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“Is that all?” I asked, but she did
not answer.

She had died with those last words on
her lips.

CHAPTER II.
ONE MAN’S PRICE.

My panic, for I can call it little else,
lasted until I was safely out in the sun-
shine again.

“ No wonder the negroes call the old
woman a witch,” I said to myself fool-
ishly as I walked between the tall ranks
of yellowing corn. ,

There was no one at home when I
reached The Syringas. My sister had
gone somewhere with her husband and
had taken the babies. The cook did not
know how long they meant to be gone—
possibly until night-fall.

I had told myself over and over on
my way home that nothing on earth
would tempt me to go near the syringa
bushes, where Hagar had been so sure
that I should find the footprints of
“ Death.” Yet I think I knew—I must
have known all the time—that I fully
meant to go, and that the sooner it was
over the better it would be for my peace
of mind.

The house was an old one. We had
bought the place at a bargain because it
was old and because the land was worn
out. The grounds, rather extensive,
were a mad riot of shrubbery, unpruned
and uncared-for.

A Dbois-de-arc hedge separated the
lawn from the fields beyond, and a
tangle of crape myrtles hid the well and
the out-houses from the view of any one
coming in from the front. The Syringas
was almost or quite a mile from the
town of Rosston, and had belonged origi-
nally to a wealthy planter—the Major
Coleman of whom old Hagar had spoken.

There was a clump of syringas, the
syringas of which she had spoken, in a
corner of the front yard.. I had averted
my face to keep from seeing them as’I
passed up the flagged walk a few minutes
before.

But I now crawled under the tangled
boughs of the syringas. It was dark and
cool away from the sunlight, and I
shivered a little as I stooped to begin
my search. :
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Maybe I had better not tell what I
found, after all. When I crept back
into the wide sunshine again I was still
shivering, although my pulse was racing
like mad and my whole body was covered
with perspiration. It scemed to me that
I carried the brand of the terrible thing
which I had seen, like Cain, upon my
forehead. I mopped my face with my
handkerchief again and again. At sight
of me the dog shrank away with a
mournful howl.

“Is this Dr. Leonard?" said a voice
near me.

“Yes,” I answered, turning sharply.
“ Have you a message for me? "

“ Dr. Carter sent me out to sec you,
sir. He said that you were not very
well, or wasn't very well yesterday, and
that I might by coming save you-a trip
to town. He said to tell you that little
Elsie Dudley died very suddenly this
morning with heart-failure.”

I looked at him, more startled for the
moment than I cared to have him sec,
and again the old sickish qualm swept
over me at sight of the tangled syringa
bushes and turned me faint.

“1 do not understand,” I said slowly.
“Elsie seemed to be doing very well
yesterday. I intended to dismiss the
case this morning.”

“ That is just what Dr. Carter said,

. sir. ‘ Oscar,’ he said to me, ‘ Dr. Leonard

has taken a fancy to the child and her
death is going to be a blow to him. He
is not very well, anyway. Tell him that
I said I would look after his cases for
him to-day and that he had better stay
indoors. He is not acclimated to the
Terre Rouge yet. And he mustn’t worry
too much about Elsie. She always had a
very weak heart.”” :

I mentally thanked my colleague for
his kindness. My head was aching, and
I rather anticipated a return of the fever
and ague that had marked my introduc-
tion to the somewhat malarial conditions
that surrounded my new home.

I dismissed the boy, and walked for a
long time up and down the leaf-strewn
walk. Was I naturally superstitious?
Had the old woman’s fevered words
struck an answering chord in my own
heart, I wondered? The sudden, un-
looked-for death of little Elsie might
be only a curious coincidence. Still——
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with me through the passageway,
stopping to glauce into the sitting-room,
and out on the veranda.

“Jock! Oh, Jock!" she called aloud
in her fresh, shrill young voice.

There was no answer. The rain was
dripping from the eaves. The wind
whipped the stiff branches of the hick-
ories and they seemed to whisper horrible
secrets to each other. Ghostly fingers
loosened the withered leaves on the trees
and sent them shivering to join their
dead kindred rotting on the sodden
ground. There were odd little pattering
sounds like running footsteps under the
dripping syringas.

“Jock! Oh,
again.

A faint gleam of lightning flared out

Jock!"” called Effie

of the shadows, dimly outlining her face -

against the darkness and rain. It had
whitened a little.

“ There can be nothing wrong!'" she
whispered, more to herself than to me.
“ It is strange that he does not answer
though and stranger still that I should
be so terrified by I scarcely know what.

“Put the child down!” she com-
manded the woman behind her, ‘and
send Judson out to look for your master.
He may have fallen and hurt himself in
some way. Quick!”

The woman hurried away, and Allen,
half-awake, cried fretfully. And still
the rain fell drearily, and although Effie
called and called again there was still no
answer.

With the necessity for instant action
my superstitions vanished and I was my
old self again.

“ Telephone for Reyburn, Effie,” I
said hurriedly, “ and have him bring help
out from town. Something is horribly
wrong, dear, and do for God’s sake—
for Jock’s sake—keep up! Have the
horses sdddled and have Judson put the
pony to the light cart. We may need it.
I will search the grounds. Get Rey-
burn as soon as possible.”

Forgetting my illness, forgetting eve-
rything, I plunged bare-headed into the
dripping shrubbery, hearing behind me
in the house Allen’s fretful crying and
the frantic ringing of the telephone bell.
Some one stirred in the darkness at my
elbow and old Judson called out nerv-
ously, “ Is that you, Marse Jock?"
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“No—it is I,”” I answered sharply.
“ No sign of your master yet, Judson?
Then don’t waste further time looking
for him. Saddle Rollo and Dandy and
put the pony to the cart. Do you hear?”

He gave me some sort of answer, but

I was too far away from him to hear it.
I stumbled about through the wet under-
growth, calling Jock’s name at intervals
and straining my ears to-catch the answer
which never came.
_ Within the house lights were flashing
everywhere and I could hear my sister
crying hysterically. It was not very
long before I caught the sound of gal-
loping hoof-beats and knew that help
was already coming from the town.

Why I did not turn then, since I had
finished my investigation of the grounds,
and go back to my sister and to the
others, who, by this time, would be or-
ganizing for a systematic search, only
God knows. Had I done so, my feet
would not have taken the next step—
the irrevocable one—upon that myste-
rious, gruesome road which I first entered
the morning of old Hagar's death and
this story might never have been written.

But I had strayed farther than I knew
and was now quite outside the grounds.
I could still see the faint gleam of light
from the house away to the right, but a
moment later, either from the fact that
the light had been shaded by the drawing
of the curtain or had been obscured in
some other way, it vanished utterly and
I found myself for the moment com-
pletely lost.

It was the blackest, dreariest night I
ever saw. The rain still fell, a little
harder now, and there were no more
flashes of lightning. I listened for the
sound of the river, but could no longer
hear its sullen roar, which had been so
audible at the house. I judged by this
that I had drifted quite round to the
back of The Syringas without knowmg
when I did so.

Thoroughly, hopelessly bewildered, I
turned again—this time sharply to the
left. As I did so a little light flared up
suddenly quite a distance from me and
squarely in front. Fancying that I had

-at last located the house again, I made
- a hurried step forward and plunged into.

water beyond my depth.
It was not the river into which I had
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stumbled. I was sure of that even before
I detected the lack of current. But it
was very deep and cold, and thick with
mud and drifting leaves.

So I knew that it must be one of the
‘““sloughs " ‘that the Terre Rouge leaves
when it occasionally changes its channel.
I groped my way cautiously among the
cypress knees and coarse reeds and
grasses, and, catching hold of a worn
willow branch that trailed in the water,
I drew myself cautiously back upon the
shore.

I caught sight of the light again and
saw that it had slightly changed its posi-
tion. I no longer felt sure that it was
the light from the house. It flickered
too much—was too bright at times, and
then it would vanish altogether.

A little later I felt quite sure that it
was in the open air, for it flared like a
torch in spite of the beating rain. Later

it rose again, bigger—much bigger— -

than any torch, and I saw that it was a
burning house. The fire had just broken
through the roof, and the inmates ought
to be warned.

How wide the slough was I had no
means of telling. It might be an arm of
the river—it might be merely a deep
hole or bayou. It might take an hour
to reach the burning house—it’ mxght
take four.

Meantime the fire was gaining rapldly.
It suddenly broke fully through the roof.
I judged that it must have been burning
within for some time before I saw it.

All this time I had been hurrying as
fast as 1 could in the darkness along
the sluggish stream, trying to discover
a way to get round the slough.or to find
some landmark that would lead me
safely home.

In a few minutes I came to a tree
which had been felled, and which ex-
tended from the shore out into the black-
ness. From the grotesque shape of its
trunk I knew that it was one which Jock
himself had cut down the week before,
to ensure him safe passage across the
bayou in his walks about the plantation,
and remembered now that I had only to
cross it to find myself in the high-road
and within five minutes walk of The
gyringas.

Delighted to find myself out of an

“twist.
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awkward position, I ran across the log
more hurriedly than was prudent. I did
not fall, but just as I sprang from the
trunk to the shore I gave myself a severe
That, with the excitement, the
drenching, and the exertion, did the busi-
ness for me. There was a gush of some-
thing sickish in my mouth and I stum-
bled forward to my knees. What I had
so long dreaded had at last come to
pass. I was having my frst hemor-
rhage. )

When I recovered—the flow of blood
ceased after a bit—and looked up. I saw
the house which I had watched from
across the slough crumble together sud-
denly. Just then came a sudden deluge
of rain that sent me cowering closer
among the branches of the tree for pro-
tection and extinguished the fire in a mo-
ment.

I knew now that the burning house
was the house of Hagar, and I remem-
bered with relief that it was empty.
Effie had told me the day before that
Frances and Alec had moved away.
Frances was her laundress. So I dis-
missed the whole matter from my mind.

Five minutes later I staggered inside
the door of The Syringas, ghastly,

“drenched with rain, shivering from head

to foot, and almost unable to drag my-
self across the threshold.

The sitting-room was full of people.
In the one moment before my entrance
was noted I caught sight of Reyburn
bending over my sister, who seemed to
be just recovering from a swoon. Little
Allen was crying quite as if he had never
left off, and a little group of men at the
lower end of the room were talking to-
gether earnestly.

‘“Allen!”

My sister's cry called the attention
of every one in the room to me.

“ It is nothing,” I said hurriedly. “I
lost my way and was hindered in getting
back—that is all. Have you found
Jock?”

Dr. Reyburn was about to answer—
had opened his lips to speak, when my
sister uttered a cry that filled me with
horror.

“Oh, the blood!” she shrieked.

“ Poor Jock has been murdered and
Allen has found his body!"

(To be continued.)
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“1 am here. Help me.”

The voice seemed that of a child.

“ Are you a prisoner? "

“I have been imprisoned here since
the twenty-ninth of July. For days I
have been abandoned: I do not know
how long I have been alone, nor how
many days I -have been here. - Help
me!”

“ Stand from the door.
said Saint-Leu.

“ You will not leave me? " begged the
prisoner. .

“Do not fear.”

He made a vigorous dash against the
door, and heard at the same time foot-
falls in the corridor. He burst the lock
with the point of his sword, and thrust
an arm into the darkness. A soft palm
met his. The footsteps sounded nearer,
and rescuer and rescued took refuge
within the shadows of an arch.

A few paces away three figures were
coming toward them. One bore a torch
whose light flashed through the dark-
ness of the corridor. The first gave a
sudden hoarse cry of alarm as he caught
a glimpse of Saint-Leu and his com-
panion, who fled like ghosts.

“Do you see? A woman!” he cried.

The torch dropped from the hand of
the second and was extinguished.

“I felt the cold wind from a vault,”
whispered the first in superstitious fear.

*“ They are the ghosts of the old ci-
devants who built the palace,” cried the
second. ‘“ They have been seen here.
Their souls flit on bat wings through the
halls.”

The group turned and fled, and the
gloom again took possession of the cor-
ridor.

Saint-Leu murmured a few words of
encouragement to his unseen companion,
whose quivering hand still lay in his,
and whose soft, perfumed locks brushed
his cheek, and they began to grope their
way forward. _

The two young people who as yet had
not seen each other’s faces traversed
blindly the dark, silent halls of this
palace of night which held them pris-
oners in its mysterious mesh of cells and
galleries. )

"The glimmer of an approaching torch,
redly illumining the form of its bearer,
again drove them to concealment. Saint-

I will try it,”
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Leu uttered an exclamation of relief as
he recognized Théot. His wanderings
had led him back to the door of the
cell which he had passed twice in the
course -of his search.

He turned to. his companion. The
light of the torch revealed a voung girl.

She wore a traveling costume and
mantle, and the tresses of her hair, which
had fallen from their bands, framed a
face of much loveliness.

‘“ Enter, mademoiselle,” said Saint-
Leu respectfully, “ you are in safety.”

They entered the cell.

The girl examined the faces before

“her with scrutinizing looks that quickly

grew trustful. She was pale and trem-
bling, but there was no lack of courage
in her beautiful eyes.

“I am Mademoiselle de Vernage,”
she said simply, in reply to their ques-
tions. ‘‘I was placed while very young
in a convent at Caen, in our country of
Normandy, where I was educated.

“1 was introduced into the convent by
my guardian, for I am an orphan. It
was frequently urged uypon me by my
guardian to take the vows, and my own
inclinations leaned the same way, for
my life had not been like the lives of
the other girls, who showed me glimpses
of a fairy-land in their long talks of
their homes.

““In June I celebrated my eighteenth
birthday, and I opposed my guardian’s
will for the first time. I no longer
wished to be a nun.” :

She paused, blushing, as if in fear that
she had endangered her treasured secret,
a young girl’s dream of love. Herelong
lashes fluttered on her fair cheek, and
then lifted bravely.

“It caused us both much unhappi-
ness,” she resumed. “ Then my guar-
dian suddenly ceased to urge me. He¢
even told me that I was right, and that
a convent no longer offered the safety
he wished to secure for me.

