near­er to the group of high and steep rocks, and at sun­rise they saw the con­i­cal peak of Tris­tan, seem­ing­ly sep­a­rat­ed from all the rest of the rocky group, and re­flect­ing the glo­ry of the blue heav­ens and of the ris­ing orb on the placid sea at its base.

			There are three islets in this group—Tris­tan d’Acun­ha, In­ac­ces­si­ble, and Rossig­nol; but it was on­ly at the first of these that the Dun­can called. In­quiry was made of the au­thor­i­ties (for these islets are gov­erned by a British of­fi­cial from the Cape of Good Hope) if there were any tid­ings of the Bri­tan­nia. But noth­ing was known of such a ship; they were told of the ship­wrecks which had oc­curred, but there was noth­ing that af­ford­ed a clue to that which they sought. They spent some hours in ex­am­i­na­tion of the fau­na and flo­ra, which were not very ex­ten­sive. They saw and were seen by the sparse pop­u­la­tion that sub­sist here, and in the af­ter­noon of the same day the yacht left the is­lands and is­landers so rarely vis­it­ed.

			Whilst the pas­sen­gers had been thus en­gaged, Lord Gle­nar­van had al­lowed his crew to em­ploy their time ad­van­ta­geous­ly to them­selves in cap­tur­ing some of the seals which are so plen­ti­ful in these lat­i­tudes. A few hours of their unit­ed toil re­sult­ed in the death of a large num­ber of seals who were “caught nap­ping,” and in the stow­ing away, for the prof­it of the crew when they should reach the Aus­tralian mar­ket, sev­er­al bar­rels of the oil ob­tained from their car­cas­es.

			Still on­ward on the same par­al­lel lay the course of the Dun­can, to­wards the Isles of Am­s­ter­dam and St. Paul; and the same sub­jects of con­ver­sa­tion, study, and spec­u­la­tion en­gaged them all, un­til, one morn­ing, they es­pied the first men­tioned is­land, far ahead; and as they drew near­er, a peak rose clear­ly be­fore their vi­sion which strong­ly re­mind­ed them of the Peak of Tener­iffe they had be­held a few months be­fore.

			The Isle of Am­s­ter­dam or St. Pe­ter, and the Isle of St. Paul, have been vis­it­ed by very few, and but lit­tle is known of them. The lat­ter is un­in­hab­it­ed; but our friends found a few vol­un­tary ex­iles on the for­mer is­land, who, by means of seal-fish­ing, eke out a scanty ex­is­tence in this out-of-the-way spot. Here again in­quiry was made, but in vain, for any in­for­ma­tion of the Bri­tan­nia, her voy­age, or her ship­wreck. Nei­ther on the Isle of Am­s­ter­dam nor on that of St. Paul, which the whalers and seal-fish­ers some­times vis­it, had there been any trace of the catas­tro­phe.

			Des­o­late as these lone­ly is­lands ap­peared to our trav­el­ers, they still were not de­void of ob­jects of in­ter­est. They were mea­gre enough in veg­e­ta­tion and in an­i­mal life; but there were warm springs which well re­paid a vis­it. Cap­tain Man­gles found the tem­per­a­ture of their wa­ters to be 166° Fahren­heit; and, inas­much as this was suf­fi­cient to cook fish, Pa­ganel de­cid­ed that it was not nec­es­sary for him to bathe here “ge­o­graph­i­cal­ly.”

			When they re­sumed their course, though many miles were be­fore them, there was a grow­ing sense of an­tic­i­pa­tion; they were not to pause again un­til the “Aus­tralian con­ti­nent” was reached; and more and more did the con­ver­sa­tion and dis­cus­sions tend to­wards this con­ti­nent as their sub­ject. On one oc­ca­sion so cer­tain was Pa­ganel as to the ease with which they would be able to pur­sue their search, when they ar­rived, that he as­sert­ed that more than fifty ge­og­ra­phers had al­ready made the course clear for them.

			“What! fifty, do you say?” asked the ma­jor, with an air of doubt.

			“Yes, Mac­N­abb, de­cid­ed­ly,” said the ge­og­ra­pher, piqued at the hes­i­tan­cy to be­lieve him.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” replied the ma­jor.

			“Not at all; and if you doubt my ve­rac­i­ty, I will cite their names.”

			“Ah!” said the ma­jor, qui­et­ly, “you clever peo­ple stick at noth­ing.”

			“Ma­jor,” said Pa­ganel, “will you wa­ger your ri­fle against my tele­scope that I can­not name at least fifty Aus­tralian ex­plor­ers?”

			“Of course, Pa­ganel, if you like,” replied Mac­N­abb, see­ing that he could not now re­cede from his po­si­tion with­out in­cur­ring the ridicule of the com­pa­ny.

			“Well, then,” said Pa­ganel to La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant, “come and be um­pires, and Mas­ter Robert shall count for us.” And forth­with the learned ge­og­ra­pher opened his bud­get, and poured forth the his­to­ry of the dis­cov­ery of Aus­tralia, with the names of its dis­cov­er­ers and the dates of their ex­plo­rations, as flu­ent­ly as though his sole call­ing in life was to be pro­fes­sor of Aus­tralian his­to­ry. Rapid­ly he men­tioned the first twen­ty who found or tra­versed the Aus­tral shores; as rapid­ly did the names of the sec­ond score flow from his lips; and af­ter the pre­scribed fifty had been enu­mer­at­ed, he kept on as though his list were in­ex­haustible.

			“Enough, enough, Mon­sieur Pa­ganel!” said La­dy He­le­na. “You have shown that there is noth­ing, great or small, about Aus­tralia, of which you are ig­no­rant.”

			“Nay, madam,” said the ge­og­ra­pher, with a bow.

			Then, with a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion, he smiled as he said to the ma­jor, “We will talk about the ri­fle at an­oth­er time.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Storm on the In­di­an Ocean

			
			Two days af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion, Cap­tain Man­gles took an ob­ser­va­tion, and the pas­sen­gers saw, to their great sat­is­fac­tion, up­on con­sult­ing the map, that they were in the vicin­i­ty of Cape Bernouil­li, which they might ex­pect to reach in four days. The west wind had hith­er­to fa­vored the progress of the yacht, but for sev­er­al days it had shown a ten­den­cy to fail, and now there was a per­fect calm. The sails flapped idly against the masts, and had it not been for her pow­er­ful screw, the Dun­can would have been be­calmed on the ocean.

			This state of things might be pro­longed in­def­i­nite­ly. At evening Gle­nar­van con­sult­ed the cap­tain on the sub­ject. The lat­ter, whose sup­ply of coal was rapid­ly di­min­ish­ing, ap­peared much dis­turbed at the sub­si­dence of the wind. He had cov­ered his ship with can­vas, and set his stud­ding- and main­sails, that he might take ad­van­tage of the least breeze; but, in nau­ti­cal lan­guage, there was not enough wind “to fill a hat.”

			“At all events,” said Gle­nar­van, “we need not com­plain. It is bet­ter to be with­out wind than to have a con­trary one.”

			“Your lord­ship is right,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles; “but I dread some sud­den change in the weath­er. We are now in the neigh­bor­hood of the trade-winds, which, from Oc­to­ber to April, blow from the north­east, and our progress will, there­fore, be very much re­tard­ed.”

			“But what can we do, cap­tain? If this mis­for­tune oc­curs, we must sub­mit to it. It will on­ly be a de­lay, af­ter all.”

			“Prob­a­bly, if a storm does not come up­on us too.”

			“Do you fear bad weath­er?” asked Gle­nar­van, look­ing at the sky, which, how­ev­er, was cloud­less.

			“Yes,” replied the cap­tain. “I tell your lord­ship, but would con­ceal my ap­pre­hen­sions from La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant.”

			“You act wise­ly. What do you ap­pre­hend?”

			“There are signs of a great storm. Do not trust the ap­pear­ance of the sky, my lord; noth­ing is more de­cep­tive. For two days the barom­e­ter has fall­en to an alarm­ing de­gree. This is a warn­ing that I can­not dis­re­gard. I par­tic­u­lar­ly fear the storms of the South Seas, for I have been al­ready ex­posed to them.”

			“John,” replied Gle­nar­van, “the Dun­can is a stout ves­sel, and her cap­tain a skill­ful sea­man. Let the storm come; we will take care of our­selves.”

			Cap­tain Man­gles, while giv­ing ex­pres­sion to his fears, was by no means for­get­ful of his du­ty as a sailor. The steady fall of the barom­e­ter caused him to take ev­ery mea­sure of pre­cau­tion. The sky, as yet, gave no in­di­ca­tion of the ap­proach­ing tem­pest; but the warn­ings of his in­fal­li­ble in­stru­ment were not to be dis­re­gard­ed.

			The young cap­tain ac­cord­ing­ly re­mained on deck all night. About eleven o’clock the sky grew threat­en­ing to­wards the south. All hands were im­me­di­ate­ly called on deck, to take in the sails. At mid­night the wind fresh­ened. The creak­ing of the masts, the rat­tling of the rig­ging, and the groan­ing of bulk­heads in­formed the pas­sen­gers of the state of af­fairs. Pa­ganel, Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, and Robert came on deck to ren­der as­sis­tance if it should be need­ed. Over the sky, that they had left clear and stud­ded with stars, now rolled thick clouds bro­ken by light bands and spot­ted like the skin of a leop­ard.

			“Has the storm bro­ken up­on us?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Not yet, but it will present­ly,” replied the cap­tain.

			At that mo­ment he gave the or­der to reef the top­sail. The sailors sprang in­to the wind­ward rat­tlings, and with dif­fi­cul­ty ac­com­plished their task. Cap­tain Man­gles wished to keep on as much sail as pos­si­ble, to sup­port the yacht and mod­er­ate her rolling. Af­ter these pre­cau­tions had been tak­en, he told the mate and the boatswain to pre­pare for the as­sault of the tem­pest, which could not be long in break­ing forth. Still, like an of­fi­cer at the storm­ing of a breach, he did not leave the point of ob­ser­va­tion, but from the up­per deck en­deav­ored to draw from the stormy sky its se­crets.

			It was now one o’clock in the morn­ing. La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant, aroused by the un­usu­al bus­tle, ven­tured to come on deck. The wind was sharply whistling through the cordage, which, like the strings of a mu­si­cal in­stru­ment, re­sound­ed as if some mighty bow had caused their rapid vi­bra­tions; the pul­leys clashed against each oth­er; the ropes creaked with a sharp sound in their rough sock­ets; the sails cracked like can­non, and vast waves rolled up to as­sail the yacht, as it light­ly danced on their foam­ing crests.

			When the cap­tain per­ceived the ladies, he ap­proached and be­sought them to re­turn to the cab­in. Sev­er­al waves had al­ready been shipped, and the deck might be swept at any mo­ment. The din of the el­e­ments was now so pierc­ing that La­dy He­le­na could scarce­ly hear the young cap­tain.

			“Is there any dan­ger?” she man­aged to ask him dur­ing a mo­men­tary lull in the storm.

			“No, madam,” replied he; “but nei­ther you nor Miss Mary can re­main on deck.”

			The ladies did not op­pose an or­der that seemed more like an en­treaty, and re­turned to the cab­in just as a wave, rolling over the stern, shook the com­pass-lights in their sock­ets. The vi­o­lence of the wind re­dou­bled; the masts bent un­der the pres­sure of sail, and the yacht seemed to rise on the bil­lows.

			“Brail up the main­sail!” cried the cap­tain; “haul in the top­sails and jibs!”

			The sailors sprang to their places; the hal­yards were loos­ened, the brails drawn down, the jibs tak­en in with a noise that rose above the storm, and the Dun­can, whose smoke­stack belched forth tor­rents of black smoke, rolled heav­i­ly in the sea.

			Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and Robert gazed with ad­mi­ra­tion and ter­ror at this strug­gle with the waves. They clung tight­ly to the rig­ging, un­able to ex­change a word, and watched the flocks of stormy pe­trels, those melan­choly birds of the storm, as they sport­ed in the rag­ing winds.

			At that mo­ment a pierc­ing sound was heard above the roar of the hur­ri­cane. The steam was rapid­ly es­cap­ing, not through the es­cape-valve, but through the pipes of the boil­er. The alarm-whis­tle sound­ed with un­usu­al shrill­ness; the yacht gave a ter­ri­ble lurch, and Wil­son, who was at the helm, was over­thrown by an un­ex­pect­ed blow of the wheel. The ves­sel was in the trough of the sea, and no longer man­age­able.

			“What is the mat­ter?” cried Cap­tain Man­gles, rush­ing to the stern.

			“The ship is ca­reen­ing!” replied Austin.

			“Is the rud­der un­hinged?”

			“To the en­gine! to the en­gine!” cried the en­gi­neer.

			The cap­tain rushed down the lad­der. A cloud of steam filled the en­gine-room; the pis­tons were mo­tion­less in their cylin­ders, and the cranks gave no move­ment to the shaft. The en­gi­neer, see­ing that all ef­forts were use­less, and fear­ing for his boil­ers, had let out the steam through the es­cape-valve.

			“What has hap­pened?” asked the cap­tain.

			“The screw is ei­ther bent or en­tan­gled,” replied the en­gi­neer; “it will not work.”

			“Is it im­pos­si­ble to free it?”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, at present.”

			To at­tempt to re­pair the ac­ci­dent at that mo­ment was out of the ques­tion. The screw would not move, and the steam, be­ing no longer ef­fec­tive, had es­caped through the valves. The cap­tain was, there­fore, forced to re­ly on his sails, and seek the aid of the wind, which had been hith­er­to his most dan­ger­ous en­e­my.

			He came on deck, and, briefly in­form­ing Gle­nar­van of the sit­u­a­tion, begged him to re­turn to the cab­in with the oth­ers; but the lat­ter wished to re­main.

			“No, my lord,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, in a firm tone: “I must be alone here with my crew. Go! The ship may be in dan­ger, and the waves would drench you un­mer­ci­ful­ly.”

			“But we may be of use—”

			“Go, go, my lord; you must! There are times when I am mas­ter on board. Re­tire, as I wish!”

			For John Man­gles to ex­press him­self so au­thor­i­ta­tive­ly, the sit­u­a­tion must have been crit­i­cal. Gle­nar­van un­der­stood that it was his du­ty to obey. He there­fore left the deck, fol­lowed by his three com­pan­ions, and joined the ladies in the cab­in, who were anx­ious­ly await­ing the re­sult of this strug­gle with the el­e­ments.

			“My brave John is an en­er­get­ic man,” re­marked Gle­nar­van as he en­tered.

			Mean­time Cap­tain Man­gles lost no time in ex­tri­cat­ing the ship from her per­ilous sit­u­a­tion. He re­solved to keep to­wards the Cape, that he might de­vi­ate as lit­tle as pos­si­ble from his pre­scribed course. It was, there­fore, nec­es­sary to brace the sails oblique­ly to the wind. The top­sail was reefed, a kind of fore­sail rigged on the main­stay, and the helm crowd­ed hard aport. The yacht, which was a stanch and fleet ves­sel, start­ed like a spir­it­ed horse that feels the spur, and proud­ly breast­ed the an­gry bil­lows.

			The rest of the night was passed in this sit­u­a­tion. They hoped that the tem­pest would abate by break of day. Vain hope! At eight o’clock in the morn­ing it was still blow­ing hard, and the wind soon be­came a hur­ri­cane.

			The cap­tain said noth­ing, but he trem­bled for his ves­sel and those whom she car­ried. The Dun­can now and then gave a fear­ful lurch; her stan­chions cracked, and some­times the yards of the main­mast struck the crests of the waves. At one mo­ment the crew thought the yacht would not rise again. Al­ready the sailors, hatch­et in hand, were rush­ing to cut away the fore-shrouds, when they were vi­o­lent­ly torn from their fas­ten­ings by the blast. The ship right­ed her­self, but, with­out sup­port on the waves, she was tossed about so ter­ri­bly that the masts threat­ened to break at their very foun­da­tions. She could not long en­dure such rolling; she was grow­ing weak, and soon her shat­tered sides and open­ing seams must give way for the wa­ter.

			Cap­tain Man­gles had but one re­source—to rig a storm-jib. He suc­ceed­ed af­ter sev­er­al hours’ la­bor, but it was not un­til three o’clock in the af­ter­noon that the jib was hauled to the main­stay and set to the wind. With this piece of can­vas the Dun­can flew be­fore the wind with in­con­ceiv­able ra­pid­i­ty. It was nec­es­sary to keep up the great­est pos­si­ble speed, for up­on this alone de­pend­ed her safe­ty. Some­times, out­strip­ping the waves, she cut them with her slen­der prow and plunged be­neath them, like an enor­mous sea-mon­ster, while the wa­ter swept her deck from stem to stern. At oth­er times her swift­ness bare­ly equaled that of the surges, her rud­der lost all pow­er, and she gave ter­rif­ic lurch­es that threat­ened to cap­size her. Then, im­pelled by the hur­ri­cane, the bil­lows out­ran her; they leaped over the taff­rail, and the whole deck was swept with tremen­dous vi­o­lence.

			The sit­u­a­tion was in­deed alarm­ing. The cap­tain would not leave his post for an in­stant. He was tor­tured by fears that his im­pas­sive face would not be­tray, and per­sis­tent­ly sought to pen­e­trate with his gaze the gath­er­ing gloom. And he had good cause for fear. The Dun­can, driv­en out of her course, was run­ning to­wards the Aus­tralian coast with a swift­ness that noth­ing could ar­rest. He felt, too, as if by in­stinct, that a strong cur­rent was draw­ing him along. At ev­ery mo­ment he feared the shock of a reef up­on which the yacht would be dashed in­to a thou­sand pieces, and he cal­cu­lat­ed that the shore was not more than a dozen miles to lee­ward.

			Fi­nal­ly he went in search of Lord Gle­nar­van, con­sult­ed with him in pri­vate, ex­plained their ac­tu­al sit­u­a­tion, viewed it with the cool­ness of a sailor who is ready for any emer­gen­cy, and end­ed by say­ing that he should be obliged per­haps to run the Dun­can ashore.

			“To save those she car­ries, if pos­si­ble, my lord,” he added.

			“Very well, cap­tain,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“And La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant?”

			“I will in­form them on­ly at the last mo­ment, when all hope is gone of keep­ing at sea. You will tell me.”

			“I will, my lord.”

			Gle­nar­van re­turned to the ladies, who, with­out know­ing all the dan­ger, felt it to be im­mi­nent. They dis­played, how­ev­er, a no­ble courage, equal at least to that of their com­pan­ions. Pa­ganel gave him­self up to the most un­rea­son­able the­o­ries con­cern­ing the di­rec­tion of at­mo­spher­ic cur­rents, while the ma­jor await­ed the end with the in­dif­fer­ence of a Mus­sul­man.

			About eleven o’clock the hur­ri­cane seemed to mod­er­ate a lit­tle, the heavy mists were grad­u­al­ly dis­si­pat­ed, and through the open­ings the cap­tain could see a low land at least six miles to lee­ward. He steered di­rect­ly for it. Huge waves rolled to a prodi­gious height, and he knew that they must have a firm point of sup­port to reach such an el­e­va­tion.

			“There are sand­bars here,” said he to Tom Austin.

			“That is my opin­ion,” replied the mate.

			“We are in the hands of God,” con­tin­ued the cap­tain. “If He does not him­self guide the Dun­can over the bar, we are lost.”

			“It is high tide now, cap­tain; per­haps we may do it.”

			“But see the fury of those waves! What ship could re­sist them? God help us, my friend!”

			Mean­time the Dun­can dashed to­wards the shore with ter­ri­ble swift­ness. Soon she was on­ly two miles from the sand­bars. The mists still con­tin­ued to con­ceal the land. Nev­er­the­less Cap­tain Man­gles thought he per­ceived, be­yond this foam­ing bar­ri­er, a tran­quil haven, where the Dun­can would be in com­par­a­tive safe­ty. But how to reach it?

			He called the pas­sen­gers on deck, for he did not wish, when the hour of ship­wreck had come, that they should be con­fined in the cab­in. Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions gazed at the aw­ful sea. Mary Grant grew pale.

			“John,” said Gle­nar­van in a low tone to the young cap­tain, “I will try to save my wife, or will per­ish with her. Do you take charge of Miss Grant.”

			“Yes, your lord­ship,” was the prompt re­ply.

			The Dun­can was now on­ly a few ca­ble-lengths from the sand­bars. As it was high tide, there would doubt­less have been suf­fi­cient wa­ter to en­able the yacht to cross these dan­ger­ous shoals; but the enor­mous waves up­on which she rose and fell would in­fal­li­bly have wrecked her. Was there then any means of al­lay­ing these bil­lows, of calm­ing this tu­mul­tuous sea?

			A sud­den idea oc­curred to the cap­tain.

			“The oil!” cried he; “pour on oil, men, pour on oil!”

			These words were quick­ly un­der­stood by all the crew. They were about to em­ploy a method that some­times suc­ceeds. The fury of the sea can of­ten be ap­peased by cov­er­ing it with a sheet of oil, which floats on the sur­face and de­stroys the shock of the wa­ters. The ef­fect is in­stan­ta­neous, but tran­sient. As soon as a ship has crossed this treach­er­ous sea, it re­dou­bles its fury; and woe to those who would ven­ture to fol­low.

			The bar­rels con­tain­ing the sup­ply of seal-oil were hoist­ed in­to the fore­cas­tle by the crew, to whom the dan­ger gave new strength. Here they were stove in with a blow of the hatch­et, and sus­pend­ed over the star­board rat­tlings.

			“Hold on!” cried the cap­tain, wait­ing for the fa­vor­able mo­ment.

			In a few sec­onds the yacht reached the en­trance to the pass, which was barred by a ter­ri­ble line of foam.

			“Let go!” cried the young cap­tain.

			The bar­rels were in­vert­ed, and from their sides streamed floods of oil. Im­me­di­ate­ly the unc­tu­ous liq­uid lev­eled the foam­ing sur­face of the sea, and the Dun­can sailed on calm wa­ters, and was soon in a qui­et har­bor be­yond the ter­ri­ble sand­bars; and then the ocean, re­leased from its fet­ters, bound­ed af­ter its es­caped prey with in­de­scrib­able fury.

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				A Hos­pitable Colonist

			
			The cap­tain’s first care was to se­cure an­chor­age. He moored the ves­sel in five fath­oms of wa­ter. The bot­tom was good, a hard grav­el, af­ford­ing an ex­cel­lent hold. There was no dan­ger of drift­ing, or of strand­ing at low tide. The Dun­can, af­ter so many hours of per­il, was now in a sort of creek shel­tered by a high promon­to­ry from the fury of the wind.

			Lord Gle­nar­van shook the hand of the young cap­tain, say­ing—

			“Thanks, John!”

			And Cap­tain Man­gles felt him­self ful­ly re­ward­ed by these sim­ple words. Gle­nar­van kept to him­self the se­cret of his an­guish, and nei­ther La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, nor Robert sus­pect­ed the mag­ni­tude of the per­ils they had just es­caped.

			One im­por­tant point re­mained to be set­tled. On what part of the coast had the Dun­can been cast by the storm? How could she re­gain her pre­scribed course? How far were they from Cape Bernouil­li? Such were the first ques­tions ad­dressed to the cap­tain, who at once took his bear­ings and not­ed his ob­ser­va­tions on the map. The Dun­can had not de­vi­at­ed very far from her route. She was at Cape Catas­tro­phe, on the south­ern coast of Aus­tralia, not three hun­dred miles from Cape Bernouil­li.

			But could the Dun­can’s in­juries be re­paired? This was the ques­tion to de­cide. The cap­tain wished to know the ex­tent of the dam­age. It was dis­cov­ered, by div­ing, that a flange of the screw was bent and came in con­tact with the stern­post. Hence it was im­pos­si­ble for the screw to ro­tate. This in­jury was con­sid­ered se­ri­ous enough to ne­ces­si­tate go­ing in­to dry-dock, which of course could not be done in their present lo­cal­i­ty.

			Gle­nar­van and the cap­tain, af­ter ma­ture re­flec­tion, re­solved that the Dun­can should fol­low the west­ern shore, seek­ing traces of the Bri­tan­nia, should stop at Cape Bernouil­li, where fur­ther in­for­ma­tion could be ob­tained, and then con­tin­ue south­ward to Mel­bourne, where her in­juries could be re­paired; and, as soon as this was done, that she should cruise along the east­ern shores to fin­ish the search.

			This ar­range­ment was ap­proved, and Cap­tain Man­gles re­solved to take ad­van­tage of the first fa­vor­able wind. He did not have to wait long. To­wards evening the hur­ri­cane had en­tire­ly sub­sid­ed, and a mod­er­ate breeze was blow­ing from the south­west. Prepa­ra­tions were made for get­ting un­der way; new sails were set, and at four o’clock in the morn­ing the sailors heaved at the cap­stan, the an­chor was weighed, and the Dun­can, with all sails set, cruised close to wind­ward along the coast.

			They ar­rived at Cape Bernouil­li with­out find­ing the least trace of the lost ves­sel. But this fail­ure proved noth­ing. In­deed, dur­ing the two years since the ship­wreck, the sea might have scat­tered or de­stroyed the frag­ments of the brig. Be­sides, the na­tives, who scent ship­wrecks as a vul­ture does a corpse, might have car­ried away ev­ery ves­tige of it. Har­ry Grant and his two com­pan­ions, there­fore, with­out doubt, had been tak­en pris­on­ers the mo­ment the waves cast them ashore, and been car­ried in­to the in­te­ri­or of the coun­try.

			But here one of Pa­ganel’s in­ge­nious sup­po­si­tions failed. So long as they were in the Ar­gen­tine ter­ri­to­ry, the ge­og­ra­pher could right­ly main­tain that the lat­i­tude of the doc­u­ment re­ferred to the place of cap­tiv­i­ty—not to the scene of the ship­wreck. In­deed, the great rivers of the Pam­pas and their nu­mer­ous af­flu­ents could eas­i­ly bear the doc­u­ment to the sea. In this part of Aus­tralia, on the con­trary, few streams cross the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, and the prin­ci­pal Aus­tralian rivers—the Mur­ray, the Yara, the Tor­rens, and the Dar­ling—ei­ther flow in­to each oth­er, or emp­ty in­to the ocean by mouths where nav­i­ga­tion is ac­tive. What prob­a­bil­i­ty was there, then, that a frag­ile bot­tle could have de­scend­ed these con­tin­u­al­ly nav­i­gat­ed wa­ters, and reached the In­di­an Ocean? This con­sid­er­a­tion could not es­cape such saga­cious minds. Pa­ganel’s sup­po­si­tion, plau­si­ble in Patag­o­nia, was il­log­i­cal in Aus­tralia. The ge­og­ra­pher per­ceived this in a dis­cus­sion on the sub­ject with the ma­jor. It was clear that the lat­i­tude ap­plied on­ly to the place of ship­wreck, and that con­se­quent­ly the bot­tle had been cast in­to the sea where the Bri­tan­nia was wrecked—on the west­ern coast of Aus­tralia.

			How­ev­er, as Gle­nar­van just­ly ob­served, this in­ter­pre­ta­tion did not pre­clude the pos­si­bil­i­ty of Cap­tain Grant’s cap­tiv­i­ty, who, more­over, had in­ti­mat­ed as much by the words “where they will be pris­on­ers of the cru­el In­di­ans.” But there was no more rea­son for seek­ing the pris­on­ers on the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel than on any oth­er.

			This con­clu­sion, af­ter much dis­cus­sion, was fi­nal­ly ac­cept­ed, and it was de­cid­ed that, if no traces of the Bri­tan­nia were found at Cape Bernouil­li, Lord Gle­nar­van should re­turn to Eu­rope, re­lin­quish­ing all hope of find­ing the ob­ject of their search.

			This res­o­lu­tion oc­ca­sioned pro­found grief to the chil­dren of the lost cap­tain. As the boats con­tain­ing the whole of the par­ty were rowed ashore, they felt that the fate of their fa­ther would soon be prob­a­bly de­cid­ed; ir­re­vo­ca­bly, we may say, for Pa­ganel, in a for­mer dis­cus­sion, had clear­ly demon­strat­ed that the ship­wrecked sea­men would have reached their coun­try long ago, if their ves­sel had strand­ed on the oth­er, the east­ern coast.

			“Hope! hope! nev­er cease to hope!” said La­dy He­le­na to the young girl seat­ed be­side her, as they ap­proached the shore. “The hand of God will nev­er fail us.”

			“Yes, Miss Mary,” said the cap­tain; “when men have ex­haust­ed hu­man re­sources, then Heav­en in­ter­pos­es, and, by some un­fore­seen event, opens to them new ways.”

			“God grant it, cap­tain!” replied Mary.

			The shore was now on­ly a ca­ble’s length dis­tant. The cape ter­mi­nat­ed in gen­tle de­cliv­i­ties ex­tend­ing far out in­to the sea. The boat en­tered a small creek, be­tween banks of coral in process of for­ma­tion, which in time would form a chain of reefs along the south­ern coast of the is­land.

			The pas­sen­gers of the Dun­can dis­em­barked on a per­fect­ly bar­ren shore. Steep cliffs formed a lofty sea­wall, and it would have been dif­fi­cult to scale this nat­u­ral ram­part with­out lad­ders or cramp­ing-irons. For­tu­nate­ly, the cap­tain dis­cov­ered a breach half a mile south­ward, caused by a par­tial crum­bling of the cliffs. Prob­a­bly the sea, dur­ing vi­o­lent equinoc­tial storms, had beat­en against this frag­ile bar­ri­er, and thus caused the fall of the up­per por­tions of the mass.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions en­tered this open­ing, and reached the sum­mit of the cliffs by a very steep as­cent. Robert climbed an abrupt de­cliv­i­ty with the agili­ty of a cat, and ar­rived first at the top, to the great cha­grin of Pa­ganel, who was quite mor­ti­fied at see­ing him­self out­stripped by a mere lad of twelve. How­ev­er, he dis­tanced the peace­able ma­jor; but that wor­thy was ut­ter­ly in­dif­fer­ent to his de­feat.

			The lit­tle par­ty sur­veyed the plain that stretched out be­neath them. It was a vast, un­cul­ti­vat­ed tract, cov­ered with bush­es and brush­wood, and was com­pared by Gle­nar­van to the glens of the Scot­tish low­lands, and by Pa­ganel to the bar­ren lands of Brit­tany. But though the coun­try along the coast was ev­i­dent­ly un­in­hab­it­ed, the pres­ence of man, not the sav­age, but the civ­i­lized work­er, was be­to­kened by sev­er­al sub­stan­tial struc­tures in the dis­tance.

			“A mill!” cried Robert.

			True enough, at no great dis­tance ap­par­ent­ly, the sails of a mill were seen.

			“It is in­deed a mill,” replied Pa­ganel. “Here is a bea­con as mod­est as it is use­ful, the sight of which de­lights my eyes.”

			“It is al­most a bel­fry,” said La­dy He­le­na.

			“Yes, madam; and while one makes bread for the body, the oth­er an­nounces bread for the soul. In this re­spect they re­sem­ble each oth­er.”

			“Let us go to the mill,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			They ac­cord­ing­ly start­ed. Af­ter half an hour’s walk the soil as­sumed a new as­pect. The tran­si­tion from bar­ren plains to cul­ti­vat­ed fields was sud­den. In­stead of brush­wood, quick-set hedges sur­round­ed an en­clo­sure fresh­ly ploughed. Some cat­tle, and half a dozen hors­es, grazed in pas­tures en­cir­cled by aca­cias. Then fields of corn were reached, sev­er­al acres of land bristling with the yel­low ears, hay­cocks like great bee­hives, vine­yards with bloom­ing en­clo­sures, a beau­ti­ful gar­den, where the use­ful and the or­na­men­tal min­gled; in short, a fair and com­fort­able lo­cal­i­ty, which the mer­ry mill crowned with its point­ed gable and ca­ressed with the mov­ing shad­ow of its sails.

			At this mo­ment a man of about fifty, of pre­pos­sess­ing coun­te­nance, is­sued from the prin­ci­pal house, at the bark­ing of three great dogs that an­nounced the com­ing of the strangers. Five stout and hand­some boys, his sons, ac­com­pa­nied by their moth­er, a tall, ro­bust wom­an, fol­lowed him. This man, sur­round­ed by his health­ful fam­i­ly, in the midst of these new erec­tions, in this al­most vir­gin coun­try, pre­sent­ed the per­fect type of the colonist, who, en­deav­or­ing to bet­ter his lot, seeks his for­tune and hap­pi­ness be­yond the seas.

			Gle­nar­van and his friends had not yet in­tro­duced them­selves, they had not had time to de­clare ei­ther their names or their rank, when these cor­dial words salut­ed them:—

			“Strangers, wel­come to the house of Patrick O’Moore.”

			“You are an Irish­man?” said Gle­nar­van, tak­ing the hand that the colonist of­fered him.

			“I was,” replied Mr. O’Moore. “Now I am an Aus­tralian. But come in, who­ev­er you are, gen­tle­men; this house is at your ser­vice.”

			The in­vi­ta­tion so hos­pitably giv­en was ac­cept­ed with­out cer­e­mo­ny. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, con­duct­ed by Mrs. O’Moore, en­tered the house, while the colonist’s sons re­lieved the vis­i­tors of their firearms.

			A large, cool, airy room oc­cu­pied the ground-floor of the house, which was built of stout beams ar­ranged hor­i­zon­tal­ly. Sev­er­al wood­en bench­es, built in­to the walls, and paint­ed in gay col­ors, ten stools, two oak­en trunks, in which white chi­na and jugs of pol­ished pewter were ar­ranged, and a long ta­ble, at which twen­ty peo­ple could be com­fort­ably seat­ed, con­sti­tut­ed the fur­ni­ture, wor­thy of the house and its hardy in­hab­i­tants.

			Din­ner was soon served. Dish­es of soup smoked be­tween roast beef and legs of mut­ton, flanked by large plates of olives, grapes, and or­anges. The host and host­ess had such an en­gag­ing air, and the fare was so tempt­ing, so am­ple, and so abun­dant­ly fur­nished, that it would have been un­be­com­ing not to ac­cept this ru­ral boun­ty. The do­mes­tics of the farm, the equals of their mas­ter, had al­ready come to par­take of the repast; and the host re­served the place of hon­or for the strangers.

			“I ex­pect­ed you,” said he, qui­et­ly, to Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“You did?” replied the lat­ter, very much sur­prised.

			“I al­ways ex­pect those who are com­ing,” replied the Irish­man.

			Then, in a grave voice, while his house­hold stood re­spect­ful­ly, he in­voked a Di­vine bless­ing. La­dy He­le­na was much af­fect­ed by his per­fect sim­plic­i­ty of man­ner, and a look from her hus­band told her that he like­wise was touched by it.

			Am­ple jus­tice was done to the repast. The con­ver­sa­tion was gen­er­al. The colonist told his sto­ry. It was like that of most de­serv­ing and vol­un­tary em­i­grants. Many go far to seek their for­tunes, and find on­ly sor­row and dis­as­ter; they ac­cuse fate, for­get­ting to blame their ig­no­rance, lazi­ness, and vices. The man who is sober and per­se­ver­ing, eco­nom­i­cal and hon­est, is al­most sure to suc­ceed.

			This had been the case with Mr. O’Moore. He had left Dun­dalk, where he was poor, and, em­i­grat­ing with his fam­i­ly to Aus­tralia, had land­ed at Ade­laide. At first he en­gaged in min­ing, but soon re­lin­quished this for the less haz­ardous pur­suits of the farmer, in which he had been suc­cess­ful be­yond his high­est an­tic­i­pa­tions. His agri­cul­tur­al knowl­edge was a great aid to him. He econ­o­mized, and bought new lands with the prof­its of the first. His fam­i­ly flour­ished, as well as his farm. The Irish peas­ant had be­come a land­ed pro­pri­etor, and, al­though his es­tab­lish­ment was on­ly two years old, he owned at that mo­ment five hun­dred acres of well-cul­ti­vat­ed land and five hun­dred head of cat­tle, was his own mas­ter, and as in­de­pen­dent as one can be even in the freest coun­try in the world.

			His guests con­grat­u­lat­ed him sin­cere­ly when his sto­ry was fin­ished. He doubt­less ex­pect­ed a sim­i­lar con­fi­dence, but did not urge it. Gle­nar­van had an im­me­di­ate in­ter­est in speak­ing of the Dun­can, of his own pres­ence at Cape Bernouil­li, and of the search that they had pur­sued so per­se­ver­ing­ly. But, like a man who con­sid­ers the main ob­ject in view, he first ques­tioned his host con­cern­ing the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia.

			The Irish­man’s an­swer was not cheer­ing. He had nev­er heard of the ship. No ves­sel had for some time been lost on the coast; and, as the ship­wreck had oc­curred on­ly two years be­fore, he could af­firm with ab­so­lute cer­tain­ty that the sailors had not been cast on that part of the west­ern shore.

			“And now, my lord,” added he, “may I be al­lowed to ask why you have in­quired of me con­cern­ing this ship­wreck?”

			Gle­nar­van then told the sto­ry of the doc­u­ment, the voy­age of the Dun­can, and the at­tempts made to find Cap­tain Grant. He con­fessed that his dear­est hopes had been de­stroyed by Mr. O’Moore’s dis­cour­ag­ing in­for­ma­tion, and that he now de­spaired of ev­er find­ing the ship­wrecked sea­men of the Bri­tan­nia.

			These words pro­duced a gloomy im­pres­sion up­on his hear­ers. Robert and Mary lis­tened to them with tear­ful eyes. Pa­ganel could not find a word of con­so­la­tion or hope. Cap­tain Man­gles suf­fered a grief that he could not sub­due. De­spair was seiz­ing up­on the souls of the no­ble peo­ple whom the Dun­can had vain­ly brought to these dis­tant shores, when all at once a voice was heard:—

			“My lord, praise and thank God! If Cap­tain Grant is liv­ing, he is in Aus­tralia.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				The Quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia

			
			The as­ton­ish­ment that these words pro­duced can­not be de­scribed. Gle­nar­van sprang to his feet, and, push­ing back his chair, cried—

			“Who says that?”

			“I!” replied one of O’Moore’s work­men, seat­ed at the end of the ta­ble.

			“You, Ayr­ton?” said the colonist, no less as­ton­ished than Gle­nar­van.

			“I,” re­peat­ed Ayr­ton, in an ex­cit­ed but firm tone; “I, a Scotch­man like your­self, my lord, one of the ship­wrecked sailors of the Bri­tan­nia!”

			Mary Grant, half faint­ing with emo­tion, and over­come with hap­pi­ness, sank in­to the arms of La­dy He­le­na; while Cap­tain Man­gles, Robert, and Pa­ganel went to­wards the man whom their host had called Ayr­ton.

			He was a some­what rough-look­ing, broad-shoul­dered man, of about forty-five, of more than medi­um height, and with pierc­ing eyes sunk deeply be­neath his pro­ject­ing brows. His strength must have been un­usu­al, even con­sid­er­ing his stature, for he was all bone and sinew. His coun­te­nance, full of in­tel­li­gence and en­er­gy, al­though the fea­tures were stern, pre­pos­sessed one in his fa­vor. The sym­pa­thy that he elicit­ed was still more in­creased by the traces of re­cent hard­ships im­print­ed up­on his face. It was ev­i­dent that he had suf­fered much, al­though he seemed a man able to brave, en­dure, and con­quer suf­fer­ing.

			The trav­el­ers felt all this at first sight. Ayr­ton’s ap­pear­ance had in­ter­est­ed them; and Gle­nar­van, act­ing as spokesman for all, pressed him with in­quiries. This strange meet­ing had ev­i­dent­ly pro­duced a be­wil­der­ing ef­fect, and the first ques­tions were, to some ex­tent, with­out or­der.

			“You are one of the sailors of the Bri­tan­nia?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord; Cap­tain Grant’s quar­ter­mas­ter,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“Saved with him from the ship­wreck?”

			“No, my lord. At that ter­ri­ble mo­ment I was washed over­board and cast ashore.”

			“You are not one of the sailors, then, of whom the doc­u­ment makes men­tion?”

			“No; I did not know of the ex­is­tence of such a doc­u­ment. The cap­tain must have thrown it over­board af­ter I was gone.”

			“But the cap­tain, the cap­tain?”

			“I sup­pose he was lost, drowned, with the rest of the crew. I thought I was the sole sur­vivor.”

			“But you said that Cap­tain Grant was liv­ing!”

			“No. I said, ‘if the cap­tain is liv­ing’—”

			“ ‘He is in Aus­tralia,’ you added.”

			“He can be nowhere else.”

			“You do not know, then, where he is?”

			“No, my lord. I re­peat that I thought he was buried in the waves or dashed up­on the rocks. You say that per­haps he is still liv­ing.”

			“What do you know, then?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Sim­ply this, that if Cap­tain Grant is liv­ing he is in Aus­tralia.”

			“Where did the ship­wreck take place?” in­quired the ma­jor.

			This should have been the first ques­tion; but, in the ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment, Gle­nar­van, anx­ious to know where Cap­tain Grant was, had not in­quired where the Bri­tan­nia was lost. From this point the con­ver­sa­tion as­sumed a more def­i­nite form, and soon the de­tails of the com­pli­cat­ed sto­ry ap­peared clear and ex­act to the minds of Ayr­ton’s hear­ers.

			To the ma­jor’s ques­tion Ayr­ton replied—

			“When I was washed from the fore­cas­tle, as I was haul­ing down the jib, the Bri­tan­nia was driv­ing to­wards the coast of Aus­tralia, which was not two ca­ble-lengths dis­tant. The ship­wreck, there­fore, took place at that point.”

			“In lat­i­tude thir­ty-sev­en?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Thir­ty-sev­en,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“On the west coast?”

			“No. On the east coast.”

			“And when?”

			“On the night of June 27th, 1862.”

			“The same! the very same!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“You see, then, my lord,” added Ayr­ton, “that I was right in say­ing that, if Cap­tain Grant still lives, you must seek him in Aus­tralia.”

			“And we will seek, find, and save him, my friend!” cried Pa­ganel. “Ah, pre­cious doc­u­ment!” added he, with per­fect sim­plic­i­ty: “it must be con­fessed that you have fall­en in­to the hands of very saga­cious peo­ple.”

			No one no­ticed these flat­ter­ing words of Pa­ganel. Gle­nar­van, La­dy He­le­na, Mary, and Robert had crowd­ed around Ayr­ton, and ea­ger­ly clasped his hands. It seemed as if the pres­ence of this man was a guar­an­tee of the safe­ty of Har­ry Grant. Since the sailor had es­caped the dan­gers of ship­wreck, why should not the cap­tain be safe and sound? Ayr­ton re­peat­ed his dec­la­ra­tion that if Cap­tain Grant were liv­ing he must be in Aus­tralia. He an­swered with re­mark­able in­tel­li­gence and clear­ness the many ques­tions that were pro­pound­ed to him. Miss Mary, while he spoke, held one of his hands in her own. This sailor had been a com­pan­ion of her fa­ther, one of the ship­wrecked sur­vivors of the Bri­tan­nia. He had lived with Har­ry Grant, had sailed the seas with him, had braved the same dan­gers! She could not with­draw her eyes from that weath­er-beat­en face, and she wept with hap­pi­ness.

			Hith­er­to no one had thought of doubt­ing the ve­rac­i­ty of the quar­ter­mas­ter. On­ly the ma­jor, and per­haps Cap­tain Man­gles, ques­tioned whether Ayr­ton’s sto­ry mer­it­ed en­tire con­fi­dence. This un­ex­pect­ed meet­ing might be sus­pi­cious. To be sure, Ayr­ton had men­tioned facts and dates that agreed, and strik­ing par­tic­u­lars. But de­tails, how­ev­er ex­act they may be, do not con­sti­tute a cer­tain­ty; and gen­er­al­ly, as we know, false­hood en­deav­ors to strength­en it­self by its pre­cise­ness. Mac­N­abb, there­fore, re­served his opin­ion.

			As for Cap­tain Man­gles, his doubts did not stand long be­fore the as­ser­tions of the sailor, and he con­sid­ered him a re­al com­pan­ion of Cap­tain Grant when he heard him speak to the young girl of her fa­ther. Ayr­ton knew Mary and Robert per­fect­ly. He had seen them at Glas­gow on the de­par­ture of the Bri­tan­nia. He re­mem­bered that they had been present at the farewell din­ner giv­en on board to the friends of the cap­tain. Sher­iff Mac­In­tyre was one of the guests. Robert—scarce­ly ten years old—had been con­fid­ed to the care of Dick Turn­er, the boatswain, but had es­caped from him and climbed to the top­sail yardarm.

			“It is true! it is true!” cried Robert.

			The quar­ter­mas­ter re­mem­bered, too, a thou­sand lit­tle cir­cum­stances to which he did not seem to at­tach so much im­por­tance as did Cap­tain Man­gles. When he stopped, Mary said, in her sweet voice—

			“Mr. Ayr­ton, please tell us more about our fa­ther.”

			Ayr­ton ac­ced­ed to the young girl’s re­quest. Gle­nar­van was re­luc­tant to in­ter­rupt him, and yet many more im­por­tant ques­tions thronged his mind. But La­dy He­le­na, point­ing out to him Mary’s joy­ful ex­cite­ment, checked his in­quiries.

			The quar­ter­mas­ter now told the sto­ry of the Bri­tan­nia and her voy­age across the Pa­cif­ic. Dur­ing the pe­ri­od of a year Har­ry Grant land­ed at the prin­ci­pal ports of Ocean­i­ca, op­pos­ing un­jus­ti­fi­able cap­tures, and of­ten a vic­tim to the hos­til­i­ty of un­just traders. He found, how­ev­er, an im­por­tant point on the west­ern coast of Papua. Here the es­tab­lish­ment of a Scot­tish colony ap­peared to him fea­si­ble, and its pros­per­i­ty as­sured. Af­ter ex­am­in­ing Papua, the Bri­tan­nia sailed to Callao for pro­vi­sions, and left that port on the 30th of May, 1862, to re­turn to Eu­rope by the way of the In­di­an Ocean and the Cape. Three weeks af­ter her de­par­ture, a ter­ri­ble tem­pest dis­abled her. It be­came nec­es­sary to cut away the masts. A leak was dis­cov­ered in the hold, which they did not suc­ceed in stop­ping. The crew were soon over­tasked and ex­haust­ed. The pumps could not be worked. For eight days the ves­sel was at the mer­cy of the storm. There were six feet of wa­ter in her hold, and she grad­u­al­ly foundered. The boats had been washed over­board, and the crew had giv­en them­selves up for lost, when on the night of June 22nd, as Pa­ganel had right­ly in­ter­pret­ed, they de­scried the east­ern coast of Aus­tralia. The ves­sel soon strand­ed. A vi­o­lent shock was felt. At this mo­ment Ayr­ton, borne by a wave, was cast in­to the midst of the break­ers, and lost all con­scious­ness. When he came to him­self, he was in the hands of the na­tives, who car­ried him in­to the in­te­ri­or of the coun­try. Since then he had heard noth­ing more of the Bri­tan­nia, and nat­u­ral­ly sup­posed that she had been wrecked, with all on board, on the dan­ger­ous reefs of Twofold Bay.

			This was Ayr­ton’s sto­ry, which elicit­ed more than once ex­cla­ma­tions of sym­pa­thy. The ma­jor could not just­ly doubt its cor­rect­ness; and af­ter this recital the quar­ter­mas­ter’s own ex­pe­ri­ences pos­sessed a more re­al in­ter­est. In­deed, thanks to the doc­u­ment, they no longer doubt­ed that Cap­tain Grant had sur­vived the ship­wreck with two of his sailors. From the fate of the one they could fair­ly con­jec­ture that of the oth­er.

			Ayr­ton was in­vit­ed to tell of his own ad­ven­tures, which was soon and sim­ply done. The ship­wrecked sailor, pris­on­er of a na­tive tribe, was car­ried in­to the in­te­ri­or re­gions wa­tered by the Dar­ling. Here he led a very wretch­ed ex­is­tence, be­cause the tribe it­self was mis­er­able; but he was not mal­treat­ed. For two long years he en­dured a painful slav­ery. How­ev­er, the hope of re­gain­ing his lib­er­ty sus­tained his courage. He watched for the least op­por­tu­ni­ty of es­cap­ing, al­though his flight would plunge him in­to the midst of in­nu­mer­able per­ils. One night in Oc­to­ber he elud­ed the vig­i­lance of the na­tives, and took refuge in the depths of ex­ten­sive forests. For a month, liv­ing on roots, ed­i­ble ferns, and the gum of the mi­mosa, of­ten over­come by de­spair, he wan­dered in those vast soli­tudes, with the sun as his guide by day and the stars by night. In this way he crossed marsh­es, rivers, moun­tains, in short, all that un­in­hab­it­ed por­tion of coun­try that few trav­el­ers have ex­plored. At last, ex­haust­ed and al­most dead, he reached the hos­pitable dwelling of Mr. O’Moore, where his la­bor in­sured him a com­fort­able liveli­hood.

			“And if Ayr­ton is pleased with me,” said the Irish colonist, when the sto­ry was fin­ished, “I can­not but be pleased with him. He is an hon­est and in­tel­li­gent man, a good work­er, and, if he choos­es, this house shall long be at his ser­vice.”

			Ayr­ton thanked Mr. O’Moore, and wait­ed for fur­ther ques­tions. He prob­a­bly thought, how­ev­er, that the le­git­i­mate cu­rios­i­ty of his hear­ers ought to be sat­is­fied. What could he say that had not been re­peat­ed a hun­dred times al­ready? Gle­nar­van was, there­fore, about to open the con­ver­sa­tion on a new top­ic, to prof­it by the in­for­ma­tion re­ceived from Ayr­ton, when the ma­jor, ad­dress­ing him, said:

			“You were quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia?”

			“Yes,” replied Ayr­ton.

			But per­ceiv­ing that a cer­tain feel­ing of dis­trust, a doubt, how­ev­er slight, had sug­gest­ed this in­quiry, he added—

			“I saved my con­tract from the wreck.”

			He im­me­di­ate­ly left the room in search of this au­thor­i­ta­tive doc­u­ment. Dur­ing his ab­sence, which last­ed but a few mo­ments, Mr. O’Moore said:

			“My lord, I will an­swer for it that Ayr­ton is an hon­est man. Dur­ing the two months that he has been in my em­ploy, I have had no fault to find with him. I knew the sto­ry of his ship­wreck and cap­tiv­i­ty. He is a true man, and wor­thy of your en­tire con­fi­dence.”

			Gle­nar­van was about to an­swer that he had nev­er doubt­ed Ayr­ton’s hon­esty, when the lat­ter re­turned and pre­sent­ed his con­tract. It was a pa­per signed by the own­ers of the Bri­tan­nia and Cap­tain Grant, whose writ­ing Mary rec­og­nized im­me­di­ate­ly. It stat­ed that “Tom Ayr­ton, able sea­man, was en­gaged as quar­ter­mas­ter on board the brig Bri­tan­nia of Glas­gow.” There was, there­fore, no pos­si­ble doubt of Ayr­ton’s iden­ti­ty, for it would have been dif­fi­cult to sup­pose that this con­tract could be in his hands and not be­long to him.

			“Now,” said Gle­nar­van, “I ap­peal to you all for ad­vice as to what is best to be done. Your ad­vice, Ayr­ton, would be par­tic­u­lar­ly valu­able, and I should be much obliged if you would give it to us.”

			The sailor re­flect­ed a few mo­ments, and then replied:

			“I thank you, my lord, for the con­fi­dence you place in me, and hope to show my­self wor­thy of it. I have some knowl­edge of the coun­try, and of the cus­toms of the na­tives; and, if I can be of use to you—”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“I think, like you,” con­tin­ued Ayr­ton, “that Cap­tain Grant and his two sailors were saved from the ship­wreck; but, since they have not reached the Eng­lish pos­ses­sions, since they have not reap­peared, I doubt not that their fate was the same as my own, and that they are pris­on­ers of the na­tives.”

			“You re­peat, Mr. Ayr­ton, the ar­gu­ments that I have al­ready sub­stan­ti­at­ed,” said Pa­ganel. “The ship­wrecked sea­men are ev­i­dent­ly pris­on­ers of the na­tives, as they feared. But ought we to sup­pose that, like you, they have been car­ried to the north?”

			“It is quite like­ly, sir,” replied Ayr­ton. “The hos­tile tribes would hard­ly re­main in the neigh­bor­hood of the Eng­lish prov­inces.”

			“This fact will com­pli­cate our search,” said Gle­nar­van, quite dis­con­cert­ed. “How shall we find the traces of the pris­on­ers in the in­te­ri­or of so vast a con­ti­nent?”

			A pro­longed si­lence fol­lowed this re­mark. La­dy He­le­na fre­quent­ly cast a ques­tion­ing glance at her com­pan­ions, but with­out elic­it­ing a re­spon­sive sign. Pa­ganel him­self was silent, con­trary to his cus­tom. His usu­al in­ge­nu­ity now failed him. Cap­tain Man­gles paced the room with long strides, as if he had been on the deck of his ves­sel, in­volved in some dif­fi­cul­ty.

			“And you, Mr. Ayr­ton,” said La­dy He­le­na, at length, to the quar­ter­mas­ter, “what would you do?”

			“Madam,” replied he, prompt­ly, “I should re-em­bark on board the Dun­can, and go straight to the place of the ship­wreck. There I should act ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances, or in­di­ca­tions that chance might fur­nish.”

			“Very good,” said Gle­nar­van; “but we must wait till the Dun­can is re­paired.”

			“Ah! you have suf­fered in­juries?” in­quired Ayr­ton.

			“Yes,” replies the cap­tain.

			“Se­ri­ous?”

			“No; but they ne­ces­si­tate re­pairs which can­not be made on board. One of the flanges of the screw is bent, and this work can be done on­ly at Mel­bourne.”

			“Can you not sail?” asked the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“Yes; but, if the wind is con­trary, it would take con­sid­er­able time to reach Twofold Bay, and at any rate we should have to re­turn to Mel­bourne.”

			“Well, let the yacht go to Mel­bourne,” said Pa­ganel, “and we will go with­out her to Twofold Bay.”

			“But how?”

			“By cross­ing Aus­tralia, as we crossed South Amer­i­ca.”

			“But the Dun­can?” added Ayr­ton, with sin­gu­lar per­sis­ten­cy.

			“The Dun­can will join us, or we will join her, ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances. If Cap­tain Grant is found dur­ing our jour­ney, we will re­turn to­geth­er to Mel­bourne. If, on the con­trary, we con­tin­ue our search to the coast, the Dun­can shall join us there. Who has any ob­jec­tions to make to this plan? Have you, ma­jor?”

			“No,” replied Mac­N­abb, “if it is prac­ti­ca­ble.”

			“So prac­ti­ca­ble,” said Pa­ganel, “that I pro­pose that La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant ac­com­pa­ny us.”

			“Do you speak se­ri­ous­ly, Pa­ganel?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Quite se­ri­ous­ly, my lord. It is a jour­ney of three hun­dred and fifty miles. At the rate of twelve miles a day it would last scarce­ly a month—long enough to give time for re­pair­ing the Dun­can.”

			“But the fe­ro­cious an­i­mals?” said Gle­nar­van, wish­ing to state all pos­si­ble ob­jec­tions.

			“There are none in Aus­tralia.”

			“But the sav­ages?”

			“There are none in the course we shall take.”

			“Well, then, the con­victs?”

			“There are no con­victs in the south­ern prov­inces of Aus­tralia, but on­ly in the east­ern colonies.”

			“Mr. Pa­ganel is per­fect­ly right,” said O’Moore; “they have all left the south­ern prov­inces. Since I have lived on this farm, I have not heard of one.”

			“And, for my part, I nev­er met one,” added Ayr­ton.

			“You see, my friends,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, “that there are few sav­ages, no wild beasts, and no con­victs. There are not many coun­tries of Eu­rope of which we could say as much. Well, is it agreed?”

			“What do you think, He­le­na?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“What we all think,” replied she, turn­ing to­wards her com­pan­ions. “For­ward!”

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				Prepa­ra­tions for the Jour­ney

			
			It was not Gle­nar­van’s habit to lose time in adopt­ing and ex­e­cut­ing a plan. As soon as Pa­ganel’s pro­pos­al was ac­cept­ed, he at once re­solved that the prepa­ra­tions for the jour­ney should be com­plet­ed as soon as pos­si­ble.

			And what was to be the re­sult of this search? The ex­is­tence of Har­ry Grant seemed to have be­come un­de­ni­able, which in­creased the prob­a­bil­i­ties of suc­cess. No one ex­pect­ed to find the cap­tain ex­act­ly on the line of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel; but per­haps they would come up­on traces of him, and, at all events, their course would bring them straight to the scene of the ship­wreck, which was the prin­ci­pal point.

			More­over, if Ayr­ton would con­sent to join the trav­el­ers, to guide them through the forests, and to the east­ern coast, there was an­oth­er chance of suc­cess. Gle­nar­van felt the im­por­tance of this ar­range­ment, and was there­fore par­tic­u­lar­ly de­sirous of ob­tain­ing the ser­vices of Cap­tain Grant’s com­pan­ion. He in­quired of his host whether he was will­ing for him to pro­pose to Ayr­ton to ac­com­pa­ny them. Mr. O’Moore con­sent­ed, though not with­out re­gret at los­ing so good an as­sis­tant.

			“Well, Ayr­ton, will you aid us in our search for the sailors of the Bri­tan­nia?”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter did not an­swer im­me­di­ate­ly; he seemed to hes­i­tate for a few mo­ments, but fi­nal­ly, af­ter re­flect­ing, said:

			“Yes, my lord, I will fol­low you; and, if I do not set you up­on the track of Cap­tain Grant, I will at least guide you to the place where his ves­sel was wrecked.”

			“Thanks,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“One ques­tion, my lord.”

			“Ask it.”

			“Where will you join the Dun­can?”

			“At Mel­bourne, if we do not cross Aus­tralia; on the east­ern coast, if our search is con­tin­ued so far.”

			“But the cap­tain of the Dun­can?”

			“He will await my or­ders at Mel­bourne.”

			“Very well, my lord,” said Ayr­ton; “re­ly on me.”

			“I will,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			The quar­ter­mas­ter was hearti­ly thanked by the trav­el­ers. Cap­tain Grant’s chil­dren lav­ished up­on him their most grate­ful ca­ress­es. All were de­light­ed at his de­ci­sion, ex­cept the colonist, who would lose in him an in­tel­li­gent and faith­ful as­sis­tant. But he un­der­stood the im­por­tance that Gle­nar­van at­tached to this new ad­di­tion to his force, and was re­signed. He had, more­over, en­gaged to fur­nish them with the means of con­veyance for the jour­ney, and, this busi­ness be­ing set­tled, the par­ty re­turned on board.

			Ev­ery­thing was now changed; all hes­i­ta­tion had van­ished. These coura­geous searchers were no longer to wan­der on blind­ly. Har­ry Grant, they be­lieved, had found a refuge on the con­ti­nent, and each heart was full of the sat­is­fac­tion that cer­tain­ty brings when it takes the place of doubt. In two months, per­haps, the Dun­can would land the lost cap­tain on the shores of Scot­land.

			When Cap­tain Man­gles sec­ond­ed the pro­pos­al that they should at­tempt to cross Aus­tralia with the ladies, he sup­posed that this time he would ac­com­pa­ny the ex­pe­di­tion. He there­fore con­sult­ed Gle­nar­van on the sub­ject, and brought for­ward var­i­ous ar­gu­ments in his own fa­vor, such as his de­sire to take part in the search for his coun­try­man, and his use­ful­ness in the un­der­tak­ing.

			“One ques­tion, John,” said Gle­nar­van. “You have ab­so­lute con­fi­dence in your mate?”

			“Ab­so­lute,” replied he. “Tom Austin is a good sailor. He will take the Dun­can to Mel­bourne, re­pair her thor­ough­ly, and bring her back at the ap­point­ed time. He is a man de­vot­ed to du­ty and dis­ci­pline, and will nev­er take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of chang­ing or de­lay­ing the ex­e­cu­tion of an or­der. You can re­ly up­on him as ful­ly as on my­self.”

			“Very well, cap­tain,” replied Gle­nar­van; “you shall ac­com­pa­ny us; for,” added he, smil­ing, “you cer­tain­ly ought to be present when we find Mary Grant’s fa­ther.”

			“Ah, my lord!” mur­mured Cap­tain Man­gles, with some­thing like a blush up­on his swarthy cheeks.

			The next day the cap­tain, ac­com­pa­nied by the car­pen­ter and by the sailors load­ed with pro­vi­sions, re­turned to the farm of Mr. O’Moore, who was to as­sist him in the prepa­ra­tions. All the fam­i­ly were wait­ing for him, ready to work un­der his or­ders. Ayr­ton was there, and freely gave them the ben­e­fit of his ex­pe­ri­ence. He and his em­ploy­er were agreed on this point, that the ladies ought to make the jour­ney in an ox­cart, and the gen­tle­men on horse­back. The colonist could pro­cure them the an­i­mals and ve­hi­cle.

			The ve­hi­cle was a cart twen­ty feet long and cov­ered with an awning, the whole rest­ing up­on four wheels, with­out spokes, fel­loes, or tires. The front wheels were a long way from the hind ones, and were joined to­geth­er by a rude con­trivance that made it im­pos­si­ble to turn short. To the body of the cart was at­tached a pole thir­ty-five feet long, to which three pairs of ox­en were cou­pled. The an­i­mals, thus ar­ranged, drew by means of a yoke across their necks, to which the bow was fas­tened with an iron pin. It re­quired great skill to man­age this long, nar­row, tot­ter­ing ve­hi­cle, and guide the ox­en by means of the whip. But Ayr­ton had served his ap­pren­tice­ship at O’Moore’s farm, and his em­ploy­er guar­an­teed his dex­ter­i­ty. Up­on him, there­fore, de­volved the du­ty of driv­ing.

			The cart, be­ing with­out springs, was not very easy; but our trav­el­ers were obliged to con­form to cir­cum­stances as much as they could. As no change was pos­si­ble in its rude con­struc­tion, Cap­tain Man­gles ar­ranged the in­te­ri­or in the most com­fort­able man­ner. He di­vid­ed it in­to two com­part­ments by a wood­en par­ti­tion. The rear one was de­signed for the pro­vi­sions, the bag­gage, and Mr. Ol­bi­nett’s por­ta­ble kitchen, while the for­ward one was re­served ex­clu­sive­ly for the ladies. The car­pen­ter con­vert­ed it in­to a con­ve­nient cham­ber, cov­ered it with a thick car­pet, and fur­nished it with a dress­ing-ta­ble and two berths for La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant. Thick leath­ern cur­tains se­cured pri­va­cy, when nec­es­sary, and were a pro­tec­tion against the chill­i­ness of the night. In rainy weath­er the men could find shel­ter un­der the awning; but a tent was to serve this pur­pose at the time of en­camp­ment. Cap­tain Man­gles suc­ceed­ed in crowd­ing in­to this nar­row space all that two ladies could need, and La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant did not great­ly miss the com­fort­able cab­ins of the Dun­can.

			As for the men, sev­en strong hors­es were ap­por­tioned to Lord Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, Robert Grant, Ma­jor Mac­N­abb, Cap­tain Man­gles, and the two sailors, Wil­son and Mul­ready, who ac­com­pa­nied this new ex­pe­di­tionary par­ty. The hors­es and ox­en grazed near at hand, and could be eas­i­ly col­lect­ed at the mo­ment of de­par­ture.

			Hav­ing made his ar­range­ments, and giv­en his or­ders to the car­pen­ter, Cap­tain Man­gles re­turned on board with the colonist’s fam­i­ly, who wished to pay Lord Gle­nar­van a vis­it. Ayr­ton thought prop­er to join them, and about four o’clock the cap­tain crossed the gang­way of the Dun­can.

			Of course, Gle­nar­van in­vit­ed his vis­i­tors to din­ner, and they will­ing­ly ac­cept­ed his re­turn hos­pi­tal­i­ty. Mr. O’Moore was amazed. The fur­ni­ture of the cab­ins, the ta­pes­try, the up­hol­stery, and the fan­cy­work of maple and ebony ex­cit­ed his ad­mi­ra­tion. Ayr­ton, on the con­trary, gave on­ly a sec­ondary at­ten­tion to these cost­ly lux­u­ries. He first ex­am­ined the yacht from a sailor’s point of view. He ex­plored the hold; he went down in­to the en­gine-room; he looked at the en­gine, in­quired its ef­fec­tive pow­er and con­sump­tion; he vis­it­ed the coal-house, the pantry, and the pow­der-mag­a­zine, and took par­tic­u­lar in­ter­est in the gun-room and the mount­ed can­non in the fore­cas­tle. Gle­nar­van now had to deal with a man who was a crit­i­cal judge, as he could see by Ayr­ton’s keen in­quiries. At last the quar­ter­mas­ter fin­ished his ex­plo­ration by in­spect­ing the masts and rig­ging; and, af­ter a few mo­ments of gen­er­al re­view, said:

			“You have a fine ves­sel, my lord.”

			“A good one, too,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“How many tons’ bur­den is she?”

			“Two hun­dred and ten.”

			“Shall I be great­ly mis­tak­en,” added Ayr­ton, “if I say that the Dun­can can eas­i­ly make fif­teen knots an hour at full speed?”

