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TheRaid of LeVengeur
by
Geor ge Griffith

|.--THE DREAM OF CAPTAIN FLAUBERT.

It was the third morning after the navd manoeuvres a Cherbourg, and since ther concluson Captain
Leon Haubert, of the Marine Experimentd Department of the French Navy, had not had three
consecutive hours deep.

He was an enthusast on the subject of submarine navigation. He firmly believed that the nation which
could put to sea the fird redly effective fleat of submarine vessals would hold the fleets of riva nations at
its mercy and acquire the whole ocean and its coasts as an excdludve territory. To anyone but an
enthusiast it would have seemed a wild dream and yet only a few difficulties had dill to be overcome, a
few more discoveries made, and the redisation of the dream would be merdy a matter of money and
killed [abour.

Now the Cherbourg evolutions had proved three things. The submarines could sink and remain below the
surface of the water. They could be steered verticdly and laerdly, but once ten feet or so below the
water, they were as blind as batsin bright sunshine,

Moreover, when their dectric head-lights were turned on, a luminous haze through which it was
impossble to see more than a few metres, spread out in front of them and this was reflected on the
surface of the water in the foom of a semi-phosphorescent patch which infdlibly betrayed the
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whereabouts of the submarine to scouting destroyers and prowling gun-boats. The sinking of a couple of
pounds of dynamite with a time-fuse into this patch would have consequences unspeakable for the crew
of the submarine since no human power could save them from a horrible degth.

It as the fear of this discovery that had caused the rigid excluson of dl non-offica spectators from the
area of the experiments. Other trids conducted in daylight had further proved that the dim, hazy twilight
of the lower waters was even worse than darkness. In short, the only chance of successful attack lay in
coming to the surface, taking observations, probably under fire, and then dnking and discharging a
torpedo at a venture. This, again, was an operation which could only be conducted with any chance of
success in a smooth sea In even moderately rough weather it would be absolutely impossible.

It was these difficulties which joined to a thousand exasperatingly stubborn technical details had kept
Captain Flaubert awake for three nights. For him everything depended upon the solution of them. He was
admittedly the best submarine engineer in France. The submarines had been proved to be practicadly
non-effective. France looked to him to make them effective.

Thetroublesin the far East and, nearer home, in Morocco, had brought the Dud Alliance and the British
Empire to the verge of war. At any moment something might happen which would shake a few sparks
into the European powder magazine. Then the nava might of Britain would be let loose ingantly. In a few
hours her overwhdming fleets would be dgriking ther swift and terrible blows a the nearest
enemy--France--and yet, if he could only give the submarines eyes which could see through the water,
France could send out an invishle squadron which would cripple the British fleets before they Ieft port,
destroy her mightiest battleships and her swiftest cruisers before they could fire a sngle shot, and so in a
few days clear the Narrow Seas and make way for the invason of England by the irresstible military
might of France. Then the long spdll would be broken, and the proudly boasted Ide Inviolaie would be
inviolate no longer.

It was a solendid dream--but, until the submarines could be made to see as wel as steer, it was as far
away as aerid navigation itsdf.

Day was jugt breaking on the third morning when a luminous ray of inspiration pierced the migs which
hang over the border land of degp and waking, of mingled dream and redity, amids which Haubert's
oul was just then wandering.

He sat bolt upright in his litle camp bed, clasped his hands across his close-cropped head, and, hardly
knowing whether he was adeep or awake, heard himsdf say:

"Nom de Diey, it isthat! What foolishness not to have thought of that before. If we cannot see we must
fed. Electric threads, balanced so as to be the same weight as water--ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred metres
long, dl round the boat, ahead and astern, to port and to starboard! Stedl ships are magnetic, thet is why
they mugt swing to adjust their compasses.”