‘“He went away. At the end of two
months he returned. They called me in
from the garden and my companions,
and he told me abruptly that he intended
to remove me at once to Paris.

“ We set out almost immediately, with
scarcely any preparation for the journev.
We entered Paris on the twenty-ninth of
July. We went to an inn whose walls
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“Now, go on. You know her, and
you know why she is leaving Paris. Who
is this man on whom she has conferred
the honor of protecting her?

“ Speak. Do you know that I have
lived from day to day on the mere hope
of finding her? And just now when we
were brought face to face she did not
know me! I was heart-sick with the
search, and did not expect to see her
shining before me.

“ What has happened? She seemed
frightened," as if flecing from’ somethmg
or some one.._You can €l me.’

He fixed expectant ecyes upon the
Breton.

Théot hesitated.

_ ‘“Monsieur,” he said finally, “ I do not
know you, nor has the lady spoken of any
onc interested in her fate.”

" A spasm of jealous fear contracted
the young man’s features.

“She should have known that I would
follow her to Paris,” he said half aloud.

Théot cast a glance of pity and ir-
resolution at him.

I can tell you nothing, monsieur,” he
said decisively.

He added:

“ But the road’is free to all, and there
is a town called Fougéres in Brittany.
I advise you to go to look at it.”

“ 1 shall find her there, shall T not?”
asked the young man eagerly.

But the Breton had turned from him
already, and was walking rapidly away.

The young man made a quick gesture
of decision.

“ Courage!” he said half aloud. “I
have gone a long way without hope, and
now I have a plain clue. I will follow
to Brittany. Where would I not follow
her!”

He hunted out a private traveling car-
riage, and gave Bridaine notice of what
had occurred, with directions to wait in
Paris for further orders. His imperious
energy took him out of Paris in a few
hours.

CHAPTER VI
FOR GOD AND THE KING.

MeanNwHILE. the diligence was rolling
rapidly toward Brittany, and the ancient
Chiteau de Casteran, in which the trav-
elers were to take refuge.

623

- The landscape took on a more and
more familiar aspect to Saint-Lcu. He
was surprised to find how dear and nec-
essary such scenes that he had thought
forgotten seemed-to him. The soldier
and sailor vanished, giving way to the
young Breton. «

Youth sympathizes with youth in its
devotions and its enthusiasm. Mademoi-
selle de Vernage, relieved from her fear,
displayed a cheerful temper. They
laughed together like two lads, although’
the delicate. influence of the demoiselle

.made itself felt in their converse.

Their fellow passengers comprised
one or two quiet citizens and their wives,
honest people of the provinces.

On the day following the morning on
which they set out, a short, stout man,
dressed in black, and wearing a hat with
a wide, flapping brim, got in at a small
town. He retreated silently to a corner
of the coach, where, with his arms crossed
and his hat pulled down over his eyes, he
passed the tedium of the journey in pro-
found slumber. Apparently he took no
notice of his fellow travelers.

The wind and sun and free, clear air
of the road were so many keen pleasures
to the travelers after the streets of Paris.
The tranquillity of the solitudes about
them, of the quiet villages with their
bell-towers, and the golden stretches of
sky held an indescribable hope and
charm.

The young girl, her charmmg face as
pensive in repose as it was bright in the
April mirth of its smile, confessed to an
unusual feeling of security and hopeful-
ness.

Her life, orphaned from childhood,
had been repressed, cold and sad. A
foreboding of overpowering tragedy had
frightened and compressed her heart.

She now grew gently pensive after her
laughter, as if disturbed by her own free-
dom from care. She looked at the quiet
landscape bathed in light, and at the
blue sky in which a lark was singing,
and said impulsively:

- It is very beautiful.”

As she spoke, bullets suddenly
whistled over their heads' from the
depths of the wood through which they
were passing.

A long, melancholy cry, thrilling and
unknown, like the hoot of an owl, echoed
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His words were half drowned in the
thunder of wheels, as he fed.

They were left alone in the courtyard,
and the glogm of this welcome home, the
doubt of Madame de Casteran’s fate,
with the thought of the shelter and safe-
ty he had promised his young charge,
compressed Saint-Leu's heart.  ‘He

turned, feeling his arm suddenly grasped

by Diane.

- The girl's courage had given away
with the tremors and excitement of the
day. She drew him a step away.

“ Do not cnter,” she pleaded ecarnest-
ly. ‘“Let us take refuge in the woods.
It would be Dbetter to pass the night in
a hollow tree, than to enter that house.”

She yielded finally to Saint-Leu’s gen-
tle entreaty, and to the trembling and
fatigue that made further effort impossi-
ble for her. They passed the swinging
doors, and entered the chiteau.

In the wind-swept hall, where dead
leaves and withered grass rustled under-
foot, Saint-Leu found some torches of
resin that had been flung aside by the
last visitants.

He struck a light by means of a tm-
der box, and they explored the dim cor-
ridors and antechambers, passing by dark
staircases to the bare chambers above.

Silence and desolation reigned
throughout the castle. A pervasive mel-
ancholy seemed to emanate from the
walls. The lofty halls answered their
steps with sounds suggestive of sighs
and mysteries.

Saint-Leu finally led the way up "a lit-
tle turret staircase to a paneled cham-
ber hung with ancient tapestries that
pictured the exploits of the great Duke
of Brittany.

This had been Madame de Casteran’s
room, and still preserved signs of occu-
pancy. He pushed the logs on the cold
hearth together, and kindled a fire. The
room took on a reassuring brightness and
cheerfulness from the leaping flame.

The two young people forgot the sad-
ness and desolation of the echoing
chiteau in renewed hope and tranquillity.
They shared some fragments of choco-
late, the last of their supplies.

Saint-Leu left the girl alone with the
stiff, tapestried figures.

“You need feel no alarm,” he assured
her, “ for I shall sleep across your door.”
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A flood of light, strcaming at dawn
through the great window of stained
glass, softly awakened Diane, and made
her smile at her terrors ol the past night.

She threw a gay good morning to the
grim, tapestried watchers. I'hce pancled
room filled with sunlight that gilded her
loosened curls as she leancd {roin the
window amid the flickering lcal shadows,

Diane opened her door, and not find-
ing Saint-Leu, descended the spiral tur-
ret stair. -

A neglected garden, once tended and
loved by fair, dead ladics of the chiteau,
still preserved a few blooms by the gray
walls, -and its wild beauty attracted the
young girl as it had drawn to it, alrcady;,
a vagrant swarm of white butterfiics.

She entered its winding, mossy walks,
and began absently plucking flowers.
When her hands were full of lcaves and
dewy petals, she twined a wreath for her
head.

A ruined sun-dial marked the fugi-
tive hour. She leaned her white hand on
it, and stood dreaming.

A tremor that shook the leaves softly
stirred her, and she turned to meet eyes
that reflected her dreams.

De Marsan crossed the sunny sward
to her side. She turned to him in silent
greeting, as a flower turns to the sun-
shine. He took her hand in his, and both
quivered at the warm clasp of palms.

Hand in hand, they entered their 4n-
nocent Paradise while happiness shone
like a star in their eyes. . He fell into
soft revery, watching the flight of butter-
flies about her. Their smiling glances
mingled in happiness. ‘

The golden moment was sufficient for
them, yet their thoughts turned to the
future, and the dream of undivided com-
panionship.

He began to plan their future life.
She listened with downcast lashes; and
her hidden eyes held him even more than
her tender, tremulous gaze. Smiling
hopes took the place of memorics.

“With you——"  the luminous
thought and secret hope of love trem-
bled on their lips. It was the sunlight,
the song of the birds, the fragrance and
language of the enchanted flowers, the
blue of the sky over her head, the mys-
terious splendor of her eyes as they met
his own.
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“You!" the picador cried incredulous-
ly. “ And yet—my faith! There could
not be a safer disguise! But what is
the real purpose, my friend?"” -

“ A whim!” the bandit shrugged his
shoulders. ‘‘ You will not refuse, for the
sake of the old smuggling days at Gi-
braltar? ”

“ Refuse!” the picador cried. “ I will
do as you wish and ask no more questions.
Come to the plaza at dawn to-morrow.
You shall have one of my costumes and
I will give Chiquita the very best trap-
pings that can be had. Look out for
those drunkards. They are coming
again!”

With a sign he rose, nodded casua.lly
to José Maria and joined the revelers,
who were calling for the famous picador.
Seizing the moment, the bandit slipped
from the casa and hastened toward
Pedro’s inn, where Manuel and Chiquita
awaited him.

* * * * *

All that morning a steady stream of
people poured into the plaza di toros.

Before the noon sun was high over
the -arena, the great auditorium was
crowded with an immense throng of
spectators, eager to secure points of van-
tage before the entire city should empty
itself into the plaza. '

After sunrise the bulls had been
brought from the arroya (the field out-
side the wall), where they had been kept
all night. And now the field was emp-
ty, except for a tall, swarthy man, who
some time after noon entered the field
and gazed mournfully around at the high
wall which separated the field from the
bull-fighting arena.

Inside the wall, the bulls bellowed and
stamped in their pens, mad with hunger
and thirst, for they had been kept with-
out water and food, to increase their
ferocity when turned into the ring.

In the high-walled corridor leading
from the barred gate of the arroya to
the earth-banked barrier of the ring, the
bull-fighters awaited the coming of the
governor. Picadors and chulos—horse-
men and footmen—compared horses and
trappings, and over the barrier in the
arena others practised with blindfolded
horses.

Francisco Sevilla, in his costume of
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scarlet, black, and white, with heavy
leggings of leather and iron, chatted with
José Maria, in similar costure, standing
beside Chiquita, whose glossy coat was
nearly concealed by gay trappings.

“ My faith, since I have dressed up
this picador of mine I think he is as
safe here as in a church,” Sevilla whis-

pered. “In payment you should let me
nde Chiquita in the fight with the big
black bull.”

“1 prefer Chiquita alive to Chiquita
dead,” José Maria returned, smiling
through the false tan on his face.
“ When does the black bull come on?”
he asked carelessly. ‘“ That will be the
great fight of the day?”

“ He will be the last tq enter the ring.

Ah! he will give them . excitement
enough! That is when the great fight
will come. A fight worth seeing!"”

“I shall stay here and watch you
when you fight him,” said the bandit.
“ Good luck, my friend!”

A fanfare of trumpets rang out.
governor had arrived.

“ Then, my friend,” Sevilla saxd “let
me at least ride Chiquita in the parade
which is about to begin? Stay you here
—chance nothing.”

José Maria quickly assented. As the
picadors prepared to mount, the bandit
pressed eagerly forward. In the gov-
ernor’'s box he saw the pale face of
Dofia Sol, who had taken her place be-
side the governor and the stout court
chamberlain.

A black-garbed notary read the proc-
lamation of order and withdrew quickly
from the arena, followed by the jeers
of the spectators. The band struck up
the national anthem, and the bull-fight-
ers, horse and foot, poured over the bar-
rier into the ring.

Left alone, José Maria strolled back
to the barred gate at the end of the cor-
ridor. Up the stairway a guard paced
back and forth before the offices of the
administration. .

“ One,” he murmured.
require ‘Manuel’s help!”

The gate was fastened with a bar and
iron latch. He quickly removed the
bar and set it upright by the gate. Three
times he -struck gently with his boot,
and then twice. A low whistle came
from without.

The

“T shall not



JOSE MARIA PAYS A DEBT.

“ Good Manuel! Doubtless he is wild
with curiosity,” he murmured. * Never
mind! He will be repaid by the adminis-
tration!"”

Passing the stairway again he saw the
notary loitering at the top talking with
the guard. The bull-fighters swarmed
back from the ring and a great shout
went up. The first bull had plunged
bellowing into the arena.

The chulos, attaching their banderil-
leros to the bull, scattered for the pali-
sade, while the maddened brute, tor-
tured by the darts, pursued a picador
arougid the ring.  Francisco Sevilla
urged his horse from the center of the
ring and plunged his lance into the bull.
Quickly he swerved to one side and the
furious animal pursued the other pica-
dor who attempted to thrust. Twice
around théy fled. Then the bull, ex-
hausted, lowered his nose to the ground
and stopped, snorting and pawing. A
cry went up:

* The sword, the sword! Pepe Illo!”

It was the signal for the matador. In
scarlet and silk, Pepe Illo came forward
and bowed to the governor. With his
mantle, or muleta, over his arm, he ad-
vanced to the bull, drawing his long,
bright double-edged sword. The gaudy
muleta fluttered before the bull’s red eyes
—he lunged—the long sword descended
and the stricken brute dropped, pierced
through the neck to the heart.

“Viva, Pepe Illo! Viva! Vival?”

The audience yelled itself hoarse while
thé three mules, harnessed abreast,
dragged out the dead bull. Instantly,
a second animal was let loose and toi-
tured and killed in even less time than
the first. :

The notary again entered the ring,
while silence fell on the auditorium.
The notary held a sealed parchment in
his hand.

‘It is announced,” he shouted, rais-
ing the proclamation in the air; ‘it is
announced, by favor of the governor and
permission of el presidente! Any ama-
teur of noble birth may enter the lists
in the next combat, to engage with lance
and on horseback, as a picador, to fight
the bull which is now about to be turned
into the arena! Let the trumpets sound,
and let those who desire announce their
acceptance! "
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An uproar followed. Half a dozen
cabelleros were waving their mantles and
arms, crying out to the presidente.  In
the governor’s box, Don Scbastian (Dona
Sol’s brother) sprang up:

“ T accept the challenge!” he shouted.
“T claim the right to meet the bull!’™

“And I'! And I! And I!" a dozen
others yelled.

For an instant, Jos¢ Maria glanced
back to the barred gate. Manuel’s
swarthy face was looking in. He mo-
tioned to José Maria and then to the
treasurer’s office.

But in the governor’s box, the bandit
saw Dofia Sol spring up, catching her
young brother by the arm. She was try-
ing to dissuade him from the combat!
The treasure—or the girl?

Ignoring Manuel's frantic motions,
José Maria sprang on Chiquita, in all
her gaudy trappings, and put her over
the barrier at a spring. Two Dbounds
brought him fair in view of the presi-
dent. ““ The treasure must wait!” he
murmured to himself. .

