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CHAPTER I
Dawn Fire.

VEN on the coolest of the decks
the heat of that last night com-
ing down the Red Sea had been

almost 1sufferable. Shortly before
morning the liner slipped out through
the Straits of Babel-Mandeb.

The same dead July calm prevailed
in the Gulf of Aden; but the passen-
gers were at last relieved by the
coolness which precedes the tropical
dawn. Nearly all took advantage of
the respite to sink into the restful
slumber of less torrid regions.

The occupant of the most luxurious
stateroom aboard the great P. and O.
steamer had slept while most of her
fellow passengers lay tossing in rest-
less torment.

She now rose and made a hasty
toilet  without calling her maid.
Though the languor in her dark eyes
~um*e&ted southern Europe, her aris-
tocratic hands were deft and all her
graceful movements purposefdl

She reached the rail of the prom-
enade deck in time to witness the ever-
marvelous splendor of the tropical
dawn. The sky was a blue-black dome
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studded with diamonds; but as she
gazed forward over the port bow of
the liner the velvety darkness in the
east glowed with a golden light that
paled the stars above the ocean ho-
rizon.

.Swiftly the gold became tinged with
a pink, deepening to a rose shot with
beams of scarlet—a soft effulgence
that lent a ‘“delicious blush to the
creamy whiteness of the girl's oval
face.

Then, like a fairy overture swelling
into a triumphal march, the scarlet
beams flared out in a riot of magnifi-
cent red flames that leaped up at the
zenith as #f to devour the last fleeing
star. Close upon these warlike fore-
runners the royal sun leaped up abeve
the horizon and searched out every
nook and corner of his-domains with
the white glare of his wrathful gaze.

The girl at the rail sighed with more
than esthetic satisfaction as for a mo-
ment she looked straight into the disk
of white fire.

Dazzled, she half-lowered her silken
lashes and looked down. O the deck
below her she jaw blurred shapes
moving, and she heard a mutter of
hoarse voices. As her vision cleared
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she perceived that the shapes were two
men bearing another between them by
the legs and shoulders.

All three were stripped to the waist.

Their hair was clotted with sweat-
dampened ashes, and their faces and
bodies were covered with a layer of
smut and ashes and coal-dust, down
which ran whitish sweat-streaks. On
their hands and arms were the marks
of numerous burns, some of them
fresh, others scarred over.

The girl recognized the grimy trio
as stokers.

She shuddered at the hairy bodies
of the two carriers and drew back to
shut off the repulsive sight. But a
glimpse of the gray-white face of the
third man impelled her to pause and
linger in half-fearful fascination. The
man seemed to be dead. He hung in-
ert in the grasp of the others.

Beside the rail, where the slight
breeze of the liner’s headway could be
felt, the man in the rear released his
hold and turned back. The other man
lowered the head and shoulders of the
wictim of heat and overwork with a
gentleness that brought a glow of sym-
pathetic tenderness into the curious,
half-disdainful eyes of the shrinking
spectator on the deck above.

As the man stepped clear his com-
panion came back with a bucket of
water and dashed the contents upon
the forebody and into the face of the
prostrate man.

Brutal as appeared the remedy, it
served the purpose. The swooning
stoker gasped, stirred a little, and
opened his eyes. At once his face lost
its repulsiveness. His eyes were the
clear, bright blue of cornflowers.

With them as keynote, the hali-
washed-off smudge of sweat and grime
failed to divert. attention from the
shapely nose and mouth, the broad
forehead, and firm chin.

The cheeks, though thin and hollow
from exhaustion, showed none of the
creases of age or dissipation. Most of
the ashes had been cleansed from the
well-trimmed hair by the violent
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splurge of water. There was no sign
of gray in the sandy locks.
For a moment the man’s eyes stared

vacantly upward.

Then their half-dazed gaze was
caught and fixed by the vision of love-
liness that was peering over the rail
above. HMis mates were hurrying down
to the stokehold.

Suddenly conscious that the man
perceived her, the girl started back,
her eyes flashing with vexation. She
went over to the opposite rail and
gazed out across the head of the gulf
toward the distant coast of Africa.

But soon the disdainful curve of her
scarlet lips began to relax. There had
been nothing offensive in the fellow’s
look. After the drenching and with
his eyes open, he did not appear such
a vulgar sert.

They were oddly pleasant eyes. She
was alone on this deck, and the man's
mates had left him alone down there.
Might there not be need to notify some
one that he required aid?

Womanly pity, feminine curiosity,
maidenly fancy—who may fathom the
springs of a young lady’s conduct?

When she again peered down at him
his eyes were closed. But he had
slipped an arm under his head, and
there were a tinge of color in his
cheeks. She gazed at him as one views
a beautiful animal.

Though he was not a large man
either in height or girth, his narrow
hips and magnificently developed fore-
body might have been cast from the
mold of a Greek statue.

She had viewed many of the galler-
ies and museums of Europe. His eyes
were closed. Why should she not ad-
mire this sleeping Adonis, wearied with
his toil at the forge of Vulcan?

The blue eyes opened wide and
looked up at her.

This time they were not dazed or
bewildered. As they met her gaze
they shone radiantly and smiled a
recognition that held no trace of dis-
respect, but only a surprxsed and rev-
erent adoration.
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His lips parted to utter a clear, low-
pitched murmur: “ Then it was you.
1 thought it a vision—a heavenly
vision of you, my lady.”

Even one of her station could not
‘take offense at so inoffensive a remark.
She blushed a little and smiled uncer-
tainly, yet lingered, unable to break the
spell of the odd situation..

Somehow it seemed quite natural
that he should be speaking to her. He
was different from other men. This
was not alone because his intonation
proved him,to be an American.

Yet that counted not a little. Tb
have shown the slightest condescension
to an Englishman of the lower orders
would, in the circumstances, have been
quite impossible.

“ My lady!” he repeated, and, smi-
ling up at her, he began to quote:

“'This, then, O Flowers, I sing;
God, when he made ye,
Made yet a fairer thing
Making my lady;
Fashioned her tenderly,
Giving all weal to her.
Girdle ye slenderly,
Go to her, kneel to her,

“ Saying, ‘He sendeth us,
He the most dutiful,
Meetly he endeth us, :
Maiden most beautifull
Let us get rest of you,
Sweet, in your breast;
Die, bemg pressed of you,
D1e being blessed.””

Unconsciously the girl’s hand had
been lifted, to press against her bosom.

She drew in a tremulous sigh of won--

der and delight.

“ You—you know Austin Dobson—
you, a stoker? ”’ she murmured. *“ Who
are you? What is—"!

Sher stopped abruptly and drew back
as if startled. Fronv behind her came
a hail in a mellow English voice:
“ Ah-ha, Senhorita Vasca! T knew I
should find you here.”

The florid young Englishman was
no Greek Adonis.

Yet he was both handsome and aris-
tocratic, and his usually cold gray eyes
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were aglow as he hastened toward the
girl. Her vexation vanished at sight
of his eagerness. She gave him a
gracious smile and started across to
the starboard rail.

“QOut for a morning whiff at the
odors of Araby the Blest?” he in-
quired.

“I wish it were the orange blos-
soms of Mozambique, Mr. Decies.”

“To be sure. Orange blossoms—
deuced pleasant associations!” he ob-
served, his eyes ardent.

She parried the attack: “Do you
wonder, when all my childhood and
many years since were spent on the

“east coast—Mozambique, Natal, Dela-

goa Bay, Biera? In England I am an
exotic.”

He smiled amusedly. “ You say
that—the daughter of Sir Hallam
Searle.”

“ Africander,” she rejoined.

“But he was born in England, I
hear; and as an associate of Cecil
Rhodes—"

“1, at least,-am a real Africander,
Mr. Decies. You have heard that my
mother was the daughter of a gov-
ernor-general of Mozambique.”

“ Indeed, yes; a Portuguese lady—"

“And T was born at Port Mozam-
bique. So you see I am very um-
English in reality. Do you wonder
that I regard Africa as my mother-
land—that T am glad to be going
home?”

She gazed across the gulf at the
desolate shore of Africa, fast receding
in the distance.

“ Must say T fail to get you—quite,”
he replied. “ Africa is well enough
for rubber and big game and all that,
you know. But homet is home even to
colonials.”

“Wait until you've met them in
their native lairs,” she rallied. “ When
in England we may be so weak or so
tactful as to agree with the insular
majority, who know no better. We
endure the fog and chill—yet in our
hearts we long for our sun and blue
skies.”
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“And fever and torrid heat,” he

added
““ At least you will ﬁnd the shooting
better,” she countered.

“ There you have me,” he admitted.
“ Lucky fluke for me that the planta-
tion isin a big game country. If Sir
Hallam had not told me of the shoot-
ing I wouldn’t have taken the post of
assistant manager, and so I might
never have met you.”

“'There was once a large tribe of
Makuas on that part of the coast,”
Vasca hastened to explain. “ Years
ago the slavers killed or carried away
most of them, and more recently the
country has been laid waste and de-
populated by the ferocious Maviti.
That is why my father was able to
obtain so large a concession for the
company and why he has to send to
Gaza Land for contract laborers.”

“ Not half bad all round,” remarked
Decies. “ The depopulating, I take it,
is the cause of the country becoming
so well stocked with game. Gives us
the exclusive shooting, and no natives
to poach on our preserves. There'll
be no end of good-sport.”

“You know the Frenchman’s state-
ment of the customary English greet-
ing,” rallied the girl. * ‘Lovely morn-
ing.” ‘ Ah, yes, glorious! Let’s go out
and kill something.””

“¥You would prefer to breakfast
would you not?” he inquired.

She smiled at his clever parry and
permitted him to escort her down to
the saloon.

CHAPTER II.
James Douglas Lochinvar.

