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The internationally famous author of She and
King Solomon’s Mines writes a glittering adven-
ture set in ancient Africa—a marvellous tale of
peoples hidden in a valley cut off from the rest of
the world, their primitive and savage culture hark-
ing back before the mists of time.

Haggard possesses the gift not only of making his
tales seem totally authentic, but of stretching out
suspense to its outside limits—and surely no ad-
venture has had as breathtaking a climax as the
hurtling ride over a trembling icepath that occurs
in PEOPLE OF THE MIST!
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About THE PEOPLE OF THE
MIST and H. Rider Haggard:

Lost Races, Forpotten Cities

The success of H. Rider Haggard is a case of the right man
in the right place at the right time—with the right idea.

Haggard was an Englishman of Danish descent, born in
Norfolk on June 22, 1856. Family tradition asserts that the
line descends from a gallant Danish nobleman named Ogard—
perhaps the Danish knight Sir Andrew Oggard, or Ogard,
who fought at the siege of Orleans and who may have come to
England in the retinue of Anne of Denmark,

After schooling, Haggard struck out for one of the last
frontiers, Africa, which was still the Dark Continent in his
day, largely unexplored, scantily settled or mapped, a vast
realm whose marvels and mysteries had yet to be unriddled.
Haggard settled in the Transvaal, becoming a government
official at 21; he raised the Union Jack over Pretoria with
his own hands when England annexed the territory in 1877.
Returning to England a mature, world-traveled adventurer,
Haggard dabbled at the study of law, but also began writing
books on the side. After a few early misses, he made his first
great success with a romance called King Solomon’s Mines,
which he wrote in six weeks on a bet. It was published in
188S.

King Solomon’s Mines is a breathtaking adventure story in
which a party of Englishmen, led by the soft-spoken but in-
trepid “great white hunter,” Allan Quatermain, discover the
lost diamond mines of the Biblical monarch in the trackless
wilds of unexplored Africa. The novel was a spectacular suc-
cess; in fact, it is one of the most fabulous successes in the
history of English literature.

There are, of course, many writers who make it big with one
novel and who never manage to duplicate that first sensational
triumph again. Happily, such was not the case with Haggard.
King Solomon’s Mines was published by Cassell in September
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viii Introduction

1885; within five months, Haggard was at work on another
romance of mysterious Africa—She. If anything, She was
even more successful. Today, both romances are still kept
continuously in print in a variety of editions; both have been
filmed time and again, and both have sold millions of copies.

“The right man in the right place at the right time—with
the right idea.” Here’s what I mean by this. Haggard, a born
storyteller with brilliant narrative gifts, had been lucky
enough to have lived in Africa, and could depict the land-
scape and the natives with such authenticity of atmosphere
and detail of setting as to capture the imagination of his
generation. (Indeed, there were many who refused to believe
that such utterly realistic romances were merely romances,
and one leading merchant actually planned to launch an ex-
pedition to find Haggard’s purely imaginary lost diamond
mines of King Solomon!)

Then again, Haggard was lucky enough to come in at the
very beginning of the golden age of the adventure story. It had
already begun—Charles Kingsley had published Hereward
the Wake in 1866, Blackmore’s Lorna Doone was published
in 1869—but Haggard appeared on the scene just as this trend
was approaching its height. In the single span of six years
between 1883 and 1888, the English-speaking world thrilled
to a rapid succession of masterpieces of imaginative adven-
ture and fantastic romance perhaps without parallel in litera-
ture—from Robert Louis Stevenson, Treasure Island, Dr.
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, The Black Arrow, and Kidnapped,
from Conan Doyle, A Study in Scarlet; and from Haggard,
King Solomon’s Mines, She, and Allan Quatermain.

Haggard continued to ride the crest of this wave, achieving
with later books such as Cleopatra, Ayesha, Montezuma's
Daughter, and Queen Sheba’s Ring, a popularity both im-
mense and lasting, and despite competition from brilliant new
books like The Lost World, The Jungle Book, Phra the Phoe-
nician, Prester John, The Hound of the Baskervilles, and
Kim. He is still today what he was nearly a century ago: one
of the most popular writers of all time, unchallenged master

of the adventure romance, and one of the greatest of all fan-
tasy writers.
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But the true secret of Haggard’s gigantic success lies in the
fact that he did something very well-——something that no one
had done at all before him.

To explain this, let me again turn back the clock to the
period in which his first books appeared. For if Haggard wrote
at the dawn of the golden age of the adventure story, he also
appeared during the opening phases of what you might call
the heroic age of archaeology.

The discovery of the ancient world had begun a century
before his birth. Alcubierre began digging up the buried city of
Pompeii in 1748; Grotefend had stumbled upon the secret of
reading Babylonian cuneiform in 1802; Champollion had con-
quered the mystery of the Rosetta Stone in 1821; Botta dis-
covered the ruins of Nineveh in 1843; by 1845, Layard was
excavating the tomb of Nimrod, the greatgrandson of Noah;
by 1870, Schliemann was discovering the lost city of Troy;
and by 1881, Brugsch was opening up the age-forgotten secrets
of the Valley of Kings. In time he would unearth the mummies
of forty Pharoahs.

These fantastic discoveries took Europe by storm, trans-
forming the intellectual history of the age. Chapter by chapter,
lost and forgotten eras of man’s remote past were coming to
light.

And it was Haggard’s remarkable good fortune to appear
just before this heroic period reached its glorious noon. She
was published in book form just two years before Petrie opened
the tomb of Amenemhet III; Heart of the World appeared
just four years before Evans dug up the lost city of Knossos
on Crete; When the World Shook, that fantastic tale of the
discovery of human beings perfectly preserved from the
destruction of a forgotten civilization of the mythic past, was
printed three years before Howard Carter broke the age-old
seal on the door of the tomb of Tutankhamen; a spectacular
Egyptian romance, Wisdom’s Daughter, came to press the
year after “King Tut's Tomb,” with its astounding curse,
amazed the world. ,

This brilliant succession of momentous historical and
archaeological discoveries, extending from the discovery of
Pompeii in 1748 to Schliemann’s fantastic discovery of the
lost city of Troy in 1870, had aroused in the reading public
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an immense curiosity concerning the ancient world. Haggard’s
eerie romances of the lost world of antiquity were just what
that public wanted. But Haggard carried things a bit further.
Historical romances of antiquity were all very well—Haggard
wrote many of them; so did other authors. But, whether
consciously or through sheer auctorial instinct, Haggard ex-
tended the romance of antiquity into a new dimension of
story-telling, and in so doing won the immortality for which
most authors strive in vain.

For even more exciting than the discovery of lost cities of
the past, dead and buried and forgotten for thousands of
years, is the discovery of an ancient city tucked away in some
far corner of the world—still inhabited! This idea was the
secret of his success: it made She an immortal classic; it won
tremendous popularity for Allan Quatermain and The People
of the Mist, It was Haggard’s greatest innovation, and al-
though the idea may seem remarkably simple in hindsight,
or even perfectly obvious, he was the first to use it; and the
world has never forgotten him because of it.

Haggard invented a new type of fantasy adventure for
which the term “the lost race novel” was later coined. Writers
virtually fell over each other, following in his footsteps—as
they do in the wake of every literary innovation. One of the
first to “do a Haggard” was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle: The
Lost World (1912) tells of the discovery of an Amazonian
plateau filled with survivals from the past, in this case,
pterodactyls and dinosaurs, from a past more remote than
Haggard’s merely human antiquity. Somewhat later, with The
Maracot Deep (1928) Doyle brought modern explorers to a
domed city on the ocean’s floor which had survived after the
doom of Atlantis.

Even earlier than Doyle, however, James Paul Kelly had
written Prince Izon (1910), which has modern-day Aztecs
living in a hidden city in the Grand Canyon. And Aztecs had
cropped up even earlier than this, in Thomas Janvier’s ro-
mance of “contemporaneous antiquity,” The Aztec Treasure-
House (1890). As more writers got into the act, the scope
of the lost-race school widened: Percy Brebner’s The Knight
of the Silver Star (1907) has a lost kingdom of Crusaders



Introduction Xi

still going strong in a secret valley of the Caucasus; and Gil-
bert Collins, in The Valley of Eyes Unseen (1923), has Mace-
donian soldiers, descendants of the army of Alexander the
Great, hidden away in China; while in The Moon Gods
(1930), Edgar Jepson has a colony of Carthage turn up in
the wastes of the Sahara. The most recent great success of this
school is probably James Hilton’s famous best seller, Lost
Horizon (1933).

The most successful of Haggard’s many literary disciples
were both American pulp-magazine writers. I refer, of course,
to the great A. Merritt and the immortal Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs. While Merritt’s work derived almost entirely from
Haggard, he scrupulously avoided using Africa as the locale
for any of his lost-race romances, setting-The Dwellers in the
Mirage in Alaska, The Face in the Abyss in the Andes,
and The Moon Pool in a cavern-world under the island of
Ponape in the Pacific. Burroughs was less scrupulous, and in
his Tarzan novels Africa is discovered to house forgotten
colonies of Romans, Egyptians, Atlanteans, and even a pair
of lost cities, one occupied by Crusaders and the other by
Saracens.

As for Haggard himself, he continued writing romances of
antiquity and lost-race fantasies for the rest of his life. He
was created a Knight of the Order of the British Empire in
1919. He died just short of his sixty-ninth birthday, on May
14, 1925. He was a prolific writer of enormous energy and
prodigious capacity for work, and his production so far out-
paced his publishers’ ability to publish that new novels con-
tinued to appear for some years after he died, the last, I be-
lieve, being Belshazzar in 1930.

Haggard wrote so many books that, while just about every-
one must know a couple of the more famous ones (at least
She and King Solomon’s Mines, surely!), the bulk of his
work remains unfamiliar to all but the fantasy collectors and
connoisseurs. The connoisseurs also know that some of his
most brilliant imaginative work appears in some of the most
neglected and least known of his books.

This is the case with The World’s Desire, the fantastic
romance he wrote with his friend Andrew Lang, which brings
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Odysseus and Helen of Troy together in the shadowy temples
of immemorial and mysterious Egypt. And it is also the case
with The People of the Mist, a sensational adventure story
which explores the dark heart of cryptic Africa, bringing to
light a fantastic lost civilization from time’s forgotten dawn.
It first appeared in England in 1894; it was written at the end
of that first amazing decade of Haggard’s career—the ten
years in which he wrote more than seventeen novels, among
them five or six of the most celebrated romances in our lan-
guage. He wrote it at the height of his powers, in the full
glorious flush of his first successes, and it remains a high-
water mark of the imaginative romance, seldom approached,
rarely equalled, never surpassed. Yet its glory has been lost
in the fame of the better publicized novels.

So let us turn to his less-well-known books, for among them
lie some of his most superb fantasies, like The People of the
Mist. It is a magnificent story, the one most often compared
to Merritt, and it is almost impossible to find. The last print-
ing in America that I know of was in August 1915, well over
half a century ago. Half a century is about forty-nine years
too long for such a good book to be out of print, so we bring
it to you now, as fresh and vigorous and exciting as when
it was written at the close of the last century.

—LmN CARTER
Editorial Consultant:
The Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series

Hollis, Long Island, New York
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I DEDICATE THIS EFFORT OF
‘PRIMEVAL AND TROGLODYTE IMAGINATION’
THIS RECORD OF BAREFACED AND FLAGRANT
ADVENTURE
TO MY GODSONS
IN THE HOPE THAT THEREIN THEY MAY FIND
SOME STORE OF HEALTHY AMUSEMENT
—HRH

Ditchingham, 1894
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I

The Sins of the Father Are Visited on the
Children

S R PR R R R R R R RS R IR R R R SRR R RRRRR2RERALERS

THE January afternoon was passing into night, the air was
cold and still, so still that not a single twig of the naked
beech-trees stirred; on the grass of the meadows lay a thin
white rime, half frost, half snow; the firs stood out blackly
against a steel-hued sky, and over the tallest of them hung a
single star. Past these bordering firs there ran a road, on
which, in this evening of the opening of our story, a young
man stood irresolute, glancing now to the right and now to
the left.

To his right were two stately gates of iron fantastically
wrought, supported by stone pillars on whose summits stood
griffins of black marble embracing coats of arms, and ban-
ners inscribed with the device Per ardua ad astra. Beyond
these gates ran a broad carriage drive, lined on either side by
a double row of such oaks as England alone can produce un-
der the most favourable circumstances of soil, aided by the
nurturing hand of man and three or four centuries of time.
At the head of this avenue, perhaps half-a-mile from the
roadway, although it looked nearer because of the eminence
upon which it was placed, stood a mansion of the class that
in auctioneers’ advertisements is usually described as “noble.”
Its general appearance was Elizabethan, for in those days
some forgotten Outram had practically rebuilt it; but a large
part of its fabric was far more ancient than the Tudors, dat-
ing back, so said tradition, to the time of King John. As we
are not auctioneers, however, it will be unnecessary to spec-
ify its many beauties; indeed, at this date, some of the tribe
had recently employed their gift of language on these attrac-
tions with copious fulness and accuracy of detail, since
Outram Hall, for the first time during six centuries, was, or
had been, for sale.

Suffice it to say that, like the oaks of its avenue, Outram
was such a house as can only be found in England; no mere
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mass of bricks and mortar, but a thing that seemed to have
acquired a life and individuality of its own; or, if this saying
be too far-fetched and poetical, at the least this venerable
home bore some stamp and trace of the lives and individuali-
ties of many generations of mankind, linked together in
thought and feeling by the common bond of blood.

The young man who stood in the roadway looked long and
earnestly towards the mass of buildings that frowned upon .
him from the crest of the hill, and as he looked an expression
came into his face which fell a little, if at all, short of that
of agony, the agony which the young can feel at the shock of
an utter and irredeemable loss. The face that wore such evi-
dence of trouble was a handsome one enough, though just
now all the charm of youth seemed to have faded from it. It
was dark and strong, nor was it difficult to guess that in af-
ter-life it might become stern. The form also was shapely and
athletic, though not very tall, giving promise of more than
common strength, and the bearing that of a gentleman who
had not brought himself up to the belief that ancient blood
can cover modern deficiencies of mind and manner. Such was
the outward appearance of Leonard Outram as he was then,
in his twenty-third year.

While Leonard watched and hesitated on the roadway, un-
able, apparently, to make up his mind to pass those iron
gates, and yet desirous of doing so, carts and carriages began
to appear hurrying down the avenue towards him.

“I suppose that the sale is over,” he muttered to himself.
“Well, like death, it is a good thing to have done with.”

Then he turned to go; but hearing the crunch of wheels
close at hand, stepped back into the shadow of the gateway
pillar, fearing lest he should be recognised on the open road.
A carriage came up, and, just as it reached the gates, some-
thing being amiss with the harness, a footman descended
from the box to set it right. From where he stood Leonard
could see its occupants, the wife and daughter of a neigh-
bouring squire, and overhear their conversation. He knew
them well; indeed, the younger lady had been one of his fa-
vourite partners at the county balls.

“How cheap the things went, Ida. Fancy buying that old
oak side-board for ten pounds, and with all those Outram
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quarterings on it too! It is as good as an historical document,
and I am sure that it must be worth at least fifty. I shall sell
ours and put it in the dining-room. I have coveted that side-
board for years.”

The daughter sighed and answered with some asperity.

“I am so sorry for the Outrams that I should not care
about the side-board if you had got it for twopence. What an
awful smash! Just think of the old place being bought by a
Jew! Tom and Leonard are utterly ruined they say, not a six-
pence left. I declare I nearly cried when I saw that man sell-
ing Leonard’s guns.”

“Very sad, indeed,” answered the mother absently; “but if
he is a Jew, what does it matter? He has a title and they say
that he is enormously rich. I expect there will be plenty going
on at Outram soon. By-the-way, my dear Ida, I do wish you
would cure yourself of the habit of calling young men by
their Christian names, not that it matters about these two,
for we shall never see any more of them.”

“I am sure I hope that we shall,” said Ida defiantly, “and
when we do I shall call them by their Christian names as
much as ever. You never objected to it before the smash, and
I love both of them, so there! Why did you bring me to that
horrid sale? You knew I did not want to go. I shall be
wretched for a week, I ” and the carriage swept on out of
hearing.

Leonard emerged from the shadow of the gateway and
crossed the road swiftly. On the further side of it he paused,
and looking after the retreating carriage said aloud, “God
bless you for your kind heart, Ida Hatherley. Good luck go
with you! And now for the other business.”

A hundred yards or so down the road, was a second gate
of much less imposing appearance than those which led to
Outram Hall. Leonard passed through it and presently found
himself at the door of a square red brick house, built with no
other pretensions than to those of comfort. This was the Rec-
tory, now tenanted by the Reverend and Honourable James
Beach, to whom the living had been presented many years
before by Leonard’s father, Mr. Beach’s old college friend.

Leonard rang the bell, and as its distant clamour fell upon
his ears a new fear struck him. What sort of reception would
be meet with in this house? he wondered. Hitherto his wel-
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come had always been so cordial that until this moment he
had never doubted of it, but now circumstances were changed.

He was no longer in the position of second son to Sir

Thomas Outram of Outram Hall. He was a beggar, an out-
cast, a wanderer, the son of a fraudulent bankrupt and
suicide. The careless words of the woman in the carriage had
let a flood of light into his mind, and by it he saw many
things which he had never seen before. Now he remembered
a little motto that he had often heard, but the full force of
which he did not appreciate until to-day. ‘“Friends follow for-
tune,” was the wording of this motto. He remembered also
another saying that had frequently been read to him in
church and elsewhere, and the origin of which precluded all
doubt as to its truth:— .

“Unto everyone that hath shall be given, but from him that
hath not shall be taken away even that which he hath.”

Now, as it chanced, Leonard, beggared as he was, had still
something left which could be taken away from him, and
that something the richest fortune which Providence can give
to any man in his youth, the love of a woman whom he also
loved. The Reverend and Honourable James Beach was
blessed with a daughter, Jane by name, who had the reputa-
tion, not undeserved, of being the most beautiful and
sweetest-natured girl that the country-side could show. Now,
being dark and fair respectively and having lived in close as-
sociation since childhood, Leonard and Jane, as might be
expected from the working of the laws of natural economy,
had gravitated towards each other with increasing speed ever
since they had come to understand the possibilities of the in-
stitution of marriage. In the end this mutual gravitation led
to a shock and confusion of individualities which was not
without its charm; or, to put the matter more plainly, Leon-
ard proposed to Jane and had been accepted with many
blushes and some tears and Kisses.

It was a common little romance enough, but like every- |

thing else with which youth and love are concerned, it had its
elements of beauty. Such affairs gain much from being the

first in the series. Who is there among us that does not adore |

his first love and his first poem? And yet when we see them
twenty years after!
Presently the Rectory door was opened and Leonard en-
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tered. At this moment it occurred to him that he did not
quite know why he had come. To be altogether accurate, he
knew why he had come well enough. It was to see Jane, and
arrive at an understanding with her father. Perhaps it may be
well to explain that his engagement to that young lady was
the suppressed order. Her parents had no wish to suppress it,
indeed; for though Leonard was a younger son, it was well
known that he was destined to inherit his mother’s fortune of
fifty thousand pounds more or less, besides Providence had
decreed a delicate constitution to his elder and only brother
Thomas. But Sir Thomas Outram, their father, was reputed
to be an ambitious man who looked to see his sons marry
well, and this marriage would scarcely have been to Leon-
ard’s advantage from the family lawyer point of view.

Therefore, when the matter came to the ears of Jane’s par-
ents they determined to forego the outward expression of
their pride and delight in the captive whom they owed to the
bow and spear of their daughter’s loveliness, at any rate for a
while, say until Leonard had taken his degree. Often and of-
ten in the after-years did they have occasion to bless them-
selves for their caution. But not the less on this account was
Leonard’s position as the affianced lover of their daughter
recognised among them; indeed, the matter was no secret
from anybody, except perhaps from Sir Thomas himself. For
his part, Leonard took no pains to conceal it even from him;
but the father and son met rarely, and the estrangement be-
tween them was so complete, that the younger man saw no
advantage in speaking of a matter thus near to his heart until
there appeared to be a practical object in so doing.

The Rev. James Beach was a stout person of bland and
prepossessing appearance. Never had he looked stouter, more
prepossessing or blander than on this particular evening when
Leonard was ushered into his presence. He was standing be-
fore the fire in his drawing-room holding a huge and ancient
silver loving-cup with both hands, and in such a position as to
give the observer the idea that he had just drained its entire
contents. In reality, it may be explained, he was employed in
searching for a hall-mark on the bottom of the goblet, dis-
coursing the while to his wife and children—for Jane had a
brother—upon its value and beauty. The gleam of the silver
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caught Leonard’s eye as he entered the room, and he recog-
nised the cup as one of the heirlooms of his own family.

Leonard’s sudden and unlooked for advent brought various
emotions into active play. There were four people gathered
round that comfortable fire; the rector, his wife, his son, and
last, but not least, Jane herself. Mr. Beach dropped the cup
sufficiently to allow himself to stare at his visitor along its
length, for all the world as though he were covering him with
a silver blunderbuss. His wife, an active little woman, turned
round as if she moved upon wires, exclaiming, “Good gra-
cious, who’d have thought it?” while the son, a robust young
man of about Leonard’s own age and his college companion,
said, “Hullo! old fellow, well, I never expected to see you
here to-day!”—a remark which, however natural it may have
been, scarcely tended to set his friend at ease.

Jane herself, a tall and beautiful girl with bright auburn
hair, who was seated on a footstool nursing her knees before
the fire, and paying very little heed to her father’s lecture
upon ancient plate, did none of these things. On the contrary,
she sprang up with the utmost animation, her lips apart and
her lovely face red with blushes, or the heat of the fire, and
came towards him exclaiming, “Oh, Leonard, dear Leonard!”

Mr. Beach turned the silver blunderbuss upon his daughter
and fired a single, but most effective shot.

“Jane!” he said in a voice in which fatherly admonition
and friendly warning were happily blended.

Jane stopped in full career as though in obedience to some
lesson which momentarily she had forgotten. Then Mr.
Beach, setting down the flagon, advanced upon Leonard with
an ample pitying smile and outstretched hand.

“How are you, my dear boy, how are you?” he said. “We
did not expect—"

“To see me here under the circumstances,” put in Leonard
bitterly. “Nor would you have done so, but Tom and I under-
stood that it was only to be a three days’ sale.” 2

“Quite right, Leonard. As first advertised the sale was for
three days, but the auctioneer found that he could not get
through in the time. The accumulations of such an ancient
house as Qutram Hall are necessarily vast,” and he waved his
hand with a large gesture.

“Yes,” said Leonard.




“Hum,” went on Mr. Beach, after a pause which was be-
ginning to grow awkward. “Doubtless you will find it a mat-
ter for congratulation that on the whole things sold well. It is
not always the case, not by any means, for such collections as
those of Outram, however interesting and valuable they may
have been to the family itself, do not often fetch their worth
at a country auction. Yes, they sold decidedly well, thanks
chiefly to the large purchases of the new owner of the estate.
This tankard, for instance, which I have bought—hem—as a
slight memento of your family, cost me ten shillings an
ounce.”

“Indeed,” answered Leonard coldly, “I always understood
that it was worth fifty.”

- Then came another pause, during which all who were
- present except Mr. Beach and himself, rose one by one and
quitted the room. Jane was the last to go, and Leonard no-
' ticed, as she passed him, that there were tears in her eyes.

. “Jane,” said her father in a meaning voice when her hand
J was already on the door, “you will be careful to be dressed in
f time for dinner, will you not, love? You remember that
- young Mr. Cohen is coming, and I should like somebody to

‘be down to receive him.”

]’ Jane’s only answer to this remark was to pass through the
" door and slam it behind her. Clearly the prospect of the ad-
- vent of this guest was not agreeable to her.

“Well, Leonard,” went on Mr. Beach when they were
~ alone, in a tone that was meant to be sympathetic but which
i jarred horribly on his listener’s ears, “this is a sad business,

very sad. But why are you not sitting down?”

- “Because no one asked me to,” said Leonard as he took a
~ chair.

“Hem,” continued Mr. Beach, “by the way I believe that
- Mr. Cohen is a friend of yours, is he not?”

“An acquaintance, not a friend,” said Leonard.

“Indeed, I thought that you were at the same college.”

“Yes, but I do not like him.”

“Prejudice, my dear boy, prejudice. A minor sin indeed,
~ but one against which you must struggle. But there, there, it

is natural that you should not feel warmly towards the man

who will one day own Outram. Ah! as I said, this is all very
sad, but it must be a great consolation to you to remember
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that when everything is settled there will be enough, so T am
told, to pay your unhappy father’s debts. And now, is there
anything that I can do for you or your brother?”

Leonard reflected that whatever may have been his father’s
misdeeds, and they were many and black, it should scarcely
have lain in the mouth of the Rev. James Beach, who owed
nearly everything he had in the world to his kindness, to al-
lude to them. But he could not defend his father’s memory, it
was beyond defence, and just now he must fight for his own
hand.

“Yes, Mr. Beach,” he said earnestly, “you can help me
very much. You know the cruel position in which my brother
and I are placed through no fault of our own: our old home
is sold, our fortunes have gone utterly, and our honourable
name is tarnished. At the present moment I have nothing left
in the world except the sum of two hundred pounds which I
had saved for a purpose of my own out of my allowance. I
have no profession and cannot even take my degree, because
I am unable to afford the expense of remaining at college.”

“Black, I must say, very black,” murmured Mr. Beach,
rubbing his chin. “But under these circumstances what can I
do to help you? You must trust in Providence, my boy, it
never fails the deserving.”

“This,” answered Leonard, nervously; “you can show your
confidence in me by allowing my engagement to Jane to be
proclaimed.” Here Mr. Beach waved his hand once more as
though to repel some invisible foe.

“One moment,” continued Leonard. “I know that it seems
a great deal to ask, but listen. Although everything looks so
dark I have reliance on myself. With the stimulus which my
affection for your daughter will give me, and knowing that in
order to win her I must first put myself in a position to sup-
port her as she should be supported, I am quite convinced
that I shall be able to surmount all difficulties by my own ef-
forts.”

“Really, I cannot listen to such nonsense any longer,”
broke in Mr. Beach angrily. “Leonard, this is nothing less
than an impertinence. Of course any understanding that may
have existed between you and Jane is quite at an end. En-
gagement! I heard of no engagement. I knew that there was
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some boy and girl folly between you indeed, but for my part
I never gave the matter another thought.”

“You seem to forget, sir,” said Leonard, keeping his tem-
per with difficulty, “that not six months ago you and I had a
long conversation on this very subject, and decided that noth-
ing should be said to my father of the matter until I had
taken my degree.”

“I repeat that it is an impertinence,” answered Mr. Beach
emphatically, but with a careful avoidance of the direct issue.
“What! You, who have nothing in the world except a name
which your father has—well—tarnished—to use your own
word, you ask me for my dear daughter’s hand? You are so
selfish that-you wish not only to ruin her chances in life, but
also to drag her into the depths of your poverty. Leonard, 1
should never have thought it of you!”

Then at last Leonard broke out.

“You do not speak the truth. I did not ask you for your
daughter’s hand. I asked you for the promise of it when I
should have shown myself worthy of her. But now there is an
end of that. I will go as you bid me, but before I go I will
tell you the truth. You wish to use Jane’s beauty to catch this
Jew with. Of her happiness you think nothing, provided only
you can secure his money. She is not a strong character and
it is quite possible that you will succeed in your plot, but I
tell you it will not prosper. You, who owe everything to our
family, now when trouble has overtaken us, turn upon me
and rob me of the only good that was left to me. By putting
an end to a connection of which everybody knew, you stamp
me still deeper into the mire. So be it, but of this I am sure,
that such conduct will meet with a due reward and that a
time will come when you will bitterly regret the way in which
you have dealt with your daughter and treated me in my mis-
fortunes. Good-bye.”

And Leonard turned and left the room and the Rectory.
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II

The Swearing of the Oath
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ARTHUR Beach, Jane’s brother, was standing in the hall wait-
ing to speak to Leonard, but he passed without a word, clos-
ing the hall door behind him. Qutside snow was falling,
though not fast enough to obscure the light of the moon
which shone through the belt of firs.

Leonard walked on down the drive till he neared the gate,
when suddenly he heard the muffled sound of feet pursuing
him through the snow. He turned with an exclamation, be-
lieving that the footsteps were those of Arthur Beach, for at
the moment he was in no mood for further conversation with
any male member of that family. As it chanced, however, he
found himself face to face not with Arthur, but with Jane
herself, who perhaps had never looked more beautiful than
she did at this moment in the snow and the moonlight. In-
deed, whenever Leonard thought of her in after-years, and
that was often, there arose in his mind a vision of a tall and
lovely girl, her auburn hair slightly powdered over with the
falling flakes, her breast heaving with emotion, and her wide
grey eyes gazing piteously upon him.

“Oh! Leonard,” she said nervously, “why do you go with-
out saying good-bye to me?”

He looked at her a while before he answered, for some-
thing in his heart told him that this was the last sight which
he should win of his love for many a year, and therefore his
eyes dwelt upon her as we gaze upon one whom the grave is
about to hide from us for ever.

At last he spoke, and his words were practical enough.

“You should not have come out in those thin shoes
through the snow, Jane. You will catch cold.”

“I wish I could,” she answered defiantly, “I wish that I
could catch such a cold as would kill me; then I should be
out of my troubles. Let us go into the summer-house, they
will never think of looking for me there.”
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“How will you get there?” asked Leonard; “it is a hundred
yards away, and the snow always drifts in that path.”

“Oh! never mind the snow,” she said.

But Leonard did mind it, and presently he hit upon a solu-
tion of the difficulty. Having first glanced up the drive to see
that nobody was coming, he bent forward and without expla-
nation or excuse put his arms around Jane, and lifting her as
though she were a child, he bore her down the path which
led to the summer-house. She was heavy, but, sooth to say,
he could have wished the journey longer. Presently they were
there, and very gently he set her on her feet again, kissing her
upon the lips as he did so. Then he took off his overcoat and
wrapped it round her shoulders.

All this while Jane had not spoken. Indeed, the poor girl

_ felt so happy and so safe in her lover’s arms that it seemed to

her as though she never wished to speak, or to do anything
for herself again. It was Leonard who broke the silence.

“You ask me why I left without saying good-bye to you,
Jane. It was because your father has dismissed me from the
house and forbidden me to have any more to do with you.”

“Oh, why?” asked the girl, lifting her hands despairingly.

“Can’t you guess?” he answered with a bitter laugh.

“Yes, Leonard,” she whispered, taking his hand in sympa-
thy.

“Perhaps I had better put it plainly,” said Leonard again,
“it may prevent misunderstandings. Your father has dismissed
me because my father embezzled all my money. The sins of
the father are visited upon the children, you see. Also he has
done this with more than usual distinctness and alacrity, be-
cause he wishes you to marry young Mr. Cohen, the bullion-
broker and the future owner of Qutram.”

Jane shivered.

“I know, I know,” she said, “and oh! Leonard, I hate
him!” ‘

“Then perhaps it will be as well not to marry him,” he an-
swered. :

“I would rather die first,” she said with conviction.

“Unfortunately one can’t always die when it happens to be
convenient, Jane.”

“Oh! Leonard, don’t be horrid,” she said, beginning to cry.
“Where are you going, and what shall I do?”
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“To the bad probably,” he answered. “At least it all de-
pends upon you. Look here, Jane, if you will stick to me I
will stick to you. The luck is against me now, but I have it in
me to see that through. I love you and I would work myself
to death for you; but at the best it must be a question of
time, probably of years.”

“Oh! Leonard, indeed I will if I can. I am sure that you do
not love me more than I love you, but I can never make you
understand how odious they all are to me about you, espe-
cially Papa.”

“Confound him!” said Leonard beneath his breath; and if
Jane heard, at that moment her filial affections were not suffi-
ciently strong to induce her to remonstrate.

“Well, Jane,” he went on, “the matter lies thus: either you
must put up with their treatment or you must give me the
go-by. Listen: in six months you will be twenty-one, and in
this country all her relations put together can’t force a woman
to marry a man if she does not wish to, or prevent her
from marrying one whom she does wish to marry. Now you
know my address at my club in town; letters sent there will
always reach me, and it is scarcely possible for your father or
anybody else to prevent you from writing and posting a let-
ter. If you want my help or to communicate with me in any
way, I shall expect to hear from you, and if need be, I will
take you away and marry you the moment you come of age.
If, on the other hand, I do not hear from you, I shall know
that it is because you do not choose to write, or because that
which you have to write would be too painful for me to read.
Do you understand, Jane?”

“Oh! yes, Leonard, but you put things so hardly.”

“Things have been put hardly enough to me, Love, and I
must be plain—this is my last chance of speaking to you.”

At this moment an ominous sound echoed through the
night; it was none other than the distant voice of Mr. Beach,
calling from his front-door step, “Jane! Are you out there,
Jane?”

“Oh! Heavens!” she said, “there is my father calling me. I
came out by the back door, but mother must have been up to
my room and found me gone. She watches me all day now.
What shall I do?”
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“Go back and tell them that you have been saying good-
bye to me. It is not a crime; they cannot kill you for it.”

“Indeed they can, or just as bad,” replied Jane. Then sud-
denly she threw her arms about her lover’s neck, and burying
her beautiful face upon his breast, she began to sob bitterly,
murmuring, “Oh my darling, my darling, what shall I do
without you?”

Over the brief and distressing scene which followed it may
be well to drop a veil. Leonard’s bitterness of mind forsook
him now, and he kissed her and comforted her as he might
best, even going so far as to mingle his tears with hers, tears
of which he had no cause to be ashamed. At length she tore
herself loose, for the shouts were growing louder and more
insistent.

“I forgot,” she sobbed, “here is a farewell present for you,
keep it in memory of me, Leonard,” and thrusting her hand
into the bosom of her dress she drew from it a little packet
which she gave to him.

Then once more they kissed and clung together, and in an-
other moment she had vanished back into the snow and
darkness, passing out of Leonard’s sight and out of his life,
though from his mind she could never pass.

“A farewell present. Keep it in memory of me.” The words
yet echoed in his ears and to Leonard they seemed fateful—a
prophecy of utter loss. Sighing heavily, he opened the packet
and examined its contents by the feeble moonlight. They
were not large: a prayer-book bound in morocco, her own,
with her name on the fly-leaf and a short inscription beneath,
and in the pocket of its cover a lock of auburn hair tied
round with silk.

“An unlucky gift,” said Leonard to himself; then putting
on his coat, which was yet warm from Jane’s shoulders, he
also turned and vanished into the snow and the night, shaping
his path towards the village inn.

He reached it in due course, and passed into the little par-
lour that adjoined the bar. It was a comfortable room
enough, notwithstanding its adornments of badly stuffed birds
and fishes, and chiefly remarkable for its wide old-fashioned
fire-place with wrought-iron dogs. There was no lamp in the
room when Leonard entered, but the light of the burning
wood was bright and by it he could see his brother seated in
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a high-backed chair gazing into the fire, his hand resting on
his knee. ]

Thomas Outram was Leonard’s elder by two years and
cast in a more fragile mould. His face was the face of a
dreamer, the brown eyes were large and reflective, and the
mouth sensitive as a child’s. He was a scholar and a philoso-
pher, a man of much desultory reading, with refined tastes
and a really intimate knowledge of Greek gems.

“Is that you, Leonard?” he said, looking up absently;
“where have you been?”

“To the Rectory,” answered his brother.

“What have you been doing there?”

“Do you want to know?”

“Yes, of course. Did you see Jane?”

Then Leonard told him all the story.

“What do you think she will do?” asked Tom when his
brother had finished. “Given the situation and the woman, it
is rather a curious problem.”

“It may be,” answered Leonard; “but as I am not an equa-
tion in algebra yearning to be worked out, I don’t quite see
the fun of it. But if you ask me what I think she will do, I
should say that she will follow the example of everybody else
and desert me.”

“You seem to have a poor idea of women, old fellow. I
know little of them myself and don’t want to know more.
But I have always understood that it is the peculiar glory of
their sex to come out strong on these exceptional occasions.
‘Woman in our hours of ease,’ etc.”

“Well, we shall see. But it is my opinion that women think
a great deal more of their own hours of ease than of those of
anybody else. Thank heaven, here comes our dinner!”

Thus spoke Leonard, somewhat cynically and perhaps not
in the best of taste. But his rejoicing over its appearance not-
withstanding, he did not do much justice to the dinner when
it arrived. Indeed, it would be charitable to make allowances
for this young man at that period of his life. He had sus-
tained a most terrible reverse, and do what he might he
could never quite escape from the shadow of his father’s dis-
grace, or put out of mind the stain with which that father
had dimmed the honour of his family. And now a new mis-
fortune hung over him. He had just been driven with contu-
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mely from a house where hitherto he was the most welcome
of guests; he had parted, moreover, from the woman whom
he loved dearly, and under circumstances which made it
doubtful if their separation would not be final.

Leonard possessed the gift of insight into character, and
more common sense than can often be expected from a
- young man in love. He knew well that the chief characteristic
of Jane’s nature was a tendency to yield to the circumstances
of the hour, and though he hoped against hope, he could find
no reason to suppose that she would exhibit greater determi-
nation in the matter of their engagement than her general
lack of strength might lead him to anticipate. Besides, and
here his common sense came in, would it be wise that she
- should do so? After all, what had he to offer her, and were
- not his hopes of future advancement nothing better than a

dream? Roughly as he had put it, perhaps Mr. Beach was
right when he told him that he, Leonard, was both selfish and
impertinent, since was it not a selfish impertinence in him to
ask any woman to link her fortune with his in the present
state of his affairs?

Let us therefore make excuses for his words and outward
behaviour, for at heart Leonard had much to trouble him.

When the cloth had been cleared away and they were
alone again, Tom spoke to his brother, who was moodily fill-
ing his pipe.

“What shall we do to-night, Leonard?” he said.

“Go to bed, I suppose,” he answered.

“See here, Leonard,” said his brother again, “what do you
say to having a last look at the old place?”

“If you wish, Tom, but it will be painful.”

“A little pain more or less can scarcely hurt us, old fel-
low,” said Tom, laying his thin hand on his brother’s shoul-
der.

Then they started. A quarter of an hour’s walking brought
them to the Hall. The snow had ceased falling now and the
night was beautifully clear, but before it ceased it had done a
welcome office in hiding from view all the litter and wreck-
age of the auction, which make the scene of a recent sale one
of the most desolate sights in the world. Never had the old
house looked grander or more eloquent of the past than it
did on that night to the two brothers who were dispossessed
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of their heritage. They wandered round it in silence, gazing
affectionately at each well-known tree and window, till at
length they came to the gun-room entrance. More from habit
than for any other reason Leonard turned the handle of the
door. To his surprise it was open; after the confusion of the
sale no one had remembered to lock it.

“Let us go in,” he said.

They entered and wandered from room to room till they
reached the greater hall, a vast and oak-roofed chamber built
after the fashion of the nave of a church, and lighted by a
large window of ecclesiastical design. This window was filled
with the armorial bearings of many generations of the
Outram family, wrought in stained glass and placed in cou-
ples, for next to each coat of arms were the arms of its
bearer’s dame. It was not quite full however, for in it re-
mained two blank shields, which had been destined to receive
the escutcheons of Thomas Qutram and his wife.

“They will never be filled now, Leonard,” said Tom, point-
ing to these; “curious, isn’t it, not to say sad?”

“Oh! I don’t know,” answered his brother; “I suppose that
the Cohens boast some sort of arms, or if not they can buy
them.”

“I should think that they would have the good taste to begin
a new window for themselves,” said Tom.

Then he was silent for a while, and they watched the
moonlight streaming through the painted window, the memo-
rial of so much forgotten grandeur, and illumining the por-
traits of many a dead Outram that gazed upon them from
the panelled walls.

“Per ardua ad astra,” said Tom, absently reading the
family motto which alternated pretty regularly with a second
device that some members of it had adopted—*“For Heart,
Home, and Honour.”

“‘Per ardua ad astra’™—through struggle to the stars—and
‘For Heart, Home, and Honour,’ ” repeated Tom; “well, I
think that our family never needed such consolations more, if
indeed there are any to be found in mottoes. Our heart is bro-
ken, our hearth is desolate, and our honour is a by-word, but
there remain the ‘struggle and the stars.””

As he spoke his face took the fire of a new enthusiasm:
“Leonard,” he went on, “why should not we retrieve the
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past? Let us take that motto—the more ancient one—for an
omen, and let us fulfill it. I believe it is a good omen, I be-
lieve that one of us will fulfill it.”

“We can try,” answered Leonard. “If we fail in the strug-
gle, at least the stars remain for us as for all human kind.”

“Leonard,” said his brother almost in a whisper, “will you
swear an oath with me? It seems childish, but I think that un-
der some circumstances there is wisdom even in childishness.”

“What oath?” asked Leonard.

“This; that we will leave England and seek fortune in some
foreign land—sufficient fortune to enable us to repurchase
our lost home; that we will never return here until we have
won this fortune; and that death alone shall put a stop to our
quest.”

Leonard hesitated a moment, then answered:

“If Jane fails me, I will swear it.”

Tom glanced round as though in search of some familiar
object, and presently his eye fell upon what he sought. A
great proportion of the furniture of the old house, including
the family portraits, had been purchased by the in-coming
owner. Among the articles which remained was a very valu-
able and ancient bible, one of the first ever printed indeed,
that stood upon an oaken stand in the centre of the hall, to
which it was securely chained. Tom led the way to this bible,
followed by his brother. Then they placed their hands upon
it, and standing there in the shadow, the elder of them spoke
aloud in a voice that left no doubt of the earnestness of his
purpose, or of his belief in their mission.

“We swear,” he said, “upon this book and before the God
who made us that we will leave this home that was ours, and
never look upon it again till we can call it ours once more.
We swear that we will follow this, the purpose of our lives,
till death destroys us and it; and may shame and utter ruin
overtake us if, while we have strength and reason, we turn
our backs upon this oath. So help us God!”

“So help us God!” repeated Leonard.

Thus in the home of their ancestors, in the presence of
their Maker, and of the pictured dead who had gone before
them, did Thomas and Leonard Outram devote their lives to
this great purpose. Perhaps, as one of them had said, the
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thing was childish, but if so, at the least it was solemn and
touching. Their cause seemed hopeless indeed; but if faith
can move mountains, much more can honest endeavour at-
tain its ends. In that hour they felt this. Yes, they believed
that the end would be attained by one of them, though they
guessed little what struggles lay between them and the Star
they hoped to gain, or how strangely they should be borne
thither.

On the morrow they went to London and waited there a
while, but no word came from Jane Beach, and for good or
ill the chains of the oath that he had taken riveted themselves
around Leonard Outram’s neck.

Within three months of this night the brothers were near-
ing the shores of Africa, the land of the Children of the Mist.

111
After Seven Years
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“WHAT is the time, Leonard?”

“Eleven o’clock, Tom.”

“Eleven—already? I shall go at dawn, Ieonard. You
remember Johnson died at dawn, and so did Askew.”

“For heaven’s sake don’t speak like that, Tom! If you think
you are going to die, you will die.”

The sick man laughed a ghost of a laugh, it was half a
death-rattle.

“It is no use talking, Leonard, I feel my life flaring and
sinking like a dying fire. My mind is quite clear now, but I
shall die at dawn for all that. The fever has burnt me up!
Have I been raving, Leonard?”

“A little, old fellow,” answered Leonard.

“What about?”

“Home mostly, Tom.”

“Home! We have none, Leonard, it is sold. How long have
we been away now?”

“Seven years.”
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“Seven years! Yes. Do you remember how we said good-
bye to the old place on that winter night after the auction?
And do you remember what we resolved?”

"Yes.”

“Repeat it.”

“We swore that we would seek wealth enough to buy
Outram back, till we won it or died, and that we would never
return to England till it was won. Then we sailed for Africa.
For seven years we have sought and done no more than earn
a livelihood, much less a couple of hundred thousand pounds
or so.”

“Leonard.”

“Yes, Tom?”

“You are sole heir to our oath now, and to the old name
with it, or you will be in a few hours: I have fulfilled my
vow. I have sought till I died. You will take up the quest till
you succeed or die. The struggle has been mine, may you live
to win the Star. You will persevere, will you not, Leonard?”

“Yes, Tom, I will.”

“Give me your hand on it, old fellow.”

Leonard Outram knelt down beside his dying brother and
they clasped each other’s hands.

“Now let me sleep awhile. I am tired. Do not be afraid, I
shall wake before the—end.”

Hardly had the words passed his lips when his eyes closed
and he sank into stupor or sleep.

His brother Leonard sat down upon a rude seat, im-
provised out of an empty gin-case. Without the tempest
shrieked and howled, the great wind shook the Kaffir hut of
grass and wattle, piercing it in a hundred places till the light
of the lantern wavered within its glass, and the sick man’s
hair was lifted from his clammy brow. From time to time
fierce squalls of rain fell like sheets of spray, and the water
penetrating the roof of grass, streamed to the earthen floor.
Leonard crept on his hands and knees to the doorway of the
hut, or rather to the low arched opening which served as a
doorway, and removing the board that secured it, looked out
at the night. Their hut stood upon the ridge of a great moun-
tain; below was a sea of bush, and around it rose the fantas-
tic shapes of other mountains. Black clouds drove across the
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dying moon, but occasionally she peeped out and showed the
scene in all its vast solemnity and appalling solitude.

Presently Leonard closed the opening of the doorway, and
going back to his brother’s side he gazed upon him earnestly.
Many years of toil and privation had not robbed Thomas
Outram’s face of its singular beauty, or found power to mar
its refinement. But death was written on it.

Leonard sighed, then struck by a sudden thought, sought
for and found a scrap of looking-glass. Holding it close to the
light of the lantern, he examined the reflection of his own
features. The glass mirrored a handsome bearded man, dark,
keen-eyed like one who is always on the watch for danger,
curly-haired and broad-shouldered; not very tall, but having
massive limbs and a form which showed strength in every
movement. Though he was still young, there was little of
youth left about the man; clearly toil and struggle had done
an evil work with him, ageing his mind and hardening it as
they had hardened the strength and vigour of his body. The
face was a good one, but most men would have preferred to
see friendship shining in those piercing black eyes rather than
the light of enmity. Leonard was a bad enemy, and his long
striving with the world sometimes led him to expect foes
where they did not exist.

Even now this thought was in his mind: “He is dying,” he
said to himself, as he laid down the glass with the care of a
man who cannot afford to hazard a belonging however
trivial, “and yet his face is not so changed as mine is. My
God! he is dying! My brother—the only man—the only living
creature I love in the world, except one perhaps, if indeed I
love her still. Everything is against us—I should say against
me now, for I cannot count him. Our father was my first en-
emy: he brought us into the world, neglected us, squandered
our patrimony, dishonoured our name and shot himself. And
since then what has it been but one continual fight against
men and nature? Even the rocks in which I dig for gold are
foes—victorious foes—" and he glanced at his hands, scarred
and made unshapely by labour. “And the fever, that is a foe.
Death is the only friend, but he won’t shake hands with me.
He takes my brother whom I love as he has taken the others,
but me he leaves.”

Thus mused Leonard sitting sullenly on the red box, his el-
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bow on his knee, his rough hands held beneath his chin push-
ing forward the thick black beard till it threw a huge shadow,
angular and unnatural, on to the wall of the hut, while with-
out the tempest now raved, now lulled, and now raved again.
An hour—two—passed and still he sat not moving, watching
- the face of the fever-stricken man that from time to time
flushed and was troubled, then grew pale and still. It seemed
to him as though by some strange harmony of nature the
death-smitten blood was striving to keep pace with the beat
of the storm, knowing that presently life and storm would
pass together into the same domain of silence.

At length Tom Outram opened his eyes and looked at him,
but Leonard knew that he did not see him as he was. The
dying eyes studied him indeed and were intelligent, but he
could feel that they read something on his face that was not
known to himself, nor could be visible to any other man—
read it as though it were a writing.

So strange was this scrutiny, so meaningless and yet so full
of a meaning which he could not grasp, that Leonard shrank
beneath it. He spoke to his brother, but no answer came,—
only the great hollow eyes read on in that book which was
printed upon his face; that book, sealed to him, but to the
dying man an open writing.

The sight of the act of death is always terrible; it is terrible
to watch the latest wax and ebb of life, and with the intelli-
gence to comprehend that these flickerings, this coming and
this going, these sinkings and these last recoveries are the
trial flights of the animating and eternal principle—call it
soul or what you will—before it trusts itself afar. Still more
terrible is it under circumstances of physical and mental des-
olation such as those present to Leonard Outram in that hour.

But he had looked on death before, on death in many
dreadful shapes, and yet he had never been so much afraid.
What was it that his brother, or the spirit of his brother, read
in his face? What learning had he gathered in that sleep of
his, the last before the last? He could not tell——now he longed
to know, now he was glad not to know, and now he strove
to overcome his fears.

“My nerves are shattered,” he said to himself. “He is
dying. How shall I bear to see him die!”

A gust of wind shook the hut, rending the thatch apart,
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and through the rent a little jet of rain fell upon his brother’s »
forehead and ran down his pallid cheeks like tears. Then the

strange understanding look passed from the wide eyes. and
once more they became human, and the lips were opened.

“Water,” they murmured.

Leonard gave him to drink, with one hand holding the pan-
nikin to his brother’s mouth and with the other supporting
the dying head. Twice he gulped at it, then with a brusque
motion of his wasted arm he knocked the cup aside, spilling
the water on the earthen floor.

“Leonard,” he said, “you will succeed.”

“Succeed in what, Tom?”

“You will get the money and Outram—and found the
family afresh—but you will not do it alone. A woman will
help you.”

Then his mind wandered a little and he muttered, “How is
Jane? Have you heard from Jane?” or some such words.