‘“ Senor Presidente!” he cried. “I
am the first to accept the challenge. I
will meet the bull!” ,

“It is I who accept!” Don Sebastian
cried. ‘I claim the first right!”

Doiia Sol made a motion of appeal
to the bandit that he could not mistake.
He bent in his saddle, to the governor’s
box. '

‘ Perhaps the sefior did not hear me? ”
he said. “’'Twas I who first cried out,
and the right is mine.”

* Caramba, they all want to get killed
first, these hot-heads!” Pepe Illo cried
out, laughing, from where he sat among
the professional bull-fighters.

Doir Sebastian scrambled into the ring
and seized a picador’s horse. ‘“A
lance!"” he cried. ‘‘Let the bull be
turned in!"”

“It is well,” the great matador
laughed to his companions, ‘that the
next bull is gentle as a cow. Hola! Let
both of them fight her!”

A roar followed the remark.

Ignoring the sarcasm, the bandit again
addressed the, president.

‘ Sefior Presidente!” he cried, his
strong, clear voice reaching above the
clamor of the plaza, ‘it rests with your
excellency, but it is beyond doubt that
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er. When the bull was right on top of
him, he dropped on one knee and whirled
his lithe body close to the ground, just
missing the tremendous upward sweep
of the spreading horns. As the bull
slid by him, in a cloud of dust, he short-
ened the long sword and thrust quiclzly
upward, the bull rearing at the same
time, so that it seemed as if the bandit
was lifting him bodily on his blade.
With a bellow of pain the great black
fighter dropped upon his knees, the blood
streaming from his mouth and nostrils.
The sword was torn from the bandit’s
hand and he sprang to his feet, thrusting

his hand into the bosom of his shirt. '

But before he could draw the concealed
pistol, he saw Francisco Sevilla running
toward him, throwing a sword to him
as he came.

José Maria sprang upon it and darted
back to the bull, which was trying to
struggle to its feet in a last fight against
death. From side to side he swung his
great head as he tried to upheave his
shoulders.

The sword that Sevilla had flung him
-was a light one, only a rapier, his own,
which he had snatched from his side.
Darting close to the side of the bull, the
bandit waited until the shaggy head
swung from him. With a motion like
one using a dagger, thrusting forward,
José Maria buried the needle-like blade
down through the bull’s neck toward
the heart. It snapped off at the hilt
like an icicle in a child’s hand. Like
an ox struck with a mallet, the bull's
head dropped, his black body swayed to
one side, and he fell upon the ground.

“The matador’s stroke! 'Twas the
matador’s stroke!” Pepe Illo roared,
struggling to get into the arena. “ He
is a brother matador—a born bull-killer.
Embrace ” .

His voice was drowned in the storm
of applause that followed the feat of
the bandit. The outburst of * Vivas”
seemed to have no ending and the arena
was strewn with mantillas, fans, gloves
—anything that the spectators could
throw in their frenzy of admiration.

But in the midst of the tumult—the
shouts of the crowd—the bull-fighters
clambering over the boxes to reach and
embrace. him—the picadors galloping
their horses into the ring, and the shrill
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cries of the women—the bandit saw
something that made every nerve taut
with the sense of coming danger. In
the governor’s box, the court chamber-
lain and the president were talking cager-
ly together while the black-garbed no-
tary was reading from 'a paper which
he was showing the governor, and point-
ing toward him in the arena.

* That devil of a notary!” the bandit
hissed. ‘“ Can he have found” me out?
Or is it that the fat chamberlain has
recognized me!”

Just then, a shriller cry of .applause
and warning pierced the clamor of the
Plaza: A slender figure had run down
to the palisade and was motioning with
a little handkerchief toward the exit:

“ Viva, viva! Fly! Viva—{fly!” she
cried. : ..
‘“Sanctissima!’ The bandit shouted

clear and loud.
for our necks!”

The big bay mare darted through the
excited picadors who were crowding
around him. As he sprang upon her
back he saw soldiers running along the
balconies.

In one bound the mare took the bar-
rier, scattering the bull-fighters in the
corridor. At the foot of the stairway
to the treasurer’s office she overturned
the notary and he saw Francisco Sevilla
trip up a soldier.

The dark face of Manuel was peering
through the gate in the wall, and the
robber flung it open as Chiquita bounded
through. : A

‘“Bar the gate!” José Maria cried,
“and to horse, if you wvalue your
neck!” i

He wheeled Chiquita on the other side
and drew his pistol and waited. The tall
robber flung the gate to and dropped the
wooden bar into place a moment before
musket butts sounded against the inside.
The lieutenant’s horse was browsing
near-by. He flung himself into his sad-
dle and as they fled across the field of the
bulls, José Maria thrust his pistol back
into the sash of his picador’s shirt.

{“And the money, capitan? How
about the money?” the lieutenant asked
anxiously. .

The treasure! The bandit had forgot-
ten all about it. Now it came to him
that he had paid a heavy price for saving

“ Now, Chiquita, it is
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The Chicago millionaire shook hands
with me cordially, and told me again that
he liked me immensely and hoped that
we should see a great deal of each other.

And as I reached my room and sank
upon the soft, snowy bed, it seemed that
all the delights I had participated in that
night were an enchanting dream. I felt
it hard to’convince myself that I, plain
Jack Francis, law clerk for old Adam
Skinflint, solicitor, of London, England,
was really sleeping on a Waldorf-Astoria
bed and had gone to the theater and
dined only a few hours previously with
a famous millionaire . financier whose
beautiful daughter I might—for it
seemed to me within the range of the
possible—win for my bride.

“If only old Adam Skinflint could
see me now,” I thought, as my head
sank upon the pillow. ‘“If only that
waiter who threw me out of the Bowery
restaurant could see me now,” and with
these drowsy reflections I soon fell
asleep and dreamed all night of the fair
Estella.

I arose late the next day, ordered
breakfast up in my room, ard afterward
went down-stairs to see if I could not
induce Estella and her father to go with
me on a carriage-tour of New York.

‘“ Carriage-tour be hanged,” said the
old man, whom I found in the billiard-
Toom. ‘‘We'll go around New York in
my auto. I'll go right away and see that
it is got ready. No, don’t thank me or
attempt to expostulate. I like you and
that is enough. It will be a pleasure to
show you the sights of this great metrop-
olis.” v

The millionaire left me to telephone
to the manager for his automobile, while
I went eagerly in search of Estella.

She was not in the palm-room, and
I went to the Turkish room.

There I saw an extraordinary sight—
Estella in tears. She was sitting in a
corner of the room. Her head was
turned to the tapestried wall to prevent
the other occupants of the room from
notjcing her grief.

Her bosom rose and fell convulsively,
and she appeared to be very unhappy.

For a second I stood there beside her,
hesitating whether to address her or to
turn and go.

She decided the matter, however, by
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looking up suddenly and sccing me. She
brushed her tears quickly away and
tried to smile.

“ Miss Morton,” I said, ‘“vour father
has been kind enough to invite me to
see the city with him to-dayv in his auto-
mobi‘e. I hope that you intend to make
one of the party.” -

She looked at ‘'me for a few seconds
without answering, but with that strange,
sad expression in her beautiful cyes in-
tensified.

“ Mr. Murray,” she said, 'in a low
voice, “I wish that you would make
me a promise.”

“ A promise? What can it be, Miss
Morton? Surely I will promise you any-
thing that it lies in my power to do.”

“ T want you to leave the Waldorf-As-
toria immediately. I want y6u to leave
New York City, if possible;; but at any
rate leave this hotel.”

‘“ Leave the Waldorf? Why, what an
extraordinary request. Surely my pres-
ence here does not annoy you,” I stam-
mered.

She was about to reply, I believe, hut
just then her father came upon us and
announced that the automobile would be
ready in fifteen minutes.

The Chicago millionaire took no no-
tice of the. tears in his daughter’s eves.
It seemed to me then that there was a
certain amount of coolness between the
two. I imagined that father and daugh-
ter had quarreled about something or
other that morning, and that this quarrel
was the cause of the girl's tears.

At any rate at the last minute she an-
nounced that she did not feel well, would
not accompany us on the automobile
trip, but would instead go up to her room
and lie down.

The Chicago financier and I, there-
fore, made the tour alone and a very en-
joyable trip we had. Mr. Morton ap-
parently knew every inch of New York,
and pointed out the most interesting
sights to me. If was late in the after-
noon when we got back to the hotel.

“We just have time for one game of
billiards before we dress for dinner,”
Mr. Morton said, as we alighted {rom
the auto, and a few minutes afterward
we were busily engaged over the billiard
table.

“Do you ever play the wheel, Mr.













































ACCESSORY AFTER THE FACT.

story. I'm a bit puzzled about this thing
yet, and still,” he mused, * she was pret-
ty and in trouble, so what could a fel-
low do?”

“Sir Knight!" said the Editor mock-
ingly. “ Sir Galahad! A fair lady, and
in trouble! What: ho, varlet! Fetch me
my armor ! "

“ It wasn't the fact that she was pret-
ty,” mused the P. A., ignoring the ban-
tering tone, ‘‘ or that she was in trouble,
exactly; it was—well, perhaps I'd better
begin at the beginning.

“I was standing at the corner of
Broad and Main Streets to-day about
one-thirty. I remember the time precisely,
beeause. I had just looked at my watch,
and was wondering what I should do be-
tween that and two, when I had an ap-
pointment at the office.”

“ That was an event,” said the Editor.
“ Also, I presume you were waiting for
your one-forty-five cocktail. That's a
useful way to mark the time.

“ Don’t interrupt. I had just looked
up when a hansom drove sharply to the
curb in front of me. In it, alone, was
the most beautiful—well, let it go at
that. I've seen pretty women before. and
I would probably not have noticed this
one particularly, if she hadn’t leanad
out as if to speak to me.”

“ Oh, breaker of hearts!”

Editor, with his eyes shut.
. “I glanced at her, hesitated, then took
a step toward her, and raised my hat.
She leaned forward at once, and smiled,
but even then I noticed that she looked
troubled and distressed.”

“When a woman works the pathetic
racket,” quoth the Editor, * there’s noth-
ing in heaven or earth she can't get.”

“‘I'm going to ask you to do me a
little favor,’ she said, and I could see she
didn’t like to ask it. ‘I wonder—would
it be very much trouble for you to make
a purchase for me in that store just be-
hind you?’

“1 looked around. It was a store for
men’s hats. If she had asked. me to go
in and steal something, I might have said
I would.

“¢Madam,” I said, ‘if I can be of
any service to you, command me." I may
have overdone the thing, I know I was
a trifle ardent and emphatic.”

“Trust you, when youth and beauty

said the
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are combined,” said the Editor sarcas-
tically.

“ Well, to shorten the tale, what do
you suppose she wanted me to get her,
in there? ”

“ Couldn’t guess in a year. Go on.”

“Oh, stop interrupting! She asked
me to go into that store and buy her
a man’s soft felt hat, number seven and
a quarter! And to bring it to her at
the next corner, where she would wait
for it.” .

“Hat!” said the Editor, suddenly
alert.

“ Now, the whole affair would not
have been funny, or remarkable, or sad,
if it hadn't been for her air of mystery,
and her very evident distress. Imagine a
beautiful woman driving up to a fellow
on the street and asking him to buy her
a man's hat; then accepting it from him
with gratitude and-eagerness, as if he had
given her a vacht, and driving off madly
down the street with the hat clutched in
her hand!"”

“ Here's where I sit up and Dbegin

to take notice,” said the Editor. * Hum!
At one-thirty, you say? Well, go on—
don’t stop in the middle of it. That

isn’t all, is it? "

“Well, T had a little time, and the
whole incident had sort of got into me,
so she had no sooner started off than I
jumped into another cab and followed
her. I needn’t tell you about the ride.
It was like a flight, for all the world—
up one street and down another, cross
over and turn your corners, and all hands
round, on two wheels, until I hardly
knew where we were. Then, my lady
suddenly pulled up, and I did the same,
a little distance Dback and across the
street. I noticed then it was Ritt and
Spring Streets, down-town. The young
lady didn’t get out, and I sat there feel-
ing pretty small. I was determined, now
that I had gone so far, to see who was
waiting for the hat. My curiosity began
to cool, after a while; it seemed so per-
fectly clear that she had bought a hat
for her father, and was merely waiting
to meet him.

“ I had sat there for about fifteen min-
utes, and was just deciding to move on,
when a young fellow came dashing down
a side street. breathless and hatless. He
stopped cn the corner and looked quick-
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“ Ever been pulled in before?' asked
the P. A., with interest.

“ No,” shortly. *“-The whole thing, as
I lqok back at it, is the fault of a hat
with a long white feather, and a pair of
eyes, blue, green, yellow—I don’t care
now that they’ were. It was about
eleven this morning. - I'd been in buy-
ing a necktie ”

“ The one you have on?' asked the
Cashier pointedly.

“ And was coming out of the store,
when a young woman, passing, dropped
her leather bag. I picked it up, of
course, and she asked me if I would look
.around for a small purse, which had
dropped out of it. To my surprise, when
I said I didn’t see it, she burst into tears.
In fact, she was so much agitated that I
didn’t like to pass on and leave her.”

“Sir Knight!” broke in the P. A,
mockingly. ‘ Sir Galahad!"”

After a minute I thought of the Uni-
versity Club, and suggested that she go
in there to the ladies’ room, until she re-
covered a little. She. was, in spite of the
tears "—the Editor cleared his throat—
‘“an extremély presentable young person,
in a gray gown, with a black hat and a
white feather.”

“Two of us!
P. A;, collapsing. _

‘“ She seemed to take to the suggestion,
and in a little while she emerged, a little
red around the eyes, but becomingly con-
fused. ‘What must I think of her?’
and so on. Well, at the time, I thought
quite a lot. But my self-esteem got a
knock when she confessed that she was
eloping—in other words, some other fel-
low had got in ahead of me. She had
come in from Mayville that morning,
and the*arrangement was that they were
to be married as soon as the man could
get a license. She was to meet him some-
where near the court-house at two o’clock,
and they had arranged with a minister.
Oh, it was all perfectly conventional.
There was even a pursuing father.”