"The end of each thread dhdl be a tiny eectro-magnet. In-board they will connect with indicators,
delicady swung magnetic needles, four of them, ahead, astern, and on each sSde and, as Le
Vengeur--yes, | will cdl her that, for we have no more forgotten Trafdgar than we have Fashoda--as she
approaches the ships of the enemy, deep hidden under the waters, these threads, like the tentacles of the
octopus, shdl spread towards her prey!”

As she gets nearer and nearer they swing round and converge upon the ship thet is nearest and biggest.
Aswe dive under her they will point upwards. When they are perpendicular the overhead torpedo will be
released. Its magnets will fagen it to the bottom of the doomed ship. Le Vengeur will sink deeper,
obeying aways the warning of the sounding indicator, and seek ether anew vicim or a safe place to rise



in. In ten, fifteen, twenty minutes, as | please, the torpedo will explode, the battleship or the cruiser will
break in two and go down, not knowing whose hand has struck her.

"Ah, Albion, my enemy, you are dready conquered! You are only midress of the seas until Le Vengeur
begins her work. When that is done there will be no more English navy. The soldiers of France will
avenge Waterloo on the soil of England, and Leon Flaubert will be the greatest name in the world. Dieu
Merci, itisdone! | have thought the thought which conquers a world---and now let me deep.”

His clasped hands fdl away from his head; his eyelids drooped over his aching, saring eyes, his body
swayed alitle from side to side, and then fdl backwards. As his head rested on the pillow a long deep
doh left his half-parted lips, and in afew moments a contented snore was reverberating through the little,
planly-furnished bedroom.

II.--A DINNER AT ALBERT GATE.

Curioudy enough, while Captain Leon FHaubert had been worrying himsdf to the verge of didtraction
over the problem of seeing under water, and had apparently solved it by subgtituting eectric nerves of
feding for the sght-rays which had proved a falure, Mr. Wilfred Walace Tyrrdl had brought to a
successful concluson along series of experiments bearing upon the salf-same subject.

Mr. Tyrrdl was the son of Sir Wilfred Tyrrdl, one of the Junior Lords of the Admirdty. He was a year
under thirty. He had taken a respectable degree at Cambridge, then he had gone to Heldelberg and taken
abetter one, after which he had come home entered a London, and made his bow to the world as the
youngest D.Sc. that Burlington Gardens had ever turned out.

His Continentd training had emancipated him from dl the limitations under which his father, otherwise a
men of very consgderable intdligence, suffered. Like Captain Flaubert he was a firm believer in the
possibility of submarine navigetion, but, like his unknown French riva, he, too, had been confronted with
that fatd problem of submarine blindness, and he had attacked it from a point of view so different to that
of Captain Haubert that the difference of method practicdly amounted to the difference between the
genius of the two nations to which they belonged. Captain FHaubert had evaded the question and
subdtituted eectric feding for sght. Wilfred Tyrrdl had gone for sght and nothing less, and now he had
every reason to believe that he had succeeded.

The night before Captain Flaubert had fdlen adeep in his quarters at Cherbourg there was a little
dinner-party a Sr Wilfred Tyrrdl's house in Albert Gate. The most important of the guests from
Wilfred's point of view was Lady Ethd Rivers, the only daughter of the Earl of Kirlew. She was a most
temptingly pretty brunette with hopdesdy dazzling financid prospects. He had been admiring her from a
despairing distance for the last five years, in fact ever snce she had crossed the line between girlhood and
young womanhood.

Although it was quite within the bounds of posshility that she knew of his devotion, he had never yet
ventured upon even the remotest approach to direct courtship. In every sense she seemed too far beyond
him. Some day she would be a countess in her own right. Some day, too. she would inherit about hdf a
million in London ground-rents, with much more to follow as the leases fdl in, wherefore, as Wilfred
Tyrrdl reasoned, she would in due course marry a duke, or & least a European Prince.

Lady Ethd's opinions on the subject could only Ix gathered from the fact that she had dready declined
one Duke, two Viscounts, and a German Serene Highness, during her fird season, and that she never
seemed tired of ligening when Wilfred Tyrrdl was talking---which of itsdf was ggnificant if his modesty
hed only permitted him to seeit.