At the mention of this name Leonard’s face softened, then
once more grew hard and anxious.

“I have not heard of Jane for years, old fellow,” he said;
“probably she is dead or married. But I do not understand.”

“Don’t waste time, Leonard,” Tom answered, rousing him-
self from his lethargy. “Listen to me. I am going fast. You
know dying men see far—sometimes. I dreamed it, or I read
it in your face. I tell you—you will die at Outram. Stay here
a while after I am dead. Stay a while, Leonard!”

He sank back exhausted, and at that moment a gust of
wind, fiercer than any which had gone before, leapt down the
mountain gorges. howling with all the voices of the storm. It
caught the frail hut and shook it. A cobra hidden in the thick
thatch awoke from its lethargy and fell with a soft thud to
the floor not a foot from the face of the dying man—then
erected itself and hissed aloud with flickering tongue and
head swollen by rage. Leonard started back and seized a
crowbar which stood near, but before he could strike, the
reptile sank down and, drawing its shining shape across his
brother’s forehead, once more vanished into the thatch.

His eves did not sc much as close, though Leonard saw a
momentary reflection of the bright scales in the dilated pu-
pils and shivered at this added terror, shivered as though his
own flesh had shrunk beneath the touch of those deadly coils.
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It was horrible that the snake should creep across his
brother’s face, it was still more horrible that his brother, yet
living should not understand the horror; it caused him to
remember our invisible companion, that ancient enemy of
mankind of whom the reptile is an accepted type; it made
him think of that long sleep which the touch of such as this
has no power to stir.

Ah! now he was going—it was impossible to mistake that
change, the last quick quiver of the blood, followed by an
ashen pallor, and the sob of the breath slowly lessening into
silence. So the day had died last night, with a little purpling
of the sky—a little sobbing of the wind—then ashen noth-
ingness and silence. But the silence was broken, the night had
grown alive indeed—and with a fearful life. Hark! how the
storm yelled, those blasts told of torment, that rain beat like
tears. What if his brother He did not dare to follow the
thought home.

Hark! how the storm yelled—the very hut wrenched at its
strong supports as though the hands of a hundred savage foes
were dragging it. It lifted—by heaven it was gone!—gone,
crashing down the rocks on the last hurricane blast of the
tempest, and there above them lowered the sullen blue of the
passing night flecked with scudding clouds, and there in front
of them, to the east and between the mountains, flared the
splendours of the dawn.

Something had struck Leonard heavily, so heavily that the
blood ran from his wound.

The dying man looked up. He saw the glory in the East.
Now it ran along the mountain sides, now it burned upon
their summits, to each summit a pillar of flame, a peculiar
splendour of its own diversely shaped; and now the shapes of
fire leaped from earth to heaven, peopling the sky with light.
The dull clouds caught the light, but they could not hold it

~ all: back it fell to earth again, and the forests lifted up their

arms to greet it, and it shone upon the face of the waters.
Thomas Outram saw—and staggering to his knees he
stretched out his arms towards the rising sun, muttering with
his lips.
Then he sank upon Leonard’s breast, and presently all his
story was told.
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The Last Viail
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For a while Leonard sat by the body of his brother. The
daylight grew and gathered about him, the round ball of the
sun appeared above the mountains.

The storm was gone. Were it not for some broken frag-
ments of the vanished hut it would have been difficult to
know even that it had been. Insects began to chirrup, lizards
ran from the crevices of the rocks, yonder the rain-washed
bud of a mountain lily opened visibly before his eyes. Still
Leonard sat on, his face stony with grief, till at length a
shadow fell upon him from above. He looked up—it was cast
by a vulture’s wings, as they hurried to the place of death.

Grasping his loaded rifle Leonard sprang to his feet.
Nearer and nearer came the bird, wheeling above him in
lessening circles: it forgot the presence of the living in its de-
sire for the dead. Leonard lifted the rifle, aimed and fired.
The report rang out clearly on the silent air and was echoed
from krantz and kloff and mountain side, and from above an-
swered the thud of the bullet. For a moment the smitten bird
swayed upon its wide pinions, then they seemed to crumple
beneath its weight and it fell heavily and lay flapping and
striking at the stones with its strong beak.

“I also can kill,” said Leonard to himself as he watched it
die. “Kill till you are killed—that is the law of life.” Then he
turned to the body of his brother and made it ready for
burial as best he might, closing the eyes, tying up the chin
with a band of twisted grass, and folding the thin toil-worn
hands upon the quiet heart.

When all was finished he paused from his dreadful task and
a thought struck him.

“Where are those Kaffirs?” he said aloud—the sound of his
voice seemed to dull the edge of solitude—"the lazy hounds,
they ought to have been up an hour ago. Hi! Otter, Otter!”

The mountains echoed “Otter, Otter”; there was no other
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reply. Again he shouted without result. “I don’t like to leave
it.” he said, “but I must go and see”: and, having covered the
body with a red blanket to scare away the vultures, he started
at a run round some projecting rocks that bordered the -
little plateau on which the hut had stood. Beyond them the
plateau continued, and some fifty paces from the rocks was a
hollow in the mountain side, where a softer vein of stone had
been eaten away by centuries of weather.

It was here that the Kaffirs slept—four of them—and in
front of this cave or grotto it was their custom to make a fire
for cooking. But on that morning no fire was burning, and no
Kaffirs were to be seen.

“Still asleep,” was Leonard’s comment as he strode swiftly
towards the cave. In another moment he was in it shouting
“Otter, Otter!” and saluting with a vigorous kick a prostrate
form, of which he could just see the outline. The form did
not move, which was strange, for such a kick should have
sufficed to wake even the laziest Basuto from his soundest
sleep. Leonard stooped to examine it, and the next moment
started back violently, exclaiming:

“Great Heavens! it is Cheat, and he is dead.”

At this moment a thick voice spoke from the corner of the
cave in Dutch, the voice of Otter:

“I am here, Baas, but I am tied: the Baas must loosen me,
I cannot stir.”

Leonard advanced, striking a match as he came. Presently
it burnt up and he saw the man Otter lying on his back, his
legs and arms bound firmly with rimpis of hide, his face and
body a mass of contusions. Drawing his hunting-knife Leon-
ard cut the rimpis and brought the man from out the cave,
carrying rather than leading him.

Otter was a knob-nosed Kaffir, that is of the Bastard Zulu
race. The brothers had found him wandering about the coun-
try in a state of semi-starvation, and he had served them
faithfully for some years. They had christened him Otter, his
native patronymic being quite unpronounceable, because of
his extraordinary skill in swimming, which almost equalled
that of the animal after which he was named.

In face the man was hideous, though his ugliness was not
unpleasant, being due chiefly to a great development of his
tribal feature, the nose, and in body he was misshapen to the
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verge of monstrosity. In fact Otter was a dwarf, measuring
little more than four feet in height. But what he lacked in
height he made up in breadth; it almost seemed as though, in-
tended by nature to be 2 man of many inches, he had been
compressed to his present dimensions by art. His vast chest
and limbs, indicating strength nearly superhuman, his long
iron arms and massive head, all gave colour to this idea. Ot-
ter had one redeeming feature, however—his eyes, that when
visible, which at this moment was not the case, were large,
steady, and, like his skin, of a brilliant black.

“What has happened?’ said Leonard, also speaking in
Dutch.

“This, Baas! Last night those three Basuto villains, your
servants, made up their minds to desert. They told me noth-
ing and they were so cunning that, though I watched even
their thoughts, I never guessed. They knew better than to tell
me, for I would have beaten them—yes, all! So they waited
till I was sound asleep, then came behind me, the three of
them, and tied me fast that I should not hinder them and
that they might take away Baas Tom’s gun which you lent
me, and other things. Soon I found out their plans and
though I laughed to their faces, oh! my heart was black with
rage.

“When the Basuto dogs had tied me they mocked me, call-
ing me foul names and saying that I might stop and starve
with the white fools, my masters, who always dug for yellow
iron and found so little, being fools. Then they got together
everything of value, yes, down to the kettle, and made ready
to go, and each of them came and slapped me on the face
and one burnt me here upon the nose with a hot brand.

“All this I bore as a man must bear trouble which comes -

from the skies, but when Cheat took up Baas Tom’s gun and
the others came with a reim to tie me to the rock, I could
bear it no more. So I shouted aloud and drove at Cheat, who
held the gun. Ah! they had forgotten that if my arms are
strong, my head is stronger! Butting like a bull I caught him
fair in the middle and his back was against the side of the
cave. He made no noise, no more; he will never make an-
other noise, for my head smashed him up inside and the
rock hurt me through him. Then the other two hit at me with |
kerries—great blows—and my arms being tied I could not
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defend myself, though T knew that they would soon kill me;
so I groaned and dropped down, pretending to be dead—ijust
like a stink-cat.

“At last, thinking that they had finished me the Basutos
ran away in a great hurry, for they feared lest you might
hear the shouting and should come after them with rifles.
They were so much afraid that they left the gun and most of
the other things. After that I fainted; it was silly, but those
kerries of theirs are of rhinoceros horn—I should not have
minded so much had they been of wood, but the horn bites
deep. That is all the story. It will please Baas Tom to know
that I saved his gun. When he hears it he will forget his sick-
ness and say, ‘Well done, Otter! Ha! Otter, your head is
hard.’”

“Make your heart hard also,” said Leonard with a sad
smile, “Baas Tom is dead. He died at daybreak in my arms.
The fever killed him as it killed the other Inkoosis (chiefs).”

Otter heard, and letting his bruised head fall upon his
mighty chest, remained for a while in silence. At length he
lifted it and Leonard saw two tears wandering down the bat-
tered countenance. “Wow,” he said, “is it so? Oh! my father,
are you dead, you who were brave like a lion and gentle as a
girl? Yes, you are dead, my ears have heard it, and were it
not for your brother, the Baas Leonard, I think that I
would kill myself and follow you. Wow, my father, are you
indeed dead, who smiled upon me yesterday?”

“Come,” said-Leonard, “I dare not leave him long.”

And he went, Otter following him with a reeling gait, for
he was weak from his injuries. Presently they reached the
spot and Otter saw that the hut was gone.

“Certainly,” he said, “our bad spirits were abroad last
night. Well, next time it will be the turn of the good ones.”
Then he drew near to the corpse and saluted it with uplifted
hand and voice.

“Chief and Father,” he said in Zulu, for Otter had wan-
dered long and knew many tongues, but he loved the Zulu best
of all. “While you lived upon earth, you were a good man
and brave, though somewhat quick of temper and quarrel-
some like a woman. Now you have wearied of this world and
flown away like an eagle towards the sun, and there where
you live in the light of the sun you will be braver and better
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yet, and become more patient and not quarrel any more with
those who are less clever than you. Chief and Father, I salute
you! May he whom you named the Otter serve you and the
Inkoosi your brother once more in the House of the Great-
Great, if one so ugly and misshapened can enter there. As
for the Basuto dog whom I slew and who would have stolen
your gun, I see now that I killed him in a fortunate hour,
that he might be the slave beneath your feet in the House of
the Great-Great. Ah! had I known, I would have sent a bet-
ter man, for there as here Cheat will still be Cheat. Hail, my
Father! Hail, and farewell! Let your spirit watch over us and
be gentle towards us, who love you yet.”

And Otter turned away without further ado; and having
washed his wounds, he set himself to the task of preparing
such coarse food as they had in store.

When it was ready Leonard ate of it, and after he had fin-
ished eating, together they bore the body to the little cave for
shelter. It was Leonard’s purpose to bury his brother at sun-
down; he might not delay longer, but till then he would
watch by him, keeping the last of many vigils. So all that re-
mained of the Basuto Cheat having been dragged forth and
thrust unceremoniously into an ant-bear hole by Otter, who
while he disposed of his body did not spare to taunt the spirit
of his late treacherous foe, the corpse of Thomas Outram
was laid in its place and Leonard sat himself by its side in the
gloom of the cave.

About midday Otter, who had been sleeping off his sor-
rows, physical and mental, came into the cavern. They were
short of meat, he said, and with the leave of the Baas, he
would take the gun of the dead Baas and try to shoot a buck.

Leonard bade him go, but to be back by sundown, as he
should require his help.

“Where shall we dig a hole, Baas?” asked the dwarf.

“One is dug,” answered Leonard; “he who is dead dug it
himself as the others did. We will bury him in the last pit he
made looking for gold, to the right of where the hut stood. It
is deep and ready.”

“Yes, Baas, a good place—though perhaps Baas Tom
would not have worked at it so strongly had he known.
Wow! Who knows to what end he labours? But perchance it
is a little near the donga. Twice that hole has been flooded
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while Baas Tom was digging in it. Then he could jump out,
but now——"

“I have settled it,” said Leonard shortly; “go, and be back
half an hour before sundown at latest. Stop! Bring some of
those rock-lilies if you can. The Baas was fond of them.”

The dwarf saluted and went. “Ah!” he said to himself as
he waddled down the hill where he hoped to find game, “ah!
you do not fear men dead or living—overmuch; yet, Otter, it
is true that you are better here in the sun, though the sun is
hot, than yonder in the cave. Say, Otter, why does Baas Tom
look awful now that he is dead—he who was so gentle while
yet he lived? Cheat did not look awful, only uglier. But then
you killed Cheat, and the Heavens killed Baas Tom and set
their own seal upon him. And what will Baas Leonard do
now that his brother is dead and the Basutos have run away?
Go on digging for the yellow iron which is so hard to find,
and of which, when it is found, no man can even make a
spear. Nay, what is that to you, Otter? What the Baas does
you do—and here be the spoor of an impala buck.”

Otter was right, the day was fearfully hot. It was summer
in East Africa, or rather autumn, the season of fever, thun-
der and rain, a time that none who valued their lives would
care to spend in those latitudes searching for gold with poor
food and but little shelter. But men who seek their fortunes
are not chary of hazarding their own lives or those of others.
They become fatalists, now avowedly perhaps, but uncon-
sciously. Those who are destined to die must die, they think,
the others will live. And, after all, it does not greatly matter
which they do, for, as they know well, the world will never
miss them.

When Leonard Outram, his brother, and two.companions
in adventure heard from the natives that at a particular spot
on the mountains, nominally in the Portuguese territory near
the lowest branch of the Zambesi, gold could be dug out like
iron ore, and when, at the price of two Tower muskets and a
half-bred greyhound, they received a concession from the ac-
tual chief of that territory to dig up and possess the gold
without let or hindrance from any person whatsoever, they
did not postpone their undertaking because the country was
fever-stricken and the unhealthy season drew on. In the first
place, their resources were not great at the moment; and in
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the second, they feared lest some other enterprising person
with three Tower muskets and two greyhounds should per-
suade the chief to rescind their concession in his favour.

So they journeyed laboriously to the place of hidden
wealth, and with the help of such native labour as they could
gather began their search. At first they were moderately suc-
cessful; indeed, wherever they dug they found “colour,” and
once or twice stumbled upon pockets of nuggets. Their hopes
ran high, but presently one of the four—Askew by name—
sickened and died of fever. They buried him and persevered
with varying luck. Then a second member of their party,
Johnson, was taken ill. He lingered for a month and died
also. After this Leonard was for abandoning the enterprise,
but as fate would have it, on the day following Johnson’s
death they found gold in very promising quantities, and his
brother, whose desire to win the wealth necessary to their
ends was only increased by many disappointments, would not
listen to such advice.

So they rebuilt the hut on a higher and healthier spot and
stayed. But on one unfortunate day Thomas Outram went
out shooting, and losing his path in the bush was forced to
spend a night in the fever-fog. A week afterwards he com-
plained of sickness and pains in the back and head—three
weeks later he died as we have seen.

All these events and many others antecedent passed
through Leonard’s mind as he wore out the long hours seated
by the side of his dead brother. Never before had he felt so
lonely, so utterly desolate, so bankrupt of all love and hope.
It was a fact that at this moment he had no friend in the
wide world, unless he could call the knob-nosed native Otter
a friend. He had been many years away from England, his
few distant relations there troubled themselves no more about
him or his brother, outcasts, wanderers in strange lands, and
his school and college companions in all probability had for-
gotten his existence.

There was one indeed, Jane Beach. But since that night of
parting, seven years ago, he had heard nothing of her. Twice
he had written, but no answer came to his letters. Then he
gave up writing, for Leonard was a proud man, moreover he
guessed that she did not reply because she could not. As he
had said to his brother, Jane might be dead by now, or more
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probably married to Mr. Cohen. And yet once they had
loved each other, and to this hour he still loved her, or
thought that he did. At least, through all the weary years of
exile, labour and unceasing search after the unattainable, her
image and memory had been with him, a distant dream of
sweetness, peace and beauty, and they were with him vyet,
though nothing of her remained to him except the parting
gift of her prayer-book and the lock of hair within it. The
wilderness is not a place where men can forget their earliest
love. No, he was alone, absolutely and utterly alone, a wan-
derer in wild lands, a sojourner with rough unlettered men and
savages.

And now, what should he do? This place was played out.
There was alluvial gold indeed, but Leonard knew to-day that
it was not in the earth, but in the veins of quartz which per-

~meated the mountains that the real wealth must be sought
for, and how could he extract it from the quartz without ma-
chinery or capital? Besides, his Kaffir servants had deserted
him, worn out with hard work and fever, and there were no
others to be had at this season. Well, it was only one more
disappointment; he must go back to Natal and take his
chance. At the worst he could always earn his living as a
transport-rider, and at the best he wearied of this search for
wealth which was to build up their family afresh.

Then of a sudden Leonard remembered what he had
promised—to go on seeking till he died. Very good, he would
keep the promise—till he died. And he remembered also that
curious prophecy to which Thomas had given utterance on
the previous night, that prophecy of wealth which should
come to him.

Of course it was nothing but the distraught fancy of a
dying man. For many years his brother had brooded over
this possibility of gaining riches, not for their own sake in-
deed, but that they might be the means of restoring the an-
cient family, which their father had brought to shame and
ruin. It was not wonderful in a man of his excitable tempera-
ment that at the hour of his death he should have grasped at
some vision of attainment of the object of his life, though by
the hand of another. And yet how strangely he had looked at
him! With what conviction he had spoken! But all this was
beside the point; he, Leonard, had sworn an oath many years
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ago, and only last night he had promised to continue to ob-
serve that oath. Therefore, come good or ill, he must pursue
it to the end.

Thus he mused till he grew weary as he sat hour after
hour by the side of that rigid thing, which had been his play-
mate, his brother and his friend. From time to time he rose
and walked about the cave. As the afternoon waned the air
grew hotter and stiller, while a great cloud gathered on the
horizon.

“There will be thunder at sundown,” said Leonard aloud;
“I wish that Otter would come back, so that we might get the
funeral over; otherwise we shall have to wait till to-morrow.”

At length, about half-an-hour before nightfall, the dwarf
appeared at the mouth of the cave, looking more like a
gnome than a man against the lurid background of the angry
sky. A buck was tied across his enormous shoulders and in
his hand he held a large bunch of the fragrant mountain-
lilies.

Then the two of them buried Thomas Outram, there in his
lonely grave which he himself had dug by the gully, and the
roll of the thunder was his requiem. It seemed a fitting termi-
nation to his stormy and laborious life.

Vv
Otter Gives Counsel

T I I T T T I T T TR T T T T T T T

WHEN the burial was finished and Thomas Outram slept his
last sleep beneath six feet of earth and stones, his brother
took out the prayer-book that Jane Beach had given him,
which in truth formed all his library, and read the funeral
service over the grave, ending it by the glare of the lightning
flashes. Then he and Otter went back to the cave and ate,
speaking no word. After they had done their meal Leonard
called to the dwarf, who took his food at a little distance.
“Otter,” he said, setting the lantern between them, “you
are a faithful man and clever in your way. I would tell you a
story and ask you something. At the least,” he added to him-
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self in English, “in such a matter your judgment is as good
as mine.”

“Speak on, Baas,” said the dwarf, “my ears are open;” and
he squatted down on the further side of the lantern like some
great toad, watching his master’s face with his black eyes.

“Otter, the Baas who is dead and I journeyed to this coun-
try about seven years ago. Before we came here we had been
rich men, chiefs in our own place, but we lost our kraals and
cattle and lands; they were sold, others took them and we be-
came poor. Yes, we who were fat grew lean as trek oxen at
the end of winter. Then we said to each other, ‘Here we
have no longer any home, the shame of poverty has come
upon us, we are broken vessels, empty men of no account;
also we are chiefs by blood and here we cannot let ourselves
out to labour like the common people, lest both the common
people and the nobles should make a mock of us. Our great
stone kraal that has been ours for many generations is taken
from us, others dwell in it, strange women order it and their
children shall move about the land. We will go away.’ ”

“The blood is the blood,” broke in Otter, “the wealth is
nothing; that comes and goes, but the blood is always the
blood. Why did you not gather an impi, my father, and. put
these strangers to the spear and take your kraal again?”

“In our land this may not be, Otter, for there wealth is
more than race. So we should have been brought to still
greater shame. Riches alone could give us back our home,
and we had none left. Therefore we swore an oath together,
the dead Baas and I, that we would journey to this far coun-
try and seek to win wealth that we might buy back our lands
and kraal and rule over them as in past years, and our chil-
dren after us.”

“A good oath,” said Otter, “but here we should have sworn
it otherwise and there would have been a ringing of steel
about that kraal, not the chink of yellow iron.”

“We came, Otter, and for seven years we have laboured
harder than the lowest of our servants; we have travelled to
and fro, mixing with many peoples, learning many tongues,
and what have we found? The Baas yonder a grave in the
wilderness—I the food that the wilderness gives, no more.”

“A poor wage so far,” said Otter. “Ah! the ways of my
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people are more simple and better. A red spear is brighter
than the red gold, yes, and it is more honest.”

“The wealth is unwon, Otter, and I have sworn to win the
wealth or die. But last night I swore it again to him who lies
dead.”

“It is well, Baas; an oath is an oath and true men must
keep it, But riches cannot be gathered here, for the gold,
most of it, is hid in those rocks that are far too heavy to
carry, and who may charm gold out of the rock?—not all the
wizards in Zululand. At the least you and I cannot do it
alone, even should the fever spare us. We must trek, Baas,
and look elsewhere.”

“Listen, Otter, the tale is yet to tell. The Baas who is dead
dreamed before he died, he dreamed that I should win the
gold, that I should win it by the help of a woman, and he
bade me wait here a while after he was dead. Say now, Ot-
ter, you who come of a people learned in dreams and are the
child of a dream-doctor, was this a true dream or a sick
man’s fancy?”

“Nay, Baas, who can tell for sure?” the dwarf answered;
then pondered a while, and set himself to trace lines in the
dust of the floor with his finger. “Yet I say,” he went on,
“that the words of the dead uttered on the edge of death
shall come true. He promised that you should win the
wealth: you will win it by this way or by that, and the great
kraal across the water shall be yours again, and the children
of strangers shall wander there no more. Let us obey the
words of the dead and bide here a while as he commanded.”

Seven days had passed, and on the night of the seventh
Leonard Outram and Otter sat together once more in the little
cave on Grave Mountain, for so they named this fatal spot.
They did not speak, though each of them was thinking after
his own fashion, and both had cause for thought. They had
been hunting all day, but killed nothing except a guinea-fowl,
most of which they had just eaten; it was the only food left
to them. Game seemed to have abandoned the district, at
least they could find none.

Since his brother’s death Leonard had given up all attempt
to dig for gold—it was useless. Time hung heavy on his
hands, for a man cannot search all day for buck which are
not. Gloom had settled on his mind also; he felt his brother’s
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loss more acutely now than on the day he buried him. More-
over, for the first time he suffered from symptoms of the
deadly fever which had carried off his three companions.
Alas! he knew too well the meaning of this lassitude and
nausea, and of the racking pain which from time to time shot
through his head and limbs. That was how his brother’s last
sickness had begun.

Would his own days end in the same fashion? He did not
greatly care, he was reckless as to his fate, for the hard
necessities of life had left him little time or inclination to
rack himself with spiritual doubts. And yet it was awful to
think of. He rehearsed the whole scene in his mind again and
yet again until it became a reality to him. He saw his own
last struggle for life and Otter watching it. He saw the dwarf
bearing him in his great arms to a lonely grave, there to
cover him with earth, and then, with a sigh, to flee the haunt-
ed spot for ever. Why did he stop here to die of fever? Be-
cause his brother had bidden him to do so with his dying
breath; because of a superstition, a folly, which would move
any civilised man to scorn.

Ah! there was the rub, he was no longer a civilised man;
he had lived so long with nature and savages that he had
come to be as nature makes the savage. His educated reason
told him that this was folly, but his instinct—that faculty
which had begun to take the place of educated reason with
him—spoke in another voice. He had gone back in the scale
of life, he had grown primitive; his mind was as the mind of
a Norseman or of an Aztec. It did not seem wonderful to
him that his brother should have prophesied upon his dying
bed; it did not strike him as strange even that he should be-
lieve in the prophecy and act upon it. And yet he knew that
in all probability this obedience would result in his own
death.

Those who have lived much with nature will in some de-
gree be familiar with such sensations, for man and nature are
ever at variance, and each would shape the other to its ends.
In the issue nature wins. Man boasts continually of his con-
quests over her, her instincts, her terrors, and her hopes. But
let him escape from out his cities and the fellowship of his
kind, let him be alone with her for a while, and where is his
supremacy? He sinks back on to her breast again and is lost
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there as in time to be all his labours shall be lost. The grass
of the field and the sand of the desert are more powerful
than Babylon: they were before her, they are after her; and
so it is with everything physical and moral in their degrees,
for here rules a nurse whom we human children must obey at
last, however much we may defy her.

Thus brooded Leonard as he sat, his hands in his pockets
and an empty pipe between his teeth. Their tobacco was done
and yet he drew at the pipe, perhaps from habit. And all the
while Otter watched him.

“Baas,” he said at length, “you are sick, Baas.”

“No,” he answered, “that is, perhaps a littie.”

“Yes, Baas, a little. You have said nothing, but I know, I
who watch. The fever has touched you with his finger, by-
and-by he will grip you with his whole hand, and then
Baas——”

“And then, Otter, good-night.”

“Yes, Baas, for you good-night, and for me, what! Baas,
you think too much and you have nothing to do, that is why
you grow sick. Better that we should go and dig again.”

“What for, Otter? Ant-bear holes make good graves.”

“Evil talk, Baas. Rather let us go away and wait no more
than that you should talk such talk, which is the beginning of
death.” _

Then there was silence for a while.

“The truth is, Otter,” said Leonard presently, “we are both
fools. It is useless for us to stay here with nothing to eat,
nothing to drink, nothing to smoke, and only the fever to
look forward to, expecting we know not what. But what does
it matter? Fools and wise men all come to one end. Lord!
how my head aches and how hot it is! I wish that we had
some quinine left. I am going out,” and he rose impatiently
and left the cave.

Otter followed him. He knew where he would go—to his
brother’s grave. Presently they were there, standing on the
hither edge of a ravine. A cloud had hidden the face of the
moon and they could see nothing, so they stood a while idly
waiting for it to pass.

As they rested thus, suddenly a moaning sound came to
their ears, or rather a sound which, beginning with a moan,
ended in a long low wail.
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“What is that?”’ asked Leonard, looking towards the shad-
ows on the further side of the ravine, whence the cry seemed
to proceed.

“I do not know,” answered Otter, “unless it be a ghost, or
the voice of one who mourns her dead.”

“We are the only mourners here,” said Leonard, and as he
spoke once more the low and piercing wail thrilled upon the
air. Just then the cloud passed, the moonlight shone out bril-
liantly, and they saw who it was that cried aloud in this deso-
late place. For there, not twenty paces from them, on the
other side of the ravine, crouched upon a stone and rocking
herself to and fro as though in an agony of despair and grief,
sat a tall and withered woman.

With an exclamation of surprise Leonard started towards
her followed by the dwarf. So absorbed was the woman in
her sorrow that she neither saw nor heard them. Even when
they stood close to her she did not perceive them, for her
face was hidden in her bony hands. Leonard looked at her
curiously. She was past middle age, but he could see that
once she had been handsome and, for a native, very light in
colour. Her hair was grizzled and crisp rather than woolly,
and her hands and feet were slender and finely shaped. At
the moment he could discern no more of the woman’s per-
sonal appearance, for the face was covered, as has been said,
and her body wrapped in a tattered blanket.

“Mother,” he said, speaking in the Sisutu dialect, “what
ails you that you weep here alone?”

The stranger let drop her hands and sprang up with a cry
of fear. As it chanced, her gaze fell first upon the dwarf Ot-
ter, who was standing in front of her, and at the sight of him
the cry died upon her lips, and her sunken cheeks, clear-cut
features and sullen black eyes became as those of one who is
petrified with terror. So strange was her aspect indeed that
the dwarf and his master neither spoke nor moved; they
stood hushed and expectant. It was the woman who broke
this silence, speaking in a low voice of awe and adoration
and, as she spoke, sinking to her knees.

“And hast thou come to claim me at the last,” she said,
addressing Otter, “O thou whose name is Darkness, to whom
I was given in marriage, and from whom I fled when I was
young? Do I see thee in the flesh, Lord of the night, King of
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blood and terror, and is this thy priest? Or do I but dream?
Nay, I dream not, slay on, thou priest, and let my sin be
purged.” .

“Here it seems,” said Otter, “that we have to do with one
who is mad.”

“Nay, Jal,” the woman answered, “I am not mad, though
madness has been nigh to me of late.”

“Neither am I named Jal or Darkness,” answered the
dwarf with irritation; “cease to speak folly and tell the White
Lord whence you come, for I weary of this talk.”

“If you are not Jal, Black One, the thing is strange, for as
Jal is so are you. But perchance it does not please you,
having put on the flesh, to avow yourself before me. At the
least be it as you will. If you are not Jal then I am safe from
your vengeance, and if you are Jal I pray you forget the sins
of my youth and spare me.”

“Who is Jal?” asked Leonard curiously.

“Nay, I know not,” answered the woman, with a sudden
change of manner. “Hunger and weariness have turned my
brain and I spoke wandering words. Forget them and give
me food, White Man,” she added in a piteous tone, “give me
food, for I starve.”

“There is scant fare here,” answered Leonard, “but you
are welcome to it. Follow me, mother,” and he led the way
across the donga to the cave, the woman limping after him
painfully.

There Otter gave her meat, and she ate as one eats who
has gone hungry for long, greedily and yet with effort. When
she had finished she looked at Leonard with her keen dark
eyes and said:

“Say, White Lord, are you also a slave-trader?”

“No,” he answered grimly, “I am a slave.”

“Who is your master then?—this Black One here?”

“Nay, he is but the slave of a slave. 1 have no master,
mother; I have a mistress, and she is named Fortune.”

“The worst of mistresses,” said the old women “or the
best, for she laughs ever behind her frown and mingles
stripes with kisses.”

“The stripes I know well, but not the kisses,” answered
Leonard gloomily; then added in another tone, “What is your
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errand, mother? How are you named, and what do you seek
wandering alone in the mountains?”

“] am named Soa, and I seek succour for one whom I love
and who is in sore distress. Will my lord listen to my tale?”

“Speak on,” said Leonard.

Then the woman crouched down before him and told this
story.

VI
The Tale of Soa
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“My lord, 1, Soa, am the servant of a white man, a trader
who lives on the banks of the Zambesi some four days’ march
from here, having houses there which he built many years
ago.”

“How is the white- man named?” asked Leonard.

“The black people call him Mavoom, but his white name is
Rodd. He is a good master and no common man, but he has
this fault, that at times he is drunken. Twenty years ago or
more Mavoom, my lord, married a white woman, a Portu-
guese whose father dwelt at Delagoa Bay, and who was
beautiful, ah! beautiful. Then he settled on the banks of
the Zambesi and became a trader, building the house where it
is now, or rather where its ruins are. Here his wife died in
childbirth; yes, she died in my arms, and it was I who reared
her daughter Juanna, tending her from the cradle to this day.

“Now, after the death of his wife Mavoom became more
drunken. Still, when he is not in liquor he is very clever and
a good trader, and several times he has collected ivory and
feathers and gold worth much money, and also has bred cat-
tle by hundreds. Then he would say that he must leave the
wilderness and go to another country across the water, I
know not where, that country whence the Englishmen come.

“Twice he has started to go and I with him, and his daugh-
ter Juanna, my mistress, who is named the Shepherdess of
Heaven by the black people, because they think that she has
the gift of foretelling rain. But once Mavoom stopped in a
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town, at Durban, in Natal, and getting drunk he gambled
away all his money in a month, and once he lost it in a river,
the boat being overset by a river-horse and the ivory and
gold sinking out of sight. Still, the last time that he started he
left his daughter, the Shepherdess, at Durban, and there she
stayed for three years learning those things that the white
women know, for she is very clever, as clever as she is beau-
tiful and good. Now, for nearly two years she has been back
at the Settlement, for she came to Delagoa Bay in a ship,
and I with her, and Mavoom met us.

“But one month gone my mistress the Shepherdess spoke
to her father Mavoom, telling him that she wearied of their
lonely life in the wilderness and wished to sail across the
waters to the land which is called Home. He listened to her,
for Mavoom loves his daughter and said that it should be so.
But he said this also: that first he would go on a trading
journey up the river to buy a store of ivory of which he
knew. Now she was against this, saying, ‘Let us start at once,
we have tempted chance too long, and once again we are
rich. Let us go to Natal and pass over the seas.’

. “Still he would not listen, for he is a headstrong man. So
on the morrow he started to search for the store of ivory,
and the lady Juanna his daughter wept, for though she is
fearless, it was not fitting that she should be left thus alone;
also she hated to be apart from her father, for it is when she
is not there to watch that he becomes drunken.

“Mavoom left, and twelve days went by while I and my
mistress the Shepherdess sat at the Settlement waiting till he
returned. Now it is the custom of my mistress, when she is
dressed, to read each morning from a certain holy book in
which are written the laws of that Great-Great whom she
worships. On the thirteenth morning, therefore, she sat
beneath the verandah of the house, reading in the book ac-
cording to her custom, and I went about my work making
food ready. Suddenly I heard a tumult, and looking over the
wall which is round the garden and to the left of the house, I
saw a great number of men, some of them white, some Ar-
abs, and some half-breeds, one mounted and the others on
foot, and behind them a long caravan of slaves with the
slave-sticks set upon their necks.

“As they came these men fired guns at the people of the
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Settlement, who ran this way and that. Some of the people
fell, and more were made captive, but others of them got
away, for they were at work in the fields and had seen the
slave-traders coming.

“Now as I gazed affrighted I saw my mistress, the Shep-
herdess, flying towards the wall behind which I stood, the
book she was reading being still in her hand. But as she
reached it the man mounted on the mule overtook her and
she turned about and faced him, setting her back against the
wall. Then I crouched down and hid myself among some
banana-trees, and watched what passed through a crack in
the wall.

“The man on the mule was old and fat, his hair was white
and his face yellow and wrinkled. I knew him at once, for
often I have heard of him before, who has been the terror of
this country for many years. He is named the Yellow Devil
by the black people, but his Portuguese name is Pereira, and
he has his place in a secret spot down by one of the mouths
of the Zambesi. Here he collects the slaves, and here the
traders come twice a year with their dhows to carry them to
market.

“Now this man looked at my mistress as she stood terrified
with her back against the wall; then he laughed and cried
aloud in Portuguese, ‘Here we have a pretty prize. This must
be that Juanna of whose beauty I have heard. Where is your
father, my dove? Gone trading up the river, has he not? Ah!
I knew it, or perhaps I should not have ventured here. But it
was wrong of him to leave one so pretty all alone. Well, well,
he is about his business and I must be about mine, for I am a
merchant also, my dove, a merchant who trades in black-
birds. One with silver feathers does not often come my way
and I must make the most of her. There is many a young
man in our part who will bid briskly for such eyes as yours.
Never fear, my dove, we will soon find you a husband.’

“Thus the Yellow Devil spoke, White Man, while the Shep-
herdess my mistress crouched against the wall and stared at
him with frightened eyes, and the slave-traders his servants
laughed aloud at his evil words. Presently she seemed to un-
derstand, and I saw her slowly lift her hand towards her
head. Then I knew her purpose.

“Now, there is a certain deadly poison, White Man, of
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which I have the secret, and that secret I taught long ago to
my mistress. It is so deadly that a piece of it no larger than
the smallest ant can kill a man, yes, the instant after it
touches his tongue he will be dead. Living alone as she does
in the wilds, it is the custom of my mistress to carry a por-
tion of this poison hidden in her hair, since a time might
come when she must use it to save herself from worse than
death. Now it seemed to her that this hour was upon her,
and I knew that she was about to take the poison. Then in
my fear I whispered to her through the crack in the wall,
speaking in an ancient tongue which I have taught her, the
tongue of my own people, White Man, and saying: ‘Hold
your hand, Shepherdess; while you live you may escape, but
from death there is no escape. It will be time to use the poi-
son when the worst is with you.’

“She heard and understood, for I saw her bow her head
slightly and her hand fell against her side. Then Pereira
spoke again:

“‘And now, if you are ready,’ he said, ‘we will be moving,
for it is eight days’ journey to my little Nest on the coast,
and who can tell when the dhows will come to fetch my
blackbirds. Have you anything to say before you go, my
dove?

“Now my mistress spoke for the first time, answering, ‘I
am in your power, but I do not fear you, for if need be I can
escape you. But I tell you this: that your wickedness shall
bring your own death upon you; and she glanced round at
the bodies of those whom the slave-traders had murdered, at
the captives upon whom they were setting chains and forks
of wood, and the columns of smoke that were rising from
her home, for the roof of the Settlement had been fired.

“For a moment the Portugee looked frightened, then he
laughed aloud and said with an oath, crossing himself after
the fashion of his people as a protection against the curse,
‘What! you prophesy, do you, my dove, and you can escape
me at your will, can you? Well, we shall see. Bring the other
mule for this lady, you fellows.’

“The mule was brought and Juanna, my mistress, was set
upon it. Then the slave-traders shot down such of the cap-
tives as they thought to be of no value, the drivers flogged
the slaves with their three-thonged sjambochs of hippopota-
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mus-hide, and the caravan moved on down the banks of the
river.

“When all had gone T crept from my hiding-place and
sought out those men of the Settlement who had escaped the
slaughter, praying them to find arms and follow on the Yel-
low Devil’s spoor, waiting for an opportunity to rescue the
Shepherdess whom they loved. But they would not do this,
for the heart was out of them, they were cowed by fear, and
most of the head-men had been taken captive. No, they
would do nothing except weep over their dead and the burnt
kraals. ‘You cowards,’ I said, ‘if you will not come, then I
must go alone. At the least let some of you pass up the river
and search for Mavoom, to tell him what has chanced here
in his house.’

“The men said that they would do this, and taking a blan-
ket and a little food, I followed upon the track of the slave-
drivers. For four days I followed, sometimes coming in sight
of them, till at length the meat was done and my strength
left me. On the morning of the fifth day I could go no far-
ther, so I crept to the top of a koppie and watched their long
line winding across the plain. In its centre were two mules,
and on one of these mules sat a woman. Then I knew that no
harm had befallen my mistress as yet, for she still lived.

“Now, from the koppie I saw a little kraal far away to the
right, and to this kraal I came that same afternoon with my
last strength. I told its people that 1 had escaped from the
slave-drivers, and they treated me kindly. Here it was also I
Jearnt that some white men from Natal were digging for gold
in these mountains, and next day I travelled on in search of
them, thinking perchance they would help me, for I know
well that the English hate the slave-drivers. And here, my
lord, T am come at last with much toil, and now I pray you
deliver my mistress the Shepherdess from the hands of the
Yellow Devil. Oh! my Lord, T seem poor and wretched; but I
tell you that. if you can deliver her you shall win a great re-
ward. Yes, I will reveal to you that which I have kept hidden
all my life, ay, even from Mavoom my master; I will reveal
to you the secret treasures of my people, the Children of the
Mist.”

Now when Leonard, who all the while had been listening
attentively and in silence to Soa’s tale, heard her last words,
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he raised his head and stared at her, thinking that her sor-
rows had made her mad. There was no look of madness upon
the woman’s fierce face, however, but only one of the most
earnest and indeed passionate entreaty. So, letting this matter
go by for the while, he spoke to her:

“Are you then crazed, mother?” he said. “You see that I
am alone here with one servant, for my three companions,
whom the people in the kraal told you, are dead through fe-
ver, and I myself am smitten with it. And yet you ask me,
alone as I am, to travel to this slave-trader’s camp that is you
know not where, and there, single-handed, to rescue your
mistress, if indeed you have a mistress, and your tale is true.
Are you then mad, mother?”

“No, Lord, I am not mad, and that which I tell you is
true, every word of it. I know that I ask a great thing, but I
know also that you Englishmen can do great things when you
are well paid. Strive to help me and you shall have your re-
ward. Ay, should you fail, and live, I can still give you a re-
ward; not much perhaps, but more than you have ever
earned.”

“Never mind the reward now, mother,” broke in Leonard
testily, for the veiled sarcasm of Soa’s speech had stung him,
“unless, indeed, you can cure me of the fever,” he added with
a laugh.

“I can do that,” she answered quietly; “to-morrow morning
I will cure you.”

“So much the better,” he said, with an incredulous smile;
“and now of your wisdom tell me how am I to look for your
mistress, to say nothing of rescuing her, when I do not know
whither she has been taken. Probably this Nest of which the
Portugee talked is a secret place. How long has she been car-
ried off?”

“This will be the twelfth day, Lord. As for the Nest, it is
secret; that I have discovered. It is to your wisdom that I
look to find it.”

Leonard mused a while, then a thought struck him. Turn-
ing to the dwarf, who had been sitting by listening to all that
was said in stolid silence, his great head resting upon his
knees, he spoke to him in Dutch:

“Otter, were you not once taken as a slave?”
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“Yes, Baas, ten years ago.”

“How was it?”

“Thus, Baas. I was hunting on the Zambesi with the sol-
diers of a tribe there—it was after my own people had driven
me out because they said that I was too ugly to become their
chief, as I was born to be. Then the Yellow Devil, that same
man of whom the woman speaks, fell upon us with Arabs
and took us to his place, there to await the slave-dhows. He
was a stout man, horrible to see, and elderly. The day the
dhows came in I escaped by swimming; all the others who re-
mained alive were taken off in ships to Zanzibar.”

“Could you find your way to that place again, Otter?”

“Yes, Baas. It is a hard spot to find, for the path runs
through morasses; moreover the place is secret and protected
by water. All of us slaves were blindfolded during the last
day’s march. But I worked up my bandage with my nose—
ah! my big nose served me well that day—and watched the
path from beneath it, and Otter never forgets a road over
which his feet have travelled. Also I followed that path
back.”

“Could you find the spot from here?”

“Yes, Baas. I should go along these mountains, ten days’
journey or more, till we struck the southernmost mouth of
the Zambesi below Luabo. Then I should follow the river
down a day’s journey. Afterwards two more days through the
swamps and we come to the place. But it is a strong place,
Baas, and there are many men armed with guns in it; more-
over, there is a big cannon, a ‘by-and-by’!”

Again Leonard thought a moment, then he turned to Soa
and asked, “Do you understand Dutch? No? Well, I have
found out something of this Nest from my servant. Pereira
said that it was eight days’ journey from your master’s settle-
ment, so your mistress has been there some three or four
days if she ever reached it. Now, from what I know of the
habits of slave-traders on this coast, the dhows will not begin
to take in their cargoes for another month, because of the
monsoon. Therefore, if I am correct, there is plenty of time.
Mind you, mother, I am not saying that I will have anything
to do with this business, I must think it over first.”

“Yes, you will, White Man,” she answered, “when you
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know the reward; but of that I will tell you to-morrow, after
I have cured you of your fever. And now I pray, Black One,
show me a place where I may sleep, for I am very weary.”

VII
Leonard Swears on the Blood of Aca
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ON the morrow Leonard woke early from a troubled sleep,
for his fever would scarcely let him rest. But, early as it was,
the woman Soa had been up before him, and on coming out
of the cave the first thing that he saw was her tall shape bend-
ing over a little fire, whereon a gourd was boiling, the con-
tents of which she stirred from time to time.

“Good morning to you, White Man,” she said, “here is that
which shall cure you of your sickness as I promised to do;”
and she lifted the gourd from the fire.

Leonard took it and sniffed at the liquor, which smelt
abominably.

“It is more likely to poison me, mother,” he said.

“No, no,” she answered with a smile; “drink half of it now
and half at midday, and the fever shall trouble you no
more.”

So soon as the stuff was cool enough Leonard obeyed,
though with a doubting heart.

“Well, mother,” he said, setting the gourd down with a
gasp, “if nastiness is any proof of virtue your medicine should
be good.” )

“It is good,” she answered gravely, “many have been
dragged from the edge of death by it.”

And here it may be stated, whether it was owing to Soa’s
medicine or to other causes, that Leonard began to mend
from that hour. By nightfall he felt a different man, and be-
fore three days were over he was as strong as he had ever
been in his life. But into the ingredients of the draught he
never found the courage to inquire, and perhaps it was as
well.

Shortly after he had taken his dose Leonard observed Ot-
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ter walking up the hill, bearing a huge lump of meat upon his
shoulders.

“The old woman has brought us luck,” said the dwarf as
he loosed himself from his burden. “Once more the bush is
full of game; scarcely had I reached it when I killed a young
koodoo, fat, ah! fat, and there are many of them about.”

Then they prepared breakfast, and ate it, and when the
meal was done once more they talked.

“Mother,” began Leonard, “last night you asked me to un-
dertake a great venture, and promised to reward in payment.
Now, as you said, we Englishmen will do much for gold, and
I am a poor man who seek wealth. You demand of me that I
should risk my life, now tell me of its price.”

The woman Soa looked at him a while, and answered:

“White Man, have you ever heard of the People of the
Mist?”

“No,” he said, “that is, except in London. I mean that I
know nothing of such a people. What of them?”

“This: I, Soa, am one of that people. I was the daughter
of their head-priest, and I fled from them many many years
ago, because I was doomed to be offered up as a sacrifice to
the god Jal, he who is shaped like the Black One yonder,”
and she pointed to Otter.

“This is rather interesting,” said Leonard, “go on.”

“White Man, that people is a great people. They live in a
region of mist, upon high lands beneath the shadow of the
tops of snow mountains. They are larger than other men in
size, and very cruel, but their women are fair. Now of the
beginning of my people I know nothing, for it is lost in the
past. But they worship an ancient stone statue fashioned like
a dwarf, and to him they offer the blood of men. Beneath the
feet of the statue is a pool of water, and beyond the pool is a
cave. In that cave, White Man, he dwells whom they adore
in effigy above, he, Jil, whose name is Terror.”

“Do you mean that a dwarf lives in the cave?” asked
Leonard.

“No, White Man, not a dwarf, but a holy crocodile which
they name the Snake, the biggest crocodile in the whole
world, and the oldest, for he has dwelt there from the begin-
ning. It is this snake that devours the bodies of those who are
offered to the Black One.”
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“As I remarked before,” said Leonard, “all this is very ro-
mantic and interesting, but I cannot see that there is much
profit to be made out of it.”

“White Man, the lives of men are not the only things
which the priests of the Children of the Mist offer to their
god; they offer also such toys as this, White Man,” and sud-
denly she unclosed her hand and exhibited to Leonard’s as-
tonished gaze a ruby, or what appeared to be a ruby, of such
size and so lovely a colour, that his eyes were dazzled when
he looked at it. The gem, though roughly polished, was
uncut, but its dimensions were those of a small blackbird’s
egg; it was of the purest pigeon-blood colour, without a flaw,
and worn almost round, apparently by the action of water.
Now, as it chanced, Leonard knew something of gems, al-
though unhappily he was less acquainted with the peculiarities
of the ruby than with those of most other stones. Thus, al-
though this magnificent specimen might be a true stone, as
indeed appeared to be the case, it was quite possible that it
was only a spinel, or a garnet, and alas! he had no means of
setting his doubts at rest.

“Do your people find many of these pebbles, Soa,” he
asked, “and if so, where do they find them?”

“Yes, White Man, they find many, though few of such a
size as this. They dig them out of a dry river-bed in some
spot that is known to the priests only, and with them other
beautiful stones of a blue colour.”

“Sapphires probably,” said Leonard to himself, “they gen-
erally go together.”

“Every year they dig them,” she went on, “and the biggest
stone of those that are found in their digging they bind upon
the brow of her who is to be offered as a wife to the god Jal.
Afterwards, before she dies, they take the gem from her
brow and store it in a secret place, and there in that secret
place are hidden all those that have been worn by the victims
of countless years. Moreover the eyes of Jal are made of
such stones, and there are others.

“This is the legend of my people, White Man, that Jal,
God of Death and Evil, slew his mother, Aca, in the far past.
There where the stones are found he slew her, and the red
gems are her blood, and the blue gems are her tears which
she shed praying to him for mercy. Therefore the blood of

48




:
L

Aca is offered to Jal, and so it shall be offered till Aca come
again to drive his worship from the land.”

“A nice bit of mythology, I am sure,” said Leonard. “Our
old friends the Darkness and the Dawn in an African shape,
I suppose. But listen to me, mother. This stone, if it is genu-
ine, is worth many ounces of gold, but there are other stones
so like it that none who are not learned in the matter can tell
the difference, and if it be one of these it is of little value.
Still it may happen that this, and the others of which you

~ speak, are true rubies; at any rate I should be willing to take

my chance of that. But now, tell me, what is your plan? This
is a very pretty story, and the rubies may be there, but how
am I to get them?”

“I have a plan, White Man,” she answered. “If you will
help me I offer to give you that stone you hold, which I have
borne hidden about me for many years telling its story to
none, no, not even to Mavoom. I offer to give it to you now
if you will promise to attempt the rescue of my mistress, for
I know by your eyes that if once you promise you will not
desert the quest;” and she paused, looking at him keenly.

