THE SARGASSO SEA.

By JUSTUS MILES FORMAN,
Author of * The Garden of Lies,” * The Quest,” * The Unknown Lady," ete.

52200 make anything like
a proper, coherent
tale of this extra-
ondinary business, T
must piece together,
as if it were for a
patchwork quilt,
odds and ends and
ill-related frag-
ments that I have
got from many
sonrces. Part of the story I had from Sol
Saradine, the Jew who wears gold carrings,
and was Drury's mate on both voyages, part
I had from the log of the Aida, part from
Drury's diary, which he called his private
log, other parts from certain neighbours of
Margaret Inch at Fairford, and the rest T
have had to fill in from imugination, though
that is but stray bits here and there—
connecting links, if you like.

Still, I mean to give you, as well as I can,
all the essentials, holding back nothing that
matters, save one thing—the bearings of
that spot, away to the south in the Sargasso
Sea, where two bare masts slant up above
the heaving weed, and a fortune lies below.

The latitude and longitude of that in-
finitesimal speck upon the waste are known
to me, and will never, I think, be for-

gotten, but I have promised Sol Saradine
that no one else shall know them, and no

one else ever shall.  That I swear.
‘Those drowned doubloons have done harm
enough already.
After an absence of twenty years, during
which time he had sailed all the seas of this
world, and traded in most of the ports thereof,
Abner Drury came back to ord, the
sleepy fishing village of his birth. He came
standing npon the white deck of the big
schooner Aida—but he pronounced it *“Ada™
—of which he was master and owner, for he
prospered in these twenty years ; and he
hadinhis pocket achart, hand-drawn on parch-
ment, annotated in several different scripts,
both Spanish and English. It looked very
much like other buried treasure charts, even
e age-browned ink and the occasional

Copyright, 1911, by Justus Miles Forman, in the United States of America.
™)

rusty spots that might have been blood-
stains ; and the bearings set down in one
corner of the parchment were the latitude
and longitude of a theoretical pin-point in
the Sargassc Sea.

Drary came to Fairford like Diogenes,
looking for an honest man, only, more
exigent than the Greck cynic, he wanted two
men instead of one. To be plain, there is
reason to belicve he expected to find his
nephev, young Piers Drary, whom he had
never seen, but whom he knew to have
adopted the profession of diver ; and, further,
he wanted a mate who should be at once
intelligent, trustworthy, and acquainted
with gasoline propulsion, for the Aida was
equipped with an auxiliary engine.

This paragon he discovered almost at
once in Sol Saradine, the Jew who wore
gold earrings; but young Piers, who, contrary
to his uncle’s expectation, did not live in
Fairford, but out Gloucester way, was bus)
about his own work, and couldn’t turn up
for ten days.

On the ‘second day, Drury scems to have
made an important discovery. A girl-child
whom he quite possibly may have seen
toddling about Fairford iwenty years before

grown to womanhood. Drury saw her
leaning over the gate of her front garden,
stopped to stare, and presently asked one of
her neighbours who she wan .

T bave scen a photograph of Margaret
Inch taken by an igim-rlnt “artist,” which,
judging from supplementary verbal de-
seription, T believe to have been a ghastly
libel. ~ Still, not even the best efforts of this
wandering criminal could quite disguise the
gitl's grave beauty. 1 don't wonder Abner
Drury stopped to stare, not though he was
rxl. forty, and reckoned a hard man, I

now little about his early life, but T have
never heard that women had any part in it,
and it is my guess that they never had.

In any case, the middle-aged sailor seems
to have been, as the phrase goes, “ hard hit,”
and to have made no effort to disguise it.

