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  前言


  儒勒·凡尔纳（Jules Verne，1828—1905），法国著名作家，现代科幻小说的奠基人，被誉为“科幻小说之父”。一生共创作了六十多部充满神奇与浪漫的科幻小说，其代表作有《气球上的五星期》、《地心游记》、《从地球到月球》、《海底两万里》、《八十天周游世界》、《格兰特船长的儿女》和《神秘岛》等，这些小说被译成世界上几十种文字，并多次被搬上银幕，在世界上广为流传。


  儒勒·凡尔纳于1828年2月8日出生在法国西部海港南特。自幼热爱海洋，向往远航探险。他的父亲是一位事业成功的律师，并希望凡尔纳日后也以律师作为职业。18岁时，他遵从父训到首都巴黎攻读法律。可是他对法律毫无兴趣，却爱上了文学和戏剧。1863年，他发表第一部科幻小说《气球上的五星期》，之后又出版了使他获得巨大声誉的科幻三部曲：《格兰特船长的儿女》、《海底两万里》和《神秘岛》。凡尔纳的科幻小说是真实性与大胆幻想的结合：奇幻的故事情节、鲜明的人物形象、丰富而奇妙的想象、浓郁的浪漫主义风格和生活情趣，使之产生了巨大的艺术魅力，赢得了全世界各国读者，特别是青少年读者的喜爱。他的作品中所表现的自然科学方面的许多预言和假设，在他去世之后得以印证和实现，至今仍然启发人们的想象力和创造力。


  总的说来，凡尔纳的小说有两大特点。第一，他的作品是丰富的幻想和科学知识的结合。虽然凡尔纳笔下的幻想极为奇特、大胆，但其中有着坚实的科学基础，这些作品既是科学精神的幻想曲，也是富有幻想色彩的科学预言，他的许多科幻猜想最后变成了现实。例如，他不仅在小说《从地球到月球》中用大炮将探月飞行器送上太空，甚至还将发射场安排在了美国佛罗里达州，这正是“阿波罗登月计划”的发射场，他在小说《海底两万里》中虚构了“鹦鹉螺号”潜水艇，在该小说出版10年后，第一艘真正的潜水艇才下水；在《征服者罗比尔》中有一个类似直升飞机的飞行器，数十年后，人类才将这一设想变成了现实。此外，他的小说中还出现了电视、霓虹灯、导弹、坦克和太空飞船等科学技术应用概念，而这些后来都变成了现实。第二，他的作品中的主人公是一些鲜明、生动而富有进取心和正义感的人物，他们或是地理发现者、探险家、科学家、发明家，他们具有超人的智慧、坚强的毅力和执著不懈的精神；或是反对民族歧视、民族压迫的战士，反对社会不公的抗争者，追求自由的旅行家，在他们身上具有反压迫、反强权、反传统的战斗精神，他们热爱自由、热爱平等，维护人的尊严。凡尔纳所塑造的这些人物形象，他们远大的理想、坚强的性格、优秀的品质和高尚的情操已赢得了亿万读者的喜爱和尊敬，并一直成为人们向往的偶像和学习的榜样。


  1900年，儒勒·凡尔纳的第一部中译本小说《八十天周游世界》（当时的中文译名是《八十日环游记》）被介绍给中国的读者，直至新中国成立之前，陆续又有梁启超、鲁迅等文化名人将凡尔纳的作品翻译出版。20世纪50年代后期，凡尔纳的科幻小说又开始为国内翻译界和出版界所关注，并在新中国读者面前重新显示了科幻小说旺盛的生命力。20世纪80年代，凡尔纳的作品再次受到读者的青睐，国内许多出版社相继翻译出版了凡尔纳的科幻小说，一时形成了“凡尔纳热”。


  目前，国内已出版的凡尔纳小说的形式主要有两种：一种是中文翻译版，另一种是中英文对照版。而其中的中英文对照读本比较受读者的欢迎，这主要是得益于中国人热衷于学习英文的大环境。从英文学习的角度来看，直接使用纯英文的学习资料更有利于英语学习。考虑到对英文内容背景的了解有助于英文阅读，使用中文导读应该是一种比较好的方式，也可以说是该类型书的第三种版本形式。采用中文导读而非中英文对照的方式进行编排，这样有利于国内读者摆脱对英文阅读依赖中文注释的习惯。基于以上原因，我们决定编译凡尔纳系列科幻小说中的经典，其中包括《气球上的五星期》、《地心游记》、《从地球到月球》、《环游月球》、《海底两万里》、《八十天周游世界》、《格兰特船长的儿女》、《神秘岛》、《沙皇的信使》、《喀尔巴阡古堡》、《无名之家》、《征服者罗比尔》、《大臣号幸存者》、《亚马逊漂流记》、《太阳系历险记》、《两年假期》和《测量子午线》等，并采用中文导读英文版的形式出版。在中文导读中，我们尽力使其贴近原作的精髓，也尽可能保留原作的风格。我们希望能够编出为当代中国读者所喜爱的经典读本。读者在阅读英文故事之前，可以先阅读中文导读内容，这样有利于了解故事背景，从而加快阅读速度。我们相信，这些经典著作的引进对加强当代中国读者，特别是青少年读者的科学素养和人文修养是非常有帮助的。


  本书主要内容由王勋、纪飞编译。参加本书故事素材搜集整理及编译工作的还有郑佳、刘乃亚、赵雪、左新杲、黄福成、冯洁、徐鑫、马启龙、王业伟、王旭敏、陈楠、王多多、邵舒丽、周丽萍、王晓旭、李永振、孟宪行、熊红华、胡国平、熊建国、徐平国、王小红等。限于我们的文学素养和英语水平，书中难免不当之处，衷心希望读者朋友批评指正。


  上篇 大臣号幸存者


  PartⅠ The Survivors of the Chancellor


  第一章


  Chapter 1


  一八六九年九月二十七日的查理斯敦，下午三点正涨潮，亨特立船长下令“大臣号”扬帆驶出了港湾。它穿过狭窄的水路，绕过要塞一角的灯塔，于七点钟驶向了大西洋。


  利物浦黑尔德兄弟富豪公司的九百吨三桅船“大臣号”下水只有两年，它是一艘有里外两层船壳的一级船。这次是它在查理斯敦与利物浦之间的第三次航行，这艘船即使不挂国旗，也能让人看出它是一艘英国船。


  伦敦人卡翟隆现在乘“大臣号”返回英格兰，他本可以去纽约或到新奥尔良乘远洋轮船到英格兰。可在港口闲逛时，他看到了大臣号，发现船上设备舒适，又是直达，感到乘坐帆船要比轮船美妙，便搭上了这条船。


  Charleston, September 27th, 1869.


  It is high tide, and three o’clock in the afternoon when we leave the Battery-quay; the ebb carries us off shore, and as Captain Huntly has hoisted both main and top sails, the northerly breeze drives the “Chancellor” briskly across the bay. Fort Sumter ere long is doubled, the sweeping batteries of the mainland on our left are soon passed, and by four o’clock the rapid current of the ebbing tide has carried us through the harbour-mouth. But as yet we have not reached the open sea; we have still to thread our way through the narrow channels which the surge has hollowed out amongst the sand-banks. The captain takes a southwest course, rounding the lighthouse at the corner of the fort; the sails are closely trimmed; the last sandy point is safely coasted, and at length, at seven o’clock in the evening; we are out free upon the wide Atlantic.


  The “Chancellor” is a fine square-rigged three-master, of 900 tons burden, and belongs, to the wealthy Liverpool firm of Laird Brothers. She is two years old, is sheathed and secured with copper, her decks being of teak, and the base of all her masts, except the mizen, with all their fittings, being of iron. She is registered first class A I, and is now on her third voyage between Charleston and Liverpool. As she wended her way through the channels of Charleston harbour, it was the British flag that was lowered from her mast-head; but without colours at all, no sailor could have hesitated for a moment in telling her nationality, —for English she was, and nothing but English from her water-line upwards to the truck of her masts.


  I must now relate how it happens that I have taken my passage on board the “Chancellor” on her return voyage to England. At present there is no direct steamship service between South Carolina and Great Britain, and all who wish to cross must go either northwards to New York or southwards to New Orleans. It is quite true that if I had chosen to start from New York I might have found plenty of vessels belonging to English, French, or Hamburg lines, any of which would have conveyed me by a rapid voyage to my destination; and it is equally true that if I had selected New Orleans for my embarkation I could readily have reached Europe by one of the vessels of the National Steam Navigation Company, which join the French Transatlantic line of Colon and Aspinwall. But it was fated to be otherwise.


  One day, as I was loitering about the Charleston quays, my eye lighted upon this vessel. There was something about the “Chancellor” that pleased me, and a kind of involuntary impulse took me on board, where I found the internal arrangements perfectly comfortable. Yielding to the idea that a voyage in a sailing vessel had certain charms beyond the transit in a steamer I and reckoning that with wind and wave in my favour there would be little material difference in time; considering, moreover, that in these low latitudes the weather in early autumn is fine and unbroken, I came to my decision, and proceeded forthwith to secure my passage by this route to Europe.


  Have I done right or wrong? Whether I shall have reason to regret my determination is a problem to be solved in the future. However, I will begin to record the incidents of our daily experience, dubious as I feel whether the lines of my chronicle will ever find a reader.


  第二章


  Chapter 2


  “大臣号”的船长约翰·西勒斯·亨特立五十岁，苏格兰当地人，精通航海技术，熟知大西洋航道，但有点儿弱不禁风和优柔寡断。而大副在船上有举足轻重的地位，二副沃尔特，水手长和十四名水手也是英格兰或苏格兰人。这十八个人操纵这条九百吨的船是绰绰有余的。


  船上有事务长霍巴特和黑人厨师季克斯陀，并有多名乘客，他们是美国人科尔和夫人，还有他们的女仆英格兰人海碧小姐，勒督雷先生和儿子安德烈·勒督雷是法国人，另外还有英格兰人威廉·法尔森工程师、批发商约翰·卢比及伦敦人卡翟隆。


  September 28th.


  John Silas Huntly, the captain of the “Chancellor,” has the reputation of being an experienced navigator of the Atlantic. He is a Scotchman, a native of Dundee, and is about fifty years of age. He is of middle height and slight build, and has a small head, which he has a habit of holding a little over his left shoulder. I do not pretend to be much of a physiognomist, but I am inclined to believe that my few hours’ acquaintance with our captain has given me considerable insight into his character. That he is a good seaman and thoroughly understands his duties I could not for a moment venture to deny; but that he is a man of resolute temperament, or that he possesses the amount of courage that would render him, physically or morally, capable of coping with any great emergency, I confess I cannot believe.


  I observe a certain heaviness and dejection about his whole carriage. His wavering glances, the listless motions of his hands, and his slow, unsteady gait, all seem to me to indicate a weak and sluggish disposition. He does not appear as though he could be energetic enough ever to be stubborn; he never frowns, sets his teeth, or clenches his fist. There is something enigmatical about him; however, I shall study him closely and do what I can to understand the man who, as commander of a vessel, should be to those around him “second only to God.”


  Unless I am greatly mistaken there is another man on board who, if circumstances should require it, would take the more prominent position—I mean the mate. I have hitherto, however, had such little opportunity of observing his character, that I must defer saying more about him at present.


  Besides the captain and this mate, whose name is Robert Curtis, our crew consists of Walter, the lieutenant, the boatswain, and fourteen sailors, all English or Scotch, making eighteen altogether, a number quite sufficient for working a vessel of 900 tons burden. Up to this time my sole experience of their capabilities is, that under the command of the mate, they brought us skilfully enough through the narrow channels of Charleston; and I have no reason to doubt but that they are well up to their work.


  My list of the ship’s officials is incomplete unless I mention Hobart, the steward, and Jynxstrop, the negro cook.


  In addition to these, the “Chancellor” carries eight passengers, including myself. Hitherto, the bustle of embarkation, the arrangement of cabins, and all the variety of preparations inseparable from starting on a voyage for at least twenty or five-and-twenty days have precluded the formation of any acquaintanceships; but the monotony of the voyage, the close proximity into which we must be thrown, and the natural curiosity to know something of each other’s affairs, will doubtless lead us in due time to an interchange of ideas. Two days have elapsed and I have not even seen all the passengers. Probably seasickness has prevented some of them from making their appearance at the common table. One thing, however, I do know; namely, that there are two ladies occupying the stern-cabins, the windows of which are in the aft-board of the vessel.


  I have seen the ship’s list and subjoin a list of the passengers. They are as follow: —Mr. and Mrs. Kear, Americans, of Buffalo. Miss Herbey, a young English lady, companion to Mrs. Kear. M. Letourneur and his son Andre, Frenchmen, of Havre. William Falsten, a Manchester engineer. John Ruby, a Cardiff merchant; and myself, J. R. Kazallon, of London.


  第三章


  Chapter 3


  “大臣号”载着价值二万六千英镑的一千七百包棉花，将从查理斯敦直达卸货港利物浦。


  September 29th.


  Captain Huntly’s bill of lading, that is to say, the document that describes the “Chancellor’s” cargo and the conditions of transport, is couched in the following terms:—


  “BRONSFIELD AND CO., AGENTS, CHARLESTON.


  “I, John Silas Huntly, of Dundee, Scotland, commander of the ship ‘Chancellor,’ of about 900 tons burden, now at Charleston, do purpose, by the blessing of God, at the earliest convenient season, and by the direct route, to sail for the port of Liverpool, where I shall obtain my discharge. I do hereby acknowledge that I have received from you, Messrs. Bronsfield and Co., Commission Agents, Charleston, and have placed the same under the gun-deck of the aforesaid ship, seventeen hundred bales of cotton, of the estimated value of 26,0001., all in good condition, marked and numbered as in the margin; which goods I do undertake to transport to Liverpool, and there to deliver, free from injury (save only such injury as shall have been caused by the chances of the sea), to Messrs. Laird Brothers, or to their order, or to their representative, who shall on due delivery of the said freight pay me the sum of 20001. inclusive, according to the charter-party and damages in addition, according to the usages and customs of the sea. “And for the fulfilment of the above covenant, I have pledged and do pledge my person, my property, and my interest in the vessel aforesaid, with all its appurtenances. In witness whereof, I have signed three agreements, all of the same purport; on the condition that when the terms of one are accomplished, the other two shall be absolutely null and void.


  “Given at Charleston, September 13th, 1869,


  “J. S. HUNTLY.”


  From the foregoing document it will be understood that the “Chancellor” is conveying 1,700 bales of cotton to Liverpool; that the shippers are Bronsfield, of Charleston, and the consignees are Laird Brothers, of Liverpool. The ship was constructed with the especial design of carrying cotton, and the entire hold, with the exception of a very limited space reserved for passengers’ luggage, is closely packed with the bales, The lading was performed with the utmost care, each bale being pressed into its proper place by the aid of screw-jacks, so that the whole freight forms one solid and compact mass; not an inch of space is wasted, and the vessel is thus made capable of carrying her full complement of cargo.


  第四章


  Chapter 4


  从开船到十月六号这几天，风平浪静，大家在餐桌上互相都已有所了解。五十岁的勒督雷先生高高的个子，看上去比实际年龄大，正为他儿子的残病处在深深的自责之中。他儿子安德烈?勒督雷二十岁，左腿天生弯曲，必须用拐杖才能行走。


  卡翟隆先生和勒督雷很能说到一起，他告诉勒督雷，精神上的痛苦比身体上的痛苦更让人难以忍受，他儿子看到他为自己痛苦会更加悲伤。


  勒督雷表示，儿子喜欢旅游，他们刚游了欧洲，希望儿子能忘掉自己的不幸。这时，安德烈来了，勒督雷扶着儿子坐在了自己的身边，他们谈起了船长的优柔寡断和大副的精力充沛。这时，大副罗伯特?卡尔蒂斯来到甲板，他为人热心，经常帮助安德烈。他检查了船上的情况，又观察了天气，后来又介绍起了乘客的情况。


  五十岁的科尔先生在石油投资中发了财，他自以为自己很富有而对别人非常冷淡。他的夫人大约四十岁，从不与人交谈，也不思考，唯一的爱好就是没完没了地支使女仆。


  二十岁的女仆海碧小姐，端庄美丽，默默地做着自己的事来赚取微薄的工资。工程师威廉?法尔森管理着一个大型水利厂，这次是去采购仪器，批发商卢比先生只知道赚钱，对别的事情不想也不问。


  September 30th to October 6th.


  The “Chancellor” is a rapid sailer, and more than a match for many a vessel of the same dimensions. She scuds along merrily in the freshening breeze, leaving in her wake, far as the eye can reach, a long white line of foam as well defined as a delicate strip of lace stretched upon an azure ground.


  The Atlantic is not visited by many gales, and I have every reason to believe that the rolling and pitching of the vessel no longer incommode any of the passengers, who are all more or less accustomed to the sea. A vacant seat at our table is now very rare; we are beginning to know something about each other, and our daily life, in consequence, is becoming somewhat less monotonous.


  M. Letourneur, our French fellow-passenger, often has a chat with me. He is a fine tall man, about fifty years of age, with white hair and a grizzly beard. To say the truth, he looks older than he really is: his drooping head, his dejected manner, and his eye, ever and again suffused with tears, indicate that he is haunted by some deep and abiding sorrow. He never laughs; he rarely even smiles, and then only on his son: his countenance ordinarily bearing a look of bitterness tempered by affection, while his general expression is one of caressing tenderness. It excites an involuntary commiseration to learn that M. Letourneur is consuming himself by exaggerated reproaches on account of the infirmity of an afflicted son.


  Andre Letourneur is about twenty years of age, with a gentle, interesting countenance, but, to the irrepressible grief of his father, is a hopeless cripple. His left leg is miserably deformed, and he is quite unable to walk without the assistance of a stick. It is obvious that the father’s life is bound up with that of his son; his devotion is unceasing; every thought, every glance is for Andre; he seems to anticipate his most trifling wish, watches his slightest movement, and his arm is ever ready to support or otherwise assist the child whose sufferings he more than shares.


  M. Letourneur seems to have taken a peculiar fancy to myself, and constantly talks about Andre. This morning, in the course of conversation, I said,—


  “You have a good son, M. Letourneur. I have just been talking to him. He is a most intelligent young man.”


  “Yes, Mr. Kazallon,” replied M. Letourneur, brightening up into a smile, “his afflicted frame contains a noble mind. He is like his mother, who died at his birth.”


  “He is full of reverence and love for you, sir,” I remarked.


  “Dear boy!” muttered the father half to himself. “Ah, Mr. Kazallon, you do not know what it is to a father to have a son a cripple, beyond hope of cure.”


  “M. Letourneur,” I answered, “you take more than your share of the affliction which has fallen upon you and your son. That M. Andre is entitled to the very greatest commiseration no one can deny; but you should remember, that after all a physical infirmity is not so hard to bear as mental grief. Now, I have watched your son pretty closely, and unless I am much mistaken there is nothing, that troubles him so much as the sight of your own sorrow.”


  “But I never let him see it,” he broke in hastily. “My sole thought is how to divert him. I have discovered, that in spite of his physical weakness, he delights in travelling; so for the last few years we have been constantly on the move. We first went all over Europe, and are now returning from visiting the principal places in the United States. I never allowed my son to go to college, but instructed him entirely myself, and these travels, I hope, will serve to complete his education. He is very intelligent, and has a lively imagination, and I am sometimes tempted to hope that in contemplating the wonders of nature he forgets his own infirmity.”


  “Yes, sir, of course he does,” I assented.


  “But,” continued M. Letourneur, taking my hand, “although, perhaps, he may forget, I can never forget. Ah, sir, do you suppose that Andre can ever forgive his parents for bringing him into the world a cripple?”


  The remorse of the unhappy father was very distressing, and I was about to say a few kind words of sympathy when Andre himself made his appearance. M. Letourneur hastened toward him and assisted him up the few steep steps that led to the poop.


  As soon as Andre was comfortably seated on one of the benches, and his father had taken his place by his side, I joined them, and we fell into conversation upon ordinary topics, discussing the various points of the “Chancellor,” the probable length of the passage, and the different details of our life on board. I find that M. Letourneur’s estimate of Captain Huntly’s character very much coincided with my own, and that, like me, he is impressed with the man’s undecided manner and sluggish appearance. Like me, too, he has formed a very favourable opinion of Robert Curtis, the mate, a man of about thirty years of age, of great muscular power, with a frame and a will that seem ever ready for action.


  Whilst we were still talking of him, Curtis himself came on deck, and as I watched his movements I could not help being struck with his physical development; his erect and easy carriage, his fearless glance and slightly contracted brow all betokened a man of energy, thoroughly endowed with the calmness and courage that are indispensable to the true sailor. He seems a kind-hearted fellow, too, and is always ready to assist and amuse young Letourneur, who evidently enjoys his company. After he had scanned the weather and examined the trim of the sails, he joined our party and proceeded to give us some information about those of our fellow-passengers with whom at present we have made but slight acquaintance.


  Mr. Kear, the American, who is accompanied by his wife, has made a large fortune in the petroleum springs in the United States. He is a man of about fifty, a most uninteresting companion, being overwhelmed with a sense of his own wealth and importance, and consequently supremely indifferent to all around him. His hands are always in his pockets, and the chink of money seems to follow him wherever he goes. Vain and conceited, a fool as well as an egotist, he struts about like a peacock showing its plumage, and to borrow the words of the physiognomist Gratiolet, “il se flaire, il se savoure, il se goute.” Why he should have taken his passage on board a mere merchant vessel instead of enjoying the luxuries of a Transatlantic steamer, I am altogether at a loss to explain.


  The wife is an insignificant, insipid woman, of about forty years of age. She never reads, never talks, and I believe I am not wrong in saying, never thinks. She seems to look without seeing, and listen without hearing, and her sole occupation consists in giving her orders to her companion, Miss Herbey, a young English girl of about twenty.


  Miss Herbey is extremely pretty. Her complexion is fair and her eyes deep blue, whilst her pleasing countenance is altogether free from that insignificance of feature which is not unfrequently alleged to be characteristic of English beauty. Her mouth would be charming if she ever smiled, but exposed as she is to the ridiculous whims and fancies of a capricious mistress, her lips rarely relax from their ordinary grave expression. Yet humiliating as her position must be, she never utters a word of open complaint, but quietly and gracefully performs her duties accepting without a murmur the paltry salary which the bumptious petroleum-merchant condescends to allow her.


  The Manchester engineer, William Falsten, looks like a thorough Englishman. He has the management of some extensive hydraulic works in South Carolina, and is now on his way to Europe to obtain some improved apparatus, and more especially to visit the mines worked by centrifugal force, belonging to the firm of Messrs. Cail. He is forty-five years of age, with all his interests so entirely absorbed by his machinery that he seems to have neither a thought nor a care beyond his mechanical calculations. Once let him engage you in conversation, and there is no chance of escape; you have no help for it but to listen as patiently as you can until he has completed the explanation of his designs.


  The last of our fellow-passengers, Mr. Ruby, is the type of a vulgar tradesman. Without any originality or magnanimity in his composition, he has spent twenty years of his life in mere buying and selling, and as he has generally contrived to do business at a profit, he has realized a considerable fortune. What he is going to do with the money, be does not seem able to say: his ideas do not go beyond retail trade, his mind having been so long closed to all other impressions that it appears incapable of thought or reflection on any subject besides. Pascal says, “L’homme est visiblement fait pour penser. C’est toute sa dignite et tout-son merite;” but to Mr. Ruby the phrase seems altogether inapplicable.


  第五章


  Chapter 5


  到十月七号已经航行十天了，卡翟隆和大副关系很好。大副告诉他，现在船正在百慕大群岛航行。


  卡翟隆认为船是向北顺着海湾暖流方向到达利物浦，大副告诉他通常都是这样走的。可船长下令“大臣号”向东走，提醒他也没用。船长说自己心中有数。


  卡翟隆认为，要在恶劣的气候到来前到达欧洲大陆，不能耽误了，并问大副船长对此怎么看，大副犹豫了一下，说“他是船长。”


  下午六点时，卡翟隆和勒督雷父子登上甲板，看到百慕大群岛被一圈海浪围绕着，安德烈提到莫尔诗人曾歌颂过这个群岛。大副罗伯特告诉他，这都是诗人的幻想，在群岛附近，二三海里内分布着好多暗礁。一旦狂风刮起来，威力无穷，使人无比害怕。这片海域外是一片险恶之地。这片岛屿自从被发现以来，就被英国据为己有，把它作为军事哨所。现在珊瑚一直在繁衍，这里终将成为一片大陆。


  海碧小姐想到甲板上看一看，但被科尔夫人叫了回去。


  October 7th.


  This is the tenth day since we left Charleston, and I should think our progress has been very rapid. Robert Curtis, the mate, with whom I continue to have many a friendly chat, informed me that we could not be far off Cape Hatteras in the Bermudas; the ship’s bearings, he said were lat. 32deg. 20min. N. and long. 64deg. 50min. W., so that he had every reason to believe that we should sight St. George’s Island before night.


  “The Bermudas!” I exclaimed. “But how is it we are off the Bermudas? I should have thought that a vessel sailing from Charleston to Liverpool, would have kept northwards, and have followed the track of the Gulf Stream.”


  “Yes, indeed; sir,” replied Curtis, “that is the usual course; but you see that this time the captain hasn’t chosen to take it.”


  “But why not?” I persisted.


  “That’s not for me to say, sir; he ordered us eastwards, and eastwards we go.”


  “Haven’t you called his attention to it?” I inquired.


  Curtis acknowledged that he had already pointed out what an unusual route they were taking, but that the captain had said that he was quite aware what he was about. The mate made no further remark; but the knit of his brow, as he passed his hand mechanically across his forehead, made me fancy that he was inclined to speak out more strongly.


  “All very well, Curtis,” I Said, “but I don’t know what to think about trying new routes. Here we are at the 7th of October, and if we are to reach Europe before the bad weather sets in, I should suppose there is not a day to be lost.”


  “Right, sir, quite right; there is not a day to be lost.”


  Struck by his manner, I ventured to add, “Do you mind, Mr. Curtis giving me your honest opinion of Captain Huntly?”


  He hesitated a moment, and then replied shortly, “He is my captain, sir.”


  This evasive answer of course put an end to any further interrogation on my part, but it only set me thinking the more.


  Curtis was not mistaken. At about three o’clock the lookout man sung out that there was land to windward, and descried what seemed as if it might be a line of smoke in the north-east horizon. At six, I went on deck with M. Letourneur and his son, and we could then distinctly make out the low group of the Bermudas, encircled by their formidable chain of breakers.


  “There,” said Andre Letourneur to me, as we stood gazing at the distant land, “there lies the enchanted Archipelago, sung by your poet Moore. The exile Waller, too, as long ago as 1643, wrote an enthusiastic panegyric on the islands, and I have been told that at one time English ladies would wear no other bonnets than such as were made of the leaves of the Bermuda palm.”


  “Yes,” I replied, “the Bermudas were all the rage in the seventeenth century, although laterly they have fallen into comparative oblivion.”


  “But let me tell you, M. Andre,” interposed Curtis, who had as usual joined our party, “that although poets may rave, and be as enthusiastic as they like about these islands, sailors will tell a different tale. The hidden reefs that lie in a semicircle about two or three leagues from shore make the attempt to land a very dangerous piece of business. And another thing, I know. Let the natives boast as they will about their splendid climate, they, are visited by the most frightful hurricanes. They get the fag-end of the storms that rage over the Antilles; and the fag-end of a storm is like the tail of a whale; it’s just the strongest bit of it. I don’t think you’ll find a sailor listening much to your poets, —your Moores, and your Wallers.”


  “No, doubt you are right, Mr. Curtis,” said Andre, smiling, “but poets are like proverbs; you can always find one to contradict another. Although Waller and Moore have chosen to sing the praises of the Bermudas, it has been supposed that Shakspeare was depicting them in the terrible scenes that are found in ‘The Tempest.’”


  The whole vicinity of these islands is beyond a question extremely perilous to mariners. Situated between the Antilles and Nova Scotia, the Bermudas have ever since their discovery belonged to the English, who have mainly used them for a military station. But this little archipelago, comprising some hundred and fifty different isles and islets, is destined to increase, and that, perhaps, on a larger scale than has yet been anticipated. Beneath the waves there are madrepores, in infinity of number, silently but ceaselessly pursuing their labours; and with time, that fundamental element in nature’s workings, who shall tell whether these may not gradually build up island after island, which shall unite and form another continent?


  I may mention that there was not another of our fellow-passengers who took the trouble to come on deck and give a glance at this strange cluster of islands. Miss Herbey, it is true, was making an attempt to join us, but she had barely reached the poop, when Mrs. Kear’s languid voice was heard recalling her for some trifling service to her side.


  第六章


  Chapter 6


  从十月八日起，海上刮起了猛烈的东北风，“大臣号”降下了帆，继续向前行驶。


  对于船长定的航向，船上的乘客都不清楚。卡翟隆感到船长的表情有些古怪，好像常常在思考一些事情。大副表示，他和其他船员都会服从船长的；如果船处在危险中，他们会负起责任的。


  “大臣号”的航线已经偏南到很远的地方了，十一日晚，船进入到受暖湿气流影响的大西洋萨尔格海域，海面布满了海藻。


  卡翟隆和勒督雷父子冒着狂风在甲板上观看，船在海藻中航行，船头像犁铧似的在田野里犁过，风吹起二三百英尺长的海藻挂在桅杆上，像旗帜一样迎风招展，“大臣号”在海藻中艰难地航行着。


  October 8th to October 13th.


  The wind is blowing hard from the northeast; and the “Chancellor” under low-reefed top-sail and fore-sail, and labouring against a heavy sea, has been obliged to be brought ahull. The joists and girders all creak again until one’s teeth are set on edge. I am the only passenger not remaining below; but I prefer being on deck notwithstanding the driving rain, fine as dust, which penetrates to my very skin. We have been driven along in this fashion for the best part of two days; the “stiffish breeze” has gradually freshened into “a gale;” the topgallants have been lowered, and, as I write, the wind is blowing with a velocity of fifty or sixty miles an hour. Although the “Chancellor” has many good points, her drift is considerable, and we have been carried far to the south we can only guess at our precise position, as the cloudy atmosphere entirely precludes us from taking the sun’s altitude.


  All along throughout this period, my fellowpassengers are totally ignorant of the extraordinary course that we are taking England lies to the NORTH-EAST, yet we are sailing directly SOUTH-EAST, and Robert Curtis owns that he is quite bewildered; he cannot comprehend why the captain, ever since this northeasterly gale has been blowing, should persist in allowing the ship to drive to the south, instead of tacking to the north-west until she gets into better quarters.


  I was alone with Curtis today upon the poop, and could not help saying to him “Curtis, is your captain mad?”


  “Perhaps, sir, I might be allowed to ask what you think upon that matter,” was his cautious reply.


  “Well to say the truth,” I answered, “I can hardly tell; but I confess there is every now and then a wandering in his eye, and an odd look on his face that I do not like. Have you ever sailed with him before?”


  “No; this is our first voyage together. Again last night I spoke to him about the route we were taking, but he only said he knew all about it, and that it was all right.”


  “What do Lieutenant Walter and your boatswain think of it all?” I inquired.


  “Think; why they think just the same as I do,” replied the mate; “but if the captain chooses to take the ship to China we should obey his orders.”


  “But surely,” I exclaimed, “there must be some limit to your obedience! Suppose the man is actually mad, what then?”


  “If he should be mad enough, Mr. Kazallon, to bring the vessel into any real danger, I shall know what to do.”


  With this assurance I am forced to be content. Matters, however, have taken a different turn to what I bargained for when I took my passage on board the “Chancellor.” The weather has become worse and worse. As I have already said, the ship under her large low-reefed top-sail and fore stay-sail has been brought ahull, that is to say, she copes directly with the wind, by presenting her broad bows to the sea; and so we go on still drift, drift, continually to the south.


  How southerly our course has been is very apparent; for upon the night of the 11th we fairly entered upon that portion of the Atlantic which is known as the Sargassos Sea. An extensive tract of water is this, enclosed by the warm current of the Gulf Stream, and thickly covered with the wrack, called by the Spaniards “sargasso,” the abundance of which so seriously impeded the progress of Columbus’s vessels on his first voyage across the ocean.


  Each morning at daybreak the Atlantic has presented an aspect so remarkable, that at my solicitation, M. Letourneur and his son have ventured upon deck to witness the unusual spectacle. The squally gusts make the metal shrouds vibrate like harp-strings; and unless we were on our guard to keep our clothes wrapped tightly to us, they would have been torn off our backs in shreds. The scene presented to our eyes is one of strangest interest. The sea, carpeted thickly with masses of prolific fucus, is a vast unbroken plain of vegetation, through which the vessel makes her way as a plough. Long strips of seaweed caught up by the wind become entangled in the rigging, and hang between the masts in festoons of verdure; whilst others, varying from two to three hundred feet in length, twine themselves up to the very mastheads, from whence they float like streaming pendants. For many hours now, the “Chancellor” has been contending with this formidable accumulation of algae; her masts are circled with hydrophytes; her rigging is wreathed everywhere with creepers, fantastic as the untrammelled tendrils of a vine, and as she works her arduous course, there are times when I can only compare her to an animated grove of verdure making its mysterious way over some illimitable prairie.


  第七章


  Chapter 7


  十月十四日，狂风已经平稳下来，海藻区也过去了。现在船的航向是北纬二十一度三十三分、西经五十度十七分，已经向南偏了十度。


  头天晚上，卡翟隆在熟睡中被惊醒。听到水手们在甲板上奔跑，正要到甲板上看一下，声音停止了，他又回到了自己的铺上。早上六点他到甲板上看，还是老样子。等了一会儿，勒督雷父子上来了，他问起昨晚的事。勒督雷先生在凌晨三点听到有人喊道：“去舱门！”卡翟隆看了一下舱门，舱门像往常一样紧闭着，但都蒙上了油布。


  早餐时，勒督雷父子下去了，大副出来接替二副，他问了二副一些问题，二副告诉他，“没发现新情况，也没见到船长。”随后，两人又小声嘀咕了几句，二副走时，大副让他把水手长叫来。


  一会儿，水手长来了，小声回答着大副的问题，后来又叫来值班水手往舱门的油布上浇水。


  卡翟隆上前去问大副昨晚船上发生什么事了，大副告诉他没事，只是舵手打舵打错了，已经恢复正常。他觉得大副这次没说实话。


  October 14th.


  At last we are free from the sea of vegetation, the boisterous gale has moderated into a steady breeze, the sun is shining brightly, the weather is warm and genial, and thus, two reefs in her top-sails, briskly and merrily sails the “Chancellor.”


  Under conditions so favourable, we have been able to take the ship’s bearings: our latitude, we find, is 21deg. 33min. N., our longitude 50deg. 17min. W.


  Incomprehensible altogether is the conduct of Captain Huntly. Here we are, already more than ten degrees south of the point from which, we started, and yet still we are persistently following a south-easterly course! I cannot bring myself to the conclusion that the man is mad. I have had various conversations with him: he has always spoken rationally and sensibly. He shows no tokens of insanity. Perhaps his case is one of those in which insanity is partial, and where the mania is of a character which extends only to the matters connected with his profession. Yet it is unaccountable.


  I can get nothing out of Curtis; he listens coldly whenever I allude to the subject, and only repeats what he has said before, that nothing short of an overt act of madness on the part of the captain could induce him to supersede the captain’s authority and that the imminent peril of the ship could alone justify him in taking so decided a measure.


  Last evening I went to my cabin about eight o’clock, and after an hour’s reading by the light of my cabin-lamp, I retired to my berth and was soon asleep. Some hours later I was aroused by an unaccustomed noise on deck. There were heavy footsteps hurrying to and fro, and the voices of the men were loud and eager, as if the crew were agitated by some strange disturbance. My first impression was, that some tacking had been ordered which rendered it needful to fathom the yards; but the vessel continuing to lie to starboard convinced me that this was not the origin of the commotion, I was curious to know the truth, and made all haste I could to go on deck; but before I was ready, the noise had ceased. I heard Captain Huntly return to his cabin, and accordingly I retired again to my own berth. Whatever may have been the meaning of the manoeuvre, I cannot tell, it did not seem to have resulted in any improvement in the ship’s pace; still it must be owned there was not much wind to speed us along.


  At six o’clock this morning I mounted the poop and made as keen a scrutiny as I could of everything on board. Everything appeared as usual. The “Chancellor” was running on the larboard tack, and carried low-sails, top-sails, and gallant-sails. Well braced she was; and under a fresh, was making no less than eleven knots an hour.


  Shortly afterwards M. Letourneur and Andre came an deck. The young man enjoyed the early morning air, laden with its briny fragrance, and I assisted him to mount the poop. In answer to my inquiry as to whether they had been disturbed by any bustle in the night, Andre replied that he did not wake at all, and had heard nothing.


  “I am glad, my boy,” said his father, “that you have slept so soundly. I heard the noise of which Mr. Kazallon speaks. It must have been about three o’clock this morning, and it seemed to me as though they were shouting. I thought I heard them say, ‘Here, quick, look to the hatches!’ but as nobody was called up, I presumed that nothing serious was the matter.”


  As he spoke I cast my eye at the panel-slides, which fore and aft of the main-mast open into the hold. They seemed to be all close as usual, but I now observed for the first time that they were covered with heavy tarpauling. Wondering; in my own mind what could be the reason for these extra precautions I did not say anything to M. Letourneur, but determined to wait until the mate should come on watch, when he would doubtless give me, I thought, an explanation of the mystery.


  The sun rose gloriously, with every promise of a fine dry day. The waning moon was yet above the western horizon, for as it still wants three days to her last quarter she does not set until 10.57 am. On consulting my almanac, I find that there will be a new moon on the 24th, and that on that day, little as it may affect us here in mid ocean, the phenomenon of the high sygyzian tides will take place on the shores of every continent and island.


  At the breakfast hour M. Letourneur and Andre went below for a cup of tea, and I remained on the poop alone. As I expected, Curtis appeared, that he might relieve Lieutenant Walter of the watch. I advanced to meet him, but before he even wished me good morning, I saw him cast a quick and searching glance upon the deck, and then, with a slightly contracted brow, proceed to examine the state of the weather and the trim of the sails.


  “Where is Captain Huntly?” he said to Walter.


  “I have seen nothing of him,” answered the lieutenant, “is there anything fresh up?”


  “Nothing, whatever,” was the curtis reply.


  They then conversed for a few moments in an undertone, and I could see that Walter by his gesture gave a negative answer to some question which the mate had asked him. “Send me the boatswain, Walter,” said Curtis aloud as the lieutenant moved away.


  The boatswain immediately appeared, and another conversation was carried on in whispers. The man repeatedly shook his head as he replied to Curtis’s inquiries, and then, in obedience to orders, called the men who were on watch, and made them plentifully water the tarpauling that covered the great hatchway.


  Curious to fathom the mystery I went up to Curtis and began to talk to him upon ordinary topics, hoping that he would himself introduce the subject that was uppermost in my mind; finding, however, that he did not allude to it; I asked him point blank.


  “What was the matter in the night, Curtis?”


  He looked at me steadily, but made no reply.


  “What was it?” I repeated. “M. Letourneur and myself were both of us disturbed by a very unusual commotion overhead.”


  “Oh, a mere nothing,” he said at length; “the man at the helm had made a false move, and we had to pipe hands to brace the ship a bit; but it was soon all put to rights. It was nothing, nothing at all.” I said no more; but I cannot resist the impression that Robert Curtis has not acted with me in his usual straightforward manner.


  第八章


  Chapter 8


  十月十五日到十八日，船平静地在海上航行。十五日，卡翟隆在甲板上听到水手欧文提醒同事，不要等到火烧眉毛之类的话语，甚至还提到了救生艇。他觉得可能船上有人想造反。


  昨天卡翟隆看到大副和船长在谈话，但没有结果。后来大副让水手反复往甲板上浇水。


  这天，天刚亮，卡翟隆就来到甲板上，看到水手们光着脚在水中跑，于是也脱掉了鞋袜。他发现甲板上热得烫人，大副告诉他：船上失火了。


  October 15th to October 18th.


  The wind is still in the northeast. There is no change in the “Chancellor’s” course, and to an unprejudiced eye all would appear to be going on as usual. But I have an uneasy consciousness that something is not quite right. Why should the hatchways be so hermetically closed as though a mutinous crew was imprisoned between decks? I cannot help thinking too that there is something in the sailors so constantly standing in groups and breaking off their talk so suddenly whenever we approach; and several times I have caught the word “hatches” which arrested M. Letourneur’s attention on the night of the disturbance.


  On the 15th, while I was walking on the forecastle, I overheard one of the sailors, a man named Owen say to his mates, — “Now I just give you all warning that I am not going to wait until the last minute. Every one for himself, say I.”


  “Why, what do you mean to do?” asked Jynxstrop, the cook.


  “Pshaw!” said Owen, “do you suppose that longboats were only made for porpoises?”


  Something at that moment occurred to interrupt the conversation, and I heard no more. It occurred to me whether there was some conspiracy among the crew, of which probably Curtis had not already detected the symptoms. I am quite aware that some sailors are most rebelliously disposed, and require to be ruled with a rod of iron.


  Yesterday and to day I have observed Curtis remonstrating somewhat vehemently with Captain Huntly, but there is no obvious result arising from their interviews; the Captain apparently being bent upon some purpose, of which it is only too manifest that the mate decidedly disapproves.


  Captain Huntly is undoubtedly labouring under strong nervous excitement; and M. Letourneur has more than once remarked how silent he has become at meal-times; for although Curtis continually endeavours to start some subject of general interest, yet neither Mr. Falsten, Mr. Kear, nor Mr. Ruby are the men to take it up, and consequently the conversation flags hopelessly, and soon drops. The passengers too are now, with good cause, beginning to murmur at the length of the voyage, and Mr. Kear, who considers that the very elements ought to yield to his convenience, lets the captain know by his consequential and haughty manner that he holds him responsible for the delay.


  During the course of yesterday the mate gave repeated orders for the deck to be watered again and again, and although as a general rule this is a business which is done, once for all, in the early morning, the crew did not utter a word of complaint at the additional work thus imposed upon them. The tarpaulins on the hatches have thus been kept continually wet, so that their close and heavy texture is rendered quite impervious to the air, The “Chancellor’s” pumps afford a copious supply of water, so that I should not suppose that even the daintiest and most luxurious craft belonging to an aristocratic yacht-club was ever subject to a more thorough scouring. I tried to reconcile myself to the belief that it was the high temperature of the tropical regions upon which we are entering, that rendered such extra sousings a necessity, and recalled to my recollection how, during the night of the 13th, I had found the atmosphere below deck so stifling that in spite of the heavy swell I was obliged to open the porthole of my cabin, on the starboard side, to get a breath of air.


  This morning at daybreak I went on deck. The sun had scarcely risen, and the air was fresh and cool, in strange contrast to the heat which below the poop had been quite oppressive. The sailors as usual were washing the deck, A great sheet of water, supplied continuously by the pumps was rolling in tiny wavelets, and escaping now to starboard, now to larboard through the scupperholes. After watching the men for a while as they ran about bare-footed, I could not resist the desire to join them, so taking off my shoes and stockings I proceeded to dabble in the flowing water.


  Great was my amazement to find the deck perfectly hot to my feet! Curtis heard my exclamation of surprise, and before I could put my thoughts into words, said,—


  “Yes! there is fire on board!”


  第九章


  Chapter 9


  大副告诉卡翟隆，船是六天前那天晚上发现失的火，可能是棉花自燃造成的。火点在中间，只有将舱门封死与空气隔绝。但三天前发现火又大了起来，大副还让水手在船上钻孔往里面灌水，也不起作用，肯定是有些细小的地方在往里面进空气，但找不到。


  现在大副已私下改变了航线，让船向西南开，争取靠岸，并让他严格保密，以免造成恐慌。


  October 19th.


  Everything, then, is clear. The uneasiness of the crew, their frequent conferences, Owen’s mysterious words, the constant scourings of the deck and the oppressive heat of the cabins which had been noticed even by my fellow-passengers, all are explained.


  After his grave communication, Curtis remained silent. I shivered with a thrill of horror; a calamity the most terrible that can befall a voyager stared me in the face, and it was some seconds before I could recover sufficient composure to inquire when the fire was first discovered.


  “Six days ago,” replied the mate.


  “Six days ago!” I exclaimed; “why, then, it was that night.”


  “Yes,” he said, interrupting me; “it was the night you heard the disturbance upon deck. The men on watch noticed a slight smoke issuing from the large hatchway and immediately called Captain Huntly and myself. We found beyond all doubt, that the cargo was on fire, and what was worse, that there was no possibility of getting at the seat of the combustion. What could we do? we took the only precaution that was practicable under the circumstances, and resolved most carefully to exclude every breath of air from penetrating into the hold, For some time I hoped that we had been successful. I thought that the fire was stifled; but during the last three days there is every reason to make us know that it has been gaining strength. Do what we will, the deck gets hotter and hotter, and unless it were kept constantly wet, it would be unbearable to the feet. But I am glad, Mr. Kazallon,” he added; “that you have made the discovery. It is better that you should know it.”


  I listened in silence, I was now fully aroused to the gravity of the situation and thoroughly comprehended how we were in the very face of a calamity which it seemed that no human power could avert.


  “Do you know what has caused the fire?” I inquired.


  “It probably arose,” he answered, “from the spontaneous combustion of the cotton. The case is rare, but it is far from unknown. Unless the cotton is perfectly dry when it is shipped, its confinement in a damp or ill-ventilated hold will sometimes cause it to ignite; and I have no doubt it is this that has brought about our misfortune.”


  “But after all,” I said, “the cause matters very little. Is there no remedy? Is there nothing to be done?”


  “Nothing; Mr. Kazallon,” he said. “As I told you before, we have adopted the only possible measure within our power to check the fire. At one time I thought of knocking a hole in the ship’s timbers just on her waterline, and letting in just as much water as the pumps could afterwards get rid of again; but we found the combustion was right in the middle of the cargo and that we should be obliged to flood the entire hold before we could get at the right place. That scheme consequently was no good. During the night, I had the deck bored in various places and water poured down through the holes; but that again seemed all of no use. There is only one thing that can be done; we must persevere in excluding most carefully every breath of outer air, so that perhaps the conflagration deprived of oxygen may smoulder itself out. That is our only hope.”


  “But, you say the fire is increasing?”


  “Yes; and that shows that in spite of all our care there is some aperture which we have not beep able to discover, by which, air gets into the hold.”


  “Have you ever heard of a vessel surviving such circumstances?” I asked.


  “Yes, Mr. Kazallon,” said Curtis; “it is not at all an unusual thing for ships laden with cotton to arrive at Liverpool or Havre with a portion of their cargo consumed; and I have myself known more than one captain run into port with his deck scorching his very feet, and who, to save his vessel and the remainder of his freight has been compelled to unload with the utmost expedition. But, in such cases, of course the fire has been more or less under control throughout the voyage; with us, it is increasing day by day, and I tell you I am convinced there is an aperture somewhere which has escaped our notice.”


  “But would it not be advisable for us to retrace our course, and make for the nearest land?”


  “Perhaps it would,” he answered. “Walter and I, and the boatswain, are going to talk the matter over seriously with the captain today. But, between ourselves, I have taken the responsibility upon myself; I have already changed the tack to the south-west; we are now straight before the wind, and consequently we are sailing towards the coast.”


  “I need hardly ask,” I added; “whether any of the other passengers are at all aware of the imminent danger in which we are placed.”


  “None of them,” he said; “not in the least; and I hope you will not enlighten them. We don’t want terrified women and cowardly men to add to our embarrassment; the crew are under orders to keep a strict silence on the subject. Silence is indispensable.”


  I promised to keep the matter a profound secret, as I fully entered into Curtis’s views as to the absolute necessity for concealment.


  第十章


  Chapter 10


  随后两天，“大臣号”张开风帆抢风行驶。二十号一整天，乘客们感到闷热，都到了艉楼上。勒督雷先生感到了异样，但看到卡翟隆若无其事的样子，也就过去了。


  船长现在已经完全放弃努力，把事情交给了大副。现在船正赶往最近的陆地——五六百海里外的小安的列斯群岛。勒督雷先生注意到了航向的变化，大副告诉他是为了赶风势。


  二十一日一切都很正常，卡翟隆在艉楼听到工程师法尔森和批发商卢比在谈话，他听到他们说“苛性钾苦味酸盐”，吓了一跳，后来证实卢比将一包三十磅的苦味酸盐放在了底舱的货物中。


  October 20th and 21st.


  The “Chancellor” is now crowded with all the canvas she can carry, and at times her topmasts threaten to snap with the pressure. But Curtis is ever on the alert; he never leaves his post beside the man at the helm, and without compromising the safety of the vessel, he contrives by tacking to the breeze, to urge her on at her utmost speed.


  All day long on the 20th, the passengers were assembled on the poop. Evidently they found the heat of the cabins painfully oppressive, and most of them lay stretched upon benches and quietly enjoyed the gentle rolling of the vessel. The increasing heat of the deck did not reveal itself to their well-shod feet and the constant scouring of the boards did not excite any suspicion in their torpid minds. M. Letourneur, it is true, did express his surprise that the crew of an ordinary merchant vessel should be distinguished by such extraordinary cleanliness, but as I replied to him in a very casual tone, he passed no further remark. I could not help regretting that I had given Curtis my pledge of silence, and longed intensely to communicate the melancholy secret to the energetic Frenchman; for at times when I reflect upon the eight-and-twenty victims who may probably, only too soon, be a prey to the relentless flames, my heart seems ready to burst.


  The important consultation between captain, mate, lieutenant, and boatswain has taken place. Curtis has confided the result to me. He says that Huntly, the captain, is completely demoralized; he has lost all power and energy; and practically leaves the command of the ship to him. It is now certain the fire is beyond control, and that sooner or later it will burst out in full violence The temperature of the crew’s quarters has already become almost unbearable. One solitary hope remained; it is that we may reach the shore before the final catastrophe occurs. The Lesser Antilles are the nearest land; and although they are some five or six hundred miles away, if the wind remains north-east there is yet a chance of reaching them in time.


  Carrying royals and studding-sails, the “Chancellor” during the last four-and-twenty hours has held a steady course. M. Letourneur is the only one of all the passengers who has remarked the change of tack; Curtis however, has set all speculation on his part to rest by telling him that he wanted to get ahead of the wind, and that he was tacking to the west to catch a favourable current.


  Today, the 21st, all has gone on as usual; and as far as the observation of the passengers has reached, the ordinary routine has been undisturbed. Curtis indulges the hope even yet that by excluding the air, the fire may be stifled before it ignites the general cargo; he has hermetically closed every accessible aperture, and has even taken the precaution of plugging the orifices of the pumps, under the impression that their suctiontubes, running as they do to the bottom of the hold, may possibly be channels for conveying some molecules of air. Altogether, he considers it a good sign that the combustion has not betrayed itself by some external issue of smoke.


  The day would have passed without any incident worth recording if I had not chanced to overhear a fragment of a conversation which demonstrated that our situation hitherto precarious enough, had now become most appalling.


  As I was sitting on the poop, two of my fellow-passengers, Falsten, the engineer, and Ruby, the merchant whom I had observed to be often in company, were engaged in conversation almost close to me. What they said was evidently not intended for my hearing, but my attention was directed towards them by some very emphatic gestures of dissatisfaction on the part of Falsten, and I could not forbear listening to what followed.


  “Preposterous! shameful!” exclaimed Falsten; “nothing could be more imprudent.”


  “Pooh ! pooh !” replied Ruby; “it’s all right; it is not the first time I have done it.”


  “But don’t you know that any shock at any time might cause an explosion?”


  “Oh, it’s all properly secured,” said Ruby, “tight enough; I have no fears on that score, Mr, Falsten.”


  “But why,” asked Falsten, “did you not inform the captain?”


  “Just because if I had informed him, he would not have taken the case on board.”


  The wind dropped for a few seconds; and for a brief interval I could not catch what passed; but I could see that Falsten continued to remonstrate, whilst Ruby answered by shrugging his shoulders. At length I heard Falsten say,—


  “Well, at any rate the captain must be informed of this, and the package shall be thrown overboard. I don’t want, to be blown up.”


  I started. To what could the engineer be alluding? Evidently he had not the remotest suspicion that the cargo was already on fire. In another moment the words “picrate of potash” brought me to my feet? and with an involuntary impulse I rushed up to Ruby, and seized him by the shoulder.


  “Is there picrate of potash on board?” I almost shivered.


  “Yes,” said Falsten, “a case containing thirty pounds.”


  “Where is it?” I cried.


  “Down in the hold, with the cargo.”


  第十一章


  Chapter 11


  卡翟隆将苦味酸盐的事告诉了大副。他们两个一起来到屋内，工程师和批发商还在那里。大副向批发商了解了情况，批发商满不在乎地说货物已经上了保险，即使将它扔入海中，自己也不会损失。


  这时，卡翟隆告诉他“船上失火了”。这句话使商人像是电击一样，浑身僵硬，随后像疯了一样，在船上乱窜，口中还喊着“着火了”。


  听到他的惊叫，甲板上乱成一片，科尔夫人晕倒在地，勒督雷先生首先想到要照顾安德烈，但儿子却让不必忧虑，水手们也松开了救生艇的绳索。


  这时，大副命令他们停下来，说刚才卢比是精神失常胡说的，等到万不得已时，是允许大家弃船逃生的。


  他的话稳定了大家的情绪，但盒子里装爆炸品的事没让大家知道，要不谁也阻止不了大家仓皇逃命的。


  为让卢比不再胡说，大副让水手将他的嘴堵了起来，关进了船舱。


  What my feelings were I cannot describe; but it was hardly in terror so much as with a kind of resignation that I made my way to Curtis on the forecastle, and made him aware that the alarming character of our situation was now complete, as there was enough explosive matter on board to blow up a mountain. Curtis received the information as coolly as it was delivered, and after I had made him acquainted with all the particulars said,—


  “Not a word of this must be mentioned to any one else, Mr. Kazallon, where is Ruby now?”


  “On the poop,” I said.


  “Will you then come with me, sir?”


  Ruby and Falsten were sitting just as I had left them. Curtis walked straight up to Ruby, and asked him whether what he had been told was true.


  “Yes, quite true,” said Ruby, complacently, thinking that the worst that could befall him would be that he might be convicted of a little smuggling.


  I observed that Curtis was obliged for a moment or two to clasp his hands tightly together behind his back to prevent himself from seizing the unfortunate passenger by the throat; but suppressing his indignation, he proceeded quietly, though sternly, to interrogate him about the facts of the case. Ruby only confirmed what I had already told him. With characteristic Anglo-Saxon incautiousness he had brought on board with the rest of his baggage, a case containing no less than thirty pounds of picrate, and had allowed the explosive matter to be stowed in the hold with as little compunction as a Frenchman would feel in smuggling a single bottle of wine. He had not informed the captain of the dangerous nature of the contents of the package, because he was perfectly aware that he would have been refused permission to bring the package on board.


  “Any way,” he said, with a shrug of his shoulders, “you can’t hang me for it; and if the package gives you so much concern, you are quite at liberty to throw it into the sea. My luggage is insured.”


  I was beside myself with fury, and not being endowed with Curtis’s reticence and self-control, before he could interfere to stop me, I cried out,—


  “You fool! don’t you know that there is fire on board?”


  In an instant I regretted my words. Most earnestly I wished them unuttered, But it was too late: their effect upon Ruby was electrical. He was paralyzed with terror his limbs stiffened convulsively; his eye was dilated; he gasped for breath, and was speechless. All of a sudden he threw up his arms and, as though he momentarily expected an explosion, he darted down from the poop, and paced franticly up and down the deck, gesticulating like a madman, and shouting,—


  “Fire on board! Fire! Fire!”


  On hearing the outcry, all the crew, supposing that the fire had now in reality broken out, rushed on deck; the rest of the passengers soon joined them, and the scene that ensued was one of the utmost confusion. Mrs. Kear fell down senseless on the deck, and her husband, occupied in looking after himself, left her to the tender mercies of Miss Herbey. Curtis endeavoured to silence Ruby’s ravings, whilst I, in as few words as I could, made M. Letourneur aware of the extent to which the cargo was on fire. The father’s first thought was for Andre but the young man preserved an admirable composure, and begged his father not to be alarmed, as the danger was not immediate. Meanwhile the sailors had loosened all the tacklings of the long-boat; and were preparing to launch, it, when Curtis’s voice was heard peremptorily bidding them to desist; he assured them that the fire had made no further progress; that Mr. Ruby had been unduly excited and not conscious of what he had said; and he pledged his word that when the right moment should arrive he would allow them all to leave the ship; but that moment, he said, had not yet come.


  At the sound of a voice which they had learned to honour and respect, the crew paused in their operations, and the long-boat remained suspended in its place. Fortunately, even Ruby himself in the midst of his ravings, had not dropped a word about the picrate that had been deposited in the hold; for although the mate had a power over the sailors that Captain Huntly had never possessed, I feel certain that if the true state of the case had been known, nothing on earth would have prevented some of them, in their consternation, from effecting an escape. As it was, only Curtis, Falsten, and myself were cognizant of the terrible secret.


  As soon as order was restored, the mate and, I joined Falsten on the poop, where he had remained throughout the panic, and where we found him with folded arms, deep in thought, as it might be, solving some hard mechanical problem. He promised, at my request, that he would reveal nothing of the new danger to which we were exposed through Ruby’s imprudence. Curtis himself took the responsibility of informing Captain Huntly of our critical situation.


  In order to insure complete secrecy, it was necessary to secure the person of the unhappy Ruby, who, quite beside himself, continued to rave up and down the deck with the incessant cry of “Fire! fire!” Accordingly Curtis gave orders to some of his men to seize him and gag him; and before he could make any resistance the miserable man was captured and safely lodged in confinement in his own cabin.


  第十二章


  Chapter 12


  十月二十二日，大副把船上发生的事告诉了船长，他听完后一言不发地回到了他的舱室。


  卡翟隆和大副发现大家都很镇静。大副认为，如果火着上来还要好对付些。大家赞同他的观点，但舱里面有三十磅的易爆品不能忽视。卡翟隆从工程师那里了解到，苦味酸盐在撞击下也可自动起火。


  大副对这么好的一艘船马上要被火吞没而自己却没有办法感到痛苦。现在他们已经处在一个被点燃了导火索的炸药包上，但不知何时爆炸。


  科尔先生和大副谈了一次话，责令他把火扑灭，然后，回到舱内收拾他的财宝，对他的妻子则不闻不问。


  十月二十三日，船长把大副叫到船长室，他精神恍惚，神情不安。船长告诉大副他什么也记不起来了，并让大副指挥这条船。看他难受的样子，大副承诺一定听他的指挥，然后便出来了。


  大副让水手长将船员全部召集起来，宣布自己受船长委托，指挥这条船。大家看到这条船由这位坚强的大副来指挥，包括乘客在内，都感到高兴，并向他祝贺。大副命令张开所有的帆，向最近的岛驶去。


  October 22nd.


  Curtis has told the captain everything; for he persists in ostensibly recognizing him as his superior officer, and refuses to conceal from him our true situation. Captain Huntly received the communication in perfect silence, and merely passing his hand across his forehead as though to, banish some distressing thought, re-entered his cabin without a word.


  Curtis, Lieutenant Walter, Falsten, and myself have been discussing the chances of our safety, and I am surprised to find with how much composure we can all survey our anxious predicament.


  “There is no doubt” said Curtis, “that we must abandon all hope of arresting the fire; the heat towards the bow has already become well-nigh unbearable, and the time must come when the flames will find a vent through the deck. If the sea is calm enough for us to make use of the boats, well and good; we shall of course get quit of the ship as quietly as we can; if on the other hand, the weather should be adverse, or the wind be boisterous, we must stick to our place, and contend with the flames to the very last; perhaps, after all, we shall fare better with the fire as a declared enemy than as a hidden one.”


  Falsten and I agreed with what he said, but I pointed out to him that he had quite overlooked the fact of there being thirty pounds of combustible matter in the hold.


  “No” he gravely replied, “I have not forgotten it, but it is a circumstance of which I do not trust myself to think I dare not run the risk of admitting air into the hold by going down to search for the powder, and yet I know not at what moment it may explode. No; it is a matter that I cannot take at all into my reckoning, it must remain in higher hands than mine.”


  We bowed our heads in a silence which was solemn. In the present state of the weather, immediate flight was, we knew, impossible.


  After a considerable pause, Falsten, as calmly as though he were delivering some philosophic dogma, observed, —


  “The explosion, if I may use the formula of science, is not necessary, but contingent.”


  “But tell me, Mr. Falsten,” I asked, “is it possible for picrate of potash to ignite without concussion ?”


  “Certainly it is,” replied the engineer. “Under-ordinary circumstances, picrate of potash although not MORE inflammable than common powder, yet possesses the same degree of inflammability.”


  We now prepared to go on deck. As we left the saloon, in which we had been sitting, Curtis seized my hand.


  “Oh, Mr. Kazallon,” he exclaimed, “if you only knew the bitterness of the agony I feel at seeing, this fine vessel doomed to be devoured by flames, and at being so powerless to save her.” Then quickly recovering himself, he continued, “But I am forgetting myself; you, if no other, must know what I am suffering. It is all over now,” he said more cheerfully.


  “Is our condition quite desperate?” I asked.


  “It is just this,” he answered deliberately, “we are over a mine, and already the match has been applied to the train. How long that train may be, is not for me to say.” And with these words he left me.


  The other passengers, in common with the crew, are still in entire ignorance of the extremity of peril to which we are exposed, although they are all aware that there is fire in the hold. As soon as the fact was announced, Mr. Kear, after communicating to Curtis his instructions that he thought he should have the fire immediately extinguished and intimating that he held him responsible for all contingencies that might happen, retired to his cabin, where he has remained ever since, fully occupied in collecting and packing together the more cherished articles of his property and without the semblance of a care or a thought for his unfortunate wife, whose condition, in spite of her ludicrous complaints, was truly pitiable. Miss Herbey, however, is unrelaxing in her attentions, and the unremitted diligence with which she fulfils her offices of duty, commands my highest admiration.


  OCTOBER 23rd.


  This morning, Captain Huntly sent for Curtis into his cabin, and the mate has since made me acquainted with what passed between them.


  “Curtis,” began the captain, his haggard eye betraying only too plainly some mental derangement, “I am a sailor, am I not?”


  “Certainly, captain,” was the prompt acquiescence of the mate.


  “I do not know how it is,” continued the captain, “but I seem bewildered; I cannot recollect anything. Are we not bound for Liver-pool? Ah! yes! of course. And have we kept a northeasterly direction since we left?”


  “No, sir, according to your orders we have been sailing southeast, and here we are in the tropics.”


  “And what is the name of the ship?”


  “The ‘Chancellor,’ sir.”


  “Yes, yes, the ‘Chancellor,’ so it is, Well, Curtis, I really can’t take her back to the north. I hate the sea, the very sight of it makes me ill, I would much rather not leave my cabin.”


  Curtis went on to tell me how he had tried to persuade him that with a little time and care he would soon recover his indisposition, and feel himself again; but the captain had interrupted him by saying,—


  “Well, well; we shall see by-and-by; but for the present you must take this for my positive order; you must, from this time, at once take the command of the ship, and act just as if I were not on board. Under present circumstances, I can do nothing. My brain is all on a whirl, you cannot tell what I am suffering;” and the unfortunate man pressed both his hands convulsively against his forehead.


  “I weighed the matter carefully for a moment,” added Curtis, “and seeing what his condition too truly was, I acquiesced in all that he required and withdrew, promising him that all his orders should be obeyed.”


  After hearing these particulars, I could not help remarking how fortunate it was that the captain had resigned of his own accord, for although he might not be actually insane, it was very evident that his brain was in a very morbid condition.


  “I succeed him at a very critical moment;” said Curtis thoughtfully; “but I shall endeavour to do my duty.”


  A short time afterwards he sent for the boatswain, and ordered him to assemble the crew at the foot of the main-mast. As soon as the men were together, he addressed them very calmly, but very firmly.


  “My men,” he said, “I have to tell you that Captain Huntly, on account of the dangerous situation in which circumstances have placed us, and for other reasons known to myself, has thought right to resign his command to me. From this time forward, I am captain of this vessel.”


  Thus quietly and simply the change was effected, and we have the satisfaction of knowing that the “Chancellor” is now under the command of a conscientious, energetic man, who will shirk nothing that he believes to be for our common good. M. Letourneur, Andre, Mr. Falsten, and myself immediately offered him our best wishes, in which Lieutenant Walter and the boatswain most cordially joined.


  The ship still holds her course south-west and Curtis crowds on all sail and makes as speedily as possible for the nearest of the Lesser Antilles.


