

















they had just been reading. Behind them “Do you see
and away to their right the smoke from those sails
there—the  old

thousands of camp fires was curling lazily
upwards in the still morning air. The gale
had died away in the night, and the sea,
which falls as quickly as it gets up in those

Bellerophon,
and the
Theseus next in

shallow waters, was calm and placid. line astern?

‘“Jack, old boy,” said Rodney at last, There lies our
““1 believe I've got an idea—there's just chance. We
one chance for us, and only one—and it’s must swim for

pretty desperate at that. Can you figure At

out where we piled up the old dinghy last Jack shook his

head gloomily.

night? I've lost my bearings.”
Jack looked round him and shook his ‘““T  couldn’t
head.

“I think it must be a bit to our right.

Wait a minute; 1’ll look round.”’

He crawled carefully to the top of the
sand dune behind them—a high one—and
lay flat, looking inland, and avoiding as
far as possible showing himself against the

sky-line. DPresently he came slithering
down again,

“ Yes, it must be to our right, because
the hut is in that direction, and when we
drifted ashore we made a pretty straight
line inland. But what on earth do you
want her for? She’s no good. She
crumpled up like an eggshell in the final
smash.”’

Rodney pointed seaward.

(

Pecﬁlng round the tufts of wiry grass,

Jack and Rodney saw, almost immedi.

ately above them, the solitary figure
of a soldier.

do more than half the distance,”” he said.

Rodney Howard glanced round and again
pointed—this time to the tussocks of coarse.
wiry grass, which grew all about them to a
height of nearly three feet.

““See that stufi! I’ve been thinking.
The tide just here sweeps out seawards,
strongly on the ebb. That’s in our favour.
For it must be close on the turn now.
We’ll make half a dozen big bundles of that
grass, and tie them up with a twist of the
same stufi. It’s as strong as a rope, and
floats like a cork. I’ve seen the same dodge
out in the West Indies.

““ Then we'll lash these bundles to any
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spare bits of timber we can wrench away
from the old dinghy, and make a rough sort
of raft. 1t’ll keep us afloat for a good ten
hours, and with luck we ought to get within
hail of the fleet within three; if we don’t,
we’re done. And, anyway, drowning’s
as clean a death as being shot by a file of
beggarly froggies. What do you say?”’

Jack’s answer was to the point. He
slipped out his dirk and began hacking
at the grass tufts nearest him. In less
than an hour they had six bundles com-
pactly made, as much as they could carry
between them, and were stumbling alonyg
the foreshore, looking out eagerly for the
dinghy’s remains.

TFrom inland they could hear the harsh
blare of the bugles sounding the ‘‘ Ré-
veillé,” and the distant hum of a multitude
of sounds as the great camp roused itself
into another day of life.

They had gone nearly half a mile in
this fashion when Rodney suddenly threw
himself flat on his face, dragging Jack
down with him into a shallow declivity of
the sand.

““ What is it?’ whispered the latter.

‘“ Peep round the edge of your bundle
and you’ll see; but, whatever you do, don’t
raise your head!”’

Jack did as he was bidden, and on the
top of the sandhill, almost immediately
above them, he saw the solitary figure of a
soldier, evidently on the look-out, and
showing up clearly in the full glare of the
rising sun.

He was scanning the foreshore in both
directions, shading his eyes with his hand.

Presently he turned and signalled. By
a lucky chance they were just out of his

range of sight ; another ten yards more, and
it would have been impossible for him to
have overlooked them. Another figure a
quarter of a mile farther along replied to
his signal, and both men disappeared.

‘“ Humph I”’ said Roddy, rising
cautiously. ¢‘ They haven't lost much time,
have they? So far. at any rate, our luck’s
in. T don’t suppose they’re likely to come
this way again. Let’s push on.””

Picking up their bundles again, they went
forward at a run. Their best chance now
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lay in speed, for the search parties having
sterted work, sooner or later they were
bound to come across their tracks.

A quarter of a mile more brought them to
the wreck of the dinghy. The waves of the
gale had carried her high up the beach, and
left her there a battered relic.

Hacking furiously at her timbers,
wrenching, tearing, and using the one re-
maining oar as a lever, they managed to
break away hali a dozen stout timbers.
These they lashed together with the strong
grass ropes; across them again they lashed
a couple of thwarts, and finally tied on the
grass bundles.

It was a sorry contrivance at best, but 1t
served their purpose, for, having carried .lt
down to the water’s edge and wided in
with it as far as they could, they found that
not only would it float with the top boards
high and dry. but that it would support tho
combined weight of the upper half of their
bodies with ease. One by one they kicked
ofi their boots, and, taking the spare oar
with them to use as a paddle when they got
tired of swimming, they started on their
perilous journey.