			“Say sev­en­teen,” in­ter­posed the cap­tain, “and you will be near­er right.”

			“Sev­en­teen!” cried the quar­ter­mas­ter: “why, then, no man-of-war, not even the best, could over­take her.”

			“Not one,” said the cap­tain. “The Dun­can is a re­al rac­ing yacht, and is not to be beat­en in any way.”

			“Not even in sail­ing?” asked Ayr­ton.

			“Not even in sail­ing.”

			“Well, my lord, and you, cap­tain, ac­cept the com­pli­ments of a sailor who knows what a ves­sel is worth.”

			“Thanks, Ayr­ton,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and now re­main on board, and it will be your own fault if the ship is not all you can de­sire.”

			“I will think of it, my lord,” said the quar­ter­mas­ter, mod­est­ly.

			Mr. Ol­bi­nett now ap­proached, and in­formed Lord Gle­nar­van that din­ner was ready; and they all ad­journed to the sa­loon.

			“That Ayr­ton is an in­tel­li­gent man,” said Pa­ganel to the ma­jor.

			“Too in­tel­li­gent!” growled Mac­N­abb, who, with­out any ap­par­ent rea­son, dis­liked the looks and man­ners of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			Dur­ing din­ner, Ayr­ton gave some in­ter­est­ing in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing Aus­tralia, with which he was per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar. He in­quired the num­ber of sailors that Gle­nar­van in­tend­ed to take with him in his ex­pe­di­tion. When he learned that on­ly two, Wil­son and Mul­ready, were to ac­com­pa­ny them, he seemed as­ton­ished. He ad­vised Gle­nar­van to form his par­ty of the best sea­men of the Dun­can. He even in­sist­ed up­on this point, which must have re­moved all sus­pi­cion from the mind of the ma­jor.

			“But,” said Gle­nar­van, “is there any dan­ger in our jour­ney across Aus­tralia?”

			“None,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“Well, then, let us leave on board as many as pos­si­ble. There must be men to nav­i­gate the Dun­can and take charge of her. It is es­pe­cial­ly im­por­tant that she should ar­rive prompt­ly at the place of meet­ing, which we will ap­point here­after. Let us not, there­fore, lessen the crew.”

			Ayr­ton seemed to ap­pre­ci­ate this rea­son, and no longer in­sist­ed.

			At evening the par­ty sep­a­rat­ed. Ayr­ton and O’Moore’s fam­i­ly re­turned to their home. The hors­es and cart were to be ready the next day, and the trav­el­ers were to start at eight o’clock in the morn­ing.

			La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant now made their last prepa­ra­tions, which were short and less minute than those of Jacques Pa­ganel. The ge­og­ra­pher passed half the night in un­screw­ing, clean­ing, and screw­ing on again the lens­es of his tele­scope. He was still asleep the next morn­ing, when the ma­jor awoke him ear­ly with a loud sum­mons.

			The bag­gage had al­ready been con­veyed to the farm through the care of Cap­tain Man­gles. A boat was wait­ing for the trav­el­ers, and they were not long in em­bark­ing. The young cap­tain gave his last or­ders to Tom Austin, and in­struct­ed him above all to await the com­mands of Lord Gle­nar­van at Mel­bourne, and ex­e­cute them scrupu­lous­ly what­ev­er they might be. The trusty sailor replied that they might re­ly on him. In the name of the crew he of­fered to his lord­ship their best wish­es for the suc­cess of the ex­pe­di­tion. The boat put off, and a thun­der of ap­plause rent the air. In a few mo­ments the par­ty reached the shore, and in no great length of time ar­rived at O’Moore’s farm.

			Ev­ery­thing was ready. La­dy He­le­na was de­light­ed with her quar­ters. The im­mense cart, with its rude wheels and mas­sive tim­bers, es­pe­cial­ly pleased her. The six ox­en yoked in pairs seemed to in­di­cate primeval sim­plic­i­ty, and were a nov­el sight. Ayr­ton, whip in hand, await­ed the or­ders of his new chief.

			“I de­clare!” said Pa­ganel, “this is an ad­mirable ve­hi­cle, worth all the mail-coach­es in the world. I know of no bet­ter way of travers­ing the earth than in this style, like moun­te­banks. A house that moves when you please and stops wher­ev­er you please is all you can de­sire.”

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” replied La­dy He­le­na, “I hope to have the plea­sure of re­ceiv­ing you in my par­lor.”

			“Madam,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, “you do me great hon­or! Have you cho­sen a day?”

			“I shall be at home ev­ery day for my friends,” replied La­dy He­le­na, smil­ing, “and you are—”

			“The most de­vot­ed of all,” added Pa­ganel, gal­lant­ly.

			This ex­change of com­pli­ments was in­ter­rupt­ed by the ar­rival of sev­en hors­es, all har­nessed, driv­en by one of O’Moore’s sons. Lord Gle­nar­van paid for these new ac­qui­si­tions, and added many thanks, which the hon­est colonist seemed to val­ue as high­ly as the gold and notes which he re­ceived.

			The sig­nal for de­par­ture was now giv­en. La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant seat­ed them­selves in their com­part­ment, Ayr­ton and Ol­bi­nett took their places re­spec­tive­ly in front and in the rear part of the cart, while Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, Robert, Cap­tain Man­gles, and the two sailors, all armed with car­bines and re­volvers, mount­ed their hors­es. A “God bless you” was Mr. O’Moore’s part­ing salute, which was echoed in cho­rus by his fam­i­ly. Ayr­ton ut­tered a pe­cu­liar cry, and start­ed his long team. The cart moved, the tim­bers cracked, the axles creaked, and the farm of the hon­est hos­pitable Irish­man soon dis­ap­peared from view at the turn of the road.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				An Ac­ci­dent

			
			Our trav­el­ers made tol­er­a­bly good progress by their new mode of con­veyance. The heat was great, but en­durable, and the road was quite easy for the hors­es. They were still in the prov­ince of South Aus­tralia, and in this part at least the scenery was not of the most in­ter­est­ing char­ac­ter. A suc­ces­sion of small hills, with very dusty tracks, small shrubs, and scant herbage, had to be tra­versed for sev­er­al miles; and when these had been passed they reached the “Mos­qui­to Plains,” whose very name de­scribes them, and serves to tell of the tor­tures that our friends had to en­counter. Both the bipeds and the quadrupeds suf­fered ter­ri­bly from the in­flic­tion of these fly­ing pests, whom to avoid was im­pos­si­ble; but there was some con­so­la­tion for the for­mer in the spir­its of hartshorn, car­ried in the medicine-chest, which al­le­vi­at­ed the pain caused by the sting of those whom Pa­ganel was con­tin­u­al­ly con­sign­ing to a place and per­son whom they would not vis­it.

			But short­ly a more pleas­ant neigh­bor­hood was reached. Hedges of aca­cias, then a new­ly cut and bet­ter made road­way, then Eu­ro­pean im­port­ed trees—oaks, olives, and lemons—then a well-kept fence—all these signs told of their ap­proach to Red-gum Sta­tion, the home and set­tle­ment of an em­i­grant en­gaged in the cat­tle-breed­ing which is the source of so much Aus­tralian wealth. It was in it­self an es­tab­lish­ment of small im­por­tance; but to its own­ers it was a home, and to its vis­i­tors, on this oc­ca­sion, it was a ho­tel, as the “sta­tion” gen­er­al­ly is to the trav­el­er.

			Gle­nar­van’s par­ty in­vari­ably found be­neath the roof of these soli­tary set­tlers a well-spread and hos­pitable ta­ble; and in the Aus­tralian farmer they al­ways met an oblig­ing host.

			Af­ter a night spent at this rest­ing-place the par­ty ad­vanced through a grove, and at evening en­camped on the shores of a brack­ish and mud­dy lake. Mr. Ol­bi­nett pre­pared sup­per with his usu­al prompt­ness, and the trav­el­ers—some in the cart and oth­ers un­der the tent—were not long in fall­ing asleep, in spite of the dis­mal howl­ings of the din­gos—the jack­als of Aus­tralia.

			The next morn­ing Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions were greet­ed with a mag­nif­i­cent sight. As far as the eye could reach, the land­scape seemed to be one flow­ery mead­ow in spring­like lux­u­ri­ance. The del­i­cate blue of the slen­der-leaved flax-plant min­gled with the flam­ing scar­let of the acan­thus, and the ground was clothed with a rich car­pet of green and crim­son. Af­ter a rapid jour­ney of about ten miles, the cart wound through tall groups of aca­cias, mi­mosas, and white gum-trees. The veg­etable king­dom on these plains did not show it­self un­grate­ful to­wards the orb of day, and re­paid in per­fume and col­or what it re­ceived in sun­shine.

			As for the an­i­mal king­dom, it was no less lav­ish of its prod­ucts. Sev­er­al cas­sowaries bound­ed over the plain with un­ap­proach­able swift­ness. The ma­jor was skill­ful enough to shoot a very rare bird—a jabiru, or gi­ant crane. This crea­ture was five feet high; and its broad, black, sharp con­i­cal beak mea­sured eigh­teen inch­es in length. The vi­o­let and pur­ple col­ors of its head con­trast­ed strong­ly with the lus­trous green of its neck, the daz­zling white of its breast, and the vivid red of its long legs.

			This bird was great­ly ad­mired, and the ma­jor would have won the hon­ors of the day, if young Robert had not en­coun­tered a few miles far­ther on, and brave­ly van­quished, an un­sight­ly beast, half hedge­hog, half anteater, a chaot­ic-look­ing an­i­mal, like those of pre­his­toric pe­ri­ods. A long, gluti­nous, ex­ten­si­ble tongue hung out of its mouth, and fished up the ants that con­sti­tut­ed its prin­ci­pal food. Of course, Pa­ganel wished to car­ry away the hideous crea­ture, and pro­posed to put it in the bag­gage-room; but Mr. Ol­bi­nett op­posed this with such in­dig­na­tion that the ge­og­ra­pher gave up his idea of pre­serv­ing this cu­ri­ous spec­i­men.

			Hith­er­to few colonists or squat­ters had been seen. The coun­try seemed de­sert­ed. There was not even the trace of a na­tive; for the sav­age tribes wan­der far­ther to the north, over the im­mense wastes wa­tered by the Dar­ling and the Mur­ray. But now a sin­gu­lar sight was pre­sent­ed to Gle­nar­van’s par­ty. They were for­tu­nate enough to see one of those vast herds of cat­tle which bold spec­u­la­tors bring from the east­ern moun­tains to the prov­inces of Vic­to­ria and South Aus­tralia.

			About four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Cap­tain Man­gles de­scried, three miles in ad­vance, an enor­mous col­umn of dust that spread along the hori­zon. What oc­ca­sioned this? It would have been very dif­fi­cult to say. Pa­ganel was in­clined to re­gard it as some phe­nom­e­non, for which his live­ly imag­i­na­tion al­ready sought a nat­u­ral cause. But Ayr­ton dis­si­pat­ed all his con­jec­tures by declar­ing that this cloud of dust pro­ceed­ed from a drove of cat­tle.

			The quar­ter­mas­ter was not mis­tak­en. The thick cloud ap­proached, from the midst of which is­sued a cho­rus of bleat­ings, neigh­ings, and bel­low­ings, while the hu­man voice min­gled in cries and whis­tles with this pas­toral sym­pho­ny. A man emerged from the noisy mul­ti­tude; it was the com­man­der-in-chief of this four-foot­ed army. Gle­nar­van ad­vanced to meet him, and friend­ly re­la­tions were es­tab­lished with­out cer­e­mo­ny. The lead­er, or, to give him his re­al ti­tle, the “stock-keep­er,” was pro­pri­etor of a part of the herd. His name was Sam Machell, and he was on his way from the east­ern prov­inces to Port­land Bay. His cat­tle com­prised one thou­sand ox­en, eleven thou­sand sheep, and sev­en­ty-five hors­es. All these an­i­mals, bought when lean on the plains of the Blue Moun­tains, were to be fat­tened in the healthy pas­tures of South Aus­tralia, where they would be sold for a large price.

			Sam Machell briefly told his sto­ry, while the drove con­tin­ued its course through the clumps of mi­mosas. La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, and the horse­men dis­mount­ed, and, seat­ed in the shade of a huge gum-tree, lis­tened to the stock-keep­er’s nar­ra­tive.

			He had set out sev­en months be­fore, and had made about ten miles a day, at which rate his jour­ney would last three months longer. To aid him in this la­bo­ri­ous task, he had with him twen­ty dogs and thir­ty men. Five of the men were blacks, who are very skill­ful in re­cov­er­ing stray an­i­mals. Six carts fol­lowed the drove; and the driv­ers, pro­vid­ed with stock-whips, the han­dles of which were eigh­teen inch­es and the lash­es nine feet in length, moved among the ranks and main­tained or­der, while the ca­nine light dra­goons hov­ered about on the wings.

			The trav­el­ers were amazed at the dis­ci­pline of this nov­el army. The dif­fer­ent class­es ad­vanced sep­a­rate­ly, for wild ox­en and sheep do not as­so­ciate well; the first will nev­er graze where the sec­ond have passed. Hence it was nec­es­sary to place the ox­en at the head; and these ac­cord­ing­ly, di­vid­ed in­to two bat­tal­ions, took the lead. Five reg­i­ments of sheep, com­mand­ed by five driv­ers, fol­lowed, and the pla­toon of hors­es formed the rear­guard.

			The stock-keep­er ob­served to his hear­ers that the lead­ers of the army were nei­ther dogs nor men, but ox­en, whose su­pe­ri­or­i­ty was rec­og­nized by their mates. They ad­vanced in the front rank with per­fect grav­i­ty, choos­ing the best course by in­stinct, and thor­ough­ly con­vinced of their right to be treat­ed with con­sid­er­a­tion.

			Thus the dis­ci­pline was main­tained, for the drove obeyed them with­out re­sis­tance. If it pleased them to stop, the oth­ers were obliged to yield, and it was use­less to at­tempt to re­sume the line of march if the lead­ers did not give the sig­nal.

			Such was Sam Machell’s ac­count, dur­ing which a great part of the herd had ad­vanced in good or­der. It was now time for him to join his army, and choose the best pas­tures. He there­fore took leave of Lord Gle­nar­van, mount­ed a fine na­tive horse that one of his men was hold­ing for him, and a few mo­ments af­ter had dis­ap­peared in a cloud of dust, while the cart, re­sum­ing its in­ter­rupt­ed jour­ney, stopped at night­fall at the foot of Mount Tal­bot.

			The next day they reached the shores of the Wimer­ra, which is half a mile wide, and flows in a limpid stream be­tween tall rows of gum-trees and aca­cias. Mag­nif­i­cent myr­tles raised aloft their long, droop­ing branch­es, adorned with crim­son flow­ers, while thou­sands of goldfinch­es, chaffinch­es, and gold­en-winged pi­geons, not to speak of chat­ter­ing par­rots, flut­tered about in the fo­liage. Be­low, on the sur­face of the stream, sport­ed a pair of black swans, shy and un­ap­proach­able.

			Mean­time the cart had stopped on a car­pet of turf whose fringes hung over the swift­ly flow­ing wa­ters. There was nei­ther raft nor bridge, but they must cross at all haz­ard. Ayr­ton bus­ied him­self in search­ing for a prac­ti­ca­ble ford. A quar­ter of a mile up­stream, the riv­er seemed to him less deep, and from this point he re­solved to reach the oth­er bank. Var­i­ous sound­ings gave a depth of on­ly three feet. The cart could, there­fore, pass over this shal­low with­out run­ning much risk.

			“Is there no oth­er way of cross­ing the riv­er?” asked Gle­nar­van of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“No, my lord,” replied Ayr­ton; “but this pas­sage does not seem to me dan­ger­ous. We can ex­tri­cate our­selves from any dif­fi­cul­ty.”

			“Shall La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant leave the cart?”

			“Not at all. My ox­en are sure­foot­ed, and I will en­gage to keep them in the right track.”

			“Well, Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van, “I trust to you.”

			The horse­men sur­round­ed the heavy ve­hi­cle, and the par­ty bold­ly en­tered the riv­er. Usu­al­ly, when these ford­ings are at­tempt­ed, the carts are en­cir­cled by a ring of emp­ty bar­rels, which sup­port them on the wa­ter. But here this buoy­ant gir­dle was want­ing, and it was, there­fore, nec­es­sary to con­fide to the sagac­i­ty of the ox­en, guid­ed by the cau­tious Ayr­ton. The ma­jor and the two sailors dashed through the rapid cur­rent some dis­tance ahead, while Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles, one on each side of the cart, stood ready to as­sist the ladies, and Pa­ganel and Robert brought up the rear.

			Ev­ery­thing went well till they reached the mid­dle of the riv­er, but here the depth in­creased, and the wa­ter rose above the fel­loes. The ox­en, if thrown out of their course, might lose their foot­ing and over­turn the un­steady ve­hi­cle. Ayr­ton ex­ert­ed him­self to the ut­most. He leaped in­to the wa­ter, and, seiz­ing the ox­en by the horns, suc­ceed­ed in keep­ing them in the right track.

			At this mo­ment an ac­ci­dent, im­pos­si­ble to fore­see, took place. A crack was heard; the cart in­clined at an alarm­ing an­gle; the wa­ter reached the feet of the ladies, and the whole ve­hi­cle threat­ened to give way. It was an anx­ious mo­ment.

			For­tu­nate­ly a vig­or­ous blow up­on the yoke brought the cart near­er the shore. The riv­er grew shal­low­er, and soon men and beasts were in safe­ty on the op­po­site bank. On­ly the front wheels of the cart were dam­aged, and Gle­nar­van’s horse had lost the shoes of his forefeet.

			This mishap re­quired im­me­di­ate re­pair. The trav­el­ers gazed at each oth­er in some de­gree of per­plex­i­ty, when Ayr­ton pro­posed to go to Black Point Sta­tion, twen­ty miles to the north, and bring a far­ri­er.

			“Very well, Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van. “How much time do you need to make the jour­ney and re­turn to the en­camp­ment?”

			“Fif­teen hours,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“Go, then; and, while wait­ing for your re­turn, we will en­camp on the banks of the Wimer­ra.”

			A few mo­ments af­ter, the quar­ter­mas­ter, mount­ed on Wil­son’s horse, dis­ap­peared be­hind the thick cur­tain of mi­mosas.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				Aus­tralian Ex­plor­ers

			
			Af­ter the de­par­ture of Ayr­ton, and dur­ing this com­pul­so­ry halt, prom­e­nades and con­ver­sa­tions be­came the or­der of the day. There was an abun­dance of agree­able sur­round­ings to talk about, and na­ture seemed dressed in one of her most at­trac­tive garbs. Birds, nov­el and var­ied in their plumage, with flow­ers such as they had nev­er be­fore gazed on, were the con­stant theme of the trav­el­ers’ re­mark; and when, in ad­di­tion, they had in Mr. Ol­bi­nett one who knew how to spread be­fore them and make the best of all the culi­nary nov­el­ties that were with­in reach, a very sub­stan­tial foun­da­tion was pos­si­ble for the “feast of rea­son and the flow of soul” which fol­lowed, and for which, as usu­al, they were to no small ex­tent in­debt­ed to their learned his­tori­co-ge­o­graph­i­cal pro­fes­sor, whose stock of in­for­ma­tion was as var­ied as it was pleas­ant.

			Af­ter din­ner the trav­el­ing par­ty had, as if in an­tic­i­pa­tion, seat­ed them­selves at the foot of a mag­nif­i­cent banksia; the young moon was ris­ing high in­to the heav­ens, length­en­ing the twi­light, and pro­long­ing it in­to the evening hour; whilst the smoke of the ma­jor’s cigar was seen curl­ing up­wards, los­ing it­self in the fo­liage of the tree.

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” said La­dy He­le­na, “you have nev­er giv­en us the his­to­ry that you promised when you sup­plied us with that long list of names.”

			The gen­tle­man ad­dressed did not re­quire any length­ened en­treaties on this sub­ject, but, with an at­ten­tive au­di­to­ry, and in the grand­est of all lec­ture-rooms, he re­hearsed to them the two great dra­mas of Aus­tralian trav­el, which have made the names of Burke and Stu­art im­mor­tal in the his­to­ry of that con­ti­nent.

			He told them that it was on the 20th of Au­gust, 1860, that Robert O’Hara Burke set out, un­der the aus­pices of the Roy­al So­ci­ety of Mel­bourne, to cross the con­ti­nent from south to north, and so to reach the In­di­an Ocean. Eleven oth­ers—in­clud­ing a botanist, an as­tronomer, and an army of­fi­cer—ac­com­pa­nied him, with hors­es and oth­er beasts of bur­den. But the ex­pe­di­tion did not long con­tin­ue so nu­mer­ous or so well pro­vid­ed; in con­se­quence of mis­un­der­stand­ings, sev­er­al re­turned, and Burke pressed on with but few fol­low­ers and few­er aids. Again, on the 20th of No­vem­ber, he still fur­ther di­min­ished his num­bers by leav­ing be­hind at an en­camp­ment sev­er­al of his com­pan­ions, that he and three oth­ers might press on to­wards the north with as lit­tle in­cum­brance as pos­si­ble. Af­ter a very painful jour­ney across a stony desert, they ar­rived at the ex­treme point reached by Stu­art in 1845; and from this point, af­ter de­ter­min­ing as ac­cu­rate­ly as pos­si­ble their lat­i­tude and lon­gi­tude, they again start­ed north­ward and sea­ward.

			By the 7th of Jan­u­ary they had gone so far as to reach the south­ern lim­it of the trop­i­cal heat; and now un­der a scorch­ing sun, de­ceived by the mi­rage, of­ten with­out wa­ter, and then hail­ing a storm as a source of re­fresh­ment, now and then meet­ing with the abo­rig­ines, who could in no wise help them, they had in­deed a hard road to trav­el, though hav­ing nei­ther rivers, lakes, nor moun­tains to bar their path.

			At length, how­ev­er, there were var­i­ous signs that they were ap­proach­ing the sea; by-and-by they reached the bank of a riv­er which flows in­to the Gulf of Car­pen­taria; and fi­nal­ly Burke and Wills, af­ter ter­ri­ble hard­ships, ar­rived at the point where the sea­wa­ter flowed up to and in­un­dat­ed the marsh­es, though the seashore it­self they did not reach. With naught but bar­ren­ness in sight on ei­ther hand, their great de­sire was to get back and re­join their com­pan­ions; but per­il af­ter per­il await­ed them, many of which their note­book has pre­served an ac­count of, but many more will be for­ev­er un­record­ed. The three sur­vivors (for one of the par­ty had suc­cumbed to the hard­ships) now strained ev­ery ef­fort to reach the en­camp­ment, where they hoped to find their com­pan­ions and a store of pro­vi­sions. On the 21st of April they gained the goal, but the prize was miss­ing; on­ly sev­en hours be­fore, af­ter five months of wait­ing in vain, their com­pan­ions had tak­en their de­par­ture. Of course noth­ing re­mained but to fol­low them with their fee­ble strength and scanty means of sub­sis­tence; but calami­ties still dogged their foot­steps, and at last the lead­er, Burke, lay down ex­haust­ed, say­ing to his com­pan­ion, King, “I have not many hours to live; here are my watch and my notes; when I am dead, place a pis­tol in my right hand, and leave me with­out buri­al.” His fore­bod­ings were re­al­ized, and the next morn­ing he died. King, in de­spair, went in search of some Aus­tralian tribe, for now Wills had be­gun to sink, and he short­ly af­ter­wards died al­so. At length the sole sur­vivor was res­cued by an ex­pe­di­tion sent out in search of Burke; and thus the sad tale was told of this Aus­tralian tragedy.

			The nar­ra­tive con­cern­ing Stu­art was a less melan­choly one, though the tri­als en­dured on his ex­pe­di­tion were like­wise great. Aid­ed by the par­lia­ment of South Aus­tralia, he like­wise pro­ceed­ed north­ward, in the year 1862, about sev­en de­grees to the west of the line tak­en by Burke. He found his route to be a more ac­ces­si­ble and easy one than the oth­er, and was re­ward­ed for his toil when, on the 24th of Ju­ly, he be­held the wa­ters of the In­di­an Ocean, and proud­ly un­furled the Aus­tralian flag from the top­most branch of the high­est tree he could find. His re­turn to the in­hab­it­ed re­gions was suc­cess­ful­ly ac­com­plished, and his en­try in­to Ade­laide, on the 17th of De­cem­ber, was an ova­tion in­deed. But his health was shat­tered, and, af­ter re­ceiv­ing the gold medal of the Roy­al Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety, and re­turn­ing to his na­tive Scot­land, he died on the 5th of June, 1866.

			The his­to­ries of these Aus­tralian trav­els were lengthy, as told by Pa­ganel. When he had fin­ished, hope and de­spair seemed to fight for the mas­tery in the breasts of his lis­ten­ers; but they did not fight long, for peace­ful slum­bers soon en­wrapped the com­pa­ny, ex­cept those whose turn it was to watch over their fel­low-trav­el­ers.

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				Crime or Calami­ty?

			
			It was not with­out a cer­tain feel­ing of ap­pre­hen­sion that the ma­jor had seen Ayr­ton leave the Wimer­ra to pro­cure a far­ri­er at Black Point Sta­tion. How­ev­er, he did not breathe a word of his per­son­al sus­pi­cions, but con­tent­ed him­self with ex­plor­ing the sur­round­ings of the riv­er, whose tran­quil­li­ty was undis­turbed. As for Gle­nar­van, his on­ly fear was to see Ayr­ton re­turn alone. In the ab­sence of skilled la­bor, the cart could not re­sume its jour­ney, which would be in­ter­rupt­ed for sev­er­al days per­haps; and his long­ings for suc­cess and ea­ger­ness to at­tain his end ad­mit­ted of no de­lay.

			For­tu­nate­ly, Ayr­ton had lost nei­ther his time nor his trou­ble. The next morn­ing he reap­peared at break of day. A man ac­com­pa­nied him, by pro­fes­sion a far­ri­er. He was a tall, stout fel­low, but of a low and brutish ap­pear­ance, which did not pre­pos­sess one in his fa­vor. How­ev­er, this was of lit­tle im­por­tance, if he knew his busi­ness. At all events his breath was not wast­ed in idle words.

			“Is he an ef­fi­cient work­man?” in­quired Cap­tain Man­gles of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“I know no more than you, cap­tain,” replied Ayr­ton. “We shall see.”

			The far­ri­er be­gan his work. He was a man who un­der­stood his trade, as one could see by the way in which he re­paired the wheels of the cart. He la­bored skill­ful­ly and with un­com­mon en­er­gy.

			Dur­ing the op­er­a­tion, the ma­jor no­ticed that the far­ri­er’s wrists were con­sid­er­ably erod­ed, and that they were each en­cir­cled by a black­ish ring of ex­travasat­ed blood. These were the marks of re­cent wounds, which the sleeves of a mis­er­able woolen shirt but par­tial­ly con­cealed. Mac­N­abb ques­tioned the man about these ero­sions, which must have been very painful. He, how­ev­er, made no re­ply, but stolid­ly kept on at his work.

			Two hours af­ter, the in­juries of the cart were re­paired. As for Gle­nar­van’s horse, he was quick­ly shod. The far­ri­er had tak­en care to bring shoes all pre­pared. There was a pe­cu­liar­i­ty about them, how­ev­er, which did not es­cape the ma­jor. It was a tre­foil rude­ly carved on the out­er rim. He point­ed it out to Ayr­ton.

			“It is the Black Point mark,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter, “which en­ables them to fol­low the tracks of the hors­es that stray from the sta­tion, and not con­found them with oth­ers.”

			The far­ri­er, hav­ing done all that was re­quired of him, now claimed his wages, and de­part­ed with­out hav­ing spo­ken four words.

			Half an hour lat­er, the trav­el­ers were on the move. Be­yond the cur­tain of mi­mosas ex­tend­ed a broad, un­cov­ered space, which just­ly de­served its name of “open plain.” Frag­ments of quartz and fer­rug­i­nous rocks lay among the bush­es, tall grass, and hedgerows that pro­tect­ed nu­mer­ous flocks. Sev­er­al miles far­ther on, the wheels of the cart sank deeply in the marshy low­lands, through which ran wind­ing creeks, half hid­den be­neath a canopy of gi­gan­tic rush­es. The jour­ney, not­with­stand­ing, was nei­ther dif­fi­cult nor te­dious.

			La­dy He­le­na in­vit­ed the horse­men to call up­on her in turn, for her par­lor was very small. Each was thus re­lieved from the fa­tigue of horse­back rid­ing, and en­joyed the so­ci­ety of this ami­able la­dy, who, as­sist­ed by Miss Mary, per­formed with per­fect grace the hon­ors of her mov­able man­sion. Cap­tain Man­gles was not for­got­ten in these in­vi­ta­tions, and his rather sober con­ver­sa­tion was not at all dis­pleas­ing.

			At eleven o’clock they ar­rived at Carls­brook, quite an im­por­tant mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty. Ayr­ton thought it best to pass by the city with­out en­ter­ing. Gle­nar­van was of the same opin­ion; but Pa­ganel, al­ways ea­ger for some­thing new, de­sired to vis­it the place. Ac­cord­ing­ly, the ge­og­ra­pher, tak­ing Robert with him as usu­al, start­ed on his ex­plo­rations, while the cart slow­ly con­tin­ued its jour­ney. Their in­spec­tion of the town was very rapid, and short­ly af­ter­wards they had joined their com­pan­ions.

			While they were pass­ing through this re­gion, the trav­el­ers re­quest­ed Pa­ganel to give them some ac­count of its progress, and the ge­og­ra­pher, in com­pli­ance with their wish­es, had just be­gun a lec­ture up­on the civ­i­liza­tion of the coun­try, when he was in­ter­rupt­ed by a shrill whis­tle. The par­ty were not a mile from the rail­road.

			A lo­co­mo­tive, com­ing from the south, and go­ing slow­ly, had stopped just where the road they were fol­low­ing crossed the iron track. At this point the rail­way pass­es over the Lut­ton on an iron bridge, and thith­er Ayr­ton di­rect­ed his cart, pre­ced­ed by the horse­men. The trav­el­ers were at­tract­ed, more­over, by a live­ly feel­ing of cu­rios­i­ty, for a con­sid­er­able crowd was al­ready rush­ing to­wards the bridge. The in­hab­i­tants of the neigh­bor­ing sta­tions, leav­ing their hous­es, and the shep­herds their flocks, lined the sides of the track. Fre­quent cries were heard. Some se­ri­ous event must have tak­en place to cause such ex­cite­ment—a great ac­ci­dent, per­haps.

			Gle­nar­van, fol­lowed by his com­pan­ions, urged on his horse, and in a few mo­ments ar­rived at Cam­den Bridge. Here the cause of this ag­i­ta­tion was at once man­i­fest. A ter­ri­ble ac­ci­dent had oc­curred, not a col­li­sion, but a run­ning off the track and a fall in­to the riv­er, which was filled with the frag­ments of cars and lo­co­mo­tives. Ei­ther the bridge had giv­en way, or the en­gine had run off the track; for five coach­es out of six had been pre­cip­i­tat­ed in­to the bed of the Lut­ton. The last car, mirac­u­lous­ly pre­served by the break­ing of its cou­pling, stood on the very verge of the abyss. Be­low was to be seen noth­ing but a ter­ri­ble heap of black­ened and bent axle­trees, bro­ken cars, twist­ed rails, and charred tim­bers. The boil­er, which had burst at the shock, had thrown its iron plates to an enor­mous dis­tance. From this mass of un­sight­ly ob­jects is­sued flames and spi­ral wreaths of steam, min­gled with black smoke. Large spots of blood, scat­tered limbs, and trunks of burnt bod­ies ap­peared here and there; and no one dared to es­ti­mate the num­ber of vic­tims buried be­neath the ru­ins.

			Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, the ma­jor, and Cap­tain Man­gles min­gled with the crowd, and lis­tened to the con­jec­tures that passed from one to an­oth­er. Each sought to ex­plain the catas­tro­phe, while la­bor­ing to save what was left.

			“The bridge has bro­ken,” said one.

			“Bro­ken?” replied oth­ers. “That can­not be, for it is still un­in­jured. They for­got to close it for the pas­sage of the train, that is all.”

			It was a draw­bridge, which had been con­struct­ed for the con­ve­nience of the ship­ping. Had the man on guard, through un­par­don­able neg­li­gence, for­got­ten to close it, and thus pre­cip­i­tat­ed the train, at full speed, in­to the bed of the Lut­ton? This sup­po­si­tion seemed plau­si­ble, for one half of the bridge lay be­neath the frag­ments of the cars, while the oth­er still hung in­tact in its chains. Doubt was no longer pos­si­ble; sure­ly care­less­ness must have caused the calami­ty.

			The ac­ci­dent had hap­pened to the night ex­press, which left Mel­bourne at forty-five min­utes past eleven. It must have been a quar­ter-past three in the morn­ing when the train reached Cam­den Bridge, where this ter­ri­ble de­struc­tion of life and prop­er­ty took place. The trav­el­ers and em­ploy­ees of the last car at once bus­ied them­selves in seek­ing as­sis­tance; but the tele­graph-wires, whose poles lay on the ground, were no longer avail­able. It took the au­thor­i­ties of Castle­maine three hours to reach the scene of the dis­as­ter; and it was, there­fore, six o’clock in the morn­ing be­fore a corps of work­ers was or­ga­nized un­der the di­rec­tion of the sur­vey­or-gen­er­al of the dis­trict, and a de­tach­ment of po­lice­men, com­mand­ed by an of­fi­cer. The squat­ters had come to their aid, and ex­ert­ed them­selves to ex­tin­guish the fire, which con­sumed the heap of ru­ins with un­con­quer­able fierce­ness. Sev­er­al un­rec­og­niz­able bod­ies lay on the edge of the em­bank­ment, but it was im­pos­si­ble to res­cue a liv­ing be­ing from this fur­nace. The fire had rapid­ly ac­com­plished the work of de­struc­tion. Of the trav­el­ers in the train, whose num­ber was not known, on­ly ten sur­vived, those in the last car. The rail­road com­pa­ny had just sent an ex­tra lo­co­mo­tive to con­vey them to Castle­maine.

			Mean­time, Lord Gle­nar­van, hav­ing made the ac­quain­tance of the sur­vey­or-gen­er­al, was con­vers­ing with him and the po­lice-of­fi­cer. The lat­ter was a tall, thin man, of im­per­turbable cool­ness, who, if he had any feel­ing, be­trayed no sign of it on his im­pas­si­ble fea­tures. He was like a math­e­ma­ti­cian en­gaged up­on a prob­lem; he was seek­ing to elu­ci­date the mys­tery of the dis­as­ter. To Gle­nar­van’s first words, “This is a great calami­ty!” he replied, calm­ly, “It is more than that.”

			“More than that!” cried Gle­nar­van; “and what can be more than that?”

			“It is a crime!” replied the of­fi­cer, cool­ly.

			Gle­nar­van turned to Mr. Mitchell, the sur­vey­or-gen­er­al, with a ques­tion­ing look.

			“That is cor­rect,” said the lat­ter; “our ex­am­i­na­tion has con­vinced us that the catas­tro­phe is the re­sult of a crime. The last bag­gage-wag­on was robbed. The sur­viv­ing trav­el­ers were at­tacked by a par­ty of five or six male­fac­tors. The bridge was opened in­ten­tion­al­ly; and, tak­ing in­to ac­count this fact with the dis­ap­pear­ance of the guard, I can­not but come to the con­clu­sion that the mis­er­able man was the ac­com­plice of the crim­i­nals.”

			The po­lice-of­fi­cer, at these words, slow­ly shook his head.

			“You are not of my opin­ion?” in­quired Mr. Mitchell.

			“Not as re­gards the com­plic­i­ty of the guard.”

			“At any rate, this as­sumed com­plic­i­ty,” con­tin­ued the sur­vey­or-gen­er­al, “en­ables us to at­tribute the crime to the na­tives who wan­der about the coun­try. With­out the guard’s as­sis­tance these na­tives could not have opened the draw­bridge, for they do not un­der­stand its work­ing.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied the of­fi­cer.

			“Now, it is known,” added Mr. Mitchell, “from the tes­ti­mo­ny of a boat­man, whose boat passed Cam­den Bridge at forty min­utes past ten in the evening, that the bridge was closed ac­cord­ing to reg­u­la­tion, af­ter his pas­sage.”

			“Quite right.”

			“There­fore the com­plic­i­ty of the guard seems to me to be proved in­con­testably.”

			The of­fi­cer again made a ges­ture of dis­sent.

			“Then you do not at­tribute the crime to the na­tives?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“I do not.”

			“To whom, then?”

			At this mo­ment a loud up­roar was heard half a mile up the riv­er. A crowd had formed, which rapid­ly in­creased, and was now ap­proach­ing the sta­tion. In the midst of the mul­ti­tude two men were bear­ing a corpse. It was that of the guard, al­ready cold. A poniard-thrust had pierced him to the heart. The as­sas­sins had dragged the body some dis­tance from Cam­den Bridge, doubt­less in­tend­ing by this means to mis­lead the po­lice in their first in­ves­ti­ga­tions. This dis­cov­ery clear­ly jus­ti­fied the doubts of the of­fi­cer. The na­tives had no hand in the crime.

			“Those who struck the blow,” said he, “are per­sons al­ready fa­mil­iar with the use of these lit­tle in­stru­ments.”

			As he spoke he dis­played a pair of “dar­bies,” a kind of man­a­cles con­sist­ing of a dou­ble ring of iron, fur­nished with a pad­lock.

			“Be­fore long,” added he, “I shall have the plea­sure of pre­sent­ing them with these bracelets as a new year’s gift.”

			“Then you sus­pect—?”

			“Peo­ple who have ‘trav­eled free on Her Majesty’s ves­sels.’ ”

			“What! con­victs?” cried Pa­ganel, who rec­og­nized the phrase em­ployed in the Aus­tralian colonies.

			“I thought,” ob­served Gle­nar­van, “that those who have been trans­port­ed had no right to stay in the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria.”

			“Ah, well,” replied the of­fi­cer, “if they have not the right, they take it! Some­times they es­cape; and, if I am not great­ly mis­tak­en, these fel­lows have come di­rect from Perth. Well, they shall re­turn again, you may be sure.”

			Mr. Mitchell nod­ded ap­prov­ing­ly at the words of the of­fi­cer. At this mo­ment the cart ar­rived at the rail­road cross­ing. Gle­nar­van, wish­ing to spare the ladies the spec­ta­cle at Cam­den Bridge, took leave of the sur­vey­or-gen­er­al, and made a sign to his com­pan­ions to fol­low him.

			“There is no oc­ca­sion,” said he, “for us to in­ter­rupt our jour­ney.”

			On reach­ing the cart, Gle­nar­van sim­ply told La­dy He­le­na that a rail­road ac­ci­dent had tak­en place, with­out men­tion­ing the part that the con­victs had played in the catas­tro­phe. He re­served this mat­ter that he might ques­tion Ayr­ton in pri­vate. The lit­tle par­ty then crossed the track, not far above the bridge, and re­sumed their route to­wards the east.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				Fresh Faces

			
			They had not pro­ceed­ed far be­fore they reached a na­tive ceme­tery, pleas­ant­ly sit­u­at­ed and with abun­dance of shady trees. Here for a time they halt­ed, and, whilst Robert and Pa­ganel were ex­plor­ing, Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van al­most stum­bled over a queer ob­ject. It was hu­man, in­dige­nous, and sleep­ing; but at first this was all that they could de­cide, un­til, as the eyes opened and the sleep­er roused to ac­tive life, they saw be­fore them a boy of eight years, with a no­tice pinned to the back of his jack­et which read as fol­lows: “Toliné, to be con­duct­ed to Echu­ca, care of Jeff Smith, Rail­way Porter. Pre­paid.”

			Here, it would seem, was an­oth­er waif that Prov­i­dence had cast in their path. They ques­tioned him, and his an­swers were per­ti­nent and clear. He had been ed­u­cat­ed in the Wes­leyan Methodist day-school at Mel­bourne, and was now go­ing for a time to vis­it his par­ents, who were liv­ing with the rest of their tribe in Lach­lan. He had been in the train to which the ac­ci­dent had hap­pened, and had, with child­like con­fi­dence, trou­bled less about his fate than did those of old­er years. Go­ing to a lit­tle dis­tance, and lay­ing him­self on the grass, he had soon fall­en in­to the slum­ber from which our trav­el­ers had aroused him.

			Pa­ganel and the oth­ers had now gath­ered round, and Toliné had to an­swer many a ques­tion. He came out of his ex­am­i­na­tion very cred­itably; the rev­er­ence with which he spoke of the Cre­ator and of the Bible pro­duced a very fa­vor­able im­pres­sion on the Scot­tish heads of the ex­pe­di­tion, whilst the fact that he had tak­en “the first prize in ge­og­ra­phy” was suf­fi­cient in­tro­duc­tion to Mon­sieur Pa­ganel, who forth­with test­ed his knowl­edge, great­ly to his own sat­is­fac­tion, and con­sid­er­ably to the cred­it of his young pupil. The cu­rios­i­ty of his dis­cov­er­ers hav­ing been ful­ly sat­is­fied, Toliné was made wel­come, and par­took with the oth­ers of the gen­er­al repast. Many were the plans and pur­pos­es con­cern­ing him, and much won­der was ex­pressed as to how they could speed him on his way; but in the morn­ing it was dis­cov­ered that he had solved the prob­lem for him­self, and a bou­quet of fresh leaves and flow­ers, laid by the side of La­dy He­le­na’s seat, was the on­ly me­men­to that Toliné had left.

			The par­ty were now ap­proach­ing the dis­trict which, in the years 1851 and 1852, was so much talked of through­out the civ­i­lized world, and at­tract­ed from all parts so many reck­less ad­ven­tur­ers and for­tune-hunters. The line of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, on which they were trav­el­ing, led them through the dig­gings and mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty of Mount Alexan­der, which was one of the most suc­cess­ful spots for the dig­ger at the com­mence­ment of the gold fever, in con­se­quence of the com­par­a­tive­ly lev­el na­ture of the ground and the gen­er­al rich­ness of the soil, so dif­fer­ent from some oth­er lo­cal­i­ties where on­ly once in a while was some enor­mous nugget to be found. As they drew near to the streets of this hasti­ly-built town, Ayr­ton and Mul­ready, who were in charge of the cart, were sent for­ward, whilst the oth­ers walked through the place to in­spect what there might be of in­ter­est, as well as to as­cer­tain what might be learned con­cern­ing the ob­ject of their ex­pe­di­tion.

			Thus, in this strange gath­er­ing of all na­tion­al­i­ties and creeds and pro­fes­sions, the reg­u­lar in­hab­i­tants be­held a still more ex­tra­or­di­nary sight than that ev­ery day af­ford­ed them: folks who to the re­fine­ment which ed­u­ca­tion and civ­i­liza­tion give added both the earnest­ness of the work­er and the fresh­ness and vig­or of the plea­sure-seek­ing tourist. In the streets, in con­nec­tion with the strange sign­boards and an­nounce­ments, the nov­el erec­tions and pur­pos­es to which some of them were adapt­ed, Pa­ganel had a his­to­ry and com­men­tary for ev­ery­one.

			Still more did he ex­pa­ti­ate up­on the thou­sand-and-one top­ics of in­ter­est when they vis­it­ed the bank build­ing, which here is the cen­tre of more than one agen­cy con­nect­ed with this great gold-bear­ing dis­trict. Here was the min­er­alog­i­cal mu­se­um, in which might be seen spec­i­mens il­lus­tra­tive of all the var­i­ous ways in which the gold has been found, whether in com­bi­na­tion with clay or oth­er min­er­als, or—as it is some­times, to the great joy of the find­er, dis­cov­ered—pur et sim­ple. Here al­so were mod­els, di­a­grams, and even the tools them­selves, to il­lus­trate the dif­fer­ent meth­ods by which the ob­ject of search was dug out, or washed, or crushed, or test­ed. Here al­so was an al­most un­equaled col­lec­tion of pre­cious stones, gems of all sorts, mak­ing the gallery in which they were placed a re­al Gol­con­da for its wealth and at­trac­tions.

			Be­sides all this, here was the cen­tre of the var­ied agen­cies by which the re­ports were brought in from the com­pa­nies es­tab­lished for min­ing pur­pos­es, and al­so from each iso­lat­ed work­er, of the space pur­chased, the num­ber of feet or yards dug, the ore ex­tract­ed, the com­par­a­tive rich­ness or pover­ty of the soil here, there, and else­where, which in their sum­ma­rized and ag­gre­gate form have great­ly helped to a cor­rect knowl­edge of the com­par­a­tive and ab­so­lute gold-bear­ing val­ue of var­i­ous spots. Then, in ad­di­tion to the usu­al op­er­a­tions of a bank­ing es­tab­lish­ment, it was here that the ore was stored, from hence that it was sent, un­der gov­ern­ment es­cort and with gov­ern­ment guar­an­tee, sub­ject to a fixed, though mod­er­ate, charge, so that the trans­port to Mel­bourne, which at first was a dan­ger­ous and ex­pen­sive “mid­dle pas­sage,” was now as eas­i­ly and in­ex­pen­sive­ly ac­com­plished as is the trans­mis­sion of freight from Lon­don to Paris.

			Over the whole of this es­tab­lish­ment they were con­duct­ed by the most cour­te­ous and oblig­ing of of­fi­cials, and the ser­vices thus ren­dered charmed the French­man, who was none­the­less lo­qua­cious, and was in truth able even to en­light­en his guides.

			But his joy cul­mi­nat­ed when, af­ter some time spent in the ho­tel, the par­ty left the town, and passed through the “dig­gings,” prop­er­ly so called. It was dif­fi­cult to per­suade Pa­ganel and Robert—who kept to­geth­er—to come on, in or­der that they might not leave Ayr­ton and Mul­ready too long in sus­pense. Now the French­man would see just the key that he need­ed to un­der­stand a point not be­fore clear to him; anon you might see him as in the il­lus­tra­tion, when he had picked up a peb­ble and was sure that it was in it­self so in­ter­est­ing as a min­er­alog­i­cal spec­i­men that he must trea­sure it up for the Bank of France, so that his own land might have at least one part of Aus­tralia. All this was done with such a min­gling of child­ish good-na­ture and sci­en­tif­ic and na­tion­al pride that it was use­less to do any­thing but laugh, and an ir­re­press­ible smile came over even the ma­jor’s fea­tures. At length, how­ev­er, by draw­ing him in­to a lec­ture, they suc­ceed­ed in per­suad­ing him to fol­low them; and, as they left the dig­gings, he told them the his­to­ry of the prophe­cies, the dis­cov­ery, and the spread of knowl­edge as to the rich au­rif­er­ous de­posits of this part of Aus­tralia. He could give them facts and in­ci­dents and dates as to the ingress in­to Mel­bourne, and the ex­o­dus there­from to the dig­gings, in the year 1852; he told them how the en­er­gy and the love of or­der which char­ac­ter­ize the Eng­lish-speak­ing peo­ples had re­duced to sys­tem, method, sub­or­di­na­tion, the chaot­ic surg­ings and rest­less­ness which marked the first weeks and months of this new era; and he de­tailed, as though he had stud­ied the sub­ject to the en­tire ne­glect of oth­er mat­ters, the work­ing of the sys­tem—how the land was reg­is­tered, what was the sum paid in the ag­gre­gate, how the tax­es were col­lect­ed, where­in the sys­tem had been found faulty. All this oc­cu­pied much time, and, be­fore he had fin­ished, the cart was in sight, in which La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant re­seat­ed them­selves, and for the re­main­der of the day and the suc­ceed­ing night their progress was in the ac­cus­tomed or­der.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				A Warn­ing

			
			At sun­rise the trav­el­ers left the gold re­gions and crossed the fron­tiers of the coun­ty of Tal­bot. Their line of trav­el now struck the dusty roads of the coun­ty of Dal­housie. Half the jour­ney was ac­com­plished. In fif­teen days more of trav­el equal­ly rapid the lit­tle par­ty would reach the shores of Twofold Bay. More­over, ev­ery­one was in good health. Pa­ganel’s as­ser­tions as to the salubri­ty of this cli­mate were ver­i­fied. There was lit­tle or no mois­ture, and the heat was quite en­durable. Nei­ther men nor an­i­mals com­plained.

			On­ly one change had been made in the line of march since leav­ing Cam­den Bridge. The crim­i­nal dis­as­ter on the rail­way, when made known to Ayr­ton, had in­duced him to take pre­cau­tions hith­er­to need­less. The horse­men were not to lose sight of the cart. Dur­ing the hours of en­camp­ment one of them was al­ways on guard. Morn­ing and evening the prim­ing of the firearms was re­newed. It was cer­tain that a band of male­fac­tors were scour­ing the coun­try; and, al­though noth­ing gave cause for im­me­di­ate sus­pi­cion, still it was nec­es­sary to be ready for any emer­gen­cy.

			In truth they had rea­son to act thus. An im­pru­dence, or neg­li­gence even, might cost them dear. Gle­nar­van, more­over, was not alone in giv­ing heed to this state of af­fairs. In the iso­lat­ed towns and sta­tions the in­hab­i­tants and squat­ters took pre­cau­tions against any at­tack or sur­prise. The hous­es were closed at night­fall. The dogs were let loose with­in the pal­isades, and barked at the slight­est alarm. There was not a shep­herd, col­lect­ing his nu­mer­ous flocks on horse­back for the evening re­turn, who did not car­ry a car­bine sus­pend­ed from the pom­mel of his sad­dle. The news of the crime com­mit­ted at Cam­den Bridge was the rea­son for this ex­ces­sive cau­tion, and many a colonist who had for­mer­ly slept with open doors and win­dows now care­ful­ly locked his house at twi­light.

			Af­ter awhile, the cart en­tered a grove of gi­ant trees, the finest they had hith­er­to seen. There was a cry of ad­mi­ra­tion at sight of the eu­ca­lyp­tus­es, two hun­dred feet high, whose spongy bark was five inch­es in thick­ness. The trunks mea­sured twen­ty feet in cir­cum­fer­ence, and were fur­rowed by streams of odor­ous sap. Not a branch, not a twig, not a wan­ton shoot, not even a knot, dis­fig­ured their per­fect sym­me­try. They could not have is­sued smoother from the hand of the turn­er. They were like so many col­umns ex­act­ly mat­ed, and could be count­ed by hun­dreds, spread­ing at a vast height in­to cap­i­tals of fine­ly-shaped branch­es adorned with ver­ti­cal leaves, from which hung soli­tary flow­ers, whose cal­ices were like in­vert­ed urns.

			Un­der this ev­er­green canopy the air cir­cu­lat­ed freely. A con­tin­u­al ven­ti­la­tion ab­sorbed the mois­ture of the earth, and hors­es, herds of cat­tle, and carts could eas­i­ly pass be­tween these trees, which were wide­ly sep­a­rat­ed and ar­ranged in straight rows. It was nei­ther a wood with thick­ets crowd­ed and ob­struct­ed by bram­bles, nor a vir­gin for­est bar­ri­cad­ed with fall­en trunks and en­tan­gled with in­ex­tri­ca­ble par­a­sites, where on­ly axe and fire can clear a way for the pi­o­neers. A car­pet of herbage be­low, and a sheet of ver­dure above; long vis­tas of no­ble pil­lars; lit­tle shade or cool­ness; a pe­cu­liar light, like the rays that sift through a del­i­cate tis­sue; shad­ows sharply de­fined up­on the ground: all this con­sti­tut­ed a strange sight. The forests of Ocean­i­ca are en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from those of the New World, and the eu­ca­lyp­tus—the tara of the abo­rig­ines—is the most per­fect tree of the Aus­tralian flo­ra.

			The shade is not dense, nor the dark­ness pro­found, be­neath these domes of ver­dure, ow­ing to a strange pe­cu­liar­i­ty in the ar­range­ment of the leaves of the eu­ca­lyp­tus. Not one presents its face to the sun, but on­ly its sharp edge. The eye sees noth­ing but pro­files in this sin­gu­lar fo­liage. Thus the rays of the sun glide to the earth as if they had passed be­tween the slats of a win­dow-blind.

			Ev­ery­one ob­served this and seemed sur­prised. Why this par­tic­u­lar ar­range­ment? This ques­tion was nat­u­ral­ly ad­dressed to Pa­ganel, who replied like a man who is nev­er at fault.

			“What as­ton­ish­es me,” said he, “is not the freak of na­ture, for she knows what she does; but botanists do not al­ways know what they say. Na­ture was not mis­tak­en in giv­ing to these trees this sin­gu­lar fo­liage; but men are wrong in call­ing them eu­ca­lyp­tus­es.”

			“What does the word mean?” asked Mary Grant.

			“It comes from the Greek words εῡ καλύπτω, sig­ni­fy­ing ‘I cov­er well.’ But you all see that the eu­ca­lyp­tus cov­ers bad­ly.”

			“Just so, my dear Pa­ganel,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and now tell us why the leaves grow thus.”

			“In this coun­try, where the air is dry,” said Pa­ganel, “where rains are rare and the soil is parched, the trees need nei­ther wind nor sun. Hence these nar­row leaves seek to de­fend them­selves against the el­e­ments and pre­serve them­selves from too great an evap­o­ra­tion. They there­fore present their edges, and not their faces, to the ac­tion of the so­lar rays. There is noth­ing more in­tel­li­gent than a leaf.”

			“Nor more self­ish,” re­marked the ma­jor. “They thought on­ly of them­selves, and not at all of trav­el­ers.”

			The en­tire par­ty was in­clined to be of Mac­N­abb’s opin­ion, ex­cept Pa­ganel, who, as he wiped his face, con­grat­u­lat­ed him­self up­on trav­el­ing be­neath these shad­ow­less trees. How­ev­er, this ar­range­ment of fo­liage was to be re­gret­ted; for the jour­ney through these forests is fre­quent­ly very long and painful, since noth­ing pro­tects the trav­el­er from the heat of the sun.

			All day long our trav­el­ers pur­sued their way un­der these in­ter­minable arch­es. They met nei­ther quadruped nor hu­man be­ing. A few cock­a­toos in­hab­it­ed the tops of the trees; but at that height they could scarce­ly be dis­tin­guished, and their chat­ter­ing was an al­most in­audi­ble mur­mur. Some­times a flock of par­rots would shoot across a dis­tant vista, il­lu­min­ing it with a rapid flash of var­ie­gat­ed light. But gen­er­al­ly a deep si­lence reigned in this vast tem­ple of ver­dure, and the mea­sured tread of the hors­es, a few words ex­changed now and then in desul­to­ry con­ver­sa­tion, the creak­ing of the cart­wheels, and from time to time a cry from Ayr­ton as he urged on his slug­gish team, were the on­ly sounds that dis­turbed this vast soli­tude.

			At evening they en­camped at the foot of some trees that bore the marks of a re­cent fire. They formed tall chim­neys, as it were, for the flames had hol­lowed them out in­ter­nal­ly through­out their en­tire length. Hav­ing on­ly this shell of bark re­main­ing, they no longer suf­fered se­vere­ly from this treat­ment.

			How­ev­er, this lam­en­ta­ble habit of the squat­ters and na­tives will fi­nal­ly de­stroy these mag­nif­i­cent trees, and they will dis­ap­pear like the cedars of Lebanon, so many cen­turies old, con­sumed by the care­less fires of wan­der­ing en­camp­ments.

			Ol­bi­nett, ac­cord­ing to Pa­ganel’s ad­vice, kin­dled a fire in one of these tubu­lar trunks. He ob­tained a draught at once, and the smoke soon dis­ap­peared in the dark mass of fo­liage. The nec­es­sary pre­cau­tions were tak­en for the night, and Ayr­ton, Mul­ready, Wil­son, and Cap­tain Man­gles watched by turns till sun­rise.

			Dur­ing all the next day the in­ter­minable for­est pre­sent­ed its long, mo­not­o­nous av­enues, till it seemed as if it would nev­er end. To­wards evening, how­ev­er, the rows of trees be­came thin­ner; and a few miles far­ther on, up­on a small plain, ap­peared a col­lec­tion of reg­u­lar­ly built hous­es.

			“Sey­mour!” cried Pa­ganel. “This is the last place we shall meet with be­fore leav­ing the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria.”

			“Is it an im­por­tant town?” in­quired La­dy He­le­na.

			“Madam,” replied he, “it is a sim­ple parish that would like to be­come a mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty.”

			“Shall we find a com­fort­able ho­tel?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“I hope so,” an­swered the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“Well, then, let us go in­to the town; for the ladies will not be sor­ry, I imag­ine, to rest here one night.”

			“My dear Ed­ward,” replied La­dy He­le­na, “Mary and I ac­cept; but on the con­di­tion that it shall cause no trou­ble or de­lay.”

			“None at all,” said Lord Gle­nar­van. “More­over, our ox­en are fa­tigued. To­mor­row we will start at break of day.”

			It was now nine o’clock. The moon was ap­proach­ing the hori­zon, and her rays were dimmed by the gath­er­ing mist. The dark­ness was in­creas­ing. The whole par­ty, ac­cord­ing­ly, en­tered the broad street of Sey­mour un­der the guid­ance of Pa­ganel, who al­ways seemed to be per­fect­ly ac­quaint­ed with what he had nev­er seen. But his in­stinct di­rect­ed him, and he went straight to Camp­bell’s North British Ho­tel. Hors­es and ox­en were tak­en to the sta­ble, the cart was put un­der the shed, and the trav­el­ers were con­duct­ed to quite com­fort­able apart­ments.

			At ten o’clock the guests took their seats at a ta­ble, over which Ol­bi­nett had cast his ex­pe­ri­enced eye. Pa­ganel had just ex­plored the town, in com­pa­ny with Robert, and now re­lat­ed his noc­tur­nal im­pres­sions in a very la­con­ic style. He had seen ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing.

			How­ev­er, a man less ab­sent­mind­ed would have ob­served a cer­tain ex­cite­ment in the streets of Sey­mour. Groups were formed here and there, which grad­u­al­ly in­creased. Peo­ple talked at the doors of the hous­es, and ques­tioned each oth­er with an air of anx­i­ety. Var­i­ous dai­ly pa­pers were read aloud, com­ment­ed up­on, and dis­cussed. These signs, one might sup­pose, could not have es­caped the most care­less ob­serv­er; Pa­ganel, how­ev­er, had sus­pect­ed noth­ing.

			The ma­jor, on the con­trary, with­out even leav­ing the ho­tel, had as­cer­tained the fears that were ag­i­tat­ing the lit­tle com­mu­ni­ty. Ten min­utes’ con­ver­sa­tion with the lo­qua­cious land­lord had in­formed him; but he did not ut­ter a word. Not un­til sup­per was over, and La­dy He­le­na, Mary, and Robert had re­tired to their cham­bers, did the ma­jor say to his com­pan­ions:

			“They have traced the au­thors of the crime com­mit­ted at Cam­den Bridge.”

			“Have they been ar­rest­ed?” asked Ayr­ton, quick­ly.

			“No,” replied Mac­N­abb, with­out seem­ing to no­tice the ea­ger­ness of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“So much the worse,” added Ayr­ton.

			“Well,” in­quired Gle­nar­van, “to whom do they at­tribute the crime?”

			“Read,” said the ma­jor, hand­ing to Gle­nar­van a copy of the Aus­tralian and New Zea­land Gazette, “and you will see that the po­lice-of­fi­cer was not mis­tak­en.”

			Gle­nar­van read aloud the fol­low­ing pas­sage:

			
				“Syd­ney, Jan. 2, 1865.—It will be re­mem­bered that on the night of De­cem­ber 29 an ac­ci­dent took place at Cam­den Bridge, five miles from Castle­maine Sta­tion, on the Mel­bourne and Sand­hurst Rail­way, by which the night ex­press was pre­cip­i­tat­ed at full speed in­to the Lut­ton Riv­er. Nu­mer­ous thefts com­mit­ted af­ter the ac­ci­dent, and the corpse of the guard found half a mile above, prove that it was the re­sult of a crime; and, in ac­cor­dance with the ver­dict at the in­quest, this crime is to be at­trib­uted to a band of con­victs who es­caped, six months ago, from the Perth pen­i­ten­tiary, in West­ern Aus­tralia, as they were about to be trans­ferred to Nor­folk Is­land. These con­victs are twen­ty-nine in num­ber, and are com­mand­ed by a cer­tain Ben Joyce, a dan­ger­ous crim­i­nal, who ar­rived in Aus­tralia sev­er­al months ago in some way, and up­on whom jus­tice has not yet suc­ceed­ed in lay­ing hands. The in­hab­i­tants of the cities, and the colonists and squat­ters of the sta­tions, are warned to be on their guard, and re­quest­ed to send to the un­der­signed any in­for­ma­tion which may as­sist his in­ves­ti­ga­tions.

				
					“J. P. Mitchell, Sur­vey­or-Gen­er­al.”

				
			

			When Gle­nar­van had fin­ished read­ing this ar­ti­cle, Mac­N­abb turned to the ge­og­ra­pher and said:

			“You see, Pa­ganel, that there may yet be con­victs in Aus­tralia.”

			“Run­aways there may be, of course,” replied Pa­ganel, “but not those who have been trans­port­ed and reg­u­lar­ly re­ceived. These peo­ple have no right to be here.”

			“Well, at any rate they are here,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van; “but I do not sup­pose that their pres­ence need cause us to change our plans or de­lay our jour­ney. What do you think, cap­tain?”

			Cap­tain Man­gles did not an­swer im­me­di­ate­ly. He hes­i­tat­ed be­tween the grief that the aban­don­ment of the search would cause the two chil­dren, and the fear of com­pro­mis­ing the safe­ty of the par­ty.

			“If La­dy Gle­nar­van and Miss Grant were not with us,” said he, “I should care very lit­tle for this band of wretch­es.”

			Gle­nar­van un­der­stood him, and added:

			“Of course it is not ad­vis­able to give up our un­der­tak­ing; but per­haps it would be pru­dent for the sake of the ladies to join the Dun­can at Mel­bourne, and con­tin­ue our search for Cap­tain Grant to­wards the east. What do you think, Mac­N­abb?”

			“Be­fore re­ply­ing,” said the ma­jor, “I should like to hear Ayr­ton’s opin­ion.”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter, thus ad­dressed, looked at Gle­nar­van.

			“I think,” said he, “that, as we are two hun­dred miles from Mel­bourne, the dan­ger, if there is any, is as great on the south­ern as on the east­ern road. Both are lit­tle fre­quent­ed, and one is as good as the oth­er. More­over, I do not think that thir­ty male­fac­tors can in­tim­i­date eight well-armed and res­o­lute men. There­fore, in the ab­sence of bet­ter ad­vice, I should go on.”

			“Well said,” replied Pa­ganel. “By con­tin­u­ing our course we shall cross Cap­tain Grant’s track, while by re­turn­ing to the south we should go di­rect­ly away from it. I agree with you, there­fore, and shall give my­self no un­easi­ness about the run­away con­victs.”

			Thus the de­ter­mi­na­tion to make no change in the pro­gramme was unan­i­mous­ly ap­proved of.

			“One more re­mark, my lord,” said Ayr­ton, as they were about to sep­a­rate.

			“Speak.”

			“Would it not be ad­vis­able to send an or­der to the Dun­can to sail to the coast?”

			“Why?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles. “It will be time enough to send the or­der when we ar­rive at Twofold Bay. If any un­fore­seen event should com­pel us to re­turn to Mel­bourne, we might be sor­ry not to find the Dun­can there. More­over, her in­juries can­not yet have been re­paired. I think, there­fore, that it would be bet­ter to wait.”

			“Well,” replied Ayr­ton, with­out fur­ther re­mark.

			The next day the lit­tle par­ty, armed and ready for any emer­gen­cy, left Sey­mour, and half an hour af­ter re-en­tered the for­est of eu­ca­lyp­tus­es, which ap­peared again to­wards the east. Gle­nar­van would have pre­ferred to trav­el in the open coun­try, for a plain is less fa­vor­able to sud­den at­tacks and am­bus­cades than a thick wood. But they had no al­ter­na­tive; and the cart kept on all day be­tween the tall, mo­not­o­nous trees, and at evening en­camped on the bor­ders of the dis­trict of Mur­ray.

			They were now set­ting foot on one of the least fre­quent­ed por­tions of the Aus­tralian con­ti­nent, a vast un­in­hab­it­ed re­gion stretch­ing away to the Aus­tralian Alps. At some fu­ture day its forests will be lev­eled, and the home of the colonist will stand where now all is des­o­la­tion; but at present it is a desert. In this re­gion is sit­u­at­ed the so-styled “re­serve for the blacks.” On these re­mote plains var­i­ous spots have been set apart, where the abo­rig­i­nal race can en­joy to the full the priv­i­lege of grad­u­al­ly be­com­ing ex­tinct. Though the white man is at per­fect lib­er­ty to in­vade this “re­served” ter­ri­to­ry, yet the black may call it his own.