The girl’s part in this suddenly initiated
Tomance is less easy to reconstruct. She was,
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they tell me, very gentle and sweet, tender
with children, an angel of mercy in the sick-
room, umvcmﬂll\' beloved, but incredibly
silent about her own thoughts and affairs.
She was alone in the world, her father
having been lost at sea long back, and her
mother dead thesc two years—no brothers,
no sisters.  So, us you see, it is little
know of Miss Incls Teelings towands Abner
Drary at this period, save that she certainly
ulloved him to spend a great deal of his
time in her fragrant garden, where the pinks
and sweet-williams and mignonette and lark-
wpuma_grew, or on the shady porch of the
little house, whence, looking down the green
hill, you saw the masts of the fishing-

in the harbour, and the Au/a among them.

He can hardly have been, Tshould think,
the figure to evoke rowantic fancies in u
maid—a square, middle-aged man, with w
square face aud a scrubby beard that was
beginning to grey. He had no humonr at
all, and I was going to sy no imugination,
but I take that back. Un nimaginative men do
not go n.-seekmg Spanish treasure.
mind what Sol Saradine said of
Drury was a species of volcano—what he
really said was llmplllg dogr "— and when
roused was ter T think women scent
that sort of thing in men, and like it, on
the ground that it promises excitement, and
generally fulfils its promise.

n the tenth day, young Piers Drury
turned up in answer 0 Dis uncle's summons,
and on the fourteenth the Aida sct sail for
the south. Four days is a bricf period of
time, but in & far bricfer there g be, s
Sol Saradine says, “ the devil to

And yet there can never have been a more
“innocent trouble-maker. A big, fair lad
young Piers was, with yellow hair and bluc
eyes, u few freckles across the bridge of hix
straight nose, the thick neck und lange arms of
« gladiator—a little vain of his strength, be
seems to bave been, und given to showing it off
in feats—a sunny smile for everyhody, and
the heart of a child. The boy wouldn't con-
sciously have lurt an carth-worm, but before
he been twelve hours in Fairford he was
leaning across Margaret Inch's gurden gate.
His uncle saw him there, looked bluck, and

Now, {t i certain that no living soul will
ever know exactly what passed between this
voung woman and these two men during the

v days prio
'I hnh Miss Inch continued to see a good deal
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sweel garden ulso, but never the two to-
gether, ible toacquit the girl of
coquetry in some degree, and 1 shall not ol
but that there was any harm in her, or
she realised what she was stirring up ch
her inexperienced little finger, I, for my
part, refusc to believe.

Her leave-taking from Drury Cap'n Salis-
bury's wife blundered in upon, and described
afterwards us featureless. The two shook
hands, Margaret Inch wished Drury good luck
and & safo return, and Drary thanked her.
Following that, be glowered upon the girl
hungrily for a space, made a8 if to say more,
but turned with an abrapt movement and
went away.

Whatever that nnuttered speech was, he
seems to have thought it would * keep."

But very late that evening a next-door
neighbour, descending into her back-garden
for some ohscure renson, glanced across the
top of the low party-wall, and saw two
rupu young people a-kissing in the moon-

AL break of day the Aida set sail for the
mysterious Surgusso Sea and the sunken
galleon there.

It scems they encountered foul weather
three or four days out, and put into Savannal
t0 let the storm blow over. And once again
they made port—at Nassau—but this time
by ‘intention, to take on water and fresh

provisions.  Drary’s private log proving
l‘umlrtlesa, I have asked Sol Saradine about
the two men's behaviour during this early

art of the voyage, and he says that young

lers was his hubituul gay and cheery and
t-hearted self, but that the skipper seemed
,, loomy, und held himself apart. ~He unbent
only of an evening, when the three sat in the
cuddy with their heads bowed over the
rumlumm chart. The Jew says be often
left the other two together there, poring over
that yellow document, when he went on
deck to stand his watch.