  第十三章


  Chapter 13


  十月二十四日号以后的五天中，虽然“大臣号”处在有利于航行的条件下，但速度还是越来越慢。


  卡翟隆认为，凿开甲板往里面灌水就能使火熄灭，然后将水抽出来。大副告诉他，如果那样做，会进去大量的空气，火就会冲出来更危险。


  火势越来越大，乘客都在船艉的几间房中，卢比整天处在恐怖之中。船长看起来很平静，一谈到船上的话题，就能感到他承受着巨大的痛苦和折磨。


  一天，烟气从船员室里冒了出来，并能听到火焰的呼呼声。“大臣号”仍然速度不减地飞速前进。这时，东北风变成西北风，海上刮起了飓风，“大臣号”只能随风在海上漂流。


  二十九日，大风刮得更加猛烈了，人们都躲到了艏楼和艉楼。大副让人把部分食品、葡萄酒、淡水和一些日用品放到甲板上，到弃船时，这些东西都用得着。


  晚上八点，火焰腾空而起，科尔夫人在海碧小姐的搀扶下和工程师一起逃到甲板上。卢比挣脱了绳子，满身是火跑了出来。他完全疯了，嘴里大喊大叫着“苦味酸盐”跳入了燃烧中的舱门。


  October 24th to 29th.


  For the last five days the sea has been very heavy, and although the “Chancellor” sails with wind and wave in her favour, yet her progress is considerably impeded. Here on board this veritable fireship I cannot help contemplating with a longing eye this vast ocean that surrounds us. The water supply should be all we need.


  “Why not bore the deck?” I said to Curtis. “Why not admit the water by tons into the hold? What could be the harm? The fire would be quenched; and what would be easier than to pump the water out again?”


  “I have already told you, Mr. Kazallon,” said Curtis, “that the very moment we admit the air, the flames will rush forth to the very top of the masts. No; we must have courage and patience; we must wait. There is nothing whatever to be done, except to close every aperture.”


  The fire continued to progress even more rapidly than we had hitherto suspected. The heat gradually drove the passengers nearly all, on deck, and the two stern cabins, lighted, as I said, by their windows in the aft-board were the only quarters below that were inhabitable. Of these Mrs. Kear occupied one, and Curtis reserved the other for Ruby, who, a raving maniac, had to be kept rigidly under restraint. I went down occasionally to see him, but invariably found him in a state of abject terror, uttering horrible shrieks, as though possessed with the idea that he was being scorched by the most excruciating heat.


  Once or twice, too, I looked in upon the excaptain. He was always calm and spoke quite rationally upon any subject except his own profession; but in connection with that he prated away the merest nonsense. He suffered greatly, but steadily declined all my offers of attention, and pertinaciously refused to leave his cabin.


  Today, an acrid, nauseating smoke made its way through the panellings that partition off the quarters of the crew. At once Curtis ordered the partition to be enveloped in wet tarpaulin, but the fumes penetrated even this, and filled the whole neighbourhood of the ship’s bows with a reeking vapour that was positively stifling. As we listened, too, we could hear a dull rumbling sound, but we were as mystified as ever to comprehend where the air could have entered that was evidently fanning the flames. Only too certainly, it was now becoming a question not of days nor even of hours before we must be prepared for the final catastrophe. The sea was still running high, and escape by the boats was plainly impossible. Fortunately, the main-mast and the mizen are of iron; otherwise the heat at their base would long ago have brought them down and our chances of safety would have been much imperilled; but by crowding on sail the “Chancellor” in the full north-east wind continued to make her way with undiminished speed.


  It is now a fortnight since the fire was first discovered, and the proper working of the ship has gradually become a more and more difficult matter. Even with thick shoes any attempt to walk upon deck up to the forecastle was soon impracticable, and the poop, simply because its door is elevated somewhat above the level of the hold, is now the only available standing-place. Water began to lose its effect upon the scorched and shrivelling planks; the resin oozed out from the knots in the wood, the seams burst open, and the tar, melted by the heat, followed the rollings of the vessel, and formed fantastic patterns about the deck.


  Then to complete our perplexity, the wind shifted suddenly round to the north-west, whence it blew a perfect hurricane. To no purpose did Curtis do everything in his power to bring the ship ahull; every effort was vain; the “Chancellor” could not bear her trysail, so there was nothing to be done but to let her go with the wind, and drift further and further from the land for which we are longing so eagerly.


  Today, the 29th, the tempest seemed to reach its height; the waves appeared to us mountains high, and dashed the spray most violently across the deck. A boat could not live for a moment in such a sea.


  Our situation is terrible. We all wait in silence, some few on the forecastle, the great proportion of us on the poop. As for the picrate, for the time we have quite forgotten its existence; indeed it might almost seem as though its explosion would come as a relief, for no catastrophe, however terrible, could far exceed the torture of our suspense.


  While he had still the remaining chance, Curtis rescued from the store-room such few provisions as the heat of the compartment allowed him to obtain; and a lot of cases of salt meat and biscuits, a cask of brandy, some barrels of fresh water, together with some sails and wraps, a compass and other instruments are now lying packed in a mass all ready for prompt removal to the boats whenever we shall be obliged to leave the ship.


  About eight o’clock in the evening, a noise is heard, distinct even above the raging of the hurricane. The panels of the deck are upheaved, and volumes of black smoke issue upwards as if from a safety-valve. An universal consternation seizes one and all: we must leave the volcano which is about to burst beneath our feet. The crew run to Curtis for orders. He hesitates; looks first at the huge and threatening waves; looks then at the boats. The longboat is there, suspended right along the centre of the deck; but it is impossible to approach it now; the yawl, however, hoisted on the starboard side, and the whale-boat suspended aft, are still available. The sailors make frantically for the yawl.


  “Stop, stop,” shouts Curtis; “do you mean to cut off our last and only chance of safety? Would you launch a boat in such a sea as this?”


  A few of them, with Owen at their head, give no heed to what he says, Rushing to the poop, and seizing a cutlass, Curtis shouts again,—


  “Touch the tackling of the davit, one of you; only touch it, and I’ll cleave your skull.”


  Awed by his determined manner, the men retire, some clambering into the shrouds, whilst others mount to the very top of the masts.


  At eleven o’clock, several loud reports are heard, caused by the bursting asunder of the partitions of the hold. Clouds of smoke issue from the front, followed by a long tongue of lambent flame that seems to encircle the mizenmast. The fire now reaches to the cabin occupied by Mrs. Kear, who, shrieking wildly, is brought on deck by Miss Herbey. A moment more, and Silas Huntly makes his appearance, his face all blackened with the grimy smoke; he bows to Curtis, as he passes, and then proceeds in the calmest manner to mount the aftshrouds, and installs himself at the very top of the mizen.


  The sight of Huntly recalls to my recollection the prisoner still below, and my first impulse is to rush to the staircase and do what I can to set him free. But the maniac has already eluded his confinement, and with singed hair and his clothes already alight, rushes upon deck. Like a salamander he passes across the burning deck with unscathed feet, and glides through the stifling smoke with unchoked breath. Not a sound escapes his lips.


  Another loud report; the long-boat is shivered into fragments; the middle panel bursts the tarpaulin that covered it, and a stream of fire, free at length from the restraint that had held it, rises half-mast high.


  “The picrate! the picrate!” shrieks the madman; “we shall all be blown up! the picrate will blow us all up.”


  And in an instant, before we can get near him, he has hurled himself, through the open hatchway, down into the fiery furnace below.


  第十四章


  Chapter 14


  卢比喊出的“苦味酸盐”使水手们什么也不顾了。欧文煽动水手把救生艇的绳子解开了，将它抛入海中，但被一股巨浪抛向空中砸在“大臣号”上。小船和救生艇都毁了，船上现在只剩下一条小舢板，船中间被烧得陷了下去，水手长和几个船员在船艏和他们隔着一堵火墙。


  大副要往火上浇水，并表示只要有一块木板可以支撑他就不放弃。这时，火舌把他们逼到艉楼后面，昏迷中的科尔夫人被抬到捕鲸船中。


  十一点半，传来一声巨响，船触礁了，主桅杆折断了，“大臣号”在那里一动也不动了。


  October 29th Night.


  The scene, as night came on, was terrible indeed. Notwithstanding the desperateness of our situation, however, there was not one of us so paralyzed by fear, but that we fully realized the horror of it all.


  Poor Ruby, indeed, is lost and gone, but his last words were productive of serious consequences. The sailors caught his cry of “Picrate, picrate!” and being thus for the first time made aware of the true nature of their peril, they resolved at every hazard to accomplish their escape. Beside themselves with terror, they either did not or would not, see that no boat could brave the tremendous waves that were raging around, and accordingly they made a frantic rush towards the yawl. Curtis again made a vigorous endeavour to prevent them, but this time all in vain; Owen urged them on, and already the tackling was loosened, so that the boat was swung over to the ship’s side, For a moment it hung suspended in mid-air, and then, with a final effort from the sailors, it was quickly lowered into the sea. But scarcely had it touched the water, when it was caught by an enormous wave which, recoiling with resistless violence, dashed it to atoms against the “Chancellor’s” side.


  The men stood aghast; they were dumb-foundered. Long-boat and yawl both gone, there was nothing now remaining to us but a small whale-boat. Not a word was spoken; not a sound was heard but the hoarse whistling of the wind, and the mournful roaring of the flames. From the centre of the ship, which was hollowed out like a furnace, there issued a column of sooty vapour that ascended to the sky. All the passengers, and several of the crew, took refuge in the aft-quarters of the poop. Mrs. Kear was lying senseless on one of the hen-coops, with Miss Herbey sitting passively at her side; M. Letourneur held his son tightly clasped to his bosom. I saw Falsten calmly consult his watch, and note down the time in his memorandum-book, but I was far from sharing his, composure, for I was overcome by a nervous agitation that I could not suppress.


  As far as we knew, Lieutenant Walter, the boatswain, and such of the crew as were not with us, were safe in the bow; but it was impossible to tell how they were faring because the sheet of fire intervened like a curtain, and cut off all communication between stem and stern.


  I broke the dismal silence, saying “All over now, Curtis.”


  “No, sir, not yet,” he replied, “now that the panel is open we will set to work, and pour water with all our might down into the furnace, and may be, we shall put it out, even yet.”


  “But how can you work your pumps while the deck is burning? and how can you get at your men beyond that sheet of flame?”


  He made no answer to my impetuous questions, and finding that he had nothing more to say, I repeated that it was all over now.


  After a pause, he said, “As long as a plank of the ship remains to stand on, Mr, Kazallon, I shall not give up my hope.”


  But the conflagration raged with redoubled fury, the sea around us was lighted with a crimson glow, and the clouds above shone with a lurid glare. Long jets of fire darted across the hatchways, and we were forced to take refuge on the taffrail at the extreme end of the poop. Mrs. Kear was laid in the whaleboat that hung from the stern, Miss Herbey persisting to the last in retaining her post by her side.


  No pen could adequately portray the horrors of this fearful night. The “Chancellor” under bare poles, was driven, like a gigantic fire-ship with frightful velocity across the raging ocean; her very speed as it were, making common cause with the hurricane to fan the fire that was consuming her. Soon there could be no alternative between throwing ourselves into the sea, or perishing in the flames.


  But where, all this time, was the picrate? perhaps, after all, Ruby had deceived us and there was no volcano, such as we dreaded, below our feet.


  At half-past eleven, when the tempest seems at its very height there is heard a peculiar roar distinguishable even above the crash of the elements. The sailors in an instant recognize its import.


  “Breakers to starboard!”


  Curtis leaps on to the netting, casts a rapid glance at the snowwhite billows, and turning to the helmsman shouts with all his might “Starboard the helm!”


  But it is too late. There is a sudden shock; the ship is caught up by an enormous wave; she rises upon her beam ends; several times she strikes the ground; the mizen-mast snaps short off level with the deck, falls into the sea, and the “Chancellor” is motionless.


  第十五章


  Chapter 15


  船触礁后，船头传来了铁链声。水手长和二副把铁锚抛到了海里，大副顺着桅墙到右舷的支索架下观察了火势，听到船进水了，认为也许水能将火浇灭。


  晚上四点半时，火慢慢消失了。二副和水手长设法从船艏爬了过来，商量下一步的行动。最后决定等天亮如果离岸边近，就用小舢板或造木筏到达岸边；如果看不到陆地，设法将船修好，回到深海中。


  “大臣号”上的乘客现在就是希望水把船上的火浇灭以避免爆炸。慢慢地，大火终于被海水制服了。


  The Night of the 29th Continued.


  It was not yet midnight; the darkness was most profound, and we could see nothing. But was it probable that we had stranded on the coast of America?


  Very shortly after the ship had thus come to a standstill a clanking of chains was heard proceeding from her bows.


  “That is well,” said Curtis; “Walter and the boatswain have cast both the anchors. Let us hope they will hold.”


  Then, clinging to the netting, he clambered along the starboard side, on which the ship had heeled, as far as the flames would allow him. He clung to the holdfasts of the shrouds, and in spite of the heavy seas that dashed against the vessel he maintained his position for a considerable time, evidently listening to some sound that had caught his ear in the midst of the tempest. In about a quarter of an hour he returned to the poop.


  “Heaven be praised!” he said, “the water is coming in, and perhaps may get the better of the fire.”


  “True,” said I, “but what then?”


  “That,” he replied, “is a question for by-and-by. We can now only think of the present.”


  Already I fancied that the violence of the flames was somewhat abated, and that the two opposing elements were in fierce contention. Some plank in the ship’s side was evidently stove in, admitting free passage for the waves. But how, when the water had mastered the fire, should we be able to master the water? Our natural course would be to use the pumps, but these, in the very midst of the conflagration, were quite unavailable.


  For three long hours, in anxious suspense, we watched and watched, and waited. Where we were we could not tell. One thing alone was certain: the tide was ebbing beneath us, and the waves were relaxing in their violence. Once let the fire be extinguished, and then, perhaps, there would be room to hope that the next high tide would set us afloat.


  Towards half-past four in the morning the curtain of fire and smoke, which had shut off communication between the two extremities of the ship, became less dense, and we could faintly distinguish that party of the crew who had taken refuge in the forecastle; and before long, although it was impracticable to step upon the deck, the lieutenant and the boatswain contrived to clamber over the gunwale, along the rails, and joined Curtis on the poop.


  Here they held a consultation, to which I was admitted. They were all of opinion that nothing could be done until daylight should give us something of an idea of our actual position. If we then found that we were near the shore, we would, weather permitting, endeavour to land, either in the boat or upon a raft. If, on the other hand, no land were in sight, and the “Chancellor” were ascertained to be stranded on some isolated reef, all we could do would be to get her afloat, and put her into condition for reaching the nearest coast. Curtis told us that it was long since he had been able to take any observation of altitude, but there was no doubt the north-west wind had driven us far to the south; and he thought, as he was ignorant of the existence of any reef in this part of the Atlantic, that it was just possible that we had been driven on to the coast of some portion of South America.


  I reminded him that we were in momentary expectation of an explosion, and suggested that it would be advisable to abandon the ship and take refuge on the reef. But he would not hear of such a proceeding, said that the reef would probably be covered at high tide, and persisted in the original resolution, that no decided action could be taken before the daylight appeared.


  I immediately reported this decision of the captain to my fellow passengers. None of them seem to realize the new danger to which the “Chancellor” may be exposed by being cast upon an unknown reef, hundreds of miles it may be from land. All are for the time possessed with one idea, one hope; and that is, that the fire may now be quenched and the explosion averted.


  And certainly their hopes seem in a fair way of being fulfilled. Already the raging flames that poured forth from the hatches have given place to dense black smoke, and although occasionally some fiery streaks dart across the dusky fumes, yet they are instantly extinguished. The waves are doing what pumps and buckets could never have effected; by their inundation they are steadily stifling the fire which was as steadily spreading to the whole bulk of the 1700 bales of cotton.


  第十六章


  Chapter 16


  十月三十日黎明时，他们发现船在礁石中。随着潮水的退去，船发生了倾斜，但最后还是稳在那里了。


  早晨六点，传来了呼救声。原来是前任船长西勒斯?亨特立抓着桅杆，躲过了劫难，大家把他救了上来。天大亮后，他们发现离船二百法寻的北边有一个高五十尺的礁岛，退潮后可以过去。


  大副在寻找着地平线，可没看到一点陆地的影子。这时，科尔走过来，让大副马上把船开走，大副只有耸耸肩，然后去给大家发放食品。


  后来，他们商量，卢比的爆炸物爆炸的可能性不大，如果上到岛上由于海浪较大同样危险，还是留在船上比较安全。于是大家便在船艉搭了一个临时住所，船上的食品柜没有被烧，大部分的食品还好，现在他们的信心逐渐恢复过来了。


  十一点半，太阳出来了，船长测到了方位，距离他们最近的陆地圭亚那也有八百海里。他建议等火完全熄灭后，把货物扔进大海，堵住漏水口，趁满潮时将船驶离这个礁岛。


  October 30th.


  At the first gleam of daylight we eagerly scanned the southern and western horizons, but the morning mists limited our view. Land was nowhere to be seen, The tide was now almost at its lowest ebb, and the colour of the few peaks of rock that jutted up around us showed that the reef on which we had stranded was of basaltic formation. There were now only about six feet of water around the “Chancellor,” though with a full freight she draws about fifteen. It was remarkable how far she had been carried on to the shelf of rock, but the number of times that she had touched the bottom before she finally ran aground left us no doubt that she had been lifted up and borne along on the top of an enormous wave. She now lies with her stern considerably higher than her bows, a position which renders walking upon the deck anything but an easy matter; moreover as the tide-receded she heeled over so much to larboard that at one time Curtis feared she would altogether capsize; that fear, however, since the tide has reached its lowest mark, has happily proved groundless.


  At six o’clock some violent blows were felt against the ship’s side, and at the same time a voice was distinguished, shouting loudly, “Curtis! Curtis!” Following the direction of the cries we saw that the broken mizen-mast was being washed against the vessel, and in the dusky morning twilight we could make out the figure of a man clinging to the rigging. Curtis, at the peril of his life, hastened to bring the man on board, It proved to be none other than Silas Huntly, who, after being carried overboard with the mast, had thus, almost by a miracle, escaped a watery grave. Without a word of thanks to his deliverer, the excaptain, passive, like an automaton, passed on and took his seat in the most secluded corner of the poop. The broken mizen may, perhaps, be of service to us at some future time, and with that idea it has been rescued from the waves and lashed securely to the stern.


  By this time it was light enough to see for a distance of three miles round; but as yet nothing could be discerned to make us think that we were near a coast. The line of breakers ran for about a mile from south-west to north-east, and two hundred fathoms to the north of the ship an irregular mass of rocks formed a small islet. This islet rose about fifty feet above the sea, and was consequently above the level of the highest tides; whilst a sort of causeway, available at low water, would enable us to reach the island, if necessity required.


  In another hour the mists had totally disappeared, and it was broad daylight. I and M. Letourneur stood watching Curtis as he continued eagerly to scan the western horizon. Astonishment was written on his countenance; to him it appeared perfectly incredible that, after our course for so long had been due south from the Bermudas, no land should be in sight. But not a speck, however minute, broke the clearly-defined line that joined sea and sky. After a time Curtis made his way along the netting to the shrouds, and swung himself quickly up to the top of the mainmast. For several minutes he remained there examining the open space around, then seizing one of the backstays he glided down and rejoined us on the poop.


  “No land in sight,” he said, in answer to our eager looks of inquiry.


  At this point Mr. Kear interposed, and in a gruff, ill-tempered tone, asked Curtis where we were. Curtis replied that he did not know.


  “You don’t know, sir? Then all I can say is that you ought to know!” exclaimed the petroleum merchant.


  “That may be, sir; but at present I am as ignorant of our whereabouts as you are yourself,” said Curtis.


  “Well,” said Mr. Kear, “just please to know that I don’t want to stay for ever on your everlasting ship, so I beg you will make haste and start off again.”


  Curtis condescended to make no other reply than a shrug of the shoulders, and turning away he informed M. Letourneur and myself that if the sun came out he intended to take its altitude and find out to what part of the ocean we had been driven. His next care was to distribute preserved meat and biscuit amongst the passengers and crew already half fainting with hunger and fatigue, and then he set to work to devise measures for setting the ship afloat.


  The conflagration was greatly abated; no flames now appeared, and although some black smoke still issued from the interior, yet its volume was far less than before. The first step was to discover how much water had entered the hold. The deck was still too hot to walk upon; but after two hours’ irrigation the boards became sufficiently cool for the boatswain to proceed to take some soundings, and he shortly afterwards announced that there were five feet of water below. This the captain determined should not be pumped out at present, as he wanted it thoroughly to do its duty before he got rid of it.


  The next subject for consideration was whether it would be advisable to abandon the vessel, and to take refuge on the reef. Curtis thought not; and the lieutenant and the boatswain agreed with him. The chances of an explosion were greatly diminished, as it had been ascertained that the water had reached that part of the hold in which Ruby’s luggage had been deposited; while, on the other hand, in the event of rough weather, our position even upon the most elevated points of rock might be very critical. It was accordingly resolved that both passengers and crew were safest on board.


  Acting upon this decision we proceeded to make a kind of encampment on the poop, and the few mattresses that were rescued uninjured have been given up for the use of the two ladies. Such of the crew as had saved their hammocks have been told to place them under the forecastle where they would have to stow themselves as best they could, their ordinary quarters being absolutely uninhabitable.


  Fortunately, although the store-room has been considerably exposed to the heat, its contents are not very seriously damaged, and all the barrels of water and the greater part of the provisions are quite intact. The stack of spare sails, which had been packed away in front, is also free from injury. The wind has dropped considerably since the early morning, and the swell in the sea is far less heavy. On the whole our spirits are reviving, and we begin to think we may yet find a way out of our troubles.


  M. Letourneur, his son, and I, have just had a long conversation about the ship’s officers. We consider their conduct, under the late trying circumstances, to have been most exemplary, and their courage, energy, and endurance to have been beyond all praise. Lieutenant Walter, the boatswain, and Dowlas the carpenter have all alike distinguished themselves, and made us feel that they are men to be relied on. As for Curtis, words can scarcely be found to express our admiration of his character; he is the same as he has ever been, the very life of his crew, cheering them on by word or gesture; finding an expedient for every difficulty, and always foremost in every action.


  The tide turned at seven this morning, and by eleven all the rocks were submerged, none of them being visible except the cluster of those which formed the rim of a small and almost circular basin from 250 to 300 feet in diameter, in the north angle of which the ship is lying. As the tide rose the white breakers disappeared, and the sea, fortunately for the “Chancellor,” was pretty calm; otherwise the dashing of the waves against her sides, as she lies motionless, might have been attended by serious consequences.


  As might be supposed, the height of the water in the hold increased with the tide from five feet to nine; but this was rather a matter for congratulation, inasmuch as it sufficed to inundate another layer of cotton.


  At half-past eleven the sun, which had been behind the clouds since ten o’clock, broke forth brightly. The captain, who had already in the morning been able to calculate an horary angle, now prepared to take the meridian altitude, and succeeded at midday in making his observation most satisfactorily. After retiring for a short time to calculate the result; he returned to the poop and announced that we are in lat; 18deg. 5min. N. and long. 45deg. 53min. W., but that the reef on which we are aground is not marked upon the charts. The only explanation that can be given for the omission is that the islet must be of recent formation, and has been caused by some subterranean volcanic disturbance. But whatever may be the solution of the mystery, here we are 800 miles from land; for such, on consulting the map, we find to be the actual distance to the coast of Guiana, which is the nearest shore. Such is the position to which we have been brought, in the first place, by Huntly’s senseless obstinacy, and, secondly, by the furious north-west gale.


  Yet, after all, the captain’s communication does not dishearten us. As I said before, our spirits are reviving. We have escaped the peril of fire; the fear of explosion is past and gone; and oblivious of the fact that the ship with a hold full of water is only too likely to founder when she puts out to sea, we feel a confidence in the future that forbids us to despond. Meanwhile Curtis prepares to do all that common sense demands. He proposes, when the fire is quite extinguished, to throw overboard the whole, or the greater portion of the cargo, including of course, the picrate; he will next plug up the leak, and then, with a lightened ship, he will take advantage of the first high tide to quit the reef as speedily as possible.


  第十七章


  Chapter 17


  把货物扔进海里并不难，但现在货物中还有余火，人进去还是危险的。需要等一段时间，随后还要将船漏水的地方堵住。所以这需要一定的时间，而且如果暴风来袭，将船破坏，这也是需要考虑的问题。


  卡尔蒂斯现在组织人员用水泵往上面的棉花上浇水，船上的乘客各自干着自己喜欢的事。卡翟隆在忙着写日记，工程师在埋头计算，城府很深的膳食总管为大家服务，黑人厨师整天和那帮水手混在一起。


  这个小岛在地图上没有标注，卡翟隆向勒督雷父子提议：趁现在的机会绘制小岛的平面图，这对水文地理学会有用处。卡尔蒂斯知道后答应派一名水手驾舷舨为他们的探测服务。


  October 30th.


  Once again I talked to M. Letourneur about our situation, and endeavoured to animate him with the hope that we should not be detained for long in our present predicament; but he could not be brought to take a very sanguine view of our prospects.


  “But surely,” I protested, “it will not be difficult to throw overboard a few hundred bales of cotton; two or three days at most will suffice for that.”


  “Likely enough,” he replied, “when the business is once begun; but you must remember, Mr. Kazallon, that the very heart of the cargo is still smouldering, and that it will still be several days before any one will be able to venture into the hold. Then the leak, too, that has to be caulked; and, unless it is stopped up very effectually, we shall be only doomed most certainly to perish at sea. Don’t, then, be deceiving yourself; it must be three weeks at least before you can expect to put out to sea. I can only hope meanwhile that the weather will continue propitious; it wouldn’t take many storms to knock the “Chancellor,’ shattered as she is, completely into pieces.”


  Here, then, was the suggestion of a new danger to which we were to be exposed; the fire might be extinguished, the water might be got rid of by the pumps, but, after all, we must be at the mercy of the wind and waves; and, although the rocky island might afford a temporary refuge from the tempest, what was to become of passengers and crew if the vessel should be reduced to a total wreck? I made no remonstrance, however, to this view of our case, but merely asked M. Letourneur if he had confidence in Robert Curtis?


  “Perfect confidence,” he answered; “and I acknowledge it most gratefully, as a providential circumstance, that Captain Huntly had given him the command in time. Whatever man can do I know that Curtis will not leave undone to extricate us from our dilemma.”


  Prompted by this conversation with M. Letourneur I took the first opportunity of trying to ascertain from Curtis himself, how long he reckoned we should be obliged to remain upon the reef; but he merely replied, that it must depend upon circumstances, and that he hoped the weather would continue favourable. Fortunately the barometer is rising steadily, and there is every sign of a prolonged calm.


  Meantime Curtis is taking active measures for totally extinguishing the fire. He is at no great pains to spare the cargo, and as the bales that lie just above the level of the water are still a light he has resorted to the expedient of thoroughly saturating the upper layers of the cotton, in order that the combustion may be stifled between the moisture descending from above and that ascending from below. This scheme has brought the pumps once more into requisition. At present the crew are adequate to the task of working them, but I and some of our fellow passengers are ready to offer our assistance whenever it shall be necessary.


  With no immediate demand upon our labour, we are thrown upon our own resources for passing our time. Letourneur, Andre and myself, have frequent conversations; I also devote an hour or two to my diary. Falsten holds little communication with any of us, but remains absorbed in his calculations, and amuses himself by tracing mechanical diagrams with groundplan, section, elevation, all complete. It would be a happy inspiration if he could invent some mighty engine that could set us all afloat again. Mr. and Mrs. Kear, too, hold themselves aloof from their fellow passengers, and we are not sorry to be relieved from the necessity of listening to their incessant grumbling; unfortunately, however, they carry off Miss Herbey with them, so that we enjoy little or nothing of the young lady’s society. As for Silas Huntly, he has become a complete nonentity; he exists, it is true, but merely, it would seem, to vegetate.


  Hobart, the steward, an obsequious, sly sort of fellow, goes through his routine of duties just as though the vessel were pursuing her ordinary course; and, as usual, is continually falling out with Jynxtrop, the cook, an impudent, ill-favoured negro, who interferes with the other sailors in a manner which, I think, ought not to be allowed.


  Since it appears likely that we shall have abundance of time on our hands, I have proposed to M. Letourneur and his son that we shall together explore the reef on which we are stranded. It is not very probable that we shall be able to discover much about the origin of this strange accumulation of rock, yet the attempt will at least occupy us for some hours, and will relieve us from the monotony of our confinement on board. Besides, as the reef is not marked in any of the maps, I could not but believe that it would be rendering a service to hydrography if we were to take an accurate plan of the rocks, of which Curtis could afterwards verify the true position by a second observation made with a closer precision than the one he has already taken.


  M. Letourneur agrees to my proposal, Curtis has promised to let us have the boat and some sounding-lines, and to allow one of the sailors to accompany us; so tomorrow morning, we hope to make our little voyage of investigation.


  第十八章


  Chapter 18


  十月三十一日早晨，卡翟隆和勒督雷父子乘小船环岛一周。测出它的周长是四分之一海里，并探了海水的深度。岛四周的海水很清，可以看到岛下面支撑的一根根巨型棱柱。


  由许多玄武岩构成的岛屿可能过不了多长时间就会消失的，但勒督雷先生认为，将它标在地图上，即使以后消失了，水手们也不会抱怨的。


  他们从岛的南面上了岛，岛上没有一点儿植物。三人用了一刻钟的时间登上了最高处。安德烈把小岛画在了本子上，他父亲看后说“像是一只火腿”于是这个小岛便被命名为“火腿岛”。


  他们又发现了一个天然岩洞，在里面待了一个小时，然后从礁石上的小路回到了“大臣号”，并向卡尔蒂斯讲了岛上的情况。他将安德烈起的名字标在了地图上。


  以后，他们每天都要去那个岩洞。卡尔蒂斯和法尔森也去了那里，科尔夫人觉得身体疲倦没有去。海碧小姐想去，但科尔夫人不同意。卡翟隆先生去替海碧小姐说情，科尔夫人才同意了。


  海碧小姐游览小岛时感到了无拘无束的快乐，这位父母双亡的女子感到这是自己唯一能感受到幸福的地方，安德烈对此也有同感。


  October 31st to November 5th.


  Our first proceeding on the morning of the 31st was to make the proposed tour of the reef, which is about a quarter of a mile long. With the aid of our sounding-lines we found that the water was deep, right up to the very rocks, and that no shelving shores prevented us coasting along them. There was not a shadow of doubt as to the rock being of purely volcanic origin, upheaved by some mighty subterranean convulsion. It is formed of blocks of basalt, arranged in perfect order, of which the regular prisms give the whole mass the effect of being one gigantic crystal; and the remarkable transparency of the sea enabled us plainly to observe the curious shafts of the prismatic columns that support the marvellous substructure.


  “This is indeed a singular island,” said M. Letourneur; “evidently it is of quite a recent origin.”


  “Yes, father,” said Andre, “and I should think it has been caused by a phenomenon similar to those which produced the Julia Island, off the coast of Sicily, or the group of the Santorini, in the Grecian Archipelago. One could almost fancy that it had been created expressly for the ‘Chancellor’ to stand upon.”


  “It is very certain,” I observed, “that some upheaving has lately taken place. This is by no means an unfrequented part of the Atlantic, so that it is not at all likely that it could have escaped the notice of sailors if it had been always in existence; yet it is not marked even in the most modern charts. We must try and explore it thoroughly and give future navigators the benefit of our observations.”


  “But, perhaps, it will disappear as it came,” said Andre. “You are no doubt aware, Mr. Kazallon, that these volcanic islands sometimes have a very transitory existence. Not impossibly, by the time it gets marked upon the maps it may no longer be here.”


  “Never mind, my boy,” answered his father, “it is better to give warning of a danger that does not exist than overlook one that does. I dare say the sailors will not grumble much, if they don’t find a reef where we have marked one.”


  “No, I dare say not, father,” said Andre “and after all this island is very likely as firm as a continent. However, if it is to disappear, I expect Captain Curtis would be glad to see it take its departure as soon as possible after he has finished his repairs; it would save him a world of trouble in getting his shipafloat.”


  “Why, what a fellow you are Andre!” I said, laughing, “I believe you would like to rule Nature with a magic wand; first of all, you would call up a reef from the depth of the ocean to give the ‘Chancellor’ time to extinguish her flames, and then you would make it disappear just that the ship might be free again.”


  Andre smiled; then, in a more serious tone, he expressed his gratitude for the timely help that had been vouchsafed us in our hour of need.


  The more we examined the rocks that formed the base of the little island, the more we became convinced that its formation was quite recent, Not a mollusc, not a tuft of seaweed was found clinging to the sides of the rocks; not a germ had the wind carried to its surface, not a bird had taken refuge amidst the crags upon its summits. To a lover of natural history, the spot did not yield a single point of interest; the geologist alone would find subject of study in the basaltic mass.


  When we reached the southern point of the island I proposed that we should disembark. My companions readily assented, young Letourneur jocosely observing that if the little island was destined to vanish, it was quite right that it should first be visited by human beings. The boat was accordingly brought alongside, and we set, foot upon the reef, and began to ascend the gradual slope that leads to its highest elevation.


  The walking was not very rough, and as Andre could get along tolerably well without the assistance of an arm, he led the way, his father and I following close behind. A quarter of an hour sufficed to bring us to the loftiest point in the islet, when we seated ourselves on the basaltic prism that crowned its summit.


  Andre took a sketch-book from his pocket, and proceeded to make a drawing of the reef. Scarcely had he completed the outline when his father exclaimed,—


  “Why, Andre, you have drawn a ham!”


  “Something uncommonly like it, I confess,” replied Andre. “I think we had better ask Captain Curtis to let us call our island Ham Rock.”


  “Good,” said I; “though sailors will need to keep it at a respectful distance, for they will scarcely find that their teeth are strong enough to tackle with it.”


  M.Letourneur was quite correct; the outline of the reef as it stood clearly defined against the deep green water resembled nothing so much, as a fine York ham, of which the little creek, where the “ Chancellor” had been stranded, corresponded to the hollow place above the knuckle. The tide at this time was low, and the ship now lay heeled over very much to the starboard side, the few points of rock that emerged in the extreme south of the reef plainly marking the narrow passage through which she had been forced before she finally ran aground.


  As soon as Andre had finished his sketch we descended by a slope as gradual as that by which we had come up, and made our way towards the west. We had not gone very far when a beautiful grotto, perfect as an architectural structure, arrested our attention, M. Letourneur and Andre who have visited the Hebrides, pronounced it to be a Fingal’s cave in miniature; a Gothic chapel that might form a fit vestibule for the cathedral cave of Staffa. The basaltic rocks had cooled down into the same regular concentric prisms; there was the same dark canopied roof with its interstices filled up with its yellow lutings; the same precision of outline in the prismatic angles, sharp as though chiselled by a sculptor’s hand; the same sonorous vibration of the air across the basaltic rocks, of which the Gaelic poets have feigned that the harps of the Fingal minstrelsy were made. But whereas at Staffa the floor of the cave is always covered with a sheet of water, here the grotto was beyond the reach of all but the highest waves, whilst the prismatic shafts themselves formed quite a solid pavement.


  After remaining nearly an hour in our newlydiscovered grotto we returned to the “Chancellor,” and communicated the result of our explorations to Curtis, who entered the island upon his chart by the name that Andre Letourneur had proposed.


  Since its discovery we have not permitted a day to pass without spending some time in our Ham Rock grotto. Curtis has taken an opportunity of visiting it, but he is too preoccupied with other matters to have much interest to spare for the wonders of nature. Falsten, too, came once and examined the character of the rocks, knocking and chipping them about with all the mercilessness of a geologist. Mr. Kear would not trouble himself to leave the ship; and although I asked his wife to join us in one of our excursions she declined, upon the plea that the fatigue, as well as the inconvenience of embarking in the boat, would be more than she could bear.


  Miss Herbey, only too thankful to escape even for an hour from her capricious mistress, eagerly accepted M. Letourneur’s invitation to pay a visit to the reef but to her great disappointment Mrs. Kear at first refused point-blank to allow her to leave the ship. I felt intensely annoyed, and resolved to intercede in Miss Herbey’s favour; and as I had already rendered that self-indulgent lady sundry services which she thought she might probably be glad again to accept, I gained my point, and Miss Herbey has several times been permitted to accompany us across the rocks, where the young girl’s delight at her freedom has been a pleasure to behold.


  Sometimes we fish along the shore, and, then enjoy a luncheon in the grotto, whilst the basalt columns vibrate like harps to the breeze. This arid reef, little as it is, compared with the cramped limits of the “Chancellor’s” deck is like some vast domain; soon there will be scarcely a stone with which we are not familiar, scarcely a portion of its surface which we have not merrily trodden, and I am sure that when the hour of departure arrives we shall leave it with regret.


  In the course of conversation, Andre Letourneur one day happened to say that he believed the island of Staffa belonged to the Macdonald family, who let it for the small sum of 12 pounds a year.


  “I suppose then,” said Miss Herbey, “that we should hardly get more than half-a-crown a year for our pet little island.”


  “I don’t think you would get a penny for it, Miss Herbey; but are you thinking of taking a lease?” I said, laughing.


  “Not at present,” she said; then added, with a half-suppressed sigh, “and yet it is a place where I have seemed to know what it is to be really happy.”


  Andre murmured some expression of assent, and we all felt that there was something touching in the words of the orphaned, friendless girl who had found her long-lost sense of happiness on a lonely rock in the Atlantic.


  第十九章


  Chapter 19


  到十一月六日，火已经完全熄灭了。为了保险卡尔蒂斯仍让往船上注水，他又让水手弗莱波尔潜入水中，探明了有一个四尺见方的漏洞在舵部的下面，并趁货往外吊运的时间让木工将后桅复原，换上了崭新的篷帆。


  从八号开始，他们把没烧着的棉花包运送到附近礁岛上。水手们潜入水中把铜板钉在漏洞处，并用棉花包压实。在此期间，乘客们也不时替换水手来泵水。现在大部分水已排出，大家心中祈祷着：但愿天气不发生变化。


  November 6th to November 15th.


  For the first five days after the “Chancellor” had run aground, there was a dense black smoke continually rising from the hold; but it gradually diminished until the 6th of November, when we might consider that the fire was extinguished. Curtis, nevertheless, deemed it prudent to persevere in working the pumps, which he did until the entire hull of the ship, right up to the deck, had been completely inundated.


  The rapidity, however, with which the water, at every retreat of the tide, drained off to the level of the sea, was an indication that the leak must be of considerable magnitude; and such, on investigation, proved to be the case. One of the sailors, named Flaypole, dived one day at low water to examine the extent of the damage, and found that the hole was not much less than four feet square, and was situated thirty feet fore of the helm, and two feet above the rider of the keel; three planks had been stoved in by a sharp point of rock, and it was only a wonder that the violence with which the heavily-laden vessel had been thrown ashore did not result in the smashing in of many parts besides.


  As it would be a couple of days or more before the hold would be in a condition for the bales of cotton to be removed for the carpenter to examine the damage from the interior of the ship, Curtis employed the interval in having the broken mizen-mast repaired. Dowlas the carpenter, with considerable skill, contrived to mortice it into its former stump, and made the junction thoroughly secure by strong iron-belts and bolts. The shrouds, the stays and backstays, were then carefully refitted, some of the sails were changed, and the whole of the running rigging was renewed. Injury, to some extent, had been done to the poop and to the crew’s lockers, in the front; but time and labour were all that were wanted to make them good; and with such a will, did every one set to work that it was not long before all the cabins were again available for use.


  On the 8th the unlading of the ship commenced. Pulleys and tackling were put over the hatches, and passengers and crew together proceeded to haul up the heavy bales which had been deluged so frequently by water that the cotton was all but spoiled. One by one the sodden bales were placed in the boat to be transported to the reef. After the first layer of cotton had been removed it became necessary to drain off part of the water that filled the hold. For this purpose the leak in the side had somehow or other to be stopped, and this was an operation which was cleverly accomplished by Dowlas and Flaypole, who contrived to dive at low tide and nail a sheet of copper over the entire hole. This, however, of itself would have been utterly inadequate to sustain the pressure that would arise from the action of the pumps; so Curtis ordered that a number of the bales should be piled up inside against the broken planks. The scheme succeeded very well, and as the water got lower and lower in the hold the men were enabled to resume their task of unlading.


  Curtis thinks it quite probable that the leaks may be mended from the interior. By far the best way of repairing the damage would be to careen the ship, and to shift the planking, but the appliances are wanting for such an undertaking; moreover, any bad weather which might occur while the ship was on her flank would only too certainly be fatal to her altogether. But the captain has very little doubt that by some device or other he shall manage to patch up the hole in such a way as will insure our reaching land in safety.


  After two days’ toil the water was entirely reduced and without further difficulty the unlading was completed. All of us, including even Andre Letourneur, have been taking our turn at the pumps, for the work is so extremely fatiguing that the crew require some occasional respite; arms and back soon become strained and weary with the incessant swing of the handles, and I can well understand the dislike which sailors always express to the labour.


  One thing there is which is much in our favour; the ship lies on a firm and solid bottom, and we have the satisfaction of knowing that we are not contending with a flood that encroaches faster than it can be resisted. Heaven grant that we may not be called to make like efforts, and to make them hopelessly, for a foundering ship !


  第二十章


  Chapter 20


  十一月十五日，他们进舱检查，首先找到了那些苦味酸盐，它并未受损。于是大家把它取出来放到小岛上的安全的地方。后来又检查了船的受损情况，然后船长告诉大家，船壳受损严重，不能冒险待在这里重新造船，只能将漏洞补上。如果不遇大风，十到十二天就可到达近处的海岸。大家都赞成他这个建议，于是开始对船进行修补。到二十日，这项工作结束了。


  “大臣号”现在漂浮在这个天然盆池中，它在里面可以将头调转过来。船员们把它的头调向南面，并用大绳索将它固定在礁石上。


  卡尔蒂斯决定用牵拉的方法将“大臣号”拖入海中，让船员在船的后面下了一只锚，若出海不成可以将船再拖回来，又在通道前边下了两只锚。四点二十三分开始涨潮，船被向海口拖去。没走多远，船在礁石上停了下来，卡尔蒂斯命令水手扯起所有的帆。


  水手和乘客手握锚机的手柄，随着卡尔蒂斯的一声令下，大家一齐努力，船又向前走了二十多英尺，但船又一次触底被迫停下了。船长命令收帆，从船后把锚抛下去，将船拉了回去。


  November 15th to 20th.


  The examination of the hold has at last been made. Amongst the first things that were found was the case of picrate, perfectly intact; having neither been injured by the water, nor of course reached by the flames. Why it was not at once pitched into the sea I cannot say; but it was merely conveyed to the extremity of the island, and there it remains.


  While they were below, Curtis and Dowlas made themselves acquainted with the full extent of the mischief that had been done by the conflagration. They found that the deck and the cross-beams that supported it had been much less injured than they expected, and the thick, heavy planks had only been scorched very superficially. But the action of the fire on the flanks of the ship had been of a much more serious character; a long portion of the inside boarding had been burnt away, and the very ribs of the vessel were considerably damaged; the oakum caulkings had all started away from the butt-ends and seams; so much so that it was little short of a miracle that the whole ship had not long since gaped completely open.


  The captain and the carpenter returned to the deck with anxious faces. Curtis lost no time in assembling passengers and crew, and announcing to them the facts of the case.


  “My friends,” he said, “I am here to tell you that the ‘Chancellor’ has sustained far greater injuries than we suspected, and that her hull is very seriously damaged. If we had been stranded anywhere else than on a barren reef, that may at any time be overwhelmed by a tempestuous sea I should not have hesitated to take the ship to pieces, and construct a smaller vessel that might have carried us safely to land; but I dare not run the risk of remaining here. We are now 800 miles from the coast of Paramaribo, the nearest portion of’ Dutch Guiana, and in ten or twelve days, if the weather should be favourable, I believe we could reach the shore. What I now propose to do is to stop the leak by the best means we can command, and make at once for the nearest port.”


  As no better plan seemed to suggest itself, Curtis’s proposal was unanimously accepted. Dowlas and his assistants immediately set to work to repair the charred frame-work of the ribs, and to stop the leak; they took care thoroughly to caulk from the outside all the seams that were above low water mark; lower than that they were unable to work, and had to content themselves with such repairs as they could effect in the interior. But after all the pains there is no doubt the “Chancellor” is not fit for a long voyage, and would be condemned as unseaworthy at any port at which we might put in.


  Today, the 20th, Curtis having done all that human power could do to repair his ship, determined to put her to sea.


  Ever since the “Chancellor” had been relieved of her cargo, and of the water in her hold, she had been able to float in the little natural basin into which she had been driven. The basin was enclosed on either hand by rocks that remained uncovered even at high water, but was sufficiently wide to allow the vessel to turn quite round at its broadest part, and by means of hawsers fastened on the reef to be brought with her bows towards the south; while, to prevent her being carried back on to the reef, she has been anchored fore and aft.


  To all appearance, then, it seemed as though it would be an easy matter to put the “Chancellor” to sea; if the wind were favourable the sails would be hoisted, if otherwise, she would have to be towed through the narrow passage. All seemed simple. But unlooked-for difficulties had yet to be surmounted.


  The mouth of the passage is guarded by a kind of ridge of basalt, which at high tide we knew was barely covered with sufficient water to float the “Chancellor,” even when entirely unfreighted. To be sure she had been carried over the obstacle once before, but then, as I have already said, she had been caught up by an enormous wave, and might have been said to be LIFTED over the barrier into her present position. Besides, on that evermemorable night, there had not only been the ordinary springtide, but an equinoctial tide, such a one as could not be expected to occur again for many months. Waiting was out of the question; so Curtis determined to run the risk, and to take advantage of the spring-tide, which would occur to day, to make an attempt to get the ship, lightened as she was, over the bar; after which, he might ballast her sufficiently to sail.


  The wind was blowing from the north-west, and consequently right in the direction of the passage. The captain, however, after a consultation, preferred to tow the ship over the ridge, as he considered it was scarcely safe to allow a vessel of doubtful stability at full sail to charge an obstacle that would probably bring her to a dead lock. Before the operation was commenced, Curtis took the precaution of having an anchor ready in the stern, for, in the event of the attempt being unsuccessful, it would be necessary to bring the ship back to her present moorings. Two more anchors were next carried outside the passage, which was not more than two hundred feet in length. The chains were attached to the windlass, the sailors worked away at the handspikes, and at four o’clock in the afternoon the “Chancellor” was in motion.


  High tide would be at twenty minutes past four, and at ten minutes before that time the ship had been hauled as far as her sea-range would allow; her keel grazed the ridge, and her progress was arrested. When the lowest part of her stern, however, just cleared the obstruction, Curtis deemed that there was no longer any reason why the mechanical action of the wind should not be brought to bear and contribute its assistance. Without delay, all sails were unfurled and trimmed to the wind. The tide was exactly at its height, passengers and crew together were at the windlass, M. Letourneur, Andre, Falsten, and myself being at the starboard bar. Curtis stood upon the poop, giving his chief attention to the sails; the lieutenant was on the forecastle; the boatswain by the helm. The sea seemed propitiously calm and, as it swelled gently to and fro, lifted the ship several times.


  “Now, my boys,” said Curtis in his calm clear voice, “all together! Off!”


  Round went the windlass; click, click, clanked the chains as link by link they were forced through the hawse-holes. The breeze freshened, and the masts gave to the pressure of the sails, but round and round we went, keeping time in regular monotony to the singsong tune hummed by one of the sailors.


  We had gained about twenty feet, and were redoubling our efforts when the ship grounded again.


  And now no effort would avail; all was in vain; the tide began to turn; and the “Chancellor” would not advance an inch. Was there time to go back? She would inevitably go to pieces if left balanced upon the ridge. In an instant the captain has ordered the sails to be furled, and the anchor dropped from the stern.


  One moment of terrible anxiety, and all is well.


  The “Chancellor” tacks to stern, and glides back into the basin, which is once more her prison.


  “Well, captain,” says the boatswain, “what’s to be done now?”


  “I don’t know” said Curtis, “but we shall get across somehow.”


  第二十一章


  Chapter 21


  十一月二十一日，气压开始下降，如果狂风起来，会使“大臣号”撞得粉碎。晚上，卡尔蒂斯带领大家去看地形，看到要凿一个九尺宽、六尺长的通道才能使船出去。这项工作只能等退潮时才能进行，而且要花一个月的时间。于是船长决定，用船上存的炸药和卢比的苦味酸盐。水手们找来工具，利用退潮时间开始挖炮眼。


  到二十三日早晨八点，炮眼打好了。他们根据工程师的建议，把炸药和苦味酸盐混合在一起装在炮眼里。大家都撤到了岛上的岩洞里，科尔百般刁难，还是被大家劝下了船，最后，法尔森将导火索点燃了。


  十分钟后，响起了轰的一声低沉的声音，一条小运河出现在大家面前，船员们往舱上装上石头和未烧损的棉花作为压舱物。卡翟隆同勒督雷父子和海碧小姐在岛上作了告别，并刻上了给小岛取的名字和“大臣号”搁浅的时间。


  十一月二十四日，“大臣号”乘着早潮起航了。


  November 21st to 24th.


  There was assuredly no time to be lost before we ought to leave Ham Rock reef. The barometer had been falling ever since the morning, the sea was getting rougher, and there was every symptom that the weather, hitherto so favourable, was on the point of breaking; and in the event of a gale the “Chancellor” must inevitably be dashed to pieces on the rocks.


  In the evening, when the tide was quite low, and the rocks uncovered, Curtis, the boatswain, and Dowlas went to examine the ridge which had proved so serious an obstruction, Falsten and I accompanied them. We came to the conclusion that the only way of effecting a passage was by cutting away the rocks with pikes over a surface measuring ten feet by six. An extra depth of nine or ten inches would give a sufficient gauge, and the channel might be accurately marked out by buoys; in this way it was conjectured the ship might be got over the ridge and so reach the deep water beyond.


  “But this basalt is as hard as granite,” said the boatswain; “besides, we can only get at it at low water, and consequently could only work at it for two hours out of the twenty-four.”


  “All the more reason why we should begin at once, boatswain,” said Curtis.


  “But if it is to take us a month, captain, perhaps by that time the ship may be knocked to atoms. Couldn’t we manage to blow up the rock? we have got some powder on board.”


  “Not enough for that;” said the boatswain.


  “You have something better than powder,” said Falsten.


  “What’s that?” asked the captain.


  “Picrate of potash,” was the reply.


  And so the explosive substance with which poor Ruby had so grievously imperilled the vessel was now to serve her in good stead, and I now saw what a lucky thing it was that the case had been deposited safely on the reef, instead of being thrown into the sea.


  Picric acid is a crystalline bitter product extracted from coaltar, and forming, in combination with potash, a yellow salt known as picrate of potash. The explosive power of this substance is inferior to that of gun-cotton or of dynamite, but far greater than that of ordinary gunpowder; one grain of picric powder producing an effect equal to that of thirteen grains of common powder. Picrate is easily ignited by any sharp or violent shock, and some gun-priming which we had in our possession would answer the purpose of setting it alight.


  The sailors went off at once for their pikes, and Dowlas and his assistants, under the direction of Falsten, who, as an engineer, understood such matters, proceeded to hollow out a mine wherein to deposit the powder. At first we hoped that everything would be ready for the blasting to take place on the following morning, but when daylight appeared we found that the men, although they had laboured with a will, had only been able to work for an hour at low water and that four tides must ebb before the mine had been sunk to the required depth.


  Not until eight o’clock on the morning of the 23rd was the work complete. The hole was bored obliquely in the rock, and was large enough to contain about ten pounds of explosive matter. Just as the picrate was being introduced into the aperture, Falsten interposed:—


  “Stop,” he said, “I think it will be best to mix the picrate with common powder, as that will allow us to fire the mine with a match instead of the gun-priming which would be necessary to produce a shock. Besides, it is an understood thing that the addition of gunpowder renders picrate far more effective in blasting such rocks as this, as then the violence of the picrate prepares the way for the powder which, slower in its action, will complete the disseverment of the basalt.”


  Falsten is not a great talker, but what he does say is always very much to the point. His good advice was immediately followed; the two substances were mixed together, and after a match had been introduced the compound was rammed closely into the hole.


  Notwithstanding that the “Chancellor” was at a distance from the rocks that insured her from any danger of being injured by the explosion, it was thought advisable that the passengers and crew should take refuge in the grotto at the extremity of the reef, and even Mr. Kear, in spite of his many objections, was forced to leave the ship. Falsten, as soon as he had set fire to the match, joined us in our retreat.


  The train was to burn for ten minutes, and at the end of that time the explosion took place; the report, on account of the depth of the mine, being muffled, and much less noisy than we had expected. But the operation had been perfectly successful. Before we reached the ridge we could see that the basalt had been literally reduced to powder, and that a little channel, already being filled by the rising tide, had been cut right through the obstacle. A loud hurrah rang through the air; our prison-doors were opened, and we were prisoners no more!


  At high tide the “Chancellor” weighed anchor and floated out into the open sea, but she was not in a condition to sail until she had been ballasted; and for the next twenty-four hours the crew were busily employed in taking up blocks of stone, and such of the bales of cotton as had sustained the least amount of injury.


  In the course of the day, M. Letourneur, Andre, Miss Herbey, and I took a farewell walk round the reef, and Andre with artistic skill, carved on the wall of the grotto the word “Chancellor,”—the designation Ham Rock, which we had given to the reef,—and the date of our running aground. Then we bade adieu to the scene of our three week’s sojourn, where we had passed days that to some at least of our party will be reckoned as far from being the least happy of their lives.


  At high tide this morning, the 24th, with low, top, and gallant sails all set, the “Chancellor” started on her onward way, and two hours later the last peak of Ham Rock had vanished below the horizon.


  第二十二章


  Chapter 22


  船又航行在大海里朝西南开去。最初的几天，风平浪静。二十九日，风转向为北风，卡尔蒂斯命令收起顶帆，这样比较安全。


  深夜两点，一名水手报告，船舱里有两英尺深的水，到天亮时已经五英尺了。卡尔蒂斯船长命令水手们分成两组轮流泵水。水手们很不情愿干这种苦力活，又加上下面的杂物不断堵塞阀门，所以抽水速度很慢。


  第二天早晨，水手报告，舱内水太深，船已往下沉了一尺。有些水手已经泄气，水手长和二副带领大家继续泵水，但所有人都知道大家随时都会葬身海底。


  November 24th to December 1st.


  Here we were then once more at sea, and although on board a ship of which the stability was very questionable, we had hopes, if the wind continued favourable, of reaching the coast of Guiana in the course of a few days.


  Our way was south-west and consequently with the wind, and although Curtis would not crowd on all sail lest the extra speed should have a tendency to spring the leak afresh, the “Chancellor” made a progress that was quite satisfactory. Life on board began to fall back into its former routine; the feeling of insecurity and the consciousness that we were merely retracing our path doing much, however, to destroy the animated intercourse that would otherwise go on between passenger and passenger.


  The first few days passed without any incident worth recording, then on the 29th, the wind shifted to the north, and it became necessary to brace the yards, trim the sails, and take a starboard tack. This made the ship lurch very much on one side, and as Curtis felt that she was labouring far too heavily, he clued up the top-gallants, prudently reckoning that, under the circumstances, caution was far more important than speed.


  The night came on dark and foggy. The breeze freshened considerably, and, unfortunately for us, hailed from the north-west. Although we carried no top-sails at all, the ship seemed to heel over more than ever. Most of the passengers had retired to their cabins, but all the crew remained on deck, whilst Curtis never quitted his post upon the poop.


  Towards two o’clock in the morning I was myself preparing to go to my cabin, when Burke, one of the sailors who had been down into the hold, came on deck with the ominous cry,—


  “Two feet of water below.”


  In an instant Curtis and the boatswain had descended the ladder. The startling news was only too true; the sea-water was entering the hold, but whether the leak had sprung afresh, or whether the caulking in some of the seams was insufficient, it was then impossible to determine; all that could be done was to let the ship go with the wind and wait for day.


  At daybreak they sounded again:—“Three feet of water!” was the report, I glanced at Curtis, his lips were white, but he had not lost his self-possession. He quietly informed such of the passengers as were already on deck of the new danger that threatened us; it was better that they should know the worst, and the fact could not be long concealed. I told M. Letourneur that I could not help hoping that there might yet be time to reach the land before the last crisis came. Falsten was about to give vent to an expression of despair, but he was soon silenced by Miss Herbey asserting her confidence that all would yet be well.


  Curtis at once divided the crew into two sets, and made them work incessantly, turn and turn about at the pumps. The men applied themselves to their task with resignation rather than with ardour; the labour was hard and scarcely repaid them; the pumps were constantly getting out of order, the valves being choked up by the ashes and bits of cotton that were floating about in the hold, while every moment that was spent in cleaning or repairing them was so much time lost.


  Slowly, but surely, the water continued to rise, and on the following morning the soundings gave five feet for its depth, I noticed that Curtis’s brow contracted each time that the boatswain or the lieutenant brought him their report. There was no doubt it was only a question of time, and not for an instant must the efforts for keeping down the level be relaxed. Already the ship had sunk a foot lower in the water, and as her weight increased she no longer rose buoyantly with the waves, but pitched and rolled considerably.


  All yesterday, and last night, the pumping continued; but still the sea gained upon us. The crew are weary and discouraged, but the second officer and the boatswain set them a fine example of endurance, and the passengers have now begun to take their turn at the pumps.


  But all are conscious of toiling almost against hope; we are no longer secured firmly to the solid soil of the Ham Rock reef, but we are floating over an abyss which daily, nay hourly, threatens to swallow us into its depths.


  第二十三章


  Chapter 23


  十二月二日，水位不再上升，船长下去检查漏水的情况，一时也无法查清。天黑前，水位又下降了几英寸，这使大家又恢复了信心。


  晚上，水手长发现舱内水深增加到六英尺了，于是人们加紧泵水。早上八点半，欧文和几个水手不愿再干了，其中包括黑人厨师季克斯陀。卡尔蒂斯回到房间拿出一把手枪，欧文挑衅地看着他，但季克斯陀向欧文做了一个暗示动作，欧文便又重新干了起来。


  December 2nd and 3rd.


  For four hours we have succeeded in keeping the water in the hold to one level; now, however, it is very evident that the time cannot be far distant when the pumps will be quite unequal to their task.


  Yesterday Curtis, who does not allow himself a minute’s rest, made a personal inspection of the hold. I, with the boatswain and carpenter, accompanied him. After dislodging some of the bales of cotton we could hear a splashing, or rather gurgling sound; but whether the water was entering at the original aperture, or whether it found its way in through a general dislocation of the seams, we were unable to discover. But whichever might be the case, Curtis determined to try a plan which, by cutting off communication between the interior and exterior of the vessel, might, if only for a few hours, render her hull more watertight. For this purpose he had some strong, well-tarred sails drawn upwards by ropes from below the keel, as high as the previous leaking-place, and then fastened closely and securely to the side of the hull. The scheme was dubious, and the operation difficult, but for a time it was effectual, and at the close of the day the level of the water had actually been reduced by several inches. The diminution was small enough, but the consciousness that more water was escaping through the scupper-holes than was finding its way into the hold gave us fresh courage to persevere with our work.


  The night was dark, but the captain carried all the sail he could, eager to take every possible advantage of the wind, which was freshening considerably. If he could have sighted a ship he would have made signals of distress, and would not have hesitated to transfer the passengers, and even have allowed the crew to follow, if they were ready to forsake him; for himself his mind was made up, he should remain on board the “Chancellor” until she foundered beneath his feet. No sail, however, hove in sight; consequently escape by such means was out of our power.


  During the night the canvas covering yielded to the pressure of the waves, and this morning, after taking the sounding, the boatswain could not suppress an oath when be announced “Six feet of water in the hold!”


  The ship, then, was filling once again, and already had sunk considerably below her previous water-line. With aching arms and bleeding hands we worked harder than ever at the pumps, and Curtis makes those who are not pumping form a line and pass buckets, with all the speed they can, from hand to hand.


  But all in vain! At half-past eight more water is reported in the hold, and some of the sailors, overcome by despair, refuse to work one minute longer.


  The first to abandon his post was Owen, a man whom I have mentioned before, as exhibiting something of a mutinous spirit, He is about forty years of age, and altogether unprepossessing in appearance; his face is bare, with the exception of a reddish beard, which terminates in a point; his forehead is furrowed with sinister-looking wrinkles, his lips curl inwards, and his ears protrude, whilst his bleared and bloodshot eyes are encircled with thick red rings.


  Amongst the five or six other men who had struck work, I noticed Jynxtrop the cook, who evidently shared all Owen’s ill feelings.


  Twice did Curtis order the men back to the pumps, and twice did Owen, acting as spokesman for the rest, refuse; and when Curtis made a step forward as though to approach him, he said savagely,—


  “I advise you not to touch me,” and walked away to the forecastle.


  Curtis descended to his cabin, and almost immediately returned with a loaded revolver in his hand.


  For a moment Owen surveyed the captain with a frown of defiance; but at a sign from Jynxtrop he seemed to recollect himself; and, with the remainder of the men, he returned to his work.


  第二十四章


  Chapter 24


  船上的骚乱平息了。十二月四日一晚上，大家都在不断地抽水，但没有效果。船长和水手长、二副合计了一下，决定弃船。小舢板载不了那么多人，决定由木工达乌拉斯带领十来个水手做木筏，其余人继续泵水。


  木工等人争分夺秒地干了起来，其余的人继续排水。晚上八点，木筏的骨架已搭成，他们把空木桶的口封住与木筏拴在一起增加浮力。突然科尔喊“进水了”，海碧小姐架着夫人和法尔森随着科尔跑向艉楼。卡尔蒂斯跑向房间拿出了地图、罗盘和六分仪。


  这时，一些水手向桅杆侧支帆索跑去，勒督雷要卡翟隆帮助自己救儿子。此时，卡尔蒂斯已经跑到安德烈那里，准备把他送到主桅侧支索下。此时，海上狂风大作，“大臣号”突然在水下两英尺深的地方不动了。


  December 4th.


  The first attempt at mutiny being thus happily suppressed, it is to be hoped that Curtis will succeed as well in future. An insubordinate crew would render us powerless indeed.


  Throughout the night the pumps were kept, without respite, steadily at work, but without producing the least sensible benefit. The ship became so water-logged and heavy that she hardly rose at all to the waves, which consequently often washed over the deck and contributed their part towards aggravating our case. Our situation was rapidly becoming as terrible as it had been when the fire was raging in the midst of us; and the prospect of being swallowed by the devouring billows was no less formidable than that of perishing in the flames.


  Curtis kept the men up to the mark, and, willing or unwilling, they had no alternative but to work on as best they might; but, in spite of all their efforts, the water perpetually rose, till, at length, the men in the hold who were passing the buckets found themselves immersed up to their waists and were obliged to come on deck.


  This morning, after a somewhat protracted consultation with Walter and the boatswain, Curtis resolved to abandon the ship. The only remaining boat was far too small to hold us all, and it would therefore be necessary to construct a raft that should carry those who could not find room in her. Dowlas the carpenter, Mr. Falsten, and ten sailors were told off to put the raft in hand, the rest of the crew being ordered to continue their work assiduously at the pumps, until the time came and everything was ready for embarkation.


  Hatchet or saw in hand, the carpenter and his assistants made a beginning without delay by cutting and trimming the spare yards and extra spars to a proper length. These were then lowered into the sea, which was propitiously calm, so as to favour the operation (which otherwise would have been very difficult) of lashing them together into a firm framework, about forty feet long and twenty-five feet wide, upon which the platform was to be supported.


  I kept my own place steadily at the pumps, and Andre Letourneur worked at my side; I often noticed his father glance at him sorrowfully, as though he wondered what would become of him if he had to struggle with waves to which even the strongest man could hardly fail to succumb. But come what may, his father will never forsake him, and I myself shall not be wanting in rendering him whatever assistance I can.


  Mrs. Keat, who had been for some time in a state of drowsy unconsciousness, was not informed of the immediate danger, but when Miss Herbey, looking somewhat pale with fatigue, paid one of her flying visits to the deck, I warned her to take every precaution for herself and to be ready for any emergency.


  “Thank you, doctor, I am always ready,” she cheerfully replied, and returned to her duties below. I saw Andre follow the young girl with his eyes, and a look of melancholy interest passed over his countenance.


  Towards eight o’clock in the evening the framework for the raft. was almost complete, and the men were lowering empty barrels, which had first been securely hunged, and were lashing them to the wood-work to insure its floating.