The tide was just turning, but at first
it was so slack as to give them little or no
assistance. and for the first half-mile they
seemed to be making but slow progress,
swimming and pushing their raft before
them. g

The water was fairly warm, and, barring
a slight swell. as smooth us glass; and they
felt their hopes rising as they left the shore
farther and farther behind.

They had covered, as nearly as they could
judge, well over a mile, and the'outwnrd
sweep of the tide was already bearing them
along in its grip when Rodney, tired of
swimming breast stroke, turned over on his
back for a change. Hardly had he done so
when he gave a cry of dismay. In his new
position his face was naturally turned
shoreward, and there, on the sandhills, in a
direct line with them, stood a man, gazing
intently in their direction, with his hands
to his eyes. They swam on desperately,
with beating hearts. At first they hoped
that even if he saw the raft he might take
it for merely a piece of wreckage, the result
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of last night’s gale. But this hope was
quickly shattered. After one final look,
the man suddenly raised a bugle to his lips
and sounded an alarm, at the same time
waving wildly to another man, invisible
from their low position. The bugle-cail
was taken up and passed on again and
again, and they realised that their last
chance was slipping from them. >

The flect looked temptingly near. When
they were raised momentarily on the top of
a swell they fancied that they could distin-
guish the officers on the quarter-deck of
the leading ship; but they themselves, on
the water level, must scem little more than
an insignificant speck, a lump of drifting
seaweed.

Nevertheless, they strugeled on bravely,
for while there was life there was hope.
Ten long minutes passed, a quarter of an
hour, and, helped by the tide, they were
leaving the shore farther and farther away.
The sandhills began to diminish in height.
when out from the mouth of the harbour
shot a low, dark, swiftly moving object.

Rodney groaned.

“It’s all up, Jack!
after us!”’

Like some great water insect, the boat
swept oat in chase, six oars aside, and
pulling strongly.

The boys swam with the energy of
despair, but the guard-boat travelled ten
yards to their one.

They could see the officer in the sternm,
standing up and urging on his men, sway-
ing forward at every stroke. Soon they
could see the faces of the crew, and the
white swirl of water under the boat’s fore-
foot.

““ No good, Roddy !”” gasped Jack. ‘‘ I'm
about done. Let’s ease up and save our
breath.  We'll make a fight for it yet!
I've got my dirk fres. Put yours on the
raft handy. Hallo!1”

Boom |

At last the fleet had perceived that some-
thing out of the ordinary was happening.
The Bellerophon had luffed up into the
wind, and fired a signal gun. They could
see a billowy cloud of white smole shoot out
from her side. In a twinkling a couple of
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The guard-boat is

boats were manned, armed, and lowered
away.

< By Jovel”” exclaimed Roddy excitedly,
raising himself breast-hich on the raft.
¢ They've seen us, and they've seen the
guard-boat. It’s a race! They guess it’s
prisoners escaping 1’

It was a race indeed, but a hopeless one.
The guard-boat was barely a quarter of a
mile away, the Xinglish boats nearer three.
The ship’s crews pullad like demons, but
the handicap was too great.

There was a swirling rush as the guard-
boat came sweeping down on them on the
top of a swell, and the men backed on their
oars.

The two boys, with their dirks in their
hands, hacked desperately at their assail-
ants; but a huge Irench sailor in the bows
armed with a boathook soon knocked the
weapons out of their hands.

A rap apicce on the head to quiet
them, and they were hauled ignominiously
overside, too exhausted to show further fight.

The boat turned rapidly, and to save
time a rope was made fast to the small raft,
and it was towed astern, to be searched
later.

The English boats, seeing that further
pursuit was useless, gave up the attempt.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

At the Eleventh Hour I
uE quayside was crowded as the guard-
boat swept into the narrow entrance
with its prisoners—a curious medley of
uniforms, chasseurs, guardsmen from the
line regiments—all eager to see the two
mad Lnglishmen who had made such a

desperate venture.

At the steps the two boys were bundled
out, a soldier on either side, and marched
off to the open square. Behind them came
a couple of sailors, carrying their raft.

On the far side of the square stood the
Hétel de Ville, part of which had been tem-
porarily turned into a gaol.

And into this they were unceremoniously
bundled. Their cell was barely twelve feet
square, and had a small barred window
giving on to a courtyard at the back of the
building.
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A couple of bundles of straw, a piece of
lack, coarse bread, and a jug of water
were handed to them by the gaoler; the
door shut on them with & clang, they heard
thg grating of the heavy lock, and then,
chilled and soaked through as they were,
they flung themselves down on the straw
and slept the sleep of utter exhaustion.