WHEN the steamer put in at Aden,
Sir Hallam Searle and his party
went ashore. Soon afterward a boat
came alongside to transfer the party’s
luggage to a small East Coast steamer
that lay at anchor down the harbor.
A stoker off duty passed one of the
boat’s crew a cigarette and began to
chat with him. Before the boat shoved

shoes.

off he had learned that she belonged to
the Ourebi, which had been chartered
in England to carry supplies for the
Mozambique Rubber Shamba Com-
pany.

He also learned that Sir Hallam
Searle was manager of the company,
and that the Ourebi was waiting to
take the baronet and his party down
the East Coast to the company’s con-
cession in northern Mozambique.

Shortly before the liner left Aden
a man of pronounced tourist appear-
ance emerged from the forecastle and
drifted unobtrusively aft to the gang-
way.

He was dressed in an immaculate
though creased white linen suit, high
collar, pith helmet, and chalked canvas
Cotton gloves shielded his
hands from sunburn, and his eyes
were protected from the tropical glare
by large green goggles.

His close-shaven chin had a vigor-
ous, youthful look that was belied by
the slackness of his mouth, the hunch
of his shoulders, and the aldermanic
prominence of his waist-line,

He went ashore with rather a sham-
bling step and headed for the nearest
bazaar. For a time he strolled idly
along, gaping into the open - fronted
booths of the Arabr merchants. Soon
he had a ragged escort of beggars
whining for bakshish.

. As if annoyed” by their clamorous
importuning, he went back to the
water-front and hired a Somali boat-
man to take him out to the Ourebi.

The skipper of the little East Coast
steamer had gone ashore to bring off
Sir Hallam and his party. When the
man with the green goggles came

alongside, the mate was sipping hot"

tea under the double awning of the
quarter-deck.

He- welcomed the visitor with gruff
hospitality, serving him tea and insist-
ing that he should remain until Sir
Hallam came aboard.

The visitor confessed to a strong

_curiosity with regard to the East Coast

and settled down beside the mate. He
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was still asking questions when, late in
the afternoon, the mate perceived his
skipper putting out with a number of
passengers.

“ Sorry to chop off, mister,” he said.
“ But there they come. You can land
in one of these Somali boats that’re
hanging round us. T'll hail one.”

“ Hold on,” replied the visitor. “I
believe I'll wait and see if I can arrange
with Sir Hallam for a passage down
the coast.”

“ Better not try it. He’s as like as
not to have you chucked overboard, re-
gardless of sharks.”

“T1l chance it,” insisted the visitor

with a sudden straightening of his

stooped shoulders.

The mate looked at him in surprise,
shook his head, and hastened down to
make himself presentable for receiving
aboard the great man and his"party.

The visitor continued to loll at ease
urider the awning until the boat was
aldngside and the passengers came up
the gangway ladder. The party con-
sisted of Sir Hallam and his daughter,
the Hon. Bertram Decies, and Vasca’s
elderly Portuguese maid.

Sir Hallam was the first to reach
the quarter-deck. At sight of the
visitor, who rose and advanced to meet
him, he frowned. The visitor smiled
and bowed with cool self-possession,
and held out his hand.

“ Permit me to present my card, Sir
Hallam,” he said.

Though the massive face of the bar-
onet did not lighten, he took the taste-
fully engraved bit of cardboard.

“* Mr. James Douglas Lochinvar,
he read, and he turned to Decies, who
had just handed Vasca up the deck
ladder. ¢ Here, Bertie! How about
this? Know any Lochinvars? ”

“Can’t say I know this—er—per-
son,” replied Decies.

% Nobody would with these sun-
shades on,” replied the visitor.

He removed the green goggles and
brought to view a pair of very bright
eyes, which sparkled with delight and
amusement when he turned them upon

9
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Vasca. They were of a clear corn-
flower blue.

“Oh!” exclaimed the girl in bewil-
dered astonishment. :

Her tone brought a sharp leok from
her father and a glance of polite in-
quiry from Decies. She blushed, hesi-
tated, and said a trifle confusedly:
“ Pardon me. I—it seemed to me that
I had met Mr.—Mr. Lochinvar be-
fore.” ’

“1I have never had the honor of an
introduction to the lady,” disclaimed
the visitor.

“You're not one of the Scotch
Lochinvars,” stated Decies. I should
say you are American.”

Sir Hallam spoke in his most brusk
tone: “ What can I do for you, Mr.
Lochinvar?”

“ You are chairman and manager of

the Mozambique Rubber Shamba
Company.”
“Yes,” curtly admitted the baronet.

“1I hear there is big game shooting
down on your concession.”

“ Quite right, sir,” put in Decies, his
look of displeased reserve softening.
“The shooting is very good.”

“That settles it. T'll take a run
down that way,” decided the visitor.

He drew off his cotton gloves and
offered Sir Hallam a cigar of excellent
brand. Seeing the other’s gaze fixed
upon his clean but scarred hand, he
turned the calloused palm upward, and
added :

“ I’ve been knocking about a bit, you
see. At present I'm looking for a job.
The cigar is a bribe to win your favor.
‘Anything will do—either headwork or
handwork.”

“Um-m,” considered Sir Hallam,
studying the happy go lucky face of
the applicant. *““ Wanderlust—not a
beach-comber, however.”

£ You re a pretty crood judge of
men.’

Sir Hallam accepted the cigar, but
frowned. “ It does not followw that T
have any use for you.”

“'That’s for me to show you. Mr.
Decies will be more set on the shoot-
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ing than myself. Anyway, you'll need
a practical man.”

“ We have one.”

“ Overseer for your contract labor-
ers, already on the job, I understand.
‘How about your machinery?”
~ “All oil engines of the latest type.
A child can run them.”

“ And a Kafir can run them into the
ground. Of course that’s your look-
out. But how about setting up your
pumping plant?”

Sir Hallam’s eyes lowered to the
young man's bulging waist-line. The
job-hunter grinned.

“That’s all rightt I can crawl
through any hole big enough for my
shoulders,” he assured. “ It’s only my
ditty-bag. Had to part with my box.”

“ Ditty-bag? ” questioned Decies.

“ My portmanteau—very handy one,
both in the way of portability and port-
liness. But now, as Sir Hallam is look-
ing for an expert machinist, rather
than an assistant manager or alder-
man—" :

He completed the remark by loosen-
ing the lower part of his expansive
waistcoat and pulling out a water-
proof bag that had been smoothly

packed to fit the slim waist behind it. -

The real belt-line appeared when he
reached around under his coat and fast-
ened the buckle-strap of the waistcoat.
As he looked up he caught Vasca’s half
amused, half uncertain smile. His
eyes twinkled.

‘Decies was neither amused nor un-
certain. He stepped nearer to the
American and inquired sharply: “ May
I ask your reason for disguising your-
self o ”

“ That’s what a lawyer would call a
leading question and what I'd call a
personal one,” replied Lochinvar with
careless irony.

“ A needless question, Bertie,” add-
ed Sir Hallam. He nodded to the
‘American. “ You are welcome to a
try at the hydraulic machinery. That,
however, is all I can promise you.”

“Tf the job is worth my passage, I'll
chance proving myself too useful to
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lose. You don’t ask for my qualifica-
tions. Here are some things I have
done: steam - shovel engineer on the
Panama Canal, motor-race driver,
foreman of construction on a railroad,
mate of a black-birder in the Solo--
mons, and aeroplane demonstrator.”
“You certainly are a Yankee,” ob-
served Decies, taking his opportunity
to repay the other’s irony in kind.
“Can’t prove it on me. I was
stating facts, not touting my wares,
and I do not come from New Eng-
land,” good-humoredly rejoined Loch-
invar. “I'm a Wyoming man—first
white child born in my section of the

=fate. -

“ Wyoming? Ah—that is in the
far West—Indian® country.”

““No—sheep. I'm the goat they
turned out into the wilderness.”

The Hon. Vasca Searle laughed
softly. Decies twisted. the end of his
English military mustache.

Though the American had spokén
with. blandest innocence of look and
tone, the girl had seen fit to find the
remark amusing. The insolence of
the fellow deserved punishment.

“ Pardon me, my man, but did you
say goat? I was under the impression
that the present custom is to turn off
the black sheep.”

Lochinvar deliberated on this.
“ Well, I suppose the State will have
to come to it. We have a large flock
of them—ifrom England.”

“I rather thought you'd be had,
Bertie,” said Sir Hallam, with a half
smile. He looked at the American’s
bag.
“ We sail early to-morrow, as soon
as certain supplies are brought aboard.
The skipper will land you this eve-
ning, if you wish to go ashore to com-
plete your outfit.”

“Thanks, no. I'm traveling light—
just the nécessities.”

“ But your guns? ” asked Decies.

“That’s all right. If there are none
in the outfit I can borrow, I guess I
can worry along and mind the house-
work while you supply the meat.”
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“You intimated that you were a
sportsman.” :

“ No, pot-hunter.. There’s only one
kind of game I'm crazy over,” replied
Lochinvar. He opened his bag and
took out a pudgy, padded thing the size
of a dinner plate. “ How’s that for a
catcher’s mitt? ”

“ What? ”

“ Catcher’s mitt—ifor baseball, you
know. I've also got two gloves, a
mask, and half a dozen balls. I never
travel without the necessary tools for
a game. They're worth their weight
in  gold—outside the countries that
have learned the future world-game.”

“ Baseball!” pityingly remarked
Decies. “ You should learn cricket.”

“ Wait and see,” challenged Loch-
invar.

“TI'll speak to the skipper about a
berth for you,” cut in Sir Hallam in
his abrupt manner.

Vasca and Decies followed him be-
low. Anita, the Portuguese maid, had
already gone down to arrange the state-
room of her mistress.

CHAPTER IIL
The Tiger Shark.

UNTIL dusk the American was left

alone on the guarter-deck. He
lolled at ease in a steamer-chair with
the catlike relaxation of one who is
satisfied with his prospects and who
has perfect confidence in himself.

When at last he was called below,
he found himself assigned to the mess
of the mates and engineers. The other
- passengers had already dined.