  Two hours later and suddenly there arose the startling cry, “We are sinking! we are sinking!”


  Up to the poop rushed Mr. Kear, followed immediately by Falsten and Miss Herbey, who were bearing the inanimate form of Mrs. Keat. Curtis ran to his cabin, instantly returning with a chart; a sextant, and a compass in his hand.


  The scene that followed will ever be engraven in my memory; the cries of distress, the general confusion, the frantic rush of the sailors towards the raft that was not yet ready to support them, can never be forgotten. The whole period of my life seemed to be concentrated into that terrible moment when the planks bent below my feet and the ocean yawned beneath me.


  Some of the sailors had taken their delusive refuge in the shrouds, and I was preparing to follow them when a hand was laid upon my shoulder. Turning round I beheld M. Letourneur, with tears in his eyes, pointing towards his son. “Yes, my friend,” I said, pressing his hand, “we will save him, if possible.”


  But Curtis had already caught hold of the young man, and was hurrying him to the mainmast shrouds, when the “Chancellor,” which had been scudding along rapidly with the wind, stopped suddenly, with a violent shock, and began to settle, The sea rose over my ancles and almost instinctively I clutched at the nearest rope. All at once, when it seemed all over, the ship ceased to sink, and hung motionless in mid-ocean.


  第二十五章


  Chapter 25


  卡尔蒂斯将安德烈放在右舷侧支索上，他父亲过去帮他爬上了主桅楼。科尔夫人任人怎么说也不肯到主桅楼，非要留在艉楼上。


  船上命令水手把帆收起，并打算继续将木筏做好。木工在深夜去查看木筏时，发现木架被海水卷走了。水手们听后惊慌失措，打算把主桅弄倒做木筏。船长制止住了他们，使他们又回到了各自的岗位。天亮后，船长爬到主桅上向四处望，也没发现木架的踪影，只好重新做一个。


  风浪越来越大，科尔夫人终于被说服到了主桅楼上。大家又将漂亮的木桶捞出来，里面有一些罐头、饼干和两桶淡水，这就是他们以后的食品。


  Night of December 4th.


  Curtis caught young Letourneur again in his arms, and running with him across the flooded deck deposited him safely in the starboard shrouds, whither his father and I climbed up beside him.


  I now had time to look about me. The night was not very dark, and I could see that Curtis had returned to his post upon the poop; whilst in the extreme aft near the taffrail, which was still above water, I could distinguish the forms of Mr. and Mrs. Kear, Miss Herbey, and Mr. Falsten The lieutenant and the boatswain were on the far end of the forecastle; the remainder of the crew in the shrouds and top-masts.


  By the assistance of his father, who carefully guided his feet up the rigging, Andre was hoisted into the main-top. Mrs. Kear could not be induced to join him in his elevated position, in spite of being told that if the wind were to freshen she would inevitably be washed overboard by the waves; nothing could induce her to listen to remonstrance, and she insisted upon remaining on the poop, Miss Herbey, of course, staying by her side.


  As soon as the captain saw the “Chancellor” was no longer sinking, he set to work to take down all the sails, yards and all, and the topgallants, in the hope that by removing everything that could compromise the equilibrium of the ship he might diminish the chance of her capsizing altogether.


  “But may she not founder at any moment?” I said to Curtis, when I had joined him for a while upon the poop.


  “Everything depends upon the weather,” he replied, in his calmest manner; “that, of course, may change at any hour. One thing, however, is certain, the ‘Chancellor’ preserves her equilibrium for the present.”


  “But do you mean to say,” I further asked, “that she can sail with two feet of water over her deck?”


  “No, Mr. Kazallon, she can’t sail, but she can drift with the wind, and if the wind remains in its present quarter, in the course of a few days we might possibly sight the coast. Besides, we shall have our raft as a last resource; in a few hours it will be ready, and at daybreak we can embark.”


  “You have not then,” I added, “abandoned all hope even yet?” I marvelled at his composure.


  “While there’s life there’s hope, you know Mr. Kazallon; out of a hundred chances, ninety-nine may be against us, but perhaps the odd one may be in our favour. Besides, I believe that our case is not without precedent. In the year 1795 a three-master, the ‘Juno,’ was precisely in the same half-sunk, water-logged condition as ourselves; and yet with her passengers and crew clinging to her top-masts she drifted for twenty days, until she came in sight of land, when those who had survived the deprivation and fatigue were saved. So let us not despair; let us hold on to the hope that the survivors of the ‘Chancellor’ may be equally fortunate.”


  I was only too conscious that there was not much to be said in support of Curtis’s sanguine view of things, and that the force of reason pointed all the other way; but I said nothing, deriving what comfort I could from the fact that the captain did not yet despond of an ultimate rescue.


  As it was necessary to be prepared to abandon the ship almost at a moment’s notice, Dowlas was making every exertion to hurry on the construction of the raft. A little before midnight he was on the point of conveying some planks for this purpose, when, to his astonishment and horror, he found that the framework had totally disappeared. The ropes that had attached it to the vessel had snapped as she became vertically displaced, and probably it had been adrift for more than an hour.


  The crew were frantic at this new misfortune, and shouting “ Overboard with the masts!” they began to cut down the rigging preparatory to taking possession of the masts for a new raft.


  But here Curtis interposed: —


  “Back to your places, my men; back to your places. The ship will not sink yet, so don’t touch a rope until I give you leave.”


  The firmness of the captain’s voice brought the men to their senses, and although some of them could ill disguise their reluctance, all returned to their posts.


  When daylight had sufficiently advanced Curtis mounted the mast, and looked around for the missing raft; but it was nowhere to be seen. The sea was far too rough for the men to venture to take out the whaleboat in search of it, and there was no choice but to set to work and to construct a new raft immediately.


  Since the sea has become so much rougher, Mrs. Kear has been induced to leave the poop, and has managed to join M. Letourneur and his son on the main-top, where she lies in a state of complete prostration. I need hardly add that Miss Herbey continues in her unwearied attendance. The space to which these four people are limited is necessarily very small, nowhere measuring twelve feet across; to prevent them losing their balance some spars have been lashed from shroud to shroud, and for the convenience of the two ladies Curtis has contrived to make a temporary awning of a sail. Mr. Kear has installed himself with Silas Huntly on the foretop.


  A few cases of preserved meat and biscuit and some barrels of water, that floated between the masts after the submersion of the deck, have been hoisted to the top-masts and fastened firmly to the stays. These are now our only provisions.


  第二十六章


  Chapter 26


  十二月五日，天气炎热，“大臣号”已有四分之一处在水中，船艏和船艉都被水淹没了，靠狭小的舷墙将两边连接。


  水手们忙着重新造木筏，但六十岁的水手爱尔兰人奥尔艾迪不相信靠一只木筏能到达岸边。


  三点的时候，卡翟隆看到科尔和西勒斯?亨特立在前桅楼谈话，情绪很激动，但好像前任船长并不赞成他的说法。一个小时后，前任船长到前艏楼去找水手们了。卡翟隆回到主桅楼和勒督雷父子等人聊了一会儿，吃了点儿东西。科尔夫人发着烧，海碧小姐不停地用水湿润她的嘴唇。这时，科尔呼唤水手帮他从前桅楼下来，但没人理他。后来他说付一大笔酬金，这才过来两个水手向他讨价还价，最后以一百美元成交。他们把科尔送到了艏楼，可科尔不是看他妻子的，他来找前任船长，他们在一起一直待到晚上。


  晚上八点，卡尔蒂斯上了主桅楼，观察了好长时间，然后回到了艉楼。晚上十一点时，卡翟隆透过月光看到海面上有一个黑点在漂浮，不久月光又被云层遮住了。


  December 5th.


  The day was very hot. December in latitude 16deg. N. is a summer month, and unless a breeze should rise to temper the burning sun, we might expect to suffer from an oppressive heat.


  The sea still remained very rough, and as the heavy waves broke over the ship as though she were a reef, the foam flew up to the very topmasts, and our clothes were perpetually drenched by the spray.


  The “Chancellor’s” hull is three-fourths immerged; besides the three masts and the bowsprit, to which the whale-boat was suspended, the poop and the forecastle are the only portions that now are visible; and as the intervening section of the deck is quite below the water, these appear to be connected only by the framework of the netting that runs along the vessel’s sides. Communication between the top-masts is extremely difficult, and would be absolutely precluded, were it not that the sailors, with practised dexterity, manage to hoist themselves about by means of the stays. For the passengers, cowering on their narrow and unstable platform, the spectacle of the raging sea below was truly terrific; every wave that dashed over the ship shook the masts till they trembled again, and one could venture scarcely to look or to think lest he should be tempted to cast himself into the vast abyss.


  Meanwhile, the crew worked away with all their remaining vigour at the second raft, for which the top-gallants and yards were all obliged to be employed; the planks, too, which were continually being loosened and broken away by the violence of the waves from the partitions of the ship, were rescued before they had drifted out of reach, and were brought into use. The symptoms of the ship foundering did not appear to be immediate; so that Curtis insisted upon the raft being made with proper care to insure its strength; we were still several hundred miles from the coast of Guiana, and for so long a voyage it was indispensable to have a structure of considerable solidity. The reasonableness of this was self-apparent, and as the crew had recovered their assurance they spared no pains to accomplish their work effectually.


  Of all the number, there was but one, an Irishman, named O’Ready, who seemed to question the utility of all their toil. He shook his head with an oracular gravity. He is an oldish man, not less than sixty, with his hair and beard bleached with the storms of many travels. As I was making my way towards the poop, he came up to me and began talking.


  “And why, bedad, I’d like to know, why is it that they’ll all be after lavin’ of the ship?”


  He turned his quid with the most serene composure, and continued,—


  “And isn’t it me myself that’s been wrecked nine times already? and sure, poor fools are they that ever have put their trust in rafts or boats sure and they found a wathery grave. Nay, nay; while the our ship lasts, let’s stick to her, says I.”


  Having thus unburdened his mind he relapsed, into silence, and soon went away.


  About three o’clock I noticed that Mr. Kear and Silas Huntly were holding an animated conversation in the fore top. The petroleum merchant had evidently some difficulty in bringing the ex-captain round to his opinion, for I, saw him several times shake his head as he gave long and scrutinizing looks at the sea and sky. In less than an hour afterwards I saw Huntly let himself down by the forestays and clamber along to the forecastle where he joined the group of sailors, and I lost sight of him.


  I attached little importance to the incident, and shortly afterwards joined the party in the main-top, where we continued talking for some hours. The heat was intense, and if it had not been for the shelter’ afforded by the sail-tent, would have been unbearable. At five o’clock we took as refreshment some dried meat and biscuit, each individual being also allowed half a glass of water Mrs. Kear, prostrate with fever, could not touch a mouthful; and nothing could be done by Miss Herbey to relieve her, beyond occasionally moistening her parched lips. The unfortunate lady suffers greatly, and sometimes I am inclined to think that she will succumb to the exposure and privation. Not once had her husband troubled himself about her; but when shortly afterwards I heard him hail some of the sailors on the forecastle and ask them to help him down from the foretop, I began to think that the selfish fellow was coming to join his wife.


  At first the sailors took no notice of his request, but on his repeating it with the promise of paying them handsomely for their services, two of them, Burke and Sandon, swung themselves along the netting into the shrouds, and were soon at his side.


  A long discussion ensued. The men evidently were asking more than Mr. Kear was inclined to give, and at one time if seemed as though the negotiation would fall through altogether. But at length the bargain was struck, and I saw Mr. Kear take a bundle of paper dollars from his waistcoat pocket, and hand a number of them over to one of the men, The man counted them carefully, and from the time it took him, I should think that he could not have pocketed anything less than a hundred dollars.


  The next business was to get Mr. Kear down from the foretop, and Burke and Sandon proceeded to tie a rope round his waist, which they afterwards fastened to the forestay; then, in a way which provoked shouts of laughter from their mates, they gave the unfortunate man a shove, and sent him rolling down like a bundle of dirty clothes on to the forecastle.


  I was quite mistaken as to his object. Mr. Kear had no intention of looking after his wife, but remained by the side of Silas Huntly until the gathering darkness hid them both from view.


  As night drew on, the wind grew calmer, but the sea remained very rough. The moon had been up ever since four in the afternoon, though she only appeared at rare intervals between the clouds. Some long lines of vapour on the horizon were tinged with a rosy glare that foreboded a strong breeze for the morrow, and all felt anxious to know from which quarter the breeze would come, for any but a north-easter would bear the frail raft on which we were to embark far away from land.


  About eight o’clock in the evening Curtis mounted to the main-top but he seemed preoccupied and anxious, and did not speak to any one. He remained for a quarter of an hour, then after silently pressing my hand, he returned to his old post.


  I laid myself down in the narrow space at my disposal, and tried to sleep; but my mind was filled with strange forebodings, and sleep was impossible. the very calmness of the atmosphere was oppressive; scarcely a breath of air vibrated through the metal rigging, and yet the sea rose with a heavy swell as though it felt the warnings of a coming tempest.


  All at once, at about eleven o’clock, the moon burst brightly forth through a rift in the clouds, and the waves sparkled again as if illumined by a submarine glimmer. I start up and look around me. Is it merely imagination? or do I really see a black speck floating on the dazzling whiteness of the waters, a speck that cannot be a rock; because it rises and falls with the heaving motion of the billows? But the moon once again becomes overclouded; the sea, is darkened, and I return to my uneasy couch close to the larboard shrouds.


  第二十七章


  Chapter 27


  十二月六日凌晨四点，风向由东北变成了西南风。这样，他们将离陆地越来越远，水手们在大风中做木筏，进度怎么也快不起来。


  八点十五分，人们发现船上的那只捕鲸船不见了，并且少了科尔、前任船长和三名水手。


  科尔抛弃了夫人，前任船长抛弃了船，他们逃走了。水手长说：“有五个人得救了。”而奥尔艾迪认为这五个人死了。大家看看海面的情况，认为确实是这样。


  December 6th.


  I must have fallen asleep for a few hours, when at four o’clock in the morning, I was rudely aroused by the roaring of the wind, and could distinguish Curtis’s voice as he shouted in the brief intervals between the heavy gusts.


  I got up, and holding tightly to the purlin—for the waves made the masts tremble with their violence—I tried to look around and below me. The sea was literally raging beneath, and great masses of livid-looking foam were dashing between the masts, which were oscillating terrifically. It was still dark, and I could only faintly distinguish two figures on the stern, whom, by the sound of their voices, that I caught occasionally above the tumult, I made out to be Curtis and the boatswain.


  Just at that moment a sailor, who had mounted to the main-top to do something to the rigging, passed close behind me.


  “What’s the matter?” I asked.


  “The wind has changed,” he answered, adding something which I could not hear distinctly, but which sounded like “dead against us.”


  Dead against us! then, thought I, the wind had shifted to the south-west, and my last night’s forebodings had been correct.


  When daylight at length appeared, I found the wind although not blowing actually from the south-west, had veered round to the northwest, a change which was equally disastrous to us, inasmuch as it was carrying us away from land. Moreover, the ship had sunk considerably during the night, and there were now five feet of water above deck; the side netting had completely disappeared, and the forecastle and the poop were now all but on a level with the sea, which washed over them incessantly. With all possible expedition Curtis and his crew were labouring away at their raft, but the violence of the swell materially impeded their operations, and it became a matter of doubt as to whether the woodwork would not fall asunder before it could be properly fastened together.


  As I watched the men at their work M. Letourneur, with one arm supporting his son, came and stood by my side.


  “Don’t you think this main-top will soon give way?” he said, as the narrow platform on which we stood creaked and groaned with the swaying of the masts.


  Miss Herbey heard his words, and pointing towards Mrs. Kear, who was lying prostrate at her feet, asked what we thought ought to be done.


  “We can do nothing but stay where we are,” I replied.


  “No;” said Andre “this is our best refuge; I hope you are not afraid.”


  “Not for myself,” said the young girl quietly, “only for those to whom life is precious.”


  At a quarter to eight we heard the boatswain calling to the sailors in the bows.


  “Ay, ay, sir,” said one of the men—O’Ready, I think.


  “Where’s the whale boat?” shouted the boatswain.


  “I don’t know, sir. Not with us,” was the reply.


  “She’s gone adrift, then!”


  And sure enough the whale-boat was no longer hanging from the bowsprit; and in a moment the discovery was made that Mr. Kear, Silas Huntly, and three sailors, —a Scotchman and two Englishmen, —were missing. Afraid that the “Chancellor” would founder before the completion of the raft, Kear and Huntly had plotted together to effect their escape, and had bribed the three sailors to seize the only remaining boat.


  This, then, was the black speck that I had seen during the night. The miserable husband had deserted his wife, the faithless captain had abandoned the ship that had once been under his command.


  “There are five saved, then,” said the boatswain.


  “Faith, an it’s five lost ye’ll be maning,” said O’Ready; and the state of the sea fully justified his opinion.


  The crew were furious when they heard of the surreptitious flight, and loaded the fugitives with all the invectives they could lay their tongues to. So enraged were they at the dastardly trick of which they had been made the dupes, that if chance should bring the deserters again on board I should be sorry to answer for the consequences.


  In accordance with my advice, Mrs. Kear has not been informed of her husband’s disappearance. The unhappy lady is wasting away with a fever for which we are powerless to supply a remedy, for the medicine chest was lost when the ship began to sink. Nevertheless, I do not think we have anything to regret on that score, feeling as I do, that in a case like Mrs. Kear’s, drugs would be of no avail.


  第二十八章


  Chapter 28


  船在慢慢地下沉，幸好木筏已经做好了。第二天一早，大家就可以上木筏逃生了。下午，人们将从水中抢救出来的物资搬上了木筏。


  勒督雷父子互相牵挂着、关心着对方，工程师还在忙着自己的计算，科尔夫人虽有人照顾，但在下午五点还是结束了生命。第二天早晨，卡翟隆和海碧小姐将死者用她的衣服裹起来扔进了海中，听到欧文在说“将死人扔掉真可惜！”使人听了感到很害怕。毕竟船上的食品已经不多了。


  December 6th Continued.


  The “Chancellor” no longer maintained her equilibrium; we felt that she was gradually going down, and her hull was probably breaking up. The main-top was already only ten feet above the water, whilst the bowsprit, with the exception of the extreme end, that rose obliquely from the waves, was entirely covered.


  The “Chancellor’s” last day, we felt, had come. Fortunately the raft was all but finished, and unless Curtis preferred to wait till morning we should be able to embark in the evening.


  The raft is a very solid structure. The spars that form the framework are crossed one above another and lashed together with stout ropes, so that the whole pile rises a couple of feet above the water. The upper platform is constructed from the planks that were broken from the ship’s sides by the violence of the waves, and which had not drifted away. The afternoon has been employed in charging the raft with such provisions, sails, tools, and instruments as we have been able to save.


  And how can I attempt to give any idea of the feelings with which, one and all, we now contemplated the fate before us? For my own part I was possessed rather by a benumbed indifference than by any sense of genuine resignation. M. Letourneur was entirely absorbed in his son, who, in his turn, thought only of his father; at the same time exhibiting a calm Christian fortitude, which was shown by no one else of the party except Miss Herbey, who faced her danger with the same brave composure. Incredible as it may seem, Falsten remained the same as ever, occupying himself with writing down figures and memoranda in his pocket-book. Mrs. Kear, in spite of all that Miss Herbey could do for her, was evidently dying.


  With regard to the sailors, two or three of them were calm enough, but the rest had wellnigh lost their wits. Some of the more ill-disposed amongst them seemed inclined to run into excesses; and their conduct, under the bad influence of Owen and Jynxtrop, made it doubtful whether they would submit to control when once we were limited to the narrow dimensions of the raft. Lieutenant Walter, although his courage never failed him, was worn out with bodily fatigue, and obliged to give up all active labour; but Curtis and the boatswain were resolute, energetic and firm as ever. To borrow an expression from the language of metallurgic art, they were men “at the highest degree of hardness.”


  At five o’clock one of our companions in misfortune was released from her sufferings. Mrs. Kear, after a most distressing illness, through which her young companion tended her with the most devoted care, has breathed her last. A few deep sighs and all was over, and I doubt whether the sufferer was ever conscious of the peril of, her situation.


  The night passed on without further incident. Towards morning I touched the dead woman’s hand, and it was cold and stiff. The corpse could not remain any longer on the main-top, and after Miss Herbey and I had carefully wrapped the garments about it, with a few short prayers the body of the first victim of our miseries was committed to the deep.


  As the sea closed over the body I heard one of the men in the shrouds say,—


  “There goes a carcase that we shall be sorry we have thrown away!”


  I looked round sharply. It was Owen who had spoken, But horrible as were his words, the conviction was forced upon my mind that the day could not be far distant when we must want for food.


  第二十九章


  Chapter 29


  十二月七日这天，船下沉的速度加快了，木筏上的一切也已准备就绪。七点钟时，“大臣号”猛然下沉，在木筏上干活的人怕木筏被船带沉，便割断了绳索，木筏向远处漂去。三个水手跳入海中去追木筏，情况很危急。船长在腰上系了一根绳，跳入海中救他们。但这三人挣扎了一下，便沉入了海中，大家把船长拉了回来。


  这时，木筏上的人用木棍作桨，把木筏划了回来，大家开始上木筏。安德烈坚持让海碧小姐先上，然后自己才走了上去。卡尔蒂斯和老水手奥尔艾迪在海水沉没到腰部时，才上了木筏。之后，整个“大臣号”在海中消失了。


  December 7th.


  The ship was sinking rapidly; the water had risen to the fore-top; the poop and forecastle were completely submerged; the top of the bowsprit had disappeared, and only the three mast-tops projected from the waves.


  But all was ready on the raft; an erection had been made on the fore to hold a mast, which was supported by shrouds fastened to the sides of the platform; this mast carried a large royal.


  Perhaps, after all, these few frail planks will carry us to the shore which the “Chancellor” has failed to reach; at any rate, we cannot yet resign all hope.


  We were just on the point of embarking at 7 a.m. when the “Chancellor” all at once began to sink so rapidly that the carpenter and men who were on the raft were obliged with all speed to cut the ropes that secured it to the vessel to prevent it from being swallowed up in the eddying waters. Anxiety, the most intense, took possession of us all. At the very moment when the ship was descending into the fathomless abyss, the raft, our only hope of safety, was drifting off before our eyes. Two of the sailors and an apprentice, beside themselves with terror, threw themselves headlong into the sea; but it was evident from the very first that they were quite powerless to combat the winds and waves. Escape was impossible; they could neither reach the raft, nor return to the ship. Curtis tied a rope round his waist and tried to swim to their assistance; but long before he could reach them the unfortunate men, after a vain struggle for life, sank below the waves and were seen no more. Curtis, bruised and beaten with the surf that raged about the mast-heads, was hauled back to the ship.


  Meantime, Dowlas and his men, by means of some spars which they used as oars, were exerting themselves to bring back the raft, which had drifted about two cables-lengths away; but, in spite of all their efforts, it was fully an hour,—an hour which seemed to us, waiting as we were with the water up to the level of the topmasts, like an eternity—before they succeeded in bringing the raft alongside, and lashing it once again to the “Chancellor’s” mainmast.


  Not a moment was then to be lost. The waves were eddying like a whirlpool around the submerged vessel, and numbers of enormous air-bubbles were rising to the surface of the water.


  The time was come. At Curtis’s word “Embark!” we all hurried to the raft. Andre who insisted upon seeing Miss Herbey go first, was helped safely on to the platform, where his father immediately joined him. In a very few minutes all except Curtis and old O’Ready had left the “Chancellor.”


  Curtis remained standing on the main-top, deeming it not only his duty, but his right, to be the last to leave the vessel he had loved so well, and the loss of which he so much deplored.


  “Now then, old fellow off of this!” cried the captain to the old Irishman, who did not move.


  “And is it quite sure ye are that she’s sinking?” he said.


  “Ay, ay! sure enough, my man; and you’d better look sharp.”


  “Faith, then, and I think I will;” and not a moment too soon (for the water was up to his waist) he jumped on to the raft.


  Having cast one last, lingering look around him, Curtis then left the ship; the rope was cut and we went slowly adrift.


  All eyes were fixed upon the spot where the “Chancellor” lay foundering. The top of the mizen was the first to disappear, then followed the main-top; and soon, of what had been a noble vessel, not a vestige was to be seen.


  第三十章


  Chapter 30


  这个长四十英尺、宽二十英尺的木筏载着大家开始了漂流。不知连接木头的绳子能不能经受住大海的冲击。


  船在起航时，有二十八人，现在包括五名乘客在内只剩下十八人了。木筏上现在只有一桶饼干、一桶干肉、一小桶葡萄酒和两桶淡水，必须对这些食品进行配给。船上的几块帆布白天挡风蔽日，晚上用来作铺盖。每人有一把水果刀，还有罗盘、地图、六分仪等物。木筏上还有几个不好对付的家伙。


  Will this frail float, forty feet by twenty, bear us in safety? Sink it cannot; the material of which it is composed is of a kind that must surmount the waves. But it is questionable whether it will hold together. The cords that bind it will have a tremendous strain to bear in resisting the violence of the sea. The most sanguine amongst us trembles to face the future; the most confident dares to think only of the present. After the manifold perils of the last seventy-two days’ voyage all are too agitated to look forward without dismay to what in all human probability must be a time of the direst distress.


  Vain as the task may seem, I will not pause in my work of registering the events of our drama, as scene after scene they are unfolded before our eyes.


  Of the twenty-eight persons who left Charleston in the “Chancellor,” only eighteen are left to huddle together upon this narrow raft; this number includes the five passengers, namely M. Letourneur, Andre, Miss Herbey, Falsten, and myself; the ship’s officers, Captain Curtis, Lieutenant Walter, the boatswain, Hobart the steward, Jynxtrop the cook, and Dowlas the carpenter; and seven sailors, Austin, Owen, Wilson, O’Ready, Burke, Sandon, and Flaypole.


  Such are the passengers on the raft; it is but a brief task to enumerate their resources.


  The greater part of the provisions in the store-room were destroyed at the time when the ship’s deck was submerged, and the small quantity that Curtis has been able to save will be very inadequate to supply the wants of eighteen people, who too probably have many days to wait ere they sight either land or a passing vessel. One cask of biscuit, another of preserved meat, a small keg of brandy, and two barrels of water complete our store, so that the utmost frugality in the distribution of our daily rations becomes absolutely necessary.


  Of spare clothes we have positively none; a few sails will serve for shelter by day, and covering by night. Dowlas has his carpenter’s tools, we have each a pocket-knife, and O’Ready an old tin pot; of which he takes the most tender care; in addition to these, we are in possession of a sextant, a compass, a chart, and a metal tea-kettle, everything else that was placed on deck in readiness for the first raft having been lost in the partial submersion of the vessel.


  Such then is our situation; critical indeed, but after all perhaps not desperate. We have one great fear; some there are amongst us whose courage, moral as well as physical, may give way, and over failing spirits such as these we may have no control.


  第三十一章


  Chapter 31


  十二月七日上午八点，卡尔蒂斯把大家召集起来宣布，现在木筏还由自己指挥，得到了大家的拥护。随后他测得风向转北了，便让木工把桅杆插入准备好的底座里，将一面小篷帆系在桅杆上。


  九点三十分，一切安装完毕。他们所处的位置离帕拉马里博东北海岸有六百五十海里，需要两个月才能到达。如果天气变化，时间就更长了。于是他们将船上的食品计划食用三个月，由水手长每天发放一次食品，上午十点和下午六点各分一次淡水。大家对此表示赞同，并决定尽量节约食品。


  December 7th Continued.


  Our first day on the raft has passed without any special incident. At eight o’clock this morning Curtis asked our attention for a moment.


  “My friends,” he said, “listen to me. Here on this raft, just as when we were on board the ‘Chancellor,’ I consider myself your captain; and as your captain, I expect that all of you will strictly obey my orders. Let me beg of you, one and all, to think solely of our common welfare; let us work with one heart and with one soul, and may Heaven protect us!”


  After delivering these few words with an emotion that evidenced their earnestness, the captain consulted his compass, and found that the freshening breeze was blowing from the north. This was fortunate for us, and no time was to be lost in taking advantage of it to speed us on our dubious way. Dowlas was occupied in fixing the mast into the socket that had already been prepared for its reception, and in order to support it more firmly he placed spurs of wood, forming arched buttresses, on either side. While he was thus employed the boatswain and the other seamen were stretching the large royal sail on the yard that had been reserved for that purpose.


  By half-past nine the mast was hoisted, and held firmly in its place by some shrouds attached securely to the sides of the raft; then the sail was run up and trimmed to the wind, and the raft began to make a perceptible progress under the brisk breeze.


  As soon as we had once started, the carpenter set to work to contrive some sort of a rudder, that would enable us to maintain our desired direction. Curtis and Falsten assisted him with some serviceable suggestions, and in a couple of hours’ time he had made and fixed to the back of the raft a kind of paddle, very similar to those used by the Malays.


  At noon, after the necessary preliminary observations, Curtis took the altitude of the sun. The result gave lat. 15deg. 7min. N. by long. 49deg. 35min. W. as our position, which, on consulting the chart, proved to be about 650 miles north-east of the coast of Paramaribo in Dutch Guiana.


  Now even under the most favourable circumstances, with tradewinds and weather always in our favour, we cannot by any chance hope to make more than ten or twelve miles a day, so that the voyage cannot possibly be performed under a period of two months. To be sure there is the hope to be indulged that we may fall in with a passing vessel, but as the part of the Atlantic into which we have been driven is intermediate between the tracks of the French and English Transatlantic steamers either from the Antilles or the Brazils, we cannot reckon at all upon such a contingency happening in our favour; whilst if a calm should set in, or worse still, if the wind were to blow from the east, not only two months, but twice, nay, three times that length of time will be required to accomplish the passage. At best, however, our provisions, even though used with the greatest care, will barely last three months.


  Curtis has called us into consultation, and as the working of the raft does not require such labour as to exhaust our physical strength, all have agreed to submit to a regimen which, although it will suffice to keep us alive, will certainly not fully satisfy the cravings of hunger and thirst.


  As far as we can estimate, we have somewhere about 500 lbs. of meat and about the same quantity of biscuit. To make this last for three months we ought not to consume very much more than 5 lbs. a day of each, which, when divided among eighteen people, will make the daily ration 5 oz. of meat and 5 oz. of biscuit for each person. Of water we have certainly not more than 200 gallons, but by reducing each person’s allowance to a pint a day, we hope to eke out that, too, over the space of three months.


  It is arranged that the food shall be distributed under the boatswain’s superintendence every morning at ten o’clock. Each person will then receive his allowance of meat and biscuit, which may be eaten when and how he pleases. The water will be given out twice a day—at ten in the morning and six in the evening; but as the only drinking-vessels in our possession are the teakettle and the old Irishman’s tin pot, the water has to be consumed immediately on distribution.


  All have mutually agreed to abide by the rules that have been laid down, for all are fully aware that by nothing but the most precise regimen can we hope to avert the horrors of famine, and forewarned by the fate, of many who in similar circumstances have miserably perished, we are determined to do all that prudence can suggest for husbanding our stores.


  第三十二章


  Chapter 32


  从十二月八日开始，几天来，大海上风平浪静，木筏乘着时速为二三海里的海流向西缓行。现在在木筏上比在“大臣号”好多了，大家不再担心沉没。安德烈表示，现在就和在火腿岛上一样舒心。


  航行中大多数船员都不用值班，他们在木筏前面睡觉，乘客在木筏的后面。安德烈成了乘客的中心人物，对大家谈着一些有趣的话题。海碧小姐也来听他的闲聊，她也讲述了自己的生活，她的坚强以及对未来生活的希望赢得了大家的尊重。


  十二月十五日，木筏周围游来一群窄长的鱼。大家用铁钉做成鱼钩，用干肉条作饵钓上来二百多磅，既使大家换了口味，又节省了食物。但到十七日这些鱼全都不见了，有几只大鲨鱼出现在他们周围，人们用木棒才将它们驱赶走。


  December 8th to 17th.


  When night came we wrapped ourselves in our sails. For my own part, worn out with the fatigue of the long watch in the top-mast, I slept for several hours; M. Letourneur and Andre did the same, and Miss Herbey obtained sufficient rest to relieve the tired expression that her countenance had lately been wearing. The night passed quietly. As the raft was not very heavily laden the waves did not break over it at all, and we were consequently able to keep ourselves perfectly dry. To say the truth, it was far better for us that the sea should remain somewhat boisterous, for any diminution in the swell of the waves would indicate that; the wind had dropped, and it was with a feeling of regret that when the morning came I had to note down “weather calm” in my journal.


  In these low latitudes the heat in the daytime is so intense, and the sun burns with such an incessant glare, that the entire atmosphere becomes pervaded with a glowing vapour. The wind, too, blows only in fitful gusts and through long intervals of perfect calm the sails flap idly and uselessly against the mast. Curtis and the boatswain, however, are of opinion that we are not entirely dependent on the wind. Certain indications, which a sailor’s eye alone could detect, make them almost sure that we are being carried along by a westerly current, that flows at the rate of three or four miles an hour. If they are not mistaken, this is a circumstance that may materially assist our progress, and at which we can hardly fail to rejoice, for the high temperature often makes our scanty allowance of water quite inadequate to allay our thirst.


  But with all our hardships I must confess that our condition is far preferable to what it was when we were still clinging to the “Chancellor.” Here at least we have a comparatively solid platform beneath our feet, and we are relieved from the incessant dread of being carried down with a foundering vessel. In the day-time we can move about with a certain amount of freedom, discuss the weather, watch the sea, and examine our fishinglines; whilst at night we can rest securely under the shelter of our sails.


  “I really think, Mr. Kazallon,” said Andre Letourneur to me a few days after we had embarked, “that our time on board the raft passes as pleasantly as it did upon Ham Rock; and the raft has one advantage even over the reef, for it is capable of motion.”


  “Yes, Andre,” replied, “as long as the wind continues favourable the raft has decidedly the advantage; but supposing the wind shifts, what then?”


  “Oh, we mustn’t think about that,” he said; “let us keep up our courage while we can.”


  I felt that he was right, and that the dangers we had escaped should make us more hopeful for the future; and I think that nearly all of us are inclined to share his opinion.


  Whether the captain is equally sanguine I am unable to say. He holds himself very much aloof, and as he evidently feels that he has the great responsibility of saving other lives than his own, we are reluctant to disturb his silent meditations.


  Such of the crew as are not on watch spend the greater portion of their time in dozing on the fore part of the raft. The aft, by the captain’s orders, has been reserved for the use of us passengers, and by erecting some uprights we have contrived to make a sort of tent, which affords some shelter from the burning sun. On the whole our bill of health is tolerably satisfactory. Lieutenant Walter is the only invalid, and he, in spite of all our careful nursing, seems to get weaker every day.


  Andre Letourneur is the life of our party, and I have never appreciated the young man so well. His originality of perception makes his conversation both lively and entertaining and as he talks, his wan and suffering countenance lights up with an intelligent animation. His father seems to become more devoted to him than ever, and I have seen him sit for an hour at a time, with his hand resting on his son’s, listening eagerly to his every word.


  Miss Herbey occasionally joins in our conversation, but although we all do our best to make her forget that she has lost those who should have been her natural protectors, M. Letourneur is the only one amongst us to whom she speaks without a certain reserve. To him, whose age gives him something of the authority of a father, she has told the history of her life—a life of patience and self-denial such as not unfrequently falls to the lot of orphans. She had been, she said, two years with Mrs. Kear, and although now left alone in the world, homeless and without resources, hope for the future does not fail her. The young lady’s modest deportment and energy of character command the respect of all on board, and I do not think that even the coarsest of the sailors has either by word or gesture acted towards her in a way that she could deem offensive.


  The 12th, 13th, and 14th of December passed away without any change in our condition. The wind continued to blow in irregular gusts, but always in the same direction, and the helm, or rather the paddle at the back of the raft has never once required shifting; and the watch, who are posted on the fore, under orders to examine the sea with the most scrupulous attention, have had no change of any kind to report.


  At the end of a week we found ourselves growing accustomed to our limited diet, and as we had no manual exertion, and no wear and tear of our physical constitution, we managed very well. Our greatest deprivation was the short supply of water, for, as I said before, the unmitigated heat made our thirst at times very painful.


  On the 15th we held high festival. A shoal of fish, of the sparus tribe, swarmed round the raft, and although our tackle consisted merely of long cords baited with morsels of dried meat stuck upon bent nails, the fish were so voracious that in the course of a couple of days we had caught as many as weighed almost 2001bs., some of which were grilled, and others boiled in sea-water over a fire made on the fore part of the raft. This marvellous haul was doubly welcome, inasmuch as it not only afforded us a change of diet, but enabled us to economize our stores; if only some rain had fallen at the same time we should have been more than satisfied.


  Unfortunately the shoal of fish did not remain long in our vicinity. On the 17th they all disappeared, and some sharks, not less than twelve or fifteen feet long, belonging to the species of spotted dog-fish, took their place. These horrible creatures have black backs and fins, covered with white spots and stripes. Here, on our low raft, we seem almost on a level with them, and more than once their tails have struck the spars with terrible violence. The sailors manage to keep them at a distance by means of handspikes, but I shall not be surprised if they persist in following us, instinctively intelligent that we are destined to become their prey. For myself, I confess that they give me a feeling of uneasiness; they seem to me like monsters of ill-omen.


  第三十三章


  Chapter 33


  十二月十八日，风大了，但风向没变。木工用木板在木筏四周装上了两尺高的舷墙，这样可以避一下风浪。他们还将装着食物和淡水的木桶固定好，以免被大浪卷走；还从海中捞出马尾藻，将它的根茎放入口中嚼，那股凉丝丝的感觉让人神清气爽。


  这一天，欧文和几个海员在一起嘀咕着。卡尔蒂斯也注意到了这一情况，并已经做了防范。十九日，天空没一点风，木筏在水中一动也不动，有些水手跳到了水中消暑。二副沃尔特一直在发高烧，脸色苍白。


  二十日，气温依然那么高，海碧小姐把发给自己的水都给了他，以缓解他的痛苦。


  这天，欧文、黑人厨师和几个水手在一起谈了一个小时之后，欧文站起来要求船长像平时那样每天发给他们白兰地喝，遭到了船长的拒绝。他又回到那几个人中间，在一起交谈开了。


  December 18th to 20th.


  On the 18th the wind freshened a little, but as it blew from the same favourable quarter we did not complain, and only took the precaution of putting an extra support to the mast, so that it should not snap with the tension of the sail. This done, the raft was carried along with something more than its ordinary speed, and left a long line of foam in its wake.


  In the afternoon the sky became slightly overclouded, and the heat consequently somewhat less oppressive. The swell made it more difficult for the raft to keep its balance, and we shipped two or three heavy seas; but the carpenter managed to make with some planks a kind of wall about a couple of feet high, which protected us from the direct action of the waves. Our casks of food and water were secured to the raft with double ropes, for we dared not run the risk of their being carried overboard, an accident that would at once have reduced us to the direst distress.


  In the course of the day the sailors gathered some of the marine plants known by the name of sargassos, very similar to those we saw in such profusion between the Bermudas and Ham Rock. I advised my companions to chew the laminary tangles, which they would find contained a saccharine juice, affording considerable relief to their parched lips and throats.


  The remainder of the day passed without incident. I should not, however, omit to mention that the frequent conferences held amongst the sailors, especially between Owen, Burke, Flaypole, Wilson, and Jynxtrop, the negro, aroused some uneasy suspicions in my mind. What was the subject of their conversation I could not discover, for they became silent immediately that a passenger or one of the officers approached them. When I mentioned the matter to Curtis I found he had already noticed these secret interviews, and that they had given him enough concern to make him determined to keep a strict eye upon Jynxtrop and Owen, who, rascals as they were themselves, were evidently trying to disaffect their mates.


  On the 19th the heat was again excessive. The sky was cloudless, and as there was not enough wind to fill the sail the raft lay motionless upon the surface of the water. Some of the sailors found a transient alleviation for their thirst by plunging into the sea, but as we were fully aware that the water all round was infested with sharks, none of us was rash enough to follow their example, though if, as seems likely, we remain long becalmed, we shall probably in time overcome our fears, and feel constrained to indulge ourselves with a bath.


  The health of Lieutenant Walter continues to cause us grave anxiety, the young man being weakened by attacks of intermittent fever. Except for the loss of the medicine-chest we might have temporarily reduced this by quinine; but it is only too evident that the poor fellow is consumptive, and that that hopeless malady is making ravages upon him that no medicine could permanently arrest. His sharp dry cough, his short breathing, his profuse perspirations, more especially in the morning; the pinched-in nose, the hollow cheeks, of which the general pallour is only relieved by a hectic flush, the contracted lips, the too brilliant eye and wasted form—all bear witness to a slow but sure decay.


  Today, the 20th, the temperature is as high as ever, and the raft still motionless. The rays of the sun penetrate even through the shelter of our tent, where we sit literally gasping with the heat. The impatience with which we awaited the moment when the boatswain should dole out our meagre allowance of water, and the eagerness with which those lukewarm drops were swallowed, can only be realized by those who for themselves have endured the agonies of thirst.


  Lieutenant Walter suffers more than any of us from the scarcity of water, and I noticed that Miss Herbey reserved almost the whole of her own share for his use. Kind and compassionate as ever, the young girl does all that lies in her power to relieve the poor fellow’s sufferings.


  “Mr. Kazallon,” she said to me this morning, “that young man gets manifestly weaker every day.”


  “Yes, Miss Herbey,” I replied, “and how sorrowful it is that we can do nothing for him, absolutely nothing.”


  “Hush!” she said, with her wonted consideration, “perhaps he will hear what we are saying.”


  And then she sat down near the edge of the raft, where, with her head resting on her hands, she remained lost in thought.


  An incident sufficiently unpleasant occurred today. For nearly an hour Owen, Flaypole, Burke, and Jynxtrop had been engaged in close conversation and, although their voices were low, their gestures had betrayed that they were animated by some strong excitement. At the conclusion of the colloquy Owen got up and walked deliberately to the quarter of the raft that has been reserved for the use of the passengers.


  “Where are you off to now, Owen?” said the boatswain.


  “That’s my business,” said the man insolently, and pursued his course.


  The boatswain was about to stop him, but before he could interfere Curtis was standing and looking Owen steadily in the face.


  “Ah, captain, I’ve got a word from my mates to say to you,” he said, with all the effrontery imaginable.


  “Say on, then,” said the captain coolly.


  “We should like to know about that little keg of brandy. Is it being kept for the porpoises or the officers?”


  Finding that he obtained no reply, he went on’—


  “Look here, captain, what we want is to have our grog served out every morning as usual.”


  “Then you certainly will not,” said the captain.


  “What ! what !” exclaimed Owen.


  “Once and for all, no.”


  For a moment, with a malicious grin upon his lips, Owen stood confronting the captain; then, as though thinking better of himself, he turned round and rejoined his companions, who were still talking together in an undertone.


  第三十四章


  Chapter 34


  十二月二十一日，鱼群又出现了，大家又钓了一些鱼并贮藏到木桶中，这使食物又增加了一些。这天夜里天气闷热，天空一片漆黑。大家都盼着来一阵清风，却出现了一场云电相斗的景观，这是暴风雨的前兆。


  这时，人们慢慢地听到雷声了，暴风雨马上就要来了。如果在船上可以将船驶离这个区域，现在只好任由天公摆布了。


  凌晨一点，天空中闪过一道白光，又响起了一声巨雷，接着大风也刮起来了。


  December 21st.


  No further disturbance has taken place amongst the men. For a few hours the fish appeared again, and we caught a great many of them, and stored them away in an empty barrel. This addition to our stock of provisions makes us hope that food, at least, will not fail us.


  Usually the nights in the tropics are cool, but today, as evening drew on, the wonted freshness did not return, but the, air remained stifling and oppressive, whilst heavy masses of vapour hung over the water. There was no moonlight; there would be a new moon at halfpast one in the morning, but the night was singularly dark, except for dazzling flashes of summer lightning that from time to time illumined the horizon far and wide. There was, however, no answering roll of thunder, and the silence of the atmosphere seemed almost awful.


  For a couple of hours, in the vain hope of catching a breath of air, Miss Herbey, Andre Letourneur, and I, sat watching the imposing struggle of the electric vapours. The clouds appeared like embattled turrets crested with flame, and the very sailors, coarse-minded men as they were, seemed struck with the grandeur of the spectacle, and regarded attentively, though with an anxious eye, the preliminary tokens of a coming storm. Until midnight we kept our seats upon the stern of the raft, whilst the lightning ever and again shed around us a livid glare similar to that produced by adding salt to lighted alcohol.


  “Are you afraid of a storm, Miss Herbey?” said Andre to the girl.


  “No, Mr. Andre, my feelings are always rather those of awe than of fear,” she replied. “I consider a storm one of the sublimest phenomena that we can behold—don’t you think so too?”


  “Yes, and especially when the thunder is pealing,” he said; “that majestic rolling, far different to the sharp crash of artillery, rises and falls like the long-drawn notes of the grandest music, and I can safely say that the tones of the most accomplished ARTISTE have never moved me like that incomparable voice of nature.”


  “Rather a deep bass, though,” I said, laughing.


  “That may be,” he answered; “but I wish we might hear it now, for this silent lightning is somewhat unexpressive”


  “Never mind that, Andre” I said; “enjoy a storm when it comes, if you like, but pray don’t wish for it.”


  “And why not?” said he; “a storm will bring us wind, you know.”


  “And water, too,” added Miss Herbey, “the water of which we are so seriously in need.”


  The young people evidently wished to regard the storm from their own point of view, and although I could have opposed plenty of common sense to their poetical sentiments, I said no more, but let them talk on as they pleased for fully an hour.


  Meantime the sky was becoming quite overclouded, and after the zodiacal constellations had disappeared in the mists that hung round the horizon, one by one the stars above our heads were veiled in dark rolling masses of vapour, from which every instant there issued forth sheets of electricity that formed a vivid background to the dark grey fragments of cloud that floated beneath.


  As the reservoir of electricity was confined to the higher strata of the atmosphere, the lightning was still unaccompanied by thunder; but the dryness of the air made it a weak conductor. Evidently the fluid could only escape by terrible shocks, and the storm must ere long burst forth with fearful violence.


  This was the opinion of Curtis and the boatswain. The boatswain is only weather-wise from his experience as a sailor; but Curtis, in addition to his experience, has some scientific knowledge, and he pointed out to me an appearance in the sky known to meteorologists as a “cloud-ring,” and scarcely ever seen beyond the regions of the torrid zone, which are impregnated by damp vapours brought from all quarters of the ocean by the action of the tradewinds.


  “Yes, Mr. Kazallon,” said Curtis, “our raft has been driven into the region of storms, of which it has been justly remarked that any one endowed with very sensitive organs can at any moment distinguish the growlings of thunder.”


  “Hark!” I said, as I strained my ears to listen, “I think I can hear it now.”


  “You can,” he answered; “yet what you hear is but the first warning of the storm which, in a couple of hours, will burst upon us with all its fury. But never mind, we must be ready for it.”


  Sleep, even if we wished it, would have been impossible in that stifling temperature. The lightning increased in brilliancy, and appeared from all quarters of the horizon, each flash covering large arcs, varying from 100deg. to 150deg., leaving the atmosphere pervaded by one incessant phosphorescent glow.


  The thunder became at length more and more distinct, the reports, if I may use the expression, being “round,” rather than rolling. It seemed almost as though the sky were padded with heavy clouds of which the elasticity muffled the sound of the electric bursts.


  Hitherto, the sea had been calm, almost stagnant as a pond. Now, however, long undulations took place, which the sailors recognized, all too well, as being the rebound produced by a distant tempest. A ship, in such a case, would have been instantly brought ahull, but no manoeuvring could be applied to our raft, which could only drift before the blast.


  At one o’clock in the morning one vivid flash, followed, after the interval of a few seconds, by a loud report of thunder, announced that the storm was rapidly approaching. Suddenly the horizon was enveloped in a vapourous fog, and seemed to contract until it was close around us. At the same instant the voice of one of the sailors was heard shouting, —


  “A squall ! a squall!”


  第三十五章


  Chapter 35


  水手长立即将桅杆上的横桁降了下来，后面的帐篷被狂风刮走了，木筏随着风浪上来下去。卡尔蒂斯帮助几位乘客用绳子将身子绑在木筏上。


  雷电在他们头顶炸响，船长带领水手们加固着木筏。木筏上的侧支索被风刮断了，水手们将主桅杆搬到了木筏上。风浪把木筏四周的挡板掀走了，海浪涌上了木筏。


  凌晨三点，木筏被一个巨浪托起。大家认为这次木筏肯定会被掀翻，但它又奇迹般地落了下来。这时固定木桶的绳子断了，两位水手去抢救木桶。一位水手的脚掉进了木板的空当，脚被收缩的木板夹在了中间，他惨叫了一声，用力把脚抽了出来，却被大浪卷入海中。此时，卡翟隆因赶去救水手，头撞在了木棱上昏了过去。


  December 21st, Night.


  The boatswain rushed to the halliards that supported the sail, and instantly lowered the yard; and not a moment too soon, for with the speed of an arrow the squall was upon us, and if it had not been for the sailor’s timely warning we must all have been knocked down and probably precipitated into the sea; as it was. our tent on the back of the raft was carried away.


  The raft itself, however, being so nearly level with the water, had little peril to encounter from the actual wind; but from the mighty waves now raised by the hurricane we had everything to dread. At first the waves had been crushed and flattened as it were by the pressure of the air, but now, as though strengthened by the reaction, they rose with the utmost fury. The raft followed the motions of the increasing swell, and was tossed up and down, to and fro, and from side to side with the most violent oscillations “Lash yourselves tight,” cried the boatswain, as he threw us some ropes; and in a few moments, with Curtis’s assistance, M. Letourneur, Andre, Falsten, and myself were fastened so firmly to the raft, that nothing but its total disruption could carry us away. Miss Herbey was bound by a rope passed round her waist to one of the uprights that had supported our tent, and by the glare of the lightning I could see that her countenance was as serene and composed as ever.


  Then the storm began to rage indeed. Flash followed flash, peal followed peal in quick succession. Our eyes were blinded, our ears deafened, with the roar and glare. The clouds above, the ocean beneath, seemed verily to have taken fire, and several times I saw forked lightnings dart upwards from the crest of the waves, and mingle with those that radiated from the fiery vault above. A strong odour of sulphur pervaded the air, but though thunderbolts fell thick around us, not one had touched our raft.


  By two o’clock the storm had reached its height. The hurricane had increased, and the heavy waves dashed over us until we were drenched to the skin. Curtis, Dowlas, the boatswain, and the sailors did what they could to strengthen the raft with additional ropes. M. Letourneur placed himself in front of Andre to shelter him from the waves. Miss Herbey stood upright and motionless as a statue.


  Soon dense masses of lurid clouds came rolling up, and a crackling, like the rattle of musketry, resounded through the air. This was produced by a series of electrical concussions. in which volleys of hailstones were discharged from the cloudbatteries above. In fact, as the storm-sheet came in contact with a current of cold air, hail was formed with great rapidity, and hailstones, large as nuts, came pelting down, making the platform of the raft re-echo with a metallic ring.


  For about half an hour the meteoric shower continued to descend, and during that time the wind slightly abated in violence; but after having shifted from quarter to quarter, it once more blew with all its former fury. The shrouds were broken, but happily the mast, already bending almost double, was removed by the men from its socket before it should be snapped short off. One gust caught away the tiller, which went adrift beyond all power of recovery, and the same blast blew down several of the planks that formed the low parapet on the larboard side, so that the waves dashed in without hindrance through the breach.


  The carpenter and his mates tried to repair the damage, but, tossed from wave to wave, the raft was inclined to an angle of more than forty-five degrees, making it impossible for them to keep their footing, and rolling one over another, they were thrown down by the violent shocks. Why they were not altogether carried away, why we were not all hurled into the sea, was to me a mystery. Even if the cords that bound us should retain their hold, it seemed perfectly incredible that the raft itself should not be overturned, so that we should be carried down and stifled in the seething waters.


  At last, towards three in the morning, when the hurricane seemed to be raging more fiercely than ever, the raft, caught up on the crest of an enormous wave, stood literally perpendicularly on its edge. For an instant, by the illumination of the lightning, we beheld ourselves raised to an incomprehensible height above the foaming breakers. Cries of terror escaped our lips. All must be over now! But no; another moment, and the raft had resumed its horizontal position. Safe, indeed, we were, but the tremendous upheaval was not without its melancholy consequences. The cords that secured the cases of provisions had burst asunder. One case rolled overboard, and the side of one of the water-barrels was staved in, so that the water which it contained was rapidly escaping. Two of the sailors rushed forward to rescue the case of preserved meat; but one of them caught his foot between the planks of the platform, and, unable to disengage it, the poor fellow stood uttering-cries of distress.


  I tried to go to his assistance, and had already untied the cord that was round me; but I was too late. Another heavy sea dashed over us, and by the light of a dazzling flash I saw the unhappy man, although he had managed with-out assistance to disengage his foot, washed overboard before it was in my power to get near him. His companion had also disappeared.


  The same ponderous wave laid me prostrate on the platform, and as my head came in collision with the corner of a spar, for a time I lost all consciousness.


  第三十六章


  Chapter 36


  十二月二十二日天亮时，暴风雨停了，太阳出来了。卡翟隆在勒督雷父子及海碧小姐的照料下醒了过来。一位二十八岁的水手厄斯丁和老水手奥尔艾迪为大家献出了生命，现在船上只剩下十六位幸存者了。


  装咸肉的木桶和盛鱼的木桶被海浪卷走了，现在只剩下六十多磅的饼干。即使每人每天只发半磅饼干，也维持不了多长时间。有的人拿到饼干就一次吞了下去，而法尔森则分成几份来吃，这种吃法能维持好长时间。


  December 22nd.


  Daylight came at length, and the sun broke through and dispersed the clouds that the storm had left behind. The struggle of the elements, while it lasted, had been terrific, but the swoon into which I was thrown by my fall, prevented me from observing the final incidents of the visitation. All that I know is, that shortly after we had shipped the heavy sea that I have mentioned, a shower of rain had the effect of calming the severity of the hurricane, and tended to diminish the electric tension of the atmosphere.


  Thanks to the kind care of M. Letourneur and Miss Herbey, I recovered consciousness, but I believe that it is to Robert Curtis that I owe my real deliverance, for he it was that prevented me from being carried away by a second heavy wave.


  The tempest, fierce as it was, did not last more than a few hours; but even in that short space of time what an irreparable loss we have sustained, and what a load of misery seems stored up for us in the future!


  Of the two sailors who perished in the storm, one was Austin, a fine active young man of about eight-and-twenty; the other was old O’Ready the survivor of so many ship wrecks. Our party is thus reduced to sixteen souls, leaving a total barely exceeding half the number of those who embarked on board the “Chancellor” at Charleston.


  Curtis’s first care had been to take a strict account of the remnant of our provisions. Of all the torrents of rain that fell in the night we were unhappily unable to catch a single drop; but water will not fail us yet, for about fourteen gallons still remain in the bottom of the broken barrel, whilst the second barrel has not yet been touched. But of food we have next to nothing. The cases containing the dried meat, and the fish that we had preserved, have both been washed away, and all that now remains to us is about sixty pounds of biscuit. Sixty pounds of biscuit between sixteen persons! Eight days, with half a pound a day apiece, will consume it all.


  The day has passed away in silence. A general depression has fallen upon all: the spectre of famine has appeared amongst us, and each has remained wrapped in his own gloomy meditations, though each has doubtless but one idea dominant in his mind.


  Once, as I passed near the group of sailors lying on the fore part of the raft, I heard Flaypole say with a sneer,—


  “Those who are going to die had better make haste about it.”


  “Yes,” said Owen, “leave their share of food to others.”


  At the regular hour each person received his half-pound of biscuit. Some, I noticed, swallowed it ravenously, others reserved it for another time. Falsten divided his ration into several portions, corresponding, I believe, to the number of meals to which he was ordinarily accustomed. What prudence he shows ! If any one survives this misery, I think it will be he.


  第三十七章


  Chapter 37


  十二月二十三以后的一个星期，又转成了东北风。达乌拉斯又将桅杆竖好，扯上风帆，木筏又开始在水面上航行。他们又将四周用木板挡好，使木筏又恢复到原来的样子。只是缺少食物，大家的胃部都感到很难受。


  二副现在感受不到这种痛苦，海碧小姐把自己的水省下来，每隔一会儿就把他的嘴唇湿润一下。


  二十三日，二副问卡翟隆自己还能活多长时间。卡翟隆在二副胸前听了一会儿，感到二副的肺痨已经非常严重，但又没法对他说。只好说现在木筏上的人，谁也不知道能否活过一星期。二副理解了这句话的含义，又睡了过去。


  从十二月二十四日开始的三天，木筏上都未出现新情况。大家每天除了半斤饼干外，船长每天还给每人几滴酒。


  水手长又用铁钉做成鱼钩，但没有鱼饵。饼干放到水里就散了，又从海碧小姐的披肩上扯下点儿红布吸引鱼儿，还是不管用。但他说用不了多长时间就会有足够的鱼饵的。


  December 23rd to 30th.


  After the storm the wind settled back into its old quarter, blowing pretty briskly from the north-east. As the breeze was all in our favour it was important to make the most of it, and after Dowlas had carefully readjusted the mast, the sail was once more hoisted, and we were carried along at the rate of two or two and a half knots an hour. A new rudder, formed of a spar and a good-sized plank, has been fitted in the place of the one we lost, but with the wind in its present quarter it is in little requisition. The platform of the raft has been repaired, the disjointed planks have been closed by means of ropes and wedges, and that portion of the parapet that was washed away has been replaced, so that we are no longer wetted by the waves. In fact, nothing has been left undone to insure the solidity of our raft, and to render it capable of resisting the wear and teas of the wind and waves. But the dangers of wind and waves are not those which we have most to dread.


  Together with the unclouded sky came a return of the tropical heat, which during the preceding days had caused us such serious inconvenience; fortunately on the 23rd the excessive warmth was somewhat tempered by the breeze, and as the tent was once again put up, we were able to find shelter under it by turns.


  But the want of food was beginning to tell upon us sadly, and our sunken cheeks and wasted forms were visible tokens of what we were enduring. With most of us hunger seemed to attack the entire nervous system, and the constriction of the stomach produced an acute sensation of pain. A narcotic, such as opium or tobacco, might have availed to soothe, if not to cure, the gnawing agony; but of sedatives we had none, so the pain must be endured.


  One alone there was amongst us who did not feel the pangs of hunger. Lieutenant Walter seemed as it were to feed upon the fever that raged within him; but then he was the victim of the most torturing thirst, Miss Herbey, besides reserving for him a portion of her own insufficient allowance, obtained from the captain a small extra supply of water, with which every quarter of an hour she moistened the parched lips of the young man, who almost too weak to speak, could only express his thanks by a grateful smile. Poor fellow! all our care cannot avail to save him now; he is doomed, most surely doomed to die.


  On the 23rd he seemed to be conscious of his condition, for he made a sign to me to sit down by his side, and then summoning up all his strength to speak, he asked me in a few broken words how long I thought he had to live? Slight as my hesitation was, Walter noticed it immediately.


  “The truth,” he said; “tell me the plain truth.”


  “I am not a doctor, you know,” I began, “and I can scarcely judge—”


  “Never mind,” he interrupted, “tell me just what you think.”


  I looked at him attentively for some moments, then laid my ear against his chest. In the last few days his malady had made fearfully rapid strides, and it was only too evident that one lung had already ceased to act, whilst the other was scarcely capable of performing the work of respiration. The young man was now suffering from the fever which is the sure symptom of the approaching end in all tuberculous complaints.


  The lieutenant kept his eye fixed upon me with a look of eager inquiry. I knew not what to say, and sought to evade his question.


  “My dear, boy,” I said, “in our present circumstances not one of us can tell how long he has to live. Not one of us knows what may happen in the course of the next eight days.”


  “The next eight days,” he murmured, as he looked eagerly into my face.


  And then, turning away his head, he seemed to fall into a sort of doze.


  The 24th, 25th, and 26th passed without any alteration in our circumstances, and strange, nay, incredible as it may sound, we began to get accustomed to our condition of starvation. Often, when reading the histories of shipwrecks, I have suspected the accounts to be greatly exaggerated; but now I fully realize their truth, and marvel when I find on how little nutriment it is possible to exist for so long a time. To our daily half-pound of biscuit the captain has thought to add a few drops of brandy, and the stimulant helps considerably to sustain our strength. If we had the same provisions for two months, or even for one, there might be room for hope; but our supplies diminish rapidly, and the time is fast approaching when of food and drink there will be none.


  The sea had furnished us with food once, and, difficult as the task of fishing had now become, at all hazards the attempt must be made again. Accordingly the carpenter and the boatswain set to work and made lines out of some untwisted hemp, to which they fixed some nails that they pulled out of the flooring of the raft, and bent into proper shape. The boatswain regarded his device with evident satisfaction.


  “I don’t mean to say,” said he to me, “that these nails are first-rate fish-hooks; but one thing I do know, and that is, with proper bait they will act as well as the best. But this biscuit is no good at all. Let me but just get hold of one fish, and I shall know fast enough how to use it to catch some more.”


  And the true difficulty was how to catch the first fish. It was evident that fish were not abundant in these waters, nevertheless the lines were cast. But the biscuit with which they were baited dissolved at once in the water, and we did not get a single bite. For two days the attempt was made in vain, and as it only involved what seemed a lavish waste of our only means of subsistence, it was given up in despair.


  Today, the 30th, as a last resource, the boatswain tried what a piece of coloured rag might do by way of attracting some voracious fish, and having obtained from Miss Herbey a little piece of the red shawl she wears, he fastened it to his hook. But still no success; for when, after several hours, he examined his lines, the crimson shred was still hanging intact as he had fixed it. The man was quite discouraged at his failure.


  “But there will be plenty of bait before long,” he said to me in a solemn undertone.


  “What do you mean?” said I.


  “You’ll know soon enough,” he answered.


  What did he insinuate? The words, coming from a man usually so reserved, have haunted me all night.


  第三十八章


  Chapter 38


  一月一日，他们离开查理斯敦已经三个多月了。在木筏上漂流也已经二十多天了，由于测量仪器在暴风雨中掉入水中，现在也不知道处在什么位置。


  这一天是元旦，也是食物吃完的时候，到一月三日，大家都感到肚里空空的。只好咬紧牙关忍住，而漫长的夜里更难度过，时常被噩梦惊醒。


  早上六点，欧文、黑鬼一伙抢走了木匠的工具，并在前天夜里偷走了葡萄酒，现在醉醺醺地说要劈死船长和高级船员。


  卡尔蒂斯分开几个醉鬼，问欧文要干什么。他说要大家平等，不需要船长。这时船长让他放下手中的武器，他不听，于是搏斗开始了。


  通过大家的努力，威尔逊受伤掉进了海里，黑鬼季克斯陀被绑在了桅杆的下端，弗莱波尔和伯尔克昏倒在地上，欧文也被制服了。


  January 1st to 5th.


  More than three months had elapsed since we left Charleston in the “Chancellor,” and for no less than twenty days had we now been borne along on our raft at the mercy of the wind and waves. Whether we were approaching the American coast, or whether we were drifting farther and farther to sea, it was now impossible to determine, for, in addition to the other disasters caused by the hurricane, the captain’s instruments had been hopelessly smashed, and Curtis had no longer any compass by which to direct his course, nor a sextant by which he might make an observation.


  Desperate, however, as our condition might be judged, hope did not entirely abandon our hearts, and day after day, hour after hour were our eyes strained towards the horizon, and many and many a time did our imagination shape out the distant land. But ever and again the illusion vanished; a cloud, a mist, perhaps even a wave, was all that had deceived us; no land, no sail ever broke the grey line that united sea and sky, and our raft remained the centre of the wide and dreary waste.


  On the 1st of January we swallowed our last morsel of biscuit. The 1st of January! New Year’s Day ! What a rush of sorrowful recollections overwhelmed our minds! Had we not always associated the opening of another year with new hopes, new plans, and coming joys? And now, where were we? Could we dare to look at one another, and breathe a new year’s greeting?


  The boatswain approached me with a peculiar look on his countenance.


  “You are surely not going to wish me a happy new year?” I said.


  “No indeed, sir,” he replied, “I was only going to wish you well through the first day of it; and that is pretty good assurance on my part, for we have not another crumb to eat.”