Tt was, I believe, almost immediately after
the Aida left the Bahaman coast that young
Piers fell ill with a fever. Drury was at first
for turning back ; but the lad protested loudly,
and the attack looked u very light one
indeed, it turned out to be—so in the en
Lhe{ held their course, and fed their invalid
with quinine, and came presently to the
margin of that heaving swamp—the tract of
mystery and death, the grave of ships.

r to the Aida's departure. Herc the Aida furled her wings, and, under
bare polm, with the hmc uux 'y en{me
blished, and it is  cougl

of Cap'n Drury is well
no secret, that young Piers was often in her

Lumed Lhelr backs upon bln water, and
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wound their tortuous way into the Sargasso
Sea.

Twice in that dreary waste they passed
derelicts—wooden shipe, dismasted, whitened,
weed-lulng; surrounded by masses of vegeta:
tion, 8o that they were the centres of insecure
islands, roosting-places for sea-fowl—and
often they saw wreckage, spars, or planks, or
u waterlogged boat. The wind died, and it
was fiercely hot.  Young Piers complained of
it, tossing on his cot under the deck awning,
but he grew better even in that tropical
farnace glare, and it was plain hlwtm . week's
time he would be quite himself agai

ey camie, under Abner Drary's carefal
gnitlunce for he had already been there
without a diver, to make sure—to the spot
where the two bare musts of an earlier and
unfortunate seeker slanted up above the
heaving weed, and they dropped anchor.

The invalid wasn't strong enough to’ dive
at once, or 50 his uncle, against young Piers's
protests, decided, and tlley aited  three
days in the memlm«, still heat. Then he
went down to Lxlplnn' found nothing in the
dense undersea forest, tried again, working
inward in concentric circles, and at the end
of the second day made out the galleon
lying in three fathoms of water, and rent
asunder by what -gpenmd to have been n
dynamite blast. The earlier seekers, whose

ooner canted a few yards apart, had made
his Iabours casier for him. He bronght up
with him in his pouch a handful of doubloons
—no, they were pieces-of-cight ; one of them
lies before me now as I write—and the work
was over for the day.

Sol Saradine says the three of them, who
berthed aft, drank champagne with "their
dinner, and that young Piers, being still
pretty weak, got a trifle tipsy.

That night Abner Drury saw

‘What occurred I Lmnmrlbe in his ownwords
from the “private log,” which he always

kept locked a 8, and which had, written on
t]he cover of it : “To be read only after my
d

How in the world sane man could commit
the incredible, the fantastic folly of putting
such o confession into written words, when
he meant to keep it a secret for the remainder
of his life, I know no more than yon. Itix
beyond m

he entrs in the private log seems to huve
hoen made-on (6 Gny following the event.
It begins-
“June, 28, ~02.

* Last night, the devil having entered into

me, bis black angely standing round ubout,

and God being absent, T, in o fit of passior
slew my nephew, my brother Jonadab's sor
Piers Drury, by throttling him with my
hands, he being weak from fever and tipsy
from drink, and 8o not able to defend himself.

Nobody suw what I done, for the crew were
below in their bunks, and the look-out asleep
at Ll|e other end of the deck.

And when he was dead, T put the body
u\omdu and it sank, the face looking up
at m

L He had a locket round about his neck,
lung on a cord. I saw it for the first time,
and usked what it was. 1t was Margaret
Inch's likeness.

“T asked him by what right he wore her
likeness, and he langhed at me, telling me
they loved ench other. Then I heard a
rushing wind, and saw a red haze with bright
stars shooting through it, and I done what 1
done.

“ His fuce looked up at me in the moon-
light hefore he sank out of sight.
have committed murder in black
pussion, and my soul will be damned for it
eternally, and T shall burn in hell.
et awhile.  Give me first ten years of life,
Lord, or five, or two, o
Margaret Tnch with me, and hereby promise
not to complain. .80 be it..

Sol Saradine says that, when he went to the
skipper's bunk carly the next morning, and
mé’ him that young Piers could not be ound,
he had to wake the man from a sleep so sound
that it was like a nmpnr

1t 1ras a species of stupor, I fancy, for, in
50 far as I can learn, he never slept soundly
again to the very end of his life.