But while he was dtting beside her at dinner on this momentous night he fdt thet the distance between
them had suddenly decreased. So far his career had been brilliant but unprofitable. Many other men had
done as much as he had and ended in mediocrity. But now he had done something; he had made a
discovery with which the whole world might be ringing in a few weeks time. He had solved the problem
of submarine navigation, and, as a prdiminary method of defence, he had discovered a means of ingantly
detecting the presence of a submarine destroyer.

He was one of those secretive persons who possess that gift of slence, when criticd matters are pending,
which has served many generations of diplomats on occasions when the fates of empires were hanging in
the balance.

Thus, having learnt to keep his love a secret for SO many years, he knew how to mask that dill grester
secret, by the tdling of which he could have astonished severd of the diginguished guests round his
father's dinner table into a paralyss of officd incredulity. But he, being the son of an offiad, knew that
such a premature disclosure might result, not only in blank scepticism, for which he did not care, but in
semi-officid revelations to the Press, for which he did care a great deal. So when the farewdls were
being said, he whispered to his mother:

"I want you and father and Lady Ethe and Lord Kirlew to come up to the laboratory after everyone has
gone. I've got something to show you. Y ou can manage thet, can't you, mother?'

Lady Tyrrdl nodded and managed it.

Wilfred Tyrrdl's laboratory was away up at the top of the house in along low dttic, which had evidently
been chosen for its seclusion.

As they were going up the stairs Wilfred, sure of his triumph, took a liberty which, under other
circumstances, would have been dmost unthinkable to him. He and Lady Ethd happened to be the last
on the gairs, and he was a step or two behind her. He quickened his pace a little, and then laying his
hand lightly on her arm he whispered:

"Lady Ethd."

"Oh, nonsensal" she whispered in reply, with a little tremble of her am under his hand. "Lady Ethd,
indeed! Asif we hadn't known each other long enough. Wdl, never mind what you want to say. What
are you going to show us?'

"Something that no human eyes except mine have ever seen before; something which | have even
ventured to hope will make me worthy to ask you a question which a good many better men than | have
asked---"

"I know what you meen,” she replied in awhisper even lower than his own, and turning a pair of laughing
eyes up to his. "You glly, couldn't you see before? | didn't want those Dukes and Serene Highnesses. Do
something--so far | know you have only studied and dreamt,--and, much and dl as | like you--Well,
now?'

"Now," he answered, pulling her am allittle nearer to him, "I have done something. | quite see what you
mean, and | bdieve it is something worthy even of winning your good opinion. Here we are; in a few
minutes you will see for yoursdf.”

[11.--THE WATER-RAY.
The laboratory was littered with the usud disorderly-order of smilar apartments. In the middle of it on a



big, bare, acid-stained dedl table there stood a glass tank full of water, something like an aguarium tank,
but the glass wals were made of the best white plate. The water with which it was filled had a fant
greenish hue and looked like seawater. At one end of it there was a curious looking apparatus. A couple
of boxes, like dectric storage batteries, stood on ether sde of a combination of glass tubes mounted on
awooden stand so that they dl converged into the opening of a much larger tube of pale blue glass.
Fitted to the other end of thiswas a thick double concave lens dso of pae blue glass. Thiswas placed so
thet its axis pointed down towards the surface of the water in the tank at an angle of about thirty degrees.

"Wdl, Wdlace" said Sir Wilfred as his son locked the door behind them, "what's this? Another of your
wonderful inventions? Something else you want me to put before my lords of the Admiraty?'

"That's judt it, father, and this time | redly think that even the people a Whitehdl will see that there's
something iniit. At any rate I'm perfectly satisfied that if | had a French or Russan Admird in this room,
and he saw what you're going to see, | could get amillion gerling down for whet there is on thet table."