“ Did she tell you all this while you
stood outside the club?”

“ The fact is,” confessed the Editor,
with some embarrassment, ‘it was my
lunch-time then, and I asked her to—to
have something to eat. I couldn't do
anything else, could I? She'd lost her
purse!"”

Oh, Lord!” said the

“ Certainly not,” assented the P. A,

gravely.
“TIt. was during lunchcon that she
sprang her—er—little jokc. It way,

briefly, that having shown so friendly a
spirit, I go a bit farther and become a
co-conspirator for her happiness—that [
hold back the old gentleman while some
other fellow annexed her. I didn’t mind
throwing papa off the scent—the father
of a good-looking girl is usually a Dbla-
tant ass, who pats himself on the back
because Nature has laid herself out for
him—but I wasn't stuck on the other
part. However, a fair lady in trou-
ble—"

“ What, ho, varlet! Fetch me my ar-
mor,” murmured the P. A.

* Launcelot was to be at the court-
house at or about two o'clock. Also, it
was probable that papa would be there.
I was not unlike Launcelot” (here the
Editor apologetically ran his hand over
the fast thinning remnant of his hair,
which was brushed straight across the
top of his head to cover an overassertive
scalp). ‘ Launcelot seldom wore his hat
in the summer, preferring to carry it.
Would I—could I—Dbe in a cab near the
court-house at two o’clock, sitting bare-
headed? Would I, when I saw a young
man leap into her cab -and drive off,
would I drive furiously in an opposite
direction? " T

“ Then you were there too!” said the
P. A. breathlessly.

“ Keep still,” #growled the Lditor.
‘At least I wasn’t following a helpless
girl around, spying on her actions. At
first I demurred a little. It seemed to
me the trick could be done in a more dig-
nified manner. Why couldn't we get
some one to say that they had gone in
a different direction? Why should it be
necessary to take a man of position and
maturity, like myself "

‘“ Oh, tush!” said the P. A.

“ Put him in a hansom without his hat,
and send him clattering away with his
reverend hairs rising in the breeze, and
an irate papa chasing him in another
cab, leaning forward to offer monetary
inducements to the cabby, while people
lined up to see the end. But she had set
her mind on a Garrison finish, and noth-
ing else would do. It wa$ twelve-forty-
five -when I left her, pledged to rob
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him and the tears at last came through
his fingers, as in despair he thought how
vain must be any effort to content or
to conciliate her. Impatient with his
own weekness, he started to his feet,
when a hand was laid gently upon his
arm. She stood beside him. _

“Oh, sir! Oh, Mr. Hazel! Do for-
give me. I am not ungrateful—indeed,
indeed, I am not; but 1 am mad with
despair. = Judge me’ with compassion.
At this moment those who are very, very
dear to me, are awaiting my arrival in

London; and.when they learn the loss of”

the Proserpine, how great will be their
misery! Well, that misery is added to
mine. Then my poor papa: he will never
know how much he loved me until this
news reaches him. And to think that
I am dead to them, yet living!living here
helplessly, helplessly. Dear, dear Ar-
thur, how you will suffer for my sake!
O papa! papa!' shall I never see you
again?” and she wept bitterly.

“I1 am helpless ‘either to aid or to
console you, Miss Rolleston. By the act
of a Divine Providence- you were cast
upon this desolate shore, and Dby the
same Will I was appointed to serve and
to provide for your welfare. I'pray God
that He will give me health and strength
to assist you. Good night.” .

She looked timidly at him for a mo-
ment, then slowly regained her hut. He
had spoken coldly and with dignity.
She felt humbled, the more so that he
had only bowed his acknowledgment to
her apology.

The following morning Helen was sur-
prised to see the boat riding at anchor
in the surf, and Hazel busily engaged
on her trim. He was soon on.shore, and
by her side.

“1 am afraid I must leave you for a
day, Miss Rolleston,” he said. ‘I wish
to make a circuit of thé island; indeed
I ought to have done so many days ago.”

“Is such an expedition necessary?
Surely you have had enough of the sea.”

‘“ It is very necessary.* You have urged
me to undertake this enterprise. You see,
it is the first step toward announcing to
all passing vessels our presence in this
place. - I have commenced operations al-
ready. See on yonder DLluff, which I
have called Telegraph Point, I have
mounted the boat’s ensign, and now it
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floats from the top of the tree beside the
bonfire. I carried it there at sunrise.

“ Do you see that pole I have shipped
on board the boat? ®hat is intended as
a signal, which shall be exhibited on your
great palm-trec. [he flag will then stand
for*a signal on the northern coast, and
the palm tree, thus accoutered, will serve
for a similar purposc on the western ex-
tremity of the island. As [ pass along
the southern and eastern shores, I pro-
pose to select spots where some mark can
be erected, such as may b= visible to ships
at sea.”

“ But will they remark such signals? "

“ Be assured they will, if they come
within sight of the place.”

The young man had regained an elas-
ticity of bearing, an indcpendence of
tone, to which she was not at all accus-
tomed ; his manners were always soft and
deferential ; but his c¢xpression was more
firm, and she felt that the reins had been
gently removed from her possession, and
there was a will to guide her which she
was bound to acknowledge and obey.

Hazel went about his work briskly;
the boat was soon laden with cvery requi-
site. Helen watched these preparations
askance, vexed with the expedition which
she had urged him to make. Then she
fell to reflecting on the change that
seemed to have taken place in her char-
acter ; she, who was once so womanly,
so firm, so reasonable—why had she be-
come so p€tulant, childish, and ca-
pricious? o

The sail was set, and all rcady to run
the cutter into the surf of the rising tide,
when, taking a sudden resolution, as it

, were, Helen came rapidly down, and
said, “ I will go with you, if you please,”
half in command and half in doubt.
Hazel looked a little surpriscd, but very
pleased; and then she added, “ 1 hope
I shall not be in your way.”

He assured her, on the contrary, that
she might be of great assistance to him;
and now with ‘double” alacrity he ran
out the little vessel and lcaped into the
prow as she danced over the waves.  As
they proceeded, he marked roughly on
the side of his tin baler, with the point
of a pin borrowed from Helen, the form
of the coast line.

An hour and a half brought them
to the ncrthwestern extremity of the
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island. As they cleared the shelter of
the land, the southerly breeze coming
with some force across the open sea
caught the .cutter, and she lay over in
a way to inspire Helen with alarm; she
was about to let go the tiller, when Ha-
zel seized it, accidentally enclosing her
hand under the grasp of his own, as he
pressed the tiller hard to port.

« Steady, please ; don’t relmqmsh your
hold; it is all right—no fear,” he cried,
as he kept his eye on their sail.

He held this course for a mile or more,
and then, judging with a long tack he
could weather the southerly side of the
island, he put the boat about. He took
occasion to explain to Helen how this
operation was necessary, and she learned
the alphabet of navigation. The western
end of their little land now lay before
them ; it was about three miles in breadth.

For two miles the bluff coast line con-
tinued unbroken ; then a deep bay, a mile
in width and two miles in depth, was
made by a long tongue of sand project-
mg westerly ; on its extremity grew the

gigantic palm, well recogmzed as Helen's _

landmark. Hazel stood up in the boat to
reconnoiter the coast. He perceived the
sandy shore was dotted with.multitudes
of dark objects. Erelong, these objects
were seen to be in motion, and, pointing
them out to Helen, with'a smile, he said:

“ Beware, Miss Rolleston, yonder are
your bugbears—and in some force, too.
Those dark masses, moving upon the
hillocks of sand, or rolling on the surf,
are sea-lions—the plocaleonina, or lion-
seal.”

Helen strained her eyes to distinguish
the forms, but only descried the dingy
objects. While thus engaged, she al-
lowed the cutter to fall off a little, and,
cre Hazel had resumed his hold upon
the tiller, they were fairly in the bay;
the great palm tree on their starboard
bow.

“ You seem determmed to make the ac-
quaintance of your nightmares,” he re-
marked; “ you perceive that we are em-
bayed.”

Her consternation amused him; she
saw that, if they held their present course
the cutter would take the beach about
a mile ahead, where these animals were
densely crowded.

‘At this moment,

something dark
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bulged up close beside her in the sea,
and the rounded back of a monster rolled
over and disappeared. Hazel let drop
the sail, for they were now fairly in
the smooth water of the bay, and close
to the sandy spit; the gigantic stem of
the palm tree was on their quarter, about
half a mile off.

He took to the oars, and rowed slow-
ly toward the shore. A small seal rose
behind the boat and followed them,
playing with the blade, its gambols re-
sembling that of a kitten. He pointed
out to Helen the mild expression of the
creature’s face, and assured her that all
this tribe were harmless animals, and
susceptible of domestication. YThe cub
swam up to the boat quite fearlessly, and
he touched its head gently; he encour-
aged her to do the like, but she shrank
from its contact. They were now close
ashore, and Hazel, throwing out his
anchor in two feet of water, prepared
to land the beam of wood he had brought
to decorate the palm trée as a signal.

The huge stick was soon heaved over-
board, and he leaped after it. He towed
it to the nearest landing to the tree,
and dragged it high up on shore. Scarce-
ly had he disposed it conveniently,
intending to return in a day or two with

the means of affixing it in a prominent

and remarkable manner, in the form of
a spar across the trunk of the palm, when
a cry from Helen recalled him. A large
number of the sca-lions were coasting
quietly down the surf toward the boat;
indeed, a dozen of them had made thexr
appearance around it.

Hazel shouted to her not to fear, and
desiring that her alarm should not spread
to the swarm, he passed back quietly
but rapidly. When he reached the water,
three or four of the animals were already
floundering between him and the boat.
He waded slowly toward one of them,
and stood beside it. The man and the
creature looked quietly at each other, and
then the seal rolled over, with a snuffing,
self-satisfied air, winking its soft eyes
with immense complacency.

« Helen, in her alarm, could not resist
a smile at this conclusion of so terrible
a demonstration; for, with all their gen-
tle expression, the tusks of the brute
looked formidable. But, when she saw
Hazel pushing them aside, and patting
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ing beneath the mat that a few miautes
ago had been her roof. He extricated
her in a moment, uttering inarticulate
cries of pity and fear.

“ Don’t be frightened,” said she.
am not hurt.”

But he felt her quiver from head to
foot. He wrapped her in all her rugs,
and, thinking of nothing but her safety,
lifted her in his strong arms to take her
to his own place, which was safe from
wind at least.

But this was no light work.
there erect was impossible.

Holding tight by the tree, he got her
to the lee of the tent and waited for
a lulls He went rapidly down the hill,
but ere he reached®the river, a gust
came careering over the sea. A sturdy

“I

To go

young tree was near him. He placed .

her against it and wound his arms round
her and its trunk.

The blast came: the tree bent down
almost to the ground, then whirled
round, recovered, shivered; but he held
firmly. It passed. ‘Again he lifted her,
and bore her to the boat-house. Ashe
went, the wind almost choked her, and
her long hair lashed his face like a whip.
But he got her in, and then sat panting
and crouching, but safe. . They were
none too soon; the tempest increased in
violence, and became more continuous.
No clouds, but a ghastly glare all over
the sky. No rebellious waves, but a sea
hissing and foaming under -its master’s
lash.

The river ran roaring and foaming by,
and made the boat heave even in its little
creek.
longer shake them; went screaming ter-
ribly close over their heads—no longer
like air in motion, but, solid and keen,
it seemed the Almighty’s scythe mowing
down Nature; and soon it became, like
turbid water, blackened with the leaves,
branches, and fragments of all kinds it
whirled along with it. The trees fell
crashing on all sides, and the remains
passed over their heads into the sea.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

ON the morning that followed this
memorable night our personages seemed
to change characters.

The wind, though it could no

Hazel sat down-
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before- the relics of the hut—three or
four strings dangling, and a piece of
network waving—and eyed them with
shame, regret, and humiliation. He was
so absorbed in his self-reproaches that
he did . not hear a light footstep, and
Helen Rolleston stood near him a mo-
ment or two, and watched the play of
his countenance with a very inquisitive
and kindly light in her own eyes.

“ Never mind,” said she soothingly.

Hazel started at the music.

“ Never mind your house being blown
to atoms, and mine has stood? ” said he,
half reproachfully.

“ You took too much pains with mine.”

“I will take a great deal more with
the next.””

“T hope not. But I want you to come
and look at the havoc. It is terrible;
and yet so grand.” And thus she drew
him away from the sight that caused his
pain. .

They entered the wood by a path
Hazel had cut from the scashore, and
viewed the devastation in Terrapin
Wood. Prostrhte trees lay across one an-
other in astonishing numbers, and in the
strangest positions; and their glorious
plumes swept the earth.

From the wood she took him to the
shore, and there they found many birds
lying dead; and Hazel picked up scev-
eral that he had read of as good to
eat. For certain signs had convinced
him his fair and delicate companion was
carnivora, and must be nourished accord-
ingly. Seeing him so emploved, she
asked him archly whether he was begin-
ning to see the comforts of a hurricane.
‘“ Not yet,” said he; * the account is far
from even.”

“Then come to-where the rock was
blown down.” She led the way gaily
across the sands.to a point where an
overhanging crag had fallen, with two
trees and a quantity of earth and plants
that grew above it. But, when they got
nearer, she became suddenly grave and
stood still.

The mass had fallen upon a sheltered
place, where seals were hiding from the
wind, and had buried several; for two
or three limbs were sticking out, of vic-
tims overwhelmed in the ruin; and a
magnificent sea-lion lay clear of the
smaller rubbish, but quite dead. IHazel
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“I am too happy to see you sitting
there to scold you. But still I do ask
vou to leave the sea alone after this.
‘The treacherous monster! Oh, thirk
what you and I have suffered on it!”

She seemed quite worn out. . He saw
that, and retired for the night, casting
one more wistful glance on her. But at
that moment she was afraid to look at
him. Her heart was welling over with
tenderness for the dear friend whose life
she had saved.