“Very well,” said Leonard, “but considering the risks the
price does not seem quite good enough. As I told you, this
stone may be worth nothing: you must make a better bid,
mother.”

“Truly, White Man, T have judged you well,” answered Soa
with a sneer; “also you are wise. Little work for little wage.
Listen now, this is the pay I proffer you.

“If you succeed, and the Shepherdess is saved alive from
the grip of the Yellow Devil, I promise this on her behalf
and on my own: that I will guide you to the land of the Peo-
ple of the Mist and show you a way to win for yourself all
those other countless stones that are hidden there.”

“Good,” said Leonard, “but why do you promise on behalf
of your mistress and yourself? What has she got to do with
it?”

“Without her nothing can be done, White Man. This peo-
ple is great and strong, and we have no force with which to
conquer them in war. Here craft must be your spear.”

“You must speak more clearly, Soa, I cannot waste time in
guessing riddles. How will you conquer this people by craft,
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and what has Miss Rodd, whom you name the Shepherdess,
to do with the matter?”

“That you shall learn by-and-by, after you have rescued
her, White Man; till then my lips are shut. I tell you that I
have a plan and this must be enough, for more I will not say.
If you are not content, let me go to seek help elsewhere.”

Leonard thought a moment, and seeing that she was deter-
mined not to be more explicit, said:

“Very well, then. And now how am I to know that your
mistress will fall in with this scheme?”

“I answer for her,” said Soa, “she will never go back upon
my word. Look you, White Man, it is not for a little thing
that I would have told you this tale. If you journey to the
land of the People of the Mist I must go with you, and there,
should I be discovered, my death waits me. I tell you the
tale, or some of it, and I offer you the bribe because I see

that you need money and I am sure that without the chance |

of winning money you will not hazard your life in this des-
perate search. But I love my mistress so well that I am ready
to hazard mine; ay, I would give six lives if I had them, to
save her from the shame of the slave. Now, White Man, we
have talked enough; is it a bargain?”

“What do you say, Otter?” asked Leonard, thoughtfully
pulling at his beard; “you have heard all this wonderful tale
and you are clever.”

“Yes, Baas,” said the dwarf, speaking for the first time, “I
have heard the tale, and as for being clever, perhaps I am
and perhaps I am not. My people said that I was clever, and
that is one of the reasons why they would not have me for a
chief. If I had been clever only they could have borne it, they
said, or if I had been ugly only, but being both ugly and
clever I was no chief for them. They feared lest I should rule
them too well and make all the people to be born ugly also.
Ah! they were fools, they did not understand that it wants
someone cleverer than I to make people so ugly.”

“Never mind all that,” said Leonard, who understood how-
ever that the dwarf was talking thus in order to give himself
time to think before he answered. “Show me your mind, Ot-
er,”

“Baas, what can I say? I know nothing of the value of that
red stone. I do not know whether this woman, of whom my
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" heart tells me no good, speaks truth or lies about a distant
people who live in a fog and worship a god shaped as I am.

- None have ever worshipped me, yet there may be a land
where I should be deemed worthy of worship, and if so I
should like to travel in that land. But as to the rescue of this
Shepherdess from the Nest of the Yellow Devil, I do not

- know how it can be brought about. Say, mother, how many
of the men of Mavoom were taken prisoners with your mis-
tress?”

“Fifty of them perchance,” answered Soa.

“Well now,” went on the dwarf, “if we could loose those
men and if they are brave we might do something; but there
are many if’s about it, Baas. Still if you think the pay is good

- enough we can try. It will be better than sitting here, and it

- does not matter what happens. Every man to his fate, Baas,
and fate to every man.”

] “A good motto,” said Leonard. “Soa, I take your offer,
though I am a fool for my pains. And now, with your leave,
we will put the matter into writing so that there may be no
mistake about it afterwards. Get a little blood from the
buck’s flesh, Otter, and mix gunpowder with it, that will do
for ink if we add some hot water.”

While the dwarf was compounding this ominous mixture
Leonard sought for paper. He could find none, the last had
been lost when the hut was blown away on the night of his
brother’s death. Then he bethought him of the prayer-book
which Jane Beach had given him. He would not use the fly-
leaf, because her name was on it, so he must write across the
title-page. And thus he wrote in small, neat letters with his

mixture of blood and gunpowder straight through the Order
of Common Prayer:—

AGREEMENT BETWEEN LEONARD OUTRAM AND SOA,
THE NATIVE WOMAN.

“I. The said Leonard Outram agrees to use his best efforts
to rescue Juanna, the daughter of Mr. Rodd, now reduced to
a state of slavery and believed to be in the power of one
Pereira, a slave-dealer.

“IL. In consideration of the services of the said Leonard
Outram, the said Soa delivers to him a certain stone believed

51



to be a ruby, of which the said Leonard Outram hereby ac-
knowledges the receipt.

“IIT. Should the rescue be effected the said Soa hereby
agrees, on behalf of herself and the said Juanna Rodd, to
conduct the said Leonard Outram to a certain spot in central
South Eastern Africa, inhabited by a tribe known as the Peo-
ple of the Mist, there to reveal to him and to help him to
gain possession of the store of rubies used in the religious
ceremonies of the said tribe. Further, the said Soa agrees, on
behalf of the said Juanna Rodd, that she, the said Juanna,
will accompany her upon the journey and will play among
the said People of the Mist any part that may be required of
her as necessary to the success of this undertaking.

“IV. It is mutually agreed that these enterprises be prose-
cuted until the said Leonard Outram is satisfied that they are
fruitless.

“Signed in the Manica Mountains, Eastern Africa,
on the ninth day of May 18—.”

When he had finished this document, perhaps one of the
most remarkable that was ever written since Pizarro drew up
his famous agreement for the division of the prospective
spoils of Peru, Leonard read it aloud and laughed heartily to
himself. It was the first time that he had laughed for some
months. Then he translated it to his companions, not without
complaisancy, for it had a truly legal sound, and your layman
loves to affect the lawyer.

“What do you think of that, Otter?” he asked when he had
finished.

“It is fine, Baas, very fine,” answered the dwarf. “Wonder-
ful are the ways of the white man! But, Baas, how can the
old woman promise things on behalf of another?”

Leonard pulled his beard reflectively. The dwarf had put
his finger upon the weak spot in the document. But he was
saved the necessity of answering by Soa herself, who said
quietly, “Have no fear, White Man; that which I promise in
her name, my mistress will certainly perform, if so be that
you can save her. Give me the pen that I may make my
mark upon the paper. But first do you swear upon the red
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- stone that you will perform what you undertake in this writ-

Eabee

ing.”

So Leonard laughed, swore, and signed, and Soa made her
mark. Then Otter affixed his, as witness to the deed, and the
thing was finished. Laughing again at the comicality of the
transaction, which indeed he had carried out more by way of
joke than for any other reason, Leonard put the prayer-book

- in his pocket and the great ruby into a division of his belt.

The old woman watched the stone vanish with an expression
of triumph on her grim face, then she cried exultingly:

“Ah! White Man, you have taken my pay, and now you
are my servant to the end. He who swears upon the blood of
Aca swears an oath indeed, and woe be to him if he should
break it.”

“Quite so,” answered Leonard; “I have taken your pay and
I mean to earn it, so we need not enter into the matter of the
blood of Aca. It seems to me more probable that our own
blood will be in question before all is said and done. And

~ now we had better make ready to start.”

VIII

The Start
e R G T I L Pl I T L Pt T TP T T I P ok T

Foop was their first consideration, and to provide it, Leonard
bade Otter cut the lump of raw meat into strips and set them
upon the rocks to dry in the broiling sun. Then they sorted
their goods and selected such of them as they could carry.
Alas! they were but few. A blanket apiece—a spare pair of
boots apiece—some calomel and sundries from the medi-
cine-chest—a shot gun and the two best rifles and ammuni-
tion—a compass, a water bottle, three knives, a comb and a
small iron cooking-pot made up the total—a considerable
weight for two men and a woman to drag across mountains,
untravelled plains and swamps. This baggage was divided into
three loads, of which Soa’s was the lightest and that of Otter
weighed as much as the other two put together.

“It was nothing,” he said, “he could carry the three if need
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were;” and so great was the dwarf’s strength that Leonard
knew this to be no idle boast.

At length all was prepared, and the articles that remained
were buried in the cave together with the mining tools. It
was not likely that they would ever return to seek them;
more probably they will lie there till, thousands of years
hence, they are dug up and become priceless relics of the An-
glo-African age. Still they hid them on the chance. Leonard
had melted the fruits of their mining into little ingots. In all
there were about a hundred ounces of almost pure gold—the
price of three men’s lives! Half of these ingots he placed with
the ruby in the belt about his middle, and half he gave to Ot-
ter, who hid them in his bundle. Leonard’s first idea was to
leave the bullion, because it entailed the carrying of extra
weight; but he remembered in time that gold is always useful,
and nowhere more so than among Portuguese and Arab
slave-drivers.

By evening everything was ready, and when the edge of
the moon showed above the horizon, Leonard rose, and lift-
ing his load, fastened it upon his shoulders with the loops of
hide which had been prepared, Otter and Soa following his
example. It was their plan to travel by night so long as the
state of the moon served them, for thus they would escape
the terrible heat and lessen the danger of being observed.

“Follow me in a few minutes,” said Leonard to Otter, “you
will find me by the donga.”

The dwarf nodded. A quarter of an hour later he started
also with Soa and found his master standing bareheaded by
his brother’s grave, taking a mute farewell of that which lay
beneath before he left it for ever to its long sleep in the un-
trodden wilderness. It was a melancholy parting, but there
have been many such in the African fever belt.

With one last look Leonard turned and joined his compan-
ions. Then, having taken counsel with them and with the
compass, he set his face to the mountain and his heart to the
new adventures, hopes and fears that were beyond it. The
past was done with, it lay buried in yonder grave, but by the
mercy of God he was still a man, living beneath the sunlight,
and the future stretched away before him. What would it
bring? He cared little, experience had taught him the futility
of anxieties as to the future. Perchance a grave like those
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which he had left, perchance wealth, love and honour. What-
ever the event he would strive to meet it with patience, dig-
nity and resignation. It was not his part to ask questions or to
reason why; it was his part to struggle on and take such guer-
don as it pleased Providence to send him.

Thus thought Leonard, and this is the right spirit for an
adventurer to cultivate. It is the right spirit in which to meet
the good and ill of life—that greatest of adventures which
every one of us must dare. He who meets them thus and
holds his heart pure and his hands clean will lay himself
down to sleep without a sigh or a regret when mountain,
swamp, river and forest all are travelled, and the unknown
innumerable treasure, buried from the olden time far out of
reach of man’s sight and knowledge, at last is opened to his
gaze.

So Leonard started and his hopes were high, notwithstand-
ing the desperate nature of their undertaking. For here it
must be confessed that the undesirable element of superstition
still held fast upon his mind, and now with some slight cause.
Had not his brother spoken of wealth that he should win by
the aid of a woman? And had not a woman come to him,
bearing in her hand a jewel which, if real, was in itself worth
a moderate fortune; promising also. with the help of another
woman, to lead him to a land where many such might be
found? Yes, these things were so, and it may be pardoned to
Leonard if, setting aside the theory of coincidence, he began
to believe that the end would be as the beginning had been,
that the great adventure would be achieved and the wealth
be won.

We shall not need to follow the footsteps of Leonard
Outram and his companions day by day. For a week they trav-
elled on, journeying mostly by night as they had purposed.
They climbed mountains, they struggled through swamps and
forests, they swam rivers. Indeed one of these was in flood,
and they never could have crossed it had it not been for Ot-
ter’s powers of natation. Six times did the dwarf face the tor-
rent, bearing their goods and guns held above the water with
one hand. On the seventh journey he was still more heavily
weighted, for, with some assistance from Leonard, he must
carry the woman Soa, who could swim but little. But he did
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it, and without any great fatigue. It was not until Otter was
seen stemming a heavy current that his vast strength could be
measured. Here, indeed, his stunted stature was a positive ad-
vantage, for it offered the less surface for the water to act
upon.

So they travelled forward, sometimes hungry, sometimes
full of meat, and even of what were better, of milk and corn.
For the country was not entirely deserted; occasionally they
came to scattered kraals, and were able to obtain provisions
from their peaceful inhabitants in return for some such trifle
as an empty cartridge case of brass. At first Leonard was
afraid lest Soa should tire, but notwithstanding her years and
the hardships and sufferings which she had undergone, she
showed wonderful endurance—endurance so wonderful that
he came to the conclusion that it was her spirit which support-
ed the frailty of her body, and the ever-present desire to res-
cue one whom she loved as a surly dog sometimes loves its
master. However this might be she pushed forward with the
rest, rarely speaking except to urge them onwards.

On the eighth night of their journey they halted upon the
crest of a high mountain. The moon had set, and it was im-
possible to go further; moreover, they were weary with long
marching. Wrapping themselves in their blankets—for here
the air was piercingly cold—they lay down beneath the shelter
of some bushes to sleep till dawn. It was Otter who woke
them. “Look, Baas,” he said to Leonard, “we have marched
straight. There below us is the big river, and there far to the
right is the sea.”

They looked. Some miles from them. across the great plain
of bush that merged gradually into swamp, lay that branch of
the Zambesi which they would reach. They could not see it,
indeed, for its face was hid by a dense cloak of soft white
mist that covered it like a cloud. But there it was, won at
last, and there away to the eastward shone the wide glitter of
the sea, flecked with faint lines of broken.billows whence the
sun rose in glory.

“See, Baas,” said Otter, when they had satisfied themselves
with the beautiful sight, ‘“yonder, some five hours’ march
from here, the mountains curve down to the edge of the
river. Thither we must go, for it is on the further side of
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those hills that the great swamp lies where the Yellow Devil
has his place. I know the spot well, I have passed it twice.”

They rested till noonday; but that night, before the moon
rose, they stood on the curve of the mountain, close down to
the water’s edge. At length she came up, and showed them a
wonderful scene of desolation. Beyond the curve of hills the
mountains trended out again to the south, gradually growing
lower till at last they melted into the sky-line. In the vast
semi-circle thus formed ran the river, spotted with green is-
lands, while between it and the high ground, over a space
which varied from one mile at the narrowest to twenty miles
in width at the broadest of the curve, was spread a huge and
dismal swamp, marked by patches of stagnant water, clothed
with reeds which grew to the height of small trees, and ex-
haling a stench as of the rottenness of ages. The loneliness of
the place was dreadful, its waste and desolation were appal-
ling. And yet it lived with a life of its own. Wild fowl flew in
wedges from the sea to feed in its recesses, alligators and hip-
popotami splashed in the waters, bitterns boomed among the
rushes, and from every pool and quagmire came the croaking
of a thousand frogs.

“Yonder runs the slave road, or yonder it once ran,” said
Otter, pointing to the foot of a hill.

“Let us go and see,” answered Leonard, “we can follow it
for a while and camp.”

They climbed down the hill. At its foot Otter cast back-
wards and forwards amongst the bushes like a hound. Then
he held up his hand and whistled.

“I thought so,” he said as the others drew near, “the path
is still the same. Look, Baas.”

As he spoke he broke down the branches of a creeping
bush with his strong foot. Among them lay the mouldering
skeleton of a woman, and by her side that of a child.

“Not long dead,” said Otter phlegmatically, “perhaps two
weeks. Ah! the Yellow Devil leaves a spoor that all may fol-
low.” ~

Soa bent over the bones and examined them. “One of Ma-
voom’s people,” she said; “I know the fashion of the anklets.”

Then they marched on for two hours or more, till at

length they came to a spot where the trail ran to the edge of
the water and stopped.
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“What now, Otter?” said Leonard.

“Here the slaves are put on boats, Baas,” the dwarf an-
swered. “The boats should be hidden yonder,” and he pointed
to some thick reeds. “There too they ‘weed the corn,” killing
out the weakly ones that they may not be burdened with
them. Let us go and look.”

They went, Otter leading the way. Presently he halted.
“The boats were gone,” he said, “all except one canoe; but
the ‘weeds’ lie in a heap as of old.”

He was right. Piled in a little open space lay the bodies of
some thirty men, women and children recently dead. In other
spaces close by were similar heaps, but these were of
bleached bones on which the moonlight shone brightly—
mementoes of former sacrifices. Quite close to the first pile of
dead was a mooring-place where at least a dozen flat-bot-
tomed boats had been secured, for their impress could yet be
seen in the sand. Now they were gone with the exception of
the canoe, which was kept there, evidently to facilitate the
loading and launching of the large boats.

Nobody made any comment. The sight was beyond com-
ment, but a fierce desire rose in Léonard’s heart to come face
to face with this “Yellow Devil,” who fattened on the blood
and agony of helpless human beings, and to avenge them if
he might. “The light is going, we must camp here till the
morning,” he said after a while.

And there they camped in the Golgotha, this place of
bones, every one of which cried to heaven for vengeance.

The night wind swept over them whispering in the giant
reeds, fashioning the mists into fantastic shapes that threw
strange shadows on the inky surface of the water as it crept
slowly to the sea. From time to time the frogs broke into a
sudden chorus of croaking. then grew silent again, the heron
cried from afar as some alligator or river-horse disturbed its
rest, and from high in air came the sound of the wings of
wild-fowl! that travelled to the ocean. But to Leonard's fancy
all these various voices of nature were as one voice that spoke
from the piles of skeletons gleaming faintly in the uncertain
starlight and cried, “Oh! God, how long shall iniquity have
power on the earth! Oh! God, how long shall thy Hand be
stayed!”
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The darkness passed, the sun shone out merrily and the
travellers arose, brushed the night-dew from their hair and
ate a scanty meal, for they must husband such food as they
had with them. Then, as though by common consent, they
went to the canoe, baled her out and started, Leonard and
Otter using the paddles.

Now it was that the dwarf’s marvellous memory for local-
ity came into play. Without him they could not have gone a
mile, for their course ran through numberless lagoons and
canals, cut by nature and the current in the dense banks of
reeds. There was nothing to enable them to distinguish one of
these canals from another; in truth they all formed a portion
of this mouth of the river. There were no landmarks to guide
them, everywhere spread a sea of swamp diversified by rush-
clothed islands, which to the inexperienced eye presented few
points of difference. This was the road that Otter led them on
unfalteringly; ten years had passed since he had travelled it,
but he never even hesitated. Time upon time they came to

" new openings in the reeds leading this way and that. Then for

a moment the dwarf would consider, and lifting his hand,
point out which water-way they should choose, and they fol-
lowed it.

Thus they went on for the most part of that day, till
towards evening they reached a place where the particular
canal that they were following suddenly divided itself into
two, one branch running north and one in a southerly direction.

“Which way, Otter?” asked Leonard.

“Nay, Baas, I know not. The water has changed; there was
no land here, the cut went straight on.”

This was a serious matter, for one false step in such a lab-
yrinth meant that they would be lost utterly. For long they
debated which stream to take, and at last decided to try that
on the left hand, which Otter thought ran more nearly in the
true direction. They had already started in pursuance of his
advice, when Soa, who had remained silent hitherto, suggest-
ed that they should first go a little way down the right-hand
stream on the chance of finding a clue. Leonard demurred,
but as the woman seemed bent upon it, he yielded, and turn-
ing the boat they paddled her some three hundred yards in
this new direction. As there was nothing to be seen, however,
Otter began to put her about again.
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“Stay, White Man,” said Soa, who had been searching the
surface of the water with her quick eyes, “what is that thing
yonder?” and she pointed to a clump of reeds about forty
yards away, among which some small white object was just
discernible.

“Feathers I think,” Leonard answered, “but we will go and
see.” In another moment they were there.

“It is paper, Baas,” said Otter in a low voice, “paper stuck
on to a reed.”

“Lift it carefully,” answered Leonard in the same tone, for
his anxiety was keen. How came it that they found paper
fixed to a reed in such a place as this?

Otter obeyed, laying the sodden sheet on the thwart of the
canoe before Leonard, who with Soa examined it closely.

“This is a leaf from that holy book in which my mistress
reads,” said the woman with conviction, “I know the shape of
it well. She has torn the paper out and fixed it on the reed as
a sign to any who might come after her.”

“It looks like it,” said Leonard; “that was a good thought
of yours to turn up here, old lady.” Then he bent down and
read such verses as were still legible on the page; they ran
thus: :

“For he hath looked down from the height of his sanc-
tuary; from heaven did the Lord behold the earth.

“To hear the groaning of the prisoner; to loose those that
are appointed to death;”

“The children of thy servants shall continue, and their seed
shall be established before thee.”

“Hum!” said Leonard to himself, “the quotation seems
very appropriate. If one had faith in omens now, a man
might say that this was a good one.” And in his heart he be-
lieved it to be so.

Another hour’s journey brought them to the point of the
island along which they had been travelling.

“Ah,” said Otter, “now I know the path again. This is the
right stream, that to the left must be a new one. Had we
taken it we should have lost our way, and perhaps have
found it no more for days, or not at all.”

“Say, Otter,” said Leonard, “you escaped from this slave-
camp. How did you do it,—in a boat?”

“No, Baas. The Baas knows that I am strong, my Spirit
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who gave me ugliness gave me strength also to make up for
it, and it is well, for had I been beautiful as you are. Baas,
and not very strong, I should have been a slave now, or dead.
With my chained hands I choked him who was set to watch
me, and took his knife. Then by my strength I broke the
irons—see, Baas, here are the scars of them to this day.
When I broke them they cut into my flesh, but they were old
irons that had been on many slaves, so I mastered them.
Then as others came to kill me I threw myself into the water
and dived, and they never saw me more. Afterwards T swam
all this way, resting from time to time on the islands and
from time to time running along the shore where the reeds
were not too thick, till at length I escaped into the open
country. I travelled four days to reach it, and most of that
time I was in the water.”

“And what did you feed on?”

“Roots and the eggs of birds.”

“And did not the alligators try to eat you?”

“Yes, one, Baas, but I am quick in the water. I got upon
the water snake’s back—ah! my Spirit was with me then—
and I drove the knife through his eye into his brain. Then I
smeared myself over with his blood and after that they did
not touch me, for they knew the smell and thought that I
was their brother.”

“Say, Otter, are you not afraid of going back to this
place?”

“Somewhat, Baas, for there is that hell of which you white
people talk. But where the Baas goes there I can go also; Ot-
ter will not linger while you run. Also, Baas, I am not brave,
no, no, yet I would look upon that Yellow Devil again, yes, if
I myself must die to do it, and kill him with these hands.”

And the dwarf dropped the paddle screaming “Kill him!
kill him! kill him!” so loudly that the birds rose in affright
from the marshes.

“Be quiet,” said Leonard angrily, “do you want to bring
the Arabs on us?”

But to himself he thought that he should be sorry for
Pereira, alias the “Yellow Devil,” if once Otter found a
chance to fly at his throat.
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X
The Yellow Devil's Nest

SUNDOWN came, and, as on the previous night, the three
travellers camped upon an island waiting for the moon to
rise. They had caught two flapper-ducks in some weeds and
there was a talk of lighting a fire to cook them by. Finally
Leonard negatived this idea. “It is dangerous,” he said, “for
fires can be seen from afar.” So they made a wretched meal
off a little dried meat and some raw duck’s eggs.

It was fortunate that his caution prevailed, since, as the
twilight was dying into dark, they heard the stroke of paddles
and made out the shapes of canoes passing them. There were
several canoes, each of which towed something behind it, and
the men in them shouted to one another from time to time,
now in Portuguese and now in Arabic.

“Lie still, lie still,” whispered Otter, “these are the slave-
men taking back the big boats.”

Leonard and Soa followed his advice to the letter, and the
slavers, paddling laboriously upstream, passed within thirty
feet of where they crouched in the rushes.

“Give way, comrades,” called one man to the captain of
the next canoe, “the landing-place is near and there is rum
for those who earn it.”

“I hope that they will not stop here,” said Leonard beneath
his breath.

“Hist!” answered Otter, “I hear them landing.”

He was right, the party had disembarked about two hun-
dred yards away. Presently they heard them collecting reeds
for burning, and in ten minutes more two bright tongues of
flame showed that they had lit their fires.

“We had better get out of this,” said Leonard; “if they dis-
cover us—"

“They will not discover us, Baas, if we lie still,” answered
Otter; “let us wait a while, I have another plan. Listen,
Baas.” And he whispered in his ear.
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So they waited. From the fires below them came the sound
of men eating and drinking—especially drinking. An hour
passed and Leonard rose, followed by Otter, who said:

“T will come too, Baas, I can move like a cat.”

“Where are you going, White Man?” asked Soa.

“I am going to spy upon those men. I understand Portu-
guese, and wish to hear what they say. Otter, take your knife
and revolver, but no gun.”

“Good,” said the woman, “but be careful. They are very
clever.”

“Yes, yes,” put in Otter, “but the Baas is clever also, and
I—I am clever. Do not fear for us, mother.”

Then they started, creeping cautiously through the reeds.
When they were within twenty yards of the fires, Leonard
missed his footing and fell into a pool of water with a splash.
Some of the slave-dealers heard the noise and sprang to their
feet. Instantly Otter grunted in exact imitation of a hippo-
potamus-calf.

“A sea-cow,” said a man in Portuguese. “She won’t hurt
us. The fire will frighten her.”

Leonard and Otter waited a while, then crept to a clump
of reeds whence they could hear every word that was spoken.
The men round the fire numbered twenty-two. One, their
leader, appeared to be a pure-bred Portugee, some of the
others were Bastards and the rest Arabs. They were drinking
rum and water out of tin pannikins—a great deal of rum and
very little water. Many of them seemed half-drunk already,
at any rate their tongues were loosened.

“May a curse fall upon our father, the Devil,” said one, a
half-breed, “why did he take it into his head to send us back
with the boats just now? We shall miss the fun.”

“What fun?” answered the leader of the party. “They
won’t cage the birds for another three or four days; the
dhows are not ready, and there is talk of an English
cruiser—may she sink to helll—hanging about outside the
river mouth.”

“No, not that,” said the man who had spoken first, “there
is not much sport in driving a lot of stinking niggers on to a
dhow. I mean the auction of the white girl, the English
trader’s daughter, whom we caught up the river yonder.
There’s a beauty for some lucky dog—I never saw such a
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one. What eyes she has, and what a spirit; why, most of the
little dears would have cried themselves blind by now.”

“You needn’t think about her,” sneered his leader, ‘“she will
go too dear for the likes of you; besides it is foolish to spend
so much on one girl, white or black. When is the auction?”

“It was to have been the night before the dhows sail, but
now the Devil says it shall be to-morrow night. I will tell you
why—he is afraid of her. He thinks that she will bring mis-
fortune to him, and wants to be rid of her. Ah! he is a wag,
is the old man—he loves a joke, he does. ‘All men are broth-
ers,” he said yesterday, ‘white or black; therefore all women
are sisters.” So he is going to sell her like a nigger girl. What
is good enough for them is good enough for her. Ha! Hal
pass the rum, brother, pass the rum.”

“Perhaps he will put it off and we may be back in time, af-
ter all,” said the captain. “Anyhow, here is a health to her,
the love. By the way, did some of you think to ask the pass-
word before we left this morning? I forgot to do so myself.”

“Yes,” said a Bastard, “the old word, ‘the Devil.” ”

“There is none better, comrades, none better,” hiccoughed
the leader.

Then for an hour or more their talk went on—partly
about Juanna, partly about other things. As they grew more
drunk, the conversation became more and more revolting, till
Leonard could scarcely listen to it and lie still. At length it
died away, and one by one the men sank into a sound and
sudden sleep. They did not set a sentry, for here on the island
they had no fear of foes.

Then Otter rose upon his hands and knees and his face
looked fierce in the faint light.

“Baas,” he whispered, “shall we—" and he drew his hand
across his throat.

" Leonard thought awhile. His rage was deep, and yet he
shrank from the slaughter of sleeping men, however wicked.
Besides, could it be done without noise? Some of them would
wake—fear would sober them, and they were many.

“No,” he whispered back. “Follow me, we will cut loose
the boats.”

“Good, good,” said Otter.

Then, stealthily as snakes, they crept some thirty yards to
where the boats were tied to a low tree—three canoes and
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five large flat-bottomed punts, containing the arms and provi-
sions of the slave-dealers. Drawing their knives they cut these
loose. A gentle push set them moving, then the current
caught them and slowly they floated away into the night.

This done they crawled back again. Their path took them
within five paces of where the half-breed ruffian lay who had
begun the talk to which they had listened. Leonard looked at
him and turned to creep away; already Otter was five paces
ahead, when suddenly the edge of the moon showed for the
first time and its light fell full upon the slaver’s face. The
sleeping man awoke, sat up, and saw them.

Now Leonard dared not hesitate or they were lost. Like
a tiger he sprang at the man’s throat and had grasped it in his
hand before he could even cry aloud. Then came a struggle
short and sharp, and a knife flashed. Before Otter could get
back to his side it was done—so swiftly and so silently that
none of the band had wakened, though one or two of them
stirred and muttered in their heavy sleep.

Leonard sprang up unhurt, and together they ran, rather
than walked, back to the spot where they had left Soa.

She was watching for them, and pointing to Leonard’s
coat, asked, “How many?”

“One,” answered Otter.

“I would it had been all,” Soa muttered fiercely, “but you
are only two.”

“Quick,” said Leonard, “into the canoe with you. They will
be after us presently.”

In another minute they had pushed off and were clear of
the island, which was not more than a quarter of a mile long.
They paddled across the river, which at this spot ran rapidly
and had a width of some eight hundred yards, so as to hide
in the shadow of the opposite bank. When they reached it Ot-
ter rested on his paddles and gave vent to a suppressed
chuckle, which was his nearest approach to laughter.

“Why do you laugh, Black One?” asked Soa.

“Look yonder,” he answered, and he pointed to some
specks on the surface of the river which were fast vanishing
in_the distance. “Yonder go the boats of the slave-dealers, and
in them are their arms and food. We cut them loose, the
Baas and I. There on the island sleep two-and-twenty men—
all save one: there they sleep, and when they wake what will
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they find? They will find themselves on a little isle in the mid-
dle of great waters, into which, even if they could, they will
not dare to swim because of the alligators. They can get no
food on the island, for they have no guns, and ducks do not
stop to be caught, but outside the alligators will wait in hun-
dreds to catch them. By-and-by they will grow hungry—they
will shout and yell, but none will hear them—then they will
become mad and, falling on each other, they will eat each
other and die miserably one by one. Some will take to the
water, those will drown or be caught by the alligators, and so
it shall go on till they are all dead, every one of them, dead,
dead, dead!” and again Otter chuckled.

Leonard did not reprove him; with the talk of these
wretches yet echoing in his ears he could feel little pity for
the horrible fate which would certainly overtake them.

Hark! a faint sound stole across the quiet waters, a sound
which grew into a clamour of fear and rage. The slavers had
awakened, they had found the dead man in their midst mys-
teriously slain by an invisible foe. And now the clamour
gathered to a yell, for they had learned that their boats were
gone and that they were trapped.

From their shelter on the other side of the river, as they
dropped leisurely down the stream, Leonard and Otter could
catch distant glimpses of the frantic men rushing to and fro
in the bright moonlight and seeking for their boats. But the
boats had departed to return no more. By degrees the clam-
our lessened behind them, till at last it died away swal-
lowed in the silence of the night.

Then Leonard told Soa what he had heard by the slaver’s
fire.

“How far is the road, Black One?” she asked when he had
finished.

“By sundown to-morrow we shall be at the Yellow Devil’s
gates!” answered Otter. .

Two hours later they overtook the boats which they had
cut adrift. Most of them were tied together and they floated
peacefully in a group.

“We had better scuttle them,” said Leonard.

“No, Baas,” answered Otter, *if we escape we may want
them again. Yonder is the place where we must land,” and he
pointed to a distant tongue of marsh. “Let us go with the
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boats there and make them fast. Perhaps we may find food
in them, and we need food.”

The advice was good and they followed it. Keeping along-
side of the punts and directing them, when necessary, with a
- push of the paddles, they reached the point just as the dawn
was breaking. Here in a sheltered bay they found a mooring-
place to which they fastened ‘all the boats with ropes that
~ hung ready. Then they searched the lockers and to their joy
discovered food in plenty, including cooked meat, spirits, bis-

- cuits, bread, and some oranges and bananas. Only those who

have been forced to do without farinaceous food for days or
weeks will know what this abundance meant to them. Leon-
ard thought that he had never eaten a more delicious meal,
or drunk anything so good as the rum and water with which
they washed it down.

They found other things also: rifles, cutlasses and ammuni-
tion, and better than all, a chest of clothes which had evi-
dently belonged to the officer or officers of the party. One
suit was a kind of uniform plentifully adorned with gold lace,
having tall boots and a broad felt hat with a white ostrich
feather in it to match. Also there were some long Arab
gowns and turbans, the gala clothes of the slave-dealers,
which they took with them in order to appear smart on their
return.

But the most valuable find of all was a leather bag in the
breeches of the uniform, containing the sum of the honest
gains of the leader of the party, which he had preferred to
Keep in his own company even on his travels. On examination
this bag was found to hold something over a hundred English
sovereigns and a dozen or fifteen pieces of Portuguese gold.

“Now, Baas,” said Otter, “this is my word, that we put on
these clothes.”

“What for?” asked Leonard.

“For this reason: that should we be seen by the slave trad-
ers they will think us of their brethren.”

The advantages of the step were so obvious that they im-
mediately adopted it. Thus disguised, with a silk sash round
his middle and a pistol stuck in it, Leonard might well have
been mistaken for the most ferocious of slave-traders.

Otter too looked sufficiently strange, robed as an Arab and
wearing a turban. Being a dwarf, the difficulty was that all
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the dresses proved too long for him. Finally it was found
necessary to cut one down by the primitive process of laying
it on a block of wood and chopping through it with a sabre.

When this change of garments had been effected, and their
own clothes with the spare arms were hidden away in the
rushes on the somewhat remote chance that they might be
useful hereafter, they prepared for a start on foot across the
marshes. By an afterthought Leonard fetched the bag of gold
and put it in his pocket. He felt few scruples in availing him-
self of the money of the slave-driver, not for his own use in-
deed, but because it might help their enterprise.

Now their road ran along marshes and by secret paths that
none save those who had travelled them could have found.
But Otter had not forgotten. On they went through the
broiling heat of the day, since linger they dared not. They
met no living man on their path, though here and there they
found the body of some wretched slave, whose corpse had
been cast into the reeds by the road-side. But the road had
been trodden, and recently, by many feet, among which were
the tracks of two mules or donkeys.

At last, about an hour before sunset, they came to the
home of the Yellow Devil. The Nest was placed thus. It
stood upon an island having an area of ten or twelve acres.
Of this, however, only about four and a half acres were
available for a living space; the rest was a morass hidden by
a growth of very tall reeds, which morass, starting from a
great lagoon on the northern and eastern sides, ran up to the
low enclosure of the buildings that, on these faces, were con-
sidered to be sufficiently defended by the swamp and the
wide waters beyond. On the southern and western aspects of
the camp matters were different, for here the place was
strongly fortified both by art and nature. Firstly, a canal ran
round these two faces, not very wide or deep indeed. but im-
passable except in boats, owing to the soft mud at its bottom.
On the further side of this canal an earthwork had been con-
structed, having its crest stoutly palisaded and its steep sides
planted with a natural defence of aloes and prickly-pears.

So much for the exterior of the spot. Its interior was divid-
ed into three principal enclosures. Of these three the
easternmost was the site of the Nest itself, a long low
thatched building of wood, in front and to the west of which
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there was an open space or courtyard, with a hard floor.
Herein were but two buildings, a shed supported on posts and
open from the eaves to the ground, where sales of slaves
were carried on, and further to the north, almost continuous
with the line of the Nest itself, but separate from it, a small
erection, very strongly built of brick and stone, and having a
roof made from the tin linings of ammunition and other
cases. This was a magazine. All round this enclosure stood
rows of straw huts of a native build, evidently occupied as a
camp by the Arabs and half-breed slave-traders of the baser
sort.

The second enclosure, which was to the west of the Nest,
comprised the slave camp. It may have covered an acre of
ground, and the only buildings in it were four low sheds simi-
lar in every respect to that where the slaves were sold, only
much longer. Here the captives lay picketed in rows to iron
bars which ran the length of the sheds, and were fixed into
the ground at either end. This camp was separated from the
Nest enclosure by a deep canal, thirty feet in width and
spanned at one point by a slender and primitive drawbridge
that led across the canal to the gate of the camp. Also it was
protected on the Nest side by a low wall, and on the slave-
camp side by an earth-work, planted as usual with prickly-
pears. On this earth-work near the gate and little guard-house
a six-pounder cannon was mounted, the muzzle of which
frowned down upon the slave camp, a visible warning to its
occupants of the fate that awaited the froward. Indeed, all
the defences of this part of the island were devised as safe-
guards against a possible émeute of the slaves, and also to
provide a second line of fortifications should the Nest itself
chance to be taken by an enemy.

Beyond the slave camp lay the garden, that could only be
approached through it. This also was fortified by water and
earthworks, but not so strongly.

Such is a brief description of what was in those days the
strongest slave-hold in Africa.
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X
Leonard Makes a Plan

THE road which Leonard and his companions were following
led them to the edge of the main and southernmost canal, de-
bouching exactly opposite the water-gate that gave access to
the Nest. But Otter did not venture to guide them to this
point, for there they would be seen by the sentries, and, not-
withstanding their masquerade dress, awkward questions
might be asked which they could not answer. Therefore when
they had arrived within five hundred yards of the gate., he
struck off to the left into the thick bush that clothed the
hither side of the canal. Through this they crawled as best
they might till finally they halted near the water’s edge. al-
most opposite to the south-west angle of the slave camp, and
under the shadow of a dense clump of willows.

“See, Baas,” said the dwarf in a low voice, “the journey is
accomplished and I have brought you straight. Yonder is the
house of the Yellow Devil—now it remains only to take it, or
to rescue the maiden from it.”

Leonard looked at the place in dismay. How was it pos-
sible that they—two men and a woman—could capture this
fortified camp, filled as it was with scores of the most wicked
desperadoes in Africa? How was it possible even that they
could obtain access to it? Viewed from far off, the thing had
seemed small—to be done somehow. But now! And yet they
must do something or all their labour would be in vain, and
the poor girl they came to rescue must be handed over to her
shameful fate, or, if she chose it in preference and could
compass the deed, to self-murder.

“How on earth?” said Leonard aloud, then added, “Well,
Otter, I can tell you one thing. I have come a long way on
this business. and I am not going to turn my back to it now.
I have never yet turned my back on a venture, and I will not
begin with this, though I daresay that my death lies in it.”

“It is all in the hand of to-morrow,” answered Otter; “but
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it is' time that we made a plan, for the night draws on. Now,
Baas, here is a thick tree shaded by other trees. Shall we
climb it and look down into the camp?”

' Leonard nodded, and climbing the tree with ease, they

~ peeped down through the leafiest of its boughs. All the camp

~ lay beneath them like a map, and Otter, clinging monkey-
wise to a branch, pointed out its details to Leonard. He had
been a prisoner there, and the memories of prisoners are
long.

The place was peopled by numbers of men in strange cos-

- tumes, and of different nationalities; dealers in “black ivory”
of various degree. Perhaps there may have been more than a
hundred of them. Some were strolling about in knots smoking
and talking, some were gambling, others were going on their
business. One group—captains, to judge from the richness of
their attire—were standing round the arms-house and peep-
ing through a grating in the wall, which they reached by sit-
ting upon each other’s shoulders. This amusement lasted them
for some time, till at length a man, of whom at that distance
they could see only that he was old and stout, came and
drove them away, and they broke up laughing.

“That is the Yellow Devil,” said Otter, “and those men
were looking at the maid who is called the Shepherdess. She
is locked up there until the hour comes for her to be sold.
They will be the bidders.”

Leonard made no reply, he was studying the place.
Presently a drum was beaten and men appeared carrying
large tin pails of smoking stuff.

“Yonder is the food for the slaves,” said Otter again. “See,
they are going to feed them.”

The men with the pails, accompanied by some of the offi-
cers having sjambochs or hide whips in their hands, advanced
across the open space till they came to the moat which sepa-
rated the slave camp from the Nest, whence they called to
the sentry on the embankment to let down the drawbridge.
He obeyed and they crossed. Each man with a bucket was
followed by another who bore a wooden spoon, while a third
behind them carried water in a large gourd. Having come to
the first of the open sheds they began their rounds. the man
with the wooden spoon ladling out portions of the stiff por-
ridge and throwing it down upon the ground before each
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slave in turn as food is thrown to a dog. Then the Arab with
the gourd poured water into wooden bowls, that the captives
might drink.

Presently there was a halt and the officers gathered to-
gether to discuss something.

“A slave is sick,” said Otter.

The knot separated, but a big white man with a hippopota-
mus-hide whip began to strike at a dark thing on the ground
which did not seem to move.

The man ceased beating and called aloud. Then two of the
Arabs went to the little guard-house that was by the draw-
bridge and brought tools with which they loosed the fetters
on the limbs of the poor creature—apparently a woman—
thus freeing her from the long iron bar. This done, some of
the officers sauntering after them, they dragged the body to
the high enclosure of earth and up a short ladder having a
wooden platform at the top of it, that overhung the deep
canal below.

“This is how the Yellow Devil buries his dead and cures
his sick,” said Otter.

“I have seen enough,” answered Leonard, and began to de-
scend the tree hastily, an example which Otter followed with
more composure.

“Ah! Baas,” he said when they reached the ground, “you
are but a chicken. The hearts of those that have dwelt in
slave camps are strong, and, after all, better the belly of a
fish than the hold of a slave dhow. Wow! who do these
things? Is it not the white men, your brothers, and do they
not say many prayers to the Great Man up in the sky while
they do them?”

“Be still,” said Leonard, “and give me some brandy.” He
was in no mood to discuss the blessings of civilisation as they
have often been put into practice in Africa. And to think that
this fate might soon be his own!

Leonard drank the brandy and sat awhile in silence, push-
ing up his beard with his hand and gazing into the gathering
gloom with his hawk-like eyes. Thus he had sat beside his
dying brother’s bed: it was a pose that he adopted uncon-
sciously when lost in thought.

“Come, Soa,” he said at length, “we have travelled here to
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please you. now give us the benefit of vour suceestions. How
are we going to get your mistress out of that camp?”

“I_oose the slaves and let them kill their masters,” Soa an-
swered laconically.

“T doubt there is not much pluck in slaves.” said Leonard.

“There should be fiftv of Mavoom’s men there,” she re-
plied, “and they will ficht well enough if thev have arms.”

Then Leonard looked at Otter, seeking further ideas.

“My snake puts it into my head,” said the dwarf, “that fire
is a good friend when men are few and foes many: also that
the reeds yonder are dry, and the sea wind rises and will
blow hard before midnight. Moreover all these houses are
thatched. and in a wind fire jumps. But can a reeiment have
two generals? You are our captain, Baas: speak and we will
do your bidding. Here one counsel is as good as another. Let
fate speak through your mouth.”

“Very well,” said Leonard. “This is my plan: it goes a little
further than yours, that is all. We must gain entrance to the
Nest while it is still dark. before the moon rises. I know the
watchword, ‘Devil,” and disguised as we are, perhaps the sen-
try will let us pass unquestioned. If not, we must kill him,
and silently.”

“Good.” said Otter, “but how about the woman here?”

“We will leave her hidden in the bush, she could be of no
help in the camp and might hinder us.”

“No, White Man,” broke in Soa. “where you eo. T go also;
moreover my mistress is yonder and T would seek her.”

“As you like,” answered Leonard, then went on: “we must
get between the hut, there is only one, and the low wall that
borders the canal separating the Nest from the slave camp,
and, if the drawbridge is up and no other means can be
found, we must swim the dike. dispose of the sentry there
also and gain the slave camp. Then we must try to free some
of the slaves and send them round through the garden into
the morass to fire the reeds, should the wind blow strong
enough. Meanwhile T propose to walk boldly into the camp,
salute Pereira, pass myself off as a slaver with a dhow at the
mouth of the river and say that I have come to buy slaves,
and above all to bid for the white girl. Luckily we have a
good deal of gold. That is my plan so far as it goes, the rest
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we must leave to chance. If T can buy the Shepherdess I will.
If not, I must try to get her off in some other way.”

“So be it, Baas, and now let us eat, for we shall need all
our strength to-night. Then we will go down to the landing-
place and take our chance.”

They ate of the food they had with them and drank spar-
ingly of the slave-dealers’ brandy, saying little the while. for
the shadow of what was to come lay upon them. Even the
phlegmatic and fatalistic Otter was depressed, perhaps be-
cause of the associations of the place, which, for him, were
painful, perhaps because of the magnitude of their undertak-
ing. Never had he known such a tale, never had he seen such
an adventure as this—that two men and an old woman
should attack an armed camp. Indeed, although he was not
acquainted with the saying, Otter’s feelings would have been
correctly summed up in the well-known phrase, “C’est ma-
gnifique, mais ce n’est pas la guerre.”

As yet the night was intensely dark and its gloom did not
tend to improve their spirits; also, as Otter had predicted, the
wind was rising and soughed through the reeds and willows in
melancholy notes.

So the time passed till it was nine o’clock.

“We must move down to the landing-place.” said Leonard;
“there will soon be some light, enough for us to work by.”

Then Otter took the lead and slowly, step by step. they
crept back to the road and followed it down the shore of the
canal opposite the water-gate. Here was a place where boats
and canoes were tied, both for convenience in crossing the
canal to and from the camp and for the use of the slave-deal-
ers when they passed to the secret harbour six miles away,
where the dhows embarked their cargoes.

They waited a while. From the Nest came the sound of rev-
elry and from the slave camp there rose other sounds. the
voice of groaning broken by an occasional wail wrung out of
the misery of some lost creature who lay there in torment.
Gradually the sky brightened a little.

“Perhaps we had better be making a start,” said Leonard,
“there is a canoe which will serve our turn.”

Before the words were out of his mouth they heard the
splash of oars, and a boat crept past them and made fast to
the water-gate twenty yards away.
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“Who goes there?’ came the challenge of the sentry in
Portuguese. “Speak quick or I fire.”

“Don’t be in such a hurry with your rifle, fool,” answered
a coarse voice. “The very best of friends goes here. An hon-
est trader called Xavier who comes from his plantation on
the coast to tell you all good news.”

“Pardon, Sefior,” said the sentry, “but how was a man to
see in the dark, big as you are? What is the news then? Are
the dhows in sight?”

“Come down and help us to tie up this cursed boat and I
will tell you. You know where the post is, and we can’t find
it.”

The sentry obeyed with alacrity and the man called Xavier
went on: “Yes, the dhows are in sight, but I don’t think that
they will get in to-night because of this wind, so you may
look for a busy day to-morrow loading up the blackbirds.
One is in by the way—a small one from Madagascar. The
captain is a stranger, a big Frenchman named Pierre, or he
may be an Englishman for anything I know. I hailed him and
found that he is all right, but I didn’t see him. However, I
sent him a note to tell him that there was fun on here to-
night, which was generous of me, as he may be a rival bid-
ders”

“Is he coming, Sefior? I ask because, if so, I must look out
for him.”

“I don’t know: he answered that he would if he could. But
how is the English girl? She is to be put up to-night, isn’t
she?”

“Oh, yes, Sefior, there will be a great to-do at twelve,
when the moon is high. So soon as she has been bought, the
priest Francisco is to marry her to the lucky man, there and
then. The old fellow insists on it; he has grown superstitious
about the girl and says she shall be properly married.”

Xavier laughed aloud, “Has he now? He is getting into his
dotage. Well, what does it matter? We have a good law of di-
vorce in these parts, friend. I am going in for that girl; if I
give a hundred ounces for her I will buy her, and I have
brought the gold with me.”

“A hundred ounces for one girl! It is a large sum, Sefior,

but you are rich. Not like us poor devils who get all the risk
and little profit.”
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By this time the men had finished tying up the boat and
taking some baggage or provisions out of her, Leonard could
not see which. Then Xavier and the sentry went up the steps
together, followed by the two boatmen, and the gates were
shut behind them.

“Well,” whispered Leonard, “we have learnt something at
any rate. Now, Otter, I am Pierre the French slave-trader
from Madagascar, and, understand, you are my servant; as
for Soa, she is the guide, or interpreter, or anyone you like.
We must pass the gates, but the real Pierre must never pass
them. There must be no sentry to let him in. Do you think
that you can manage it, Otter, or must 1?”

“It comes into my head, Baas, that we may learn a lesson
from this Xavier. I might forget something in the canoe, and
the sentry might help me to find it after you have passed the
gates. For the rest I am quick and strong and silent.”

“Quick and strong and silent you must be. A noise, and all
is lost.”

Then they crept to the canoe which they had selected and
loosened her. They embarked and Otter took the paddle.
First he let her float gently down the stream and under cover
of the shore for a distance of about fifty yards. Then he put
about and the play began.

“Now, you fool, where are you paddling to?’ said Leonard
in a loud voice to Otter, speaking in the bastard Arabic
which passes current for a language on this coast. “You will
bave us into the bank I tell you. Curse this wind and the
darkness! Steady now, you ugly black dog, those must be the
gates the letter told of—are they not, woman? Hold on with
the boathook, can’t you?”

A wicket in the gate above rattled and the voice of the
sentry challenged them.

“A friend—a friend!” answered Leonard in Portuguese;
“one who is a stranger and would pay his respects to your
leader, Dom Antonio Pereira, with a view to business.”

“What is your name?” asked the guard suspiciously.

“Pierre is my name. Dog is the name of the dwarf my ser-
vant, and as for the old woman, you can call her anything
you like.”

“The password,” said the sentry, “none come in here with-
out the word.”
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“The word—Ah! what did the Dom Xavier say it was in
his letter? ‘Friend!” No, I have it, ‘Devil’ is the word.”

“Where do you hail from?”