The Britons took it as a matter of
course that only the skipper was of
sufficiently unbumble station to sit at
table with the “toffs.” ILochinvar,
though somewhat reserved, was pleas-
ant spoken to them; but they were
puzzled by the discrepancy between his
scarred and calloused hands and his
well-bred manners.

He left them to discuss him and
went up on to the quarter-deck.
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In the light of the single lamp at the
head of the steps he made out the Por-
tuguese maid reclining upon a mat.
She was crooning a weird East African
chant. He had learned at supper that
she had been reared at Port Meozam-

‘bique, and had been Vasca’s nurse be-

fore she became her maid.

He sauntered across to the port rail,
attracted by the lights of Aden.

Though the crescent moon was very
brilliant, the deck was dark in the
shadow of the awning, away from the
lamp. As he rounded the curve of the
stern he made out two persons in
steamer - chairs that faced across the
gulf, away from the eity.

The couple were conversing in con-
fidential murmurs. Sir Hallam was
not with them. Lochinvar turned
back, kicked himgelf with quiet vigor,
and went below to turn into the berth
assigned him in the engineer’s cabin.

Dawn and Vasca found him on deck.

His facé was turned to the east with
the rapt look of a Mussulman or a sun-
worshiper. He did not glance about
even when the girl came.across from
the companionway and leaned upen the
rail not a foot from his elbow. The
glories of the dawn held him trans-
fixed as they held her.

Not until the sun appeared did they
look at one another. A flash of sym-
pathetic delight passed between their
eyes. She drew in a deep breath that
was almost a sigh.

“'Then you, too!” she murmured.

“1, too, my lady,” he whispered.

The long lashes veiled her dark eyes.
She spoke hurriedly: “ What peoem
best describes it? You must know.”

“ There is none. It is beyond words
no less than it is beyond the brush of
the painter.”

“You realize it. I
known you would.”

“If only life were all dawn-gaz-
ing!” he murmured.

Her half averted gaze glimpsed a
figure issuing from the companionway.
‘At once she recovered her British re-
serve.

should have

L
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Decies advanced upon them with a
resilient step, his florid face shining
from a vigorous application of soap
and bathbrush. But his gray eyes re-
garded the couple with cold disap-
proval.

“ You were to have turned out for
the sunrise,” chided Vasca.

“Told the steward to rouse me
early. 'The beggar forgot. Couldn’t
forego my tub, you know.”

“Had mine over the side, an hour
ago,”’ remarked Lochinvar.

“Indeed? Sir Hallam warned me
against taking a dip outboard. Said

one is apt to get nipped by a shark.”

- “ Man-eaters do cruise into the har-
bor here—sometimes,” admitted Loch-
invar. “It’s as well to keep a lookout
for them. But the natives go in. Two
to one, those boatmen coming off to us
are Somali divers, who want you to
toss coppers for them.”

“They are bringing the supphes of
fresh food differed Decies.

“Mr. Lochinvar means the two
boats this way,” explained Vasca.
“ Neither is loaded.”

Four of the approaching boats
rowed directly toward the greup of
earlier arrivals from which fruit and
other supplies were being taken aboard
ship.
~ The two empty boats veered away
from them and came in under the
steamer’s  quarter.  Their yellow-
skinned crews, stripped to loincloths
and amulets, began calling in broken
English for bakshish to be flung into
the water.

Lochinvar thrust a hand into his
pocket. It came out with two shillings,
a sixpence and a few pennies. He re-
turned the silver and tossed a copper
well out from the boats.

One of the Semali boys dived after
it like a streak of saffron. In a mo-
ment he bobbed up with the coin in his
triumphantly flourished hand.

The next copper Lochinvar did not
toss but flirted down in a way*that sent
it glinting into the water edgewise.
‘Another Somali sprang to retrieve it.
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After several moments he came up
without the prize.

At once four of his fellows dived
deep to look for the coin on the sand
bottom of the harbor. When they shot
up to the surface one of them displayed
it to the thrower.

“1 say, that's not half bad,” com-
mended Decies.

“ Fair to middling,” said Lochinvar.
“For real swimming you should see
a Kanaka boy. Even the Florida
spongers can beat this.”

“Upon my word, I do not see how
it could be better dome. It is quite
good enough for silver.”

“ They will do as much for pennies,”
said Vasca as Decies drew out a six-
pence.

“ But not if you bid up the market,”
added Lochinvar.

“1 have sufficient silver to keep

them occupied for a time,” stated
Decies as he tossed the sixpence.
- Vasca had been mistaken. At sight
of the differently colored coin, four
Somalis plunged in together. After
that there was no question of one of
them awaiting his turn.

Each silver coin caused at least half
a dozen eager divers to flash down into
the still water, in desperate endeavor to
grasp the prize.

In the midst of the sport a loose-
slippered Arab merchant came up the
poop ladder, followed by a servant
with a basketful of Oriental swords
and knives. These the merchant silent-
ly proceeded to lay out in glittering
display on a mat beside the Enghsh-
man.

Decies had two coins left in his
hand, a sixpence and a shilling. He
tossed the smaller coin between the
boats, and immediately flung the shil-
ling as far as he could throw it. In
their eagerness to follow the course of
the sixpence, none of the Somalis ap-
peared to notice the throwing of the
shilling.

JPiqued by the seeming failure of his
double play, Decies turned about to
examine the tempting wares of the
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sword merchant.  Lochinvar, more ex-
perienced in the ways of the Orient,
noticed that one of the divers lingered
until his fellows had leaped, and then
sprang from his boat in the direction
of the falling shilling. ;

He saw the crafty native bob up to
mark the spot where the coin shot into
the water and promptly strike out for
it at top speed.

A quiet exclamation of admiration
from Decies caused the American to
look around. From the midst of the
more showy modern weapons the Eng-
lishman had at once picked out a
genuine old-Damascus blade. Part of
its length had been broken off, possibly
centuries ago on the armor of a
crusader.

But the end had been so skilfully

repointed as to turn it into a well bal-
anced and effective sword-knife. Its
bluish steel shimmered like watered
silk. The hilt was inset with silver
-arabesques almost obliterated by
centuries of hand grippings.

Decies’s lips were parting to inquire
the price of the rare blade when a wild
burst of yells came uprthe ship’s side.
Vasca uttered a quick cry and leaned
out over the rail. <

“ Oh!—they’re scrambling into their
boats. It must be—yes, there—look!”

“ Shark!” cried Decies, springing
around beside the girl. “ My word,
what a monster! Must be thirty-five
or forty feet long!”

“ The swimmer—out there! "’ gasped
Vasca. <

“ Gad! The brute’s driving straight
at him. If I had my cordite rifle
now!”

The Somali, who had so slyly gone
out to dive for the shilling, was swim-
ming for the boat with all the speed of
deathly terror. He had need of ut-
most haste. From off the steamer’s
beam a huge triangular fin was angling
down upon him at arrowy speed. The
gigantic body of the man-eater was
plainly visible, shooting along under
the still surface before the thrust of
the mighty tail.
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“The boy can’t make it,”’ coolly ob-
served Loochinvar. He had slipped out
of his linen coat and was pulling off
his shoes. “T'll take that knife, Mr.
Decies.”

“What? You can’'t mean—You're
mad!” exclaimed Decies. “TI'll not
permit you.”

In a flash Lochinvar gripped his
wrist and twisted the sword-knife:
from him. A moment later he had
swung over the rail and was poising
for a dive. There was little time to
spare if the Somali was to be saved.

The shark was not less than ten
yards away from the frantic swimmer
and coming with the speed of a torpedo
boat. :

The sailors at the bulwark forward
and the men in the fruit boats, as well
as the Somali divers, were all shriek-
ing and yelling in a futile attempt to
stop the sea tiger.

Above the clamor rose Vasca’s ter-
rified scream: “ No, no, Lochinvar!
don’t!”

“It's all right,” he replied.
been there before.”

Too late Decies clutched out to grasp
him. The American had leaped from
the rail in a headlong dive, the Damas-
cus blade pointed in front of his joined
hands. He cleft the water within fif-
teen feet of the shark with the smooth=
ness of an expert swimmer.

As he shot beneath the surface the
voracious sea tiger drove upward and
flung himself on his side to seize his
prey. :

His monstrous gaping maw easily
could have taken in the Somali length-
wise; the great triangular, saw-edged
teeth, three inches long, were fully
capable of slicing the native in two, as
a man would snip a radish.

The warning shrieks of his fellows
caused the Somali to dive sideways
away from the jaws of death. His
foot found leverage dgainst the rough
snout of the grgantic fish.

In the same moment that the jaws
clashed together something shot
lengthwise of the creature’s huge,

“Tve
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tapering body, followed by a glint as
of steel under water. A cloudy jet
gushed out along the hali-upturned ex-
panse of the shark’s belly. The mon-
ster, “sounded” like a harpooned
whale. In the upswirl of his violent
plunge the foam had a reddish tinge.

As he went down, Lochinvar came
up a few yards to the rear and on one
side.

In his right hand was the Damascus
sword-knife. He stood erect, treading
water, while he glanced alertly around
in search of his terrible gpponent. The
Somali broke the surface with a loud
splash and struck out for the nearest
boat in a frantic flurry.

Lochinvar flattened out on the water
to peer below the surface. Looking

from ahove, Decies saw the dark bulk

of the man-eater slanting up through
the green water toward the Somah
He shouted in a clear, ringing voice:

“Teft, Lochinvar, left'—headed
this way!”

But Lochinvar was already striking
out. He flung himself directly be-
tween the shark and the fear-exhausted
Somali. The shark’s fin cut above the
surface. :

He charged straight at the inter-
ferer, who waited, ready to dodge or
dive. For all his voracity, the sea
tiger was not lacking in wariness. He
sheered off from the silent, white-clad
figure that barred his way.