			Pa­ganel, who was in his el­e­ment wher­ev­er sta­tis­tics or his­to­ry was con­cerned, went in­to full de­tails re­spect­ing the na­tive races. He gave a long ac­count of the cru­el­ties to which these un­for­tu­nate be­ings had been sub­ject­ed at the hands of the ear­ly colonists, and showed how lit­tle had been done by the in­ter­fer­ence of the gov­ern­ment. As a strik­ing in­stance of the man­ner in which the abo­rig­ines melt away be­fore the ad­vance of civ­i­liza­tion, he cit­ed the case of Tas­ma­nia, which at the be­gin­ning of this cen­tu­ry had five thou­sand na­tive in­hab­i­tants, but in 1863 had on­ly sev­en.

			“Fifty years ago,” said he, “we should have met in our course many a tribe of na­tives; where­as thus far we have not seen even one. A cen­tu­ry hence, the black race will have ut­ter­ly dis­ap­peared from this con­ti­nent.”

			At that mo­ment Robert, halt­ing in front of a group of eu­ca­lyp­tus­es, cried out:

			“A mon­key! there is a mon­key!”

			The cart was in­stant­ly stopped, and, look­ing in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed by the boy, our trav­ellers saw a huge black form mov­ing with as­ton­ish­ing agili­ty from branch to branch, un­til it was lost from view in the depths of the grove.

			“What sort of a mon­key is that?” asked Mac­N­abb.

			“That mon­key,” an­swered Pa­ganel, “is a full-blood­ed Aus­tralian.”

			Just then were heard sounds of voic­es at some lit­tle dis­tance; the ox­en were put in mo­tion, and af­ter pro­ceed­ing a few hun­dred paces the par­ty came sud­den­ly up­on an en­camp­ment of abo­rig­ines, con­sist­ing of some ten or twelve tents, made of strips of bark ar­ranged in the man­ner of tiles, and giv­ing shel­ter to their wretch­ed in­hab­i­tants on on­ly one side. Of these mis­er­able be­ings there were about thir­ty, men, wom­en, and chil­dren, dressed in ragged kan­ga­roo-skins. Their first move­ment was one of flight; but a few words from Ayr­ton re­stored con­fi­dence, and they slow­ly ap­proached the par­ty of Eu­ro­peans.

			The ma­jor joc­u­lar­ly in­sist­ed that Robert was cor­rect in say­ing that he had seen a mon­key; but La­dy He­le­na de­clined to ac­cept his views, and, get­ting out of the cart, made friend­ly ad­vances to these de­grad­ed be­ings, who seemed to look up­on her as a di­vin­i­ty. Re­as­sured by her gen­tle man­ner, they sur­round­ed the trav­el­ers, and be­gan to cast wish­ful glances at the pro­vi­sions which the cart con­tained. Gle­nar­van, at the re­quest of his wife, dis­trib­uted a quan­ti­ty of food among the hun­gry group.

			Af­ter this had been dis­patched, our friends were fa­vored by their new ac­quain­tances with a sham fight, which last­ed about ten min­utes, the wom­en urg­ing on the com­bat­ants and pre­tend­ing to mu­ti­late those who fell in the fray. Sud­den­ly the ex­cit­ed crowd dropped their arms, and a pro­found si­lence suc­ceed­ed to the din of war. A flight of cock­a­toos had made its ap­pear­ance in the neigh­bor­ing trees; and the op­por­tu­ni­ty to dis­play their pro­fi­cien­cy in the use of the boomerang was at once im­proved by the Aus­tralians. The skill man­i­fest­ed in the con­struc­tion and use of this in­stru­ment served La­dy He­le­na as a strong ar­gu­ment against the mon­key the­o­ry, though the ma­jor pre­tend­ed that he was not yet con­vinced.

			Lord Gle­nar­van was now about to give the or­der to ad­vance, when a na­tive came run­ning up with the news that he had dis­cov­ered half a dozen cas­sowaries. The chase that fol­lowed, with the in­ge­nious dis­guise as­sumed by the hunter, and the mar­velous fi­deli­ty with which he im­i­tat­ed the move­ments and cries of the bird, was wit­nessed with in­ter­est by the trav­el­ers. La­dy He­le­na ad­duced the skill dis­played as a still fur­ther ar­gu­ment against the ma­jor’s the­o­ry; but the ob­sti­nate Mac­N­abb de­clined to re­cede from his po­si­tion, cit­ing to his an­tag­o­nist the state­ment of the ne­groes con­cern­ing the orang­utans—that they are ne­groes like them­selves, on­ly that they are too cun­ning to talk, for fear of be­ing made to work.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				Wealth in the Wilder­ness

			
			Af­ter a peace­ful night, the trav­el­ers, at sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, re­sumed their jour­ney east­ward over the plains. Twice they crossed the tracks of squat­ters, lead­ing to­wards the north; and then the dif­fer­ent hoof-prints would have been con­found­ed if Gle­nar­van’s horse had not left up­on the dust the Black Point mark, dis­tin­guish­able by its three tre­foils.

			Some­times the plain was fur­rowed with wind­ing creeks, bor­dered by box­wood, which took their source on the slopes of the Buf­fa­lo Range, a chain of moun­tains whose pic­turesque out­lines stretched along the hori­zon, and which the par­ty re­solved to reach that evening. Ayr­ton urged on his ox­en, and, af­ter a jour­ney of thir­ty-five miles, they reached the place. The tent was pitched be­neath a great tree. Night had come, and sup­per was quick­ly dis­patched; all thought more of sleep­ing than of eat­ing, af­ter the fa­tigues of the day.

			Pa­ganel, to whom fell the first watch, did not lie down, but, ri­fle on shoul­der, guard­ed the en­camp­ment, walk­ing to and fro that he might the bet­ter re­sist sleep. In spite of the ab­sence of the moon, the night was al­most bright with the splen­dor of the south­ern con­stel­la­tions; and the ge­og­ra­pher amused him­self in read­ing the great book of the fir­ma­ment, which is al­ways open. The si­lence of sleep­ing na­ture was bro­ken on­ly by the sound of the hors­es’ chains as they rat­tled against their feet. Pa­ganel was be­com­ing ful­ly ab­sorbed in his as­tro­nom­i­cal med­i­ta­tions, and oc­cu­py­ing him­self more with the things of heav­en than those of earth, when a dis­tant sound star­tled him from his rever­ie.

			He lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly, and, to his great as­ton­ish­ment, thought he dis­tin­guished the tones of a pi­ano. A few bold­ly-struck chords waft­ed to his ears their har­mo­nious vi­bra­tions. He could not be mis­tak­en.

			“A pi­ano in the desert!” said he to him­self. “It can­not be!”

			It was in­deed very sur­pris­ing, and Pa­ganel be­gan to think that some strange Aus­tralian bird was im­i­tat­ing the sound of the in­stru­ment.

			But at that mo­ment a voice, har­mo­nious­ly pitched, was heard. The pi­anist was ac­com­pa­nied by a vo­cal­ist. The ge­og­ra­pher lis­tened in­cred­u­lous­ly, but in a few mo­ments was forced to rec­og­nize the sub­lime air that struck up­on his ear. It was “Il mio tesoro tan­to” from Don Juan.

			“Par­bleu!” thought the ge­og­ra­pher, “how­ev­er strange the Aus­tralian birds may be, or even though the par­rots were the most mu­si­cal in the world, they could not sing Mozart.”

			He lis­tened to the end of this grand in­spi­ra­tion of the mas­ter. The ef­fect of this sweet melody, in the still­ness of the star­lit night, was in­de­scrib­able. He re­mained a long time un­der the in­flu­ences of its en­chant­ment. At last the voice ceased, and all was silent.

			When Wil­son came to re­lieve the ge­og­ra­pher, he found him wrapt in a pro­found rever­ie. Pa­ganel said noth­ing to the sailor, but, re­serv­ing his ac­count of the in­ci­dent for Gle­nar­van the next day, he crept in­to the tent.

			In the morn­ing the whole par­ty were awak­ened by un­ex­pect­ed bay­ings. Gle­nar­van at once arose. Two mag­nif­i­cent point­ers were gam­bol­ing along the edge of a small wood; but at the ap­proach of the trav­el­ers they dis­ap­peared among the trees, bark­ing loud­ly.

			“There must be a sta­tion in this desert,” said Gle­nar­van, “and hunters, since those are hunt­ing-dogs.”

			Pa­ganel was just about to re­late his ex­pe­ri­ences of the past night, when two men ap­peared, in hunt­ing cos­tume, mount­ed on fine hors­es. They nat­u­ral­ly stopped at sight of the lit­tle par­ty, en­camped in gyp­sy-like fash­ion, and seemed to be won­der­ing what the pres­ence of armed men in this place meant, when they per­ceived the ladies, who were alight­ing from the cart.

			They im­me­di­ate­ly dis­mount­ed, and ad­vanced to­wards them, hat in hand. Gle­nar­van went to meet them, and in­tro­duced him­self and par­ty, giv­ing the name and rank of each mem­ber. The young men bowed, and one of them, the el­der, said:

			“My lord, will your ladies, your com­pan­ions, and your­self do us the hon­or to ac­com­pa­ny us to our house?”

			“May I ask, gen­tle­men, whom I have the hon­or of ad­dress­ing?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“Michael and Alexan­der Pat­ter­son, pro­pri­etors of Hot­tam Sta­tion. You are al­ready on the grounds of the es­tab­lish­ment, and have but a quar­ter of a mile to go.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” replied Gle­nar­van, “I should be un­will­ing to slight a hos­pi­tal­i­ty so gra­cious­ly of­fered—”

			“My lord,” in­ter­rupt­ed Michael Pat­ter­son, “by ac­cept­ing you will con­fer a fa­vor up­on two poor colonists, who will be on­ly too hap­py to ex­tend to you the hon­ors of the desert.”

			Gle­nar­van bowed in to­ken of as­sent.

			“Sir,” said Pa­ganel, ad­dress­ing Michael Pat­ter­son, “should I be too in­quis­i­tive were I to ask if it was you who sang that di­vine air of Mozart last night?”

			“It was I, sir,” replied the gen­tle­man; “and my broth­er ac­com­pa­nied me.”

			“Well, sir,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, ex­tend­ing his hand, “ac­cept the sin­cere com­pli­ments of a French­man, who is an ar­dent ad­mir­er of Mozart’s mu­sic.”

			The young man mod­est­ly re­turned the ge­og­ra­pher’s greet­ing, and then point­ed to­wards the right to the road they were to take. The hors­es had been con­fid­ed to the care of Ayr­ton and the sailors, and the trav­el­ers at once be­took them­selves on foot to Hot­tam Sta­tion, un­der the guid­ance of the two young men.

			It was a mag­nif­i­cent es­tab­lish­ment, char­ac­ter­ized by the per­fect or­der of an Eng­lish park. Im­mense mead­ows, en­closed by fences, ex­tend­ed as far as the eye could reach. Here grazed thou­sands of ox­en and sheep. Nu­mer­ous shep­herds and still more nu­mer­ous dogs tend­ed this vast herd, while with the bel­low­ing and bleat­ing min­gled the bay­ing of mas­tiffs and the sharp crack of stock-whips.

			To the east the prospect was bro­ken by a bor­der of gum-trees, be­yond which rose the im­pos­ing peak of Mount Hot­tam, sev­en thou­sand five hun­dred feet high. Long av­enues of tall trees stretched in all di­rec­tions, while here and there stood dense clumps of grass-trees, shrub­by plants about ten feet high, re­sem­bling the dwarf palm, with a thick fo­liage of long nar­row leaves. The air was laden with the per­fume of lau­rels, whose clus­ters of white flow­ers in full bloom ex­haled the most del­i­cate fra­grance.

			With the charm­ing groups of na­tive trees were min­gled those trans­plant­ed from Eu­ro­pean climes. The peach, the pear, the ap­ple, the fig, the or­ange, and even the oak were hailed with de­light by the trav­el­ers, who, if they were not as­ton­ished at walk­ing in the shade of the trees of their coun­try, won­dered, at least, at the sight of the birds that flut­tered among the branch­es, the satin-birds with their silky plumage, and the ca­naries, clad in gold­en and black vel­vet.

			Here, for the first time, they saw the menure, or lyre­bird, whose tail has the form of the grace­ful in­stru­ment of Or­pheus. As the bird fled away among the ar­bores­cent ferns, its tail strik­ing the branch­es, they al­most ex­pect­ed to hear those har­mo­nious chords that helped Am­phion to re­build the walls of Thebes.

			Lord Gle­nar­van was not sat­is­fied with mere­ly ad­mir­ing the fairy won­ders of this oa­sis of the Aus­tralian desert. He lis­tened with pro­found in­ter­est to the young men’s sto­ry. In Eng­land, in the heart of civ­i­liza­tion, a new­com­er would have first in­formed his host whence he came and whith­er he was go­ing; but here, by a nice shade of dis­tinc­tion, Michael and Sandy Pat­ter­son thought they should make them­selves known to the trav­el­ers to whom they of­fered their hos­pi­tal­i­ties, and briefly told their sto­ry.

			It was like that of all in­tel­li­gent and ac­tive young En­glish­men, who do not be­lieve that the pos­ses­sion of rich­es ab­solves from the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty to la­bor for the wel­fare of oth­ers. Michael and Alexan­der Pat­ter­son were the sons of a Lon­don banker. When they were twen­ty years old, their fa­ther had said: “Here is mon­ey, my sons. Go to some dis­tant land, found there a use­ful es­tab­lish­ment, and ac­quire in la­bor the knowl­edge of life. If you suc­ceed, so much the bet­ter; if you fail, it mat­ters lit­tle. We shall not re­gret the mon­ey that will have en­abled you to be­come men.” They obeyed; they chose the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria as the place to sow the pa­ter­nal ban­knotes, and had no rea­son to re­pent. At the end of three years their es­tab­lish­ment had at­tained its present pros­per­i­ty.

			They had just fin­ished the brief ac­count of their ca­reer, when the dwelling came in sight at the end of a fine av­enue of trees. It was a charm­ing house of wood and brick, sur­round­ed by clus­ters of plants, and had the el­e­gant form of a Swiss cot­tage, while a ve­ran­da, from which hung Chi­nese lanterns, en­cir­cled it like a Ro­man im­plu­vi­um. The win­dows were shad­ed by bril­liant-col­ored awnings, which at a dis­tance looked al­most like mass­es of flow­ers. Noth­ing could be pret­ti­er, co­zi­er, or pleas­an­ter to the sight. On the lawn and among the shrub­bery round about stood bronze can­de­labra, sup­port­ing el­e­gant lamps with glass globes, which at night­fall il­lu­mined the whole gar­den with a beau­teous light.

			No farmhands, sta­bles, or out­hous­es were to be seen—noth­ing that in­di­cat­ed scenes of toil. The dwellings of the work­men—a reg­u­lar vil­lage, con­sist­ing of some twen­ty cot­tages—were a quar­ter of a mile dis­tant, in the heart of a lit­tle val­ley. Tele­graph-wires se­cured im­me­di­ate com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween the vil­lage and the house of the pro­pri­etors, which, far from all tu­mult, was in truth “a thing of beau­ty.”

			The av­enue was soon passed. A lit­tle iron bridge, of great el­e­gance, cross­ing a mur­mur­ing stream, gave ac­cess to the pri­vate grounds. A cour­te­ous at­ten­dant ad­vanced to meet the trav­el­ers; the doors of the house were opened, and the guests of Hot­tam Sta­tion en­tered the sump­tu­ous dwelling.

			All the lux­u­ries of re­fined and civ­i­lized life seemed to be present. In­to the vestibule, which was adorned with dec­o­ra­tive sub­jects, il­lus­trat­ing the turf or the chase, opened a spa­cious par­lor, light­ed with five win­dows. A pi­ano, cov­ered with clas­sic and mod­ern mu­sic; easels, up­on which were half-fin­ished paint­ings; mar­ble stat­ues, mount­ed on taste­ful pedestals; on the walls, a few pic­tures by Flem­ish mas­ters; rich car­pets, soft to the feet as grassy mead­ows; pan­els of ta­pes­try, de­scrip­tive of pleas­ing mytho­log­i­cal episodes; an an­tique chan­de­lier, cost­ly chi­naware, del­i­cate vas­es, and a great va­ri­ety of ar­ti­cles of virtù, in­di­cat­ed a high ap­pre­ci­a­tion of beau­ty and com­fort. Ev­ery­thing that could please, ev­ery­thing that could re­lieve the te­di­um of a vol­un­tary ex­ile, ev­ery­thing that could re­mind one of a lux­u­ri­ous Eu­ro­pean home, was to be found in this fairy abode. It would have been easy to imag­ine one­self in some prince­ly cas­tle of Eng­land, France, or Ger­many.

			The five win­dows ad­mit­ted, through del­i­cate cur­tains, a light tem­pered and soft­ened by the shad­ows of the ve­ran­da. La­dy He­le­na looked out, and was as­ton­ished. The house, up­on this side, com­mand­ed the view of a broad val­ley, which ex­tend­ed to the east­ern moun­tains. The al­ter­na­tion of mead­ow and wood­land, bro­ken here and there by vast clear­ings, the grace­ful sweep of the hill­sides, and the out­lines of the en­tire land­scape, formed a pic­ture be­yond the pow­er of de­scrip­tion. This vast panora­ma, in­ter­sect­ed by broad bands of light and shade, changed ev­ery hour with the progress of the sun.

			In the mean­time, in ac­cor­dance with the hosts’ or­ders, break­fast had been pre­pared by the stew­ard of the sta­tion, and in less than a quar­ter of an hour the trav­el­ers were seat­ed at a boun­ti­ful ta­ble. The qual­i­ty of the viands and the wines was un­ex­cep­tion­able; but what was es­pe­cial­ly grat­i­fy­ing, in the midst of these re­fine­ments of wealth, was the ev­i­dent plea­sure ex­pe­ri­enced by the young set­tlers in dis­pens­ing to strangers, be­neath their own roof, this mag­nif­i­cent hos­pi­tal­i­ty.

			The young gen­tle­men were soon made ac­quaint­ed with the ob­ject of the ex­pe­di­tion, and took a live­ly in­ter­est in Gle­nar­van’s search, giv­ing al­so great en­cour­age­ment to the cap­tain’s chil­dren.

			“Har­ry Grant,” said Michael, “has ev­i­dent­ly fall­en in­to the hands of the na­tives, since he has not ap­peared in the set­tle­ments on the coast. He knew his po­si­tion ex­act­ly, as the doc­u­ment proves, and, as he has not reached any Eng­lish colony, he must have been made pris­on­er by the na­tives as soon as he land­ed.”

			“That is pre­cise­ly what hap­pened to his quar­ter­mas­ter, Ayr­ton,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“But, gen­tle­men,” in­quired La­dy He­le­na, “have you nev­er heard of the ship­wreck of the Bri­tan­nia?”

			“Nev­er, madam,” said Michael.

			“And what treat­ment do you think Cap­tain Grant would ex­pe­ri­ence as a pris­on­er among the Aus­tralians?”

			“The Aus­tralians are not cru­el, madam,” replied the young set­tler: “Miss Grant may re­as­sure her­self on this point. There are many in­stances of their kind­ness; and some Eu­ro­peans have lived a long time among them, with­out hav­ing any rea­son to com­plain of bru­tal­i­ty.” These words cor­rob­o­rat­ed the in­for­ma­tion pre­vi­ous­ly giv­en by Pa­ganel and Ayr­ton.

			When the ladies had left the ta­ble, the con­ver­sa­tion turned up­on con­victs. The set­tlers had heard of the ac­ci­dent at Cam­den Bridge, but the band of run­aways gave no un­easi­ness, they would not dare to at­tack a sta­tion that was guard­ed by more than a hun­dred men. They were con­fi­dent, too, that they would not ven­ture in­to the de­sert­ed re­gions of the Mur­ray, nor in­to the colonies of New South Wales, where the roads are well pro­tect­ed.

			Gle­nar­van could not de­cline the in­vi­ta­tion of his ami­able hosts to spend the en­tire day at Hot­tam Sta­tion. The de­lay thus oc­ca­sioned could be turned to good ac­count: the hors­es and ox­en would be great­ly ben­e­fit­ed by their rest in the com­fort­able sta­bles of the es­tab­lish­ment. It was, there­fore, de­cid­ed to re­main, and the two young men sub­mit­ted to their guests a pro­gramme for the day’s sports, which was adopt­ed with alacrity.

			At noon, sev­en fine hunters pawed the ground at the gate of the house. For the ladies was pro­vid­ed an el­e­gant coach, and the long reins en­abled their driv­er to show his skill in manœu­vring the “four-in-hand.” The horse­men, ac­com­pa­nied by out­rid­ers, and well armed, gal­loped be­side the car­riage, while the pack of hounds bayed joy­ous­ly in the cop­pices.

			For four hours the cav­al­cade tra­versed the paths and av­enues of these spa­cious grounds. As for game, an army of bush­men could not have start­ed up a greater num­ber of an­i­mals. Young Robert, who kept close to the ma­jor’s side, ac­com­plished won­ders. The in­trepid boy, in spite of his sis­ter’s in­junc­tions, was al­ways ahead, and the first to fire. But Cap­tain Man­gles had promised to watch over him, a fact which tend­ed not a lit­tle to al­lay Miss Grant’s ap­pre­hen­sion for her broth­er’s safe­ty.

			Of all the sports of the day the most in­ter­est­ing was un­ques­tion­ably a kan­ga­roo hunt. About four o’clock the dogs start­ed a troop of these cu­ri­ous an­i­mals. The lit­tle ones took refuge in their moth­ers’ pouch­es, and the whole drove rushed away in sin­gle file. Noth­ing can be more as­ton­ish­ing than the enor­mous bounds of the kan­ga­roo, whose hind legs are twice as long as its fore ones, and bend like a spring. At the head of the drove was a male five feet high—“an old man,” in the lan­guage of the bush­men.

			For four or five miles the chase was briskly con­tin­ued. The kan­ga­roos did not slack­en their pace; and the dogs, who feared, with good rea­son, the pow­er­ful blows of their for­mi­da­ble paws, did not ven­ture to ap­proach them. But at last the drove stopped in ex­haus­tion, and “the old man” braced him­self against the trunk of a tree, ready to fight for his life. One of the point­ers, car­ried on by the im­pe­tus of his course, rolled with­in reach of him. A mo­ment af­ter, the un­for­tu­nate dog was tossed in­to the air, and fell back life­less. The en­tire pack, de­terred by the fate of their com­rade, kept at a re­spect­ful dis­tance. It be­came nec­es­sary to dis­patch the kan­ga­roo with the ri­fle, and noth­ing but bul­lets could bring down the gi­gan­tic quadruped.

			At this junc­ture Robert nar­row­ly es­caped be­ing the vic­tim of his rash­ness. In or­der to make sure of his aim, he ap­proached so near the kan­ga­roo that the an­i­mal made a spring at him. Robert fell. A cry of alarm re­sound­ed. Mary Grant, speech­less with ap­pre­hen­sion, stretched her hands to­wards her broth­er. No one dared to fire, for fear of hit­ting the boy.

			Sud­den­ly Cap­tain Man­gles, with his hunt­ing-knife open, rushed up­on the kan­ga­roo, at the risk of his life, and stabbed it to the heart. The beast fell dead, and Robert rose un­harmed. An in­stant af­ter, he was in the arms of his sis­ter.

			“Thanks, Cap­tain Man­gles! thanks!” said Mary, ex­tend­ing her hand to the young cap­tain.

			“I promised to take care of him,” replied the cap­tain, as he took the trem­bling hand of the young girl.

			This ad­ven­ture end­ed the hunt. The troop of kan­ga­roos had scat­tered af­ter the death of their lead­er, whose car­cass was brought to the house.

			It was now six o’clock, and din­ner was in readi­ness for the hunters; com­pris­ing, among oth­er dish­es, a soup of kan­ga­roo’s tail, pre­pared in the na­tive style.

			Af­ter a dessert of ices and sher­bet, the par­ty re­paired to the par­lor, where the evening was de­vot­ed to mu­sic. La­dy He­le­na, who was a good pi­anist, presid­ed at the in­stru­ment, while Michael and Alexan­der Pat­ter­son sang with great taste se­lec­tions from the lat­est com­po­si­tions of the mod­ern mu­si­cal mas­ters.

			At eleven o’clock tea was served in true Eng­lish style. Pa­ganel hav­ing de­sired to taste the Aus­tralian tea, a liq­uid, black as ink, was brought to him. It con­sist­ed of a quart of wa­ter, in which half a pound of tea had been boiled four hours. Pa­ganel, with a wry face, pro­nounced it ex­cel­lent. At mid­night the guests were con­duct­ed to cool and com­fort­able cham­bers, where they re­newed in dreams the plea­sures of the day.

			The next morn­ing, at sun­rise, they took leave of the two young set­tlers, with many thanks, and with warm­ly-ex­pressed hopes to see them at Mal­colm Cas­tle at no very dis­tant day. The cart then start­ed, and in a few min­utes, as the road wound around the foot of Mount Hot­tam, the hos­pitable habi­ta­tion dis­ap­peared, like a pass­ing vi­sion, from the eyes of the trav­el­ers. For five miles far­ther they tra­versed the grounds of the sta­tion, and not till nine o’clock did the lit­tle par­ty pass the last pal­isade and en­ter up­on the al­most un­known dis­tricts of the coun­try be­fore them.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				Sus­pi­cious Oc­cur­rences

			
			A mighty bar­ri­er crossed the road on the south­east. It was the chain of the Aus­tralian Alps, which ex­tend in capri­cious wind­ings fif­teen hun­dred miles, and are capped with clouds four thou­sand feet aloft.

			The sky was dull and low­er­ing, and the rays of the sun strug­gled through dense mass­es of mist. The tem­per­a­ture was, there­fore, en­durable; but the jour­ney was dif­fi­cult on ac­count of the ir­reg­u­lar­i­ty of the sur­face. The un­even­ness of the plain con­stant­ly in­creased, and here and there rose mounds, cov­ered with young green gum-trees. Far­ther on, these ex­cres­cences formed the first slopes of the great Alps. The as­cent was very la­bo­ri­ous, as was shown by the ef­forts of the ox­en, whose yokes cracked un­der the ten­sion of the heavy ve­hi­cle. The an­i­mals pant­ed heav­i­ly, and the mus­cles of their hams were strained al­most to break­ing. The axles threat­ened to give way un­der the sud­den jolts that Ayr­ton, with all his skill, could not pre­vent. The ladies, how­ev­er, lost none of their ac­cus­tomed cheer­ful­ness.

			Cap­tain Man­gles and the two sailors rode a few hun­dred paces in ad­vance, to choose prac­ti­ca­ble pass­es. It was a dif­fi­cult and of­ten a per­ilous task. Sev­er­al times Wil­son was forced to make a way with his hatch­et through the midst of dense thick­ets. Their course de­vi­at­ed in many wind­ings, which im­pass­able ob­sta­cles, lofty blocks of gran­ite, deep ravines, and treach­er­ous swamps com­pelled them to make. At evening they en­camped at the foot of the Alps, on the banks of a small stream that flowed along the edge of a plain cov­ered with tall shrub­bery, whose bright-red fo­liage en­livened the banks.

			“We shall have dif­fi­cul­ty in pass­ing here,” said Gle­nar­van, as he gazed at the chain of moun­tains, whose out­lines were al­ready grow­ing dim in the twi­light. “Alps! that is a name sug­ges­tive of ar­du­ous climb­ing.”

			“You will change your opin­ion, my dear Gle­nar­van,” replied Pa­ganel. “You must not think you are in Switzer­land.”

			“Then these Aus­tralian Alps—?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“Are minia­ture moun­tains,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel. “You will cross them with­out notic­ing it.”

			The next day, in spite of the as­sur­ances of the con­fi­dent ge­og­ra­pher, the lit­tle par­ty found great dif­fi­cul­ty in cross­ing the moun­tains. They were forced to ad­vance at a ven­ture, and de­scend in­to deep and nar­row gorges that, for aught they knew, might end in a wall of rock. Ayr­ton would doubt­less have been even­tu­al­ly non­plussed had they not, af­ter an hour’s climb­ing, caught sight of a tav­ern on one of the paths of the moun­tain.

			“Well!” said Pa­ganel, as they reached the hostel­ry, “the pro­pri­etor of this inn can­not make a great for­tune in such a place. Of what use can he be?”

			“To give us the in­for­ma­tion we need for our jour­ney,” replied Gle­nar­van. “Let us go in.”

			Gle­nar­van, fol­lowed by Ayr­ton, en­tered the tav­ern. The land­lord of “Bush Inn” was a coarse man, of for­bid­ding ap­pear­ance, who had to con­sid­er him­self as the prin­ci­pal cus­tomer for the gin, brandy, and whisky of his tav­ern, and scarce­ly ev­er saw any­one but squat­ters or herds­men.

			He replied in an ill-hu­mored way to the ques­tions that were ad­dressed him; but his an­swers suf­ficed to de­ter­mine Ayr­ton up­on his course. Gle­nar­van, how­ev­er, re­mu­ner­at­ed the tav­ern-keep­er for the lit­tle trou­ble they had giv­en him, and was about to leave the inn, when a plac­ard, af­fixed to the wall, at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. It was a no­tice of the colo­nial po­lice, de­tail­ing the es­cape of the con­victs from Perth, and set­ting a price up­on the head of Ben Joyce—a hun­dred pounds ster­ling to any­one who should de­liv­er him up.

			“In­deed,” said Gle­nar­van, “that is a ras­cal worth hang­ing.”

			“And es­pe­cial­ly worth tak­ing,” replied Ayr­ton. “A hun­dred pounds! What a sum! He is not worth it.”

			“As for the innkeep­er,” added Gle­nar­van, as he left the room, “I scarce­ly put faith in him, de­spite his plac­ard.”

			“Nor I ei­ther,” said Ayr­ton.

			Gle­nar­van and the quar­ter­mas­ter re­joined the par­ty, and they all pro­ceed­ed to where a nar­row pass wound across the chain. Here they be­gan the as­cent.

			But it was an ar­du­ous task. More than once the ladies and their com­pan­ions had to dis­mount, and it was of­ten nec­es­sary to push the wheels of the heavy ve­hi­cle at some steep as­cent, or to hold it back along the edge of some dan­ger­ous precipice. The ox­en, as they could not work to ad­van­tage at sud­den turns, had fre­quent­ly to be un­yoked, and the cart blocked to pre­vent it from slid­ing back. Ayr­ton was re­peat­ed­ly forced to bring the al­ready ex­haust­ed hors­es to his as­sis­tance.

			Whether this ex­er­tion was too pro­longed, or whether from some oth­er cause, one of the hors­es gave out dur­ing the as­cent. He fell sud­den­ly, with­out an in­stant’s warn­ing. It was Mul­ready’s horse; and when the sailor at­tempt­ed to help him up, he found that he was dead. Ayr­ton ex­am­ined the an­i­mal care­ful­ly, but did not seem to un­der­stand the cause of this sud­den death.

			“The beast must have burst a blood-ves­sel,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Ev­i­dent­ly,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“Take my horse, Mul­ready,” added Gle­nar­van; “I will join La­dy He­le­na in the cart.”

			Mul­ready obeyed, and the lit­tle par­ty con­tin­ued their fa­tigu­ing as­cent, aban­don­ing the body to the crows.

			The next day they be­gan the de­scent, which was much more rapid. Dur­ing its course a vi­o­lent hail­storm burst on them, and they were forced to seek a shel­ter be­neath the rocks. Not hail­stones, but pieces of ice as large as one’s hand, were pre­cip­i­tat­ed from the an­gry clouds. A sling could not have hurled them with greater force, and sev­er­al sharp blows warned Pa­ganel and Robert to be on their guard. The cart was pierced through in many places: in­deed, few roofs could have re­sist­ed the fall of these cut­ting mis­siles, some of which froze to the trunks of the trees. It was nec­es­sary to wait for the end of this avalanche, for fear of be­ing stoned to death, and it was an hour be­fore the par­ty re­gained the steep path, still slip­pery with icy in­crus­ta­tions. At evening the cart, con­sid­er­ably shat­tered, but still firm on its wood­en wheels, de­scend­ed the last slopes of the Alps, be­tween tall soli­tary pines, and reached the plains of Gipp­s­land.

			All were im­pa­tient to gain their des­ti­na­tion, the Pa­cif­ic Ocean, where the Bri­tan­nia had been wrecked. There on­ly could traces of the ship­wrecked sea­men be found, and not in these desert re­gions. Ayr­ton urged Lord Gle­nar­van to send an or­der to the Dun­can to re­pair to the coast, that he might have at his dis­pos­al all the aid pos­si­ble in his search. In his opin­ion they ought to take ad­van­tage of the Luc­know road, which would lead them to Mel­bourne. Af­ter­wards this might be dif­fi­cult, for high­ways lead­ing di­rect­ly to the cap­i­tal would be ab­so­lute­ly want­ing.

			This ad­vice of the quar­ter­mas­ter seemed rea­son­able. Pa­ganel sec­ond­ed it. He thought, too, that the yacht would be very use­ful un­der the present cir­cum­stances, and added that they could no longer com­mu­ni­cate with Mel­bourne af­ter pass­ing the Luc­know road.

			Gle­nar­van was un­de­cid­ed, and per­haps would have sent the or­der that Ayr­ton so par­tic­u­lar­ly de­sired, if the ma­jor had not op­posed this plan with great en­er­gy. He ex­plained that Ayr­ton’s pres­ence was nec­es­sary to the ex­pe­di­tion; that on ap­proach­ing the coast the coun­try would be un­known; that, if chance set them on the track of Cap­tain Grant, the quar­ter­mas­ter would be more ca­pa­ble than any­one else of fol­low­ing it; in short, that he alone could point out the place where the Bri­tan­nia was lost.

			Mac­N­abb, there­fore, ad­vo­cat­ed their con­tin­u­ing on the jour­ney with­out change. Cap­tain Man­gles was of the same opin­ion. The young cap­tain ob­served that his lord­ship’s or­ders could more eas­i­ly reach the Dun­can if sent from Twofold Bay, than by dis­patch­ing a mes­sen­ger two hun­dred miles over a wild coun­try.

			The ma­jor car­ried his point, and it was there­fore de­cid­ed that they should pro­ceed to Twofold Bay. Mac­N­abb no­ticed that Ayr­ton seemed quite dis­ap­point­ed, but he said noth­ing, and, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, kept his thoughts to him­self.

			Ear­ly in the af­ter­noon they passed through a cu­ri­ous for­est of ferns. These ar­bores­cent plants, in full bloom, mea­sured thir­ty feet in height. Hors­es and horse­men could eas­i­ly pass be­neath their droop­ing branch­es, and some­times the row­el of a spur would ring, as it struck against their sol­id stalks. The cool­ness of the grove was very grate­ful to the wea­ried trav­el­ers. Pa­ganel, al­ways demon­stra­tive, gave vent to ex­cla­ma­tions of de­light that star­tled flocks of par­rots and cock­a­toos.

			All at once his com­pan­ions saw the ge­og­ra­pher reel in the sad­dle, and fall to the ground like a log. Was it gid­di­ness, or sun­stroke, caused by the heat?

			They has­tened to him.

			“Pa­ganel! Pa­ganel! what is the mat­ter?” cried Lord Gle­nar­van.

			“The mat­ter is, my dear friend,” replied Pa­ganel, ex­tri­cat­ing him­self from the stir­rups, “that I no longer have a horse.”

			“What! your horse—?”

			“Is dead, strick­en like Mul­ready’s.”

			At once Gle­nar­van, Cap­tain Man­gles, and Wil­son ex­am­ined the an­i­mal. Pa­ganel was right. His horse had been sud­den­ly strick­en dead.

			“This is sin­gu­lar,” said the cap­tain.

			“Very sin­gu­lar in­deed,” mut­tered the ma­jor.

			Gle­nar­van could not re­strain a feel­ing of un­easi­ness at this strange oc­cur­rence. It was im­pos­si­ble for them to re­trace their steps in this desert; while, if an epi­dem­ic were to seize all the hors­es, it would be very dif­fi­cult to con­tin­ue the jour­ney.

			Be­fore the end of the day his fears seemed to be jus­ti­fied. A third horse, Wil­son’s, fell dead, and, what was worse, one of the ox­en was al­so strick­en. Their means of con­veyance now con­sist­ed of on­ly three ox­en and four hors­es.

			The sit­u­a­tion had grown se­ri­ous. The mount­ed horse­men could, of course, take turns in trav­el­ing on foot. But, if it should be nec­es­sary to leave the cart be­hind, what would be­come of the ladies? Could they ac­com­plish the one hun­dred and twen­ty miles that still sep­a­rat­ed them from Twofold Bay?

			Cap­tain Man­gles and Gle­nar­van anx­ious­ly ex­am­ined the re­main­ing hors­es: per­haps pre­ven­tives might be found against new calami­ties. No sign of dis­ease, how­ev­er, could be de­tect­ed. The an­i­mals were in per­fect health, and brave­ly en­dured the hard­ships of the jour­ney. Gle­nar­van, there­fore, was in­clined to think that this mys­te­ri­ous epi­dem­ic would have no more vic­tims. This was Ayr­ton’s opin­ion too, who de­clared that he could not at all un­der­stand the cause of the fright­ful mor­tal­i­ty.

			They start­ed again, and the cart served to con­vey the pedes­tri­ans, who rode in it by turns. At evening, af­ter a jour­ney of on­ly ten miles, the sig­nal to halt was giv­en, the en­camp­ment ar­ranged, and the night was passed com­fort­ably be­neath a large group of ar­bores­cent ferns, among whose branch­es flut­tered enor­mous bats.

			The next day they made an ex­cel­lent be­gin­ning, and ac­com­plished fif­teen miles. Ev­ery­thing led them to hope that they would en­camp that evening on the banks of the Snowy Riv­er. Evening came, and a fog, clear­ly de­fined against the hori­zon, marked the course of the long-looked-for stream. A for­est of tall trees was seen at a bend in the road, be­hind a mod­er­ate el­e­va­tion. Ayr­ton guid­ed his ox­en to­wards the tall trunks dim­ly dis­cerned in the shad­ow, and was just pass­ing the bound­ary of the wood, when the cart sank in­to the earth to the hubs.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked Gle­nar­van, when he per­ceived that the cart had come to a stop.

			“We are fast in the mud,” replied Ayr­ton.

			He urged his ox­en with voice and whip, but they were up to their knees in the mire, and could not stir.

			“Let us en­camp here,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“That is the best plan,” an­swered Ayr­ton. “To­mor­row, at day­break, we can see to ex­tri­cate our­selves.”

			“Very well: be it so,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			Night had set in rapid­ly, af­ter a short twi­light, but the heat had not de­part­ed with the sun. The air was heavy with sti­fling mists. Flash­es of light­ning, the daz­zling fore­run­ners of a com­ing storm, ev­ery now and then il­lu­mined the hori­zon.

			The beds were pre­pared, and the sunken cart was made as com­fort­able as pos­si­ble. The som­bre arch of the great trees shel­tered the tent of the trav­el­ers. Pro­vid­ed no rain fell, they would have no rea­son to com­plain.

			Ayr­ton suc­ceed­ed with dif­fi­cul­ty in ex­tri­cat­ing his three ox­en from the mud, in which they had by this time sunk to their flanks. The quar­ter­mas­ter pick­et­ed them with the four hors­es, and would al­low no one to give them their fod­der. This ser­vice he per­formed him­self with great ex­act­ness, and that evening Gle­nar­van ob­served that his care was re­dou­bled, for which he thanked him, as the preser­va­tion of the team was of para­mount im­por­tance.

			Mean­time, the trav­el­ers par­took of a hasty sup­per. Fa­tigue and heat had driv­en away hunger, and they need­ed rest more than nour­ish­ment. La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant, wish­ing their com­pan­ions good night, re­tired to their ac­cus­tomed bed­room. As for the men, some crawled un­der the tent, while oth­ers stretched them­selves on the thick grass at the foot of the trees.

			Grad­u­al­ly each sank in­to a heavy sleep. The dark­ness in­creased be­neath the cur­tain of dense clouds that cov­ered the sky. Not a breath of air was felt. The si­lence of the night was on­ly in­ter­rupt­ed by the oc­ca­sion­al howl­ings of wild an­i­mals.

			About eleven o’clock, af­ter an un­easy slum­ber, the ma­jor awoke. His half-closed eyes were at­tract­ed by a dim light that flick­ered be­neath the great trees. One would have thought it was a whitish sheet glit­ter­ing like the sur­face of a lake. Mac­N­abb imag­ined, at first, that the flames of a con­fla­gra­tion were spread­ing over the ground.

			He rose and walked to­wards the wood. His sur­prise was great when he found him­self in the pres­ence of a pure­ly nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­non. Be­fore him ex­tend­ed an im­mense field of mush­rooms, which emit­ted phos­pho­res­cent flash­es.

			The ma­jor, who was not self­ish, was about to wak­en Pa­ganel, that the ge­og­ra­pher might wit­ness the spec­ta­cle with his own eyes, when an un­ex­pect­ed sight stopped him.

			The phos­pho­res­cent light il­lu­mined the wood for the space of half a mile, and Mac­N­abb thought he saw shad­ows rapid­ly mov­ing along the edge of the clear­ing. Did his eyes de­ceive him? Was he the sport of an il­lu­sion?

			He crouched down, and, af­ter a long and at­ten­tive ob­ser­va­tion, dis­tinct­ly per­ceived sev­er­al men, who seemed by their move­ments to be search­ing the ground for some­thing. What could these men want? He must know, and, with­out an in­stant’s hes­i­ta­tion or awak­en­ing his com­pan­ions, he crawled along on all-fours, care­ful­ly con­ceal­ing him­self in the tall grass.

		
	
		
			
				XL

				A Star­tling Dis­cov­ery

			
			It was a ter­ri­ble night. At two o’clock in the morn­ing the rain be­gan to fall in tor­rents, which con­tin­ued to pour from the stormy clouds till day­light. The tent was an in­suf­fi­cient shel­ter. Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions took refuge in the cart, where they passed the time in con­vers­ing up­on var­i­ous sub­jects. The ma­jor, how­ev­er, whose short ab­sence no one had no­ticed, con­tent­ed him­self with lis­ten­ing in si­lence. The fury of the tem­pest gave them con­sid­er­able un­easi­ness, since it might cause an in­un­da­tion, by which the cart, fast in the mire, would be over­whelmed.

			More than once Mul­ready, Ayr­ton, and Cap­tain Man­gles went to as­cer­tain the height of the rush­ing wa­ters, and re­turned drenched from head to foot.

			At length day ap­peared. The rain ceased, but the rays of the sun failed to pen­e­trate the thick veil of clouds. Large pools of mud­dy, yel­low­ish wa­ter cov­ered the ground. A warm va­por is­sued from the wa­ter-soaked earth and sat­u­rat­ed the at­mos­phere with a sick­ly mois­ture.

			Gle­nar­van, first of all, turned his at­ten­tion to the cart. In his eyes, this was their main sup­port. It was imbed­ded fast in the midst of a deep hol­low of sticky clay. The fore wheels were al­most en­tire­ly out of sight, and the hind ones were buried up to the hubs. It would be a very dif­fi­cult mat­ter to pull out the heavy ve­hi­cle, and would un­doubt­ed­ly re­quire the unit­ed strength of men, ox­en, and hors­es.

			“We must make haste,” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “If this clay dries, the work will be more dif­fi­cult.”

			Gle­nar­van, the two sailors, the cap­tain, and Ayr­ton then en­tered the wood, where the an­i­mals had passed the night.

			It was a tall for­est of gloomy gum-trees. Noth­ing met the eye but dead trunks, wide­ly sep­a­rat­ed, which had been des­ti­tute of their bark for cen­turies. Not a bird built its nest on these lofty skele­tons; not a leaf trem­bled on the dry branch­es, that rat­tled to­geth­er like a bun­dle of dry bones. Gle­nar­van, as he walked on, gazed at the lead­en sky, against which the branch­es of the gum-trees were sharply de­fined. To Ayr­ton’s great as­ton­ish­ment, there was no trace of the hors­es and ox­en in the place where he had left them. The fet­tered an­i­mals, how­ev­er, could not have gone far.

			They searched for them in the wood, but failed to find them. Ayr­ton then re­turned to the banks of the riv­er, which was bor­dered by mag­nif­i­cent mi­mosas. He ut­tered a cry well known to his ox­en, but there was no an­swer. The quar­ter­mas­ter seemed very anx­ious, and his com­pan­ions glanced at each oth­er in dis­may.

			An hour passed in a vain search, and Gle­nar­van was re­turn­ing to the cart, which was at least a mile off, when a neigh fell up­on his ear, fol­lowed al­most im­me­di­ate­ly by a bel­low.

			“Here they are!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles, forc­ing his way be­tween the tall tufts of the gas­trolo­bi­um, which were high enough to con­ceal a whole herd.

			Gle­nar­van, Mul­ready, and Ayr­ton rushed af­ter him, and soon shared his as­ton­ish­ment. Two ox­en and three hors­es lay up­on the ground, strick­en like the oth­ers. Their bod­ies were al­ready cold, and a flock of hun­gry crows, croak­ing in the mi­mosas, wait­ed for their un­ex­pect­ed prey.

			Gle­nar­van and his friends gazed at each oth­er, and Wil­son did not sup­press an oath that rose to his lips.

			“What is the mat­ter, Wil­son?” said Lord Gle­nar­van, scarce­ly able to con­trol him­self. “We can do noth­ing. Ayr­ton, bring the ox and horse that are left. They must ex­tri­cate us from the dif­fi­cul­ty.”

			“If the cart were once out of the mud,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “these two an­i­mals, by short jour­neys, could draw it to the coast. We must, there­fore, at all events, re­lease the clum­sy ve­hi­cle.”

			“We will try, John,” said Gle­nar­van. “Let us re­turn to camp, for there must be anx­i­ety at our long ab­sence.”

			Ayr­ton took charge of the ox, and Mul­ready of the horse, and the par­ty re­turned along the wind­ing banks of the riv­er. Half an hour af­ter, Pa­ganel, Mac­N­abb, La­dy He­le­na, and Miss Grant were told the state of af­fairs.

			“By my faith,” the ma­jor could not help ex­claim­ing, “it is a pity, Ayr­ton, that you did not shoe all our an­i­mals on cross­ing the Wimer­ra.”

			“Why so, sir?” asked Ayr­ton.

			“Be­cause of all our hors­es on­ly the one you put in­to the hands of the far­ri­er has es­caped the com­mon fate.”

			“That is true,” said Cap­tain Man­gles; “and it is a sin­gu­lar co­in­ci­dence!”

			“A co­in­ci­dence, and noth­ing more,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter, gaz­ing fixed­ly at the ma­jor.

			Mac­N­abb com­pressed his lips, as if he would re­press the words ready to burst from them. Gle­nar­van, the cap­tain, and La­dy He­le­na seemed to ex­pect that he would fin­ish his sen­tence; but he re­mained silent, and walked to­wards the cart, which Ayr­ton was now ex­am­in­ing.

			“What did he mean?” in­quired Gle­nar­van of Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“I do not know,” replied the young cap­tain. “How­ev­er, the ma­jor is not the man to speak with­out cause.”

			“No,” said La­dy He­le­na; “Ma­jor Mac­N­abb must have sus­pi­cions of Ayr­ton.”

			“What sus­pi­cions?” asked Gle­nar­van. “Does he sup­pose him ca­pa­ble of killing our hors­es and ox­en? For what pur­pose, pray? Are not Ayr­ton’s in­ter­ests iden­ti­cal with ours?”

			“You are right, my dear Ed­ward,” said La­dy He­le­na. “Be­sides, the quar­ter­mas­ter has giv­en us, ev­er since the be­gin­ning of the jour­ney, in­du­bi­ta­ble proofs of his de­vo­tion to our com­fort.”

			“True,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “But, then, what does the ma­jor’s re­mark mean? I must have an un­der­stand­ing.”

			“Per­haps he thinks he is in league with these con­victs?” re­marked Pa­ganel, im­pru­dent­ly.

			“What con­victs?” in­quired Miss Grant.

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel is mis­tak­en,” said Cap­tain Man­gles quick­ly: “he knows that there are no con­victs in the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria.”

			“Yes, yes, that is so,” ea­ger­ly replied Pa­ganel, who would fain have re­tract­ed his words. “What could I have been think­ing of? Con­victs? Who ev­er heard of con­victs in Aus­tralia? More­over, as soon as they land, they make very hon­est peo­ple. The cli­mate, you know, Miss Mary, the moral ef­fect of the cli­mate—”

			In his de­sire to cor­rect his blun­der, the poor ge­og­ra­pher be­came hope­less­ly in­volved. La­dy He­le­na looked at him, won­der­ing what had de­prived him of his usu­al cool­ness; but, not wish­ing to em­bar­rass him fur­ther, she re­tired with Mary to the tent, where Mr. Ol­bi­nett was en­gaged in pre­par­ing break­fast.

			“I de­serve to be trans­port­ed my­self,” said Pa­ganel piteous­ly.

			“I think so,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			Ayr­ton and the two sailors were still try­ing to ex­tri­cate the cart. The ox and the horse, yoked side by side, were pulling with all their strength; the traces were stretched al­most to break­ing, and the bows threat­ened to give way to the strain. Wil­son and Mul­ready pushed at the wheels, while the quar­ter­mas­ter, with voice and whip, urged on the ill-matched team. But the heavy ve­hi­cle did not stir. The clay, now dry, held it as if it had been ce­ment­ed.

			Cap­tain Man­gles wet­ted the clay to make it yield, but to no pur­pose: the cart was im­mov­able. Un­less the ve­hi­cle was tak­en to pieces, they must give up the idea of get­ting it out of the quag­mire. As tools were want­ing, of course they could not un­der­take such a task. Ayr­ton, how­ev­er, who seemed de­ter­mined to over­come the dif­fi­cul­ty at any cost, was about to re­new his ex­er­tions, when Lord Gle­nar­van stopped him.

			“Enough, Ayr­ton! enough!” said he. “We must be care­ful of the ox and horse that re­main. If we are to con­tin­ue our jour­ney on foot, one can car­ry the two ladies and the oth­er the pro­vi­sions. They may do us good ser­vice yet.”

			“Very well, my lord,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter, un­yok­ing his ex­haust­ed an­i­mals.

			“Now, my friends,” added Gle­nar­van, “let us re­turn to camp, de­lib­er­ate, con­sid­er our sit­u­a­tion, know what our chances are, and come to a res­o­lu­tion.”

			A few min­utes af­ter, the trav­el­ers were in­dem­ni­fy­ing them­selves for their sleep­less­ness the past night by a good break­fast, and the dis­cus­sion of their af­fairs be­gan.

			The first ques­tion was to de­ter­mine the ex­act po­si­tion of the en­camp­ment. Pa­ganel was charged with this du­ty, and ful­filled it with his cus­tom­ary pre­ci­sion.

			“How far are we from Twofold Bay?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Sev­en­ty-five miles,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“And Mel­bourne is—?”

			“Two hun­dred miles dis­tant, at least.”

			“Very well. Our po­si­tion be­ing de­ter­mined,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “what is it best to do?”

			The an­swer was unan­i­mous—make for the coast with­out de­lay. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant en­gaged to trav­el fif­teen miles a day. The coura­geous wom­en did not shrink from travers­ing the en­tire dis­tance on foot, if nec­es­sary.

			“But are we cer­tain to find at the bay the re­sources that we need?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“With­out doubt,” replied Pa­ganel. “Eden is not a new mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty; and its har­bor must have fre­quent com­mu­ni­ca­tion with Mel­bourne. I even be­lieve that thir­ty-five miles from here, at the parish of Delegete, we can ob­tain pro­vi­sions and the means of con­veyance.”

			“And the Dun­can?” asked Ayr­ton. “Do you not think it ad­vis­able to or­der her to the bay?”

			“What say you, cap­tain?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“I do not think that there is any ne­ces­si­ty for such a pro­ceed­ing,” replied the young cap­tain, af­ter re­flec­tion. “There will be plen­ty of time to send your or­ders to Tom Austin and sum­mon him to the coast.”

			“That is quite true,” added Pa­ganel.

			“Be­sides,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles, “in four or five days we shall be at Eden.”

			“Four or five days!” in­ter­posed Ayr­ton, shak­ing his head; “say fif­teen or twen­ty, cap­tain, if you do not wish to re­gret your er­ror here­after.”

			“Fif­teen or twen­ty days to make sev­en­ty-five miles!” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van.

			“At least, my lord. You will have to cross the most dif­fi­cult por­tion of Vic­to­ria—plains cov­ered with un­der­brush, with­out any cleared roads, where it has been im­pos­si­ble to es­tab­lish sta­tions. You will have to trav­el with the hatch­et or the torch in your hand; and, be­lieve me, you will not ad­vance rapid­ly.”

			Ayr­ton’s tone was that of a man who is thor­ough­ly ac­quaint­ed with his sub­ject. Pa­ganel, to­wards whom ques­tion­ing glances were turned, nod­ded ap­prov­ing­ly at the words of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“I ac­knowl­edge the dif­fi­cul­ties,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, at length. “Well, in fif­teen days, my lord, you can send your or­ders to the Dun­can.”

			“I may add,” re­sumed Ayr­ton, “that the prin­ci­pal ob­sta­cles do not pro­ceed from the rough­ness of the jour­ney. We must cross the Snowy, and, very prob­a­bly, have to wait for the sub­si­dence of the wa­ters.”

			“Wait!” cried the cap­tain. “Can we not find a ford?”

			“I think not,” replied Ayr­ton. “This morn­ing I searched in vain for a prac­ti­ca­ble one. It is un­usu­al to find a riv­er so much swollen at this sea­son; it is a fa­tal­i­ty against which I am pow­er­less.”

			“This Snowy Riv­er is broad, then?” re­marked La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			“Broad and deep, madam,” an­swered Ayr­ton; “a mile in breadth, with a strong cur­rent. A good swim­mer could not cross it with­out dan­ger.”

			“Well, then, let us build a boat!” cried Robert, who was nev­er at fault for a plan. “We can cut down a tree, hol­low it out, em­bark, and the thing is done.”

			“Good for the son of Cap­tain Grant!” replied Pa­ganel.

			“The boy is right,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles. “We shall be forced to this. I there­fore think it use­less to waste our time in fur­ther dis­cus­sions.”

			“What do you think, Ayr­ton?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“I think, my lord, that if no as­sis­tance comes, in a month we shall still be de­tained on the banks of the Snowy.”

			“But have you a bet­ter plan?” in­quired Cap­tain Man­gles, some­what im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Yes; let the Dun­can leave Mel­bourne, and sail to the east­ern coast.”

			“How can her pres­ence in the bay as­sist us to ar­rive there?”

			Ayr­ton med­i­tat­ed for a few mo­ments, and then said, eva­sive­ly:

			“I do not wish to ob­trude my opin­ion. What I do is for the in­ter­est of all, and I am dis­posed to start as soon as your lord­ship gives the sig­nal for de­par­ture.”

			Then he fold­ed his arms.

			“That is no an­swer, Ayr­ton,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van. “Tell us your plan, and we will dis­cuss it. What do you pro­pose?”

			In a calm and con­fi­dent tone the quar­ter­mas­ter there­upon ex­pressed him­self as fol­lows:

			“I pro­pose that we do not ven­ture be­yond the Snowy in our present des­ti­tute con­di­tion. We must wait for as­sis­tance in this very place, and this as­sis­tance can come on­ly from the Dun­can. Let us en­camp here where pro­vi­sions are not want­ing, while one of us car­ries to Tom Austin the or­der to re­pair to Twofold Bay.”

			This un­ex­pect­ed pro­pos­al was re­ceived with a mur­mur of as­ton­ish­ment, and Cap­tain Man­gles took no pains to con­ceal his aver­sion.

			“In the mean­time,” con­tin­ued Ayr­ton, “ei­ther the wa­ters of the Snowy will have sub­sid­ed, which will en­able us to find a prac­ti­ca­ble ford, or we shall have to re­sort to a boat, and shall have time to con­struct it. This, my lord, is the plan which I sub­mit to your ap­proval.”

			“Very well, Ayr­ton,” replied Gle­nar­van; “your idea de­serves to be se­ri­ous­ly con­sid­ered. Its great­est ob­jec­tion is the de­lay it will cause; but it spares us se­vere hard­ships, and per­haps re­al dan­gers. What do you think, friends?”

			“Let us hear your ad­vice, ma­jor,” said La­dy He­le­na. “Dur­ing the whole dis­cus­sion you have con­tent­ed your­self with lis­ten­ing sim­ply.”

			“Since you ask my opin­ion,” an­swered the ma­jor, “I will give it to you very frankly. Ayr­ton seems to me to have spo­ken like a wise and pru­dent man, and I ad­vo­cate his propo­si­tion.”

			This an­swer was rather un­ex­pect­ed; for hith­er­to Mac­N­abb had al­ways op­posed Ayr­ton’s ideas on this sub­ject. Ayr­ton, too, was sur­prised, and cast a quick glance at the ma­jor. Pa­ganel, La­dy He­le­na, and the sailors had been fa­vor­ably dis­posed to the quar­ter­mas­ter’s project, and no longer hes­i­tat­ed af­ter Mac­N­abb’s dec­la­ra­tion. Gle­nar­van, there­fore, an­nounced that Ayr­ton’s plan was adopt­ed.

			“And now, cap­tain,” added he, “do you not think that pru­dence dic­tates this course, and that we should en­camp on the banks of the riv­er while wait­ing for the means of con­veyance?”

			“Yes,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “if the mes­sen­ger suc­ceeds in cross­ing the Snowy, which we can­not cross our­selves.”

			All looked at the quar­ter­mas­ter, who smiled with the air of a man who knows per­fect­ly well what he is about to do.

			“The mes­sen­ger will not cross the riv­er,” said he.

			“Ah!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“He will strike the Luc­know road, which will take him di­rect to Mel­bourne.”

			“Two hun­dred miles on foot!” ex­claimed the cap­tain.

			“On horse­back,” con­tin­ued Ayr­ton. “There is one good horse left. It will be a jour­ney of but four days. Add two days for the Dun­can to reach the bay, twen­ty-four hours for the re­turn to the en­camp­ment, and in a week the mes­sen­ger will be back again with the crew.”

			The ma­jor again nod­ded ap­prov­ing­ly at these words, to the great as­ton­ish­ment of Cap­tain Man­gles. But the quar­ter­mas­ter’s propo­si­tion had gained all the votes, and the on­ly ques­tion was how to ex­e­cute this ap­par­ent­ly well-con­ceived plan.

			“Now, my friends,” said Gle­nar­van, “it re­mains on­ly to choose our mes­sen­ger. He will have a dif­fi­cult and dan­ger­ous mis­sion; that is cer­tain. Who is will­ing to de­vote him­self for his com­pan­ions, and car­ry our in­struc­tions to Mel­bourne?”

			Wil­son, Mul­ready, Cap­tain Man­gles, Pa­ganel, and Robert of­fered them­selves im­me­di­ate­ly. The cap­tain par­tic­u­lar­ly in­sist­ed that this mis­sion should be con­fid­ed to him; but Ayr­ton, who had not yet fin­ished, re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion, and said:

			“If it please your lord­ship, I will go. I am ac­quaint­ed with the coun­try, and have of­ten crossed more dif­fi­cult re­gions. I can ex­tri­cate my­self where an­oth­er would fail. I there­fore claim, for the com­mon wel­fare, the right to go to Mel­bourne. One word will place me on a good foot­ing with your mate, and in six days I en­gage to bring the Dun­can to Twofold Bay.”

			“Well said!” replied Gle­nar­van. “You are a brave and in­tel­li­gent man, Ayr­ton, and will suc­ceed.”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter was ev­i­dent­ly more ca­pa­ble than any­one else of ful­fill­ing this dif­fi­cult mis­sion. Cap­tain Man­gles raised one fi­nal ob­jec­tion, that Ayr­ton’s pres­ence was nec­es­sary to en­able them to find traces of the Bri­tan­nia or Cap­tain Grant; but the ma­jor ob­served that they should re­main en­camped on the banks of the Snowy till the mes­sen­ger’s re­turn, that it was not pro­posed to re­sume the search with­out him, and that con­se­quent­ly his ab­sence could be in no way prej­u­di­cial to their in­ter­ests.

			“Well then, Ayr­ton, start,” said Gle­nar­van. “Make haste, and re­turn to the en­camp­ment by way of Eden.”

			A gleam of sat­is­fac­tion seemed to light up the eyes of the quar­ter­mas­ter. He turned his head to one side, though not so quick­ly but that Cap­tain Man­gles had in­ter­cept­ed his glance, and in­stinc­tive­ly felt his sus­pi­cions in­creased.

			The quar­ter­mas­ter made his prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture, aid­ed by the two sailors, one of whom at­tend­ed to his horse, and the oth­er to his pro­vi­sions. Mean­time Gle­nar­van wrote the let­ter de­signed for Tom Austin.

			He or­dered the mate of the Dun­can to re­pair with­out de­lay to Twofold Bay, and rec­om­mend­ed the quar­ter­mas­ter to him as a man in whom he could place en­tire con­fi­dence. As soon as he ar­rived at the bay, he was to send a de­tach­ment of sailors un­der the com­mand of Ayr­ton.

			He had just reached this part of his let­ter, when the ma­jor, who had been look­ing over his shoul­der, asked him, in a sin­gu­lar tone, how he wrote the word Ayr­ton.

			“As it is pro­nounced,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“That is a mis­take,” said the ma­jor cool­ly. “It is pro­nounced Ayr­ton, but it is writ­ten ‘Ben Joyce’!”

		
	
		
			
				XLI

				The Plot Un­veiled

			
			The sound of the name of Ben Joyce fell up­on the par­ty like a thun­der­bolt. Ayr­ton sud­den­ly sprang to his feet. In his hand was a re­volver. A re­port was heard; and Gle­nar­van fell, struck by a bul­let.

			Be­fore Cap­tain Man­gles and the sailors re­cov­ered from the sur­prise in­to which this un­ex­pect­ed turn of af­fairs had thrown them, the au­da­cious con­vict had es­caped, and joined his band, scat­tered along the edge of the wood of gum-trees.

			The tent did not of­fer a suf­fi­cient shel­ter against the bul­lets, and it was clear­ly nec­es­sary to beat a re­treat. Gle­nar­van, who was but slight­ly in­jured, had risen.

			“To the cart! to the cart!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles, as he hur­ried on La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, who were soon in safe­ty be­hind its stout sides.

			The cap­tain, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and the sailors then seized their ri­fles, and stood ready to re­pel the con­victs. Gle­nar­van and Robert had joined the ladies, while Ol­bi­nett has­tened to the com­mon de­fence.

			These events had tran­spired with the ra­pid­i­ty of light­ning. Cap­tain Man­gles at­ten­tive­ly watched the edge of the wood; but the re­ports sud­den­ly ceased on the ar­rival of Ben Joyce, and a pro­found si­lence suc­ceed­ed the noisy fusil­lade. A few wreaths of white smoke were still curl­ing up be­tween the branch­es of the gum-trees, but the tall tufts of gas­trolo­bi­um were mo­tion­less and all signs of at­tack had dis­ap­peared.

			The ma­jor and Cap­tain Man­gles ex­tend­ed their ex­am­i­na­tions as far as the great trees. The place was aban­doned. Nu­mer­ous foot­prints were seen, and a few half-burnt car­tridges smoked on the ground. The ma­jor, like a pru­dent man, ex­tin­guished them, for a spark was enough to kin­dle a for­mi­da­ble con­fla­gra­tion in this for­est of dry trees.

			“The con­victs have dis­ap­peared,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Yes,” replied the ma­jor; “and this dis­ap­pear­ance alarms me. I should pre­fer to meet them face to face. It is bet­ter to en­counter a tiger in the open plain than a ser­pent in the grass. Let us search these bush­es around the cart.”

			The ma­jor and cap­tain scoured the sur­round­ing coun­try. But from the edge of the wood to the banks of the Snowy they did not meet with a sin­gle con­vict. Ben Joyce’s band seemed to have flown away, like a flock of mis­chievous birds. This dis­ap­pear­ance was too strange to in­spire a per­fect se­cu­ri­ty. They there­fore re­solved to keep on the watch. The cart, which was a re­al­ly im­mov­able fortress, be­came the cen­tre of the en­camp­ment, and two men kept guard, re­liev­ing each oth­er ev­ery hour.

			La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant’s first care had been to dress Gle­nar­van’s wound. At the very mo­ment that her hus­band fell, from Ben Joyce’s bul­let, in her ter­ror she had rushed to­wards him. Then, con­trol­ling her emo­tion, this coura­geous wom­an had as­sist­ed Gle­nar­van to the cart. Here the shoul­der of the wound­ed man was laid bare, and the ma­jor per­ceived that the ball had lac­er­at­ed the flesh, caus­ing no oth­er in­jury. Nei­ther bones nor large mus­cles seemed af­fect­ed. The wound bled con­sid­er­ably, but Gle­nar­van, by mov­ing the fin­gers of his hand and fore­arm, en­cour­aged his friends to ex­pect a fa­vor­able re­sult. When his wound was dressed, he no longer de­sired any at­ten­tion, and ex­pla­na­tions fol­lowed. The trav­el­ers, ex­cept Wil­son and Mul­ready, who were keep­ing guard out­side, had tak­en seats as well as pos­si­ble in the cart, and the ma­jor was re­quest­ed to speak.