“From Madagascar, where the goods you have to supply
are in some demand just now. Come, let us in, we don’t want
to sit here all night and miss the fun.”

The man began to unbar the door, and stopped, struck by
a fresh doubt.

“You are not of our people,” he said, “you speak Portu-
guese like a cursed Englishman.”

“No, I should hope not; I am a ‘cursed Englishman,’ that is
half—son of an English lord and a French creole, born in the
Mauritius at your service, and let me ask you to be a little
more civil, for cross-bred dogs are fierce.”

Now at length the sentry opened one side of the gate,
grumbling, and Leonard swaggered up the steps followed by
the other two. Already they were through it, when suddenly
he turned and struck Otter in the face.

“Why, Dog,” he said angrily, “you have forgotten to bring
up the keg of brandy, my little present for the Dom. Go and
fetch it. Quick, now.”

“Pardon, Chief,” answered Otter, “but I am a small
man and the keg is heavy for me alone—if you will deign to
help me, for the old woman is too weak.”

“Do you take me for a porter that I should roll kegs of
cognac up steps? Here, my friend,” he went on -addressing the
sentrys “if you wish to earn a little present and a drink, per-
haps you will give this fellow a hand and the cask. There is a
spigot in it and you can try the quality afterwards.”

“Right, Sefior,” said the man briskly, and led the way
down the steps.

A look of dreadful intelligence passed between the dwarf
and his master. Then Otter followed, his hand upon the hilt
of the Arab sabre which he wore, while Leonard and Soa
waited above. They heard the man’s heavily booted feet
going down the steps followed by Otter’s naked footfall.

“Where is your keg? I don’t see it,” said the sentry
presently.

“Lean over, Sefior, lean over,” answered Otter, “it is in the
stern of the canoe, let me help you.”

There was a moment’s pause, to the listeners it seemed
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hours. Then came the sound of a blow and a heavy splash.
They hearkened on, but nothing more was to be heard except
the beating of their hearts and the distant noise of revelry
from the camp.

Three seconds passed and Otter stood beside them. In the
dim light Leonard could see that his eyes stared wide and his
nostrils twitched.

“Quick was the blow, strong was the blow, silent is the

man for ever,” whispered Otter. “So the Baas commanded, so
it is.”

XI
That Hero Otter
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“HELP me to secure the gate,” said Leonard presently.

In another minute the great iron bar had been dropped
into its place, and Leonard withdrew the key and put it in his
pocket.

“Why do you secure the door, Baas?” whispered Otter.

“To keep the real Pierre out, in case he should come this
way. Two Pierres would be one too many at this game. Now
we must win or perish.”

Then they crept along the embankment till they gained the
shelter of the hut or barrack-shed which stood with its back
to the dike that separated the Nest from the slave camp.
Happily none saw them, and there were no dogs in the place.
Dogs make a noise at inconvenient times, therefore slave-
dealers do not love them.

The end of the shed behind which they were crouching was
situated some eight or ten paces from the drawbridge, that
formed the only path of entry to the slave camp.

“Baas,” said Otter, “let me go forward and look, my eyes
are the eyes of a cat, I can see in the dark. Perhaps the
bridge is down.”

Without waiting for an answer, he crept forward on his
hands and knees so quietly that they could scarcely hear a
mqvement. Notwithstanding his white dress, there was little
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chance of his being seen, for the shadow of the shed was
dense and a fringe of rushes grew along the edge of the dike.

Five minutes passed—ten minutes passed, and Otter did
not return. Leonard’s anxiety grew very keen.

“Let us go and see what has happened, mother,” he whis-
pered to Soa.

They crept along to the end of the shed. Within a yard of
it they discovered the arms and clothes of Otter. But Otter.
Where was he?

“The Black One has deserted us,” said Soa beneath her
breath.

“Never!” answered Leonard.

By now the clouds were breaking before the wind, which
was rising steadily, and some stars shone out, giving a little
light. The dike lay deep between its banks and was not more
than twenty feet in width, so that the air did not ruffie it;
moreover, as any observer of nature will have noticed, the
surface of still water is never quite dark, even on much
blacker nights than this.

Why had Otter taken off his clothes, Leonard wondered?
Evidently that he might go into the water. And what could
he want to go into the water for, unless it was that his heart
failed him and, as Soa suggested, he had deserted? But this
was impossible, for he knew well that the dwarf would die
first. In his great perplexity Leonard stared at the dike. Now
he could see that on its further side rose a flight of wooden
steps, protected at the top by gates, and that a man was
seated on the lowest step, with a rifle beside him, his feet
hanging down to within a few inches of the surface of the
dike. It must be the sentry.

Next instant Leonard saw something else. Beneath the feet
of the man a ripple grew on the face of the deep water and
something gleamed in the ripple like the flash of steel. Then a
small black object projected itself towards the feet of the sen-
try, who was half asleep and humming to himself drowsily.
Suddenly they saw the man slide from his seat as though by
magic. He said nothing, but, making one ineffectual grasp at
some rushes, he vanished into the deeps below. For a minute
or more Leonard could distinguish a slight disturbance on the
surface of the water, and that was all.

Now he guessed what had happened. Otter had dived, and,

79



rising beneath the feet of the man, he seized him, and with a
sudden movement dragged him down to death by drowning.
Either this, or an alligator had taken him, and that flash was
the flash of his fangs.

As Leonard thought thus a dark form rose gasping at the
foot of the steps; it drew itself out of the water and slipped
stealthily up them. It was Otter, and he held a knife in his
hand. Now the dwarf vanished through the gates into the lit-
tle guard-house at the top of the embankment. Another min-
ute and ropes began to creak. Then the tall drawbridge,
standing upright like a scaffold against the sky, was seen to
bend itself forward. Down it came very softly, and the slave-
camp was open to them. Again the black shape appeared,
this time on the bridge.

“Come along,” whispered Leonard to his companion, “that
hero Otter has drowned the sentry and won the bridge. Stop,
pick up his clothes and arms.”

At that moment Otter arrived himself. “Quick,” he said,
“come over, Baas, before they see that the bridge is down.
Give me my clothes and the gun.”

“All right, here they are,” answered Leonard, and in an-
other minute they were over the bridge and standing on the
parapet of the slave camp.

“Into the guard-house, Baas; the windlass is there, but no
man.”

They entered: a lamp was burning in the place. Otter
seized the handle of the windlass and began to wind. He was
naked, and it was a wonderful sight to see the muscles start-
ing out in knots on his huge but dwarfish frame as he
strained at the weight of the bridge.

Presently it was up, and, leaning on the handle of the
wheel, Otter chuckled aloud.

“Now we are safe for a time,” he said, “and T will dress
myself. Let the Baas forgive me for appearing thus before
him—I, who am so ugly.”

“Tell us the tale, Otter.”

“It is short, Baas,” the dwarf replied, as he put on his robe
and turban. “When I left you I watched, I who can see in the
dark, and in a little while T saw the guard come down the
steps and sit by the edge of the water. He was sleepy, for he
yawned and lit a roll of paper to smoke it. Presently it went
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out and he had no more matches. He looked up to the house
here, but was too lazy to fetch them: then I guessed that he
was alone, for else he would have called to his companion
for fire. Now he grew sleepier, and I said to myself, ‘Otter,
Otter, how can you kill this man silently? You must not
shoot, because of the noise; and if you throw a knife or a
spear, you may miss, or wound him only.” And my snake
spoke in my heart and answered, ‘Otter, Otter, dive, scize his
feet, and drag him down swiftly and stamp him into the mud,
you who are half a fish and can swim as no other man can
swim. Do it at once, Otter, before the light comes and men
can see the drawbridge move.’

“Well, and so I did it, Baas. Wow! I trod him deep into
the mire, I trampled him as an ox tramples corn upon a thresh-

_ing-floor, never will he come up again. After that I rose
-and ran into the guard-house, fearing lest there might be an-
other whom I must silence also, for when I was a slave two
always kept watch. But the place was empty, so I let the

“bridge down. Ah! I remembered how it worked. And that is
the tale, Baas.”

“A great tale, Otter, but it is not finished yet. Now let us
“to the slaves. Come, take the light and lead the way. Here we
are safe, is it not so?”

“Here, Baas, we are safe, for none can reach us except by
storm, and yonder is the big gun which turns upon itself. Let
us twist the gun round first, so that, if need be, we can fire
into the camp.”

“I don’t know much of cannon,” said Leonard doubtfully.

“But I know something, White Man,” said Soa, speaking

- for the first time. “Mavoom, my master, had a small one up
_at the Settlement, and often I have helped to fire it for prac-

tice and as a signal to boats on the river, and so have many
| of the men who were carried away, if we can find them yon-
der.”

“Good,” said Leonard.

A path ran along the top of the embankment to the plat-
form on which the gun was mounted. It was a six-pound
muzzle-loader. Leonard unhooked the rammer and ran it
down the muzzle.

i “She is loaded,” he said, “now let us swing her round.”
l
\

They did so easily enough, bringing the muzzie down upon
81



the Nest camp, then they entered the little hut which stood |
alongside. Piled up in it, in case of emergency, were half-a-
dozen rounds of grapnel shot and powder.

“Lots of ammunition, if we should want to use it,” said
Leonard. “It never occurred to those gentlemen that a gun can
shoot two ways. And now, Otter, lead us to the slaves,
quick.”

“This way, Baas; but first we must find the tools, they are
in the guard-hut, I suppose.”

So they crept back to the hut, holding their heads as low
as possible, for the light was increasing, although the moon
was not yet up, and they feared lest they should be seen
against the sky-line. Here they found boxes containing nip-
pers, chisels and other instruments such as are used to undo
the irons upon slaves. Also they found the keys of the pad-
locks that locked the iron bars to which the captives were
tethered. Taking a lantern with them, but leaving another
burning as before in the hut, lest its absence should excite sus- |
picion, they passed through two strong gates and down the
steps on the further side of the embankment. A few paces
beyond stood the first slave-shed, a rough erection supported
on posts, but without sides.

They entered the shed, Otter leading the way with the lan-
tern. In the middle of it was a path, and on either side of ‘this
path ran the long bars to which the captives were fastened in
a double row. Perhaps there might have been two hundred
and fifty of them in this shed. Here the sights and scenes
were such as need not be described. Of the miserable captives
some lay on the wet ground, men and women together,
trying to forget their sorrows in sleep; but the most part of
them were awake, and the sound of moans ran up and down
their lines like the moaning of trees in the wind.

When they saw the light the slaves ceased moaning, and
crouched upon the ground like dogs that await the whip, for
they thought that this was a visit from their captors. Some of
them, indeed, stretched out their manacled hands imploring
pity, but these were the exceptions; the most of them had
abandoned hope and were sunk in dull despair. It was pitiful
to see the glance of their terror-filled eyes and the answering
quiver of their whealed frames whenever an arm was lifted
or a sudden movement made.
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Soa went down the line, rapidly examining the faces of the
slaves.

“Do you see any of Mavoom’s people?” asked Leonard
anxiously.

“Not here, White Man; let us go to the next shed, unless
you want to loose these.”

“No good in that, mother,” said Otter, “they would only
betray us.’

So they went to the next shed—in all there were four—
and here at the second man who was sleeping, his head
bowed on his chained hands, Soa stopped suddenly like a
pointer dog when he scents game.

“Peter, Peter,” she said.

The man awoke—he was a fine fellow about thirty years
of age—and glared round wildly. :

“Who called me by my old name?” he said hoarsely. “Nay,
I dream, Peter is dead.”

“Peter,” said the woman again, “awake, child of Mavoom;
it is I, Soa, who am come to save you.”

The man cried aloud and began to tremble, but the other
slaves took no notice, thinking only that he had been smitten
with a scourge.

“Be silent,” said Soa again, “or we are lost. Loose the bar,
Black One, this is a headman from the Settlement, a brave
man.”

Soon the bar was undone, then Otter bade Peter hold out
his wrists while he twisted off the fetters. Presently they were
gone, and in the ecstasy of his recovered liberty the man
leapt high into the air, then fell at Otter’s feet as though he
would embrace them.

“Get up, you fool,” said the dwarf roughly, “and if there
are any more of the men of Mavoom here, show them to us:
quick, or you will soon be fast again.”

“There should be forty or more,” Peter answered, recover-
ing himself, “besides a few women and children. The rest of
us are dead except the Shepherdess alone, and she is yonder.”

Then they went down the lines slipping the chains from the
Settlement captives. Soon they had unmanacled ten or more
men whom Soa selected, and others stood around them with
their hands still chained. As they went about the work Soa
explained something of the position to Peter, who was fortu-
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nately a native of intelligence. He grasped the situation att
once and earnestly seconded Leonard’s efforts to preserve
silence and to prevent confusion.

“Come,” said Leonard to Soa, “we have got enough to be- J|
gin with. I must be off. You can loose the rest at your leisure;
the moon is rising, it is a quarter to twelve, and we have not
a moment to lose. Now, Otter, before we go, how can we
send men to fire the reeds—through the garden?”

“No, Baas, I have thought of a better way, the way by J
which I escaped myself, that is, if these men can swim. ‘
“They can all swim,” said Soa, “they were bred on the

banks of a river.’

“Good. Then they must swim down the dike where 1 kllled
the sentry, four of them. At the end are bars of wood, but in
my day they were rotten; at the worst they can be climbed.
Then they will find themselves in the morass among thick
reeds. But they must not fire these till they have worked
round to the place of the sunrise, whence the wind blows
strongly. Then they must go from spot to spot and bend
down the driest of the reeds, setting fire to them. Afterwards
they can get to the back of the fire and wait till all is done,
one way or the other. If we win they will find us, if we are
killed they can try to run away. But will the men go?”

Soa stepped forward and chose four of their number, but
Peter she did not choose, for he also knew something of the
working of cannon.

“Listen,” she said, “you have heard the words of this Black
One. Now, obey. And if you depart from them by one jot,
may » and she poured out so fearful a curse upon them
that Leonard stared at her astonished.

“Ay!” added Otter, “and if I live through this I will cut
your throats.”

“No need to threaten,” said one of the men, “we will do
our best for our own sakes, as well as for yours and that of
the Shepherdess. We understand the plan, but to light reeds
we must have fire.”

“Here are matches,” said Otter.

“Wet matches will not light and we must swim,” answered
the spokesman.

“Fool, do you then swim with your head under water? Tie
them in your hair.”
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“Ah! he is clever,” said the spokesman. “Now, if we live to
reach them. when shall we fire the reeds?”

“As soon as you are ready,” answered Otter. “You will not
come easily to the back of them. Farewell, mv children, and
if you dare to fail, pray that you may die rather than look
upon my face again.”

“Ou! We have seen it once, is that not enough?” answered
the spokesman, looking at Otter’s huge nose with wonder not
untouched by fear.

Two minutes later the four men were swimming swiftly
down the dike, taking their chance of the alligators.

“Drop the bridge,” said Leonard, “we must start.”

Otter lowered it, at the same time explaining its mechan-
ism, which was very simple, to Soa, Peter, and some other of
the Settlement men.

“Now, mother, good-bye,” said Leonard. “Loose all the
men you can and keep a keen look-out, so as to be ready to
lower the bridge if you should see us or vour mistress coming
towards it. If we should not come by dawn, be ready also,
for then we shall probably be dead, or prisoners, and you
must act for yourself.”

“I hear you, Lord,” answered Soa, “and T say that you are
a brave man. Whether you win or lose, the red stone is well
earned already.”

Another minute and they were gone.

~Having crossed the bridge, which was instantly hoisted
again, Leonard and Otter avoided observation bv creeping
back towards the water-gate as they had come, that is, be-
hind the shelter of the shed. Emerging from this, they ran a
few yards till they were opposite the gate, then walked lei-
surely across the open space, a distance of fifty paces or
more, to the thatched hut where the sale of slaves was car-
ried on.

There was nobody in this hut, but looking between the
posts upon which it was supported, they could see by the
light of the moon, now growing momentarily clearer, that a
great and uproarious concourse of peonle was gathered
beyond in front of the verandah of the Nest itself.

“Come on, Otter,” whispered Leonard, “we must go
among these gentry. Watch me closely, do what I do, keep
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your weapons ready, and if it comes to blows, get behind my
back and fight like a fiend. Above all, don’t be taken
prisoner.”

Leonard spoke calmly, but his heart was in his mouth and
his sensations were such as must have been known to Daniel
when he went into the lions’ den, for, as in the case of the
prophet, he felt that nothing short of a special Providence
could save them. They were round the shed now, and imme-
diately in front of them was a mixed gathering of despera-
does—Portuguese, Arabs, Bastards, and blackmen of various
tribes—such as Leonard had never seen in all his experience.

Villainy and greed were written on every countenance: it
was a crew of human demons, and an extensive one. These
wretches, most of whom had already drunk too freely and
were drinking more, stood with their backs to them, looking
towards the verandah of the Nest. On the steps of this veran-
dah, surrounded by a choice group of companions, all of
them gaudily dressed, a man was standing whom Leonard
would have had no difficulty in identifying as the Dom
Pereira, even without Otter’s warning whisper of “See! The
Yellow Devil!”

This remarkable person demands some description as he
stood in glory that night, at the apex and, though he knew it
not, the conclusion of his long career of infamy. He was old,
perhaps seventy, his hair was white and venerable-looking,
and his person obese. His black eyes were small, cunning,
cold, and bright, and they had the peculiarity of avoiding the
face of any person with whom he chanced to be in conversa-
tion, at least when that person was looking his way. Their
glance passed over him, under him, round him, anywhere but
at him.

As his sobriquet suggested, the colouring of Pereira’s flesh
was yellow, and the loose skin hung in huge wrinkles upon
his cheeks. His mouth was large and coarse, and his fat hands
twitched and grasped continually, as though with a desire of
clutching money. For the rest he was gorgeously dressed,
and, like his companions, somewhat in liquor.

Such was the outward appearance of Pereira, the foun-
tain-head of the slave-trade on this part of the coast. who
was believed in his day to be the very worst man in Africa, a
pre-eminence to which few can hope to attain. Until his face
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had been seen, stamped as it was with the traces of long and
unmentionable wickedness, few honest men could guess to
what depths humanity can sink. Some indeed have declared
that to see him was to understand the Evil One and all his
works.

XI1I
A Choice Lot

FEAPEAPRARN NN PCARAGRARRERIRRRQRARRARERARES

AT the moment of Leonard’s and Otter’s introduction to his
society, the Yellow Devil was about to make a speech, and
all eyes were fixed upon him so intently that none saw or
heard the pair approach.

“Now, my friends, make a path, if you please,” said Leon-
ard in a loud voice and speaking in Portuguese. “I wish to
pay my respects to your chief.”

A dozen men wheeled round at once.

“Who are you?” they cried, seeing a stranger.

“If you will be so kind as to let me pass, I shall be most
happy to explain,” Leonard answered, pushing his way
through the throng.

“Who is that?” cried Pereira in coarse, thick tones. “Bring
him here.”

“There, you hear him, let us through, friends,” said Leon-
ard, “let us through!”

Thus adjured the throng opened a path and Leonard and
Otter passed down it, many suspicious eyes scanning them as
they went.

“A greeting to you, Sefior,” said Leonard when they had
emerged in front of the verandah.

“Curse the greeting! Who in Satan’s name are you?”’

“A humble member of your honourable profession,” said
Leonard coolly, “come to pay his respects and do a little
business.”

“Are you? You don’t look it. You look like an Englishman.
And who is that abortion, pray?” and he pointed to Otter. “I

87



believe that you are spies, and, by the Saints, if you are, I am
the man to deal with you!”

“This is a likely story,” said Leonard laughing, “that one
man and a black dog should venture into the headquarters of
gentlemen like you, not being of the cloth. But I think there
is a noble gentleman among you—I mean the Sefior Xavier
—who can vouch for me. Did he not send a note to one
Captain Pierre, whose dhow lies in the harbour yonder,
hailing from Madagascar? Well, Captain Pierre has the
honour of accepting his invitation and arrives here, not with-
out difficulty. Now he begins to think that he would have
done better to stick to his ship.” ‘

“That is all right, Pereira,” said Xavier, a huge Portuguese
with a dash of negro blood and a villainous countenance, the
same man whom they had followed through the gate. “I sent
a note to the Sefor. I told you of it.”

“Then I wish you had left it alone,” snarled Pereira for an
answer. “I don’t like your friend’s looks. He might be the
captain of an English man-of-war rigged up in our dress.”

At the words “English man-of-war” a murmur of fear and
anger went through the assembly. Some of those present had
experience of these hated vessels and their bigoted crews,
who loved not this honest commerce, and to all they were
names of ill-omen. Things looked serious, and Leonard saw
that he must do something, and quickly. So he lost his tem-
per, or pretended to do so.

“Curse you all for a pack of suspicious curs,” he said: “I
tell you that my dhow lies yonder. I am half an Englishman
and half a Creole, and as good a man as any of you. Now
look here. Dom Pereira, if you, or any of your crew, dare to
doubt my word, just step out, and I will ram this down your
lying throat:” and placing his hand on the hilt of his sabre, he
took a pace forward and scowled.

The effect was instantaneous. Pereira turned a little pale
beneath his yellow skin, for like most cruel men he was a
great coward.

“Put up your pig-sticker,” he said, “I see you are one of
the right sort. I only wanted to try you. As you know. we
must be careful in our business. Come and shake hands,
brother. and be welcome. I trust you now, and old Antonio
never does things by halves.”
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“Perhaps you had better try him a little further,” said a
young man who was standing near Pereira, as Leonard
prepared to accept the invitation; “send for a slave and let us
have the old test, there is none better.”

Pereira hesitated and Leonard’s blood turned cold. _

“Look here, young man,” he said more furiously than be-
fore, “I have cut the throats of more men than you have
whipped, but if you want a test, I will give you one. Come
down, my young cockerel, come down, there is plenty of light
for comb-snipping.”

The man turned white with rage, but stood a moment con-
templating Leonard’s athletic form and keen eyes. Apparently
he found that in them which gave him pause, for instead of
springing at him, he burst into a volume of threats and filthy
abuse.

How the matter would have ended it is difficult to say, but
at this juncture Pereira thought it well to interfere, and vigor-
ously.

“Peace,” he thundered in his great voice, his white hair
. bristling with rage. “I have welcomed this man, and he is
welcome. Is my word to be set aside by a drunken young
brawler like you? Shut your ugly mouth or, by the Saints, I
will have you clapped in irons.”

The slave-driver obeyed; perhaps he was not sorry for an
excuse to escape the quarrel, at any rate with a scowl at
Leonard he dropped back and was silent.

Harmony being thus restored Pereira proceeded with the
business of the evening. First, however, he called Leonard to
him, shook him by the hand and bade a slave-girl bring him
drink. Then he addressed the company thus:

“My lambs, my dear companions, my true and trusted
friends, this is a-sad moment for me, your old leader, for I
stand here to bid you good-bye. To-morrow the Nest will
know the Yellow Devil no more, and you must find another
captain. Alas! I grow old, I am no longer up to the work and
the trade is not what it was, thanks to those infernal English-
men and their cruisers, which prowl up and down our waters,
seeking to rob honest men of the fruits of their enterprise.
For nearly fifty years I have been connected with the busi-
ness, and I think that the natives of these parts will remem-
ber me—not angrily, oh! no, but as a benefactor. For have
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not some twenty thousand of their young people passed
through my hands, rescued by me from the curse of barbar-
ism and sent to learn the blessings of civilisation and the arts
of peace in the homes of kind and indulgent masters?

“Sometimes, not often, but now and again there has been
bloodshed in the course of our little expeditions. I regret it.
But what will you? These people are so obstinate that they
cannot see how well it is for them to come under my wing.
And if they try to injure us in our good work, why, we must
fight. We all know the bitterness of ingratitude, but we have
to put up with it. It is a trial sent to us from heaven, my
lambs, always remember that. So I retire with such modest
gains as I have won by a life of labour—indeed, they have
gone before me, lest some of you might be put in the way of
temptation—to spend the evening of my day in peace and
prayer.

“And now there is one more little thing. As it chanced dur-
ing our last journey, the daughter of an accursed Englishman
fell into our hands. I took her and brought her here, and as
her guardian I have asked you to meet me to-night, that I
may choose her a husband, as it is my duty to do. I cannot
keep her myself, for among the settled people near Mozam-
bique, where I am going to live, her presence might lead to
awkward questions. So I will be generous and pass her on to
another.

“But to whom shall I give this prize, this pearl, this sweet
and lovely maid? Among so many worthy gentlemen how can
I set one above the others and declare him most deserving of
the girl? I cannot, so I must leave it to chance, for I know
that Heaven will choose better than I. Therefore to him who
is ready to make the largest present to me I will give this
maid, to comfort him with her love; to make a present, mind
you, not to pay a price. Still, perhaps, it will be best that the
amount of the donation should be ascertained in the usual
way, by bidding—in ounces of gold, if you please!

“One condition more, there shall be nothing irregular in
this matter, my friends. The Church shall have its say in it,
and he whom I select must wed the maid, here, before us all.
Have we not a priest at hand, and shall we find no work for
him? Now, my children, time draws on. Ho! you, bring out
the English girl.”
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This speech was not delivered quite so continuously as it is
printed here. On the contrary, it was subject to many inter-
ruptions, mostly of an ironical nature, the allusions to “a
present” to be given for the girl and to the proposed mar-
riage ceremony being received with screams of ribald laugh-
ter.

Now the noise died away, for every eye watched for the
appearance of Juanna.

In a few moments a figure clad in white and guarded by
several men was seen advancing from the direction of the
arms-house. This figure came on through the moonlight with
a swift agile step, looking neither to the right nor the left, till
it arrived in front of the verandah and halted. Then it was
that Leonard first saw Juanna Rodd. She was very tall and
slight, her dark hair was twisted into a single knot at the
back of her shapely head, her features were small, her face
fair in colouring and somewhat rounded in form. So much he
saw at a glance, but it was not until she looked up and round
her that Leonard discovered the girl’s peculiar glory, the
glory of her eyes. Then and in that light he was unable to
distinguish their colour, a difficult task at any time, for they
varied from grey to blue according to the shadows which fell
upon them, but he could see that they were wide and splen-
did, fearless and yet soft. For the rest she was clad in an
Arab robe richly worked, and wore sandals on her feet.

Juanna stopped in front of the verandah and searched it
with her eyes. Presently they ceased their searching and she
spoke in a clear sweet voice.

“What do you want with me now, Dom Antonio Pereira?”’
she said.

“My dove,” he answered in his coarse mocking tones, “do
not be angry with your slave. I promised you, my dove, that
I would find a husband for you, and now all these gallant
gentlemen are gathered for the choice. It is your marriage-
hour, my dove.”

“Dom Antonio Pereira,” the girl answered, “for the last
time I plead to you. I am helpless here among you. and I
have done you no injury: let me go unharmed, I pray of
you.”

“Let you go unharmed? Why, who would hurt you, my
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dove?” answered the satyr. “Yes, that is what I mean to do.
I will let you go to a husband.”

“I shall never go to any husband of your choosine. Dom
Antonio,” Juanna said again in a low and steady voice. “Be
assured of that, all of you. I have no fear of you. for God
will help me in my need. And now. as I have plead~d to vou
for the last time, so for the last time I warn you. Dom An-
tonio, and your wicked companions also. Go on with this inig-
uity if you will, but a judgement awaits you. Death from
heaven above is near to you, you murderer, and after death,
vengeance.”

Thus she spoke, not loud indeed, but with a conviction, a
power and a dignity of mien that carried terror to the hearts
of the most hardened villains there. It was at the conclusion
of her speech that her eyes first met those of Leonard
Outram. He was bending forward to listen. and in his grief
and anger he had forgotten to preserve the truculent expres-
sion which it was his part to wear. Once more Leonard's face
was. the face of an English gentleman, noble and open, if
somewhat stern.

Their eyes met, and there was that in his which caused
Juanna to pause. She looked at him swiftly as thouch she
would read his very soul, and in answer he put all his will
and heart’s desire into his gaze, the will and the desire that
she should know him to be her friend: They had never met
before, she did not even dream of his existence, and there
was little in Leonard’s outward appearance to distinguish him
from the ruffians by whom he was surrounded. Yet her quick
sense, sharpened by despair, read what was written in his
eyes, and read it aright. From that moment Juanna felt that
she was not alone among these wolves, that there was one
present at least who would save her if he could.

In an instant she had searched his face and dropped her
eyes again, fearing lest she should awake suspicion. Then
came a pause, for the minds of men were disturbed: she had
aroused some remnant of conscience in them, she had called
to life a lively terror of vengeance to come, of vengeance
very near at hand. All were affected more or less. but chiefly
was he affected to whom she had addressed her words. The
Yellow Devil sank back into the chair from which he had
risen to speak, a wonderful chair made of ebony inlaid with
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ivory, and string-seated, with a footstool attached to it. Su-
perstitious dread took hold of him and he shivered visibly.

The scene was one which Leonard never forgot. Above the
bright moon shone in the heavens, before him were rank
upon rank of evil faces, each marked with some new emo-
tion, and standing alone in their midst was the beautiful girl,
proud in the depth of shame, defiant even in the power of
foes gathered to destroy her.

For a while the wind had dropped and the silence was
deep, so deep was it that Leonard could hear the mew of a
kitten which had crept from the verandah and was rubbing
itself against Juanna’s feet. She heard it also, and, stooping,
lifted the little creature and held it to her breast.

“Let her go!” said a voice from the crowd. “She is a witch
and will bring ill-luck upon us.”

At the sound Pereira seemed to awake. With a hideous
oath he flung himself from the chair and waddled down the
steps towards his victim.

“Curse you, you slut!” he said, “do you think to frighten
men with your threats? Let God help you if He can. The
Yellow Devil is god here. You are as much in my power as
this brute,” and he snatched the kitten from her arms and
dashed it to the ground. “You see, God does not help the kit-
ten, and He will not help you. Here, let men see what they
are going to buy,” and gripping the breast of her white robe
he rent it open.

With one hand Juanna gathered up the torn dress, and
with the other she began to do something to her hair. An ag-
ony of fear took hold of Leonard. He knew the story of the
poison which she carried: was she about to use it?

Once again their eyes met, and there was warning in his
glance. Juanna loosed her dark hair indeed, and let it fall

about her shoulders, covering her rent robe to the waist, but

she did no more. Only after this Leonard saw that she kept
her right hand closed, and he knew that her death was hidden
within it. Then she spoke once more to Pereira.
“In your last hour may you remember these two deeds,”
she said, pointing to the writhing kitten and to her torn dress.
Now slaves drew near to do their master’s bidding, but
that audience would not suffer this.
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“Leave her alone,” they said, “we can see that the girl is
fair and perfect.”

Then the slaves hung back, nor did Pereira repeat his com-
mands.

Returning to the verandah, he stood by the chair and tak-
.ing an empty glass in his hand by way of an auctioneer’s
hammer, he began:

“Gentlemen, I am going to offer you a very choice lot, so
choice that it makes up all the sale. The lot is a white girl,
half English and half Portuguese by blood. She is well edu-
cated and devout; as to her docility I can say nothing, that
will be for her husband to attend to. Of her beauty I need
not speak, you can all see it for yourselves. Look at that fig-
ure, that hair, those eyes; have any of you known their
equal? :

“Well, this lot will be to him among you who is inclined to
make me the largest present in compensation: yes, he may
take her this very hour, and my blessing with her. But there
are conditions: he whom I approve must be lawfully married
to the girl by the priest Francisco here,” and turning he
pointed to a small melancholy-looking man, with a womanish
face and dark blue eyes, who stood in the background,
clothed in a somewhat tattered priest’s robe. “Then I shall
have done my duty by her. One more thing, gentlemen: we
are not going to waste time in little bids; the upset price will
be thirty ounces.”

“Silver?” said a voice.

“Silver? No, of course not. Do you think you are bidding
for a nigger girl, fool? Gold, man, gold! Thirty ounces of
gold, and payment to be made on the nail.”

There was a groan of disappointment, and one ruffian
cried out:

“What are we poor fellows to do? Thirty ounces for a be-
ginning! Where is our chance?”

“What are you to do? Why, work hard at your profession,
and grow rich, of course! Do you suppose that these prizes
are for the poor? Now, then, the fair is open. Who bids for
the white girl Juanna? Thirty ounces is offered. What ad-
vance, what advance?”

“Thirty-five,” said a wizened little man with a hectic
cough, who looked fitter for a burial than a bridal.
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“Forty!” cried another, a pure-bred Arab of stately ap-
pearance and saturnine expression, who wished to add to his
harem.

“Forty-five,” answered the wizened man.

Then the Arab bid fifty, and for a while it seemed that
these two alone were competitors. When the bids had
reached seventy ounces the Arab muttered “Allah!” and gave
up. He preferred to wait for the houris.

“Knock her down,” said the wizened man, “she is mine.”

“Hold on a bit, my little friend,” said the great Portugee,
Xavier, who had passed the water-gate before Leonard and
his companions. “I am going to begin now. Seventy-five.”

“Eighty,” said the little man.

“Eighty-five,” answered Xavier.

“Ninety,” screamed the other.

“Ninety-five,” said Xavier.

“A hundred,” yelled the small man, snapping his fingers.

“A hundred and five,” replied Xavier, triumphantly cap-
ping his bid. ’

Then with a curse his antagonist gave up also, and the
mob shouted, thinking that Xavier had won.

“Knock her down, Pereira,” said Xavier in his turn, as he
surveyed his prize with affected nonchalance.

“Wait a moment,” put in Leonard, speaking for the first
time. “I am going to begin now. A hundred and ten.”

The multitude shouted again, the contest was growing excit-
ing. Xavier glared at Leonard and bit his fingers with rage.
He was very near his limit of possible expenditure.

“Now then,” cried Pereira, licking his lips for joy, since the
price had already run twenty ounces higher than he expected.
“Now then, friend Xavier, am I to knock down this beauty to
the stranger captain Pierre? It sounds a lot, but she is cheap
at the price, dirt cheap. Look at her and bid up. But mind, it
is cash down—no credit, no, not for an ounce.”

“A hundred and fifteen,” said Xavier, with the air of a
man making his last throw for fortune.

“A hundred and twenty,” replied Leonard quietly.

He had bid to the last ounce in his possession, and if
Xavier went further he must give in, unless, indeed, he chose
to offer Soa’s ruby in payment. This, needless to say, he was
not anxious to do; moreover, no one would believe a stone of
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that size to be genuine. Of all this, however, Leonard showed
nothing in his face, but turning coolly he called to a slave-girl
to bring him spirits and busied himself with filling his glass.
His hand never trembled, for he knew well that his antagon-
ist was watching for a cue, and if he showed uncertainty all
might be lost. But in his heart Leonard wondered what he
should do if another ounce was bid.

Meanwhile the spectators were shouting encouragement,
and Pereira was urging Xavier to increase his offer. For a
while the Portugee hesitated, surveying Juanna, who stood
pale and silent, her head bowed upon her breast. At this junc-
ture Leonard turned, the glass still in his hand.

“Did you make any advance, Sefior?” he asked.

“No, curse you. Take her. I will not put down another
ounce for her or any woman on the earth.”

Leonard only smiled and looked at Pereira.

“Going!” said that worthy—*“the white girl, Juanna, is
going to the stranger Pierre for one hundred and twenty
ounces of gold. Going! Come, Xavier, don’t lose her. If you
do you will only be sorry once, and that will be always. Now,
for the last time,” and he lifted the glass in his hand and
paused.

Xavier made a step forward and opened his lips to speak.

Leonard’s heart stood still, but presently the Portugee
changed his mind and turned away.

“Gone!” screamed Pereira, bringing the glass down so
heavily on the arm of his chair that it flew into fragments.

XIII

A Midnight Marriape
PR P REREERR RO R A RAERRARLERRIRERTE T S ]

“GoNE,” said Pereira again. “Now, friend Pierre, before we
ratify this little matter by the aid of holy Church, perhaps
you will table the gold. This is a cash transaction,
remember.”

“Certainly,” answered Leonard. “Where is that black dog
of mine, the dwarf? Ah! there he is. Dog, weigh out the stuff;
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if you have not enough, here is more.” And he unbuckled his
belt, from which he had been careful to extract the ruby, and
threw it to Otter.

“Now, gentlemen and companions,” he went on, “for I
hope that we may do business together by and by, drink my
health and my bride’s. I have paid pretty dear for her, but
what of it? A gentleman of our profession should always be
ready to back his fancy, for if his is apt to be a short life he
may as well make it a merry one.”

“She will think the better of you, and you of her for it,”
cried a voice. “Here is to Captain Pierre and the girl.” And
they drank, shouting aloud in their half-drunken merriment.

Meanwhile Otter, advancing with obsequious steps, was
pouring handful after handful of gold coin and ingots into the
large scales which Pereira caused to be held before him. At
length all the gold was in, a shining heap.

“The balance does not turn,” said Xavier, “I claim the
girl.”

“Baas,” said Otter in a low voice, and speaking in Dutch,
“have you more gold? The weight is short.”

Leonard glanced carelessly at the scales: they were trem-
bling on the turn.

“As much as you like,” he said, “but here is what will do
it.”

“And drawing off his signet ring he threw it on the pile.
The ruby excepted, it was the last thing of value that he had
about him. Then the scale vibrated and sank down.

“Good,” said Pereira, rubbing his hands at the sight of so
much treasure. “Bring me the acid that I may test the stuff.
No offence, stranger Pierre, but this is a wicked world, in
- which brass has passed for gold before to-day.”

The acid was brought and the ingots were tested at hazard,
Pereira holding them to the light of a lamp.

“They are good,” he said. “Now, Father, do your part.”

The priest Francisco stepped forward. He was very pale
and seemed terrified. Leonard, watching him, wondered what
had brought him into such company, for the man’s face was
good and even refined.

“Dom Antonio,” said the priest in a soft girlish voice, “I
protest against this. Fate has brought me among you, though
not with my own_will, and I have been forced to bear the
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sight of much evil, but T have wrought none. I have shriven

Yy

the dying, I have ministered to the sick, I have comforted the '_
oppressed, but I have taken no share of the price of blood; I

am a priest of our holy Church, and if I wed these two be-
fore the sight of men, they will be husband and wife till
death, and I shall have set the seal of the blessing of the
Church upon an act of shame. I will not do it.”

“You will do it, you shaveling traitor?” screamed Pereira

in a voice hoarse with rage. “Do you want to follow your
brother then? Look here, my friend, either you obey me and
marry these two or——" and he hissed a horrible threat.

“No no,” said Leonard, anxious to find an escape from
this abominable mockery. “Let him be. What do the cheat’s
prayers matter? The lady and I can do without them.”

“I tell you, stranger, that you shall marry the girl, and this
sniveller must marry you. If you don’t, I will keep both her
and the gold. And as for him, he can choose. Here, slaves,
bring the sjamboch.”

Francisco’s delicate face flushed pink. “I am no hero that I
can suffer thus,” he said, “I will do your bidding, Dom An-
tonio, and may God forgive me the sin! For you, Pierre and
Juanna, I am about to make you man and wife, to join you
in a sacrament that is none the less holy and indissoluble be-
cause of the dreadful circumstances under which it is cel-
ebrated. I say to you, Pierre, abandon your wickedness and
love and cherish this woman, lest a curse from heaven fall
upon you. I say to you, Juanna, put your trust in God, the
God of the fatherless and oppressed, who will avenge your
wrongs—and forgive me. Let water be brought, that I may
consecrate it—water and a ring.”

“Here, take this one,” said Pereira, lifting Leonard’s signet
from the pile of gold. “I give it back for a luck-penny.”

And he tossed the ring to the priest.

Water was brought in a basin and the Father consecrated it.

Then he bade Leonard stand by the girl and motioned to
the crowd to fall back from them. All this while Leonard had
been watching Juanna. She said no word and her face was
calm, but her eyes told him the terror and perplexity which
tore her heart.

Once or twice she lifted her clenched right hand towards
her lips, then dropped it without touching them. Leonard
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knew but too well what deed she meditated. He knew also
the deadly nature of the drug she carried. If once it touched
her tongue! The suspense was terrible. He could bear it no
longer, even at the risk of discovery he must speak with her.

In obedience to the priest’s direction he sauntered to her
side laughing. Then, still laughing, with his hand he separated
the tresses of dark hair, as though to look at the beauty of
her side face, and bent down as if to kiss her.

She stood pale and rigid, but once more her hand was

_ lifted towards her mouth.

“Stop,” he whispered swiftly into her ear, speaking in En-
glish, “I have come to rescue you. Go through with this
farce, it means nothing. Then, if I bid you, run for the draw-
bridge into the slave-camp.”

She heard, a light of intelligence shone in her eyes, and her
hand fell again.

“Come, stop that, friend Pierre,” said Pereira suspiciously.
“What are you whispering about?”

“I was telling the bride how beautiful I think her,” he an-
swered carelessly.

Juanna turned and flashed on him a well-simulated glance
of hate and scorn. Then the service began.

The young priest was gifted with a low and beautiful
voice, and by the light of the moon he read the ritual of mar-
riage so solemnly that even the villains who stood round
ceased their jokes and sneers and were silent. All things were
done in order, though Juanna made no reply to the usual
questions. With much sham courtesy the loathsome Pereira
presided over the ceremony—their hands were joined, the
ring was set upon Juanna’s finger, the blessing was pro-
nounced and it was finished.

All this while Leonard stood like a man in a dream. He
felt as though he were really being married, it even came
into his mind, as he looked upon the loveliness of the mock
bride at his side, that a worse fate might befall him. Then of
a sudden he awoke from his reverie—the farce was played,
now they must strive to escape.

“There, that is done with, Dom Antonio,” he said, “and I
think I heard this lady whisper that with your permission we
will bid you good-bye. My canoe—"

“Nonsense, you will stop here to-night,” said Pereira.
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“Thanks, T think not,” answered Leonard. “To-morrow I
may return to do a little business of another kind. I have a
commission for about fifty, at a good price for the right
sort.”

As Leonard spoke thus, glancing to the east, he saw dense
masses of vapour rising into the air far away. The damp
reeds were fired at last. The Settlement men had not failed in
their task, and soon the flames would be discovered; he must
be gone and swiftly.

“Well, if you must, you must,” answered Pereira, and
Leonard observed that he looked relieved as he said it. He did
not know the reason at the time. It was this: Juanna had told
him that the man who bought her would find his death in it.
He had a superstitious fear of the girl, and believed her;
therefore he was glad that her purchaser should go, lest it
might be said that he had murdered him in order to retain
both the woman and her price. So he bade him farewell, and
Leonard turned to depart, followed by Otter and Juanna,
whom he led by the hand.

All might have gone well for that time had it not been for
an unlucky chance. Leonard’s scheme was to walk toward the
water-gate, but if no better plan of reaching it should offer,
to turn suddenly and run for the drawbridge, where Soa and
the others would be waiting, and thence, with or without the
people of Mavoom, to escape up the banks of the Zambesi.

Already he had started when the great Portuguese Xavier,
who was watching plunged in sullen thought, stepped for-
ward. “At least T will have a kiss for my trouble,” he said,
and seizing Juanna round the waist, he drew her towards
him.

Then it was that Leonard forgot his caution, as under such
circumstances a man, with nerves already strained to break-
ing point, well might do. Doubling his fist, he struck the giant
in the face with such force that Xavier fell headlong to the
ground, dragging Juanna after him. Leonard would have
done better had he suffered her to be insulted, but just then
he remembered only that he was protecting a helpless girl.

Juanna was up in a moment and at his side. Xavier also
sprang to his feet, cursing with fury and drawing his sabre as
he rose.
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“Follow me.,” said Leonard to Juanna and Otter. Then
without more ado he took to his heels.

A shout of laughter went up from the mob.

“This is the brave man. This is the French fire-eater,” they
cried. “He strikes unawares and is afraid to fight.” Nor did
they stop at words. All of them were jealous of the stranger,
and would have rejoiced to see him dead.

“Stop him!” they shouted, and many of the men started,
running like dogs to turn a hare.

Still Leonard might have won through, for he was swift of
foot. But neither Juanna nor Otter could run so fast as he,
and his pace must be their pace. Before he had gone a hun-
dred yards he found himself confronted by a dozen or more
of the slavers, some of whom had knives in their hands.

“Stop, coward, stop and fight,” they yelled in Portuguese
and Arabic, waving their weapons in his face. %

“Certainly,” answered Leonard, wheeling round and glanc-
ing about him.

There, not thirty yards away, was the drawbridge of the
slave camp and he thought that he saw it tremble, as if it was
about to fall. At his side were Otter and Juanna, and towards
him, his hideous face red with blood, rushed the great Portu-
gee sabre aloft and screaming imprecations.

“Otter,” Leonard said™ quickly, as he drew his sword,
“guard my back, for when I have killed this one the rest will
spring. For you, young lady, reach the bridge if you can, Soa
and your people are there.”

- Now Xavier was upon him with a rush. He struck furi-
ously, and Leonard avoided the blow, springing backwards
out of reach. Twice more he rushed on thus and twice he
smote, but each time Leonard ran backward towards the
drawbridge, that now was not more than twenty yards away.
A fourth time the Portugee came on, and the Englishman
could not repeat his tactics, for the mob hemmed him in be-
hind. On sped Xavier and smote his hardest: Leonard saw
the steel gleam in the moonlight and lifted his sword to
guard. The blow fell, fire sprung from it in sparks, and down
rattled fragments of shattered steel. His sword was broken.

“Fight on, Baas,” said the voice of Otter, “fight on! Both
swords have gone.”

Leonard looked up. It was true: the Portugee was casting
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aside his broken weapon and clutching at his knife. Now
Leonard had no knife, and at the moment he never thought of
his revolver. But he still held the hilt of his sword, and with it
he sprang straight at Xavier, who rushed to meet him.

They met with a dull shock as bull meets bull. Leonard
struck one blow with the broken sword-hilt, then dropped
it—it was useless. But the stroke did him good service, for,
falling on the right hand of the Portugee, it paralysed his arm
for a second, causing him to let fall the dagger. Then they
gripped each other, fighting desperately with their naked
strength alone. Twice the huge Portugee lifted the English-
man from the ground, striving to throw him, while the crowd
yelled with excitement, but twice he failed. Not for nothing
had Leonard learnt wrestling as a lad and hardened his iron
muscles by years of toil. Xavier may have weighed sixteen
stone and Leonard did not weigh thirteen, but his arms were
like bars of steel and he was struggling for dear life.

He waited a while, letting the Portugee exhaust himself in
efforts to hurl him to the ground. Then suddenly tightening
his grip, Leonard put out his strength. He could not hope to
lift the man, that he knew, but he might throw him. With a
sudden movement he hooked his right leg behind Xavier's left
calf. Then he cast his weight forward and pushed with all his
strength upon the great man's breast.

Xavier tottered, recovered himself, tottered again and
strove to shift his leg. Leonard felt the movement and met it
with a supreme effort. Losing his balance, his foe swayed
slowly backwards like a falling tree, then fell with a thud that
shook the ground. It was a gallant throw, and even the
“ranks of Tusculum” as represented by the slave-drivers
“could scarce forbear to cheer.” Now Leonard lay upon the
breast of the man, for he was dragged to earth with him.

For a moment his enemy was still, breathing stertorously,
for the shock of their fall had been great. Leonard looked
round: there, some eight feet away, was the knife, and he
who could grasp it must win this deadly game. But how could
he grasp it? Xavier, whose strength and powers were coming
back, still hugged him in his fearful grip; he also saw the
knife, and would win it. Rapidly, by instinct almost, Leonard
measured the distance with his eye. There was but one plan,
to roll to it. The first roll would leave him undermost, but the
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dagger should still be out of Xavier’s reach. Then could he
succeed in turning him upon his back once more, Leonard
would be uppermost again, and if he was able to free his
hand it might grasp the weapon. It was a terrible risk, but he
must take it.

He lay motionless a while, husbanding his force, and the
Portugee surged and heaved beneath him; he could feel the
muscles of his mighty frame start up in knots as he struggled.
At last Leonard let him have his way and over they went, the
two of them. Now Xavier was uppermost, and the mob yelled
in triumph, for they thought that the stranger’s strength
was spent.

“The knife, the knife!” gasped Xavier, and one of his ser-
vants sprang forward to give it to him. But Otter was
watching and started out of the press, naked sabre in hand:
his fierce and ugly face was twitching with excitement, his
black eyes shone and his vast shoulders worked to and fro.
To Juanna, fascinated by the fearful struggle, the dwarf
looked like some black gnome, like a thing of supernatural
power, half toad, half human.

“He who touches the knife dies!” he said in guttural Ara-
bic, stretching his long arm and sabre over it. “Let these
cocks fight it out, my masters.”

The man shrank back: he also was afraid of Otter, deem-
ing him uncanny; nor did any other interfere.

Now came the moment of death or victory. As he could
not reach the weapon, with a sudden movement Xavier freed
his right hand and grasped the Englishman’s throat: but to
do this he must lessen the pressure on his breast. Leonard felt
the grip, and the knowledge that his end was at hand
renewed his powers. Twice he writhed like a snake, gripping
the ground with the muscles of his back and legs; once he
swung his frame to the right, then a vast effort, and lo!
Xavier turned slowly over like a log of wood and again
Leonard lay upon his breast.

Leonard lay upon his breast and his right arm was free
and within reach of the dagger. But the giant’s grasp of his
throat was cruel; the blood drummed in his ears and his senses
began to fail. No, he would not die thus and leave the girl
helpless. Where was it? He was blind, he could see nothing
but her white face. He must get free—ah, he knew how!
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They thought that he was spent: see! his head fell, when
suddenly he lifted himself and heaved up his arm.

Crash it came full on the forehead of Xavier, that in its
turn was pillowed on the stony earth. The grip slackened.
Crash again, a fearful and despairing blow! Leonard’s throat
was free and the air rushed into his bursting lungs. Now he
could see and grasp the knife, but there was no need to use
it. The great man beneath him flung his arms wide, shivered,
and grew still.