As he -slowed and circled about,
Lechinvar noiselessly maintained his
position between him and the Somali.
Of a sudden the other Somalis, roused
from the paralysis of their fright,
shoved out to clutch their frantic fel-
low and jerk him into one of their
boats.

“ Now’s your chance, man!” shout-
ed Decies. “ Make for the near bhoat.”

Lochinvar waved his’hand and swam

straight at the shark. The sea tiger
was looping back toward him. The
excited spectators in the boats and
above at the steamer’s rail fell silent
and stood rigid with suspense.

The shark went down.
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Lochinvar put his face below the
surface. Suddenly he leaped half out
of the water and dived sideways with
the swiftness of an otter. As his
stockinged feet went under they were
grazed by the up-shooting snout of the
man-eater.

The terrible jaws seemed to snap
shut on one of the feet, but the loud
clash of the teeth told that there was
nothing between them. Vasca uttered
a faint shriek, and again lapsed into
the silence of horrified suspense.

Instead of diving, as before, the
ferocious fish had started to swirl
around in the narrowest circle possi-
ble for his great length.

" There could be no doubt that he was
making a furious attempt to overtake
and seize his audacious human assail-
ant. Round and round he spun, lash-
ing the water into foam with tremen-
dous strokes of his tail.

At the side of the enraged monster
and half under him appeared some-
thing white—a waving streamer at-
tached to one of his pectoral fins.

The foam and the cloudy streaks
that showed red on the surface ob-
scured the outlines of the white object
until, in one of his wild rolls, the sea
tiger surged up with his belly half out
of the water. Lochinvar appeared,
gripped fast to the pectoral fin with
one hand and arm, and driving the

- sword-knife into the shark’s under—

body with lightning strokes.

" The great drafts of air that he
gulped into his lungs seemed to re-
double his vigor. He aimed a blow
that plunged the blade into the very
hilt. The shark went down like a
stone—and Lochinvar went with him,
tugging to iree the blade.

“By Jove!” roared a voice within
a foot of Vasca’s ear. “ That's
phuek! ™

For the first time the girl became
aware that her father was standing be-
tween her and Decies. But she did not
glance aside at him. Her gaze was
fixed upon the foam-flecked water in
an agonized stare.
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“He went down,” rasped Decies in
a chocking voice—‘ went down, the
beggar! Why didn't he sheer off?
Could have made the nearest boat.”

“ Wait,” said Sir Hallam.

They could do nothing else than
wait.

But it was not easy. Second after
second dragged by without a sign of
Lochinvar or his huge enemy. That
he could remain below so long and not
perish seemed impossible. What could
be taking place down there in the green
depths under the ship’s keel?

Had the man-eater at last succeed-
ed in shaking off and seizing him?

Forward, near the gangway, a white
form was shooting up to the surface:
The sandy head of the shark-fighter
bobbed out, followed by half his body.
He flung himself upon his back and
lay gasping and blowing. -

The skipper bellowed to him to swim
for the gangway. Three or four na-
tive boats thrust out to his aid. With
the man-eater out of sight, the boat-
men had recovered from their panic.
But Lochinvar waved them off.

“Rope!” he called.

A line was flung to him. He caught
the end, and shouted : ““ Pay out—eight
—ten fathoms!”

The wondering sailors obeyed. By
the time thirty or forty feet of line
had slipped down into the water, Loch-
invar had recovered his breath. He
turned over and dived. The coils of
slack line straightened.

A full quarter-minute passed. The
perplexed spectators were again be-
coming keyed to tense. anxiety.

Lochinvar rose to the surface.

“When he had filled his lungs, he swam
leisurely toward the gangway.

“ Haul away,” he called.

CHAPTER 1V.

His Sword.
THE sailors began to haul in on the
line.  Lochinvar grasped the

gangway and swung himself up on the
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lower grating: At the same time the
great. tail of the shark appeared at the
end of the taut line.

Vasca’s convulsive clutch on the
quarter-deck rail relaxed. She drew
back and sank into a chair, with a pro-
found sigh of relief. Her father was
first to speak: “ It will take a pretty
good derrick to land that herring.”

$0h, -1 say, Sir Hallam” said
Decies, “ did you see him do it? What
luck!” ;

“ Nothing of the kind, Bertie. He
knew what he was about. I've seen
it done, near Singapore, by one of
those web-fingered Straits Settlements
boys. Hullo, forward there! Send
Mr. Lochinvar here at once.”

The dripping hero stepped inboard
from the gangway and started aft in
response to the information that Sir
Hallam wished to see him. When he
came up the quarter-deck ladder he
stopped with his head just above the -
level of the deck, to hold out the
Damascus sword-knife.

““ Here's the sticker,” he said. ¢ Tell
the sheik it's the best one I ever used.
I'm hardly presentable. If you'll ex-
cuse me, I'll go and borrow a change.”

“ Come up under the awning,” com-
manded Sir Hallam.

“ Boss’s orders,” replied Lochinvar,
and he stepped up on the deck. To
all appearances, he was utterly uncon-
scious that he had done anything re-
markable. * If Miss Searle will ex-
cuse my looking like a drowned rat,”
he apologized.

“ Indeed, but T shall never forgive
you for being so rash,” declared the
girl.  “It was dreadful to do such a
thing.”

“1I couldn’t let that poor devil of a
Somali get snapped up, could I7”

“You could have escaped into the
boat when he did.”

“ And let pig off with a scratch.”

€ Pig? »

“ That’s what the Florida spongers
call the sweet critter. It was when
working as a sponger that I learned the
gentle art of pig-sticking.”
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“You've fought sharks that way be-
fore? ” queried Decies. 3 :

Lochinvar nodded carelessly. “ It’s
not much of a stunt after you've
learned the knack.”

“ But such a monstrous brute!” ex-
claimed Vasca, her eyes aglow.

“ The big ones can’t turn so quickly
as the small ones; and with a knife
like this—" :

He turned to the Arab merchant,
who had shrieked and gesticulated no
less wildly than the Somalis during the
fight, but now was as calm and digni-
fied as a sheik sitting in state. “‘ Bis-
millah! 'This is a pretty carving-knife,
Abou-ben-Adhem. What's owing for
the use of it?”

The Arab put out his hand in a de-
precating gesture and answered: “ The
sayid owes nothing. He has shown
. the excellency of the sword.”

“What price do-you ask for it?”
inquired Decies a trifle too eagerly.

“ Allah bear witness, the sword is
a priceless blade—a real Damascus
sword. In ancient days the hilt was
jeweled.”

“Set a price,” ordered Sir Hallam.
“’There is no time to bargain. We
are about to weigh anchor.”

The merchant studied Decies’s face
with greedy cunning. “ Fifty pounds
is half the price at which I could sell
the blade to a sheik.”

Lochinvar whistled and drew the
two shillings and sixpence from the
soggy pocket of his trousers.

“Go,” Sir Hallam commanded the
Arab. “’The sword is worth no more
than ten pounds. I warned you we
cannot stop to haggle.”

The Arab signed to his servant to
gather up the outspread swords and
knives. He salaamed as if to go, but
paused in the act.

“ A real Damascus blade is priceless,
as the sayid knows. The young sayid
has saved the life of a true believer.

T offer him the swosd as a gift—at.

fifteen pounds.”
Lochinvar smiled and displayed his
three pieces of silver. ;
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The Arab looked at his calloused
palm, salaamed, and turned away.

“ Wait,” said Decies. “1I agree to
the price you name.”

“The price to you is fifty pounds,”
replied the merchant. He had sheathed
the sword .in its shagreen scabbard.
He now thrust it haughtily into his
shawl sash.

“'This is insolence,” said Decies.

““Not at all,” contradicted Sir Hal-
lam. “The man is not a draper’s
clerk.” He nodded to the Arab. “I
will pay the fifteen pounds, that the
young man may have the gift.”

“Hold on!” expostulated Lochin-
var. ‘“That's nearly seventy-five dol-
lars. I can’t let you do it, Sir Hallam.
The blade may be worth the price and
more, but an ordinary knife would do
me as well.” :

The baronet had drawn out his
purse. He paid the Arab in English
sovereigns, took the sheathed sword-
knife, and handed it to the still drip-
ping American.

“We'll call it a reward for life-
saving,” he said.

Lochinvar flushed. “I didn’t do it
for pay. It was only a Somali.”

“We shall all regard the gift as a
kind of medal,” said Vasca.

“Oh, if you really feel that way—"
he replied, and he laughed shame-
facedly. “1I was about to put my foot
in it by offering to repay your father
out of my future wages. Mr. Decies,
you seem to fancy the thing. Suppose
I pass it on to you?”

Decies did not respond to the gen-
erous offer. “ You heard the man.
The price to me would be fifty pounds.
That is more than T wish to pay. Very
good of you to give me the chance.
By the by, you'll need a shift of
clothes. Tell the steward to give you
one of my suits.”

“ Thanks, no,” declined the Amer-
ican, his voice mild, though his eyes
had narrowed. ““The mate’s will fit
me better.”

He picked up his coat and shoes and
started toward the gangway.

72 8
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“One moment,” said Sir Hallam.
“You spoke of your wages. Nothing
has been said as to what they shall
be',’

“That’s all right. You'll do the
square thing,” replied Lochinvar, with-
out pausing or glancing back.

The three he left beside the rail fol-
lowed with their gaze his erect, supple
form. The shapely muscles rippled
under the clinging wet garments.

“Looks as if he might be able to
box,” remarked Decies, as the dishev-
eled sandy head disappeared down the
companionway. “ Quite a pity he has
the hands of a navvy.”

The expression of Sir Hallam’s
face did not change, but his deep-set
eyes glinted.

He had won his title by his services
to the empire, and though the second
son of Lord Brayton was the last per-
son to whom he would have wished to
emphasize the fact, this did not ob-
scure his memory of the time when
his own thick-fingered, capable hands
had been rough from the toil of a
colonial settler. He turned to his
daughter.