It was long past noon when Roddy
recovered his senses. He was stiff and
worn, but refreshed by his long sleep, and
famishing with hunger. Eagerly he seized
the black bread, and, tearing it in half,
began to devour it ravenously. Having
finished his share and taken a long pull a$
the water-jug, he shook Jack into wakeful-
ness ; and, having watched him start to his
scanty fare, began to walk about and
stretch his limbs. Almost his first act was
to go over to the window and examine the
bar and the outlook. The bar itself was of
half-inch iron, embedded at either end in a
socket of cement, and divided the narrow
window exactly in two from top to bottom.

Beyond lay an empty, paved courtyard,
and beyond that again a low wall—that
was the extent of his field of view. His
dagger had been knocked out of his hand
when the guard-boat caught them, but he
still had in his pocket a small marlinspike,
and with this he made one or two tentative
picks at the cement.

In a second he was back, whispering
excitedly to Jack.

‘“ Look here,”” said he. ‘‘1 believe we
can get out of this infernal place all right
if they’ll only leave us alone long enough.
You keep a look-out by the door, and if
vou hear anyone coming, cough. The cement

in which that bar is set is as old as the hills,
and cracked all over the place. We’ll take
it in turns.”

‘“ Right you are,” whispered Jack, and
Roddy darted back and set to work.

The cement, though old, was harder than
he had bargained for in places, and at the
end of half an hour his hands were so sore
that he was compelled to rest for a bit ani
give up his place to Jack. The sun was well
below the horizon by now, but the bar was
loosening fast, and by their combined efiorts

they were able to shift it perceptibly.

)
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Spell and spell about they worked. From
the camp far off they could hear the bugles
sounding ‘‘ Lights out.”” Roddy gave a
frantic heave at the bar; there was a crack.
a trickle of falling fragments of cement,
and the lower end shifted clear of its
socket.

The other was comparatively a simple
matter. A few minutes of tugging and
straining, and the leverage of the iron itself
did the rest. It came away with a jerk,
and, slipping through their blistered fin-
gers, fell with a clang on to the courtyard
pavement, some eight feet below.

They held their breaths in suspense.
Should anyone have heard, or should a
passing sentry chance to sce the thing, all
their work would have been in vain.

They lay down on the straw, listening
intently. A minute—five minutes—passed,
yet no sound came, either from the corridor
or from the courtyard.

¢ It’s now or never,”’ said Roddy.
with you, Jack!”’

But Jack hung back.

“ You first,”” he replied. ‘T can slip
through as easy as winking, but T fancy
your shoulders are a bit broad, and you'll
need coaxing through, just like a tailor man
trying to stufi you into a new uniform with-
out splitting the sleeves.”’

““ Right you are, then,” said Roddy.
“ You stufi me through legs first, then I
can catch you outside. Here goes! Give
me a leg up.”’

He wriggled first one leg, then the other
into the narrow opening, and using Jack as
a support, squeezed himself through as far
as the elbows. Then came the real
difficulty.

“T’'ll manage all right,”
“but it’s a deuce of a tight fit!]

«« Up

he panted.
Shove

old man! Never mind a bit of skin or so!
That’s it! She’s coming: 2
Clang! The great lock on the door shot

back, there was a flash of yellow light from
a horn lantern, and the gaoler appeared
with a couple of soldiers, bringing them
their evening meal.

TFor a moment he was too startled to grasp
the situation. Then, as it suddenly dawned
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on  him, he
rushed forward,
followed by the -
soldiers.  Jack
was thrown vio-
lently into a
corner, and
toddy dragged :
inwards again
with  a  jerk
which nearly
dislocated  his
arms.

Then, supper-
less, and with-
out any further
talk, they were
flung into sepa-
rate dark cells
and the bolts
shot home.

“You will be
tried and sen-
tenced at nine
to-morrow
mormning?”
growled the
gaoler’s grufi
voice from the
corridor, and
they were left
to console them-
selves as  Dbest
they could.

At nine sharp
they were led
once more into the square, where stands the
statue to Jean Bart.

Here they found, sitting in front of »
tall building which was apparently a tem-
porary court-house, a stern-faced officer of
high rank, surrounded by a group of aides-
de-camp and despatch-riders.

He glanced up at them from beneath his
heavy, lowering brows, and waved the
soldiers back.

‘“ Humph!  Englishmen—spies!”  he
growled. ““ What have you to say for your-
selves?”’