Then it was, while men paused wondering at those awful
blows, that Juanna, mindful of her deliverer’s bidding, turned
and fled, sick at heart but unhindered, to the edge of the
ditch opposite the drawbridge. Otter also rushed up and
dragged Leonard from the ground.

“Wow!” he cried, “a good fight and a great blow! Dead, by
my mother’s spirit, dead and no touch of steel. Awake, my
father, awake! for if the boar is down the pigs remain!”

Leonard heard his words dimly and knew their import.
With an effort he ceased to stagger and rested his weight
upon the dwarf, much as a man might lean upon some sturdy
post. His breath came back to him and his mind cleared. He
looked round and saw Juanna standing near the bridge like
one who hesitates whether to fly or stay.

“Sirs,” gasped Leonard, “I have fought and I have won.
Now let me go in peace with the girl. Is the man alive?”

A ring of men had crowded round the body of Xavier and
in their centre knelt the priest Francisco. At this moment he
rose and said: '

“It is useless to minister to him, he is no more.”

The slavers looked at Leonard with awe not unmixed with
admiration. Who had ever seen such a thing, that one whose
strength had been a by-word should be slain with the naked
fist? They forgot that it is easy to kill the man whose head
rests upon a stone.

Presently, however, their wonder gave way to rage. Xavier
had been a favourite among them and they were not minded
that he should die unavenged. So they drew round Leonard
scowling and cursing.

“Stand back,” he said, “and let me pass. I fought your
friend fairly; had I wished to take advantage of him, should I
not have used this?” And for the first time he remembered
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and drew his Colt, the sight of which cooled their ardour
somewhat, for they gave way. “Perhaps you will give me an
arm, Father,” Leonard went on, speaking to the priest, who
was standing by. “I am much shaken.”

Francisco complied and they started towards Juanna, Otter
guarding their rear with his sabre. Before they had gone ten
yards, however, Pereira waddled towards them after a hasty
consultation with one of his captains.

“Seize that man,” he shouted, “he has killed the worthy
Dom Xavier: having first insulted him, he has slain him by
violence, and he must answer for it.”

A dozen ruffians sprang forward at his bidding, only to be
met by the sabre and pistol of Otter, with neither of which
were they anxious to make a closer acquaintance. Leonard
saw that the position was very grave and a thought came into
his mind. “You wish to escape from this place, Father?” he
said rapidly to the priest.

-“Yes,” answered Francisco, “it is a hell.”

“Then lead me as swiftly as you may to that bridge; I am
hurt and weak, but there is succour beyond.”

As he spoke the drawbridge, which was not ten yards
away, fell with a crash.

“Run across, Juanna Rodd,” cried Leonard in English.

She hesitated, then obeyed. It seemed to Leonard that the
look upon her face said, “How can I leave you?”’

“Now, Father,” said Leonard, “make a rush for it.” And
leaning on the priest’s shoulder he stumbled towards the
bridge. But he would never have reached it, had it not been
for Otter.

“Treason!” roared Pereira. “Stop him! Who let down the
bridge?”

A man came on to the attack: it was the same young cap-
tain that Leonard had offered to fight before the auction. In
his hand was a knife already uplifted to fall on Leonard’s
back when Otter’s sabre flashed and the man went down.

“Seize the bridge and hold it,” roared Pereira again.

“Wind up! wind up!” yelled Otter in answer, as with sabre
and pistol he held back the mob.

Those on the further side obeyed with such a will that
Leonard and the priest rolled down the slanting planks.

“Otter!” cried Leonard—*“Good God! he will be killed!”
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By way of answer Otter fired the last barrel of his pistol.
Then with a yell, before his foes could close upon him he
sprang like a wild-cat straight at the iron chains of the
bridge, which were used to secure it in its place when need-
ful. At the moment they hung four feet or more above his
head, but he grasped them, and shouted to Soa to hoist away.

A man attempted to seize his legs, but Otter kicked him in
the face and he fell into the water. Next second he was out
of their reach and rapidly rising high into the air. Some
threw knives and some fired pistol-shots after him, but none
of these touched him.

“Ah! Yellow Devil,” the dwarf cried as he swung, “look
behind you: there is another devil, yellower and fiercer than
you.” Pereira turned and all his company with him, and at
that moment, with a crackling roar, a vast sheet of flame
burst up from the morass. The reeds had caught at last in
good earnest, and the strengthening wind was bringing the
fire down upon them.

XIV

Vengeance

“TREACHERY! treachery!” screamed Pereira. “The reeds are
fired, and that witch has betrayed us.”

“Ha! ha! ha! ha!” cried Otter again from his airy perch.
“Treachery! treachery! And what if the slaves are loosed?
And what if the gates be barred?”

Hitherto the mob had been silent in their fear and wonder.
There they stood closely packed, a hundred or more of them,
staring first at Otter, then at the advancing flames. Now they
found tongue.

“He is a fiend! Kill him! Storm the slave camp! To the
gates!” they yelled in this language and in that.

For many it was their last earthly cry, since at that mo-
ment a sheet of flame burst from the rampart of the camp,
followed by the boom of the cannon, and six pounds of can-
ister swept through the crowd. Right through them it swept,
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leaving a wide lane of dead and dying: and such a shriek
went up to heaven as even that place of torment had never
heard.

Then they broke and fled this way and that, screaming
curses as they went.

When Leonard and the priest had rolled down the rising
bridge they found Juanna standing safely by the guard-house,
surrounded by some of the Settlement men.

“To the gun!” he cried, “to the gun! Fire into them! I will
follow you.” s

Then it was that he saw Otter left to his death and called
out in fear. But Otter saved himself as has been told, and
clambered down the bridge safe and sound.

Leaning on the dwarf and Francisco, Leonard, followed by
Juanna, staggered along the earthwork to the place where the
gun was mounted. Before he had gone a step he caught sight
of the figure of Soa, outlined in bold relief against the back-
ground of the fire and surrounded by many of the freed Set-
tlement men. At the instant when he saw her she was in the
act of springing back from the breech of the gun. the lanvard
in her hand. Then came the roar of the shot and the shriek
of the smitten.

“Wow!” said Otter, “the old woman has not been idle. She
is clever as a man, that one.”

Another minute and they were helping to reload the piece,
that is, except Soa, who was on her knees kissing Juanna’s
hands.

“Come, stop that!” said Leonard, sinking to the ground,
for he was utterly exhausted. “Those devils have gone for
their arms. They will try to storm us presently. Is the shot
home, Peter? Then run her out, sharp; and you, Soa, screw
her nose down.” Next he bade the freed slaves arm them-
selves with stakes or anything that they could find, for of ri-
fles they had but four, two of which they had found in the
guard-house.

Presently the slavers came on with a yell, carrying long
planks. by the help of which they hoped to cross the dike.

“Look out!” said Leonard, “they are going to open fire.
Under the earthwork, every man of you!” And seizing
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Juanna, who was standing near, he pulled her down into
cover.

It was not too soon; for next instant a storm of bullets
swept over them. Most of the men had understood and taken
shelter, but some were too slow or too stupid. Of these one
fell dead and two more were hit. Soa and Peter alone took
no heed, and yet they remained unhurt. There stood the
woman while the bullets whistled round her, laying the gun as
coolly as though she had served in the Royal Artillery, and
with her was the headman, Peter. Peter was shot through the
waist-cloth and a ball cut its way through Soa’s grizzled hair,
but neither of them seemed to notice these trifles.

“They are mad, Baas,” cried Otter, who was watching the
enemy over the top of the embankment. “See! they are com-
ing across the open.”

Leonard looked. The dwarf was right: in their rage and
hurry the slavers, half-hidden in a cloud of smoke caused by
their rapid firing, were advancing across the clear space in-
stead of creeping along the edge of the dike. What was more,
the necessity of carrying the planks caused them to pack in
groups. Soa gave a final twist with her lever and waited, her
hand on the lanyard. A bullet cut it in two, but without firing
the gun, and she grasped the shortened cord.

“Now for it!” cried Leonard, as the first party came into
the line of fire.

Soa sprang backwards with a yell: again the piece thun-
dered out, and the canister screamed through the air. It tore
along the advancing files, then striking the beaten earth, re-
bounded and caught those who were following with the ric-
ochet, and with awful effect. Whole groups were mowed
down by this one discharge, the destruction being twice as
large as that caused by the first shot, for at this greater range
the canister found room to spread. Also the rebounding mis-
siles flying hither and thither among the crowd did no little
execution. Down went the men in heaps, and with them the
planks they carried. They had no more wish to storm the
slave camp; they had but one thought left, the thought of
safety, and the survivors of them fled in all directions, yelling
with fear and fury.

“Load up, load up!” cried Otter, lifting the charge of pow-
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der which lay at hand. “They will try to break open the gates
and get out, then they will cut us off.”

As he spoke they saw many men run from the auction-
shed to the water-gate. But it could not be climbed, the key
was gone, and the massive bolts and beams were not easy to
break. So they brought hammers and a tree-trunk which had
supported an angle of the shed, and battered at the gate. For
two minutes or more it held, then it began to give.

“Swift, swift!” cried Otter again as he dragged at the can-
non to turn it, “or all will yet be lost.”

“Hurry no man’s ox, Black One,” said Soa, as she laid the
gun with the help of Peter.

A cry went up from the slavers; the gate was tottering. but
it still held by the upper hinges. A few more blows and it
must surely fall. But those blows were never struck. Again
Soa sprang backwards, and the roar of the gun was answered
by the screams of the slavers as the shrapnel ploughed
through them.

Of those who were left the most part fled for shelter to the
auction-hut and to the Nest itself. Some ran across to the
magazine, but appeared to be unable to enter it, for soon
they were seen flying back again, while about a dozen of the
boldest remained at the gate trying to complete its destruc-
tion. On these Leonard and Otter opened fire with rifles, but
it was not until three or four men had fallen that the rest fled
to join their companions beneath the shelter of the sheds.

“Oh! look, look!” said Juanna, pointing to the east.

It was indeed a spectacle never to be forgotten.

The dense reeds, measuring twelve to fifteen feet in height,
had been fired far to the east of the Nest, and as the wind
gathered to a gale and the fire got firmer hold, it rolled down
upon the doomed place in billows and sheets—a sea of flame
that sometimes spouted high into the air, and sometimes ran
swiftly along the ground.

The reeds crackled and roared like musketry as the fire ate
into them, giving out thick volumes of smoke. At first this
smoke had passed above the spectators, now it blew into
their ‘faces, half choking them and blotting out the sky, and
mixed up with it were showers of sparks and fragments of
burning reeds brought forward on the wind.

*“The house and sheds will soon catch now,” said Leonard;
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“then they must take refuge in the open spaces. where we
can deal with them,” and he nodded towards the gun.

As he spoke tongues of flame darted into the air, first from
the thatch of the shed, then from the roof of the Nest. They
were afire.

“We must be careful, Baas,” said Otter, “or the slave-shel-
ters behind us will burn also, and all those in them.”

“Heavens! I never thought of that,” answered Leonard.
“Here, Father, if you wish to do a good work, take some of
these people and the buckets they use to water the slaves. Let
three or four men get on to each roof and extinguish the
sparks as they fall, while others bring them water from the
moat.”

The priest sprang up and set to the task, at which he la-
boured gallantly for two long hours. Had it not been for his
efforts the sheds and the slaves in them must have been
burnt, for the sparks fell thick upon the dry thatch, which
caught again and again.

Now the sights and sounds grew more and more fearful.
Maddened with fear, the remainder of the slave-drivers and
their servants rushed from the flaming buildings, striving to
escape from the fire. Some flung themselves desperately into
the aloes and prickly-pears on the inner rampart, and climb-
ing the palisade beyond, escaped into the marsh, while some
collected on the open space, and at these the gun was fired
from time to time when the smoke lifted. Others again ran to
the dike of the slave camp begging for mercy, there to be
shot by Otter, who never wearied in his task of revenge.
From behind them also rose the hideous cries of the terrified
slaves, who believed that they were about to be burned alive,
and screamed as they dragged at their manacles.

“Oh, it is like hell!” said Juanna to Leonard, as she buried
her face in the grass that she might see no more, and to es-
cape the suffocating smoke. She was right.

So the time went on. One by one the roofs of the various
buildings fell in, and spouts of flame shot high into the air to
descend about them in a rain of sparks. But at last the cries
ceased, for even the slaves could yell no more: the fire grew
Iess and less. and the wind dropped. Then the sun rose on the
scene of death and desolation. The morass was swept bare to
the depth of many hundred yards, and the camp was a smok-
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ing ruin strewn with the dead. The walls of the Nest still
stood, however, and here and there a charred post remained.
Everything else was gone, except the magazine, which had es-
caped the flames, being built of brick and stone, and roofed
with tin.

The adventurers looked around them in silence, then they
looked at each other. What a spectacle they presented in the
clear light of the morning, as they stood by the gun which
had done them such signal service. All were begrimed with
smoke and powder, and their clothes were burnt by the fall-
ing sparks. Leonard’s throat was a mass of bruises, his hands
and face were bleeding, and he was so stiff and hurt that he
could scarcely move. Soa’s hair was singed and cut by the
bullet which had shaved her head; the priest’s robe hung in
charred threads, and his hands were blistered with fire;
Juanna’s broidered Arab dress, torn by the brutal hand of
Pereira, scarcely retained a trace of white, and her long dark
locks were tangled and powdered with bits of blackened reed.
All were utterly exhausted, that is, all except Otter, who ad-
vanced to speak to Leonard, begrimed and stripped to the
waist, but fresh and fierce as ever.

“What is it, Otter?” he asked.

“Will the Baas let me take these men,” and he nodded
towards the freed slaves who had belonged to the Settlement,
“and hunt through the camp yonder? Many of the.devils still
live, and wounded snakes strike hardest.”

“As you like,” answered Leonard. “Arm them with any-
thing you can find and search the camp thoroughly. But be
careful.”

In ten minutes Otter was gone with the men. Then Leon-
ard and the others fetched water and washed as best they
might, the guard-house being assigned to Juanna and Soa,
who made their toilet with the help of a comb they found in
it. There also they discovered food, the rations of the sentry,
of which they ate with such appetite as they might, and a
plentiful supply of meal for the slaves.

As they were finishing their breakfast Otter returned un-
harmed, though of the men who accompanied him five were
missing. With him also were two of the four Settlement men
who had been sent to fire the reeds on the previous night.
They were much exhausted, for their task had been no easy
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one, and fortunately for Leonard, it was only after long
delay that they succeeded in it. Their two companions were
dead: one had been taken by an alligator in the water, and
the other had fallen into a deep hole in the morass, and strik-
ing his head against a log, was drowned there.

“Is it finished?” said Leonard to the dwarf.

Otter nodded. “Some are dead and some are fled,” he an-
swered; “but from these last we have little to fear, for they
believe that an army has come against them. Still that is not
all the tale, Baas. We have taken one of them alive. Come
and look at him, Baas.”

Leonard clambered up the steps of the embankment, fol-
lowed by the others. On its further side stood the group of
Settlement men who had returned from scouring the camp,
thin and haggard fellows, scarred by the slave-irons, but very
fierce-looking. In their midst a white man crouched upon the
ground, moaning with terror and misery. Just then he lifted
his face, it was that of the Yellow Devil himself. There lay
that aged Iniquity, that hoary Shame caught at last in his
own snares.

“Where did you find him, Otter?”” asked Leonard as they
crossed the drawbridge.

“In the magazine, Baas, and your gold with him, also
many rifles and much powder. He had locked himself up
there, but he had not the heart to fire the powder and make
an end.”

Pereira did not see them as yet, but raising his head he
begged for water.

“Give him blood,” said one of the men sullenly. “He has
drunk it all his days, let it be his last drink.”

Leonard motioned to Francisco the priest to bring water,
then Pereira saw them and began to pray for mercy.

“Antonio Pereira,” Leonard answered sternly, “last night I
and two companions, a woman and a black dwarf, set our-
selves a task: to take this armed place of yours and rescue a
white girl whom you had condemned to slavery. It did not
seem possible that we should do it, but between sunset and
rise we have done it. Who helped us then?—that we should
have carried out this thing which was impossible. I will tell
you; God helped us as He helped this lady when she called
on Him. Cry to God, then, to do that which is still more im-
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possible—to help you. From me you will have justice and no
more.”

For a moment Pereira ceased whining, and a flash of the
old ferocity came into his eyes.

“Ah! my friend,” he muttered, “if I had but known!” Then
turning to Juanna he said: “My dove, have I not treated you
kindly? Will you say no word for me, now that my enemies
prevail against me?”

By way of answer Juanna looked first at the human reptile
before her, and next at the bosom of her torn dress, now
roughly pinned up with the spikes of aloe leaves. Then she
turned and went.

“Baas,” said Otter, “may I speak?”

“Speak on,” Leonard answered.

“Hearken, Yellow Devil,” said the dwarf. “Ten years ago
you took me, and I lay in this camp a slave; yes, in yonder
shed. Here are the marks of the irons—your own seal. Ah!
you have forgotten the black dwarf or perhaps you never no-
ticed him; but he remembers. Who -ould forget you, Yellow
Devil, that once had slept beneath your roof? I escaped, but
as I fled I swore that, if I might, I would bring vengeance
upon you. The years went by, and the hour came at last. I
led the Baas to this place. I found you this morning, and we
are not parted yet, Yellow Devil. What did you boast last
night—that you had sent twenty thousand of us black people
to slavery? Yes, and for every one that you have sold you
have killed five—old men white with years, women with
child, little children at the breast, you have murdered them
all. Ah! yes, I have seen you laugh and kill them before the
eyes of their mothers, as last night you killed the kitten.

“And now your time has come at last, Yellow Devil, and I,
Otter the dwarf, will give you to drink of your own medicine.
What! you cry for mercy, you who never gave it even in a
dream? I tell you, did my chief yonder bid me loose you, I
would disobey him even to force; I, who would rather die
than put aside his word on any other matter.

“Look now at these men,” and he pointed to the Settle-
ment people, who glared hungrily at the crouching wretch,
much as hounds glare at a fox that is held aloft by the
huntsman; “look at them! Do you see mercy in their eyes?
They, whose fathers and mothers you have murdered, whose
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little children you have stamped to death? Wow! Yellow
Devil, the white men tell us of a hell, a place where dead
people are tormented. We know nothing of that, it is for the
white people, and they may keep it all to themselves. Now
you are beginning to taste that hell of yours; only beginning,
Yellow Devil.

“Baas Leonard, I demand this man to be tried by us and
dealt with according to our customs, for it is against us black
folk that he has sinned most of all, and we ask his blood in
payment for our blood.”

“What!” howled Pereira, “am I to be given over to these
black dogs? Mercy! Mercy! Francisco, plead for me. Shrive
me. I know I killed your brother, I had to do it. Plead for
me!” and he rolled in the dust, trying to clasp Leonard’s feet.

“I cannot shrive you,” answered the priest shuddering, “but
I will pray for you.” )

Then the hungry-eyed natives pounced upon Pereira to
drag him thence, but Leonard broke through them saying:

“I will have none of your savage cruelties here. Let the
man be shot if you will, but no more.”

As it chanced, however, Pereira was not destined to die by
the hand of man, for even as Otter gripped him he turned
livid, threw up his arms, groaned, and fell to the earth.

Leonard looked at him; he was dead, dead through the
fear of death, for terror had stopped the beating of his
wicked heart.

“The Shepherdess prophesied truly,” cried Otter presently,
“for the Heavens above have robbed us of our vengeance.
Wow! it is hard, but at least this one shall work no more
evil.”

“Carry it away,” said Leonard with a shudder, for the
dead man’s face was ghastly to behold. Then turning to him
as if nothing had happened, he added:

“Otter, take these men and loose the rest of the slaves;
then get the ammunition, rifles, and stores from the arms-
house and bring them to the water-gate. We must clear out
of this place at once, or we shall have the escaped slavers
and the crews of the dhows down upon us.”

Thus then did fate at last find out Antonio Pereira, the
Yellow Devil.
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XV
Disillusion
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ONCE more it was morning, and the travellers were en-
camped by that reedy point where they had left the big boats
which they cut loose from the island. From the earliest dawn
Leonard had been superintending the transport across the
river of the hundreds of slaves whom they had released.
There they were put on shore by the Settlement men, pro-
vided with a store of meal, and left to shift for themselves, it
being found utterly impossible to take them any further.

“There, they are gone,” said Otter, as the last boat-load set
out under the charge of Peter. “Well, let them go, the silly
sheep. So much the less trouble for us, who, although we
have a Shepherdess, can scarcely lead so large a flock. Well,
we have pulled the Missie yonder out of the Slave Nest, and
the Yellow Devil—ah! we have talked with him and all his
crew. And now, are we to go on to win the gold—the real
Yellow Devil, Baas?”

“I suppose so, Otter,” answered Leonard, “that is, if Soa
keeps her word. But it isn’t gold, it is rubies. At any rate we
must make for the Settlement below Sena, to take these men
back and see if we can hear anything of Mavoom.”

“So,” said Otter after a pause. “Well, the Shepherdess, as
these Settlement people call her, will want to find her father.
Say, Baas, she is proud, is she not? She looks over our heads
and speaks little.”

“Yes, Otter, she is proud.”

“And she is beautiful; no woman was ever so beautiful.”

“Yes, Otter, she is beautiful.”

“And she is cold, Baas; she does not say ‘thank you’
nicely for all that you have done.”

“Perhaps she thinks it the more, Otter.”

“Perhaps she thinks it the more. Still, she might say ‘thank
you’ to you, Baas, who are her—husband.”

“What do you mean by that?”
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“I mean, Baas, that you bought her first, according to our
custom, and married her afterwards according to your own,
and if that does not make her your wife, nothing can.”

“Stop that fool’s talk,” said Leonard angrily, “and never let
me hear you repeat it. It was only a game that we played.”

“As the Baas desires, so be it. I do but speak from my
heart when I say that she is your wife, and some might think
that not so ill, for she is fair and clever. Will the Baas rise
and come to the river to bathe, that his soreness may leave
him?”

Leonard took the suggestion, and came back from his bath
a new man, for rest and the cold water had acted on him like
magic. He was still stiff, indeed, and remained lame on one
leg for ten days or more, but, with the exception of an
aching of the throat where Xavier had gripped him, no other
ill effects were left. Among the booty of the slave camp was
a good supply of clothing, flannel shirts, corduroy suits and
hats. Casting aside the rags of the Portuguese uniform in
which he had disguised himself, Leonard put on some of
these articles and reappeared in the camp dressed like an or-
dinary English colonist, roughly indeed, but becomingly.

Meanwhile Juanna had been also making her toilet, with
the help of Soa, who took this opportunity to tell her mistress
the history of her meeting with Leonard Outram. But, either
from design or because she forgot to do so, she did not at
this time tell her about the agreement which had been en-
tered into between them. As yet Soa had never spoken fully
to her mistress of her early life or of the mysterious People
of the Mist from whom she sprang, though she had taught
her the language they spoke. Perhaps, for reasons of her
own, she did not think this a favourable occasion on which to
begin the story.

When Soa had finished Juanna fell into a reverie. She
remembered that she had expressed no gratitude to-Mr.
Outram for his heroic rescue of her. Yet in her heart she was
grateful enough. But for him she must now have been dead,
and the world of light and love would have closed its gates
upon her for ever. Still, mixed up with her gratitude and ear-
nest admiration of the deed of heroism which had been
wrought for her sake, was another feeling, a feeling of re-
sentment and alarm. This stranger, this dark, keen-eyed, reso-
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lute man had bought her as a slave; more, he had gone
through a form of marriage with her that was not all a form,
for it had been solemnly celebrated by a priest, and there on
her finger was the memorial of it. Of course it meant noth-
ing, but the thought of it angered her and offended her pride.

Like other women, Juanna Rodd had not come to twenty
years of age without dreaming of love, and, strange to say,
her fancy had always chosen some such man as Leonard for
the hero of the story. But that the hero should present him-
self in this ultra-heroic fashion, that he should buy her with
gold, that he should go through a form of marriage with her
within an hour of their first meeting—for these things she
had not bargained. It was in fact—that marriage was an ac-
complished fact, although it might be null and void, and the
female mind has a great respect for accomplished facts. To a
woman of Juanna’s somewhat haughty nature this was very
galling. Already she felt it to be so, and as time went on the
chain of its remembrance irked her more and more, a cir-
cumstance which accounts for much of her subsequent con-
duct.

Thinking such thoughts as these, Juanna strolled back
towards the camp along a little pathway in the reeds, and
suddenly came face to face with Leonard. She was clad in a
white Arab robe, part of the loot, which she had adapted
cleverly to the purposes of a dress, fastening it round her
slender waist with an embroidered scarf. She wore no hat,
and her rich dark hair was twisted into a great knot that
shone in the sunlight. In her hand she held some crimson
lilies which she had gathered, that made a spot of colour on
the whiteness of her dress. The look of haunting terror was
gone from her face, whose beauty had come back during her
sleep; her changing eyes shone beneath their dark lashes, and
she moved with the grace of a fawn.

Seen thus in that pure and pearly light against the green
background of the feathered reeds, nothing could have
seemed more sweet and lovely than did this girl, this child of
the forest and the river, who mingled in herself the different
beauty of the Saxon and the Spaniard, ripened by the African
sun and dignified by the long companionship of Nature.
There was a grace about her movements, a purity in her
face, a mystery in the wide eyes and curved and smiling lips
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such as Leonard had never seen before, and which overcame
him utterly. Alas for the fickleness of the human heart! from
that moment the adoration of his youth, the dream of his
lonely years of wandering, Jane Beach, began to grow faint
and fade away. But though this was so, as yet he did not
admit it to himself; indeed, he scarcely knew it.

Juanna looked up and saw him standing before her, proud
and handsome, an air of command upon his thoughtful face,
deep-chested, bearded, vigorous, a man amongst men. She
saw the admiration in his eyes and blushed, knowing that, do
what she would to prevent it, it was reflected in her own.
She remembered all that this stranger had done for her, how
he had risked his life a hundred times, how she would now
have been dead and unlovely were it not for his intrepid
deeds, and remembering, something stirred at her heart. Was
it gratitude that moved her thus? She did not know; but what-
ever it was, she turned her head that he might not read it on
her face. Another moment, and she was holding out her hand
to him and smiling pleasantly.

“Good morning.” she said. “I hooe that you have slept
well, and that you have no bad news.”

“I spent eight hours in a state of absolute stupor,” he an-
swered laughing, “and there is no news at all to speak of,
except that I have got rid of those slaves, poor creatures. I
fancy that our friends, the slave-dealers yonder, have had
enough of our company, and are scarcely likely to follow us.”

Juanna turned a shade paler, and answered:

“T trust so. At the least T have had enough of them. By
the way, Mr. Outram, I—I—have to thank you for a great
deal:” here her eyes caucht the gleam of the gold circlet on
the third finger of her left hand—"this ring belongs to you,
I will return it at once.”

“Miss Rodd.” said Leonard gravely, “we have passed
through a very strange adventure together, will you not keep
the ring in remembrance of it?"

Her strong impulse was to refuse. While she wore this ring
the thought of that hateful scene and still more hateful mock-
ery of marriage would be always with her. And yet, as the
words of prompt refusal were on her lips, a feeling, an in-
stinct, almost a superstition caused them to remain unspoken.
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“You are very kind,” she said, “but this is your signet-ring—
is not that what you call it? You cannot wish to give it to a
chance acquaintance.”

“Yes, it is my signet-ring, and if you will look at the crest
and motto you will see that they are not inappropriate. And
I do wish to give it even ‘to a chance acquaintance,” Miss
Rodd, if you will allow me no more intimate term.”

“TI have looked at them.” she answered, as she examined
the ring curiously. It was of plain and somewhat massive
gold, and deeply cut into the shield-faced bezel was the Out-
ram crest, a hand holding a drawn sword, beneath which the
motto was engraved. “What is the last word of the motto?”
she went on; “it is so rubbed that I cannot read it—‘For
Home, Honour 2w

“‘And Heart,” ” said Leonard.

Juanna blushed, though why the word “heart” should make
her blush she knew not.

“Well, T will wear the ring, if you wish it, Mr. Outram, in
memory of our adventure—that is, until you ask it back
again,” she said confusedly; then added with a change of
tone: “There is one detail of that adventure that I hope you
will not allude to more than you can avoid, for the recollec-
tion of it is most painful to me, probably more so even than

to you.”
“I suppose you mean the ceremony of marriage, Miss

Rodd.”

“I mean the wicked and abominable farce in which we
were made to play a part,” she answered passionately. “Most
of the witnesses of that shameful scene are dead and cannot
speak of it, and if you will keep your servant the dwarf silent
I will do the same by Father Francisco. Let it be forgotten
by both of us.”

“Certainly, Miss Rodd,” said Leonard, “that is, if anything
so strange can be forgotten. And now, will you come to
breakfast?” )

She bowed her head in assent and swept past him, the red
lilies in her hand.

“I wonder what hold she has over that priest,” thought
Leonard to himself, “that she talked of being able to keep him
silent. By the way, I must find out whether we are to have
the pleasure of his company. I would rather be without him
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myself. A strange girl! One can account for her beauty, she
inherited that; but it is difficult to understand the manner. By
rights she should be a half-wild hoyden, but I never saw an
English lady with more grace and dignity. Perhaps I have
forgotten; it is so long since I associated with ladies. or per-
haps, like her beauty, these are natural to her. After all, her
father seems to have been a gentleman by birth, and people
who live with Nature may have every fault in the calendar,
but they cannot be vulgar. That is the gift of civilisation.”

When he reached the camp, Leonard found the priest talk-
ing confidentially to Juanna.

“By the way, Father,” he said somewhat brusquely, “as
you see, I have got rid of those slaves. It was impossible to
take them with us, and now they must shift for themselves:
at any rate they are better off than they were yonder. What
are your plans? You have behaved well to us, but I cannot
forget that we found you in bad company. Perhaps you wish
to return to it, and in that case your way lies eastward,” and
he nodded towards the Nest.

“I do not wonder that you mistrust me, Sefior,” said Fran-
cisco, his pale and girlish face colouring as he spoke, “for ap-
pearances are much against me. But I assure you that al-
though I came into the company of Antonio Pereira by my
own will, it was for no evil purpose. To be brief, Sefor, I
had a brother who fled hither from Portugal because of a
crime that he had committed. and joined Pereira’s band.
With much toil I tracked him out, and was welcomed at the
Nest because I am a priest who can comfort the sick and
shrive the dying, for wickedness does not console men at last,
Sefior. 1 persuaded my brother to return with me, and we
made a plan to escape. But Pereira’s ears were long: we
were betrayed, and my brother was hanged. They did not
hang me, because of my calling. Afterwards I was kept a
prisoner and forced to accompany the band in their expedi-
tions. That is all the story. Now, with your permission, I will
follow you, for I have no money and nowhere else to go in
this wilderness, though I fear that I am not strong enough to
be of much service, and being of another faith you will
scarcely need my ministrations.”

“Very well, Father,” answered Leonard coldly, “but please
understand that we are still surrounded by many dangers,
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which any treachery might cause to overwhelm us. Therefore
I warn you that should I detect anything of the sort my an-
swer to it will be a quick one.”

“I do not think that you need suspect the Father, Mr.
Outram,” said Juanna indignantly. “I owe him a great deal:
had it not been for his kindness and counsel I should not be
alive to-day. I am most deeply grateful to him.”

“If you vouch for him, Miss Rodd, that is enough. You
have had the advantage of a closer acquaintance than I can
boast,” Leonard answered gravely, mentally contrasting the
difference of her manner in acknowledging the priest’s serv-
ices and his own.

From that hour till a certain conversation opened his eyes,
struggle as he would against it, Leonard disliked Francisco.
He had a foolish British aversion to his class, and Juanna’s
marked partiality towards this particular individual did not
lessen it in his instance. Prejudice is a strong thing, and when
it is heightened by suspicion and jealousy, especially jealousy
of the unacknowledged kind, it becomes formidable, both to
him who entertains it and to him against whom it is enter-
tained.

When their meal was done they proceeded up the river in
the boats which they had captured from the slavers, each
boat being rowed by the best oarsmen among the Settlement
men. Including women and children their party numbered
some sixty souls. At evening they passed the island where
they had left the company of slavers, but could see no sign of
life upon it, and never learned whether the men perished or
escaped.

An hour later they encamped upon the bank of the river,
and it was while they were sitting round the fire at night that
Juanna told Leonard of the horrors which she had undergone
during her dreadful sojourn with the slave caravan. She told
him also how she had torn leaves from the Bible which she
chanced to have with her, and fixed them upon reeds when-
ever she could find an opportunity of so doing, in the hope
that they might guide her father, should he return and at-
tempt her rescue.

“It is all like a nightmare,” she said: “and as for that hide-
ous farce of marriage with which it ended, I can scarcely
bear to think of it.”
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Then Francisco, who had been sitting silent, spoke for the
first time.

“You speak, Sefiora,” he said in his subdued voice, “of that
‘hideous farce of marriage,” and I suppose you mean the cer-
emony , which I performed between you and the Sefior
Outram, being forced to the act by Pereira. It is my duty to
tell you both that, however irregular this marriage may have
been, I do not believe it to be a farce. I believe that you are
lawfully man and wife until death shall part you, unless in-
deed the Pope should annul the union, as he alone can do.”

“Nonsense, nonsense,” broke in Leonard, “you forget that
there was no consent: that we are of another religion, and
that the form was necessary to our plot.”

“The Church knows nothing of the reasons which lead to
the undertaking of wedlock,” Francisco answered mildly.
“They are various, and many of them would not bear investi-
gation. But you were married without any open protest on
your part, on Portuguese territory, according to Portuguese
custom, and by a duly qualified priest. The fact that you are
of the Protestant religion, and were united by the Catholic
ritual, does not matter at all. For the purposes of the cere-
mony you accepted that ritual, as is customary when a Prot-
estant marries a Catholic. It is disagreeable for me to have
to tell you this, but the truth remains: I believe that you are
man and wife before Heaven and the world.”!

Here Juanna sprang to her feet, and even in that light
Leonard could see that her breast was heaving and her eyes
shone with anger.

“It is intolerable that I should be forced to listen to such
falsehoods,” she said, “and if you ever repeat them in my
hearing, Father Francisco, I will not speak to you again. I ut-
terly repudiate this marriage. Before the ceremony began,
Mr. QOutram whispered to me to go through with the ‘farce,’
and it was a farce. Had I thought otherwise I should have
taken the poison. If there is any foundation for what the Fa-
ther says, I have been deceived and entrapped.”

“Pardon, Sefiora,” replied the priest; “but you should not

1The Editor does not hold himself responsible for Father
Francisco’s views on ecclesiastical marriage law.
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speak so angrily, the Sefior Outram and I only did what we
were forced to do.”

“Supposing that Father Francisco is right, which T do not
believe,” said Leonard with sarcasm, “do you think, Miss
Rodd, that such a sudden undertaking would be more to my
liking than to yours? Believe me, had I wished to ‘deceive
and entrap’ you, I could not have done so without involving
myself, since, if the marriage is binding, it is binding on both
parties, and even such a humble individual as I am does not
take a wife on the faith of a five minutes’ acquaintance. To
be frank, I undertook your rescue for purposes far other than
those of matrimony.”

“Might I ask what they were?” replied Juanna, in a tone of
equal acerbity.

“Certainly, Miss Rodd. But first I must explain that T am
no knight-errant. I am an almost penniless adventurer, and
for urgent reasons of my own I seek to win fortune. There-
fore, when the woman yonder,” and he pointed to Soa, who
was sitting watching them just out of range of the fire-light,
“came to me with a marvellous tale of a countless treasure of
rubies, which she promised to reveal to me if I would under-
take the little matter of your rescue, and when she even paid
down a specimen stone of considerable value on account,
having nothing better to do and nowhere to go, being in short
desperate, I consented. Indeed, I did more, I took the pre-
caution of reducing the matter to writing, I being one con-
tracting party, and Soa, acting on her own behalf and as
your attorney, being the other.”

“I have not the least idea to what you allude, nor did I
ever give Soa any authority to sign documents on my behalf.
But may I see this writing?”

“Certainly,” Leonard answered; and rising he went to the
baggage, whence he returned presently with a lantern and the
prayer-book.

Juanna placed the lantern beside her and opened the book.
The first thing that she saw was a name on the fly-leaf, “Jane
Beach,” and beneath it this inscription, which evidently had
been written by some one in a great hurry: “To dearest
Leonard from Jane. 23 Jan.”

“Turn over,” he said hastily, “the document is on the other
side.” :

123




She was not slow to note both the writing and the confu-
sion which her perusal of it caused him. Who was Jane Beach
she wondered, and why did she call Mr. Outram “dearest
Leonard”? In a moment, so strange are the hearts of women,
Juanna felt herself much prepossessed against her, whoever
she might be. But she turned the leaf and read the agree-
ment. It was a pretty sight to see her bending over the
cramped writing in the circle of the lantern-light, but when at
length she had finished and looked up, there was a smile
upon her lovely face which had more of scorn in it than was
pleasant. -

“Come hither, Soa,” she said, “and tell me what all this
nonsense means about rubies and the People of the Mist.”

“Shepherdess,” answered Soa, squatting down on the
ground before her, “it is not nonsense. The language which I
taught you when you were little is that of this people. It is a
true tale, though hitherto I have hidden it from you and your
father, Mavoom, lest Mavoom should seek to win the pre-
cious stones and come to his death through them. Listen,
Shepherdess.” and she repeated the outlines of the story with
which she had already made Leonard acquainted, ending
thus:

“I told this tale to the White Man because I saw that he
was greedy. after the fashion of his race, and my strait was
desperate. For this reason I bribed him with the red stone,
and with the promise that I would lead him to the land of
the People of the Mist, for had I not done so he would never
have used his wit or put out his strength to rescue you from
the Yellow Devil. Therefore it was also that I marked this
paper on your behalf and my own, knowing well that I had
no right to speak for you, and that by-and-by you could re-
fuse to abide by it, though I am bound.”

“Frank, at any rate,” said Leonard to himself. “What an
attorney the old lady would have made!”

“Say, Soa,” asked Juanna, “to succeed in the search for
these stones is it necessary that I should act a part among
your people?”

“I can see no other way,” she answered. “But what of
that? You are free, and what I promised on your behalf is
nothing. Let the White Man go without his reward, it will
save him a long journey.”
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“Attorney!” murmured Leonard in admiration, “she ought
to be Attorney-General.”

“Wow! The wicked old cheat!” put in Otter. “If I had my
way I would break her neck, though she is so clever with the
big gun.”

Juanna took no notice of these asides. For a moment she
remained in thought, then looked up smiling.

“Really,” she said, “this is a capital legal document. But
oh! Mr. Outram, why did you dispel my illusions? You see, I
have been making up such a romantic story out of this ad-
venture. You were the knight-errant, and I was the Christian
maiden in the hands of the ogre, and when you heard of it
you buckled on your armour and started to the rescue. And
now you bring me down to the nineteenth century with a
run.

“It is not knight-errantry, but a commercial transaction: I
am in difficulty, but by playing a certain undefined part you
believe that I shall be able to help you to secure treasure;
therefore you agree to undertake the risk. I am ignorant of
what 1 am to do, for as yet nobody has explained it to me,
but you need have no fear, I shall not repudiate, as Soa sug-
gests with so much candour. Certainly I shall try my best to
help you in this business, if I can, for you have worked hard
and endangered your life, Mr. Qutram, and I am sure that
you have earned your money, or rather the prospect of it.
Really it is all very amusing,” and she laughed merrily.

As for Leonard, he sat before her, mad with secret wrath
and burning with shame. What a fool he had been thus to ex-
pose himself to the shafts of this girl’s tongue—this girl,
whose beauty was only equalled by her malice. He wished
that his hand had withered before he wrote that accursed
document. But now the only thing to do was to face it out.

“I am glad that you see me in my true light at last, Miss
Rodd,” he said. “It simplifies matters. I entered into that
agreement because it seemed to give me a remote chance of
attaining my end, which is money. It does not quite follow,
however, that I should not have attempted your rescue had
there been no agreement; but, of course, I can not expect
you to believe that.”

“I assure you, Mr. Outram, that I am deeply obliged to
you for your caution. It has lifted a great weight from my
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mind, for if in any way I can help you to obtain possession
of the valuables of this People of the Mist I shall have paid
off an obligation which at present crushes me.”

“We shall have to start early to-morrow morning, so with
your permission I think that I will be turning in,” said Leon-
ard, springing up with singular alacrity.

Juanna watched him go with innocent eyes, and as he passed
she saw by the firelight that his face was like a thunder-
storm. “I have made him angry this time,” she thought to
herself, “and I am glad of it. What business had he to rescue
me for money? But he is a strange man, and I don’t think
that I quite understand him. I wonder who Jane Beach is? I
suppose that she wants the money. Women generally do, or
at least they did in Durban.”

Then she spoke aloud: “Soa, come here while I undress,
and tell me again all about your meeting with Mr. Outram,
and what he said, forgetting nothing. You have put me to
shame, Soa, with your talk, and I will never forgive you. Tell
me also how [ can help to win the treasure of the People of
the Mist!”

XVI

Misunderstandin®s

TITT I T I T R e T T T T T T T TR U T T e

For some days after the acrimonious conversation that has
been reported, the relations between Leonard and Juanna
were not a little strained, although the necessities of travel
brought them into continual contact. Both felt that they had
cause of complaint against the other, and both were at heart
somewhat ashamed of the part which they had played. Leon-
ard regretted ever having made the agreement with Soa, and
Juanna, now that she had cooled down a little, regretted hav-
ing spoken as she did upon the subject. Her pride was offend-
ed; but, after all, how could he know? Besides, he was an
adventurer, and it was natural that he should make terms. |
Doubtless also his anxiety to win fortune had to do with the |

:

lady whose name was written in the prayer-book. ‘ ‘
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Perhaps this lady was only a maiden aunt, but a great de-
sire seized Juanna to know about her; and when such a wish
enters the heart of woman it is probable that she will find a
means to satisfy it. Having no one else to ask, Juanna sound-
ed Otter, with whom she was on friendly terms, only to find
that the subject of Jane Beach did not interest the dwarf. He
hazarded a remark, however, that doubtless she was one of
the Baas’s wives when he lived in his big kraal over the
water.

This disgusted Juanna somewhat, but the allusion to a “big
kraal” excited the curiosity, of which she had a certain share,
and very adroitly she questioned the dwarf concerning it. He
rose to the fly without hesitation, and told her that his master
had been one of the greatest men in the world, and one of
the richest, but that he lost his possessions through the
wicked arts of foemen, and was come to this country to seek
new ones.

Indeed Otter enlarged upon the theme, and, anxious to ex-
tol his beloved chief’s worth in the eyes of the Shepherdess, it
would not be too much to say that he drew upon his own
imagination. Leonard, he declared, had owned country as
wide as a horse could gallop across in a day; moreover, he
had two hundred tribesmen, heads of families. who fed upon
oxen killed for them—twenty oxen a week; and ten principal
wives had called him husband. Juanna asked for the titles of
the wives, whereon the undefeated Otter gave them all Kaffir
names, not neglecting to describe their lineage, personal
charms, and the number and sex of their children. The tale
took about two hours to tell, and after hearing it Juanna con-
ceived a great respect for Otter, but she saw clearly that if
she wished for reliable information she must obtain it from
Leonard himself..

It was not till the last day of their journey that Juanna
found the opportunity she sought. The voyage had been most
prosperous, and they expected to reach the ruined Settlement
on the morrow, though whether or not they would find Mr.
Rodd there was a matter of anxious conjecture, especially to
his daughter. Day after day they rowed and sailed up the
great river, camping at night upon its banks, which would
have been pleasant had it not been for the mosquitoes. But
all this while Leonard and Juanna saw little of each other,
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though they met often enough. On this particular occasion,
however, it chanced that they were journeying in the same
boat, alone, except for the rowers.

Possibly Juanna had contrived that it should be so. for as a
general rule, in pursuit of his policy of avoiding a disagree-
able young person, Leonard travelled with Otter in the first
boat, while Juanna was accompanied by Francisco and Soa in
the second. To the priest, indeed, she made herself very
agreeable, perhaps to show Leonard how charming she could
be when she chose. She conversed with him by the hour to-
gether as though he were a woman friend. and his melan-
choly eyes would lighten with pleasure at her talk. Indeed
Francisco had something of the feminine in his nature: his
very gentleness was womanly, and his slight stature, delicate
hands and features heightened this impression. In face he was
not unlike Juanna herself, and as time went on the resem-
blance seemed to grow. Had he been arrayed in a woman'’s
loose attire it would have been easy to mistake one for the
other in the dusk, although she was the taller of the two.

The accident of his profession caused Juanna to admit
Francisco to an intimacy which she would have withheid
from any other man. She forgot, or did not understand. that
she was playing a dangerous game—that after all he was a
man, and that the heart of a man beat beneath his cassock.
Nobody could be more charming in her manner or more sub-
tle in her mind than Juanna, yet day by day she did not hesi-
tate to display all her strength, before the unfortunate young
priest, which, in addition to her beauty, made her somewhat
irresistible, at any rate on the Zambesi. Friendship and igno-
rance of the world were doubtless at the bottom of this rep-
rehensible conduct, but it is also possible that unconscious
pique had to do with it. She was determined to show Leonard
that she was not always a disagreeable person whom it was
well to avoid, or at least that others did not think so. That all
these airs and graces might have a tragic effect upon Fran-
cisco never occurred to her till too late.

Well, for once the order of things was changed: Leonard
and Juanna sat side by side in the first boat. The evening was
lovely, they glided slowly by the reed-fringed bank, watching
the long lights play upon the surface of the lonely river, lis-
tening to the whistling wings of the countless wild-fowl over-
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head, and counting the herds of various game that roamed
upon the plains beyond.

For a while neither of them spoke much. Occasionally
Juanna would call her companion’s attention to some water-
flower or to a great fish darting from the oars, and he would
answer by a word or a nod. His heart was wroth with the
girl, as Otter would have said; he wondered why she had
come with him—because she was tired of the priest perhaps.
He wished her away, and yet he would have been sorry
enough had she gone.

For her part Juanna desired to make him speak, and did
not know how to break through his moody silence. Suddenly
she leaned back in the boat and began to sing in a rich con-
tralto voice that moved him. He had never heard her sing be-
fore, had never heard any good singing for many years in-
deed, and he was fond of singing. The song she sang was a
Portuguese love-song, very tender and passionate, addressed
by a bereaved lover to his dead mistress, and she put much
expression into it. Presently she ceased, and he noticed that
her beautiful eyes were full of tears. So she could feel!

“That is too sad,” she said with a little laugh, and then
burst into a Kaffir boat-song, of which the Settlement natives,
joyous in the prospect of once more seeing their home, took
up the chorus gleefully. Presently she wearied of the boat-
chant. “I am tiring you,” she said, “I daresay that you do not
care for singing.”

“On the contrary, Miss Rodd, T am very fond of it. Your
voice is good, if you will allow me to say so, and it has been
trained. I do not quite understand how you can have had the
opportunity to learn so many things; music, for instance.”

“I suppose, Mr. Qutram, you think that I should be a sort
of savage by rights; but as a matter of fact, although we
have lived on the Zambesi, I have had some chances. There
is always a certain amount of trade on the river, by means of
which we often obtain books and other things, and are
brought into occasional contact with European merchants,
travellers, and missionaries. Then my father is a gently-born
and well-educated man, though circumstances have caused
him to spend his life in these wild places. He was a scholar in
his day and he has taught me a good deal, and I have picked
up more by reading. Also, for nearly three years I was at a
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good school in Durban and did my best to improve myself
there. I did not wish to grow up wild because I lived among {
wild people.”

“Indeed, that explains the miracle. And do you like living
among savages?”’

“I have liked it well enough hitherto, but this last adven-
ture has sickened me. Oh! it was dreadful. Had I not been
very strong I could never have endured it; a nervous woman
would have been driven mad. Yes, I have liked it well
enough; I have always looked upon it as a preparation for
life. I think that the society of nature is the best education
for the society of man, since until you understand and are in
sympathy with the one, you cannot really understand the
other. Now I should like to go to Europe and see the world
and its civilisations, for I know from what stuff they were
evolved. But perhaps I never shall; at any rate, I have to find
my dear father first,” and she sighed.

Leonard made no answer, he was thinking.

“And you, Mr. Outram, do you care for this life?”

“I!” he exclaimed bitterly. “Like yourself, Miss Rodd, I am
the victim of circumstances and must make the best of them.
As I told you I am a penniless adventurer seeking my fortune
in the rough places of the earth. Of course I might earn a
livelihood in England, but that is of no use to me; I must win
wealth, and a great deal of it.”

“What is the good?” she said. “Is there any object in wear-
ing out one’s life by trying to grow rich?”

“That depends. I have an object, one which I have sworn
to fulfil.”

She looked at him inquiringly.

“Miss Rodd, I will tell you. My brother, who died of fever
some weeks ago, and I were the last male survivors of a very
ancient house. We were born to great prospects, or at least
he was; but owing to the conduct of our father, everything
was lost to us, and the old home, which had been ours for
centuries, went to the hammer. That was some seven years
ago, when I was a man of three-and-twenty. We swore that
we would try to retrieve those fortunes—not for ourselves so
much, but for the sake of our family—and came to Africa to
do it. My brother is dead, but I inherit the oath and continue
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the quest, however hopeless it may be. And now, perhaps,
you will understand why I signed a certain document.”

“Yes,” she said, “I understand now. It is a strange history.'

But tell me, have yot no relations left?”

“One, I believe, if she still lives—a maiden aunt, my
mother’s sister.”

“Is she Jane Beach?” she asked quickly. “Forgive me, but I
saw that name in the prayer-book.”

“No,” he said, “she is not Jane Beach.”