  True as it was, we scarcely realized the fact of there being actually nothing until on the following morning the hour came round for the distribution of the scanty ration, and then, indeed, the truth was forced upon us in a new and startling light. Towards evening I was seized with violent pains in the stomach, accompanied by a constant desire to yawn and gape that was most distressing; but in a couple of hours the extreme agony passed away, and on the 3rd I was surprised to find that I did not suffer more. I felt, it is true, that there was some great void within myself, but the sensation was quite as much moral as physical. My head was so heavy that I could not hold it up; it was swimming with giddiness, as though I were looking over a precipice.


  My symptoms were not shared by all my companions, some of whom endured the most frightful tortures. Dowlas and the boatswain especially, who were naturally large eaters, uttered involuntary cries of agony, and were obliged to gird themselves tightly with ropes to subdue the excruciating pain that was gnawing their very vitals.


  And this was only the second day of our misery! what would we not have given for half, nay, for a quarter of the meagen ration which a few days back we had deemed so inadequate to supply our wants, and which now, eked out crumb by crumb, might, perhaps, serve for several days? In the streets of a besieged city, dire as the distress may be, some gutter, some rubbish-heap, some corner may yet be found that will furnish a dry bone or a scrap of refuse that may for a moment allay the pangs of hunger; but these bare planks, so many times washed clean by the relentless waves, offer nothing to our eager search, and after every fragment of food that the wind carried into their interstices has been scraped out devoured, our resources are literary at an end.


  The nights seem even longer than the days. Sleep, when it comes, brings no relief; it is rather a feverish stupour, broken and disturbed by frightful nightmares. Last night, however, overcome by fatigue, I managed to rest for several hours.


  At six o’clock this morning I was roused by the sound of angry voices, and, starting up, I saw Owen and Jynxtrop, with Flaypole, Wilson, Burke, and Sandon, standing in a threatening attitude. They had taken possession of the carpenter’s tools, and now, armed with hatchets, chisels, and hammers, they were preparing to attack the captain, the boatswain, and Dowlas. I attached myself in a moment to Curtis’s party. Falsten followed my example, and although our knives were the only weapons at our disposal, we were ready to defend ourselves to the very last extremity.


  Owen and his men advanced towards us. The miserable wretches were all drunk, for during the night they had knocked a hole in the brandy-barrel, and had recklessly swallowed its contents. What they wanted they scarcely seemed to know, but Owen and Jynxtrop, not quite so much intoxicated as the rest; seemed to be urging them on to massacre the captain and the officers.


  “Down with the captain! Overboard with Curtis! Owen shall take the command!” they shouted from time to time in their drunken fury; and, armed as they were, they appeared completely masters of the situation.


  “Now, then, down with your arms!” said Curtis sternly, as he advanced to meet them.


  “Overboard with the captain!” howled Owen, as by word and gesture he urged on his accomplices.


  Curtis’ pushed aside the excited rascals, and, walking straight up to Owen, asked him what he wanted.


  “What do we want? Why, we want no more captains; we are all equals now.”


  Poor stupid fool! as though misery and privation had not already reduced us all to the same level.


  “Owen,” said the captain once, again, “down with your arms!”


  “Come on, all, of you,” shouted Owen to his companions, without giving the slightest heed to Curtis’s words.


  A regular struggle ensued. Owen and Wilson attacked Curtis, who defended himself with a piece of a spar; Burke and Flaypole rushed upon Falsten and the boatswain, whilst I was left to confront the negro Jynxtrop, who attempted to strike me with the hammer which he brandished in his hand. I endeavoured to paralyze his movements by pinioning his arms, but the rascal was my superior in muscular strength. After wrestling for a few moments, I felt that he was getting the mastery over me when all of a sudden he rolled over on to the platform, dragging me with him. Andre Letourneur had caught hold of one of his legs, and thus saved my life. Jynxtrop dropped his weapon in his fall; I seized it instantly, and was about to cleave the fellow’s skull, when I was myself arrested by Andre’s hand upon my arm.


  By this time the mutineers had been driven back to the forepart of the raft, and Curtis, who had managed to parry the blows which had been aimed at him, had caught hold of a hatchet, with which he was preparing to strike at Owen. But Owen made a sidelong movement to avoid the blow, and the weapon caught Wilson full in the chest. The unfortunate man rolled over the side of the raft and instantly disappeared.


  “ Save him! save him!” shouted the boatswain.


  “It’s too late; he’s dead!” said Dowlas.


  “Ah, well! he’ll do for—” began the boatswain; but he did not finish his sentence.


  Wilson’s death, however, put an end to the fray. Flaypole and Burke were lying prostrate in a drunken stupour, and Jynxtrop was soon overpowered, and lashed tightly to the foot of the mast. The carpenter and the boatswain seized hold of Owen.


  “Now then,” said Curtis, as he raised his blood-stained hatchet, “make your peace with God, for you have not a moment to live.”


  “Oh, you want to eat me, do you?” sneered Owen, with the most hardened effrontery.


  But the audacious reply saved his life; Curtis turned as pale as death, the hatchet dropped from his hand, and he went and seated himself moodily on the farthest corner of the raft.


  第三十九章


  Chapter 39


  一月五日，混战结束后，卡翟隆感谢安德烈在混战中救了他。安德烈表示，那只会让他遭受更长时间的罪。


  海碧小姐感到自己身体虚弱，很快就会死。她请求卡翟隆先生在她死后将她的尸体扔入大海，卡翟隆只好答应了。


  膳食总管奥尔巴特脸上总是挂着假惺惺的笑，卡翟隆看出他的呻吟是装出来的，他并没有受到饥饿之苦。一月六日，勒督雷将卡翟隆叫到木筏后面，把自己省下的饼干给了卡翟隆一点，让他以自己的名义给安德烈，明天还有会再给他一些。


  当天晚上，卡翟隆将饼干给了安德烈，他问父亲有吗？卡翟隆告诉他有，他一下子就把饼干送到了口中。


  January 5th and 6th.


  The whole scene made a deep impression on our minds, and Owen’s speech coming as a sort of climax, brought before us our misery with a force that was well-nigh overwhelming.


  As soon as I recovered my composure, I did not forget to thank Andre Letourneur for the act of intervention that had saved my life.


  “Do you thank me for that; Mr. Kazallon?” he said; “it has only served to prolong your misery.”


  “Never mind, M. Letourneur,” said Miss Herbey; “you did your duty.”


  Enfeebled and emaciated as the young girl is, her sense of duty never deserts her, and although her torn and bedraggled garments float dejectedly about her body, she never utters a word of complaint, and never loses courage.


  “Mr. Kazallon,” she said to me, “do you think we are fated to die of hunger?”


  “Yes; Miss Herbey, I do,” I replied in a hard, cold tone.


  “How long do you suppose we have to live?” she asked again.


  “I cannot say; perhaps we shall linger on longer than we imagine.”


  “The strongest constitutions suffer the most, do they not?” she said.


  “Yes; but they have one consolation; they die the soonest;” I replied coldly.


  Had every spark of humanity died out of my breast that I thus brought the girl face to face with the terrible truth without a word of hope or comfort? The eyes of Andre and his father, dilated with hunger, were fixed upon me, and I saw reproach and astonishment written in their faces.


  Afterwards, when we were quite alone, Miss Herbey asked me if I would grant her a favour.


  “Certainly, Miss Herbey; anything you like to ask,” I replied; and this time my manner was kinder and more genial.


  “Mr. Kazallon,” she said, “I am weaker than you, and shall probably die first. Promise me that, if I do, you will throw my body into the sea.”


  “Oh, Miss Herbey,” I began, “it was very wrong of me to speak to you as I did!”


  “No, no,” she replied, half smiling; “you were quite right. But it is a weakness of mine; I don’t mind what they do with me as long as I am alive, but when I am dead —” she stopped and shuddered. “Oh, promise me that you will throw me into, the sea!”


  I gave her the melancholy promise, which she acknowledged by pressing my hand feebly with her emaciated fingers.


  Another night passed away. At times my sufferings were so intense that cries of agony involuntarily escaped my lips; then I became calmer, and sank into a kind of lethargy. When I awoke, I was surprised to find my; companions still alive.


  The one of our party who seems to bear his privations the best is Hobart the steward, a man with whom hitherto I have had very little to do. He is small, with a fawning expression remarkable for its indecision, and has a smile which is incessantly playing round his lips; he goes about with his eyes half-closed, as though he wished to conceal his thoughts, and there is something altogether false and hypocritical about his whole demeanour. I cannot say that he bears his privations without a murmur, for he sighs and moans incessantly; but, with it all, I cannot but think that there is a want of genuineness in his manner, and that the privation has not really told upon him as much as it has upon the rest of us. I have my suspicions about the man, and intend to watch him carefully. Today, the 6th, M. Letourneur drew me aside to the stern of the raft, saying that He had a secret to communicate, but that he wished neither to be seen nor heard speaking to me. I withdrew with him to the larboard corner of the raft; and, as it was growing dusk, nobody observed what we were doing.


  “Mr. Kazallon,” M. Letourneur began in a low voice, “Andre is dying of hunger: he is growing weaker and weaker, and oh! I cannot, will not see him die!”


  He spoke passionately, almost fiercely, and I fully understood his feelings. Taking his hand, I tried to reassure him.


  “We will not despair yet,” I said, “perhaps some passing ship—”


  “Ship!” he cried impatiently, “don’t try to console me with empty commonplaces; you know as well as I do that there is no chance of falling in with a passing ship.” Then, breaking off suddenly, he asked,—“How long is it since my son and all of you have had anything to eat?”


  Astonished at his question, I replied that it was now four days since the biscuit had failed.


  “Four days,” he repeated; “well, then, it is eight since I have tasted anything. I have been saving my share for my son.”


  Tears rushed to my eyes; for a few moments I was unable to speak, and could only once more grasp his hand in silence.


  “What do you want me to do?” I asked at length.


  “Hush! not so loud; some one will hear us,” he said, Towering his voice, “I want you to offer it to Andre as though it came from yourself. He would not accept it from me; he would think I had been depriving myself for him. Let me implore you to do me this service end for your trouble,” and here he gently stroked my hand, “for your trouble you shall have a morsel for yourself.”


  I trembled like a child as I listened to the poor father’s words, and my heart was ready to burst when I felt a tiny piece of biscuit slipped into my hand.


  “Give it him,” M. Letourneur went on under his breath, “give it him; but do not let any one see you; the monsters would murder you if they knew it. This is only for to day; I will give you some more tomorrow.”


  The poor fellow did not trust me, and well he might not, for I had the greatest difficulty to withstand the temptation to carry the biscuit to my mouth, But I resisted the impulse, and those alone who have suffered like me can know what the effort was.


  Night came on with the rapidity peculiar to these low latitudes, and I glided gently up to Andre and slipped the piece of biscuit into his hand as “a present from myself.” The young man clutched at it eagerly.


  “But my father?” he said inquiringly.


  I assured him that his father and I had each had our share, and that he must eat this now, and, perhaps, I should be able to bring him some more another time. Andre asked no more questions, and eagerly devoured the morsel of food.


  So this evening at least, notwithstanding M. Letourneur’s offer, I have tasted nothing.


  第四十章


  Chapter 40


  一月九日，风逐渐大了起来。欧文可怜巴巴地被捆在木筏前面，大家向船长求情，才把他放了下来。


  水手长饿得见东西就咬，后来拿到一节皮绳，便把它吞进嘴里咽了下去。这可以暂时缓解一下饥饿，大家都效仿他，找到皮制品吃了下去，使胃部的痛苦得到些缓解。


  但也有人感到不适发生了呕吐，膳食总管虽然也不断呻吟，但他没有去吞食皮制品，看来他克扣了大家的食品。现在船上还有一些淡水，但船长缩减了每天的供给量。虽有人反对，但还是得执行。酒桶中的葡萄酒只剩下四分之一加仑，被存放在木筏后部安全的地方。


  二副沃尔特终止了生命，临死前他对海碧小姐的照顾表示感谢，并让把他母亲给他的最后一封信放在他的嘴唇上，使他临死前能亲吻一下母亲。


  海碧小姐将信放在沃尔特的嘴唇上，他眼睛一亮，亲吻着那封信闭上了眼睛。


  January 7th.


  During the last few days since the wind has freshened, the salt water constantly dashing over the raft has terribly punished the feet and legs of some of the sailors. Owen, whom the boatswain ever since the revolt kept bound to the mast, is in a deplorable state, and at our request has been released from his restraint. Sandon and Burke are also suffering from the severe smarting caused in this way, and it is only owing to our more sheltered position on the aft-part of the raft, that we have not; all shared the same inconvenience.


  Today the boatswain, maddened by starvation, laid hands upon everything that met his voracious eyes, and I could hear the grating of his teeth as he gnawed at fragments of sails and bits of wood, instinctively endeavouring to fill his stomach by putting the mucus’ into circulation at length, by dint of an eager search, he came upon a piece of leather hanging to one of the spars that supported the platform. He snatched it off and devoured it greedily, and as it was animal matter, it really seemed as though the absorption of the substance afforded him some temporary relief. Instantly we all followed his example; a leather hat, the rims of caps, in short, anything that contained any animal matter at all, were gnawed and sucked with the utmost avidity. Never shall I forget the scene. We were no longer human, the impulses and instincts of brute beasts seemed to actuate our every movement.


  For a moment the pangs of hunger were somewhat allayed; but some of us revolted against the loathsome food, and were seized either with violent nausea or absolute sickness. I must be pardoned for giving these distressing details, but how otherwise can I depict the misery, moral and physical, which we are enduring? And with it all, I dare not venture to hope that we have reached the climax of our sufferings.


  The conduct of Hobart during the scene that I have just described has only served to confirm my previous suspicions of him. He took no part in the almost fiendish energy with which we gnawed at our scraps of leather, and although by his conduct and perpetual groanings, he might be considered to be dying of inanition, yet to me he has the appearance of being singularly exempt from the tortures which we are all enduring. But whether the hypocrite is being sustained, by some secret store of food, I have been unable to discover.


  Whenever the breeze drops the heat is overpowering; but although our allowance of water is very meagre, at present the pangs of hunger far exceed the pain of thirst. It has often been remarked that extreme thirst is far less endurable than extreme hunger. Is it possible that still greater agonies are in store for us? I cannot, dare not, believe it. Fortunately, the broken barrel still contains a few pints of water, and the other one has not yet been opened. But I am glad to say that notwithstanding our diminished numbers, and in spite of some opposition, the captain has thought right to reduce the daily allowance to half a pint for each person. As for the brandy, of which there is only a quart now left, it has been stowed away saferly in the stern of the raft.


  This evening has ended the sufferings of another of our companions, making our number now only fourteen. My attentions and Miss Herbey’s nursing could do nothing for Lieutenant Walter, and about half-past seven he expired in my arms.


  Before he died, in a few broken words he thanked Miss Herbey and myself for the kindness we had shown him. A crumpled letter fell from his hand, and in a voice that was scarcely audible from weakness, he said,—


  “It is my mother’s letter: the last I had from her—she was expecting me home; but she will never see me more. Oh, put it to my lips—let me kiss it before I die. Mother! mother! Oh my God !”


  I placed the letter in his cold hand, and raised it to his lips; his eye lighted for a moment; we heard the faint sound of a kiss, and all was over!


  第四十一章


  Chapter 41


  一月八日的一整夜，卡翟隆一直守在二副的尸体旁。天亮后，他和船长整理二副的遗物，准备如果有机会生还，将这些遗物交给他的母亲，可他们发现二副的右脚没有了。不知是谁趁卡翟隆睡着时干的。于是他们赶紧将尸体扔进了大海。


  这时，水手长过来了，卡翟隆对他说：这是那些饿疯的人干的。水手长表示：吃死人总比吃活人要好些！


  十一点时，水手长钓到了三条八十厘米长的鳕鱼，水手们立刻扑了上去。船长等人费了好大的劲才使他们安静下来，然后每人分了一份，大家都狼吞虎咽地吃了下去。只有卡尔蒂斯、勒督雷和海碧小姐在木筏上燃起碎木片点着了火，烧着吃。


  卡翟隆鼓励水手长继续钓鱼，他表示晚上钓的鱼比白天的大，并后悔没留点鱼肉作鱼饵。卡翟隆还以为他没用鱼饵就钓到了鱼，他告诉卡翟隆，自己昨晚弄了些好鱼饵。


  他们谈起了船上的人们，谈起了在“火腿岛”时的好时光，又猜测着现在的十四人中谁会是下一个离去的呢？


  一月八日晚，水手长一个人在那里钓鱼，卡翟隆走了过去，水手长抱怨鲨鱼把他的“鱼饵”全吞了，还说自己的鱼饵已经不多了。这时，卡翟隆明白了鱼饵是什么了，他感到二副实在可怜。


  January 8th.


  All night I remained by the side of the poor fellow’s corpse, and several times Miss Herbey joined me in my mournful watch.


  Before daylight dawned the body was quite cold, and as I knew there must be no delay in throwing it overboard, I asked Curtis to assist me in the sad office. The body was frightfully emaciated, and I had every hope that it would not float.


  As soon as it was quite light, taking every precaution that no one should see what we were about, Curtis and I proceeded to our melancholy task. We took a few articles from the lieutenant’s pockets, which we purposed, if either of us should survive, to remit to his mother. But as we wrapped him in his tattered garments that would have to suffice for his winding-sheet, I started back with a thrill of horror. The right foot had gone, leaving the leg a bleeding stump !


  No doubt that, overcome by fatigue, I must have fallen asleep for an interval during the night, and some one had taken advantage of my slumber to mutilate the corpse. But who could have been guilty of so fowl a deed! Curtis looked around with anger flashing In his eye; but all seemed as usual, and the silence was only broken by a few groans of agony.


  But there was no time to be lost; perhaps we were already observed, and more horrible scenes might be likely to occur. Curtis said a few short prayers, and we cast the body into the sea. It sank immediately.


  “They are feeding the sharks well, and no mistake,” said a voice behind me.


  I turned round quickly, and found that it was Jynxtrop who had spoken.


  As the boatswain now approached, I asked him whether he thought it possible that any of the wretched men could have taken the dead man’s foot.


  “Oh yes, I dare say,” he replied, in a significant tone, “and perhaps they thought they were right.”


  “Right! what do you mean?” I exclaimed.


  “Well, sir,” he said coldly, “isn’t it better to eat a dead man than a living one?”


  I was at a loss to comprehend him, and, turning away, laid myself down at the end of the raft.


  Towards eleven o’clock, a most suspicious incident occurred. The boatswain, who had cast his lines early in the morning, caught three large cod, each more than thirty inches long, of the species which, when dried, is known by the name of stock-fish. Scarcely had he hauled them on board, when the sailors made a dash at them, and it was with the utmost difficulty that Curtis, Falsten, and myself could restore order, so that we might divide the fish into equal portions. Three cod were not much amongst fourteen starving persons, but, small as the quantity was, it was allotted in strictly equal shares. Most of us devoured the food raw, almost I might say, alive; only Curtis, Andre and Miss Herbey having the patience to wait until their allowance had been boiled at a fire which they made with a few scraps of wood. For myself, I confess that I swallowed my portion of fish just as it was, —raw and bleeding. M. Letourneur followed my example; the poor man devoured his food like a famished wolf, and it is only a wonder to me how, after his lengthened fast, he came to be alive at all.


  The boatswain’s delight at his success was, excessive, and amounted almost to delirium. I went up to him, and encouraged him to repeat his attempt.


  “Oh, yes,” he said; “I’ll try again. I’ll try again.”


  “And why not try at once,” I asked.


  “Not now,” he said evasively; “the night is the best time for catching large fish. Besides, I must manage to get some bait, for we have been improvident enough not to save a single scrap.”


  “But you have succeeded once without bait; why may you not succeed again?”


  “Oh! I had some very good bait last night,” he said. I stared at him in amazement. He steadily returned my gaze, but said nothing.


  “Have you none left?” at last I asked.


  “Yes!” he almost whispered and left me without another word.


  Our meal, meagre as it had been, served to rally our shattered energies; our hopes were slightly raised; there was no reason why the boatswain should not have the same good luck again.


  One evidence of the degree to which our spirits were revived was that our minds were no longer fixed upon the miserable present and hopeless future, but we began to recall and discuss the past; and M. Letourneur, Andre Mr. Falsten, and I held a long conversation with the captain about the various incidents of our eventful voyage, speaking of our lost companions, of the fire, of the stranding of the ship, of our sojourn on Ham Rock, of the springing of the leak, of our terrible voyage in the topmasts, of the construction of the raft, and of the storm. All these things seemed to have happened so long ago, and yet we were living still. Living, did I say? Ay, if such an existence as ours could be called a life, fourteen of us were living still. Who would be the next to go? We should then be thirteen.


  “An unlucky number!” said Andre with a mournful smile.


  During the night the boatswain cast his lines from the stern of the raft, and, unwilling to trust them to any one else, remained watching them himself. In the morning I went to ascertain what success had attended his patience. It was scarcely light, and with eager eyes he was peering down into the water. He had neither seen nor heard me coming.


  “Well, boatswain!” I said, touching him on the shoulder.


  He turned round quickly.


  “Those villainous sharks have eaten every morsel of my bait,” he said, in a desponding voice.


  “And you have no more left?” I asked.


  “No more,” he said. Then grasping my arm he added, “and that only shows me that it is no good doing things by halves.”


  The truth flashed upon me at once, and I laid my hand upon his mouth. Poor Walter!


  第四十二章


  Chapter 42


  一月九日风停了，天热得受不了。在卡翟隆的要求下，船长将供水由每天两次增加为四次。虽然水桶用帆布裹得十分严实，但喝到口的水仍然很热。一月十日，还是没有一丝风。中午时，欧文在船上翻来覆去地抽搐着身体。这时水手弗莱波尔站在桅杆上指着东面说有船。


  大家看到东边有一个白色的小点，卡尔蒂斯观察着那个小白点，最后摇了摇头，小白点也消失了。这时，欧文又疼痛起来，腹部胀成了球形，看来是中毒了。


  卡翟隆向船长要求，想办法让欧文呕吐。船长去把第二桶水启封，可欧文表示不喝那里面的水，于是卡翟隆只好用手指使他呕吐。一会儿，他吐出了一些暗蓝色的东西，大家明白他中了五水硫酸铜的毒。后来他能说话了，告诉大家，他就是偷喝了那里的水才中的毒。


  January 9th and 10th.


  On the 9th the wind dropped, and there was a dead calm; not a ripple disturbed the surface of the long undulations as they rose and fell beneath us; and if it were not for the slight current which is carrying us we know not whither, the raft would be absolutely stationary.


  The heat was intolerable; our thirst more intolerable still; and now it was that for the first time I fully realized how the insufficiency of drink could cause torture more unendurable than the pangs of hunger. Mouth, throat, pharynx, all alike were parched and dry, every gland becoming hard as horn under the action of the hot air we breathed. At my urgent solicitation the captain was for once induced to double our allowance of water; and this relaxation of the ordinary rule enabled us to attempt to slake our thirst four times in the day, instead of only twice. I use the word “attempt” advisedly; for the water at the bottom of the barrel, though kept covered by a sail, became so warm that it was perfectly flat and unrefreshing.


  It was a most trying day, and the sailors relapsed into a condition of deep despondency. The moon was nearly full, but when she rose the breeze did not return. Continuance of high temperature in daytime is a sure proof that we have been carried far to the south, and here, on this illimitable ocean, we have long ceased even to look for land; it might almost seem as though this globe of ours had veritably become a liquid sphere!


  To day we are still becalmed, and the temperature is as high as ever. The air is heated like a furnace, and the sun scorches like fire. The torments of famine are all forgotten: our thoughts are concentrated with fevered expec- tation upon the longed-for moment when Curtis shall dole out the scanty measure of lukewarm water that makes up our ration. O for one good draught, even if it should exhaust the whole supply! At least, it seems as if we then could die in peace!


  About noon we were startled by sharp cries of agony, and looking round I saw Owen writhing in the most horrible convulsions. I went towards him, for, detestable as his conduct had been, common humanity prompted me to see whether I could afford him any relief. But before I reached him, a shout from Flaypole arrested my attention.


  The man was up in the mast, and with great excitement pointing to the east.


  “A ship! A ship!” he cried.


  In an instant all were on their feet. Even Owen stopped his cries and stood erect. It was quite true that in the direction indicated by Flaypole there was a white speck visible upon the horizon. But did it move? Would the sailors with their keen vision pronounce it to be a sail? A silence the most profound fell upon us all. I glanced at Curtis as he stood with folded arms intently gazing at the distant point. His brow was furrowed, and he contracted every feature, as with half-closed eyes, he concentrated his power of vision upon that one faint spot in the far-off horizon.


  But at length he dropped his arms and shook his head. I looked again, but the spot was no longer there. If it were a ship, that ship had disappeared; but probably it had been a mere reflection, or, more likely still, only the crest of some curling wave.


  A deep dejection followed this phantom ray of hope. All returned to their accustomed places. Curtis alone remained motionless, but his eye no longer scanned the distant view.


  Owen now began to shriek more wildly than ever. He presented truly a most melancholy sight; he writhed with the most hideous contortions, and had all the appearance of suffering from tetanus. His throat was contracted by repeated spasms, his tongue was parched, his body swollen, and his pulse, though feeble, was rapid and irregular. The poor wretch’s symptoms were precisely such as to lead us to suspect that he had taken some corrosive poison. Of course it was quite out of our power to administer any antidote; all that we could devise was to make him swallow something that might act as an emetic. I asked Curtis for a little of the lukewarm water. As the contents of the broken barrel were now exhausted, the captain, in order to comply with my request, was about to tap the other barrel, when Owen started suddenly to his knees, and with a wild, unearthly shriek, exclaimed,—


  “No! no! no! of that water I will not touch a drop.”


  I supposed he did not understand what we were going to do, and endeavoured to explain; but all in vain; he persisted in refusing to taste the water in the second barrel. I then tried to induce vomiting by tickling his uvula, and he brought off some bluish secretion from his stomach, the character of which confirmed our previous suspicions—that he had been poisoned by oxide of copper. We now felt convinced that any efforts on our part to save him would be of no avail. The vomiting, however, had for the time relieved him, and he was able to speak.


  Curtis and I both implored him to let us know what he had taken to bring about consequences so serious. His reply fell upon us as a startling blow.


  The ill fated wretch had stolen several pints of water from the barrel that had been untouched, and that water had poisoned him!


  第四十三章


  Chapter 43


  一月十一日，欧文又吐了一阵，到晚上终于死去了。人们将他扔到了水里，他的尸体也没能当作鱼饵。现在大家已经没有一点儿水了。


  十二日一整天，大家没喝一点儿水，天空中也没有云。水手长和两名水手冒着被鲨鱼吃掉的危险跳进了海里，几位乘客因不会游泳，用绳子牵着身体溜进了海里。船长在木筏上为他们观察放哨，发现鲨鱼及时通知他们。海碧小姐说什么也不肯下水。


  十四日上午十一点时，船长悄悄地告诉卡翟隆，木筏的左后方有条船。他不想引起大家的惊慌。卡翟隆不露声色地转过身去，看到了远处的帆船。这时，水手长也看到了，便大声喊了起来。


  大家将目光转向船的方向，辨认出那是一条双桅船。再过两个小时就能和他们相遇，他们将海碧小姐的红色披肩挂在了桅杆上。


  中午十二点半，那条船离木筏还有九海里，那条船上的帆无力地搭在桅杆上。这时，木匠发现船转向了。因为距离太远，这帆船根本就没发现他们的信号。于是，船长让把木筏上的木板点着，木板很湿，点着后一股烟柱升入空中，大家没有感到帆船有前来救援的迹象。


  现在，希望破灭了，帆船从他们眼前消失了。


  January 11th to 14th.


  Owen’s convulsions returned with increased violence, and in the course of the night he expired in terrible agony. His body was thrown overboard almost directly; it had decomposed so rapidly that the flesh had not even consistency enough for any fragments of it to be reserved for the boatswain to use to bait his lines. A plague the man had been to us in his life; in his death he was now of no service!


  And now, perhaps, still more than ever, did the horror of our situation stare us in the face. There was no doubt that the poisoned barrel had at some time or other contained copperas; but what strange fatality had converted it into a water-cask, or what fatality, stranger still, had caused it to be brought on board the raft, was a problem that none could solve. Little, however, did it matter now: the fact was evident; the barrel was poisoned, and of water we had not a drop.


  One and all, we fell into the gloomiest silence. We were too irritable to bear the sound of each other’s voices; and it did not require a word, a mere look or gesture was enough, to provoke us to anger that was little short of madness. How it was that we did not all become raving maniacs, I cannot tell.


  Throughout the 12th no drain of moisture crossed our lips, and not a cloud arose to warrant the expectation of a passing shower; in the shade, if shade it might be called, the thermometer would have registered at least 100deg., and, perhaps, considerably more.


  No change next day. The salt water began to chafe my legs, but although the smarting was at times severe, it was an inconvenience to which I gave little heed; others who had suffered from the same trouble had become no worse. Oh! if this water that surrounds us could be reduced to vapour or to ice! its particles of salt extracted, it would be available for drink. But no! we have no appliances, and we must suffer on.


  At the risk of being devoured by the sharks, the boatswain and two sailors took a morning bath, and as their plunge seemed to refresh them, I and three of my companions resolved to follow their example. We had never learnt to swim, and had to be fastened to the end of a rope and lowered into the water; while Curtis during the half-hour of our bath, kept a sharp look-out to give warning of any danger from approaching sharks. No recommendation, however, on our part, nor any representation of the benefit we felt we had derived, could induce Miss Herbey to allay her sufferings in the same way.


  At about eleven o’clock, the captain came up to me, and whispered in my ear, —


  “Don’t say a word, Mr. Kazallon; I do not want to raise false hopes, but I think I see a ship.”


  It was as well that the captain had warned me; otherwise, I should have raised an involuntary shout of joy; as it was, I had the greatest difficulty in restraining my expressions of delight.


  “Look behind to larboard,” he continued in an undertone.


  Affecting an indifference which I was far from feeling, I cast an anxious glance to that quarter of the horizon of which he spoke, and there, although mine is not a nautical eye, I could plainly distinguish the outline of a ship under sail.


  Almost at the same moment the boatswain who happened to be looking in the same direction, raised the cry, “Ship ahoy!”


  Whether it was that no one believed it, or whether all energies were exhausted, certain it is that the announcement produced none of the effects that might have been expected. Not a soul exhibited the slightest emotion, and it was only when the boatswain had several times sung out his tidings that all eyes turned to the horizon. There, most undeniably, was the ship, and the question rose at once to the minds of all, and to the lips of many, “Would she see us?”


  The sailors immediately began discussing the build of the vessel, and made all sorts of conjectures as to the direction she was taking. Curtis was far more deliberate in his judgment. After examining her attentively for some time, he said, “She is a brig running close upon the wind, on the starboard tack, If she keeps her course for a couple of hours, she will come right athwart our track.”


  A couple of hours! The words sounded to our ears like a couple of centuries. The ship might change her course at any moment; closely trimmed as she was, it was very probable that she was only tacking about to catch the wind, in which case, as soon as she felt a breeze, she would resume her larboard tack and make away again. On the other hand, if she were really sailing with the wind, she would come nearer to us, and there would be good ground for hope.


  Meantime, no exertion must be spared, and no means left untried, to make our position known. The brig was about twelve miles to the east of us, so that it was out of the question to think of any cries of ours being overheard; but Curtis gave directions that every possible signal should be made. We had no fire-arms by which we could attract attention, and nothing else occurred to us beyond hoisting a flag of distress. Miss Herbey’s red shawl, as being of a colour most distinguishable against the background of sea and sky, was run up to the mast-head, and was caught by the light breeze that just then was ruffling the surface of the water. As a drowning man clutches at a straw, so our hearts bounded with hope every time that our poor flag fluttered in the wind.


  For an hour our feelings alternated between hope and despair. The ship was evidently making her way in the direction of the raft, but every now and then she seemed to stop, and then our hearts would almost stand still with agony lest she was going to put about. She carried all her canvas, even to her royals and stay-sails, but her hull was only partially visible above the horizon.


  How slowly she advanced! The breeze was very, very feeble, and perhaps soon it would drop altogether! We felt that we would give years of our life to know the result of the coming hour!


  At half-past twelve the captain and the boatswain considered that the brig was about nine miles away; she had, therefore, gained only three miles in an hour and a half, and it was doubtful whether the light breeze that had been passing over our heads had reached her at all. I fancied, too, that her sails were no longer filled, but were hanging loose against her masts. Turning to the direction of the wind I tried to make out some chance of a rising breeze; but no, the waves were calm and torpid, and the little puff of air that had aroused our hopes had died away across the sea.


  I stood aft with M. Letourneur, Andre and Miss Herbey, and our glances perpetually wandered from the distant ship to our captain’s face. Curtis stood leaning against the mast, with the boatswain by his side; their eyes seemed never for a moment to cease to watch the brig, but their countenances clearly expressed the varying emotions that passed through their minds. Not a word was uttered, nor was the silence broken, until the carpenter exclaimed, in accents of despair, —


  “She’s putting about!”


  All started up: some to their knees, others to their feet, The boatswain dropped a frightful oath. The ship was still nine miles away, and at such a distance it was impossible for our signal to be seen; our tiny raft, a mere speck upon the waters, would be lost in the intense irradiation of the sunbeams. If only we could be seen, no doubt all would be well; no captain would have the barbarous inhumanity to leave us to our fate; but there had been no chance; only too well we knew that we had not been within the range of sight.


  “My friends,” said Curtis, “we must make a fire; it is our last and only chance.”


  Some planks were quickly loosened and thrown into a heap upon the fore part of the raft. They were damp and troublesome to light; but the very dampness made the smoke more dense, and ere long a tall column of dusky fumes was rising straight upwards in the air. If darkness should come on before the brig was completely out of view, the flames we hoped might still be visible. But the hours passed on; the fire died out; and yet no signs of help.


  The temper of resignation now deserted me entirely; faith, hope, confidence—all vanished from my mind, and like the boatswain, I swore long and loudly. A gentle hand was laid upon my arm, and turning round I saw Miss Herbey with her finger pointing to the sky. I could stand it no longer, but gliding underneath the tent I hid my face in my hands and wept aloud.


  Meanwhile the brig had altered her tack, and was moving slowly to the east. Three hours later and the keenest eye could not have discerned her top-sails above the horizon.


  第四十四章


  Chapter 44


  一月十五日，天空有了些微风，大家感到好些了。自从吃了水手长钓的鱼后，大家已经七天没吃东西了。安德烈也在前一天吃完了父亲给他的最后一块饼干。


  季克斯陀挣脱了捆绑的绳索，船长也没再让人捆他。这天海上出现了几只鲨鱼，水手长用木匠的横头斧作大钩，用绳子系在木筏上的木柱上，用海碧小姐的红披肩包着斧头放入了水中。


  一只十尺长的鲨鱼游了过来，水手长轻轻地摇动绳子，吸引鲨鱼。鲨鱼刚露出巨型尖牙，不知谁惊叫了一声，鲨鱼转身游走了，气得水手长警告说谁再叫就把他宰了。


  随后，水手长又将大钩重新放入水中。半小时后，绳子从他的手中溜了下去。幸好是绑在木筏上的，大家上前帮助收绳，将鲨鱼拉了上来，它巨大的身躯在被血染红的水中挣扎着。达乌拉斯手中拿着巨斧准备砍鲨鱼，这时，钓钩上的木柄被鲨鱼咬断，鲨鱼在水中消失了，大家都陷入沮丧之中。


  水手长来到船长面前，问什么时间抽签。


  January 15th.


  After this further shattering of our excited hopes death alone now stares us in the face; slow and lingering as that death may be, sooner or later it must inevitably come.


  Today some clouds that rose in the west have brought us a few puffs of wind; and in spite of our prostration, we appreciate the moderation, slight as it is, in the temperature. To my parched throat the air seemed a little less trying but it is now seven days since the boatswain took his haul of fish, and during that period we have eaten nothing even Andre Letourneur finished yesterday the last morsel of the biscuit which his sorrowful and self-denying father had entrusted to my charge.


  Jynxtrop the negro has broken loose from his confinement, but Curtis has taken no measures for putting him again under restraint. It is not to be apprehended that the miserable fellow and his accomplices, weakened as they are by their protracted fast, will attempt to do us any mischief now.


  Some huge sharks made their appearance today, cleaving the water rapidly with their great black fins. The monsters came close up to the edge of the raft, and Flaypole, who was leaning over, narrowly escaped having his arm snapped off by one of them. I could not help regarding them as living sepulchres, which ere long might swallow up our miserable carcases; yet, withal, I profess that my feelings were rather those of fascination than of horror.


  The boatswain, who stood with clenched teeth and dilated eye, regarded these sharks from quite another point of view. He thought about devouring the sharks, not about the sharks devouring him; and if he could succeed in catching one, I doubt if one of us would reject the tough and untempting flesh. He determined to make the attempt, and as he had no whirl which he could fasten to his rope he set to work to find something that might serve as a substitute. Curtis and Dowlas were consulted, and after a short conversation, during which they kept throwing bits of rope and spars into the water in order to entice the sharks to remain by the raft, Dowlas went and fetched his carpenter’s tool, which is at once a hatchet and a hammer. Of this he proposed to make the whirl of which they were in need, under the hope that either the sharp edge of the adze or the pointed extremity opposite would stick firmly into the jaws of any shark that might swallow it. The wooden handle of the hammer was secured to the rope, which, in its turn, was tightly fastened to the raft.


  With eager, almost breathless, excitement we stood watching the preparations, at the same time using every means in our power to attract the attention of the sharks. As soon as the whirl was ready the boatswain began to think about bait; and, talking rapidly to himself, ransacked every corner of the raft, as though he expected to find some dead body coming opportunely to sight. But his search ended in nothing; and the only plan that suggested itself was again to have recourse to Miss Herbey’s red shawl, of which a fragment was wrapped round the head of the hammer. After testing the strength of his line, and reassuring himself that it was fastened firmly both to the hammer and to the raft, the boatswain lowered it into the water.


  The sea was quite transparent, and any object was clearly visible to a depth of two hundred feet below the surface. Leaning over the low parapet of the raft we looked on in breathless silence, as the scarlet rag, distinct as it was against the blue mass of water, made its slow descent. But one by one the sharks seemed to disappear, They could not, however, have gone far away, and it was not likely that anything in the shape of bait dropped near them would long escape their keen voracity.


  Suddenly, without speaking, the boatswain raised his hand and pointed to a dark mass skimming along the surface of the water, and making straight in our direction. It was a shark, certainly not less than twelve feet long. As soon as the creature was about four fathoms from the raft, the boatswain gently drew in his line until the whirl was in such a position that the shark must cross right over it; at the same time he shook the line a little, that he might give the whirl the appearance, if he could, of being something alive and moving. As the creature came near, my heart beat violently; I could see its eyes flashing above the waves; and its gaping jaws, as it turned half over on its back, exhibited long rows of pointed teeth.


  I know not who it was, but some one at that moment uttered an involuntary cry of horror. The shark came to a standstill, turned about, and escaped quite out of sight. The boatswain was pale with anger.


  “The first man who speaks,” he said, “I will kill him on the spot.”


  Again he applied himself to his task. The whirl again was lowered, this time to the depth of twenty fathoms, but for half an hour or more not a shark could be distinguished; but as the waters far below seemed somehow to be troubled I could not help believing that some of the brutes at least were still there.


  All at once, with a violent jerk, the cord was wrested from the boatswain’s hands; firmly attached, however, as it was to the raft, it was not lost. The bait had been seized by a shark, and the iron had made good its hold upon the creature’s flesh.


  “Now, then, my lads,” cried the boatswain, “haul away!” Passengers and sailors, one and all, put forth what strength they had to drag the rope, but so violent were the creature’s struggles that it required all our efforts to bring it to the surface, At length, after exertions that almost exhausted us, the water became agitated by the violent flappings of the tail and fins; and looking down I saw the huge carcase of the shark writhing convulsively amidst waves that were stained with blood.


  “Steady! steady!” said the boatswain, as the head appeared above.


  The whirl had passed right through the jaw into the middle of the throat; so that no struggle on the part of the animal could possibly release it. Dowlas seized his hatchet, ready to despatch the brute the moment if should be landed on the raft. A short sharp snap was heard. The shark had closed its jaws, and bitten through the wooden handle of the hammer. Another moment and it had turned round and was completely gone.


  A howl of despair burst from all our lips. All the labour and the patience, all had been in vain. Dowlas made a few more unsuccessful attempts, but as the whirl was lost, and they had no means of replacing it, there was no further room for hope. They did, indeed, lower some cords twisted into running knots, but these only slipped over, without holding, the slimy bodies of the sharks. As a last resource the boatswain allowed his naked leg to hang over the side of the raft; the monsters, however, were proof even against this attraction.


  Reduced once again to a gloomy despondency, all turned to their places, to await the end that cannot now be long deferred.


  Just as I moved away I heard the boatswain say to Curtis, —


  “Captain, when shall we draw lots?”


  The captain made no reply.


  第四十五章


  Chapter 45


  一月十六日，天气又闷又热，人们躺在木筏上，像是死了一样。十一点，太阳被遮了起来，不一会儿，大雨下来了，船长把那只破木桶放在木筏上，又将篷布伸开接水，大家都躺在木筏上张着嘴接水喝。


  二十分钟后，雨停了，木桶里接了有两三品脱水。因为篷布经过风吹浪打，上边吸附了大量的盐分，盐分和雨水混合在一起成了咸水，所以用篷布接的水无法饮用。好在桶里接了一些水，大家对前景还是表示乐观。


  January 16th.


  If the crew of any passing vessel had caught sight of us as we lay still and inanimate upon our sail-cloth, they would scarcely, at first sight, have hesitated to pronounce us dead.


  My sufferings were terrible; tongue, lips, and throat were so parched and swollen that if food had been at hand I question whether I could have swallowed it. So exasperated were the feelings of us all, however, that we glanced at each other with looks as savage as though we were about to slaughter and without delay eat up one another.


  The heat was aggravated by the atmosphere being somewhat stormy. Heavy vapours gathered on the horizon, and there was a look as if it were raining all around. Longing eyes and gasping mouths turned involuntarily towards the clouds, and M. Letourneur, on bended knee, was raising his hands, as it might be in supplication to the relentless skies.


  It was eleven o’clock in the morning. I listened for distant rumblings which might announce an approaching storm, but although the vapours had obstructed the sun’s rays, they no longer presented the appearance of being charged with electricity. Thus our prognostications ended in disappointment; the clouds, which in the early morning had been marked by the distinctness of their outline, had melted one into another and assumed an uniform dull grey tint； in fact, we were enveloped in an ordinary fog. But was it not still possible that this fog might turn to rain?


  Happily this hope was destined to be realized; for in a very short time, Dowlas, with a shout of delight, declared that rain was actually coming; and sure enough, not half a mile from the raft, the dark parallel streaks against the sky testified that there at least the rain was falling. I could see the drops rebounding from the surface of the water. The wind was fresh and bringing the cloud right on towards us, yet we could not suppress our trepidation lest it; should exhaust itself before it reached us.


  But no: very soon large heavy drops began to fall, and the storm-cloud, passing over our heads, was outpouring its contents upon us. The shower, however, was very transient; already a bright streak of light along the horizon marked the limit of the cloud and warned us that we must be quick to make the most of what it had to give us. Curtis had placed the broken barrel in the position that was most exposed, and every sail was spread out to the fullest extent our dimensions would allow.


  We all laid ourselves down flat upon our backs and kept our mouths wide open. The rain splashed into my face, wetted my lips, and trickled down my throat. Never can I describe the ecstasy with which I imbibed that renovating moisture. The parched and swollen glands relaxed, I breathed afresh, and my whole being seemed revived with a strange and requickened life.


  The rain lasted about twenty minutes, when the cloud, still only half exhausted, passed quite away from over us.


  We grasped each other’s hands as we rose from the platform on which we had been lying, and mutual congratulations, mingled with gratitude, poured forth from our long silent lips. Hope, however evanescent it might be, for the moment had returned, and we yielded to the expectation that, ere long, other and more abundant clouds might come and replenish our store.


  The next consideration was how to preserve and economize what little had been collected by the barrel, or imbibed by the outspread sails. It was found that only a few pints of rainwater had fallen into the barrel to this small quantity the sailors were about to add what they could by wringing out the saturated sails, when Curtis made them desist from their intention.


  “Stop, stop!” he said, “we must wait a moment; we must see whether this water from the sails is drinkable.”


  I looked at him in amazement. Why should not this be as drinkable as the other? He squeezed a few drops out of one of the folds of a sail into the tin pot, and put it to his lips. To my surprise, he rejected it immediately, and upon tasting it for myself I found it not merely brackish, but briny as the sea itself. The fact was that the canvas had been so long exposed to the action of the waves, that it had become thoroughly impregnated by salt, which of course was taken up again by the water that fell upon it. Disappointed we were; but with several pints of water in our possession, we were not only contented for the present, but sanguine in our prospect for the future.


  第四十六章


  Chapter 46


  一月十七日，人们解决了干渴的问题，饥饿又向大家袭来。鲨鱼在木筏的四周游动，船长想用手中的小刀和鲨鱼搏斗，被大家劝住了，现在大家都感到绝望了。大家都用饥饿的眼光看着伙伴，使人感到害怕。


  晚上，卡翟隆躺在帆布上，将头伸出木筏呼吸着清凉的空气。忽然闻到了一股烤肉味，他顺着气味找过去，最后在木筏右边角上的篷布下摸到了一个纸包着的一小块熏肉。正要吃下去，被奥尔巴特拉住了，这原来是奥尔巴特藏在这里的。


  于是他们两个扭打起来，最后卡翟隆将奥尔巴特压在下面，吞下了那块肉，悄悄地回到自己的位置睡了。


  January 17th.


  As a natural consequence of the alleviation of our thirst, the pangs of hunger returned more violently than ever. Although we had no bait, and even if we had we could not use it for want of a whirl, we could not help asking whether no possible means could be devised for securing one out of the many sharks that were still perpetually swarming about the raft. Armed with knives, like the Indians in the pearl fisheries, was it not practicable to attack the monsters in their own element? Curtis expressed his willingness personally to make the attempt, but so numerous were the sharks that we would not for one moment hear of his risking his life in a venture of which the danger was as great as the success was doubtful.


  By plunging into the sea, or by gnawing at a piece of metal, we could always, or at least often, do something that cheated us into believing that we were mitigating the pains of thirst; but with hunger it was different. The prospect, too, of rain seemed hopeful, whilst for getting food there appeared no chance; and, as we knew that nothing could compensate for the lack of nutritive matter, we were soon all cast down again. Shocking to confess, it would be untrue to deny that we surveyed each other with the eye of an eager longing; and I need hardly explain to what a degree of savageness the one idea that haunted us had reduced our feelings.


  Ever since the storm-cloud brought us the too transient shower the sky has been tolerably clear, and although at that time the wind had slightly freshened, it has since dropped, and the sail hangs idly against our mast. Except for the trifling relief it brings by modifying the temperature we care little now for any breeze. Ignorant as we are as to what quarter of the Atlantic we have been carried by the currents, it matters very little to us from what direction the wind may blow if only it would bring, in rain or dew, the moisture of which we are so dreadfully in need.


  The moon was entering her last quarter, so that it was dark till nearly midnight, and the stars were misty, not glowing with that lustre which is so often characteristic of cool nights. Half frantic with that sense of hunger which invariably returns with redoubled vigour at the close of every day, I threw myself, in a kind of frenzy, upon a bundle of sails that was lying on the starboard of the raft, and leaning over, I tried to get some measure of relief by inhaling the moist coolness that rarely fails to circulate just above the water. My brain was haunted by the most horrible nightmares; not that I suppose I was in any way more distressed than my companions, who were lying in their usual places, vainly endeavouring to forget their sufferings in sleep.


  After a time I fell into a restless, dreamy doze. I was neither asleep nor awake. How long I remained in that state of stupor I could hardly say, but at length a strange sensation half brought me to myself. Was I dreaming, or was there not really some unaccustomed odour floating in the air? My nostrils became distended, and I could scarcely suppress a cry of astonishment; but some instinct kept me quiet, and I laid myself down again with the puzzled sensation sometimes experienced when we have forgotten a word or name. Only a few minutes, however, had elapsed before another still more savoury puff induced me to take several long inhalations. Suddenly, the truth seemed to dash across my mind. “Surely,” I muttered to myself “this must be cooked meat that I can smell.”


  Again and again I sniffed and became more convinced than ever that my senses were not deceiving me. But from what part of the raft could the smell proceed? I rose to my knees, and having satisfied myself that the odour came from the front, I crept stealthily as a cat under the sails and between the spars in that direction. Following the promptings of my scent, rather than my vision, like a bloodhound in the track of his prey, I searched everywhere I could, now finding, now losing, the smell according to my change of position, or the drop- ping of the wind. At length I got the true scent; once for all, so that I could go straight to the object for which I was in search.


  Approaching the starboard angle of the raft, I came to the conclusion that the smell that had thus keenly excited my cravings was the smell of smoked bacon; the membranes of my tongue almost bristled with the intenseness of my longing.


  Crawling along a little farther, under a thick roll of sailcloth, I was not long in securing my prize. Forcing my arm below the roll, I felt my hand in contact with something wrapped up in paper. I clutched it up, and carried it off to a place where I could examine it by the help of the light of the moon that had now made its appearance above the horizon. I almost shrieked for joy. It was a piece of bacon. True, it did not weigh many ounces, but small as it was it would suffice to alleviate the pangs of hunger for one day at least. I was just on the point of raising it to my mouth, when a hand was laid upon my arm. It was only by a most determined effort that I kept myself from screaming out one instant more, and I found myself face to face with Hobart.


  In a moment I understood all. Plainly this rascal Hobart had saved some provision from the wreck, upon which he had been subsisting ever since. The steward had provided for himself, whilst all around him were dying of starvation. Detestable wretch! This accounts for the inconsistency of his well-to-do looks and his pitiable groans. Vile hypocrite!


  Yet why, it struck me, should I complain? Was not I reaping the benefit of that secret store that he, for himself, had saved?


  But Hobart had no idea of allowing me the peaceable possession of what he held to be his own. He made a dash at the fragment of bacon, and seemed determined to wrest it from my grasp. We struggled with each other, but although our wrestling was very violent, it was very noiseless. We were both of us aware that it was absolutely necessary that not one of those on board should know anything at all about the prize for which we were contending. Nor was my own determination lessened by hearing him groan out that it was his last, his only morsel. “His!” I thought; “it shall be mine now!”


  And still careful that no noise of commotion should arise, I threw him on his back, and grasping his throat so that it gurgled again, I held him down until, in rapid mouthfuls, I had swallowed up the last scrap of the food for which we had fought so hard.


  I released my prisoner, and quietly crept back to my own quarters.


  And not a soul is aware that I have broken my fast!


  第四十七章


  Chapter 47


  这天晚上，卡翟隆躺在那里，想到奥尔巴特不会揭露自己。如果那样，他自己暴露得更加彻底。但卡翟隆想起海碧小姐和安德烈，感到有些内疚。


  第二天太阳出来时，人们发现奥尔巴特上吊了。卡翟隆认为是自己将他逼死的。水手们在奥尔巴特周围徘徊，卡翟隆、安德烈父子和海碧小姐没有参加这次盛宴。


  毫无疑问，那几位同伴可能会活得更长一些。达乌拉斯还谈用海水蒸发盐将剩下的尸体腌起来，得到了水手们的赞同。


  January 18th.


  After this excitement I awaited the approach of day with a strange anxiety. My conscience told me that Hobart had the right to denounce me in the presence of all my fellowpassengers; yet my alarm was vain. The idea of my proceedings being exposed by him was quite absurd; in a moment he would himself be murdered without pity by the crew, if it should be revealed that, unknown to them, he had been living on some private store which, by clandestine cunning, he had reserved. But, in spite of my anxiety, I had a longing for day to come.


  The bit of food that I had thus stolen was very small; but small as it was it had alleviated my hunger, and I was now tortured with remorse, because I had not shared the meagre morsel with my fellow-sufferers. Miss Herbey, Andre, his father, all had been forgotten, and from the bottom of my heart I repented of my cruel selfishness.


  Meantime the moon rose high in the heavens, and the first streaks of dawn appeared. There is no twilight in these low latitudes, and the full daylight came well nigh at once. I had not closed my eyes since my encounter with the steward, and ever since the first blush of day I had laboured under the impression that I could see some unusual dark mass half way up the mast. But although it again and again caught my eye, it hardly roused my curiosity, and I did not rise from the bundle of sails on which I was lying to ascertain what it really was. But no sooner did the rays of the sun fall full upon it than I saw at once that it was the body of a man, attached to a rope, and swinging to and fro with the motion of the raft.


  A horrible presentiment carried me to the foot of the mast, and, just as I had guessed, Hobart had hanged himself. I could not for a moment; doubt that it was I myself that had impelled him to the suicide. A cry of horror had scarcely escaped my lips, when my fellowpassengers were at my side, and the rope was cut. Then came the sailors. And what was it that made the group gather so eagerly around the body? Was it a humane desire to see whether any spark of life remained? No, indeed; the corpse was cold, and the limbs were rigid; there was no chance that animation should be restored. What then was it that kept them lingering so close around? It was only too apparent what they were about to do.


  But I did not, could not, look. I refused to take part in the horrible repast that was proposed. Neither would Miss Herbey, Andre nor his father, consent to alleviate their pangs of hunger by such revolting means. I know nothing for certain as to what Curtis did, and I did not venture to inquire; but of the others,—Falsten, Dowlas, the boatswain, and all the rest,—I know that, to assuage their cravings, they consented to reduce themselves to the level of beasts of prey; they were transformed from human beings into ravenous brutes.


  The four of us who sickened at the idea of partaking of the horrid meal withdrew to the seclusion of our tent; it was bad enough to hear; without witnessing the appalling operation. But, in truth, I had the greatest difficulty in the world in preventing Andre from rushing out upon the cannibals, and snatching the odious food from their clutches. I represented to him the hopelessness of his attempt, and tried to reconcile him by telling him that if they liked the food they had a right to it. Hobart had not been murdered; he had died by his own hand; and, after all, as the boatswain had once remarked to me, “it was better to eat a dead man than a live one.”


  Do what I would, however, I could not quiet Andre’s feeling of abhorrence; in his disgust and loathing he seemed for the time to have quite forgotten his own sufferings.


  Meanwhile, there was no concealing the truth that we were ourselves dying of starvation, whilst our eight companions would probably, by their loathsome diet, escape that frightful destiny. Owing to his secret hoard of provisions Hobart had been by far the strongest amongst us; he had been supported, so that no organic disease had affected his tissues, and really might be said to be in good health when his chagrin drove him to his desperate suicide. But what was I thinking of! whither were my meditations carrying me away? was it not coming to pass that the cannibals were rousing my envy instead of exciting my horror?


  Very shortly after this I heard Dowlas talking about the possibility of obtaining salt by evaporating sea-water in the sun; “and then,” he added, “we can salt down the rest.”


  The boatswain assented to what the carpenter had said, and probably the suggestion was adopted.


  Silence, the most profound, now reigns upon the raft. I presume that nearly all have gone to sleep. One thing I do know, that they are no longer hungry!


  第四十八章


  Chapter 48


  一月十九日的凌晨，卡翟隆被吵骂声惊醒，水手长和一些水手怒气冲冲地来到他们的帐篷要抓贼，并说要把那东西找出来。


  水手长告诉卡翟隆，那些食物大家都有份，可现在一点都不见了。于是他们开始搜查帐篷，结果是一无所获。看来已经被扔到海里了，卡翟隆看出不像是海碧小姐和勒督雷先生干的，而安德烈避开了他的目光。卡翟隆知道可能是安德烈干的，但不知他有没有想过做这事的后果。


  January 19th.


  All through the day the sky remained unclouded and the heat intense; and night came on without bringing much sensible moderation in the temperature. I was unable to get any sleep, and, towards morning, was disturbed by hearing an angry clamour going on outside the tent; it aroused M. Letourneur, Andre and Miss Herbey, as much as myself, and we were anxious to ascertain the cause of the tumult.


  The boatswain, Dowlas, and all the sailors were storming at each other in frightful rage; and Curtis, who had come forward from the stern, was vainly endeavouring to pacify them.


  “But who has done it? we must know who has done it,” said Dowlas, scowling with vindictive passion on the group around him.


  “There’s a thief,” howled out the boatswain, “and he shall be found! Let’s know who has taken it.”


  “I haven’t taken it!” “Nor I!” “Nor I!” cried the sailors one after another.


  And then they set to work again to ransack every quarter of the raft; they rolled every spar aside, they overturned everything on board, and only grew more and more incensed with anger as their search proved fruitless.


  “Can you tell us,” said the boatswain, coming up to me, “who is the thief?”


  “Thief!” I replied. “I don’t know what you mean.”


  And while we were speaking the others all came up together, and told me that they had looked everywhere else, and that they were going now to search the tent.


  “Shame!” I said. “You ought to allow those whom you know to he dying of hunger at least to die in peace. There is not one of us who has left the tent all night. Why suspect us?”


  “Now just look here, Mr. Kazallon,” said the boatswain, in a voice which he was endeavouring to calm down into moderation, “we are not accusing you of anything; we know well enough you, and all the rest of you, had a right to your shares as much as anybody; but that isn’t it. It’s all gone somewhere, every bit.”


  “Yes,” said Sandon gruffly; “it’s all gone somewheres, and we are a going to search the tent.


  Resistance was useless, and Miss Herbey, M. Letourneur, and Andre were all turned out.


  I confess I was very fearful. I had a strong suspicion that for the sake of his son, for whom he was ready to venture anything, M. Letourneur had committed the theft; in that case I knew that nothing would have prevented the infuriated men from tearing the devoted father to pieces. I beckoned to Curtis for protection, and he came and stood beside me. He said nothing, but waited with his hands in his pockets, and I think I am not mistaken in my belief that there was some sort of a weapon in each.


  To my great relief the search was ineffectual. There was no doubt that the carcase of the suicide had been thrown overboard, and the rage of the disappointed cannibals knew no bounds.


  Yet who had ventured to do the deed! I looked at M. Letourneur and Miss Herbey; but their countenances at once betrayed their ignorance. Andre turned his face away, and his eyes did not meet my own. Probably it is he; but, if it be, I wonder whether he has reckoned up the consequences of so rash an act.


  第四十九章


  Chapter 49


  在一月十八日到二十日的几天中，几个水手没有受到太大的饥饿折磨，而卡翟隆他们四个却被饥饿折磨得越来越难受。


  不久之后，水手们再次受到了饥饿的折磨。他们似乎都在计算着几位乘客死亡的日期。


  离开“大臣号”已经四十二天了，大家的精神状况和身体状况都不是很好。这天“黑鬼”发起疯来，拿起一根铁棒向卡翟隆他们冲来。大家躲了过去，他又在自己身上乱撕乱咬，最后栽入了海中。几位水手跑到木筏边想把尸体捞起来，但他已成了鲨鱼的食物。


  January 20th to 22nd.


  For the day or two after the horrible repast of the 18th those who had partaken of it appeared to suffer comparatively little either from hunger or thirst; but for the four of us who had tasted nothing, the agony of suffering grew more and more intense. It was enough to make us repine over the loss of the provision that had so mysteriously gone; and if any one of us should die, I doubt whether the survivors would a second time resist the temptation to assuage their pangs by tasting human flesh.


  Before long, all the cravings of hunger began to return to the sailors, and I could see their eyes greedily glancing upon us, starved as they knew us to be, as though they were reckoning our hours, and already were preparing to consume us as their prey.


  As is always the case with shipwrecked men, we were tormented by thirst far more than by hunger; and if, in the height of our sufferings, we had been offered our choice between a few drops of water and a few crumbs of biscuit, I do not doubt that we should, without exception, have preferred to take the water.


  And what a mockery to our condition did it seem that all this while there was water, water, nothing but water, everywhere around us! Again and again, incapable of comprehending how powerless it was to relieve me, I put a few drops within my lips, but only with the invariable result of bringing on a most trying nausea, and rendering my thirst more unendurable than before.


  Forty-two days had passed since we quitted the sinking “Chancellor.” There could be no hope now; all of us must die, and by the most deplorable of deaths. I was quite conscious that a mist was gathering over my brain; I felt my senses sinking into a condition of torpor; I made an effort, but all in vain, to master the delirium that I was aware was taking possession of my reason. It is out of my power to decide for how long I lost my consciousness; but when I came to myself I found that Miss Herbey had folded some wet bandages around my forehead. I am somewhat better; but I am weakened, mind and body; and I am conscious that I have not long to live.


  A frightful fatality occurred to day. The scene was terrible. Jynxtrop the negro went raving mad. Curtis and several of the men tried their utmost to control him, but in spite of everything he broke loose, and tore up and down the raft, uttering fearful yells. He had gained possession of a handspike, and rushed upon us all with the ferocity of an infuriated tiger; how we contrived to escape mischief from his attacks, I know not. All at once, by one of those unaccountable impulses of madness, his rage turned against himself. With his teeth and nails he gnawed and tore away at his own flesh; dashing the blood into our faces, he shrieked out with a demoniacal grin, “Drink, drink!” and flinging us gory morsels, kept saying “Eat, eat!” In the midst of his insane shrieks he made a sudden pause, then dashing back again from the stern to the front, he made a bound and disappeared beneath the waves.


  Falsten, Dowlas, and the boatswain, made a rush that at least they might secure the body; but it was too late; all that they could see was a crimson circle in the water, and some huge sharks disporting themselves around the spot.


  第五十章


  Chapter 50


  到一月二十三日，木筏上已经剩十一人了，说不定以后每天都会有人死去。这些人中，工程师的身体虽然消瘦，但却有惊人的耐力；水手长虽然原来精力充沛，但现在待在木筏上，头耷拉在胸前，没一点儿生机；现在木筏上的人都不说话，一派死气沉沉的现象。


  January 23rd.


  Only eleven of us now remain; and the probability is very great that every day must now carry off at least its one victim, and perhaps more. The end of the tragedy is rapidly approaching, and save for the chance, which is next to an impossibility, of our sighting land, or being picked up by a passing vessel, ere another week has elapsed not a single survivor of the “Chancellor” will remain.


  The wind freshened considerably in the night, and it is now blowing pretty briskly from the north-east. It has filled our sail, and the white foam in our wake is an indication that we are making some progress. The captain reckons that we must be advancing at the rate of about three miles an hour.


  Curtis and Falsten are certainly in the best condition amongst us, and in spite of their extreme emaciation they bear up wonderfully under the protracted hardships we have all endured. Words cannot describe the melancholy state to which poor Miss Herbey bodily is reduced; her whole being seems absorbed into her soul, but that soul is brave and resolute as ever, living in heaven rather than on earth. The boatswain, strong, energetic man that he was, has shrunk into a mere shadow of his former self, and I doubt whether any one would recognize him to be the same man. He keeps perpetually to one corner of the raft, his head dropped upon his chest, and his long, bony hands lying upon knees that project sharply from his worn-out trowsers. Unlike Miss Herbey, his spirit seems to have sunk into apathy, and it is at times difficult to believe that he is living at all, so motionless and statue-like does he sit.


  Silence continues to reign upon the raft. Not a sound, not even a groan, escapes our lips. We do not exchange ten words in the course of the day, and the few syllables that our parched tongue and swollen lips can pronounce are almost unintelligible. Wasted and bloodless, we are no longer human beings; we are spectres.


  第五十一章


  Chapter 51


  一月二十四日，船长也不知道他们现在到了什么位置，只知道木筏在向西漂。这天风完全停了，木筏有些支撑不住了，船长和木工使出身上仅有的力气，将它加固了一下。


  现在鲨鱼整天在木筏四周游荡，人们也不敢用海水浴来解暑了。工程师的身体也不行了，不知他是睡在帆布下面还是死了。船长还是不屈不挠地站在木筏上远望着前方。


  突然，传来了一阵大笑声，弗莱波尔手舞足蹈地在幻想着前面出现了一片草地和一个小酒馆，他在请朋友们饮酒、喝水。几位水手用眼死死地盯着他，他们决定这次要把尸体保存好。弗莱波尔倒下了，昏沉沉地睡了过去。


  January 24th.


  I have inquired more than once of Curtis if he has the faintest idea to what quarter of the Atlantic we have drifted, and each time he has been unable to give me a decided answer, though from his general observation of the direction of the wind and currents he imagines that we have been carried westwards, that is to say, towards the land.


  Today the breeze has dropped entirely, but the heavy swell is still upon the sea, and is an unquestionable sign that a tempest has been raging at no great distance. The raft labours hard against the waves, and Curtis, Falsten, and the boatswain, employ the little energy that remains to them in strengthening the joints. Why do they give themselves such trouble? Why not let the few frail planks part asunder, and allow the ocean to terminate our miserable existence? Certain it seems that our sufferings must have reached their utmost limit, and nothing could exceed the torture that we are enduring. The sky pours down upon us a heat like that of molten lead, and the sweat that saturates the tattered clothes that hang about our bodies goes far to aggravate the agonies of our thirst. No words of mine can describe this dire distress; these sufferings are beyond human estimate.