			Be­fore be­gin­ning his sto­ry, he in­formed La­dy He­le­na of the es­cape of a band of con­victs from Perth, their ap­pear­ance in the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria, and their com­plic­i­ty in the rail­way dis­as­ter. He gave her the num­ber of the Aus­tralian and New Zea­land Gazette pur­chased at Sey­mour, and added that the po­lice had set a price on the head of Ben Joyce, a for­mi­da­ble ban­dit, whom eigh­teen months of crime had giv­en a wide­spread no­to­ri­ety.

			But how had Mac­N­abb rec­og­nized this Ben Joyce in the quar­ter­mas­ter Ayr­ton? Here was the mys­tery that all wished to solve; and the ma­jor ex­plained.

			Since the day of his meet­ing with Ayr­ton he had sus­pect­ed him. Two or three al­most in­signif­i­cant cir­cum­stances, a glance ex­changed be­tween the quar­ter­mas­ter and the far­ri­er at Wimer­ra Riv­er, Ayr­ton’s hes­i­ta­tion to pass through the towns and vil­lages, his strong wish to or­der the Dun­can to the coast, the strange death of the an­i­mals con­fid­ed to his care, and, fi­nal­ly, a want of frank­ness in his ac­tions—all these facts, grad­u­al­ly no­ticed, had roused the ma­jor’s sus­pi­cions.

			How­ev­er, he could form no di­rect ac­cu­sa­tion un­til the events that had tran­spired the pre­ced­ing night. Glid­ing be­tween the tall clumps of shrub­bery, as was re­lat­ed in the pre­vi­ous chap­ter, he ap­proached near the sus­pi­cious shad­ows that had at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion half a mile from the en­camp­ment. The phos­pho­res­cent plants cast their pale rays through the dark­ness. Three men were ex­am­in­ing some tracks on the ground, and among them he rec­og­nized the far­ri­er of Black Point Sta­tion.

			“Here they are,” said one.

			“Yes,” replied an­oth­er, “here is the tre­foil of the hoofs again.”

			“It has been like this since leav­ing the Wimer­ra.”

			“All the hors­es are dead.”

			“The poi­son is not far away.”

			“There is enough here to set­tle an en­tire troop of cav­al­ry. This gas­trolo­bi­um is a use­ful plant.”

			“Then they were silent,” added Mac­N­abb, “and de­part­ed. I want­ed to know more: I fol­lowed them. The con­ver­sa­tion soon be­gan again. ‘A cun­ning man, this Ben Joyce,’ said the far­ri­er; ‘a fa­mous quar­ter­mas­ter, with his in­vent­ed ship­wreck. If his plan suc­ceeds, it will be a stroke of for­tune. Dev­il­ish Ayr­ton! Call him Ben Joyce, for he has well earned his name.’ These ras­cals then left the wood of gum-trees. I knew what I wished, and re­turned to the en­camp­ment with the cer­tain­ty that all the con­victs in Aus­tralia are not re­formed, in spite of Pa­ganel’s ar­gu­ments.”

			“Then,” said Gle­nar­van, whose face was pale with anger, “Ayr­ton has brought us here to rob and as­sas­si­nate us?”

			“Yes,” replied the ma­jor.

			“And, since leav­ing the Wimer­ra, his band has fol­lowed and watched us, wait­ing for a fa­vor­able op­por­tu­ni­ty?”

			“Yes.”

			“But this wretch is not, then, a sailor of the Bri­tan­nia? He has stolen his name and con­tract?”

			All eyes were turned to­wards Mac­N­abb, who must have con­sid­ered this mat­ter.

			“These,” replied he, in his calm voice, “are the proofs that can be de­rived from this ob­scure state of af­fairs. In my opin­ion this man’s re­al name is Ayr­ton. Ben Joyce is his fight­ing ti­tle. It is cer­tain that he knows Har­ry Grant, and has been quar­ter­mas­ter on board the Bri­tan­nia. These facts, proved al­ready by the pre­cise de­tails giv­en by Ayr­ton, are still fur­ther cor­rob­o­rat­ed by the con­ver­sa­tion of the con­victs that I have re­lat­ed. Let us not, there­fore, be led astray by vain con­jec­tures, but on­ly be cer­tain that Ayr­ton is Ben Joyce, a sailor of the Bri­tan­nia, now chief of a band of con­victs.”

			The ma­jor’s ex­pla­na­tion was ac­cept­ed as con­clu­sive.

			“Now,” replied Gle­nar­van, “will you tell me how and why Har­ry Grant’s quar­ter­mas­ter is in Aus­tralia?”

			“How, I do not know,” said Mac­N­abb; “and the po­lice de­clare they know no more than I on the sub­ject. Why, it is al­so im­pos­si­ble for me to say. Here is a mys­tery that the fu­ture will ex­plain.”

			“The po­lice do not even know the iden­ti­ty of Ayr­ton and Ben Joyce,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“You are right, John,” replied the ma­jor; “and such in­for­ma­tion would be like­ly to fa­cil­i­tate their search.”

			“This un­for­tu­nate, then,” re­marked La­dy He­le­na, “in­trud­ed in­to O’Moore’s farm with a crim­i­nal in­ten­tion?”

			“There is no doubt of it,” con­tin­ued Mac­N­abb. “He was med­i­tat­ing some hos­tile at­tack up­on the Irish­man, when a bet­ter op­por­tu­ni­ty was of­fered. Chance threw us in his way. He heard Gle­nar­van’s sto­ry of the ship­wreck, and, like a bold man, he prompt­ly de­cid­ed to take part in the ex­pe­di­tion. At the Wimer­ra he com­mu­ni­cat­ed with one of his friends, the far­ri­er of Black Point, and thus left dis­tin­guish­able traces of our course. His band fol­lowed us. A poi­sonous plant en­abled him to grad­u­al­ly kill our ox­en and hors­es. Then, at the prop­er mo­ment, he en­tan­gled us in the marsh­es of the Snowy, and sur­ren­dered us to the con­victs he com­mand­ed.”

			Ev­ery­thing pos­si­ble had been said con­cern­ing Ben Joyce. His past had just been re­viewed by the ma­jor, and the wretch ap­peared as he was—a bold and for­mi­da­ble crim­i­nal. His in­ten­tions had been clear­ly proved, and re­quired, on the part of Gle­nar­van, ex­treme vig­i­lance. For­tu­nate­ly, there was less to fear from the de­tect­ed ban­dit than the se­cret traitor.

			But one se­ri­ous fact ap­peared from this ex­pla­na­tion. No one had yet thought of it; on­ly Mary Grant, dis­re­gard­ing the past, looked for­ward to the fu­ture. Cap­tain Man­gles first saw her pale and dis­con­so­late. He un­der­stood what was pass­ing in her mind.

			“Miss Mary!” cried he, “you are weep­ing!”

			“What is the mat­ter, my child?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“My fa­ther, madam, my fa­ther!” replied the young girl.

			She could not con­tin­ue. But a sud­den rev­e­la­tion dawned on the mind of each. They com­pre­hend­ed Mary’s grief, why the tears flowed from her eyes, why the name of her fa­ther rose to her lips.

			The dis­cov­ery of Ayr­ton’s treach­ery de­stroyed all hope. The con­vict, to en­tice Gle­nar­van on, had in­vent­ed a ship­wreck. In their con­ver­sa­tion, over­heard by Mac­N­abb, his ac­com­plices had clear­ly con­fessed it. The Bri­tan­nia had nev­er been wrecked on the reefs of Twofold Bay! Har­ry Grant had nev­er set foot on the Aus­tralian con­ti­nent!

			For the sec­ond time an er­ro­neous in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the doc­u­ment had set the searchers of the Bri­tan­nia on a false trail. All, in the face of this sit­u­a­tion and the grief of the two chil­dren, pre­served a mourn­ful si­lence. Who then could have found words of hope? Robert wept in his sis­ter’s arms. Pa­ganel mur­mured, in a voice of de­spair—

			“Ah, un­lucky doc­u­ment! You can boast of hav­ing sore­ly puz­zled the brains of a dozen brave peo­ple!”

			And the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher was fair­ly fu­ri­ous against him­self, and fran­ti­cal­ly beat his fore­head.

			In the mean­time Gle­nar­van had joined Mul­ready and Wil­son, who were on guard with­out. A deep si­lence reigned on the plain ly­ing be­tween the wood and the riv­er. Heavy clouds cov­ered the vault of the sky. In this dead­ened and tor­pid at­mos­phere the least sound would have been clear­ly trans­mit­ted; but noth­ing was heard. Ben Joyce and his band must have fled to a con­sid­er­able dis­tance; for flocks of birds that sport­ed on the low branch­es of the trees, sev­er­al kan­ga­roos peace­ful­ly brows­ing on the young shoots, and a pair of cas­sowaries, whose un­sus­pect­ing heads were thrust be­tween the tall bush­es, proved that the pres­ence of man did not dis­turb these peace­ful soli­tudes.

			“You have not seen nor heard any­thing for an hour?” in­quired Gle­nar­van of the two sailors.

			“Noth­ing, my lord,” replied Wil­son. “The con­victs must be sev­er­al miles away.”

			“They can­not have been in suf­fi­cient force to at­tack us,” added Mul­ready. “This Ben Joyce prob­a­bly in­tend­ed to re­cruit some ban­dits, like him­self, among the bushrangers that wan­der at the foot of the Alps.”

			“Very like­ly, Mul­ready,” replied Gle­nar­van. “These ras­cals are cow­ards. They know we are well armed, and are per­haps wait­ing for dark­ness to com­mence their at­tack. We must re­dou­ble our vig­i­lance at night­fall. If we could on­ly leave this marshy plain and pur­sue our jour­ney to­wards the coast! But the swollen wa­ters of the riv­er bar our progress. I would pay its weight in gold for a raft that would trans­port us to the oth­er side!”

			“Why,” said Wil­son, “does not your lord­ship give us the or­der to con­struct this raft? There is plen­ty of wood.”

			“No, Wil­son,” an­swered Gle­nar­van; “this Snowy is not a riv­er, it is an im­pass­able tor­rent.”

			At this mo­ment Cap­tain Man­gles, the ma­jor, and Pa­ganel joined Gle­nar­van. They had been to ex­am­ine the Snowy. The wa­ters, swollen by the re­cent rains, had risen a foot above low-wa­ter mark, and formed an im­petu­ous cur­rent. It was im­pos­si­ble to ven­ture up­on this roar­ing del­uge, these rush­ing floods, bro­ken in­to a thou­sand ed­dies by the de­pres­sions of the riverbed. Cap­tain Man­gles de­clared that the pas­sage was im­prac­ti­ca­ble.

			“But,” added he, “we ought not to re­main here with­out mak­ing any at­tempt. What we wished to do be­fore Ayr­ton’s trea­son is still more nec­es­sary now.”

			“What do you say, cap­tain?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“I say that as­sis­tance is need­ed; and since we can­not go to Twofold Bay, we must go to Mel­bourne. One horse is left. Let your lord­ship give him to me, and I will go.”

			“But it is a per­ilous ven­ture, John,” said Gle­nar­van. “Aside from the dan­gers of this jour­ney of two hun­dred miles across an un­known coun­try, all the roads may be guard­ed by Ben Joyce’s ac­com­plices.”

			“I know it, my lord; but I know, too, that our sit­u­a­tion can­not be pro­longed. Ayr­ton on­ly asked eight days’ ab­sence to bring back the crew of the Dun­can. But I will re­turn in six days to the banks of the Snowy. What are your lord­ship’s or­ders?”

			“Be­fore Gle­nar­van speaks,” said Pa­ganel, “I must make a re­mark. It is well that one of us should go to Mel­bourne, but not that these dan­gers should be in­curred by Cap­tain Man­gles. He is the cap­tain of the Dun­can, and must not, there­fore, ex­pose him­self. Al­low me to go in his place.”

			“Well said,” replied the ma­jor; “but why should it be you, Pa­ganel?”

			“Are we not here?” cried Wil­son and Mul­ready.

			“And do you be­lieve,” con­tin­ued Mac­N­abb, “that I am afraid to make a jour­ney of two hun­dred miles on horse­back?”

			“My friends,” said Gle­nar­van, “if one of us is to go to Mel­bourne, let fate de­cide. Pa­ganel, write our names—”

			“Not yours at least, my lord,” in­sist­ed Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“And why?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Sep­a­rate you from La­dy He­le­na, when your wound is not yet healed?”

			“Gle­nar­van,” in­ter­posed Pa­ganel, “you can­not leave the en­camp­ment.”

			“No,” re­sumed the ma­jor; “your place is here. Ed­ward, you must not go.”

			“There are dan­gers to in­cur,” replied Gle­nar­van; “and I will not leave my part to oth­ers. Write, Pa­ganel; let my name be min­gled with those of my com­pan­ions, and Heav­en grant that it may be the first drawn.”

			All yield­ed to this wish; and Gle­nar­van’s name was added to the oth­ers. They then pro­ceed­ed to draw, and the lot fell up­on Mul­ready. The brave sailor ut­tered a cry of joy.

			“My lord, I am ready to go,” said he.

			Gle­nar­van clasped his hand, and then turned to­wards the cart, leav­ing the ma­jor and Cap­tain Man­gles to guard the en­camp­ment. La­dy He­le­na was at once in­formed of the de­ci­sion tak­en to send a mes­sen­ger to Mel­bourne, and of the re­sult of the draw­ing by lot. She spoke words to Mul­ready that went to the heart of that no­ble sailor. They knew that he was brave, in­tel­li­gent, hardy, and per­se­ver­ing. The lot could not have fall­en bet­ter.

			It was de­cid­ed that Mul­ready should de­part at eight o’clock, af­ter the short twi­light. Wil­son charged him­self with get­ting the horse ready. He took the pre­cau­tion to change the tell­tale shoe that he wore on his left foot, and to re­place it by one be­long­ing to the hors­es that had died in the night. The con­victs could not now track Mul­ready, or fol­low him, un­less mount­ed.

			While Wil­son was oc­cu­pied with these ar­range­ments, Gle­nar­van was pre­par­ing the let­ter de­signed for Tom Austin; but his wound­ed arm dis­abled him, and he asked Pa­ganel to write for him. The ge­og­ra­pher, who seemed ab­sorbed in one idea, was obliv­i­ous to what was pass­ing around him. It must be con­fessed that Pa­ganel, in all this suc­ces­sion of sad mis­for­tunes, thought on­ly of his false in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the doc­u­ment. He turned the words about in ev­ery way to draw from them a new mean­ing, and re­mained wrapt in these med­i­ta­tions. Thus he did not hear Gle­nar­van’s re­quest, and the lat­ter was forced to re­peat it.

			“Very well,” replied Pa­ganel; “I am ready.”

			So say­ing, he me­chan­i­cal­ly pro­duced his note­book. He tore out a blank page, and then, with his pen­cil in his hand, made ready to write. Gle­nar­van be­gan to dic­tate the fol­low­ing in­struc­tions:

			“Or­der for Tom Austin to put to sea, and bring the Dun­can—”

			Pa­ganel had just fin­ished this last word when his eyes fell up­on the num­ber of the Aus­tralian and New Zea­land Gazette that lay up­on the ground. The pa­per, be­ing fold­ed, on­ly al­lowed him to see the two last syl­la­bles of its ti­tle. His pen­cil stopped, and he seemed to com­plete­ly for­get Gle­nar­van and his let­ter.

			“Well, Pa­ganel?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Ah!” con­tin­ued the ge­og­ra­pher, ut­ter­ing a cry.

			“What is the mat­ter?” asked the ma­jor.

			“Noth­ing! noth­ing!” replied Pa­ganel. Then, in a low­er tone, he re­peat­ed: “Aland! aland! aland!”

			He had risen; he had seized the pa­per. He shook it, seek­ing to re­press words ready to es­cape his lips. La­dy He­le­na, Mary, Robert, and Gle­nar­van gazed at him with­out un­der­stand­ing this in­ex­pli­ca­ble ag­i­ta­tion. Pa­ganel was like a man whom a sud­den fren­zy has seized. But this state of ner­vous ex­ci­ta­tion did not last. He grad­u­al­ly grew calm. The joy that gleamed in his eyes died away, and, re­sum­ing his place, he said, in a qui­et tone:

			“When you wish, my lord, I am at your dis­pos­al.”

			Gle­nar­van con­tin­ued the dic­ta­tion of his let­ter, which was dis­tinct­ly word­ed as fol­lows:

			“Or­der for Tom Austin to put to sea, and bring the Dun­can to the east­ern coast of Aus­tralia.”

			“Aus­tralia?” cried Pa­ganel. “Ah, yes, Aus­tralia!”

			The let­ter was now fin­ished, and pre­sent­ed to Gle­nar­van for his sig­na­ture, who, al­though af­fect­ed by his re­cent wound, ac­quit­ted him­self as well as pos­si­ble of this for­mal­i­ty. The note was then fold­ed and sealed, while Pa­ganel, with a hand that still trem­bled from ex­cite­ment, wrote the fol­low­ing ad­dress:

			
				“Tom Austin,

				“Mate of the Yacht Dun­can,

				“Mel­bourne.”

			

			There­upon he left the cart, ges­tic­u­lat­ing, and re­peat­ing these in­com­pre­hen­si­ble words:

			“Aland! aland! Zea­land!”

		
	
		
			
				XLII

				Four Days of An­guish

			
			The rest of the day passed with­out any oth­er in­ci­dent. Ev­ery­thing was ready for the de­par­ture of Mul­ready, who was hap­py to give his mas­ter this proof of his de­vo­tion.

			Pa­ganel had re­gained his cool­ness and ac­cus­tomed man­ners. His look still in­di­cat­ed an un­easy state of mind, but he ap­peared de­cid­ed to keep his se­cret. He had doubt­less strong rea­sons for act­ing thus, for the ma­jor over­heard him re­peat­ing these words, like a man who is strug­gling with him­self:

			“No, no! they would not be­lieve me! And, be­sides what use is it? It is too late!”

			This res­o­lu­tion tak­en, he oc­cu­pied him­self with giv­ing Mul­ready the nec­es­sary di­rec­tions for reach­ing Mel­bourne, and, with the map be­fore him, marked out his course. All the trails of the prairie con­verged to­wards the Luc­know road, which, af­ter ex­tend­ing straight south­ward to the coast, sud­den­ly turned in the di­rec­tion to­wards Mel­bourne. It was sim­ply nec­es­sary to fol­low this, and not at­tempt to cross the un­known coun­try. Mul­ready could not, there­fore, go astray. As for dan­gers, they lay on­ly a few miles be­yond the en­camp­ment, where Ben Joyce and his band were prob­a­bly ly­ing in wait. This point once passed, Mul­ready was sure he could eas­i­ly dis­tance the con­victs and ac­com­plish his im­por­tant mis­sion.

			At six o’clock sup­per was eat­en in com­mon. A heavy rain was fall­ing. The tent no longer af­ford­ed suf­fi­cient shel­ter, and each had tak­en refuge in the cart, which was a safe re­treat. The sticky clay held it in its place as firm as a fort on its foun­da­tions. The firearms con­sist­ed of sev­en ri­fles and sev­en re­volvers, and thus en­abled them to sus­tain a long siege, for nei­ther am­mu­ni­tion nor pro­vi­sions were want­ing. In six days the Dun­can would an­chor in Twofold Bay. Twen­ty-four hours af­ter, her crew would reach the op­po­site bank of the riv­er; and, if the pas­sage was not then prac­ti­ca­ble, at least the con­victs would be com­pelled to re­treat be­fore su­pe­ri­or forces. But, first of all, it was nec­es­sary that Mul­ready should suc­ceed in his en­ter­prise.

			At eight o’clock the dark­ness be­came in­tense. It was the time to start. The horse was brought out. His feet had been muf­fled; as an ad­di­tion­al pre­cau­tion, and made no sound. The an­i­mal seemed fa­tigued, but up­on his sure­foot­ed­ness and en­durance de­pend­ed the safe­ty of all. The ma­jor ad­vised the sailor to spare his beast as soon as he was out of reach of the con­victs. It was bet­ter to lose half a day and reach his des­ti­na­tion safe­ly. Cap­tain Man­gles gave him a re­volver, which he had load­ed with the great­est care. Mul­ready mount­ed.

			“Here is the let­ter which you are to take to Tom Austin,” said Gle­nar­van. “Let him not lose an hour, but start for Twofold Bay; and, if he does not find us there, if we have not crossed the riv­er, let him come to us with­out de­lay. Now go, my brave sailor, and may God guide you!”

			Gle­nar­van, La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, all clasped Mul­ready’s hand. This de­par­ture on a dark and stormy night, over a road be­set with dan­gers, across the un­known stretch­es of a desert, would have ap­palled a heart less coura­geous than that of the sailor.

			“Adieu, my lord,” said he, in a calm voice, and soon dis­ap­peared by a path along the edge of the wood.

			At that mo­ment the tem­pest re­dou­bled its vi­o­lence. The lofty branch­es of the trees shook dis­mal­ly in the dark­ness. You could hear the fall of the dry twigs on the drenched earth. More than one gi­ant tree, whose sap was gone, but which had stood till then, fell dur­ing this ter­ri­ble hur­ri­cane. The wind roared amid the crack­ing of the trees and min­gled its mourn­ful sounds with the rush­ing of the riv­er. The heavy clouds that chased across the sky poured forth mass­es of mist, while a dis­mal dark­ness in­creased still more the hor­rors of the night.

			The trav­el­ers, af­ter Mul­ready’s de­par­ture, en­sconced them­selves in the cart. La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, Gle­nar­van, and Pa­ganel oc­cu­pied the front com­part­ment, which had been made wa­ter­tight. In the rear part Ol­bi­nett, Wil­son, and Robert had found a suf­fi­cient shel­ter, while the ma­jor and Cap­tain Man­gles were on guard with­out. This pre­cau­tion was nec­es­sary, for an at­tack by the con­victs was easy and pos­si­ble.

			These two faith­ful guardians, there­fore, took turns and philo­soph­i­cal­ly re­ceived the blasts that blew sharply in their faces. They strove to pierce with their eyes the shades so fa­vor­able for an am­bus­cade, for the ear could de­tect noth­ing amid the din of the storm, the roar­ing of the wind, the rat­tling of the branch­es, the fall of trees, and the rush­ing of the im­petu­ous wa­ters.

			In the mean­time there were sev­er­al lulls in the fury of the tem­pest, the wind ceas­ing as if to take breath. The riv­er on­ly moaned ad­own the mo­tion­less reeds and the black cur­tain of the gum-trees, and the si­lence seemed more pro­found dur­ing these mo­men­tary rests. The ma­jor and Cap­tain Man­gles now lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly. Dur­ing one of these in­ter­vals a sharp whis­tle reached their ears.

			The cap­tain has­tened to the ma­jor. “Did you hear any­thing?” asked he.

			“Yes,” replied Mac­N­abb. “Was it a man or an an­i­mal?”

			“A man,” said the cap­tain.

			They both lis­tened again. The mys­te­ri­ous whis­tle was sud­den­ly re­peat­ed, and some­thing like a re­port fol­lowed it, but al­most in­audi­bly, for the storm just then broke forth with re­newed vi­o­lence. They could not hear them­selves talk, and took their sta­tions to lee­ward of the cart.

			At this mo­ment the leath­ern cur­tains were raised, and Gle­nar­van joined his two com­pan­ions. He like­wise had heard the sus­pi­cious whis­tle, and the re­port.

			“From what di­rec­tion?” he asked.

			“Yon­der,” said the cap­tain, point­ing to the dark line, to­wards which Mul­ready had gone.

			“How far?”

			“The wind car­ried it,” was the re­ply. “It must be three miles dis­tant at least.”

			“Let us go!” said Gle­nar­van, throw­ing his ri­fle over his shoul­der.

			“No,” in­ter­posed the ma­jor; “it is a de­coy to en­tice us away from the cart.”

			“But if Mul­ready has fall­en be­neath the shots of these wretch­es!” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, seiz­ing Mac­N­abb’s hand.

			“We shall know to­mor­row,” replied the lat­ter, firm­ly de­ter­mined to pre­vent Gle­nar­van from com­mit­ting a use­less im­pru­dence.

			“You can­not leave the en­camp­ment, my lord,” said Cap­tain Man­gles; “I will go alone.”

			“No!” cried Mac­N­abb, with en­er­gy. “Will you have us, then, per­ish singly, di­min­ish our num­bers, and be left to the mer­cy of these crim­i­nals? If Mul­ready has been their vic­tim, it is a calami­ty that we must not re­peat a sec­ond time. He has gone ac­cord­ing to lot. If the lot had cho­sen me, I should have gone like him, but should nei­ther have asked nor ex­pect­ed any as­sis­tance.”

			In re­strain­ing Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles the ma­jor was right from ev­ery point of view. To at­tempt to reach the sailor, to go on such a dark night to meet the con­victs, am­bus­cad­ed in some cop­pice, was use­less mad­ness. Gle­nar­van’s lit­tle par­ty did not num­ber enough men to sac­ri­fice any more.

			How­ev­er, Gle­nar­van seemed un­will­ing to yield to these rea­sons. His hand played ner­vous­ly with his ri­fle. He walked to and fro around the cart; he lis­tened to the least sound; he strove to pierce the dis­mal ob­scu­ri­ty. The thought that one of his friends was mor­tal­ly wound­ed, help­less­ly aban­doned, call­ing in vain up­on those for whose sake he had sac­ri­ficed him­self, tor­tured him. Mac­N­abb feared that he should not suc­ceed in re­strain­ing him, that Gle­nar­van, car­ried away by his feel­ings, would cast him­self in­to the pow­er of Ben Joyce.

			“Ed­ward,” said he, “be calm; lis­ten to a friend; think of La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, all who re­main! Be­sides, where will you go? Where find Mul­ready? He was at­tacked two miles dis­tant at least. On what road? What path take?”

			At this very mo­ment, as if in an­swer to the ma­jor, a cry of dis­tress was heard.

			“Lis­ten!” said Gle­nar­van.

			The cry came from the very di­rec­tion whence the re­port had sound­ed, but less than a quar­ter of a mile dis­tant. Gle­nar­van, push­ing back Mac­N­abb, was ad­vanc­ing along the path, when, not far from the cart, these words were ut­tered:

			“Help! help!”

			It was a plain­tive and de­spair­ing voice. Cap­tain Man­gles and the ma­jor rushed to­wards it. In a few mo­ments they per­ceived, on the edge of the cop­pice, a hu­man form that was drag­ging it­self along and groan­ing piteous­ly. It was Mul­ready, wound­ed and half dead. When his com­pan­ions raised him, they felt their hands dab­bling in blood. The rain now in­creased, and the wind howled through the branch­es of the dead trees. In the midst of these ter­rif­ic gusts, Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, and the cap­tain bore the body of Mul­ready.

			On ar­riv­ing at the cart, Pa­ganel, Robert, Wil­son, and Ol­bi­nett came out, and La­dy He­le­na gave up her room to the poor sailor. The ma­jor took off Mul­ready’s vest, wet with blood and rain. He dis­cov­ered the wound. It was a poniard stab, which the un­for­tu­nate had re­ceived in his right side.

			Mac­N­abb dressed it skill­ful­ly. Whether the weapon had reached the vi­tal parts, he could not say. A stream of bright-red blood spurt­ed forth, while the pale­ness and the swoon of the wound­ed man proved that he had been se­ri­ous­ly in­jured. The ma­jor ac­cord­ing­ly placed up­on the open­ing of the wound, af­ter first wash­ing it with fresh wa­ter, a thick wad of tin­der, and then a few lay­ers of lint, con­fined by a ban­dage, and thus suc­ceed­ed in stop­ping the hem­or­rhage. The pa­tient was then laid on his side, his head and breast raised, and La­dy He­le­na gave him a re­fresh­ing draught.

			At the end of a quar­ter of an hour, the wound­ed man, who had been mo­tion­less till then, made a move­ment. His eyes half opened, his lips mur­mured dis­con­nect­ed words, and the ma­jor, putting down his ear, heard him say:

			“My lord—the let­ter—Ben Joyce—”

			The ma­jor re­peat­ed these words, and glanced at his com­pan­ions. What did Mul­ready mean? Ben Joyce had at­tacked the sailor, but why? Was it not sim­ply for the pur­pose of pre­vent­ing him from reach­ing the Dun­can? This let­ter—Gle­nar­van ex­am­ined the sailor’s pock­ets. The let­ter ad­dressed to Tom Austin was gone.

			The night passed in anx­i­ety and an­guish. They feared ev­ery mo­ment that the wound­ed man would die. A burn­ing fever con­sumed him. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, as though his sis­ters, did not leave him; nev­er was pa­tient bet­ter nursed, or by more ten­der hands.

			Day ap­peared. The rain had ceased. Heavy clouds still rolled along the vault of the sky, and the earth was strewn with the frag­ments of branch­es. The clay, soaked by floods of wa­ter, had yield­ed; and the sides of the cart be­came un­steady, but sank no deep­er.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, Pa­ganel, and Gle­nar­van took a tour of ex­plo­ration around the camp. They tra­versed the path still marked with blood, but found no trace of Ben Joyce or his band. They went to the place where the at­tack had been made. Here two corpses lay on the ground, shot by Mul­ready. One was the far­ri­er of Black Point. His face, which had mor­ti­fied, was a hor­ri­ble sight.

			Gle­nar­van did not pur­sue his in­ves­ti­ga­tions far­ther, pru­dence for­bid­ding. He there­fore re­turned to the cart, much alarmed by the se­ri­ous­ness of the sit­u­a­tion.

			“We can­not think of send­ing an­oth­er mes­sen­ger to Mel­bourne,” said he.

			“But we must,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles; “and I will make the at­tempt, since my sailor has failed.”

			“No, John. You have not even a horse to car­ry you these two hun­dred miles.”

			In­deed, Mul­ready’s horse, the on­ly one that re­mained, had not reap­peared. Had he fall­en be­neath the shots of the mur­der­ers? Was he run­ning wild over the desert? Had the con­victs cap­tured him?

			“What­ev­er hap­pens,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “we will sep­a­rate no more. Let us wait eight or fif­teen days, till the wa­ters of the riv­er re­sume their nat­u­ral lev­el. We will then reach Twofold Bay by short jour­neys, and from there send to the Dun­can by a sur­er way the or­der to sail for the coast.”

			“This is the on­ly fea­si­ble plan,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Well, then, my friends,” re­sumed Gle­nar­van, “no more sep­a­ra­tion! A man risks too much to ven­ture alone across this desert, in­fest­ed with ban­dits. And now may God save our poor sailor and pro­tect our­selves!”

			Gle­nar­van was right in both re­solves, first to for­bid any sin­gle at­tempt to cross the plains, and next to wait pa­tient­ly on the banks of the riv­er for a prac­ti­ca­ble pas­sage. Scarce­ly thir­ty-five miles sep­a­rat­ed them from Delegete, the first fron­tier town of New South Wales, where they would find means of reach­ing Twofold Bay. From this point he could tele­graph his or­ders to the Dun­can.

			These mea­sures were wise, but they had been adopt­ed rather tardi­ly. If they had not sent Mul­ready with the let­ter, what mis­for­tunes would have been avoid­ed, not to speak of the at­tack up­on the sailor!

			On ar­riv­ing at the camp, Gle­nar­van found his com­pan­ions less anx­ious; they seemed to have re­gained hope.

			“He is bet­ter!” cried Robert, run­ning to meet him.

			“Mul­ready?”

			“Yes, Ed­ward,” replied La­dy He­le­na. “A re­ac­tion has tak­en place. The ma­jor is more en­cour­aged. Our sailor will live.”

			“Where is Mac­N­abb?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“With him. Mul­ready wished to speak with him. We must not dis­turb them.”

			In­deed, with­in an hour the wound­ed man had ral­lied from his swoon, and the fever had di­min­ished. But the sailor’s first care, on re­cov­er­ing mem­o­ry and speech was to ask for Lord Gle­nar­van, or, in his ab­sence, the ma­jor Mac­N­abb, see­ing him so fee­ble, would have for­bid­den all con­ver­sa­tion; but Mul­ready in­sist­ed with such en­er­gy that he was forced to yield. The in­ter­view had al­ready last­ed some time, and they were on­ly wait­ing for the ma­jor’s re­port.

			Soon the cur­tains of the cart moved, and he ap­peared. He joined his friends at the foot of a gum-tree. His face, usu­al­ly so calm, be­to­kened a se­ri­ous anx­i­ety. When his eyes en­coun­tered La­dy He­le­na and the young girl, they ex­pressed a deep sad­ness. Gle­nar­van ques­tioned him, and learned what the sailor had re­lat­ed.

			On leav­ing the en­camp­ment, Mul­ready had fol­lowed one of the paths in­di­cat­ed by Pa­ganel. He has­tened, as much at least as the dark­ness of the night per­mit­ted him. Ac­cord­ing to his es­ti­mate, he had trav­eled a dis­tance of about two miles, when sev­er­al men—five, he thought—sprang to his horse’s head. The an­i­mal reared. Mul­ready seized his re­volver and fired. He thought that two of his as­sailants fell. By the flash of the re­port, he rec­og­nized Ben Joyce, but that was all. He had not time to ful­ly dis­charge his weapon. A vi­o­lent blow was struck up­on his right side, which brought him to the ground. How­ev­er, he had not yet lost con­scious­ness. The as­sas­sins be­lieved him dead. He felt them search him. Then a con­ver­sa­tion en­sued. “I have the let­ter,” said one of them. “Give it to me,” replied Ben Joyce; “and now the Dun­can is ours!”

			At this point in the sto­ry Gle­nar­van could not re­strain a cry.

			Mac­N­abb con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Now, you oth­ers,’ said Ben Joyce, ‘catch the horse. In two days I shall be on board the Dun­can, and in six at Twofold Bay. There is the place of meet­ing. The lord’s par­ty will be still fast in the marsh­es of the Snowy. Cross the riv­er at Kem­ple Pier bridge, go to the coast, and wait for me. I will find means to bring you on board. With the crew once at sea, and a ves­sel like the Dun­can, we shall be mas­ters of the In­di­an Ocean.’ ‘Hur­rah for Ben Joyce!’ cried the con­victs. Mul­ready’s horse was then led up, and Ben Joyce dis­ap­peared at a gal­lop on the Luc­know road, while the band pro­ceed­ed south­east­ward to the Snowy Riv­er. Mul­ready, al­though se­vere­ly wound­ed, had strength to drag him­self with­in two hun­dred paces of the en­camp­ment, where we picked him up al­most dead. This,” added Mac­N­abb, “is Mul­ready’s sad sto­ry. You un­der­stand now why the coura­geous sailor wished so much to speak.”

			This rev­e­la­tion ter­ri­fied all.

			“Pi­rates! pi­rates!” cried Gle­nar­van. “My crew mas­sa­cred, my Dun­can in the hands of these ban­dits!”

			“Yes, for Ben Joyce will sur­prise the ves­sel,” replied the ma­jor, “and then—”

			“Well, we must reach the coast be­fore these wretch­es,” said Pa­ganel.

			“But how cross the Snowy?” asked Wil­son.

			“Like them,” an­swered Gle­nar­van. “They will cross Kem­ple Pier bridge, and we will do the same.”

			“But what will be­come of Mul­ready?” in­quired La­dy He­le­na.

			“We will take turns in car­ry­ing him. Shall I give up my de­fence­less crew to Ben Joyce’s band?”

			The plan of cross­ing Kem­ple Pier bridge was prac­ti­ca­ble, but per­ilous. The con­victs might lo­cate them­selves at this point to de­fend it. It would be at least thir­ty against sev­en! But there are mo­ments when we do not think of these things, when we must ad­vance at all haz­ards.

			“My lord,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, at length, “be­fore risk­ing our last chance, be­fore ven­tur­ing to­wards the bridge, it is pru­dent to re­con­noitre it first. I will un­der­take this.”

			“I will ac­com­pa­ny you, cap­tain,” replied Pa­ganel.

			This pro­pos­al was ac­cept­ed, and the cap­tain and Pa­ganel pre­pared to start im­me­di­ate­ly. They were to fol­low along the bank of the riv­er till they came to the place in­di­cat­ed by Ben Joyce, and keep out of sight of the con­victs, who were prob­a­bly ly­ing in wait. These two coura­geous men ac­cord­ing­ly, well fur­nished with arms and pro­vi­sions, set out, and soon dis­ap­peared among the tall rush­es of the riv­er.

			All day the lit­tle par­ty wait­ed for them. At evening they had not yet re­turned, and great fears were en­ter­tained. At last, about eleven o’clock, Wil­son an­nounced their ap­proach. They ar­rived, worn out with the fa­tigues of a six-mile jour­ney.

			“The bridge? Is it there?” asked Gle­nar­van, rush­ing to meet them.

			“Yes, a bridge of rush­es,” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “The con­victs passed, it is true, but—”

			“But what?” cried Gle­nar­van, who fore­saw a new calami­ty.

			“They burned it af­ter their pas­sage,” replied Pa­ganel.

		
	
		
			
				XLIII

				Help­less and Hope­less

			
			It was not the time to de­spair, but to act. If Kem­ple Pier bridge was de­stroyed, they must cross the Snowy at all events, and reach Twofold Bay be­fore Ben Joyce’s band. They lost no time, there­fore, in vain words; but the next day Cap­tain Man­gles and Gle­nar­van went to ex­am­ine the riv­er, prepara­to­ry to a pas­sage.

			The tu­mul­tuous wa­ters, swollen by the rains, had not sub­sid­ed. They whirled along with in­de­scrib­able fury. It was cer­tain death to brave this tor­rent. Gle­nar­van, with fold­ed arms and low­ered head, stood mo­tion­less.

			“Do you wish me to try to swim to the op­po­site bank?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“No, John,” replied Gle­nar­van, seiz­ing the bold young man by the hand; “let us wait.”

			They both re­turned to the en­camp­ment. The day was passed in the most live­ly anx­i­ety. Ten times did Gle­nar­van re­turn to the riv­er. He sought to con­trive some bold plan of cross­ing it, but in vain. It would not have been more im­pass­able if a tor­rent of la­va had flowed be­tween its banks.

			Dur­ing these long hours of de­lay, La­dy He­le­na, with the ma­jor’s as­sis­tance, be­stowed up­on Mul­ready the most skill­ful care. The sailor felt that he was re­turn­ing to life. Mac­N­abb ven­tured to af­firm that no vi­tal or­gan had been in­jured, the loss of blood suf­fi­cient­ly ex­plained the pa­tient’s weak­ness. Thus, as soon as his wound was healed and the hem­or­rhage stopped, on­ly time and rest were need­ed for his com­plete restora­tion. La­dy He­le­na had in­sist­ed up­on his oc­cu­py­ing her end of the cart. Mul­ready felt great­ly hon­ored. His great­est anx­i­ety was in the thought that his con­di­tion might de­lay Gle­nar­van, and he forced them to prom­ise that they would leave him at the camp in charge of Wil­son, as soon as the riv­er be­came ford­able.

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly, this was not pos­si­ble, ei­ther that day or the next. At see­ing him­self thus de­tained, Gle­nar­van de­spaired. La­dy He­le­na and the ma­jor tried in vain to paci­fy and ex­hort him to pa­tience. Pa­tience! when, at that mo­ment per­haps, Ben Joyce was go­ing on board the yacht, when the Dun­can was weigh­ing an­chor and steam­ing to­wards that fa­tal coast, to which ev­ery hour brought her near­er!

			Cap­tain Man­gles felt at heart all Gle­nar­van’s an­guish, and, as he wished to over­come the dif­fi­cul­ty at all haz­ards, he con­struct­ed a ca­noe in the Aus­tralian fash­ion, with large pieces of the bark of the gum-trees. These slabs, which were very light, were held to­geth­er by wood­en cross­bars, and formed a very frail craft.

			The cap­tain and the sailor tried the ca­noe. All that skill, strength, or courage could do they did. But scarce­ly were they in the cur­rent, when they cap­sized and nar­row­ly es­caped with their lives. The boat was drawn in­to the ed­dies and dis­ap­peared. Cap­tain Man­gles and Wil­son had not ad­vanced ten yards in­to the riv­er, which was swollen by the rains and melt­ing snows till it was now a mile in breadth.

			Two days were wast­ed in this way. The ma­jor and Gle­nar­van went five miles up stream with­out find­ing a prac­ti­ca­ble ford. Ev­ery­where was the same im­petu­os­i­ty, the same tu­mul­tuous rush of wa­ter; all the south­ern slopes of the moun­tains had poured their liq­uid tor­rents in­to this sin­gle stream. They were forced, there­fore, to give up any hope of sav­ing the Dun­can. Five days had passed since Ben Joyce’s de­par­ture, the yacht was prob­a­bly that very mo­ment at the coast, in the hands of the con­victs.

			How­ev­er, this state of things could not last long. In­deed, on the morn­ing of the third day, Pa­ganel per­ceived that the wa­ters were be­gin­ning to sub­side. He re­port­ed to Gle­nar­van the re­sult of his ob­ser­va­tions.

			“What does it mat­ter now?” replied Gle­nar­van; “it is too late!”

			“That is no rea­son for pro­long­ing our stay at the en­camp­ment,” replied the ma­jor.

			“Cer­tain­ly not,” said Cap­tain Man­gles; “to­mor­row, per­haps, it will be pos­si­ble to cross.”

			“But will that save my un­for­tu­nate crew?” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Lis­ten to me, my lord,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles. “I know Tom Austin. He was to ex­e­cute your or­ders, and start as soon as his de­par­ture was pos­si­ble. Who knows whether the Dun­can was ready, or her in­juries re­paired, on the ar­rival of Ben Joyce at Mel­bourne? Sup­pos­ing the yacht could not put to sea, and suf­fered one or two days of de­lay?”

			“You are right, John,” replied Gle­nar­van. “We must reach Twofold Bay. We are on­ly thir­ty-five miles from Delegete.”

			“Yes,” said Pa­ganel, “and in that town we shall find rapid means of con­veyance. Who knows whether we shall not ar­rive in time to pre­vent this calami­ty?”

			“Let us start!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			Cap­tain Man­gles and Wil­son at once oc­cu­pied them­selves in con­struct­ing a raft of large di­men­sions. Ex­pe­ri­ence had proved that pieces of bark could not re­sist the vi­o­lence of the tor­rent. The cap­tain cut down sev­er­al gum-trees, of which he made a rude but sub­stan­tial raft. It was a te­dious task, and that day end­ed be­fore the work was com­plet­ed; but the next day it was fin­ished.

			The wa­ters had now con­sid­er­ably sub­sid­ed. The tor­rent had be­come a riv­er again, with a rapid cur­rent. How­ev­er, with prop­er man­age­ment, the cap­tain hoped to reach the op­po­site bank.

			At noon they put on board as much pro­vi­sions as each could car­ry for two days’ trav­el. The rest was aban­doned with the cart and the tent. Mul­ready was well enough to be moved; he was re­cov­er­ing rapid­ly.

			Each took his place on the raft, which was moored to the bank. Cap­tain Man­gles had ar­ranged on the star­board side, and con­fid­ed to Wil­son, a kind of oar to sus­tain the raft against the cur­rent, and pre­vent its drift­ing. As for him­self, he stood at the stern, and steered by means of a clum­sy rud­der. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant oc­cu­pied the cen­tre of the raft near Mul­ready. Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and Robert sur­round­ed them, ready to lend as­sis­tance.

			“Are we ready, Wil­son?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Yes, cap­tain,” replied the sailor, seiz­ing his oar with a firm hand.

			“At­ten­tion, and bear up against the cur­rent.”

			Cap­tain Man­gles un­moored the raft, and with one push launched it in­to the cur­rent of the riv­er. All went well for some time, and Wil­son re­sist­ed the lee­way. But soon the craft was drawn in­to the ed­dies, and turned round and round, so that nei­ther oar nor rud­der could keep it in a straight course. In spite of their ef­forts, they were soon placed in a po­si­tion where it was im­pos­si­ble to use the oars.

			They were forced to be pas­sive; there was no means of pre­vent­ing this gy­ra­to­ry mo­tion. They were whirled about with a gid­dy ra­pid­i­ty, and sent out of their course. The cap­tain, with pale face and set teeth, stood and gazed at the ed­dy­ing wa­ter.

			How­ev­er, the raft was en­tan­gled in the midst of the riv­er, half a mile be­low where they start­ed. The cur­rent here was very strong, and, as it broke the ed­dies, it less­ened the whirling mo­tion. The cap­tain and Wil­son re­sumed their oars, and suc­ceed­ed in pro­pel­ling the craft in an oblique di­rec­tion. In this way they ap­proached near­er the left bank, and were on­ly a few yards dis­tant, when Wil­son’s oar broke. The raft, no longer sus­tained against the cur­rent, was car­ried down stream. The cap­tain en­deav­ored to pre­vent it, at the risk of break­ing his rud­der, and Wil­son with bleed­ing hands as­sist­ed him.

			At last they suc­ceed­ed, and the raft, af­ter a voy­age of more than half an hour, ran up­on the steeply-slop­ing bank. The shock was vi­o­lent; the tim­bers were thrown apart, the ropes bro­ken, and the foam­ing wa­ter came through. The trav­el­ers had on­ly time to cling to the bush­es that hung over the stream. They ex­tri­cat­ed Mul­ready and the two ladies, who were half drenched. In short, ev­ery­body was saved; but the greater part of the pro­vi­sions and arms, ex­cept the ma­jor’s ri­fle, were swept away with the frag­ments of the raft.

			The riv­er was crossed, but the lit­tle par­ty were with­out re­sources, thir­ty-five miles from Delegete, in the midst of these un­trod­den deserts. They re­solved to start with­out de­lay. Mul­ready saw that he would cause trou­ble, and de­sired to re­main be­hind, even alone, and wait for aid from Delegete. But Gle­nar­van re­fused. He could not reach the town be­fore three days. If the Dun­can had left Mel­bourne sev­er­al days be­fore, what mat­tered a de­lay of a few hours?

			“No, my friend,” said he; “I will not aban­don any­one. We will make a lit­ter, and take turns in car­ry­ing you.”

			The lit­ter was made of branch­es cov­ered with leaves, and up­on this Mul­ready was placed. Gle­nar­van wished to be the first to bear the sailor, and, seiz­ing one end of the lit­ter and Wil­son the oth­er, they start­ed.

			What a sad sight! and how dis­as­trous­ly this jour­ney, so well be­gun, had end­ed! They were no longer go­ing in search of Cap­tain Grant. This con­ti­nent—where he was not, nor had ev­er been—threat­ened to be fa­tal to those who were seek­ing traces of him, and per­haps new dis­cour­age­ments still await­ed them.

			The first day passed silent­ly and painful­ly. Ev­ery ten min­utes they took turns in car­ry­ing the lit­ter. All the sailor’s com­pan­ions un­com­plain­ing­ly im­posed up­on them­selves this du­ty, which was made still more ar­du­ous by the great heat.

			At evening, af­ter ac­com­plish­ing on­ly five miles, they en­camped un­der a group of gum-trees. The rest of the pro­vi­sions that had es­caped the ship­wreck fur­nished the evening meal. They must here­after re­ly on the ma­jor’s ri­fle; but he found no op­por­tu­ni­ty to fire a sin­gle shot. For­tu­nate­ly, Robert found a nest of bus­tards, con­tain­ing a dozen large eggs, which Ol­bi­nett cooked in the hot ash­es. In ad­di­tion to these em­bar­rass­ments, their way be­came very dif­fi­cult. The sandy plains were bristling with thorny plants that tore their gar­ments and lac­er­at­ed their limbs. The coura­geous ladies, how­ev­er, did not com­plain, but valiant­ly ad­vanced, set­ting the ex­am­ple, and en­cour­ag­ing each oth­er by a word or a look.

			On the third day Mul­ready trav­eled part of the way on foot. His wound had en­tire­ly healed. The town of Delegete was on­ly ten miles dis­tant, and at evening they en­camped on the very fron­tiers of New South Wales.

			A fine and pen­e­trat­ing rain had been fall­ing for sev­er­al hours, and all shel­ter would have failed, if Cap­tain Man­gles had not for­tu­nate­ly dis­cov­ered a ru­ined and aban­doned sawyer’s hut. They were obliged to con­tent them­selves with this mis­er­able hov­el of branch­es and thatch. Wil­son at­tempt­ed to kin­dle a fire to pre­pare the food, and ac­cord­ing­ly col­lect­ed some dead wood that strewed the ground. But when he at­tempt­ed to light the fu­el he did not suc­ceed; the great quan­ti­ty of alu­mi­nous ma­te­ri­al that it con­tained pre­vent­ed com­bus­tion. It was, there­fore, nec­es­sary to dis­pense with fire and food, and sleep in wet gar­ments, while the birds, hid­den in the lofty branch­es, seemed to mock these un­for­tu­nate trav­el­ers.

			How­ev­er, Gle­nar­van and his friends were ap­proach­ing the end of their suf­fer­ings; and it was time. The two ladies ex­ert­ed them­selves hero­ical­ly, but their strength was fail­ing ev­ery hour. They dragged them­selves along, they no longer walked.

			The next day they start­ed at day­break, and at eleven o’clock Delegete came in sight, fifty miles from Twofold Bay. Here means of con­veyance were quick­ly ob­tained. Feel­ing him­self so near the coast, hope re­turned to Gle­nar­van’s heart; per­haps there had been some slight de­lay, and he would ar­rive be­fore the Dun­can! In twen­ty-four hours he would reach the bay!

			At noon, af­ter a com­fort­ing repast, all the trav­el­ers took their seats in a mail-coach, and left Delegete at the full speed of five strong hors­es. The pos­til­ions, stim­u­lat­ed by the prom­ise of a large re­ward, drove them along at a rapid rate, over a well-kept road. No time was lost in­chang­ing hors­es, and it seemed as if Gle­nar­van had in­spired all with his own in­tense ea­ger­ness.

			All day and all night they trav­eled with the same swift­ness, and at sun­rise the next morn­ing a low mur­mur an­nounced the prox­im­i­ty of the In­di­an Ocean. It was nec­es­sary, how­ev­er, to pass around the bay to gain that part of the coast where Tom Austin was to meet the trav­el­ers.

			When the sea ap­peared, all eyes quick­ly sur­veyed the wide ex­panse. Was the Dun­can there, by a mir­a­cle of Prov­i­dence, as she had been dis­cerned be­fore by some of them on the Ar­gen­tine coast? Noth­ing was seen; sky and wa­ter min­gled in an un­bro­ken hori­zon; not a sail bright­ened the vast ex­tent of ocean.

			One hope still re­mained. Per­haps Tom Austin had thought it best to cast an­chor in Twofold Bay, as the sea was rough and a ves­sel could not be moored in safe­ty near such shores.

			“To Eden!” said Gle­nar­van.

			The mail-coach at once took the road to the right, which ran along the edge of the bay, and pro­ceed­ed to­wards the lit­tle town of Eden, on­ly five miles dis­tant. The pos­til­ions stopped not far from the light that guard­ed the en­trance to the har­bor. Sev­er­al ships were an­chored in the road­stead, but none dis­played the flag of Mal­colm Cas­tle.

			Gle­nar­van, Cap­tain Man­gles, and Pa­ganel alight­ed im­me­di­ate­ly, and has­tened to the cus­tom­house. Here they ques­tioned the em­ploy­ees, and con­sult­ed the lat­est ar­rivals. No ves­sel had en­tered the bay for a week.

			“She may not have start­ed!” cried Gle­nar­van, who would not de­spair. “Per­haps we have ar­rived be­fore her!”

			Cap­tain Man­gles shook his head. He knew Tom Austin; his mate would nev­er have de­layed so long to ex­e­cute an or­der.

			“I will know what this means,” said Gle­nar­van. “Cer­tain­ty is bet­ter than doubt.”

			Fif­teen min­utes lat­er a tele­gram was sent to the ship-bro­kers of Mel­bourne, and the trav­el­ers re­paired to the Vic­to­ria Ho­tel. Not long af­ter an an­swer was de­liv­ered to Lord Gle­nar­van. It read as fol­lows:

			“Lord Gle­nar­van, Eden, Twofold Bay.

			“Dun­can start­ed on the 18th in­stant for some un­known des­ti­na­tion.”

			The dis­patch fell from Gle­nar­van’s hands. There was no more doubt! The hon­est Scotch yacht, in Ben Joyce’s hands, had be­come a pi­rate-ves­sel!

			Thus end­ed their search in Aus­tralia, be­gun un­der such fa­vor­able aus­pices. The traces of Cap­tain Grant and his ship­wrecked sailors seemed ir­recov­er­ably lost. This fail­ure had cost the lives of an en­tire crew. Lord Gle­nar­van was crushed by the blow, and this coura­geous searcher, whom the leagued el­e­ments had failed to de­ter, was now baf­fled by the mal­ice of men.

		
	
		
			
				XLIV

				A Rough Cap­tain

			
			If ev­er the searchers for Cap­tain Grant had rea­son to de­spair of see­ing him again, was it not when ev­ery hope for­sook them at once? To what part of the world should they ven­ture a new ex­pe­di­tion? how ex­plore un­known coun­tries? The Dun­can was no longer in their pos­ses­sion, and they could not be im­me­di­ate­ly rec­on­ciled to their mis­for­tune. The un­der­tak­ing of these gen­er­ous Scots had, there­fore, failed. Fail­ure! sad word, that finds no echo in a valiant soul; and yet, amid all the changes of des­tiny, Gle­nar­van was forced to ac­knowl­edge his pow­er­less­ness to pur­sue this work of mer­cy.

			Mary Grant, in this sit­u­a­tion, no longer had the courage to ut­ter the name of her fa­ther. She sup­pressed her own an­guish by think­ing of the un­for­tu­nate crew. Con­trol­ling her­self in the pres­ence of her friend, it was she who con­soled La­dy He­le­na, from whom she had re­ceived so many con­so­la­tions. The young girl was the first to speak of their re­turn to Scot­land. At see­ing her so coura­geous and re­signed, Cap­tain Man­gles ad­mired her, and would have spo­ken a fi­nal word in fa­vor of Cap­tain Grant, if Mary had not stopped him with a look and then said:

			“No, Mr. John; let us think of those who have sac­ri­ficed them­selves. Lord Gle­nar­van must re­turn to Eng­land.”

			“You are right, Miss Mary,” replied he; “he must. The Eng­lish au­thor­i­ties must al­so be in­formed of the fate of the Dun­can. But do not give up all hope. The search that we have be­gun I would con­tin­ue alone, rather than aban­don. I will find Cap­tain Grant, or suc­cumb to the task!”

			This was a solemn com­pact which John Man­gles thus made. Mary ac­cept­ed it, and gave her hand to the young cap­tain, as if to rat­i­fy this treaty. On the part of the lat­ter it was a de­vo­tion of his en­tire life; on the part of the for­mer, an un­chang­ing grat­i­tude.

			The time of their de­par­ture was now def­i­nite­ly de­cid­ed. They re­solved to pro­ceed to Mel­bourne with­out de­lay. The next day Cap­tain Man­gles went to in­quire about ves­sels that were up­on the point of sail­ing. He ex­pect­ed to find fre­quent com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween Eden and Mel­bourne, but he was dis­ap­point­ed. The ves­sels were few; two or three an­chored in Twofold Bay com­posed the en­tire fleet of the place. There were none for Mel­bourne, Syd­ney, or Point-de-Galle.

			In this state of af­fairs, what was to be done? Wait for a ship? They might be de­layed a long time, for Twofold Bay is lit­tle fre­quent­ed. Af­ter some de­lib­er­a­tion, Gle­nar­van was about to de­cide up­on reach­ing Syd­ney by the coast, when Pa­ganel made a pro­pos­al that was un­ex­pect­ed to ev­ery­one.

			The ge­og­ra­pher had just re­turned from Twofold Bay. He knew that there were no means of trans­porta­tion to Syd­ney or Mel­bourne; but, of the three ves­sels an­chored in the road­stead, one was pre­par­ing to start for Auck­land, the cap­i­tal of Ika-na-Maoui, the north­ern is­land of New Zea­land. Thith­er Pa­ganel pro­posed to go by the bark in ques­tion, and from Auck­land it would be easy to re­turn to Eng­land by the steam­ers of the Eng­lish com­pa­ny.

			This propo­si­tion was tak­en in­to se­ri­ous con­sid­er­a­tion, al­though Pa­ganel did not en­ter in­to those ex­tend­ed ar­gu­ments of which he was usu­al­ly so lav­ish. He con­fined him­self to stat­ing the fact, and added that the voy­age would not last more than five or six days.

			Cap­tain Man­gles ad­vo­cat­ed Pa­ganel’s plan. He thought it should be adopt­ed, since they could not wait for the un­cer­tain ar­rival of oth­er ves­sels. But, be­fore de­cid­ing, he judged it ad­vis­able to vis­it the ship in ques­tion. Ac­cord­ing­ly, he, with Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and Robert, took a boat, and pulled out to where it was an­chored.

			It was a brig of two hun­dred and fifty tons, called the Mac­quar­ie, which trad­ed be­tween the dif­fer­ent ports of Aus­tralia and New Zea­land. The cap­tain, or rather the “mas­ter,” re­ceived his vis­i­tors very gruffly. They saw that they had to deal with an un­e­d­u­cat­ed man, whose man­ners were not dif­fer­ent from those of the five sailors of his crew. A coarse red face, big hands, a flat nose, a blind­ed eye, lips black­ened by his pipe, and a spe­cial­ly brutish ap­pear­ance, made Will Hal­ley a very for­bid­ding char­ac­ter. But they had no choice, and for a voy­age of a few days there was no need to be very par­tic­u­lar.

			“What do you want?” asked Will Hal­ley, as the strangers reached the deck of his ves­sel.

			“The cap­tain,” replied Man­gles.

			“I am he,” said Hal­ley. “What then?”

			“The Mac­quar­ie is load­ing for Auck­land?”

			“Yes. What of it?”

			“What does she car­ry?”

			“Any­thing that is bought or sold.”

			“When does she sail?”

			“To­mor­row, at the noon tide.”

			“Would she take pas­sen­gers?”

			“That de­pends up­on the pas­sen­gers, and whether they would be sat­is­fied with the ship’s mess.”

			“They would take their own pro­vi­sions.”

			“Well, how many are there?”

			“Nine—two of them ladies.”

			“I have no cab­ins.”

			“We will ar­range a place for their ex­clu­sive use.”

			“What then?”

			“Do you ac­cept?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles, who was not em­bar­rassed by this curt­ness.

			“I must see,” replied the mas­ter of the Mac­quar­ie. He took a turn or two, strik­ing the deck with his heavy, hob­nailed boots; then, turn­ing to Cap­tain Man­gles, said:

			“What do you pay?”

			“What do you ask?” was the re­ply.

			“Fifty pounds.”

			Gle­nar­van nod­ded as­sent.

			“Very well! Fifty pounds.”

			“But the pas­sage in cash!” added Hal­ley.

			“In cash.”

			“Food sep­a­rate?”

			“Sep­a­rate.”

			“Agreed. Well?” said Will Hal­ley, hold­ing out his hand.

			“What?”

			“The ad­vance-mon­ey.”

			“Here is half the fare—twen­ty-five pounds,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, count­ing out the sum, which the mas­ter pock­et­ed with­out say­ing “thank you.”

			“Be on board to­mor­row,” said he. “Whether you are here or not, I shall weigh an­chor.”

			“We will be here.”

			There­upon Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Robert, Pa­ganel, and Cap­tain Man­gles left the ves­sel, with­out Will Hal­ley’s hav­ing so much as touched the brim of his hat.

			“What a stupid fel­low!” was their first re­mark.

			“Well, I like him,” replied Pa­ganel. “He is a re­al sea-wolf.”

			“A re­al bear!” re­marked the ma­jor.

			“And I imag­ine,” added Cap­tain Man­gles, “that this bear has at some time trad­ed in hu­man flesh.”

			“What mat­ter,” replied Gle­nar­van, “so long as he com­mands the Mac­quar­ie, which goes to New Zea­land? We shall see very lit­tle of him on the voy­age.”

			La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant were very much pleased to know that they were to start the next day. Gle­nar­van ob­served, how­ev­er, that the Mac­quar­ie could not equal the Dun­can for com­fort; but, af­ter so many hard­ships, they were not like­ly to be over­come by tri­fles. Mr. Ol­bi­nett was re­quest­ed to take charge of the pro­vi­sions. The poor man, since the loss of the Dun­can, had of­ten lament­ed the un­hap­py fate of his wife, who had re­mained on board, and would be, con­se­quent­ly, the vic­tim of the con­victs’ bru­tal­i­ty. How­ev­er, he ful­filled his du­ties as stew­ard with his ac­cus­tomed zeal, and their food might yet con­sist of dish­es that were nev­er seen on the ship’s ta­ble.

			In the mean­time the ma­jor dis­count­ed at a mon­ey-chang­er’s some drafts that Gle­nar­van had on the Union Bank of Mel­bourne. As for Pa­ganel, he pro­cured an ex­cel­lent map of New Zea­land.

			Mul­ready was now quite well. He scarce­ly felt his wound, which had so near­ly proved fa­tal. A few hours at sea would com­plete his re­cov­ery.

			Wil­son went on board first, charged with ar­rang­ing the pas­sen­gers’ quar­ters. Un­der his vig­or­ous use of the brush and broom the as­pect of things was great­ly changed. Will Hal­ley shrugged his shoul­ders, but al­lowed the sailor to do as he pleased. As for Gle­nar­van and his friends, he scarce­ly no­ticed them; he did not even know their names, nor did he care to. This in­crease of car­go was worth fifty pounds to him, but he val­ued it less than the two hun­dred tons of tanned leather with which his hold was crowd­ed—the skins first, and the pas­sen­gers next. He was a re­al trad­er; and by his nau­ti­cal abil­i­ty he passed for a good nav­i­ga­tor of these seas, ren­dered so very dan­ger­ous by the coral reefs.

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon, Gle­nar­van wished to vis­it once more the sup­posed place of the ship­wreck. Ayr­ton had cer­tain­ly been the quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia, and the ves­sel might re­al­ly have been lost on that part of the coast. And there, at all events, the Dun­can had fall­en in­to the hands of the con­victs. Had there been a fight? Per­haps they would find on the beach traces of a strug­gle. If the crew had per­ished in the waves, would not the bod­ies have been cast ashore?

			Gle­nar­van, ac­com­pa­nied by his faith­ful cap­tain, un­der­took this ex­am­i­na­tion. The land­lord of Vic­to­ria Ho­tel fur­nished them with two hors­es, and they set out. But it was a sad jour­ney. They rode in si­lence. The same thoughts, the same anx­i­eties, tor­tured the mind of each. They gazed at the rocks worn by the sea. They had no need to ques­tion or an­swer; no sign of the Dun­can could be found—the whole coast was bare.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, how­ev­er, found on the mar­gin of the shore ev­i­dent signs of an en­camp­ment, the re­mains of fires re­cent­ly kin­dled be­neath the few trees. Had a wan­der­ing tribe of na­tives passed there with­in a few days? No, for an ob­ject struck Gle­nar­van’s eye, which proved in­con­testably that the con­victs had vis­it­ed that part of the coast.

			It was a gray and yel­low jack­et, worn and patched, left at the foot of a tree. It bore a num­ber and badge of the Perth pen­i­ten­tiary. The con­vict was no longer there, but his cast-off gar­ment be­trayed him.

			“You see, John,” said Gle­nar­van, “the con­victs have been here! And our poor com­rades of the Dun­can—”

			“Yes,” replied the cap­tain, in a low voice, “they have cer­tain­ly been land­ed, and have per­ished!”

			“The wretch­es!” cried Gle­nar­van. “If they ev­er fall in­to my hands, I will avenge my crew!”

			Grief and ex­po­sure had hard­ened Gle­nar­van’s fea­tures. For sev­er­al mo­ments he gazed at the vast ex­panse of wa­ter, seek­ing per­haps to dis­cern some ship in the dim dis­tance. Then his eyes re­laxed their fierce­ness, he re­gained his com­po­sure, and, with­out adding a word or mak­ing a sign, took the road to Eden.

			On­ly one du­ty re­mained to be ful­filled—to in­form the con­sta­ble of the events that had just tran­spired, which was done the same evening. The mag­is­trate, Thomas Banks, could scarce­ly con­ceal his sat­is­fac­tion at mak­ing out the of­fi­cial record. He was sim­ply de­light­ed at the de­par­ture of Ben Joyce and his band. The whole vil­lage shared his joy. The con­victs had left Aus­tralia be­cause of a new crime; but, at all events, they had gone. This im­por­tant news was im­me­di­ate­ly tele­graphed to the au­thor­i­ties of Mel­bourne and Syd­ney.

			Hav­ing ac­com­plished his ob­ject, Gle­nar­van re­turned to the Vic­to­ria Ho­tel. The trav­el­ers passed this last evening in Aus­tralia in sad­ness. Their thoughts wan­dered over this coun­try, so fer­tile in mis­for­tunes. They re­called the hopes they had rea­son­ably con­ceived at Cape Bernouil­li, now so cru­el­ly dis­ap­point­ed at Twofold Bay.

			Pa­ganel was a prey to a fever­ish ag­i­ta­tion. Cap­tain Man­gles, who had watched him since the in­ci­dent at Snowy Riv­er, many times pressed him with ques­tions which Pa­ganel did not an­swer. But that evening, as he went with him to his cham­ber, the cap­tain asked him why he was so ner­vous.

			“My friend,” replied Pa­ganel eva­sive­ly, “I am no more ner­vous than usu­al.”