Next morning Hazel rose at daybreak
as usual, but found himself stiff in the
joints; and with 4 pain in his back. The
mat that hung at the opening of Helen’s
cave was not removed as usual. She was
on her bed with a violent headache.

Hazel fed Ponto, and corrected him.
He was at present a civilized dog, so he
made a weak rush at the boobies and
noddies directly.

He also smelt Tommy ‘inquisitively, to
learn was he an eatable. Tommy some-
how divined the end of this sinister
curiosity and showed his teeth.

Then Hazel got a rope, and tied
one end round his ewn waist, and one
round Ponto’s neck, and, at every out-
‘break of civilization, jerked him sharply
onto his back. The effect of this dis-
cipline was rapid ;" Ponto soon found that
he must not make war on the inhabitants
of -the island. He was a docile animal,
and in a very short time consented to
make one of ‘ the happy family,” as
Hazel called the miscellaneous crew that
beset him.

Helen and Hazel did not meet till past
noon; and when they did meet it was
plain she had been thinking a great deal,
for her grecting was so shy and re-
strained as to appear cold and distant to
Hazel. He thought to himself, I was
too happy yesterday, and she too kind.
Of course it could not last.

This change in her seemed to grow,
rather than diminish.

She carried it so far as to go and al-
most hide during the working hours.
She made off to the jungle, and spent
an unreasonable time there. She pro-
fessed to be collecting cotton, and it must
be admitted she brought a good deal
home with her. But Hazel could not ac-
cept cotton as the only motive for thls
sudden separation.

‘concern.
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He lost the light of her face till the
evening. Then matters took another
turn; she was too polite. Ceremony and
courtesy appeared to be gradually en-
croaching upon tender {ricndship and
familiarity ; yet, now and then, her scft
hazel ‘eyes seemed to turn on him in
silence, and say, forgive me all this.
Then at those sweet looks, love and for-
giveness poured out of his eyes.

Since he was so exposed to the weather
on the reef, Hazel had never been free
from pain, but he had done his best to
work it off. He had collected all the
valuables from the wreck, made a new
mast, set up a rude capstan to draw the
boat ashore, and cut a little dock for her
at low water, and clayed it in the full
heat of .the sun; and, having accom-
plished this drudgery, he got at last to
his labor of love ; he opened a quantity of
pearl oysters, fed Tommy and the duck
with them, and began the great work of
lining the cavern with them.

-"The said cavern was somewhat shell-
shaped, and his idea was to make it out
of a gloomy cavern into a vast shell,
lined entirely, roof and sides, with glo-
rious, sweet, prismatic mother-of-pearl,
fresh from the ocean. Well, one morn-
ing while Helen was in the jungle, he
made a cement of guano, sand, clay and
water, nipped some shells to a shape with
the pincers, and cemented them neatly,
like mosaic almost; but in the middle
of his work he was cut down by the dis-
order he had combated so stoutly. He
fairly gave in, and sat down groaning
with pain. And in this state Helen
found him.

* Oh, what is the matter?” she said.

He told her the truth, and said he
had violent pains in the back and head.
She did not say much, but she turned
pale. She bustled and lighted a great
fire, and made him lie down by it. She
propped his head up; she set water on
to boil ‘for him, and would not let him
move for anything; and all the time her
features were brimful of the loveliest
Toward evening he got better,
or rather he mistook an intermission for
cure, and retired to his boat, but she
made him take her rug with him.

She passed an uneasy, restless night,
and long before morning she awoke for
the sixth or seventh time, with a misgiv-
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‘““acts of memory sometimes pass for in-
vention, you know. Shall I tell you?
when first you fell ill, you were rather
light-headed, -and uttered the strangest
things. They would have made me
laugh heartily, only I couldn’t—for cry-
ing. And you said that about kites and
balloons, every word.”

-“Did I? Then I have most brains
when I have least reason, that'’s all.”

‘“Aye,” said Helen, ‘“and other
strange things—very strange and bitter
things. One I should like to ask you
about, what on earth you could mean by
it; but perhaps you meant nothing, af-
ter all.”

“TI'll soon tell you,” said Hazel; but
he took the precaution to add, * provided
I know what it means myself.”

She looked at him steadily, and was
on the point of seeking the explanation
so boldly offered; but her own courage
failed her. She colored and hesitated.

‘T shall wait,” said she, " till you are
quite, quite well. That will be soon, I
hope ; only you must be good, and obey
my prescriptions. Cultivate patience; as-
pire no more beyond the powers of man.
Here we shall stay unless Providence
sends us a ship. I have ceased to repine;
and don’t you begin. Dismiss that prob-
lem altogether; see how hot it has made
your poor brow.”

Hazel smiled, well pleased, and leaned
back, soothed, silenced, subdued, by her
soft voice, and the exquisite touch of
her velvet hand on his hot brow; for,
womanlike, she laid her hand like down
on that burning brow to aid her words in
soothing it. But the topic had entered
his mind too deeply to be finally dis-
missed. It returned next day, though in
a different form. You must know that
Hagzel, as he lay on his back in the boat,
had often, in a half-drowsy way, watched
the effect of the sun upon the boat’s
mast ; it now stood, a bare pole, and at
certain hours acted like the needle of
a dial by casting a shadow on the sands.
Above all, he could see pretty well by
means of this pole and its shadow when
the sun attained its greatest elevation.
He now asked Miss Rolleston to assist
him in making this observation exactly.

She obeyed his instructions, and the
moment the shadow reached its highest
angle, and showed the minutest symptom
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of declension, she said, “ Now,” and
Hazel called out in a loud voice:

“Noon!”

“And forty-ninc minutes past eight
at Sydney,” said Helen, holding out her
chronometer; for she had Dbeen sharp
enough to get it ready of her own ac-
cord.

Hazel looked at her. and at the watch
with amazement "‘and incredulity.

“ What?’ said he. ‘ Impossible.
You can’t have kept Sydney time all this
while.” :

“And pray why not?” said Heclen.
“ Have you forgotten that oncc some-
body praised me for keeping Sydney
time; it helped you, somehow or other,
to know. where we were.”

“And ‘so it will now,” cried Hazel,
exultingly. “ But no! it is impossible.
We have gone through scenes that—you
can’t have wound that watch up without
missing a day.”

“Indeed, but I have,” said Helen.
“Not wind my watch up! Why, if [
was dying I should wind my watch up.
Do you remember that terrible night in
the boat, when neither of us expected to
see the morning—Oh, how good and
brave you were—well, I remember wind-
ing it up that night. I kissed it, and bade
it good-by; but I never dreamed of not
winding it-up because I was going to
be killed. What! am I not to be praised
again, as I was on board ship? Stingy!
can't afford to praise one twice for the
same thing.”

“ Praised!” cried Hazel, excitedly;
‘““worshiped, you mean. Why, we have
got the longitude by means of vour

chronometer. It is wonderful! It is
providential! It is the finger of
Heaven! "Pen and ink, and let me work

it out.” .

In his excitement he got up without
assistance, and was soon busy calculat-
ing the longitude of Godsend Isle.

CHAPTER XL.

“ THERE,” said he. “ Now the lati-
tude I must guess at by certain com-
binations. In the first place the slight
variation in the length of the day. Then
I must try and make a rough calculation
of the sun’s parallax. And then my bot-


what.it







FOUL PLAY.

her to Plymouth, and took his friend
down to her by train. ‘

They went out to her in a boat. She
was a screw steamer, that could sail nine
knots an hour without burning a coal.
As she came down the Channel, the gen-
eral’s trouble got to be well-known on
board her, and, when he came out of
the harbor, the sailors, by an honest,
hearty "impulse, that did them credit,
waited for no orders but manned the
yards to receive him with the respect due
to his services and his sacred calamity.

On getting on board, he saluted the
captain and the ship’s company with sad
dignity, and retired to his cabin with Mr.
Wardlaw.  There the old merchant
forceC on him by loan seven hundred
pounds, chiefly in gold and silver, tell-
ing him there was nothing like money,
go where you will. He then gave him a
number of notices he had printed, and a
paper of advice and instructions: it was
written in his own large, clear, formal
hand. _

General Rolleston tried to falter out
his thanks. John Wardlaw interrupted
him.

“ Next to you I am her father; am I
not? "

“ You have proved it.”

“ Well, then. However, if you do find
her, as I pray to God you may, I claim
the second kiss, mind that: not for my-
self, though: for my poor Arthur, that
lies on the sick-bed for her.”

And so they parted: and that.sad par-
ent went out to the Pacific.

To abridge this gloomy and monot-
onous part of our tale, suffice it to say
that he endured two months of water
and infinity ere the vessel, fast as she
was, reached Valparaiso. Their progress,
however, had been more than once in-
terrupted to carry out Wardlaw’s in-
structions.

The poor general himself had but one
idea: to go and search the Pacific with
his own eyes; but Wardlaw, more ex-
perienced, directed him to overhaul every
whaler and coasting vessel he could, and
deliver printed notices; telling the sad
story, and offering a reward for any posi-
tive information, good or bad, that
should be brought in to his agent at Val-
paraiso. Acting on these instructions
they had overhauled two or three coast-

691

ing vessels as they stcamed up from the
Horn. -

«They now placarded the port of Val-
paraiso, and put the notices on board
all vessels bound westward ; and the cap-
tain of the Springbok spoke to the skip-
pers in the port. But they all shook their
heads, and could hardly be got to give
their minds seriously to the inquiry, when
they heard in what water the cutter was
last seen and on what course.

One old skipper said, ‘ Look on Jyan
Fernandez, and then at the bottom of
the Pacific; but the sooner you look there
the less time you will lose.”

From Valparaiso they ran to Juan
Fernandez, which, indeed, seemed the
likeliest place; if she was alive.

When the larger island of that group
came in sight, the father’s heart began
to beat higher.

The ship anchored and took in coal,
which was furnished at a wickedly high
price by Mr. Joshua Fullalove, who had
virtually purchased the island from
Chili, having got it on lease for longer
than the earth itself is to last, we hear.

And now Rolleston found the value of
Wardlaw’s loan ; it enabled him to prose-
cute his search through the whole group
of islands; and he did hear at last of
three persons who had been wrecked on
Masa Fuero; one of them a female. He
followed this up, and at last discovered
the parties. He found them to be Span-
iards, and the woman smoking a pipe.

After this bitter disappointment he
went back to the ship, and she was to
weigh her anchor next morning.

But, while General Rolleston was at
Masa Fuero, a small coasting vessel had
come in, and brought a strange report
at second-hand, that in some  degree un-
settled Captain Moreland’s mind; and
being hotly discussed on the forecastle,
set the ship’s company in ‘a ferment.

CHAPTER XLII

HazeL had risen an hour before dawn
for reasons well known to himself. He
put on his worst clothes, and a leathern
belt, his little bags round his neck, and
took his bundle of rushes in his hand.
He also provided himself with some
pieces of raw fish and fresh oyster; and,
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[ Sir! ”

“Send a man aft: the oldest seaman
aboard.” '

‘“ Aye, aye, sir.”

There was some little delay; and then
a sailor of about sixty slouched aft and
awaited the captain’s commands.

“ Isaac,” said the captain, * do you be-
lieve land and ships have ever been seen
in the sky, reflected? I suppose you
never saw a phenomenon of the kind?”

“ Hain’t I'!” said Isaac grimly. Then,
with sudden and not very reasonable
heat, “D my eyes and limbs if I
hain’t seen the Peak o’ Teneriffe in the
sky topsy-turvy, and as plain as I see
that there cloud there.”

“ Come,” said Moreland; ‘“now we
are getting to it. Tell us all about that.”

““ Well, sir,” said the seaman, “ I don’t
care to larn them as laughs at everything
‘they hain’t seen in maybe a dozen voy-
ages at most; but you know me, and I
knows you; though you command the
ship and I work before the mast. Now I
axes you, sir, should you say Isaac Aiken
was the man to take a sugar-loaf, or a
cocked hat, for the Peak o’ Teneriffe?

“ As likely as I am myself, Isaac.”

" “No commander can say fairer nor
that,” said Isaac, with dignity. * Well,
your honor, we were bound for Teneriffe
with a fair wind, though not so much
of it as we wanted, by reason she was a
good sea-boat, but broad in the bows.
The Peak hove-in sight in the sky, and
all the glasses was at her. She lay a
point or two on our weather quarter like,
full two hours, and then she just melted
away like a lump o’ sugar. We kept on
our course a day and a half, and at last
we sighted the real Peak, and anchored
off the port; whereby, when we saw Ten-
eriffe Peak in the sky to winnard, she lay
a hundred leagues to looard, s’ help me
God!"

“That is wonderful,” said General
Rolleston.

“That will do, Isaac,” said the cap-
tain. “ Mr. Butt, double his grog for a
week, for having seen more than I havé.”

The captain and General Rolleston
had a’ long discussion; but the result
was, they determined to go to Easter
Island first, for General Rolleston saw
no sufficient ground for deviating from
Wardlaw’s positive instructions.
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At eight next morning, Captain More-
land and General Rolleston being on
deck, one of the ship’s boys comes up to
the gentlemen, ‘takes oif his cap, and
shoves a paper into Gencral Rolleston’s
hand.

“This won't do,” said the captain
sternly.

The high-bred soldier handed the pa-
per to him unopened. The captain opened
it, looked a little vexed, but more amused,
and handed it back to the general.

It was a Rounn Rosin.

Round Robins are not ingratiating as
a rule. But this one came from some
rough but honest fellows, who had al-
ready shown that kindliness and tact may
reside in a coarse envelope. The sailors
of the Springbok, when they - first
boarded her in the Thames, looked on
themselves as men bound on an empty
cruise; and nothing but the pay, which
was five shillings per month above the
average, reconciled them to it.

But the sight of the general had
touched them afar off. His gray hair
and pale face, seen as he rowed out
of Plymouth Harbor, had sent them to
the yards by a gallant impulse; and all
through the voyage the game had been
to put on an air of alacrity and hope,
whenever they passed the general or
came under his eye.