Juanna hesitated; then curiosity and perhaps other feelings
overcame her, and she asked straight out—

“Who is Jane Beach?”

Leonard looked at Juanna and remembered all that he had
suffered at her hands. It was impertinent of her to ask such a
question, but since she chose to do so she should have an an-
swer. Doubtless she supposed that he was in love with herself,
doubtless her conduct was premeditated and aimed at the
repression of his hopes. He would show her that there were
other women in the world, and that one of them at any rate
had not thought so poorly of him. It was foolish conduct on
his part, but then people suffering under unmerited snubs, ne-
glect and mockery at the hands of a lady they admire, are
apt to lose their judgment and do foolish things. So he an-
swered:

“Jane Beach is the lady to whom I was engaged.”

“I guessed it,” she replied with a smile and a shiver. “I
guessed it when I saw that you always carried the prayer-
book about with you.”

“You forget, Miss Rodd, that the prayer-book contains an
agreement which might become valuable.”

Juanna took no heed of his sarcasm, she was too intent on
other thoughts.

“And are you engaged to her now?”

“No, I suppose not. Her father broke off the match when
we lost our fortunes.”

“She must have been very sorry?”

“Yes, she was very sorry.”

“How interesting! You must not think me curious, Mr.
Outram, but I have never come across a love affair—that is a
white love affair—out of a novel. Of course she often writes
to you?”
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“I have never heard from her since I left England.”

“Indeed! Surely she might have written or sent a message?”

“I suppose that her father forbade it,” Leonard answered;
but in his heart he also thought that Jane might have written
or sent a message, and could well guess why none had come.

“Ah! her father. Tell me, was she very beautiful?”

“She was the loveliest woman that I ever saw—except one
who is sitting at my side,” he added to himself.

“And do you love her very much?”

“Yes, I loved her very much.”

If Juanna heard the change of tense she took no note of it;
it was such a little thing, only one letter. And yet what a vast
gulf there is between love and loved! It is measureless. Still,
most people have crossed it in their lives, some of them more
than once. He told her the exact truth, but after a woman’s
fashion she added to the truth. He said that he had loved Jane
Beach, and she did not doubt that he still loved her more
than ever. How was she to know that the image of this far-
away and hateful Jane was fading from his mind, to be re-
placed by that of a certain present Juanna? She took it all for
granted, and filled in the details w1th a liberal hand and in
high colours.

Juanna took it all for granted. Again she shivered, and her
lips turned grey with pain. She understood now that she had
loved him ever since the night when they first met in the
slave camp. It was her love, as yet unrecognised, which,
transforming her, had caused her to behave so badly. It had
been dreadful to her to think that she should be thrust upon
this man in a mock marriage; it was worse to know that he
had entered on her rescue not for her own sake, but in the
hope of winning wealth. In the moment of her loss Juanna
learned for the first time what she had gained. She had
played and lost, and she could never throw those dice again;
it was begun and finished.

So Juanna thought and felt. A little more experience of the
world might have taught her differently. But she had no ex-
perience, and in such novels as she had read the hero seldom
varied in the pursuit of his first love, or turned to look upon
another. Ah! if all heroes and heroines acted up to this
golden rule what an uncommonly dull world it would be!

Juanna gathered her energies, and spoke in a low steady
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voice: “Mr. Outram,” she said, “I am so much obliged to you
for telling me all this. It interests me a great deal, and I ear-
nestly hope that Soa’s tale of treasure will turn out to be
true, and that you may win it by my help. It will be some
slight return for all that you have done for me. Yes, I hope
that you will win it, and buy back your home, and after your
years of toil and danger live there in honour, and happiness,
and—Ilove, as you deserve to do. And now I ask you to for-
give me my behaviour, my rudeness, and my bitter speeches.
It has been shameful, I know; perhaps you will make some
excuse for me when you remember all that I have gone
through. My nerves were shaken, I was not myself—I acted
like a half-wild minx. There, that is all.”

As she spoke Juanna began to draw the signet-ring from
her left hand. But she never completed the act. It was his gift
to her, the only outward link between her and the man whom
she had lost—why should she part with it? It reminded her of
so much. She knew now that this mock marriage was in a
sense a true one; that is, so far as she was concerned, for
from that hour she had indeed given her spirit into his keep-
ing—not herself, but her better half and her love; and those
solemn words spoken over her in that dreadful place and
time had consecrated the gift. It was nothing, it meant noth-
ing; yet on her it should be binding, though not on him. Yes,
all her life she would remain as true to him in mind and act
as though she had indeed become his wife on that night of
fear. To do so would be her only happiness, she thought,
though it was strange that in her sorrow she should turn for
comfort to this very event, the mere mention of which had
moved her to scorn and bitterness. But so it was, and so let it
be.

Leonard saw the look upon her face; he had never seen
anything quite like it before. With astonishment he heard her
gentle words, and something of the meaning of look and
words came home to him; at any rate he understood that she
was suffering. She was changed in his sight, he no longer felt
bitter towards her. He loved her; might it not be that she
also loved him, and that here was the key to her strange con-
duct? Once and for all he would settle the matter; he would
tell her that Jane Beach had ceased to be more than a tender
memory to him, and that she had become all.

133




“Juanna,” he said, addressing her by her Christian name
for the first time.

But there, as it was fated, the sentence began and ended,
for at that moment a canoe shot alongside of them, and
Francisco’s voice was heard hailing them through the fog.

“Peter says that you have passed the camping place,
Sefiora. He did not stop you because he thought that you
knew it well.”

“Jt was the mist, Father,” Juanna answered with a little
laugh. “We have lost ourselves in a mist.”

A few minutes and they were on the bank, and Leonard’s
declaration remained unspoken. Nor did he make any at-
tempt to renew it. It seemed to him that Juanna had built a
wall between them which he could not climb. From that
evening forward her whole attitude towards him changed.
She no longer angered him by bitter words; indeed, she was
gentleness itself, and nothing could be kindlier or more
friendly and open than her manner, but there it began and
ended. Once or twice, indeed, he attempted some small ad-
vance, with the result that instantly she seemed to freeze—to
become cold and hard as marble. He could not understand
her, he feared her somewhat, and his pride took alarm. At
the least he could keep his feelings to himself, he need not
expose them to be trampled upon by this incomprehensible
girl. ;

So, although they were destined to live side by side for
months, rarely out of each other’s sight or thoughts. he went
his way and she went hers. But the past and secret trouble
left its mark on both. Leonard became sterner, more silent,
watchful, and suspicious. Juanna grew suddenly from a girl
into a woman of presence and great natural dignity. She did
not often laugh during those months, as had been her wont,
she only smiled, sadly enough at times. Her thoughts would
not let her laugh, for they were of what her life might have
been had no such person as Jane Beach existed, and of what
it must be because of Jane Beach. Indeed this unknown Jane
took a great hold of her mind—she haunted her. Juanna pic-
tured her in a dozen different shapes of beauty, endowed with
many varying charms, and hated each phantasm worse than
the last.

Still, for a while she would set it up as a rival, and try to
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outmatch its peculiar fancied grace or loveliness; a strange
form of jealousy which at length led Otter to remark to Leon-
ard that the Shepherdess was not one woman but twenty
women, and, therefore, bewitched and to be avoided. But
-these fits only took her from time to time. For the most part
she moved among them a grave and somewhat stately young
lady, careful of many things, fresh and lovely to look upon, a
mystery to her white companions, and to the natives little
short of a goddess.

But wherever Juanna moved two shadows went with her;
her secret passion and the variable image of that far-off En-
glish lady who had robbed her of its fruit.

XVII
The Death of Mavoom
IRREEGRARRRIE AR ACRC ARG ERERRREEGREREREARARE

ONE more day’s journeying brought the party to the ruined
Settlement, which they found in much the same condition as
the Arabs had left it a few weeks before. Fortunately the de-
struction was not nearly so great as it appeared. The inside
of the house, indeed, was burnt out, but its walls still re-
mained intact, also many of the huts of the natives were
standing.

Messengers who left the canoes at dawn had spread the
news of the rescue and return of the Shepherdess among the
people of the neighbouring kraals, who flocked by scores to
the landing-place. With these were at least a hundred of Mr.
Rodd’s own people who had escaped the clutches of the
slave-traders by hiding, absence, and various other accidents,
and now returned to greet his daughter and their own rela-
tives as they would have greeted one risen from the grave.
Indeed the welcome accorded to Juanna was most touching.
Men, women, and children ran to her, the men saluting her
with guttural voices and uplifted arms, the women and chil-
dren gesticulating, chattering, and kissing her dress and hand.

Waving them aside impatiently, Juanna asked the men if
anything had been seen or heard of her father. They an-
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swered, “No.” Some of their number had started up the river
to search for him on the same day when she was captured,

but they had not returned, and no tidings had come from
them or him.
“Do not be alarmed,” said Leonard, seeing the distress and

anxiety written on her face, “doubtless he has gone further

than he anticipated, and the men have not been able to find
him.”

“I fear that something has happened to him,” she an-
swered, “he should have been back by now: he promised to
return within the fortnight.”

By this time the story of the capture and destruction of the
slave camp was spread abroad among the people by the res-
cued men, and the excitement rose to its height. Otter, seeing
a favourable opportunity to trumpet his master’s fame, swag-
gered to and fro through the crowd shaking a spear and
chanting Leonard’s praises after the Zulu fashion.

“Wow!” he said, “Wow! Look at him, ye people, and be
astonished.

“Look at him, the White Elephant, and hear his deeds.

“In the night he fell upon them.

“He fell upon them, the armed men in a fenced place.

“He did it alone: no one helped him but a black monkey
and a woman with a shaking hand.

“He beguiled them with a tongue of honey, he smote them
with a spear of iron.

“He won the Shepherdess from the midst of them to be a
wife to him.

“He satisfied the Yellow Devil, he satisfied him with gold.

“The praying man prayed over them, then strife arose.

“Their greatest warrior gave him battle, he broke him with
his fist.

“Then the Monkey played his tricks, and the Shaking Hand
made a great noise, a noise of thunder.

“They fell dead, they fell dead in heaps.

“The fire roared behind them, in front of them the bullets
hailed.

“They cried like women, but the fire stayed not; it licked
up their strength.

136



|

“Ashes are all that is left of them; they are dead, the armed
men.

“No more shall they bring desolation; the day of slavery is
gone by.

“Who did it? He did it, the terrible lion, the black-maned
lion with the white face.

“He gave the slavers to the sword; he doomed their cap-
tain to death.

“He loosened the irons of the captives. Now shall they eat
the bread of freedom.

“Praise him, ye people, who broke the strength of the op-
pressor.

“Praise him, the Shepherd of the Shepherdess, who led her
from the house of the wicked.

“Praise him, ye Children of Mavoom, in whose hands are
death and life.

“No such deeds have been told of in the land. Praise him,
the Deliverer, who gives you back your children!”

“Ay, praise him!” said Juanna, who was standing by.
“Praise him, children of my father, since but for him none of
us would see the light to-day.”

At this juncture Leonard himself arrived upon the scene,
just in time to hear Juanna’s words. All the people of the Set-
tlement took up the cry, and hundreds of other natives col-
lected there joined in it. They rushed towards him shouting:
“Praise to thee, Shepherd of the Shepherdess! Praise to thee,
Deliverer!”

Then Leonard, in a fury, caught hold of Otter, vowing that
if he dared to say another word he would instantly break his
neck, and the tumult ceased. But from that day forward he
was known among the natives as “The Deliverer,” and by no
other name.

That evening, as Leonard, Juanna, and the priest sat at
meat within the walls of the Settlement-house, with the plun-
der of the slave camp piled about them, talking anxiously of
the fate of Mr. Rodd and wondering if anything could be
done to discover his whereabouts, they heard a stir among
the natives without. At this moment Otter rushed in, crying:
“Mavoom has come!”

Instantly they sprang to their feet and ran outside the

137




house, headed by Juanna. There, borne on the shoulders of
six travel-worn men, and followed by a crowd of natives,
they saw a litter, upon which lay the figure of a man covered
with blankets.

“Oh! he is dead!” said Juanna, stopping suddenly, and press-
ing her hands to her heart.

For a moment Leonard thought that she was right. Before
he could speak, however, they heard a feeble voice calling to
the men who carried the litter to be more careful in their
movements, and once more Juanna sprang forward, crying,
“Father! Father!”

Then the bearers brought their burden into the house and
set it down upon the floor. Leonard, looking, saw before him
a tall and handsome man of about fifty years of age, and saw
also by many unmistakable signs that he was at the point of
death.

“Juanna,” gasped her father, “is that you? Then you have
escaped. Thank God! Now I can die happy.”

It would serve little purpose to set out in detail the broken
conversation which followed, but by degrees Leonard learnt
the story. It seemed that Mr. Rodd was disappointed in his
purpose of purchasing the hoard of ivory which he went out
to seek, and unwilling to return emptyhanded, pushed on up
the river with the hope of obtaining more. In this he failed
also. and had just begun his homeward journey when he was
met by the party which Soa despatched. and heard the terri-
ble tidings of the abduction of his daughter by Pereira. It was
nightfall when the messengers arrived. and too dark to travel.

For a while Mr. Rodd sat brooding over the news of this
crushing disaster, perhaps the most fearful that could come
to a father’s ears; then he did what he was but too prone to
do—flew for refuge to the bottle.

When he had drunk enough to destroy his judgment, he
rose, and insisted upon continuing their march through the
inky darkness of the night. In vain did his men remonstrate,
saying that the road was rocky and full of danger. He would
take no denial; indeed, he vowed that if they refused to come
he would shoot them. So they started, Mr. Rodd leading the
way, while his people stumbled after him through trees and
over rocks as best they might.

The march was not a long one, however, for presently the

138



men heard an oath and a crash, and their master vanished;
nor could they find him till the dawn came to give them light.
Then they discovered that they had halted upon the edge of a
small but precipitous cliff, and at the bottom of the donga
beneath lay Mavoom—rnot dead. indeed, but senseless, and
with three ribs and his right ankle broken. For some days
they nursed him there, till at length he decided upon being
carried forward in a litter. So notwithstanding his sufferings,
which were intense, they bore him homewards by short
stages, till ultimately they reached the Settlement.

That night Leonard examined Mr. Rodd’s injuries, and
found that they were fatal; indeed, mortification had already
set in about the region of the broken ribs. Still he lived
awhile.

On the following morning the dying man sent for Leonard.
Entering the room, he found him lying on the floor, his head
supported in his daughter’s lap, while the priest Francisco
-prayed beside him. He suffered no pain now, for when morti-
fication begins pain passes, and his mind was quite clear.

“Mr. Outram,” he said, “I have learnt all the story of the
taking of the slave camp and your rescue of my daughter. It
was the pluckiest thing that I ever heard of, and I only wish
that I had been there to help in it.”

“Don’t speak of it!” said Leonard. “Perhaps you have

- heard also that I did it for a consideration.”

“Yes, they told me that too. and small blame to you. If
only that old fool Soa had let me into the secret of those
rubies I would have had a try for them years ago, as of
course you will when I am gone. Well, I hope that you may
get them. But I have no time to talk of rubies, for death has
caught me at last, through my own fault as usual. If you ever
take a drop, Outram, be warned by me and give it up; but
you don’t look as if you did; you look as I used to, before I
learnt to tackle a bottle of rum at a sitting.

“Now listen, comrade, I am in a hole, not about myself,
for that must have come sooner or later, and it does not
much matter when the world is rid of a useless fellow like
me; but about my girl here. What is to become of her? I
have not got a cent; those cursed slavers have cleared me
out, and she has no friend. How should she have, when I
have been thirty years away from England?
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“Look here, I am going to do the only thing I can do. I
am going to leave my daughter in your charge, though it is
rough on you, and as you deal with her, so may Heaven deal
with you! I understand that there was some ceremony of
marriage between you down yonder. I don’t know how you
take that, either of you, or how far the matter will go when I
am dead. But if it goes any way at all, I trust to your
honour, as an English gentleman, to repeat that ceremony
the first time you come to a civilised country. If you do not
care for each other, however, then Juanna must just shift, as
other women have to do, poor things. She can look after her-
self, and I suppose that her face will help her to a husband
some time. There is one thing: though she hasn’t a pound,
she is the best girl that ever stepped, and of as good blood as
you can be. There is no older family than the Rodds in Lin-
colnshire, and she is the last of them that I know of; also,
her mother was well-born, although she was a Portugee.

“And now, do you accept the trust?”

“I would gladly,” answered Leonard, “but how can I? I
propose to go after these rubies. Would it not be better that
Father Francisco here should take your daughter to the
coast? I have a little money which is at her disposal.”

“No,” answered the dying man with energy, “I will only
trust her to you. If you want to search for these rubies. and
you would be a fool not to, she must accompany you—that is
all. T know that you will look after her. and if the worst
comes to the worst, she has a medicine to protect herself
with, the same that she so nearly used in the slave camp.
Now, what do you say?”

Leonard thought for a moment, while the dying man
watched his face anxiously.

“It is a heavy responsibility,” he said, “and the circum-
stances make it an awkward one. But I accept it. I will take
care of her as though she were my wife, or—my daughter.”

“Thank you for that,” answered Rodd. “I believe you, and
as to the relationship. you will settle that for yourselves. And
now good-bye. I like you. I wish that we had known one an-
other before T got into trouble at home, became a Zambesi
trader, and—a drunkard.”

Leonard took the hand which Mr. Rodd lifted with a visi-
ble effort, and when he released it, it fell heavily, like the
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hand of a dead man. Then, as he turned to go, he glanced at
Juanna’s face, but could make nothing of it, for it was as the
face of a sphinx.

There the girl sat, her back resting against the wall, her
dying father’s head pillowed upon her knee, motionless as if
carved in stone. She was staring straight before her with eyes
wide open and curved lips set apart, as though she were
about to speak and suddenly had been stricken to silence. So
still was she that Leonard could scarcely note any movement
of her breast. Even her eyelids had ceased to quiver, and the

. very pallor of her face seemed fixed like that of a waxen

image. He wondered what she was thinking of; but even had
she been willing to bare her thoughts to him, it is doubtful
whether she could have made them intelligible. Her mind was
confused, but two things struggled one against the other
within it, the sense of loss and the sense of shame.

The father whom, notwithstanding his faults, she loved
dearly, who indeed had been her companion, her teacher, her
playmate and her friend, the dearest she had known, lay
dying before her eyes, and with his last breath he consigned
her to the care of the man whom she loved, and from whom,
as she believed, she was for ever separated. Would there,
then, be no end to the obligations under which she laboured
at the hands of this stranger, who had suddenly taken posses-
sion of her life? And what fate was on her that she should
thus be forced into false positions, whence there was no es-
cape?

Did she wish to escape even? Juanna knew not; but as she
sat there with a sphinx-like face, trouble and doubt, and
many another fear and feeling, took so firm a hold of her
that at length her mind, bewildered with its own tumult, lost
its grip of present realities, and sought refuge in dreams
which she could not disentangle. No wonder, then, that Leon-
ard failed to guess her thoughts, as she watched him go from
the death-bed.

Mr. Rodd died peacefully that evening, and on the follow-
ing afternoon they buried him, Francisco performing the ser-
vice. Three more days passed before Leonard had any con-
versation with Juanna, who moved about the place, pale,
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self-contained, and silent. Nor would he have spoken to her
then had she not taken the initiative.

“Mr. Outram,” she said, “when do you propose to start
upon this journey?”’

“Really, I do not know. I am not sure that I shall start at
all. It depends upon you. You see I am responsible for you
now, and I can scarcely reconcile it with my conscience to
take you on such a wild-goose chase.”

“Please do not talk like that,” she answered. “If it will sim-
plify matters I may as well tell you at once that I have made
up my mind to go.”

“You cannot unless I go t0o,” he answered smiling.

“You are wrong there,” Juanna replied defiantly. “I can,
and what is more, I will, and Soa shall guide me. It is you
who cannot go without me, that is if Soa tells the truth.

“For good or evil we are yoked together in this matter,
Mr. Outram, so it is useless for us to try to pull different
ways. Before he died, my dear father told you his views
plainly, and even if there were no other considerations in-
volved, such as that of the agreement—for, whatever you
may think to the contrary, women have some sense of
honour, Mr. Qutram—I would not disregard his wishes. Be-
sides, what else are we to do? We are both adventurers now,
and both penniless, or pretty nearly so. Perhaps if we succeed
in finding this treasure, and it is sufficiently large, you will be
generous and give me a share of it, say five per cent., on
which to support my declining years,” and she turned and left
him.

“Beginning to show temper again,” said Leonard to him-
self. “I will ask Francisco what he thinks of it.”

Of late, things had gone a little better between Leonard
and the priest, not that the former had as yet any complete
confidence in the latter. Still, he understood now that Fran-
cisco was a man of honest mind and gentle instincts, and
naturally in this dilemma he turned to seek for counsel to his
only white companion. Francisco listened to the story quietly;
indeed, for the most part it was already known to him.

“Well,” he said, when Leonard had finished, “I suppose
that you must go. The Sefiora Juanna is not a young lady to
change her mind when once she has made it up. and if you
were to refuse to start, mark my words, she would make the
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expedition by herself, or try to do so. As to this story of trea-
sure, and the possibility of winning it, I can only say that it
seems strange enough to be true, and that the undertaking is
so impracticable that it will probably be successfully accom-
plished.”

“Hum,” said Leonard, “sounds a little paradoxical, but af-
ter that slave camp business, like you, T am inclined to be-
lieve in paradoxes. And now, Father, what do you propose to
do?”

“I? to accompany you, of course, if you will allow me. I
am a priest and will play the part of chaperon, if I can do
nothing else,” he added with a smile.

Leonard whistled and asked, “Why on earth do you mix
yourself up with such a doubtful business? You have all your
life before you; you are able, and may make a career for
yourself in religion; there is nothing for you to gain by this
journey; on the contrary, it may bring you death—or,” he
added with meaning, “sorrow which cannot be forgotten.”

“My life and death are in the hand of God,” the priest an-
swered humbly. “He appointed the beginning and He will ap-
point the end. As for that sorrow which cannot be forgotten,
what if it is already with me?” And he touched his breast and
looked up.

The eyes of the two men met, and they understood each
other. '

“Why don’t you go away and try to forget her?” said Leon-
ard.

The speech was blunt, but Francisco did not resent it.

“I do not go,” he answered, “because it would be useless.
So far as I am concerned the mischief is done; for her there
is none to fear. While I stay it is possible that T may be able
to do her some service, feeble as I am. I have sinned a great
sin, but she does not know, and will never know it while I
live, for you are a man of honour and will tell her nothing,
and she has no eyes to see. What am I to her? I am a
priest—no man. I am like a woman friend, and as such she is
fond of me. No, I have sinned against Heaven, against my-
self, and her, and you. Alas! who could help it? She was like
an angel in that Inferno, so kind, so sweet, so lovely, and the
heart is evil.”

“Why do you say that you sinned against me, Francisco?
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As to the rules of your Church, I have my own opinion of
them. Still, there they are, and perhaps they prick your con-
science. But what harm have you done to me?”

“I told you,” he answered, “on the second night after the
slave camp was burnt that I believed you to be man and
wife. I believe it yet, and have I not sinned doubly therefore
in worshipping a woman who is wedded? Still, I pray that as
you are one before Heaven and the Church, so you may be-
come one in heart and deed. And when this is so, as I think
that it will be, cherish her, Outram, for there is no such
woman in the world, and for you she will turn the earth to
heaven.”

“She might turn it to the other place; such things have
happened,” said Leonard moodily. Then he stretched out his
arm and grasped the priest’s delicate hand. “You are a true
gentleman,” he added, “and I am a fool. I saw something of
all this and I suspected you. As for the marriage, there is
none, and the lady cares nothing for me; if anything, she dis-
likes me, and I do not wonder at it, most women would un-
der the circumstances. But what ever befalls, I honour you
and always shall honour you. I must go this journey, it is laid
on me that I should, and she insists upon going also, more
from perversity than for any other reason, I fancy. So you
are coming too: well, we will do our best to protect her,
both of us, and the future must look to itself.”

“Thank you for your words,” Francisco answered gently,
and turned away. understanding that Leonard thought him-
self his companion in misfortune.

When the Father had gone, Leonard stood for a while mus-
ing upon the curiously tangled web in which he found him-
self involved. Here he was, committed to a strange and des-
perate enterprise. Nor was this all, for about him were other
complications, totally different from those that might be ex-
pected in connection with such a medizval adventure, compli-
cations which, though they are frequent enough in the civil-
ised life of men, were scarcely to be looked for in the wilds
of Africa, and amidst savages. Among his companions were
his ward, who chanced also to be the lady whom he loved
and desired to make his wife, but who, as he thought, cared
nothing for him: and a priest who was enamoured platon-
ically of that same lady, and yet wished, with rare self-sacri-
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‘ fice, to bring about her union with another man. Here were
materials enough for a romance, leaving the journey and the
fabled treasure out of it; only then the scene should be laid

~ elsewhere.

Leonard laughed aloud as he thought of these things; it
was so curious that all this should be heaped upon him at

. once, so inartistic, and yet so like life, in which the great

~ events are frequently crowded together without sense of dis-
tance or proportion.

But even as he laughed, he remembered that this was no
joking matter for anybody concerned, unless it were Juanna.
Alas! already she was more to him than any treasure, and, as
he thought, less attainable. Well, there it was, he accepted it
as it stood. She had entered into his life, whether for good or
for evil remained to be seen. He had no desire to repeat the
experiment of his youth—to wear out his heart and exhaust
himself in efforts to attain happiness, which might after all
turn to wormwood on his lips. This time things should take
their chance. The business of life remained to him, and he
would follow it, for that is the mission of man. Its happiness
must look to itself, for that is the gift of Heaven, after which
it is useless to seek and to strive.

Meantime he could find time to pity Francisco, the priest
with so noble a heart.

XVIII
Soa Shows Her Teeth
B A ST N e A A e L T L I T I T I T I rYy y

THREE months had passed since that day, when Juanna de-
clared her unalterable determination to accompany Leonard
upon his search for the treasures of the People of the Mist.

It was evening, and a party of travellers were encamped
on the side of a river that ran through a great and desolate
plain. They were a small party, three white people, namely,
Leonard, Francisco and Juanna, fifteen of the Settlement
men under the leadership of Peter—that same headman who
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had been rescued from the slave camp—the dwarf, Otter,
and Juanna’s old nurse, Soa.

For twelve weeks they had travelled almost without inter-
mission with Soa for their guide, steering continually north-
ward and westward. First they followed the course of the
river in canoes for ten days or more: then, leaving the main
stream, they paddled for three weeks up that of a tributary
called Mavuae, which ran for many miles along the foot of a
great range of mountains named Mang-anja. Here they made
but slow progress because of the frequent rapids. which
necessitated the porterage of the canoes over broken ground,
and for considerable distances. At length they came to a
rapid which was so long and so continuous that regretfully
enough they were obliged to abandon the canoes altogether
and proceed on foot. ;

The dangers of their water journey had been many, but
they were nothing compared to those that now environed
them, and in addition to bodily perils, they must face the
daily and terrible fatigue of long marches through an un-
known country, cumbered as they were with arms and other
absolutely necessary baggage. The country, through which
they were now passing, was named Marengi, a land uninhab-
ited by man, the home of herds of countless game.

On they went northward and upward through a measure-
less waste; plain succeeded plain in endless monotony, dis-
tance gave place to distance, and ever there were more
beyond.

Gradually the climate grew colder: they were traversing a
portion of the unexplored plateau that separates southern
from central Africa. Its loneliness was awful, and the bearers
began to murmur, saying that they had reached the end of
the world, and were walking over its edge. Indeed they had
only two comforts in this part of their undertaking: the land
lay so high that none of them were stricken by fever, and
they could not well miss the road, which, if Soa was to be

believed, ran along the banks of the river that had its source |

in the territories of the People of the Mist.

The adventures that befell them were endless. but it is not
proposed to describe them in detail. Once they starved for
three days, being unable to find game. On another occasion

they fell in with a tribe of bushmen who harassed them with |
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poisoned arrows, killing two of their best men, and were only
prevented from annihilating them through the terror inspired
by their fire-arms, which they took for magical instruments.

Escaping from the bushmen, they entered a forest country
which teemed with antelope and also with lions, that night by
night they must keep at bay as best they could. Then came
several days’ march through a plain strewn with sharp stones
which lamed most of the party; and after this eighty or a
hundred miles of dreary rolling veldt, clothed with rank grass
just now brown with the winter frosts, that caught their feet
at every step.

Now at length they halted on the boundary of the land of
the People of the Mist. There before them, not more than a
mile away, towered a huge cliff or wall of rock, stretching
across the plain like a giant step, far as the eye could reach,
and varying from seven hundred to a thousand feet in height.
Down the surface of this cliff the river flowed in a series of
beautiful cascades.

Before they had finished their evening meal of buck’s flesh
the moon was up, and by its light the three white people
stared hopelessly at this frowning natural fortification, won-
dering if they could climb it, and wondering also what terrors
awaited them upon its further side. They were silent that
night, for a great weariness had overcome them, and if the
truth must be known, all three of them regretted that they
had ever undertaken this mad adventure.

Leonard glanced to the right, where, some fifty paces
away, the Settlement men were crouched round the fire.
They also were silent, and it was easy to see that the heart
was out of them.

“Won’t somebody say something?” said Juanna at last with
a rather pathetic attempt at playfulness. How could she be
cheerful, poor girl, when her feet were sore and her head
was aching, and she wished that she were dead, almost.

“Yes,” answered Leonard, “I will say that I admire your
pluck. I should not have thought it possible for any young
lady to have gone through the last two months, and ‘come
out smiling’ at the end of them.”

“Oh! I am quite happy. Don’t trouble about me,” she said,
laughing as merrily as though there were no such things as
sore feet and headaches in the world.
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“Are you?” said Leonard, “then T envy you, that is all.

Here comes old Soa, and Otter after her. I wonder what is
the matter now. Something disagreeable, I suppose.”

Soa arrived and squatted down in front of them, her tall,
spare form and somewhat sullen face looking more formida-
ble than usual in the moonlight. Otter was beside her, and

though he stood and she sat, their heads were almost on a

level.

“What is it, Soa?” said Leonard carelessly.

“Deliverer,” she answered, for all the natives knew him
now by this name, “some months ago, when you were dig-
ging for gold yonder, in the Place of Graves, I made a bar-
gain with you, and we set the bargain down on paper. In that
paper I promised that if you rescued my mistress I would
lead you to the land where precious stones were to be won,
and I gave you one of those stones in earnest. You saved my
mistress, Mavoom her father died, and the time came when I
must fulfil my promise. For my own part I would not have
fulfilled it, for T only made that promise hoping to deceive
you. But my mistress yonder refused to listen to me.

“‘No,” she said, ‘that which you have sworn on my behalf
and your own must be carried out. If you will not carry it
out, go away, Soa, for I have done with you.’

“Then, Deliverer, rather than part with her whom I loved,
and whom I had nursed from a babe, I yielded. And now you
stand upon the borders of the country of my people. Say, are
you minded to cross them, Deliverer?”

“What else did I come for, Soa?” he asked.

“Nay, I know not. You came out of the folly of your
heart, to satisfy the desire of your heart. Listen, that tale I
told you is true, and yet I did not tell you all the truth.
Beyond that cliff live a people of great stature, and very
fierce; a people whose custom it is to offer up strangers to
their gods. Enter there, and they will kill you thus.”

“What do you mean, woman?” asked Leonard.

“I mean that if you hold your life dear, or her life,” and
she pointed to Juanna, “you will turn with the first light and
go back whence you came. It is true that the stones are
there, but death shall be the reward of him who strives to
steal them.”

“I must say this is cheerful,” replied Leonard. “What did
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you mean, then, by all that story you told me about a plan
that you had to win the treasures of this people? Are you a
liar, Soa?”

“I have said that all I told you was true,” she answered
sullenly.

“Very well, then, I have come a good many hundred miles
to put it to the proof, nor am I going to turn back now. You
can leave me one and all if you like, but I shall go on. I will
not be made a fool of in this way.”

“None of us have any wish to be made fools of, Mr.
Outram,” said Juanna gently; “and, speaking for myself, I
would far rather die at once than attempt a return journey
just at present. So now, Soa, perhaps you will stop croaking
and tell us definitely what we must do to conciliate these
charming countrymen of yours, whom we have come so far
to spoil. Remember,” she added with a flash of her grey eyes,
“I am not to be played with by you, Soa. In this matter the
Deliverer’s interests are my interests, and his ends my ends.
Together we stand or fall, together we live or die, and that
shall be an unhappy hour for you, Soa, when you attempt to
desert or betray us.”

“It is well, Shepherdess,” she answered, “your will is my
will, for I love you alone in the world, and all the rest I
hate,” and she glared at Leonard and Otter. “You are my fa-
ther, and my mother, and my child, and where you are, in
death or in life, there is my home. Let us go then among this
people of mine, there to perish miserably, so that the Deliv-
erer may seek to glut himself with wealth.

“Listen; this is the law of my people, or this was their law
when I left them forty years ago: That every stranger who"
passes through their gates should be offered as a sacrifice to
Aca the mother if the time of his coming should be in sum-
mer, and to Jal the son if the time of his coming be in win-
ter, for the Mist-dwellers do not love strangers. But there is a
prophecy among my people which tells, when many gener-
ations have gone by, that Aca the mother, and Jal the son,
shall return to the land which once they ruled, clothed in the
flesh of men. And the shape of Aca shall be such a shape as
yours, Shepherdess, and the shape of Jal shall be as is the
shape of this black dog of a dwarf, whom when first I saw
him in my folly I deemed immortal and divine. Then the
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mother and the son shall rule in the land, and its kings shall
cease from kingship, and the priests of the Snake shall be
their servants, and with them shall come peace and prosper-
ity that do not pass away.

“Shepherdess, you know the tongue of the People of the
Mist, for when you were little I taught it to you. because to
me it is the most beautiful of tongues. You know the song
also, the holy Song of Re-arising. that shall be on the lips of
Aca when she comes again, and which I, being the daughter
of the high-priest, learned, with many another secret, before
I was doomed to be a bride to the Snake and fled, fearing my
doom. Now come apart with me, Shepherdess, and you,
Black One, come also, that I may teach you your lesson of
what you shall do when we meet the squadrons of the People
of the Mist.”

Juanna rose to obey her, followed by Otter, grumbling, for
he hated the old woman as much as she hated him, and,
moreover, he did not take kindly to this notion of masquerad-
ing as a god, or indeed, to the prospect of a lengthened so-
journ amongst his adoring. but from all accounts somewhat
truculent, worshippers. Before they went, however, Leonard
spoke.

“I have heard you, Soa,” he said, “and I do not like your
words. for they show me that your heart is fierce and evil
Yes. though you love the Shepherdess, your heart is evil.
Now hear me. Should you dare to play us false, whatever
may befall us, be sure of this, that moment you die. Go!”

“Spare your threats, Deliverer,” answered Soa haughtily. “I
shall not betray you, because to do so would be to betray the
Shepherdess. But are you then a fool that you think I should
fear death at your hands, who to-morrow with a word could
give you all to torment? Pray, Deliverer, that the hour may
not be near when you shall rejoice to die by the bullet with
which you threaten me, so that you may escape worse
things.” And she turned and went.

“I am not nervous,” said Leonard to Francisco, “but that
she-devil frightens me. If it were not for Juanna, she would
cause us to be murdered on the first possible opportunity, and
if only she can secure her safety, I believe that she will do it
yet.”

“And I believe that she is a witch, Outram,” answered the
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priest with fervour, “a servant of the Evil One, such as are
written of in the Scriptures. Last night I saw her praying to
her gods; she did not know that I was near, for the place was
lonely, but I saw her and I never wish to see anything so hor-
rible again. I will tell you why she hates us all so much,
Outram. She is jealous, because the Sefiora—does not hate
us. That woman’s heart is wicked, wickedness was born in
her, yet, as none are altogether evil, she has one virtue, her
love of the Sefiora. She is husbandless and childless, for even
among the black people, as I have learnt from the Settlement
men, all have feared her and shrunk from her notwithstand-
ing her good looks. Therefore, everything that is best in her
has gone to nourish this love for the woman whom she
nursed from a babe. It was because of her fierceness that the
Sefior Rodd, who is dead, chose her for his daughter’s nurse,
when he found that her heart was hungry with love for the
child, for he knew that she would die before she suffered
harm to come to her.”

“He showed a good judgment there,” said Leonard. “Had
it not been for Soa, Juanna would have been a slave-girl
now, or dead.”

“That is so, Outram, but whether we showed good judg-
ment in trusting our lives to her tender mercies is quite an-
other matter. Say, Friend, do you think it well to go on with
this business?”

“Oh, confound it all!” said Leonard with irritation, “how
can we turn back now? Just think of the journey and how
foolish we should look. Besides, we have none of us got any-
thing to live upon; it took most of the gold that I had to
bribe Peter and his men to accompany us. I daresay that we
shall all be killed, that seems very probable, but for my part
I really shan’t be sorry. I am tired of life, Francisco. it is
nothing but a struggle and a wretchedness, and I begin to
feel that peace is all I can hope to win. I have done my best
here according to my lights, so I don't know why I should be
afraid of the future, especially as it has been taken out of me
pretty well in the present, though of course I am afraid for
all that, every man is. The only thing that troubles me is a
doubt whether we ought to take Juanna into such a place.
But really I do not know but what it would be as dangerous
to go back as to proceed: those gentlemen with the poisoned
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arrows may have recovered from their fear of fire-arms by
now.”

“I wish we had nothing worse than the Hereafter to fear,”
said Francisco with a sigh. “It is the journey thither that is so
terrible. As for our expedition, having undertaken it, I think
on the whole that we had better persevere, especially as the
Sefiora wishes it, and she is very hard to turn. After all our
lives are in the hands of the Almighty, and therefore we shall
be just as safe, or unsafe, among the People of the Mist as in
a European city. Those of us who are destined to live will
live, and those whose hour is at hand must die. And now
good-night, for I am going to sleep.”

Next morning, shortly after dawn, Leonard was awakened
by a hubbub among the natives, and creeping out of his blan-
kets, he found that some of them, who had been to the river
to draw water, had captured two bushmen belonging to a no-
madic tribe that lived by spearing fish. These wretched crea-
tures, who notwithstanding the cold only wore a piece of
bark tied round their shoulders, were screaming with fright,
and it was not until they had been pacified by gifts of beads
and empty brass cartridge-cases that anything could be got
out of them.

When confidence had at length been restored. Otter ques-
tioned them closely as to the country that lay beyond the
wall of rock and the people who dwelt in it, through one of
the Settlement men, who spoke a language sufficiently like
their own to make himself understood. They replied that they
had never been in that country themselves, because they
dared not go there, but they had heard of it from others.

The land was very cold and foggy, they said, so foggy that
sometimes people could not see each other for whole days,
and in it dwelt a race of great men covered with hair, who
sacrificed strangers to a snake which they worshipped, and
married all their fairest maidens to a god. That was all they
knew of the country and of the great men, for few who vis-
ited there ever returned again to tell tidings. It was certainly
a haunted land.

Finding that there was no more to be learnt from the
bushmen, Leonard suffered them to depart. which they did at
considerable speed, and ordered the Settlement men to make
ready to march. But now a fresh difficulty arose. The inter-
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preter had repeated all the bushmen’s story to his compan-
ions, among whom, it is needless to say, it produced no smail
effect. Therefore when the bearers received their orders, in-
stead of striking the little tent in which Juanna slept, and
preparing their loads as usual, after a brief consultation they
advanced upon Leonard in a body.

“What is it, Peter?”’ he asked of the headman.

“This, Deliverer: we have travelled with you and the Shep-
herdess for three full moons, enduring much hardship and
passing many dangers. Now we learn that there lies before us
a land of cold and darkness, inhabited by devils who worship
a devil. Deliverer, we have been good servants to you, and
we are not cowards, as you know, but it is true that we fear
to enter this land.”

“What do you wish to do then, Peter?” asked Leonard.

“We wish to return whence we came, Deliverer. Already
we have nearly earned the money that you gave to us before
we started, and we will take no more pay if we must win it
by crossing yonder wall.”

“The way back is far, Peter,” answered Leonard, “and you
know its perils. How many. think you, will reach their homes
alive if I am not there to guide them? For know, Peter, I will
not turn back now. Desert me, if you wish, all of you, and
still T will enter this country alone, or with Otter only. Alone
we took the slave camp and alone we will visit the People of
the Mist.”

“Your words are true, Deliverer,” said Peter, “the home-
ward way is far and its perils are many; mayhap but very
few of us will live to see their huts again, for this is an ill-
fated journey. But if we pass yonder,” and he pointed to the
wall of rock, “then we shall all of us certainly die, and be of-
fered to a devil by devils.”

Leonard pulled his beard thoughtfully and said: “It seems
there is nothing else to say, Peter, except good-bye.”

The headman saluted and was turning away with an
abashed countenance when Juanna stopped him. Together
with Otter and the others she had been listening to the collo-
quy in silence, and now spoke for the first time.

“Peter,” she said gently, “when you and your companions
were in the hands of the Yellow Devil and about to be sold
as slaves, who was it that rescued you?”
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“The Deliverer, Shepherdess.”

“Yes. And now do my ears betray me, or do I hear you
say that you and your brethren, who with many another were
saved from shame and toil by the Deliverer, are about to
leave him in his hour of danger?”

“You have heard aright, Shepherdess,” the man answered
sadly.

“It is well, Peter. Go, children of Mavoom, my father,
who can desert me in my need. For learn, Peter, that where
you fear to tread, there I. a white woman, will pass alone
with the Deliverer. Go, children of my father, and may peace
go with you. Yet, as you know, I. who foretold the doom of
the Yellow Devil, am a true prophetess, and I tell you this,
that but a very few of you shall live to see your kraal again,
and you will not be of their number, Peter. As for those who
come home safely, their names shall be a mockery, the little
children shall call them coward, and traitor and jackal, and
one by one they shall eat out their hearts and die, because
they deserted him who saved them from the slave-ship and
the scourge. Farewell, children of my father: may peace go
with you, and may his ghost not come to haunt you on your
path,” and with one indignant glance she turned scornfully
away. i

“Brethren,” said Peter after a moment’s pause, “is it to be
borne that the Shepherdess should mock us thus and tie such
ropes of shame about our necks?”

“No,” they answered, “we cannot bear it.”

Then for a while they consulted together again, and
presently Peter stood forward and said: “Deliverer, we will
accompany you and the Shepherdess into the country of dev-
ils, nor need you fear that we shall desert or betray you. We
know well that we go to our death, every one of us; still it is
better to die than to live bearing the burden of such bitter
words as hide within the Shepherdess’s lips.”

“Very well,” answered Leonard. “Get your loads and let us
start.”

“Ay! Tt is well indeed,” put in Otter with a snort of indig-
nation. “I tell you this, Peter, that before you left this place
the words of the Shepherdess had come true for you and one
or two others, for I should have fought you till I was killed,
and though I have little wisdom yet I know how to fight.”
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Leonard smiled at the dwarf’s rage, but his heart was
heavy within him. He knew that these men had reason on
their side, and he feared greatly lest their evil forebodings
should come true and the lives of all of them pay forfeit for
his rashness.

But it was too late to turn back now: things must befall as
they were fated.

XIX

The End of the Journey
PRI T EE T T FT T I I T LI T I Iy T I

AN hour later the party began the ascent of the wall of rock,
which proved to be an even more difficult business than they
had anticipated. There was no path, for those who lived
beyond this natural barrier never came down it, and few of
the dwellers in the plains had ever ventured to go up. It was
possible, for Soa herself had descended here in bygone years,
and this was all that could be said for it.

In default of a better road they followed the course of the
river, which thundered down the face of the precipice in four
great waterfalls, connected by as many sullen pools, whose
cavities had been hollowed out in the course of centuries
from the rock. The second of these ledges proved so insur-
mountable that at one time Leonard thought that they would
be obliged to abandon their attempt, and follow the foot of
the cliff till they found some easier route. But at last Otter,
who could climb like a cat, succeeded in passing the most
dangerous part at the risk of his life, bearing a rope with him
by means of which the rest of the party and the loads of
goods were hauled up one by one. It was evening before the
height was scaled, and they proceeded to encamp upon its
summit, making a scanty meal of some meat which they had
brought with them.

That night they passed in great discomfort, for it was
mid-winter and here the climate proved to be very cold. Bit-
ter winds swept across the vast plain before them and searched
them through, all the clothing and blankets they had
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scarcely sufficing to keep them warm; indeed, the Settlement
men and Francisco, who had been bred in a southern clime,
suffered severely. Nor were matters improved when. on the
breaking of the light, they woke from a troubled sleep to find
the plain hidden in a dense mist. However, they rose, made a
fire with reeds and dead wood which they gathered on the
banks of the river, and ate, waiting for the fog to vanish.

But it did not vanish. so about nine o’clock they continued
their journey under Soa's guidance, following the east bank
of the river northwards. The ground proved easy to travel
over, for, with the exception of isolated water-worn boulders
of granite, the plain was perfectly smooth and covered with
turf as fine as any that grows in northern lands.

All that day they marched on, wandering like ghosts
through the mist, and guided in their path by the murmuring
sound of the river. They met no man. but once or twice great
herds of hairy creatures thundered past them. Leonard fired
into one of these herds with an express rifle, for they wanted
meat, and a prodigious snorting and bellowing told him that
his shot had taken effect. Running to the spot whence the
sounds came, he found a huge white bull kicking in its death
struggle. The animal was covered with long white hair like
that of the British breed of wild cattle, and measured at least
seventeen hands in height. Round it stood others snorting
with fear and wonder, that, when they saw Leonard, put
down their heads threateningly, tearing up the turf with their
great horns. He shouted aloud and fired another shot,
whereon they turned and disappeared into the mist.

This happened towards nightfall, so they determined to
camp upon the spot; but while they were engaged in skinning
the bull an incident occurred that did not tend to raise their
spirits. At sunset the sky cleared a little, at least the sinking
sun showed red through the mist as it does in a London fog
of the third density. Against this red ball of the sun, and
some dozen yards away, suddenly there appeared the gigantic
figure of a man, for, unless the fog deceived them, he must
have been between six and seven feet high and broad in pro-
portion. Of his face they could see nothing, but he was clad
in goat-skins, and armed with a great spear and a bow slung
upon his back.

Juanna was the first to see and point him out to Leonard
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with a start of fear, as he stood watching them in solemn
silence. Obeying the impulse of the moment, Leonard stepped
forward towards the vision holding his rifle ready, but before
he reached the spot where it had stood the figure vanished.

Then he walked back again to Juanna. “I think we have
heard so much of giants that we begin to believe we see
them,” he said laughing.

As he spoke something clove the air between them and
stuck in the earth beyond. They went to it. It was a large ar-
row having a barbed point and flighted with red feathers.

“This is a very tangible fancy at any rate,” Juanna an-
swered, drawing the shaft out of the ground. “We have had a
narrow escape.”

Leonard did not speak, but raising his rifle he fired it at a
venture in the direction whence the arrow had sped. Then he
ran to put their little band in a position of defence, Juanna
following him. But, as it chanced, he might have spared him-
self the trouble, for nothing further happened: indeed, the net
outward and visible result of this mysterious apparition was
that they spent a miserable night, waiting in the fog and
wet—for it had come on to rain, or rather to drizzle—for an
enemy who, to their intense relief, never appeared.

But the inward and spiritual consequences were much
greater, for now they knew that Soa spoke truth and that the
legend of the bushmen as to ‘“great men covered with hair”
was no mere savage invention.

At length the morning came. It was damp and wretched,
and they were all half starved with cold and oppressed by
fears. Indeed some of the Settlement men were so terrified
that they openly lamented having suffered their sense of
shame and loyalty to overcome their determination to re-
treat. Now they could not do so, for the malcontents among
them did not dare to retrace their steps alone; moreover, Leon-
ard spoke plainly on the matter, telling them that he would
drive away the first man who attempted any insubordination.

Soaked through, shivering, and miserable, they pursued
their march across the unknown plain, Soa, who seemed to
grow hourly grimmer now that she was in her own country,
stalking ahead of them as guide. It was warmer walking than
sitting still, and in one respect their lot was bettered, for a lit-
tle wind stirring the mist from time to time, revealed gleams
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of the watery sun. All that day they journeyed on, seeing no
more of the man who had shot the arrow, or his fellows, till
at length darkness drew near again.

Then they halted. and Leonard and Otter walked to and
fro searching for a suitable place to make the camp and
pitch their solitary tent. Presently Otter shouted aloud. Leon-
ard ran towards him, and found him staring into the mist at
something that loomed largely about a hundred yards away.

“Look, Baas,” he said, “there is a house, a house of stone
with grass growing on the roof.”

“Nonsense,” said Leonard, “it must be some more boul-
ders. However, we can soon find out.”

They crept cautiously towards the obiject, that. as soon be-
came evident, was a house or a very good apology for one,
built of huge undressed boulders. bedded in turf by way of
mortar, and roofed with the trunks of small trees and a thick
thatch of sods whereon the grass grew green. This building
may have measured forty feet in length by twenty in depth,
and seventeen from the ground line to the wall-plate. Also it
had a doorway of remarkable height and two window places,
but all these openings were unclosed, except by curtains of
hide which hung before them. Leonard called Soa and asked
her what the place was.

“Doubtless the house of a herdsman.” she answered, “who
is set here to watch the cattle of the king, or of the priests. It
may chance that this is the dwelling of that man who shot
the arrow yesterday.”

Having assured themselves that here was a human habita-
tion, it remained to be ascertained whether it was tenanted.
After waiting awhile to see if anyone passed in or out. Otter
undertook this task. Going down on to his hands and knees
he crept up to the wall. then along it to the doorway, and af-
ter listening there a while he lifted a corner of the hide cur-
tain and peeped into the interior. Presently he rose, saying:

“All right, Baas, the place is empty.”