"But, of course you wouldn't think of doing that,” said Lady Ethd, who was standing a the end of the
table opposite the arrangement of glass tubes.

"That, | think, goes without saying, Ethd,” said Lord Kirlew. "I am sure Mr. Tyrrdl would be quite
incapable of sdling anything of service to his country to her possble enemies. At any rate, Tyrrdl," he
went on, turning to Sir Wilfred, "if | see anything init, and your people won't take it up, | will. So now let
usseewhat it is”

Tyrrdl had meanwhile turned up a couple of gas-jets, one on ether sde of the room, and they saw that
dender, twisted wires ran from the batteries to each of the tubes through the after end, which was seded
with glass. He came back to the table, and with a quick glance a Lady Ethd, he coughed dightly, after
the fashion of a lecturer beginning to address an audience. Then he looked round at the inquiring faces,
and said with amock professond air:

"This my Lord, ladies, and gentlemen, is an apparatus which | have every reason to believe removes the
last and only difficulty in the way of the complete solution of the problem of submarine navigation.”

"Dear me" said Lord Kirlew, adjugting his pince-nez and leaning over the arrangement of tubes, "l think |
see now what you mean. Y ou have found, if you will dlow me to anticipate you, some sort of Roentgen
Ray or other, which will enable you to see through water. |s that 07"

"That is just what it is" sad Tyrrel. "Of course, you know that the great difficulty, in fact, the so far
insuperable obstacle in the way of submarine navigation has been the fact that a submerged vesd is
blind. She cannot see where sheis going beyond a distance of afew yards at mog."

"Now this apparatus will make it possible, not only for her to see where she is going up to a distance
which islimited only by the power of her batteries, but it also makes it possble for those on a vesse on
the surface of the water to sweep the bottom of the sea just as a search-light sweeps the surface, and
therefore to find out anything underneath from a sunken mine to a submarine destroyer. | am going to
show you, too, that it can be used dther in daylight or in the dark, I'l try first with the gas up.”

He turned a couple of switches on the boxes as he said this. The batteries began to hum gently. The tubes
began to glow with a strange intense light which had two very curious properties. It was just as didinctly
vighblein the gadight as if the room had been dark, and it was absolutely confined to the tubes. Not a
dimmer of it extended beyond their outer surfaces.

Then the big blue tube began to glow, turning pae green the while. The next indant a blaze of greenish
light shot in a direct ray from the lens down into the water. A moment later the astonished eyes of the



spectators saw the water in the tank pierced by a spreading ray of intense and absolutely white light
Some stones and sand and gravel that had been spread dong the bottom of the tank stood out with
megicd digtinctness wherever the ray touched them. The rest, lit up only by the gas, were dm and
indiginct in comparison with them.

"You see that what | cdl the water-ray is quite distinct from gadight,” said Tyrrell in a tone which showed
that the matter was now to him a commonplace. "It is just as digtinct from daylight. Now we will try it in
the dark. Lord Kirlew, would you mind turning out that light near you? Father, turn out the one on your
sde, will you?'

Thelights were turned out in slence. People of good intdligence are as a rule slent in the presence of a
new revelaion. Every eye looked through the darkness & the tank. The tubes glowed with their strange
light, but they stood out againgt the darkness of the room just like so many pendcils of light, and that was
al. The room was just as dark as though they had not been there. The intense ray from the lens was now
only visble as afan of light. Tank and water had vanished in the darkness. Nothing could be seen but the
ray and the stones and sand which it fell on.

"You see" sad Tyrrdl, "tha the ray does not diffuse itsdlf. It is aosolutely direct, and that is one of its
mogt vauable qualities. The dectric lights which they use on the French submarines throw a glow on the
top of the water at night, and so it is pretty easy to locate them. The surface of the water there, you see,
is perfectly dark. In fact the water has vanished atogether. Another advantage is that this ray is absolutely
invigblein air. Look!"

