
madereply. Dolly wasnot. Theydescended
into the engine rooms, where the rust of the
seabattened on twisted irons,and piston-rods
and cranksswungidly. The Waikanae was
as onelong dead, anda creeping silence and
chill came down the ladders and along tl.e
passages to make them shiver and think
undesirable things.

"He may have gone into the hole to
measure the tide," hazarded Burke.

"He mayhavegone up the main-mast to
measure the moon." But Seamore swung
back the rotten hatchways, and laid himself
flat beside the hole. Strange sounds came
up from the Waikanae's depths.

Far below, dark water bubbled oily
through her hull-timbers,andoccasional fish
floppedandgleamedamongher floatingcargo.
Boxes and beams, not worth salvage,
encrusted with mussels and unknown deni-
zensof thedeep,layhalf-awash against weed-
wreathed uprights. Weary unlooatable
murmurs from the drawing bolts and rivets,
foretoldher lingeringdeath,and chatteredof
past glories." There's something like a handkerchief
ora tie down there," said Seamore, looking
up,and speaking with a shake inhis voice.

Vol.V.—No. 8.-8.

"Fetch the rope along, Halkett, will you?
I'mgoing down to havo a look."

A sea-gullswooped low along the side in
search of a fish,and it screamed, " Where's
Dolly?" inBurkes ear. He hungover the
hatch as they lowered Seamore down,and
thought of a certain versoabout the " waters
of affliction."

To seaward there was a jagged tear in the
Waikanae's timbers. A light weight conId
be sucked out at high tido. Dolly weighed
something under nine stone. Something
white hung to a splinter in thogap.

Seamore, standing on a beam, caught it;
rolled it in a ball
and tossed it up.
Burke shook it
out, and saw !
"Dolly'shauky,"

said Fossiter;"oh
Lord!" Ho .sat
down on the deck
and the colour of
his fa c c was
Payne's grey, but
13 urk c

'
s was

chalky. The men
looked at each
other. They had
seenthe silk hand-
kerchief with the
flaunting initials
in Dolly's breast-
pocket many a
time, and the re-
membrance made

them feel worse, which wasunnecessary.
Then began a search on a lower strata,

even amongthe fishes andstrange beings of
the sea. But Seamore came up infulness of
time, empty handed and silent. They stood
on the deck, and thespirit of solitude mov-
ing over the face of the waters, breathed
about them. The long rollers heaved
endlessly by, sweeping inshore to die on the
grey sand inspirits of fading foam. A cold
wind got up among the dusty manuka-scrub
and tusßOck, bearing the smell of decaying
seaweed anddesolation ont to them. Under
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