  Even bathing, the only means of refreshment that we possessed, has now become impossible, for ever since Jynxtrop’s death the sharks have hung about the raft in shoals.


  Today I tried to gain a few drops of fresh water by evaporation, but even with the exercise of the greatest patience, it was with the utmost difficulty that I obtained enough to moisten a little scrap of linen; and the only kettle that we had was so old and battered, that it would not bear the fire, so that I was obliged to give up the attempt in despair.


  Falsten is now almost exhausted, and if he survives us at all, it can only be for a few days. Whenever I raised my head I always failed to see him, but he was probably lying sheltered somewhere beneath the sails. Curtis was the only man who remained on his feet, but with indomitable pluck he continued to stand on the front of the raft, waiting, watching, hoping. To look at him, with his unflagging energy, almost tempted me to imagine that he did well to hope, but I dared nor entertain one sanguine thought; and there I lay, waiting, nay, longing for death.


  How many hours passed away thus I cannot tell, but after a time a loud peal of laughter burst upon my ear Some oneelse, then, was going mad, I thought; but the idea did not rouse me in the least. The laughter was repeated with greater vehemence, but I never raised my head. Presently I caught a few incoherent words.


  “Fields, fields, gardens and trees! Look, there’s an inn under the trees! Quick, quick! brandy, gin, water! a guinea a drop! I’ll pay for it! I’ve lots of money! lots ! lots !”


  Poor deluded wretch! I thought again; the wealth of a nation could not buy a drop of water here. There was silence for a minute, when all of a sudden I heard the shout of “Land! land!”


  The words acted upon me like an electric shock, and, with a frantic effort, I started to my feet. No land, indeed, was visible, but Flaypole, laughing, singing, and gesticulating, was raging up and down the raft. Sight, taste and hearing—all were gone; but the cerebral derangement supplied their place, and in imagination the maniac was conversing with absent friends, inviting them into the George Inn at Cardiff, offering them gin, whisky, and, above all water! Stumbling at every step, and singing in a cracked, discordant voice, he stag- gered about amongst us like an intoxicated man. With the loss of his senses all his sufferings had vanished, and his thirst was appeased. It was hard not to wish to be a partaker of his hallucination.


  Dowlas, Falsten, and the boatswain, seemed to think that the unfortunate wretch would, like Jynxtrop, put an end to himself by leaping into the sea; but, determined this time to preserve the body, that it might serve a better purpose than merely feeding the sharks, they rose and followed the madman everywhere he went, keeping a strict eye upon his every movement.


  But the matter did not end as they expected. As though he were really intoxicated by the stimulants of which he had been raving, Flaypole at last sank down in a heap in a corner of the raft, where he lay lost in a heavy slumber.


  第五十二章


  Chapter 52


  这一天，天气非常炎热。卡翟隆记得木筏上的人应该是十一个人，可怎么算不是十个就是十二个。他在梦中感到朋友和家人来向他诀别，凌晨醒来，他向船长表示，自己想了却残生。而船长表示，就是只剩下自己一个人，也要坚守在这个岗位上。


  早上七点，卡翟隆仿佛三次听到了鸟叫声。船长也听到了，并说离陆地不远了。十一点时，浓雾散去，然而仍看不到地平线。


  到了夜里两点，卡翟隆被干渴折磨得大叫起来，他用刀子将胳膊的静脉割破，血一滴滴地流了出来。他马上吸到嘴里，痛苦有了一点缓解，但血马上就不流了。


  他感到时间过得太慢了，他想在死之前握住一个朋友的手。于是朝旁边的船长爬去，握住了他的手，他还想见一下勒督雷父子和海碧小姐，但他没有勇气，害怕他们鼓励他，使他又有了活下去的勇气。


  第二天上午十点，当卡翟隆站起身正准备跳海时，听到达乌拉斯对船长建议来抽签，卡翟隆又回到了自己的位置。


  January 25th.


  Last night was very misty, and for some unaccountable reason, one of the hottest that can be imagined. The atmosphere was really so stifling, that it seemed as if it only required a spark to set it alight. The raft was not only quite stationary, but did not even rise and fall with any motion of the waves.


  During the night I tried to count how many there were now on board, but I was utterly unable to collect my ideas sufficiently to make the enumeration. Sometimes I counted ten, sometimes twelve, and although I knew that eleven, since Jynxtrop was dead, was the correct number, I could never bring my reckoning right. Of one thing I felt quite sure, and that was that the number would very soon be ten. I was convinced that I could myself last but very little longer. All the events and associations of my life passed rapidly through my brain, My country, my friends, and my family all appeared as it were in a vision, and seemed as though they had come to bid me a last farewell.


  Towards morning I woke from my sleep, if the languid stupour into which I had fallen was worthy of that name. One fixed idea had taken possession of my brain; I would put an end to myself, and I felt a sort of pleasure as I gloated over the power that I had to terminate my sufferings. I told Curtis, with the utmost composure, of my intention, and he received the intelligence as calmly as it was delivered.


  “Of course you will do as you please,” he said; “for, my own part, I shall not abandon my post. It is my duty to remain here, and unless death comes to carry me away, I shall stay where I am to the very last.”


  The dull grey fog still hung heavily over the ocean, but the sun was evidently shining above the mist, and would, in course of time, dispel the vapour. Towards seven o’clock I fancied I heard the cries of birds above my head. The sound was repeated three times, and as I went up to the captain to ask him about it, I heard him mutter to himself, —


  “Birds! why, that looks as if land were not far off.”


  But although Curtis might still cling to the hope of reaching land, I knew not what it was to have one sanguine thought. For me there was neither continent nor island; the world was one fluid sphere, uniform, monotonous, as in the most primitive period of its formation. Nevertheless it must be owned that it was with a certain amount of impatience that I awaited the rising of the mist, for I was anxious to shake off the phantom fallacies that Curtis’s words had suggested to my mind.


  Not till eleven o’clock did the fog begin to break, and as it rolled in heavy folds along the surface of the water, I could every now and then catch glimpses of a clear blue sky beyond. Fierce sunbeams pierced the cloud-rifts, scorching and burning our bodies like red-hot iron; but it was only above our heads that there was any sunlight to condense the vapour; the horizon was still quite invisible. There was no wind, and for half an hour longer the fog hung heavily round the raft; whilst Curtis, leaning against the side, strove to penetrate the obscurity. At length the sun burst forth in full power, and, sweeping the surface of the ocean, dispelled the fog, and left the horizon opened to our eyes.


  There, exactly as we had seen it for the last six weeks, was the circle that bounded sea and sky, unbroken, definite, distinct as ever! Curtis gazed with intensest scrutiny, but did not speak a word. I pitied him sincerely, for he alone of us all felt that he had not the right to put an end to his misery. For myself I had fully determined that if I lived till the following day, I would die by my own hand. Whether my companions were still alive, I hardly cared to know; it seemed as though days had passed since I had seen them.


  Night drew on, but I could not sleep for a moment. Towards two o’clock in the morning my thirst was so intense that I was unable to suppress loud cries of agony. Was there nothing that would serve to quench the fire that was burning within me? What if instead of drinking the blood of others I were to drink my own? It would be all unavailing, I was well aware, but scarcely had the thought crossed my mind, than I proceeded to put it into execution. I unclasped my knife, and, stripping my arm, with a steady thrust I opened a small vein. The blood oozed out slowly, drop by drop, and as I eagerly swallowed the source of my very life, I felt that for a moment my torments were relieved, But only for a moment; all energy had failed my pulses, and almost immediately the blood had ceased to flow.


  How long it seemed before the morning dawned! and when that morning came it brought another fog, heavy as before that again shut out the horizon. The fog was hot as the burning steam that issues from a boiler. It was to be my last day upon earth, and I felt that I would like to press the hand of a friend before I died. Curtis was standing near, and crawling up to him, I took his hand in my own. He seemed to know that I was taking my farewell, and with one last lingering hope he endeavoured to restrain me. But all in vain, my mind was finally made up.


  I should have like to speak once again to M. Letourneur, Andre and Miss Herbey, but my courage failed me. I knew that the young girl would read my resolution in my eyes, and that she would speak to me of duty and of God, and of eternity, and I dared not meet her gaze; and I would not run the risk of being persuaded to wait until a lingering death should overtake me. I returned to the back of the raft, and after making several efforts, I managed to get on to my feet. I cast one long look at the pitiless ocean and the unbroken horizon; if a sail or the outline of a coast bad broken on my view, I believe that I should only have deemed myself the victim of an illusion; but nothing of the kind appeared, and the sea was dreary as a desert.


  It was ten o’clock in the morning. The pangs of hunger and the torments of thirst were racking me with redoubled vigour. All instinct of self-preservation had left me, and I felt that the hour had come when I must cease to suffer. Just as I was on the point of casting myself headlong into the sea, a voice, which I recognized as Dowlas’s; broke upon my ear.


  “Captain,” he said, “we are going to draw lots.”


  Involuntarily I paused; I did not take my plunge, but returned to my place upon the raft.


  第五十三章


  Chapter 53


  一月二十六日开始抽签，这意味着十一人中的一人要成为大家的食品。安德烈请求不要海碧小姐参加，被水手们拒绝了。于是，船长决定马上进行抽签。他将十一人的名字写在小纸条上，约定谁的名字最后从帽子里拿出来，谁就是牺牲品。


  勒督雷先生站出来主持抽签，船长把写着名字的帽子给了他。


  第一个名字叫到了伯尔克，他幸免于难。叫到第九个名字是勒督雷，人们问是哪个，他说是安德烈。安德烈听后昏了过去，还剩下达乌拉斯和勒督雷先生本人没被抽到，他从帽子中把签拿出来念到达乌拉斯，这样死亡的命运就落到了勒督雷先生头上。他将最后一个签拿出来看了一下就撕了。卡翟隆捡起一碎纸角看到上面有一个“安”字，这时勒督雷过来夺过纸条扔进了大海。


  January 26th.


  All heard and understood the proposition; in fact, it had been in contemplation for several days, but no one had ventured to put the idea into words. However, it was done now; lots were to be drawn, and to each would be assigned his share of the body of the one ordained by fate to be the victim. For my own part, I profess that I was quite resigned for the lot to fall upon myself. I thought I heard Andre Letourneur beg for an exception to be made in favour of Miss Herbey, but the sailors raised a murmur of dissent. As there were eleven of us on board, there were ten chances to one in each one’s favour, a proportion which would be diminished if Miss Herbey were excluded, so that the young lady was forced to take her chance among the rest.


  It was then half-past ten, and the boatswain, who had been roused from his lethargy by what the carpenter had said, insisted that the drawing should take place immediately. There was no reason for postponing the fatal lottery. There was not one of us that clung in the least to life, and we knew that at the worst, whoever should be doomed to die, would only precede the rest by a few days, or even hours. All that we desired was just once to slake our raging thirst and moderate our gnawing hunger.


  How all the names found their way to the bottom of a hat I cannot tell. Very likely Falsten wrote them upon a leaf torn from his memorandum-book. But be that as it may, the eleven names were there, and it was unanimously agreed that the last name drawn should be the victim.


  But who would draw the names? There was hesitation for a moment; then, “I will,” said a voice behind me. Turning round, I beheld M. Letourneur standing with outstretched hand, and with his long white hair falling over his thin livid face that was almost sublime in its calmness. I divined at once the reason of this voluntary offer; I knew that it was the father’s devotion in self-sacrifice that led him to undertake the office.


  “As soon as you please,” said the boatswain, and handed him the hat.


  M. Letourneur proceeded to draw out the folded strips of paper one by one, and after reading out aloud the name upon it, handed it to its owner.


  The first name called was that of Burke, who uttered a cry of delight; then followed Flaypole and the boatswain. What his name really was I never could exactly learn. Then came Falsten, Curtis, Sandon. More than half had now been called, and my name had not yet been drawn. I calculated my remaining chance; it was still four to one in my favour.


  M. Letourneur continued his painful task. Since Burke’s first exclamation of joy not a sound had escaped our lips, but all were listening in breathless silence. The seventh name was Miss Herbey’s, but the young girl heard it without a start. Then came mine, yes, mine! and the ninth was that of Letourneur.


  “Which one?” asked the boatswain.


  “Andre,” said M. Letourneur.


  With one cry Andre fell back senseless. Only two names now remained in the hat; those of Dowlas and of M. Letourneur himself.


  “Go on,” almost roared the carpenter, surveying his partner in peril as though he could devour him. M. Letourneur almost had a smile upon his lips, as he drew forth the last paper but one, and with a firm, unfaltering voice, marvellous for his age, unfolded it slowly, and read the name of Dowlas. The carpenter gave a yell of relief as he heard the word.


  M. Letourneur took the last bit of paper from the hat, and without looking at it, tore it to pieces. But, unperceived by all but myself, one little fragment flew into a corner of the raft. I crawled towards it and picked it up. On one side of it was written Andr—; the rest of the word was torn away. M. Letourneur saw what I had done, and rushing towards me, snatched the paper from my hands, and flung it into the sea.


  第五十四章


  Chapter 54


  卡翟隆明白，这是父亲将生的希望留给了儿子。那些丧失人性的人急不可待地要扑向勒督雷先生。这时，海碧小姐替他求情说：“再给他一天时间，如果明天到不了陆地，见不到轮船再处置他”。卡尔蒂斯、法尔森和卡翟隆表示赞同，水手长扔掉了斧头，大家都回到了自己的位置。


  安德烈醒过来后，看到了父亲，也看到了达乌拉斯。海碧小姐对他说，抽签还未结束，他听后握紧了父亲的手。


  当勒督雷先生和卡翟隆单独在一起时，他让卡翟隆照顾安德烈，永远不要让他知道这件事情的真相。


  夜深了，天亮时会不会发现陆地?有没有一艘船将他们救起呢？


  January 26th.


  I understood it all; the devoted father having nothing more to give, had given his life for his son.


  M. Letourneur was no longer a human being in the eyes of the famished creatures who were now yearning to see him sacrificed to their cravings. At the very sight of the victim thus provided, all the tortures of hunger returned with redoubled violence. With lips distended, and teeth displayed, they waited like a herd of carnivora until they could attack their prey with brutal voracity; it seemed almost doubtful whether they would not fall upon him while he was still alive. It seemed impossible that any appeal to their humanity could, at such a moment, have any weight; nevertheless, the appeal was made, and, incredible as it may seem, prevailed.


  Just as the boatswain was about to act the part of butcher, and Dowlas stood, hatchet in hand, ready to complete the barbarous work, Miss Herbey advanced, or rather crawled, towards them.


  “My friends,” she pleaded, “will you not wait just one more day? If no land or ship is in sight to-morrow, then I suppose our poor companion must become your victim. But allow him one more day; in the name of mercy I entreat, I implore you.”


  My heart bounded as she made her pitiful appeal. It seemed to me as though the noble girl had spoken with an inspiration on her lips, and I fancied that, perhaps, in super-natural vision she had viewed the coast or the ship of which she spoke; and one more day was not much to us who had already suffered so long, and endured so much.


  Curtis and Falsten agreed with me, and we all united to support Miss Herbey’s merciful petition. The sailors did not utter a murmur, and the boatswain in a smothered voice said, —


  “Very well, we will wait till daybreak tomorrow,” and threw down his hatchet.


  Tomorrow, then, unless land or a sail appear, the horrible sacrifice will be accomplished. Stifling their sufferings by a strenuous effort, all returned to their places. The sailors crouched beneath the sails, caring nothing about scanning the ocean. Food was in store for them tomorrow, and that was enough for them.


  As soon as Andre Letourneur came to his senses, his first thought was for his father, and I saw him count the passengers on the raft. He looked puzzled; when he lost consciousness there had been only two names left in the hat, those of his father and the carpenter; and yet M. Letourneur and Dowlas were both there still. Miss Herbey went up to him and told him quietly that the drawing of the lots had not yet been finished. Andre asked no further question, but took his father’s hand. M. Letourneur’s countenance was calm and serene; he seemed to be conscious of nothing except that the life of his son was spared, and as the two sat conversing in an undertone at the back of the raft, their whole existence seemed bound up in each other.


  Meantime, I could not disabuse my mind of the impression caused by Miss Herbey’s intervention. Something told me that help was near at hand, and that we were approaching the termination of our suspense and misery; the chimeras that were floating through my brain resolved themselves into realities, so that nothing appeared to me more certain than that either land or sail, be they miles away, would be discovered somewhere to leeward.


  I imparted my convictions to M. Letourneur and his son. Andre was as sanguine as myself; poor boy! he little thinks what a loss there is in store for him tomorrow. His father listened gravely to all we said, and whatever he might think in his own mind, he did not give us any discouragement; Heaven, he said, he was sure would still spare the survivors of the “Chancellor,” and then he lavished on his son caresses which he deemed to be his last.


  Some time afterwards, when I was alone with him, M. Letourneur whispered in my ear, —


  “Mr. Kazallon, I commend my boy to your care, and mark you, he must never know—”


  His voice was choked with tears, and he could not finish his sentence.


  But I was full of hope, and, without a moment’s intermission, I kept my eyes fixed upon the horizon, Curtis, Miss Herbey, Falsten, and even the boatswain, were also eagerly scanning the broad expanse of sea.


  Night has come on; but I have still a profound conviction that through the darkness some ship will approach, and that at daybreak our raft will be observed.


  第五十五章


  Chapter 55


  到了一月二十七日早上的六点钟，木筏还漂流在大海上，既看不到陆地，也看不到有船过来。


  这时，水手长说“时间到了”，木工拿着斧头和几个水手跟着他来到木筏后面，安德烈站了起来，护着父亲，问他们要干什么。这时，勒督雷先生告诉他“自己抽到了那只凶签”。


  安德烈告诉那伙人，应该先杀了他，是他把尸体扔进大海的。这使得那伙人更加愤怒，达乌拉斯将他推倒，两名水手将他摁在那里。


  勒督雷先生已经被扒掉了一些衣服，这时他说今天情愿让他们砍掉两只胳膊，剩下的明天再来。


  木工表示同意，便挥起了斧头。在斧头正要落下去的时候，卡尔蒂斯和卡翟隆上前去营救。卡翟隆被一个水手推向了大海，一股水灌进了口中，他感到水是淡的。


  January 27th.


  I did not close my eyes all night, and was keenly alive to the faintest sounds, and every ripple of the water, and every murmur of the waves, broke distinctly on my ear. One thing I noticed and accepted as a happy omen; not a single shark now lingered-round the raft. The waning moon rose at a quarter to one, and through the feeble glimmer which she cast across the ocean, many and many a time I fancied I caught sight of the longed-for sail, lying only a few cables’ lengths away.


  But when morning came, the sun rose once again upon a desert ocean, and my hopes began to fade. Neither ship nor shore had appeared, and as the shocking hour of execution drew near, my dreams of deliverance melted away; I shuddered in my very soul as I was brought face to face with the stern reality. I dared not look upon the victim, and whenever his eyes, so full of calmness and resignation, met my own, I turned away my head. I felt choked with horror, and my brain reeled as though I were intoxicated.


  It was now six o’clock, and all hope had vanished from my breast; my heart beat rapidly, and a cold sweat of agony broke out all over me. Curtis and the boatswain stood by the mast attentively scanning the horizon. The boatswain’s countenance was terrible to look upon; one could see that although he would not forestall the hour, he was determined not to wait a moment after it arrived. As for the captain, it was impossible to tell what really passed within his mind; his face was livid, and his whole existence seemed concentrated in the exercise of his power of vision. The sailors were crawling about the platform, with their eyes gleaming, like wild beasts ready to pounce upon their devoted prey.


  I could no longer keep my place, and glided along to the front of the raft. The boatswain was still standing intent on his watch, but all of a sudden, in a voice that made me start he shouted, —


  “Now then, time’s up!” and followed by Dowlas, Burke, Flaypole, and Sandon, ran to the back of the raft. As Dowlas’ seized the hatchet convulsively, Miss Herbey could not suppress a cry of terror. Andre started to his feet.


  “What are you going to do to my father?” he asked in accents choked with emotion.


  “My boy,” said M. Letourneur, “the lot has fallen upon me, and I must die!”


  “Never!” shrieked Andre, throwing his arms about his father, “They shall kill me first. It was I who threw Hobart’s body into the sea, and it is I who ought to die!”


  But the words of the unhappy youth had no other effect than to increase the fury of the men who were so staunchly bent upon their bloody purpose.


  “Come, come, no more fuss,” said Dowlas, as he tore the young man away from his father’s embrace.


  Andre fell upon his back, in which position two of the sailors held him down so tightly that he could not move, whilst Burke and Sandon carried off their victim to the front.


  All this had taken place much more rapidly than I have been able to describe it. I was transfixed with horror, and much as I wished to throw myself between M. Letourneur and his executioners, I seemed to be rooted to the spot where I was standing.


  Meantime the sailors had been taking off some of M. Letourneur’s clothes, and his neck and shoulders were already bare.


  “Stop a moment!” he said in a tone in which was the ring of indomitable courage. “Stop! I don’t want to deprive you of your ration; but I suppose you will not require to eat the whole of me today.”


  The sailors, taken aback by his suggestion, stared at him with amazement.


  “There are ten of you,” he went on. “My two arms will give you each a meal; cut them off for today, and tomorrow you shall have the rest of me.”


  “Agreed!” cried Dowlas; and as M. Letourneur held out his bare arms, quick as lightning the carpenter raised his hatchet.


  Curtis and I could bear this scene no longer; whilst we were alive to prevent it, this butchery should not be permitted, and we rushed forwards simultaneously to snatch the victim from his murderers. A furious struggle ensued, and in the midst of the melee I was seized by one of the sailors, and hurled violently into the sea.


  Closing my lips, I tried to die of suffocation in the water; but in spite of myself, my mouth opened, and a few drops trickled down my throat.


  Merciful Heaven! the water was fresh!


  第五十六章


  Chapter 56


  卡尔蒂斯向水中扔了个绳子，这时，斧子还没有落下，人们正在搏斗。人们听了卡翟隆的喊声，看到他喝着“海”里的水，混战结束了。大家都在木筏边喝起水来。


  船长告诉大家，现在离美洲陆地不超过二十海里，世界上只有亚马逊河能把海水从入海口推到二十海里以外。


  January 27th Continued.


  A change came over me as if by miracle. No longer had I any wish to die, and already Curtis, who had heard my cries, was throwing me a rope. I seized it eagerly, and was hauled up on to the raft, “Fresh water!” were the first words I uttered.


  “Fresh water?” cried Curtis, “why then, my friends, we are not far from land!”


  It was not too late; the blow had not been struck, and so the victim had not yet fallen. Curtis and Andre had fought with the cannibals, and it was just as they were yielding to overpowering numbers that my voice had made itself heard.


  The struggle came to an end. As soon as the words “Fresh water” had escaped my lips, I leaned over the side of the raft and swallowed the life-giving liquid in greedy draughts. Miss Herbey was the first to follow my example, but soon Curtis, Falsten, and all the rest were on their knees and drinking eagerly, The rough sailors seemed as if by a magic touch transformed back from ravenous beasts to human beings, and I saw several of them raise their hands to heaven in silent gratitude, Andre and his father were the last to drink.


  “But where are we?” I asked at length.


  “The land is there,” said Curtis pointing towards the west.


  We all stared at the captain as though he were mocking us; no land was in sight, and the raft, just as ever, was the centre of a watery waste. Yet our senses had not deceived us the water we had been drinking was perfectly fresh.


  “Yes,” repeated the captain, “land is certainly there, not more than twenty miles to leeward.”


  “What land?” inquired the boatswain.


  “South America,” answered Curtis, “and near the Amazon; no other river has a current strong enough to freshen the ocean twenty miles from shore!”


  第五十七章


  Chapter 57


  海碧小姐在祈祷，大家也在跟着祈祷。一个小时后，大陆出现在前方，他们到达了马拉约岛的马古里海岸，渔民发现了他们，把他们接上了岸，并盛情款待了他们。


  他们从离开“大臣号”向西南偏离了十五度，在零度十二分的地方靠岸，船上的三十二人只剩下十一人。


  在返回欧洲的途中，海碧小姐表示，打算离开繁华的尘世，用余生照顾受苦的人。勒督雷先生希望她照顾自己生病的儿子安德烈，海碧小姐表示同意，但只是把安德烈作为自己的兄长。大家都希望她与这个家庭的关系更亲密，过上幸福美好的生活。


  January 27th Continued.


  Curtis, no doubt was right The discharge from the mouth of the Amazon is enormously large, but we had probably drifted into the only spot in the Atlantic where we could find fresh water so far from land. Yet land, undoubtedly was there, and the breeze was carrying us onwards slowly but surely to our deliverance.


  Miss Herbey’s voice was heard pouring out fervent praise to Heaven, and we were all glad to unite our thanksgivings with hers. Then the whole of us (with the exception of Andre and his father, who remained by themselves together at the stern) clustered in a group, and kept our expectant gaze upon the horizon.


  We had not long to wait. Before an hour had passed Curtis, leaped in ecstasy and raised the joyous shout of “Land ahoy!”


  My journal has come to a close.


  I have only to relate, as briefly as possible, the circumstances that finally brought us to our destination.


  A few hours after we first sighted land the raft was off Cape Magoari, on the Island of Marajo, and was observed by some fishermen who, with kind-hearted alacrity picked us up, and tended us most carefully. They conveyed us to Para, where we became the objects of unbounded sympathy.


  The raft was brought to land in lat. Odeg. 12min. N., so that since we abandoned the “Chancellor” we had drifted at least fifteen degrees to the south-west. Except for the influence of the Gulf Stream we must have been car- ried far, far to the south, and in that case we should never have reached the mouth of the A mazon, and must inevitably have been lost.


  Of the thirty-two souls—nine passengers, and twenty-three seamen—who left Charleston on board the ship, only five passengers and six seamen remain. Eleven of us alone survive.


  An official account of our rescue was drawn up by the Brazilian authorities. Those who signed were Miss Herbey, J. R. Kazallon, M. Letourneur, Andre Letourneur, Mr. Falsten, the boatswain, Dowlas, Burke, Flaypole, Sandon, and last, though not least, “Robert Curtis, captain.”


  At Para we soon found facilities for continuing our homeward route. A vessel took us to Cayenne, where we secured a passage on board one of the steamers of the French Transatlantic Aspinwall line, the “Ville de St. Nazaire,” which conveyed us to Europe.


  After all the dangers and privations which we have undergone together, it is scarcely necessary to say that there has arisen between the surviving passengers of the “Chancellor” a bond of friendship too indissoluble, I believe, for either time or circumstance to destroy; Curtis must ever remain the honoured and valued friend of those whose welfare he consulted so faithfully in their misfortunes;


  When we were fairly on our homeward way, Miss Herbey by chance intimated to us her intention of retiring from the world and devoting the remainder of her life to the care of the sick and suffering.


  “Then why not come and look after my son?” said M. Letourneur, adding, “he is an invalid, and be requires, as he deserves, the best of nursing.”


  Miss Herbey, after some deliberation, consented to become a member of their family, and finds in M. Letourneur a father, and in Andre a brother. A brother, I say; but may we not hope that she may be united by a dearer and a closer tie, and that the noble-hearted girl may experience the happiness that so richly she deserves?


  下篇 隐身新娘


  Part II The Secret of Wilhelm Storitz


  第一章


  Chapter 1


  亨利·韦德尔于一七五七年四月四日收到了弟弟马克·韦德尔的来信，邀请他作为一家之长去参加婚礼。


  马克比哥哥小八岁，今年二十八岁，是一位颇受欢迎的肖像画家。他在布达佩斯期间画了几幅非常成功的肖像画，后来到了匈牙利重镇拉兹城。


  拉兹城名门之一的罗德里克医生家资雄厚、医术高超，家庭成员只有妻子、儿子哈拉朗上尉和女儿麦娜。


  马克经常去医生家，被麦娜吸引，同样他也吸引了麦娜。马克请大哥去，以便确定婚期，而麦娜也想见一下这位大家推崇的大哥，并由此判断一下自己将要进入的家庭，以便确定婚姻关系。


  亨利也乐意趁这次机会欣赏匈牙利的风光，决定乘船经多瑙河前往拉兹城。亨利处理了几样紧急事务，办齐马克需要的文件，准备了简单的行李。


  亨利写信给马克，告诉自己将马上启程，具体到达日期现在还无法确定，必要时可发电报告诉他自己到达拉兹城的时间。


  出发前的四月十三日晚，亨利到秘书长的办公室提交辞呈并领取护照。秘书长已于头天晚上在奥地利大使馆举办的晚会上，从刚回国的一位布达佩斯卫戍区的一名军官那里知道了他弟弟的婚事，并提起了麦娜小姐曾被化学家奥多·斯托里茨的儿子威廉·斯托里茨追求，但被罗德里克医生一口回绝了。亨利的朋友提醒他威廉为人很不安分，需要提防。


  亨利表示，自己会提防着他，便回去做最后的准备。


  ‘A


  ‘ nd do come as soon as you can my dear Henri; I am waiting impatiently for you. Besides, the country is magnificent, and this district in Lower Hungary is just the thing to interest an engineer. Were it only from that point of view, you would not regret making the journey.


  Very Heartily Yours,


  Marc Vidal’


  Thus ended the letter which I received from my brother on 4th April, 1757.


  No premonitory warning marked the arrival of this letter, which reached mc in the usual way, by the successive interventions of the messenger, the porter and my valet, who, without imagining the importance of his gesture, offered it to me on a salver with his accustomed calm.


  And I too was calm when I opened the letter and when I read it right to the end, right to these last lines which nonetheless contained the seed of the extraordinary events in which I was to be involved.


  Such is the blindness of men! It is thus that, unknown to them, there is secretly woven the mysterious drama of their fate!


  My brother was speaking the truth. I do not regret that journey. But am I right to describe it? Are there not some things regarding which it is better to keep silent? Who will put faith in so strange a story, which even the most daring poet would hardly have dared to write?


  Well, so let it be! I shall run the risk. Whether I ought to be believed or not, I am giving way to an irresistible need to live once again this series of amazing events, to which my brother’s letter forms, so to speak, a sort of prologue.


  My brother Marc, then twenty-eight years old, had already obtained a gratifying success as a portrait-painter. The most tender, the closest affection bound us together. On my side, too, there was a little paternal affection, for I was his elder by eight years. While still young, we had been deprived of our father and mother and it had been myself, the big brother, who had undertaken to educate Marc. As he showed an amazing aptitude for painting. I had urged him into that career, in which he was to gain a well-merited success.


  But here was Marc on the eve of getting married. For some time now he had been staying at Ragz, an important town in Southern Hungary. Several weeks spent at Budapest, where he had painted a number of successful and wellpaid portraits, had enabled him to appreciate the welcome which artists receive in Hungary. Then he had gone down the Danube from Budapest to Ragz.


  Among the foremost families of the town was that of Doctor Roderich, one of the most renowned physicians in all Hungary. To a considerable inheritance he had added a large fortune gained in the practice of his art. During the holidays which he allowed himself every year and which he spent in travelling, the rich invalids deplored his absence. So did the poor, for he never refused them his services. nor did his charity disdain even the most humble, and this had gained him universal esteem.


  His family consisted of the Doctor himself, his wife, his son Captain Haralan, and his daughter Myra. Marc had not been able to frequent that hospitable house without being touched by the young lady’s grace and beauty, and this had greatly prolonged his stay in Ragz. But if Myra Roderich attracted him, it is not too much to say that he had attracted her. It will be agreed that he deserved it, for Marc was—thank Heaven he still is! —a fine charming fellow, somewhat about middle height, with lively blue eyes, chestnut hair, a poet’s forehead, the happy expression of one to whom life offers itself in its pleasantest aspects, a friendly character with the temperament of an artist fanatically devoted to beauty.


  As for Myra Roderich, I knew her only through Marc’s impassioned letters, and I was burning with a desire to see her. My brother wanted no less to introduce me to her. He begged me to come to Ragz as head of the family, and he insisted that I should stay at least a month. His fiancée—he never stopped telling me—was impatiently waiting for me; and as soon as I arrived they would fix the wedding-day. But first Myra wanted to see with her own eyes, her future brother-in-law, whom he had extolled so highly in every way—that was really how she expressed herself, it seems! The least thing one can do is to be able to judge for oneself the members of the family which one means to enter. Indeed, she would not say the fatal yes, until Henri had been introduced by Marc.


  All this my brother excitedly told me in his letters, and I could feel that he was head-over-heels in love with Myra Roderich.


  I have explained that I knew her only by Marc’s enthusiastic words. And yet, as my brother was an artist, he would have found it easy to take her as his model, and to send her on canvas, or at least on paper, in a graceful pose and clad in her prettiest dress. I would then have been able to admire her, de visu, as they say. But Myra would not agree. It was in person that she would appear to my dazzled eyes, declared Marc, who, I fancy, had not tried too hard to make her change her mind. What the two of them wanted was to get Henri Vidal to put his engineering on one side, and to show himself in the Roderich drawing-room as the first of the wedding-guests.


  Did it take so many reasons to make me decide? Most certainly not, and I should not have allowed my brother to get married without being present at the wedding. Before very long I should make the acquaintance of Myra Roderich, and that too before she had become my sister-in-law.


  What was more, as the letter had told me, I should find it both pleasant and profitable to visit that part of Hungary. This is above all the country of the Magyars whose past is so rich in heroic deeds, and who, refusing to mix with the German peoples, have taken a leading place in the history of Central Europe.


  I decided to travel partly by post-chaise, partly down the Danube, on the journey out, and by post-chaise all the way when I came back. Everything showed the magnificence of this river, which I should follow only beyond Vienna. If I did not traverse the seven hundred leagues of its course I should see at least its most interesting part, across Austria and Hungary as far as Ragz, near the Serbian frontier.


  It seemed to me that three months would be enough for the journey I had in mind. I would spend a month between Paris and Ragz; Myra Roderich would not be too impatient and would allow the traveller this delay. After a stay of the same length in my brother’s new fatherland, the rest of the time would be devoted to my return to France.


  After putting my urgent affairs in order and getting some documents which Marc needed, I made ready for the start.


  My preparations were quite simple and did not take up much time, as I did not mean to load myself with luggage. I would only take one trunk, of reasonable size, containing the ceremonial attire necessitated by the solemn event which called me into Hungary.


  I need not worry about the language of the country, having become familiar with German during my travels. As for the Magyar tongue, perhaps I should not find too much difficulty in understanding it. Moreover, French is spoken fluently in Hungary, at least among the upper classes, and my brother had never had any trouble on this account beyond the Austrian frontier.


  ‘You are French, you have a citizen’s rights in Hungary,’ a nobleman had said to one of our compatriots, and in that cordial sentence he had interpreted the feeling of the Magyar people towards France.


  So I wrote to Marc in reply to his last letter, begging him to tell Myra Roderich that my impatience was as great as her own, and that the future brother-in-law was burning with anxiety to know his future sister-in-law. I added that I was going to set out quite soon but that I could not be certain what day I would arrive at Ragz, that would depend on the chances of the journey. But I assured my brother that I would certainly not lag on the way. So if the Roderich family wished it, they could without further delay fix the date of the marriage, towards the end of May.


  ‘Please don’t overwhelm me with curses,’ I ended, ‘if all my stages are not marked by a letter informing you of my presence in this town or that. I shall write sometimes, just enough to allow Mademoiselle Myra to estimate the number of leagues which still separate me from her home. But later on I shall tell you in good time the hour, and if possible the minute, when I shall arrive.’


  On the evening of my departure, 13th April, I went to the office of the Police-Lieutenant, with whom I was on friendly terms, to bid him farewell and to get my passport. In giving it to me he loaded me with a thousand compliments for my brother, whom he knew by reputation and personally, and whose proposed marriage he had heard of.


  ‘I know too,’ he added, ‘that the family of Doctor Roderich, which your brother is going to enter, is one of the most honourable in Ragz.’


  ‘Somebody’s mentioned it to you?’ I asked.


  ‘Yes, only yesterday, at a party given by the Austrian Ambassador which I attended!’


  ‘And who gave you this information?’


  ‘An officer from Budapest, who had got friendly with your brother during his stay in the Hungarian Capital; he praised him very highly. His success was remarkable, and the welcome which he had received at Budapest he also found waiting for him at Ragz. That ought not to surprise us, my dear Vidal.’


  ‘But,’ I insisted, ‘that officer didn’t spare his praise regarding the Roderich family?’


  ‘Surely not. The Doctor is a savant in every sense of the word. He is renowned throughout Austria-Hungary. He has received every distinction, and on the whole it is a splendid marriage that your brother’s going to make, for it seems that Mademoiselle Myra Roderich is a very attractive person.’


  ‘You won’t be surprised, my friend,’ I replied, ‘when I tell you that Marc thinks she is, and that he seems very much smitten with her.’


  ‘That’s all for the best, my dear Vidal, and I would like you to convey my congratulations and my good wishes to your brother, whose happiness will be enough to make everybody jealous… but,’ my friend hesitated, ‘I don’t know if I am committing an indiscretion ... in telling you ...’


  ‘An indiscretion?’ I was amazed.


  ‘So your brother hasn’t told you that a few months before he reached Ragz...’


  ‘Before he reached Ragz ... ?’ I repeated.


  ‘Yes .... Mademoiselle Myra Roderich ... After all, my dear Vidal, it’s possible that your brother didn’t know about it.’


  ‘Explain yourself, my friend, because I can’t see at all what you are driving at.—


  ‘Well, it seems—which ought not to surprise us—that Mademoiselle Roderich has already been sought after, and what is more, by a personage who, it seems, is not of the most estimable type. That, at least, is what my friend the officer told me; it happened five weeks ago, while he was still at Budapest.’


  ‘And this rival?’


  ‘Doctor Roderich showed him to the door.’


  ‘Well then, there’s no need to worry about him. Anyhow, if Marc did know he had a rival, he’s not mentioned it in his letters. Indeed, he hasn’t said a word about it. So it can’t be so very important.’


  ‘That’s quite true, my dear Vidal, and yet the claims of this personage to the hand of Mademoiselle Roderich have made some stir in Ragz, and are maybe more important than you think.’


  ‘No doubt, and you’ve done well to warn me, so long as it’s not mere gossip!’


  ‘No, the information is quite serious.’


  ‘But the matter isn’t,’ I replied, ‘and that’s the main thing.’ Then as I was going. ‘By the way, my friend,’ I asked, ‘did the officer mention the name of this rival who’s been shown the door?’


  ‘Yes,’


  ‘And he’s called?’


  ‘Wilhelm Storitz.’


  ‘Wilhelm Storitz? The son of the chemist, or rather of the alchemist?’


  ‘Exactly.’


  ‘Well, that is a name! The name of a savant whose discoveries have made him famous.’


  ‘And of whom Germany is justly very proud, my dear Vidal.’


  ‘Isn’t he dead?’


  ‘Yes, several years ago, but his son is still alive; and what’s more, according to my informant, this Wilhelm Storitz is a disquieting sort of man.’


  ‘Disquieting? What do you mean by that, my friend?’


  ‘I don’t know how to tell you, but, to believe my officer friend, Wilhelm Storitz isn’t, like other men.’


  ‘Well!’ I joked, ‘that’s something really interesting! Has this lovesick swain got three legs, or four arms, or only a sixth sense?’


  ‘It isn’t very clear,’ laughed my friend, ‘but I have to suppose that the term applies rather to the moral than to the physical condition of Wilhelm Storitz, of whom, so I am led to understand, it’s as well to be wary.’


  ‘And we shall be wary, my friend, at least until the day when Mademoiselle Myra Roderich shall become Madame Marc Vidal.’


  Thereupon, without otherwise troubling myself about this information, I exchanged a cordial hand-shake with the lieutenant of police, and went home to finish my preparations for my departure.


  第二章


  Chapter 2


  亨利离开巴黎时是四月五日上午七点三刻，十天后到达了奥地利的首都维也纳。亨利在那里停留了三十六个小时后，乘上了“马提亚·高万号”船去拉兹。


  船的前舱装满了货物，旅客们都在后舱。河流中，各种鼓满风帆的船在河中穿梭往来。“马提亚·高万号”船驶过像一片森林似的大木筏，又驶过两岸郁郁葱葱的森林，使人感到格外赏心悦目。


  途中，船在布达佩斯停留了几天。在启程的前一天晚上，亨利在咖啡馆看报纸，上面登着五月二十五日在斯普伦贝格庆祝奥多·斯托里茨诞辰的文章。文章中说生前很多人把这位科学家当巫师，现在有人传说庆祝会时他的坟墓将炸开，科学家将复活；还有人认为科学家根本就没死。


  亨利看了报纸后想，这位科学家的儿子会不会在婚礼上制造麻烦呢？亨利让人拿来笔和纸给马克写信，告诉他自己将于五月十一日晚到达，并向罗德里克家问好。


  第二天八点，“马提亚·高万号”继续航行，船上又添了几位乘客。一个大约三十五岁的高个子德国人引起了亨利的注意。这人傲慢无礼、十分冷酷。


  一天亨利在船上看风暴，感到身后有人注视他。回头看，没有一个人。他感到很奇怪。


  五月九日，船再次起航。九点时，亨利到甲板上时差点和那位德国人撞上。亨利从德国人的眼光里看到了仇恨。他们素不相识；也许可以从行李的标签上知道亨利的名字。第二天亨利又见到了那个德国人，还是用那样的眼光盯着自己。以后亨利再没见到这位德国人。


  船终于到拉兹了。亨利站在船舷边朝码头张望，忽然听到有人用德语说：“如果马克和麦娜结婚，灾难会降临在他们头上。”亨利看看周围，但没有一个人，难道是幻觉吗？


  I left Paris by post-chaise on the 14th April at seven in the morning. In ten days I should have reached the Austrian Capital.


  I pass quickly over the first part of my journey. It was not marked by any incident, and the countries through which I went are getting to be too well-known to demand description.


  Strasbourg was my first real stop, and I spent several nights lulled by the song of the wheels crushing the gravel of the highway, by that noisy monotony which, even more than silence, ends by sending you to sleep. I passed through a number of other towns, and near the Austrian frontier I was held up for some time in Salzburg. Then, at last, on 25th April, at six thirty-five in the evening, the steaming horses dashed into the yard of the best hotel in Vienna.


  I stayed only thirty-six hours, including two nights, in that Capital. On my return I hoped to visit it in detail.


  Vienna is neither traversed nor bordered by the Danube, and I had to travel a league in another vehicle to reach the bank of the river whose helpful waters were going to take me down to Ragz. On the previous night I had made certain of a place in a lighter, the Dorothy, fitted up to take passengers.


  On board there was a little of everybody— all sorts of people, Germans, Austrians, Hungarians, Russians, English. The passengers occupied the stern, for the merchandise was so much piled up in the bow that there was no room for anyone.


  My first thought was to take possession of a bunk for the night in the communal dormitory. To take my trunk into it was not to be dreamt of: I had to leave it in the open air near a bench on which I expected to sit for a long time during the voyage, so as to keep an eye on my luggage.


  Under the double impulse of the current and of a fairly lively wind the barge went quickly downstream. cleaving with her prow the yellowish waters of that beautiful river, for whatever the legends may say they seem to be tinted rather with ochre than with ultramarine. We passed many ships, their sails spread out to the wind, carrying the products of the countryside, which stretched out of sight on both banks. We also passed near one of those gigantic rafts, trains of wood formed of a complete forest, on which are built floating villages. erected at the start, destroyed on arrival, and recalling the immense Brazilian constructions of the Amazon. Then island followed island, irregularly sown, great or small, most of them scarcely emerging from the water, and so low-lying that a flood of a few inches would have submerged them. It rejoiced the sight to see them so fertile, so fresh, with their lines of trees and the field enlivened with many-coloured flowers.


  We also passed aquatic villages built on the water’s edge, the wake of the boats seeming to make them sway upon their supporting piles. More than once we went, at the risk of carrying away our masts, beneath a rope stretched from one shore to the other, the rope of a ferry which bore two poles flying the national flag.


  So at last we reached Budapest, where I spent several days sight-seeing. On the evening before my departure I entered one of the chief hostels to rest. I was just drinking the white wine of the country when my glance fell on an unfolded newspaper. I picked it up unthinkingly, and two words in great Gothic letters at once attracted my attention: ‘STORITZ ANNIVERSARY’


  This name was that mentioned by the Police Lieutenant, that of the famous German Alchemist and also of that would-be suitor for the hand of Myra Roderich. There could be no doubt about that.


  This is what I read:


  ‘In three weeks’ time, on 25 th May, the anniversary of Otto Storitz will be celebrated at Spremberg. It may well be asserted that the people will crowd to the cemetery in the birthplace of that celebrated savant.


  “As is well known, this extraordinary man has made Germany famous by his marvellous work, by his astonishing discoveries, by the inventions which have contributed so much to the progress of physical science.’


  The author of the article was certainly not exaggerating. Otto Storitz was justly celebrated in the scientific world. But what gave me food for thought was what followed.


  ‘Nobody can be unaware that during his lifetime those inclined to belief in the supernatural looked upon Otto Storitz as something of a sorcerer. A century or two earlier it is not at all unlikely that he would have been arrested, condemned and burned in the market-place. We should add that since his death a number of credulous people regard him more than ever as a dealer in sorcery and incantations, and as possessed of superhuman power. What reassures them is that he has taken his secrets with him to the tomb. For such people Otto Storitz will forever remain a cabalist, a magician, and even a demoniac.’


  Whatever one is to think about that, I reflected, the important thing is that his son was definitely shown out by Doctor Roderich. Otherwise it left me cold!


  The article concluded with these words:


  ‘So there is reason to think that the crowd will be great, as always at the anniversary ceremony, not to mention his real friends who still remain faithful to Otto Storitz’ memory. It is not even rash to think that the superstitious population of Spremberg is expecting some wonder and wants to witness it. From what is now being said in the town, the cemetery ought to be the scene of the most unlikely and the most extraordinary phenomenon. Nobody would be surprised if, in the midst of the general alarm, the tombstone were to rise up, and the fantastic savant to be revived in all his glory.


  ‘According to the opinion of some, Otto Storitz cannot be dead and his funeral was nothing but a sham.


  ‘We will not waste time in discussing such nonsense. But as everybody knows, superstition has nothing to do with logic, and many years will elapse before commonsense destroys these ridiculous legends.’


  Reading this did not fail to arouse some depressing thoughts. That Otto Storitz was dead and buried, nothing was more certain. That his tomb was to open on 25th May, and that he was to appear like a new Lazarus before the crowd, that was not worth while thinking about for a moment. But if the death of the father could not be denied, it was equally true that he had a son alive and kicking, that Wilhelm Storitz whom the Roderich family had rejected. And was there not reason to fear that he might give some trouble to Marc, that he might create difficulties at his wedding?


  ‘Good,’ I said to myself as I threw down the paper, ‘I’m being unreasonable. Wilhelm Storitz has asked for Myra’s hand and she has refused it ... What then? Nothing more has been seen of him, this Storitz, and as Marc has never said a word about this business, I don’t see why I should think it important.’


  I sent for pen, paper and ink and wrote to my brother to tell him that I should be leaving Budapest next day and that I should arrive during the afternoon of the 11th May, for I was not more than sixty-five leagues from Ragz. I mentioned that so far my journey had been carried out without incident or delay, and that I saw no reason why I should not finish it as unevenfully. I did not forget to send my compliments to Dr. and Madame Roderich and, I added, for Mademoiselle Myra, the assurance of my affectionate sympathy that Marc must be sure to give her.


  Next day, at eight, the Dorothy cast off her moorings and went downstream.


  It goes without saying that, since we left Vienna, every stop had seen a change among the passengers; some had landed and others had come aboard. There were only five or six, among them some Englishmen, who, having embarked at the Austrian Capital, were going down to the Black Sea.


  At Budapest, as elsewhere, the Dorothy had taken on board some new passengers. One of them especially attracted my attention because of his strange appearance.


  He was a man of about thirty-five, tall, very blond, with a harsh and very unsympathetic expression. His whole attitude showed a haughty disdain. Several times when he spoke to members of the crew I could hear his dry unpleasant voice with its cutting tones.


  This passenger did not seem to want to have anything to do with anyone. That mattered little to me, for so far I had maintained an extreme reserve with regard to my travelling companions. The Captain was the only one from whom I had asked any information.


  When I thought about this person, I got the impression that he was a German, quite probably coming from Prussia. That could be felt, as they say, and everything about him bore the Teutonic stamp. Impossible to confuse him with these brave Hungarians, these sympathetic Magyars, the true friends of France.


  After leaving Budapest the lighter hardly went any faster than the current, the faint breeze giving it very little headway. So there was every opportunity for observing such details.


  The reader may be surprised — assuming that I ever have any readers! — by the complete banality of this journey when I had begun by stressing its queerness? If so, let him be patient. Before long it will be as strange as he could wish.


  Indeed, it was not very long when there occurred the first incident that I can remember. One of the most insignificant of incidents, anyhow. Have I the right to use the word ‘incident’ for a fact of such little importance, and, what was more, one that was quite imaginary—I had the proof of this almost at once? However that may be, here it is.


  I was in the stern of the boat, standing near my trunk, to whose lid was nailed a paper on which Whoever liked could read my name, address, and status. Leaning on the rail, I was vacantly letting my eyes wander over the scenery, and, I declare, I was not thinking of anything.


  Suddenly I fell a vague sensation that there was someone behind me.


  Anyone who has felt it knows that vague impression that one gets when he is being watched unknown to himself by someone whom he did not know was there. This feeling is badly explained, or not explained at all, and, anyhow it is fairly mysterious. Well, at that moment, that was what I felt.


  I turned round at once. But there was nobody near me.


  The impression had been so clear that when I realised I was alone I stood gaping. But at last I had to yield to the evidence, and to admit that more than ten fathoms separated me from my nearest fellow-passenger.


  While scolding myself for my dull nervousness, I went back to my former attitude, and almost certainly I should not have retained any memory of this futile incident if events which I was far from expecting had not brought it back to my memory.


  For the time being, at any rate, I thought no more about it, and I went on staring at the scenery, which produced a curious mirage—like effect.


  Next day’s journey was uneventful and on the 9th May we set off once more.


  About nine, just as I was going into the cab in, the German passenger came out of it. We nearly bumped into one another, and I was amazed by the strange look he cast upon me. It was the first time that chance had brought us together, and yet not merely was there insolence in his glance, but — I realised clearly—anyone would have sworn that there was also hatred.


  What grudge did he bear against me? Did he hate me simply because I was French? The thought indeed came to me that he had been able to read my name on the lid of my trunk or on my travelling-bag in the cabin. That might be why he was looking at me in that way.


  Well, if he knew my name, I had made up my mind not to know his, for he interested me very little.


  On 10th May the individual in question passed me several times on the deck, and he seemed to be staring at me in a way I certainly found annoying. I don’t like to pick a quarrel with anyone, but no more do I like being stared at with such disagreeable persistence. If he had something to tell me, why didn’t the insolent fellow speak? it isn’t with the eyes that one speaks in such circumstances, and even if he didn’t understand French I should have been able to answer him in his own language.


  But if it chanced that I ever had a word with this Teuton, it would be better for me to get some information about him, so I went up to the captain of the lighter and asked him if he knew him.


  ‘It’s the first time I’ve seen him,’ he told me.


  ‘He’s German,’ I continued.


  ‘No doubt about that, Monsieur Vidal, and I think he’s a German twice over, for he must be a Prussian.’


  ‘Well, once would be quite enough!’ I exclaimed. This reply was somewhat unworthy, I admit, of a cultivated mind, but it seemed to please the captain, who was Hungarian by birth.


  Next day, following the numerous bends of the river, the Dorothy made for Vukovar. After we left that town I no longer saw the German on board, so he must, no doubt, have landed there; thus I was freed from his presence and that saved my asking him for an explanation.


  Now, too, my mind was occupied with other thoughts. In a few hours we should reach Ragz. What a pleasure to see my brother from whom I had been separated for over a year, to shake his hand, to chat with him about everything that interested us, to make the acquaintance of his new family!


  About five in the afternoon, behind the trees on the left bank there appeared a number of churches, some crowned with domes, others dominated by steeples which stood out against the sky. These were the first outlines of a large town. It was Ragz. Beyond the last turning of the river, we saw it in its entirety, picturesquely seated at the foot of some lofty hills, one of which bore the ancient feudal castle, the traditional acropolis of the age-old cities of Hungary.


  Thrust onwards by the breeze, the lighter touched the landing-stage, and it was at that very instant that there occurred the second incident of my journey.


  I was standing near the gangway, looking at the line of quays, while most of the passengers were hurrying to go ashore. At the far end of the landing-stage were several groups of people, and I had no doubt that Marc was among them.


  Then, as I was trying to catch sight of him, I heard. quite close to me, and distinctly pronounced in the German language, these unexpected words:


  ‘If Marc Vidal marries Myra Roderich, woe unto her, woe unto him!’


  I turned round at once ... I was alone. And yet someone had just spoken to me ! Yes, someone had spoken to me, and I will go further and say that the voice was not unfamiliar! ...


  And yet nobody, I repeat, nobody! I must have been mistaken in thinking that I could hear those threatening words, some sort of hallucination, nothing more ... My nerves must really be in a wretched state, to play such tricks upon me within two days! ... Bewildered, I once again stared round ... No, there was nobody there… What could I do but shrug my shoulders and simply go ashore?


  And that indeed is what I did, making my way with some difficulty through the tumultuous crowd which filled the Ianding-stage.


  第三章


  Chapter 3


  亨利在码头见到了弟弟马克，弟弟向亨利介绍了其内兄——穿着步兵军服的哈拉朗·罗德里克上尉。


  上尉代表全家对他的到来表示欢迎，亨利看到上尉操着一口流利的法语，感到以后交流更加方便了，并约定第二天去罗德里克家拜访。


  随后他们坐车到了马克住的旅馆，亨利被安排在马克的隔壁。已经分别一年的弟兄俩一直聊到吃晚饭。弟弟表示：自己的婚礼就像征求父母的意见一样必须征得哥哥的同意，并说麦娜是他送给哥哥的一个妹妹，亨利表示接受这个妹妹。


  亨利迫不及待地想去拜访罗德里克家。弟弟告诉他，大家以为船晚上才会到，麦娜和她母亲另有安排。今天下午去码头也是为了谨慎，没想居然接到了他。


  马克讲述了他离开巴黎后的经历以及人们对他的画作的高度评价，并说最近为麦娜小姐画了一张像，画得逼真极了。


  马克又告诉他自己初来拉兹时，几个画室都热情地邀请他。在聚会中，他遇到了在布达佩斯就认识的哈拉朗上尉，他们成了朋友。哈拉朗上尉把他介绍给了自己的家人，于是马克见到了麦娜。此后的几个月，每晚他都去罗德里克家。罗德里克医生医术高明，还是一位称职的父亲，罗德里克夫人是一位优秀的女士，她仁慈，热心公益事业。


  马克向哈拉朗上尉诉说自己爱上了麦娜，上尉将此事告诉了父母，于是，父母又征求了女儿的意见，最后马克上门求婚得到允许。


  弟弟表示，因为哥哥的工程师工作太忙，所以请哥哥确定结婚日期，亨利表示，自己可以在这里停留一个月。


  弟弟感到非常高兴，他们一直谈到吃晚饭。饭后他俩沿多瑙河左岸散步，亨利向弟弟提起了威廉·斯托里茨，马克表示，听哈拉朗上尉说过那是在他求婚三四个月之前，威廉曾求婚但被拒绝，这事可能连麦娜小姐都不知道。不过威廉是个行动诡秘的人，在一次艺术展览会上，哈拉朗曾指给他看过威廉，最近两三个星期已经没见到这个人了。


  亨利感到有人跟踪，走到桥上时，他们停了几分钟，亨利朝后看去，看到了一个中等个头、上了年纪的男子在后面。


  亨利告诉弟弟，他信中所要的文件都备齐了。十点半时他们走回旅馆，路上空无一人。他们很快就上床睡着了。突然亨利被惊醒了：那些威胁的话在睡着时，又在耳边响起了。


  Marcwas waiting for me, as I had expected, and we exchanged a hearty handshake.


  ‘Henri!... My dear Henri!’ he repeated in tones of emotion and with his eyes moist, although his whole face radiated happiness.


  ‘My dear Marc,’ I replied, ‘let me shake your hand again,’ then after these first greetings, ‘Come on! let’s be off!’ I exclaimed, ‘You’re taking me with you, I suppose?’


  ‘Yes, to the hotel; it’s only ten minutes away, but not before I first introduce you to my future brother-in-law.’


  I had not noticed an officer who was standing a little behind Marc. He was a captain, wearing the uniform of the infantry. Twenty-eight years at most, somewhat above middle height and with a chestnut moustache and beard, he had the proud aristocratic air of the Magyar, the air of one accustomed to command. Yet there was a look of welcome in his eyes and a smile upon his lips.


  ‘Captain Haralan Roderich,’ Marc explained.


  I took the hand which the captain was holding out to me.


  ‘Monsieur Vidal, ‘he said,’ we’re very happy to see you, and you cannot imagine what delight your arrival, which we’ve been so impatiently waiting for, is going to give my whole family.’


  ‘Including Mademoiselle Myra?’ I asked.


  ‘Yes indeed!’ exclaimed my brother, ‘and it isn’t her fault, my dear Henri, if the Dorothy hasn’t made ten leagues an hour since you left Vienna!’


  I soon realised that Captain Haralan spoke French fluently, as did his family, for they had visited France. What was more, as Marc and I had a perfect knowledge of German and a smattering of Hungarian, we could talk in any of these languages, which in fact mingled in our mouths.


  A vehicle took my luggage and ourselves to the hotel.


  Having arranged my first visit to the Roderich family for the next day, I stayed alone with my brother in a fairly comfortable room, next to the one he had occupied since he had settled down in Ragz.


  Our conversation continued until dinner-time.


  ‘My dear Marc,’ I said, ‘so here we are together and both of us in good health, I think? If I’m not mistaken we’ve been separated for a good year.’


  ‘Yes, Henri, and the time seemed very long, although the presence of my dear Myra has very pleasantly shortened the last few months ... Still, here you are, and absence has not made me forget that you’re my big brother.’


  ‘And your best friend, Marc.’


  ‘Well, Henri, you’ll quite understand that my wedding couldn’t take place without your being there beside me! ... And haven’t I got to ask for your consent?’


  ‘My consent?’


  ‘Yes, as I should have asked it from father if he’d been here. But you won’t refuse it any more than he would, and when you know her!…’


  ‘I know her already from your letters, and I know how happy you are.’


  ‘More than I can tell you. But you’ll see her, you’ll judge for yourself, and you’ll love her, I’m quite sure of that! It’s the best of sisters whom I’m giving you.’


  ‘And whom I accept, my dear Marc, knowing in advance that you couldn’t do anything but make asplendid choice. But why shouldn’t we pay our visit to Doctor Roderich this evening?’


  ‘No, tomorrow ... We didn’t think that the boat would arrive so early, and we didn’t expect you until this evening. It was only by excess of prudence that we came on to the quay, Haralan and myself, and it was as well that we did, so that we could be there when you landed. Oh, if my dear Myra had known! ... How she will regret not being here! ... But, as I say, you weren’t expected until tomorrow. Madame Roderich and her daughter have another engagement for this evening, and tomorrow they’ll give you their apologies.’


  ‘That’s understood, Marc,’ I replied, ‘and as we can belong to one another for a few hours today, let’s spend them in chatting and discussing the past and the future, in exchanging all the memories that two brothers can have after a year’s separation.’


  Marc then described his travels since he had left Paris, all the towns where he had won success, his stay at Vienna and Presburg, where the doors of the artistic world had been thrown wide open before him. But this told me nothing new. A portrait signed by Marc Vidal could not but be much sought after and quarrelled for, and with the same enthusiasm by the rich Austrians as by the rich Magyars.


  ‘I couldn’t satisfy them, my dear Henri. Inquiries and even orders from everywhere! What do you expect, the word had gone round from a good bourgeois of Presburg: “Marc Vidal makes a better likeness than nature itself!” So,’ my brother added jokingly, ‘it doesn’t seem impossible that one of these days they’ll carry me off to take the portraits of the whole Viennese Court!’


  ‘Take care, Marc, take care. It would embarrass you greatly if you had to leave Ragz just now to attend Court!’


  ‘I should decline the most important invitation in the world, my friend. At the present moment there’s no question of portraits. Or rather I’ve just finished the last.’


  ‘Hers, of course?’


  ‘Hers, and there’s no doubt about it that it’s the one I’ve done worst.’


  ‘Who knows?’ I exclaimed. ‘When an artist thinks more of the model than the portrait...”


  ‘Well, Henri, you’ll see! ... I tell you again; a better likeness than nature! ... That’s my gift, it seems ... Yes, all the time that my dear Myra was posing I couldn’t take my eyes away from her. But to her it was not a joke, it was not to the fiancé, it was to the artist that she meant to devote those two short hours ... And my brush flew over the canvas ... With what passion! ... At times it seemed that the portrait was going to come alive like Galatea’s statue.’


  ‘Steady, Pygmalion, steady. Tell me how you first got into touch with the Roderich family.’


  ‘It was written.’


  ‘I don’t doubt it, but still ....’


  Several drawing-rooms in Ragz had done me the honour of admitting me almost as soon as I arrived. Nothing could have been more agreeable, were it only as a way of spending the long evenings in a foreign town. I went to those homes where I was welcomed, and it was in one of them that I renewed my acquaintance with Captain Haralan.’


  ‘Renewed it?’ I asked.


  ‘Yes, Henri, for I’d met him several times before in Budapest. An officer of the greatest merit, destined for a splendid future and at the same time the most amiable of men. In short, we met every day, and from being somewhat casual our relations gradually changed into a deep friendship. He wanted to introduce me to his family, and I accepted all the more willingly because I’d already met Myra, and ...”


  ‘And,’ I broke in, ‘the sister being no less charming than the brother, you began your visits to Dr. Roderich’s?


  ‘Yes, Henri, and for three months I haven’t let an evening go without visiting it. But after all, when I speak of my dear Myra you may think that I’m exaggerating ...’


  ‘But no, my friend, but no! You aren’t exaggerating. I’m quite certain that it wouldn’t be possible to exaggerate when you talk about her. What’s more, if you want to know my sincere opinion. I declare that I find you moderate.’


  ‘Oh, my dear Henri, how I love her!’


  ‘That goes without saying. Anyhow, I’m quite satisfied to believe that you’re going to enter the most honourable of families ...’


  ‘And the most honoured,’ Marc replied, ‘Dr. Roderich is a physician of high repute and at the same time he’s the best of men and well worthy of being the father...’


  ‘Of his daughter,’ I said, ‘just as Madam Roderich is no less worthy, no doubt, of being her mother.’


  ‘She! a splendid woman!’ Marc exclaimed, ‘adored by all her friends, pious, charitable, full of good works ...’


  ‘Perfection itself, and she’ll be the sort of mother-in-law you don’t find in France! Isn’t that so, Marc?’


  ‘Joke away, Henri! Joke away! But remember we’re not in France, we’re in Hungary, in this Magyar country where customs have kept something of their old time severity, where the family is still patriarchal ...’


  ‘Go along, you future patriarch, for that’s what you’re going to be.’


  ‘That’s a status which is as good as any other!’


  ‘Well, your story, it seems, isn’t out of the ordinary. Thanks to Captain Haralan you’ve been introduced into his family and they’ve given you a welcome, which doesn’t surprise me at all, seeing that I know you. You couldn’t see Mademoiselle Myra without being attracted by her charm ...’


  ‘Just as you say, brother!’


  ‘Well, to finish up, just as Marc Vidal couldn’t see Mademoiselle Myra Roderich without being attracted by her charm, Mademoiselle Myra Roderich couldn’t see Marc Vidal without being attracted by ...’


  ‘I didn’t say that, Henri!’


  ‘But I say so, if only out of respect for the truth. And Doctor, and Madame Roderich, when they realised what was happening, weren’t offended. So Marc opened his heart to Captain Haralan. And Captain Haralan didn’t take the disclosure too badly. He mentioned it to his parents, and they mentioned it to their daughter. Then Marc Vidal formally made his proposal, it was accepted, and this romance is going to finish like so many others of the same kind ...’


  ‘What you call the finish, my dear Henri,’ broke in Marc, ‘to my mind it’s only the beginning.’


  ‘You’re quite right, Marc, and I ought to have realised the value of words ... And when is the wedding to take place?’


  ‘We were waiting for your arrival to fix the date.’


  ‘Well, when you like, in six weeks ... in six months ... in six years...’