If hypocrisy is always a crime, this
was a very criminal ship; for the men,
and even the boys, were hypocrites, who,
feeling quite sure that the daughter was
dead at sea months ago, did, nevertheless,
make up their faces to encourage the
father into thinking-she was alive and
he was going to find her.

But people who pursue this game too
long, and keep up the hopes of another,
get infected at last themselves; and the
crew of the Springbok arrived at Val-
paraiso infected with a little hope. Then
came the Dutchman’s tale, and the dis-
cussion, which ended adverscly to their
views; and this elicited the circular we
have now the honor to lay before our
readers.

General Rolleston and Captain More-
land returned to the cabin and discussed
this document. They came on deck
again, and the men were piped aft. Gen-
eral Rolleston addressed them thus:

“ My men, I thank you for taking my
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“ Tt is you that don’t listen to cemumon
sense,’”’ retorted Helen. “If vou go and
make yourself ill, all the problcms in the
world will not compensate me. And I
must say I think it was not very kind of
you to run off so without warning. Why
give me hours of anxiety for want of a
word? But there, it is useless to argue
with a boy; yes, sir, a boy. Go home
this moment, sir, and change vyour
clothes; and don't you presume to come
into the presence of the nurse vou have
offended till there’s not a wet thread
about you.”

The inventor in his moment of victory
slunk away crestfallen to change his
clothes.

So far Helen Rolleston was a type of
her sex in its treatment of inventors.
At breakfast she became a brilliant ex-
ception. The moment she saw Hazel
seated by her fire in dry clothes she
changed her key, and made him relate
the whole business, and expressed the
warmest admiration and sympathy.

“ But,” said she, “I do ask you not
to repeat this exploit too often; now
don’t do it again for a fortnight. The
island will not run away. Ducks come
and go every day, and your health is
very, very precious.”

He colored with pleasure, and made
the promise at once. But during this
fortnight events occurred. In the first
place, he improved his invention. He
remembered how a duck, over-weighted
by a crab, -which was fast to her leg,
had come on board the* boat. Memory
dwelling on this, and invention digesting
it, he resolved to weight his next batch
of ducks; for he argued thus:

‘“ Probably our ducks go straight from
this to the great American Continent.
Then it may be long ere onc of them
falls into the hands of a man; and per-
haps that man will not know KEnglish.
But if I could impede the flight of my
ducks, they might alight on ships: and
three ships out of four know English.”

Accordingly, he now inserted stones
of various sizes into the little bags. It
was a matter of nice calculation: the
problem was to weight the birds just so
much that they might be able to fly three
or four hundred miles, or about half as
far as their unencumbered companions.

But in the midst of all this a circum-
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stance occurred that would have made
a vain man, or indeed most men, fling the

whole thing away. Hclen and he came
to a rupture. It began by her fault,
and continued by his. She did not

choose to know her own mind. and, in
spite of secret warnings from her better
judgment, she was driven by curiosity. or
by the unhappy restlessness to which her
sex are peculiarly subject at odd times,
to sound Hazel as to the meaning of a
certain epigram that rankled in her.

Said she one day, quietly, though with
a deep blush: “ Do you know Mr. Arthur
Wardlaw? ”

Hazel gave a shiver, and said,
do.”

“ Do you know anything about him?”

‘" I do.il

‘“ Nothing to his discredit, I am sure.”

“If you are sure, why ask me? Do I
ever mention his name? "

* Perhaps you do, sometxmes, without

uI

intending it.’

" “You_are mistaken: he is in your
thoughts, no doubt; but not in mine.”

“QOught T to forget people entirely,
and what I owe them?”

“ That is a question I decline to go
into.”

“ How harsh]y you speak to me. Is
that fair? You know my engagement,
and that honor and duty draw me to
England; yet I am happy here. You,
who are so good and strong, might pity
me at least; for I am torn this way and
that.” And here the voice ceased, and
the tears began to flow.

“1 do pity you,” said Hazel. ‘‘I must
pity any one who is obliged to mention
honor and duty in the same breath <as
Arthur Wardlaw.”

At this time Helen drew back, of-
fended bitterly. ‘ That pity I reject
and scorn,” said she. ‘“No, I plighted
my faith with my eyes open, and to a
worthy object. I never knew him black-
en any person who was not there to speak
for himself, and that is a very worthy
trait, in my opinion.”

Hazel, racked with jealously, lost his
temper for once, and said.those who lay
traps must not complain if others fall
into them.

“ Traps! Who lay them?”

“You did, Miss Rolleston. Did I
cver condescend to mention that man’s
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“ No, I am not one of your prying sort.
Where are ye bound for now? "

“TI am bound for Easter Island.”

“ Have you heard anything of the
gal?”

‘I‘No-,)

_“And when do ye expec’ to go back
to England as wise as ye came?”

“ Never while this ship can swim,”
cried Moreland angrily, to hide his des-
pondency from this stranger. * And now
it is my turn, I think. What schooner is
this? By whom commanded, and whither
bound? ” '

“ The Julia Dodd; Joshua Fullalove;
bound for Juan Fernandez with the raw
material of civilization—look at the var-
mint skippin’—and a printing-press; an’
that’s the instrument of civilization, I
rather think.”

“Well, sir; and why in Heaven's name
did you change your course? ”

“Wal, I reckon I changed it—to tell
you a lie.”

“To tell us a lie!”

“ Aye; the darndest cternal lie that
ever came out of a man's mouth. Fust,
there’s an unknown island somewheres
about. That’s a kinder flourish before-
hand. On that island there’s an Eng-
lish gal wrecked.”

Exclamations burst forth on every side
at this.

“ And she is so tarnation ’cute she is
flying ducks all over creation with a writ-
ing tied to their legs, telling the tale and
setting down the longitude. There, if
that isn't a buster, I hope I may never
live to tell another.”

“ God bless you, sir,” cried the general.
“ Where is the island?”

“ What island?”

“The island where my child is
wrecked.” '

“ What, are you the gal’s father?"”
said Joshua, with a sudden touch of feel-

ing. _
“1 am, sir. Pray withhold nothing
from me you know.” .
“Why, cunnle,” said the Yankee

soothingly; “don’'t I tell you it's a
buster? However, the lie is none o’ mine.
It’s that old cuss Skinflint set it afloat ; he
is always poisoning’ these peaceful
waters.” ‘

Rolleston asked eagerly who Skinflint
was, and where he could be found.

.y’ are a hungry lot.’
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“Wal, he is a sorter sca Jack-of-all-
trades, ctarnally cruising about to buy
gratis—those he buys of call it stealing.
Got a rotten old cutter, manned by his
wife and family. They get coal out of
me for fur, and sell the coal at double
my price; they kill seals and dress the
skins aboard; kill fish and salt ’em
aboard. Ye know when that fam’'ly is
at sea by the smell that pervades the
briny deep an’ heralds their approach.
Yesterday the air smelt awful: so [ said
to Vespasian here, ‘ I think that sca-skunk
is out, for there's something a pisoning
the cerulean waves an’ succumambient
air.’ We hadn’t sailed not fifty miles
more before we run agin him. _

“Their clothes were drying all about
the riggin’. Hails me, the varmint does.
Vesp and I, we work the printing-press
together, an’ so order him to looward, not
to taint our Otaheitans, that stink of ile
at home, but I had 'em biled before I'd
buy ’em, an’ now they're vilets. ‘Wal
now, Skinflint,’ says I; ‘I reckon you're
come to bring me that harpoon o’ mine
you stole last time you was at my island?’
‘I never saw your harpoon,’ says he, ‘I
want to know have you come across the
Springbok?’ ‘¢ Mebbe I have,’ says I;
‘why do you ask?’ ‘ Got news for her,’
says he; ‘and can’t find her nowheres.’
So then we set to and fenced a bit; and
this old varmint, to put me off the truth,
told me the buster. A month ago or more
he was boarded—by a duck.

* And this_.yar duck had a writing tied
to his leg, and this yar writing said an
English gal was wrecked on an island,
and put down the very longitude. ' Show
me that duck,” says I ironical. ‘D’ye
take us for fools?’ says he; ‘ we ate the
duck for supper.’” ‘That was like ye,’
says I; ‘if an angel brought your pardon
down from heights celestial, you'd ‘roast
him and sell his feathers for swan's-
down ; mebbe ye ate the writing? I know
The writing is in
my cabin,’ says he. ‘Show it me,’ says I,
‘an’ mebbe I'll believe ye.” No, the cuss
would only show it to the Springbok;
‘There’s a reward,” says he. ‘What's
the price of a soul aboard your cutter?’
I asked him. ‘Have you parted with
yours, as you want to buy one?’ says
he. *‘Not one as would carry me right
slick away to everlasting blazes,’ says I.
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took the form of fidelity and humble
devotion. He got a wound for his pains,
poor fellow! and you made Arthur
Wardlaw get him a clerk’s place.”

“ Arthur Wardlaw! "™ cried Seaton.
“Was it to him I owed it?” and he
groaned aloud.

Said Helen: * He hates poor Arthur,
his benefactor.” Then to Penfold: *If
you are that James Seaton, you received
a letter from me.”

“T did,” said Penfold; and, putting
his hand in his bosom, he drew out a
letter and showed it her.

* Let me see it,” said Helen.

“Oh, no! don’t take this from me,
too,” said he piteously.

General Rolleston continued. * The
day you sailed he disappeared; and I
am afraid not without some wild idea
of being in the same ship with you. This
was very reprehensible. Do you hear,
young man? But what is the conse-
quence?  You get shipwrecked together,
and the young madman takes such care
of you that 1 find you well and hearty,
and calling him your guardian angel.
And—another thing to his credit—he has
set his wits to work to restore you to
the world.

“ These ducks, one of which brings
me here? Of course it was he who con-
trived that, not you. Young man, you
must learn to look things in the face;
this young lady is not of your sphere,
to begin; and, in the next place, she is
engaged to Mr. Arthur Wardlaw; and
I am come out in his steamboat to take
her to him. And as for you, Helen, take
my advice ; think what most convicts are,
compared to this one. Shut your eyes
entirely to his folly, as I shall; and let
you and I think only of his good deeds,
and so make him all the return we can.
You and I will go on board the steam-
boat directly; and, when we are there,
we can tell Moreland there is somebody
else on the island.” He then turned to
Penfold, and said: ‘“ My daughter and
I will keep in the after-part of the vessel,
and ariybody that likes can leave the ship
at Valparaiso. Helen, I know it is
wrong; but what can I do?—I am so
happy. You are alive and well. How
can I punish or afflict a human creature
to-day? -And, above all, how can I
crush this unhappy young man, without

-streamed from her eyes.
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whom I should never have seen you again
in this world? My dear lost child!”

And he held her at arm’s length and
gazed. at her, and then drew her to his
bosom; and for him Robert Penfold
ceased to exist, except as a man that
had saved his daughter.

‘ Papa,” said Helen, after a long
pause, * just make him tell why he could
not trust to me. Why he passed himself
off to me for. a clergyman.”

“ T am a clergyman,” said Robert Pen-
fold.

“Oh!” said Helen, shocked to find
him so hardened, as she thought. She
lifted her hands to heaven, and the tears
“ Well, sir,”
said she faintly, “ I see I cannot reach
your conscience. One question more and
then I have done with you forever. Why
in all these months that we have been
alone, and that you have shown me the
nature, I don’t say of an honest man, but
of an angel—yes, papa, of an angel—
why could you not show me one humble
virtue, sincerity? It belongs to a man.
Why could you not say, ‘I have com-
mitted one crime in my life, but repented
forever; judge by this confession, and
by what you have seen of me, whether
I shall ever commit another. Take me
as I am, and esteem me as a penitent
and more worthy man; but I will not
deceive you and pass for a paragon.’
Why could you not say as much as this
to me? If you loved me, why deceive
me so cruelly?”

These words, uttered no longer harsh-
ly, but in a mournful, faint, despairing
voice, produced an effect the speaker lit-
tle expected. Robert Penfold made two
attempts to speak, but though he opened
his mouth, and his lips quivered, he
could get no word out. He began to
choke with emotion ; and, though he shed
no tears, the convulsion that goes with
weeping in weaker natures overpowered
him in a way that was almost terrible.

“ Confound it!” said General Rolles-
ton, ‘ this is monstrous of you, Helen;
it is barbarous. You are not like your
poor mother.”

She was pale and trembling, and the
tears flowing; but she showed her native
obstinacy. She said hoarsely: * Papa,
you are blind. He must answer me.
He knows he must!”
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“ T must,” said Robert Penfold, gasp-
ing still. Then he manned himself by
a mighty effort, and repeated with dig-
nity, “ I will.” There was a pause while
the young man still struggled for com-
posure and self-command.

“ Was I not often on the point of tell-
ing you my sad story? Then is it fair
to say that I should never have told it to
you? But, O Miss Rolleston, you don’t
know what agony it may be to an unfor-
tunate man to tell the truth. There are
accusations so terrible, so defiling, that,
when a man has proved them false, they
still stick to him and soil him. Such an
accusation I labor under, and a judge

and jury have branded me. I feared the
prejudices of the world. I dreaded to
see your face alter to me. Yes, I trem-

bled, and hesitated, and asked myself
whether a man is bound to repeat a foul
slander against himself, even when thir-
teen shallow men have said it, and made
the lie law.”

“ There,” said General Rolleston, “ 1"

thought how it would be, Helen; now
we shall have the old story; he is inno-
cent; I never knew a convict that wasn’t
if he found a fool to listen to him. I
decline to hear another word. The boat
is waiting, and we can’t stay to hear you
justify a felony.”

“I AM NOT A FELON.
TYR."

I AM A MAR-

CHAPTER LI.

RoBERT PENFOLD drew himself up to
his full height, and uttered these strange
words with a sad majesty that was
very imposing. But General Rolleston,
steeled by experience of convicts, their
plausibility, and their histrionic powers,
was staggered only for a moment. He
deigned no reply; bug told Helen Cap-
tain Moreland was waiting for her, and
she had better go on board at once.

She stood like a statue.