“My dear, I hear that the young
man’s table manners are quite cor-
rect, and he'is an American. If you
have no objections, we may as well
benefit by his company down the coast.
It's a tedious trip at best.”

Vasca cast a demure glance at
Decies. “ You may think it odd, but
I fancy that Mr. Lochinvar knows
more about poetry than any of us.”

“ Never went in for literature my-
self,” said Decies. ‘The question is,
will the fellow know enough to keep
his place?”

“ Shipboard arrangement, Bertie,”
replied Sir Hallam in a tone that left
no room for argument. “I like the
way he behaved over the shark. He
earned the sword. Men have been
given the Victoria Cross for less da-
ring exploits. But not one in a hun-
dred could have waken this affair in
such a matter-of-course manner. No
posing; mo trace of Yankee brag.
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There’s the breakfast-bell. T'll tell
the steward to notify him to join us.”

Aside from his hands, the American
appeared quite as much in place at
the skipper’s table as Decies or Sir
Hallam. Immediately after Decies
had opened his soft-boiled egg in the
English style he topped his own no
less neatly, and ate it out ‘of the shell
without in any manner betraying that
it was the first time he had ever per-
formed the feat.

His conversation was quiet, good-
humored, and intelligent.

By the time the party left the table
the Ourebi had weighed anchor and
run out of the harbor. When they
went up on deck. to get the benefit of
the breeze, the steamer was heading
obliquely down across the gulf toward
Cape Guardafui.

Decies strolled forward to where
part of the lascar crew were cutting
up the shark. It measured only a few
inches short of forty feet. When he
returned aft his manner toward Loch-
invar was decidedly less supercilious
than it had been.

Before mid-afternoon Sir Hallam
had started calling the newcomer
“ Jimmy.” His tone was somewhat
different from that in which he ad-
dressed Decies—a shade more bluff
and less familiar, but it was quite as
friendly.

That evening when Vasca sat in the
shadow of the awning, looking out
over the moonlit gulf toward Africa,
there was a young man at each side
of her.

CHAPTER V.
An Opportunity Embraced.

HE next day the Ourebi drew
closer to the African coast, here
a desolate stretch of yellow sands,
backed by the bare ledges of a pre-
cipitous mountain-chain.  Lochinvar
declared that sea and land and climate
all reminded him of the hottest part
of the Gulf of California.
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Sir Hallam smiled grimly and re-
marked that he would soon see a dif-
ference. The assertion was smilingly
confirmed by Vasca, though neither
barometer nor sky, sea nor land gave
any indication of a change.

Early in the afternoon the sailors
began to make all fast on deck.

The boats were lashed to their
davits, everything loose was stowed
below or secured to eyebolts, hatches
were battened down; ports closed, rig-
ging and funnel stays tautened. In
the cabins and galley the cook and his
helper, the steward and the cabin-boy
were busily at work "securing pots,
pans, dishes, and glass in the storm-
racks.

The Ourebi was now fast approach-
ing the grand precipice of Guardafui,
which towered up sheer out of the
sea to a height of four hundred feet.

The gulf still lay glassy and stag-
nant in the dead July calm, and the
iron hull of the steamer radiated with
the furnacelike heat of the burning
sunrays, which were tempered only in
slight degree by the light breeze of
her advance. But ahead, off to the
left of the cape, the whitish, dancing
water-horizon of the open ocean fore-
told what was to be expected outside
the mouth of the gulf.

The steward served tiffin on the
quarter-deck, for the air down in the
closed cabin was stifling. In the midst
of the meal the steamer began to draw
in under the great headland. Sailors
came aft to remove the awnings. Sir
Hallam rose. ‘

“We'll soon be wet enough without
any more tea,” he predicted. * Better
all come below. I'm going to wedge
myself in my berth. Only way to be
comfortable when we strike it.”

Vasca and her elderly maid followed
him down into the close, over-hot
cabin. Decies looked inquiringly at
Lochinvar.

“ Bit fresh outside, I take it,”” he re-
marked.

“ Southwest monsoon,”

American.

replied the
“Worst time of year to
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round Guardafui, T guess. Look out
yonder—opretty high sea running. Sir
Hallam is right. We'll soon be wet
enough.”

“ Jolly good change from this,” said
Decies, his back to the slanting but
still burning rays of the late afternoon
-sun.

- A welcome shadow swept across the
deck

The Ourebi was edging in so close
that the high cliffs shut off the glare
of direct sunlight. 'The steward took
below his tea table and all the chairs.
The young men- lounged against the
starboard rail, watching the turn of the
great headland.

Presently Vasca came up the com-
panionway alone.. Her eyes were
bright with anticipation. She had
changed to.a yachting costume, and her
coils of dark hair were hidden under
a’ bathing cap.

“ All ready, youssee,” she said as the
young men started forward to meet
her.

“ Rather heavy out51de, remarked
Decies. “ Would it not be better for
you. to remain below? ”

“ Indeed, no. I'd not miss it for
worlds. Last time I stayed below with
Anita, and almost smothered. It will
be quite safe, will it not, Mr. Loch-
invar?” She turned to that young
man for confirmation.

“ Does your father know you've
come up?”

“ Veg :

“There’'s apt to be more than a
bucketful come aboard.”

., “How jolly and cool!”

Lochinvar smiled at Decies. “ That
settles it. We've nothing to do but
stand by and see she-isn’t carried over-
board.”

Urged on by the second mate, the
lascar sailors had cut loose the lash-
ings of the awnings and were hurry-
ing forward with the folds of canvas.
The mate lingered to turn an uneasy
glance upon Vasca.

He touched his cap respectfully, and
spoke to ‘her in a tone of urgent con-
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cern: “ Better go below, miss. It will
be rough, soon as we clear the cape.”

“Thank you, but I know,” she re-
plied.

He shook his head doubtfully, and
went to close the door at the head of
the companionway steps. When he
had made sure that the skylight shut-
ters were fast, he hurried forward
after the Lascars.

The Ourebi was now rocking on the
swell deflected” from the tumultuous
sea out beyond the lee of the headland.

“We'll soon be pounding into it
now,” remarked Lochinvar.

He took a position at the rail rather
close to Vasca. She and Decies were
alternately gazing up at the lofty cliffs
that shadowed the steamer and ahead
at the huge waves that raced past the
turn of the headland, creamy with
foam.

The Ourebi, stripped for the fray,
glided steadily on, aslant the increas-
ing swell, to plunge into the storm
welter. It was almost eery to sweep
along under the precipice, still in the
dead calm of the Gulf, and to see so
near ahead the mountainous waves
lashed by the savage blast of the
monsoon.

Rapidly the steamer approached the
turn of the sheltering cape. A puff of
cool air eddied around the precipitous
rock ledges. The swell became heavier
Other and stronger eddying puffs
struck the ship with their refreshing
breath.

The rocking of the steamer became
more pronounced. The puffs of air
were now squall-like blasts. In less
thah two minutes the Ourebi had left
the calm of the Gulf and was clearing
the lee of the headland.

“ Here we are. Hold hard,” said
Lochinvar.

Tossed up on the shoreward edge
of a huge wave, the steamer drove
forward into the midst of the storm.
The gale struck her with its full sweep,
as if to wrench her about and drive
her with the fleeing billows up into the
head of the Arabian Sea.
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Every shroud and stay hummed like
a giant harpstring. The vessel pitched
and tossed on the huge seas, which
smote and overwhelmed her bows,
seeking to drive her down and back-
ward. The monsoon current seized
hold of her to aid the waves,

The gale pressed with all its power
on her upper surfaces. But, headed
almost in the teeth of the storm, she.
fought her way out past Guardafui
and its fellow headland, on a long off-
shore slant..

Not many minutes passed before the
combers that broke over the bows be-
gan to sweep the decks farther and
farther aft.

Flying spray had already drenched
Vasca and the two young men on the
poop. The ship dipped her head and
tossed it so high that hundreds of tons
of water rushed aft and splurged up
knee-deep over the quarter-deck.

Vasca clung to the rail and cried
out in delight.

Decies looked troubled. He bent
close to her ear to warn her: “ We
shall have worse than that. You
should go down, Miss Searle.”

“It is delightful!” she exclaimed.
“’There’s still an hour before night-
fall. I shall stay as long as I can see.
If you find it unpleasant—"

“To be sure not,” he answered.
“You know I yacht. My concern is
for your safety.”

“There can be no real danger.”

“ Perhaps not if we hold to this
course. Still, we might be swept off,
if we should run under a bit deeper.”

“ She rides too well for that,” dis-
agreed Lochinvar. “There is no
danger unless she shift cargo or falls
off into the trough.”

“You see!” cried Vasca, her eyes
aglow. “I would smother in the
cabin. This is glorious! I am not
named in vain. Vasco de Gama was
one of my ancestors. You may re-
member that he sailed all around
Africa and up through these waters,

in his little cockleshell ship.”

“ While on your father’s side,” add-
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ed Lochinvar, “I venture to say you
had viking ancestors—

“Dauntless Northmen; who rode free
The foam maned horses of the sea.

“ Those old fellows certamly were
sailors. Think of facing the like of
this in an open boat!”

He pointed out” at the heaving
tumult of white-crested, wildly racing
masses of water.

“The Arab dhows run up from the
south before the monsoon,” said
Vasca. “ They used to go all the way
to India.”

“ Must have held off from here,”
laughed Lochinvar as the cap that he
had borrowed from the mate went
whirling over the stern in a tempest
blast of the gale. “ It's worse than
Hatteras.”

“*Ware water!” shouted Decies.

An unusually  tremendous comber
had broken over the steamer’s bows.
The entire forepart of the vessel was
buried under the deluge. From stem
to stern she guivered with the shock.
Something must have gone wrong with
the steering-gear or the helmsman.
The ship yawed to port. As the bows
struggled up under their enormous
load, the watery masses came aft in a
torrent. :

At the same time another comber
struck obliquely along her starboard
side and broke over the gquarter-rail.
It came so unexpectedly that Vasca
and Decies were caught off their guard.
Both were looking at the rush of water
from the bows that would have cov-

ered the quarter-deck not more than

knee-deep. Suddenly the comber rose
alongside and hurled down upon them
in a Niagara.