By an odd coincidence, it was Capn
Salisbury's wife who, a month later, witnessed
the first encounter between Margaret Inch
and Drury on the morning of the Aida's re-
tarn to Fairford, She says she had gone
over to Miss Tuch's house to diagnose, out
of her wealth of knowledge, an illness which
had befallen the campanulas in the front
garden.  (The symptoms indicated too much
moisture and & Iack of sun.

A fisherman pussing up the leafy strect
called in to the two women thai Capn
Drury's Aida—*“ Ada "—had anchored in the
harbour half an hour buck, and, as the two
women stood at the front gate, Drury him-
self hove in sight, mounting the hill.

Ignoring the elder, he spoke u “Gool
morning " to Margaret Tnch, who greeted him
with pink cheeks and u shortened breath, but
looked over his shoulder down the hill. ~She
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asked if he had brought back the Spanish
treasre to dazale Furford it and Drury,
in a beavy voice, sai

The girl continued to. look over bis
shoulder, and_presently, when be did not
speak ngain, she asked—

“Where is your nephew Piers ?

Sill Captain Drary did not speak, und

3

Drury's eyes must have
told her, for Margaret Inch guve a dreadful
soream and clapped her two hands up over
her mouth. Young Piers's murden-r bent.
upon the girl sucha ook, says Mrs. Salisbury,
“as I never see before and hope never o
again,” turned abraptly, and walked a

bt would scem, more or less naturaly,
to be the end of Abner Drury's wooing, but
it wasn't—not by a good deal. He was &
determined and, from what we already know,
1 may well say desperate mav. It was his
way to get what he wanted, thongh, to be
sure, he failed to bring back the Spanish
treasure ; it always had been his way. He
had returned to Fairford lnte in August.
On the eve of All Souls—or, in other
words, the 818t of October—he was married
to Margaret, Inch, spinster, and the two took
up their residence in his wife's home.

ine, who was present at the

wedding, says tht the bridegroom’s faco was
as white as new sail-cloth, und that he had
grown noticeably thinner within the ‘m
three months, but that Iul ves burnt like
the cyes of a man in high f Margaret
Imll it nwmn. Inoke(l spiritless il

log ™ is mot expansive on
The entry for the day says—

“ October 31, ~02.

“This_day I was married to Margarct
Inch at Fairford.”

And that is all.

Yet, upon this rather cheerless beginning,
there followed several months—four, to he
exact—of something that had all the out-
ward marks of quict contentment if not of
wild raptare. For that matter, rupture, or
at least, the expression thereof, would il
have become a middle-aged seafaring man
like Drury, and nobody  expected —cestatic
rhupmdml from his tongue-tied wife. That
wouldu't have been like her. They might,
however, have expected redder checks and
more frequent_smiles, and, in the man, a
h|gher hu«l and a brighter eye.

radine says that Drary complained
to him ur slecplessness, and I kiow Mararet

zhe anb)eu
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several times said to her neighbours that her
husband slept ill, and muttered in his
sleep, or got up and walked the floor.
His general health suffered from it, after a
time, and_he went to the old village doctor,
who, with exquisitely unconscious irony,
bade him rid his mind of any worries or
troubles he might be brooding over.

I wonder what Drury said to that ?

It was fonr months and four dags after
the wedding when the sword at last smote
down between the two. Tknow the exact date,
because the private log chronicles the event
very briefly.

“ March 5, -03.

“Last night 1 talked in my sleep, aud
she knows.”

It seems Drury awoke, some_two or three
liours_after midnight, in & curious state of
inexplicable uneasiness—awoke, as it were,
with & sense of calamity and shivering.
His wife was gonc from qu nldu He
waited w few moments, still sl with-
out apparent. Teason, then wenb o ook for
her. She was not in the house, but the
back door of the kitchen was open,and a
bitter wind was driving the suow in alony
the floor. Drury pulled something roun
his shoulders, went out into the night, and
found his wife at the bottom of the orchard,
crouched upon the ground, with the snow
drifting against her . She was in a
state of nervons anarc} chy that was practicall
madness, but her moaning speech was all
about one fact, and her husband knew that
she knew.