  ‘My dear Henri,’ Marc replied, ‘I know that the time of an engineer is valuable and if you stay as long as that in Ragz, the whole solar system, not having your calculations to help it, will be deranged.’


  ‘So I should be responsible for earthquakes, floods, tidal waves and other disasters?’


  ‘Yes, so we can’t put off the ceremony any longer ...’


  ‘Then the day after tomorrow or even this evening, perhaps? ... Rest assured, my dear Marc, I’ll say everything that’s needed even though my work isn’t as necessary as you suggest to the whole order of the Universe. So before a month is over I hope to visit your wife and yourself.’


  ‘That would be perfect!’


  ‘But, my dear Marc, what are your plans? Do you mean to leave Ragz immediately after your marriage?’


  ‘That’s not yet decided,’ Marc replied, ‘and we shall have time to think about it. All I’m thinking of is the present. As to the future, for me it’s limited by my wedding. Nothing exists beyond that.’


  ‘The past is no longer with us,’ I quoted, ‘the future hasn’t yet come, the present is everything!’


  The conversation continued on these lines until dinnertime. Afterwards Marc and I, lighting our cigars, went to take a walk along the left bank of the Danube.


  It goes without saying that the subject of our conversation had not changed and that Myra Roderich was still its object.


  Some word, I don’t know which, recalled what I’d heard from the Police-Lieutenant before I left Paris. Nothing that my brother said suggested that his romance had been disturbed, not even for a day. And yet, if Marc do not know this, at least this rival must have existed, for Myra Roderich had been sought after by the son of Otto Storitz. Certainly there was nothing surprising that anyone should ask for the hand of so accomplished a young lady and one so well off.


  Naturally, the words I thought I heard just as I was getting off the boat recurred to my mind, though I still insisted that I’d been the sport of some illusion. Anyhow, if those words had really been uttered, what conclusion could I draw from them? I did not know who could have said them! I should have felt inclined to blame that unpleasant German who had come aboard at Budapest. But that was an idea I had to renounce, that coarse fellow having left the boat at Vukovar. So the only thing that was left was the idea of some practical joker.


  Without relating that incident to my brother, I thought I might mention that I’d learned regarding Wilhelm Storitz.


  Marc replied by a characteristic gesture of disdain. Then he said, ‘Yes, Haralan did mention that individual. He seems to be the only son of that savant Otto Storitz, who has the reputation in Germany of being a magician—an unjust reputation, for he really held a high place in natural science and he had made important discoveries in chemistry and physics. But his son’s advances were rejected.’


  ‘Well before yours were accepted, wasn’t it?’


  ‘Four or five months previously, if I’m not mistaken,’ my brother replied.


  ‘So the two facts have no relation at all?’


  ‘None at all.’


  ‘Does Mademoiselle Myra know that Wilhelm Storitz had aspired to the honour of becoming her husband?’


  ‘I don’t think so.’


  ‘And since then nothing has happened?’


  ‘Nothing at all. He must have realised that he hadn’t got a chance.’


  ‘Why was that? Was it his reputation?’


  ‘No. Wilhelm Storitz is a queer sort of fellow whose very existence is fairly mysterious and who lives in strict retirement.’


  ‘In Ragz?’


  ‘Yes, in Ragz, in a detached house on the Boulevard Tékéli, where nobody ever goes. He’s thought to be a queer fellow, that’s all. But he’s a German and that would be enough to make Dr. Roderich repulse him, for the Hungarians do not much like the representatives of the Teutonic race.’


  ‘Have you met him?’


  ‘Occasionally, and one day, in the Art Gallery. Captain Haralan pointed him out to me without his noticing us.’


  ‘Is he in Ragz just now?’


  ‘I can’t tell you for certain, Henri, but I think he’s not been seen for two or three weeks.’


  ‘It would be better if he’d left the town.’


  ‘Well!’ exclaimed Marc. ‘let’s leave that man wherever he may be, and if there’s ever a Dame Wilhelm Storitz, you can be certain that it won’t be Myra Roderich, because ...”


  ‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘because she’ll be Madame Marc Vidal!’


  Our walk continued along the quay, and I had a purpose in prolonging it. For some time I’d thought that we were being followed by someone who was walking behind us as if he wanted to hear our conversation, and I wanted to make certain of this.


  We stopped for a few minutes on the bridge, and I took advantage of the halt to look back the way we had come. Some distance away I could see a man of medium height and, to judge by the slowness of his movements, of a certain age.


  Anyhow, I soon stopped thinking about it. I assured Marc that I had brought all the papers he had asked for in his last letter. He could rest assured that he would lack none of the documents essential for the great matrimonial voyage.


  On the whole the conversation kept going back to that star of the first magnitude, the dazzling Myra, just as the magnetic needle turns towards the Pole Star.


  We went back towards the hotel. As we reached it I cast a last glance behind me. The road was deserted. Even if he had existed otherwise than in my imagination, the man who had followed us had vanished.


  At half past ten, Marc and I were back in our rooms in the hotel. I went to bed and at once began to fall asleep.


  Suddenly I woke up with a start. A dream? ... A nightmare?... An obsession?... Those words I thought I heard on board the Dorothy, I fancied I’d heard them again in my drowsiness, those words which threatened Marc and Myra Roderich!


  第四章


  Chapter 4


  第二天，亨利拜访了罗德里克。一走进那具有艺术气息的现代化住宅，就看到花厅里挂着马克为麦娜画的肖像。


  身材高大、五十岁的罗德里克医生看上去比实际年龄要年轻，四十五岁的罗德里克夫人风韵犹存，称得上是贤妻良母，他们非常欢迎亨利的到来。


  麦娜热情地拥抱了这位大哥哥，她比肖像画上更生动、自然。英俊的哈拉朗上尉同样拥抱了亨利，虽然他们头一天只是见了一面，但已经成了知心朋友。


  麦娜小姐表示了对亨利在途中逗留那么长时间的担心，并说自己只是在收到信后才放下心来。亨利对此表示了歉意，并说由于沿途欣赏匈牙利的风光而耽误了时间，但多瑙河的景色真是名不虚传。


  那天下午，亨利在罗德里克夫人和麦娜的陪同下，参观了他们的住宅。麦娜、上尉和马克又带他登上了塔顶，麦娜小姐向他介绍了城中贵族区、教堂、市政府和里面的钟楼。


  马克表示很向往市政府里面的大厅，在那里可以听到麦娜小姐最温柔的一句话，说得小姐脸上泛起了红晕。晚餐后他们欣赏了麦娜小姐坐在钢琴前弹唱的优美的匈牙利歌曲，度过了一个美好的夜晚。


  回到旅馆，亨利为弟弟找到这么好的姑娘而高兴，他们在愉快的心情中进入梦乡。


  Next day I paid my official visit to the Roderich family.


  The doctor’s house, which had a large garden, was a modern building furnished with a taste which bore witness to a refined artistic sense. One of its most remarkable features was a glazed gallery on to which opened a number of doors draped with antique tapestry. These led to Dr. Roderich’s study, to the drawing-room, and to the dining-room.


  In the gallery I saw on an easel, and I admired, the portrait of Mademoiselle Myra, a splendid work worthy of the name with which it was signed.


  Dr. Roderich was about fifty, but he would scarcely have been credited with such an age. He was of tall stature with an upright carriage; he had thick greying hair, and he showed every sign, not merely of good health but of a vigorous constitution on which no illness had ever seized. As soon as I was introduced to him I felt in the warm grip of his hand that I was in the presence of the best of men.


  Madame Roderich, then forty-five, had still kept the remains of her former beauty, and Marc had described her very accurately. She gave the impression of being a splendid woman endowed with all the domestic virtues, who found complete happiness in being with her husband, and who adored her son and her daughter with all the tenderness of a wise and sympathetic mother. The warm friendship she showed me touched me very deeply. She would be happy, she assured me, to have Marc Vidal’s brother in her home, on condition that he would be good enough to regard it as his.


  But what could I say about Myra Roderich? She came to me, smiling, her hand or rather her arms outstretched. Yes, it was really a sister that I was going to have in this young girl, a sister who kissed me and whom I kissed without standing on ceremony. And I fancied that on seeing this Marc felt a prick of envy.


  ‘I haven’t got as far as that yet!’ he sighed, not without a touch of jealousy.


  ‘Because you’re not my brother,’ laughed my future sister-in-law.


  Mademoiselle Roderich was indeed everything that Marc had depicted, just as he had shown her on that canvas that I had admired. A young girl, her charming head crowned with fine blonde hair, vivacious, witty, her dark blue eyes sparkling with intelligence, her face having the warm tints of the Hungarian carnation, a wellshaped mouth, rosy lips opening to disclose teeth of a dazzling whiteness. Of something over medium height. with graceful movements, she was charm itself, marked by perfect distinction without affectation or pose.


  Really, of it was said of Marc’s portraits that they were more lifelike than their models, it could equally be said that Mademoiselle Myra was more natural than nature!


  Like her mother, Myra Roderich wore Magyar costume, a blouse closed at the neck, sleeves embroidered at the wrist, a dress fastened with metal buttons, a belt knotted with gold ribbon, a skirt whose folds floated down to her ankles, leather slippers—all things considered, a very attractive attire in which the most delicate taste would have found nothing to dislike.


  Captain Haralan was there, superb in his uniform and with a striking resemblance to his sister. He had given me his hand, he too treated me like a brother, and we were already good friends although our friendship dated only from the previous day. So now I knew the whole family.


  ‘What a pleasure it is to see you here, Monsieur Vidal!’ Myra Roderich repeated, holding out her hands in a gesture of welcome. ‘Your journey seemed to take a long time and we were getting rather uneasy. We didn’t feel reassured until we got the letter you sent us from Budapest.’


  ‘I feel very guilty, Mademoiselle Myra,’ I replied, ‘very guilty for having been so long on my way. I should have been in Ragz sometime ago if I’d come by postchaise from Vienna. But the Hungarians would never forgive me for having disdained the Danube, of which they are so justly proud and which deserves its reputation.’


  ‘We pardon you in its honour, Monsieur Vidal.’ Madame Roderich assured me, ‘because you’re here at last and now there’s nothing to delay the happiness of these two children.’


  As she spoke she glanced affectionately at her daughter and Marc; they were already united in her heart, as in that of Dr. Roderich. As for the ‘two children,’ they were eating one another with their eyes, as people say. I was touched to see the innocent happiness of this delightful family.


  There was no question of going out that afternoon, so Madame Roderich and her daughter took me round their home and showed me the works of art which it contained.


  ‘And what about the tower?’ exclaimed Myra, ‘does Monsieur Vidal imagine that his first visit will be complete without his having gone up our tower?’


  ‘No, Mademoiselle Myra, no!’ I replied, ‘there hasn’t been one of Marc’s letters which didn’t praise this tower, and, to tell the truth, I only came to Ragz so as to go up it.’


  ‘Then you’ll do it without me,’ said Madame Roderich, ‘because it’s a trifle high.’


  ‘Oh, mother, only a hundred and sixty steps !’


  ‘At your age, that’s only four steps a year,’ said Captain Haralan, ‘ but stay here, mother, we’ll find you in the garden.’


  ‘En route for the sky!’ laughed Myra.


  She rushed away and we found it difficult to keep up with her light footsteps. In a few minutes we had got to the top, whence a splendid landscape offered itself to our gaze.


  I was delighted by this splendid view, which extended to the furthest limits of the horizon, and Mademoiselle Myra thought she ought to point out some of its more interesting features.


  ‘There,’ she explained, ‘that’s the aristocratic quarter, with its palaces, its mansions, its squares, its statues. Further down on that side, Monsieur Vidal, you can see the business quarter with its streets crowded with people, its markets ... And the Danube, for we must always get back to our Danube, isn’t it lively just now! And that green island with its thickets and its fields and its flowers! My brother mustn’t forget to take you there,’


  ‘You can be quite certain,’ Captain Haralan replied, ‘that I shan’t spare Monsieur Vidal even a corner of Ragz.’


  ‘And our churches,’ Mademoiselle Myra continued, ‘can you see our churches and their belfries, with their carillons and their bells? You’ll hear them on Sunday! And our Town Hall, with its Court of Honour, its high roof, its great windows and its belfry, whose deep voice announces the hours!’


  ‘Tomorrow,’ I assured her, ‘I’ll have visited it to report my arrival in town.’


  ‘Well, Monsieur,’ Mademoiselle Myra turned towards Marc, ‘while I’m showing your brother the Town Hall, what are you looking at?’


  ‘The Cathedral, Mademoiselle Myra, with its impressive bulk, its towers, its central steeple which rises towards heaven as if it were showing the prayers their way, and above all its great staircase.’


  ‘And why,’ asked Myra, ‘are you so enthusiastic about that staircase?’


  ‘Because it leads, just below the steeple, to a certain place in the choir where ...’ Marc was looking at his fiancée, whose charming pretty face had begun to show a slight blush.


  ‘Where?’ asked Myra.


  ‘Where I shall hear from your lips the finest of all words, although it has only one syllable, and the loveliest too!’


  Then we went down to the garden, where Madame Roderich was waiting for us.


  That day I dined with the family, and we spent the whole evening together. More than once Mademoiselle Myra sat down at the clavichord and accompanied herself as she sang very sweetly those wonderful Hungarian melodies which nobody can hear without being moved. It was a delight which would have been continued until a late hour if Captain Haralan had not given the signal that it was time for us to leave.


  When we got back to the hotel Marc followed me into my room.


  ‘Was I exaggerating?’ he asked me, ‘and do you think that anywhere in the world there’s another girl ...’


  ‘Another!’ I replied, ‘but I’m beginning to wonder if there’s even one, and whether Mademoiselle Myra really exists!’


  ‘Oh, my dear Henri, how I love her !’


  ‘Well, that doesn’t surprise me, my dear Marc! if you didn’t, I’d disown you as my brother!’


  Thereupon we went to bed without any cloud having shadowed that happy peaceful day.


  第五章


  Chapter 5


  第二天，马克忙着办理结婚手续。婚礼定在六月一日，哈拉朗上尉陪同亨利游玩。


  他们到了市政府所在的广场。上尉告诉亨利，三周后，马克和麦娜将在市政府征得官员的同意，并证明是未婚，包括未订婚，然后再去教堂。


  他们走过罗马哥德式的圣·米歇尔大教堂，又走过一个闹市，看到一个躺在地上的中年男子。他说感觉一个人当胸撞了自己一下，把他撞倒在地。而四周却没有人，大家以为他喝醉了酒，可他申辩说自己没有喝酒。这时警察来把他带走了。


  他们又来到沃尔冈山包上的城堡前，上尉和门卫说了几句话，然后他走上二百四十级台阶，来到屋顶，上尉向他介绍了全城的情况。


  亨利十分赞赏罗特里克医生免费为穷人治病、夫人和小姐关心和支持公益事业的善举。上尉表示，他们只是做了他们应该做的。


  同时，上尉也指出：母亲和妹妹像某些人一样很迷信，对一些超自然现象和荒诞的古怪事很感兴趣，这是她们致命的弱点。


  他们从城堡下来，穿过城市，看到一个花园中有一座孤零零的房子。院里杂草丛生，长着两棵老榆树。


  上尉告诉亨利，这是一个德国普鲁士人的房子。这时，房门开了，走出两个人来：一个六十岁左右，另一个就是亨利在船上见到的那位德国人。


  上尉告诉亨利，这位德国人十分讨厌。他曾向妹妹求婚但被拒绝了。他就是化学家奥多·斯托里茨的儿子威廉·斯托里茨。


  Early next morning I visited Ragz along with Captain Haralan. Marc was busied with the various formalities demanded by his marriage, whose date had just been fixed as the 1st June, within about three weeks. The Captain was anxious to do the honours of his native town, and to show me its every detail. Never could I have found a guide more conscientious, more erudite, or more obliging.


  Although the memory recurred with an obstinacy which never ceased to surprise me, I did not even mention that Wilhelm Storitz about whom I had spoken to my brother. The Captain kept silent on this subject, and quite likely he never even thought about it.


  We walked about the town, and at last we came to the square dominated by the Governor’s Palace. Here we stopped for a moment.


  ‘Here’s the Palace,’ Captain Haralan told me, ‘it’s here that within three weeks Marc and Myra will have to appear before the Governor to ask his permission before they go to the Cathedral.’


  ‘To ask his permission?’ I repeated in amazement.


  ‘Yes. It’s a very ancient local custom. No marriage can be celebrated without the permission of the highest authority in the town. What’s more, this authorization makes a firm bond between those to whom it is given. They are not yet married, but they are no longer merely engaged, and if some unexpected obstacle should oppose their marriage it would be impossible for them to enter into any other engagement.’


  As he was explaining this remarkable custom, Captain Haralan led me along the street which ends in front of the Cathedral of St. Michael. Dating from the 13th Century, this has many features which deserve the attention of connoisseurs, and the Captain described them in detail.


  ‘We’ll have time to visit its interior later on,’ he reminded me.


  ‘That will be whenever you like,’ I replied, ‘You’re leading me, my dear Captain, and I’m following you.’


  ‘Well, let’s go up to the Castle, then we’ll walk around the town along the Boulevards and get home just in time for lunch.’


  As we went towards the Castle we had to pass through one of the markets. It was thronged with buyers and sellers, but just as we got there there arose a din greater than would be produced by the hullabaloo of purchases and sales.


  A few women had left their stalls to surround a man, a peasant who had just tumbled on the ground and found some difficulty in getting up. He seemed to be in a bad temper.


  ‘I tell you that somebody hit me ... Somebody pushed me headlong and made me fall head over heels!’


  ‘But who could have hit you?’ one of the women asked ‘You were quite alone at the time. I could see you quite plainly from my stall. There was nobody else there.’


  ‘Yes there was,’ the man declared. ‘He pushed me right in the chest... Devil take it, I could feel him!’


  When Captain Haralan questioned this fellow he got the following explanation. The peasant had been quietly walking along when he had suddenly felt a violent shock, as if a strong man had crashed into hin, a shock so violent that it had knocked him headlong. As for saying who that aggressor was, this was quite impossible, for when he got up he had not seen anyone near him.


  How much truth was there in this story? Had the peasant really received a blow as violent as it was unexpected? But a push cannot be given unless somebody gives it, even if it were only a gust of wind. Well, the air was completely calm. One thing alone was certain, that he had fallen and that his fall was completely inexplicable.


  Hence all this excitement.


  Then either the man must have been the victim of an hallucination or he had had too much to drink. A drunkard falls of himself, if only by virtue of the law of falling bodies.


  This was undoubtedly the general opinion, although the peasant denied that he had anything to drink, and in spite of his protests he was invited a little harshly to move on.


  The incident closed, we followed some streets which rose until they led us to the Castle, solidly perched on one of the crests of the hill.


  Again Captain Haralan pointed out all its features, and at a word from him its main door was thrown open. Then we had to climb no less than two hundred and forty steps up the spiral staircase which leads to its roof. And as we moved along the parapet the captain showed me the features of the town. From these we passed to a discussion of its people.


  ‘To tell the truth,’ he anded, ‘you won’t meet many poor people in our town, and no sooner does poverty appear than it’s dealt with.’


  ‘I realise that, my dear Captain, for I know that Dr. Roderich never spares himself to help the poor. And I know too that Madame Roderich and Mademoiselle Myra are at the head of every charitable work.’


  ‘My mother and my sister are only doing what people in their position ought to do. To my mind charity is the most imperious of duties.’


  ‘No doubt,’ I added, ‘but there are so many ways of giving it.’


  ‘The women know its secret, my dear Vidal, and its one of their duties here below.’


  ‘Yes, and certainly the noblest.’


  ‘Finally,’ Captain Haralan continued, ‘we live in a peaceful town which political passions hardly ever trouble. Yet it’s very jealous of its rights and privileges, which protect it from any infringement by the Central Government. I will admit that my fellow-citizens have only one fault.’


  ‘And that is?’


  ‘That they are somewhat inclined to superstition and that they believe too willingly in the supernatural. Ghost stories and yarns about raising the devil have a trick of pleasing them more than they ought.’


  ‘So,’ I suggested, ‘not Dr. Roderich—by definition a doctor ought to have a hard head—but your mother, your sister?’


  ‘Yes, and everybody else with them. Against that weakness, for it really is one, I’ve not succeeded in making any headway. Perhaps Marc will help me.’


  ‘So long,’ I smiled, ‘as Mademoiselle Myra doesn’t lead him astray.’


  Before we went down from the parapet, the Captain had reminded me that in one of the buildings I could see there was a dining-room and that in that room lunch would soon be served. So we made our way back through the town. Soon we were passing along the Boulevard Tékéli, and a few steps away I could see a mansion standing alone in the centre of its garden. Its sad appearance, as though it had been forsaken, its closed and shuttered windows which never seemed to have been thrown open, its moss-encrusted wall, formed a strange contrast with the other mansions along the Boulevard.


  Through an iron gate in its railing one might have entered into a small yard planted with two willows which had died from old age. Their trunks, split by long gashes, showed the rottenness of their interior.


  In the front of the building opened a door discoloured by weather. It was reached by a flight of three dilapidated steps.


  Above the ground floor was a first storey, and upon the roof was a belvedere whose narrow windows were draped by thick curtains.


  It did not seem that this house was inhabited, even supposing that it were habitable.


  ‘Who does it belong to?’ I asked.


  ‘To a queer fellow,’ Captain Haralan replied.


  ‘It defaces the boulevard,’ I pointed out, ‘the town ought to buy it and pull it down.’


  ‘The more so, my dear Vidal, as with the house pulled down, its owner would no doubt leave the town and go to the devil—his nearest relative, if we’re to believe the gossip of Ragz!’


  ‘Indeed? but who is this remarkable personage?’


  ‘A German.’


  ‘A German.’


  ‘Yes, a Prussian.’


  ‘And, he’s called?’


  Just as Captain Haralan was going to reply, the door of the house opened and two men came out. The oldest, who seemed to be about sixty, waited on the steps while the other crossed the yard and emerged through the gates.


  ‘Well!’ Captain Haralan murmured, ‘So he’s still here? I thought he’d gone away.’


  As he turned round the fellow saw us. Did he know Captain Haralan? I could not doubt it, for they exchanged unmistakable looks of dislike.


  I too had recognised him and when he got a few paces away, ‘So it really is him!’ I exclaimed.


  ‘You’ve met that man before?’ asked Captain Haralan, not without showing a little surprise.


  ‘No doubt about it,’ I replied, ‘I travelled with him from Budapest to Vukovar on the Dorothy. But I must say I didn’t expect to find him in Ragz.’


  ‘And it would be better if he weren’t here,’ the Captain declared.


  ‘You don’t seem,’ I suggested, ‘to be on good terms with that German.’


  ‘Who could be? What’s more, I’ve got a special reason for being on bad terms with him. As much as to tell you that he had the impudence to ask for my sister’s hand in marriage. But father and I refused in such a way that he won’t want to repeat his suggestion.’


  ‘What! so that’s the man.’


  ‘So you knew him?’


  ‘Yes, my dear Captain, and I’m not unaware that I’ve just seen Wilhelm Storitz, the son of Otto Storitz, the illustrious chemist of Spremberg.’


  第六章


  Chapter 6


  两天来，亨利一个人在城里游览。他了解到威廉·斯托里茨平时和老仆海尔门相伴，他认为那天晚饭后跟踪他们的是海尔门。


  六月十六日，亨利正准备出门，哈拉朗上尉告诉他，自己的父亲想和他谈谈。亨利来到医生办公室，坐在医生的对面，上尉在屋里走来走去。


  医生告诉亨利，六个月前，威廉·斯托里茨来求婚，被他拒绝了，全家都赞成他的意见。昨天下午威廉又来求婚，又被拒绝了。


  亨利自己说认识他，接着讲述了在船上遇到威廉·斯托里茨的经过。亨利说本以为他在武瓦科尔下船了，而昨天和哈拉朗路过他家时，在他家门口碰到了他。


  医生说威廉的家境不错，可对他本人的生活，谁也不了解。昨天他又来求婚被拒绝后，又要求取消小姐和马克的婚礼；并表示：麦娜不属于他，也不会属于任何人。后来他看来硬的不行，便说至少要推迟婚礼。最后走时还威胁道：“婚礼是不会成功的，斯托里茨家族能挑战一切势力并给予报复。”


  医生说这件事仅限于他们三人知道，并劝说儿子不要采取极端措施，最后上尉答应了。


  几天过去了，一切都照常，也再没见到威廉·斯托里茨。一天亨利路过他家门口时，见到了老仆海尔门；而威廉·斯托里茨则站在平台的窗户后面盯着医生的家。


  五月十七日和十八日，马克和麦娜的结婚布告被人撕了，连站岗的卫兵都没发现是谁干的。后来又贴了新告示，可又被撕了。这样反复了三次，最后，干脆将布告用框子镶了起来。亨利、医生和上尉感到威廉·斯托里茨的报复开始了。


  During the next two days, I must admit that, in spite of myself, the name of Wilhelm Storitz kept recurring to my mind. So it was in Ragz that he usually dwelt, and, as I soon learned, with one solitary servant known as Hermann, no more sympathetic, no more approachable, no more com- municative than his master. It seemed to me, too, that the appearance and gait of this Hermann recalled the man who on the day I arrived had seemed to be following my brother and myself as we walked along the river-side.


  I thought it best to say nothing to Marc about the encounter which Captain Haralan and I had had on the Boulevard Tékéli. It might have made him uneasy to know that Wilhelm Storitz had returned to Ragz. Why dim his happiness by a shadow of anxiety? But I regretted that his rejected rival was not out of the town—at least until the day when the marriage of Marc and Myra should be accomplished.


  On the morning of the 16th I was just on the point of setting out for a walk when Captain Haralan appeared. This rather surprised me, for it had been agreed that I was not to see him that day.


  ‘You?’ I exclaimed. ‘Well, my dear Captain, what a pleasant surprise!’


  I might have been mistaken, but it seemed to me that he was looking rather anxious. All he said was. ‘My dear Vidal, Father would like a word with you. He’s waiting for you at home.’


  ‘I’ll come with you,’ I replied, very surprised and even a little uneasy without knowing why. What could have happened and what did Dr. Roderich want to talk to me about? Had it got anything to do with Marc’s wedding? We walked along without exchanging a word.


  The doctor was alone in his study, sitting at his table. When he looked up he seemed more anxious than his son.


  ‘There must be something,’ I thought, ‘ and certainly Marc knew nothing about it when I saw him this morning.’


  I sat down in an armchair facing Dr. Roderich, while Captain Haralan stood leaning against the mantlepiece. Then I waited, not without some anxiety, for the Doctor to speak.


  ‘First of all, Monsieur Vidal,’ he said, ‘thank you for coming to visit me.’


  ‘I’m always at your service, Dr. Roderich,’ I replied.


  ‘I wanted to have a word with you in Haralan’s presence.’


  ‘Is it something to do with the wedding?’


  ‘Yes, it is.’


  ‘So what you’ve got to say to me is really serious?’


  ‘Yes and no,’ the Doctor replied, ‘whichever it is, neither my wife, nor my daughter, nor your brother know anything about it. I prefer for them not to know what I’ve got to tell you. Then you’ll be able to judge for yourself whether I’m right or wrong.’


  Instinctively, I felt in my heart that this had something to do with the encounter which Captain Haralan and I had had before the house on the Boulevard Tékéli.


  ‘Yesterday afternoon,’ the Doctor continued, ‘while Madame Roderich and Myra were out, and just at my hour for consultation, the servant announced a visitor whom I would rather not have received ... That visitor was Wilhelm Storitz, but perhaps yon don’t know that that German ... ?’


  ‘I know about him,’ I replied.


  ‘You know then that about six months ago, well before your brother’s request had been made and welcomed, Wilhelm Storitz asked for my daughter’s hand. After consulting my wife and my son, who shared my dislike for such a marriage, I told Wilhelm Storitz that I could not consider his proposal. Instead of bowing to this refusal he renewed his request in formal terms, and I repeated no less formally my reply in such terms as not to leave him any hope.’


  While Dr. Roderich was talking, Captain Haralan was striding up and down the room. He stopped several times at one of the windows to look in the direction of the Boulevard Tékéli.


  ‘Dr. Roderich,’ I said, ‘I knew about this request and I knew that it was made before my brother’s.’


  ‘About three months before, Monsieur Vidal.’


  ‘So,’ I continued, ‘it wasn’t because Marc had already been accepted that Wilhelm Storitz was refused Myra’s hand but simply because the marriage didn’t appeal to you.’


  ‘Certainly not! Never should we have consented to such a union, which would have appealed to us in no way whatever, and to which Myra would have given a categorical refusal.’


  ‘Was it because of Wilhelm Storitz’ position or was it personal?’


  ‘His position is probably good enough,’ Dr. Roderich replied, ‘we can well believe that his father left him a considerable fortune, the result of his fruitful discoveries. But as to his person...’


  ‘I know him, Dr. Roderich.’


  ‘You know him?’


  I explained the conditions in which I had met Wilhelm Storitz on the Dorothy without guessing who he was. For three or four days that German had been my travelling Companion, and as he was no longer on board when we reached Ragz, I had thought that he had landed at Vukovar.


  ‘Yet now,’ I added, while we were out walking, Captain Haralan and I went past his house and I recognised this Wilhelm Storitz the moment he came out.’


  ‘Yet they said he had been out of town for several weeks,’ said Dr. Roderich.


  ‘They thought so and he certainly had been away, as Vidal saw him at Budapest,’ put in Captain Haralan. whose voice showed a certain irritation, ‘but it’s quite certain that he’s come back.’


  The Doctor continued in these words, ‘I told you, Mr. Vidal, about his position. As to his mode of life, who could boast of knowing it? It is completely enigmatical. That man seems to live outside all humanity.’


  ‘Aren’t you rather exaggerating’?’ I asked.


  ‘A little exaggeration, no doubt. Still, he belongs to rather a suspicious family, and before him, his father Otto Storitz was the subject of the strangest legends.’


  ‘Which have survived him, Doctor, to judge by what I read in a newspaper at Budapest. It was about the anniversary which is celebrated every year at Spremberg, in—the town cemetery. To judge by that paper, time had not weakened the superstitious legends you spoke of. The dead savant still keeps his reputation. He’s a sorcerer, they say, who owns the secrets of the Next World and uses supernatural power. Every year, it seems, they expect to see some remarkable phenomenon happening round his tomb.’


  ‘Then, Monsieur Vidal,’ the Doctor ended, ‘it won’t surprise you, after what they say at Spremberg, if at Ragz this Wilhelm Storitz is looked upon as a strange sort of person...That’s the man who asked for my daughter’s hand, and who, yesterday, had the audacity to repeat his demands.’


  ‘Yesterday?’ I exclaimed.


  ‘Yesterday, when he called here.’


  ‘And, if there wasn’t anything else,’ Captain Haralan declared, ‘ he’d still be a Prussian and that would have been quite enough to make us refuse such an alliance.’


  All the antipathy which, by tradition and by instinct, the Magyar race feels for the Germanic race flared out in those words.


  This is what happened,’ Dr. Roderich continued, ‘it’s as well for you to know. When Wilhelm Storitz was announced, I hesitated ... Should I have him shown in or simply replied that I could not receive him?’


  ‘Perhaps that might have been better, father,’ said Captain Haralan, ‘for after the failure of his first attempt, that man would have realised that he was forbidden to set foot in this house on any pretext whatever.’


  ‘Yes, perhaps,’ said the Doctor, ‘ but I feared to go to extremes and that it might lead to some scandal.’


  ‘Which I should soon have brought to an end, father !’


  ‘And it’s just because I know you,’ the Doctor grasped the captain’s hand, ‘that’s just why I preferred to act prudently ... Whatever may happen, I appeal to your affection for your mother, for me, for your sister, whose position would become very painful if her name were brought into it, should this Wilhelm Storitz cause any trouble.’


  Although I had known Captain Haralan only for a few days, I regarded him as somewhat quick-tempered and very jealous of the honour of his family. So I thought it deplorable that Marc’s rival should have returned to Ragz and especially that he should have renewed his request.


  The Doctor described that visit in detail. It was in the very room where we ourselves were. Wilhelm Storitz had first used tones which showed that he had an.extraordinary tenacity. According to him, Dr. Roderich could not be surprised that he wanted to see him and that he wanted to make a second attempt as soon as he got back to Ragz.


  In vain the Doctor had given a very formal reply. Wilhelm Storitz had not wanted to admit defeat and, his voice gradually getting angry, he had declared that the engagement of my brother and of Mademoiselle Myra would have to be given up before his claim, that he loved the young lady and that if she were not for him at least she would not be for anybody else.


  ‘The insolent! ... the wretch!’ exclaimed Captain Haralan, ‘he dare talk like that, and I wasn’t there to throw him out!’


  ‘Certainly,’ I thought, ‘if these two men should ever come face to face it would be difficult to stop the clash which the Doctor fears.’


  ‘These last words said,’ the latter continued, ‘I got up and indicated that I would not listen to any more. The wedding was decided on and it would be celebrated in a few days.


  “‘Neither in a few days, nor later’ Wilhelm Storitz replied, ‘Sir,’ I told him, showing him the door ‘be so good as to go! Anybody else would have understood that his visit could not continue.’ ‘Well, he waited, he lowered his tone, he tried to gain by mildness what he could not obtain by violence, at least a promise that the marriage should be cancelled. So I went to the door to ring for the servant. He grasped my arm, his anger returned, his voice rang out until it must have been heard outside. Fortunately my wife and daughter had not yet come home. ‘Wilhelm Storitz at last consented to go, but not without uttering a number of wild threats. Myra should not marry Marc. Such obstacles would arise that the wedding would be impossible. The Storitz had methods which could defy all human power, and he would not hesitate to make use of them against the rash family which had rejected him ... Then he opened the study door and went out furiously, leaving me greatly perturbed by his enigmatic words.’


  As the Doctor reminded us again, not a word of all this was to be repeated to Madame Roderich, or to her daughter, or to my brother. It would be better to spare them that anxiety. What was more, I knew Marc well enough to fear that he would want to bring this business to an end, as did Captain Haralan—who however, gave way to his father’s insistence.


  ‘Very well,’ he said, ‘I shan’t go and punish that rascal. But suppose it’s he who comes to me? … Suppose it’s he who attacks Marc? ... suppose it’s he who provokes us?’


  Dr. Roderich did not know what to reply.


  There our conversation ended. Whatever happened, we should have to wait. The episode would indeed have no aftermath, and could remain unknown to all, unless Wilhelm Storitz were to pass from words to deeds. Well, what could he do? How could he prevent the marriage? Would it be by forcing Marc, by publicly insulting him, to fight a duel with him? Might it not rather be by using some violence against Myra Roderich? But how would he succeed in getting into a house where he was no longer received? It was not in his power, I suppose, to break down the door! What was more, Dr. Roderich would not hesitate, if he had to, to warn the authorities, who would know well enough how to bring that German to reason.


  Before we parted, the doctor again adjured his son to take no action against that insolent fellow, and it was obviously against his will that Captain Haralan agreed.


  That afternoon I went for a walk with the ladies and Marc. But my mind was elsewhere. Marc commented on this and I had to reply evasively.


  Was it that I feared meeting Wilhelm Storitz on our way? No, I was rather thinking about what he had told Dr. Roderich: ‘Such obstacles would arise that the wedding would be impossible. The Storitz had methods which could defy all human power!’ What did these words mean? Were they to be taken seriously? I promised myself to discuss this with the doctor when we were alone.’


  That day and the next flowed on. I began to feel reassured. Nothing more had been seen of Wilhelm Storitz. Yet he had not left town. The house on the Boulevard Tékéli was still occupied. As I passed it, I saw his servant. Her- mann coming out. Once, Wilhelm Storitz himself had appeared at one of the belvedere windows, his gaze turned towards the end of the boulevard, in the direction of Dr. Roderich’s home.


  Then on the night of the 17th May, this is what happened:


  Although the Cathedral door was bolted and nobody could enter it by night without being seen, the notice of the marriage of Marc Vidal to Myra Roderich had been torn down from its place among the others. In the morning it was found in torn crumpled fragments.


  The damage was repaired at once. But an hour later—this time in broad daylight – the new notice had the fate of its predecessor. This happened three times during the 18th May without its being possible to lay hands on the culprit. Tired of the struggle, it was at last decided to protect by a strong grille the frame reserved for these notices.


  This stupid attempt set the tongues wagging for a short time, then nobody thought any more about it. But Dr. Roderich, Captain Haralan and I gave it more serious attention. Not for an instant did we doubt that this was the first act of the proclaimed hostilities, like a sort of preliminary skirmish in the war which Wilhelm Storitz had declared upon us.


  第七章


  Chapter 7


  哈拉朗上尉对布告被撕十分恼怒，要让警察出面，医生劝住了他，认为那样他母亲和妹妹就会知道。


  罗德里克夫妇发出大量请帖在家举行订婚宴会，当地的贵族、军政要员都将出席。


  当天下午准备工作结束后，亨利看到威廉·斯托里茨沿着河堤慢吞吞地走过来，走到罗德里克家住宅时，眼里露出异样的目光。罗德里克夫人也看到了，之后告诉了丈夫，医生听后安慰了她，但没有告诉她威廉再次造访的事。


  在亨利和马克返回旅馆的途中，碰到了威廉·斯托里茨，他站在那里看着马克，苍白的脸上露出凶狠的目光。


  走过去后，马克告诉哥哥：这人就是威廉。亨利说上尉告诉过他了。


  晚上九点，客人们都到了，穿着华丽衣服的女士和穿着黑色礼服的男士在客厅里热闹起来。一张桌子上放着当晚要签的结婚协议，另一张桌子上放着鲜艳的订婚花束，旁边放着的花冠是结婚那天麦娜去教堂时要戴的。


  晚会开始了，由十二名乐手组成的吉卜赛乐队开始演奏。中间休息时，客人们离开座位互相交谈着。当演奏将要再次开始时，远处有人在唱一首没有旋律的奇怪的歌，歌声从花园过来，越来越近，可就是看不到人。后来歌声突然停住了，亨利和医生、上尉带领仆人去花园搜查，没发现人，只好回到花厅，上尉示意舞会开始。


  当乐队奏完一首施特劳斯的华尔兹舞曲后，刚才的歌声又从客厅响起，唱的是德国国歌《复仇之歌》。舞伴们都分开了，大家都很恐慌。


  这时，好像有一只无形的手将花束扔到地上，践踏着，还把婚约撕毁了。上尉认为是威廉·斯托里茨干的，他冲了出去，亨利也跟着出去了。他们来到威廉家，试图打开他的门，但没能打开。几分钟后，门开了，威廉站在他们面前。


  This inexplicable act—who indeed could be its perpetrator except the only one who had any interest in committing it? Would this first attack be followed by others even more serious? Might it not be, as we thought, only the beginning of the reprisals against the Roderich family?


  Early next day... when Captain Haralan informed his father of the incident, it may well be imagined how very angry he was.


  ‘That’s the rascal who did it,’ he exclaimed, ‘how he did it I don’t know. He won’t stop there, no doubt, but I’ll find some way of keeping him from doing it again!’


  ‘Keep cool, my dear Haralan,’ I said, ‘and don’t do anything imprudent which might complicate the situation.’


  ‘My dear Vidal, if father had warned me before that man had gone out of our house, or if he’d let me act since then, we should be well rid of him.’


  ‘I still think, my dear Haralan, that it would be better for you not to appear in the matter.’


  ‘And if he keeps on?’


  ‘Then it will be time to demand the intervention of the police. Think of your mother, your sister.’


  ‘Won’t they learn what has happened?’


  ‘We won’t tell them, any more than we’ll tell Marc. After the wedding we’ll see what’s best to be done.’


  ‘After ....?’ replied Captain Haralan, ‘ but suppose it’s too late?’


  That day, whatever might be the secret anxiety of Dr. Roderich, his wife and his daughter thought of nothing but the evening party at which the marriage contract was to be signed that very night. The Doctor had sent out a fairly large number of invitations, and here, as though on neutral ground, the Magyar aristocracy would mingle with representatives of the army, the magistracy, and the public officials. The rooms would be large enough to hold the hundred and fifty guests, and at the end of the evening supper would be served in the gallery.


  Nobody will be surprised to know that Myra Roderich was devoting much thought to the question of her toilette, nor that Marc was giving her the benefit of his artistic taste.


  In the afternoon the preparations were completed and the ladies were resting. Then as I was standing at one of the windows I was extremely annoyed to notice Wilhelm Storitz. Was it chance that had brought him there? Most certainly not. He was walking beside the river, slowly and with his head lowered. But when he got opposite the house he straightened up and what a glance flashed from his eyes! He went backwards and forwards several times, and Madame Roderich happened to notice him. She gestured to the Doctor, who contented himself with reassuring her without saying anything of that strange person’s recent visit.


  I should add that when Marc and I went out to go back to our hotel that man met us in one of the squares. As soon as he caught sight of my brother he stopped suddenly and seemed to hesitate as though he meant to accost us. But he stayed motionless, his face pale and his arms as stiff as those of a cataleptic... was he going to fall where he stood? His eyes, his gleaming eyes—what a glance they threw at Marc, who pretended not to pay any attention to him.


  ‘You notice that fellow?’ my brother asked when we had left him a few paces behind.


  ‘Yes, Marc.’


  ‘He’s that Wilhelm Storitz whom I spoke to you about.’


  ‘I know.’


  ‘So you know him?’


  ‘Captain Haralan pointed him out to me.’


  ‘I thought he’d left Ragz,’ said Marc.


  ‘It seems that he hasn’t, or at any rate that he’s come back.’


  ‘It doesn’t matter, after all!’


  ‘No, it doesn’t matter,’ I replied, but to my mind the absence of Wilhelm Storitz would have been more reassuring.


  About nine in the evening the first coaches pulled up before Dr. Roderich’s house and the rooms began to fill, the ladies’ costumes shining out splendidly in the midst of the uniforms and the ceremonial dress. Guests went to and fro through the rooms and the gallery, admiring the wedding-presents set out in the Doctor’s study. On one of the tables in the great drawing-room was placed the Marriage Contract which would be signed during the evening; on another was a magnificent bouquet of roses and orange blossom, and, in accordance with Magyar custom, beside it, on a velvet cushion, rested the nuptial crown which Myra would wear when she went to the Cathedral on her wedding day.


  The evening would be divided into two parts, a concert and a ball, separated by the solemn signing of the contract. The music had been entrusted to a remarkable orchestra of Tziganes, a dozen performers under the direction of their leader.


  The Magyars are great music lovers and they greatly enjoyed that concert, but I doubt whether Marc appreciated it: he was looking at Myra. After the applause had ended the musicians rose, and Dr. Roderich and Captain Haralan thanked them in the most flattering terms.


  And then followed what I might call an interval. The guests left their seats and gathered into groups, a few of them dispersing into the well-lit garden, while refreshing drinks were passed round.


  So far, nothing had troubled that festival, and there seemed no reason why it should not end as happily as it began. Really, if I had been at all afraid I should now feel completely reassured. So I did not spare my congratulations to Madame Roderich.


  By what strange association of ideas did these commonplace phrases bring back to my mind the memory of Wilhelm Storitz? However, he soon passed out of my mind.


  The orchestra was now ready to strike up at a sign from Captain Haralan. But from the side of the gallery where its door opened on the garden there could be heard a voice. It was still distant, but it was strikingly loud and coarse, and it was singing a strange song, with a bizarre rhythm and a complete lack of tonality, its musical phrases having no melodic relation.


  The couples who were ready for the first waltz had stopped ... They were listening—was this some sort of surprise which was intended to form part of the evening?’


  Captain Haralan walked up to me.


  ‘What is it?’ I asked.


  ‘I don’t know,’ he replied, in tones which denoted a certain anxiety.


  ‘Where’s that song coming from! The street?’


  ‘No... I don’t think So.’


  Indeed, he whose voice was reaching us must be in the garden and making for the gallery. Perhaps, indeed, he was on the point of coming in.


  Captain Haralan grasped my arm and led me to the door which opened on to the garden. As he went out on the steps I followed him, and our gaze could survey the whole garden, which was illuminated from end to end...


  We could not see anyone.


  Dr. and Madame Roderich joined us, and the doctor said a few words to which his son replied only by a shake of the head.


  Yet the voice was still making itself heard, louder and more imperious, and always coming nearer...


  Marc, with Myra on his arm, came to join us in the gallery, while Madame Roderich went back among the other ladies, who were anxiously asking questions but to whom she seemed unable to reply.


  ‘I’m going to find out!’ and Captain Haralan went down the steps. Dr. Roderich followed him, together with a few servants and myself.


  Suddenly, when the singer seemed to be only a few steps from the gallery at most, the voice fell silent.


  We went down into the garden and examined it carefully. The lights left no corner in shadow, and we could carry out a minute search, and yet we could not find anyone ...


  Could that voice possibly be that of a belated wayfarer on the Boulevard Tékéli? This seemed quite unlikely, and we could even see that the boulevard was completely deserted.


  One solitary light alone was shining five hundred yards away to the left, a light scarcely visible. It came from one of the windows in the belvedere of the home of Wilhelm Storitz.


  When we went back into the gallery the only answer we could give to the questions of the guests was to sign for the waltz to start.


  This Captain Haralan did, and the couples at once formed up again.


  ‘Well,’ Myra asked me laughingly, ‘ haven’t you chosen your partner?’


  ‘My partner, that will be you, Mademoi-selle, but only for the second waltz.’


  ‘Then my dear Henri,’ said Marc, ‘we won’t keep you waiting!’


  The orchestra had just finished the introduction. Then. without anyone’s being able to see the singer, the voice broke out again, and this time in the middle of the drawing-room.


  To the alarm of the guests was mingled a real feeling of indignation. The voice was bawling out Frederick Margrade’s Hymn of Hate, that German hymn which owes an abominable fame to its violence. This was a direct and a deliberate insult to Magyar patriotism!


  And yet he whose voice was roaring out in the middle of the drawing- room ... nobody could see him ... He must be there and yet nobody could catch a glimpse of him...


  The dancers were scattered about in the drawing-room and the gallery and a kind of panic was spreading among them, especially among the ladies.


  Captain Haralan strode across the drawing-room, his eyes ablaze, his hands held out as if to seize this person whom he could not see.


  At that moment, with the last strains of the Hymn of Hate the voice again fell silent.


  And then I saw ... yes, a hundred persons saw what I saw, and like myself they refused to believe it.


  Here was the bouquet lying on the table, suddenly torn to pieces and scattered and its flowers apparently being trodden under foot ... Here were the fragments of the wedding contract scattering about the floor!...


  This time it was fear which descended upon us. Everybody wished to escape from the scene of such strange happenings. I was asking myself if I were completely sane and if I could believe in these mysteries.


  Captain Haralan had just joined me. Pale with anger, he exclaimed, ‘ It’s Wilhelm Storitz!’


  Wilhelm Storitz? ... Was he mad? ...


  If he were not, I certainly soon should be. I was wide awake, I was not dreaming, and yet I saw, yes I saw with my own eyes, at that very moment, the nuptial crown rising from the cushion on which it had been placed. Without our being able to see the hand which held it, it went across the drawing-room and through the gallery and vanished into the garden!


  ‘That’s too much! ...’ exclaimed Captain Haralan. Dashing out of the drawing-room, he shot across the hall like a thunderbolt and rushed down the Boulevard Tékéli.


  I hurried along behind him.


  One after the other we ran to the house of Wilhelm Storitz. One of the windows of the belvedere was still shining feebly into the darkness. The Captain seized the handle of the gate and shook it. Without quite realising what I was doing, I added my efforts to his. But the gate was solid and we could scarcely move it.


  For some minutes we exhausted our selves in vain. Our growing rage almost robbed us of our senses...


  Suddenly the gate turned heavily upon its hinges ...


  Captain Haralan had plainly made a mistake in accusing Wilhelm Storitz ... Wilhelm Storitz had not left his house, because it was he himself who opened the gate to us, because he was there in person before us.


  第八章


  Chapter 8


  当天的晚会只好草草收场，罗德里克家发生的事很快就在全城传开了。第二天，许多人在他们家门前议论着。


  八点，马克领着医生父子到了亨利的房间，昨天还满脸幸福的马克现在却那么的苍白。亨利问了罗德里克夫人和麦娜小姐的情况，医生告诉他，麦娜虽然非常痛苦，但表现得很坚强，她在努力安慰她妈妈。


  亨利猜想，昨晚是不是有人搞的恶作剧，或许是一种超自然的现象，或是使用了腹语。医生不同意他的观点，他认为：即使像亨利说的那样，但鲜花和协议被毁以及花冠被劫走又怎么解释呢？这是敌人出于对这场订婚晚会的报复。


  马克不明白是医生家的敌人还是自己的敌人实行的报复，于是，医生告诉了他前几天威廉再次求婚并威胁他们的事。


  马克当时就要去找威廉算账，上尉也要和他一起去。但是谁能证明是威廉干的呢？亨利建议去市政府，让警察局长解决。于是决定马克去医生家，其余三人来到了市政府。


  警察局长亨利什·斯泰帕克先生已经知道了所发生的事情，一见面他就问医生是否和人结了仇。医生把威廉多次向麦娜求婚多次遭拒绝的事向警察局长说了，警察局长认为大家的猜测是有根据的，下一步只要搜查威廉的住所就能找到线索。因为威廉是外国人，需要总督批准，但会得到批准的。


  医生告诉局长，总督当时也在场，他也无法解释所发生的事情。


  警察局长让大家稍等，半个钟头后就能拿到搜查证。上尉表示愿意和他同去戴凯里大街搜查，警察局长表示可以，并说亨利先生也可以去。


  于是，医生回家了，上尉和亨利留下来等警察局长。半个小时后，警察局长带着搜查证回来了，建议他们两个先走，他和手下二十分钟赶到，大家在威廉家门前会合。


  Early next morning rumours of these incidents spread through the town. First of all, as I might have expected, the people would not admit that they were natural. Yet they must be, they could not be anything else. As to giving them an acceptable explanation, that was quite another matter.


  I need hardly add that the evening’s festivities had ended after the scene I described. Marc and Myra were distracted. That bouquet trampled under foot, that contract ripped up, that nuptial crown stolen beneath their very eyes! ... On the eve of the wedding, what a bad omen! ...


  During the day many groups of people were standing in front of the house and talking excitedly. Some gave themselves up to the most extravagant ideas; others were content to cast somewhat uneasy glances on the house.


  Neither Madame Roderich nor her daughter had gone out that morning as they usually did. Myra had stayed with her mother; dangerously affected by the episode. she needed a complete rest.


  At eight o’clock Marc opened the door of my room, bringing with him the doctor and Captain Haralan. We had to discuss, perhaps to agree upon, certain urgent steps, and it would be better for our discussion not to take place at the Roderich’s. My brother and I had stayed together all night. and at quite an early hour he had gone to seek news of Madame Roderich and his fiancée. Then, at his suggestion, the doctor and Captain Haralan had followed him.


  ‘Henri,’ Marc began, ‘I’ve given orders not to let anybody in. Here nobody can hear us and we are alone, quite alone, in this room.’


  But what a state my brother was in! His face, radiant with happiness the previous evening, was downcast and frightfully pale. But he did not seem any more affected than the circumstances warranted.


  Dr. Roderich was making efforts to maintain his selfcontrol. Not so his son, who, with lips pressed tightly together and his eyes troubled, showed quite clearly the obsession to which he was the prey.


  I made up my mind to keep cool, and my first care was to ask about Madame Roderich and her daughter.


  ‘They’re both very distressed by what happened yesterday,’ the doctor replied, ‘and it will take a few days before they recover. But Myra, who was greatly upset at first, has summoned up all her energy and is striving to reassure her mother, who is even more overcome than herself. I hope that the memory of that evening will soon vanish from her mind, and unless these deplorable scenes are renewed...’


  ‘Are renewed?’ I asked, ‘we needn’t be afraid of that, Doctor! The circumstances in which these phenomena appeared—can I call them anything else?—will not occur again.’


  ‘Who knows?’ the doctor replied, ‘Who knows? So I’m very anxious for the wedding to take place, for I’m beginning to believe in those threats...’


  He did not finish that sentence, whose meaning was only too clear to Captain Haralan and myself. As for Marc, who knew nothing about Wilhelm Storitz’ latest proceedings, he did not seem to have heard it.


  Captain Haralan had his own opinion. But he kept completely silent, no doubt waiting for me to express my views regarding the events of the previous night.


  ‘Monsieur Vidal,’ the Doctor continued, ‘What do you think of all that?’


  I thought I should do best to play the part of a sceptic who did not mean to take too seriously the strange events we had witnessed. It would be better to pretend not to see anything extraordinary in them, if only because of their very inexplicability, if I may be permitted to coin that word. But, to tell the truth, the Doctor’s question did not fail to embarrass me.


  ‘Dr. Roderich,’ I said, ‘ I must tell you that “all that” to use your own expression, doesn’t seem worth giving much attention to. What are we to think, if it isn’t that we were the victims of some practical joke? A trickster has wormed himself among your guests and has allowed himself to add to the evening’s entertainment a deplorable display of ventriloquism ... You know how wonderfully these things are done nowadays... ’


  Captain Haralan had turned to face me, and was staring into my eyes as if to read my thoughts. His glance clearly meant: ‘We didn’t come here to be fobbed off with this sort of explanation!’


  ‘You’ll allow me, Mr. Vidal,’ the Doctor replied, ‘not to believe in some sort of conjuring trick...’


  ‘Doctor,’ I replied, ‘I cannot imagine anything else, except for an intervention which I for one reject utterly, an intervention of the supernatural...’


  ‘Natural,’ Captain Haralan broke in, ‘ due to methods of which we don’t know the secret.’


  ‘All the same,’ I insisted, ‘as regards the voice we heard yesterday, that voice, which was certainly human, why shouldn’t it be some trick of ventriloquism?’


  Doctor Roderich shook his head like a man who absolutely rejects such an explanation.


  ‘I repeat,’ I said, ‘It’s not all impossible that some intruder should have made his way into the drawing-room, with the intention of outraging the national feeling of the Magyars by insulting their patriotism with that Hymn of Hate, made in Germany.’


  This hypothesis was after all plausible, assuming we were going to keep with the limits of purely human facts. But even if he admitted it, Dr. Roderich had a very simple reply.


  ‘If I were to agree with you, Mr. Vidal, that a trickster, or rather an insolent wretch, had been able to introduce himself into the building and deceive us with some ventriloquism—and I absolutely refuse to believe it—what do you say about the bouquet and the contract which were torn to pieces, and the crown which was carried away by an invisible hand?’


  Certainly, to attribute these two incidents to a conjuror, however skilful he might be, was beyond all reason. And yet there are such clever magicians !


  Then Captain Haralan added, ‘Speak,’ my dear Vidal. Was it your ventriloquist who destroyed that bouquet flower by flower, who tore that contract into a thousand pieces, who picked up that crown, promenaded with it through the drawing-room, and carried it off like a thief?’


  I did not reply.


  ‘Are you by any chance pretending,” he was getting more heated ‘ that we were the victims of some illusion?’


  NO, certainly not, no illusion was admissible, because what happened was in front of more than a hundred people!


  After a few seconds of silence which I did not try to break, the Doctor gave us his opinion:


  ‘Let’s take the things just as they are and don’t let’s try to deceive ourselves. We are in the presence of facts which seem devoid of any natural explanation, and yet which cannot be denied. Still, if we keep to what is real, let’s see if someone, not a practical joker but an enemy, had wanted to take vengeance upon us by wrecking the whole evening.’


  This was to place the question on solid ground.


  ‘An enemy!’ exclaimed Marc, ‘an enemy of your family, or mine, Dr. Roderich? Do you know him?’


  ‘Yes,’ Captain Haralan declared, ‘the one who has been ahead of you, Marc, in asking for my sister’s hand.’


  ‘Wilhelm Storitz?’


  ‘Wilhelm Storitz.’


  Marc was then told of what he had so far been unaware. The Doctor described the new attempt which Wilhelm Storitz had made several days previously. My brother learned of the categorical refusal that he had been given, and of the threats which his rival had made against the Roderich family. The threats were of such a nature as to justify to a certain extent the suspicion that this fellow had in some way had a hand in the scenes of the previous evening.


  ‘And you never told me anything of this!’ Marc exclaimed. ‘It’s only today, when Myra has actually been threatened, that you’ve warned me! ... Well, this Wilhelm Storitz, I’m going to find him and I’ll know...’


  ‘You can leave that to us, Marc,’ Captain Haralan told him. ‘It was my father’s house that he soiled with his presence.’


  ‘It’s my financee whom he insulted!’ Marc could no longer contain himself.


  Anger was obviously leading both of them astray. That Wilhelm Storitz meant to take vengeance on the Roderich family and to put his threats into execution, granted! But that he had any hand in the scenes of the previous evening, that he had been personally involved, that it was impossible to prove. It was not on mere presumptions that we could accuse him and say: ‘You were there yesterday evening in the midst of the guests. It was you who insulted us with that Hymn of Hate. It was you who tore up the bouquet and the contract. It was you who took away the nuptial crown.’ Nobody had seen him, nobody.


  At last, after a long discussion, we came to the only reasonable thing to do. I suggested it along these lines:


  ‘My dear friends, let’s go to the Town Hall. Bring the Chief of Police up to date with this business, if he isn’t already. Tell him the position of this German with regard to the Roderich family, the threats he has made against Marc and his fiancée. Make him realise the suspicions against him. Tell him that the man claims to make use of methods which can defy all human power—pure boasting on his part, no doubt. It will then be for the Chief of Police to see if he cannot take any steps against this foreigner.’


  Was that not the best thing to do, and indeed all that could be done in these circumstances? The police could intervene more efficaciously than private individuals. If Captain Haralan and Marc were to go to the home of Wilhelm Storitz, the door would hardly be opened for them. So were they to try to get in by main force?... By what right? ... Well, that right, the police would have it. So it was to them, to them alone, that we must turn.


  Agreed on this point, it was decided that Marc should return to Dr. Roderich’s while the Doctor, Captain Haralan and I should go to the Town Hall.


  It was half-past ten. All Ragz had heard about the the incident of the previous night. When people saw the Doctor and his son making for the Town Hall, they could easily guess their motive.


  When we arrived, the Doctor sent his name in to the Director of Police, who gave orders to show us at once into his room.


  M. Henrich Stepark was a man of small stature, but he seemed energetic. He had a very practical mind and a remarkable detective instinct and he had several times shown proofs of great ability. All that it was possible to do to throw light on these obscure events at Dr. Roderich’s, we could be certain he would do. But had he the power to intervene usefully in such special circumstances, which seemed to be beyond the bounds of possibility?


  Like everybody else, he had heard the details of this matter except for what was known only to the Doctor, Captain Haralan and myself.


  ‘I was counting on your visit, Dr. Roderich,’ he welcomed us, ‘and if you hadn’t come to my room I should have gone to see you. I heard that very night of the strange things which happened in your home, and how reasonable it was that your guests should be seized by a very natural terror. I add that this terror has spread throughout the town and that Ragz doesn’t seem likely to regain its calm.


  ‘First must I ask you, Dr. Roderich, if you have incurred the hatred of anybody, if you think that because of this hatred vengeance has been aimed against your family because of the proposed marriage of Mademoiselle Myra Roderich to Monsieur Marc Vidal?’


  ‘I think so,’ the Doctor told him.


  ‘And who may this person be?’


  ‘A man called Wilhelm Storitz.’


  It was Captain Haralan who uttered this name. The Chief of Police did not seem at all surprised.


  The Doctor then explained that Wilhelm Storitz had sought the hand of Myra Roderich, that he had renewed this request, and that after a further refusal he had threatened to prevent the marriage by methods which would defy all human power.


  ‘Yes, yes,’ agreed M. Stepark, ‘and he began by tearing down the notice of the wedding without anybody’s being able to see him.’


  We were all of that opinion.


  Yet our unanimity did not make this any more explicable, unless we were to attribute it to sorcery. But it is in the realm of reality that the police move. It is on the neck of people in flesh and blood that they lay their brutal hands. They are not in the habit of arresting ghosts or spectres. The man who had torn down the notice, who had destroyed the bouquet, who had stolen the crown, was a human being who could be laid hands on. All that remained to do was to lay hands on him.


  Mr. Stepark agreed that our suspicions were well founded and might reasonably be aimed against Wilhelm Storitz.


  ‘That individual,’ he said, ‘I’ve always had my suspitions of him, although I’ve never received any complaints against him. He lives in secret and nobody knows how he lives nor what he lives on. Why did he leave Spremberg, his birthplace? Why should he, a Prussian from South Prussia, come to settle down in this Magyar country, so unsympathetic to his compatriots? Why is he shut up with an old servant in that house on the Boulevard Tékéli, which nobody ever enters? I repeat, all that is suspicious, highly suspicious.’


  ‘What do you mean to do, Monsieur Stepark?’ asked Captain Haralan.


  ‘What is plainly indicated,’ replied the Chief of Police, ‘is to effect a descent upon that house, where we may find some documents ... some indication...’


  ‘But for that descent,’ asked Dr. Roderich, ‘won’t you need the Governor’s authorisation?’


  ‘It concerns a foreigner, and a foreigner who has threatened your family. His Excellency will grant that authorisation, there’s no doubt about that.’


  ‘The Governor was there yesterday evening,’ I commented.


  ‘I know, Mr. Vidal, and he has already discussed the events he witnessed.’


  ‘Can he explain them?’ the Doctor asked.


  ‘No, he cannot find any reasonable explanation.’


  ‘But,’ I said, ‘when he knows that Wilhelm Storitz was mixed up in this business…’


  ‘That’ll make him more anxious to throw light upon it.’ M. Stepark replied. ‘Be so good as to wait for me, gentlemen. I shall go straight to the Palace, and within half an hour I shall have brought the authorisation to ransack the house on the Boulevard Tékéli.’


  ‘Well, we shall go with you,’ said Captain Haralan.


  ‘If it pleases you, Captain, and you too, Monsieur Vidal.’ the Chief of Police agreed.


  ‘For myself,’ said Dr. Roderich, ‘ I shall leave you to go with Monsieur Stepark and his men. I’m anxious to get back home, where you must come after the investigation has been carried out.’


  ‘And after the arrests have been made, if there are any,’ M. Stepark seemed determined to put an end to this business. He set off for the Palace, and the doctor also left at the same time to go home.


  As Captain Haralan and I waited, we exchanged but few words. So we were going to enter the door of that house,... Should we find its owner at home? I wondered whether Captain Haralan would be able to contain himself in the man’s presence.


  Half an hour later M. Stepark brought the authorisation, with permission to take any steps he thought necessary.


  ‘Now, gentlemen,’ he suggested, ‘ please go ahead of me. I shall go on one side, my policemen on the other, and within twenty minutes we shall be at that house. Do you agree?’


  ‘Agreed,’ replied Captain Haralan. With him I left the Town Hall, and we made for the Boulevard Tékéli.


  第九章


  Chapter 9


  为了避免目标太明显，上尉和亨利一路，警察局长自己一路，六名便衣警察一路。一刻钟后，都到达了距威廉房子一百步远的地方，与他们同来的还有一名锁匠。


  房子的门窗都紧闭的，一缕青烟正从烟囱冒出来。警察局长敲响了栅栏的门，没人应声。锁匠打开了门锁，两名警察守在门外，其余人来到大门口。警察局长斯泰帕克先生用手杖敲了敲门，没回音，便让锁匠把门打开了。


  留一名警察在门外台阶前警戒，大家在花园和庭院搜查。斯泰帕克先生朝里面大声喊道：“有人吗？”没有应声，他们便进了屋，先从厨房开始查，里面陈设很简单，几块煤正在炉灶里燃烧，烟囱的烟就是从这里冒出去的。


  在一楼的一个房间里，有一个椭圆形的相框，里面装着奥多·斯托里茨的画像。警察局长发现他们父子俩长得真是太像了，大家都感到真是惊人的相似。


  工作室里杂乱地放着一些书籍、工具等。斯泰帕克拿起一个形状古怪的蓝色小玻璃瓶，不小心掉到了地上碎了，里面的液体流出来，挥发出一种难以形容的气味。


  他们又来到二楼，一间卧室里放着一些简单的家具，被子凌乱地堆在床上，洗脸盆的水面上还浮着肥皂泡，证明用过的时间不长。


  这时，他们听到屋外有响动，上尉拉开卧室与隔壁房间之间的门，但没有人。


  他们上到阁楼仆人的房间里，陈设更加简陋，也没有看到人。他们又到了三楼来到屋顶的平台，上面的阁楼很小，里面只放着一张桌子和一把椅子。桌子的报纸上登着纪念奥多·斯托里茨诞辰的报道。


  这时，哈拉朗上尉在一个纸盒中发现了被劫走的新娘花冠。


  The direction which M. Stepark followed would take him through the northern part of the town, while his policemen, in pairs, were going through the centre. Captain Haralan and I would proceed along the banks of the Danube.