Lochinvar, quicker than the others,
barely managed to fling his arms about
Vasca and clutch the rail with both
hands, as the foaming mountain fell
~ upon them.

Decies’ one-handed hold was
wrenched loose, and he was swept
away aslant the deck toward the port
bend of the. taffrail. Struck no less
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viclently by the torrent, Lochinvar was
beaten down, and at the same time his
feet were swirled from under him.

The ship heeled over to port under
the mpact of wind and water. The
in-pouring comber straightened him
out like a pemmant in a stiff wind.
Over and around him it rushed,
striving to beat the breath out of him,
tugging to wrench loose his hold and
swirl him away across the deck and
overboard. ,

But he held on with desperate

strength until the ship staggered up
out of the welter and the starboard
rail emerged above the flood.
+ The steamer was swinging back out
of the trough, to head again close into
the wind; the water that had come
aboard was pouring off to port.

This Lochinvar sensed, though he
gave it no conscious thought. He was
actively aware only of Vasca. = The
girl’'s arms were locked about his neck
in @ terrified clasp. Her bosom quiv-
ered against pis chest as she clung to
him, gasping for breath.

The torrent had carried away her
bathing cap, and the wet strands of
her dark hair whipped about his face
in the spray-laden gale.

“ Lady—my lady!” he cried. “It’s
over. Don’t fear. We're coming up
into the wind again.”

“ I'm—frightened!” she panted.
“Hold me. I—" She cast a terrified
glance aside and over his shoulder.
“Where—Mr. Decies—I don’'t see
him!”

“Good God!” shouted Lochinvar.
“He must have— No, across, aft
there, against the rail.”

Decies was crouched with his back
to them, still clutching the rail as if
he feared another deluge. The mo-
ment Vasca saw him, she freed her
arms from about Lochinvar’s mneck
and drew back, her face scarlet.

“ I'm safe now,” she said. “1 think
I—should go below.” .
“1f you wish it,” he instantly

agreed, and he turned his gaze away
from her blushing face. i
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“But first,” she  faltered, “I—I
wish to thank you.”
“Don’t, please!” he begged.

“ Here comes a big one over the bows.
Be ready when it passes.”

He kept her .enclosed between his
arms and the rail until the torrent had
swept over the quarter-deck. As it
gushed outboard he caught her arm
and steadied her across the dizzily
heaving deck to the companionway.

A splurge of the water with which
the deck was still awash followed them
through the door. He quickly closed
it and helped the girl down into the
little saloon. :

The air below was stagnant and suf-
focatingly hot. There was not a single
port or hatch or skylight open any-
where. The ship was pitching so vio-
lently that Vasca could have reached
her stateroom only by creeping, had

not Lochinvar put his arm about her’

shoulders. He saw her safe in
through the open doorway.
Anita, - the Portuguese woman,

braced in a corner, was muttering over
her rosary.

Vasca grasped hold of a rail to
steady herself, and looked up into
Lochinvar’s face with a glance of frank
pleasure. . “ You'll at least allow me
to say that it has been most kind of
you—Jimmy.” =

He smiled his  gratification.
“You're all right now, are you? T'll
have to go up. Don’t quite like the
way Mr. Decies was acting.”

He hastened up on deck just in time
to be caught by a torrent and hurled
aft to the rail. He brought up a few
feet from Decies. The Englishman
locked at him as if just recovering
from a dream. Suddenly his gray eyes
widened with consternation.

““Gad!” he cried. ‘“ Where’s Miss
Searle? ”

“ Safe below,” answered Lochinvar.
“What's the matter? You've been
sitting here— Must have struck your
head.”

“Yes; I remember now. Devilish
hard crack.” Decies reached up his
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hand and felt the side of his head.
“ Must have dazed me.”

“Lucky it didn’t keep you from
holding on. Better let me help you
down to your stateroom.”

“Thanks, no. I'm not hurt ? De-
cies curtly refused the offer.

He pulled himself up and followed
the rail around to the starboard
quarter. Lochinvar rose and slipped -
along after him within arm’s reach.
They stood facing the gale for over
half an hour.

At last a sudden gloom darkened
the wild sea. The sun had set and
night was coming down upon the gale-
lashed billows.

Decies decided to go below. He had
fully recovered from the effects of the
blow on his head, and crossed to the
companionway without difficulty.

Lochinvar followed him, but did not
stop in the cabin. He made his way
on down into the engine room.

CHAPTER VI
The Slave Ship.

THE light of another day found the
Ourebi  still pitching through
heavy seas on her long slant off coast.
But she had gained enough offing to
be out of the strongest sweep of the
monsoon current, and the gale had
lessened. Combers still broke aboard,
but not so heavily as off Guardafui.

In the afternoon Vasca again found
courage to venture up on deck, accom-
panied by Decies and Lochinvar.

Her father, though a good sailor,
did not choose to leave his berth until
the next morning, when the Ourebi had
reached the eddy current, four hun-
dred miles off shore, that ran counter
to the monsoon coast current. The
gale had abated to a stiff breeze, and
the waves no longer ran mountain®
high.

Though the steamer still pitched and
rolled, there were no more combers to .
break aboard and flood her decks.

The passengers could move about
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dry-shod and examine the results of
the storm. All the ironwork was red
with rust. The funnels were covered
with a thick coating of salt.

One of the boats had been carried
away. :

Two of the copper ventilators had
been dinted and battered like stiff hats
at a Donnybrook Fair. But awnings
were again stretched, and the crew set
at work with scrapers and paint
brushes.

Aided by the off coast return cur-
rent, the Ourebi was running toward
Madagascar at a very good rate despite
the head wind, when, soon after mid-
day, a small sail was sighted a few
points off the port bow.

As this was the first craft seen since
the steanier had left the Gulf of Aden,
it attracted an unusual amount of at-
tention. The general interest was not
lessened when the stronger binoculars
disclosed that the great lateen sail of
the craft was torn and that there was
an inverted ensign flying at the peak.

“Dhow in distress,”” said Sir
Hallam.

“ We're already veering to run
down to her,” remarked Decies.
“ Pretty rough sea for boating, I
should say.”

“T've seen fishermen put off in their

dories, on the Newfoundland Banks,
in heavier weather,” remarked Loch-
invar.

“AVere you not in one of the
dories? ' inquired Vasca.

“These lascars are not always good
boatmen,” broke in her father.

“T've a fancy to board a dhow,”
said Decies. “ There’s a surf-boat
forward—non-sinkable self-bailer. 1
shall offer my services to the skipper
as stroke oarsman.”

“Very good,” said Sir Hallam.
“ Slip this into your pocket. You may
need it.”

He held out an automatic pistol.
Decies took it, tipped his cap to Vasca,
and hastened forward to ascend the
bridge, where the skipper stood gazing
at the dhow through his binoculars.
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Lochinvar looked inquiringly at Sir
Hallam. ‘“ Has Mr. Decies had any
experience in this line? ”

“ Boated in the Channel.
of the Royal Yacht Club,”
swered the baronet.

“That’s good. You gave him the
pistol. You think there is need to go
armed? ”’

“Yes. These dhow sallors are often
a hard lot, and they always carry
knives. May try to use them if the
dhow is in a bad way and they get into
a panic.”

Lochinvar nodded understandingly.
“1f you'll excuse me, Miss Searle, 1

Member
tersely an-

.believe I'll lay forward and see what’s

in the wind.”

He ran to the companionway.

When he came out of the cabin on
the main deck he was fastening the
scabbard of his Damascus sword-
knife to his belt. Sir Hallam glanced
from him to Decies, who had climbed
upon the bridge, and commented ap-
provingly :

“ Right spirit—both lads. You no-
ticed how Bertie belittled the risk, and
Jimmy did not even say he intended
to. volunteer. When we reach the
shamba we can rely upon both if that
rascally Abdul bin Djabir stirs up the
Maviti against us, as it was reported
he had threatened.”

“ Abdul,” remarked Vasca — * that
is the Arab ex-slaver who, you said,
has set himself up as a sultan over the
natives south of the Rovuma River.”

“Yes. - Inland the company’s con-
cession overlaps the territory he claims
as his own. He is too cunning to at-
tack the shamba himself, but he may
set the Maviti on us. Rather hope he
does.”

The eyes of the grizzled empire-
builder glinted.

“ The sooner we break up that mur-
derous tribe the better. You see now
why I sent to Gaza Land for laborers
instead of employing Makuas. All
our boys are more or less of Zulu
stock.”

Vasca’s cheeks flushed and her eyes
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sparkled. ““ Yes, now I see. The com-
pany is merely a step—a -foothold.
Sooner or later you will open up the
country all the way across to Lake
Nyassa.” ‘

“It is important to keep the Ger-
‘mans from gaining commercial con-
trol south of the Rovuma,” said Sir
Hallam. “The flag follows trade.
There goes Bertie forward. They are
making ready to lower away a boat.
We are nearing the dhow. Give me a
look, my dear.” %

He took the glasses and leaned out

from the rail to gaze at the dhow.,

The clumsy craft was now less than

half a mile ahead, scurrying down the,

wind like a broken-winged water-bird.
One moment her dark hull was heaved
upon the crest of a wave, the next it
dipped far down in the trough. Vasca
watched it a short time, and then shift-
ed her gaze to the forward deck.

Decies had just reached the group
beside the- boat. He spoke conde-
scendingly to the second mate, who
was in charge: * Skipper plans to
slacken speed and put them under our
lee when they are alongside. If they
are near enough to catch a line there
will be no need of the boat.”