She screamed when he spoke to her, and
struck at him—even bit and scratched—but.
somehow he got her into the house and into
Lier bed, where she fell quict once more, save
for continued moaning, and except when he
tried to touch her. Then she screame

She was upand abont the next day, thongh
with sanken checks and staring eyes. She
did her household work, and prepared her
husband’s meals, but herself ate nothing.
Drary waited stolidly for her to rush to the
neighbours, or to the village constable, and
denounce him ; but she did nothing of the
sort—only moved about her house in that
strange and staring apathy, and paid no heed
when spoken to. And when he touched her,
she broke ont into a seemingly uncontrollable
paroxysm of acrummv

So it went on for some days—n week—a
fonm,zhz-—kh ntolernhleimteolnﬂ-m For
a while, T think, shame and a sense of deadly
guilt and remorse held the man's hand, but
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le was a hard man, aud sccustomed to
dominate. More than once the neighbours
heard M..T.m Drury scresming horridly by
night, and it wasn't long before all ti
village knew of it, and said that someth
must be done. In the end, u sort of ..]qmm
tion waited upon Abner Drury—the old
purson, Doctor Saltonstall, and two of the
elders ol the church, all ancients, wagging
white . They indi that women do
nolwmm as in deadly agony for a half honr
at u time, and repeat it mgln nlur night,
unless something is wrong, hout
much beating about the bush, uwy denmnd«]
an explnu-tl n.

)rury looked at the row of old men fiercel

and the red swept np over his face —perhay
before his_eves again., his head
dropped, and the spirit broke in him for ever.
He said he wonld give them his answer in
two days’ time, and meanwhile there would
be 110 more screaming.
The answer proved to be the sailing of the
jda in the teeth of winter for ports unknown.
Sol Saradine, who had moncy Iaid by, and
toiled only when he felt like it, shipped agai
as mate.  He says he doesn't even now quite
know wiy.

They luid a sontherly course, and put in at
Miami wards Nassan, thence a long leg
to wn, mere they remained idle for a
fortnight. Drury had once plied » prollu\hh.
trade between here and certain Cuban ports.
He said something about. taking it np agai
and perhaps would huve done so but for what
shortly occurred.

have asked Sol Saradine how Drury bore
himself during these weeks, and the Jew says
he was a man crushed, but not broken —
nterpret as suits you.
He complained, I know, of sleeping ill, if at
all, and was often on his fect the night long,
pacing the Aida’s deck. He never spoke of
his wife, and Sol Saradine, who | tac
and who, in common with the mz of l-‘n
ford, knew there was some unbappy myste
there, took pains never in any fus) Dt el
to her.

The private log is written up_ through
these dn\'s, but it is a mere transeript of the
ship’s log without personul additions.

So now we come to the reason why Drury
aave up his idea of carrying coffee between
tialveston and (‘uba.

“They had been at the
n fortuight when Sol
er returned lnte one
u\enln? to where the Aida lay in her berth
in the harbour.
The cuddy ports shone bri

it wnd cheery
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through the darkness as they approached, and
Drury growled something angry about that
fool of a cabin-boy, for he wu a careful man,
and didu't like to see good oil mud They
went on board, and Sol Saradine ted

to the skipper a trail of wet footprlnll and
little pools of water that led across the deck
to the cabin companion. It looked as if the
boy