  The weather was overcast. Large grey clouds were rapidly chasing one another from the east, and, under the fresh breeze, the boats were furrowing the yellowish waters of the river. Pairs of storks and cranes, heading into the wind, were uttering piercing cries. It was not raining, but the lofty clouds threatened to burst into a torrential downpour.


  Except in the commercial quarter, then filled with a crowd of townsmen and peasants, the passers-by were few. But if the Chief and his men had come with us it might have attracted attention, and it was better for us to separate as soon as we left the Town Hall.


  Captain Haralan again kept silent. I was still afraid that he was not master of himself, and that if he were to meet Wilhelm Storitz he would give vent to some act of violence. For this reason I almost regretted that M. Stepark had let us accompany him.


  A quarter of an hour was enough for us to reach the corner on which stood the Doctor’s house. None of the ground floor windows was open, nor were those of the room occupied by Madame Roderich and her daughter. What a contrast with the liveliness of the previous night ! Captain Haralan stopped, and his glance flew for a moment to those closed shutters. A sigh escaped him, he made a menacing gesture, but he never said a word.


  Having gone round the corner, we went up the Boulevard Tékéli, stopping near the home of Wilhelm Storitz. A man was carelessly walking up and down in front of the gate, his hands in his pockets. It was the Chief of Police. Captain Haralan and I joined him as had been arranged.


  Almost at once there appeared six plainclothes policemen. At a sign from M. Stepark, they lined up in front of the railings. With them was a locksmith, brought in case the gate refused to open.


  The windows were closed as usual, and the curtains of the belvedere were drawn, making them opaque.


  ‘There can’t be anybody in,’ I told M. Stepark.


  ‘That’s what we’re going to find out,’ he replied. ‘But I should be surprised if the house were empty. Look at that smoke coming from that chimney, that one on the left.’


  And indeed, a wisp of sooty smoke was rising above the roof.


  ‘If the master isn’t at home,’ M. Stepark added, ‘the servant is likely to be, and for letting us in, it doesn’t matter if it’s the one or the other.’


  For my part, considering that Captain Haralan was present, I should have preferred Wilhelm Storitz to be absent, and even for him to have left Ragz.


  The Chief of Police thundered at the knocker fixed on to an iron plate on the railings. Then we waited for someone to appear or for the gate to be opened from the inside.


  A minute elapsed. Nobody. A second blow on the knocker.


  ‘They’ve got deaf ears in this house.’ M. Stepark murmured. Then, turning towards the locksmith, ‘Get on with it,’ he said.


  The man chose a tool from his set, the picklock was thrust into the keyhole, and the gate opened without difficulty.


  The Chief of Police, with Captain Haralan and myself, entered the yard. Four of the policemen accompanied us, the other two staying outside.


  A flight of three steps led to the door of the house, closed like the yard gate.


  M. Stepark knocked three times with his walkingstick.


  There was no response, and no noise came from within the house.


  The locksmith went up the steps and thrust one of his keys into the lock. This might possibly have been doubly or trebly locked, or the door might have been bolted on the inside, if Wilhelm Storitz. after seeing the policemen, had tried to keep them from entering.


  But nothing of the sort. The lock gave, and the door at once opened.


  ‘Let’s get in,’ said M. Stepark.


  The corridor was lighted by the grill of the fanlight above the door, and at its far end by the glass window from a second door which gave access to the garden.


  The Chief of Police took a few paces down the corridor and shouted, ‘Is anybody in?’


  No reply, even when the shout was repeated more loudly. No noise came from the interior of the house. At least, by straining our ears and listening very attentively, we thought we could catch a sort of gliding sound in one of the side rooms ... But this was an illusion, no doubt.


  M. Stepark went right down the corridor. I walked behind him, and Captain Haralan followed me.


  One of the policemen had stayed on guard on the steps.


  The door open, we could at once see the whole of the garden. It was walled in, and in its centre was a lawn which had not been scythed for a long time, and whose long grass was lying half-withered on the ground. Around it ran a winding path bordered by a fairly thick shrubbery. Behind this could be seen some tall trees, no doubt planted along the walls, and whose heads seemed to dominate the epaulements of the neighbouring fortifications.


  Everything denoted complete negligence.


  The garden was searched. The policemen could find nobody in it, though there were recently-made footmarks on the paths.


  On this side the windows were closed by outside shutters, except for the last on the first floor, which lighted the stairs.


  ‘It can’t have been long since those people came in.’ commented the Chief of Police, ‘for the door’s only locked and hasn’t been bolted. ... If only they haven’t taken warning and made themselves scarce!’


  ‘Do you think they could have known?’ I asked. “No. I think it’s more likely they’ll come in any time now.’


  M. Stepark shook his head doubtfully.


  ‘Anyhow,’ I added, ‘ that smoke coming out through one of the chimneys shows that there’s a fire somewhere.’


  ‘Find that fire!’ ordered the Chief of Police.


  After making certain that the garden was as deserted as the yard, and that there was nobody hidden in it, M. Stepark asked us to go back into the house, and the door was shut behind us.


  This corridor served four rooms. In one of them, next to the garden, somebody had been doing some cooking. Another opened on to the stairway which rose to the first floor and then to the attic.


  It was in the kitchen that the search began. On of the policemen opened the window and threw back the shutters; these were pierced by a small lozenge-shaped opening, which had let in very little light.


  Nothing could be more simple and rudimentary than the furniture of that kitchen—an iron stove, whose chimney vanished under the hood of an immense hearth; on each side a cupboard; in the middle a table; two cane chairs and two wooden stools; a few utensils hanging from the walls; and in a corner a grandfather clock which ticked regularly, and whose weights showed that it had been wound up the evening before.


  In the stove were still burning some fragments of coal; this had produced the smoke we had seen outside.


  ‘Here’s the kitchen,’ I said, ‘but where’s the cook?’


  ‘And his master?’ added Captain Haralan.


  ‘We’ll keep on looking,’ M. Stepark replied.


  The other two rooms on the ground floor, which were lit from the yard, were visited in order. One, the drawingroom, was set out with furniture of ancient work, their upholstery of German origin being very badly worn. On the mantlepiece, above the great andirons, was an ornamental clock in rather bad taste; its motionless hands and the dust on its face showed that it had not been going for a long time. On one of the walls, facing the window, was hanging a portrait in its oval frame, with the name on a scroll: OTTO STORITZ.


  We looked at that portrait, bold in design and crude in colouring, and signed by an unknown artist, a real work of art.


  Captain Haralan could not tear his eyes from that canvas.


  For me, the face of Otto Storitz impressed me deeply. Was this due to the state of my mind? ... Or rather was I giving way, unconsciously, to the influence of my surroundings? However that might be, here, in this empty room, the savant appeared like a creature of phantasy. With that massive head, that dishevelled hair, that lofty forehead, those glowing eyes, that mouth with lips that seemed to quiver, I felt that the portrait was alive, that it was going to leap out of its frame, and to cry like a voice from another world:


  ‘What are you doing here? Who is rash enough to disturb my rest?’


  The window, closed by Venetian blinds, let in a little light. There had been no need to open them, and in that comparative darkness the portrait may have seemed even stranger and even more impressive.


  The Chief of Police seemed struck with the resemblance between Otto and Wilhelm Storitz.


  ‘But for the difference in age,’ he told me, ‘that portrait might have been just as much that of the son as of the father. They’ve got the same eyes, the same forehead, the same head set upon those great shoulders ... And that diabolical expression! I feel tempted to have them both exorcised.’


  ‘Yes,’ I agreed, ‘there’s a surprising resemblance.’


  Captain Haralan appeared to be nailed to the floor in front of that canvas, as though its original had been in confronting him.


  ‘Are you coming, Captain?’ I asked.


  We went along the corridor into the room next door. This was the workshop, completely in disorder. Whitewood shelves, cluttered with volumes most of which were unbound, the majority of them works on mathematics, chemistry and physics. In a corner a number of instruments, apparatus and contrivances, a portable furnace, a few retorts and alembics and several specimens of metals, some of which, engineer though I am, were new to me. In the middle of the room, on a table loaded with papers and other writing materials, three or four volumes of the complete works of Otto Storitz. Beside them, a manuscript. Bending over it, I saw that, signed with the same celebrated name, it was a treatise on optics.


  The search carried out in this room had no other result which could help us.We were about to leave it when M. Stepark caught sight of a blue-tinted phial of bizarre shape standing on the mantlepiece.


  Whether it were to satisfy a feeling of curiosity or his detective instincts, he stretched out his hand to grasp it, so as to examine it more carefully. But he must have made some blunder, for the phial, which was on the edge of the mantlepiece, fell just as he was about to grasp it, and smashed on the floor.


  A thin liquid of a yellowish colour escaped from it. Extremely volatile, it was at once converted into a vapour with a strange smell which I cannot compare to anything else, although it was so feeble that I could barely detect it.


  ‘Well,’ exclaimed M. Stepark, ‘it fell just at the proper time, that phial did.’


  ‘No doubt,’ I commented, ‘it contains some preparation invented by Otto Storitz.’


  ‘His son will have the formula,’ M. Stepark replied, and he’ll be able to make more of it.’ Then, turning towards the door, ‘On to the first floor,’ he added, and he told one of his men to wait in the corridor.’


  Here, facing the kitchen, was the door leading to a staircase with a wooden handrail; its steps creaked under our feet.


  On the landing two rooms opened side by side. Their doors were not locked, and we only had to turn the copper door-handle to get into them.


  The first must have been Wilhelm Storitz’ bedroom. All it contained was an iron bedstead, a bedside table, an oak linen-cupboard, a toilet-table on copper legs, a couch, an armchair in thick velvet, and two chairs. No curtains to the bed, no curtain to the windows; the furniture was plainly reduced to the bare necessities. No documents, neither on the mantlepiece nor on the small round table in one of the corners. The bed was still unmade at that early hour, but presumably it had been slept in during the night, as we might reasonably assume.


  On examining the toilet-table, M. Stepark noticed that the basin contained some water, with soap-bubbles floating on its surface.


  ‘If,’ he pointed out, ‘twenty-four hours had elapsed since somebody used that water, those bubbles would have dissolved. From which I infer that our man made his toilet here, this morning, before he went out.’


  ‘So it’s possible he’ll come back?’ I replied, ‘at least so long as he doesn’t see your men.’


  ‘If he sees my men, my men will see him, and they’ve got orders to bring him in. But I don’t think he’ll let himself be caught.’


  At that moment we heard a sound like the creaking of a badly-adjusted floor-board which had just been trodden on. This noise seemed to come from the room next door, above the workshop.


  There was a door communicating with that room, which obviated our going back to the landing to get into it.


  Ahead of the Chief of Police, Captain Haralan reached that door in one bound and flung it open.


  But we had made a mistake. There was nobody there.


  It was after all possible that the noise had come from the room above, from the attic which led to the belvedere.


  That second room was even more simply furnished than the first; a frame supporting a length of strong canvas, a mattress much flattened by use, some thick blankets, a woollen coverlet, a jug of water and a sandstone basin on the mantlepiece of a hearth which did not disclose the smallest trace of cinders, some articles of coarse clothing, and an oak coffer in which M. Stepark found a fair quantity of household linen.


  This room was evidently that of the old servant Hermann. The chief of Police pointed out, too, that if the window of the first room was sometimes opened to let in the air, that of the second, which likewise opened on to the yard, was invariably shut. We could verify this when we examined the window- fastening, which was very stiff, and the iron-work of the shutters, which was eaten with rust.


  Anyhow, this room was empty. If this were also true of the attic, the belvedere, and the cellar beneath the kitchen, master and servant must have left the house, and they might mean never to come back.


  ‘You don’t suppose,’ I asked M. Stepark, ‘that Wilhelm Storitz has got wind of this investigation?’


  ‘No, Monsieur Vidal, unless he’d hidden himself in my room or in that of his Excellency when we were discussing this business!’


  ‘When we came into the Boulevard, it’s just possible they may have seen us.’


  ‘Maybe—but how would they have got out?’


  ‘By getting into the open country at the back.’


  ‘They wouldn’t have had time to get over the garden wall, which is so very high. What’s more, on the other side there’s the moat of the fortifications, and nobody could cross that.’


  He was of the opinion that Wilhelm Storitz and Hermann were already outside the house before we got into it.


  Another minute and we had reached the second floor.


  This consisted only of the attic which stretched from one gable-end to the other. It was lighted by two narrow skylights let into the roof, and one glance was enough to show us that nobody had taken refuge there.


  In the centre a rough ladder led to the belvedere which dominated the roof. Its interior was reached by a trap-door swinging on a counterweight.


  ‘That trap-door is open.’ I commented to M. Stepark, who had already put one foot on the ladder.


  ‘Yes, Monsieur Vidal, and there’s quite a draught coming down through it. That must have made the noise we heard. There’s a strong wind today, and the weathercock is creaking on the top of the roof.’


  ‘But,’ I point out, ‘we should have said it was the sound of footsteps.’


  ‘Then who could have been walking, as there’s nobody here?’


  ‘Unless he’s up there, M. Stepark?’


  ‘In that aerial nest?’


  Captain Haralan had been listening to our conversation. He contented himself with pointing to the belvedere and saying, ‘Come on up.’


  M. Stepark was the first to mount the rungs, with the help of a thick cord hanging down to the floor. Captain Haralan next, then myself, we climbed after him. It seemed quite likely that three people would be enough to fill that narrow room.


  It was, in fact, nothing but a sort of cage measuring eight feet by eight, and about ten feet high, and it was fairly dark, although a sheet of glass was set between the uprights which supported the beams of the ridge. This darkness was due to the thick woollen curtains having been drawn, as we had noticed from outside. But as soon as they were thrown back, the light flooded in through the glass.


  The belvedere was just like the rest of the house. We could not find anybody in it. So although M. Stepark had done his work, this swoop of the police had produced no result, and we still knew nothing about any of the mysteries which the house might contain.


  I had imagined that the belvedere might serve for astronomical observations, and that it might contain apparatus for studying the sky. I was mistaken. The only furniture was a table and a wooden armchair.


  On the table were a number of papers, and among them the copy of the newspaper which had informed me, at Budapest, about the approaching anniversary of Wilhelm Storitz. These papers were seized, like the others.


  It was obviously here that the son had rested on coming out of his workshop, or rather his laboratory. Anyhow, he had read that article, which was marked, certainly by his hand, with a red-ink cross.


  All at once a violent exclamation was heard, an exclamation of angry surprise.


  Captain Haralan had noticed, on a shelf fixed to one of the uprights, a cardboard box which he had just opened ...


  And what had he taken out of the box? ...


  The nuptial crown which had been carried off the evening before from Dr. Roderich’s home !


  第十章


  Chapter 10


  现在证实了大家对威廉·斯托里茨的怀疑。但他用的什么手段还无法解释。哈拉朗气得直发抖，要把花冠撕掉。警察局长制止住了他，因为这要留作证据。于是上尉便把花冠交给了他。


  下楼前，他们把门锁好，留下一名警察监视，局长要求他们保密，然后大家都回去了。


  在路上，亨利和上尉商量，虽然警察局长要求保密，但对罗德里克医生和马克还是要讲的。由亨利去找斯泰帕克先生拿回花冠就说是在花园里找到的，把它还给麦娜。


  他们到家后把情况告诉了医生和马克，马克听后要去教训威廉，被大家劝住了。


  大家对拿回花冠都表示赞同。亨利去市政府找到斯泰帕克先生，拿回了花冠。当天晚上，大家在客厅时，马克出去拿了花冠并说是在树丛中发现的，使麦娜很高兴。


  五月二十九日的报纸登了奥多·斯托里茨诞辰纪念仪式在二十五日举行的报道，讲了在纪念活动中有很多人慕名而来，几人在拥挤中被踩踏死亡。在这次纪念活动中，坟墓也没炸开，死者也没现身。报道中说死者的儿子出席了纪念仪式。


  总督知道了搜查结果，签署了驱逐令，不准威廉·斯托里茨再踏上奥匈帝国的领土。这使大家都安心了。


  So there could be no doubt that Wilhelm Storitz was implicated We were no longer reduced to mere presumptions. We were in possession of material evidence, and whether he or someone else were actually guilty, it was certainly for his benefit that this bizarre robbery had been carried out, even though the method and the explanation still eluded us.


  ‘Are you doubtful now, my dear Vidal?’ Captain Haralan’s voice was trembling with rage.


  M. Stepark kept silent. In this strange matter, much still remained unknown. Though the guilt of Wilhelm Storitz was incontestable, we did not know what means he had used, nor was it certain that we should ever know.


  Though Captain Haralan had been addressing me, I did not reply. What could I have said, anyhow? ...


  ‘Wasn’t it that wretch,’ he continued, ‘who came to insult us by throwing that Hymn of Hate in our faces, as an affront to Magyar patriotism? You never saw him, but you heard him. He was there, even if we couldn’t see him! As for this crown which his hand has soiled, I don’t want even a leaf of it to be left intact!’


  M. Stepark checked him just as he was about to tear it to pieces. ‘Don’t forget that it will have to be produced in evidence,’ he said, ‘and it may be very useful if, as I hope, this business has repercussions.’


  Captain Harlan gave the crown back to him and we went down the stairs. After fruitlessly casting a last glance at every room in the house, we went outside.


  The front door and the gate were locked and sealed, and the house was left in the same abandoned state in which we had found it. What was more, on the orders of their chief, two policemen were left to keep it under surveillance.


  After taking leave of M. Stepark, who asked us to keep this investigation secret, Captain Haralan and I went back along the boulevard to the Roderich’s.


  My companion was unable to contain himself, and his wrath overflowed violently in words and gestures. It was in vain that I tried to calm him. I hoped, too, that Wilhelm Storitz had left or would leave the town now that his home had been investigated and the police were in possession of a proof of the part he had played in the matter.


  I contented myself with saying: ‘My dear Haralan. I can understand your anger, and I realise that you don’t want to leave these insults unpunished. But don’t forget that Monsieur Stepark has asked us to keep this secret.’


  ‘And father? And your brother? Won’t they want to know the result of the investigation?’


  ‘Certainly, but all we’ll tell them is that we haven’t been able to come across Wilhelm Storitz, and that he can’t be in Ragz—which anyhow seems very probable.’


  ‘You won’t tell them where you found the crown ?’


  ‘Yes, it’s better for them to know that. But there’d be no point in saying anything to your mother or your sister. Why add to their anxiety? If I were you, I should say that the crown was found in the garden of your own home, and I should give it back to your sister.’


  In spite of his dislike for such a course, Captain Haralan agreed that I was right, and it was agreed that I should fetch the crown from M. Stepark, who would hardly refuse to part with it.


  None the less, I was anxious to see my brother and bring him up to date, and I even more longed to see him married.


  As soon as we reached the house, the servant showed us into the study where the doctor and Marc were waiting for us. So great was their impatience that they overwhelmed us with questions before we had crossed the threshold.


  What was their indignant surprise when we told them what had happened in the house on the Boulevard Tékéli! My brother could hardly master himself. Like Captain Haralan, he wanted to deal with Wilhelm Storitz before justice could intervene. In vain I objected that his enemy must have left the town.


  ‘If he isn’t in Ragz,’ he exclaimed, ‘he’s in Spremberg.’


  I found it extremely difficult to calm him, and the doctor had to come to my help.


  ‘My dear Marc,’ he said, ‘listen to what your brother tells you, and let this unhappy affair be over and done with. Don’t mention that business, and it’ll soon be forgotten.’


  It was painful to look at my brother as he sat there, his head buried in his hands. I could feel all that he must be suffering. What would I not have given to be a few days older, so that Myra Roderich would at last have become Myra Vidal!


  The Doctor added that he would see the Governor of Ragz. Wilhelm Storitz was a foreigner, and his Excellency would not hesitate to issue a decree of expulsion against him. The great thing was to prevent any recurrence of the events we had recently witnessed, even if we had to give up all hope of finding a satisfactory explanation for them. As for the idea that Wilhelm Storitz had at his disposal, as he had boasted, any superhuman power, that was not to be thought of.


  Again I stressed the reasons why Madame Roderich and her daughter should be kept in ignorance that the police had acted and that they had unmasked Wilhelm Storitz.


  My suggestion regarding the crown was accepted. Marc would say he had found it in the garden. This would show that the whole thing had been the work of some practical joker, and that he would be found out and punished as he deserved.


  The same day I went back to the Town Hall, where I reclaimed the crown from M. Stepark. He agreed to let me have it, and I took it back to the house.


  That evening we were in the drawing-room with Madame Roderich and her daughter when Marc, after going outside for a moment, returned saying: ‘ Myra, my dear Myra, look what I’ve brought you!’


  ‘My crown!’ exclaimed Myra, rushing towards him.


  ‘Yes,’ Marc replied, ‘out there in the garden. I found it behind some of the shrubbery where it had fallen.’


  ‘But how? How?’ wondered Madame Roderich.


  ‘How?’ replied the Doctor. ‘Some busybody managed to worm himself in among the guests. So there’s no need to think any more about that nonsense.’


  ‘Oh thank you, thank you, dear Marc.’ There were tears flowing from Myra’s eyes.


  The following days brought no new incident, and the town regained its habitual calm. Nothing had leaked out about the search which had been made of the house on the Boulevard Tékéli, and nobody mentioned Wilhelm Storitz’ name. All we had to do was to wait patiently—or rather impatiently—for the day on which would be celebrated the wedding of Marc and Myra Roderich.


  I spent most of the time which my brother left me in walking about the neighbourhood of Ragz, and Captain Haralan often went with me. It was then very unusual for us not to leave the town via the Boulevard Tékéli. That suspi- cious-looking house visibly attracted him. Anyhow, this allowed us to see that it was still deserted, and still guarded by two policemen. If Wilhelm Storitz had appeared the police would at once have been apprised of his return and he would have been arrested.


  But soon came a proof of his absence and an assurance that for the time being at any rate we could not possibly meet him in the streets of Ragz.


  On the 29th May I learned from the mouth of M. Stepark that the anniversary of Otto Storitz’ death had been celebrated on the 25th at Spremberg. The ceremony seemed to have attracted a large number of spectators, not only the town’s population, but also thousands of sightseers from the neighbouring towns and even from Berlin. So large was the crowd that the cemetery could not hold it. There had been a number of accidents, and several people had been suffocated and had found on the following day that place in the cemetery which they had not been able to find on the day itself.


  It will not have been forgotten that Otto Storitz had lived and died surrounded by legends, and that all these credulous people had been waiting for some posthumous wonder. Fantastic happenings ought to have been witnessed at this anniversary! At the very least the Prussian savant ought to have risen from his tomb, and nobody would have been surprised if at that moment the order of the universe had been strangely thrown out of gear. The earth would reverse its rotation and turn from east to west, and this would bring about a complete derangement of the solar system! And so on, and so forth.


  Such were the rumours which ran through the crowd. But in actual fact everything had gone off in the most commonplace manner. The tombstone had not been overthrown. The dead man had not left his sepulchral dwelling, and the earth had gone on moving according to the rules laid down from the beginning of the world.


  But, what was more to the point, the son of Otto Storitz had been present in person at the ceremony. Here was material proof that he had certainly left Ragz. I for one hoped that this was with the categorical intention of never coming back.


  I hastened to pass on this information to Captain Haralan and Marc.


  Though the uproar which this business produced had largely subsided, the Governor of Ragz was still uneasy about it. Although these prodigies, which nobody had been able to explain, might be due to some sleight-of-hand carried out with marvellous skill, or something of the sort, they had none the less disturbed the town very seriously, and it was essential to make certain that they did not recur.


  It is not surprising that his Excellency was greatly impressed when the Chief of Police informed him about Wilhelm Storitz’s position with regard to the Roderich family and about the threats he had uttered!


  So, when the Governor knew the results of that investigation, he decided to take rigorous measures against that foreignor. At least there had been a theft, a theft committed by Wilhelm Storitz himself, or by some accomplice for his benefit. If he had not left Ragz, he would have been arrested, and once he was within the four walls of a prison it was unlikely that he would have been able to come out, as he had managed to get into Doctor Roderich’s, without being seen.


  That was why, on 30th May, there was a conversation between his Excellency and M. Stepark.


  ‘You haven’t heard of anything fresh?’


  ‘Nothing, Monsieur the Governor.’


  ‘There’s no reason to suppose that Wilhelm Storitz means to return to Ragz?’


  ‘None.’


  ‘His home is still kept under surveillance?’


  ‘Night and day.’


  ‘I thought it my duty to write to Budapest,’ the Governor continued, ‘ to tell them of this business, which has aroused more excitement than it deserves, and I’ve been authorised to take steps to put an end to it.’


  ‘So long as Wilhelm Storitz hasn’t reappeared in Ragz,’ replied the Chief of Police, ‘we’ve nothing to fear from him, and we know for certain that he was in Spremberg on the twenty-fifth.’


  ‘That is true, M. Stepark, but he may be tempted to come back here, and that’s what we’ve got to stop.’


  ‘Nothing could be easier, Monsieur the Governor. As this concerns a foreignor, an order for his expulsion will be enough.’


  ‘An order,’ the Governor broke in, ‘which will banish him not merely from the town of Ragz but from the whole Austro-Hungarian territory.’


  ‘As soon as I have the order, Monsieur the Governor.’ agreed the Chief of Police, ‘I’ll send word to all the frontier guards.’


  The order was signed on the spot, and the whole of the kingdom was forbidden to Wilhelm Storitz.


  These steps were calculated to reassure the Doctor, his family, and his friends. But we were far from having discovered the secret of the affair, and further still from imagining the events which awaited us.


  第十一章


  Chapter 11


  婚礼定在六月一日举行。麦娜已经忘记了那些不愉快的事，她打算近些时间和马克一起到巴黎住几周。她母亲虽说舍不得，但也接受了，医生赞成这个决定。


  马克和哥哥在一起时，感到很惊恐，追着问哥哥发生了什么事，亨利只好安慰他：什么事也不会发生，让他安心等着婚礼的到来。


  哈拉朗上尉在报纸上看到威廉·斯托里茨在斯普伦贝格，要去找他算账。他父亲和亨利苦苦相劝，才算把他劝住，但还是担心他私下去那里。


  一天下午，上尉找到亨利，认为必须惩罚那个混蛋。总督的驱逐令下达后，他不会回来了，亨利怎么也劝阻不了。便让他等妹妹的婚礼结束以后再去，上尉答应了。


  五月三十日下午，亨利经过码头，正好碰到一艘船靠岸，他想起威廉说的话，便停了下来。等到人都走完，也没见到威廉，悬着的心才放下来。


  六点吃饭时，看到大家都很平静，亨利尽量让大家都活跃起来，麦娜也弹起了钢琴，唱起了古老的马扎歌曲，使屋里的气氛得到了改善。


  第二天，亨利想证实一下威廉·斯托里茨在不在拉兹，便去市政府找到了斯泰帕克先生，证实威廉不在拉兹，他才算放心。


  下午四点，麦娜和她父母及他们的朋友纳芒法官乘坐一辆四轮马车，马克、亨利、哈拉朗上尉及其朋友阿尔姆加德中尉乘坐另一辆马车，新娘的证婚人是纳芒法官和哈拉朗上尉，亨利和阿尔姆加德是新郎的证婚人。


  广场和市政府站满了看热闹的人，总督以女皇的名义宣布了麦娜小姐和马克先生结为夫妻，他们将在第二天去教堂举行婚礼。


  The wedding-day was approaching. Soon the sun of 1st June, the date definitively fixed, would rise over the horizon of Ragz.


  I realised, not without real satisfaction, that Myra, impressionable though she was, did not seem to have remembered those inexplicable incidents. Admittedly the name of Wilhelm Storitz had never been pronounced either before her or before her mother.


  I was her confidant. She told me about her plans for the future, without being too certain that they would be carried out. Would she and Marc go and settle down in France? Yes, but not at once. To be separated from her parents would cause her too much sorrow.


  ‘But,’ she added, ‘for the time being, it’s only a question of going to spend a few weeks in Paris, where you’ll come with us, won’t you?’


  ‘By all means! Unless you don’t really want me, that is.’


  ‘Well, two newly-weds make rather awkward travelling companions.’


  ‘I’ll try to put up with it.’ I said in resigned tones.


  The Doctor quite approved of their going away. To leave Ragz for a month or two, that would be best from all points of view. Madame Roderich would no doubt be very distressed at the absence of her daughter, but she would make the best of it.


  For his part, during the time he spent with Myra, Marc forgot, or rather he tried to forget. When he was with me, on the other hand, he was again seized by those fears which I sought to dissipate.


  He always asked me, ‘You don’t know anything fresh, Henri?’


  ‘Nothing, my dear Marc,’ I always replied, and this indeed was the truth.


  One day he thought fit to add, ‘If you heard anything, if, in the town, or from M. Stepark, you heard it mentioned ...’


  ‘I should warn you, Marc.’


  ‘I don’t want you to hide it from me, whatever it may be.’


  ‘I won’t hide it from you, you may be certain. But I assure you that nobody’s giving it any more thought. The town has never been quieter. Some are minding their own business, others their own pleasures, and the market- rates are rising.’


  ‘You’re joking, Henri...’


  ‘That’s only to show you that I’ve no fears at all.’


  ‘And yet,’ Marc’s face darkened, ‘if that man?...’


  ‘Bah! He isn’t such a fool. He must know quite well that he’ll be arrested if he sets foot on Austro-Hungarian territory, and there are plenty of fairs in Germany where he could find scope for his talents as a juggler.’


  ‘So, those powers that he’s spoken of...’


  ‘That would be all right for children, that would !’


  ‘You don’t believe in them?’


  ‘No more than you do yourself. So, my dear Marc, confine yourself to counting the hours, counting the very minutes, that separate you from the great day. You can’t do anything better when you’ve finished than to start counting again.’


  ‘Oh, my friend!’ Marc exclaimed sadly.


  ‘You aren’t being reasonable, Marc. Myra’s more reasonable than you are.’


  ‘That’s because she doesn’t know what I know.’


  ‘What do you know? What you know is that the personage in question is no longer in Ragz, that he can’t come back, that we’ll never see him again, as you must realise! If that isn’t enough to reassure you!...’


  ‘What do you expect, Henri, I’ve got a presentiment...It seems to me.’


  ‘That’s senseless, my poor Marc! Look here ! The best thing you can do is to go back to Myra, believe me. That will make you see things in a new light.’


  ‘Yes, you’re quite right. I ought not to leave her, not for a moment!’


  My poor brother! It hurt me to look at him, even to hear him. His fears increased as the wedding-day drew nearer. And for myself, I was awaiting that day with involuntary anxiety.


  But though I could count upon Myra’s influence to calm my brother, I did not know what to do for Captain Haralan.


  The moment he heard that Wilhelm Storitz was in Spremberg, it was only with the greatest difficulty that I succeeded in preventing his going there. The place was only two hundred leagues away, and the distance could be covered in four days. At last we had managed to keep him back, but despite the arguments which his father and I pressed upon him, in spite of the plain desirability of letting the affair drop into oblivion, he kept reverting to his plan, and I was afraid that he would elude us. When one morning he came to find me I realised right from the outset that he had decided to go.


  ‘You mustn’t do it, my dear Haralan,’ I told him, ‘you mustn’t do it. For you to meet that Prussian is impossible. I implore you not to leave Ragz.’


  ‘My dear Vidal,’ the Captain spoke in tones which showed a firm resolution, ‘ that wretch has got to be punished.’


  ‘And he will be sooner or later, never doubt it!’ I exclaimed. ‘But the only hand which ought to fall upon him is that of the police.’


  The Captain felt that I was right, but he did not wish to give in.


  ‘My dear Vidal,’ he replied in tones which left me no hope, ‘we don’t see things, we can’t see things the same way. My family, which is to be your brother’s, has been outraged, and am I not to take vengeance?’


  ‘No, it’s for justice to do that.’


  ‘But how is that to be done if the man doesn’t return? This very morning the Governor signed an expulsion order which will make it impossible for Storitz to return. So I must go where he is, or where he ought to be at any rate, to Spremberg.’


  ‘Agreed,’ I replied, ‘in the the last resort, but at least wait for your sister’s wedding. A few more days’ patience, and I’ll be the first to advise you to go. I’ll even come to Spremberg with you.’


  I pressed this view so warmly that our conversation ended with a formal promise that he would wait, on the understanding that when the wedding had been celebrated I would no longer oppose him, and that I should go with him.


  They seemed interminable, the hours which separated us from the 1st June. For indeed, though I felt it my duty to reassure the others, I was not without a certain uneasiness myself. So it often happened that I went up or down the Boulevard Tékéli, urged on by I don’t know what presentiment.


  The Storitz dwelling was still just as the police had left it after their swoop, the doors closed and the windows shut, the yard and garden deserted. On the Boulevard were a handful of policemen whose surveillance extended to the “parapet of the old fortification and the open country. No attempt to get back into the house had been made either by master or servant. And yet, like an obsession, in spite of everything I said to Marc and Captain Haralan, in spite of everything I said to myself, if I had seen a wisp of smoke rising from the laboratory chimney, a face appearing behind the windows of the Belvedere, I should not have been surprised.


  Although the people of Ragz had recovered from their first fright and no longer mentioned those strange happenings, it was really Dr. Roderich, it was really my brother, it was really Captain Haralan, it was really myself, who were haunted by the ghost of Wilhelm Storitz.


  That day, 30th May, to get some relaxation during the afternoon I had gone along the banks of the Danube, and I happened to pass the landing-stage just as a lighter was arriving from further up-stream.


  Then flashed back into my memory the incidents of my own journey, my meeting with that German, his insulting behaviour, the feeling of antipathy which he inspired in me at first sight; then, when I thought he had gone ashore, the words which he had uttered. Yes, it was certainly he who had uttered those menacing words. I had recognised his voice in Dr. Roderich’s drawing-room. The same articulation, the same harshness, the same Teutonic insolence.


  Obsessed by these thoughts, I looked, one after the other, at all the passengers who were stopping at Ragz. I was looking for the pale face, the strange eyes, the diabolical expression of that person. But, as they say, I got nothing for my trouble.


  At six I went, as usual, to take my place at the family table. Madame Roderich seemed much better, and was almost in control of her feelings. My brother forgot everything when he was beside Myra, only two evenings before the day on which he was to make her his wife. Even Captain Haralan seemed calmer, although somewhat gloomy.


  I had made up my mind to do the impossible to enliven that little world and to banish the last clouds of those memories. I was ably seconded by Myra; she was the charm and delight of the evening, which lasted until quite late. Without being asked, she sat down at the clavichord, and we sang the old Magyar songs, as though to efface that abominable Hymn of Hate which had resounded through the room.


  Just as we were about to retire she said with a smile.


  ‘Don’t forget, Monsieur Henri, that tomorrow...’


  ‘Forget, Madmoiselle?’ I replied in similar tones.


  ‘Yes, don’t forget that it’s the day when we seek audience with the Governor, to get his authority for ...’


  ‘Yes, of course! It’s tomorrow !’


  ‘And that you’re one of the witnesses for your brother.’


  ‘You’re quite right to remind me, Mademoiselle Myra. Witness for my brother! I’d forgotten it already.’


  ‘That doesn’t surprise me. I’ve noticed that you’ve seemed preoccupied lately.’


  ‘I must plead guilty, but I shan’t be tomorrow, I promise you. And so long as Marc isn’t either ...’


  ‘I’ll answer for him. So at four o’clock exactly.’


  ‘Four o’clock, Mademoiselle Myra? And there was I thinking that it was an half-past five! So don’t worry. I shall be there at ten minutes to four.’


  ‘Good evening! Good evening to Marc’s brother, who’s so soon going to become mine.’


  ‘Good evening, Mademoiselle Myra, goodevening !’


  Next morning Marc had several visits to make. I thought he had regained his calm, and I let him go alone.


  Meanwhile, by an excess of prudence, and to make sure, if possible, that Wilhelm Storitz had not been seen in Ragz, I went to the Town Hall. At once ushered in to M. Stepark, I asked if he had any news.


  ‘No, M. Vidal,’ he told me, ‘you can be certain that our man hasn’t been seen in Ragz.’


  ‘Is he still in Spremberg?’


  ‘All I can say is that he was still there four days ago.’


  ‘You’ve had notice of that?’


  ‘Yes, by a messenger from the German police, who’s confirmed it.’


  ‘That’s reassuring.’


  ‘And I find it boring, Monsieur Vidal. That devil of a man—and devil is the very word—doesn’t seem much inclined to cross the frontier.’


  ‘So much the better, M. Stepark!’


  ‘So much the better for you, but as a policeman I’d have preferred to get my hand on his collar, and to shut up this sorcerer fellow within four walls! Wall, later, perhaps.’


  ‘Oh, later, after the wedding, as much as you like, Monsieur Stepark.’ And after expressing my thanks I retired.


  At four in the afternoon we were all back at Dr. Roderich’s. Two coaches were waiting in the Boulevard Tékéli—one for Myra, with her father and mother and a friend of the family, Judge Neuman; and the other for Marc, Captain Haralan, one of his comrades, Lieut. Armgard, and myself. M. Neuman and Captain Haralan were the bride’s witnesses, Lieut. Armgard and myself were Marc’s.


  The young fiancée was wearing a charming gown in the bast of taste; Madame Roderich’s toilet was quite simple though very costly. The Doctor and the Judge, like my brother and myself, wore court dress, and the two officers were in full-dress uniform.


  A few people were waiting for the vehicles to emerge on to the Boulevard; they were mostly women and girls, whom a wedding always makes excited and inquisitive. But it was most likely that next day there would be a large crowd at the Cathedral, an homage justly due to the Roderich family.


  The two coaches left the main door of the mansion, and made their way towards the Governor’s Palace.


  The sightseers were most numerous on the square and in the Palace courtyard. Perhaps, after all, a recollection of the previous incidents had attracted them. Perhaps they were wondering if some new phenomena were going to take place.


  The vehicles entered the yard of honour and drew up before the steps.


  An instant later Myra on her father’s arm, Madame Roderich on that of M. Neuman, then Marc, Captain Haralan, Lieut. Armgard and I, took our places in the Festival Hall, lit by tall stained-glass windows and walled with costly carved panels. In the centre a large table bore two splendid baskets of flowers.


  In their capacity as father and mother, Dr. and Madame Roderich sat down on each side of the armchairs reserved for the engaged couple. Behind them the four witnesses took their places, M. Neuman and Captain Haralan on the left, Lieut. Armgard and myself on the right.


  The master of ceremonies announced the Governor. Everybody rose as he entered.


  Having taken his place on his throne, he asked the parents if they consented to the marriage of their daughter to Marc Vidal. It was then to the young people themselves that the Governor put the usual quesions.


  ‘Marc Vidal, do you promise to take Myra Roderich as your wife?’


  ‘I swear it,’ my brother replied; he had been properly instructed.


  ‘Myra Roderich, do you promise to take Marc Vidal as your husband?’


  ‘I swear it,’ replied Mademoiselle Myra.


  ‘We, Governor of Ragz,” his Excellency announced, in virtue of the powers conferred upon us by the Queen-Empress, and conformably to the age-old franchises of the town of Ragz, we grant licence for the marriage of Marc Vidal to Myra Roderich. It is our will and order that the said marriage should be celebrated tomorrow, in due form, in the Cathedral Church of the town.’


  Thus everything had gone off as simply as usual. No wonder had disturbed those who took part in it, and, although that idea had crossed my mind for a moment,the document on which we had placed our signatures had not been torn to pieces, nor the pens wrenched from the hand of the engaged couple or the witnesses.


  Certainly Wilhelm Storitz must be at Spremberg—he could stay there for the delight of his compatriots!—or, if he were in Ragz, his power must be exhausted.


  Now, whether that overrated sorcerer wished it or not, Myra Roderich would either be the wife of Marc Vidal, or else she would be that of nobody.


  第十二章


  Chapter 12


  六月一日九点钟，马克和亨利已经到了医生家。大家都穿着正式的礼服，麦娜穿着洁白的长裙。两位军人穿着庄严的军装，胸前戴着十字勋章。


  九点四十五大家出发去教堂，中午将举行一个有五十多位客人的宴会，晚上还要在住宅举办二百多人参加的盛大晚会。到广场时，因为观看的人太多，大家走得很慢。十点五分到了教堂门口，教堂门大开，里面的大管风琴奏响了婚礼进行曲。麦娜和马克坐在圣坛前的两把椅子上，总督大人、政府官员和亲朋好友们都坐在了座位上。栅栏后面站满了看热闹的人，这时，本堂神父等一班人和唱诗班的孩子们都进来了。


  这时，铃声响起，白发苍苍本堂神父向新郎、新娘祝词，对他们的婚姻进行了赞美和祝福。祝词结束后，著名的男高音歌唱家戈特利埃伯演唱了赞美歌。


  接着，神父和两名助手来到马克和麦娜面前。当得到麦娜愿意嫁给马克的承诺，神父接过马克递过来的戒指往麦娜小姐手上戴时，忽然传来一声尖叫。本堂神父和副神父好像被一种力量推开一样倒在地上。铃铛飞起来打在亨利的脸上，一个声音说道：“灾难将降临到这对新人头上。”人群一阵恐慌，麦娜大叫一声晕倒在马克的怀中。


  We were at 1st June. That date so impatiently waited for, it had seemed that it would never come!


  There we were at last. A few more hours, and the wedding ceremony would have been carried out in Ragz Cathedral.


  The apprehension which might have had been left in our minds by the memory of the inexplicable incidents that had taken place a fortnight ago, had been entirely effaced by our interview with the Governor.


  I got up in good time. But early as I was, Marc was still more so, and he was ahead of me. I had not finished dressing when he came in.


  He was already attired as a bridegroom. He was radiant with happiness and not a shadow obscured his radiance. He greeted me effusively, and I shook his hand.


  ‘Myra,’ he began, ‘advised me to remind you ... ’


  ‘That it’s for today,’ I laughed. ‘We’ll, you can tell her that I didn’t miss the hour for the interview with the Governor and I shan’t miss that for the Cathedral. Yesterday I put my watch right by the belfry. But you, my dear Marc, try not to keep them waiting! You know that your presence is indispensable, and that they can’t begin without you!’


  He went out, and I hurriedly finished my toilet, although it was scarcely nine in the morning.


  We were to meet at Dr. Roderich’s. It was there that the vehicles were to start. If it were only to show that I was punctual, I got there earlier than I need—which earned me a charming smile from the bride—and took my place in the drawing-room.


  One after another there appeared the persons—let us rather say the personnages, granted the solemnity of the occasion—who had been present at the ceremony in the Palace. All, as then, were in gala dress. The two officers wore their decorations and medals on their splendid fulldress uniforms.


  Myra Roderich—but why not say Myra Vidal, as the engaged couple were already bound together by the Governor’s decree?—Myra, in white, with a long train of watered silk and with her orange-blossom, was ravishing. At her waist was the bride’s bouquet, and on he blond hair rested the nuptial crown, from beneath which flowed her long veil. The crown was the one which my brother had brought back; she would not have any other.


  As she entered the drawing-room with her mother, she came towards me and held out her hand. I shook it with fraternal affection. Then, her eyes shining, she exclaimed, ‘ Oh, my brother, how happy I am!’


  So of those past distresses, those sad trials which this worthy family had undergone, there remained not a trace. It was only Captain Haralan who did not seem to have forgotten them completely, as was shown by his words as he grasped my hand,‘No, don’t let’s think about that any more!’


  The day’s programme had received general approval. At a quarter to ten we would set out for the Cathedral, where the Governor of Ragz, with the authorities and notables of the town, would be waiting for our arrival. Intro- ductions and compliments, followed by the nuptial mass and the signature of the records in the sacristy of St. Michael. Return for lunch, to which about fifty guests would be present. In the evening, a ball for which nearly two hundred invitations had been sent out.


  The coaches were occupied as upon the previous day; in the first was the bride, the Doctor, Madame Roderich and M. Neuman; in the second Marc and the three other witnesses. On returning from the Cathedral Marc and Myra Vidal, united forever, would take their place in the same coach. Other vehicles would carry the people who were to form the procession.


  At a quarter to ten the vehicles left the house. The weather was splendid, the sun shining, and a crowd was making for the Cathedral. All glances were directed at the leading coach, glances of sympathetic admiration for the young bride, though I had to admit that my dear Marc had his share of them. The windows opened to display smiling faces, and from all quarters came greetings too numerous to be acknowledged.


  ‘Well,’ I thought out loud, ‘I shall take pleasant memories back from this town!’


  ‘The Hungarians are honouring in yourself that France which they love, M. Vidal,’ Lieut. Armgard replied, ‘and they’re delighted with a wedding which will bring a Frenchman into the Roderich family.’


  As we approached the square we had to slow to a walking pace, so difficult was it to move.


  From the towers of the Cathedral came the joyful sounds of the bells, borne by the breeze from the east, and just before ten the carillon in the belfry mingled its sharp notes with the sonorous voice of St. Michael.


  It was exactly five past ten when our two coaches drew up at the foot of the steps, the central door having been thrown wide open.


  Dr. Roderich descended first, then came his daughter, who took his arm. M. Neuman offered his to Madame Roderich. Then we followed behind Marc between the rows of spectators.


  At that moment the great organ resounded inside the Cathedral, and it was to the tones of its majestic chords that the procession entered the sacred building.


  Marc and Myra advanced towards the two chairs placed side by side before the High Altar. Behind them parents and witnesses took the seats assigned to them.


  All the chairs and the choir-stalls were already occupied by a numerous assembly, the Governor of Ragz, the magistrates, the officers of the garrison, the principal members of the administration, the friends of the family, the notabilities of industry and commerce. For the ladies in their brilliant toilets special places had been reserved, and not one had been left empty.


  In the side naves of the transept and else-where in the church were assembled the populace, which overflowed on to the steps outside.


  If a sprinkling of those present remembered those phenomena which had disturbed the town, could they possibly have imagined that they might be reproduced in the Cathedral? Plainly not, for they had been attributed to de- moniac intervention, and it is not in a church that such an intervention can take place. Doesn’t the Devil’s power fail at the very threshold of the sanctuary?


  A movement began to the right of the choir, and the crowd had to open to make way for the Arch-Priest, the Deacon, the Sub-Deacon, the beadles, and the children of the choir.


  The Arch-Priest stopped before the steps of the Altar, bowed, and sang the first phrases of the Introit, while the singers intoned the versets of the Confiteor.


  Myra was kneeling on the hassock of her prie-Dieu, her head bowed, in an attitude of devotion. Marc was standing beside her and his eyes never left her.


  The Mass was said with all the pomp with which the Catholic Church wishes to surround its most solemn ceremonies. The organ alternated with the plain-song of the Kyrie and the strophes of the Gloria in Excelsis, which resounded under the high vaults.


  Occasionally there came the vague sound of the crowd’s movements, the clatter of displaced chairs, the steps of the officers of the Church who were ensuring that way was left free down the great nave.


  The interior of the Cathedral was normally plunged into a twilight which enabled the soul to deliver itself more freely to religious impressions. Through the ancient stained glass-windows, where were displayed in sumptuous colours the outlines of the Biblical figures, through the narrow ogival windows, there came in only an uncertain light. When the weather was overcast, the great nave and the rest of the building were dark, and the mystical obscurity was broken only by the points of light which shone on the ends of the long altar candles.


  Today it was different. Under that magnificent sunlight the windows facing the east and the rose-window of the transept were aglow. A ray of sunlight fell directly on to the pulpit supported by one of the pillars of the nave, and seemed to bring to life the face of the giant who bore it upon his enormous shoulders.


  When the bell was heard the congregation rose, and to the noise of their movements there followed a silence while the Deacon chanted the Gospel according to St. Matthew.


  Then the Arch-Priest, facing Myra and Marc, addressed them solemnly. He spoke in rather a feeble voice, the voice of an old man crowned with white hair, and what he said was very simple and went straight to Myra’s heart. He praised the domestic virtues of her family, its devotion towards the wretched and its inexhaustible charity. He blessed this marriage which would unite a Frenchman to a Hungarian, and he invoked the blessing of Heaven upon their union.


  The address ended, the old Priest, while the Deacon and the Sub-deacon took their places at his side, turned towards the altar for the offertory prayers.


  If I relate these details of that nuptial mass, it is because they are profoundly engraved upon my spirit, it is because their memory must never pass from my mind.


  Then from the altar-loft rose a magnificent voice, accompanied by a quartette of stringed instruments. A tenor, famed throughout the Magyar world, was singing the offertory hymn.


  Marc and Myra left their chairs and took their places before the altar steps. And there, after the sub-deacon had received their generous alms, they pressed their lips as though in a kiss, to the paten which was offered to them. Then they went back to their places side by side. Never—no, never—had Myra seemed more radiant with beauty, more enhaloed with happiness!


  Then those who were taking the collection for the sick and the poor came to receive their alms. Preceded by the beadle, they came from all parts of the church, amidst the sound of moving chairs, the rustle of dresses, the murmur of the crowd, while the coins fell into the purses held out by the young girls.


  At last the Arch-Priest, accompanied by his two assistants, went towards Marc and Myra. He stopped in front of them.


  ‘Marc Vidal,’ came his tremulous voice which, so complete was the silence, was none the less heard by everybody; ‘Do you consent to take Myra Roderich as your wife?’


  ‘Yes,’ my brother replied.


  ‘Myra Roderich, do you consent to take Marc Vidal as your husband?’


  ‘Yes,’ Myra’s voice was like a sigh.


  Before pronouncing the sacramental words, the Arch-Priest received the wedding-rings which my brother gave him and blessed them. Then he bent forward to place one of them upon the finger of the young bride ...


  At that moment a cry rang out, a cry of horrified distress.


  And this is what I saw, what a thousand others saw as I did:


  The Deacon and the Sub-deacon were sent staggering back, as though struck by some powerful force; the Arch-Priest, his mouth trembling, his face anguished and with a look of horror in his eyes, seemed to be struggling with an invisible ghost and at last collapsed on his knees ...


  Then at once, for the events followed one another with the speed of a thunderbolt and nobody had the time to intervene or even to understand, it was my brother and Myra who were hurled to the ground ...


  Then it was the rings which flew across the nave, one of them hitting me violently in the face ...


  And at that moment this is what I heard. A thousand others heard it as I did, these words pronounced in a terrible voice, that voice which we knew so well, the voice of Wilhelm Storitz: ‘Woe to the married couple ... Woe!’ At that curse, which seemed to come from so near-by, a gasp of fright arose from the crowd. It was followed by a terrific clamour and Myra, who had risen to her feet, gave a heart-rending cry and collapsed unconscious into the arms of the terrified Marc.


  第十三章


  Chapter 13


  很明显，教堂里发生的怪事和医生家发生的事都是威廉·斯托里茨干的。亨利推测，威廉可能从他父亲那里继承了某种隐身的能力。


  麦娜被送回家躺在床上，没有知觉。医生的几个同事过来，试用了多种有效药物。麦娜小姐慢慢苏醒过来，但目光非常空洞和呆滞。马克跌坐在地上，看出她是疯了，亨利上前把马克扶起来。


  第二天，报纸登载了这件事，很多人拥到戴凯里大街，大家怀着满腔的仇恨，希望卑鄙小人得到惩罚。


  亨利也进一步相信，威廉用的是一种隐身术。他可以随时、随地进入市民家中去探听别人的隐私，人们的人身安全和隐私得不到保护，公民的安全受到了威胁。


  亨利回忆起在来拉兹的途中他以为威廉下船了，实际上他没下船，而是用了隐身术。现在他在哪里呢？谁也说不准。


  六月四日晚，警钟楼顶发现火光。警察局长带人冲上去，没发现人。熄灭的火把扔在地上，可以肯定是威廉干的，他向人们发出了挑战。


  第二天上午十点半，教堂的钟声响了起来，这次一个人是干不了的，他一定有帮手。人们冲到米歇尔广场，警察局长带上梯子爬上楼，仔细搜查，还是没找到敲钟人。


  The phenomena which we had witnessed in the Cathedral and those of


  which had taken place in the Roderich home tended towards the same end. They had had the same origin. It was Wilhelm Storitz, and he alone, who had been responsible for them. Attribute them to some sleight-of-hand?... To this I had to give a negative answer. No, neither the scandal in the Church. nor the theft of the nuptial crown, could be attributed to trickery.


  I had then to consider seriously the idea that this German had inherited some scientific secret from his father, that of some unknown discovery which gave him the power of making himself invisible ... And, after all, why not? ... Why should not certain rays of light have the power of passing right through opaque objects, as though those objects were translucent? ... But my thoughts were leading me astray! ... All nonsense that, nonsense which I took care not to mention to anybody.


  We had taken Myra home without her regaining consciousness. She was carried into her room and placed upon her bed, but the cares lavished upon her were in vain. She was still inert, still unconscious in spite of the Doctor’s impotent efforts. Yet she was still breathing, she was still alive. I marvelled that she had been able to survive so many trials, that this last emotion had not killed her.


  Many of Dr. Roderich’s colleagues had hastened to his aid. They surrounded Myra’s bed, on which she lay motionless, her eyelids lowered, her face the colour of wax, her chest lifted only by the irregular beating of her heart, her respiration reduced to a sigh, a sigh which every moment seemed about to die away! ...


  Marc was holding her hands. He was weeping. He appealed to her, he called her:


  ‘Myra! Dear Myra!’


  In a voice choked by sobs, Madame Roderich repeated in vain: ‘Myra, my child ... I’m here, near you, your mother.’


  The girl never opened her eyes, and she certainly had not heard either of them.


  But the physicians had tried the most energetic remedies. For a moment it seemed that their patient was about to recover consciousness ... Her lips babbled vague words whose meaning it was impossible to distinguish. Her fingers quivered in Marc’s hands, her eyes opened slightly. But what a vacant look beneath those half-raised eye-lids! What a glance, devoid of any meaning!


  Marc realised this only too well. Suddenly he started back with a cry:


  ‘Mad! Mad !’


  I dashed towards him, wondering if he too were not going to lose his reason. He had to be taken into another room where the doctors struggled with that crisis, a crisis whose outcome seemed likely to be fatal.


  What would be the end of this drama? Dare we hope that with time Myra might recover her intelligence, that care would triumph over the loss of her mind, that this would be only a passing madness?


  When Captain Haralan was alone with me, he said, ‘We’ve got to put a stop to this!’


  Put a stop to it? What did he mean? That Wilhelm Storitz had returned to Ragz, that he was responsible for this profanation, that we could no longer doubt. But where could we find him, and how could we lay hands on this inap- prehensible creature?


  What impression, moreover, would these events make upon the town? Would it accept a natural explanation of them? Here we were not in France, where, undoubtedly, these wonders would have been made the subject of jest and ridiculed in song. Things were very different in this country.


  As I have already pointed out, the Magyars have a natural love of the marvellous, and their superstition, among the uneducated classes, is ineradicable. For wellinformed people, these wonders could be the result of some chemical or physical discovery. But when it comes to unenlightened minds, everything is explained by the intervention of the devil, and Wilhelm Storitz would be regarded as the devil in person.


  Anyhow, we could no longer dream of being able to hide the conditions in which this foreigner, against whom the Governor of Ragz had signed an order for his expulsion, was involved in this business. What we had kept secret so far could no longer, after the scandal at St. Michael’s, remain in the shadows.


  From the next day onwards the town was in an uproar. The events at Dr. Roderich’s were associated with those in the Cathedral. The calm which had descended upon the public gave place to fresh troubles. In every house, among every family, the name of Wilhelm Storitz could no longer be uttered without its arousing the memory, or one might say the ghost, of that strange person, whose life was spent between the silent walls and behind the closed windows of the house on the Boulevard Tékéli.


  Hence it will not be surprising that, as soon as these tidings were known, the whole population of the town rushed towards that Boulevard, urged on by some irresistible force which they themselves could not explain.


  It was thus that the crowd had thronged into the cemetery at Spremberg. There, however, the compatriots of the savant had expected to be present at some prodigy, and were not spurred on by any feeling of enmity. Here, on the contrary, there was an explosion of hatred, a lust for vengeance, justified by the deeds of a malefactor.


  Nor must there be forgotten the horror which had seized upon this religious-minded town at the scandal which had just taken place at the Cathedral.


  This over-excitement could do nothing but grow, and the great majority would never have accepted a natural explanation of these incomprehensible phenomena.


  The Governor of Ragz had to consider public opinion in the town, and he instructed the Chief of Police to take all the steps which the situation demanded. He must take precautions against a demonstration of panic which could have the most serious consequences. Scarcely had the name of Wilhelm Storitz been uttered, moreover, when it became necessary to protect the house on the Boulevard Tékéli against entry or plunder.


  Meanwhile my ideas were developing, and I was now considering quite seriously a hypothesis which at first I had rejected de plano. If this hypothesis were wellfounded, if a man had the power of making himself invisible, —this was perhaps incredible and would not have seemed more unlikely than that the fable of the ring of Gyges at the court of King Candaule should ‘come true’—then public order would be endangered. Personal security would be at an end.


  As Wilhelm Storitz had come back to Ragz without anybody’s being able to see him, there was nothing to prevent his being there still, without our being able to make certain. Another cause of uneasiness: had he kept to himself the secret of that discovery which, in all probability, his father had bequeathed to him? Could his servant Hermann also make use of it? Could others use it for his benefit or their own?


  What would prevent them from entering the houses when and how they liked, and from taking part in the lives of their occupants? Would not the privacy of family life be destroyed? Even in his own home could anyone be certain of being alone, certain of not being overheard, of not being spied on unless he kept in total darkness? And outside in the streets, that perpetual fear of being followed without knowing it by someone invisible, who would never let you out of his sight and could do what he pleased with you! ... How could anyone protect himself from attacks of all sorts, now made so easy? Would it not lead, before long, to the destruction of social life?


  Then it was remembered what had happened in that marketplace, what Captain Haralan and I had witnessed. A man had been violently knocked to the ground, as he claimed, by some invisible aggressor. Everything now went to show that he had spoken the truth. He had undoubtedly been knocked down by somebody, by Wilhelm Storitz or Hermann or somebody else. This was the view to which we were forced; everywhere we went we were liable to such an encounter.


  Then other things returned to my memory, the notice torn down from the frame in the Cathedral, and, during our search of the house on the Boulevard Tékéli, that noise of footsteps we had heard in the rooms, that phial which had so inopportunely fallen and broken.


  Well, he had been there, himself and in all probability Hermann too. He had never left the town as we had supposed, and that explained the soapy water in the bedroom, the fire in the kitchen stove. Yes, they had both been present at the search made in the yard, in the garden, in the house, and it was in making their escape that they had knocked down the policeman on guard at the foot of the stairs. If we had found the nuptial crown in the belvedere, it was because Wilhelm Storitz, taken by surprise, had not had time to take it away.


  And, so far as I was concerned, the incidents which had marked my journey on the Dorothy when I was coming down the Danube were now explained. That passenger whom I supposed to have gone ashore had still been on board without anyone’s being able to see him!


  So, I told myself, that invisibility, he knew how to produce it instantaneously. He could appear or disappear at will, like a magician with his enchanted wand, and at the same time he could render invisible the clothes which covered him, but not the things he held in his hand, for we had seen the contract and the bouquet torn to pieces, the crown carried off, the wedding-rings hurled across the nave. Yet it was not a question of magic, of cabalistic words, of incantations, of sorcery. Let us keep to the realm of material facts. Wilhelm Storitz clearly had the formula of some chemical which it was enough to drink ... Which chemical? The one, no doubt, which had been in that phial and which had evaporated almost instantaneously when it was broken. What was the formula of that chemical, that was what we did not know and what we needed to know, but what perhaps we never should know! ...


  As for the person of Wilhelm Storitz, now that it was invisible, was it impossible to seize it? If it eluded the sense of sight it did not, I imagine elude that of touch. His material frame did not lose either of the three dimensions common to all bodies, length, breadth, depth. He was still there, in flesh and blood, as they say. Invisible, granted, but intangible, no! That was for ghosts and we were not dealing with a ghost !


  Should chance allow us to seize him by the arms, by the legs, by the head, then even if we did not see him we should at least still hang on to him. And amazing though his power was, it would not enable him to pass through the walls of a prison.


  This was nothing but a chain of reasoning, on the whole acceptable, each link in which seemed probable. But the position nonetheless was still disquieting, and public security was compromised. Henceforth we should live in the midst of alarms. We should never feel safe, neither outdoors, nor inside the houses, neither by day nor by night. The slightest noise in one of the rooms, the creaking of the floor, a blind disturbed by the wind, a creak from the weath- ercock on the roof, the buzzing of an insect in our ears, the whistling of the wind through an ill-fitting door or a window, everything would seem suspicious. During the comings and goings of everyday life, at the table during the meals, in the evenings during the conversation, in the night during sleep—supposing that sleep were possible—we should never know whether some intruder had not crept into the house, whether Wilhelm Storitz or someone else were not there, spying on our actions, listening to our words, at last penetrating into the most intimate of our family secrets.


  It was possible, no doubt, that that German had left Ragz and gone back to Spremberg. But when we thought it over—this was the opinion of the Doctor and Captain Haralan, as well as of the Governor and the Chief of Police—could we reasonably suppose that Wilhelm Storitz had finished his deplorable attacks? If he had let the Governor give his formal authorisation for the wedding, it was because he had not yet got back from Spremberg. But as for the actual marriage, he had interrupted its celebration, and should Myra recover her senses, would he not try to prevent it again? Why should the hatred which he had vowed against the Roderich family be quenched, as it was not yet satisfied? The threats which had resounded in the Cathedral, did they not give an eloquent reply to these questions?


  No, the last word on this matter had not been spoken, and when we thought of the means which this man had at his disposal for carrying out his schemes for vengeance, we were right to fear everything.


  Indeed, even though Dr. Roderich’s home were under surveillance night and day, might he not succeed in getting into it? And once inside, could he not do whatever he liked? From this may be judged the state of mind of those who kept within the realm of facts as well as of those who abandoned themselves to the exaggeration of a superstitious imagination.


  And, indeed, was there any remedy for this situation? I have to admit that I could not see one. Even the departure of Marc and Myra would change nothing. Would not Wilhelm Storitz be able to follow them freely? Without taking into account that Myra’s state of health would hardly allow her to leave Ragz.


  And where was he now, our inapprehensible enemy? Nobody would have been able to say for certain had not a series of events shown us, blow upon blow, that he was still staying in the midst of a people whom he could brave and terrorise with impunity.


  The evening of that very day, 4th June, a powerful light, visible from some distance away, appeared at the highest window of the belfry. A flaming torch rose and fell and moved from side to side as though some incendiary were trying to set the building on fire.


  The Chief of Police and his men, throwing themselves out of their headquarters, quickly mounted to the belfry. The light had already disappeared, and, as M. Stepark had expected anyhow, nobody could be found. On the floor lay the extinguished torch from which rose a resinous smell, but the incendiary had vanished.


  Either that person—let us say Wilhelm Storitz—had had time to escape, or else he was hiding, and impossible to find, in some corner of the belfry.


  The crowd assembled on the square got no return for their cries of vengeance, which must have aroused the culprit’s laughter.


  Next day, in the morning, more bravado was hurled at the whole half-maddened city.


  Half-past ten had just sounded where there clanged out a sinister peal of bells, a funeral knell, a sort of tocsin of fear.


  This time it was not one solitary man who could have brought into action the campanological apparatus of the Cathedral. Wilhelm Storitz must have been aided by several accomplices, or at least by his servant Hermann.


  The townspeople crowded on to the St. Michael’s Square, hurrying even from distant parts of the city into which the clang of the tocsin had hurled affright. Once again M. Stepark and his men hastened to the scene. They dashed towards the spiral stairs leading to the North Tower and rapidly climbed the steps. They reached the bellchamber, which was flooded by the daylight coming in through the louvres ... But in vain they examined that part of the tower and the gallery above ... Nobody! Nobody! ... When the policemen entered the chamber where the mute bells had just stopped swinging, the invisible bellringers had already vanished.