			“Mr. Pa­ganel, you have a se­cret that trou­bles you.”

			“Well, as you will,” cried the ge­og­ra­pher; “it is stronger than I.”

			“What is stronger than you?”

			“My joy on the one hand, and my de­spair on the oth­er.”

			“You are joy­ful and de­spair­ing at the same time?”

			“Yes; joy­ful and de­spair­ing at vis­it­ing New Zea­land.”

			“Have you any news?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles. “Have you dis­cov­ered the lost trail?”

			“No, friend. Peo­ple nev­er re­turn from New Zea­land! But yet—well, you know hu­man na­ture. As long as we breathe we can hope; and my mot­to is ‘dum spiro, spero,’ which is the best in the world.”

		
	
		
			
				XLV

				The Wreck of the Mac­quar­ie

			
			The next day the trav­el­ers were in­stalled on board the Mac­quar­ie. Will Hal­ley had not of­fered the ladies his cab­in, which was not to be re­gret­ted, as the lair was on­ly fit for the brute.

			At noon they made ready to take the flood-tide. The an­chor was weighed. A mod­er­ate breeze blew from the south­west. The sails were grad­u­al­ly set, but the five men worked slow­ly. At last, in­cit­ed by the oaths of the skip­per, they ac­com­plished their task. But in spite of her spread of can­vas the brig scarce­ly ad­vanced. Yet, how­ev­er poor­ly she sailed, in five or six days they hoped to reach the har­bor of Auck­land. At sev­en o’clock in the evening they lost sight of the shores of Aus­tralia, and the light­house at Eden. The sea was rough, and the ves­sel la­bored heav­i­ly in the trough of the waves. The pas­sen­gers found their sit­u­a­tion very un­com­fort­able; but, as they could not re­main on deck, they were forced to sub­mit to con­fine­ment.

			That evening con­ver­sa­tion very nat­u­ral­ly turned up­on the land to which they were now sail­ing, its dis­cov­ery and col­o­niza­tion; and just as nat­u­ral­ly all turned to Pa­ganel as to a book­case, for some in­for­ma­tion there­on. It was very read­i­ly ac­ces­si­ble, al­though ev­i­dent­ly to the ge­og­ra­pher’s mind there was some­thing of a painful char­ac­ter con­nect­ed with the name, the im­pres­sion, and the very thoughts of New Zea­land and its Maori in­hab­i­tants.

			“Mon­sieur Pa­ganel,” said La­dy He­le­na, “have your friends, the Eng­lish, been the on­ly ones to search out this is­land?”

			“By no means, madam,” was the prompt re­ply. “On the con­trary, they have come sec­ond, nay, third, in the race; on­ly,” and he looked half rogu­ish­ly and half ma­li­cious­ly, “they stayed when they came.”

			And then he told them of its first dis­cov­ery by Abel Tas­man, the Dutch nav­i­ga­tor, in 1642; that, when first he land­ed, there seemed to be am­i­ca­ble feel­ings ex­pressed by the is­landers to­ward him­self, a num­ber of them com­ing back to his ship, and be­ing ap­par­ent­ly well pleased to cul­ti­vate in­ter­course. But on the next day, as he sent his boat to find good an­chor­age near­er to the shore, sev­en ca­noes of the is­landers at­tacked it most vi­o­lent­ly and sud­den­ly, caus­ing it to cap­size, and so vig­or­ous­ly as­sail­ing its oc­cu­pants with their pikes that it was with dif­fi­cul­ty any of them were able to swim back to their ship, leav­ing those of their com­pan­ions who were not drowned to be butchered by the na­tives.

			Pa­ganel al­so told, at great length, the tales of many of the sad in­ci­dents which from time to time have marked even the com­mer­cial in­ter­course be­tween the Eu­ro­pean and the Maori; as, for in­stance, the sad tale of con­flict and blood­shed con­nect­ed with the death of Cap­tain Mar­i­on, a French nav­i­ga­tor, in 1772. He had land­ed near the spot where Surville had ill-treat­ed some of the na­tives and traitorous­ly seized a son of the chief, Tak­ouri, who yet ap­peared to wel­come this next French vis­i­tant, though re­mem­ber­ing none the less the ter­ri­ble du­ty of vengeance which is felt by the Maori to be so bind­ing.

			For a long time the cloak of friend­ship was worn by the na­tives, the more thor­ough­ly to lull the sus­pi­cions of the whites, and to en­tice a larg­er num­ber on shore; in which en­deav­or they suc­ceed­ed on­ly too well. The French ships be­ing great­ly out of re­pair, Mar­i­on was in­duced to fell tim­ber at some dis­tance in the in­te­ri­or, and to es­tab­lish in this oc­cu­pa­tion a great num­ber of his men, go­ing fre­quent­ly to them, and re­main­ing with them and the ap­par­ent­ly friend­ly chiefs.

			On one of these oc­ca­sions the Maoris ful­filled their re­venge­ful project with a ter­ri­ble sat­is­fac­tion to them­selves. On­ly one man, of all those in the in­te­ri­or, man­aged to es­cape, the com­man­der him­self fall­ing a prey to their vengeance. They then en­deav­ored to kill the sec­ond in com­mand, who, with sev­er­al oth­ers, was near­er to the shore. These, of course, at once start­ed for their boats; breath­less, they reached them, hot­ly pur­sued to the wa­ter’s edge by the in­sa­tiate sav­ages. Then, safe them­selves, the French marks­men picked off the chief, and the pre­vi­ous ex­ul­ta­tion of the abo­rig­ines was, even in the hour of their tri­umph, turned to lamen­ta­tion, cou­pled with won­der at the ter­ri­ble pow­er of the white man’s fire-bar­rel.

			All this and much more did the ge­og­ra­pher nar­rate; but it must be con­fessed that he nei­ther spoke, nor did they lis­ten, with the com­pla­cen­cy evinced in his pre­vi­ous tales. Be­sides, their sur­round­ings were at the time un­com­fort­able, and the first prog­nos­ti­ca­tions of a speedy pas­sage were not like­ly to be ver­i­fied.

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly, this painful voy­age was pro­longed. Six days af­ter her de­par­ture, the Mac­quar­ie had not de­scried the shores of Auck­land. The wind was fair, how­ev­er, and still blew from the south­west; but nev­er­the­less the brig did not make much head­way. The sea was rough, the rig­ging creaked, the ribs cracked, and the ves­sel rode the waves with dif­fi­cul­ty.

			For­tu­nate­ly, Will Hal­ley, like a man who was in no hur­ry, did not crowd on sail, or his masts would in­evitably have snapped. Cap­tain Man­gles hoped, there­fore, that this clum­sy craft would reach its des­ti­na­tion in safe­ty; still, he was pained to see his com­pan­ions on board in such mis­er­able quar­ters.

			But nei­ther La­dy He­le­na nor Mary Grant com­plained, al­though the con­tin­u­al rain kept them con­fined, and the want of air and rolling of the ship se­ri­ous­ly in­com­mod­ed them. Their friends sought to di­vert them, and Pa­ganel strove to while the time with his sto­ries, but did not suc­ceed so well as pre­vi­ous­ly.

			Of all the pas­sen­gers, the one most to be pitied was Lord Gle­nar­van. They rarely saw him be­low; he could not keep still. His ner­vous and ex­citable na­ture would not sub­mit to an im­pris­on­ment be­tween four wood­en walls. Day and night, heed­less of the tor­rents of rain and the dash­ing spray of the sea, he re­mained on deck, some­times bend­ing over the rail, some­times pac­ing up and down with fever­ish ag­i­ta­tion. His eyes gazed con­tin­u­al­ly in­to space, and, dur­ing the brief lulls, his glass per­sis­tent­ly sur­veyed the hori­zon. He seemed to ques­tion the mute waves; the mist that veiled the sky, the mass­es of va­por, he would have pen­e­trat­ed with a glance; he could not be re­signed, and his coun­te­nance be­to­kened an acute grief. The pow­er and hope­ful­ness of this man, hith­er­to so en­er­get­ic and coura­geous, had sud­den­ly failed.

			Cap­tain Man­gles sel­dom left him, but at his side en­dured the sever­i­ty of the storm. That day, Gle­nar­van, wher­ev­er there was an open­ing in the mist, scanned the hori­zon with the ut­most per­sis­ten­cy. The young cap­tain ap­proached him.

			“Is your lord­ship look­ing for land?” he asked.

			Gle­nar­van shook his head.

			“It will yet be some time be­fore we leave the brig. We ought to have sight­ed Auck­land light thir­ty-six hours ago.”

			Gle­nar­van did not an­swer. He still gazed, and for a mo­ment his glass was point­ed to­wards the hori­zon to wind­ward of the ves­sel.

			“The land is not on that side,” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “Your lord­ship should look to­wards the star­board.”

			“Why, John?” replied Gle­nar­van. “It is not the land that I am seek­ing.”

			“What is it, my lord?”

			“My yacht, my Dun­can! She must be here, in these re­gions, plow­ing these seas, in that dread­ful em­ploy­ment of a pi­rate. She is here, I tell you, John, on this course be­tween Aus­tralia and New Zea­land! I have a pre­sen­ti­ment that we shall meet her!”

			“God pre­serve us from such a meet­ing, my lord!”

			“Why, John?”

			“Your lord­ship for­gets our sit­u­a­tion. What could we do on this brig, if the Dun­can should give us chase? We could not es­cape.”

			“Es­cape, John?”

			“Yes, my lord. We should try in vain. We should be cap­tured, at the mer­cy of the wretch­es. Ben Joyce has shown that he does not hes­i­tate at a crime. I should sell my life dear­ly. We would de­fend our­selves to the last ex­trem­i­ty. Well! But, then, think of La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant!”

			“Poor wom­en!” mur­mured Gle­nar­van. “John, my heart is bro­ken, and some­times I feel as if de­spair had in­vad­ed it. It seems to me as if new calami­ties await­ed us, as if Heav­en had de­creed against us! I am afraid!”

			“You, my lord?”

			“Not for my­self, John, but for those whom I love, and whom you love al­so.”

			“Take courage, my lord,” replied the young cap­tain. “We need no longer fear. The Mac­quar­ie is a poor sail­er, but still she sails. Will Hal­ley is a brutish crea­ture; but I am here, and if the ap­proach to the land seems to me dan­ger­ous I shall take the ship to sea again. There­fore from this quar­ter there is lit­tle or no dan­ger. But as for meet­ing the Dun­can, God pre­serve us, and en­able us to es­cape!”

			Cap­tain Man­gles was right. To en­counter the Dun­can would be fa­tal to the Mac­quar­ie, and this mis­for­tune was to be feared in these re­tired seas, where pi­rates could roam with­out dan­ger. How­ev­er, that day, at least, the Dun­can did not ap­pear, and the sixth night since their de­par­ture from Twofold Bay ar­rived with­out Cap­tain Man­gles’s fears be­ing re­al­ized.

			But that night was des­tined to be one of ter­ror. Dark­ness set in al­most in­stan­ta­neous­ly to­wards evening; the sky was very threat­en­ing. Even Will Hal­ley, whose sense of dan­ger was su­pe­ri­or to the brutish­ness of in­tox­i­ca­tion, was star­tled by these warn­ing signs. He left his cab­in, rub­bing his eyes and shak­ing his great red head. Then he drew a long breath, and ex­am­ined the masts. The wind was fresh, and was blow­ing strong to­wards the New Zea­land coast.

			Cap­tain Hal­ley sum­moned his men, with many oaths, and or­dered them to reef the top­sails. Cap­tain Man­gles ap­proved in si­lence. He had giv­en up re­mon­strat­ing with this coarse sea­man; but nei­ther he nor Gle­nar­van left the deck.

			Two hours passed. The sea grew more tem­pes­tu­ous, and the ves­sel re­ceived such se­vere shocks that it seemed as if her keel were grat­ing on the sand. There was no un­usu­al rough­ness, but yet this clum­sy craft la­bored heav­i­ly, and the deck was del­uged by the huge waves. The boat that hung in the lar­board davits was swept over­board by a ris­ing bil­low.

			Cap­tain Man­gles could not help be­ing anx­ious. Any oth­er ves­sel would have mocked these surges; but with this heavy hulk they might well fear founder­ing, for the deck was flood­ed with ev­ery plunge, and the mass­es of wa­ter, not find­ing suf­fi­cient out­let by the scup­pers, might sub­merge the ship. It would have been wise, as a prepa­ra­tion for any emer­gen­cy, to cut away the waist­cloth to fa­cil­i­tate the egress of the wa­ter; but Will Hal­ley re­fused to take this pre­cau­tion.

			How­ev­er, a greater dan­ger threat­ened the Mac­quar­ie, and prob­a­bly there was no longer time to pre­vent it. About half-past eleven Cap­tain Man­gles and Wil­son, who were stand­ing on the lee­ward side, were star­tled by an un­usu­al sound. Their nau­ti­cal in­stincts were roused, and the cap­tain seized the sailor’s hand.

			“The surf!” said he.

			“Yes,” replied Wil­son. “The sea is break­ing on the reefs.”

			“Not more than two ca­ble-lengths dis­tant.”

			“Not more! The shore is here!”

			Cap­tain Man­gles leaned over the rail­ing, gazed at the dark waves, and cried:

			“The sound­ing-lead, Wil­son!”

			The skip­per, who was in the fore­cas­tle, did not seem to sus­pect his sit­u­a­tion. Wil­son grasped the sound­ing-line, which lay coiled in its pail, and rushed in­to the port-shrouds. He cast the lead; the rope slipped be­tween his fin­gers; at the third knot it stopped.

			“Three fath­oms!” cried Wil­son.

			“We are on the break­ers!” shout­ed the sober cap­tain to the stu­pe­fied one.

			Whether the for­mer saw Hal­ley shrug his shoul­ders or not is of lit­tle con­se­quence. At all events, he rushed to­wards the wheel and crowd­ed the helm hard alee, while Wil­son, let­ting go the line, hauled up­on the top­sail yardarms to luff the ship. The sailor who was steer­ing, and had been forcibly pushed aside, did not at all un­der­stand this sud­den at­tack.

			“To the port-yards! let loose the sails!” cried the young cap­tain, man­ag­ing so as to es­cape the reefs.

			For half a minute, the star­board side of the brig grazed the rocks, and, in spite of the dark­ness, John per­ceived a roar­ing line of break­ers that foamed a few yards from the ship.

			At this mo­ment Will Hal­ley, be­com­ing con­scious of the im­mi­nent dan­ger, lost his pres­ence of mind. His sailors, who were scarce­ly sober, could not com­pre­hend his or­ders. More­over, his in­co­her­ent words and con­tra­dic­to­ry com­mands showed that this stupid drunk­ard’s cool­ness had failed. He was sur­prised by the near­ness of the land, which was on­ly eight miles off, when he thought it thir­ty or forty. The cur­rents had tak­en him un­awares, and thrown him out of his or­di­nary course.

			How­ev­er, Cap­tain Man­gles’s prompt man­age­ment had res­cued the brig from her per­il; but he did not know his po­si­tion. Per­haps he was en­closed by a chain of reefs. The wind blew fresh from the east, and at ev­ery pitch they might strike bot­tom.

			The roar of the surf was soon re­dou­bled, and it was nec­es­sary to luff still more. John crowd­ed the helm down and braced far­ther to lee­ward. The break­ers mul­ti­plied be­neath the prow of the ship, and they were obliged to tack so as to put to sea. Would this ma­neu­ver suc­ceed with such an un­steady ves­sel, and un­der such re­duced sail? It was un­cer­tain, but as their on­ly chance they must ven­ture it.

			“Hard alee!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles to Wil­son.

			The Mac­quar­ie be­gan to ap­proach the new line of reefs. Soon the wa­ter foamed above the sub­merged rocks. It was a mo­ment of tor­tur­ing sus­pense. The spray glit­tered on the crests of the waves. You would have thought a phos­pho­res­cent glow had sud­den­ly il­lu­mined the wa­ter. Wil­son and Mul­ready forced down the wheel with their whole weight.

			Sud­den­ly a shock was felt. The ves­sel had struck up­on a rock. The bob-stays broke, and near­ly over­threw the main­mast. Could they come about with­out any oth­er in­jury? No; for all at once there was a calm, and the ship veered to wind­ward again, and her move­ments sud­den­ly ceased. A lofty wave seized and bore her for­ward to­wards the reefs, while she rolled heav­i­ly. The main­mast went by the board with all its rig­ging, the brig heaved twice and was mo­tion­less, lean­ing over to star­board. The pump-lights were shat­tered in pieces, and the pas­sen­gers rushed to the deck; but the waves were sweep­ing it from one end to the oth­er, and they could not re­main with­out dan­ger. Cap­tain Man­gles, know­ing that the ship was firm­ly imbed­ded in the sand, be­sought them for their own sakes to go be­low again.

			“The truth, John?” asked Gle­nar­van, faint­ly.

			“The truth, my lord, is that we shall not founder. As for be­ing de­stroyed by the sea, that is an­oth­er ques­tion; but we have time to take coun­sel.”

			“Is it mid­night?”

			“Yes, my lord, and we must wait for day­light.”

			“Can we not put to sea in the boat?”

			“In this storm and dark­ness it is im­pos­si­ble. And, more­over, where should we strike land?”

			“Well, John, let us re­main here till morn­ing.”

			Mean­time Will Hal­ley was run­ning about the deck like a mad­man. His sailors, who had re­cov­ered from their stu­por, stove in a brandy-bar­rel and be­gan to drink. Man­gles fore­saw that their drunk­en­ness would lead to ter­ri­ble scenes. The cap­tain could not be re­lied up­on to re­strain them; the mis­er­able man tore his hair and wrung his hands; he thought on­ly of his car­go, which was not in­sured.

			“I am ru­ined! I am lost!” cried he, run­ning to and fro.

			Cap­tain Man­gles scarce­ly thought of con­sol­ing him. He armed his com­pan­ions, and all stood ready to re­pel the sailors, who were fill­ing them­selves with brandy, and curs­ing fright­ful­ly.

			“The first of these wretch­es who ap­proach­es,” said the ma­jor calm­ly, “I will shoot like a dog.”

			The sailors doubt­less saw that the pas­sen­gers were de­ter­mined to keep them at bay, for, af­ter a few at­tempts at plun­der, they dis­ap­peared. Cap­tain Man­gles paid no more at­ten­tion to these drunk­en men, but wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly for day.

			The ship was now ab­so­lute­ly im­mov­able. The sea grew grad­u­al­ly calm, and the wind sub­sid­ed. The hull could, there­fore, hold out a few hours longer. At sun­rise they would ex­am­ine the shore. If it seemed easy to land, the yawl, now the on­ly boat on board, would serve to trans­port the crew and pas­sen­gers. It would re­quire three trips, at least, to ac­com­plish this, for there was room for on­ly four per­sons. As for the gig, it had been swept over­board, dur­ing the storm, as be­fore men­tioned.

			While re­flect­ing on the dan­gers of his sit­u­a­tion, the young cap­tain, lean­ing against the bin­na­cle, lis­tened to the roar of the surf. He strove to pierce the dense dark­ness, and es­ti­mate how far he was from that de­sired yet dread­ed coast. Break­ers are fre­quent­ly heard sev­er­al leagues at sea. Could the frail cut­ter weath­er so long a voy­age in her present shat­tered state?

			While he was think­ing thus, and long­ing for a lit­tle light in the gloomy sky, the ladies, re­ly­ing up­on his words, were repos­ing in their berths. The steadi­ness of the brig se­cured them sev­er­al hours of rest. Gle­nar­van and the oth­ers, no longer hear­ing the cries of the drunk­en crew, re­freshed them­selves al­so by a hasty sleep, and, ear­ly in the morn­ing, deep si­lence reigned on board this ves­sel, which had sunk to rest, as it were, up­on her bed of sand.

			About four o’clock the first light ap­peared in the east. The clouds were del­i­cate­ly tinged by the pale rays of the dawn. Cap­tain Man­gles came on deck. Along the hori­zon ex­tend­ed a cur­tain of mist. A few vague out­lines float­ed in the va­pors of the morn­ing. A gen­tle swell still ag­i­tat­ed the sea, and the out­er waves were lost in the dense, mo­tion­less fog.

			He wait­ed. The light grad­u­al­ly bright­ened, and the hori­zon glowed with crim­son hues. The misty cur­tain grad­u­al­ly en­veloped the vast vault of the fir­ma­ment. Black rocks emerged from the wa­ter. Then, a line was de­fined along a bor­der of foam, and a lu­mi­nous point kin­dled like a light­house at the sum­mit of a peak against the still in­vis­i­ble disk of the ris­ing sun.

			“Land!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles.

			His com­pan­ions, awak­ened by his voice, rushed on deck, and gazed in si­lence at the coast that was seen on the hori­zon. Whether hos­pitable or fa­tal, it was to be their place of refuge.

			“Where is that Hal­ley?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“I do not know, my lord,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“And his sailors?”

			“Dis­ap­peared, like him­self.”

			“And like him­self, doubt­less, drunk,” added Mac­N­abb.

			“Let us search for them,” said Gle­nar­van; “we can­not aban­don them on this ves­sel.”

			Mul­ready and Wil­son went down to the bunks in the fore­cas­tle. The place was emp­ty. They then vis­it­ed be­tween-decks, and the hold, but found nei­ther Hal­ley nor his sailors.

			“What! no­body?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Have they fall­en in­to the sea?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“Any­thing is pos­si­ble,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, who cared lit­tle for their dis­ap­pear­ance.

			Then, turn­ing to­wards the stern, he said—

			“To the boat!”

			Wil­son and Mul­ready fol­lowed, to as­sist in low­er­ing it.

			The yawl was gone!

		
	
		
			
				XLVI

				Vain Ef­forts

			
			Will Hal­ley and his crew, tak­ing ad­van­tage of the night and the pas­sen­gers’ sleep, had fled with the on­ly boat left. They could not doubt it. This cap­tain, who was in du­ty bound to be the last on board, had been the first to leave.

			“The ras­cals have fled,” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “Well, so much the bet­ter, my lord. We are spared so many dis­agree­able scenes.”

			“I agree with you,” replied Gle­nar­van. “Be­sides, there is a bet­ter cap­tain on board, your­self, and coura­geous sea­men, your com­pan­ions. Com­mand us; we are ready to obey you.”

			All en­dorsed Gle­nar­van’s words, and, ranged along the deck, they stood ready for the young cap­tain’s or­ders.

			“What is to be done?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			John cast a glance over the ocean, looked at the shat­tered masts of the brig, and, af­ter a few mo­ments’ re­flec­tion, said:

			“We have two ways, my lord, of ex­tri­cat­ing our­selves from this sit­u­a­tion: ei­ther to raise the ves­sel and put her to sea, or reach the coast on a raft, which can be eas­i­ly con­struct­ed.”

			“If the ves­sel can be raised, let us raise it,” replied Gle­nar­van. “That is the best plan, is it not?”

			“Yes, my lord; for, once ashore, what would be­come of us with­out means of trans­port?”

			“Let us avoid the coast,” added Pa­ganel. “We must be­ware of New Zea­land.”

			“All the more so, as we have gone con­sid­er­ably astray,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles. “Hal­ley’s care­less­ness has car­ried us to the south, that is ev­i­dent. At noon I will take an ob­ser­va­tion; and if, as I pre­sume, we are be­low Auck­land, I will try to sail the Mac­quar­ie up along the coast.”

			“But the in­juries of the brig?” in­quired La­dy He­le­na.

			“I do not think they are se­ri­ous, madam,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “I shall rig a ju­ry­mast at the bows; and we shall sail slow­ly, it is true, but still we shall go where we wish. If, un­for­tu­nate­ly, the hull is stove in, or if the ship can­not be ex­tri­cat­ed, we must gain the coast, and trav­el by land to Auck­land.”

			“Let us ex­am­ine the state of the ves­sel, then,” said the ma­jor. “This is of the first im­por­tance.”

			Gle­nar­van, the cap­tain, and Mul­ready opened the main scut­tle, and went down in­to the hold. About two hun­dred tons of tanned hides were there, very bad­ly stowed away; but they could draw them aside with­out much dif­fi­cul­ty, by means of the main­stay tack­ling, and they at once threw over­board part of this bal­last so as to light­en the ship.

			Af­ter three hours of hard la­bor, they could see the bot­tom tim­bers. Two seams in the lar­board plank­ing had sprung open as far up as the chan­nel wales. As the Mac­quar­ie lay over on her star­board beams, her op­po­site side was raised, and the de­fec­tive seams were out of wa­ter. Wil­son has­tened, there­fore, to tight­en the joints with oakum, over which he care­ful­ly nailed a cop­per plate. On sound­ing they found less than two feet of wa­ter in the hold, which the pumps could eas­i­ly ex­haust, and thus re­lieve the ship. Af­ter his ex­am­i­na­tion of the hull, the cap­tain per­ceived that it had been lit­tle in­jured in strand­ing. It was prob­a­ble that a part of the false keel would re­main in the sand, but they could pass over it.

			Wil­son, af­ter in­spect­ing the in­te­ri­or of the brig, dived, in or­der to de­ter­mine her po­si­tion on the reef. The Mac­quar­ie was turned to­wards the north­west, and lay on a very shelv­ing, slimy sand­bar. The low­er end of her prow and two-thirds of her keel were deeply imbed­ded in the sand. The rest, as far as the stern, float­ed where the wa­ter was five fath­oms deep. The rud­der was not, there­fore, con­fined, but worked freely. The cap­tain con­sid­ered it use­less to light­en her, as he hoped they would be ready to make use of her at the ear­li­est op­por­tu­ni­ty. The tides of the Pa­cif­ic are not very strong, but he re­lied up­on their in­flu­ence to float the brig, which had strand­ed an hour be­fore high wa­ter. The on­ly point was to ex­tri­cate her, which would be a long and painful task.

			“To work!” cried the cap­tain.

			His im­pro­vised sailors were ready. He or­dered them to reef the sails. The ma­jor, Robert, and Pa­ganel, un­der Wil­son’s di­rec­tion, climbed the main­top. The top­sail, swelled by the wind, would have pre­vent­ed the ex­tri­ca­tion of the ship, and it was nec­es­sary to reef it, which was done as well as pos­si­ble. At last, af­ter much la­bor, se­vere to un­ac­cus­tomed hands, the main­top-gal­lant was tak­en down. Young Robert, nim­ble as a cat, and bold as a cab­in-boy, had ren­dered im­por­tant ser­vices in this dif­fi­cult op­er­a­tion.

			It was now ad­vis­able to cast one an­chor, per­haps two, at the stern of the ves­sel in the line of the keel. The ef­fect of this would be to haul the Mac­quar­ie around in­to deep wa­ter. There is no dif­fi­cul­ty in do­ing this when you have a boat, but here all the boats were gone, and some­thing else must be sup­plied.

			Gle­nar­van was fa­mil­iar enough with the sea to un­der­stand the ne­ces­si­ty of these ar­range­ments. One an­chor was to be cast to pre­vent the ship from strand­ing at low wa­ter.

			“But what shall we do with­out a boat?” asked he of the cap­tain.

			“We will use the re­mains of the mizzen­mast and the emp­ty casks,” was the re­ply. “It will be a dif­fi­cult, but not im­pos­si­ble task, for the Mac­quar­ie’s an­chors are small. Once cast how­ev­er, if they do not drag, I shall be en­cour­aged.”

			“Very well, let us lose no time.”

			To ac­com­plish their ob­ject, all were sum­moned on deck; each took part in the work. The rig­ging that still con­fined the mizzen­mast was cut away, so that the main­top could be eas­i­ly with­drawn. Out of this plat­form Cap­tain Man­gles de­signed to make a raft. He sup­port­ed it by means of emp­ty casks, and ren­dered it ca­pa­ble of car­ry­ing the an­chors. A rud­der was fas­tened to it, which en­abled them to steer the con­cern.

			This la­bor was half ac­com­plished when the sun neared the merid­i­an. The cap­tain left Gle­nar­van to fol­low out his in­struc­tions, and turned his at­ten­tion to de­ter­min­ing his po­si­tion, which was very im­por­tant. For­tu­nate­ly, he had found in Will Hal­ley’s cab­in a Nau­ti­cal Al­manac and a sex­tant, with which he was able to take an ob­ser­va­tion. By con­sult­ing the map Pa­ganel had bought at Eden, he saw that they had been wrecked at the mouth of Aotea Bay, above Cahua Point, on the shores of the prov­ince of Auck­land. As the city was on the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, the Mac­quar­ie had been car­ried a con­sid­er­able dis­tance out of her course. It was, there­fore, nec­es­sary to sail north­ward to reach the cap­i­tal of New Zea­land.

			“A jour­ney of not more than twen­ty-five miles,” said Gle­nar­van. “It is noth­ing.”

			“What is noth­ing at sea will be long and dif­fi­cult on land,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Well, then,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, “let us do all in our pow­er to float the Mac­quar­ie.”

			This ques­tion be­ing set­tled, their labors were re­sumed. It was high wa­ter, but they could not take ad­van­tage of it, since the an­chors were not yet moored. Yet the cap­tain watched the ship with some anx­i­ety. Would she float with the tide? This point would soon be de­cid­ed.

			They wait­ed. Sev­er­al cracks were heard, caused ei­ther by a ris­ing or start­ing of the keel. Great re­liance had been placed up­on the tide, but the brig did not stir.

			The work was con­tin­ued, and the raft was soon ready. The small an­chor was put on board, and the cap­tain and Wil­son em­barked, af­ter moor­ing a small ca­ble at the stern. The ebb-tide made them drift, and they there­fore an­chored, half a ca­ble’s length dis­tant, in ten fath­oms of wa­ter. The bot­tom af­ford­ed a firm hold.

			The great an­chor now re­mained. They low­ered it with dif­fi­cul­ty, trans­port­ed it on the raft, and soon it was moored be­hind the oth­er; the cap­tain and his men re­turn­ing to the ves­sel, and wait­ing for high wa­ter, which would be ear­ly in the morn­ing. It was now six o’clock in the evening. The young cap­tain com­pli­ment­ed his sailors, and told Pa­ganel that, with the aid of courage and good dis­ci­pline, he might one day be­come quar­ter­mas­ter.

			Mean­time, Mr. Ol­bi­nett, af­ter as­sist­ing in dif­fer­ent op­er­a­tions, had re­turned to the kitchen, and pre­pared a very com­fort­ing and sea­son­able repast. The crew were tempt­ed by a keen ap­petite, which was abun­dant­ly sat­is­fied, and each felt him­self in­vig­o­rat­ed for fresh ex­er­tions.

			Af­ter din­ner, Cap­tain Man­gles took a fi­nal pre­cau­tion to in­sure the suc­cess of his ex­per­i­ment. He threw over­board a great part of the mer­chan­dise to light­en the brig; but the re­main­der of the bal­last, the heavy spars, the spare yards, and a few tons of pig-iron, were car­ried to the stern, to aid by their weight in lib­er­at­ing the keel. Wil­son and Mul­ready like­wise rolled to the same place a num­ber of casks filled with wa­ter. Mid­night ar­rived be­fore these labors were com­plet­ed.

			But at this hour the breeze sub­sid­ed, and on­ly a few capri­cious rip­ples stirred the sur­face of the wa­ter. Look­ing to­wards the hori­zon, the cap­tain ob­served that the wind was chang­ing from south­west to north­west. A sailor could not be mis­tak­en in the pe­cu­liar ar­range­ment and col­or of the clouds. He ac­cord­ing­ly in­formed Gle­nar­van of these in­di­ca­tions, and pro­posed to de­fer their work till the next day.

			“And these are my rea­sons,” said he. “First, we are very much fa­tigued, and all our strength is nec­es­sary to free the ves­sel. Then, when this is ac­com­plished, how can we sail among the dan­ger­ous break­ers, and in such pro­found dark­ness? More­over, an­oth­er rea­son in­duces me to wait. The wind prom­ises to aid us, and I de­sire to prof­it by it, and am in hopes that it will drift the old hull out when the tide rais­es her. To­mor­row, if I am not mis­tak­en, the breeze will blow from the north­west. We will set the main­sails, and they will help to raise the brig.”

			These rea­sons were de­ci­sive. Gle­nar­van and Pa­ganel, the most im­pa­tient on board, yield­ed, and the work was sus­pend­ed.

			The night passed fa­vor­ably, and day ap­peared. Their cap­tain’s pre­dic­tions were re­al­ized. The wind blew from the north­west, and con­tin­ued to fresh­en. The crew were sum­moned. It was nine o’clock. Four hours were still to elapse be­fore it would be high wa­ter, and that time was not lost. The la­bor­ers re­newed their ef­forts with very good suc­cess.

			Mean­time the tide rose. The sur­face of the sea was ag­i­tat­ed in­to rip­ples, and the points of the rocks grad­u­al­ly dis­ap­peared, like ma­rine an­i­mals re­turn­ing to their na­tive el­e­ment. The time for the fi­nal at­tempt ap­proached. A fever­ish im­pa­tience thrilled all minds. No one spoke. Each gazed at the cap­tain, and await­ed his or­ders. He was lean­ing over the stern-rail­ing, watch­ing the wa­ter, and cast­ing an un­easy glance to­wards the ca­bles.

			At last the tide reached its height. The ex­per­i­ment must now be made with­out de­lay. The main­sails were set, and the mast was bent with the force of the wind.

			“To the wind­lass!” cried the cap­tain.

			Gle­nar­van, Mul­ready, and Robert on one side, and Pa­ganel, the ma­jor, and Ol­bi­nett on the oth­er, bore down up­on the han­dles that moved the ma­chine. At the same time the cap­tain and Wil­son added their ef­forts to those of their com­pan­ions.

			“Down! down!” cried the young cap­tain; “all to­geth­er!”

			The ca­bles were stretched taut un­der the pow­er­ful ac­tion of the wind­lass. The an­chors held fast, and did not drag. But they must be quick, for high tide lasts on­ly a few mo­ments, and the wa­ter would not be long in low­er­ing.

			They re­dou­bled their ef­forts. The wind blew vi­o­lent­ly, and forced the sails against the mast. A few tremors were felt in the hull, and the brig seemed on the point of ris­ing. Per­haps a lit­tle more pow­er would suf­fice to draw her from the sand.

			“He­le­na! Mary!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			The two ladies came and joined their ef­forts to those of their com­pan­ions. A fi­nal crack was heard, but that was all! The ex­per­i­ment had failed. The tide was al­ready be­gin­ning to ebb, and it was ev­i­dent that, even with the aid of wind and tide, this in­suf­fi­cient crew could not float their ship.

			As their first plan had failed, it was nec­es­sary to have re­course to the sec­ond with­out de­lay. It was plain that they could not raise the Mac­quar­ie, and that the on­ly way was to aban­don her. To wait on board for the un­cer­tain ar­rival of as­sis­tance would have been fol­ly and mad­ness.

			The cap­tain there­fore pro­posed to con­struct a raft strong enough to con­vey the pas­sen­gers and a suf­fi­cient quan­ti­ty of pro­vi­sions to the New Zea­land coast. It was not a time for dis­cus­sion, but for ac­tion. The work was ac­cord­ing­ly be­gun, and con­sid­er­ably ad­vanced when night in­ter­rupt­ed them.

			In the evening, af­ter sup­per, while La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant were repos­ing in their berths, Pa­ganel and his friends con­versed se­ri­ous­ly as they paced the deck. The ge­og­ra­pher had asked Cap­tain Man­gles whether the raft could not fol­low the coast as far as Auck­land, in­stead of land­ing the pas­sen­gers at once. The cap­tain replied that it would be im­pos­si­ble with such a rude craft.

			“And could we have done with the boat what we can­not do with the raft?”

			“Yes, can­did­ly speak­ing, we could,” was the re­ply; “but with the ne­ces­si­ty of sail­ing by day and an­chor­ing by night.”

			“Then these wretch­es, who have aban­doned us—”

			“Oh,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, “they were drunk, and in the pro­found dark­ness I fear they have paid for their cow­ard­ly de­ser­tion with their lives.”

			“So much the worse for them,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel; “and for us, too, as this boat would have been use­ful.”

			“What do you mean, Pa­ganel?” said Gle­nar­van. “The raft will take us ashore.”

			“That is pre­cise­ly what I would avoid,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“What! can a jour­ney of not more than twen­ty miles ter­ri­fy us, af­ter what has been done on the Pam­pas and in Aus­tralia?”

			“My friends,” re­sumed Pa­ganel, “I do not doubt your courage, nor that of our fair com­pan­ions. Twen­ty miles is noth­ing in any oth­er coun­try ex­cept New Zea­land. Here, how­ev­er, any­thing is bet­ter than ven­tur­ing up­on these treach­er­ous shores.”

			“Any­thing is bet­ter than ex­pos­ing your­self to cer­tain death on a wrecked ves­sel,” re­turned Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“What have we to fear in New Zea­land?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“The sav­ages!” replied Pa­ganel.

			“The sav­ages?” said Gle­nar­van. “Can we not avoid them by fol­low­ing the coast? Be­sides, an at­tack from a few wretch­es can­not in­tim­i­date ten well-armed and de­ter­mined Eu­ro­peans.”

			“It is not a ques­tion of wretch­es,” re­joined Pa­ganel. “The New Zealan­ders form ter­ri­ble tribes that strug­gle against the Eng­lish gov­ern­ment, fight with in­vaders, fre­quent­ly con­quer them, and al­ways eat them.”

			“Can­ni­bals! can­ni­bals!” cried Robert; and then he mur­mured, as though afraid to give full ut­ter­ance to the words, “My sis­ter! La­dy He­le­na!”

			“Nev­er fear, my boy!” said Gle­nar­van; “our friend Pa­ganel ex­ag­ger­ates.”

			“I do not ex­ag­ger­ate,” replied Pa­ganel. “With these New Zealan­ders war is what the sports of the chase are to civ­i­lized na­tions; and the game they hunt for they feast up­on.”

			“Pa­ganel,” said the ma­jor, “this may be all very true, but have you for­got­ten the in­tro­duc­tion of Chris­tian­i­ty? has it not de­stroyed these an­thro­pophagous habits?”

			“No, it has not,” was the prompt re­ply. “The records are yet fresh of min­is­ters who have gone out to pro­claim Chris­tian­i­ty and have fall­en vic­tims to the mur­der­ous and can­ni­bal in­stincts of those to whom they preached. Not long since, in the year 1864, one of these cler­gy­men was seized by the chiefs, was hung to the tree, was tan­ta­lized and tor­tured to his last mo­ments; and then, whilst some tore his body to pieces, oth­ers de­voured the var­i­ous mem­bers. No, the Maoris are still can­ni­bals, and will re­main so for some time to come.”

			But Pa­ganel was on this point a pes­simist, con­trary to his usu­al char­ac­ter­is­tic.

		
	
		
			
				XLVII

				A Dread­ed Coun­try

			
			What Pa­ganel had stat­ed was in­dis­putable. The cru­el­ty of the New Zealan­ders could not be doubt­ed. There was, there­fore, dan­ger in land­ing. But if the dan­ger had been a hun­dred times greater, it must have been faced. Cap­tain Man­gles felt the ne­ces­si­ty of leav­ing this ves­sel, which would soon break up. Be­tween two per­ils, one cer­tain, the oth­er on­ly prob­a­ble, there was no pos­si­ble hes­i­ta­tion.

			As for the chance of be­ing picked up by some pass­ing ship, they could not rea­son­ably re­ly up­on it, for the Mac­quar­ie was out of the course usu­al­ly tak­en in go­ing to New Zea­land. The ship­wreck had hap­pened on the desert shores of Ika-Na-Maoui.

			“When shall we start?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“To­mor­row morn­ing at ten o’clock,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “The tide will be­gin to rise then, and will car­ry us ashore.”

			Ear­ly the next day the raft was fin­ished. The cap­tain had giv­en his en­tire at­ten­tion to its con­struc­tion. They need­ed a steady and man­age­able craft, and one ca­pa­ble of re­sist­ing the waves for a voy­age of nine miles. The masts of the brig could alone fur­nish the nec­es­sary ma­te­ri­als.

			The raft was at length com­plet­ed. It could doubt­less sus­tain the shock of the surges; but could it be steered, and the coast be reached, if the wind should veer? This was a ques­tion on­ly to be de­cid­ed by tri­al.

			At nine o’clock the load­ing be­gan. The pro­vi­sions were first put on board in suf­fi­cient quan­ti­ties to last un­til the ar­rival at Auck­land, for there could be no re­liance up­on the prod­ucts of this dread­ed coun­try. Ol­bi­nett fur­nished some pre­served meats, the re­mains of the Mac­quar­ie’s sup­plies. There was very lit­tle, how­ev­er; and they were forced to de­pend up­on the coarse fare of the mess, which con­sist­ed of very in­fe­ri­or ship-bis­cuits and two bar­rels of salt fish, great­ly to the stew­ard’s re­gret.

			These stores were en­closed in sealed cans and then se­cured to the foot of the mast. The arms and am­mu­ni­tion were put in a safe and dry place. For­tu­nate­ly, the trav­el­ers were well sup­plied with ri­fles and re­volvers.

			A small an­chor was tak­en on board, in case they should reach the shore at low tide and be forced to an­chor in the off­ing. Flood-tide soon be­gan, the breeze blew gen­tly from the north­west, and a slight swell ag­i­tat­ed the sur­face of the sea.

			“Are we ready?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“All is ready, cap­tain,” replied Wil­son.

			“Aboard, then!”

			La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant de­scend­ed the ship’s side by a clum­sy rope-lad­der, and took their seats at the foot of the mast near the cas­es of pro­vi­sions, their com­pan­ions around them. Wil­son took the helm, the cap­tain sta­tioned him­self at the sail-tack­ling, and Mul­ready cut the ca­ble that con­fined the raft to the brig. The sail was spread, and they be­gan to move to­wards the shore un­der the com­bined in­flu­ence of wind and tide.

			The coast was on­ly nine miles dis­tant—not a dif­fi­cult voy­age for a well-manned boat; but with the raft it was nec­es­sary to ad­vance slow­ly. If the wind held out, they might per­haps reach land with this tide; but if there should be a calm, the ebb would car­ry them back, or they would be com­pelled to an­chor and wait for the next tide.

			How­ev­er, Cap­tain Man­gles hoped to suc­ceed. The wind fresh­ened. As it had been flood now for some hours, they must ei­ther reach land soon, or an­chor.

			For­tune fa­vored them. Grad­u­al­ly the black points of the rocks and the yel­low sand of the bars dis­ap­peared be­neath the waves; but great at­ten­tion and ex­treme skill be­came nec­es­sary, in this dan­ger­ous neigh­bor­hood, to guide their un­wieldy craft.

			They were still five miles from shore. A clear sky en­abled them to dis­tin­guish the prin­ci­pal fea­tures of the coun­try. To the north­east rose a lofty moun­tain, whose out­line was de­fined against the hori­zon in a very sin­gu­lar re­sem­blance to the grin­ning pro­file of a mon­key.

			Pa­ganel soon ob­served that all the sand­bars had dis­ap­peared.

			“Ex­cept one,” replied La­dy He­le­na.

			“Where?” asked Pa­ganel.

			“There,” said La­dy He­le­na, point­ing to a black speck a mile ahead.

			“That is true,” an­swered Pa­ganel. “Let us try to de­ter­mine its po­si­tion, that we may not run up­on it when the tide cov­ers it.”

			“It is ex­act­ly at the north­ern pro­jec­tion of the moun­tain,” said Cap­tain Man­gles. “Wil­son, bear away to­wards the off­ing.”

			“Yes, cap­tain,” replied the sailor, bear­ing with all his weight up­on the steer­ing oar.

			They ap­proached near­er; but, strange to say, the black point still rose above the wa­ter. The cap­tain gazed at it at­ten­tive­ly, and, to see bet­ter, em­ployed Pa­ganel’s tele­scope.

			“It is not a rock,” said he, af­ter a mo­ment’s ex­am­i­na­tion; “it is a float­ing ob­ject, that ris­es and falls with the swell.”

			“Is it not a piece of the Mac­quar­ie’s mast?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“No,” replied Gle­nar­van; “no frag­ment could have drift­ed so far from the ship.”

			“Wait!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles. “I rec­og­nize it. It is the boat.”

			“The brig’s boat?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord, the brig’s boat, bot­tom up­wards.”

			“The un­for­tu­nate sailors!” ex­claimed La­dy He­le­na, “they have per­ished!”

			“Yes, madam,” con­tin­ued the cap­tain; “and they might have fore­seen it; for in the midst of these break­ers, on a stormy sea, and in such pro­found dark­ness, they fled to cer­tain death.”

			“May Heav­en have pity on them!” mur­mured Mary Grant.

			For a few mo­ments the pas­sen­gers were silent. They gazed at this frail bark to­wards which they drew near­er and near­er. It had ev­i­dent­ly cap­sized a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from land, and of those who em­barked in it prob­a­bly not one had sur­vived.

			“But this boat may be use­ful,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles. “Come about, Wil­son.”

			The di­rec­tion of the raft was changed, but the wind sub­sid­ed grad­u­al­ly, and it cost them much time to reach the boat. Mul­ready, stand­ing at the bow, ward­ed off the shock, and the yawl was drawn along­side.

			“Emp­ty?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Yes, cap­tain,” replied the sailor, “the boat is emp­ty, and her seams have start­ed open. She is of no use to us.”

			“Can we not save any part?” asked Mac­N­abb.

			“No,” an­swered the cap­tain. “She is on­ly fit to burn.”

			“I am sor­ry,” said Pa­ganel, “for the yawl might have tak­en us to Auck­land.”

			“We must be re­signed, Mr. Pa­ganel,” re­joined the cap­tain. “More­over, on such a rough sea, I pre­fer our raft to that frail con­veyance. A slight shock would dash it in pieces! There­fore, my lord, we have noth­ing more to stay here for.”

			“As you wish, John,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“For­ward, Wil­son,” con­tin­ued the young cap­tain, “straight for the coast!”

			The tide would yet flow for about an hour, and in this time they could ac­com­plish a con­sid­er­able dis­tance. But soon the breeze sub­sid­ed al­most en­tire­ly, and the raft was mo­tion­less. Soon it even be­gan to drift to­wards the open sea un­der the in­flu­ence of the ebb.

			The cap­tain did not hes­i­tate a mo­ment.

			“An­chor!” cried he.

			Mul­ready, who was in an in­stant ready to ex­e­cute this or­der, let fall the an­chor, and the raft drift­ed till the ca­ble was taut. The sail was reefed, and ar­range­ments were made for a long de­ten­tion. In­deed, the tide would not turn till late in the evening; and, as they did not care to sail in the dark, they an­chored for the night in sight of land.

			Quite a heavy swell ag­i­tat­ed the sur­face of the wa­ter, and seemed to set steadi­ly to­wards the shore. Gle­nar­van, there­fore, when he learned that the whole night would be passed on board, asked why they did not take ad­van­tage of this cur­rent to ap­proach the coast.

			“My lord,” replied the young cap­tain, “is de­ceived by an op­ti­cal il­lu­sion. The ap­par­ent on­ward move­ment is on­ly an os­cil­la­tion of the wa­ter, noth­ing more. Throw a piece of wood in­to the wa­ter, and you will see that it will re­main sta­tion­ary, so long as the ebb is not felt. We must there­fore have pa­tience.”

			“And din­ner,” added the ma­jor.

			Ol­bi­nett took out of a case of pro­vi­sions some pieces of dried meat and a dozen bis­cuits, though re­luc­tant to of­fer such mea­gre fare. It was ac­cept­ed, how­ev­er, with good grace, even by the ladies, whose ap­petites the fresh sea air great­ly im­proved.

			Night ap­proached. Al­ready the sun’s disk, glow­ing with crim­son, was dis­ap­pear­ing be­neath the hori­zon; and the wa­ters glis­tened and sparkled like sheets of liq­uid sil­ver un­der his last rays. Noth­ing could be seen but sky and wa­ter, ex­cept one sharply-de­fined ob­ject, the hull of the Mac­quar­ie, mo­tion­less on the reefs. The short twi­light was rapid­ly fol­lowed by the dark­ness, and soon the land that bound­ed the hori­zon some miles away was lost in the gloom. In this per­plex­ing sit­u­a­tion these ship­wrecked peo­ple lapsed in­to an un­easy and dis­tress­ing drowsi­ness, and as the re­sult at day­break all were more ex­haust­ed than re­freshed.

			With the turn of the tide the wind rose. It was six o’clock in the morn­ing, and time was pre­cious. Prepa­ra­tions were made for get­ting un­der way, and the or­der was giv­en to weigh an­chor; but the flukes, by the strain of the ca­ble, were so deeply imbed­ded in the sand that with­out the wind­lass even the tack­ling that Wil­son ar­ranged could not draw them out.

			Half an hour passed in use­less ef­forts. The cap­tain, im­pa­tient to set sail, cut the ca­ble, and thus took away all pos­si­bil­i­ty of an­chor­ing, in case the tide should not en­able them to reach the shore. The sail was un­furled, and they drift­ed slow­ly to­wards the land that rose in gray­ish mass­es against the back­ground of the sky, il­lu­mined by the ris­ing sun. The reefs were skill­ful­ly avoid­ed, but, with the un­steady breeze, they did not seem to draw near­er the shore.

			At last, how­ev­er, land was less than a mile dis­tant, crag­gy with rocks and very pre­cip­i­tous. It was nec­es­sary to find a prac­ti­ca­ble land­ing. The wind now mod­er­at­ed and soon sub­sid­ed en­tire­ly, the sail flap­ping idly against the mast. The tide alone moved the raft; but they had to give up steer­ing, and mass­es of sea­weed re­tard­ed their progress.

			Af­ter awhile they grad­u­al­ly be­came sta­tion­ary three ca­ble-lengths from shore. But they had no an­chor, and would they not be car­ried out to sea again by the ebb? With ea­ger glance and anx­ious heart the cap­tain looked to­wards the in­ac­ces­si­ble shore.

			Just at this mo­ment a shock was felt. The raft stopped. They had strand­ed on a sand­bar, not far from the coast. Gle­nar­van, Robert, Wil­son, and Mul­ready leaped in­to the wa­ter, and moored their bark firm­ly with ca­bles on the ad­join­ing reefs. The ladies were car­ried in their com­pan­ions’ arms, and reached the shore with­out wet­ting a sin­gle fold of their gar­ments; and soon all, with arms and pro­vi­sions, had set foot on the in­hos­pitable shores of New Zea­land.

			Gle­nar­van, with­out los­ing an hour, would have fol­lowed the coast to Auck­land; but since ear­ly morn­ing the sky had been heavy with clouds, which, to­wards noon, de­scend­ed in tor­rents of rain. Hence it was im­pos­si­ble to start on their jour­ney, and ad­vis­able to seek a shel­ter.

			Wil­son dis­cov­ered, for­tu­nate­ly, a cav­ern, hol­lowed out by the sea in the basaltic rocks of the shore, and here the trav­el­ers took refuge with their arms and pro­vi­sions. There was an abun­dance of dry sea­weed, late­ly cast up by the waves. This formed a soft couch, of which they availed them­selves. Sev­er­al pieces of wood were piled up at the en­trance and then kin­dled; and while the fire served to dry their gar­ments con­ver­sa­tion be­guiled the hours, as they lay or stood at ease.

			Pa­ganel, as usu­al, up­on be­ing ap­pealed to, could tell them of the rise, ex­ten­sion, and con­sol­i­da­tion of the British pow­er up­on the is­land; he in­formed them of the be­gin­nings—and, to his be­lief, of the caus­es—of the strife which for years dec­i­mat­ed the abo­rig­ines, and was very in­ju­ri­ous to the colonists who had em­i­grat­ed; then, in re­ply to Robert’s ques­tions, he went on to speak of those who on a nar­row­er the­atre had em­u­lat­ed by their hero­ism and pa­tience the deeds of the world’s great trav­el­ers and sci­en­tif­ic ex­plor­ers. He told them of Wit­combe and Charl­ton Howitt, men known in their own cir­cles and in con­nec­tion with their own branch of the New Zea­land gov­ern­ment. At still greater length he de­tailed the ad­ven­tures of Ja­cob Louper, who was the com­pan­ion of Wit­combe, and had gone as his as­sis­tant to dis­cov­er a prac­ti­ca­ble route over the moun­tains in the north of the prov­ince of Can­ter­bury. In those moun­tain wilds, which even the is­landers rarely tra­verse, these two Eu­ro­peans suf­fered great­ly, but still worse was their fate when they de­scend­ed to the wa­ter-lev­el and es­sayed to cross the Tara­makau near its mouth. Ja­cob Louper at length found two old and al­most use­less ca­noes, and by at­tach­ing the one to the oth­er they hoped to ac­com­plish the pas­sage safe­ly. Be­fore they had reached the mid­dle of the rapid cur­rent, how­ev­er, both the tubs cap­sized. Louper, with dif­fi­cul­ty, man­aged to sup­port him­self on one of them, and by cling­ing to it was at length car­ried to the riv­er’s bank, which his com­pan­ion al­so reached; but when af­ter a pe­ri­od of in­sen­si­bil­i­ty Louper re­turned to con­scious­ness and found the body of Wit­combe, it was life­less. Though ter­ri­bly bruised and still bleed­ing from his wounds, Louper hol­lowed a grave for the re­mains, and then, af­ter many more days of pri­va­tion and dan­ger, came to the huts of some of the Maoris, by whose as­sis­tance he at length reached the set­tled parts of the colony.

			These facts and rem­i­nis­cences, it must be con­fessed, were not of the most in­spir­it­ing char­ac­ter; but they were in the same key as most of Pa­ganel’s dis­qui­si­tions and in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing these is­lands, and they were be­fore a late hour ex­changed for peace­ful though prob­a­bly dreamy slum­bers, by his hear­ers.

			Ear­ly the next morn­ing the sig­nal for de­par­ture was giv­en. The rain had ceased dur­ing the night, and the sky was cov­ered with gray­ish clouds, which in­ter­cept­ed the rays of the sun, so that the tem­per­a­ture thus mod­er­at­ed en­abled them to en­dure the fa­tigues of the jour­ney.

			By con­sult­ing the map, Pa­ganel had cal­cu­lat­ed that they would have to trav­el eight days. But, in­stead of fol­low­ing the wind­ings of the coast, he con­sid­ered it best to pro­ceed to the vil­lage of Ngar­navahia, at the junc­tion of the Waika­to and Waipa rivers. Here the over­land mail-road passed, and it would thence be easy to reach Drury, and rest, af­ter their hard­ships, in a com­fort­able ho­tel.

			But be­fore they left the shore their at­ten­tion was drawn to the large num­ber of seals, of a pe­cu­liar ap­pear­ance and genus, which lay on the broad sands dai­ly washed by the tidal wa­ter. These seals, with their round­ed heads, their up­turned look, their ex­pres­sive eyes, pre­sent­ed an ap­pear­ance, al­most a phys­iog­no­my, that was mild and well-nigh ten­der, and served to re­call to the trav­el­er’s mem­o­ry the tales about the sirens of the old­en and mod­ern times, who served as the en­chantress­es to just such in­hos­pitable shores as that seemed on which they had them­selves been cast. These an­i­mals, which are very nu­mer­ous on the coast of New Zea­land, are hunt­ed and killed for the sake of their oil and their skins, and Pa­ganel was of course able to tell how much with­in the last few years they had been searched for by the traders and nav­i­ga­tors on these seas.

			Whilst speak­ing of these mat­ters, Robert drew Pa­ganel’s at­ten­tion to some cu­ri­ous am­phibi­ous crea­tures, re­sem­bling the seals, but larg­er, which were de­vour­ing with ra­pid­i­ty the large stones ly­ing on the shore.

			“Look,” said he, “here are seals which feed on peb­bles.”

			Pa­ganel as­sured them that these sea-ele­phants were on­ly weight­ing them­selves prepara­to­ry to their de­scent in­to the wa­ter, and protest­ed that if they would but wait for a time they might see them de­scend and sub­se­quent­ly re­turn when they had un­load­ed them­selves. The first part of this pro­gramme they saw ac­com­plished; but, great­ly to Pa­ganel’s grief, Gle­nar­van would not longer de­lay the par­ty, and they soon be­gan to see in­land beau­ties and cu­riosi­ties of an­oth­er sort.

			The dis­trict through which they had to walk this day and the next was one very thick with brush and un­der­wood, and there was no pos­si­bil­i­ty of horse or ve­hi­cle pass­ing or meet­ing them. They now re­gret­ted the ab­sence of their Aus­tralian cart, for the height and fre­quen­cy of the large ferns in the neigh­bor­hood pre­vent­ed their mak­ing any rapid progress on foot.

			Here and there, how­ev­er, Robert and Pa­ganel would re­joice to­geth­er over some choice bush or bird that they had met with. No­table among the lat­ter was the New Zea­land “ki­wi,” known to nat­u­ral­ists as the apteryx, and which is be­com­ing very scarce, from the pur­suit of its many en­e­mies. Robert dis­cov­ered in a nest on the ground a cou­ple of these birds with­out tails or wings, but with four toes on the foot, and a long beak or bill like that of a wood­cock, and small white feath­ers all over its body. Of this bird there was then an en­tire ab­sence in the zo­o­log­i­cal col­lec­tions of Eu­rope, and Pa­ganel in­dulged the hope that he might be able to be the proud con­trib­u­tor of such a valu­able spec­i­men to the Jardin of his own city. For the present, at least, the re­al­iza­tion of his hopes had to be de­ferred; and at length, af­ter some days of weari­ness and con­tin­ued trav­el, the par­ty reached the banks of the Waipa. The coun­try was de­sert­ed. There was no sign of na­tives, no path that would in­di­cate the pres­ence of man in these re­gions. The wa­ters of the riv­er flowed be­tween tall bush­es, or glid­ed over sandy shal­lows, while the range of vi­sion ex­tend­ed to the hills that en­closed the val­ley on the east.

			At four o’clock in the af­ter­noon nine miles had been valiant­ly ac­com­plished. Ac­cord­ing to the map, which Pa­ganel con­tin­u­al­ly con­sult­ed, the junc­tion of the Waika­to and Waipa could not be more than five miles dis­tant. The road to Auck­land passed this point, and there they would en­camp for the night. As for the fifty miles that would still sep­a­rate them from the cap­i­tal, two or three days would be suf­fi­cient for this, and even eight hours, if they should meet the mail-coach.

			“Then,” said Gle­nar­van, “we shall be com­pelled to en­camp again tonight.”

			“Yes,” replied Pa­ganel; “but, as I hope, for the last time.”

			“So much the bet­ter; for these are se­vere hard­ships for La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant.”

			“And they en­dure them hero­ical­ly,” added Cap­tain Man­gles. “But, if I am not mis­tak­en, Mr. Pa­ganel, you have spo­ken of a vil­lage sit­u­at­ed at the junc­tion of the two rivers.”

			“Yes,” an­swered the ge­og­ra­pher; “here it is on the map. It is Ngar­navahia, about two miles be­low the junc­tion.”

			“Well, could we not lodge there for the night? La­dy He­le­na and Miss Grant would not hes­i­tate to go two miles far­ther, if they could find a tol­er­a­ble ho­tel.”

			“A ho­tel!” cried Pa­ganel. “A ho­tel in a Maori vil­lage! There is not even a tav­ern. This vil­lage is on­ly a col­lec­tion of na­tive huts; and, far from seek­ing shel­ter there, my ad­vice is to avoid it most care­ful­ly.”

			“Al­ways your fears, Pa­ganel!” said Gle­nar­van.

			“My dear lord, dis­trust is bet­ter than con­fi­dence among the Maoris. I do not know up­on what terms they are with the Eng­lish. Now, timid­i­ty aside, such as our­selves would be fine prizes, and I dis­like to try New Zea­land hos­pi­tal­i­ty. I there­fore think it wise to avoid this vil­lage, and like­wise any meet­ing with the na­tives. Once at Drury, it will be dif­fer­ent, and there our coura­geous ladies can re­fresh them­selves at their ease for the fa­tigues of their jour­ney.”

			The ge­og­ra­pher’s opin­ion pre­vailed. La­dy He­le­na pre­ferred to pass the last night in the open air rather than to ex­pose her com­pan­ions. Nei­ther she nor Mary Grant re­quired a halt, and they there­fore con­tin­ued to fol­low the banks of the riv­er.

			Two hours af­ter, the first shad­ows of evening be­gan to de­scend the moun­tains. The sun be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing be­low the west­ern hori­zon had glint­ed a few rays through a rift in the clouds. The east­ern peaks were crim­soned with the last beams of day.

			Gle­nar­van and his friends has­tened their pace. They knew the short­ness of the twi­light in this lat­i­tude, and how quick­ly night sets in. It was im­por­tant to reach the junc­tion of the two rivers be­fore it be­came dark. But a dense fog rose from the earth, and made it very dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish the way.

			For­tu­nate­ly, hear­ing availed in place of sight. Soon a dis­tinct mur­mur of the wa­ters in­di­cat­ed the union of the two streams in a com­mon bed, and not long af­ter the lit­tle par­ty ar­rived at the point where the Waipa min­gles with the Waika­to in re­sound­ing cas­cades.

			“Here is the Waika­to,” cried Pa­ganel, “and the road to Auck­land runs along its right bank.”

			“We shall see to­mor­row,” replied the ma­jor. “Let us en­camp here. It seems to me as if those deep­er shad­ows yon­der pro­ceed­ed from a lit­tle thick­et of trees that has grown here ex­press­ly to shel­ter us. Let us eat and sleep.”

			“Eat,” said Pa­ganel, “but of bis­cuits and dried meat, with­out kin­dling a fire. We have ar­rived here un­seen; let us try to go away in the same man­ner. For­tu­nate­ly, this fog will ren­der us in­vis­i­ble.”

			The group of trees was reached, and each con­formed to the ge­og­ra­pher’s rig­or­ous reg­u­la­tions. The cold sup­per was noise­less­ly eat­en, and soon a pro­found sleep over­came the weary trav­el­ers.

		
	
		
			
				XLVIII

				In­tro­duc­tion to the Can­ni­bals

			
			The next morn­ing at break of day a dense fog was spread­ing heav­i­ly over the riv­er, but the rays of the sun were not long in pierc­ing the mist, which rapid­ly dis­ap­peared un­der the in­flu­ence of the ra­di­ant orb. The banks of the stream were re­leased from their shroud, and the course of the Waika­to ap­peared in all its morn­ing beau­ty.

			A nar­row tongue of land bristling with shrub­bery ran out to a point at the junc­tion of the two rivers. The wa­ters of the Waipa, which flowed more swift­ly, drove back those of the Waika­to for a quar­ter of a mile be­fore they min­gled; but the calm pow­er of the one soon over­came the bois­ter­ous im­petu­os­i­ty of the oth­er, and both glid­ed peace­ful­ly to­geth­er to the broad bo­som of the Pa­cif­ic.

			As the mist rose, a boat might have been seen as­cend­ing the Waika­to. It was a ca­noe sev­en­ty feet long and five broad. The lofty prow re­sem­bled that of a Vene­tian gon­do­la, and the whole had been fash­ioned out of the trunk of a pine. A bed of dry fern cov­ered the bot­tom. Eight oars at the bow pro­pelled it up the riv­er, while a man at the stern guid­ed it by means of a mov­able pad­dle.

			This man was a na­tive, of tall form, about forty-five years old, with broad breast and pow­er­ful limbs. His pro­trud­ing and deeply fur­rowed brow, his fierce look and his sin­is­ter coun­te­nance, showed him to be a for­mi­da­ble in­di­vid­u­al.

			He was a Maori chief of high rank, as could be seen by the del­i­cate and com­pact tat­too­ing that striped his face and body. Two black spi­rals, start­ing from the nos­trils of his aquiline nose, cir­cled his tawny eyes, met on his fore­head, and were lost in his abun­dant hair. His mouth, with its shin­ing teeth, and his chin, were hid­den be­neath a net­work of var­ied col­ors, while grace­ful lines wound down to his sinewy breast.

			There was no doubt as to his rank. The sharp al­ba­tross bone, used by Maori tat­too­ers, had fur­rowed his face five times, in close and deep lines. That he had reached his fifth pro­mo­tion was ev­i­dent from his haughty bear­ing. A large flax­en mat, or­na­ment­ed with dog-skins, en­veloped his per­son; while a gir­dle, bloody with his re­cent con­flicts, en­cir­cled his waist. From his ears dan­gled ear­rings of green jade, and around his neck hung neck­laces of pouna­mous, sa­cred stones to which the New Zealan­ders at­tribute mirac­u­lous prop­er­ties. At his side lay a gun of Eng­lish man­u­fac­ture, and a pa­tou-pa­tou, a kind of dou­ble-edged hatch­et.

			Near him nine war­riors, of low­er rank, armed and of fe­ro­cious as­pect, some still suf­fer­ing from re­cent wounds, stood in per­fect im­mo­bil­i­ty, en­veloped in their flax­en man­tles. Three dogs of wild ap­pear­ance were stretched at their feet. The eight row­ers seemed to be ser­vants or slaves of the chief. They worked vig­or­ous­ly, and the boat as­cend­ed the cur­rent of the Waika­to with re­mark­able swift­ness.

			In the cen­tre of this long ca­noe, with feet tied, but hands free, were ten Eu­ro­pean pris­on­ers cling­ing close­ly to each oth­er. They were Lord Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions.