take it out of
Drury said, as they stooped to go under the
companion-hood. Sol Saradine observed th:
the steps here were wet, too, and cautioned the
skipper, who was ahead of him, not to slip.
But at the bottom of the companion Cap'n
Drury halted suddenly, gave a hoarse cry,
and flung up one arm over his face, recofl-
so that he lurched heavily against Sol
Saradine’s knees. The Jew bent down to
stare over the other man's shonlder into that
little brightly-lighted enclosure, and he says
that the_ place was unoccupied, the three
bunks, like sepulchral niches in the wall,
nntouched, the oilcloth-covered table in the
middle of the cabin bare, save that Drury's
rehment treasare chart, which ununll nover
left his person, and was guarded like his lifc,
lay open there —an astonishing picce afoary
lessness.  There were tiny pools of water
beside it on the oilcloth, as if wet arms had
rested there. Sol Saradine says he saw them
quite distinctly in the bright light of the
swinging lamp.

Without taking his eyes from the table,
Captain Drury put one hand behind him us
if to throst his companion away, and the
hand was shaking {rntly He ‘said in u
kind of whisper —

“Go! Leave mealone with him!™  And
at tlmw mﬂphwhle words the Jew says the
is head turned_suddenly cold, and
be ot i ot beginning to bristle. He
cannot explain it, and he betrays keen shame
over it, but he was seized ull at once by
Dlind. shiv rror.  He turned about,
scrambled in mad haste up the steps of the
companion, ran across the deck, and leapt
ashore.  Then hie ran again until he had
reached the friendly lights of the nearest
bar, which was also a sailors' lodging-house,
and there he spent the rA-xlmmde:.r of that
night.

"Some time during the dark lours Drury
seems o have written np his private log,
for I find inscribed there—

“ March .'10 =0

“This evening young Piers
nephew, cune aboard—hin that l killed in

=
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the Sargasso Sea—and we talked about re-
covering the Spauish gold.”

In the morning, Sol Surudine, heartily
ashamed of his fears, and uscribing them to

e lust unnecessary drink of the evening
before, went on board the Aida to make his
peace. But the skipper did not seem to
realise that he n ubsent. Capn
Drury, looking yuite himself—indeed, with
a more ful face than be had shown in
many & month—sent him ashore aguin to
order » quantity of gasoline, saying that he
meant to sail before noon, in ballast. The
Jew asked where. The skipper smiled upon
him—Drury smiled—and nnr—

T the Sargusso Sea.”

The following nine days of that voyze
castward remain even now, I can see, in Sol
Naradine's mind, & sort of nightmare, He
doesn’t like to talk about them. Tt wasn't
that Cap'n Drury was difficult “to get on
with ; he was less difficult than ever before
—softer-spoken, more considerate of those
about him, almost gentle in his bearing.
But in the evening, han tie swinging lamp
was lighted over the stripped, oilcloth-covered
table, then Drury v\onm sit down with the
treasure chart before him, and talk earnestly
for hours to the empty air across the table.

Further, the place was always wet and
cold. Little Is of water stood on the
floor and on_the table. When mopped up,
others came in their place.

Saradine bore it to the breaking-point,
then slung & hammock between decks under
the main hatch, and berthed there. The
skipper made 10 comment on the change—if,
indeed, he ever noticed it, for he was very
absent-minded of late. However, when the
cabin-boy had hysterics, aud refused to enter
that chill, damp place again, Drury awoke
from his apathy, flogged the youth soundly,
and thereafter, without further complaint,
the meals were served, the slops were emptied,
and the bunk—yes, tico bunks were made.