As he sad this he tilted the arrangement of tubes backwards so that the ray left the water, and that
moment the room was in utter darkness. He turned it down towards the tank and again the brilliant fan of
light became visblein the water.

"Now," he continued, "that's dl. Y ou can light the gas again, if you don't mind."

"Wdl, Wallace" said Lord Kirlew when they had got back to the library, "I think we can congratulate
you upon having solved one of the greatest problems of the age, and if the Admirdty don't take your
invention up, as | don't suppose they will, eh, Tyrrell?--you know them better then | do--I'll tdl you what
Il do; I'll buy or build you a thirty-five knot destroyer which shdl be fitted up to your orders, and until
we get into a navd war with someone you can take a scientific cruise and use your water-ray to find out
uncharted reefs and that sort of thing, and perhaps you might come across an old sunken treasure-ship. |
bdieve there are ill some millions at the bottom of Vigo Bay."

Before Lady Ethd left, Tyrrdl found time and opportunity to ask her a very serious question, and her
answer to it wes

"You clever goose! You might have asked that long ago. Yes, Il marry you the day after you've blown
up the firgt French submarine ship.”

IV.--IN THE SOLENT.

For once a least the Britis-Admirdty had shown an open mind. Sr Wilfred Tyrrdl's offidd pogtion,
and Lord Kirlew's immense influence, may have had something to do with the simulaing of the offica
intellect, but, at any rate, within a month after the demondration in the laboratory, a committee of experts
had examined and wonderingly approved of the water-ray apparatus, and H.M. destroyer Scorcher had
been placed at Tyrrdl's disposa for a series of practica experiments.

Everything was, of course, kept absolutely secret, and the crew of the Scorcher were individudly sworn



to slence as to anything which they might see or hear during the experimentd cruise. Moreover they were
dl picked men of proved devotion and integrity. Every one of them would have lad down his life a a
moment's notice for the honour of the Navy, and so there was little fear of the momentous secret lesking
out.

Meanwhile internationd events had been fallowing each other with ominous rapidity, and those who were
behind the scenes on both sdes of the Channd knew that war was now merdy a matter of weeks,

perhaps only of days.

The Scorcher was lying in the South Dock, a Chatham, guarded by dock police who dlowed no one to
go within fifty yards of her without a permit direct from headquarters. She was fitted with four water-ray
indaments, one ahead, one astern, and one amidships to port and starboard, and, in addition to her usud
armament of torpedo-tubes and twelve and three-pounder quick-firers, she carried four torpedoes of the
Brennan type which could be dropped into the water without making the dightest splash and steered
aong the path of the water-ray, towards any object which the ray had discovered.

The day before she made her trid trip Captain Flaubert had an important interview with the Minister of
Marine. He had perfected his sysem of magnetic feders, and Le Vengeur was lying in Cherbourg ready
to go forth on her misson of destruction Twenty other smilar craft were bang fitted with dl speed at
Cherbourg, Brest, and Toulon. Le Vengeur had answered every test demanded of her, and, at the
French Marine, the days of the British Navy were aready regarded as numbered.

"In aweek you may do it, mon Capitaine” said the Minigter, rigng from his seat and holding out both his
hands. "It must be war by then, or a least a few days later. Prove that you can do as you say, and
France will know how to thank and reward you. Victory to-day will be to those who drike fird, and it
gl be yours to ddiver the firs blow & the common enemy.”

At midnight aweek after this conversation a terrible occurrence took place in the Solent. Her Magesty's
fird-class cruiser Phyllis was lying a anchor about two miles off Cowes Harbour, and the Scorcher was
lying with sleam up some quarter of a mile indde her. She was, in fact, ready to begin her firs
experimenta voyage & 1 am. She had her full equipment on board just as though she were going to fight
afleat of submarines, for it had been decided to test, not only the working of the water-ray, but dso the
possihility of steering the diving torpedoes by directing them on to a sunken wreck which was lying in
twenty fathoms off Portland Bill. The Fates, however, had decided thet they were to be tried on much
more interesting game than the barnacle-covered hul of atramp steamer.