			The evening be­fore, the lit­tle par­ty, led astray by the dense fog, had en­camped in the midst of a nu­mer­ous tribe of na­tives. About mid­night, the trav­el­ers, sur­prised in their sleep, were made pris­on­ers and car­ried on board the ca­noe. They had not yet been mal­treat­ed, but had tried in vain to re­sist. Their arms and am­mu­ni­tion were in the hands of the sav­ages, and their own bul­lets would have quick­ly stretched them on the earth had they at­tempt­ed to es­cape.

			They were not long in learn­ing, by the aid of a few Eng­lish words which the na­tives used, that, be­ing driv­en back by the British troops, they were re­turn­ing, van­quished and weak­ened, to the re­gions of the up­per Waika­to. Their chief, af­ter an ob­sti­nate re­sis­tance, in which he lost his prin­ci­pal war­riors, was now on his way to rouse again the riv­er tribes. He was called Kai-Koumou, a ter­ri­ble name, which sig­ni­fied in the na­tive lan­guage “he who eats the limbs of his en­e­my.” He was brave and bold, but his cru­el­ty equaled his brav­ery. No pity could be ex­pect­ed from him. His name was well known to the Eng­lish sol­diers, and a price had been set up­on his head by the gov­er­nor of New Zea­land.

			This ter­ri­ble catas­tro­phe had come up­on Gle­nar­van just as he was about reach­ing the long-de­sired har­bor of Auck­land, whence he would have re­turned to his na­tive coun­try. Yet, look­ing at his calm and pas­sion­less coun­te­nance, you could not have di­vined the depth of his an­guish, for in his present crit­i­cal sit­u­a­tion he did not be­tray the ex­tent of his mis­for­tunes. He felt that he ought to set an ex­am­ple of for­ti­tude to his wife and his com­pan­ions, as be­ing the hus­band and chief. More­over, he was ready to die first for the com­mon safe­ty, if cir­cum­stances should re­quire it.

			His com­pan­ions were wor­thy of him; they shared his no­ble thoughts, and their calm and haughty ap­pear­ance would scarce­ly have in­ti­mat­ed that they were be­ing car­ried away to cap­tiv­i­ty and suf­fer­ing. By com­mon con­sent, at Gle­nar­van’s sug­ges­tion, they had re­solved to feign a proud in­dif­fer­ence in the pres­ence of the sav­ages. It was the on­ly way of in­flu­enc­ing those fierce na­tures.

			Since leav­ing the en­camp­ment, the na­tives, tac­i­turn like all sav­ages, had scarce­ly spo­ken to each oth­er. How­ev­er, from a few words ex­changed, Gle­nar­van per­ceived that they were ac­quaint­ed with the Eng­lish lan­guage. He there­fore re­solved to ques­tion the chief in re­gard to the fate that was in store for them. Ad­dress­ing Kai-Koumou, he said, in a fear­less tone:

			“Where are you tak­ing us, chief?”

			Kai-Koumou gazed at him cold­ly with­out an­swer­ing.

			“Say, what do you ex­pect to do with us?” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van.

			The chief’s eyes blazed with a sud­den light, and in a stern voice he replied:

			“To ex­change you, if your friends will ran­som you; to kill you, if they refuse.”

			Gle­nar­van asked no more, but hope re­turned to his heart. Doubt­less, some chiefs of the Maori tribe had fall­en in­to the hands of the Eng­lish, and the na­tives would at­tempt to re­cov­er them by way of ex­change; their sit­u­a­tion, there­fore, was not one for de­spair.

			Mean­time the ca­noe rapid­ly as­cend­ed the riv­er. Pa­ganel, whose change­able dis­po­si­tion car­ried him from one ex­treme to an­oth­er, had re­gained his hope­ful­ness. He be­lieved that the Maoris were spar­ing them the fa­tigue of their jour­ney to the Eng­lish set­tle­ments, and that they were cer­tain to ar­rive at their des­ti­na­tion. He was, there­fore, quite re­signed to his lot, and traced on his map the course of the Waika­to across the plains and val­leys of the prov­ince. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant, sup­press­ing their ter­ror, con­versed in low tones with Gle­nar­van, and the most skill­ful phys­iog­nomist could not have de­tect­ed on their faces the anx­i­ety of their hearts.

			The Waika­to Riv­er is wor­shiped by the na­tives, as Pa­ganel knew, and Eng­lish and Ger­man nat­u­ral­ists have nev­er as­cend­ed be­yond its junc­tion with the Waipa. Whith­er did Kai-Koumou in­tend to take his cap­tives? The ge­og­ra­pher could not have guessed if the word “Taupo,” fre­quent­ly re­peat­ed, had not at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. By con­sult­ing his map, he saw that this name was ap­plied to a cel­e­brat­ed lake in the most moun­tain­ous part of the is­land, and that from it the Waika­to flows.

			Pa­ganel, ad­dress­ing Cap­tain Man­gles in French, so as not to be un­der­stood by the sav­ages, asked him how fast the ca­noe was go­ing. The cap­tain thought about three miles an hour.

			“Then,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher, “if we do not trav­el dur­ing the night, our voy­age to the lake will last about four days.”

			“But where­abouts are the Eng­lish gar­risons?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“It is dif­fi­cult to say,” replied Pa­ganel. “At all events, the war must have reached the prov­ince of Tarana­ki, and prob­a­bly the troops are col­lect­ed be­yond the moun­tains, on the side of the lake where the habi­ta­tions of the sav­ages are con­cen­trat­ed.”

			“God grant it!” said La­dy He­le­na.

			Gle­nar­van cast a sor­row­ful glance at his young wife and Mary Grant, ex­posed to the mer­cy of these fierce na­tives, and cap­tives in a wild coun­try, far from all hu­man as­sis­tance. But he saw that he was watched by Kai-Koumou, and, not wish­ing to show that one of the cap­tives was his wife, he pru­dent­ly kept his thoughts to him­self, and gazed at the banks of the riv­er with ap­par­ent in­dif­fer­ence.

			The sun was just sink­ing be­low the hori­zon as the ca­noe ran up­on a bank of pumice-stones, which the Waika­to car­ries with it from its source in the vol­canic moun­tains. Sev­er­al trees grew here, as if de­signed to shel­ter an en­camp­ment. Kai-Koumou land­ed his pris­on­ers.

			The men had their hands tied, the ladies were free. All were placed in the cen­tre of the en­camp­ment, around which large fires formed an im­pass­able bar­ri­er.

			Be­fore Kai-Koumou had in­formed his cap­tives of his in­ten­tion to ex­change them, Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles had dis­cussed var­i­ous meth­ods of re­cov­er­ing their lib­er­ty. What they could not ven­ture in the boat they hoped to at­tempt on land, at the hour for en­camp­ing, un­der cov­er of the night.

			But since Gle­nar­van’s con­ver­sa­tion with the chief, it seemed wise to aban­don this de­sign. They must be pa­tient. It was the most pru­dent plan. The ex­change of­fered chances that nei­ther an open at­tack nor a flight across these un­known re­gions could af­ford. Many cir­cum­stances might in­deed arise that would de­lay, and even pre­vent, such a trans­ac­tion; but still it was bet­ter to await the re­sult. What, more­over, could ten de­fence­less men do against thir­ty well-armed sav­ages? Be­sides, Gle­nar­van thought it like­ly that Kai-Koumou’s tribe had lost some chief of high rank whom they were par­tic­u­lar­ly anx­ious to re­cov­er; and he was not mis­tak­en.

			The next day the ca­noe as­cend­ed the riv­er with in­creased swift­ness. It stopped for a mo­ment at the junc­tion of a small riv­er which wound across the plains on the right bank. Here an­oth­er ca­noe, with ten na­tives on board, joined Kai-Koumou. The war­riors mere­ly ex­changed salu­ta­tions, and then con­tin­ued their course. The new­com­ers had re­cent­ly fought against the Eng­lish troops, as could be seen by their tat­tered gar­ments, their gory weapons, and the wounds that still bled be­neath their rags. They were gloomy and tac­i­turn, and, with the in­dif­fer­ence com­mon to all sav­age races, paid no at­ten­tion to the cap­tives.

			To­wards evening Kai-Koumou land­ed at the foot of the moun­tains, whose near­er ridges reached pre­cip­i­tous­ly to the river­bank. Here twen­ty na­tives, who had dis­em­barked from their ca­noes, were mak­ing prepa­ra­tions for the night. Fires blazed be­neath the trees. A chief, equal in rank to Kai-Koumou, ad­vanced with mea­sured pace, and, rub­bing his nose against that of the lat­ter, salut­ed him cor­dial­ly. The pris­on­ers were sta­tioned in the cen­tre of the en­camp­ment, and guard­ed with ex­treme vig­i­lance.

			The next morn­ing the as­cent of the Waika­to was re­sumed. Oth­er boats came from var­i­ous af­flu­ents of the riv­er. Six­ty war­riors, ev­i­dent­ly fugi­tives from the last in­sur­rec­tion, had now as­sem­bled, and were re­turn­ing, more or less wound­ed in the fray, to the moun­tain dis­tricts. Some­times a song arose from the ca­noes, as they ad­vanced in sin­gle file. One na­tive struck up the pa­tri­ot­ic ode of the mys­te­ri­ous “Pi­hé,” the na­tion­al hymn that calls the Maoris to bat­tle. The full and sonorous voice of the singer waked the echoes of the moun­tains; and af­ter each stan­za his com­rades struck their breasts, and sang the war­like vers­es in cho­rus. Then they seized their oars again, and the ca­noes were head­ed up stream.

			Dur­ing the day a sin­gu­lar sight en­livened the voy­age. About four o’clock the ca­noe, with­out less­en­ing its speed, guid­ed by the steady hand of the chief, dashed through a nar­row gorge. Ed­dies broke vi­o­lent­ly against nu­mer­ous small is­lands, which ren­dered nav­i­ga­tion ex­ceed­ing dan­ger­ous. Nev­er could it be more haz­ardous to cap­size, for the banks af­ford­ed no refuge, and who­ev­er had set foot on the por­ous crust of the shore would prob­a­bly have per­ished. At this point the riv­er flowed be­tween warm springs, ox­ide of iron col­ored the mud­dy ground a bril­liant red, and not a yard of firm earth could be seen. The air was heavy with a pen­e­trat­ing sul­phure­ous odor. The na­tives did not re­gard it, but the cap­tives were se­ri­ous­ly an­noyed by the nox­ious va­pors ex­haled from the fis­sures of the soil and the bub­bles that burst and dis­charged their gaseous con­tents. Yet, how­ev­er dis­agree­able these em­a­na­tions were, the eye could not but ad­mire this mag­nif­i­cent spec­ta­cle.

			The ca­noes soon af­ter en­tered a dense cloud of white smoke, whose wreaths rose in grad­u­al­ly de­creas­ing cir­cles above the riv­er. On the shores a hun­dred gey­sers, some shoot­ing forth mass­es of va­por, and oth­ers over­flow­ing in liq­uid col­umns, var­ied their ef­fects, like the jets and cas­cades of a foun­tain. It seemed as though some en­gi­neer was di­rect­ing at his plea­sure the out­flow­ings of these springs, as the wa­ters and va­por, min­gling in the air, formed rain­bows in the sun­beams.

			For two miles the ca­noes glid­ed with­in this va­pory at­mos­phere, en­veloped in its warm waves that rolled along the sur­face of the wa­ter. Then the sul­phure­ous smoke dis­ap­peared, and a pure swift cur­rent of fresh air re­freshed the pant­ing voy­agers. The re­gion of the springs was passed. Be­fore the close of the day two more rapids were as­cend­ed, and at evening Kai-Koumou en­camped a hun­dred miles above the junc­tion of the two streams. The riv­er now turned to­wards the east, and then again flowed south­ward in­to Lake Taupo.

			The next morn­ing Jacques Pa­ganel con­sult­ed his map and dis­cov­ered on the right bank Mount Taubara, which ris­es to the height of three thou­sand feet. At noon the whole fleet of boats en­tered Lake Taupo, and the na­tives hailed with fran­tic ges­tures a shred of cloth that waved in the wind from the roof of a hut. It was the na­tion­al flag.

		
	
		
			
				XLIX

				A Mo­men­tous In­ter­view

			
			Long be­fore his­toric times, an abyss, twen­ty-five miles long and twen­ty wide, must at some pe­ri­od have been formed by a sub­si­dence of sub­ter­ranean cav­erns in the vol­canic dis­trict form­ing the cen­tre of the is­land. The wa­ters of the sur­round­ing coun­try have rushed down and filled this enor­mous cav­i­ty, and the abyss has be­come a lake, whose depth no one has yet been able to mea­sure.

			Such is this strange Lake Taupo, el­e­vat­ed eleven hun­dred and fifty feet above the lev­el of the sea, and sur­round­ed by lofty moun­tains. On the west of the pris­on­ers tow­ered pre­cip­i­tous rocks of im­pos­ing form; on the north rose sev­er­al dis­tant ridges, crowned with small forests; on the east spread a broad plain fur­rowed by a trail and cov­ered with pumice-stones that glit­tered be­neath a net­work of bush­es; and on the north, be­hind a stretch of wood­land, vol­canic peaks ma­jes­ti­cal­ly en­cir­cled this vast ex­tent of wa­ter, the fury of whose tem­pests equaled that of the ocean cy­clones.

			But Pa­ganel was scarce­ly dis­posed to en­large his ac­count of these won­ders, nor were his friends in a mood to lis­ten. They gazed in si­lence to­wards the north­east shore of the lake, whith­er the ca­noe was bring­ing them.

			The mis­sion es­tab­lished at Pukawa, on the west­ern shores, no longer ex­ist­ed. The mis­sion­ary had been driv­en by the war far from the prin­ci­pal dwellings of the in­sur­rec­tion­ists. The pris­on­ers were help­less, aban­doned to the mer­cy of the venge­ful Maoris, and in that wild part of the is­land to which Chris­tian­i­ty has nev­er pen­e­trat­ed. Kai-Koumou, leav­ing the wa­ters of the Waika­to, passed through the lit­tle creek which served as an out­let to the riv­er, dou­bled a sharp promon­to­ry, and land­ed on the east­ern bor­der of the lake, at the base of the first slopes of Mount Man­ga.

			A quar­ter of a mile dis­tant, on a but­tress of the moun­tain, ap­peared a pah, a Maori for­ti­fi­ca­tion, sit­u­at­ed in an im­preg­nable po­si­tion. The pris­on­ers were tak­en ashore, with their hands and feet free, and con­duct­ed thith­er by the war­riors. Af­ter quite a long dé­tour, Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions reached the pah.

			This fortress was de­fend­ed by an out­er ram­part of strong pal­isades, fif­teen feet high. A sec­ond line of stakes, and then a fence of osiers, pierced with loop­holes, en­closed the in­ner space, the court­yard of the pah, in which stood sev­er­al Maori tents, and forty huts which were sym­met­ri­cal­ly ar­ranged.

			On their ar­rival, the cap­tives were ter­ri­bly im­pressed at sight of the heads that or­na­ment­ed the stakes of the sec­ond en­clo­sure. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant turned away their eyes with more of dis­gust than ter­ror. These heads had most of them be­longed to hos­tile chiefs, fall­en in bat­tle, whose bod­ies had served as food for the con­querors. The ge­og­ra­pher knew them to be such by their hol­low and eye­less sock­ets!

			In Kai-Koumou’s pah on­ly the heads of his en­e­mies formed this fright­ful mu­se­um; and here, doubt­less, more than one Eng­lish skull had served to in­crease the size of the chief’s col­lec­tion.

			His hut, among those be­long­ing to war­riors of low­er rank, stood at the rear of the pah, in front of a large open ter­race. This struc­ture was built of stakes, in­ter­laced with branch­es, and lined in­side with flax mat­ting.

			On­ly one open­ing gave ac­cess to the dwelling. A thick cur­tain, made of a veg­etable tis­sue, served as a door. The roof pro­ject­ed so as to form a wa­ter­shed. Sev­er­al faces, carved at the ends of the rafters, adorned the hut, and the cur­tain was cov­ered with var­i­ous im­i­ta­tions of fo­liage, sym­bol­i­cal fig­ures, mon­sters, and grace­ful sculp­tur­ing, a cu­ri­ous piece of work, fash­ioned by the scis­sors of the na­tive dec­o­ra­tors.

			In­side of the habi­ta­tion the floor was made of hard-trod­den earth, and raised six inch­es above the ground. Sev­er­al rush screens and some mat­tress­es, cov­ered with wo­ven mat­ting of long leaves and twigs, served as beds. In the mid­dle of the room a hole in a stone formed the fire­place, and an­oth­er in the roof an­swered for a chim­ney.

			The smoke, when it be­came suf­fi­cient­ly thick, per­force es­caped at this out­let, but it of course black­ened the walls of the house.

			On one side of the hut were store­hous­es, con­tain­ing the chief’s pro­vi­sions, his har­vest of flax, pota­toes, and ed­i­ble ferns, and the ovens where the var­i­ous ar­ti­cles of food were cooked by con­tact with heat­ed stones. Far­ther off, in small pens, pigs and goats were con­fined, and dogs ran about seek­ing their scanty sus­te­nance. They were rather poor­ly kept, for an­i­mals that formed the Maori dai­ly food.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions had tak­en in the whole at a glance. They await­ed be­side an emp­ty hut the good plea­sure of the chief, ex­posed to the in­sults of a crowd of old wom­en, who sur­round­ed them like harpies, and threat­ened them with their fists, cry­ing and howl­ing. Sev­er­al Eng­lish words that passed their lips clear­ly in­di­cat­ed that they were de­mand­ing im­me­di­ate vengeance.

			In the midst of these cries and threats, La­dy He­le­na af­fect­ed a calm­ness that she could not feel in her heart. This coura­geous wom­an, in or­der that her hus­band’s cool­ness might not for­sake him, hero­ical­ly con­trolled her emo­tions. Poor Mary Grant felt her­self grow­ing weak, and Cap­tain Man­gles sup­port­ed her, ready to die in her de­fence. The oth­ers en­dured this tor­rent of in­vec­tives in var­i­ous ways, ei­ther in­dif­fer­ent like the ma­jor, or in­creas­ing­ly an­noyed like Pa­ganel.

			Gle­nar­van, wish­ing to re­lieve La­dy He­le­na from the as­saults of these shrews, bold­ly ap­proached Kai-Koumou, and, point­ing to the hideous throng, said:

			“Drive them away!”

			The Maori chief gazed steadi­ly at his pris­on­er with­out re­ply­ing. Then with a ges­ture he si­lenced the noisy horde. Gle­nar­van bowed in to­ken of thanks, and slow­ly re­sumed his place among his friends.

			Kai-Koumou, fear­ing an in­sur­rec­tion of the fa­nat­ics of his tribe, now led his cap­tives to a sa­cred place, sit­u­at­ed at the oth­er end of the pah, on the edge of a precipice. This hut rest­ed against a rock that rose a hun­dred feet above it and was a steep bound­ary to this side of the for­ti­fi­ca­tion. In this con­se­crat­ed tem­ple the priests, or arikis, in­struct the New Zealan­ders. The build­ing was spa­cious and tight­ly closed, and con­tained the holy and cho­sen food of the god.

			Here the pris­on­ers, tem­po­rar­ily shel­tered from the fury of the na­tives, stretched them­selves on the flax mats. La­dy He­le­na, her strength ex­haust­ed and her en­er­gy over­come, sank in­to her hus­band’s arms. Gle­nar­van pressed her to his breast, and said:

			“Courage, my dear He­le­na; Heav­en will not for­sake us!”

			Robert was scarce­ly with­in the hut be­fore he climbed on Wil­son’s shoul­ders, and suc­ceed­ed in thrust­ing his head through an open­ing be­tween the roof and the wall, where strings of pipes were hang­ing. From this point his view com­mand­ed the whole ex­tent of the pah, as far as Kai-Koumou’s hut.

			“They have gath­ered around the chief,” said he, in a low voice. “They are wav­ing their arms, and howl­ing. Kai-Koumou is go­ing to speak.”

			The boy was silent for a few mo­ments, then con­tin­ued:

			“Kai-Koumou is speak­ing. The sav­ages grow calm; they lis­ten.”

			“This chief,” said the ma­jor, “has ev­i­dent­ly a per­son­al in­ter­est in pro­tect­ing us. He wish­es to ex­change his pris­on­ers for some chiefs of his tribe. But will his war­riors con­sent?”

			“Yes, they are lis­ten­ing to him,” con­tin­ued Robert. “They are dis­pers­ing; some re­turn to their huts—oth­ers leave the for­ti­fi­ca­tion.”

			“Is it re­al­ly so?” cried the ma­jor.

			“Yes, Mr. Mac­N­abb,” replied Robert. “Kai-Koumou re­mains alone with the war­riors that were in the ca­noe. Ha! one of them is com­ing to­wards us!”

			“Get down, Robert,” said Gle­nar­van.

			At this mo­ment La­dy He­le­na, who had risen, seized her hus­band’s arm.

			“Ed­ward,” said she, in a firm voice, “nei­ther Mary Grant nor I shall fall alive in­to the hands of those sav­ages!”

			And, so say­ing, she pre­sent­ed to her hus­band a load­ed re­volver.

			“A weapon!” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van, whose eyes sud­den­ly bright­ened.

			“Yes. The Maoris do not search their fe­male pris­on­ers; but this weapon is for us, Ed­ward, not for them.”

			“Gle­nar­van,” said Mac­N­abb quick­ly, “hide the re­volver. It is not time yet.”

			The weapon was im­me­di­ate­ly con­cealed in his clothes. The mat that closed the en­trance of the hut was raised. A na­tive ap­peared. He made a sign to the cap­tives to fol­low him. Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions passed through the pah, and stopped be­fore Kai-Koumou.

			Around him were as­sem­bled the prin­ci­pal war­riors of his tribe, among whom was seen the chief whose ca­noe had first joined Kai-Koumou on the riv­er. He was a man of about forty, ro­bust, and of fierce and cru­el as­pect. His name was Kara-Tété, which means in the na­tive lan­guage “The Iras­ci­ble.” Kai-Koumou treat­ed him with some re­spect, and from the del­i­ca­cy of his tat­too­ing it was ev­i­dent that he oc­cu­pied a high rank in his tribe. An ob­serv­er, how­ev­er, would have de­tect­ed a ri­val­ry be­tween the two chiefs. The ma­jor, in­deed, per­ceived that Kara-Tété’s in­flu­ence sur­passed that of Kai-Koumou. They both ruled the pow­er­ful tribes of the Waika­to with equal rank; and, dur­ing this in­ter­view, al­though Kai-Koumou smiled, his eyes be­trayed a deep hos­til­i­ty.

			He now ques­tioned Gle­nar­van.

			“You are Eng­lish?” said he.

			“Yes,” replied Gle­nar­van, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, for this na­tion­al­i­ty would prob­a­bly fa­cil­i­tate an ex­change.

			“And your com­pan­ions?” asked Kai-Koumou.

			“My com­pan­ions are al­so Eng­lish. We are ship­wrecked trav­el­ers, and, if you care to know, we have tak­en no part in the war.”

			“No mat­ter,” replied Kara-Tété, bru­tal­ly. “Ev­ery En­glish­man is our en­e­my. Your peo­ple have in­vad­ed our is­land. They have stolen away our fields; they have burned our vil­lages.”

			“They have done wrong,” said Gle­nar­van, in a grave tone. “I say so be­cause I think so, and not be­cause I am in your pow­er.”

			“Lis­ten,” con­tin­ued Kai-Koumou. “To­hon­ga, the high-priest of Nouï-Atoua, has fall­en in­to the hands of your broth­ers. He is pris­on­er of the Pakekas (Eu­ro­peans). Our god com­mands us to ran­som his life. I would have torn out your heart, I would have hung your com­pan­ions’ heads and yours for­ev­er to the stakes of this pal­isade. But Nouï-Atoua has spo­ken.”

			So say­ing, Kai-Koumou, who had hith­er­to con­trolled him­self, trem­bled with rage, and his coun­te­nance was flushed with a fierce ex­ul­ta­tion. Then, af­ter a few mo­ments, he re­sumed, more cool­ly:

			“Do you think the Eng­lish will give us our To­hon­ga in ex­change for you?”

			Gle­nar­van hes­i­tat­ed, and watched the Maori chief very at­ten­tive­ly.

			“I do not know,” said he, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			“Speak,” con­tin­ued Kai-Koumou. “Is your life worth that of our To­hon­ga?”

			“No,” an­swered Gle­nar­van. “I am nei­ther a chief nor a priest among my peo­ple.”

			Pa­ganel was as­tound­ed at this re­ply, and gazed at Gle­nar­van in pro­found won­der. Kai-Koumou seemed equal­ly sur­prised.

			“Then you doubt it?” said he.

			“I do not know,” re­peat­ed Gle­nar­van.

			“Will not your peo­ple ac­cept you in ex­change for our To­hon­ga?”

			“Not me alone,” replied Gle­nar­van; “but per­haps all of us.”

			“Among the Maoris,” said Kai-Koumou, “it is one for one.”

			“Of­fer these ladies first in ex­change for your priest,” an­swered Gle­nar­van, point­ing to La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant. La­dy He­le­na would have rushed to­wards her hus­band, but the ma­jor re­strained her.

			“These two ladies,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, turn­ing re­spect­ful­ly to­wards them, “hold a high rank in their coun­try.”

			The war­rior glanced cold­ly at his pris­on­er. A ma­li­cious smile passed over his face; but he al­most in­stant­ly re­pressed it, and replied, in a voice which he could scarce­ly con­trol:

			“Do you hope, then, to de­ceive Kai-Koumou by false words, cursed Eu­ro­pean? Do you think that Kai-Koumou’s eyes can­not read your heart?”

			Then, point­ing to La­dy He­le­na, he said:

			“That is your wife!”

			“No, mine!” cried Kara-Tété.

			Then, push­ing back the pris­on­ers, the chief laid his hand on La­dy He­le­na’s shoul­der, who grew pale at the touch.

			“Ed­ward!” cried the un­for­tu­nate wom­an, in ter­ror.

			Gle­nar­van, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, raised his arm. A re­port re­sound­ed. Kara-Tété fell dead.

			At this sound a crowd of na­tives is­sued from the huts. The pah was filled in an in­stant. A hun­dred arms were raised against the cap­tives. Gle­nar­van’s re­volver was snatched from his hand.

			Kai-Koumou cast a strange look at Gle­nar­van, and then, guard­ing with one hand the per­son of him who had fired, he con­trolled with the oth­er the throng that was rush­ing up­on the Eu­ro­peans.

			At last his voice rose above the tu­mult.

			“Taboo! taboo!” cried he.

			At this word the crowd fell back be­fore Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, thus tem­po­rar­ily pre­served by a su­per­nat­u­ral pow­er. A few mo­ments af­ter they were led back to the tem­ple that served as their prison; but Robert Grant and Pa­ganel were no longer with them.

		
	
		
			
				L

				The Chief’s Fu­ner­al

			
			Kai-Koumou, ac­cord­ing to a cus­tom quite or­di­nary in New Zea­land, joined the rank of priest to that of chief, and could, there­fore, ex­tend to per­sons or ob­jects the su­per­sti­tious pro­tec­tion of the taboo.

			The taboo, which is com­mon to the tribes of Poly­ne­sia, has the pow­er to pro­hib­it at once all con­nec­tion with the ob­ject or per­son tabooed. Ac­cord­ing to the Maori re­li­gion, who­ev­er should lay his sac­ri­le­gious hand on what is de­clared taboo would be pun­ished with death by the of­fend­ed god; and in case the di­vin­i­ty should de­lay to avenge his own in­sult, the priests would not fail to ex­cite his anger.

			As for the pris­on­ers con­fined in the tem­ple, the taboo had res­cued them from the fury of the tribe. Some of the na­tives, the friends and par­ti­sans of Kai-Koumou, had stopped sud­den­ly at the com­mand of their chief, and had pro­tect­ed the cap­tives.

			Gle­nar­van, how­ev­er, was not blind to the fate that was re­served for him. On­ly his death could atone for the mur­der of a chief. Among sav­age races death is al­ways pre­ced­ed by a pro­tract­ed tor­ture. He there­fore ex­pect­ed to cru­el­ly ex­pi­ate the right­eous in­dig­na­tion that had nerved his arm, but hoped that Kai-Koumou’s rage would fall on­ly on him­self.

			What a night he and his com­pan­ions passed! Who could de­pict their an­guish, or mea­sure their suf­fer­ings? Nei­ther poor Robert nor brave Pa­ganel had reap­peared. But how could they doubt their fate? Were they not the first vic­tims of the na­tives’ vengeance? All hope had van­ished even from the heart of the ma­jor, who did not eas­i­ly de­spair. John Man­gles felt him­self grow­ing mad at sight of the sad de­jec­tion of Mary Grant, thus sep­a­rat­ed from her broth­er. Gle­nar­van thought of that ter­ri­ble re­quest of La­dy He­le­na, who, rather than yield to tor­ture or slav­ery, pre­ferred to die by his hand. Could he sum­mon this fear­ful courage? As for an es­cape, that was plain­ly im­pos­si­ble. Ten war­riors, armed to the teeth, guard­ed the en­trance of the tem­ple.

			Morn­ing came at last. There had been no com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween the na­tives and the pris­on­ers. The hut con­tained a con­sid­er­able quan­ti­ty of food, which the un­for­tu­nates scarce­ly touched. Hunger gave place to grief. The day passed with­out bring­ing a change or a hope. Doubt­less the hour for the dead chief’s fu­ner­al and their tor­ture would be the same.

			How­ev­er, al­though Gle­nar­van con­clud­ed that Kai-Koumou must have aban­doned all idea of ex­change, the ma­jor on this point re­tained a gleam of hope.

			“Who knows,” said he, re­mind­ing Gle­nar­van of the ef­fect pro­duced up­on the chief by the death of Kara-Tété—“who knows but that Kai-Koumou in re­al­i­ty feels obliged to you?”

			But, in spite of these ob­ser­va­tions, Gle­nar­van would no longer hope. The next day al­so passed away with­out the prepa­ra­tions for tor­ture be­ing made. The rea­son of the de­lay was this.

			The Maoris be­lieve that the soul, for three days af­ter death, in­hab­its the body of the de­ceased, and there­fore dur­ing this time the corpse re­mains un­buried. This cus­tom was rig­or­ous­ly ob­served, and for two days the pah was de­sert­ed. Cap­tain Man­gles fre­quent­ly stood on Wil­son’s shoul­ders and sur­veyed the for­ti­fi­ca­tion. No na­tive was seen; on­ly the sen­tinels guard­ed in turn at the door of their prison.

			But on the third day the huts were opened. The sav­ages, men, wom­en, and chil­dren, to the num­ber of sev­er­al hun­dreds, as­sem­bled in the pah, silent and calm. Kai-Koumou came out of his house, and, sur­round­ed by the prin­ci­pal war­riors of his tribe, took his place on a mound sev­er­al feet high in the cen­tre of the for­ti­fi­ca­tion. The crowd of na­tives formed a semi­cir­cle around him, and the whole as­sem­bly pre­served ab­so­lute si­lence.

			At a sign from the chief, a war­rior ad­vanced to­wards the tem­ple.

			“Re­mem­ber!” said La­dy He­le­na to her hus­band.

			Gle­nar­van clasped his wife to his heart. At this mo­ment Mary Grant ap­proached John Man­gles.

			“Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van,” said she, “I think that, if a wife can die by the hand of her hus­band to es­cape a de­grad­ing ex­is­tence, a maid­en can like­wise die by the hand of her lover. John (for I may tell you at this crit­i­cal mo­ment), have I not long been your be­trothed in the depths of your heart? May I re­ly up­on you, dear John, as La­dy He­le­na does up­on Lord Gle­nar­van?”

			“Mary!” cried the young cap­tain, in ter­ror. “Ah! dear Mary—”

			He could not fin­ish: the mat was raised, and the cap­tives were dragged to­wards Kai-Koumou. The two wom­en were re­signed to their fate, while the men con­cealed their an­guish be­neath a calm­ness that showed su­per­hu­man self-con­trol. They came be­fore the chief, who did not de­lay sen­tence.

			“You killed Kara-Tété!” said he to Gle­nar­van.

			“I did.”

			“You shall die to­mor­row at sun­rise.”

			“Alone?” in­quired Gle­nar­van, whose heart beat quick­ly.

			“What! as if our To­hon­ga’s life were not more pre­cious than yours!” cried Kai-Koumou, whose eyes ex­pressed a fierce re­gret.

			At this mo­ment a com­mo­tion took place among the na­tives. Gle­nar­van cast a rapid glance around him. The crowd opened, and a war­rior, drip­ping with sweat and over­come with fa­tigue, ap­peared.

			As soon as Kai-Koumou per­ceived him, he said in Eng­lish, ev­i­dent­ly that he might be un­der­stood by the cap­tives:

			“You come from the camp of the pale­faces?”

			“Yes,” replied the Maori.

			“You saw the pris­on­er, our To­hon­ga?”

			“I did.”

			“Is he liv­ing?”

			“He is dead! The Eng­lish have shot him.”

			The fate of Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions was set­tled.

			“You shall all die to­mor­row at day­break!” cried Kai-Koumou.

			The un­for­tu­nates were there­fore to suf­fer a com­mon death. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant raised to­wards heav­en a look of thank­ful­ness.

			The cap­tives were not tak­en back to the tem­ple. They were to at­tend that day the fu­ner­al of the dead chief, and the bloody cer­e­monies con­nect­ed there­with. A par­ty of na­tives con­duct­ed them to the foot of an enor­mous kou­di, where these guardians re­mained with­out los­ing sight of their pris­on­ers. The rest of the tribe, ab­sorbed in their of­fi­cial mourn­ing, seemed to have for­got­ten them.

			The cus­tom­ary three days had elapsed since the death of Kara-Tété. The soul of the de­ceased had there­fore for­ev­er aban­doned its mor­tal abode. The sa­cred rites be­gan.

			The body was car­ried to a small mound in the cen­tre of the for­ti­fi­ca­tion, clothed in splen­did cos­tume, and en­veloped in a mag­nif­i­cent flax­en mat. The head was adorned with plumes, and wore a crown of green leaves. The face, arms, and breast had been rubbed with oil, and there­fore showed no mor­ti­fi­ca­tion.

			The par­ents and friends of the de­ceased came to the foot of the mound, and all at once, as if some di­rec­tor were beat­ing time to a fu­ner­al dirge, a great con­cert of cries, groans, and sobs arose on the air. They mourned the dead in plain­tive and mod­u­lat­ed ca­dences. His re­la­tions struck their heads to­geth­er; his kinswom­en lac­er­at­ed their faces with their nails, and showed them­selves more lav­ish of blood than of tears. These un­for­tu­nate fe­males con­sci­en­tious­ly ful­filled their bar­barous du­ty.

			But these demon­stra­tions were not enough to ap­pease the soul of the de­ceased, whose wrath would doubt­less have smit­ten the sur­vivors of his tribe; and his war­riors, as they could not re­call him to life, wished that he should have no cause to re­gret in the oth­er world the hap­pi­ness of this.

			Kara-Tété’s wife was not to for­sake her hus­band in the tomb. More­over, the un­for­tu­nate wom­an would not have been al­lowed to sur­vive him; it was the cus­tom, in ac­cor­dance with du­ty, and ex­am­ples of such sac­ri­fices are not want­ing in New Zea­land his­to­ry. The wom­an ap­peared. She was still young. Her hair float­ed in dis­or­der over her shoul­ders. Vague words, lamen­ta­tions, and bro­ken phras­es, in which she cel­e­brat­ed the virtues of the dead, in­ter­rupt­ed her groans; and, in a fi­nal parox­ysm of grief, she stretched her­self at the foot of the mound, beat­ing the ground with her head.

			At this mo­ment Kai-Koumou ap­proached her. Sud­den­ly the un­for­tu­nate vic­tim rose; but a vi­o­lent blow with the méré, a for­mi­da­ble club, wield­ed by the hand of the chief, struck her life­less to the earth.

			Fright­ful cries at once broke forth. A hun­dred arms threat­ened the cap­tives, who trem­bled at the hor­ri­ble sight. But no one stirred, for the fu­ner­al cer­e­monies were not end­ed.

			Kara-Tété’s wife had joined her hus­band in the oth­er world. Both bod­ies lay side by side. But for the eter­nal life his faith­ful spouse could not alone suf­fice the de­ceased. Who would serve them in pres­ence of Nouï-Atoua, if their slaves did not fol­low them?

			Six un­for­tu­nates were brought be­fore the corpse of their mas­ter and mis­tress. They were ser­vants, whom the piti­less laws of war had re­duced to slav­ery. Dur­ing the life of the chief they had un­der­gone the sever­est pri­va­tions, suf­fered a thou­sand abus­es, had been scant­i­ly fed, and com­pelled con­stant­ly to la­bor like beasts; and now, ac­cord­ing to the Maori be­lief, they were to con­tin­ue their ex­is­tence of servi­tude for eter­ni­ty.

			They ap­peared to be re­signed to their fate, and were not as­ton­ished at a sac­ri­fice they had long an­tic­i­pat­ed. Their free­dom from all bonds showed that they would meet death un­re­sist­ing­ly. More­over, this death was rapid, pro­tract­ed suf­fer­ings were spared them. These were re­served for the cap­tives who stood trem­bling not twen­ty paces dis­tant. Six blows of the méré, giv­en by six stal­wart war­riors, stretched the vic­tims on the ground in a pool of blood. It was the sig­nal for a ter­ri­ble scene of can­ni­bal­ism, which fol­lowed in all its hor­ri­ble de­tails.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, breath­less with fright, strove to hide this aw­ful scene from the eyes of the two un­hap­py ladies. They now un­der­stood what await­ed them at sun­rise the next day, and what cru­el tor­tures would doubt­less pre­cede such a death. They were dumb with hor­ror.

			The fu­ner­al dance now be­gan. Strong spir­its, ex­tract­ed from an in­dige­nous plant, mad­dened the sav­ages till they seemed no longer hu­man. Would they not for­get the taboo of the chief, and throw them­selves in their fi­nal out­breaks up­on the pris­on­ers who trem­bled at their fren­zy?

			But Kai-Koumou had pre­served his rea­son in the midst of the gen­er­al in­tox­i­ca­tion. He al­lowed this bloody or­gy an hour to reach its ut­most in­ten­si­ty. The last act of the fu­ner­al was played with the usu­al rites.

			The bod­ies of Kara-Tété and his wife were tak­en up, and their limbs bent and gath­ered against the stom­ach, ac­cord­ing to the New Zea­land cus­tom. The place for the tomb had been cho­sen out­side of the for­ti­fi­ca­tion, about two miles dis­tant, on the sum­mit of a small moun­tain, called Maun­gana­mu, sit­u­at­ed on the right shore of the lake.

			Thith­er the bod­ies were to be car­ried. Two very rude palan­quins, or rather lit­ters, were brought to the foot of the mound. The corpses, fold­ed to­geth­er, in a sit­ting pos­ture, and tied in their clothes by a gir­dle of with­es, were placed on this prim­i­tive bier. Four war­riors bore it be­tween them, and the en­tire tribe, chant­ing the fu­ner­al hymn, fol­lowed them in pro­ces­sion to the place of buri­al.

			The cap­tives, who were al­ways watched, saw them leave the in­ner en­clo­sure of the pah, and then the songs and cries grad­u­al­ly died away. For about half an hour this fu­ner­al es­cort con­tin­ued in sight, in the depths of the val­ley. Fi­nal­ly they per­ceived it again wind­ing along the moun­tain paths. The dis­tance gave a fan­tas­tic ap­pear­ance to the un­du­lat­ing move­ments of the long, sin­u­ous col­umn.

			The tribe stopped at the sum­mit of the moun­tain, which was eight hun­dred feet high, at the place pre­pared for Kara-Tété’s in­ter­ment. A com­mon Maori would have had on­ly a hole and a heap of stones for a grave; but for a pow­er­ful and dread­ed chief, des­tined doubt­less for a speedy de­ifi­ca­tion, a tomb wor­thy of his ex­ploits was re­served.

			The sepul­chre had been sur­round­ed by pal­isades, while stakes, or­na­ment­ed with faces red­dened with ochre, stood be­side the grave where the bod­ies were to lie. The rel­a­tives had not for­got­ten that the waidoua (the spir­it of the dead) feeds on sub­stan­tial nour­ish­ment like the body dur­ing this per­ish­able life. Food had there­fore been de­posit­ed in the en­clo­sure, to­geth­er with the weapons and clothes of the de­ceased.

			Noth­ing was want­ing for the com­fort of the tomb. Hus­band and wife were laid side by side, and then cov­ered with earth and grass af­ter a se­ries of re­newed lamen­ta­tions. Then the pro­ces­sion silent­ly de­scend­ed the moun­tain, and now no one could as­cend it un­der penal­ty of death, for it was tabooed.

		
	
		
			
				LI

				Strange­ly Lib­er­at­ed

			
			Just as the sun was dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind Lake Taupo, the cap­tives were led back to their prison. They were not to leave it again un­til the sum­mit of the Wahi­ti moun­tains should kin­dle with the first beams of the day. One night re­mained to pre­pare for death. In spite of the faint­ness, in spite of the hor­ror with which they were seized, they shared their repast in com­mon.

			“We shall need all the strength pos­si­ble to face death,” said Gle­nar­van. “We must show these bar­bar­ians how Eu­ro­peans and Chris­tians can die.”

			The meal be­ing fin­ished, La­dy He­le­na re­peat­ed the evening prayer aloud, while all her com­pan­ions, with un­cov­ered heads, joined her. Hav­ing ful­filled this du­ty, and en­joyed this priv­i­lege, the pris­on­ers em­braced each oth­er. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant then re­tired to one cor­ner of the hut, and stretched them­selves up­on a mat. Sleep, which soothes all woes, soon closed their eyes, and they slum­bered in each oth­er’s arms, over­come by fa­tigue and long wake­ful­ness.

			Gle­nar­van, tak­ing his friends aside, said:

			“My dear com­pan­ions, our lives and those of these poor ladies are in God’s hands. If Heav­en has de­creed that we shall die to­mor­row, we can, I am sure, die like brave peo­ple, like Chris­tians, ready to ap­pear fear­less­ly be­fore the fi­nal Judge. God, who does read the se­crets of the soul, knows that we are ful­fill­ing a no­ble mis­sion. If death awaits us in­stead of suc­cess, it is his will. How­ev­er se­vere his de­cree may be, I shall not mur­mur against it. But this is not death alone; it is tor­ture, dis­grace; and here are two wom­en—”

			Gle­nar­van’s voice, hith­er­to firm, now fal­tered. He paused to con­trol his emo­tion. Af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence, he said to the young cap­tain:

			“John, you have promised Mary Grant what I have promised La­dy He­le­na. What have you re­solved?”

			“This prom­ise,” replied John Man­gles, “I be­lieve I have the right in the sight of God to ful­fill.”

			“Yes, John; but we have no weapons.”

			“Here is one,” an­swered John, dis­play­ing a poniard. “I snatched it from Kara-Tété’s hands when he fell at your feet. My lord, he of us who sur­vives the oth­er shall ful­fill this vow.”

			At these words a pro­found si­lence reigned in the hut. At last the ma­jor in­ter­rupt­ed it by say­ing:

			“My friends, re­serve this ex­treme mea­sure till the last mo­ment. I am no ad­vo­cate of what is ir­re­me­di­a­ble.”

			“I do not speak for our­selves,” replied Gle­nar­van. “We can brave death, what­ev­er it may be. Ah, if we were alone! Twen­ty times al­ready would I have urged you to make a sal­ly and at­tack those wretch­es. But they—”

			At this mo­ment Cap­tain Man­gles raised the mat and count­ed twen­ty-five na­tives, who were watch­ing at the door of their prison. A great fire had been kin­dled, which cast a dis­mal light over the ir­reg­u­lar out­lines of the pah. Some of these sav­ages were stretched around the fire; and oth­ers, stand­ing and mo­tion­less, were dark­ly de­fined against the bright cur­tain of flame.

			It is said that, be­tween the jail­er who watch­es and the pris­on­er who wish­es to es­cape, the chances are on the side of the lat­ter. In­deed, the de­sign of one is stronger than that of the oth­er, for the first may for­get that he is guard­ing, but the sec­ond can­not for­get that he is guard­ed; the cap­tive thinks of­ten­er of es­cap­ing than his guardian thinks of pre­vent­ing his es­cape. But here it was hate and vengeance that watched the pris­on­ers, and not an in­dif­fer­ent jail­er. They had not been bound, for bonds were use­less where twen­ty-five men guard­ed the on­ly out­let of the prison.

			This hut was built against the rock that ter­mi­nat­ed the for­ti­fi­ca­tion, and was on­ly ac­ces­si­ble by a nar­row pas­sage that con­nect­ed it with the front of the pah. The oth­er two sides of the build­ing were flanked by tow­er­ing precipices, and stood on the verge of an abyss a hun­dred feet deep. A de­scent this way was there­fore im­pos­si­ble. There was no chance of es­cap­ing in the rear, which was guard­ed by the enor­mous rock. The on­ly ex­it was the door of the tem­ple, and the Maoris de­fend­ed the nar­row pas­sage that con­nect­ed it with the pah. All es­cape was there­fore out of the ques­tion; and Gle­nar­van, af­ter ex­am­in­ing the walls of his prison, was forced to ac­knowl­edge this dis­heart­en­ing fact.

			Mean­time, the hours of this night of an­guish were pass­ing away. Dense dark­ness had cov­ered the moun­tain. Nei­ther moon nor stars il­lu­mined the deep shades. A few gusts of wind swept along the side of the pah. The stakes of the hut groaned, the fire of the na­tives sud­den­ly re­vived at this pass­ing draught, and the flames cast rapid flash­es in­to the tem­ple, il­lu­min­ing for a mo­ment the group of pris­on­ers. These poor peo­ple were ab­sorbed with their last thoughts; a death­ly si­lence reigned in the hut.

			It must have been about four o’clock in the morn­ing, when the ma­jor’s at­ten­tion was at­tract­ed by a slight sound that seemed to come from be­hind the rear stakes, in the back wall that lay to­wards the rock. At first he was in­dif­fer­ent to the noise, but find­ing that it con­tin­ued, he lis­tened. At last, puz­zled by its per­sis­tence, he put his ear close to the ground to hear bet­ter. It seemed as if some­one was scrap­ing and dig­ging out­side.

			When he was cer­tain of this fact, he passed qui­et­ly to­wards Gle­nar­van and the cap­tain, and led them to the rear of the hut.

			“Lis­ten,” said he, in a low voice, mo­tion­ing to them to bend down.

			The scrap­ings be­came more and more au­di­ble. They could hear the lit­tle stones grate un­der the pres­sure of a sharp in­stru­ment and fall down out­side.

			“Some crea­ture in its bur­row,” said Cap­tain Man­gles.

			Gle­nar­van, with be­wil­dered gaze, stood as­ton­ished.

			“Who knows,” said he, “but that it is a man?”

			“Man or an­i­mal,” replied the ma­jor, “I will know what is go­ing on.”

			Wil­son and Ol­bi­nett joined their com­pan­ions, and all be­gan to dig in the wall, the cap­tain with his poniard, the oth­ers with stones pulled out of the ground, or with their nails, while Mul­ready, stretched on the earth, watched the group of na­tives through the loop­hole of the mat. But they were mo­tion­less around the fire, and did not sus­pect what was tran­spir­ing twen­ty paces from them.

			The soil was loose and crum­bling, and lay up­on a bed of clay, so that, in spite of the want of tools, the hole rapid­ly en­larged. It was soon ev­i­dent that some­body, cling­ing to the sides of the pah, was mak­ing a pas­sage in its out­er wall. What could be the ob­ject? Did he know of the ex­is­tence of the pris­on­ers, or could a mere chance at­tempt at es­cape ex­plain the work that seemed near­ly com­plet­ed?

			The cap­tives re­dou­bled their ef­forts. Their lac­er­at­ed fin­gers bled, but still they dug on. Af­ter half an hour’s la­bor, the hole they were drilling had reached a depth of three feet. They could per­ceive by the sounds, which were now more dis­tinct, that on­ly a thin lay­er of earth pre­vent­ed im­me­di­ate com­mu­ni­ca­tion.

			A few mo­ments more elapsed, when sud­den­ly the ma­jor drew back his hand, which was cut by a sharp blade. He sup­pressed a cry that was about to es­cape him. Cap­tain Man­gles, hold­ing out his poniard, avoid­ed the knife that was mov­ing out of the ground, but seized the hand that held it. It was the hand of a wom­an or a youth, a Eu­ro­pean hand. Not a word had been ut­tered on ei­ther side. There was plain­ly an ob­ject in keep­ing silent.

			“Is it Robert?” mur­mured Gle­nar­van.

			But, though on­ly whis­per­ing this name, Mary Grant, awak­ened by the move­ment that was tak­ing place in the hut, glid­ed to­wards Gle­nar­van, and, seiz­ing this hand all soiled with mud, cov­ered it with kiss­es.

			“It is you! it is you!” cried the young girl, who could not be mis­tak­en, “you, my Robert!”

			“Yes, lit­tle sis­ter,” replied Robert, “I am here to save you all! But si­lence!”

			“Brave lad!” re­peat­ed Gle­nar­van.

			“Keep watch of the sav­ages out­side,” con­tin­ued Robert.

			Mul­ready, whose at­ten­tion had been di­vert­ed for a mo­ment by the ap­pear­ance of the hand, re­sumed his post of ob­ser­va­tion.

			“All is well,” said he. “On­ly four war­riors are watch­ing now. The oth­ers have fall­en asleep.”

			“Courage!” replied Wil­son.

			In an in­stant the hole was widened, and Robert passed from the arms of his sis­ter in­to those of La­dy He­le­na. Around his body was wound a rope of flax.

			“My boy! my boy!” mur­mured La­dy He­le­na; “these sav­ages did not kill you?”

			“No, madam,” replied Robert. “Some­how, dur­ing the up­roar, I suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing their vig­i­lance. I crossed the yard. For two days I kept hid­den be­hind the bush­es. At night I wan­dered about, long­ing to see you again. While the tribe were oc­cu­pied with the fu­ner­al of the chief, I came and ex­am­ined this side of the for­ti­fi­ca­tion, where the prison stands, and saw that I could reach you. I stole this knife and rope in a de­sert­ed hut. The tufts of grass and the bush­es helped me to climb. By chance I found a kind of grot­to hol­lowed out in the very rock against which this hut rests. I had on­ly a few feet to dig in the soft earth, and here I am.”

			Twen­ty silent kiss­es were his on­ly an­swer.

			“Let us start,” said he, in a de­cid­ed tone.

			“Is Pa­ganel be­low?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“Mr. Pa­ganel?” re­peat­ed the boy, sur­prised ap­par­ent­ly at the ques­tion.

			“Yes; is he wait­ing for us?”

			“No, my lord. What! is he not here?”

			“He is not, Robert,” replied Mary Grant.

			“What! have you not seen him?” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van. “Did you not meet each oth­er in the con­fu­sion? Did you not es­cape to­geth­er?”

			“No, my lord,” an­swered Robert, at a loss to un­der­stand the dis­ap­pear­ance of his friend Pa­ganel.

			“Let us start,” said the ma­jor; “there is not a mo­ment to lose. Wher­ev­er Pa­ganel may be, his sit­u­a­tion can­not be worse than ours here. Let us go.”

			In­deed, the mo­ments were pre­cious. It was high time to start. The es­cape pre­sent­ed no great dif­fi­cul­ties, but for the al­most per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of rock out­side of the grot­to, twen­ty feet high. The de­cliv­i­ty then sloped quite gen­tly to the base of the moun­tain, from which point the cap­tives could quick­ly gain the low­er val­leys, while the Maoris, if they chanced to dis­cov­er their flight, would be forced to make a very long dé­tour, since they were not aware of the pas­sage that had been dug in the moun­tain.

			They now pre­pared to es­cape, and ev­ery pre­cau­tion was tak­en to in­sure their suc­cess. The cap­tives crawled one by one through the nar­row pas­sage, and found them­selves in the grot­to. Cap­tain Man­gles, be­fore leav­ing the hut, con­cealed all traces of their work, and glid­ed in his turn through the open­ing, which he closed with the mats. Their out­let was there­fore en­tire­ly hid­den.

			The ob­ject now was to de­scend the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of rock, which would have been im­pos­si­ble if Robert had not brought the flax rope. It was un­wound, fas­tened to a point of rock, and thrown over the de­cliv­i­ty.

			Be­fore al­low­ing his friends to trust their weight to these flax­en fi­bres, Cap­tain Man­gles test­ed them. They seemed to be quite strong, but it would not an­swer to ven­ture rash­ly, for a fall might be fa­tal.

			“This rope,” said he, “can on­ly bear the weight of two bod­ies, and we must there­fore act ac­cord­ing­ly. Let Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van slide down first. When they have reached the bot­tom, three shakes at the rope will be the sig­nal to fol­low them.”

			“I will go first,” replied Robert. “I have dis­cov­ered at the base of the slope a sort of deep ex­ca­va­tion, where those who de­scend first can wait for the oth­ers in safe­ty.”

			“Go then, my boy,” said Gle­nar­van, clasp­ing the boy’s hand.

			Robert dis­ap­peared through the open­ing of the grot­to. A mo­ment af­ter, three shakes of the rope in­formed them that he had ac­com­plished his de­scent suc­cess­ful­ly.

			Gle­nar­van and La­dy He­le­na now ven­tured out of the grot­to. The dark­ness be­low was still pro­found, but the gray light of dawn was al­ready tinging the top of the moun­tain. The keen cold of the morn­ing re­an­i­mat­ed the young wife; she felt stronger, and com­menced her per­ilous es­cape.

			First her hus­band, and then she, slid down the rope to the point where the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall met the sum­mit of the slope. Then Gle­nar­van, go­ing be­fore his wife and as­sist­ing her, be­gan to de­scend the de­cliv­i­ty of the moun­tain back­wards. He sought for tufts of grass and bush­es that of­fered a point of sup­port, and tried them be­fore plac­ing La­dy He­le­na’s feet up­on them. Sev­er­al birds, sud­den­ly awak­ened, flew away with shrill cries, and the fugi­tives shud­dered when a large stone rolled nois­i­ly to the base of the moun­tain.

			They had ac­com­plished half the dis­tance when a voice was heard at the open­ing of the grot­to.

			“Stop!” whis­pered Cap­tain Man­gles.

			Gle­nar­van, cling­ing with one hand to a tuft of grass and hold­ing his wife with the oth­er, wait­ed, scarce­ly breath­ing.

			Wil­son had tak­en alarm. Hear­ing some noise out­side, he had re­turned to the hut, and, rais­ing the mat, watched the Maoris. At a sign from him the cap­tain had stopped Gle­nar­van.

			In truth, one of the war­riors, star­tled by some un­ac­cus­tomed sound, had risen and ap­proached the prison. Stand­ing two paces from the hut, he lis­tened with low­ered head. He re­mained in this at­ti­tude for a mo­ment, that seemed an hour, with ear in­tent and eye on the alert. Then, shak­ing his head as a man who is mis­tak­en, he re­turned to his com­pan­ions, took an arm­ful of dead wood and threw it on the half-ex­tinct fire, whose flames re­vived. His face, bright­ly il­lu­mined by the blaze, be­trayed no more anx­i­ety, and, af­ter gaz­ing at the first glim­mers of dawn that tinged the hori­zon, he stretched him­self be­side the fire to warm his cold limbs.

			“All right!” said Wil­son.

			The cap­tain made a sign to Gle­nar­van to con­tin­ue his de­scent. The lat­ter, ac­cord­ing­ly, slid gen­tly down the slope, and soon La­dy He­le­na and he stood on the nar­row path where Robert was wait­ing for them. The rope was shak­en three times, and next Cap­tain Man­gles, fol­lowed by Mary Grant, took the same per­ilous course. They were suc­cess­ful, and joined Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van.

			Five min­utes lat­er all the fugi­tives, af­ter their for­tu­nate es­cape from the hut, left this tem­po­rary re­treat, and, avoid­ing the in­hab­it­ed shores of the lake, made their way by nar­row paths far­ther down the moun­tain. They ad­vanced rapid­ly, seek­ing to avoid all points where they might be seen. They did not speak, but glid­ed like shad­ows through the bush­es. Where were they go­ing? At ran­dom, it is true, but they were free.

			About five o’clock day be­gan to break. Pur­ple tints col­ored the lofty banks of clouds. The moun­tain peaks emerged from the mists of the morn­ing. The orb of day would not be long in ap­pear­ing, and in­stead of be­ing the sig­nal for tor­ture, was to be­tray the flight of the con­demned.

			Be­fore this dread­ed mo­ment ar­rived it was im­por­tant that the fugi­tives should be be­yond the reach of the sav­ages. But they could not ad­vance quick­ly, for the paths were steep. La­dy He­le­na scaled the de­cliv­i­ties, sup­port­ed and even car­ried by Gle­nar­van, while Mary Grant leaned up­on the arm of her be­trothed. Robert, hap­py and tri­umphant, whose heart was full of joy at his suc­cess, took the lead, fol­lowed by the two sailors.

			For half an hour the fugi­tives wan­dered at a ven­ture. Pa­ganel was not there to guide them—Pa­ganel, the ob­ject of their fears, whose ab­sence cast a dark shad­ow over their hap­pi­ness. How­ev­er, they pro­ceed­ed to­wards the east as well as pos­si­ble, in the face of a mag­nif­i­cent dawn. They had soon reached an el­e­va­tion of five hun­dred feet above Lake Taupo, and the morn­ing air at this al­ti­tude was keen and cold. Hills and moun­tains rose one above an­oth­er in in­dis­tinct out­lines; but Gle­nar­van on­ly wished to con­ceal him­self and his com­pan­ions. Af­ter­wards they would see about is­su­ing from this wind­ing labyrinth.

			At last the sun ap­peared and flashed his first rays in­to the faces of the fugi­tives. Sud­den­ly a ter­ri­ble yelling, the con­cen­trat­ed union of a hun­dred voic­es, broke forth up­on the air. It rose from the pah, whose ex­act po­si­tion Gle­nar­van did not now know. More­over, a thick cur­tain of mist stretched at their feet, and pre­vent­ed them from dis­tin­guish­ing the val­leys be­low.

			But the fugi­tives could not doubt that their es­cape had been dis­cov­ered. Could they elude the pur­suit of the na­tives? Had they been per­ceived? Would their tracks be­tray them?

			At this mo­ment the low­er stra­ta of va­por rose, en­velop­ing them for an in­stant in a moist cloud, and they dis­cerned, three hun­dred feet be­low them, the fran­tic crowd of sav­ages.

			They saw, but were al­so seen. Re­newed yells re­sound­ed, min­gled with barks; and the whole tribe, af­ter vain­ly en­deav­or­ing to climb the rock, rushed out of the en­clo­sure and has­tened by the short­est paths in pur­suit of the pris­on­ers, who fled in ter­ror from their vengeance.

		
	
		
			
				LII

				The Sa­cred Moun­tain

			
			The sum­mit of the moun­tain was a hun­dred feet high­er. It was im­por­tant for the fugi­tives to reach it, that they might con­ceal them­selves from the sight of the Maoris, on the op­po­site slope. They hoped that some prac­ti­ca­ble ridge would then en­able them to gain the neigh­bor­ing peaks. The as­cent was, there­fore, has­tened, as the threat­en­ing cries came near­er and near­er. The pur­suers had reached the foot of the moun­tain.

			“Courage, courage, my friends!” cried Gle­nar­van, urg­ing his com­pan­ions with word and ges­ture.

			In less than five min­utes they reached the top of the moun­tain. Here they turned around to con­sid­er their sit­u­a­tion, and take some route by which they might evade the Maoris.

			From this height the prospect com­mand­ed Lake Taupo, which ex­tend­ed to­wards the west in its pic­turesque frame of hills. To the north rose the peaks of Piron­gia; to the south the flam­ing crater of Ton­gariro. But to­wards the east the view was lim­it­ed by a bar­ri­er of peaks and ridges.

			Gle­nar­van cast an anx­ious glance around him. The mist had dis­solved un­der the rays of the sun, and his eye could clear­ly dis­tin­guish the least de­pres­sions of the earth. No move­ment of the Maoris could es­cape his sight.

			The na­tives were not five hun­dred feet dis­tant, when they reached the plateau up­on which the soli­tary peak rest­ed. Gle­nar­van could not, for ev­er so short a time, de­lay longer. At all haz­ards they must fly, at the risk of be­ing hemmed in on all sides.

			“Let us go down,” cried he, “be­fore our on­ly way of es­cape is blocked up.”

			But just as the ladies rose by a fi­nal ef­fort, Mac­N­abb stopped them, and said:

			“It is use­less, Gle­nar­van. Look!”

			And all saw, in­deed, that an in­ex­pli­ca­ble change had tak­en place in the move­ments of the Maoris. Their pur­suit had been sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt­ed. Their as­cent of the moun­tain had ceased, as if by an im­pe­ri­ous in­ter­dict. The crowd of na­tives had checked their swift­ness, and halt­ed, like the waves of the sea be­fore an im­pass­able rock.

			All the sav­ages, thirst­ing for blood, were now ranged along the foot of the moun­tain, yelling, ges­tic­u­lat­ing, and bran­dish­ing guns and hatch­ets; but they did not ad­vance a sin­gle foot. Their dogs, like them­selves, as though chained to earth, howled with rage.

			What was the dif­fi­cul­ty? What in­vis­i­ble pow­er re­strained the na­tives? The fugi­tives gazed with­out com­pre­hend­ing, fear­ing that the charm that en­chained Kai-Koumou’s tribe would dis­solve.

			Sud­den­ly Cap­tain Man­gles ut­tered a cry that caused his com­pan­ions to turn. He point­ed to a lit­tle fortress at the sum­mit of the peak.

			“The tomb of the chief Kara-Tété!” cried Robert.

			“Are you in earnest?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord, it is the tomb; I rec­og­nize it.”

			Robert was right. Fifty feet above, at the ex­treme point of the moun­tain, stood a small pal­isad­ed en­clo­sure of fresh­ly-paint­ed stakes. Gle­nar­van, like­wise, rec­og­nized the sepul­chre of the Maori chief. In their wan­der­ings they had come to the top of the Maun­gana­mu, where Kara-Tété had been buried.

			Fol­lowed by his com­pan­ions, he climbed the sides of the peak, to the very foot of the tomb. A large open­ing, cov­ered with mats, formed the en­trance. Gle­nar­van was about to en­ter, when, all at once, he start­ed back sud­den­ly.

			“A sav­age!” said he.

			“A sav­age in this tomb?” in­quired the ma­jor.

			“Yes, Mac­N­abb.”

			“What mat­ter? Let us en­ter.”

			Gle­nar­van, the ma­jor, Robert, and Cap­tain Man­gles passed in­to the en­clo­sure. A Maori was there, clad in a great flax man­tle. The dark­ness of the sepul­chre did not per­mit them to dis­tin­guish his fea­tures. He ap­peared very calm, and was eat­ing his break­fast with the most per­fect in­dif­fer­ence.

			Gle­nar­van was about to ad­dress him, when the na­tive, an­tic­i­pat­ing him, said, in an ami­able tone, and in ex­cel­lent Eng­lish:

			“Be seat­ed, my dear lord; break­fast is await­ing you.”

			It was Pa­ganel. At his voice all rushed in­to the tomb, and gazed with won­der at the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher. Pa­ganel was found! The com­mon safe­ty was rep­re­sent­ed in him. They were go­ing to ques­tion him: they wished to know how and why he was on the top of the moun­tain; but Gle­nar­van checked this un­sea­son­able cu­rios­i­ty.

			“The sav­ages!” said he.

			“The sav­ages,” replied Pa­ganel, shrug­ging his shoul­ders, “are in­di­vid­u­als whom I supreme­ly de­spise.”

			“But can they not—?”

			“They! the im­be­ciles! Come and see them.”

			Each fol­lowed Pa­ganel, who is­sued from the tomb. The Maoris were in the same place, sur­round­ing the foot of the peak, and ut­ter­ing ter­ri­ble cries.

			“Cry and howl till you are tired, mis­er­able crea­tures!” said Pa­ganel. “I de­fy you to climb this moun­tain!”

			“And why?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Be­cause the chief is buried here; this tomb pro­tects us, and the moun­tain is tabooed.”

			“Tabooed?”

			“Yes, my friends; and that is why I took refuge here, as in one of those asy­lums of the Mid­dle Ages, open to un­for­tu­nates.”

			In­deed, the moun­tain was tabooed, and by this con­se­cra­tion had be­come in­ac­ces­si­ble by the su­per­sti­tious sav­ages.

			The safe­ty of the fugi­tives was not yet cer­tain, but there was a salu­tary respite, of which they strove to take ad­van­tage. Gle­nar­van, a prey to un­speak­able emo­tion, did not ven­ture a word; while the ma­jor nod­ded his head with an air of gen­uine sat­is­fac­tion.

			“And now, my friends,” said Pa­ganel, “if these brutes ex­pect us to test their pa­tience they are mis­tak­en. In two days we shall be be­yond the reach of these ras­cals.”

			“We will es­cape!” said Gle­nar­van; “but how?”

			“I do not know,” replied Pa­ganel, “but we will do so all the same.”