8o on April 8—bear that date in mind—
they came once more to the dismal weedy
sea, furled their sails, and entered it. Once
more they passed the melancholy, dismantled
hulks that had been ships, and were now
roosting-places for pelagic fowl. The wind
dropped, and the air was heavy with the
reek of corruption. Towards the end of
the third day they made out the two bare
masts, approached them, and anchored there.
‘The sun went down, I am told, in & torn
welter of blood, and round the Aida, s dusk
came on, the sea-birds wailed incessantly.
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Sol Saradine, it appears, asked the skipper
if he wished the diving gear brought up
out of the hold and made ready for usc.

rary regarded him with the "wild bowilder:
ment latterly characteristic, and said * Yes."
So the Jew spent what remained of the duy-
light over this task, and afterwards walked
the deck in some perturbation of spirit. He
took it that the skipper himself meant to go
down, since there was 1o one else on hourd
who had even so much a8 tried on u helmet,
but he was quite sure Drury was in 1o state
for such difficalt and esacting work
man_was about half crazy, Sol
considered, and he wondered i mightu’s
be held justifiable to clap him in irons and
make straight for the nearest consular port.

He says he tramped the deck for some
lours, cousidering these matters, screwing up
his conrage almost to the point of action, anc
then losing hold of it again, cursing himself
for having shipped on boatd the Aida, for
not having demanded a discharge at Gal-
veston. He walked and pondered ulonc
there until late in the night, when the
crew were long asleep in their bunks, and
the look-out forward was usleep, too, bent over
the anchor windlass. .

He says he was just ubout to take himself
to his hammock, when he saw Drury emerge
from the cabin companion and walk aft
along the deck in the moonlight. He walked,
it seems, in a peculiar fashion—two or three
hurried steps, then a balt and a hanging
back, as if he went reluctantly. It was, says
Sol Saradine, exactly as an unw litdle
child is dragged along by the h only

rury seemed to be aloue.

w keeping as well as he might
under cover, followed that fantastically pre
gressing figure down the deck, and

called aloud to it, for he thought the man
might be walking in bis sleep. Cap'n Drury
paid no heed to the hail, but went on in that
odd gait, stumbling and leaning back, with so
extraordinary an appearance of being drugged
by a force greater than his own that the
mate stared and rubbed his eyes, and at lnst
called out again, in a louder voice this time.

The stumbling figure, with the mate
lovering uncertainly some distance behind,
came at last to a break in the rail where the
dinghy lay at the bottom of o sea-ladder, and
halted there with what looked like a violent
effort. He had so far been silent, though
breathing hard and fast; but when he came
to that break in the rail, quite suddenly he
threw up his arms and cried his wife's name—

“ Margaret | Margaret 1" He seemed to
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b calling upon Ter for help in utmost need,
is voi amed out upon the still

shocking clamour—h
ful shrieks that seemed to tear their way out
of his throat. The awakened water-fowl

hegan to screech, too, round about the
schooner in the darkness.

Sol Saradine dashed forward with a shont,
but before he could reach the spot where the
skipper stood, the man was gone with a swift,
unnatural violence—not, says the Jew, as if
he had fallen or Jeaped from the deck, but
us if he had been jerked away by a Tope
about his body. There was a_great splash
at the bottom of the sea-ladder, a final
bubbling cry, and then no more.

The look-out, thoroughly awake now, came
running aft along the deck, and he and Sol
Saradine sprang into the dinghy and pushed
off from the schooner's side. ~'They rowed
round and round, watching the still surface
of the sea, for half an hour or more, then
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went back on board. The mate looked at
his watch, und it was half-past eleven.

hat is about all I have to tell. Sol
Saradine brought the Aida back to Fairford
and turned her over to the authorities there.
He kept in his possession the parchment
treasure chart, which he had found on the
floor of the cuddy, but I doubt if he will ever
make use of it, for be has retired from the
sea now, and cultivates his garden ; also, the
very sound of the name Sargasso makes him
shiver.
Margaret Drury is dead, and I have a
queer thing to tell about that, which I got
rom old Mrs. Saltonstall. She passed away
on the night of April 8. She had been aslee
for some hours, and old Mrs. Saltonstall,
her volunteer nurse, was nodding in her
chair. She says that, while the hall clock
was striking eleven, Margaret Drury suddenly
awoke, Inughed alond, and died.

Eleven o'clock on the night of April 8.