At fifteen minutes past twelve precisaly, when Tyrrdl and Lieutenant-Commander Farquar were teking a
very limited promenade on the narrow, rubber-covered decks of the Scorcher, they fdt the boat heave
jerkily under their feet. The water was perfectly cdm at the time,

"Good Heavens, what's that?' exclamed Tyrrdl, as they both stopped and stared out over the water. As
it happened they were both facing towards the Phyllis and they were judt in time to see her rise on the
top of amountain of foaming water, break in two, and disappear.

"A mire or a submaring” sad Commander Farquar between his teeth; "anyhow--war. Get your
apparatus ready, Mr. Tyrrell. That's one of the French submarines we've been hearing so much about. If
you can find him we mugin't let him out of here.”

Indgde twenty seconds the Scorcher had dipped her cable, her searchlight had flashed a quick succession
of ggnds to Portsmouth and Southampton, her boilers were papitating under a ful head of steam, and
her wonderful little engines were ready at a minute's notice to develop their ten thousand horse power
and send her flying over the water at thirty-five knots an hour.



Meanwhile, too, four fan-shaped rays of intense white light pierced the dark waters of the Solent as a
lightning flash pierces the blackness of night, and four torpedoes were swinging from the davits a foot
above the water.

There was atinkle in the engine-room, and she swung round towards the eddying area of water in which
the Phyllis went down. Other craft, modly torpedo boats and steam pinnaces from warships, were dso
hurrying towards the fatd spot. The head-ray from the Scorcher shot down to the bottom of the Solent,
wavered hither and thither for afew moments, and then remained fixed. Those who looked down it saw
asght which no humen words could describe.

The splendid warship which a couple of minutes before had been riding at anchor, perfectly equipped,
ready to go anywhere and do anything, was lying on the weed-covered sand and rock, broken up into
two huge fragments of twisted scrap-iron. Even some of her guns had been hurled out of their positions
and flung yards away from her. Other light wreckage was strewn in dl directions, and the mangled
remains of what had so latdy been British officers and sailors were floating about in the mid-depths of the
dill eddying waters.

"We can't do any good here, Mr. Tyrrdl." sad Commander Farquar. "That's the work of a submarine,
and we've got to find him. He must have comein by Spithead. He'd never have dared the other way, and
hell probably go out as he came in. Keep your rays going and let's see if we can find him."

There was another tinkle in the engine-room. The Scorcher svung round to the eastward and began
working in azigzag course a quarter speed towards Spithead.

Captain Flaubert, however, had decided to do the unexpected and, thirty minutes after the destruction of
the Phyllis, Le Vengeur was feding her way back into the Channd past the Needles. She was steering, of
course, by chart and compass, about twenty feet below the water. Her maximum speed was eight knots,
but Captain FHaubert, in view of possble collisons with rocks or inequdities on the sea-floor, was
content to creep adong at two.

He had done his work. He had proved the posshility of stedling unseen and unsuspected into the most
jedoudy guarded drip of water in the world, destroying a warship a anchor, and then, as he thought,
going away unseen. After doing dl that it would be a pity to meet with any accident. War would not be
formdly declared for three days at least, and he wanted to get back to Cherbourg and tdl the Minister of
Marinedl about it.

The Scorcher zigzagged her way in and out between the forts, her four rays lighting up the water for a
couple of hundred yardsin every direction, for nearly an hour, but nothing was discovered.

"I believe he's tried the other way after dl," sad Commander Farquar after they had taken a wide,
comprehensive sweep between Foreland and Southsea. "There's one thing quite certain, if he has got out
this way into the Channd we might just as wel look for a needle in a haystack. | think we'd better go
back and look for him the other way."