Then they both entered and examined the dwelling with
curiosity. It was rude enough. The walls were unplastered,
and the damp streamed down them: the floor was of trodden
mud, and a hole in the roof served as a chimney: but, by way
of compensation, the internal space was divided into two
apartments, one of them a living room, and the other a sleep-
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ing chamber. It was evident that the place‘ had not been long
deserted, for fire still smouldered on the hearth, round which
stood various earthen cooking dishes, and in the sleeping
room was a rough bedstead of wood whereon lay wrappings
made from the hides of cattle and goats. When they had seen
everything there was to be seen, they hurried back to the
others to report their discovery, and just then the rain set in
more heavily than before.

“A house!” said Juanna, “then for goodness’ sake let us get
into it. We are all half dead with the cold and wet.”

“Yes,” answered Leonard, “I think we had better take pos-
session, though it may be a little awkward if the rightful
owners come back.”

The best that can be said for the night which they spent in
this stone shanty, undisturbed by any visit from its lawful
tenant, is that it passed a shade more comfortably than it
would have done outside. They were dry, though the place
was damp, and they had a fire. Still, until you are used to it,
it is trying to sit in the company of a score of black people
and of many thousand fleas. enveloped with a cloud of pun-
gent smoke, according to the custom of our Norse ancestors.

Soon Juanna gave up the attempt and retired to the great
bed in the inner chamber, wondering much who had occupied
it last. A herdsman, she judged, as Soa had suggested, for in
a corner of the room stood an ox-goad hugely fashioned. But
it was a bed, and she slept as soundly in it as its numerous in-
sect occupants would allow. The others were not so fortu-
nate: they had the insects indeed, but no bed.

Again the morning came, wet, miserable, and misty, and
through the mist and the rain they pursued their course,
whither they knew not. All day they wandered on by the
banks of the river till night fell and they camped, this time
without shelter. Now they had reached the extreme of
wretchedness, for they had little or no food left, and could
not find fuel to make a fire. Leonard took Soa aside and
questioned her, for he saw clearly that a couple more days of
this suffering would put an end to all of them.

“You say that these people of yours have a city, Soa?”

“They have a city, Deliverer,” she answered, “but whether
they will allow you to enter it, except as a victim for the sac-
rifice, is another matter.”
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“None of us will enter it unless we find shelter soon,” he
answered. “How far is the place away?”

“It should be a day’s journey, Deliverer. Were the mist
gone you could see it now. The city is built at the foot of
great mountains, there are none higher, but the fog hides
everything. To-morrow, if it lifts, you will see that I speak
truth.”

“Are there any houses near where we can shelter?’ he
asked again.

“How can I tell?” she answered. “It is forty years since I
passed this road, and here, where the land is barren. none
dwell except the herdsmen. Perhaps there is a house at hand,
or perhaps there is none for many miles. Who can say?”

Finding that Soa could give no further information, Leon-
ard returned to the others, and they huddled themselves to-
gether for warmth on the wet ground as best they might, and
sat out the hours in silence, not attempting to sleep. The Set-
tlement men were numb with cold, and Juanna also was
overcome for the first time, though she tried hard to be
cheerful. Francisco and Leonard heaped their own blankets
on her, pretending that they had found spare ones, but the
wraps were wringing wet, and gave her little comfort. Soa
alone did not appear to suffer, perhaps because it was her na-
tive climate, and Otter kept his spirits, which neither heat,
nor cold, nor hunger seemed to affect.

“While my heart is warm I am warm,” he said cheerfully,
when Leonard asked him how he fared. As for Leonard him-
self, he sat silent listening to the moans of the Settlement
men, and reflecting that twenty-four hours more of this mis-
ery would bring the troubles of most of them to an end.
Without food or shelter it was very certain that few of those
alive to-night would live to see a second dawn.

At last the light came, and to their wonder and exceeding
joy they found that the rain had ceased and the mist was
melting.

Once more they beheld the face of the sun, and rejoiced in
its warmth as only those can rejoice who for days and nights
have lived in semi-darkness, wet to the skin and frozen to the
Marrow.

The worst of the mist was gone indeed. but it was not until
they had breakfasted off a buck which Otter shot in the reeds
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by the river, that the lingering veils of ‘vapour withdrew
themselves from the more distant landscape. At last they had
vanished, and for the first time the wanderers saw the land
through which they were travelling. They stood upon a vast
plain that sloped upwards gradually till it ended at the foot
of a mighty range of snow-capped mountains named, as they
learned in after-days, the Bina Mountains.

This range was shaped like a half-moon, or a bent bow,
and the nearest point of the curve, formed by a soaring
snowy peak, was exactly opposite to them, and to all appear-
ance not more than five-and-twenty miles away. On either
side of this peak the unbroken line of mountains receded with
a vast and majestic sweep till the eye could follow them no
more. The plain about them was barren and everywhere
strewn_with granite boulders, between which wandered herds
of wild cattle, mixed with groups of antelopes: but the lower
slopes of the mountains were clothed with dense juniper for-
ests, and among them were clearings, presumably of culti-
vated land. Otter searched the scene with his eyes, that were
as those of a hawk; then said quietly:

“Look yonder, Baas, the old hag has not lied to us. There
is the city of the People of the Mist.”

Following the line of the dwarf’s outstretched hand, Leon-
ard saw what had at first escaped him, that standing back in
a wide bend at the foot of the great mountain in front of
them were a multitude of houses. built of grey stone and
roofed with green turf. Indeed, had not his attention been
called to it, the town might well have missed observation un-
til he was quite close to its walls, for the materials of which
it was constructed resembled those of the boulders that lay
around them in thousands, and the vivid green of its roofs
gave it the appearance of a distant space of grassy land.

“Yes, there is the kraal of the Great People.” said Otter
again. “and it is a strong kraal. See, Baas, they know how to
defend themselves. The mountain is behind them that none
can climb, and all around their walls the river runs, joining
itself together again on the plain beyond. It would go ill with
the ‘impi’ which tried to take that kraal.”

For a while they all stood still and stared amazed. It
seemed strange that they should have reached this fabled
city; and now that they were there, how would they be re-
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ceived within its walls? This was the question which each of
them was asking of himself. There was but one way to find
out—they must go and see; no retreat was now possible.
Even the Settlement people felt this. “Better to die at the
hands of the Great Men,” said one of them aloud, “than to
perish miserably in the mist and cold.”

“Be of good cheer,” Leonard answered, “you are not yet
dead. The sun shines once more. It is a happy omen.”

When they had rested and dried their clothes they marched
on with a certain sense of relief. There before them was the
goal they had travelled so far to win; soon they would know
the worst that could befall, and anything was better than this
long suspense.

By midday they had covered about fifteen miles of ground,
and could now see the city clearly. It was a great town, sur-
rounded by a Cyclopean wall of boulders, about which the
river ran on every side, forming a natural moat. The build-
ings within the wall seemed to be arranged in streets, and to
be built on a plan similar to that of the house in which they
had slept two nights before, the vast conglomeration of
grass-covered roofs giving the city the appearance of a bro-
ken field of turf hillocks supported upon walls of stone.

For the rest the place was laid out upon a slope, and at its
head, immediately beneath the sheer steeps of the mountain-
side, stood two edifices very much larger in size than any of
those below. One of these resembled the other houses in con-
struction, and was surrounded by a separate enclosure; but
the second, which was placed on higher ground, so far as
they could judge at that distance, was roofless, and had all
the characteristics of a Roman amphitheatre. At the far end
of this amphitheatre stood a huge mass of polished rock,
bearing a grotesque resemblance to the figure of a man.

“What are those buildings, Soa?”’ asked Leonard.

“The lower one is the house of the king. White Man, and
that above is the Temple of Deep Waters, where the river
rises from the bowels of the mountain.”

“And what is the black stone beyond the temple?”

“That, White Man, is the statue of the god who sits there
for ever, watching over the city of his people.”

“He must be a great god,” said Leonard, alluding to the
size of the statue.
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“He is great,” she answered, “and my heart is afraid at the
sight of him.” ‘

After resting for two hours they marched on again, and
soon it became apparent that their movements were watched.
The roadway which they were following—if a track beaten
flat by the feet of men and cattle could be called a road—
wound to and fro between boulders of rock. and here and
there standing upon the boulders were men clad in goat-skins,
each of them carrying a spear, a bow, and a horn. So soon as
their party came within five or six hundred yards of one of
these men, he would shoot an arrow in their direction, which,
when picked up, proved to be barbed with iron, and flighted
with red feathers like the first that they had seen.

Then the sentry would blow his horn. either as a signal or
in token of defiance, bound from the rock, and vanish. This
did not look encouraging, but there was worse to come.
Presently, as they drew near to the city, they descried large
bodies of armed men crossing the river that surrounded it in
boats and on rafts, and mustering on the hither side. At
length all of them were across. and the regiment, which ap-
peared to number more than a thousand men. formed up in a
hollow square and advanced upon them at the double.

The crisis was at hand.

XX
The Coming of Aca
R R R R R R R R R R R R R RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!

LeoNARD turned and looked at his companions with some-
thing like dismay written on his face.

“What is to be done now?” he said.

“We must wait for them until they come near,” answered
Juanna; “then Otter and I are to meet them alone, and I will
sing the song which Soa has taught me. Do not be afraid, I
have learned my lesson, and, if things go right, they will
think that we are their lost gods; or, at least, so Soa says.”

“Yes, if things go right. But if they don’t?”

“Then good-bye,” answered Juanna, with a shrug of her
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shoulders. “At any rate, I must get ready for the experiment.
Come, Soa, bring the bundle to those rocks over there—
quick! Stop a minute—I forgot, Mr. Outram, you must lend
me that ruby. I have to make use of it.”

Leonard handed over the ruby, reflecting that he would
probably never see it again, since it seemed almost certain
that one of the Great People would steal it. However, at the
moment he was thinking of that which was far above rubies,
namely, of what chance they had of escaping with their lives.

So soon as she had possession of the stone, Juanna ran to a
little ring of boulders that were scattered on the plain about
fifty paces from them, followed by Soa, who carried a bundle
in her hand.

Ten minutes passed, and Soa appeared from behind the
shelter of the stones and beckoned to them. Advancing in
obedience to her summons, they saw a curious sight. Standing
in the ring of rocks was Juanna, but Juanna transformed. She
wore a white robe cut low upon the neck and shoulders: in-
deed, it was the Arab dress in which she had escaped from
the slave camp, that Soa had brought with them in prepara-
tion for this moment of trial. Nor was this all; for Juanna
had loosened her dark hair—which was of great length and
unusual beauty—so that it hung about her almost to her
knees, and upon her forehead, gleaming like a red eye. was
set the great ruby, ingeniously fastened thereto by Soa in a
band of linen pierced in its centre to the size of the stone.

“Behold the goddess and do homage,” said Juanna with
mock solemnity, although Leonard could see that she was
trembling with excitement.

“I do not quite understand what you are going to do, but
you look the part well,” he answered shortly. And. indeed,
until that moment he had never known how beautiful she
was.

Juanna blushed a little at the evident admiration in his
eyes; then, turning to the dwarf, she said:

“Now, Otter, you must make ready too. And remember
what Soa told you. Whatever you see or hear, you are not to
open your mouth. Walk side by side with me and do as I do,
that is all.”

Otter grunted in assent, and proceeded to “make ready.”
The process was simple, consisting only in the shedding of his
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coat and trousers—an old pair of Leonard’s. very much cut
down—which left him naked, except for a moocha that he
wore beneath them in accordance with native custom.

“What does all this mean?” asked the headman Peter, who,
like his companions, was trembling with fear.

“It means,” said Juanna, “that Otter and I are personating
the gods of this people, Peter. If they receive us as gods it is
well; if not, we are doomed. Be careful, should we be so re-
ceived, lest any of you betray the trick. Be wise and silent, I
say, and do what we shall tell you from time to time, if you
would live to look upon the sun.”

Peter fell back astonished, while Leonard and Francisco
turned their attention to the approaching soldiers of the Peo-
ple of the Mist.

They advanced slowly and in silence, but their measured
tread shook the earth. At last they halted about a hundred
and fifty yards away, presenting a truly terrifying spectacle to
the little band among the rocks. So far as Leonard could see,
there was not a man among them who stood less than six
feet in height, and they were broad in proportion—hugely
made. In appearance they were neither handsome nor repul-
sive, but solemn-looking, large-eyed, thick-haired—between
black and yellow in hue—and wearing an expression of
dreadful calm, like the calm of an archaic statue. For the
rest they seemed to be well disciplined, each company being
under the command of a captain, who. in addition to his
arms, carried a trumpet fashioned from a wild bull’s horn.

The regiment stood silent, gazing at the group of strangers,
or, rather, at the boulders behind which they were concealed.
In the centre of their hollow square was a knot of men, one
of them young, and huge even in comparison with his com-
panions. This man Leonard took to be a chief or king. Be-
hind were orderlies and counsellors, and before him three
aged persons of stately appearance and a cruel cast of coun-
tenance. These men were naked to the waist and unarmed,
except for a knife or hanger fixed at the girdle. On their
broad breasts, covering more than half the skin-surface, the
head of a huge snake was tattooed in vivid blue. Evidently
they were medicine-men or priests.

While the adventurers watched and wondered, the king or
chief issued an order to his attendants, who ran to the cor-
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ners of the square and called it aloud. Then he raised his
great spear, and every captain blew upon his horn, making a
deafening sound.

Now the enemy stood still for a while staring towards the
stones, and the three medicine-men drew near to the chief in
the centre of the square and talked with him, as though de-
bating what should be done.

“This is our chance,” said Juanna excitedly. “If once they
attack us it will be all over; a single volley of arrows would
kill every one of us. Come. Otter.”

“No, no!” said Leonard. “I am afraid of your venturing
yourself among those savages. The danger is too great.”

“Danger! Can the danger be more than it is here? In a
minute we may all be dead. Nonsense! I will go! I know what
to do and have made up my mind to it. Do not fear for me.
Remember that, if the worst comes to the worst, I have the
means to protect myself. You are not afraid to come, are
you, Otter?”

“No, Shepherdess,” said the dwarf. “Here all roads are
alike.”

Leonard thought awhile. Bitterly did he reproach himself
in that he had been the cause of leading his ward into such a
position. But now there was no help for it—she must go. And
after all it could make no difference if she were killed or cap-
tured five minutes hence or half an hour later. But Francisco,
who could not take such a philosophical view of the situation,
implored her not to venture herself alone among those horri-
ble savages.

“Go if you like, Juanna,” said Leonard, not heeding the
priest’s importunities. “If anything happens I will try to
avenge you before I follow. Go, but forgive me.”

“What have T to forgive?” she said, looking at him with
shining eyes. “Did you not once dare a greater danger for me?”

“Yes. go. Shepherdess,” said Soa, who till now had been
staring with all her eyes at the three aged men in the centre
of the square: “there is little to fear, if this fool of a dwarf
will but keep his tongue silent. I know my people, and I tell
you that if you sing that song, and say the words which I
have taught you, you and the black one here shall be pro-
claimed gods of the land. But be swift, for the soldiers are
about to shoot.”
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As Soa spoke, Leonard saw that the conference in the
square had come to an end. The messengers were calling
commands to the captains, which the captains repeated to the
soldiers, and then followed a mighty rattling of quivers. An-
other instant and the light shone upon many hundreds of ar-
row-heads, every one of which was pointed towards them.

Juanna saw also, and springing forward on to a rock, stood
there for a moment in the full glare of the sun. Instantly a
murmur went up from the host; a great voice called a com-
mand; the barbs of steel flickered like innumerable stars, and
sank downwards.

Now Otter, naked except for his moocha, sprang on to the
rock by Juanna’s side, and the murmur of the soldiers of the
Great People grew into a hoarse roar of astonishment and
dismay. Wonder had turned to fear, though why this multi-
tude of warriors should fear a lovely white girl and a black
dwarf was not apparent.

For a moment the ill-assorted pair stood together on the
rock; then Juanna leapt to the plain, Otter following her. For
twenty yards or so she walked in silence, holding the dwarf
by the hand; then suddenly she burst into singing wild and
sweet. This was the refrain of the sacred song which she sang
in the ancient language of the People of the Mist, the tongue
that Soa had taught her as a child:

I do but sleep.

Have ye wept for me awhile?

Hush! I did but sleep.

I shall awake, my people!

I am not dead, nor can I ever die.

See, I have but slept! )

See, I come again, made beautiful!

Have ye not seen me in the faces of the children?
Have ye not heard me in the voices of the children?
Look on me now, the sleeper arisen;

Look on me, who wandered, whose name is the Dawning!
Why have ye mourned me, the sleeper awakened?

Thus she sang, ever more sweetly and louder, till her voice
rang through the still air like the song of a bird in winter.
Hushed were the companies of the Great Men as she drew
towards them with slow gliding steps—hushed with fear and
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wonder, as though her presence awoke a memory or fulfilled
a promise.

Now she was in front of their foremost rank, and, halting
there, was silent for a moment. Then she changed her song.

Will ye not greet me, children of my children?
Have ye forgotten the promise of the dead?

Shall I return to the dream-land whence 1 wander?
Will ye refuse me, the Mother of the Snake?

The soldiers looked upon one another and murmured each
to each. Now she saw that they understood her words and
were terror-stricken by them. For another moment there was
silence, then suddenly the three priests or medicine-men, who
had drawn near together, passed through the ranks and stood
before her, accompanied by the warrior-chief.

Then one of them, the most aged, a man who must have
numbered ninety years, spoke in the midst of an intense still-
ness. To Juanna’s joy, as they had understood her, so she un-
derstood him, for his language was the same that Soa taught
her many years before, and in which, for the sake of prac-
tice, they had always conversed together for the last two
months.

“Art thou woman, or spirit?”’ asked the ancient priest.

“I am both woman and spirit,” she answered.

“And he with thee, he whom we know of”—went on the
priest pointing tremblingly to Otter—*‘is he god or man?”

“He is both god and man,” she answered.

“And those yonder; who are they?”

“They are our ministers and servants, white for the white,
and black for the black, the companions of our wanderings,
men and not spirits.”

The three priests consulted together, while the chief looked
on Juanna's beauty with wondering eyes. Then the oldest of
them spoke again:

“Thou tellest us in our own tongue of things that have long
been hidden, though perchance they are remembered. Either,
O Beautiful, thou hast learned these things and liest to us,
and then food are ye all for the Snake against whom thou
dost blaspheme, or ye are gods indeed, and as gods ye shall
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be worshipped. Tell us now thy name, and the name of yon-
der dwarf, of whom we know.”

“I am named the Shepherdess of Heaven among men. He
is named Otter, Dweller in the Waters, among men. Once we
had other names.”

“Tell us the other names, O Shepherdess.”

“Once in the far past I was named Brightness, T was named
Dawn, I was named Daylight. Once in the far past he
was named Silence, he was named Terror, he was named
Darkness. Yet at the beginning we had other names. Per-
chance ye know them, Ministers of the Snake.”

“Perchance we know them, O thou who art named Shep-
herdess of Heaven, O thou who wert named Brightness, and
Dawn, and Daylight; O thou who art named Dweller in the
Waters, and wert named Silence, and Terror, and Darkness!
Perchance we know them, although they be known to few,
and are never spoken, save in utter gloom and with hidden
head. But do ye know them, those names of the beginning?
For if ye know them not, O Beautiful, then ye lie and ye
blaspheme, and ye are food for the Snake.”

“Seldom through all the years have those holy names been
spoken save in utter darkness and with covered heads,”
Juanna answered boldly; “but now is the new hour, the hour
of the coming, and now they shall be called aloud in the light
of day from open lips and with uplifted eyes. Hearken, Chil-
dren of the Snake, these are the names by which we were
known in the beginning: 4Aca is my name, the Mother of the
Snake. Jdl, is he named, who is the Snake. Say, do ye know
us now?”

As these words rang on her lips a groan of terror burst
from every man who heard them. Then the aged priest cried
aloud: “Down upon your faces, ye Children of the Snake;
Worship, all ye People of the Spear, Dwellers in the Mist!
Aca, the Queen immortal, has come home again: Jil. the
god, has put on the flesh of men. Olfan, lay down thy king-
ship, it is his: ye priests. throw wide the temples, they are
theirs. Worship the Mother, do honour to the god!”

The multitude heard and prostrated themselves like a sin-
gle man, every one of them crying in a shout of thunder:

“Aca, the Queen of life, has come; Jal, the doom-eod, has
put on flesh. Worship the Mother, do honour to the god!”
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It was as though the army had suddenly been smitten with
death, and of the hundreds there, Juanna and Otter alone
were left standing. There was one exception, however, and
that was Olfan, the warrior chief, who remained upon his
feet, not seeming to relish the command to abdicate his au-
thority thus brusquely in favour of a dwarf, were he god or
man.

Otter, who was utterly bewildered, not comprehending a
word of what had been said, and being unable to fathom the
meaning of these strange antics, pointed at the chief with his
spear by way of calling Juanna’s attention to the fact that he
was still standing. But the great man interpreted the action
otherwise; evidently he thought that the newly-arrived god
was invoking destruction on him. His pride yielded to his su-
perstition, and he sank to his knees also.

When the sound of the worshipping had passed away
Juanna spoke again, addressing the old priest.

“Rise, my child,” she said—he might well have been her
great-grandfather—"‘and rise all ye, soldiers of the Spear and
servants of the Snake, and hear my words. Ye know me now,
ye know me by the holy name, ye know me by the fashion of
my face, and by the red stone that gleams upon my brow. In
the beginning my blood fell yonder and was frozen into such
gems as these, which to-day ye offer yearly to him who is my
child, and slew me. Now the fate is accomplished and his
reign is finished. I come with him indeed, and he is still a
god, but he loves me as a son again, and bows the knee to
me in service.

“Enough, ye know the ancient tale that is fulfilled this day.
Now we pass on towards our city, there to sojourn with you
a while and to proclaim the law of the Ending, and we pass
alone. There, in our city, let a place be made ready for us, a
place apart, but nigh to the temple: and let food be brought
to the place, that my servants may eat. At the gates of the
city also let men be waiting to bear us to that dwelling. Let
none spy upon us, lest an evil fate attend you all; and let
none be disobedient, lest we pass from you back to the land
of Death and Dreams. Perchance we shall not tarry here for
long, perchance we come to bring a blessing and to depart
again, Therefore hasten to do our bidding, and do it all. For
this time farewell, my servants.”
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Having spoken thus with much dignity, accompanied by
Otter, whose hand she held as before. Juanna withdrew her-
self, stepping backwards very slowly towards the circle of
rocks, and singing as she went.

XXI
The Folly of Otter
RO R R R IR R R SRR AR ER R RACRRRERRRS

JuaNNA and Otter gained the circle of rocks where the little
band lay watching and wonder-struck; that is. all except Soa,
who sat apart brooding, her arms clasped upon her breast.
Things had befallen as she expected. as they must befall in-
deed, provided that Juanna did not forget her lesson or show
fear, and that the dwarf did nothing foolish. But Soa knew
well that this was but the beginning of the struggle, and that,
though it might be comparatively easy for Juanna and Otter
to enter the city, and impose themselves upon its supersti-
tion-haunted people as the incarnations of their fabled gods,
the maintenance of the imposture was a very different mat-
ter. Moreover, she knew should they be discovered, that es-
cape would be impossible, or at the best, that it must be most
difficult. Therefore she sat apart and brooded, for, notwith-
standing their present triumph, her heart foreboded evil.

But with the others it was different: they had heard the
singing, they had seen the regiment of great men prostrate
themselves, and the sound of worshipping had come to their
ears like thunder; but of the why and wherefore of it all they
could only guess.

“What has happened?” said Leonard eagerly; “your initia-
tion seems to have come off well.”

“Bid the men fall back and I will tell you,” Juanna an-
swered.

Leonard did so, but instead of speaking she broke into hys-
terical laughter. Her nerves had been over-strained, and now
they sought relief thus.

“You must all be very respectful to Otter and myself.” she
said at length, “for we really are gods—don’t look shocked,
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Francisco, I begin to believe in it myself. We have only just
found it out, but I assure you it is a fact: they accepted us
fully, and that after not more than five minutes’ cross-exami-
nation. Listen!” And she told them all that had passed.

While she was speaking the regiment began to move, no
longer in a square, but in a formation of companies. Com-
pany by company it rushed past them, shaking the earth with
its footsteps, and as each section went by it tossed its spears
into the air as a salute, crying: “Glory to the Mother! glory
to the Snake!” and fled on toward the city.

At length the story was done and the regiment was gone.

“Well,” said Leonard, *“so far so good. Juanna. you are the
bravest and the cleverest girl in the whole world. Most young
women would have forgotten everything and gone into hyster-
ics at the critical point.”

“I kept them till afterwards,” she answered demurely.
“And as for being brave and clever, I only repeated what Soa
taught me like a parrot; you see I knew that I should be killed
if I made any mistake, and such knowledge sharpens the
memory. All I have to say is, if the Snake they talk so much
about is anything like those which are tattooed upon the old
priests’ breasts, I have no wish to make a nearer acquaint-
ance with it. I hate snakes. There, don’t say any more”—for
both Leonard and Francisco were breaking out into fresh
protestations of gratitude and admiration; “if you want to
thank anybody, thank Soa!”

“And so I do.” said Leonard heartily, for his spirits had
risen in a most wonderful manner. “Soa, you have told us the
truth, and you have managed well and I thank you.”

“Did you then take me for a liar?” the woman answered,
fixing her gloomy eyes upon Leonard’s face. “I told you the
truth, Deliverer, when I said that my people would accept
the Shepherdess and this black dog of yours as their gods.
But did I not tell you also that the death of the rest of us lies
in the matter? If not, I say so now. You have not been named
a god, Deliverer, nor has yonder Bald-pate”—the natives
called Francisco thus because of his tonsure—*and your
black dog will betray you by his yapping. When you look
down the jaws of the Snake remember then that Soa told you
truth, Deliverer. Perchance you shall find the red stones you
seek hidden in his belly, White Man.”
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“Be silent,” said Juanna indignantly, and Soa slunk back
like a whipped hound.

“Confound the old woman!” put in Leonard with a shiver.
“She is a black Jonah, and if I have to go inside this snake I
hope that it will be a case of ladies first, that is all.”

“I am sure I don’t know what has happened to Soa,” said
Juanna. “Her native air has a very bad effect upon her tem-
per.”

“Well, the future must look after itself,” answered Leon-
ard, “snake or no snake. At present we must follow our luck.
Otter, listen to me. Do you understand that you are a god,
the god of this people?”

“The god. Baas? What is a god?”

“Have I not told you, thick head? You are not a man any
more, you are a spirit. Once, so it seems, you ruled this peo-
ple in the past, and now you will rule them again. You and
the Shepherdess are both gods. She is your mother and you
are her child.”

“Yes, Baas, no doubt; but once I had another mother, a
much uglier one.”

“Otter, cease to talk folly, else when you are no more a
god I will beat you. Now vou are a god, and we are all your
servants, except the Shepherdess. When you speak to us you
must speak roughly, like a great chief to the lowest of his
people, calling us dogs and slaves. If you name me ‘Baas’ in
public I will beat you privately when you are no more a god.
You will do best to speak little or not at all. so that none can
take hold of your words, which are always foolish.”

“If you say that I am a god. Baas, it is enough, for doubt-
less you have met the gods and know their ways, though it is
strange that none have told me this before. They must be an
ugly people, the gods! But how will it be with the Settlement
men when they hear that I am a great spirit? They will say:
‘Does a spirit wait upon a man and call him chief? Does a
spirit clean the guns and cook the food of a man? They will
ask many such things. and the Great People will hear them.
And will they think then that I am a god? No, they will
know me for a liar, and will kill me and all of us.”

“That is true,” said Leonard. Then he summoned Peter
and the Settlement men and addressed them. He told them
that the plot had succeeded, and that Otter and the Shepherd-
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ess were accepted as the gods of the People of the Mist. Be-
cause of this they were left alive and held in honour, who,
but for it, would now be dead, riddled through with the ar-
rows of the Great Pecple. He explained to them for the sec-
ond time that it was necessary to the safety of all that this
delusion as to the divinity of Otter and the Shepherdess
should be maintained, since, if the slightest suspicion of the
fraud crossed the minds of the Great People, without doubt
they would all be sacrificed as impostors.

This was the tale that they must tell:—They should say
that all of them were hunting game in a far country with
himself, Soa, and Francisco, when one night they heard a
singing, and by the light of the moon they saw the Shep-
herdess and the dwarf Otter coming towards them. Then the
Shepherdess and Otter commanded them to be their servants
and travel with them to a new land, and they obeyed them,
white and black together, for they saw that they were not
mortals.—This was the tale that they must tell, moreover
they must act up to their words if they would continue to
look upon the sun.

When their first surprise was past, the Settlement men,
who were quick-witted people, entered into the spirit of the
plot readily enough; indeed, Peter caused them to repeat the
story to him, so that he might be sure that they had its de-
tails by heart.

Then they continued their march towards the city on the
hill. The two white men went first, next came Juanna and Ot-
ter followed by Soa, and last of all walked the Settlement
men. An hour’s journey brought them to the bank of the
river, which, dividing above it, engirdled the town, to reunite
near the roadway that they followed. Here canoes were
ready to take them across to the island, or rather the penin-
sula, on which the city was built. On the other side of the
river they found priests waiting in the great gateway with
two litters that had been prepared for Juanna and Otter re-
spectively. This, the further bank, was lined with some thou-
sands of spectators, who. when the divine pair set their feet
upon its shores, prostrated themselves, men, women, and chil-
dren, and burst into a shout of welcome.

Juanna and Otter took no heed. With such dignity as they
could command, and in the dwarf’s case it was not much,
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they entered the litters, drew the hide curtains. and were
borne forward swiftly. After them came Leonard, Francisco,
and the others, while the population followed in silence.

Now the sun was sinking, but enough of daylight was left
to show how strange were the place and people among which
they found themselves. The city, indeed. was rudely built of
like materials and in similar fashion to the house in the plain
that has been described already. But the streets were roughly
paved; each habitation stood apart from the other in its own
garden, and the gates were of wood, fastened together with
primitive iron bolts. There were drinking-shops, or rather
booths, and a large market-place, which they crossed as they
ascended the hill, and where, as they afterwards discovered,
this people carried on their trade, if trade it could be called,
for they had no money, and conducted all transactions like
other savages, upon a principle of barter.

As they went Leonard took note of these things, which. to
his mind, showed clearly that the inhabitants of this city were
the degenerate inheritors of some ancient and forgotten civil-
isation. Their fortifications, stone-built houses, drinking-shops,
and markets indicated this, just as their rude system of theol-
ogy, with its divinities of Light and Darkness. or of Death
and Life, each springing from the other, engaged in an eter-
nal struggle, and yet one, was probably the survival of some
elaborate nature-myth of the early world.

But nothing struck him so much as the appearance of the
people. In size they were almost giants, a peculiarity which
was shared by the women, some of whom measured six feet
in height. In common with other uncivilised races most of
these women wore little except a girdle and a goat-skin cloak
that hung loosely upon their shoulders, displaying their mag-
nificent proportions somewhat freely. They were much hand-
somer than the men, having splendid solemn eyes, very white
teeth, and a remarkable dignity of gait. Their faces, however,
wore the same sombre look as those of their husbands and
brothers, and they did not chatter after the manner of their
sex, but contented themselves with pointing out the peculiari-
ties of the strangers in a few brief words to their children or
to one another.

After crossing the market-place the party came to a long
and gentle ascent, which terminated at a wall surrounding the
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lower of the two great buildings that they had seen from the
plain. Passing its gates they halted at the doors of the first of
these edifices. Here priests stood with torches—at least, they
judged them to be priests from the symbol of the snake’s
head tattooed upon their naked breasts—ready to conduct
them to their lodging, for now the night was closing in rap-
idly. Soon they found themselves within the walls of a great
house, built in the usual way with rough boulders, but on
three sides of a square, and enclosing a courtyard in which a
fountain bubbled. The furniture of the house was rude but
grotesquely carved, and in the courtyard stood a throne, shel-
tered by a roof of turf, and fashioned of black wood and
ivory, with feet shaped like those of a human being. Indeed,
as they afterwards discovered, this was the palace of the
king, Olfan, who had been summarily ejected by the priests
to make room for the new-comers.

Here in this strange dwelling the attendant priests assigned
them all quarters, the Settlement men in one wing, Leonard,
Francisco, and Soa in the other, and Juanna and Otter in two
separate apartments in the body of the building. This ar-
rangement involved the separation of the party, but it was
difficult to offer objections, so they were forced to acquiesce
in it. Presently women entered bearing food, boiled corn,
milk in bowls, and roasted flesh in plenty, of which Leonard
and Francisco ate with thankfulness.

Before they went to sleep Leonard looked into the court-
yard, and was somewhat alarmed to find that guards were
stationed at every door, while in front of those leading to the
apartments of Juanna and Otter stood a body of priests with
torches in their hands. He made an effort to pass through
these guards in order to visit Juanna, but without a word
they lifted their great spears and stopped him, and for that
time he abandoned the attempt.

“Why do the priests stand before the door of the Shepherd-
ess, Soa?” asked Leonard.

“They guard the place of the gods,” she answered. “Unless
the gods will it, none may enter there.”

“Say, Soa,” Leonard asked again, “are you not afraid of
being here in your own land?”

“I am much afraid, Deliverer, for if I am found out then I
die. Yet many years have gone by since 1 fled; few live who
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knew me, and, perchance, none remember me. Also now I do
not wear my hair after the fashion of my people, and there-
fore I may escape, unless the priests discover me by their
magic. And now I would sleep.”

On the following morning at dawn Leonard rose and, ac-
companied by Francisco, walked into the courtyard. This
time the soldiers did not try to stop them, but the priests
were still standing in front of Juanna’s door, looking like
spectres in the grey mist. They went to them and signified by
signs that they would worship the Queen, but were sternly re-
fused admission in words which they could not understand,
but that Soa, who was listening, afterwards translated to
them.

“The Mother had come to her home,” said the spokesman,
“and might be profaned no more by the eyes of the vulgar.
The Snake also was in his home, and none should look upon
him.”

When arguments failed Leonard tried to force his way
through, and was met by a huge spear pointed at his throat.
How things would have ended it is difficult to say had not
Juanna herself appeared at this juncture, standing between
the curtains of the doorway. At the sight of her the priests
and soldiers fell upon their faces, and Leonard had sufficient
presence of mind to follow their example, dragging Francisco
down beside him.

“What is this tumult?” she asked the guards in their own
tongue.

“T tell you what it is, Juanna,” said Leonard, rubbing his
head upon the ground and speaking in English. “If you do
not come to an understanding with these scoundrels you will
soon be cut off from all communication with us, and what is
more, we shall be cut off too in another way. Will you be so
good as to issue an order that we are to be admitted when
we like?”

Juanna turned towards the priest and spoke angrily:

“Who has dared to forbid my servants to come before me
and worship me? My will is my own, and I only make it
known. It is my will that these white men and yonder black
woman pass in before me at their pleasure.”

“Your will is our will. Mother,” said the priests humbly.

So they went in, and the curtains were closed behind them.

177




“I am so thankful to see you,” said Juanna. “You don’t
know how dreadfully lonely it has been in this great room all
night, and I am afraid of those solemn-eyed priests who
stand round the doors. The women who brought me food last
evening crawled about the place on all fours like dogs; it was
horrible!”

“I am sorry that you have been left alone,” said Leonard,
“but you must try to make better arrangements. Soa might
sleep with you, at any rate. Where is Otter? Let us pay him a
visit; I want to see how that god is getting on.”

Juanna went to the door and addressed the priests, saying
that she desired to be led before the Snake, and her servants
with her. They demurred a little, then gave way, and all four
of them were conducted, first into the courtyard, in which no
human being was to be seen, and thence to an adjoining
chamber, where a curious sight awaited them. In a huge
chair set upon a dais sat Otter, looking furious and by no
means at ease; while stretched upon the ground in front of
him lay four priests, who muttered prayers unceasingly.

“Welcome, Baas!” he cried in rapture at the sight of Leon-
ard. “Welcome, Shepherdess!”

“You idiot!” answered Leonard in Dutch, but speaking in
the most humble voice, and sinking to his knees. “If you will
not remember that you are a god, I will pay you out so soon
as we are alone. Bid these fellows begone; the Shepherdess
will translate for you.”

“Go, dogs!” said Otter, taking the hint; “go, and bring me
food. I would speak with my servant, who is named Baas,
and with my mother.”

“These are the words of the Snake that he speaks in the
holy tongue,” said Juanna, and she translated them.

The four priests rose, and, bowing to the earth, crept back-
wards from the room. So soon as they were gone, Otter leapt
from his throne with an exclamation of rage that caused the
others to burst out laughing.

“Laugh, Baas, laugh if you will!” said the dwarf, “for you
have never been a god, and don’t know what it is. What
think you, Baas?—all night long I have sat upon that great
stool, while those accursed dogs burnt stinking stuff beneath
my nostrils and muttered nonsense. One hour more and I
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should have fallen on them and killed them, for I have had
no meat, and hunger makes me mad.”

“Hush!” said Leonard, “I hear footsteps! On to your
throne, Otter! Quick, Juanna! stand by his side; we will
kneel!”

They had barely time to obey when the curtains were
drawn, and a priest entered, holding a vessel of wood cov-
ered with a cloth. Slowly he crept towards the throne, with
his head bent almost to his knees; then, straightening himself
suddenly, he lifted up the wooden vessel and cried aloud:

“We bring you food, O Snake. Eat and be satisfied.”

Otter took the dish, and, lifting the cloth, gazed upon its
contents hungrily, but with an ever growing dissatisfaction.

“Son of a dog!” he cried in his own tongue, “is this food to
set before a man?”’ And he held the platter downwards, ex-
posing its contents.

They were simple, consisting of various sorts of vegetables
and water-cress—poor in quality, for the season was winter,
and all of them uncooked. In the centre of this fodder—
whether placed there in obedience to some religious tradition
or by way of ornament, or perhaps to assist the digestive proc-
ess of the god, as a tenpenny nail is said to assist that of an
ostrich—was a fine ruby stone; not so big, indeed, as that
which Soa had given to Leonard, but still of considerable size
and value. Leonard saw it with delight, but not so the dwarf,
the selfish promptings of whose stomach caused him to forget
that his master had journeyed far to seek such gems as this.
In the fury of his disappointed appetite he stood up on the
footstool of the throne, and, seizing the ruby, he hurled it at
the priest, hitting him fair between the eyes.

“Am I an eel,” he roared, “that I should live on water
grass and red gravel?”

Then the priest, terrified at the behaviour of this strange
divinity, picked up the offending gem—to the presence of
which he attributed his anger—and fled, never looking behind
him.

Juanna and Francisco were seized with uncontrollable
laughter, while even Soa deigned to smile. But Leonard did
not smile.

“Oh, you last descendant of generations of asses!” he said
bitterly. “You ass with four ears and a tenfold bray! What
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have you done? You have hurled the precious stone at the
head of him who brought it, and now he will bring no more.
Had it not been for you, doubtless with every meal such
stones would have been offered to you, and though you grew
thin we should all of us have become rich, and that without
trouble, tricks or violence.”

“Forgive me, Baas,” lamented Otter, “but my rage took
away my reason, and I forgot. See now what it is to be a
god. It is to be fed upon stuff such as would gripe an ox. Oh,
Baas, I would that these wild men had made you a god and
left me your servant!” And again he gazed with disgust upon
the water-cress and rows of leathery vegetables resembling
turnips.

“You had better eat them, Otter,” said Juanna, who was
still choking with laughter. “If you don’t you may get nothing
more for days. Evidently you are supposed to have a small
appetite.”

Then, driven to it by his ravening hunger, the wretched Ot-
ter fell upon the turnips and munched them sullenly, Leonard
rating him all the while for his unequalled stupidity.

Scarcely had he finished his meal when there was a stir
without, and once again priests entered, headed on this occa-
sion by that same aged man who had acted as spokesman
when Juanna declared herself on the previous day, and who,
as they had discovered, was named Nam. In fact he had
many other and much longer names, but as this was the short-
est and most convenient of them they adopted it.

It chanced that Leonard was standing by Soa, and when
this priest entered, whom she now saw face to face for the
first time, he noticed that she started, trembled, and then
drew back into the shadow of the throne.

“Some friend of the old lady’s youth,” thought Leonard to
himself. “I hope he won’t recognise her, that is all.”

Nam bent himself in adoration before the gods, then began
an address, the substance of which Juanna translated from
time to time. Bitterly did he grieve, he said, that such an in-
sult had been offered to the Snake as the presenting to him
among his food of the red stone, known as the blood of Aca.
That man who had done this folly was doomed to die, if, in-
deed, he were not already dead. Well could they understand
that, the Mother and Snake having become reconciled, the
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proffering to Jal of that which reminded him of the sin of
long ago was a wickedness that might bring a curse upon the
land. Let the Snake be appeased. Command had been given
that all such stones should be hidden in a secret place by him
who had wrought the crime, and, as he had said, if the man
returned alive from that place he should be slain. But he
would not return alive, for to go thither was death, as it
should be death henceforth even to mention that stone, of
which but one should now be seen in the land, that which the
Mother wore in memory of the past.

“O Otter, my friend,” murmured Leonard to himself, “if I
don’t make you pay for this my name is not Qutram!”

But enough of the stones, went on Nam, he had come
upon a more important matter. That night an assembly of all
the tribe would be held in the great temple an hour before
moonrise, that the Mother and the Snake might take up their
royalty in the presence of the people. Thither they would
come to lead them and their servants at the appointed time.
Was this pleasing to the gods?

Juanna bent her head in assent, and the priest turned to go
with many obeisances; but before he went he spoke again,
asking if all things were as the gods desired.

“Not altogether, my servant,” answered Juanna. “It is our
will that these, our other servants, should have free access to
us at all times and without question. Also, it is our will that
their food should be brought to them with our food. More-
over, it is the desire of the Snake that no more grass should
be given to him to eat; for now, in these latter days, having
put on the flesh of men, he needs that which will support the
flesh. One thing more, my servant; the Snake forgives the af-
front that was offered him, and I command that some of the
greatest of the holy stones should be brought to me, that I
may look on the blood which I shed so long ago.”

“Alas! it may not be, Mother,”” answered the priest in tones
of sorrow. “All the stones, both red and blue, have been placed
in bags of hide and cast into that place whence they can
be brought no more, together with him who offended. Nor
can others be gathered at this season of the year, seeing that
deep snow covers the place where they lie buried. In the
summer, when the sun has melted the snow, more can be
found, if your eyes still desire the sight of them.”
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Juanna made no reply, and the priest went.

“Here is a pretty business,” said Leonard. “That idiot Otter
has upset everything. We might have become millionaires for
the asking, and now we must wait for months before we so
much as get sight of a ruby or a sapphire.”

Nobody answered. Indeed, the whole party were plunged
into consternation at the fatal effects of this accident. As for
Otter himself, when he understood fully what he had done,
he almost wept for grief.

“Who could have known, Baas?” he groaned. “It was the
sight of the green food that bewitched me, who have always
hated the taste of grass: And now my folly has undone all,
and it seems that I must be a god for many months, if, in-
deed, they do not find me out.”

“Never mind, Otter,” said Leonard, moved to pity by the
dwarf’s genuine grief. “You have lost the stones and you will
have to find them again somehow. By the way, Soa, why did
you start so when the old priest came in?”

“Because he is my father, Deliverer,” she answered.

Leonard whistled; here was a new complication. What if
Nam should recognise her?

XXII

The Temple of Jdl
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IN considerable agitation of mind Leonard bid good-bye to
Juanna, promising to return soon, and went to visit the Set-
tlement men, whom he had not seen since the previous eve-
ning.

He found them in good case enough, so far as their mate-
rial comfort was concerned, for they were well supplied with
food and warmly lodged. So much could not be said, how-
ever, of their mental state, for they were terrified by the mul-
titude of solemn priests and warriors who watched them as
cats watch mice. Crouching round him dejectedly they im-
plored Leonard not to leave them, saying that they expected
to be murdered every minute. He pacified them as well as he
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could and left them with the assurance that he would return
presently, having first reminded them that the lives of all de-
pended upon the maintenance of the delusion as to the divin-
ity of Otter and the Shepherdess.

The remainder of that day passed heavily enough. After
the first excitement of their strange position had gone by a
reaction set in, and everybody was much depressed. As the
hours drew on, the mist, which had lifted a little about ten
o’clock, closed in very densely, throwing the ill-lighted cham-
ber where they sat into a deep gloom. In such an atmosphere
conversation languished; indeed, at times it died away alto-
gether, and the only sound to be heard was that of the monot-
onous voices of the priests without the curtains, as they mut-
tered prayers unceasingly. At length Leonard could bear it no
longer, but rose, declaring that he was going out to see what-
ever might be seen. Juanna tried faintly to dissuade him, and
Otter wished to come too, which was impossible. The end of
it was that he went alone.

First he revisited the Settlement men and tried to cheer
them, and sadly did they need cheering. Then he passed to
the great gates of the palace yard and looked through them.
The mist had lifted a little, and about a hundred paces away
he could perceive the doors of the temple, on either side of
which rose Cyclopean walls fifty feet or more in height. It
was obvious that here preparations for some ceremony were
in progress, and on a large scale, for immense crowds of peo-
ple were gathered about the doors, through which bodies of
priests and armed men passed continually. More he could not
learn, for the gates of the palace yard were barred and
guarded, and the soldiers would not let him through. He
stood by them watching till sunset, then returning to the oth-
ers he told them what he had seen.

Another hour passed, and suddenly the curtains were
drawn aside and a body of priests entered, twelve in number,
bearing large candles of fat in their hands, and headed by
their chief, Nam. Prostrating themselves before Juanna and
Otter they remained plunged in silence.

“Speak on,” said Juanna at length.

“We come, O Mother, and O Snake,” said the priest Nam,
“to lead you to the temple that the people may look upon
their gods.”
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“It is well; lead on,” Juanna answered.

“First you must be robed, Mother,” said Nam, “for with-
out the temple none may look upon your divinity, save your
priests alone.”

Rising as he spoke, he produced a black dress from a grass
bag, which was carried by an attendant. This dress was very
curious. It fastened in front with buttons of horn, and either
was, or seemed to be, woven in a single piece from the
softest hair of black-fleeced goats. Moreover, it had sleeves
just long enough to leave the hands of the wearer visible, and-
beneath its peaked cap was a sort of mask with three slits,
two for the eyes and one for the mouth.

Juanna retired to put on this hideous garment over her
white robe, and reappeared presently, looking like the black
ghost of a mediaeval monk. Then the priests gave her two
flowers, a red lily and a white, to be held in either hand, and
it appeared that her equipment was complete. Next they
came to Otter and bound a scarlet fringe of hair about his
forehead in such fashion that the fringe hid his eyes, at the
same time placing in his hand a sceptre of ivory, apparently
of very ancient workmanship, and fashioned in the shape of a
snake standing on its tail.

“All is prepared,” said Nam.

“Lead on,” answered Juanna again. “But let our servants
come with us. both those here and those without, save the
woman only, who stays to make ready for our return.”

Juanna spoke thus because Soa had announced her wish to
be left behind when they went to the temple. Juanna had
consulted Leonard on the subject, who gave it as his opinion
that Soa had good reasons of her own for making this re-
quest. Also he pointed out that in case of disturbance she
could scarcely help them, and might possibly prove an en-
cumbrance.

“They wait,” answered Nam: “all is prepared for them
also:” and as he spoke a sardonic smile flickered on his with-
ered countenance that made Leonard feel very uncomfort-
able. What was prepared. he wondered?

They passed through the curtains into the courtyard, where
soldiers, clad in goat-skin cloaks, waited with two litters.
Here also were the Settlement men, armed, but in an extrem-
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ity of fear, for they were guarded by about fifty of the Great
People, also armed.

Juanna and Otter entered the litters, behind which Leonard
formed up his little band, going in front of it himself with
Francisco, both of them having rifles in their hands and
revolvers at their girdles, of which no attempt was made to
deprive them, for none knew their use.
~ Then they started, surrounded by the bare-breasted priests,
who chanted and waved torches as they walked, and pre-
ceded and followed by the grim files of tall soldiers, on whose
spears the torch-light flashed ominously. As they came the
gates of the palace yard were opened. They passed them and
across the space beyond until they reached the doors of the
temple, which were thrown wide before them. 2

Here Otter and Juanna descended from the litters, and all
the torches were extinguished, leaving them in darkness.

Leonard felt his hand seized and was led along, he knew
not where, for the misty gloom was intense. He could
scarcely see the face even of the priest who conducted him,
but from the sounds he gathered that all their party were
being guided in a similar fashion. Once or twice also he
heard the voice of a Settlement man speaking in accents of
fear or complaint, but such demonstrations were followed
quickly by the sound of a heavy blow. dealt, no doubt, by the
priest or soldier in charge of that individual. Evidently it was
expected that all should be silent. Presently Leonard became
aware that they had left the open space across which they
were walking, for the air grew close and their footsteps rang
hollow on the rocky floor.

“I believe that we are in a tunnel,” whispered Francisco.

“Silence, dog,” hissed a priest in his ear. “Silence, this
place is holy.”

They did not understand the meaning of the words at the
moment, but the tone in which they were spoken made their
purport sufficiently clear. Leonard took the hint, and at the
same time clutched his rifle more tightly. He began to be
afraid for their safety. Whither were they being led—to a
dungeon? Well, they would soon know, and at the worst it
was not probable that these barbarians would harm Juanna.
They followed the tunnel or passage for about a hundred and
fifty paces; at first it sloped downwards, then the floor be-
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came level till at length they began to ascend a stair. There
were sixty-one stone steps in this stairway, for Leonard count-
ed them, each about ten inches high, and when all were
climbed they advanced eleven paces along a tunnel that
echoed strangely to their steps, and was so low that they
must bend their heads to pass it. Emerging from this tunnel
through a narrow opening, they stood upon a platform also
of stone, and once more the chill night air fanned their
brows.