“ No, papa, I'll not turn my back on
him till T know whether he is a felon
or a martyr.”

“ My poor child, has he caught you
at once with a clever phrase? A judge
and a jury have settled that.”

Robert Penfold sighed patiently. But
from that moment he ignored General
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Rolleston, and looked to Helen only.
And she fixed her cyes upon his face
with a tenacity and an intensity of ob-
servation that surpasscd anything he had
ever seen in his life. It dazzled him;
but it did not dismay him.

“ Miss Rolleston,” said he, “I am a
clergyman, and a private tutor at Ox-
ford. One of my pupils was—Arthur
Wardlaw. I took an interest in him be-
cause my father, Michael Penfold, was
in Wardlaw’s employ. This Arthur
Wardlaw mimicked one of the college
officers publicly and offensively, and was
about to be expelled, and that would
have ruined his immediate prospects: for
his father is just, but stern. I fought
hard for him, and, being myself popular
with the authorities, I got him off. He
was grateful, or seemed to be, and we
became greater friends than ever. We
confided in each other.

“ He told me he was in debt in Oxford,
and much alarmed lest it should reach
his father’s ears, and lose him the prom-
ised partnership. I told him I was de-
sirous to buy a small living near Oxford,
which was then vacant; but I had only
saved £400, and the price was £1,000 ;
I had no means of raising the balance.
‘Then he said, ‘' Borrow £2,000 of my
father ; give me fourteen hundred of it,
and take your own time to repay the
£600. I shall be my father’s partner in
a month or two," said he; ‘you can pay
us back in instalments.’” I thought this
very kind of him. I did not want the
living for myself, but to give my dear
father certain comforts and country air
every week.

“ Well, I came to London about this
business; and a stranger called on me,
and said he came from Mr. Arthur
Wardlaw, who was not well enough to
come himself. He produced a notc of
hand for £2,000, signed John Wardlaw,
and made me indorse it, and told me
where to get it cashed; he would come

‘next day for Arthur Wardlaw’s sharc

of the money. Well, I suspccted no ill;
would you?, I went and got the note
discounted, and locked the moncy up. It
was not my money ; the greater part was
Arthur Wardlaw’s.. That same evening
a policeman called, and asked sevcral
questions, which of course | answered.
He then got me out of the housc on
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some pretence, and arrested me as a
forger.”

“Oh!"” cried Helen.

“1 forgot the clergyman; I was a
gentleman, and a man, insulted, and I
knocked the officer down directly. But
his myrmidons overpowered me. I was
tried at the Central Criminal Court on
two charges. First, the Crown (as they
call the attorney that draws the indict-
ment) charged me with forging the note
of hand; and then with not forging it,
but passing it, well knowing that some-
body else had forged it. Well, Under-
cliff, the expert, swore positively that the
forged note was not written by me; and
the Crown, as they call it, was defeated
on that charge. But being proved a liar
in a court of justice did not abash my
accuser ; the second charge was pressed
with equal confidence.

“ The note, you are to understand, was
forged. That admits of no doubt; and
I passed it. The question was whether
I had passed it knowing it to be forged.
How was that to be determined? And
here it was that my own familiar friend,
in whom I trusted, destroyed me. Of
course, as soon as I was put in prison,
1 wrote and sent to Arthur Wardlaw.
Would you believe it? he would not come
to me. He would not even write. Then,
as the time drew near, I feared he was
a traitor. I treated him like one. I told
my solicitor to drag him into court as
my witness, and make him tell the truth.

“The clerk went down accordingly,
and found he kept his door always locked ;
but the clerk outwitted him, and served
him with the subpcena in his bedroom,
before he could crawl under the bed.
But he baffled us at last; he never ap-
peared in the witness-box; and when my
counsel asked the court to imprison him,
his father swore he could not come: he
was dying and all out of sympathy with
me. Fine sympathy! that closed the lips,
and concealed the truth; one syllable of
which would have saved his friend and
benefactor from a calamity worse than
death. ,

‘1 ‘believe "his sickness and his death
were lies like himself. For want of
one word from Arthur Wardlaw to ex-
plain that I had every reason to expect
a note of hand from him, the jury con-
demned me. They were twelve honest

the sense to see my real character.
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but shallow men—invited to go inside
another man’s bosom and guess what was
there. They guessed that I knew and
understood a thing which to this hour
I neither know nor understand, by
God!”

He paused a moment, then he re-
sumed :

* These twelve men, after much hesita-
tion, condemned me; but recommended
me to mercy. Mercy! What mercy did
I deserve? Either I was innocent, or
hanging was too good for me. No; in
their hearts they doubted my guilt; and
their doubt took that timid form instead
of acquitting me. I was amazed at the
verdict, and asked leave to tell the judge
why Arthur Wardlaw had defied the
court, and absented himself as my wit-
ness. Had the judge listened for one
minute, he would have seen I was inno-
cent. But no. I was in England, where
the mouth of the accused is stopped, if
he is fool enough to employ counsel.
The judge stopped my mouth, as your
father just now tried to stop it; and
they branded me as a felon.

“T'll say no more; my patience is ex-
hausted by wrongs and insults. I am
as honest a man as ever breathed; and
the place where we stand is mine, for
I made it. Leave it and me this moment.
Go to England and leave me where the
animals, more reasonable than you, have
I'n
not sail in the same ship with any man,
nor any woman either, who can look me
in the face, and take me for a felon.”

He swelled and cowered with the just
wrath of an honest man driven to bay;
and his eyes shot black lightning. He
was sublime.

Helen cowered; but her spirited old
father turned red, and said haughtily:

‘ We take you at your word, and leave
you, you insolent vagabond! Follow me
this instant, Helen!”

And he marched out of the cavern in
a fury.

But, instead of following him, Helen
stood stock-still, and cowered, and cow-
ered till she seemed sinking forward to
the ground, and she got hold of Robert

Penfold’s hand, and kissed it, and
moaned over it.
‘“Martyr! Martyr!” she whispered,

and still kissed his hand, like a slave of-
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would do the same. What then remains
for her and me but to keep faith? and
what can you do better than leave her,
and carry away her everlasting esteem
and her father's gratitude?

“ It is no use being good by halves,
or bad by halves. You must either be
a selfish villain, and urge her to abandon
all shame, and live here on this island
with you forever, or you must be a brave
and honest man, and bow to a parting
that is inevitable. Consider, sir; your
eloquence and her pity have betrayed this
young lady into a confession that sep-
arates you.

‘“Her enforced residence here with
you has been innocent. It would be in-
nocent no longer, now she Ras been so
mad as to own she loves you. And I
tell you frankly, if, after that confession,
you insist on going on board the steamer
with her, I must take you; humanity re-
quires it; but, if I do, I shall hand you
over to the law as a convict escaped
before his time. Perhaps I ought to do
so as it is; but that is not certain. I don’t
know to what country this island be-
longs.

““I may have no right to capture you
in strange dominions; but an English

ship is England—and if you set foot

on the Springbok you are lost. Now,
then, you are a man of honor; you love
my child truly, and not selfishly; you
have behaved nobly until to-day; go
one step farther on the right road; call
worldly honor and the God whose vows
you have taken, sir, to your aid, and do
your duty.”

“0O man, man!" cried Robert Pen-
fold, * you ask more of me than flesh and
Dblood can bear. What shall I say?
What shall I do?”

Helen replied calmly: * Take my
hand, and let us die together, since we
cannot live together, with honor.”

General Rolleston groaned. . ‘‘ For
this, then, I have traversed one ocean, and
searched another, and found my child.
I am nothing to her—nothing. Oh, who
would be a father!” He sat down, op-
pressed with shame and grief, and bowed
his head in manly but pathetic silence.

“ O papa, papa!"” cried Helen, * for-
give your ungrateful child!"” And she
kneeled and sobbed, with her forehead
on his knees.
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Then Robert Penfold, in the midst of
his own agony, found room in that great
heart of his for pity. He knclt down
himself, and prayed for help in this bitter
trial. He rose haggard with the strug-
gle, but languid and resigned, like one
whose death warrant has been read.

‘ Sir,” said he, ‘ there is but one way.
You must take her home; and I shall
stay here.”

‘ Leave you all alone on this island ! "
said Helen. ‘“ Never! If you stay here,
I shall stay to comfort you.”

“I decline that offer. I am beyond
the reach of comfort.”

“Think what you do, Robert,” said
Helen, with unnatural calmness.

‘“ If you have no pity on yourself, have
pity on us. Would you rob me of the
very life you have taken such pains to
save? My poor father will carry noth-
ing to England but my dead body.
Long before we reach that country I
loved so well, and now hate for its stu-
pidity and cruelty to you, my soul will
have flown back to this island to watch
over you, Robert. You bid me abandon
you to solitude and despair. Neither of
you two love me half as much as I love
you both.”

General Rolleston sighed deeply. ‘“ If
I thought that——"" said he. Then, in a
faint voice, * My own courage fails me
now. I look into my heart, and sce that
my child’s life is dearer to me than all
the world. She was dying, they say.
Suppose I send Moreland to the Conti-
nent for a clergyman, and marry you.
Then you can live on this island forever.
Only you must let me live here, too; for
I could never show my face again in
England after acting so dishonorably.
It will be a miserable end of a life passed
in honor; but I suppose it will not be
for long. Shame can kill as quickly as
disappointed love.”

‘ Robert, Robert!"”
agony. '

The martyr saw that he was master of
the situation, and must be either base
or very noble—there was no middle way.
He leaned his head on his hands, and
thought with all his might.

“Hush!"” said Helen. * He is wiser
than we are. Let him speak.”

“1f my life depended on yours, would
you not live?”

cried Helen, in
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duelist in the Spanish army, and that it
is not always on his skill as a duelist that
he relies. He would not hesitate to use
a challenge to draw an enemy into a
snare from which escape would be im-
possible.”

“You admit, then, that you have
heard that Carrero has challenged me?”

Mrs. Endicott was silent. Perceiving
that she did not intend to answer him,
Forbes, after a pause, said moodily:

“I am to understand, then, madam,
that nothing that I have done recently
has been sufficient to cause you to over-
cobme your old dislike for me?”

His words appeared to startle her.
Flushing deeply, she looked at him re-
proachfully.

“You cannot believe that now,” she
said.

“ When you came to me on the Bo-
jeador, you told me that your honor was
in my hands,” Forbes replied. “It is
you who hold my honor now.*.

“ If he had challenged you, you would
have known of it. It is not a challenge
otherwise.”

“ Come, madam, we are quibbling,”
retorted Forbes impatiently. It is just
possible that the challenge has miscar-
ried. You, apparently, have reason to
believe that it was sent. Surely, you do
not want me, who have guaranteed your
"good faith, to believe that you still are
in communication with our enemies!”

Once more she moved away from him.
As she came to the door of her sleeping
apartment, she hesitated and looked as if
she were about to speak, then, with
bowed head, she crossed the threshold
and disappeared. In a few moments she
returned.

“T received this letter by post day be-
fore yesterday,” she explained, as she
held an envelope toward him.

“Shall I read it?” Forbes asked
bruskly.

She shrugged her shoulders helpless-
ly, and he drew the letter from the en-
velope. It read as follows:

SENORA ENDICOTT:

I congratulate you on having a
champion whose love of life is so
strong that he fears to jeopardize it.
And so he will live to serve you many
years, unless, indeed, he comes under
the whip which I use to scourge to
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death such of my dogs as I find lack-
ing in spirit.

It is edifying to learn that the brav-
est man in the army is so discreet that
he thinks it best to ignore a challenge
that I have sent him in General Pur-
dy’s care—a challenge that would re-

sult in his death or in that of the en-
emy from whom the American army
has most to fear. If he had some of
your Spanish blood, all would be so
different, would it not?

(Signed) JuanN ANTONIO CARRERO.

As Forbes read the letter, the flush
on his face grew gradually darker.
When he finished he raised his eyes to
those of Mrs. Endicott, who had becn
watching him nervously.

“You have had this letter two days,”
he said. “ Why did you not tell me of
it?”

“I did not know that you had not
heard from him,” she faltered.

The eyes of Forbes flashed ominously.

“ And you thought I would choose to
ignore it? " he asked bitterly.

¢ I—I did not want you to go,”
faltered.

‘ But

Something that he saw in her eyes
caused the color to leave his checks.
With a trembling hand, he reached for
his hat, and left the room. -

Fifteen minutes later he was at head-
quarters.

“Ts the general m? " he demanded of
the orderly.

“Yes; but he is engaged with Colonel
Secor,” the man replied, looking won-
deringly at the grim, pale face and
glowing eyes of the visitor.

“Tell him I want to see him—now,"
Forbes commanded fiercely.

The\words were heard by the general
himself, who had opened the door to
speak to the orderly.

The brow of the general darkened and
he was about to give ‘utterance to an
angry reprimand, when Forbes said
stolidly :

“I must see you at once, sir.”

“Must!” the general repeated, and
hesitated.

“ Well, come in then. Let us sce what
it is that has so ruffled you as to make
you forget yourself.”

As Forbes followed “General Purdy
into the room he curtly saluted Seccor,
who was about to leave.

she
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“ Wait, Secor,” Purdy called. “ Here’s
one of your old men who has some sort
of an explanation to make. Now,
Forbes, what is it?”

“I've been given to understand that
an important letter was recently ad-

dressed to me in your care,” Forbes be--

gan. ‘I have come to see why it was
not given to nfe.”

“A letter for you—in my care?”
Purdy repeated. ‘‘ I have received none,
sir.
that I'have had anything to do with any
of your correspondence? "'

“You have received no letter for me,
general?” Forbes asked, looking at his
superior officer with cold, searching eyes.

General Purdy grew pale with indig-
nation. )

“The devil! Haven't I told you
‘no’'?"” he thundered. “Is it not
enough? What has put it into your head
that any letters intended for you should
be sent in my care? You've been in the
service long enough to know that a de-
partmental commander is not in the habit
of —

“ A moment, general!”

The speaker was Colonel Secor, who
had been gazing apprehensively at
Forbes. He now went to Purdy’s side
and addressed to him a few words that
were too quietly spoken to reach the ears
of the lieutenant.