“ Mr. Lochinvar says you want

stroke-oar. He takes bow. Man the
boat.”
- The boat’s crew took their positions;
the men told off. to the falls stood by,
ready to'lower away. Swiftly steamer
and tossing - dhow approached each
other. Now they were less than half
a cable’s length apart, rushing together
almost stem to stem.

The Ourebi reversed her engines.
The dhow was signaled to pass on her
port bow and round to. The dhow
obeyed, and the steamer, with rapidly
lessening headway, swung to port.

As the dhow shot past under het
bow a line was cast down upon the
high poop of the sailing craft; but it
slipped overboard before any of the
velling, gesticulating crew could grasp
it. The dhow’s steersman sought to
bring her around into the wind, and
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succeeded only in laying her in the

trough as the overlapping bows of the
Ourebi blanketed the wind out of her

split sail. -

Shrieks of despair arose from the
wallowing craft. Had she not been
under’the lee of the steamer she must
have been flung on her beam ends.

. But already the boat had been low-

Fered and cast off as the shipr rolled to -

port. 'The oarsmen pushed clear and
began to pull for the dhow with the
steady stroke set by Decies. He and
Lochinvar and the mate were all good
boatmen, and the lascars were willing
fellows. Sheltered by the steamer,

-they had little difficulty in covering the

distance to the dhow.

The difficulty was to get their line
aboard the clumsy vessel. Her black-
and-tan crew were scrambling about:
in wild confusion in their efforts to
lower the spar of the huge lateen sail
before mast and all could be rolled out
of her.

Decies looked at the height of the
dhow’s side and spoke coolly to the
mate: “ Give me a few yards of slack,
and back in.  I'll jump it.”

The mate brought the boat stern-on
to the dhow and gave the order to back
water. Lochinvar saw Decies draw in
his oar, and divined what he was plan-
ning to do.

“Hold on, Mr. Decies,” he called.
* Better let me try it.”

Decies gave no heed. He stepped

into the, stern beside the mate-and stood - .

balanced, with the end: of the line in
his hand, waiting for the boat to back
close to the side of the dhow.

Now they were only a few feet
apart. Together boat and dhow sagged
down the slope of a wave. Decies
poised and sprang in a splendid leap
that carried him clean over the dhow’s
bulwark.

“ Give way,” ordered the mate, and
he cast the last coils of the line clear
of the boat. :

The lascars dipped their oars and
pulled the boat clear as she was about
to strike her stern.

3

-
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“ He can’t manage it alone,” shout-
ed Lochinvar, and before the mate
could forbid him, he went overboard.
In three strokes he was alongside the
dhow and gripping the line, which
Decies was making fast. Decies gave
him a hand over the gunwale.

Seeing him safe aboard, the mate
drew off two or three boat-lengths and
waited. Lochinvar and Decies turned
to look about them.

The yelling crew now had the huge
seventy-foot boom lowered and the
sail partly furled. A dozen or more
at once swarmed about the white men,
jabbering in Swahili and pointing
down their throats.

“ Must be short of food or water,
though they look all right,” said Loch-
invar. He signed to the half-naked,
wild-eyed fellows to carry the line for-
ward and haul in on it.

“There’s an Arab on the poop hail-
ing us,” observed Decies. “I'll go and
see what's up.”

Lochinvar pointed aft, under the
sagging folds of the sail, to where a
string of men were passing up buckets
out of a well. “ She’s sprung a leak.”

“ Paugh!” ejaculated Decies, turn-
ing his aristocratic nose outboard.
“What a stench! Vilest bilge water
I ever smelled.”

“Worse than a pearler,” agreed
Lochinvar. “But it can't be only
bilge water.”

- He ducked under the sail and bent
over a closed hatch in the middle of
the deck. There was a shrill cry from
the poop, and a big ferocious-faced
native with teeth filed to points sprang
to shove the white man away.

Lochinvar reeled before the unex-
pected thrust, but recovered his bal-
ance like a cat.

He came back at the black ruffian
with a straight left to the jaw, fol-
lowed by a right hook that sent the
savage rolling into the scuppers uncon-
scious. Before any others of the crew
could interfere, he tore off the hatch
and peered down into the shallow
hold.
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“Good God!”
here, Decies.”

The Englishman stooped under the
sail and bent over the open hatchway.
In under the deck he saw a solid mass
of naked- black human forms—seated
men, packed in breast to breast, under
the most horrible unsanitary con-
ditions.

All were emaciated; several were
dead.

The agonized faces of the living
were turned about and upraised to-
ward the open hatch, their mouths
agape and their tongues black and
swollen fram lack of water. Decies
stared, astounded.

“Slaves!” he gasped. “ Slave-ship!
But this—it is the twentieth century!”

“ Watch out,” warned Lochinvar.
“ The scoundrels look ugly.”

Decies glanced up.

Several of the villainous half-caste
crew were gathering about the white
men. Lochinvar had his eye on the
twor nearest men, whose hands were
clutched on the hilts of their crooked
Arab daggers.

His own hand was near the hilt of
his Damascus sword-knife. Decies
calmly pulled out the automatic pistol
given him by Sir Hallam.

“Be off!” he ordered.
var, draw your sword.”

The American whipped out his
beautiful and businesslike blade. It
impressed the ruffians more than the
pistol. They gave back a step or two.
Decies ducked under the sail and waved
his hand to the mate.

¢ Slaver—Ileaking. Hold full of
slaves dying of thirst. We'll stay
aboard. Tell Sir Hallam.”

The mate ordered his lascar oars-
men to give way. Decies rejoined
T.ochinvar, with a curt command to
the muttering Swabhili sailors: “ Stand
aside, you beggars.”

As the ruffians sullenly obeyed,
Decies and Lochinvar pushed past
them and climbed the ladder of the
poop deck that roofed the low cabin.
~ Beside the half-caste helmsman

he cried. *“ ILook

“ Lochin-
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ftood a <cowling old Arab. As the
white men came pear, the dhow: skip-
per changed his look of murderous
hate to an expression of mingled cun-
ning and offended dignity, to which,
when he caught a close view of Loch-
invar’s sword-knife, was added an ex-
pression of eager covetousness.

“Salaam Allicum,” he greeted in
feigned welcome, and he bowed until
his broad turban touched the deck.

As he rose he fixed his beadlike eyes
on the sword-knife, either overcome
with greed to possess it or scheming to
divert suspicion from himself by pre-
tending not to see the anger of his
visitors. “‘The sayid bears an old
broken sword. T will give an elephant
tusk for it—ar small tusk. 'The steel
1s bad, but as it is an Arabic sword
and I am an honest trader—"’

“You scoundrel!” broke in- Decies,

white-hot  with righteous wrath.
“ Honest trader—you! Your hold is
packed full of slaves. Tt would serve
you right to shoot you down like a
do_g‘,i
The Arab’s eyes widened in a look
of utter astonishment and protest.
. “The sayid is mad!” he shrilled.
“ Slaves—in my dhow? I am Abdul
bin Djabir, a merchant of wealth and
standing. The sayid hears how well
I speak his tongue. I am a friend of
all white men, and well known at
Zanzibar. The sayid is mad to say I
have slaves in my dhow. The slave-
trade was stopped when I was a young
man.”

“Those wretched prisoners in your
hold? ” questioned Decies.

“My papers are below—good pa-
pers, signed at Ibo, a port of Mozam-
bique. Your people bring men in ships
to work. I do the same. All those
Makuas signed contracts to work in
Muscat. The Portuguese sayid at Iho
is witness.” 2 -

“ You say you have papers to show

they are contract laborers? ”’

The Arab smiled cunningly and
waved his hand. ““ The mark of every
man is sealed.”.
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Lochinvar cut in hotly: “ Papers or
not, you ought to be strung up for
treating the poor devils the way
you've done—packed like sardines in
that horrible hole and dying of thirst.”

The Arab lifted his clawlike hands
heavenward. “ Allah bear witness, I
left Tho with a great tank of water.
Three days ago it broke loose in a
squall and went overboard.” :

“’Three days ago! They've had no
water for three days?” cried Decies:

“ There has been no rain, sayid. A
few lacked strength. They have died.
It is my loss. Give me water for
them, and the rest will live.”

“You'll go aboard the ship with
us,” said Lochinvar. “Order your
crew ‘to haul in on the line until we
have a hawser aboard.”

“ Also tell off a number to get those
men out of that hell-hole,” commanded
Decies. =

“That would be bad. * They would
crowd the deck,” argued Abdul.

Decies looked at him with the eye
of a “hanging” judge. “ You will
give the order or you will be the first
to go overboard to make room for
your victims.”

The Arab did not wait for the up-

~ lifting pistol.

He shrilled out orders and curses
in Swahili that put every man of the
crew into vigorous action. Those who
were half-heartedly hauling in on the
line suddenly redoubled their efforts.
Others swarmed about the open hatch-
way and began lifting out the wretched
prisoners in the hold.

“Tell your men to handle the poor
devils gently,” said Decies. “ They
may leave the dead below.”

“The dhow leaks and the water is
gaining, sayid. I have ordered the
dead cast overboard,” replied Abdul.

“ She rides heavier than when we
came aboard,” confirmed ILochinvar.
“The wrenching before they got the
boom lowered must have opened up
the leak.”

“ Very probably. “T'll ask you to
go forward and see that the scoundrels

-
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cast over none that is not dead. I
fancy they’ll keep their hands off you
while I stand by Mr. Abdul bin
Djabir.”

CHAPTER VIIL
" Chuba’s Leap.

LOCHINV AR smiled at the inward-

ly furious and outwardly obse-
quious Arab and jumped down from
the poop. But his smile vanished
when he came to the hatchway and
saw the emaciated wretches who were
‘being drawn up out of the foul, black
hold. Many looked like dying men.
Every fourth or fifth one was already
dead.

Instructed by their skipper, the
hastily laboring crew laid each corpse
before Lochinvar before casting it
over the side.

He had no difficulty in telling the
dead from the living. Those of the
wretched creatures who still had life
in them were at once partly revived
by the fresh air when lifted out of
their noisome, smothering prison.