The man a the whed put the hdm hard over, the bdl tinkled full speed ahead in the engine-room. The
throbbing screws flung columns of foam out from under the stern, and the little black craft swept round in
aglendid curve, and went flying down the Solent towards Hurst Point at the speed of an express train.
Off Ryde she dowed down to quarter speed, and the four rays began searching the sea bottom again in
every direction.

Le Vengeur was just cregping out towards the Needles, feding her way cautioudy with the sounding
indicator thirty feet below the surface, when Captain Flaubert, who was standing with his Navigaing
Lieutenant in the glass domed conning-tower, lit by one little eectric bulb, experienced the most



extraordinary sensation of his life. A shaft of light shot down through the water. It was as dean cut as a
knife and bright as burnished slver. It wavered about hither and thither for a fev moments, darting
through the water like a lightning flash through thunderclouds, and then suddenly it dropped on to the
conning-lower of Le Vengeur and illuminated it with an dmogt intolerable radiance. The Captain looked
a his Lieutenant's face. It was dmost snow white in the unearthly light Ingtinctively he knew that his own
was the same.

"Tonnere de Dieu!" he whispered, with lips that trembled in spite of dl his sdf-control, "what is this
Lieutenant? Is it possible that these accursed English have learnt to see under water? Or, worse ill,
suppose they have a submarine which can see?'

"In that case" replied the Lieutenant, o in a whisper, "though Le Vengeur has done her work, | fear
she will not finish her trid trip. Look," he went on, pointing out towards the port side, "wheat is that?'

A dimly-shining, slvery body about five feet long, pointed at both ends, and driven by a rgpidly whirling
screw had plunged down the broad pathway of light and stopped about ten feet from Le Vengeur. Like a
living thing it dowly headed this way and that, ever drawing nearer and nearer, inch by inch, and then
began the most ghadtly experience for the Captain and his Lieutenant that two humen beings had ever
endured.

They were both brave men wel worthy the traditions of their country and their profession; but they were
imprisoned in afabric of sed thirty feet below the surface of the midnight sea, and this horrible thing was
coming nearer and nearer. To rise to the surface meant not only capture but ignominious degth to every
men on board, for war was not declared yet, and the cagptain and crew of Le Vengeur were pirates and
outlaws beyond the pae of dvilisation. To reman where they were meant a death of unspeakable terror,
afate from which there was no possible escape.

"Itisatorpedo,” sad the Lieutenant, muttering the words with white trembling lips, "a Brennan, too, for
you see they can steer it. It has only to touch us and--"

A dhrug of the shoulders more expressive than words sad the rest.

"Yes" replied Captain FHaubert, "thet is so, but how did we not know of it? These English must have
learnt some wisdom laidy. We will rise alittle and see if we can get away from it."

He touched a couple of buttons on a Sgnd board as he sad this Le Vengeur rose fifteen feet, her
engines quickened, and she headed for the open sea a her best speed. She passed out of the fidd of the
ray for a moment or two. Then three converging rays found her and flooded her with light. Another
slvery shape descended, this time to the starboard side. Her engines were put to their utmost capacity.
The other shape on the port Sde rose into view, and ran dongsde the conning-tower a exactly equd

Speed.

Then Le Vengeur sank another thirty feet, doubled on her course, and headed back towards Spithead.
Theray followed her, found her again, and presently there were the two ghoglly attendants, one on each
gde, as before. She turned in zigzags and curves, whedled round in circles, and made straight runs hither
and thither, but it was no use. The four rays encircled her wherever she went, and the two torpedoes
were ever dongdde.

Presently another feature of this extraordinary chase began to develop itsdf. The torpedoes, with a
horrible likeness to living things, began to shepherd Le Vengeur into a certain course. If she turned to
starboard then the Slvery shape on that Sde made arush a her. If she did the same to port the other one
ran up to within ayard or so of her and stopped as though it would say: "Another yard, and I'll blow you
into scrap-iron.”