“Oh, you mean began Purdy
irritably, and looked curiously at Forbes ;
then addressing the lieutenant, he said
more calmly:

“ Colonel Secor reminds me that some
fool did send a letter in my care, about
a week ago.”

He fumbled in one of the drawers of
the desk, then drew out an envelope.

‘“ Here it is,” he went on. * Look at
it, then tell me if it is intended for you.”

Forbes examined the envelope critical-
ly. Purdy marked his hesitation and
smiled grimly.

“If you are the bravest .man in the
army, why, open it,” he said.

Still Forbes he51tated

“ Do you know of any oné who has a
better right ‘to the title?" Forbes de-
manded as he fixed his gaze on the gen-
eral. -

The smile faded from Purdy's lips,
but he made no answer.

"

What reason have you for believing:
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“I know of none,” half-
defiantly.
“Nor do I,” said Crosby Forbes.
And, thus speaking, he broke the seal.

said Secor,

CHAPTER XXVI.
‘ LOVE, HONOR, AND OBEY.”

As Forbes drew out the letter and
proceeded to read it, Purdy and Secor ex-
changed glances of amusement. But
when they looked toward the lieutenant
again they saw a strange changec stealing
over his face.

Both reflected that this soldicr who

- now stood before them was no man to

be swayed by ordinary emotions. What,
then, meant this angry rush of blood
to his features—the light of satisfaction
that was creeping into his eyes—this loo}
of grimness that was settling over all—
the apparently involuntary slight- boy
that followed the reading of the myste
rious epistle?

“You see, sir, the letter was for me,
Forbes said calmly as he handed it t
General Purdy, The general took it ot
and read aloud:

To THE BRAVEST MAN IN THE UNITED
STATES ARMY:
SIr:

If the death of Carrero is of suf-
ficient importance to your service to
warrant you in taking the trouble and
risk involved in effecting it, he will
give you such an opportunity. This
opportunity will only be offered on the.
following conditions:

First: Armed only with an army re-
volver, you will land alone at the place
at which the Longaker expedition was
landed.

Second: The vessel taking you to
this place will retire to a distance of
five nautical miles and there remain
for a period of two hours. .

Third: Upon the appearance of Car-
rero on the beach you and he shall
take positions at sixty paces and, when
each shall have pronounced the word

ready, both shall proceed to fire at
will, in any manner and from any po-
sition they may select. -Each shall be
restricted, however, to the use of one
large-caliber revolver.

ourth: It is understood that, if any
person other than yourself assume the
title which belongs to you and by
which you are addressed in this letter,
he shall be shot by ambushed friends -
of Carrero. If others land besides
yourself the offer here made is to be re-
garded as canceled.
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Fifth: If you succeed in killing Car-
rero in accordance with the conditions
above named, you shall be permitted
to take away his body on the vessel
that takes you to the scenc of combat.
Otherwise your body will be buried
beside that of Sefior Perigo. In any
event, a boat from your vessel will be
permitted to land in order that the
vessel’s commander may learn the re-
sult of the duel.

This offer will remain open for a
period of ten days.

Under no conditions need you fear
capture or foul play if the above-men-
tioned conditions are adhered to.

On the honor of
JuaN ANTONIO CARRERO.

When he had finished reading the let-
ter, General Purdy laid it on the desk
in front of him and, removing his
glasses, looked thoughtfully toward the
window. Both he and Colonel Secor
had grown pallid.

At length the general turned again to
Forbes, who was calmly stroking his
mustache.

“ Well, Forbes, what do you propose
to do?” the general asked in a low,
husky voice.

“T have been ordered to join the Thir-
ty-First, which leaves for Mindanao to-
morrow,” Forbes replied.

The general nodded gravely.

“1 should like a leave of absence,”
Forbes went on. “ In the course of that
affair up north I got a wound on the
head, and ”?

“You will make that application in
writing, lieutenant,” said the general as
he made place for Forbes at his desk.

Forbes sat down and wrote a few lines
on a sheet of paper which the general
placed before him.

““And there’s one thing more,” he
said as he rose. * The Bejeador is a lit-
tle slow, but Tappan is a good fellow,
so I guess we can make it do—if she
starts to-day.”

“T'll see if it can be arranged,” the
general answered.

The arrangement was soon effected.
Tappan undertook to have the gunboat’s
coal bunkers filled in time to enable him
to start at six.

Having . received this  assurance,
Forbes returned to Mrs. Endicott’s hotel,
and was there received by the widow.

“ Well, I'm back,” he said as he took
her hands.
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“You have seen General Purdy?”
Mrs. Endicott asked anxiously.

“ Oh, yes.”

«“” And 1
_ ‘“There has been a change in my
plans,” he explained. * We start at six
to-night.”

“ For Mindanao?”

‘“ For the north.”

“You are going to meet Carrero,
then!” Mrs. Endicott exclaimed breath-

lessly.

o Yes.’l

“But you are wounded!” she ex-
claimed. “ Surely, there are others
who ”

“The wound has healed. Carrero

has challenged me to a duel on the beach
from which we were taken by the Bo-
jeador.” .
“A duel! That issunfair. Wounded
as you are, you are mo match for Juan
Carrero. As a duelist he had no cqual
in the Spanish army.”
. ‘“ As a swordsman he might outmatch
me. But he has been gencrous in making

‘his choice of weapons.: With an army

revolver in my hand, my chance is as
good "as any Sefior Carrero may have.
But it was not of this I came to speak.”

As he saw the expression of anxiety
deepen on the face of the beautiful woman
before him, his eyes grew Lrighter.

As naturally as if they had been
friends for many years, he drew one of
her arms through his and led her to a
sofa. There, still retaining her hand,
he seated himself beside hcr.

“I've not been quite myself for the
last few days, my dear,” he began in a
tone that was almost paternal. ** Some-
thing seems to have come over me since
I got these shoulder-straps—something
that has made a different man of me.
Whether it has been for the better or the
worse, I’'m unable to tell.”

“ Do you think the shouldcr-straps are
responsible for the cliange? ” Mrs. Fndi-
cott-asked, smiling sadly.

“ Perhaps not. And yet, now I come
to think of it, I am inclined to belicve
that it is more probable that the change
is due to that cut Pacheco gave me on
the head. The question is, did that cut
let a fool in or out?"”

As Mrs. Endicott laughced softly the
color came back to her checks.






























HEN a real bright young
. man is jocular by nature
you can’t tell what he’ll do. o
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on it that would have tried the soul
of Billy Trent of the old days. -

But his talk rippled on, as of yore, in
pleasant ways, and by the time they were
entering the gorgeous, gilded portal of
Sully’'s Danny knew everything about
everybody in New York—except Maud.
It was with tingling nerves that he had
listened for the sound of her name, but,
strangely enough, so far, she was the one
person Billy had neglected to mention
in his harangue.

It came at last—when they were
seated at a cool, white-clothed table, just
inside one of Sully’s most fascinating
windows, where a green box, overflowing
with red and gold nasturtiums, almost
touched Danny’s elbow.

“ Do you know, old chap,” Billy be-
gan somewhat slowly as he flicked the
end of his cigar and gazed thoughtfully
into the glass of cracked ice and whisky
in front of him, “ I've wanted to see you
for five years. Sometimes I thought I
never should see you again, and then I've
felt like a cad. There was a joke "
Billy hesitated. “ I played it on you, and
I've always been a bit off my feed
about it.”

Billy bit the end of his cigar while
Danny looked at him wonderingly.

“You see,” he continued, after a mo-
ment, “ I'm something of a fool. Al-
ways turning fool practical jokes on my
friends. Never could resist one—but,”
and Billy looked hard at Danny. “I
never intentionally did a2 man a mean
trick in my life.”

“ Blurt it out,” remarked Danny en-
couragingly, leaning back luxuriously
against the cushions of his chair and joy-
ously sipping his first highball.

“ Well,” continued Billy, “you re-
member Maud Carleton——"

Ah! Danny caught his breath and
swallowed quickly the mouthful of iced
whisky he had just sipped.

“ Well,” went on Billy, “the joke
was on her too.”

Danny felt his fingers itching. He
wanted to get up and choke the rest of
it out of Billy. He was so slow.

“ It happened the day before you left.

for Africa,” continued Trent. “I just
chanced in Farley's, the florist’s, that
morning. The place was crowded and

I had to sit down on a blame stool €nd
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wait for a lot of women to get through
ordering and making change. While I
sat there I noticed two particularly
handsome boxes of flowers tied up and
ready to be delivered lying on the coun-
ter beside me. Half mechanically, I
glanced at the cards on top of them and
then the devil put it into my head that
it would be a good joke to change those
cards.

“One of the boxes was addressed to
Essie Bentley, the little dancer, who
created such a stir that winter. It was
a small box and looked like violets. The
other was addressed to Maud and looked
as though it ought to hold American
beauties. I changed the cards,” added
Billy laconically.

Danny drew a long breath and the
club furniture went round before his
eyes.

“Well?” he said. “Go on.

“ Well,” continued Billy, ‘ I m1rrxed
Maud.”

“You—what?”

“1 married Maud, you know. Say,
old man, it looks beastly, but I swear by
all that’s holy that I never knew you had
proposed to her or even cared for her,
except in the ordinary way until she told
me you had tricked her... It seems that
the night before you sailed for Africa,
was it not, she was to give you her
answer. If it was ‘yes’ she was to wear
your flowers. She got the flowers—Iis-
sie’s violets—and wore them. Then you
sailed away without a word. A month
later I proposed to her—and she mar-
ried me—for spite, I suppose.”

Billy looked wistfully at Danny, who
put his hand over his eyes to wipe out
the revolving furniture and the dancing
glasses. . When, a moment later, hc
opened them, he blinked at the light and
asked quietly:

‘ Have you told Maud?”

“No,” replied Billy; ‘didn't dare.
Just as soon she'd hate you, anyway.
You're  so damn good-looking, you
know."” '

Then he added, gazing wistfully out
of the window, “ Maud doesn’t secem to
care much—for me and my jokes."

“1 wish you'd told her,” said Danny
softly.

Billy's eyes brightened up.

“ Say,” he said with childlike inspira-
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tion,
me to dinner to-night and tell her your-
self? Then we'd be square.”

Dinner! With Maud! So soon!

Danny put out his hand and Billy
laid his in it and again the grip of man-
friendship passed between them.

“I'll come, Billy,” he said, ‘“and
we'll tell her together—perhaps. Any-
way, it's good of you to let me see her
again. I'd—lZike to see her.”

It was nearly half past six when
Danny in a cab with ‘Billy beside him
rolled up through Central Park toward
Harlem.

“ By the by,” remarked Billy, “ we'll
have to apologize for appearances. I
lost my good thing with Barnett &
Barnett last year and Uncle Ezra seems
to have registered a vow in heaven not
to die and ‘leave me all." So Maud and
I have to pinch a bit—one servant and
all that, but I guess you’ll understand.”
" Understand! Why, Danny could
dine with Maud off tinware and a pine
table and feel that he was sitting oppo-
site a queen.

Hadn’t he sat opposite her photograph
—the frail presentment of a slender,
delicate girl with big eyes and a pretty
retroussé nose and subtle waving hair—
night after night in a dirty tent, beside
a dirty box table, with dirty niggers
howling outside? And hadn’t he felt
as if he were sitting before a shrine?

It was not until they had passed the
confines of the great wide park with its
hills of green and its beautiful trees and
its avenues lined with carriages filled
with lovely women .and were rolling
through Harlem itself that Danny began
to notice that New York was not really
Fairyland.

He had never been in Harlem more
than twice in his life, and its narrow
streets filled with swarming children and
crowded in by tall, ugly flat-houses
struck him as incongruous with the idea
of Maud. He shuddered a bit as Billy
stopped the cab in front of a dingy
apartment-house and -they got out and
walked up to its entrance between a line
of staring urchins.

He caught himself mentally inquiring,
if Billy and Maud had to * pinch,” why
they should do it here. Why didn’t they
do it in a cool, flowery little cottage?

“"

“ why don’t you come home “with -
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He had always pictured himself and
Maud in a cool little apartment, with
cool green walls and soft rugs and a
window filled. with flowering plants and
a piano—at which Maud, in a long,
white, flowing thing, sat and sang

The voice of an irate janitor broke in
upon Danny’s dream at this point with’
insistent loudness. An altercation in
Dutch was in full blast in the basement
it was quite evident, and Danny was only
thankful that he did not know what they
were ‘saying, for it was very plain that
the conversation was not for Christian
ears.

Billy slipped his key into the latch
and Danny followed him gropingly up
two flights of narrow, dark stairs. At
the top of the first flight the all-em-
bracing smell of boiled cabbage met
them with a rush, ‘and Danny marveled
that Billy did not even seem to notice it.

The halls were very dark and very
eerie and Danny stumbled against some-
thing in the passage. A woman in a
pink kimono poked a frowsy head out of
a door and then as hurriedly withdrew it.

At the top of the second flight they
stopped for breath, and then Billy went

. forward and rang his own door-bell tim-

idly. There was a sound of scurrying
feet, a dog began to bark as though the
beggars had in reality come to town and,
at this, an infant in the back of the
apartment awoke and added its protest-
ing yells to the general clamor.

In the midst of the confusion a door
was flung open and a wide shaft of light
streamed out into the hallway. Sil-
houetted against it Danny could see the
dusky form of a sloppy, colored servant-
girl, who let her master and himself in
with a perceptible sniff. It was per-
fectly evident that unexpected guests to
dinner were not what she had stipulated
for, when she had hired herself to Billy’s
wife.

The door banged behind them and
Danny found himself in a dingy little
apartment about tlie wxdth of a good
slice of cheese.

He drew a long breath and stood still
in the middle of the room for fully
two minutes after Billy had excused
himself. Then he sat down mechanical-
ly in a creaky chair and looked about.

Maud—in this! He could not have










































HEN a real up-to-date lazy
man wakes up there is
generally something doing. ot













COOK’S STRATEGY.
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