  第十四章


  Chapter 14


  拉兹城现在处于混乱中，罗德里克家也没了以往的欢歌笑语。麦娜躺在床上一动也不动，每天都有几位医生来为她会诊，大家对她的病情都无能为力。


  现在拉兹城的人们传言：威廉·斯托里茨不是一个人，而是以他为首的一伙火在骚扰这座城市。


  六月十一日，亨利和弟弟谈，想让他离开这里去巴黎一段时间，医生一家也最好离开一段时间，要对麦娜抱有希望。


  马克认为：即使麦娜恢复过来，又怎能避免再次受到伤害，威廉怀着满腔的敌意，是不会罢手的。现在想找他交手都找不到他，说不定就在这个屋里，在大家身边。


  亨利看到弟弟那么紧张，觉得再这样下去他也会疯掉的。


  十二月上午，亨利去市政府，快到广场时，碰到了哈拉朗上尉，他们两个一起去市政府。这时，一辆两匹马车飞奔过来，车夫没在上边，路旁的人们赶紧躲避。大家都以为是隐身人在上面驾驶，上尉想冲上去捉住它。可就在这时，一匹马腿部被枪打伤，马车翻在了地上。人们冲上去想抓住威廉·斯托里茨，但都抓了空。


  一个马车夫跑过来大怒，原来是他的马匹受惊跑了过来，受到了人们的误解。


  亨利和上尉见到警察局长，得到消息说威廉在斯普伦贝格。上尉要马上赶到那里去，斯泰帕克先生说正与那里的当局求证这条消息是否可靠，回信随时都会到。


  没多长时间，传令兵送来电报，上面说威廉不在斯普伦贝格，警方相信他没离开拉兹。


  六月十四日，人们传言，威廉·斯托里茨回来了，还有人看到他站在窗户后面朝外看。于是，人们聚集到戴凯里大街。


  警察局长劝人们离去，但不起作用。人们挤倒了栅栏，来到屋里，把试验室的仪器摔得粉碎。最后楼顶失火了，房子处在一片火海中。不一会儿，房子只剩下墙壁，人们相信威廉已被烧死。


  Usually so quiet, so happy, that the other Magyar cities envied it, it was now disturbed beyond all imagination. I cannot do better than to compare it to a city in an invaded country, under the perpetual dread of a bombardment, where everyone is asking where the first missile will fall, and whether his own house will not be the first to be destroyed.


  Indeed, what was not to be feared from Wilhelm Storitz, seeing he had not left the town, as he himself had taken the trouble to let everybody know?


  At Dr. Roderich’s the position was even worse. The hapless Myra had not regained her reason. Her lips opened only to emit incoherent words, her haggard eyes saw nobody. She could not hear us. She could not recognise either her mother or Marc, who was soon able to join the Doctor at her bedside in her very own room, formerly so cheerful and now so sad. Was it only a transitory delirium, a crisis which care would overcome? Was her madness incurable? Who could Say?


  So great was her weakness it seemed that the springs of her life were broken. Stretched on her bed, almost motionless, she hardly made even a gesture with her hand. Then we felt inclined to ask whether she were not seeking to tear away the veil of unconsciousness that enveloped her, if she was not seeking to exert her willpower. Marc bent over her, he spoke to her, he tried to catch a glimpse of a reply upon her lips, a sign of intelligence in her eyes ...


  Madame Roderich supported herself by an extraordinary moral force. If she ever gave herself any rest it was because her husband made her—and what sleep it was, troubled by nightmares, broken at the slightest sound! She kept thinking she could hear footsteps in her room. In spite of the precautions we had taken, she felt that he was there, he, the invisible and inapprehensible enemy, who had made his way into the house and was prowling round her daughter! ... She awoke in alarm, and regained a little of her calm, only on seeing the Doctor and Marc watching by Myra’s bedside. If this state of things continued she would not be able to withstand it.


  Several of Dr. Roderich’s confréres came every day to hold a consultation. In spite of a long and minute examination of the sufferer, they could not say anything definite about her mental inertia. No reaction, no crisis. No, a complete indifference to everything external, the calmness of death before which their skill was powerless.


  My brother never left Myra’s room. For my part, I seldom went out of the house, unless it were to visit the Town Hall, where M. Stepark kept me in touch with what Ragz was saying. Through him I knew that its people were a prey to the liveliest apprehension, and in the popular imaginations it was not Wilhlem Storitz, but a gang of invisible men which he had raised, who had invaded a town undefended against their infernal machinations.


  Captain Haralan, on the other hand, was often out of our fortress. Under the obsession of a fixed idea, he kept roaming about the streets. He never asked me to go with him. Had he some scheme in mind from which he feared I would try to deter him? Did he count upon the most improbable of chances to meet Wilhelm Storitz? Was he waiting for news that the man had been seen at Spremberg or elsewhere, to try to find him? I certainly should not have tried to keep him back. On the other hand, I should have gone with him, and I should have helped him to get rid of that malefactor.


  But was there any chance of this happening? Most decidedly not. Neither in Ragz, nor anywhere else.


  During the evening of 11th June I had a long talk with my brother. He seemed more overwhelmed than ever, and I was afraid that he would fall seriously ill. It would have been better to take him away from that town, to take him back to France, but I knew he would never consent to be separated from Myra. But was it impossible for the whole Roderich family to leave Ragz for a time? Did not the question deserve to be considered? I thought about it and promised myself to discuss it with the Doctor.


  That day, when I finished our conversation, I said to Marc. ‘My poor brother, I can see that you’re ready to give up all hope; but you’re wrong. Myra’s life isn’t in danger, as all the doctors agree. If she has lost her reason, it’s only for a moment, believe me. She will regain possession of her intelligence, she will return to herself, to you, to all of you ...’


  ‘You want me not to give up hope.’ Marc’s voice was choked by sobs. ‘ But even though my poor Myra recovers her reason, won’t she still be at the mercy of that monster? Do you think his hatred will be satisfied by what he’s done so far? And suppose he wants to carry his vengeance still further? ... Suppose he wants to? ... You know what I mean, Henri ... He can do anything, and we’re defenceless against him.’


  ‘No,’ I exclaimed, ‘No, Marc, it isn’t impossible to fight him.’


  ‘But how? ... How?’ Marc asked excitedly. ‘No, Henri, you’re not saying what you think. No, we’re powerless before that wretch! The only way to escape him is to shut ourselves up like a prison. And there’s nothing to say that, in spite of everything, he won’t succeed in getting into the house.’


  Marc’s excitement kept me from replying. He was listening only to himself. He added, as he grasped my hands:


  ‘Who’s to say that we’re alone at this very moment? I never go from one room to another, into the drawing-room, into the gallery, without saying to myself that he may be following me! ... I feel that someone is walking beside me,... that someone is eluding me ... that he’s backing away before me and that he vanishes when I’m about to grasp him...’


  Speaking in broken tones, Marc was moving backwards and forwards as though he were chasing someone invisible. I could do nothing to calm him. The best thing would be to get him out of the house, to take him far away, very far.


  ‘Who knows,’ he continued, ‘if he hasn’t overheard all we’ve just been saying? We think he’s far away. He may be here. There! ... Behind that door I can hear footsteps ... He’s there ... Come on! ... Strike him down! ... Kill him! ... But is that possible? This monster, has death any hold upon him?’


  That was the state my brother had got into! Was I not right in fearing that during one of his crises his reason would give way like Myra’s?


  Why did Otto Storitz have had to make that curséd discovery? Why did he have to put such a weapon into the hands of a man already too well equipped for evil?


  In the town the position was no better. Although no other incident had taken place since Wilhelm Storitz had so to speak shouted, ‘ Here I am,’ from the top of the belfry, the whole population was in the grip of fear. Not a house but fancied itself haunted by the invisible. After what had happened in the Cathedral not even the churches offered a hiding-place where anyone could take refuge. The authorities vainly sought to act; they failed, for nothing can prevail against terror.


  Here is one fact, among a hundred others, which shows to what a degree of madness the people had been brought.


  In the morning of the 12th, I had left the house to visit the Chief of Police. About two hundred yards from the St. Michael Square, I saw Captain Haralan. When I joined him, ‘I’m going to see Monsieur Stepark,’ I told him. ‘Will you come with me, Captain?’


  Without making any reply he mechanically followed the same direction as myself. We were approaching one of the squares when we heard cries of terror.


  A stage-coach drawn by two horses was coming down the street at headlong speed, while the passers-by jumped away to left and right. No doubt the driver had been thrown off, and, left to themselves, the horses had run away.


  Well, will it be believed that several passers-by, no less out of control than the team, had got it into their heads that an invisible driver was in charge of the vehicle, and that Wilhelm Storitz was on the box. The frantic cry reached our ears: ‘Him! ... Him! ... It’s him!’


  Hardly had I turned round towards Captain Haralan when he had left my side. I saw him rushing to meet the coach, plainly meaning to stop it as it passed by him.


  At that hour the street was crowded, and the name of Wilhelm Storitz rose from all around. Stones hurtled round the half-maddened team, and so great was the public excitement that musket-shots rang out from the arsenal on the corner.


  One of the horses fell, hit by a bullet in the thigh, and the vehicle, tumbling over the animal’s body, collapsed on its side.


  At once the crowd rushed up to it and seized upon its wheels, its body, its shafts. A hundred pairs of arms opened to seize Wilhelm Storitz ... They grasped nothing but emptiness.


  So the invisible driver must have managed to jump down before the coach overturned, for nobody could doubt that he had made another effort to frighten the town.


  As was soon made clear, it was nothing of the sort. At once a peasant came up; his horses, left in the marketplace, had run away and great was his anger to see one of them lying on the ground! Nobody would listen to him, and I think the crowd would have maltreated that poor man, whom we had great difficulty in protecting against its blind fury.


  I called Captain Haralan away, and he followed me to the Town Hall without saying a word. M. Stepark already knew of what had happened. ‘The town has gone mad,’ he told me, ‘and nobody can see what that madness will lead to.’


  I asked the usual question, ‘Have you found out anything new?’


  ‘Yes,’ M. Stepark replied, ‘I’ve received information that Wilhelm Storitz has been seen in Spremberg.’


  ‘In Spremberg!’ exclaimed Captain Haralan. He turned towards me. ‘Let’s be off then! You promised me.’


  I did not know what to reply, for I felt certain that the journey would be useless.


  ‘Wait, Captain,’ M. Stepark checked him. ‘I’ve sent to Spremberg to get the news confirmed and I’m expecting a messenger any minute now.’


  Half an hour had not elapsed when the orderly handed in a message which had been brought post-haste from Spremberg. The news had no serious basis. Not merely did the presence of Wilhelm Storitz lack confirmation, but it was thought that he could not have left Ragz.


  Two days elapsed without producing any change in Myra Roderich’s condition. As for my brother, I thought him a little calmer. I was waiting for the opportunity of an interview with the Doctor to discuss the possibility of leaving the town.


  The 14th June was not so quiet as its predecessors. The authorities were beginning to feel their impotence to restrain the crowd, now at the height of its excitement.


  About eleven, when I was walking along the riverside, these words reached my ears:


  ‘He’s come back... He’s come back! ...’


  Who that ‘he’ might be it was easy to guess, and according to some of the passers-by whom I consulted:


  ‘Smoke’s been seen coming from the chimney of his house,’ said one.


  ‘His face had been seen behind the belvedere curtains!’ declared another.


  Whether I was or was not to put any faith it these tales, I made for the Boulevard Tékéli.


  And yet, was it likely that Wilhelm Storitz would have shown himself so imprudently? He could not be ignorant of what was waiting for him if anyone should lay hands on him. And yet he would have run that risk, without having to? He had let himself be seen at one of the windows of his house?


  True or false, the news had had its effects. When I arrived, several thousand people, whom the cordon of police vainly strove to restrain, were surrounding the house along the Boulevard and the adjacent roads. From all sides were coming hordes of men and women, at the height of over-excitement and shouting for Wilhelm Storitz’ death.


  What could be the arguments behind that conviction, irrational but ineradicable, that he was there, ‘he!’ and maybe with a crowd of invisible accomplices? What could the police do against that countless host who were besieging that accursed house, so close to it that Wilhelm Storitz, if he were there, could never succeed in escaping? What was more, if he had been seen at one of the windows, it was in his material form. Before he contrived to make himself invisible he would be taken, and this time he would not succeed in escaping the popular vengeance.


  In spite of the resistance of the cordon, in spite of the efforts of the Chief of Police, the railings were torn down, the house invaded, the doors forced, the windows smashed, the furniture thrown into the garden or the yard, the laboratory apparatus shivered to fragments. Then flames rose from the ground floor, reached the story above, swirled above the roof, and soon the belvedere had collapsed into the furnace below.


  As for Wilhelm Storitz, vainly had he been sought in the building, in the garden, in the yard. He was not there, or, at least, it had been impossible to find him.


  Now the fire, kindled in ten places, had devoured the house. An hour later there remained only its four walls.


  Perhaps on the whole it was better that it had been destroyed. Who knew whether it would not release the tension if the people of Ragz came to believe that Wilhelm Storitz, quite invisible though he might be, had perished in the flames?


  第十五章


  Chapter 15


  人们相信，威廉·斯托里茨被困在屋里烧死了。但后来警察检查，没找到他被烧死的证据。麦娜现在还是躺在床上，但没有生命危险，有时，嘴里咕咕噜噜说些谁也听不清的句子。


  十六日下午，亨利一个人在街上游荡，决定到多瑙河右岸走走。八点钟他回到桥上，在小酒馆喝了点儿酒，朝小岛走去。路上碰到斯泰帕克先生，他们俩边走边说，到岛北端时，天已经黑了，路上没有一个人。


  亨利又听到了威廉·斯托里茨的声音，他们赶紧躲到树丛后，显然威廉他们隐了身，只能听到他和仆人断续的对话声。


  原来仆人今天才回到拉兹，他已在另外的城市用化名租好房子。威廉表示，只要麦娜和那个法国人在，他就不会离开拉兹。


  这时，声音就在他们旁边，警察局长拨开树丛抱住了一个，但被一个强大的力量推开了，接着远处传来嘲笑声，脚步声渐渐远去了。


  亨利回到医生家，说了在岛上发生的事情。医生也明白，现在必须离开拉兹。亨利担心麦娜的身体，医生告诉他，麦娜的身体未受到损伤，只是理智方面受到了伤害。


  这次，离开拉兹，大家都没反对，只是上尉要留下来，亨利也没和他争辩。亨利把计划告诉了警察局长，他很支持。


  当晚八点，他们把一辆马车的车窗遮得严严实实的，停在后门，准备让医生夫妇和马克、麦娜乘座。亨利和上尉将乘另一辆车去车站，车停在花园的小门边。当医生和马克进屋准备把麦娜抬进轮椅时，发现麦娜不


  见了。


  After the destruction of the house the overexcitement of Ragz seemed to be somewhat calmed. The townspeople felt reassured. As I had imagined, some of them inclined to the belief that the ‘sorcerer’ had actually been in his home when it was attacked by the crowd, and that he had perished in the midst of the flames.


  The truth is that on investigating the ruins, on examining the ashes, nothing was found that would justify this belief. If Wilhelm Storitz had been there when the house was on fire, it was in some corner which the flames had not reached.


  Still, further letters received from Spremberg were agreed on one point. He had not reappeared there, his servant Hermann had not been seen there, and nobody had any idea where the two of them could have sought refuge.


  Unfortunately, if a relative calm prevailed in the town, it was not so at Dr. Roderich’s. The mental condition of our poor Myra was in no way improved. Unconscious, heedless of the care which never ceased to be lavished upon her, she could still recognise nobody. Nor could the doctors dare hold out the slightest hope.


  Yet, although she was still extremely weak, her life did not seem to be in danger. There she was, stretched out on her bed, almost motionless, as pale as death. If anyone tried to lift her, sobs burst from her breast, fright gleamed in her eyes, her arms were tossed about, incoherent phrases escaped from her lips. Was her memory coming back to her? Was she living over again, in her troubled mind, the scenes at that evening party, the scenes in the Cathedral? Was she still listening to the threats directed against her and against Marc? Better that it should be so, that her mind should preserve the memory of the past.


  The existence of that ill-fated family may well be imagined. My brother never left the house. With the Doctor and Madame Roderich he stayed beside Myra, giving the patient a little nourishment with his own hand, and always looking to see if some gleam of reason were reappearing in her eyes.


  On the afternoon of the 16th I was alone, wandering about at random through the streets of the town. The idea came into my head to cross to the right bank of the Danube. This was an excursion which I had long planned, though circumstances had not allowed me to carry it out, and which I was hardly likely to enjoy in my present state of mind. Nonetheless, I made my way towards the bridge, crossed the island in the middle of the stream, and set foot on the Serbian bank.


  My walk lasted longer than I had meant. The clocks had struck half-past eight when I returned to the bridge, after having dined in a Serbian inn on the river-bank. I don’t know what whim then came into my head. Instead of going straight back, I crossed only the first half of the bridge, and went down the great central walk on the island in mid-stream.


  Scarcely had I gone ten yards when I caught sight of M. Stepark. He was alone, he came over to me, and our conversation at once turned on the subject which preoccupied both of us.


  Our walk had lasted about twenty minutes, when we reached the northern point of the island. Night had just fallen and the shadows were spreading under the trees and in the deserted walks. The chalets were dosed, and we met nobody.


  It was time to go back to Ragz, and we were about to do so when some words reached my ears.


  I stopped at once, and I halted M. Stepark by gripping his arm. Then, leaning across so that I could be heard only by himself, I said:


  ‘Listen!’ Somebody’s talking ... and that voice ... it’s the voice of Wilhelm Storitz.’


  ‘Wilhelm Storitz!’ he replied in the same low tones.


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘He hasn’t seen us,’


  ‘No. The night evens things out and makes us as invisible as he is himself.’


  The voice kept on reaching us indistinctly—or rather the voices, for there were certainly two men there.


  ‘He isn’t alone,’ M. Stepark murmured.


  ‘No … Probably his servant.’


  M. Stepark dragged me under cover of the trees, crouching down to the ground. Thanks to the darkness which protected us, we might possibly be able to get near enough to the two to hear what they were saying without being seen.


  Soon we were hidden about ten paces from the place where Wilhelm Storitz must be. Of course we saw nobody, but we had expected that, and so we were not disappointed.


  Never had such an occasion been offered us of finding out where our enemy was living since his house had been burned and of learning his plans, if not of securing possession of his person.


  He could not suspect that we were there, listening with all our ears. Crouched down among the branches, hardly daring to breathe, we listened with an indescribable emotion to the words they were exchanging, more or less distinct as master and servant got further away or came nearer as they walked up and down between the trees.


  This was the first sentence that reached us, spoken by Wilhelm Storitz. ‘We can go there I from tomorrow?’


  ‘From tomorrow,’ replied his invisible companion—in all probability the servant Hermann— ‘and nobody will know where we are.’


  ‘When did you go back to Ragz?’


  ‘This morning.’


  ‘Good ... And that house, it’s been rented?’


  ‘Under an alias.’


  ‘You’re certain that we can live in it quite openly, and that we’re not known at... ?’


  To our great disappointment we could not hear the name of the town which Wilhelm Storitz was on the point of giving. But from what we had heard it followed that our adversary counted on regaining a human appearance after more or less long a delay. Why was he going to be so rash? I imagined that his invisibility could not be continued too long without prejudicing his health. I give this explanation for what it is worth, because it seemed plausible, but I have never had the opportunity of verifying it. When the voices reapproached, Hermann was finishing a sentence he had already begun: ‘The Ragz police will never find us under those names.’


  The Ragz police? ... So it was somewhere in Hungary that they meant to live?


  Then the noise of their steps died away as they went farther off. This enabled M. Stepark to say: ‘What town? What names? That’s what we’ve got to find out.’


  Before I had time to reply the others came back and stopped a few paces away.


  ‘No, I shan’t be leaving Ragz,’ Wilhelm Storitz growled angrily. ‘I’ll go on hating that family so long as Myra and that Frenchman...’


  He did not finish, or rather something like a roar escaped from his chest. At that moment he was passing quite close to us, and perhaps it would have been enough to stretch out our hands to seize him. But our attention had been attracted by some words of Hermann’s:


  ‘They now know at Ragz that we’ve got the power of making ourselves invisible, but they don’t know how.’


  ‘And that they shall never know,’ Wilhelm Storitz declared. ‘Ragz hasn’t done with me yet. Because they’ve burned my house they think they’ve burned my secrets! ... The fools! ... No, Ragz won’t escape my vengeance, and I won’t leave one of its stones upon another!’


  This sentence, so threatening for the town, had hardly been uttered, when the trees of the coppice were violently shaken. M. Stepark had dashed forward in the direction of the voices, shouting, ‘I’ve got one of them, Vidal. You get the other!’


  His hands had undoubtedly fallen upon a tangible, if not a visible, body. But he was hurled back so violently that he would have fallen, had I not clutched his arm.


  I thought then we were going to be attacked under very disadvantageous conditions, for we could not see our adversaries. But nothing of the sort. An ironical laugh rang out somewhere to our left, and we heard the sound of footsteps dying away in the distance.


  ‘Missed him!’ shouted M. Stepark, ‘ But now we’re quite sure that their invisibility doesn’t keep their bodies from being grasped!’


  But unluckily they had escaped us, nor did we know where their hiding-place was. Yet M. Stepark did not seem any the less delighted.


  After parting with M. Stepark I went back to the house. There’ while Madame Roderich and Marc were watching by Myra’s bedside, I shut myself up with the Doctor. It was important for him to be informed of what had happened on the island.


  I told him everything, The Doctor felt that in view of the threats Wilhelm Storitz had uttered, in view of his intention to continue his vengeance against the Roderich family and the whole town, it was essential to leave Ragz. They would have to go, to go in secret, and the sooner the better.


  ‘I quite agree with you’ I said, ‘and I’ve only one objection. Is Myra in a state to bear the fatigue of a journey?’


  ‘Her health isn’t any different,’ the Doctor told me. ‘She isn’t suffering. It’s only her reason that’s affected.’


  ‘She’ll recover it with time, ‘I declared with energy, ‘and especially in some other country where she won’t have anything to be afraid of.’


  ‘Alas!’ exclaimed the Doctor. ‘ Can we avoid the danger just by going away? Won’t Wilhelm Storitz follow us?’


  ‘Not if we manage to keep secret when we go and where we’re going to.’


  ‘Keep it secret!’ Doctor Roderich murmured sadly.


  Like my brother, he was asking himself whether any secret could be kept from Wilhelm Storitz, whether at that very moment he might not be within the study, listening to what we were saying and plotting some new machination.


  In short, we decided to go, and Madame Roderich raised no objection. She longed for Myra to be taken into some other surroundings.


  Marc was no less in agreement. I did not tell him about the episode on the island; that seemed pointless. But I described it to Captain Haralan. He likewise made no objection to our plans for getting away. He simply asked me: ‘You’ll be coming with your brother, no doubt?’


  “Could I do anything else, and isn’t my presence as necessary to him as yours is to...’


  ‘‘I shall not go.’ He spoke in the tones of a man whose resolution is absolutely irrevocable.


  ‘You won’t go? ...’


  ‘No, I mean to... I must stay in Ragz, because he’s there, and I’ve got a presentiment that I should do well to stay.’


  There was nothing to argue about, and I did not argue: ‘ Very good, Captain.’


  ‘I rely upon you, my dear Vidal, to take my place near my family, which is already your own.’


  ‘You can rely on me.’ I assured him.


  I then began preparing for our departure. During the day I hired two very comfortable vehicles. Then I went to see M. Stepark to explain our plans.


  ‘You’re acting for the best,’ he told me, ‘and it’s a pity that the whole town can’t do likewise!’


  He was obviously preoccupied,—not without reason, I thought, after what we had heard the night before.


  I was to get back to the town about seven, and made certain that everything was in readiness.


  At eight the coaches arrived. One of them was to hold Dr. and Madame Roderich and their daughter. Marc and I were to travel in the other, which would leave the town by a different road, so as to avoid attracting attention.


  It was then that there fell the most unforeseeable and, alas, the most terrible of all these dramatic blows.


  The vehicles were waiting for us, the first at the main front door, the second at the smaller door at the end of the garden. The Doctor and my brother went up to Myra’s bedroom to carry her down to her coach.


  Overcome by fear, they halted on the threshold. The bed was empty. Myra had disappeared!


  第十六章


  Chapter 16


  麦娜失踪了，马克喊着麦娜的名字，走来走去。医生夫人听说后昏了过去，大家把她抬到车上。亨利让仆人把通往大街的门锁住，整座房子搜遍了也没找到。


  亨利和上尉坐上马车去市政府，警察局长听了很惊讶。他命令警察队长带一队警察到罗德里克住宅日夜守候；然后和亨利及上尉一起坐马上，去了医生家。


  斯泰帕克进到麦娜的房间，闻到一股很特别的气味。这时亨利想起来，这气味和在斯托里茨实验室里碰碎瓶子里的液体的气味一样，看来麦娜小姐是被涂上隐身剂被带走了。


  第二天八点，总督大人到来，对医生进行了安慰，并表示要尽一切努力找到麦娜小姐。


  九点时，阿尔姆加德中尉来到医生家，和上尉一起走了出去。亨利追了上去，问他们去哪里。没有得到明确的答复，上尉在前面走走停停，不停地在问时间。当九点五十分时，他说：“到时候了！”然后朝威廉房子的废墟走去，那里还冒着余烟。


  哈拉朗上尉在三十步远的地方在盯着一处看，然后蹲下身子。亨利和中尉朝那里看，发现碎石在动。上尉便冲过去扑了上去，好像在和谁搏斗，并喊道：“我抓着他啦！”


  亨利和中尉马上过去，亨利感到被一只无形的手推了一下，他和中尉一人抓到了一条胳膊。突然，中尉被推倒在地，他的军刀被拔了出来。上尉也拔出军刀，两人开始搏斗。上尉看不到对方，在搏斗中，上尉的肩膀被刺伤，但还是将刀向前刺去。一声痛苦的尖叫之后，一个物体倒在地上。鲜血喷了出来，威廉的原形显露了出来，挣扎了几下死去了。


  Myra had vanished!


  When this cry resounded through the house, nobody seemed at first to understand its significance... Vanished? That didn’t make sense! It was too unlikely.


  Half an hour previously, Madame Roderich and Marc had been in the room where Myra was lying on her bed, already dressed for travelling, quite calm, and her regular breathing making her seem asleep. A little earlier she had taken some food from Marc’s hand, and he had then gone down to dinner. The meal over, the Doctor and my brother had gone back to take her down to the coach.


  It was then that there had fallen that dramatic blow. They could no longer see her in her bed. The room was empty.


  ‘Myra!’ cried Marc, dashing towards the window and seizing its catch. But the window resisted his efforts; it was firmly closed. The kidnapping, if kidnapping it was, had not been carried out that way.


  Madame Roderich came running, followed by Captain Haralan, and they went through the house calling for ‘ Myra!’ ... ‘ Myra!’


  That she did not reply was easy to understand, for nobody had expected her to. But her absence from her room, how was that to be explained? Could she possibly have left her bed, passed through her mother’s room, and gone down the stairs without being noticed?


  I was in the coach arranging the luggage when I was startled by the cries. I went up to the first floor.


  My brother, who kept repeating his wife’s name in frantic tones, were rushing about like madmen.


  ‘Myra?’ I asked. ‘What are you saying, Marc?’


  The Doctor had scarcely the strength to reply. ‘ My daughter—vanished.’


  Madame Roderich had lost consciousness, and he had placed her on her bed. Captain Haralan, his face contorted and with staring eyes, came to me and said: ‘Him ... him again!’


  But I tried to think I had not left the door of the gallery before which the coach was standing. How had Myra been able to pass through that door to get into the garden without my seeing her? Wilhelm Storitz invisible, granted! But she? ...


  I went down into the gallery and called the servant. The garden gate opening on to the Boulevard Tékéli was firmly locked and I took away the key. Then the whole house, the attics, the cellars, the annexes, the tower right up to its terrace, I examined them all without leaving a corner unexplored. Then after the house, the garden ...


  I found nobody.


  I went back to Marc. My poor brother was weeping openly, and giving heart-rending sobs.


  To my mind, to warn the Chief of Police was the first thing to do. ‘I’m going to the Town Hall. You come with me.’ I told Captain Haralan.


  The coach was still waiting. We took our places in it. As soon as the gate was opened to let us out, it set off at a gallop, and soon we had arrived.


  M. Stepark was still in his study. I gave him our tidings. Though he normally never let himself be surprised, he could not hide his amazement.


  ‘Mademoiselle Roderich vanished!’ he exclaimed.


  ‘Yes,’ I replied. ‘ It seems impossible, and yet it’s true! Whether she’s wandered away or been kidnapped, she’s no longer there!’


  ‘There’s that Storitz at the back of this!’ muttered M. Stepark. Evidently he agreed with Captain Haralan. After a moment’s silence he added, ‘This was no doubt the master-stroke he told his familiar spirit about.’


  M. Stepark was right. Yes, Wilhelm Storitz had so to speak warned us of the harm he meant to do. And, fools that we were, we had taken no steps to defend ourselves.


  ‘Gentlemen,’ said M. Stepark, ‘ will you come with me to the house?’


  ‘At once,’ I replied.


  ‘I’ll be with you, gentlemen. Just time to give a few orders.’


  He called a sergeant and told him to take a squad of police to Dr. Roderich’s and to keep the house under surveillance all night. He next had a long discussion in low tones with his assistant, then the coach took the three of us to the doctor’s.


  The house was ransacked a second time, but in vain. But as he entered Myra’s bedroom M. Stepark made a comment. ‘ M. Vidal,’ he asked me, ‘don’t you smell a peculiar odour, one which has already reached our noses somewhere?’


  And indeed there was still a vague smell in the air. I could remember it, and I replied, ‘Yes, M. Stepark, isn’t it the smell of the liquid in that phial which got broken just as you were going to pick it up in Storitz’ laboratory?’


  ‘That’s it, M. Vidal, and that authorises several hypotheses. If, as I think, this liquid is the one which produces invisibility, perhaps Wilhelm Storitz made Mademoiselle Roderich drink it, and he’s carried her off as invisible as himself.’


  We were thunderstruck. Yes, that was what must have happened. I felt certain now that Wilhelm Storitz had been in his laboratory during the search, and that he had broken that phial, the liquid in which had evaporated so quickly, rather than let it fall into our hands. Yes, it was certainly that characteristic smell, a trace of which we could detect here. Yes, Wilhelm Storitz, helped by the comings and goings involved in our preparations for departure, had got into this room, and he had kidnapped Myra Roderich.


  What a night we spent, I beside my brother, the Doctor beside Madame Roderich! With what impatience we waited for daylight!


  Daylight? ... And what use would daylight be to us?... Did the daylight exist for Wilhelm Storitz? Didn’t he know that he was surrounded by impenetrable night?


  M. Stepark did not leave us to report at the Residency until daybreak. Before going he took me aside and said these inexplicable words, especially inexplicable in these circumstances. ‘Just one word, M. Vidal,’ he told me, ‘Don’t lose heart, for unless I’m greatly mistaken, you’re near the end of your distresses.’


  I made no reply to these encouraging words, which seemed devoid of any sense, and I simply looked rather stupidly at the Chief of Police. Had I heard him correctly? I was completely at a loss, at the end of my strength and energy, and for the time being he could get nothing out of me.


  Towards eight the Governor came to assure the Doctor that every effort should be made to recover his child. Dr. Roderich and I received this news with smiles of bitter incredulity. What, indeed, could the Governor do?


  But from dawn news of the kidnapping had spread throughout Ragz, and the effect it produced is beyond my powers to describe.


  Before nine, Lieut. Armgard appeared at the house and placed himself at his comrade’s service. But, good Lord, what for?


  However, it seemed that Captain Haralan did not agree with me in regarding that offer as useless, for he thanked his comrade briefly. Then, buckling on his sword-belt, he said only one word:


  ‘Come.’


  As these two officers made for the door, I was seized with an irresistible desire to follow them. I suggested that Marc should come with us. Did he understand? I do not know. Anyhow he made no reply.


  When I got outside the two officers were already walking down the river-bank. The few passers-by were looking at the house with affright mingled with horror. Was it not thence that had escaped this tempest of fear which had convulsed the whole town?


  When I caught up with the two officers, Captain Haralan did not look at me, and I should not have been surprised if someone had told me he did not realise I was there.


  ‘You’re coming with us?’ Lieutenant Armgard asked me.


  ‘Yes. You’re going? ...’


  The lieutenant replied by a vague gesture. Where were we going ... At random, it seemed. And indeed was not this the best course we could follow?


  We walked somewhat uncertainly, without exchanging a word. At times Captain Haralan would pull up as though his feet had been nailed to the ground, and again ask the time. ‘Nine twenty-five ... half-past nine ... twenty to ten,’ were his comrades replies, and at once the Captain went on his indecisive way.


  Turning to the left, we passed in front of the Cathedral facade.


  It seemed to be dead, this aristocratic quarter of Ragz; only a few passers-by hurried along, and most of the windows were closed, as though on a day of public mourning.


  At the end of the street the Boulevard Tékéli appeared in all its length. It was deserted, or almost so. Since the fire, it had been shunned.


  Which direction would the Captain choose—up towards the castle, or down towards the river?


  Once again he had stopped, as though uncertain which course to adopt. The usual question fell from his lips:


  ‘What’s the time, Armgard?’


  ‘Ten to ten,’ the lieutenant replied.


  ‘It’s time,’ Haralan declared; then he strode rapidly up the Boulevard.


  Crouched down against the ground, striving not to breathe, we stared with all our might.


  All that remained were the remains of the walls, now blackened by the flames. At their feet lay stones, fragments of charred wood, twisted pieces of iron, piles of ashes, and the remains of the furniture.


  We stared at that mass of destruction. Oh, why had not they burned that accurséd German as they had burned the house, and with him the secret of that frightful invention?


  The lieutenant and I searched with our eyes the whole of that open space, then all at once we started violently. Less than thirty paces away, we had just caught sight of Captain Haralan, on the watch like ourselves on the edge of the thicket. At the place where he had stopped the thicket made a smooth curve towards the corner of the house, from which it was separated only by a walk about six yards wide. It was towards that corner that Captain Haralan was staring. He did not move. Crouching down, his muscles tense and ready to spring, he was like a wild beast about to spring.


  We followed the direction of his stare, and at once realised what was attracting him. Something very strange was certainly happening there. Although we could not see anyone, the rubble was inexplicably moving. Slowly, cautiously, as if those responsible wanted to avoid attracting attention, the stones, the metalwork, the thousand-odd fragments heaped up here were being moved, thrust aside, piled up together.


  In the grip of a mysterious dread, we looked on, our eyes seeming to start out of our heads. The truth dazzled us. Wilhelm Storitz was there. If the workers were invisible, their work was not.


  Suddenly a cry rang out, uttered by a furious voice ... From where we were we could see Captain Haralan leap up and bounded across the walk ... He fell back at the edge of the ruins, as though he had run against some unseen obstacle ... He strode forward, he recoiled, he opened his arms and closed them again and regained his balance like a wrestler grappling hand to hand ...


  ‘Help!’ he shouted. ‘ I’ve got him !’


  The lieutenant and I dashed towards him.


  ‘I’ve got him, the scoundrel! I’ve got him!’ he repeated. ‘ Help, Vidal! Help, Armgard!’


  Then suddenly I felt myself hurled backwards by an arm which I could not see, while a hoarse breath reached my face.


  Yes, it was a hand to hand struggle. He was there, the invisible man, Wilhelm Storitz or someone else! Whoever it might be, we had him in our hands and we should know how to make him tell us what had become of Myra.


  Thus, as M. Stepark had pointed out, if he could destroy his visibility, at least his corporeal frame was left. It was not a ghost, it was a body which we were striving—at the cost of what efforts!—to reduce to impotence.


  At last we succeeded. I held our invisible opponent by one arm, Lieut. Armgard held him by the other.


  ‘Where’s Myra? Where’s Myra?’ Captain Haralan demanded in feverish tones.


  No reply. The scoundrel was still struggling and striving to get away. We had to deal with a strong man who was making every effort to elude us. If he succeeded, he would escape across the garden or the ruins, he would reach the boulevard, and we should have to give up hope of ever again capturing him.


  ‘Will you tell us where Myra is?’ Captain Haralan was at the height of his fury.


  At last we heard these words:


  ‘Never ! Never!’


  So far as we could tell from the tones of that panting voice, it was certainly Wilhelm Storitz!


  The struggle could not last. We were three against one, and however strong our opponent might be, he could not hold out forever.


  Suddenly Lieutenant Armgard was thrust away and collapsed on the ground. Then almost at once I felt my leg being gripped. I was literally thrown head over heels, and I had to let go the arm I was holding, his sword was suddenly ripped out of its scabbard. An invisible hand was brandishing it. This hand was that of Wilhelm Storitz, now overcome by wrath. As he could not get away, at least he would take vengeance, he would kill Captain Haralan ...


  Following his enemy’s example, the Captain had whipped out his sword. They were face to face as though in a duel, the one whom we could see, the other whom nobody could see! ... The two swords were clashing together, one held by a visible hand, the other by a hand we could not see! ...


  That strange combat took place too quickly for us to intervene.


  It was clear that Wilhelm Storitz knew how to handle a sword. As for Captain Haralan, he was attacking without even trying to defend himself. By a twist of his wrist, which was at once countered, he was struck in the shoulder ... But his weapon had flashed forward. A cry of pain rang out... The grass on the lawn was flattened.


  It was not the wind which was bending them. As we were soon able to verify, it was the weight of a human body, the weight of Wilhelm Storitz’ body, pierced through and through and right in the chest... A jet of blood was spurting from it, and as the life left it, there was that invisible body gradually taking its material form, there it was reappearing in the last agony of death.


  Captain Haralan had thrown himself upon Wilhelm Storitz. He shouted to him.


  ‘Myra? Where’s Myra?’


  But there was nothing there but a corpse, its face contorted, his eyes staring, its look still threatening, the visible corpse of that strange person who had been Wilhelm Storitz!


  第十七章


  Chapter 17


  上尉看着威廉的尸体，一点也高兴不起来。他知道寻找麦娜更难了，只好回家去告诉家人威廉的死讯。


  这时，警察局长也来到现场，还有几百人在围观。警察局长仔细检查了威廉的尸体，确认他确实死了。他决定让人当众把威廉的尸体送往市政府，要让人们都知道威廉已经死了。如果可能，还要像中世纪对付巫师那样把威廉的尸体火焚，将骨灰撒入风中。


  上尉回去把威廉的死讯告诉了父亲，当马克知道此事时，感到再也找不到麦娜了。亨利安慰马克，威廉的仆人已经被关了起来，可以从他那里审问出麦娜的下落。这时，外面传来喧哗声，原来抬威廉尸体的队伍正在闹市区走过。


  上尉想去见总督，以便就审讯海尔门一事和总督商量，大家同意了，由中尉陪他一起去。


  马克现在只有一个念头，就是去找麦娜，他让哥哥陪着自己去。亨利表示：等上尉回来再说。然而上尉回来说，海尔门受到了审讯，他也不知道麦娜在什么地方，威廉从没有告诉过他。


  晚上八点时，仆人把灯送来，这时，花厅的门被打开又关上了，出现了麦娜的声音。她说自己很饿，但大家看不到她的身影。原来威廉·斯托里茨将她隐去了身影，但她仍在那里。


  大家以为她被带走了，可能是由于喝了药水的缘故，麦娜恢复了神智，但是对一周来所发生的事情一无所知。这时医生过来了，麦娜扑向爸爸，并问妈妈在哪里。她觉得哥哥和马克都很奇怪，医生马上明白了是怎么回事，告诉她：“妈妈很好，一会儿就下楼。”说完马克就摸住了麦娜，让她坐在自己的身边。


  这时，麦娜看到所有人的表情都很惊慌，问道：“发生了什么事？”马克告诉她，一切都好，但大家心里明白，那个能使她现出原形的威廉已经死了。


  Such was the tragic end of Wilhelm Storitz. Alas, his death had come too late. Although the Roderich family had now no more to fear from him, his death had aggravated the position rather than improved it, for it robbed us of any hope of finding Myra.


  Borne down by the responsibility which weighed upon him, Captain Haralan was looking unhappily at his fallen enemy. At last, making up his mind to accept this irreparable disaster, he made a gesture of despair and slowly walked away towards the Roderich home to inform his family of these deplorable events.


  On the other hand Lieutenant Armgard and I stayed where we were, along with M. Stepark, who had come, as though miraculously, from we knew not where. The silence was unbroken in spite of these hundreds of men, whose curiosity almost amounted to agony, who were crowding around us, pressing against one another, striving to see better.


  All eyes were fixed on the corpse. Turned somewhat to his left side, his clothes stained with blood, his face colourless, his hand still grasping the lieutenant’s sword, his left arm bent under him. Wilhelm Storitz was ripe for that tomb from which his maleficent power had not been enough to save him.


  ‘It really is him!’ murmured M. Stepark, after looking at him for some time.


  The policemen had come up to us, though not without some apprehension. They recognised him too. To make certain of what he saw by touching it, M. Stepark fingered the corpse from head to foot.


  ‘Dead! Stone dead!’ he declared, as he got up.


  ‘And now what are you going to do, M. Stepark?’ Lieutenant Armgard asked him.


  ‘I’m going to have this body taken to the Town Hall,’ was the answer.


  ‘Publicly?’ I asked.


  ‘Publicly. All Ragz must know that Wilhelm Storitz is dead. They won’t believe that until they’ve seen his body.’


  ‘And until he’s buried,’ I added.


  ‘If he is buried.’ said M. Stepark.


  ‘If he is buried?’ I repeated.


  ‘Yes,’ the Chief of Police explained. ‘ To my mind it would be better to burn this corpse and scatter its ashes to the wind, as they used to do with sorcerers in the Middle Ages.’


  He sent for a litter and went off with most of his men, taking with him his prisoner, now reduced to a very commonplace sort of man since he had ceased to be invisible. Meanwhile Lieutenant Armgard and I went back to Dr. Roderich’s.


  Captain Haralan had already returned to his father to whom he had explained everything that had taken place. In Madame Roderich’s state of mind, it was thought best not to tell her anything about it. The death of Wilhelm Storitz would not give her back her daughter.


  Neither did my brother know anything so far. We should however have to tell him, and that was why we had word sent to him that we were waiting for him in the Doctor’s study.


  It was not with a feeling of satisfied vengeance that he received the news we brought him. He burst into sobs, while desperate words rose to his lips.


  ‘He’s dead! ... You’ve killed him! ... He’s dead, and he hasn’t spoken ! ... Myra! ... My poor Myra! ... I shall never see her again!’


  At that outburst of grief, what could I say? ... Yet I tried. No, we mustn’t give up all hope. We didn’t know where Myra was, but one man knew it, Wilhelm Storitz’ servant. Well, we had that man under lock and key. We should question him, and, as he did not have the same interest as his master in keeping silent, he would speak ... We should persuade him to, did it cost us a fortune... If necessary we should make him, if it meant putting him to the torture ... Myra should be restored to her family, to her husband, and her reason would return with care, with tenderness and love ...


  Marc heard nothing of this. He wished to hear nothing of it. To his mind, the only person who could have told him was dead. We ought not to have killed him before wresting his secret from him.


  I did not know how to calm my brother, but suddenly our conversation was interrupted by a tumult outside. We rushed to the window which opened on to the corner of the Boulevard.


  What was happening now? ... In our present state of mind, I fancy that nothing would have surprised us, not even the resurrection of Wilhelm Storitz!


  It was only his procession to the mortuary. The corpse, borne on a litter, was being carried by four policemen accompanied by a large escort. So Ragz was going to know that Wilhelm Storitz was dead and that the reign of terror was over.


  M. Stepark had wanted to display this corpse everywhere. It was to be taken along the Boulevard and the main streets, and through the most densely populated districts, before ending up at the Town Hall.


  To my mind it would have been better for it not to pass the Roderich’s.


  My brother had joined us at the window. On seeing that bloodstained corpse he gave a cry of despair—how gladly he would have restored it to life, were it at the price of his own.


  The crowd gave itself up to the most violent demonstrations. Living, they would have hung Wilhelm Storitz, have drawn and quartered him. Dead, they spared his body. But as M. Stepark had suggested, they certainly did not want him to be buried like the general run of mortals. They insisted that he should be burnt in the public square or thrown into the Danube, whose waters would carry him off to the fardistant depths of the Black Sea.


  For a quarter of an hour cries rang out before the house, then the silence descended.


  Captain Haralan told us that he was going to the Town Hall. There he meant to act in such a way that Hermann should be interrogated on the spot. We agreed, and he left the house in company with Lieutenant Armgard.


  I stayed beside my brother. How grief-stricken were the hours I spent with him! ... I could not calm him, and his growing excitement alarmed me. He was slipping away from me, I realised, and I feared a crisis from which he would not be able to recover. He refused to listen to me. He would not argue. He had only the one idea, a fixed idea, to go and look for Myra.


  ‘And you’ll go with me, Henri,’ he declared.


  All that I could get him to agree was that we should await Captain Haralan’s return. He did not reappear with his comrade until four, when the news he brought was the worst we could have expected. Hermann had certainly been interrogated, but he had been interrogated in vain. In vain the Captain, M. Stepark, the Governor himself, had threatened him, begged him, implored him. In vain had the man been offered a fortune, in vain had he been warned of the worst punishments if he refused to speak. They had got nothing out of him. Hermann had not changed his story for a moment. He did not know where Myra was. Even her kidnapping was unknown to him, his master not having thought fit to tell him his plans.


  After three hours of efforts and struggle, the questioners had to give in to the evidence. Hermann was in good faith and was speaking the truth. His ignorance was genuine. Henceforth we must give up all hopes of ever again seeing the hapless Myra.


  What a sad end to our day! Collapsed in our chairs, borne down by distress, we let time flow on without saying a word. What indeed could we have said that we had not said and repeated a hundred times?


  A little before eight the servant brought in the lamps. As Dr. Roderich was still with his wife, there was nobody in the drawing-room except the two officers, my brother, and myself. As the servant went out, his task performed, the clock began to clang out its eight strokes.


  At that very moment the gallery door was flung open. No doubt some gust of air coming from the garden had thrust it open, for I never saw anyone. But what was really still more extraordinary, was that it shut of itself ...


  And then—no, never shall I forget that scene!—a voice was heard. Not the coarse voice, as on that other evening, which had insulted us with the Hymn of Hate.


  ‘Marc,’ she said, ‘and you, M. Henri, and you, Haralan, what are you doing here? It’s time for dinner, and I’m dying of hunger.’


  It was Myra, Myra herself, Myra who had regained her reason, Myra healed!... Anyone would have said she had come down from her room as usual. It was Myra who could see us and whom we could not see! ... It was Myra invisible!...


  Never had words so simple produced such an effect. Bewildered, nailed to our chairs, we dared neither move nor speak, nor go towards the place whence that voice came. Yet Myra was there, alive, and as we knew, tangible in her invisibility ...


  Where had she come from? ... From the house where her kidnapper had taken her? ... Then had she been able to escape, to get through the town, to come back into the house? … Yet the doors had been shut, and nobody had opened them ...


  No—and we were not slow in realising the explanation of her presence—she had come down from the room where Wilhelm Storitz had rendered her invisible and left her. While we thought she was outside the house, she had not left her bed. She had stayed stretched out upon it, unable to move, still silent and unconscious, for those twenty-four hours. It had never entered anybody’s head that she might be there, and indeed, why should anybody have thought of it?


  Wilhelm Storitz had no doubt been unable to kidnap her at once, but he would have completed his crime if, that very morning, the sword-thrust given by Captain Haralan had not for ever prevented him from doing so.


  And here was Myra who had recovered her reason—perhaps under the influence of that liquid which Wilhelm Storitz had made her drink—Myra, ignorant of all that had happened since that scene in the Cathedral. Myra was there in the midst of us talking to us, able to see us, but not being able, in the twilight, to realise that she could not see herself.


  Marc had risen, his arms opened as if to embrace her ...


  She continued, ‘But what’s the matter with you? I’m talking to you, and you’re not answering. You all seem to be surprised to see me. What’s happened? . .... Why isn’t Mother here? Is she ill?’


  The door was again opened, and Dr. Roderich came in. Myra at once dashed towards him—at least that was what we thought—for she exclaimed, ‘ Oh, father ... What’s the matter? ... Why are my brother and my husband looking so strange?’


  The Doctor had paused, as though petrified, on the threshold. He had understood.


  But Myra had gone up to him. She kissed him and repeated, “What’s the matter? Mother? Where’s Mother?’


  ‘Your Mother’s quite well, my child,’ the daughter babbled. ‘She’ll be coming down. But you must rest my child, rest!’


  At that moment Marc, who had found his wife’s hand, drew her gently towards him, as though he were leading the blind. But she was not blind, though we others were unable to see her. My brother made her sit down beside him …


  Frightened by the effect which her presence had produced, she did not speak, and Marc, in a trembling voice, murmured words which she could not understand.


  ‘Myra! ... My dear Myra! ... It’s really you ... I can feel you here! ... Beside me! ... Oh, my beloved one, don’t leave me any more, I beg you ... !’


  ‘My dear Marc, you seem bewildered – All of you ... You’re frightening me ... Father, answer me. Is there anything wrong?’


  Marc felt her getting up. He gently drew her down again. ‘No,’ he said, ‘you mustn’t distress yourself. Nothing’s wrong, but speak to me, Myra, speak to me once more! ... Let me hear your voice... you... you... my wife…my beloved Myra ...!’


  Yes; that scene, we had beheld it; those words, we had heard them. We stayed there, our eyes staring, motionless, holding our breath, terrified by the thought that the only one who could restore Myra to her visible form was dead and had taken his secret with him!


  第十八章


  Chapter 18


  麦娜到镜子前面，看不到自己的形象。在灯前，也看不到自己的影子。大家只好告诉了她实情，她感到十分痛苦。


  几天后，麦娜接受了现实，她和家中的每一个人打招呼，并陪马克去花园散步，她不愿带给大家一丝阴影，并安慰马克，让他鼓起信心。


  用餐时麦娜一个人在楼上，她不愿让大家因为她不高兴，但饭后她马上下楼和大家在一起。她不再出门散步，出去时，也和家人一起乘车，平常就在花园里，和家人在一起。


  同时，警察局长和总督一直在审问海尔门，但没有结果，最后决定释放他。就在打开牢门放他时，发现他死于内脏破裂。从戴凯里大街查抄的文件里也找不出任何能帮助麦娜现身的东西。


  六月二十四日上午，马克找到哥哥，打算把因威廉打断的婚礼仪式继续完成，哥哥十分赞成。于是他们去找当时给他们主持婚礼的神父，神父表示，他已考虑过了，大主教也做出了决定：虽然看不到新娘，但她确实存在，可以接受婚姻的圣典。


  七月二日，马克和麦娜又坐在了唱诗台上，他们身后坐着证婚人和新娘的父母。罗德里克夫人跪在地上希望上帝能给女儿带来奇迹，马克领着麦娜进行布施后又坐回到座位。


  老神父面对大家，证实了麦娜的存在。大家也都听到了马克愿意娶麦娜小姐为妻，麦娜小姐愿意嫁给马克先生。


  婚礼结束，人们让开道路让新婚夫妇、证婚人和他们的朋友通过。在


  婚姻登记簿上，马克·韦德尔名字旁边一只看不见的手写下了麦娜·罗德里克的名字。


  This situation, which had entirely escaped from your control—could it have a happy ending? Who could believe it? Who would dare to affirm that Myra was not blotted out from the visible world forever? So with our intense delight at having found her was mingled our intense distress that she had not been restored to our sight in all her grace and beauty.


  It could well be imagined what, in such conditions, the life of the Roderich family would be.


  Myra did not take long to realise her condition. As she went past the mirror on the mantlepiece, she had not been able to see her own reflection... With a scream of anguish she turned towards us and realised that she could not see her own shadow ...


  Then, while piteous sobs burst from her breast, we had to tell her everything that had happened, while Marc, kneeling beside her chair, tried in vain to calm her distress. He loved her visible, he would love her invisible. It was enough to rend the heart.


  Later in the evening the Doctor insisted that Myra should go up to his wife’s room. Better far for her mother to be near her, to hear her speak.


  A few days elapsed. What our reassurances could not do, time did; Myra resigned herself to it. Thanks to her spiritual strength, our everyday life at last seemed to resume its former course. She showed us that she was there by speaking to one of us. I can still hear her saying.


  ‘My dear friends, I’m here ... Do you want anything? I’ll get it for you ... Dear Henri, what are you looking for? ... That book you left on the table? ... Here it is! ... Your paper? It’s fallen down beside you. ‘Father, this is the time when I usually kiss you... Haralan, why are you looking at me so sadly? ... I keep on telling you that I’m always smiling, so why distress yourself?... And you, my dear Marc, here are my two hands ... Take them! ... Do you want to come out into the garden?... Give me your arm, Henri, and we’ll find plenty to talk about.’


  The dear, adorable creature did not want any change to be made in the life of the family. She and Marc spent long hours together, and she never stopped murmuring encouraging words in his ear. She tried to console him, declaring that she was full of confidence in the future, that one day her invisibility would end ... But did she really hope for this?


  One change, and one alone, was however made in our everyday life. Myra, realising that in such conditions her presence amongst us would be painful, never came to take her place with us at table. But when the meal was over she would come down to the drawing-room. We could hear her opening and shutting the door and saying, ‘Here I am, my friends, I’m here!’ and she did not leave us until it was time to go back to her room, after having wished us good-night.


  I need hardly say that as Myra Roderich’s disappearance had made such a stir in the town, her reappearance—I can think of no other word—produced one even greater. Expressions of sympathy came in from everywhere, and visitors flocked to her home.


  Myra had given up her walks through the streets of Ragz, and went out only in a closed vehicle, accompanied by one of the family. But above all she preferred to sit in the garden, in the midst of those whom she loved, and to whom, morally at any rate, she had been completely restored.


  Meanwhile M. Stepark the Governor, and myself kept on subjecting old Hermann to a series of questionings as numerous as they were ineffective. We could get nothing out of him that would be any use in our present sad cir- cumstances.


  Events having proved his sincerity as regards the presumed kidnapping of Myra, nobody troubled any more about this, but might he not have been entrusted with the secrets of his dead master? Or was he in possession of Otto Storitz’ formula?


  Each of us, however, persisted in tormenting the unfortunate Hermann in a thousand ways, in the chimerical hope of tearing out of him a secret which, no doubt, he did not possess.


  The day at last came when we realised the futility of our efforts, and as, on the whole, no crime could be adduced against Hermann which would have justified his being brought to trial, it was decided to set him free.


  But fate had decided that the poor devil should not profit by that long-delayed forbearance. On the very morning when his jailer went to him to set him free, the man was found dead in his cell, struck down, as an autopsy later showed, by an embolism.


  Thus our last hope had vanished. Thus it was made clear to us that the secret of Wilhelm Storitz would remain for ever unknown.


  In the papers we had seized from the house of the Boulevard Tékéli and handed in at the Town Hall nothing was found, after a minute examination, but vague formulae, with annotations both chemical and physical and absolutely incomprehensible. They led us nowhere. Impossible to deduce anything from this farrago, let alone to reconstruct the composition of that diabolical substance of which Wilhelm Storitz had made so criminal a misuse.


  Just as his executioner had appeared out of nothingness when he fell stabbed to the heart by Haralan’s sword, so the hapless Myra would never appear to our gaze until she was stretched on her death-bed.


  During the morning of 24th June, my brother came to find me. He seemed relatively much calmer.


  ‘My dear Henri,’ he told me, ‘I want you to have a share in the decision I’ve come to. I think you’ll approve of it.’


  ‘Never doubt it,’ I replied, ‘and you can speak with confidence. I know that you’ll only have been listening to the voice of reason.’


  ‘The voices of reason and love, Henri. Myra is only partly my wife. Our wedding still lacks its religious consecration, because the ceremony was interrupted before the sacramental words could be pronounced. That’s brought about a position which I mean to bring to an end, for Myra’s sake and for the sake of her family and everybody else.’


  I grasped my brother’s hand as I replied, ‘I understand you, Marc, and I can’t think of anything that would put any obstacle in your way ...’


  ‘That would be monstrous,’ Marc declared. ‘If the priest cannot see Myra, at least he can hear her declare that she will take me for her husband as I will take her for my wife. I cannot imagine that the ecclesiastical authorities would raise any difficulty.’


  ‘No, my dear Mare, no, and I’ll undertake to make all the arrangements.’


  It was at first the priest at the Cathedral to whom that I turned, then to the Arch-Priest who had officiated at that nuptial mass which had been interrupted by an unprecedented profanation. The venerable old man assured me that the case had already been looked into, and that the Archbishop of Ragz had given a favourable decision. Invisible though she might be, there was no doubt that the bride was alive, and that she was therefore open to receive the sacrament of marriage.


  The banns having been published some time ago, there was nothing to stop the date of the ceremony being fixed for 2nd July.


  On the previous night Myra reminded me, as she had done once before already: ‘It’s for tomorrow, Henri. Don’t forget !’


  Like the first, this second marriage was celebrated in the St. Michael Cathedral, and under the same conditions. The same witnesses, the same friends and guests invited by the Roderich family, the same influx of the people.


  That there was in their minds rather more curiosity than before, I grant it, and that curiosity can be understood and forgiven. No doubt, too, there was among those present certain misgivings which time alone could overcome. Yes, Wilhelm Storitz was dead, yes, his servant Hermann was dead no less. Yet no doubt more than one of them wondered if this second nuptial mass would not be interrupted like the first, if fresh wonders would not once more trouble the wedding ceremony.


  Here was the engaged couple in the choir of the Catherdal Myra’s chair seemed to be empty. Yet she was in it, nonetheless.


  Marc was standing up and turning towards her. He could not see her, but he felt that she was beside him. He took her by the hand, as though to demonstrate her presence before the altar.


  Behind them were the witnesses, the Judge Neumann, Captain Haralan, Lieut. Armgard and myself; then Dr. and Madame Roderich, the poor mother on her knees, imploring the Almighty to work a miracle on her daughter’s behalf. All around thronged their friends, the notabilities of the town, filling the great nave, and the aisles swarming with people.


  The bells clanged out their peals, and the organ pipes responded joyfully.


  The Archpriest and his acolytes had arrived. The service began, its ceremonies proceeding to the chanting of the choir. At the offertory, Marc could be seen leading Myra to the first step of the altar and bringing her back, after her offering had fallen into the deacon’s almspurse.


  The mass over, the old priest turned towards the congregation.


  ‘Myra Roderich, are you there?’ he asked.


  ‘I am here.’ Myra replied.


  Then he turned to Marc.


  ‘Marc Vidal, do you agree to take Myra Roderich, present here, as your wife?’


  ‘Yes,’ my brother replied.


  ‘Myra Roderich, do you agree to take Marc Vidal, present here,as your husband?’


  ‘Yes,’ Myra spoke in a voice which everybody could hear.


  ‘Marc Vidal and Myra Roderich,’ the Archpriest declared, ‘I pronounce you united by the sacrament of marriage.’


  After the ceremony, the crowd hurried to line the route which the newly-married couple was to follow. There was nothing of the confused uproar usual in such circumstances. All kept silent, craning their necks, in the absurd hope of seeing something. Nobody wanted to give up his place, yet nobody wanted to be in front... They were all at the same time urged on by curiosity and held back by a mysterious fear.


  Between that twofold hedge of the somewhat uneasy crowd, the husband and wife, with their witnesses and their friends, went into the sacristy. There, on the registers in the vestry, to the signature of Marc Vidal there was added a name, that of Myra Roderich, a name traced by a hand which nobody could see, by a hand which nobody would ever see!


  第十九章


  Chapter 19


  新婚夫妇的蜜月旅行只好放弃了，大家虽然看不到麦娜，但她的肖像画还在，这给了大家很大的安慰。


  亨利又在拉兹待了几周，之后回到了巴黎，但每时每刻都在想着拉兹。当他想起威廉·斯托里茨死时的情景时，想是不是隐形的物质遇到鲜血就失效了呢？这样事情医生就能做，他可以让新鲜血液补充麦娜流出来的血。


  亨利决定马上给弟弟写信，这时，却收到了弟弟的来信，告诉他麦娜怀孕了，五月份就要生了，这个事情只有往后拖了。


  五月十三日，亨利到了拉兹。五月二十七日那天发生了奇迹。麦娜生了儿子后自己也现身了，大家都非常高兴，马克觉得她比以前更漂亮了。


  以后他们的生活过得很幸福，马克他们一家回到巴黎，住在一幢很漂亮的房子里。医生夫妇和已升为上校的哈拉朗每年都会来住两个月，现在大家都很幸福，上天保佑威廉·斯托里茨的那个罪恶的秘密永远不会被人发现。


  Such was, on that day, 2nd July, the climax of this strange history which I have taken into my head to relate. I agree that it seems incredible. In that event, it will suffice to blame the incompetence of the author. The story itself is unfortunately only too true, even though it be unique in the annals of the past, even though it ought, as I sincerely hope, to remain unique in the annals of the future.


  It goes without saying that my brother and Myra had given up the schemes they had once held. There could no longer be any question of travelling to France, and I could see that Marc would in future make an appearance only very rarely in Paris, and that he would settle down for good in Ragz. This distressed me greatly, but I had to resign myself to it.


  The best thing would be for him and his wife to live near Dr. and Madame Roderich. Time would settle that, and Marc would get used to that life. Myra was very skilful, too, in creating the illusion that she was present, so that we always knew where she was, and what she was doing. She was the soul of the home, and as invisible as a soul.


  What was more, her material appearance had not vanished completely. Did we not still possess her admirable portrait which Marc had painted? Myra loved to sit down beside it and to say in reassuring tones, ‘Here I am, here I’m visible once more, and you can see me just as I can see myself.’


  After their wedding, I stayed a few weeks longer at Ragz, staying with the Roderich’s in the most complete intimacy with that muchtried family. I could not see without regret the day when I should have to leave them, but the longest holiday must come to an end, and at last I had to return to Paris.


  I went back to my work, more fascinating than ordinary people would think. Yet the happenings into which I had been plunged were too strange for it to make me forget them. I kept thinking about them, and not a day elapsed without my thoughts flying back to Ragz, back to my brother and his wife, present in my heart but yet so far away.


  During the beginning of the following January, I was evoking for the hundredth time that terrible scene which had culminated in the death of Wilhelm Storitz. Then an idea came to me, an idea so simple, so self-evident indeed, that I was amazed it had not dawned upon me earlier. Though my blindness may make my logical powers seem contemptible, I had never thought of combining two of the circumstances of this tragedy.


  On that day, however, the conclusion imposed itself upon me that if the dead body of our vanquished enemy had lost the invisibility it had possessed during his lifetime, the only cause of this had been the abundant and continuous haemorrhage due solely to Haralan’s swordthrust. This was a revelation. I realised then, for certain, that the mysterious substance had been held in suspension in the blood and had been lost with it.


  This hypothesis conceded, the results followed of themselves. What the blow of Haralan’s sword had done, the surgeon’s scalpel might likewise do. So all that this involved was a most beneficent operation, which would be easy to perform gradually and which could be repeated whenever it were necessary. The blood Myra lost would be replaced by blood newly-produced, and at last the day would come when her veins would no longer contain any trace of that accursed substance which had deprived Marc of the pleasure of seeing her.


  I at once wrote to my brother to that effect. But just as I was going to send off my letter, I received one from him, and I thought it judicious to delay sending mine. Indeed, in his letter, my brother announced tidings which, for the moment at any rate, rendered my suggestions useless. Myra, he told me, was going to make him a father. This was not the time, it will be realised to deprive her of the smallest drop of blood. She would need all her strength to bear the ordeal of childbirth.


  The birth of my nephew—or of my niece—would, I was told, take place towards the end of May. As the reader already knows the affection I bore to my brother, it is needless to add that I was prompt in keeping the appointment. By the 15th May I was at Ragz, where I awaited the event with an impatience no less than that of the father.


  It was on 27th May that the event occurred, and that date will never be effaced from my memory. They say that miracles never happen nowadays, but a miracle took place that day, a miracle whose authenticity I can personally guarantee.


  For it certainly was a miracle. Nature brought us the help which I had hoped to derive from art, and Myra, like Lazarus, emerged living from the tomb. Marc, bewildered, almost mad with joy, watched her slowly surge out of darkness. A father twice over, he saw the birth at the same time of his child and his wife, who seemed even more beautiful because she had been so long hidden from his eyes.


  Since then my brother and Myra have no more had a history than myself. While I rack my brains to seek a perfection that is mathematically ideal—and inaccessible, for mathematics are, like the universe, infinite!—Marc is following the glorious career of a famous artist. He lives in Paris, only a few yards from me, in a splendid house, where every year Dr. and Madame Roderich come to spend two months with them, along with Captain, now become Colonel, Haralan. Every year the two return that visit by going to Ragz.


  That is the only moment when I am deprived of the prattle of my nephew—it really is a nephew—whom I cherish with a tenderness, which you might call that of an uncle and a grandfather. Marc and Myra are happy.


  Heaven grant that that happiness endure for many a long year! Heaven grant that nobody else ever suffers the evils that they have suffered! Heaven grant, and this shall be my last word, that nobody ever rediscovers the execrable secret of Wilhelm Storitz!
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