The Lieutenant was a brave man, but he fainted after ten minutes of this. Captain Flaubert was a stronger
spirit, and he stood to his work with one hand on the steering whed and the fingers of the other on the
sgna-board. He knew that he was caught, and that he could expect nothing but hanging as a common
cimind. He had failed the moment after success, and falure meant desth. The Miniger of Marine had
gven him very dearly to understand that France would not be responsible for the fallure of Le Vengeur.

Theline of his fate lay clear before him. The lives of his Lieutenant and five picked men who had dared
evarything for m might be saved. He had dready grasped the meaning of the evolutions of the two
torpedoes. He was being, asit were, steered into a harbour, probably into Portsmouth, where in time he
would be compelled to rise to the surface and surrender. The dternative was being blown into eternity in
little pieces, and, like the brave man that he was, he decided to accept the former dternative, and save
his comrades by taking the blame on himsdf.

He touched two more of the buttons on the signd-board. The engines of Le Vengeur stopped, and
presently Tyrrdl and Commander Farquar saw from the deck of the Scorcher a long, shining,
hal e-backed object rise above the surface of the water.

At the forward end of it there was alittle conning-tower covered by a dome of glass. The moment that it
camein 9ght the Scorcher stopped, and then moved gently towards Le Vengeur. As she did so the glass
dome did back, and the head and shoulders of a man in the French nava uniform came into sight. His
face looked like the face of a corpse as the rays of the searchlight flashed upon it. His hair, which an hour
ago had been black, was iron-grey now, and his black eyes stared draight at the searchlight as though
they were looking into eternity.

Then across the water there came the sound of a dill, high-pitched voice which said in perfectly correct
Engligh

"Gentlemen, | have succeeded and | have faled. | destroyed your cruiser yonder, 1 would have
destroyed the whole British Navy if | could have done so, because | hate you and everything English. Le
Vengeur surrenders to superior force for the sake of those on board her, but remember thet | done have
planned and done this thing. The others have only done what | paid them to do, and France knows
nothing of it. Y ou will spare them, for they are innocent. For meit isfinished.”

As the Scorcher's men looked down the rays of the searchlight they saw something glitter in his hand
close to his head--a ydlow flash shone in the midst of the white, there was a short flat bang, and the body
of Captain Leon Flaubert dropped out of Sght beside the gill unconscious lieutenant.

Le Vengeur was taken into Portsmouth. Her crew were tried for piracy and murder, and sentenced to
death. The facts of the chase and capture of Le Vengeur were lad before the French Government, which
saw the advisability of paying an indemnity of ten million dollars as soon as Le Vengeur, fitted with
Wilfred Tyrrell's water-ray apparatus, made her trid trip down Channd and blew up hdf-a-dozen
sunken wrecks with perfect case and safety to hersdf.

A few weeks later, in recognition of his immense services, the Admirdty placed the third-class cruiser
Venus a the disposad of Mr. Wilfred and Lady Ethd Tyrrdl for ther honeymoon trip down the
Mediterranean.

The declaration of war of which the Minister had spoken to Captain Flaubert, remained a diplomatic
secret, and the unfortunate incident which had resulted in the blowing up of a British cruiser in time of
peace, was publicly admitted by the French Government to be an act of unauthorised piracy, the
perpetrators of which had aready paid the pendty of their crime. The reason for this was not very far to
seek. As soon as Wilfred Tyrrdl came back from his wedding trip Le Vengeur was dry-docked and



taken literdly to pieces and examined in every detall. Thus everything that the French engineers knew
about submarine navigetion was reved ed.

A committee of the best engineers in the United Kingdom made a thorough inspection with a view to
possible improvements, and the result was the building of a British submarine flatilla of thirty enlarged
Vengeurs. And as a couple of these would be quite sufficient for the effective blockade of a port, the
long-planned invason of England was once more consigned to the limbo of things which may only be
dreamt of.

THE END