““We are not spies,”” said Roddy fear-
lessly. ‘“ We are officers in his Majesty’s
Navy, and claim to be treated assuch. Our
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Suddenly the door of the
prison swung open, and the
gaoler, seeing the boys attempt-
ing to escape, dashed forward,
followed by two soldiers.

ship is the Bellerophon. out yonder. We
were blown ashore in a small boat during
last night’s gale, and were endeavouring
to get back when your guard-boat caught
us.”’

‘““Bah! Spies, I tell you. Iknow. We
have had many such gentry to deal with,
and we don’t waste time on them. You
will he hanged at sunset |’

‘“ We are not spies,”” cried Roddy, ‘“ but
if die we must, at least let it be a gentle-
man’s death!”

‘““ Very well,” said the officer.
will be shot at sunset, and 2

He stopped suddenly, drew himself erect.
and his hand flew to his helmet. A curious
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silence seemed to have suddenly pervaded
the group around him and the soldiers near
by. Each man stood stifiy at the salute
as if turned to bronze.

The two boys., wondering, turned their
heads to see the cause. A small group of
men were just passing along the square.
There were some half-dozen officers in bril-
liant uniforms of all colours and descrip-
tions, who were conversing amongst them-
selves in low tones, and in the midst of them
was the tall, dark man whom the boys had
seen in the hut the night before.

He started slightly at the sight of them;
but they had no eyes for him. All their
attention was taken up by the solitary figure
which  walked ahead of the group.
And then they understood the hush and the
general sense of uneasiness, and knew that
they were in the presence of the most amaz-
ing man the world perhaps has ever seen.

A pale, brooding, colourless face—a little,
round-shouldered figure in a green coat
with red collar and cufis—small, well-shaped
legs in tight white breeches—a slim Court
sword, with a gilt hilt and a tortoiseshell
scabbard at his side—a tricolour rosette in
his hat. That was Napoleon as they saw
him—Emperor of the French, and ruler of
half Europe.

His thin hair was of a dull, reddish
brown, his face inscrutable, his eyes natur-
ally pale, but darkening when he was wrapt
in thought—inexorable as Fate itself.

He paced slowly along, his eyes fixed on
the ground a few yards ahead of him,
neither noticing nor heeding the salutes of
those about him.

Suddenly, when he was almost opposite
the boys, he looked up and saw them, and
came across to Rodney and Howard.

¢ So,”” said the Emperor, ‘it was you,

was it? And you would have got away on
that thing?’ He pointed to the raft,
then went on: “ Well, and what do

they say of me over there?’—with a nod
across the water. ‘‘ Do they look for my
coming, eh?”’

¢ They say you cannot, sire,”’ replied
Rodney. ‘‘ so long as we hold the sea.”

‘¢ Ah, they say that, do they?’’ he smiled,
and pinched the boy’s ear, a favourite trick
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of his when he was pleased. ‘ Bah! I
could land a hundred thousand men! I
should fight a battle which would cost me
twenty thousand men, and on the third day
I should be in London. We shall seel
Colonel  Gervaise, has sentence been
passed 1"’

‘“ The prisoners were condemned to be
hanged, sire, at sunset,”” replied a light
cavalry officer, saluting.

‘“ What did they say?”’

““ They asked to be shot instead, sire, on
the grounds that they were officers in the
British Navy.”

“Tata-ta!’”’ said the Emperor, tapping
his snufi-box with an impatient gesture.
“ T do not kill children! Look you here,
young gentlemen! You are brave, and I
like brave men and brave actions. Tell
them that, over there. Admiral Bruix,
how many men have you who would go to
sea on that, eh?”” And he tapped the raft
again with his riding-switch.

¢ Morlaix, see that a boat is got ready for
them, and let them return to their ship.”

The tall, dark man took a pace forward,
and murmured in the Emperor’s ear.

Napoleon shrugged his shoulders.

«“Bah! Plans! I have others—
‘housands of others—here!” And he
touched his forehead; then, turning once
more to the boys, he glanced nt them with a
glimmer of a smile. Gentlemen, you are
free!”

The two bowed and saluted. The next
instant he had turned his back on ?hem
and was moving forward with his litcle,
quick, nervous step, twitching his right
arm, llnd \vrﬂpped in some vast new scheme.

It was the last they saw of him. The boat
was in readiness—all the Emperor’s
orders, down to the veriest detail, were
obeved with lightning speed and exactitude
—and in a couple of hours Roddy and
Jack were clambering up the Bellerophon’s
side.

There they handed over the water-stained
plans to the captain, and. after an official
reprimand for absence without leave, were

warmly complimented unofficially and
thanked for their services.

THE END
)
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