So dense was the gloom that Leonard could tell nothing of
the place where they might be, but from far beneath them
rose a hissing sound as of seething water, and combined with
it another sound of faint murmuring, as though thousands of
people whispered each to each. Also from time to time he
heard a rustling like that of a forest when a gentle wind stirs
its leaves, or the rustling of the robes of innumerable women.

This sense of the presence of hidden waters and of an un-
seen multitude was strange and terrifying in the extreme. It
was as though, without perceiving them, their human facul-
ties suddenly had become aware of the spirits of the unnum-
bered dead, thronging, watching, following—there, but intan-
gible; speaking without words, touching without hands.

Leonard was tempted to cry aloud, so great was the strain
upon his nerves, which usually were strong enough; nor was
he alone in this desire. Presently a sound arose from below
him, as of some person in hysterics, and he heard a priest
command silence in a fierce voice. The sobbing and laughter
went on till it culminated in a shrill scream. After the scream
came the thud of a blow, a heavy fall. a groan, and once
again the invisible multitude whispered and rustled.

“Someone has been killed,” muttered Francisco in Leon-
ard’s ear; “who is it, I wonder?”

Leonard shuddered, but made no answer, for a great hand
was placed upon his mouth in warning.

At length the portentous quiet was broken and a voice
spoke, the voice of Nam the priest. In the silence all that he
uttered could be heard plainly, but his words came from far
away, and the sound of them was still and small. This was
what he said, as Juanna told it to them after the ceremony.

“Hear me. ye Children of the Snake, ye ancient People of
the Mist! Hearken to me, Nam, the priest of the Snake!
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Many a generation gone in the beginning of time, so runs the
legend, the Mother goddess whom we worship from of old,
' descended from heaven and came hither to us, and with her
came the Snake, her child. While she tarried in the land the
' crime of crimes was wrought, the Darkness slew the Day-
. light, and she passed hence, we know not how, or where; and
from that hour the land has been a land of mist, and its peo-
' ple have wandered in the mist, for he whose name is
Darkness has ruled over them, answering their prayers with
death. But this doom was on the Snake, that because of his
- wickedness he must put off the flesh of men and descend into
'~ the holy place of waters, where, as we and our fathers have
known, his symbol dwells eternally, taking tribute of the lives
of men.

“Yet ere that crime was wrought the Mother gave a word
~ of promise to her people. ‘Now I am about to die at the
 hands of him I bore, for so it is fated.” she said. ‘But not for
ever do I leave you, and not for ever shall the Snake be pun-
ished by putting off the flesh of men. Many generations shall
go by and we will return again and rule over you, and the
veil of mist shall be lifted from your land, and ye shall be
great in the earth. Till then, choose you kings and let them
govern you; moreover, forget not my worship, and see to it
that throughout the ages the altar of the Snake is wet with
blood, and that he lacks not the food he loves. And 1T will
give you a sign by which we shall be known when at length
the fate is accomplished, and the hour of forgiveness is at
hand.

“‘As a fair maid will I come again, a maid lovely and
white, but because of his sin the Snake shall appear in the
shape of that which sits within your temple, and his hue shall
be black and his face hideous. Out of the earth will we arise,
and we will call to you and ye shall know us, and we will tell
you our holy names that shall not be spoken aloud from this
hour to that hour of our coming. But beware lest ye be de-
ceived and false gods set themselves up among you, for then
shall the last evil fall upon you and the sun shall hide his
face.’

“Thus, Children of the Mist, did the Mother speak to him
who was her chief priest in the long ago. and he graved her
words with iron on the stone of that whereon I stand, but
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none can read that writing, for its secret is lost to us, al-
though the prophecy remains. And now the time is full, and
it has been given to me, his successor, in my old age, to see
the fulfilment of the saying.

“The time is full, and this night the promise of the past is
accomplished, for, People of the Mist, the immortal gods,
whose names are holy, have appeared to rule their children.
Yesterday they came, ye saw them, and in your ears they
called aloud the sacred names. As a maiden fair and white, and
as a dwarf black and hideous, have they come, and Aca is
the name of the maiden, and Jdl is the name of the dwarf.”

He ceased, and his voice died away in the echoes of the
great place. Once again there was silence, broken only by the
seething sound of waters and the indefinable murmur of an
unseen throng beneath.

Leonard stood still awhile, then edged himself gently for-
ward with the design of discovering where and upon what
they were standing. His curiosity soon met with a violent
check, for before he had gone a yard he felt that his right
foot was dangling in space, and it was only by a strong effort
that he prevented himself from falling, whither he knew not.

Recovering his balance, he shuffled himself back again to
the side of Francisco, and whispered a warning to him not to
move if he valued his life. As Leonard spoke, he noticed that
the blackness of the night was turning grey with the light of
the unrisen moon. Already her rays, striking upwards, bright-
ened the sky above and the mountains behind, and from
them fell a pale reflection, which grew gradually stronger and
clearer.

Now he could discover that close upon him to the left a
black mass towered high into the air, and that far beneath
him gleamed something like the foam on broken water. For a
time he watched this water, or whatever it might be, until a
smothered exclamation from Francisco caused him to look
up again. As he looked, the edge of the moon rose above the
temple wall, and by slow degrees a wonderful sight was re-
vealed to him. Not till the moon was fully visible did he see
everything, and to describe all as he discovered it, piecemeal,
would be difficult. This was what Leonard saw at length.

Before him and underneath him lay a vast and roofiess
building, open to the east, covering some two acres of
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ground, and surrounded by Titanic walls, fifty feet or more in
| height. This building was shaped like a Roman amphitheatre,
" but with the exception of the space immediately below him,
| its area was filled with stone seats, and round its wide cir-
cumference stone seats rose tier on tier. These were all occu-
. pied by men and women in hundreds, and except at the further
end, scarcely a place was empty. At the western extrem-
| ity of the temple a huge statue towered seventy or eighty feet
into the air, hewn, to all appearance, from a mass of living
rock. Behind this colossus, and not more than a hundred
paces from it, the sheer mountain rose, precipice upon prec-
ipice, to the foot of a white peak clad in eternal snow. It
was the peak that they had seen from the plain when the
mist lifted, and the statue was the dark mass beneath it
which had excited their curiosity.

~ This fearful colossus was fashioned to the shape of a huge
 dwarf of hideous countenance, seated with bent arms out-
stretched in a forward direction, and palms turned upwards
as though to bear the weight of the sky. The statue stood, or
rather sat, upon a platform of rock; and not more than four
paces from its base, so that the outstretched hands and
slightly bowed head overhung it indeed, was a circular gulf
measuring, perhaps, thirty yards across, in which seething
waters raged and boiled. Whence they came and whither they
went it was impossible to see, but Leonard discovered after-
wards that here was the source of the river which they had
followed for so many days. Escaping from the gulf by under-
ground passages that it had hollowed for itself through the
solid rock, the two branches of the torrent passed round the
walls of the town, to unite again in the plain below. How the
pool itself was supplied Leonard was destined to learn in af-
ter-days.

Between the steep polished sides of the rock basin and the
feet of the statue was placed an altar, or sacrificial stone.
Here on this ledge, which covered an area no greater than
that of a small room, and in front of the altar stood a man
bound, in whom Leonard recognised Olfan, the king, while
on either side of him were priests, naked to the waist, and
armed with knives. Behind them again stood the little band of
Settlement men, trembling with terror. Nor were their fears
groundless, for there among them lay one of their number,
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dead. This was the man whose nerve had broken down, who
shrieked aloud in the darkness, and in reward had been smit-
ten into everlasting silence.

All this Leonard saw by degrees, but the first thing that he |

saw has not yet been told. Long before the brilliant rays of
the moon lit the amphitheatre they struck upon the huge
head of the dwarf idol, and there, on this giddy perch, some
seventy feet from the ground, and nearly a hundred above
the level of the pool of seething water, sat Juanna herself, en-
throned in an ivory chair. She had been divested of her black

cloak, and was clad in the robe of snowy linen cut low upon |
her breast, and fastened round her waist with a girdle. Her |
dark hair flowed about her shoulders; in either hand she held |

the lilies, red and white, and upon her forehead glowed the

ruby like a blood-red star. She sat quite still, her eyes set.

wide in horror; and first the moonlight gleamed upon the
gem bound to her forehead, next it showed the pale and
lovely face beneath, then her snowy arms and breast, the
whiteness of her robes, and the hideous demon head whereon
her throne was fixed.

No spirit could have seemed more beautiful than this
woman set thus on high in that dark place of blood and fear.
Indeed, in the unearthly light she looked like a spirit, the

spirit of beauty triumphing over the hideousness of hell, the |

angel of light trampling the Devil and his works.
It was not wonderful that this fierce and barbarous people

sighed like reeds before the wind when her loveliness dawned |
upon them, made ethereal by the moon, or that thenceforth |

Leonard could never think of her quite as he thought of any
other woman. Under such conditions most well-favoured
women would have appeared beautiful; Juanna did more, she
seemed divine.

As the light grew downward and the shadows thinned be-
fore it, Leonard followed with his eyes and presently he dis-
covered Otter. The dwarf, naked except for his girdle and the
fringe upon his head, was also enthroned, holding the ivory
sceptre in his hand, but in a seat of ebony placed upon the
knees of the colossus, nearly forty feet below Juanna.

Then Leonard turned to consider Francisco’s position and
his own, and found it terrible enough. Indeed, the moment
that he discovered it was nigh to being his last. In company
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with two priests of the Snake, they were standing on the
palm of the right hand of the idol, that formed a little plat-
' form some six feet square, which they had won in the
H darkness through a tunnel hewn in the arm of stone. There
they stood unprotected by any railing or support, and before
- them and on either side of them was a sheer drop of some
' ninety feet to the water beneath or of fifty to the rock of the
~ platform.
~ Leonard saw, and for a moment turned faint and dizzy,
then, setting the butt of his rifle on to the stone, he leaned
upon the barrel till his brain cleared. It was well for him that
he had not known what lay beneath when, but now, he thrust
' his foot into vacancy, for then his senses might have failed
~him.

Suddenly he remembered Francisco, and opened his eyes,
which he had closed to shut out the sight of the yawning gulf
beneath. It was not too soon. The priest had seen also, and
consciousness was deserting him; even as Leonard turned
his knees gave way, and he sank forward and downwards.

Quick as thought Leonard stretched out his right hand and
caught Francisco by the robe he wore, then, resting his
weight upon the rifle, he strained at the priest’s falling body
with all his force in such a manner that its direction was
turned, and it fell sideways upon the platform, not downwards
into space. Leonard dragged at him again, and thrust him
into the mouth of the little tunnel through which they had
reached this dreadful eminence, where he lay quiet and safe,
lost in a blessed insensibility. )

All this took place in a few seconds. The two priests of the
Snake, who stood by them as calmly as though their feet
were still on the solid earth, saw, but made no movement.
Only Leonard thought that they smiled grimly, and a horrible
fear struck his heart like a breath of ice. What if they waited
a signal to cast him down? It might well be so. Already he
had seen enough of their rites to enable him to guess that
theirs was a religion of blood and human sacrifice.

He shivered, and again turned faint, so faint indeed that he
did not dare to keep his feet, but sank into a sitting posture,
resting his back against the stone of the idol’s thumb.
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XXIII
How Juanna Conquered Nam
TITITIIT I T VI T T T T I ST UT U U U 0T Ol E T S
StiLL the silence endured, and still the moonlight grew,
creeping lower and lower till it shone upon the face of the
seething waters, and, except in the immediate shadow of the
walls, all the amphitheatre was full of it.

Then the voice of Nam spoke again from far away, and
Leonard looked to see whence he spoke. Now he saw. Nam,
attended by three priests, was perched like an eagle on the
left palm of the colossus,-and from this dizzy platform he ad-
dressed the multitude. Looking across the breast of the
statue, Leonard could just see the outstretched arm and the
fierce face of the high priest as he glared down upon the peo-
ple.

“Hearken, ye Dwellers in the Mist, Children of the Snake!
Ye have seen your ancient gods, your Father and your
Mother, come back to rule you and to lead you on through
war to peace, to wealth, to power, and to glory. Ye see them
now by that light and in that place wherein only it is lawful
that ye should look upon them. Say, do ye believe and do ye
accept them? Answer, every one of you, answer with your
voice!”

Then a mighty roar of sound went up from the gathered
thousands, a roar that shaped itself into the words:

“We believe and we accept.”

“It is well,” said Nam when the tumult had died away.
“Hearken, ye high gods! O Aca! and O Jal! Bend down your
ears and deign to hearken to your priest and servant, speak-
ing in the name of your children, the People of the Mist. Be
ye kings to reign over us! Accept the power and the sacrifice,
and sit in the place of kings. We give you rule through all the
land; the life of every dweller in the land is yours; yours are
their cattle and their goats, their city and their armies. For
you the altars shall run red, the cry of the victim shall be
music in your ears. Ye shall look upon him whom long ago
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ye set to guard the secret awful place, and he shall crawl
beneath your feet. As ye ruled our fathers so ye shall rule us,
according to the customs which ye laid down for ever. Glory
be to you, O Aca, and to you, O Jal! immortal kings for ev-
ermore!”

And in a shout that rent the skies the great audience
echoed: “Glory be to you, O Aca, and to you, O Jal, immor-
tal kings for evermore!”

Then Nam spoke again, saying: “Bring forth the virgin,
that fair maid who is destined to the Snake, that he may look
upon her and accept her as his wife. Bring her forth also
who, twelve months gone, was vowed in marriage to the
Shape of stone, that she may bid her lord farewell.”

As he spoke there was a stir behind the idol, and presently
from either side of it a woman was led forward by two
priests on to the little space of rock between its feet and the
edge of the gulf, and placed one to the right of the altar, and
one to the left. Both these women were tall and lovely with
the dark and somewhat terrifying beauty of the People of the
Mist, but there the resemblance between them ended. She to
the right was naked except for a girdle of snake-skin and the
covering of her abundant hair, which was crowned with a
wreath of red lilies similar to the flower that the priests had
given to Juanna. She to the left, on the contrary, was clothed
in a black robe round which was broidered the shape of a
blood-red snake, whose head rested upon her breast. Leonard
noticed that the appearance of this woman was that of ex-
treme terror, for she shrank and trembled, whereas that of
the flower-crowned bride was jubilant and even haughty.

For a moment the two women stood still while the people
gazed upon them. Then at a signal from Nam, she who was
crowned with flowers was led before the altar, and thrice she
bowed the knee to the idol, or r=ther to Otter. who sat upon
it. Now all eyes were fixed on the dwarf, who stared at the
girl but made no sign, which was not wonderful. seeing that
he had no inkling of the meaning of the ceremony. As it
chanced, he could not have acted more wisely, at least in the
interests of the bride, for here, as elsewhere, silence was held
to give consent.

“Behold the god accepts,” cried Nam, “the beauty of the
maid is pleasing in his eyes. Stand aside, Saga, the blessed,
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that the people may look upon you and know you. Hail to
you, wife of the Snake!”

Smiling triumphantly the girl moved back to her place by
the altar, and turned her proud face to the people. Then the
multitude shouted:

“Hail to you, bride of the Snake! Hail to you, the blessed,
chosen of the god!”

While the tumult still lasted the woman who was clad in
the black robe was led forward, and when it had died away
she also made her obeisance before the idol.

“Away with her that she may seek her Lord in his own
place,” cried Nam.

“Away with her, her day is done,” echoed the multitude.
Then, before Juanna could interfere, before she could even
speak, for, be it remembered, she alone understood all that
was said, the two priests who guarded the doomed woman,
rent the robe from her and with one swing of their strong
arms hurled her backwards far into the pool of seething
waters.

She fell with a shriek and lay floating on their surface
flung this way and that by the eddy of the whirlpool just
where the moonlight beat most brightly. All who could of the
multitude bent forward to see her end, and overcome by a
fearful fascination, Leonard threw himself on his face and
craning his head over the stone of the idol's hand, watched
also, for the girl’s struggling shape was almost immediately
beneath him. Another minute and he would have foregone
the hope of winning the treasure which he had come so far
to seek, not to have yielded to the impulse.

For as he stared, the waters beneath the feet of the idol
were agitated as a pond is agitated by the rush of a pike
when he dashes at his prey. Then for an instant the light
gleamed upon a dull enormous shape. and suddenly the head
of a crocodile reared itself out of the pool. The head of a
crocodile, but of such a crocodile as he had never heard or
dreamed of, for this head alone was broader than the breast
of the biggest man, its dull eyes were the size of a man’s fist,
its yellow fangs were like the teeth of a lion, and from its
lower jaw hung tentacles or lumps of white flesh which at
that distance gave it the appearance of being bearded like a
goat. Also, the skin of this huge reptile, which could not have
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measured less than fifty feet in length by four feet in depth,

"was here and there corroded into rusty excrescences, as
though some fungus or lichen had grown upon it like grey
moss on an ancient wall. Indeed, its appearance seemed to
point to extreme antiquity.l

Hearing the disturbance in the water, the reptile had
emerged from the cave where it dwelt beneath the feet of the
idol, to seek its accustomed food, which consisted of the hu-
man victims that were cast to it at certain intervals. It reared
its hideous head and glared around, then of a sudden the
monster and the victim vanished together into the depths.

Sick with horror Leonard drew himself back into a sitting
posture, and glanced up at Juanna. She was crouched in her
ivory chair overcome, and her eyes were closed, either
through faintness or to shut out the sight of dread. Then he
looked down at Otter. The dwarf, staring fixedly at the
water, sat still as the stone effigy that supported him. Evi-
dently in all his varied experience he had seen no such thing
as this.

“The Snake has accepted the sacrifice,” cried Nam again;
“the Snake has taken her who was his bride to dwell with
him in his holy house. Let the offerings be completed, for this
is but the first-fruit. Take Olfan who was king, and offer him
up. Cast down the white servants of the Mother, and offer
them up. Seize the slaves who stood before her in the plain,
and offer them up. Lead forth the captives, and offer them
up. Let the sacrifice of the Crowning of Kings be accom-
plished according to custom, that the god whose name is Jal
may be appeased; that he may listen to the pleading of the
Mother, that the sun may shine upon us, that fruitfulness
may fill the land and peace be within its gates.”

1 Crocodiles are proverbially long lived, but Leonard could
never discover the age of this particular reptile. On enquiry he
was able to trace it back for three hundred years, and tradition
said that it had always dwelt among the People of the Mist from
“the beginning of time.” At least it was very old, and under
the name of the Snake had been an object of worship for many
generations. How it came among the People of the Mist is
difficult to say, for no other specimen appeared to exist in the
country. Perhaps it was captured in some distant age and placed
in the cave by the priests, to figure as an incarnation of the
Snake that was the object of their worship.
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Thus he cried while Leonard felt his blood turn cold and
his hair rise upon his head. for though he could not under-
stand the words, he guessed their purport and his instinct told
him that a great danger threatened them. He looked at the
two priests who stood by, and they glared hungrily on him in
answer. Then his courage came back to him; at least he had
his rifle and would fight for his life. It must go hard if he
could not put a bullet through one or both of them before
they got a hold of him.

Meanwhile the priests below had seized the king Olfan,
whose giant form they were dragging towards the stone of
sacrifice. But of a sudden, for the first time Juanna spoke,
and a deep silence fell upon the temple and all within it.

“Hearken, People of the Mist,”” she said; and her voice fall-
ing from that great height seemed small and far away, al-
though so clear that every word was audible in the stillness of
the night.

“Hear me, People of the Mist, and ye, priests of the
Snake. Aca is come again, and Jal is come again, and ye
have given them back their rule after many generations, and
in their hands lie the lives of every one of you. As the old
tradition told of them so they are, the Mother and the Child,
and the one is clothed with beauty, the symbol of life and of
the fruitful earth; and the other is black and hideous, the
symbol of death and the evil that walks upon the earth. And
ye would do sacrifice to Jal that he may be appeased ac-
cording to the ancient law, and listen to the pleading of the
Mother that fruitfulness may fill the land. Not so shall Jal be
appeased, and not because of the sacrifice of men shall Aca
plead with him that prosperity may reign in the land.

“Behold, the old law is done away, and we give you a new
law. Now is the hour of reconciliation, now Life and Death
walk hand in hand, and the hearts of Aca and Jal have
grown gentle through the ages, and they no longer crave the
blood of men as an offering to their majesty. Henceforth ye
shall bring them fruits and flowers, and not the lives of men.
See, in my hand I hold winter lilies, red and white, blood-red
they are and white as snow. Now the red flower, token of
sacrifice and slaughter, I crush and cast away, but the white
bloom of love and peace I set upon my breast. It is done,
gone is the old law; see, it falls into the place of the Snake,
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its home; but the new law blossoms above my heart and in it.
Shall it not be so, my Children, People of the Mist? Will ye
not accept my mercy and my love?”

The multitude watched the red blooms as, bruised and bro-
ken, through the light and through the shadow, they fell
slowly to the seething surface of the pool; then it looked up
like one man and saw the white lily set upon Juanna’s whiter
breast. They saw, and moved by a common impulse, they
rose with a sound like the rush of the wind and shouted:

“Gone is the day of blood and sacrifice, come is the day of
peace! We thank you, Mother, and we take your mercy and
your love.”

Then they were silent, and again there was a sound like
that of the wind, as all their thousands sank back to the seats
of stone.

Now Nam spoke again in a voice of fury that rang
through the still air like a clarion.

“What is this that my ears hear?” he cried. “Are ye mad,
O ye Dwellers in the Mist? Or does the Mother speak with a
charmed voice? Shall the ancient worship be changed, and in
an hour? Nay, not the gods themselves can alter their own
worship. Slay on, ye priests, slay on, or ye yourselves shall
die the dreadful death.”

The priests below heard, and seizing the struggling king
they cast him with difficulty down upon the stone.

“Leonard, Leonard,” cried Juanna in English, addressing
him for the first time by his Christian name, as even then he
noticed, but looking straight before her that none might guess
to whom she spoke. “These priests are going to kill you and
all of us, except Otter and myself. If you can, when you see
me point with my hand, shoot that man who is about to sac-
rifice the king. Make no answer.”

Leonard heard and understood all. Resting his back firmly
against the thumb of the statue, he shifted his position a little
so that the group below him came within his line of sight and
waited, watching Juanna, who now was speaking again in the
language of the People of the Mist.

“This I promise you, ministers of blood,” she said, “if ye
obey me not ye shall indeed die the dreadful death, the death
unknown. Hearken, my servant, who are named Deliverer,”
and she looked down upon Leonard, “and do my bidding. If
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one of these shall dare to lift his hand against yonder man,
slay him swiftly as you know how.” i i

“Smite on,” screamed Nam, “smite on and fear not.”

Most of the priests drew back affrighted; but one ruffian
lifted his knife. and at that moment Juanna pointed with her
hand. Then Leonard, leaning forward, covered the priest’s
great breast with his rifle as surely as the uncertain light
would allow. Unconscious of his danger, the executioner mut-
tered an invocation. Now the knife was about to fall upon
the throat of Olfan, when fire and smoke sprang out far
above him, the rifle rang, and, shot through the heart, the
priest leapt high into the air and fell dead. Terror seized the
witnesses of this unaccustomed and, to them, most awful
sight.

“The gods speak with flame and thunder,” one cried, “and
death is in the flame.”

“Silence, dogs!” screamed Nam, “ye are bewitched. Ho!
you that stand on high, cast down the wizard who is named
Deliverer, and let us see who will deliver him from death
upon the stone.”

Then one of the guards who stood by him made a move-
ment to grasp Leonard and throw him down, but the other
was terrified and could not stir. The first man stretched out
his arm, but before it so much as touched its aim he himself
was dead, for, seeing his purpose, Leonard had lifted the rifle
and once more its report rang through the temple. Suddenly
the priest threw his arms wide, then he fell backwards, and
with a mighty rush dived into sheer space to crash lifeless on
to the stone floor below, where he lay, his head and hands
hanging over the edge of the pool.

Now for the first time Otter’s emotions overcame him. He
stood up on the knees of the dwarf, and shaking the sceptre
in his hand, he pointed with it to the dead men on the paving
below. at the same time crying in stentorian tones:

“Well done, Baas, well done! Now tumble the old one yon-
der off his perch, for I weary of his howlings.”

This speech of Otter’s produced even a greater effect on
the spectators, if that were possible, than the mysterious
death of the priests. That he whose name was Silence should
cry aloud in a strange tongue, of which they understood no
single word, was a dread and ominous thing that showed his
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anger to be deep. But Leonard took no heed. he was too
much engaged in covering the second guard with the barrel
of his repeater. This man, however. had no liking for such a
dreadful death. Swiftly he flung himself on to his knees, im-
ploring Leonard to spare him in humble accents, and with
gestures that spoke more plainly than his words.

Taking advantage of the pause again Tuanna cried loud:
“Ye see, People of the Mist, I make no idle threats. Where
are they now, the disobedient ones? The toncue of flame has
licked them and they are dead. and as thev have perished. so
shall all perish who dare-to gainsay my word. or the word of
Jal. Ye know us for gods and ye have crowned us kings. and
gods and kings we are indeed. Yet fear not. for on the rebel-
lious only shall our anger fall. Answer, vou Nam. Will you
do our bidding? Or will you die also as vour servants died?”

Nam glanced round desperately. He looked down on the
multitude and found no help there. Long had they cowered
beneath him; now hope was born in their breasts, and in the
presence of a power greater than his, if onlv for a while, they
broke his yoke and the yoke of their red superstitions. He
looked at the company of priests: their heart was out of
them, they were huddled together like knots of frightened
sheep. staring at the corpses of their two companions. Then
he bethought him of Otter. Surely there was refuge in the
god of blood and evil: and he cried to him:

“The Mother has spoken. but the Mother is not the Child.
Say, O Jal, what is your command?”’

Otter made no answer, because he did not understand; but
Juanna replied swiftly:

“I am the mouth of Jail, as Jal is my hand. When I speak 1
speak the words of Jal. Do his bidding and mine, or die, you
disobedient servant.”

This was the end of it. Nam was beaten: for the first time
in his life he must own a master, and that master the gods
whom he had himself discovered and proclaimed.

“So be it,” he said suddenly. “The old order passes, and the
new order comes. So be it! Let your will be done, O Aca and
O Jal. I have striven for your glory, 1 have fed your altars,
and ye threaten me with death and put away my gift. Priests,
set free that man who was king. People, have your way, for-

199



get your ancient paths, pluck the white flower of peace—and
perish! I have said.”

So he spoke from on high, shaking his clenched fists above
his hoary head. and was gone. Then the executioners un-
bound the limbs of the ex-king, and he rose from the stone of
death.

“Olfan,” cried Juanna from on high, “you that were the
king. we, who have taken your kingship, give vou life. and
liberty, and honour; see that in reward you serve us well. lest
again you should lie upon that bed of stone. Do you swear
fealty to us?”

“For ever and for ever. I swear it by your holy heads,” an-
swered Olfan.

“It is well. Now under us once more we give you com-
mand of the armies of this people. cur children. Summon
your captains and your soldiers. Bid those that brought us
hither lead us back whence we came, and there set guards
about us, so that none trouble us. For you. our people, for
this time fare you well. Go in peace to dwell in peace
beneath the shadow of our strength.”

XXIV
Olfan Tells of the Rubies
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IT was at this juncture that Francisco recovered his senses.
“Oh!” he gasped, opening his eyes and sitting up, “is it done,
and am I dead?”

“No, no, you are alive and safe,” answered Leonard. “Stay
where you are and don’t look over the edge. or vou will faint
again. Here, take my hand. Now, you brute.” and he m~de
energetic motions to the surviving priest. indicating that he
must lead them back along the path by which they had come,
at the same time tapning his rifle significantly.

The man understood and started down the darksome tun-
nel as though he were glad to go, Leonard holding his robe
with one hand, while with the other he pressed the muzzie of
the loaded rifle against the back of his neck. Francisco fol-
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lowed, leaning on Leonard’s shoulder, for he could not walk
alone. .

As they had come so they returned. They passed down the
steps of stone which were hollowed in the body of the colos-
sus: they traversed the long underground tunnel. and at
length, to their intense relief, once more they stood upon the

- solid ground and in the open air. Now that the moon was up,

and the mist which had darkened the night had melted. they
could see their whereabouts. They had emerged upon a plat-
form of rock within a bowshot of the great gates of the pal-
ace, from whence the secret subterranean passage used by
the priests was gained, its opening being hidden cunningly
among the stone-work of the temple.

“I wonder where the others are?” asked Leonard anxiously
of Francisco.

As he spoke, Juanna, wrapped in her dark cloak, appeared,
apparently out of the stones of the wall. and with her Otter,
the Settlement men bearing their dead companion, and a con-

- siderable company of priests, among whom, however, Nam

was not to be seen.
“Oh, is that you, Leonard?” said Juanna in English, and in a
voice broken with fear. “Thank Heaven that you are safe!”
“Thank Heaven that we are all safe ” he answered. “Come,
let us get on. No, we can walk, thank you,” and he waved

 away the priests, who produced the litters from where they

had hidden them under the wall.

The men fel! back and they walked on. At the gate of the
palace a welcome sight met their eyes, for here stood Olfan,
and with him at least a hundred captains and soldiers, who
lifted their spears in salute as they advanced.

“Olfan, hear our bidding,” said Juanna. “Suffer no priest of
the Snake to enter the palace gates. We give you command
over them, even to death. Set guards at every doorway and
come with us.”

The ex-king bowed and issued some orders, in obedience to
which the sullen priests fell back murmuring. Then they all

- passed the gates, crossed the courtyard. and presently stood

in the torch-lit throne-room, where Juanna-had slept on the
previous night. Here food had been prepared for them by
Soa, who looked at them curiously, especially at Leonard and
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Francisco, as though, indeed, she had never expected to see
them again.

“Hearken, Olfan,” said Juanna, “we have saved your life
to-night and you have sworn fealty to us; is it not so?”

“It is so, Queen,” the warrior answered. “And 1 will be
faithful to my oath. This heart, that but for you had now
been cold. beats for you alone. The life you gave back to me
is yours, and for you I live and die.”

As he spoke he glanced at her with an expression in which,
as it seemed to Juanna, human feeling was mixed with super-
natural awe. Was it possible, she wondered with a thrill of
fear, that this savage king was mingling his worship of the
goddess with admiration of the woman? And did he begin to
suspect that she was no goddess after all? Time would show,
but at least the look in his eyes alarmed her.

“Fear not,” he went on; “a thousand men shall guard you
night and day. The power of Nam is broken for a while, and
now all this company may sleep in peace.”

“It is well, Olfan. To-morrow morning, after we have
eaten, we will talk with you again, for we have much to say.
Till then, watch!”

The great man bowed and went, and at last they were
alone.

“Let us eat,” said Leonard. “What is this? Spirit, or a very
good imitation of it. Well, I never wanted a glass of brandy
more in my life.”

When they had finished their meal, at the request of Leon-
ard Juanna translated all that had been said in the temple,
and among her listeners there was none more interested than
Soa.

“Say, Soa.” said Leonard, when she had finished, “you did
not expect to see us come back alive, did you? Is that why
you stayed away?”

“No. Deliverer,” she answered. “I thought that you would |
be killed, every one of you. And so it must have come about,
had it not been for the Shepherdess. Also, I stayed away be-
cause those who have looked upon the Snake once do not de-
sire to see him again. Many years ago I was bride to the
Snake, Deliverer, and, had 1 not fled, my fate would have |
been the fate of her who died this night.”
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“Well, I do not wonder that you chose to go,” said Leon-
ard.

“Oh, Baas,” broke in Otter, “why did you not shoot that
old medicine-man as I told you? It would have been easy
when you were about it, Baas, and now he would have been
broken like an eggshell thrown from a house-top, and not
alive and full of the meat of malice. He is mad with rage and
wickedness, and I say that he will kill us all if he can.”

“I rather wish I had,” said Leonard, pulling his beard. “I
thought of it, but I could not do everything; and on future
occasions, Otter, will you remember that your name is
Silence? Luckily, these people do not understand you: if they
did you would ruin us all. What is the matter, Soa?”’

“Nothing, Deliverer,” she answered; “only I was thinking
that Nam is my father, and I am glad that you did not shoot
him, as this black dog, who is named a god, suggests.”

“Of gods I know nothing, you old cow,” answered Otter
angrily; “they are a far-off people, though it seems that I am
one of them. at any rate among these fools. your kinsmen.
But of dogs I can tell you something, and it is that they bite.”

“Yes, and cows toss dogs,” said Soa, showing her teeth.

“Here is another complication,” thought Leonard to him-
self; “one day this woman will make friends with her vener-
able parent and betray us, and then where shall we be? Well,
among so many dangers an extra one does not matter.”

“I must go to bed,” said Juanna faintly; “my head is swim-
ming. I cannot forget those horrors and that giddy place.
When first I saw where I was I nearly fainted and fell, but
after a while I grew more used to it. Indeed, while I was
speaking to the people I quite forgot my fear, and the height
seemed to exhilarate me. What a sight it was! When all is
said and done, it is a grand thing to have lived through such
an experience. I wonder if anyone has ever seen its like.”

“You are a marvellous - woman. Juanna,” said Leonard,

~ with admiration. “We owe our lives to your wit and courage.”

“You see I was right in insisting on coming with you,” she
answered somewhat aggressively.

“For our sakes, yes; for your own I am not so sure. To tell
you the truth, I think that we should have done better never
to have started on this mad expedition. However, things look
a little more promising now, though Nam and his company
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have still to be reckoned with, and we don’t seem much
nearer the rubies. which are our main object.”

“No.” said Juanna, “they are gone, and we shall be lucky if
we do not follow them into the home of that hideous snake.
Good-night.”

“Francisco,” said Leonard, as he rolled himself up in his
blanket., “you had a narrow escape to-night. If I had missed
my hold!”

“Yes. Outram, it was lucky for me that your arm is strong
and your mind quick. Ah, I am a dreadful coward, and I can
see the place now:” and he shuddered. “Always from a child
I have believed that I shall die by a fall from some height,
and to-night T thought that my hour had come. At first I did
not unde-stand. for T was watching the Sefiora’s face in the
moonlight, and to me she looked like an angel. Then I saw,
and my senses left me. It was as though hands were stretched
up from the blackness to drag me down—yes, I saw the
hands. But you saved me. Outram, though that will not help
me, for I shall perish in some such way at last. So be it. It is
best that I should die, who cannot conquer the evil of my
heart.”

“Nonsense, my friend.” said Leonard; “don’t talk like that
about dyng. We can none of us afford to die just at
present—that is, unless we are obliged to do so. Your nerves
are upset, and no wonder! As for ‘the evil of your heart,’ I
wish that most men had as little, the world would be better.
Come. go to sleep, you will feel very differently to-morrow.”

Francisco smiled sadly and shook his head, then he knelt
and began to say his prayers. The last thing that Leonard saw
before his eyes closed in sleep was the rapt girlish face of the
priest, round which the light of the taper fell like an aureole,
as he knelt muttering prayer after prayer with his pale lips.

It was nine o’clock before Leonard awoke next morning—
for they had not slept till nearly four—to find Francisco al-
ready up, dressed, and. as usual, praying. When Leonard was
ready they adjourned to Juanna’s room, where breakfast was
prepared for them. Here they found Otter, looking somewhat
disturbed.

“Baas, Baas,” he said, “they have come and will not go
away!”
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“Who?” asked Leonard.
“The woman, Baas: she who was given to me to wife, and
' many other women—her servants—with her. There are more
' than twenty of them outside, Baas, and all of them very big.
' Now, what shall I do with her, Baas? I came here to serve
you and to seek the red stones that you desire, and not a
woman tall enough to be my grandmother.”
'\ “I really don’t know and don’t care,” answered Leonard.
“If you will be a god you must take the consequences. Only
beware, Otter: lock up your tongue, for this woman will
. teach you to speak her language, and she may be a spy.”
. “Yes, Baas, I will see to that. Is not my name Silence, and
! shall women make me talk—me, who have always hated
' them? But—the Baas would not like to marry her himself? I
i am a god, as you say, though it was you who made me one,
Baas, not I, and my heart is large; I will give her to you,
Baas.”
\" “Certainly not,” answered Leonard decidedly. “See if the
breakfast is ready. No, I forgot, you are a god so climb up
| into that throne and look the part, if you can.’
" As he spoke, Juanna came from her room, looking a little
| pale, and they sat down to breakfast. Before they had fin-
" ished their meal, Soa announced that Olfan was waiting with-
';-out. Juanna ordered him to be admitted, and presently he
“entered.
“Is all well, Olfan?” asked Juanna.
“All is well, Queen,” he answered. “Nam and three hun-
.|‘ dred of his following held council at dawn in the house of the
| priests yonder. There is much stir and talk in the city, but the
| hearts of the people are light because their ancient gods have
come back to us, bringing peace with them.”
- “Good,” said Juanna. Then she began to question him art-
| fully on many things, and by degrees they learnt more of the
| People of the Mist.
. It seemed, as Leonard had already guessed, that they were
I\‘a very ancient race, having existed for countless generations
on the same misty upland plains. They were not, however, al-
 together isolated, for occasionally they made war with other
‘savage tribes. But they never intermarried with these tribes,
Iall the captives taken in their wars being offered in sacrifice
at the religious festivals. The real governing power in the
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community was the Society of the Priests of the Snake, who
held their office by hereditary tenure, outsiders being admit-
ted to their body only under very exceptional circumstances.
The council of this society chose the kings. and when they
were weary of one of them, they sacrificed him and chose
another, either from among his issue or elsewhere. This being
the custom, as may be imagined, the relations between
church and state were much strained, but hitherto—as Olfan
explained with suppressed rage—the church had been su-
preme.

Indeed, the king, for the time being, was only its mouth-
piece, or executive officer. He led the armies, but the super-
stitions of the people—and even of the soldiers themselves—
prevented him from wielding any real power; and, unless he
chanced to die naturally, his end was nearly always the
same: to be sacrificed when the seasons were bad or “Jal was
angry.”

The country was large but sparsely populated, the fighting
men numbering not more than four thousand. of whom
about half lived in the great city, the rest occupying villages
here and there on the mountain slopes. As a rule the people
were monogamous, except the priests. It was the custom of
sacrifice which kept down the population to its low level,
made the power of the priests absolute, and their wealth
greater than that of all the other inhabitants of the country
put together, for they chose the victims that had offended
against Jal or against the mother-goddess, and confiscated
their possessions to “the service of the temple.” Thus the
great herds of half-wild cattle which the travellers had seen
on the plains belonged to the priests, and the priests took a
fourth of the produce of every man'’s field and garden—that
is, when they did not take it all, and his life with it.

Twice in every year great festivals were held in the temple
of Jal, at the beginning of the spring season and in the au-
tumn after the ingathering of the crops. At each of these fes-
tivals many victims were offered in sacrifice, some upon the
stone and some by being hurled into the boiling pool beneath
the statue, there to be consumed by the Snake or swept down
the secret course of the underground river. The feast cel-
ebrated in the spring was sacred to Jal, and that in the au-
tumn to the mother-goddess. But there was this difference be-
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tween them—that at the spring ceremony female victims only
were sacrificed to Jal to propitiate him and to avert his evil
influence, while at the autumn celebration males alone were
offered up to the mother-goddess in gratitude for her gifts of
plenty. Also criminals were occasionally thrown to the Snake
that his hunger might be satisfied. The priests had other rites,
Olfan added, and these they would have an opportunity of
witnessing if the spring festival, which should be celebrated
on the second day from that date, were held according to
custom.

“It shall not be celebrated,” said Juanna, almost fiercely.

Then Leonard, who had hitherto listened in silence, asked
a question through Juanna. “How is it,” he said, “that Nam
and his fellows, being already in absolute power, were so
willing to accept the gods Jil and Aca when they appeared in
person, seeing that henceforth they must obey, not rule?”

“For two reasons, lord,” Olfan answered; “first, because
the gods are gods, and their servants know them; and second-
ly, because Nam has of late stood in danger of losing his au-
thority. Of all the chief priests that have been told of, Nam is
the most cruel and the most greedy. For three years he has
doubled the tale of sacrifices, and though the people love
these sights of death, they murmur, for none know upon
'whom the knife shall fall. Therefore, he was glad to greet the
‘gods come back, since he thought that they would confirm his
‘power, and set him higher than he sat before. Now he is as-
‘tonished because they proclaim peace and will have none of
the sacrifice of men; for Nam does not love such gentle
gods.”

“Yet he shall obey them,” said Otter, speaking for the first
time by the mouth of Juanna, who all this while was acting
as interpreter, “or drink his own medicine, for I myself will
sacrifice him to myself.”

When Juanna had translated the dwarf’s bloodthirsty threat
Olfan bowed his head meekly and smiled; clearly the pros-
pect of Nam’s removal did not cause him unmixed grief. It
Was curious to see this stately warrior chief humbling his
pride before the misshapen, knob-nosed Kaffir.

“Say, Olfan,” asked Leonard, “who cut from the rock the
great statue on which we sat last night, and what is that rep-
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tile we saw when the woman was thrown into the pool of

troubled waters?”

“Ask the Water-dweller of the water-dweller, the Snake of
the snake, and the Dwarf of his image,” answered Olfan,
nodding towards Otter. “How can I, who am but a man, tell
of such things, lord? I only know that the statue was fash-
ioned in the far past, when we, who are now but a remnant,
were a great people; and as for the Snake, he has always
lived there in his holy place. Our grandfathers’ grandfathers
knew him, and since that day he has not changed.”

“Interesting fact in natural history,” said Leonard; “I wish
I could get him home alive to the Zoological Gardens.”

Then he asked another question. “Tell me, Olfan, what be-
came of the red stones yesterday, and of him who offended
in offering them to the god yonder?”

“The most of them were cast into the pit of waters, lord,
there to be hidden for ever. There were three hide sacks
full.”

“Oh, heavens!” groaned Leonard when Juanna had trans-
lated this. “Otter, you have something to answer for!”

“But the choicest,” went on Olfan, “were put in a smaller
bag, and tied about the neck of the man who had sinned.
There were not many, but among them were the largest
stones, that until yesterday shone in the eyes of the idol,
stones blue and red together. Also, there was that stone,
shaped like a human heart, which hitherto has been worn by
the high priest on the days of sacrifice, and with it the image
of the Dwarf fashioned from a single gem, and that of the
Water-dweller cut from the great blue stone, and other small-
er ones chosen because of their beauty and also because they
have been known for long in the land. For although many of
these pebbles are found where the priests dig for them, but
few are large and perfect, and the art of shaping them is
lost.”

“And what became of the man?”’ Leonard asked, speaking
as quietly as he could, for his excitement was great.

“Nay, I do not know,” answered Olfan. “I only know that
he was let down with ropes into the home of the Snake, and
that he gained that holy place, for it was told to me that he
dragged rope after him, perhaps as he fled before the Snake.

“Now it was promised to the man that when he had laid
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the bag of stones in the place of the Snake; for the Snake to
guard for ever, his sins would be purged, and if it pleased the
Water-dweller to spare him, that he should be drawn up
again. Thus Nam swore to him, but he did not keep his oath,
for when the man had entered the cave he bade those who
held the ropes to cast them loose, and I know not what hap-
pened to him, but doubtless he is food for the Snake. None
who look upon that holy place may live to see the sun
again.”

“I only hope that the brute did not swallow the rubies as
well as their bearer,” said Leonard to Juanna; “not that there
is much chance of our getting them, anyway.”

Then Olfan went, nor did he return till the afternoon,
when he announced that Nam and his two principal priests
waited without to speak with them. Juanna ordered that they
should be admitted. and presently they came in. Their air was
humble, and their heads were bowed; but Leonard saw fury
gleaming in their sombre eyes, and was not deceived by this
mask of humility.

“We come, O ye gods,” said Nam, addressing Juanna and
Otter, who sat side by side on the throne-like chairs: “We
come to ask your will, for ye have laid down a new law
which we do not understand. On the third day from now is
the feast of Jal, and fifty women are made ready to be of-
fered to Jal that his wrath may be appeased with their blood,
and that he may number their spirits among his servants, and
withhold his anger from the People of the Mist, giving them
a good season. This has been the custom of the land for
many a generation, and whenever that custom was broken
then the sun has not shone, nor the corn grown, nor have the
cattle and the goats multiplied after their kind. But now, O
ye gods, ye have proclaimed a new law, and I, who am yet
your servant, come hither to ask your will. How shall the
feast go, and what sacrifice shall be offered unto you?”

“The feast shall go thus,” answered Juanna. “Ye shall offer
us a sacrifice indeed; to each of us ye shall offer an ox and a
goat, and the ox and the goat shall be given to the Snake to
feed him, but not the flesh of men; moreover, the feast shall
be held at noon and not in the night-time.”

“An ox and a goat—to each an ox and a goat!” said Nam
humbly, but in a voice of bitterest sarcasm. “As ye will so let
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it be, O ye gentle-hearted gods. And the festival shall be held
at noon, and not in the night season as of old. As ye will, O
ye kind gods. Your word is my law, O Aca, and O Jal;” and
bowing to the ground the aged man withdrew hlmself fol-
lowed by his satellites.

“That devilish priest makes my flesh creep,” said Juanna,
when she had translated his words.

“Oh! Baas, Baas,” echoed Otter, “why did you not shoot
him while you might? Now he will surely live to throw us to
the Snake.”

As he spoke Soa advanced from behind the thrones where
she had taken refuge when Nam entered.

“It is not well for a dog who gives himself out as a god to
threaten the life of one whom he has tricked,” she said mean-
ingly. “Perchance the hour shall come when the true god will
avenge himself on the false, and by the hand of his faithful
servant, whom you would do to death, you base-born dwarf.”
And before anyone could answer she left the chamber, cast-
ing a malevolent look at Otter as she went.

“That servant of yours makes my flesh creep, Juanna,” said
Leonard. “One thing is clear enough, we must not allow her
to overhear any more of our plans; she knows a great deal
too much already.”

“I cannot understand what has happened to Soa,” said
Juanna; “she seems so changed.”

“You made that remark before, Juanna; but for my part I
don’t think she is changed. The sight of her amiable parent
has developed her hidden virtues, that is all.”

XXV
The Sacrifice after the New Order
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THE third day came, the day of the sacrifice after the new
order. Nothing particular had happened in the interval:
Leonard and Francisco took some walks through the city,
guarded by Peter and the Settlement men; that was all.
They did not see much there, except the exteriors of the
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houses built of stone and roofed with turves, and the cold
stare of curiosity with which they were followed by hundreds
of eyes gave them a sense of unrest that effectually checked
their efforts at closer examination. Once indeed they halted in
the market-place, which was thronged; whereon all business
ceased, and seller, buyer, herdsmen and presiding priests
flocked around staring at them, half in fear and half in curi-
osity, for they had never seen white men before. This they
could not bear, so they returned to the palace.

Of course Otter and Juanna, being divine, were not al-
lowed to indulge in such recreations. They were gods and
must live up to their reputation. For one day Otter endured
it; on the second, in spite of Leonard’s warnings, he sought
refuge in the society of the bride Saga. This was the begin-
ning of evil, for if no man is a hero to his valet de chambre,
much less can he remain a god for long in the eyes of a curi-
ous woman. Here, as in other matters, familiarity breeds con-
tempt.

Leonard saw these dangers and spoke seriously to the
dwarf on the subject. Still he could not conceal from himself
that, putting aside the question of his ennui, which made his
conduct natural, at any rate, in a savage, Otter’s position was
a difficult one. So Leonard shrugged his shoulders and con-
soled himself as best he could with the reflection that, at least,
his wife would teach the dwarf something of her language,
which by the way he himself was practising assiduously under
the tuition of Juanna and Soa.

At noon the party adjourned to the temple, escorted by a
bevy of priests and soldiers, for in obedience to Juanna’s
commands the feast was to be celebrated in the daytime and
not at night. As before, the vast amphitheatre was crowded
with thousands of human beings, but there was a difference
in the arrangements.

Juanna and Otter had declined to occupy their lofty
thrones, and sat in chairs at the feet of the huge and hideous
stone idol, almost on the edge of the pool, Nam alone stand-
ing before them, while Leonard, Francisco, and the Settle-
ment men ranged themselves on either side. The day was
cold and miserable, and snow fell from time to time in large
flakes from an ashen sky.

Presently Nam addressed the multitude.
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“People of the Mist,” he cried, “ye are gathered here to
celebrate the feast of Jil, according to ancient custom, but
the gods have come back to you, as ye know, and the gods in
their wisdom have changed the custom. Fifty women were
prepared for the sacrifice; this morning they rose rejoicing,
deeming that they were destined to the Snake, but now their
joy is turned to sorrow, since the gods will not accept them,
having chosen a new offering for themselves. Let it be
brought forward.”

At his word lads appeared from behind the idol, driving
two lean bulls, and with them a pair of he-goats.

Whether by accident or design, they drove them so unskil-
fully that the animals blundered hither and thither over the
rocky platform till they were finally despatched with blows
from clubs and axes, that is, except one goat, which, escaping
its pursuers, rushed down the amphitheatre and scrambled
from seat to seat among the audience, uttering a succession
of terrified “baa’s.” Indeed the scene was so comic that even
that sombre and silent people began to laugh, accustomed as
they were on these occasions to the hideous and impressive
ceremonial of the midnight sacrifice of many human beings.

The ancient feast was a fiasco; this was a fact which could
not be concealed.

“Begone, ye People of the Mist,” said Nam presently, point-
ing to the dead animals. “The sacrifice is sacrificed, the fes-
tival of Jal is done. May the Mother plead with the Snake
that the sun may shine, and that fruitfulness may bless the
land.”

Now, scarcely ten minutes had elapsed since the beginning
of the ceremony, which in the ordinary course of events
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