			All now wished to hear the ge­og­ra­pher’s ad­ven­tures. Strange­ly enough, in the case of a man lo­qua­cious usu­al­ly, it was nec­es­sary to draw, as it were, the words from his mouth. He, who was so fond of telling sto­ries, replied on­ly in an eva­sive way to the ques­tions of his friends.

			“Pa­ganel has changed,” thought Mac­N­abb.

			In­deed, the coun­te­nance of the ge­og­ra­pher was no longer the same. He wrapped him­self gloomi­ly in his great flax­en man­tle, and seemed to shun too in­quis­i­tive looks. How­ev­er, when they were all seat­ed around him at the foot of the tomb, he re­lat­ed his ex­pe­ri­ences.

			Af­ter the death of Kara-Tété, Pa­ganel had tak­en ad­van­tage, like Robert, of the con­fu­sion of the na­tives, and es­caped from the pah. But less for­tu­nate than young Grant, he had fall­en up­on an en­camp­ment of Maoris, who were com­mand­ed by a chief of fine form and in­tel­li­gent ap­pear­ance, who was ev­i­dent­ly su­pe­ri­or to all the war­riors of his tribe. This chief spoke Eng­lish ac­cu­rate­ly, and bade him wel­come by rub­bing his nose against that of the ge­og­ra­pher. Pa­ganel won­dered whether he should con­sid­er him­self a pris­on­er; but see­ing that he could not take a step with­out be­ing gra­cious­ly ac­com­pa­nied by the chief, he soon knew how mat­ters stood on this point.

			The chief, whose name was “Hi­hy” (sun­beam), was not a bad man. The spec­ta­cles and tele­scope gave him a high opin­ion of Pa­ganel, whom he at­tached care­ful­ly to his per­son, not on­ly by his ben­e­fits, but by strong flax­en ropes, es­pe­cial­ly at night.

			This nov­el sit­u­a­tion last­ed three long days. Was he well or bad­ly treat­ed? Both, as he stat­ed with­out fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion. In short, he was a pris­on­er, and, ex­cept for the prospect of im­me­di­ate tor­ture, his con­di­tion did not seem more en­vi­able than that of his un­for­tu­nate friends.

			For­tu­nate­ly, last night he suc­ceed­ed in bit­ing asun­der his ropes and es­cap­ing. He had wit­nessed at a dis­tance the buri­al of the chief, knew that he had been in­terred on the sum­mit of Maun­gana­mu moun­tain, and that it was tabooed in con­se­quence. He there­fore re­solved to take refuge there, not wish­ing to leave the place where his com­pan­ions were held cap­tives. He suc­ceed­ed in his un­der­tak­ing, ar­rived at Kara-Tété’s tomb, and wait­ed in hope that Prov­i­dence would in some way de­liv­er his friends.

			Such was Pa­ganel’s sto­ry. Did he omit de­signed­ly any cir­cum­stance of his stay among the na­tives? More than once his em­bar­rass­ment led them to sus­pect so. How­ev­er that might be, he re­ceived unan­i­mous con­grat­u­la­tions; and as the past was now known, they re­turned to the present.

			Their sit­u­a­tion was still ex­ceed­ing­ly crit­i­cal. The na­tives, if they did not ven­ture to climb the moun­tain, ex­pect­ed that hunger and thirst would force their pris­on­ers to sur­ren­der. It was on­ly a mat­ter of time, and the sav­ages had great pa­tience. Gle­nar­van did not dis­re­gard the dif­fi­cul­ties of his po­si­tion, but wait­ed for the fa­vor­able is­sue which Prov­i­dence seemed to prom­ise.

			And first he wished to ex­am­ine this im­pro­vised fortress; not to de­fend it, for an at­tack was not to be feared, but that he might find a way of es­cap­ing. The ma­jor and the cap­tain, Robert, Pa­ganel, and him­self, took the ex­act bear­ings of the moun­tain. They ob­served the di­rec­tion of the paths, their branch­es and de­cliv­i­ties. A ridge a mile in length unit­ed the Maun­gana­mu to the Wahi­ti range, and then de­clined to the plain. Its nar­row and wind­ing sum­mit pre­sent­ed the on­ly prac­ti­ca­ble route, in case es­cape should be­come pos­si­ble. If the fugi­tives could pass this point un­per­ceived, un­der cov­er of the night, per­haps they might suc­ceed in reach­ing the deep val­leys and out­wit­ting the Maoris.

			But this course of­fered more than one dan­ger, as they would have to pass be­low with­in gun­shot. The bul­lets of the na­tives on the low­er ram­parts of the pah; might in­ter­cept them, and form a bar­ri­er that no one could safe­ly cross.

			Gle­nar­van and his friends, as soon as they ven­tured on the dan­ger­ous part of the ridge, were salut­ed with a vol­ley of shots; but on­ly a few wads, borne by the wind, reached them. They were made of print­ed pa­per. Pa­ganel picked them up out of cu­rios­i­ty, but it was dif­fi­cult to de­ci­pher them.

			“Why!” said he, “do you know, my friends, what these crea­tures use for wads in their guns?”

			“No,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“Leaves of the Bible! If this is the use they make of the sa­cred writ­ings, I pity the mis­sion­ar­ies. They will have dif­fi­cul­ty in found­ing Maori li­braries.”

			“And what pas­sage of the Scrip­tures have these na­tives fired at us?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“A mighty prom­ise of God,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, who had al­so read the pa­per. “It bids us hope in Him,” added the young cap­tain, with the un­shak­en con­vic­tion of his Scot­tish faith.

			“Read, John,” said Gle­nar­van.

			He read this line, which had so strange­ly reached them:

			
				“Be­cause he hath set his love up­on Me, there­fore will I de­liv­er him.”

				Psalm 91:1
			

			“My friends,” said Gle­nar­van, “we must make known the words of hope to our brave and dear ladies. Here is some­thing to re­an­i­mate their hearts.”

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions as­cend­ed the steep paths of the peak, and pro­ceed­ed to­wards the tomb, which they wished to ex­am­ine. On the way they were as­ton­ished to feel, at short in­ter­vals, a cer­tain trem­bling of the ground. It was not an ir­reg­u­lar ag­i­ta­tion, but that con­tin­ued vi­bra­tion which the sides of a boil­er un­der­go when it is ful­ly charged. Steam, in large quan­ti­ties, gen­er­at­ed by the ac­tion of sub­ter­ranean fires, seemed to be work­ing be­neath the crust of the moun­tain.

			This pe­cu­liar­i­ty could not as­ton­ish peo­ple who had passed be­tween the warm springs of the Waika­to. They knew that this re­gion of Ika-Na-Maoui is vol­canic. It is like a sieve, from the holes of which ev­er is­sue the va­pors of sub­ter­ranean lab­o­ra­to­ries.

			Pa­ganel, who had al­ready ob­served this, called the at­ten­tion of his friends to the cir­cum­stance. The Maun­gana­mu is on­ly one of those nu­mer­ous cones that cov­er the cen­tral por­tion of the is­land. The least me­chan­i­cal ac­tion could pro­voke the for­ma­tion of a crater in the clayey soil.

			“And yet,” said Gle­nar­van, “we seem to be in no more dan­ger here than be­side the boil­er of the Dun­can. This crust is firm.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied the ma­jor; “but a boil­er, how­ev­er strong it may be, will al­ways burst at last af­ter too long use.”

			“Mac­N­abb,” said Pa­ganel, “I do not de­sire to re­main on this peak. Let Heav­en show me a way of es­cape, and I will leave it in­stant­ly.”

			La­dy He­le­na, who per­ceived Lord Gle­nar­van, now ap­proached.

			“My dear Ed­ward,” said she, “you have con­sid­ered our po­si­tion! Are we to hope or fear?”

			“Hope, my dear He­le­na,” replied Gle­nar­van. “The na­tives will nev­er come to the top of the moun­tain, and we shall have abun­dant time to form a plan of es­cape.”

			“More­over, madam,” said Cap­tain Man­gles, “God him­self en­cour­ages us to hope.”

			So say­ing, he gave her the text of the Bible which had been sent to them. She and Mary Grant, whose con­fid­ing soul was al­ways open to the min­is­tra­tions of Heav­en, saw, in the words of the Holy Book, an in­fal­li­ble pledge of safe­ty.

			“Now to the tomb!” cried Pa­ganel, gay­ly. “This is our fortress, our cas­tle, our din­ing-room, and our work­shop. No one is to dis­ar­range it. Ladies, per­mit me to do the hon­ors of this charm­ing dwelling.”

			All fol­lowed the good-na­tured Pa­ganel. When the sav­ages saw the fugi­tives des­e­crate anew this tabooed sepul­chre, they fired nu­mer­ous vol­leys, and ut­tered yells no less ter­ri­ble. But for­tu­nate­ly their bul­lets could not reach as far as their cries, for they on­ly came half­way, while their vo­cif­er­a­tions were lost in emp­ty air.

			La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, and their com­pan­ions, quite re­as­sured at see­ing that the su­per­sti­tion of the Maoris was still stronger than their rage, en­tered the tomb. It was a pal­isade of red paint­ed stakes. Sym­bol­i­cal faces, a re­al tat­too­ing on wood, de­scribed the no­ble­ness and ex­ploits of the de­ceased. Strings of pipes, shells, and carved stones ex­tend­ed from one stake to an­oth­er. In­side, the earth was hid­den be­neath a car­pet of green leaves. In the cen­tre a slight pro­tu­ber­ance marked the fresh­ly-made grave. Here re­posed the weapons of the chief, his guns load­ed and primed, his lance, his splen­did hatch­et of green jade, with a sup­ply of pow­der and balls suf­fi­cient for the hunts of the oth­er world.

			“Here is a whole ar­se­nal,” said Pa­ganel, “of which we will make a bet­ter use than the de­ceased. It is a good idea of these sav­ages to car­ry their weapons to heav­en with them.”

			“But these are Eng­lish guns!” said the ma­jor.

			“Doubt­less,” replied Gle­nar­van; “it is a very fool­ish cus­tom to make presents of firearms to the sav­ages, who then use them against the in­vaders, and with rea­son. At all events, these guns will be use­ful to us.”

			“But still more use­ful,” said Pa­ganel, “will be the pro­vi­sions and wa­ter in­tend­ed for Kara-Tété.”

			The par­ents and friends of the dead had, in­deed, faith­ful­ly ful­filled their du­ties. The amount of food tes­ti­fied their es­teem for the virtues of the chief. There were pro­vi­sions enough to last ten per­sons fif­teen days, or rather the de­ceased for eter­ni­ty. They con­sist­ed of ferns, sweet yams, and pota­toes, which were in­tro­duced some time be­fore by the Eu­ro­peans. Tall vas­es of fresh wa­ter stood near, and a dozen bas­kets, ar­tis­ti­cal­ly wo­ven, con­tained nu­mer­ous tablets of green gum.

			The fugi­tives were, there­fore, for­ti­fied for sev­er­al days against hunger and thirst, and they need­ed no urg­ing to take their first meal at the chief’s ex­pense. Gle­nar­van di­rect­ed Mr. Ol­bi­nett’s at­ten­tion to the food nec­es­sary for his com­pan­ions; but he, with his usu­al ex­act­ness, even in crit­i­cal sit­u­a­tions, thought the bill of fare rather scanty. More­over, he did not know how to pre­pare the roots, and there was no fire.

			But Pa­ganel solved the dif­fi­cul­ty, and ad­vised him to sim­ply bury his ferns and pota­toes in the ground it­self, for the heat of the up­per stra­ta was very great. Ol­bi­nett, how­ev­er, nar­row­ly es­caped a se­ri­ous scald­ing, for, just as he had dug a hole to put his roots in, a stream of wa­tery va­por burst forth, and rose to the height of sev­er­al feet. The stew­ard start­ed back in ter­ror.

			“Close the hole!” cried the ma­jor, who, with the aid of the two sailors, cov­ered the ori­fice with frag­ments of pumice-stone, while Pa­ganel mur­mured these words:

			“Well! well! ha! ha! very nat­u­ral!”

			“You are not scald­ed?” in­quired Mac­N­abb of Ol­bi­nett.

			“No, Mr. Mac­N­abb,” replied the stew­ard; “but I scarce­ly ex­pect­ed—”

			“So many bless­ings,” added Pa­ganel, in a mirth­ful tone. “Con­sid­er Kara-Tété’s wa­ter and pro­vi­sions, and the fire of the earth! This moun­tain is a par­adise! I pro­pose that we found a colony here, cul­ti­vate the soil, and set­tle for the rest of our days. We will be Robin­son Cru­soes of Maun­gana­mu. In­deed, I look in vain for any de­fi­cien­cy on this com­fort­able peak.”

			“Noth­ing is want­ing if the earth is firm,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Well, it was not cre­at­ed yes­ter­day,” said Pa­ganel. “It has long re­sist­ed the ac­tion of in­ter­nal fires, and will eas­i­ly hold out till our de­par­ture.”

			“Break­fast is ready,” an­nounced Mr. Ol­bi­nett, as grave­ly as if he had been per­form­ing his du­ties at Mal­colm Cas­tle.

			The fugi­tives at once sat down near the pal­isade, and en­joyed the repast that Prov­i­dence had so op­por­tune­ly fur­nished to them in this crit­i­cal sit­u­a­tion. No one ap­peared par­tic­u­lar about the choice of food, but there was a di­ver­si­ty of opin­ion con­cern­ing the ed­i­ble ferns. Some found them sweet and pleas­ant, and oth­ers mu­cilagi­nous, in­sipid, and acrid. The sweet pota­toes, cooked in the hot earth, were ex­cel­lent.

			Their hunger be­ing sa­ti­at­ed, Gle­nar­van pro­posed that they should, with­out de­lay, ar­range a plan of es­cape.

			“So soon!” said Pa­ganel, in a tru­ly piteous tone. “What! are you think­ing al­ready of leav­ing this de­light­ful place?”

			“I think, first of all,” replied Gle­nar­van, “that we ought to at­tempt an es­cape be­fore we are forced to it by hunger. We have strength enough yet, and must take ad­van­tage of it. Tonight let us try to gain the east­ern val­leys, and cross the cir­cle of na­tives un­der cov­er of the dark­ness.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” an­swered Pa­ganel; “if the Maoris will let us pass.”

			“And if they pre­vent us?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Then we will em­ploy the great ex­pe­di­ents,” said Pa­ganel.

			“You have great ex­pe­di­ents, then?” in­quired the ma­jor.

			“More than I know what to do with,” re­joined Pa­ganel, with­out fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion.

			They could now do noth­ing but wait for night to at­tempt cross­ing the line of sav­ages, who had not left their po­si­tion. Their ranks even seemed in­creased by strag­glers from the tribe. Here and there fresh­ly-kin­dled fires formed a flam­ing gir­dle around the base of the peak. When dark­ness had in­vad­ed the sur­round­ing val­leys, the Maun­gana­mu seemed to rise from a vast con­fla­gra­tion, while its sum­mit was lost in a dense shade. Six hun­dred feet be­low were heard the tu­mult and cries of the en­e­my’s camp.

			At nine o’clock it was very dark, and Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles re­solved to make an ex­plo­ration be­fore tak­ing their com­pan­ions on this per­ilous jour­ney. They noise­less­ly de­scend­ed the de­cliv­i­ty some dis­tance, and reached the nar­row ridge that crossed the line of na­tives fifty feet above the en­camp­ment.

			All went well so far. The Maoris, stretched be­side their fires, did not seem to per­ceive the two fugi­tives, who ad­vanced a few paces far­ther. But sud­den­ly, to the left and right of the ridge, a dou­ble vol­ley re­sound­ed.

			“Back!” cried Gle­nar­van; “these ban­dits have eyes like a cat, and the guns of ri­fle­men!”

			Cap­tain Man­gles and he reas­cend­ed at once the pre­cip­i­tous slopes of the moun­tain, and speed­i­ly as­sured their ter­ri­fied friends of their safe­ty. Gle­nar­van’s hat had been pierced by two bul­lets. It was, there­fore, dan­ger­ous to ven­ture on the ridge be­tween these two lines of marks­men.

			“Wait till to­mor­row,” said Pa­ganel; “and since we can­not de­ceive the vig­i­lance of these na­tives, per­mit me to give them a dose in my own way.”

			The tem­per­a­ture was quite cold. For­tu­nate­ly, Kara-Tété wore in the tomb his best night-robes, warm, flax­en cov­er­ings, in which each one wrapped him­self with­out hes­i­ta­tion; and soon the fugi­tives, pro­tect­ed by the na­tive su­per­sti­tion, slept peace­ful­ly in the shel­ter of the pal­isades, on the earth that seemed to quake with the in­ter­nal com­mo­tion.

		
	
		
			
				LIII

				A Bold Strat­a­gem

			
			The ris­ing sun awak­ened with his first rays the sleep­ers on the Maun­gana­mu. The Maoris for some time had been mov­ing to and fro at the foot of the peak with­out wan­der­ing from their post of ob­ser­va­tion. Fu­ri­ous cries salut­ed the ap­pear­ance of the Eu­ro­peans as they is­sued from the des­e­crat­ed tomb.

			Each cast a long­ing glance to­wards the sur­round­ing moun­tains, the deep val­leys, still veiled in mist, and the sur­face of Lake Taupo, gen­tly rip­pling be­neath the morn­ing wind. Then all, ea­ger to know Pa­ganel’s new project, gath­ered around him with ques­tion­ing looks; while the ge­og­ra­pher at once sat­is­fied the rest­less cu­rios­i­ty of his com­pan­ions.

			“My friends,” said he, “my project has this ad­van­tage, that if it does not pro­duce the re­sult that I ex­pect, or even fails, our sit­u­a­tion will not be im­paired. But it ought to and will suc­ceed.”

			“And this project?” asked the ma­jor.

			“This is it,” replied Pa­ganel. “The su­per­sti­tion of the na­tives has made this moun­tain a place of refuge, and this su­per­sti­tion must help us to es­cape. If I suc­ceed in con­vinc­ing Kai-Koumou that we have be­come the vic­tims of our sac­ri­lege, that the wrath of Heav­en has fall­en up­on us, in short, that we have met a ter­ri­ble death, do you think that he will aban­don the moun­tain and re­turn to his vil­lage?”

			“Prob­a­bly,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“And with what hor­ri­ble death do you threat­en us?” in­quired La­dy He­le­na.

			“The death of the sac­ri­le­gious, my friends,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel. “The aveng­ing flames are un­der our feet. Let us open a way for them.”

			“What! you would make a vol­cano?” cried Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Yes, a fac­ti­tious, an im­pro­vised one, whose fury we will con­trol. There is quite a sup­ply of va­pors and sub­ter­ranean fires that on­ly ask for an out­let. Let us ar­range an ar­ti­fi­cial erup­tion for our own ad­van­tage.”

			“The idea is good,” said the ma­jor, “and well con­ceived, Pa­ganel.”

			“You un­der­stand,” re­sumed the ge­og­ra­pher, “that we are to feign be­ing con­sumed by the flames of Plu­to, and shall dis­ap­pear spir­i­tu­al­ly in the tomb of Kara-Tété.”

			“Where we shall re­main three, four, or five days, if nec­es­sary, till the sav­ages are con­vinced of our death, and aban­don the siege.”

			“But if they think of mak­ing sure of our de­struc­tion,” said Miss Grant, “and climb the moun­tain?”

			“No, my dear Mary,” replied Pa­ganel, “they will not do that. The moun­tain is tabooed, and if it shall it­self de­vour its pro­fan­ers the taboo will be still more rig­or­ous.”

			“This plan is re­al­ly well con­ceived,” re­marked Gle­nar­van. “There is on­ly one chance against it, and that is, that the sav­ages may per­sist in re­main­ing at the foot of the moun­tain till the pro­vi­sions fail us. But this is scarce­ly prob­a­ble, es­pe­cial­ly if we play our part skill­ful­ly.”

			“And when shall we make this last ven­ture?” asked La­dy He­le­na.

			“This very evening,” an­swered Pa­ganel, “at the hour of the great­est dark­ness.”

			“Agreed,” said Mac­N­abb. “Pa­ganel, you are a man of ge­nius; and al­though from habit I am scarce­ly ev­er en­thu­si­as­tic, I will an­swer for your suc­cess. Ha! these ras­cals! we shall per­form a lit­tle mir­a­cle for them that will de­lay their con­ver­sion a good cen­tu­ry. May the mis­sion­ar­ies par­don us!”

			Pa­ganel’s plan was there­fore adopt­ed, and re­al­ly, with the su­per­sti­tious no­tions of the Maoris, it might and ought to suc­ceed. It on­ly re­mained to ex­e­cute it. The idea was good, but in prac­tice dif­fi­cult. Might not this vol­cano con­sume the au­da­cious ones who should dig the crater? Could they con­trol and di­rect this erup­tion when the va­pors, flames, and la­va should be let loose? Would it not en­gulf the en­tire peak in a flood of fire? They were tam­per­ing with those phe­nom­e­na whose ab­so­lute con­trol is re­served for forces high­er than theirs.

			Pa­ganel had fore­seen these dif­fi­cul­ties, but he ex­pect­ed to act pru­dent­ly, and not to ven­ture to ex­tremes. An il­lu­sion was enough to de­ceive the Maoris, with­out the aw­ful re­al­i­ty of a large erup­tion.

			How long that day seemed! Each one count­ed the in­ter­minable hours. Ev­ery­thing was pre­pared for flight. The pro­vi­sions of the tomb had been di­vid­ed, and made in­to con­ve­nient bun­dles. Sev­er­al mats, and the firearms, which had been found in the tomb of the chief, formed light bag­gage. Of course these prepa­ra­tions were made with­in the pal­isad­ed en­clo­sure and un­known to the sav­ages.

			At six o’clock the stew­ard served a farewell feast. Where and when they should eat in the val­leys no one could fore­tell.

			Twi­light came on. The sun dis­ap­peared be­hind a bank of dense clouds of threat­en­ing as­pect. A few flash­es il­lu­mined the hori­zon, and a dis­tant peal of thun­der rum­bled along the vault of the sky. Pa­ganel wel­comed the storm that came to the aid of his de­sign.

			At eight o’clock the sum­mit of the moun­tain was hid­den by a fore­bod­ing dark­ness, while the sky looked ter­ri­bly black, as if for a back­ground to the flam­ing out­break that Pa­ganel was about to in­au­gu­rate. The Maoris could no longer see their pris­on­ers. The time for ac­tion had come. Ra­pid­i­ty was nec­es­sary, and Gle­nar­van, Pa­ganel, Mac­N­abb, Robert, the stew­ard, and the two sailors at once set to work vig­or­ous­ly.

			The place for the crater was cho­sen thir­ty paces from Kara-Tété’s tomb. It was im­por­tant that this struc­ture should be spared by the erup­tion, for oth­er­wise the taboo would be­come in­ef­fec­tive. Pa­ganel had ob­served an enor­mous block of stone, around which the va­pors seemed to pour forth with con­sid­er­able force. This rocky mass cov­ered a small nat­u­ral crater in the peak, and on­ly by its weight pre­vent­ed the es­cape of the sub­ter­ranean flames. If they could suc­ceed in over­turn­ing it, the smoke and la­va would im­me­di­ate­ly is­sue through the un­ob­struct­ed open­ing.

			The fugi­tives made them­selves levers out of the stakes of the tomb, and with these they vig­or­ous­ly at­tacked the pon­der­ous mass. Un­der their unit­ed ef­forts the rock was not long in mov­ing. They dug a sort of groove for it down the side of the moun­tain, that it might slide on an in­clined plane.

			As their ac­tion in­creased, the trem­bling of the earth be­came more vi­o­lent. Hol­low rum­blings and hiss­ings sound­ed un­der the thin crust. But the bold ex­per­i­menters, like re­al Vul­cans, gov­ern­ing the un­der­ground fires, worked on in si­lence. Sev­er­al cracks and a few gusts of hot smoke warned them that their po­si­tion was be­com­ing dan­ger­ous. But a fi­nal ef­fort de­tached the block, which glid­ed down the slope of the moun­tain and dis­ap­peared.

			The thin cov­er­ing at once yield­ed. An in­can­des­cent col­umn poured forth to­wards the sky with loud ex­plo­sions, while streams of boil­ing wa­ter and la­va rolled to­wards the en­camp­ment of the na­tives and the val­leys be­low. The whole peak trem­bled, and you might al­most have thought that it was dis­ap­pear­ing in a gen­er­al con­fla­gra­tion.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions had scarce­ly time to es­cape the shock of the erup­tion. They fled to the en­clo­sure of the tomb, but not with­out re­ceiv­ing a few scald­ing drops of the wa­ter, which bub­bled and ex­haled a strong sul­phure­ous odor.

			Then mud, la­va, and vol­canic frag­ments min­gled in the scene of dev­as­ta­tion. Tor­rents of flame fur­rowed the sides of the Maun­gana­mu. The ad­join­ing moun­tains glowed in the light of the erup­tion, and the deep val­leys were il­lu­mined with a vivid bright­ness.

			The sav­ages were soon aroused, both by the noise and the heat of the la­va that flowed in a scald­ing tide through the midst of their en­camp­ment. Those whom the fiery flood had not reached fled, and as­cend­ed the sur­round­ing hills, turn­ing and gaz­ing back at this ter­rif­ic phe­nom­e­non, with which their god, in his wrath, had over­whelmed the des­e­cra­tors of the sa­cred moun­tain; while at cer­tain mo­ments they were heard howl­ing their con­se­cra­to­ry cry:

			“Taboo! taboo! taboo!”

			Mean­time an enor­mous quan­ti­ty of va­por, melt­ed stones, and la­va had es­caped from the crater. It was no longer a sim­ple geyser. All this vol­canic ef­fer­ves­cence had hith­er­to been con­fined be­neath the crust of the peak, since the out­lets of Tan­gariro suf­ficed for its ex­pan­sion; but as a new open­ing had been made, it had rushed forth with ex­treme vi­o­lence.

			All night long, dur­ing the storm that raged above and be­low, the peak was shak­en with a com­mo­tion that could not but alarm Gle­nar­van. The pris­on­ers, con­cealed be­hind the pal­isade of the tomb, watched the fear­ful progress of the out­break.

			Morn­ing came. The fury of the vol­cano had not mod­er­at­ed. Thick, yel­low­ish va­pors min­gled with the flames, and tor­rents of la­va poured in ev­ery di­rec­tion. Gle­nar­van, with eye alert and beat­ing heart, glanced be­tween the in­ter­stices of the en­clo­sure, and sur­veyed the camp of the Maoris.

			The na­tives had fled to the neigh­bor­ing plateaus, be­yond the reach of the vol­cano. Sev­er­al corpses, ly­ing at the foot of the peak, had been charred by the fire. Far­ther on, to­wards the pah, the la­va had con­sumed a num­ber of huts, that were still smok­ing. The sav­ages, in scat­tered groups, were gaz­ing at the va­pory sum­mit of Maun­gana­mu with re­li­gious awe.

			Kai-Koumou came in­to the midst of his war­riors, and Gle­nar­van rec­og­nized him. The chief ad­vanced to the base of the peak, on the side spared by the erup­tion, but did not cross the first slopes. Here, with out­stretched arms, like a sor­cer­er ex­or­cis­ing, he made a few gri­maces, the mean­ing of which did not es­cape the pris­on­ers. As Pa­ganel had fore­seen, Kai-Koumou was in­vok­ing up­on the moun­tain a more rig­or­ous taboo.

			Soon af­ter, the na­tives de­scend­ed, in sin­gle file, the wind­ing paths that led to­wards the pah.

			“They are go­ing!” cried Gle­nar­van. “They are aban­don­ing their post! God be thanked! Our scheme has suc­ceed­ed! My dear He­le­na, my brave com­pan­ions, we are now dead and buried; but this evening we will re­vive, we will leave our tomb, and flee from these bar­barous tribes!”

			It would be dif­fi­cult to de­scribe the joy that reigned with­in the pal­isade. Hope had re­an­i­mat­ed all hearts. These coura­geous trav­el­ers for­got their past tri­als, dread­ed not the fu­ture, and on­ly re­joiced in their present de­liv­er­ance; al­though very lit­tle re­flec­tion would show how dif­fi­cult was the task of reach­ing a Eu­ro­pean set­tle­ment from their present po­si­tion. But if Kai-Koumou was out­wit­ted, they be­lieved them­selves safe from all the sav­ages of New Zea­land.

			A whole day must pass be­fore the de­ci­sive at­tempt could be made, and they em­ployed their time in ar­rang­ing a plan of es­cape. Pa­ganel had pre­served his map of New Zea­land, and could there­fore search out the safest routes.

			Af­ter some dis­cus­sion, the fugi­tives re­solved to pro­ceed east­ward to­wards the Bay of Plen­ty. This course would lead them through dis­tricts that were very rarely vis­it­ed. The trav­el­ers, who were al­ready ac­cus­tomed to over­com­ing nat­u­ral dif­fi­cul­ties, on­ly feared meet­ing the Maoris. They there­fore de­ter­mined to avoid them at all haz­ards, and gain the east­ern coast, where the mis­sion­ar­ies have found­ed sev­er­al es­tab­lish­ments. More­over, this por­tion of the is­land had hith­er­to es­caped the rav­ages of the war and the depre­da­tions of the na­tives. As for the dis­tance that sep­a­rat­ed Lake Taupo from the Bay of Plen­ty, it could not be more than one hun­dred miles. Ten days would suf­fice for the jour­ney. The mis­sions once reached, they could rest there, and wait for some fa­vor­able op­por­tu­ni­ty of gain­ing Auck­land, their des­ti­na­tion.

			These points be­ing set­tled, they con­tin­ued to watch the sav­ages till evening. Not one of them re­mained at the foot of the moun­tain, and when dark­ness in­vad­ed the val­leys of the lake, no fire be­to­kened the pres­ence of the Maoris at the base of the peak. The coast was clear.

			At nine o’clock it was dark night, and Gle­nar­van gave the sig­nal for de­par­ture. His com­pan­ions and he, armed and equipped at Kara-Tété’s ex­pense, be­gan to cau­tious­ly de­scend the slopes of the Maun­gana­mu. Cap­tain Man­gles and Wil­son led the way, with eyes and ears on the alert. They stopped at the least sound—they ex­am­ined the faintest light; each slid down the de­cliv­i­ty, the bet­ter to elude de­tec­tion.

			Two hun­dred feet be­low the sum­mit, Cap­tain Man­gles and his sailor reached the dan­ger­ous ridge that had been so ob­sti­nate­ly guard­ed by the na­tives. If, un­for­tu­nate­ly, the Maoris, more crafty than the fugi­tives, had feigned a re­treat to en­tice them with­in reach, if they had not been de­ceived by the erup­tion, their pres­ence would be dis­cov­ered at this point. Gle­nar­van, in spite of his con­fi­dence and Pa­ganel’s pleas­antries, could not help trem­bling. The safe­ty of his friends was at stake dur­ing the few mo­ments nec­es­sary to cross the ridge. He felt La­dy He­le­na’s heart beat as she clung to his arm.

			But nei­ther he nor Cap­tain Man­gles thought of re­treat­ing. The young cap­tain, fol­lowed by the oth­ers, and fa­vored by the dense ob­scu­ri­ty, crawled along the nar­row path, on­ly stop­ping when some de­tached stone rolled to the base of the moun­tain. If the sav­ages were still in am­bush, these un­usu­al sounds would pro­voke from each side a for­mi­da­ble vol­ley.

			How­ev­er, in glid­ing like ser­pents along this in­clined crest, the fugi­tives could not ad­vance rapid­ly. When Cap­tain Man­gles had gained the low­est part, scarce­ly twen­ty-five feet sep­a­rat­ed him from the plain where the na­tives had en­camped the night be­fore. Here the ridge as­cend­ed quite steeply to­wards a cop­pice about a quar­ter of a mile dis­tant.

			The trav­el­ers crossed this place with­out ac­ci­dent, and be­gan the as­cent in si­lence. The thick­et was in­vis­i­ble, but they knew where it was, and, pro­vid­ed no am­bus­cade was laid there, Gle­nar­van hoped to find a se­cure refuge. How­ev­er, he re­mem­bered that they were now no longer pro­tect­ed by the taboo. The as­cend­ing ridge did not be­long to the sa­cred moun­tain, but to a chain that ran along the east­ern shores of Lake Taupo. There­fore not on­ly the shots of the sav­ages, but al­so a hand-to-hand con­flict, were to be feared.

			For a short time the lit­tle par­ty slow­ly mount­ed to­wards the up­per el­e­va­tions. The cap­tain could not yet dis­cern the dark cop­pice, but it could not be more than two hun­dred feet dis­tant.

			Sud­den­ly he stopped, and al­most re­coiled. He thought he heard some sound in the dark­ness. His hes­i­ta­tion ar­rest­ed the ad­vance of his com­pan­ions.

			He stood mo­tion­less long enough to alarm those who fol­lowed him. With what ag­o­niz­ing sus­pense they wait­ed could not be de­scribed. Would they be forced to re­turn to the sum­mit of the moun­tain?

			But, find­ing that the noise was not re­peat­ed, their lead­er con­tin­ued his as­cent along the nar­row path. The cop­pice was soon dim­ly de­fined in the gloom. In a few mo­ments it was reached, and the fugi­tives were crouch­ing be­neath the thick fo­liage of the trees.
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				From Per­il to Safe­ty

			
			Dark­ness fa­vored the es­cape; and mak­ing the great­est pos­si­ble progress, they left the fa­tal re­gions of Lake Taupo. Pa­ganel as­sumed the guid­ance of the lit­tle par­ty, and his mar­velous in­stinct as a trav­el­er was dis­played anew dur­ing this per­ilous jour­ney. He man­aged with sur­pris­ing dex­ter­i­ty in the thick gloom, chose un­hesi­tat­ing­ly the al­most in­vis­i­ble paths, and kept con­stant­ly an un­de­vi­at­ing course.

			At nine o’clock in the morn­ing they had ac­com­plished a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, and could not rea­son­ably re­quire more of the coura­geous ladies. Be­sides, the place seemed suit­able for an en­camp­ment. The fugi­tives had reached the ravine that sep­a­rates the Kaimanawa and Wahi­ti ranges. The road on the right ran south­ward to Ober­land. Pa­ganel, with his map in his hand, made a turn to the north­east, and at ten o’clock the lit­tle par­ty had reached a sort of steep but­tress, formed by a spur of the moun­tain.

			The pro­vi­sions were tak­en from the sacks, and all did am­ple jus­tice to them. Mary Grant and the ma­jor, who had not hith­er­to been very well sat­is­fied with the ed­i­ble ferns, made this time a hearty meal of them. They rest­ed here till two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, then the jour­ney to­wards the east was re­sumed, and at evening the trav­el­ers en­camped eight miles from the moun­tains. They need­ed no urg­ing to sleep in the open air.

			The next day very se­ri­ous dif­fi­cul­ties were en­coun­tered. They were forced to pass through a cu­ri­ous re­gion of vol­canic lakes and gey­sers that ex­tends east­ward from the Wahi­ti ranges. It was pleas­ing to the eye, but fa­tigu­ing to the limbs. Ev­ery quar­ter of a mile there were ob­sta­cles, turns, and wind­ings, far too many for rapid progress; but what strange ap­pear­ances and what in­fi­nite va­ri­ety does na­ture give to her grand scenes!

			Over this ex­panse of twen­ty square miles the over­flow of sub­ter­ranean forces was dis­played in ev­ery form. Salt springs, of a sin­gu­lar trans­paren­cy, teem­ing with myr­i­ads of in­sects, is­sued from the por­ous ground. They ex­haled a pen­e­trat­ing odor, and de­posit­ed on the earth a white coat­ing like daz­zling snow. Their wa­ters, though clear, were at the boil­ing-point, while oth­er neigh­bor­ing springs poured forth ice-cold streams. On ev­ery side wa­ter­spouts, with spi­ral rings of va­por, spirt­ed from the ground like the jets of a foun­tain, some con­tin­u­ous, oth­ers in­ter­mit­tent, as if con­trolled by some capri­cious sprite. They rose like an am­phithe­atre, in nat­u­ral ter­races one above an­oth­er, their va­pors grad­u­al­ly min­gling in wreaths of white smoke; and flow­ing down the semi­trans­par­ent steps of these gi­gan­tic stair­cas­es, they fed the lakes with their boil­ing cas­cades.

			It will be need­less to di­late up­on the in­ci­dents of the jour­ney, which were nei­ther nu­mer­ous nor im­por­tant. Their way led through forests and over plains. The cap­tain took his bear­ings by the sun and stars. The sky, which was quite clear, was spar­ing of heat and rain. Still, an in­creas­ing weari­ness de­layed the trav­el­ers, al­ready so cru­el­ly tried, and they had to make great ef­forts to reach their des­ti­na­tion.

			How­ev­er, they still con­versed to­geth­er, but no longer in com­mon. The lit­tle par­ty was di­vid­ed in­to groups, not by any nar­row prej­u­dice or ill feel­ing, but to some ex­tent from sad­ness. Of­ten Gle­nar­van was alone, think­ing, as he ap­proached the coast, of the Dun­can and her crew. He for­got the dan­gers that still threat­ened him, in his grief for his lost sailors and the ter­ri­ble vi­sions that con­tin­u­al­ly haunt­ed his mind.

			They no longer spoke of Har­ry Grant. And why should they, since they could do noth­ing for him? If the cap­tain’s name was ev­er pro­nounced, it was in the con­ver­sa­tions of his daugh­ter and her be­trothed. The young cap­tain had not re­mind­ed her of what she had said to him on the last night of their cap­tiv­i­ty on the moun­tain. His mag­na­nim­i­ty would not take ad­van­tage of words ut­tered in a mo­ment of supreme de­spair.

			When he did speak of Cap­tain Grant, he be­gan to lay plans for a fur­ther search. He de­clared to Mary that Lord Gle­nar­van would re­sume this un­der­tak­ing, hith­er­to so un­suc­cess­ful.

			He main­tained that the au­then­tic­i­ty of the doc­u­ment could not be doubt­ed. Her fa­ther must, there­fore, be some­where; and though it were nec­es­sary to search the whole world, they were sure to find him. The young girl was cheered by these words; and both, bound by the same thoughts, now sym­pa­thized in the same hope. La­dy He­le­na of­ten took part in the con­ver­sa­tion, and was very care­ful not to dis­cour­age the young peo­ple with any sad fore­bod­ings.

			Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, af­ter many vi­cis­si­tudes, reached the foot of Mount Iki­ran­gi, whose peak tow­ered five thou­sand feet aloft. They had now trav­eled al­most one hun­dred miles since leav­ing the Maun­gana­mu, and the coast was still thir­ty miles dis­tant. Cap­tain Man­gles had hoped to make the jour­ney in ten days, but he was ig­no­rant then of the dif­fi­cul­ties of the way. There were still two good days of trav­el be­fore they could gain the ocean, and re­newed ac­tiv­i­ty and ex­treme vig­i­lance be­came nec­es­sary, for they were en­ter­ing a re­gion fre­quent­ed by the na­tives. How­ev­er, each con­quered the fa­tigue, and the lit­tle par­ty con­tin­ued their course.

			Be­tween Mount Iki­ran­gi, some dis­tance on their right, and Mount Hardy, whose sum­mit rose to the left, was a large plain, thick­ly over­spread with twin­ing plants and un­der­brush. Progress here was te­dious and dif­fi­cult in the ex­treme; for the pli­ant ten­drils wound a score of folds about their bod­ies like ser­pents. Hunt­ing was im­pos­si­ble; the pro­vi­sions were near­ly ex­haust­ed, and could not be re­newed, and wa­ter failed, so that they could not al­lay their thirst, ren­dered dou­bly acute by their fa­tigue. The suf­fer­ings of Gle­nar­van and his friends were ter­ri­ble, and for the first time their moral en­er­gy now al­most for­sook them.

			At last, drag­ging them­selves along, wea­ried to the ut­most de­gree in body, al­most de­spair­ing in mind, they reached Lot­tin Point, on the shores of the Pa­cif­ic.

			At this place sev­er­al de­sert­ed huts were seen, the ru­ins of a vil­lage re­cent­ly dev­as­tat­ed by the war; around them were aban­doned fields, and ev­ery­where the traces of plun­der and con­fla­gra­tion. But here fate had re­served a new and fear­ful test for the un­for­tu­nate trav­el­ers.

			They were walk­ing along the coast, when, at no great dis­tance, a num­ber of na­tives ap­peared, who rushed to­wards the lit­tle par­ty, bran­dish­ing their weapons. Gle­nar­van, shut in by the sea, saw that es­cape was im­pos­si­ble, and, sum­mon­ing all his strength, was about to make prepa­ra­tions for bat­tle, when Cap­tain Man­gles cried:

			“A ca­noe! a ca­noe!”

			And tru­ly, twen­ty paces dis­tant, a ca­noe, with six oars, was ly­ing on the beach. To rush to it, set it afloat, and fly from this dan­ger­ous place was the work of an in­stant; the whole par­ty seemed to re­ceive at once a fresh ac­ces­sion of bod­i­ly strength and men­tal vig­or.

			In ten min­utes the boat was at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance. The sea was calm. The cap­tain, how­ev­er, not wish­ing to wan­der too far from the coast, was about to give the or­der to cruise along the shore, when he sud­den­ly ceased row­ing. He had ob­served three ca­noes start­ing from Lot­tin Point, with the ev­i­dent in­ten­tion of over­tak­ing and cap­tur­ing the un­for­tu­nate fugi­tives.

			“To sea! to sea!” cried he; “bet­ter per­ish in the waves than be cap­tured!”

			The ca­noe, un­der the strokes of its four oars­men, at once put to sea, and for some time kept its dis­tance. But the strength of the weak­ened fugi­tives soon grew less, and their pur­suers grad­u­al­ly gained up­on them. The boats were now scarce­ly a mile apart. There was there­fore no pos­si­bil­i­ty of avoid­ing the at­tack of the na­tives, who, armed with their long guns, were al­ready pre­par­ing to fire.

			What was Gle­nar­van do­ing? Stand­ing at the stern of the ca­noe, he looked around as if for some ex­pect­ed aid. What did he ex­pect? What did he wish? Had he a pre­sen­ti­ment?

			All at once his face bright­ened, his hand was stretched to­wards an in­dis­tinct ob­ject.

			“A ship!” cried he; “my friends, a ship! Row, row!”

			Not one of the four oars­men turned to see this un­ex­pect­ed ves­sel, for they must not lose a stroke. On­ly Pa­ganel, ris­ing, di­rect­ed his tele­scope to­wards the place in­di­cat­ed.

			“Yes,” said he, “a ship, a steam­er, un­der full head­way, com­ing to­wards us! Courage, cap­tain!”

			The fugi­tives dis­played new en­er­gy, and for sev­er­al mo­ments longer they kept their dis­tance. The steam­er grew more and more dis­tinct. They could clear­ly dis­cern her masts, and the thick clouds of black smoke that is­sued from her smoke­stack. Gle­nar­van, giv­ing the helm to Robert, had seized the ge­og­ra­pher’s glass, and did not lose a sin­gle move­ment of the ves­sel.

			But what were Cap­tain Man­gles and his com­pan­ions to think when they saw the ex­pres­sion of his fea­tures change, his face grow pale, and the in­stru­ment fall from his hands. A sin­gle word ex­plained this sud­den emo­tion.

			“The Dun­can!” cried Gle­nar­van—“the Dun­can and the con­victs!”

			“The Dun­can?” re­peat­ed the cap­tain, drop­ping his oar and ris­ing.

			“Yes, death on all sides!” moaned Gle­nar­van, over­come by so many calami­ties.

			It was in­deed the yacht—with­out a doubt—the yacht, with her crew of ban­dits! The ma­jor could not re­press a male­dic­tion. This was too much.

			Mean­time the ca­noe was float­ing at ran­dom. Whith­er should they guide it, whith­er flee? Was it pos­si­ble to choose be­tween the sav­ages and the con­victs?

			Just then a shot came from the na­tive boat, that had ap­proached near­er. The bul­let struck Wil­son’s oar; but his com­pan­ions still pro­pelled the ca­noe to­wards the Dun­can. The yacht was ad­vanc­ing at full speed, and was on­ly half a mile dis­tant. Cap­tain Man­gles, be­set on all sides, no longer knew how to act, or in what di­rec­tion to es­cape. The two poor ladies were on their knees, pray­ing in their de­spair.

			The sav­ages were now fir­ing a con­tin­ued vol­ley, and the bul­lets rained around the ca­noe. Just then a sharp re­port sound­ed, and a ball from the yacht’s can­non passed over the heads of the fugi­tives, who re­mained mo­tion­less be­tween the fire of the Dun­can and the na­tives.

			Cap­tain Man­gles, fran­tic with de­spair, seized his hatch­et. He was on the point of sink­ing their own ca­noe, with his un­for­tu­nate com­pan­ions, when a cry from Robert stopped him.

			“Tom Austin! Tom Austin!” said the child. “He is on board! I see him! He has rec­og­nized us! He is wav­ing his hat!”

			The hatch­et was sus­pend­ed in midair. A sec­ond ball whis­tled over their heads, and de­mol­ished the near­est of the three ca­noes, while a loud hur­rah was heard on board the Dun­can. The sav­ages fled in ter­ror to­wards the coast.

			“Help, help, Tom!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles, in a pierc­ing voice. And a few mo­ments af­ter­wards the ten fugi­tives, with­out know­ing how, or scarce­ly com­pre­hend­ing this un­ex­pect­ed good for­tune, were all in safe­ty on board the Dun­can.

		
	
		
			
				LV

				Why the Dun­can Went to New Zea­land

			
			The feel­ings of Gle­nar­van and his friends, when the songs of old Scot­land re­sound­ed in their ears, it is im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe. As soon as they set foot on deck the bag­piper struck up a well re­mem­bered air, while hearty hur­rahs wel­comed the own­er’s re­turn on board. Gle­nar­van, John Man­gles, Pa­ganel, Robert, and even the ma­jor, wept and em­braced each oth­er. Their emo­tions rose from joy to ec­sta­sy. The ge­og­ra­pher was fair­ly wild, skip­ping about and watch­ing with his in­sep­a­ra­ble tele­scope the ca­noes re­turn­ing to shore.

			But at sight of Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions, with tat­tered gar­ments, ema­ci­at­ed fea­tures, and the traces of ex­treme suf­fer­ing, the crew ceased their live­ly demon­stra­tions. These were spec­tres, not the bold and dash­ing trav­el­ers whom, three months be­fore, hope had stim­u­lat­ed to a search for the ship­wrecked cap­tain. Chance alone had led them back to this ves­sel that they had ceased to re­gard as theirs, and in what a sad state of ex­haus­tion and fee­ble­ness!

			How­ev­er, be­fore think­ing of fa­tigue, or the im­per­a­tive calls of hunger and thirst, Gle­nar­van ques­tioned Tom Austin con­cern­ing his pres­ence in these wa­ters. Why was the Dun­can on the east­ern coast of New Zea­land? Why was she not in the hands of Ben Joyce? By what prov­i­den­tial work­ing had God re­stored her to the fugi­tives? These were the ques­tions that were hur­ried­ly ad­dressed to Tom Austin. The old sailor did not know which to an­swer first. He there­fore con­clud­ed to lis­ten on­ly to Lord Gle­nar­van, and re­ply to him.

			“But the con­victs?” in­quired Gle­nar­van. “What have you done with the con­victs?”

			“The con­victs!” replied Tom Austin, like a man who is at a loss to un­der­stand a ques­tion.

			“Yes; the wretch­es who at­tacked the yacht.”

			“What yacht, my lord? The Dun­can?”

			“Of course. Did not Ben Joyce come on board?”

			“I do not know Ben Joyce; I have nev­er seen him.”

			“Nev­er?” cried Gle­nar­van, amazed at the an­swers of the old sailor. “Then will you tell me why the Dun­can is now on the shores of New Zea­land?”

			Al­though Gle­nar­van and his friends did not at all un­der­stand Austin’s as­ton­ish­ment, what was their sur­prise when he replied, in a calm voice:

			“The Dun­can is here by your lord­ship’s or­ders.”

			“By my or­ders?” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord. I on­ly con­formed to the in­struc­tions con­tained in your let­ter.”

			“My let­ter?” ex­claimed Gle­nar­van.

			The ten trav­el­ers at once sur­round­ed Tom Austin, and gazed at him in ea­ger cu­rios­i­ty. The let­ter writ­ten at the Snowy Riv­er had reached the Dun­can.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “let us have an ex­pla­na­tion; for I al­most think I am dream­ing. You re­ceived a let­ter, Tom?”

			“Yes; a let­ter from your lord­ship.”

			“At Mel­bourne?”

			“At Mel­bourne; just as I had fin­ished the re­pair of the ship.”

			“And this let­ter?”

			“It was not writ­ten by you; but it was signed by you, my lord.”

			“Ex­act­ly; it was sent by a con­vict, Ben Joyce.”

			“No; by the sailor called Ayr­ton, quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia.”

			“Yes, Ayr­ton or Ben Joyce; it is the same per­son. Well, what did the let­ter say?”

			“It or­dered me to leave Mel­bourne with­out de­lay, and come to the east­ern shores of—”

			“Aus­tralia!” cried Gle­nar­van, with an im­petu­os­i­ty that dis­con­cert­ed the old sailor.

			“Aus­tralia?” re­peat­ed Tom, open­ing his eyes. “No, in­deed; New Zea­land!”

			“Aus­tralia, Tom! Aus­tralia!” replied Gle­nar­van’s com­pan­ions, with one voice.

			Austin was now be­wil­dered. Gle­nar­van spoke with such as­sur­ance, that he feared he had made a mis­take in read­ing the let­ter. Could he, faith­ful and ac­cu­rate sailor that he was, have com­mit­ted such a blun­der? He be­gan to feel trou­bled.

			“Be easy, Tom,” said La­dy He­le­na. “Prov­i­dence has de­creed—”

			“No, madam, par­don me,” re­turned the sailor; “no, it is not pos­si­ble! I am not mis­tak­en. Ayr­ton al­so read the let­ter, and he, on the con­trary, wished to go to Aus­tralia.”

			“Ayr­ton?” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“The very one. He main­tained that it was a mis­take, and that you had ap­point­ed Twofold Bay as the place of meet­ing.”

			“Have you the let­ter, Tom?” asked the ma­jor, great­ly puz­zled.

			“Yes, Mr. Mac­N­abb,” replied Austin. “I will soon bring it.”

			He ac­cord­ing­ly re­paired to his own cab­in. While he was gone, they gazed at each oth­er in si­lence, ex­cept the ma­jor, who, with his eye fixed up­on Pa­ganel, said, as he fold­ed his arms:

			“In­deed, I must con­fess, Pa­ganel, that this is a lit­tle too much.”

			At this mo­ment Austin re­turned. He held in his hand the let­ter writ­ten by Pa­ganel, and signed by Gle­nar­van.

			“Read it, my lord,” said the old sailor.

			Gle­nar­van took the let­ter, and read:

			“Or­der for Tom Austin to put to sea, and bring the Dun­can to the east­ern coast of New Zea­land.”

			“New Zea­land?” cried Pa­ganel, start­ing.

			He snatched the let­ter from Gle­nar­van’s hands, rubbed his eyes, ad­just­ed his spec­ta­cles to his nose, and read in his turn.

			“New Zea­land!” re­peat­ed he, in an in­de­scrib­able tone, while the let­ter slipped from his fin­gers.

			Just then he felt a hand fall up­on his shoul­der. He turned, and found him­self face to face with the ma­jor.

			“Well, my good Pa­ganel,” said Mac­N­abb, in a grave tone, “it is for­tu­nate that you did not send the Dun­can to Cochin-Chi­na.”

			This sal­ly fin­ished the poor ge­og­ra­pher. A fit of laugh­ter seized the whole crew. Pa­ganel, as if mad, ran to and fro, hold­ing his head in his hands, and tear­ing his hair. How­ev­er, when he had re­cov­ered from his fren­zy, there was still an­oth­er un­avoid­able ques­tion to an­swer.

			“Now, Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “be can­did. I ac­knowl­edge that your ab­sent­mind­ed­ness has been prov­i­den­tial. To be sure, with­out you the Dun­can would have fall­en in­to the hands of the con­victs; with­out you we should have been re­cap­tured by the Maoris. But do tell me, what strange as­so­ci­a­tion of ideas, what un­nat­u­ral aber­ra­tion, in­duced you to write New Zea­land in­stead of Aus­tralia?”

			“Very well,” said Pa­ganel. “It was—”

			But at that mo­ment his eyes fell up­on Robert and Mary Grant, and he stopped short, fi­nal­ly re­ply­ing:

			“Nev­er mind, my dear Gle­nar­van. I am a mad­man, a fool, an in­cor­ri­gi­ble be­ing, and shall die a most fa­mous blun­der­er!”

			The af­fair was no longer dis­cussed. The mys­tery of the Dun­can’s pres­ence there was solved; and the trav­el­ers, so mirac­u­lous­ly saved, thought on­ly of re­vis­it­ing their com­fort­able cab­ins and par­tak­ing of a good break­fast.

			How­ev­er, leav­ing La­dy He­le­na, Mary Grant, the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, and Robert to en­ter the sa­loon, Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles re­tained Tom Austin with them. They wished to ques­tion him fur­ther.

			“Now, Tom,” said Gle­nar­van, “let me know: did not this or­der to sail for the coast of New Zea­land seem strange to you?”

			“Yes, my lord,” replied Austin. “I was very much sur­prised; but, as I am not in the habit of dis­cussing the or­ders I re­ceive, I obeyed. Could I act oth­er­wise? If any ac­ci­dent had hap­pened from not fol­low­ing your in­struc­tions should I not have been to blame? Would you have done dif­fer­ent­ly, cap­tain?”

			“No, Tom,” an­swered Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“But what did you think?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“I thought, my lord, that, in the cause of Cap­tain Grant, it was nec­es­sary to go wher­ev­er you di­rect­ed me; that by some com­bi­na­tion of cir­cum­stances an­oth­er ves­sel would take you to New Zea­land, and that I was to wait for you on the east­ern coast of the is­land. More­over, on leav­ing Mel­bourne, I kept my des­ti­na­tion se­cret, and the crew did not know it till we were out at sea and the shores of Aus­tralia had dis­ap­peared from sight. But then an in­ci­dent oc­curred that per­plexed me very much.”

			“What do you mean, Tom?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“I mean,” he replied, “that when the quar­ter­mas­ter, Ayr­ton, learned, the day af­ter our de­par­ture, the Dun­can’s des­ti­na­tion—”

			“Ayr­ton!” cried Gle­nar­van. “Is he on board?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Ayr­ton here!” re­peat­ed Gle­nar­van, glanc­ing at Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Won­der­ful in­deed!” said the young cap­tain.

			In an in­stant, with the swift­ness of light­ning, Ayr­ton’s con­duct, his long-con­trived treach­ery, Gle­nar­van’s wound, the at­tack up­on Mul­ready, their suf­fer­ings in the marsh­es of the Snowy, all the wretch’s deeds, flashed up­on the minds of the two men. And now, by a strange fa­tal­i­ty, the con­vict was in their pow­er.

			“Where is he?” asked Gle­nar­van quick­ly.

			“In a cab­in in the fore­cas­tle,” replied Tom Austin, “close­ly guard­ed.”

			“Why this con­fine­ment?”

			“Be­cause, when Ayr­ton saw that the yacht was sail­ing for New Zea­land, he flew in­to a pas­sion; be­cause he at­tempt­ed to force me to change the ship’s course; be­cause he threat­ened me; and, fi­nal­ly, be­cause he urged my men to a mutiny. I saw that he was a dan­ger­ous per­son, and was com­pelled, there­fore, to take pre­cau­tions against him.”

			“And since that time?”

			“Since that time he has been in his cab­in, with­out of­fer­ing to come out.”

			“Good!”

			At this mo­ment Gle­nar­van and Cap­tain Man­gles were sum­moned to the sa­loon. Break­fast, which they so much need­ed, was ready. They took seats at the ta­ble, but did not speak of Ayr­ton.

			How­ev­er, when the meal was end­ed, and the pas­sen­gers had as­sem­bled on deck, Gle­nar­van in­formed them of the quar­ter­mas­ter’s pres­ence on board. At the same time he de­clared his in­ten­tion of send­ing for him.

			“Can I be re­leased from at­tend­ing this tri­bunal?” asked La­dy He­le­na. “I con­fess to you, my dear Ed­ward, that the sight of this un­for­tu­nate would be very painful to me.”

			“It is on­ly to con­front him, He­le­na,” replied Gle­nar­van. “Re­main, if you can. Ben Joyce should see him­self face to face with all his in­tend­ed vic­tims.”

			La­dy He­le­na yield­ed to this re­quest, and Mary Grant and she took their places be­side him, while around them stood the ma­jor, Pa­ganel, Cap­tain Man­gles, Robert, Wil­son, Mul­ready, and Ol­bi­nett, all who had suf­fered so se­vere­ly by the con­vict’s trea­son. The crew of the yacht, who did not yet un­der­stand the se­ri­ous­ness of these pro­ceed­ings, main­tained a pro­found si­lence.

			“Call Ayr­ton!” said Gle­nar­van.

		
	
		
			
				LVI

				Ayr­ton’s Ob­sti­na­cy

			
			Ayr­ton soon made his ap­pear­ance. He crossed the deck with a con­fi­dent step, and as­cend­ed the poop-stairs. His eyes had a sullen look, his teeth were set, and his fists clinched con­vul­sive­ly. His bear­ing dis­played nei­ther ex­ul­ta­tion nor hu­mil­i­ty. As soon as he was in Lord Gle­nar­van’s pres­ence, he fold­ed his arms, and calm­ly and silent­ly wait­ed to be ques­tioned:

			“Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van, “here we all are, as you see, on board the Dun­can, that you would have sur­ren­dered to Ben Joyce’s ac­com­plices.”

			At these words the lips of the quar­ter­mas­ter slight­ly trem­bled. A quick blush col­ored his hard fea­tures—not the sign of re­morse, but the shame of de­feat. He was pris­on­er on this yacht that he had meant to com­mand as mas­ter, and his fate was soon to be de­cid­ed.

			How­ev­er, he made no re­ply. Gle­nar­van wait­ed pa­tient­ly, but Ayr­ton still per­sist­ed in main­tain­ing an ob­sti­nate si­lence.

			“Speak, Ayr­ton; what have you to say?” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van.

			The con­vict hes­i­tat­ed, and the lines of his fore­head were strong­ly con­tract­ed. At last he said, in a calm voice:

			“I have noth­ing to say, my lord. I was fool­ish enough to let my­self be tak­en. Do what you please.”

			Hav­ing giv­en his an­swer, the quar­ter­mas­ter turned his eyes to­ward the coast that ex­tend­ed along the west, and af­fect­ed a pro­found in­dif­fer­ence for all that was pass­ing around him. You would have thought, to look at him, that he was a stranger to this se­ri­ous af­fair.

			But Gle­nar­van had re­solved to be pa­tient. A pow­er­ful mo­tive urged him to as­cer­tain cer­tain cir­cum­stances of Ayr­ton’s mys­te­ri­ous life, es­pe­cial­ly as re­gard­ed Har­ry Grant and the Bri­tan­nia. He there­fore re­sumed his in­quiries, speak­ing with ex­treme mild­ness, and im­pos­ing the most per­fect calm­ness up­on the vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion of his heart.

			“I hope, Ayr­ton,” con­tin­ued he, “that you will not refuse to an­swer cer­tain ques­tions that I de­sire to ask you. And, first, am I to call you Ayr­ton or Ben Joyce? Are you the quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia?”

			Ayr­ton re­mained un­moved, watch­ing the coast, deaf to ev­ery ques­tion. Gle­nar­van, whose eye flashed with some in­ward emo­tion, con­tin­ued to ques­tion him.

			“Will you tell me how you left the Bri­tan­nia, and why you were in Aus­tralia?”

			There was the same si­lence, the same ob­sti­na­cy.

			“Lis­ten to me, Ayr­ton,” re­sumed Gle­nar­van. “It is for your in­ter­est to speak. We may re­ward a frank con­fes­sion, which is your on­ly re­sort. For the last time, will you an­swer my ques­tions?”

			Ayr­ton turned his head to­wards Gle­nar­van, and looked him full in the face.

			“My lord,” said he, “I have noth­ing to an­swer. It is for jus­tice to prove against me.”

			“The proofs will be easy,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“Easy, my lord?” con­tin­ued the quar­ter­mas­ter, in a sneer­ing tone. “Your lord­ship seems to me very hasty. I de­clare that the best judge in West­min­ster Hall would be puz­zled to es­tab­lish my iden­ti­ty. Who can say why I came to Aus­tralia, since Cap­tain Grant is no longer here to in­form you? Who can prove that I am that Ben Joyce de­scribed by the po­lice, since they have nev­er laid hands up­on me, and my com­pan­ions are at lib­er­ty? Who, ex­cept you, can charge me, not to say with a crime, but even with a cul­pa­ble ac­tion?”

			Ayr­ton had grown an­i­mat­ed while speak­ing, but soon re­lapsed in­to his for­mer in­dif­fer­ence. He doubt­less imag­ined that this dec­la­ra­tion would end the ex­am­i­na­tion: but Gle­nar­van re­sumed, and said:

			“Ayr­ton, I am not a judge charged with try­ing you. This is not my busi­ness. It is im­por­tant that our re­spec­tive po­si­tions should be clear­ly de­fined. I ask noth­ing that can im­pli­cate you, for that is the part of jus­tice. But you know what search I am pur­su­ing, and, with a word, you can put me on the track I have lost. Will you speak?”

			Ayr­ton shook his head, like a man de­ter­mined to keep silent.

			“Will you tell me where Cap­tain Grant is?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“No, my lord.”

			“Will you point out where the Bri­tan­nia was wrecked?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not.”

			“Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van, in al­most a sup­pli­ant tone, “will you, at least, if you know where Cap­tain Grant is, tell his poor chil­dren, who are on­ly wait­ing for a word from your lips?”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter hes­i­tat­ed; his fea­tures quiv­ered; but, in a low voice, he mut­tered:

			“I can­not, my lord.”

			Then, as if he re­proached him­self for a mo­ment’s weak­ness, he added, an­gri­ly:

			“No, I will not speak! Hang me if you will!”

			“Hang, then!” cried Gle­nar­van, over­come by a sud­den feel­ing of in­dig­na­tion.

			But fi­nal­ly con­trol­ling him­self, he said, in a grave voice:

			“There are nei­ther judges nor hang­men here. At the first land­ing-place you shall be put in­to the hands of the Eng­lish au­thor­i­ties.”

			“Just what I de­sire,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			There­upon he was tak­en back to the cab­in that served as his prison, and two sailors were sta­tioned at the door, with or­ders to watch all his move­ments. The wit­ness­es of this scene re­tired in­dig­nant and in de­spair.

			Since Gle­nar­van had failed to over­come Ayr­ton’s ob­sti­na­cy, what was to be done? Ev­i­dent­ly to fol­low the plan formed at Eden, of re­turn­ing to Eng­land, and re­sum­ing here­after this un­suc­cess­ful en­ter­prise, for all traces of the Bri­tan­nia now seemed ir­re­vo­ca­bly lost. The doc­u­ment ad­mit­ted of no new in­ter­pre­ta­tion. There was no oth­er coun­try on the line of the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel, and the on­ly way was to sail for home.

			He con­sult­ed his friends, and more es­pe­cial­ly Cap­tain Man­gles, on the sub­ject of re­turn. The cap­tain ex­am­ined his store­rooms. The sup­ply of coal would not last more than fif­teen days. It was, there­fore, nec­es­sary to re­plen­ish the fu­el at the first port. He ac­cord­ing­ly pro­posed to Gle­nar­van to sail for Talc­ahua­na Bay, where the Dun­can had al­ready pro­cured sup­plies be­fore un­der­tak­ing her voy­age. This was a di­rect pas­sage. Then the yacht, with am­ple pro­vi­sions, could dou­ble Cape Horn, and reach Scot­land by way of the At­lantic.

			This plan be­ing adopt­ed, the en­gi­neer was or­dered to force on steam. Half an hour af­ter­wards the yacht was head­ed to­wards Talc­ahua­na, and at six o’clock in the evening the moun­tains of New Zea­land had dis­ap­peared be­neath the mists of the hori­zon.

			It was a sad re­turn for these brave searchers, who had left the shores of Scot­land with such hope and con­fi­dence. To the joy­ous cries that had salut­ed Gle­nar­van on his re­turn suc­ceed­ed pro­found de­jec­tion. Each con­fined him­self to the soli­tude of his cab­in, and rarely ap­peared on deck. All, even the lo­qua­cious Pa­ganel, were mourn­ful and silent. If Gle­nar­van spoke of be­gin­ning his search again, the ge­og­ra­pher shook his head like a man who has no more hope, for he seemed con­vinced as to the fate of the ship­wrecked sailors. Yet there was one man on board who could have in­formed them about this catas­tro­phe, but whose si­lence was still pro­longed. There was no doubt that the ras­cal­ly Ayr­ton knew, if not the ac­tu­al sit­u­a­tion of the cap­tain, at least the place of the ship­wreck. Prob­a­bly Har­ry Grant, if found, would be a wit­ness against him; hence he per­sist­ed in his si­lence, and was great­ly en­raged, es­pe­cial­ly to­wards the sailors who would ac­cuse him of an evil de­sign.

			Sev­er­al times Gle­nar­van re­newed his at­tempts with the quar­ter­mas­ter. Prom­ises and threats were use­less. Ayr­ton’s ob­sti­na­cy was car­ried so far, and was so in­ex­pli­ca­ble, that the ma­jor came to the be­lief that he knew noth­ing; which opin­ion was shared by the ge­og­ra­pher and cor­rob­o­rat­ed his own ideas in re­gard to Cap­tain Grant.

			But if Ayr­ton knew noth­ing, why did he not plead his ig­no­rance? It could not turn against him, while his si­lence in­creased the dif­fi­cul­ty of form­ing a new plan. Ought they to in­fer the pres­ence of Har­ry Grant in Aus­tralia from meet­ing the quar­ter­mas­ter on that con­ti­nent? At all events, they must in­duce Ayr­ton to ex­plain on this sub­ject.

			La­dy He­le­na, see­ing her hus­band’s fail­ures, now sug­gest­ed an at­tempt, in her turn, to per­suade the quar­ter­mas­ter. Where a man had failed, per­haps a wom­an could suc­ceed by her gen­tle en­treaty. Gle­nar­van, know­ing the tact of his young wife, gave his hearty ap­proval. Ayr­ton was, ac­cord­ing­ly, brought to La­dy He­le­na’s boudoir. Mary Grant was to be present at the in­ter­view, for the young girl’s in­flu­ence might al­so be great, and La­dy He­le­na would not ne­glect any chance of suc­cess.

			For an hour the two ladies were clos­et­ed with the quar­ter­mas­ter, but noth­ing re­sult­ed from this con­fer­ence. What they said, the ar­gu­ments they used to draw out the con­vict’s se­cret, all the de­tails of this ex­am­i­na­tion, re­mained un­known. More­over, when Ayr­ton left them they did not ap­pear to have suc­ceed­ed, and their faces be­to­kened re­al de­spair.

			When the quar­ter­mas­ter was tak­en back to his cab­in, there­fore, the sailors salut­ed his ap­pear­ance with vi­o­lent threats. But he con­tent­ed him­self with shrug­ging his shoul­ders, which so in­creased the rage of the crew, that noth­ing less than the in­ter­ven­tion of the cap­tain and his lord­ship could re­strain them.

			But La­dy He­le­na did not con­sid­er her­self de­feat­ed. She wished to strug­gle to the last with this heart­less man, and the next day she went her­self to Ayr­ton’s cab­in, to avoid the scene that his ap­pear­ance on deck oc­ca­sioned.

			For two long hours this kind and gen­tle Scotch la­dy re­mained alone face to face with the chief of the con­victs. Gle­nar­van, a prey to ner­vous ag­i­ta­tion, lin­gered near the cab­in, now de­ter­mined to thor­ough­ly ex­haust the chances of suc­cess, and now up­on the point of draw­ing his wife away from this painful and pro­longed in­ter­view.

			But this time, when La­dy He­le­na reap­peared, her fea­tures in­spired con­fi­dence. Had she, then, brought this se­cret to light, and stirred the dor­mant feel­ing of pity in the heart of this poor crea­ture?

			Mac­N­abb, who saw her first, could not re­press a very nat­u­ral feel­ing of in­creduli­ty. How­ev­er, the ru­mor soon spread among the crew that the quar­ter­mas­ter had at length yield­ed to La­dy He­le­na’s en­treaties. All the sailors as­sem­bled on deck more quick­ly than if Tom Austin’s whis­tle had sum­moned them.

			“Has he spo­ken?” asked Lord Gle­nar­van of his wife.

			“No,” replied La­dy He­le­na; “but in com­pli­ance with my en­treaties he de­sires to see you.”

			“Ah, dear He­le­na, you have suc­ceed­ed!”

			“I hope so, Ed­ward.”

			“Have you made any prom­ise that I am to sanc­tion?”

			“On­ly one: that you will use all your in­flu­ence to mod­er­ate the fate in store for him.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, my dear He­le­na. Let him come to me im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			La­dy He­le­na re­tired to her cab­in, ac­com­pa­nied by Mary Grant, and the quar­ter­mas­ter was tak­en to the sa­loon where Gle­nar­van await­ed him.

		
	
		
			
				LVII

				A Dis­cour­ag­ing Con­fes­sion

			
			As soon as the quar­ter­mas­ter was in Lord Gle­nar­van’s pres­ence his cus­to­di­ans re­tired.

			“You de­sired to speak to me, Ayr­ton?” said Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord,” replied he.

			“To me alone?”

			“Yes; but I think that if Ma­jor Mac­N­abb and Mr. Pa­ganel were present at the in­ter­view it would be bet­ter.”

			“For whom?”

			“For me.”

			Ayr­ton spoke calm­ly. Gle­nar­van gazed at him steadi­ly, and then sent word to Mac­N­abb and Pa­ganel, who at once obeyed his sum­mons.

			“We are ready for you,” said Gle­nar­van, as soon as his two friends were seat­ed at the cab­in ta­ble.

			Ayr­ton re­flect­ed for a few mo­ments, and then said:

			“My lord, it is cus­tom­ary for wit­ness­es to be present at ev­ery con­tract or ne­go­ti­a­tion be­tween two par­ties. That is why I re­quest­ed the pres­ence of Mr. Pa­ganel and Ma­jor Mac­N­abb; for, prop­er­ly speak­ing, this is a mat­ter of busi­ness that I am go­ing to pro­pose to you.”

			Gle­nar­van, who was ac­cus­tomed to Ayr­ton’s man­ners, be­trayed no sur­prise, al­though a mat­ter of busi­ness be­tween this man and him­self seemed strange.

			“What is this busi­ness?” said he.

			“This is it,” replied Ayr­ton. “You de­sire to know from me cer­tain cir­cum­stances which may be use­ful to you. I de­sire to ob­tain from you cer­tain ad­van­tages which will be valu­able to me. Now, I will make an ex­change, my lord. Do you agree or not?”

			“What are these cir­cum­stances?” asked Pa­ganel, quick­ly.

			“No,” cor­rect­ed Gle­nar­van: “what are these ad­van­tages?”

			Ayr­ton bowed, show­ing that he un­der­stood the dis­tinc­tion.

			“These,” said he, “are the ad­van­tages for which I pe­ti­tion. You still in­tend, my lord, to de­liv­er me in­to the hands of the Eng­lish au­thor­i­ties?”

			“Yes, Ayr­ton; it is on­ly jus­tice.”

			“I do not de­ny it,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter. “You would not con­sent, then, to set me at lib­er­ty?”

			Gle­nar­van hes­i­tat­ed be­fore an­swer­ing a ques­tion so plain­ly asked. Per­haps the fate of Har­ry Grant de­pend­ed up­on what he was about to say. How­ev­er, the feel­ing of du­ty to­wards hu­man­i­ty pre­vailed, and he said:

			“No, Ayr­ton, I can­not set you at lib­er­ty.”

			“I do not ask it,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter, proud­ly.

			“What do you wish, then?”

			“An in­ter­me­di­ate fate, my lord, be­tween that which you think awaits me and the lib­er­ty that you can­not grant me.”

			“And that is—?”

			“To aban­don me on one of the desert is­lands of the Pa­cif­ic, with the prin­ci­pal nec­es­saries of life. I will man­age as I can, and re­pent, if I have time.”

			Gle­nar­van, who was lit­tle pre­pared for this pro­pos­al, glanced at his two friends, who re­mained silent. Af­ter a few mo­ments of re­flec­tion, he replied:

			“Ayr­ton, if I grant your re­quest, will you tell me all that it is for my in­ter­est to know?”

			“Yes, my lord; that is to say, all that I know con­cern­ing Cap­tain Grant and the Bri­tan­nia.”

			“The whole truth?”

			“The whole.”

			“But who will war­rant—?”

			“Oh, I see what trou­bles you, my lord. You do not like to trust to me—to the word of a male­fac­tor! That is right. But what can you do? The sit­u­a­tion is thus. You have on­ly to ac­cept or refuse.”

			“I will trust you, Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van, sim­ply.

			“And you will be right, my lord. More­over, if I de­ceive you, you will al­ways have the pow­er to re­venge your­self.”

			“How?”

			“By re­cap­tur­ing me on this is­land, from which I shall not be able to es­cape.”

			Ayr­ton had a re­ply for ev­ery­thing. He met all dif­fi­cul­ties, and pro­duced unan­swer­able ar­gu­ments against him­self. As was seen, he strove to treat in his busi­ness with good faith. It was im­pos­si­ble for a per­son to sur­ren­der with more per­fect con­fi­dence, and yet he found means to ad­vance still fur­ther in this dis­in­ter­est­ed course.

			“My lord and gen­tle­men,” added he, “I de­sire that you should be con­vinced that I am hon­or­able. I do not seek to de­ceive you, but am go­ing to give you a new proof of my sin­cer­i­ty in this af­fair. I act frankly, be­cause I re­ly up­on your loy­al­ty.”

			“Go on, Ayr­ton,” replied Gle­nar­van.

			“My lord, I have not yet your prom­ise to agree to my propo­si­tion, and still I do not hes­i­tate to tell you that I know lit­tle con­cern­ing Har­ry Grant.”

			“Lit­tle!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes, my lord; the cir­cum­stances that I am able to com­mu­ni­cate to you are rel­a­tive to my­self. They are per­son­al ex­pe­ri­ences, and will scarce­ly tend to put you on the track you have lost.”

			A keen dis­ap­point­ment was man­i­fest on the fea­tures of Gle­nar­van and the ma­jor. They had be­lieved the quar­ter­mas­ter to pos­sess an im­por­tant se­cret, and yet he now con­fessed that his dis­clo­sures would be al­most use­less.

			How­ev­er that may be, this avow­al of Ayr­ton, who sur­ren­dered him­self with­out se­cu­ri­ty, sin­gu­lar­ly af­fect­ed his hear­ers, es­pe­cial­ly when he added, in con­clu­sion:

			“Thus you are fore­warned, my lord, that the busi­ness will be less ad­van­ta­geous for you than for me.”

			“No mat­ter,” replied Gle­nar­van; “I ac­cept your pro­pos­al, Ayr­ton. You have my word that you shall be land­ed at one of the is­lands of the Pa­cif­ic.”

			“Very well, my lord,” said he.

			Was this strange man pleased with this de­ci­sion? You might have doubt­ed it, for his im­pas­sive coun­te­nance be­trayed no emo­tion. He seemed as if act­ing for an­oth­er more than for him­self.

			“I am ready to an­swer,” con­tin­ued he.

			“We have no ques­tions to ask you,” re­joined Gle­nar­van. “Tell us what you know, Ayr­ton, and, in the first place, who you are.”

			“Gen­tle­men,” replied he, “I am re­al­ly Tom Ayr­ton, quar­ter­mas­ter of the Bri­tan­nia. I left Glas­gow in Cap­tain Grant’s ship on the 12th of March, 1861. For four­teen months we tra­versed to­geth­er the Pa­cif­ic, seek­ing some fa­vor­able place to found a Scot­tish colony. Har­ry Grant was a man ca­pa­ble of per­form­ing great deeds, but fre­quent­ly se­ri­ous dis­putes arose be­tween us. His char­ac­ter did not har­mo­nize with mine. I could not yield; but with Har­ry Grant, when his res­o­lu­tion is tak­en, all re­sis­tance is im­pos­si­ble. He is like iron to­wards him­self and oth­ers. How­ev­er, I dared to mutiny, and at­tempt­ed to in­volve the crew and gain pos­ses­sion of the ves­sel. Whether I did right or wrong is of lit­tle im­por­tance. How­ev­er it may be, Cap­tain Grant did not hes­i­tate to land me, April 8, 1862, on the west coast of Aus­tralia.”

			“Aus­tralia!” ex­claimed the ma­jor, in­ter­rupt­ing Ayr­ton’s sto­ry. “Then you left the Bri­tan­nia be­fore her ar­rival at Callao, where the last news of her was dat­ed?”

			“Yes,” replied the quar­ter­mas­ter; “for the Bri­tan­nia nev­er stopped at Callao while I was on board. If I spoke of Callao at O’Moore’s farm, it was your sto­ry that gave me this in­for­ma­tion.”

			“Go on, Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van.

			“I found my­self, there­fore, aban­doned on an al­most desert coast, but on­ly twen­ty miles from the pen­i­ten­tiary of Perth, the cap­i­tal of West­ern Aus­tralia. Wan­der­ing along the shore, I met a band of con­victs who had just es­caped. I joined them. You will spare me, my lord, the ac­count of my life for two years and a half. It is enough to know that I be­came chief of the run­aways, un­der the name of Ben Joyce. In the month of Sep­tem­ber, 1864, I made my ap­pear­ance at the Irish­man’s farm, and was re­ceived as a ser­vant un­der my true name of Ayr­ton. Here I wait­ed till an op­por­tu­ni­ty should be of­fered to gain pos­ses­sion of a ves­sel. This was my great ob­ject. Two months lat­er the Dun­can ar­rived. Dur­ing your vis­it at the farm you re­lat­ed, my lord, the whole sto­ry of Cap­tain Grant. I then learned what I had not known, the Bri­tan­nia’s stop­page at Callao, the last news of her, dat­ed June, 1862, two months af­ter my aban­don­ment, the find­ing of the doc­u­ment, the ship­wreck of the ves­sel, and fi­nal­ly the im­por­tant rea­sons you had for seek­ing Cap­tain Grant in Aus­tralia. I did not hes­i­tate, but re­solved to ap­pro­pri­ate the Dun­can—a mar­velous ship, that would have dis­tanced the best of the British navy. How­ev­er, there were se­ri­ous in­juries to be re­paired. I there­fore let her start for Mel­bourne, and of­fered my­self to you in my re­al char­ac­ter of quar­ter­mas­ter, vol­un­teer­ing to guide you to the scene of the ship­wreck, which I false­ly lo­cat­ed on the east­ern coast of Aus­tralia. Thus fol­lowed at a dis­tance and some­times pre­ced­ed by my band of con­victs, I con­duct­ed your par­ty across the prov­ince of Vic­to­ria. My com­pan­ions com­mit­ted a use­less crime at Cam­den Bridge, since the Dun­can, once at Twofold Bay, could not have es­caped me, and with it I should have been mas­ter of the ocean. I brought you thus un­sus­pect­ing­ly as far as the Snowy Riv­er. The hors­es and ox­en fell dead one by one, poi­soned by the gas­trolo­bi­um. I en­tan­gled the cart in the marsh­es. At my sug­ges­tion—but you know the rest, my lord, and can be cer­tain that, ex­cept for Mr. Pa­ganel’s ab­sent­mind­ed­ness, I should now be com­man­der on board the Dun­can. Such is my sto­ry, gen­tle­men. My dis­clo­sures, un­for­tu­nate­ly, can­not set you on the track of Cap­tain Grant, and you see that in deal­ing with me you have made a bad bar­gain.”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter ceased, crossed his arms, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, and wait­ed. Gle­nar­van and his friends were silent. They felt that this strange crim­i­nal had told the en­tire truth. The cap­ture of the Dun­can had on­ly failed through a cause al­to­geth­er be­yond his con­trol. His ac­com­plices had reached Twofold Bay, as the con­vict’s blouse, found by Gle­nar­van, proved. There, faith­ful to the or­ders of their chief, they had lain in wait for the yacht, and at last, tired of watch­ing, they had doubt­less re­sumed their oc­cu­pa­tion of plun­der and burn­ing in the fields of New South Wales.

			The ma­jor was the first to re­sume the ex­am­i­na­tion, in or­der to de­ter­mine the dates rel­a­tive to the Bri­tan­nia.

			“It was the 8th of April, 1862, then, that you were land­ed on the west coast of Aus­tralia?” he asked of the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied Ayr­ton.

			“And do you know what Cap­tain Grant’s plans were then?”

			“Vague­ly.”

			“Con­tin­ue, Ayr­ton,” said Gle­nar­van. “The least sign may set us on the track.”

			“What I can say is this, my lord. Cap­tain Grant in­tend­ed to vis­it New Zea­land. But this part of his pro­gramme was not car­ried out while I was on board. The Bri­tan­nia might, there­fore, af­ter leav­ing Callao, have gained the shores of New Zea­land. This would agree with the date, June 27, 1862, giv­en in the doc­u­ment as the time of the ship­wreck.”

			“Ev­i­dent­ly,” re­marked Pa­ganel.

			“But,” added Gle­nar­van, “there is noth­ing in these half-oblit­er­at­ed por­tions of the doc­u­ment which can ap­ply to New Zea­land.”

			“That I can­not an­swer,” said the quar­ter­mas­ter.

			“Well, Ayr­ton,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “you have kept your word, and I will keep mine. We will de­cide on what is­land of the Pa­cif­ic you shall be aban­doned.”

			“Oh, it mat­ters lit­tle to me,” an­swered Ayr­ton.

			“Re­turn to your cab­in now, and await our de­ci­sion.”

			The quar­ter­mas­ter re­tired, un­der guard of the two sailors.

			“This vil­lain might have been a great man,” ob­served the ma­jor.

			“Yes,” replied Gle­nar­van. “He has a strong and self-re­liant char­ac­ter. Why must his abil­i­ties be de­vot­ed to crime?”

			“But Har­ry Grant?”

			“I fear that he is for­ev­er lost! Poor chil­dren! who could tell them where their fa­ther is?”

			“I!” cried Pa­ganel.

			As we have re­marked, the ge­og­ra­pher, al­though so lo­qua­cious and ex­citable usu­al­ly, had scarce­ly spo­ken dur­ing Ayr­ton’s ex­am­i­na­tion. He had lis­tened in to­tal si­lence. But this last word that he had ut­tered was worth more than all the oth­ers, and star­tled Gle­nar­van at once.

			“You, Pa­ganel!” he ex­claimed; “do you know where Cap­tain Grant is?”

			“As well as can be known,” an­swered the ge­og­ra­pher.

			“And how do you know?”

			“By that ev­er­last­ing doc­u­ment.”

			“Ah!” said the ma­jor, in a tone of the most thor­ough in­creduli­ty.

			“Lis­ten first, Mac­N­abb, and shrug your shoul­ders af­ter­wards. I did not speak be­fore, be­cause you would not have be­lieved me. Be­sides, it was use­less. But if I speak to­day, it is be­cause Ayr­ton’s opin­ion cor­rob­o­rates mine.”

			“Then New Zea­land—?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Hear and judge,” replied Pa­ganel. “I did not com­mit the blun­der that saved us, with­out rea­son. Just as I was writ­ing that let­ter at Gle­nar­van’s dic­ta­tion, the word Zea­land was trou­bling my brain. You re­mem­ber that we were in the cart. Mac­N­abb had just told La­dy He­le­na the sto­ry of the con­victs, and had hand­ed her the copy of the Aus­tralian and New Zea­land Gazette that gave an ac­count of the ac­ci­dent at Cam­den Bridge. As I was writ­ing, the pa­per lay on the ground, fold­ed so that on­ly two syl­la­bles of its ti­tle could be seen, and these were aland. What a light broke in up­on my mind! ‘Aland’ was one of the very words in the Eng­lish doc­u­ment—a word that we had hith­er­to trans­lat­ed ashore, but which was the ter­mi­na­tion of the prop­er name Zea­land.”

			“Ha!” cried Gle­nar­van.

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued Pa­ganel, with pro­found con­vic­tion, “this in­ter­pre­ta­tion had es­caped me, and do you know why? Be­cause my ex­am­i­na­tions were nat­u­ral­ly con­fined more par­tic­u­lar­ly to the French doc­u­ment, where this im­por­tant word was want­ing.”

			“Ho! ho!” laughed the ma­jor, “that is too much imag­i­na­tion, Pa­ganel. You for­get your pre­vi­ous con­clu­sions rather eas­i­ly.”

			“Well, ma­jor, I am ready to an­swer you.”

			“Then what be­comes of your word aus­tral?”

			“It is what it was at first. It sim­ply means the south­ern (aus­trales) coun­tries.”

			“Very well. But that word in­di, that was first the root of In­di­ans (in­di­ens), and then of na­tives (in­digènes)?”

			“The third and last time, it shall be the first two syl­la­bles of the word in­di­gence (des­ti­tu­tion).”

			“And con­tin!” cried Mac­N­abb; “does it still sig­ni­fy con­ti­nent?”

			“No, since New Zea­land is on­ly an is­land.”

			“Then?” in­quired Gle­nar­van.

			“My dear lord,” replied Pa­ganel, “I will trans­late the doc­u­ment for you, ac­cord­ing to my third in­ter­pre­ta­tion, and you shall judge. I on­ly make two sug­ges­tions. First, for­get as far as pos­si­ble the pre­vi­ous in­ter­pre­ta­tions; and next, al­though cer­tain pas­sages will seem to you forced, and I may trans­late them wrong­ly, still, re­mem­ber that they have no spe­cial im­por­tance. More­over, the French doc­u­ment serves as the ba­sis of my in­ter­pre­ta­tion, and you must con­sid­er that it was writ­ten by an En­glish­man who could not have been per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar with the id­ioms of our lan­guage.”

			So say­ing, Pa­ganel, slow­ly pro­nounc­ing each syl­la­ble, read the fol­low­ing:

			“On the 27th of June, 1862, the brig Bri­tan­nia, of Glas­gow, foundered, af­ter a long strug­gle (ag­o­nie), in the South (aus­trales) Seas, on the coasts of New Zealand. Two sailors and Cap­tain Grant suc­ceed­ed in land­ing (aborder). Here, con­tin­u­al­ly (con­tinuelle­ment) a prey (proie) to a cru­el (cru­elle) des­ti­tu­tion (in­digence), they cast this doc­u­ment in­to the sea, at lon­gi­tude ——— and lat­i­tude 37° 1′. Come to their as­sis­tance, or they are lost.”

			Pa­ganel stopped. His in­ter­pre­ta­tion was ad­mis­si­ble. But, al­though it ap­peared as prob­a­ble as the oth­er, still it might be as false. Gle­nar­van and the ma­jor there­fore no longer at­tempt­ed to dis­pute it. How­ev­er, since the traces of the Bri­tan­nia had not been en­coun­tered on the coasts of Patag­o­nia or Aus­tralia, the chances were in fa­vor of New Zea­land.

			“Now, Pa­ganel,” said Gle­nar­van, “will you tell me why, for about two months, you kept this in­ter­pre­ta­tion se­cret?”

			“Be­cause I did not wish to give you vain hopes. Be­sides, we were go­ing to Auck­land, which is on the very lat­i­tude of the doc­u­ment.”

			“But af­ter­wards, when we were tak­en out of our course, why did you not speak?”

			“Be­cause, how­ev­er just this in­ter­pre­ta­tion may be, it can­not con­trib­ute to the cap­tain’s res­cue.”

			“Why, Pa­ganel?”

			“Be­cause, ad­mit­ting that Cap­tain Grant was wrecked on the coast of New Zea­land, as long as he has not made his ap­pear­ance for two years since the dis­as­ter, he must have fall­en a vic­tim to the sea or the sav­ages.”

			“Then your opin­ion is—?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“That we might per­haps find some traces of the ship­wreck, but that the sea­men of the Bri­tan­nia have per­ished.”

			“Keep all this silent, my friends,” replied Gle­nar­van, “and leave me to choose the time for telling this sad news to the chil­dren of Cap­tain Grant.”

		
	
		
			
				LVIII

				A Cry in the Night

			
			The crew soon learned that Ayr­ton’s dis­clo­sures had not thrown light up­on the sit­u­a­tion of Cap­tain Grant. The de­spair on board was pro­found, for they had re­lied on the quar­ter­mas­ter, who, how­ev­er, knew noth­ing that could put the Dun­can on the track of the Bri­tan­nia. The yacht there­fore con­tin­ued on the same course, and the on­ly ques­tion now was to choose the is­land on which to leave Ayr­ton.

			Pa­ganel and Cap­tain Man­gles con­sult­ed the maps on board. Ex­act­ly on the thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel was an is­land, gen­er­al­ly known by the name of Maria There­sa, a lone rock in the midst of the Pa­cif­ic, three thou­sand five hun­dred miles from the Amer­i­can coast, and one thou­sand five hun­dred miles from New Zea­land. No ship ev­er came with­in hail of this soli­tary isle; no tid­ings from the world ev­er reached it. On­ly the storm-birds rest­ed here dur­ing their long flights, and many maps do not even in­di­cate its po­si­tion.

			If any­where ab­so­lute iso­la­tion was to be found on earth, it was here, afar from the ocean’s trav­eled high­ways. Its sit­u­a­tion was made known to Ayr­ton, who con­sent­ed to live there; and the ves­sel was ac­cord­ing­ly head­ed to­wards the is­land. Two days lat­er the look­out hailed land on the hori­zon. It was Maria There­sa, low, long, and scarce­ly emerg­ing from the waves, ap­pear­ing like some enor­mous sea-mon­ster. Thir­ty miles still lay be­tween it and the yacht, whose prow cut the waves with such speed that soon the is­land grew dis­tinct. The sun, now sink­ing to­wards the west, de­fined its out­lines in glow­ing light. Sev­er­al slight el­e­va­tions were tinged with the last rays of the day.

			At five o’clock Cap­tain Man­gles thought he dis­tin­guished a faint smoke ris­ing to­wards the sky.

			“Is that a vol­cano?” he in­quired of Pa­ganel, who, with his tele­scope, was ex­am­in­ing the land.

			“I do not know what to think,” replied the ge­og­ra­pher. “Maria There­sa is a point lit­tle known. How­ev­er, I should not be sur­prised if its ori­gin was due to some vol­canic up­heaval.”

			“But then,” said Gle­nar­van, “if an erup­tion cre­at­ed it, may we not fear that the same agen­cy will de­stroy it?”

			“That is scarce­ly prob­a­ble,” an­swered Pa­ganel. “Its ex­is­tence has been known for sev­er­al cen­turies; and this seems a guar­an­tee for its con­tin­u­ance.”

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Gle­nar­van, “do you think, cap­tain, that we can land be­fore night?”

			“No, cer­tain­ly not. I ought not to en­dan­ger the Dun­can in the dark­ness, on a coast that is not fa­mil­iar to me. I will keep a short dis­tance from land, and to­mor­row at day­break we will send a boat ashore.”

			At eight o’clock Maria There­sa, al­though on­ly five miles to wind­ward, ap­peared like a length­ened shad­ow, scarce­ly vis­i­ble. An hour lat­er, quite a bright light, like a fire, blazed in the dark­ness. It was mo­tion­less and sta­tion­ary.

			“That would seem to in­di­cate a vol­cano,” said Pa­ganel, watch­ing it at­ten­tive­ly.

			“How­ev­er,” replied Cap­tain Man­gles, “at this dis­tance we ought to hear the com­mo­tion that al­ways ac­com­pa­nies an erup­tion, and yet the wind brings no sound to our ears.”

			“In­deed,” ob­served Pa­ganel, “this vol­cano glows, but does not speak. You might say that it throws out in­ter­mit­tent flash­es like a light­house.”

			“You are right,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Man­gles; “and yet we are not on the il­lu­mi­nat­ed side. Ha!” cried he, “an­oth­er fire! On the shore this time! See! it moves, it changes its place!”

			He was not mis­tak­en. A new light had ap­peared, that some­times seemed to go out, and then all at once flash forth again.

			“Is the is­land in­hab­it­ed?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Ev­i­dent­ly, by sav­ages,” replied Pa­ganel.

			“Then we can­not aban­don the quar­ter­mas­ter here.”

			“No,” said the ma­jor; “that would be giv­ing even sav­ages too dan­ger­ous a present.”

			“We will seek some oth­er de­sert­ed is­land,” re­sumed Gle­nar­van, who could not help smil­ing at Mac­N­abb’s del­i­ca­cy. “I promised Ayr­ton his life, and I will keep my prom­ise.”

			“At all events, let us be­ware,” added Pa­ganel. “The New Zealan­ders have the bar­barous cus­tom of mis­lead­ing ships by mov­ing fires. The na­tives of Maria There­sa may un­der­stand this de­cep­tion.”

			“Bear away a point,” cried the cap­tain to the sailor at the helm. “To­mor­row, at sun­rise, we shall know what is to be done.”

			At eleven o’clock the pas­sen­gers and the cap­tain re­tired to their cab­ins. At the bow the first watch was pac­ing the deck, while at the stern the helms­man was alone at his post.

			In the still­ness Mary and Robert Grant came on deck. The two chil­dren, lean­ing up­on the rail­ing, gazed sad­ly at the phos­pho­res­cent sea and the lu­mi­nous wake of the yacht. Mary thought of Robert’s fu­ture; Robert thought of his sis­ter’s; both thought of their fa­ther. Was that beloved par­ent still liv­ing? Yet must they give him up? But no, what would life be with­out him? What would be­come of them with­out his pro­tec­tion? What would have be­come of them al­ready, ex­cept for the mag­na­nim­i­ty of Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van?

			The boy, taught by mis­for­tune, di­vined the thoughts that were ag­i­tat­ing his sis­ter. He took her hand in his.

			“Mary,” said he, “we must nev­er de­spair. Re­mem­ber the lessons our fa­ther taught us. ‘Courage com­pen­sates for ev­ery­thing in this world,’ he said. Let us have that in­domitable courage that over­comes all ob­sta­cles. Hith­er­to you have la­bored for me, my sis­ter, but now I shall la­bor for you.”

			“Dear Robert!” replied the young girl.

			“I must tell you one thing,” con­tin­ued he. “You will not be sor­ry, Mary?”

			“Why should I be sor­ry, my child?”

			“And you will let me do as I wish?”

			“What do you mean?” asked she, anx­ious­ly.

			“My sis­ter, I shall be a sailor—!”

			“And leave me?” cried the young girl, clasp­ing her broth­er’s hand.

			“Yes, sis­ter, I shall be a sailor, like my fa­ther, and like Cap­tain John. Mary, my dear Mary, he has not lost all hope! You will have, like me, con­fi­dence in his de­vo­tion. He has promised that he will make me a thor­ough and ef­fi­cient sailor, and we shall seek our fa­ther to­geth­er. Say that you are will­ing, sis­ter. What our fa­ther would have done for us it is our du­ty, or mine at least, to do for him. My life has but one ob­ject, to which it is whol­ly de­vot­ed—to search al­ways for him who would nev­er have aban­doned ei­ther of us. Dear Mary, how good our fa­ther was!”

			“And so no­ble, so gen­er­ous!” added Mary. “Do you know, Robert, that he was al­ready one of the glo­ries of our coun­try, and would have ranked among its great men if fate had not ar­rest­ed his course?”

			“How well I know it!” an­swered Robert.

			Mary pressed her broth­er to her heart, and the child felt tears drop­ping up­on his fore­head.

			“Mary! Mary!” cried he, “it is in vain for them to speak, or to keep silent. I hope still, and shall al­ways do so. A man like our fa­ther does not die till he has ac­com­plished his pur­pose!”

			Mary Grant could not re­ply; sobs choked her ut­ter­ance. A thou­sand emo­tions ag­i­tat­ed her soul at the thought that new at­tempts would be made to find her fa­ther, and that the young cap­tain’s de­vo­tion was bound­less.

			“Does Mr. John still hope?” asked she.

			“Yes,” replied Robert. “He is a broth­er who will nev­er for­sake us. I shall be a sailor, shall I not, sis­ter—a sailor to seek my fa­ther with him? Are you will­ing?”

			“Yes,” said Mary. “But must we be sep­a­rat­ed?”

			“You will not be alone, Mary, I know. John has told me so. La­dy He­le­na will not per­mit you to leave her. You are a wom­an, and can and ought to ac­cept her ben­e­fits. To refuse them would be un­grate­ful. But a man, as my fa­ther has told me a hun­dred times, ought to make his own for­tune.”

			“But what will be­come of our house at Dundee, so full of as­so­ci­a­tions?”

			“We will keep it, my sis­ter. All that has been well ar­ranged by our friend John and Lord Gle­nar­van, who will keep you at Mal­colm Cas­tle like a daugh­ter. He said so to John, who told me. You will be at home there, and wait till John and I bring back our fa­ther. Ah, what a joy­ful day that will be!” cried Robert, whose face was ra­di­ant with en­thu­si­asm.

			“My broth­er, my child!” ex­claimed Mary, “how hap­py our fa­ther would be if he could hear you! How much you re­sem­ble him, dear Robert! When you are a man you will be quite like him!”

			“God grant it, Mary!” said Robert, glow­ing with holy and fil­ial pride.

			“But how shall we pay our debt to Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van?” con­tin­ued Mary.

			“Oh, that will not be dif­fi­cult,” an­swered Robert, with his boy­ish im­pul­sive­ness. “We will tell them how much we love and re­spect them, and we will show it to them by our ac­tions.”

			“That is all we can do!” added the young girl, cov­er­ing her broth­er’s face with kiss­es; “and all that they will like, too!”

			Then, re­laps­ing in­to rever­ies, the two chil­dren of the cap­tain gazed silent­ly in­to the shad­owy ob­scu­ri­ty of the night. How­ev­er, in fan­cy they still con­versed, ques­tioned, and an­swered each oth­er. The sea rocked the ship in si­lence, and the phos­pho­res­cent wa­ters glis­tened in the dark­ness.

			But now a strange, a seem­ing­ly su­per­nat­u­ral event took place. The broth­er and sis­ter, by one of those mag­net­ic at­trac­tions that mys­te­ri­ous­ly draw the souls of friends to­geth­er, ex­pe­ri­enced at the same in­stant the same cu­ri­ous hal­lu­ci­na­tion.

			From the midst of these al­ter­nate­ly bright­en­ing and dark­en­ing waves, they thought they heard a voice is­sue, whose depth of sad­ness stirred ev­ery fi­bre of their hearts.

			“Help! help!” cried the voice.

			“Mary,” said Robert, “did you hear?”

			And, rais­ing their heads above the bul­warks, they both gazed search­ing­ly in­to the misty shad­ows of the night. Yet there was noth­ing but the dark­ness stretch­ing blankly be­fore them.

			“Robert,” said Mary, pale with emo­tion, “I thought—yes, I thought like you.”

			At this mo­ment an­oth­er cry reached them, and this time the il­lu­sion was such that these words broke si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly from both their hearts:

			“My fa­ther! my fa­ther!”

			This was too much for Mary Grant. Over­come by emo­tion, she sank sense­less in­to her broth­er’s arms.

			“Help!” cried Robert. “My sis­ter! my fa­ther! help!”

			The man at the helm has­tened to Miss Grant’s as­sis­tance, and af­ter him the sailors of the watch, Cap­tain Man­gles, La­dy He­le­na, and Lord Gle­nar­van, who had been sud­den­ly awak­ened.

			“My sis­ter is dy­ing, and my fa­ther is yon­der!” ex­claimed Robert, point­ing to the waves.

			No one un­der­stood his words.

			“Yes,” re­peat­ed he, “my fa­ther is yon­der! I heard his voice, and Mary did too!”

			Just then Mary Grant re­cov­ered con­scious­ness, and, look­ing wild­ly around, cried:

			“My fa­ther, my fa­ther is yon­der!”

			The un­for­tu­nate girl arose, and, lean­ing over the bul­wark, would have thrown her­self in­to the sea.

			“My lord! Madam!” re­peat­ed she, clasp­ing her hands, “I tell you my fa­ther is there! I de­clare to you that I heard his voice is­sue from the waves like a de­spair­ing wail, like a last adieu!”

			Then her feel­ings over­came the poor girl, and she be­came in­sen­si­ble. They car­ried her to her cab­in, and La­dy He­le­na fol­lowed, to min­is­ter to her wants, while Robert kept re­peat­ing:

			“My fa­ther! my fa­ther is there! I am sure of it, my lord!”

			The wit­ness­es of this sor­row­ful scene per­ceived at last that the two chil­dren had been the sport of an hal­lu­ci­na­tion. But how un­de­ceive their sens­es, which had been so strong­ly im­pressed? Gle­nar­van, how­ev­er, at­tempt­ed it, and tak­ing Robert by the hand, said:

			“You heard your fa­ther’s voice, my dear boy?”

			“Yes, my lord. Yon­der, in the midst of the waves, he cried, ‘Help! help!’ ”

			“And you rec­og­nized the voice?”

			“Did I rec­og­nize it? Oh, yes, I as­sure you! My sis­ter heard and rec­og­nized it, too. How could both of us be de­ceived? My lord, let us go to his res­cue. A boat! a boat!”

			Gle­nar­van saw plain­ly that he could not un­de­ceive the poor child. Still, he made a last at­tempt, and called the helms­man.

			“Hawkins,” asked he, “you were at the wheel when Miss Grant was so sin­gu­lar­ly af­fect­ed?”

			“Yes, my lord,” replied Hawkins.

			“And you did not see or hear any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“You see how it is, Robert.”

			“If it had been his fa­ther,” an­swered the lad, with ir­re­press­ible en­er­gy, “he would not say so. It was my fa­ther, my lord! my fa­ther, my fa­ther—!”

			Robert’s voice was choked by a sob. Pale and speech­less, he, too, like his sis­ter, lost con­scious­ness. Gle­nar­van had him car­ried to his bed, and the child, over­come by emo­tion, sank in­to a pro­found slum­ber.

			“Poor or­phans!” said Cap­tain Man­gles; “God tries them in a ter­ri­ble way!”

			“Yes,” replied Gle­nar­van, “ex­ces­sive grief has pro­duced up­on both at the same mo­ment a sim­i­lar ef­fect.”

			“Up­on both!” mur­mured Pa­ganel. “That is strange!”

			Then, lean­ing for­ward, af­ter mak­ing a sign to keep still, he lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly. The si­lence was pro­found ev­ery­where. Pa­ganel called in a loud voice, but there was no an­swer.

			“It is strange!” re­peat­ed the ge­og­ra­pher, re­turn­ing to his cab­in; “an in­ti­mate sym­pa­thy of thought and grief does not suf­fice to ex­plain this mys­tery.”

			Ear­ly the next morn­ing the pas­sen­gers (and among them were Robert and Mary, for it was im­pos­si­ble to re­strain them) were as­sem­bled on deck. All wished to ex­am­ine this land, which had been scarce­ly dis­tin­guish­able the night be­fore. The prin­ci­pal points of the is­land were ea­ger­ly scanned. The yacht coast­ed along about a mile from the shore, and the unas­sist­ed eye could eas­i­ly dis­cern the larg­er ob­jects.

			Sud­den­ly Robert ut­tered a cry. He main­tained that he saw two men run­ning and ges­tic­u­lat­ing, while a third was wav­ing a flag.

			“Yes: the flag of Eng­land!” cried Cap­tain Man­gles, when he had used his glass.

			“It is true!” said Pa­ganel, turn­ing quick­ly to­wards Robert.

			“My lord!” ex­claimed the boy, trem­bling with ex­cite­ment—“my lord, if you do not wish me to swim to the is­land, you will low­er a boat! Ah, my lord, if you please, I do wish to be the first to land!”

			No one knew what to say. Were there three men, ship­wrecked sailors, En­glish­men, on that is­land? All re­called the events of the night be­fore, and thought of the voice heard by Robert and Mary. Per­haps, af­ter all, they were not mis­tak­en. A voice might have reached them. But could this voice be that of their fa­ther? No, alas, no! And each, think­ing of the ter­ri­ble dis­ap­point­ment that was prob­a­bly in store, trem­bled lest this new tri­al would ex­ceed their strength. But how re­strain them? Lord Gle­nar­van had not the courage.

			“Low­er the boat!” cried he.

			In a mo­ment this was done; the two chil­dren, Gle­nar­van, Cap­tain Man­gles, and Pa­ganel stepped in­to it, and six earnest and skilled oars­men sped away to­wards the shore.

			At ten yards there­from, Mary ut­tered again the heartrend­ing cry:

			“My fa­ther!”

			A man was stand­ing on the beach be­tween two oth­ers. His form was tall and stout, while his weath­er-beat­en yet pleas­ant coun­te­nance be­trayed a strong re­sem­blance to the fea­tures of Mary and Robert Grant. It was, in­deed, the man whom the chil­dren had so of­ten de­scribed. Their hearts had not de­ceived them. It was their fa­ther, it was Cap­tain Grant!

			He heard his daugh­ter’s cry, he opened his arms, and sup­port­ed her faint­ing form.

		
	
		
			
				LIX

				Cap­tain Grant’s Sto­ry

			
			Joy does not kill, for the long lost fa­ther and his re­cov­ered chil­dren were soon re­joic­ing to­geth­er and pre­par­ing to re­turn to the yacht. But how can we de­pict that scene, so lit­tle looked for by any? Words are pow­er­less.

			As soon as he gained the deck, Har­ry Grant sank up­on his knees. The pi­ous Scotch­man, on touch­ing what was to him the soil of his coun­try, wished, first of all, to thank God for his de­liv­er­ance. Then, turn­ing to­wards La­dy He­le­na; Lord Gle­nar­van, and their com­pan­ions, he thanked them in a voice bro­ken by emo­tion. While on their way to the yacht, his chil­dren had briefly told him the sto­ry of the Dun­can.

			How great a debt of grat­i­tude did he feel that he owed this no­ble wom­an and her com­pan­ions! From Lord Gle­nar­van down to the low­est sailor, had not all strug­gled and suf­fered for him? Har­ry Grant ex­pressed the feel­ings of thank­ful­ness that over­flowed his heart with so much sim­plic­i­ty and no­ble­ness, and his man­ly coun­te­nance was il­lu­mined by so pure and sin­cere a sen­ti­ment, that all felt them­selves re­paid for the tri­als they had un­der­gone. Even the im­per­turbable ma­jor’s eye was wet with a tear that he could not re­press. As for Pa­ganel, he wept like a child who does not think of hid­ing his emo­tion.

			Cap­tain Grant could not cease gaz­ing at his daugh­ter. He found her beau­ti­ful and charm­ing, and told her so again and again, ap­peal­ing to La­dy He­le­na as if to be as­sured that his fa­ther­ly love was not mis­tak­en. Then, turn­ing to his son, he cried rap­tur­ous­ly:

			“How he has grown! He is a man!”

			He lav­ished up­on these two be­ings, so dear­ly loved, the thou­sand ex­pres­sions of love that had been un­ut­tered dur­ing long years of ab­sence. Robert in­tro­duced him suc­ces­sive­ly to all his friends. All had alike proved their kind­ness and good wish­es to­wards the two or­phans. When Cap­tain Man­gles came to be in­tro­duced, he blushed like a young girl, and his voice trem­bled as he salut­ed Mary’s fa­ther.

			La­dy He­le­na then told the sto­ry of the voy­age, and made the cap­tain proud of his son and daugh­ter. He learned the ex­ploits of the young hero, and how the boy had al­ready re­paid part of his obli­ga­tion to Lord Gle­nar­van at the per­il of his life. Cap­tain Man­gles’ lan­guage to Mary and con­cern­ing her was so tru­ly lov­ing, that Har­ry Grant, who had been al­ready in­formed on this point by La­dy He­le­na, placed the hand of his daugh­ter in that of the no­ble young cap­tain, and, turn­ing to­wards Lord and La­dy Gle­nar­van, said:

			“My lord and la­dy, join with me to bless our chil­dren!”

			It was not long be­fore Gle­nar­van re­lat­ed Ayr­ton’s sto­ry to the cap­tain, who con­firmed the quar­ter­mas­ter’s dec­la­ra­tion in re­gard to his hav­ing been aban­doned on the Aus­tralian coast.

			“He is a shrewd and coura­geous man,” added he; “but his pas­sions have ru­ined him. May med­i­ta­tion and re­pen­tance lead him to bet­ter feel­ings!”

			But be­fore Ayr­ton was trans­ferred to Ta­bor Is­land, Har­ry Grant wished to show his new friends the bounds of his habi­ta­tion. He in­vit­ed them to vis­it his house, and sit for once at his ta­ble. Gle­nar­van and his com­pan­ions cor­dial­ly ac­cept­ed the in­vi­ta­tion, and Robert and Mary were not a lit­tle de­sirous to see those haunts where their fa­ther had doubt­less at times be­wailed his fate. A boat was manned, and the whole par­ty soon dis­em­barked on the shores of the is­land.

			A few hours suf­ficed to tra­verse Cap­tain Grant’s do­main. It was in re­al­i­ty the sum­mit of a sub­ma­rine moun­tain, cov­ered with basaltic rocks and vol­canic frag­ments. When the ship­wrecked sea­men of the Bri­tan­nia took refuge here, the hand of man be­gan to con­trol the de­vel­op­ment of na­ture’s re­sources, and in two years and a half the cap­tain and his com­pan­ions had com­plete­ly meta­mor­phosed their is­land home.

			The vis­i­tors at last reached the house, shad­ed by ver­dant gum-trees, while be­fore its win­dows stretched the glo­ri­ous sea, glit­ter­ing in the rays of the sun. Har­ry Grant set his ta­ble in the shade, and all took seats around it. Some cold roast meat, some of the pro­duce of the bread­fruit-tree, sev­er­al bowls of milk, two or three bunch­es of wild chico­ry, and pure, fresh wa­ter, formed the el­e­ments of the sim­ple but health­ful repast. Pa­ganel was in ec­stasies. It re­called his old idea of Robin­son Cru­soe.

			“That ras­cal Ayr­ton will have no cause to com­plain,” cried he in his en­thu­si­asm. “The is­land is a par­adise!”

			“Yes,” replied Har­ry Grant, “a par­adise for three poor sailors whom Heav­en shel­tered here. But I re­gret that Maria There­sa is not a large and fer­tile is­land, with a riv­er in­stead of a rivulet, and a har­bor in­stead of a coast so ex­posed to the force of the waves.”

			“And why, cap­tain?” asked Gle­nar­van.

			“Be­cause I would have laid here the foun­da­tion of that colony that I wish to present to Scot­land.”

			“Ah!” said Gle­nar­van. “Then you have not aban­doned the idea that has made you so pop­u­lar in your na­tive land?”

			“No, my lord; and God has saved me, through your in­stru­men­tal­i­ty, on­ly to per­mit me to ac­com­plish it. Our poor broth­ers of old Cale­do­nia shall yet have an­oth­er Scot­land in the New World. Our dear coun­try must pos­sess in these seas a colony of her own, where she can find that in­de­pen­dence and pros­per­i­ty that are want­ing in many Eu­ro­pean em­pires.”

			“That is well said, cap­tain,” replied La­dy He­le­na. “It is a no­ble project, and wor­thy of a great heart. But this is­land—?”

			“No, madam, it is a rock, on­ly large enough to sup­port a few colonists; while we need a vast ter­ri­to­ry, rich in all prim­i­tive trea­sures.”

			“Well, cap­tain,” cried Gle­nar­van, “the fu­ture is be­fore us! Let us seek this land to­geth­er!”

			The hands of both men met in a warm clasp, as if to rat­i­fy this prom­ise. All now wished to hear the sto­ry of the ship­wrecked sailors of the Bri­tan­nia dur­ing those two long years of soli­tude. Har­ry Grant ac­cord­ing­ly has­tened to sat­is­fy the de­sires of his new friends, and be­gan as fol­lows:

			“It was on the night of the 26th of June, 1862, that the Bri­tan­nia, dis­abled by a six days’ tem­pest, was wrecked on the rock of Maria There­sa. The sea was so high that to save any­thing was im­pos­si­ble, and all the crew per­ished ex­cept my two sailors, Bob Learce and Joe Bell, and my­self; and we suc­ceed­ed in reach­ing the coast af­ter many strug­gles. The land that we thus reached was on­ly a desert is­land, two miles wide and five long, with a few trees in the in­te­ri­or, some mead­ow land, and a spring of fresh wa­ter that, for­tu­nate­ly, has nev­er ceased to flow. Alone with my two sailors, in this quar­ter of the globe, I did not de­spair, but, plac­ing my con­fi­dence in God, en­gaged in a res­o­lute strug­gle. Bob and Joe, my com­pan­ions and friends in mis­for­tune, en­er­get­i­cal­ly aid­ed my ef­forts. We be­gan, like Robin­son Cru­soe, by col­lect­ing the frag­ments of the ves­sel, some tools, a lit­tle pow­der, sev­er­al weapons, and a bag of pre­cious seeds. The first weeks were very toil­some, but soon hunt­ing and fish­ing fur­nished us sub­sis­tence, for wild goats swarmed in the in­te­ri­or of the is­land, and ma­rine an­i­mals abound­ed on its coast. Grad­u­al­ly our dai­ly rou­tine was reg­u­lar­ly or­ga­nized. I de­ter­mined our ex­act sit­u­a­tion by my in­stru­ments, which I had saved from the ship­wreck. We were out of the reg­u­lar course of ships, and could not be res­cued ex­cept by a prov­i­den­tial in­ter­po­si­tion. Al­though think­ing of those who were dear to me, and whom I nev­er ex­pect­ed to see again, still I ac­cept­ed this tri­al with for­ti­tude, and my most earnest prayers were for my two chil­dren. Mean­time we la­bored res­o­lute­ly. Much of the land was sown with the seeds tak­en from the Bri­tan­nia; and pota­toes, chico­ry, sor­rel, and oth­er veg­eta­bles im­proved and var­ied our dai­ly food. We caught sev­er­al goats, which were eas­i­ly kept, and had milk and but­ter. The bread­fruit-tree, which grew in the dry creeks, fur­nished us with a sort of nour­ish­ing bread, and the wants of life no longer gave us any alarm. We built a house out of the frag­ments of the Bri­tan­nia, cov­ered it with sails, care­ful­ly tarred, and un­der this shel­ter the rainy sea­son was com­fort­ably passed. Here many plans were dis­cussed, and many dreams en­joyed, the best of which has just been re­al­ized! At first I thought of brav­ing the sea in a boat made of the wreck of the ves­sel; but a vast dis­tance sep­a­rat­ed us from the near­est land. No boat could have en­dured so long a voy­age. I there­fore aban­doned my de­sign, and no longer ex­pect­ed de­liv­er­ance, ex­cept through a Di­vine in­ter­po­si­tion. Ah, my poor chil­dren, how many times, on the rocks of the coast, have we wait­ed for ships at sea! Dur­ing the en­tire pe­ri­od of our ex­ile on­ly two or three sails ap­peared on the hori­zon, and these soon to dis­ap­pear again. Two years and a half passed thus. We no longer hoped, but still did not whol­ly de­spair. At last, yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, I had mount­ed the high­est sum­mit of the is­land, when I per­ceived a faint smoke in the west, which grew clear­er, and I soon dis­tinct­ly dis­cerned a ves­sel that seemed to be com­ing to­wards us. But would she not avoid this is­land, which of­fered no land­ing-place? Ah, what a day of an­guish, and how my heart throbbed! My com­pan­ions kin­dled a fire on one of the peaks. Night came, but the ship gave no sig­nal for ap­proach. De­liv­er­ance was there, and should we see it van­ish? I hes­i­tat­ed no longer. The dark­ness in­creased. The ves­sel might dou­ble the is­land dur­ing the night. I threw my­self in­to the sea, to swim to her. Hope in­creased my strength. I beat the waves with al­most su­per­hu­man en­er­gy, and ap­proached the yacht. Scarce­ly thir­ty yards sep­a­rat­ed me, when she tacked. Then I ut­tered those de­spair­ing cries which my two chil­dren alone heard, for they were no il­lu­sion. I re­turned to the shore, ex­haust­ed and over­come by fa­tigue and emo­tion. It was a ter­ri­ble night, this last one on the is­land. We be­lieved our­selves for­ev­er aban­doned, when, at day­break, I per­ceived the yacht slow­ly coast­ing along the shores. Your boat was then low­ered—we were saved, and, thanks to the Di­vine good­ness of Heav­en, my dear chil­dren were there to stretch out their arms to me!”

			Har­ry Grant’s sto­ry was fin­ished amid a fresh show­er of kiss­es and ca­ress­es from Robert and Mary. The cap­tain learned now, for the first time, that he owed his de­liv­er­ance to that hi­ero­glyph­ic doc­u­ment that, eight days af­ter his ship­wreck, he had en­closed in a bot­tle and con­fid­ed to the mer­cy of the waves.

			But what did Jacques Pa­ganel think dur­ing this recital? The wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher re­volved the words of the doc­u­ment a thou­sand ways in his brain. He re­viewed his three in­ter­pre­ta­tions, which were all false. How had this is­land been in­di­cat­ed in these dam­aged pa­pers? He could no longer re­strain him­self, but, seiz­ing Har­ry Grant’s hand, cried:

			“Cap­tain, will you tell me what your un­de­ci­pher­able doc­u­ment con­tained?”

			At this re­quest cu­rios­i­ty was gen­er­al, for the long-sought clue to the mys­tery would now be giv­en.

			“Well, cap­tain,” said Pa­ganel, “do you re­mem­ber the ex­act words of the doc­u­ment?”

			“Per­fect­ly,” replied Har­ry Grant; “and scarce­ly a day has passed but mem­o­ry has re­called those words up­on which our on­ly hope hung.”

			“And what are they, cap­tain?” in­quired Gle­nar­van. “Tell us, for our cu­rios­i­ty is great.”

			“I am ready to sat­is­fy you,” con­tin­ued Har­ry Grant; “but you know that, to in­crease the chances of suc­cess, I en­closed in the bot­tle three doc­u­ments, writ­ten in three lan­guages. Which one do you wish to hear?”

			“They are not iden­ti­cal, then?” cried Pa­ganel.

			“Yes, al­most to a word.”

			“Well, give us the French doc­u­ment,” said Gle­nar­van. “This one was spared the most by the waves, and has served as the prin­ci­pal ba­sis for our search.”

			“This is it, my lord, word for word,” an­swered Har­ry Grant.

			“ ‘On the 27th June, 1862, the brig Bri­tan­nia, of Glas­gow, was lost 1500 leagues from Patag­o­nia, in the south­ern hemi­sphere. Car­ried by the waves, two sailors and Cap­tain Grant reached Ta­bor Is­land—’ ”

			“Ha!” in­ter­rupt­ed Pa­ganel.

			“ ‘Here,’ ” re­sumed Har­ry Grant, “ ‘con­tin­u­al­ly a prey to a cru­el des­ti­tu­tion, they cast this doc­u­ment in­to the sea at lon­gi­tude 153° and lat­i­tude 37° 1′. Come to their aid, or they are lost.’ ”

			At the word “Ta­bor,” Pa­ganel had sud­den­ly risen, and then, con­trol­ling him­self no longer, he cried:

			“How Ta­bor Is­land? It is Maria There­sa.”

			“Cer­tain­ly, Mr. Pa­ganel,” replied Har­ry Grant; “Maria There­sa on the Eng­lish and Ger­man, but Ta­bor on the French maps.”

			At this mo­ment a vig­or­ous blow de­scend­ed up­on Pa­ganel’s shoul­der. Truth com­pels us to say that it was from the ma­jor, who now failed in his strict habits of pro­pri­ety.

			“A fine ge­og­ra­pher you are!” said Mac­N­abb, in a tone of bad­i­nage. “But no mat­ter, since we have suc­ceed­ed.”

			“No mat­ter?” cried Pa­ganel; “I ought nev­er to have for­got­ten that twofold ap­pel­la­tion! It is an un­par­don­able mis­take, un­wor­thy of the sec­re­tary of a Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety. I am dis­graced!”

			When the meal was fin­ished, Har­ry Grant put ev­ery­thing in or­der in his house. He took noth­ing away, for he was will­ing that the guilty con­vict should in­her­it his pos­ses­sions.

			They re­turned to the ves­sel; and, as he ex­pect­ed to sail the same day, Gle­nar­van gave or­ders for the quar­ter­mas­ter’s land­ing. Ayr­ton was brought on deck, and found him­self in the pres­ence of Har­ry Grant.

			“It is I, Ayr­ton,” said he.

			“Yes, cap­tain,” replied Ayr­ton, with­out be­tray­ing any as­ton­ish­ment at Har­ry Grant’s ap­pear­ance. “Well, I am not sor­ry to see you again in good health.”

			“It seems, Ayr­ton, that I made a mis­take in land­ing you on an in­hab­it­ed coast.”

			“It seems so, cap­tain.”

			“You will take my place on this desert is­land. May Heav­en lead you to re­pen­tance!”

			“May it be so,” re­joined Ayr­ton, in a calm tone.

			Then Gle­nar­van, ad­dress­ing the quar­ter­mas­ter, said:

			“Do you still ad­here, Ayr­ton, to this de­ter­mi­na­tion to be aban­doned?”

			“Yes, my lord.”

			“Does Ta­bor Is­land suit you?”

			“Per­fect­ly.”

			“Now lis­ten to my last words. You will be far re­moved from ev­ery land, and de­prived of all com­mu­ni­ca­tion with your fel­low-men. Mir­a­cles are rare, and you will not prob­a­bly re­move from this is­land, where we leave you. You will be alone, un­der the eye of God, who reads the ut­ter­most depths of all hearts; but you will not be lost, as was Cap­tain Grant. How­ev­er un­wor­thy you may be of the re­mem­brance of men, still they will re­mem­ber you. I know where you are, and will nev­er for­get you.”

			“Thank you, my lord!” replied Ayr­ton, sim­ply.

			Such were the last words ex­changed be­tween Gle­nar­van and the quar­ter­mas­ter. The boat was ready, and Ayr­ton em­barked. Cap­tain Man­gles had pre­vi­ous­ly sent to the is­land sev­er­al cas­es of pre­served food, some clothes, tools, weapons, and a sup­ply of pow­der and shot. The aban­doned man could there­fore em­ploy his time to ad­van­tage. Noth­ing was want­ing, not even books, fore­most among which was a Bible.

			The hour for sep­a­ra­tion had come. The crew and pas­sen­gers stood on deck. More than one felt the heart strange­ly moved. La­dy He­le­na and Mary Grant could not re­press their emo­tion.

			“Must it then be so?” in­quired the young wife of her hus­band. “Must this un­for­tu­nate be aban­doned?”

			“He must, He­le­na,” an­swered Gle­nar­van. “It is his pun­ish­ment.”

			At this mo­ment the boat, com­mand­ed by Cap­tain Man­gles, start­ed. Ayr­ton raised his hat and gave a grave salute. Gle­nar­van and the crew re­turned this last farewell, as if to a man about to die, as he de­part­ed, in a pro­found si­lence.

			On reach­ing the shore, Ayr­ton leaped up­on the sand, and the boat re­turned. It was then four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and from the up­per deck the pas­sen­gers could see the quar­ter­mas­ter, with fold­ed arms, stand­ing mo­tion­less as a stat­ue, on a rock, and gaz­ing at the ves­sel.

			“Shall we start, my lord?” asked Cap­tain Man­gles.

			“Yes, John,” replied Gle­nar­van, quick­ly, with more emo­tion than he wished to man­i­fest.

			“All right!” cried the cap­tain to the en­gi­neer.

			The steam hissed, the screw beat the waves, and at eight o’clock the last sum­mits of Ta­bor Is­land dis­ap­peared in the shad­ows of the night.

		
	
		
			
				LX

				Pa­ganel’s Last En­tan­gle­ment

			
			Eleven days af­ter leav­ing Ta­bor Is­land the Dun­can came in sight of the Amer­i­can coast, and an­chored in Talc­ahua­na Bay. Five months had elapsed since her de­par­ture from this port, dur­ing which time the trav­el­ers had made the cir­cuit of the world on this thir­ty-sev­enth par­al­lel. Their ef­forts had not been in vain, for they had found the ship­wrecked sur­vivors of the Bri­tan­nia.

			The Dun­can, hav­ing tak­en in her nec­es­sary stores, skirt­ed the coasts of Patag­o­nia, dou­bled Cape Horn, and steamed across the At­lantic. The voy­age was very un­event­ful. The yacht car­ried a full com­ple­ment of hap­py peo­ple; there seemed to be no se­crets on board.

			A mys­tery, how­ev­er, still per­plexed Mac­N­abb. Why did Pa­ganel al­ways keep her­met­i­cal­ly en­cased in his clothes, and wear a com­forter over his ears? The ma­jor longed to know the mo­tive for this sin­gu­lar fan­cy. But in spite of his ques­tions, hints, and sus­pi­cions, Pa­ganel did not un­but­ton his coat.

			At last, fifty-three days af­ter leav­ing Talc­ahua­na, Cap­tain Man­gles de­scried the light­house of Cape Clear. The ves­sel en­tered St. George’s Chan­nel, crossed the Irish Sea, and passed in­to the Frith of Clyde. At eleven o’clock they an­chored at Dum­b­ar­ton, and ear­ly in the af­ter­noon the trav­el­ers reached Mal­colm Cas­tle, amidst the hur­rahs of their ten­antry and friends.

			Thus it was that Har­ry Grant and his two com­pan­ions were res­cued, and that John Man­gles mar­ried Mary Grant in the old cathe­dral of St. Mun­go, where the Rev. Mr. Mor­ton, who nine months be­fore had prayed for the res­cue of the fa­ther, now blessed the union of the daugh­ter with one of his de­liv­er­ers. It was ar­ranged that Robert should be a sailor, like his fa­ther and broth­er-in-law, and that he should con­tin­ue the con­tem­plat­ed project of the for­mer, un­der the mu­nif­i­cent pa­tron­age of Lord Gle­nar­van.

			But was Jacques Pa­ganel to die a bach­e­lor? Cer­tain­ly not; for, af­ter his hero­ic ex­ploits, the wor­thy ge­og­ra­pher could not es­cape celebri­ty. His ec­cen­tric­i­ties (and his abil­i­ties) made him much talked of in Scot­land. Peo­ple seemed as though they could not show him enough at­ten­tion.

			Just at this time an ami­able la­dy of thir­ty, none oth­er than the ma­jor’s cousin, a lit­tle ec­cen­tric her­self, but still agree­able and charm­ing, fell in love with the ge­og­ra­pher’s pe­cu­liar­i­ties. Pa­ganel was far from be­ing in­sen­si­ble to Miss Ara­bel­la’s at­trac­tions, yet did not dare to de­clare his sen­ti­ments.

			The ma­jor ac­cord­ing­ly un­der­took the part of Cu­pid’s mes­sen­ger be­tween these two con­ge­nial hearts, and even told Pa­ganel that mar­riage was “the last blun­der” that he could com­mit. But the ge­og­ra­pher was very much em­bar­rassed, and, strange­ly enough, could not sum­mon courage to speak for him­self.

			“Does not Miss Ara­bel­la please you?” Mac­N­abb would say to him.

			“Oh, ma­jor, she is charm­ing!” cried Pa­ganel—“a thou­sand times too charm­ing for me; and, if I must tell you, would please me bet­ter if she were less so. I should like to find a de­fect.”

			“Be easy,” an­swered the ma­jor; “she has more than one. The most per­fect wom­an al­ways has her share. Well, then, Pa­ganel, are you de­cid­ed?”

			“I do not dare.”

			“But, my learned friend, why do you hes­i­tate?”

			“I am un­wor­thy of her!” was the ge­og­ra­pher’s in­vari­able re­ply.

			At last, one day, driv­en des­per­ate by the ir­re­press­ible ma­jor, Pa­ganel con­fessed to him, un­der the pledge of se­cre­cy, a pe­cu­liar­i­ty that would fa­cil­i­tate his iden­ti­fi­ca­tion, if the po­lice should ev­er be on his track!

			“Bah!” ex­claimed the ma­jor.

			“It is as I tell you,” per­sist­ed Pa­ganel.

			“What mat­ter, my wor­thy friend?”

			“Is that your opin­ion?”

			“On the con­trary, you are on­ly more re­mark­able. This adds to your per­son­al ad­van­tages. It makes you the inim­itable in­di­vid­u­al of whom Ara­bel­la has dreamed.”

			And the ma­jor, pre­serv­ing an im­per­turbable grav­i­ty, left Pa­ganel a prey to the most acute anx­i­ety.

			A short in­ter­view took place be­tween Mac­N­abb and the la­dy, and fif­teen weeks af­ter a mar­riage was cel­e­brat­ed with great pomp in the chapel of Mal­colm Cas­tle.

			The ge­og­ra­pher’s se­cret would doubt­less have re­mained for­ev­er buried in the abysses of the un­known if the ma­jor had not told it to Gle­nar­van, who did not con­ceal it from La­dy He­le­na, who com­mu­ni­cat­ed it to Mrs. Man­gles. In short, it reached the ear of Mrs. Ol­bi­nett, and spread.

			Jacques Pa­ganel, dur­ing his three days’ cap­tiv­i­ty among the Maoris, had been tat­tooed from head to foot, and bore on his breast the pic­ture of an heraldic ki­wi with out­stretched wings, in the act of bit­ing at his heart.

			This was the on­ly ad­ven­ture of his great voy­age for which Pa­ganel could nev­er be con­soled or par­don the New Zealan­ders. In spite of the rep­re­sen­ta­tions of his friends, he dared not go back to France, for fear of ex­pos­ing the whole Ge­o­graph­i­cal So­ci­ety in his per­son to the jests and rail­leries of the car­i­ca­tur­ists.

			The re­turn of Cap­tain Grant to Scot­land was wel­comed as a cause for na­tion­al re­joic­ing, and he be­came the pop­u­lar man of old Cale­do­nia. His son Robert has be­come a sailor like him­self, and, un­der the pa­tron­age of Lord Gle­nar­van, has un­der­tak­en the plan of found­ing a Scot­tish colony on the shores washed by the Pa­cif­ic Ocean.
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				The End
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