The men engaged in bringing up
the human cargo worked with feverish
energy.

Despite the efforts of the gang of
bailers, the leak continued to gain and
the water was rising in the hold. Yet
Decies had told the skipper with dead-
1y earnestness that he should go down
with his dhow if a single prisoner was
left below deck.

Urged on by the shrill commands
of their master, the dusky crew re-
doubled their efforts. Every man real-
ized that there was utmost need of
haste if all were not to go down with
their steadily filling vessel.

Fortunately the binoculars aboard
the Ourebi had disclosed the state of
affairs in the dhow even before the
mate returned to report what Decies
~had told him. A hawser had been
attached to the line and was being
paid out for the dhow crew to haul in
and make fast.
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Before the men in the dhow’s over-
hanging prow had the end aboard the
boat returned with three breakers of
water, all of which the mate succeeded
in pitching over into the waist of the
dhow.

Lochinvar at once knocked in the
bungs and told off three of the crew
to give a few sips of the precious fluid
to each sufferer in the long row al-
ready laid out on deck. None of the
crew attempted to obtain a drink.

There had been a cask of water left
aboard. Only the wretched prisoners
had been forced to suffer the real
agonies of thirst.

A yell from the bows gave the wel-
come news that the linemen had got
the hawser aboard and were making
fast. ~ Attached to the end of the
hawser they hauled in a basket-sling
large enough to hold six or eight
persons.

It was rigged to a running line from
the steamer. Decies now went for-
ward with the skipper, who, under the
shouted directions of the mate, had
the hawser loosened and then made
fast well up on the mast.

At once the heavy line tautened as
a steam winch aboard the Ourebi be-
gan to take in the slack. While the
dhow was being hauled as close under
the ship’s side as was safe in so heavy
a sea, Decies, pistol in hand, ordered
all but a few of the crew aft to bail
and to finish clearing the hold of its
human cargo.

“Command that the slaves be
brought first to be hauled aboard the
steamer,” he directed Abdul.

The Arab threw up his hands.

“ Bisnullah! Have I not told the
sayid they are not slaves? They are
iree laborers. The dhow is filling fast..
There will not be time to save all.”

“They go first,” stated Decies.

Abdul scowled up at the iron side
of the steamer. He was in the power
of the white men. He could only pro-
test in words: “ Eblis! Can it be the
will of Allah that true believers should
perish while Kafir dogs are saved?”
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“ Have your free laborers carried
forward,” said Decies, his jaw out-
thrust. “If one of your damnable
crew tries to get into the sling before
every slave is safe I will kill him.”

The last pretense of friendliness
vanished from the Arab’s evil face.
But he gave the Englishman’s order.
Several of the crew hurriedly began
to drag forward the helpless victims
of thelr callous brutality.

Eight were hoisted up and jammed
into the sling, which swung from the
mast. The line first brought aboard
was fast to the sling, and the load of
frightened Makuas was sent sliding
down the sag of the hawser.

The line from the ship to the sling
at once began to haul in with the
rapidity of steam power. The sling
slipped swiftly along the hawser. At
the lowest bend of the hawser the
occupants of the sling were submerged
in the top of a wave as the dhow
dipped into a trough.

But before any of the Makuas could
drown they were dragged through the
wave and on up the swaying hawser
to the steamer’s bulwark. ‘Though
terrified, all had been refreshed and
partly cleaned by their dip in the cool,
pure seawater.

The moment the sling had been
emptied it was sent slithering back
down the hawser, with a breaker of
water for make-weight. The men in
the dhow’s bows did not need to be
urged to gather in the line with utmost
haste.

- All the crew now understood the
situation as fully as their skipper.

Hardly was the sling inboard when
it was reloaded to its utmost ca-
pacity and started back. As before,
it swirled down through a wave-crest
and carried its dripping load up to
safety.

Other loads followed in rapid suc-
cession. Aboard the steamer, no less
than in the dhow, every one except the
half-unconscious slaves knew that the
leaking craft must soon go down. She
was steadily settling as the leak gained
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on the ineffective buckets of the bail-
ers. Before the last of the squatting
prisoners in the hold had been dragged
out on deck the water was up to their
chins. 3

Twice the scowling Abdul ‘had
choked down his wrath and begged
leave of the stern-eyed young English-
man to go aft for his papers.

Both times Decies refused. But
when Lochinvar sang out that the last
prisoner was clear of the hold Decies
shouted to him to look in the cabin
for the ship’s papers.

Lochinvar paused only long enough
to set every available member of the
crew to bailing.

He picked his way aft over the
closely laid rows of rescued prisoners
to the cabin door. It was fast. A
blow of his heel broke the antique
Atrab lock.

When he entered he found most of
the space under the poop deck tightly
stowed with bags of provisions on a
foundation of elephant tusks. But in
the midst had been left a small cubby,
or stateroom, whose Oriental drapery
proved it to be the sleeping quarters
of the skipper.

The entrance passage was so narrow
that Lochinvar, coming directly in
fromt the full sun-glare, could not at
first see anything in the gloomy in-
terior.

He bent over and began to grope
his way around the little cell. At
the third step his outstretched hand
touched a roundish, woolly object.
The object moved downward, and a
faint shriek told him what he had
found.

“ Woman—native!” he exclaimed.
“She’d have been left in here to
drown!”

The huddled outline of the fright-
ened creature was becoming visible to
his staring eyes. He grasped her wrist
and dragged her, shrieking, out of her
place of concealment.

When he got her into the open he
saw that she was a young girl of Bantu
stock a perfect black Venus in form.
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But her flat negroid face was hideously
disfigured with scar tattooing and that
most frightful of ornaments, the pelele
lip-ring. Her entire costume consisted
of a fringed apron no larger than
Eve's fig-leaf.

Lochinvar released her wrist and
dived back into the cabin.

When he came out he carried a small
Oriental rug and a box that contained
the dhow’s papers. He wrapped the
rug about the cowering girl and mo-
tioned her to go forward.

Trembling, but obedient to the
strange white-faced being, she hurried
before him over the outstretched forms
that cluttered the deck.

“ Hello,” said Decies, when they
came up into the bows. “ What's this
—a female slave?”

“ Not a slave!” hastily replied Ab-
dul. “ She is one of my wives.”

“One?” queried Decies.

“The Koran allows good Moham-
medans four wives,” Lochinvar re-
minded him.

“ Put her in the next sling,” ordered
Decies. “ Any more women aboard?”

“Only this one,” answered Abdul.

““'There was another girl. I gave her
to Chuba. - She died.”
“Who is Chuba?” demanded

Lochinvar. =

“The man you knocked down.
is my headman—my mate.”

“Oh, that fellow.”  Lochinvar
smiled. “He's one of those I made
get down in the hold to pass up the
prisoners. Kept him down till the
very last.” :

“Good work,” said Decies.
in the box?”

Lochinvar raised the lid and showed
a number of charts and sealed papers.
Abdul started forward, quivering with
apprehension.

“Do not lose them!” he shrilled.
“1 will be hanged!”

“ More chance you’ll be drowned,”
rejoined Lochinvar.

The sling was just being hauled in-
board. He handed the box to its
owner, and catching up the girl, lifted

He

“ What's
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her within reach of the men in the
rigging.

She was swung up into
and sent spinning away in
with .six or seven of the half-dead
men of her tribe. Abdul, clutching
his precious papers, quickly began to
recover assurance.

His avarice at once cropped out.

“My ivory!” he wailed. “ At Ibo
I could have sold it to a Banyan for
two thousand pounds. I would not be
robbed. Now all must sink into the
sea and be lost.”

“ Kismet!” scoffed Decies.

The Arab held out one of his claw-

the sling
company

Jike hands in supplication.

“ Be merciful, sayid! What do you
care for those dymg Kafir dogs? First
save my ivory.’

Decies’ florid face purpled. The
veins on his forehead began to swell.
He raised his fist.

“ Fasy—easy,” interposed Lochin-
var. “He’s only an Arab. Leave him
to the authorities.”

Decies hesitated and looked about at
the Ourebi. “I would like to be the.
magistrate who tries him.”

“It’s a matter that may be settled
out of court,” humorously replied
Lochinvar. “ At least we're settling
fast enough. The rotten old hulk is
taking water like a sieve. No use
bailing. T’ll go aft and batten down
the hatch. That may hold in enough
air to keep us afloat a while.”

“We're losing no time,” said De-
cies. “ Forty-five or fifty off already.
Three more loads will clean up these
helpless beggars.”

“ Good thing. The rest of us can
jump clear if we have to. There
comes another boat to stand by us in
case the old tub founders.”

Cool and smiling, the American
made his way aft amid the yelling
crew. ‘He found the water in the hold
almost up to the hatch-coamings.

At his gestured orders the men who
were bailing out of the hold flung
down their vessels and clapped on the
hatch. As soon as it was made fast
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he set them to lightening ship by cast-
ing overboard everything loose or de-
tachable. -

Even the great boom was unshipped
and heaved over the side with its
furled sail. :

After this Lochinvar took his gang
aft to the cabin and started to break-
ing out its stores. Dozens of bags of
sesame were dragged out and flung
overboard in rapid succession, and
soon the sacks of grain were inter-
spersed with magnificent = elephant-
tusks, many of which weighed over a
hundred pounds.

From the bows Abdul espied the
wasting of his precious ivory and
raised a shriek of remonstrance. But
already the stern had settled so low
that the cabin was half* flooded, and
the men worked on with desperate
energy, regardless of the curses of
their skipper.

The leader of the gang was the fero-
cious-looking, filed - toothed Chuba,
whom Lochinvar had knocked down
when he first came aboard. The big
ruffian appeared almost as cool as the
white man. 3

He stood inside the cabin encour-
aging his fellows and heaving out
tusks and sacks of grain for others to
cast overboard.

He held them to their work even
when the last of the slaves were put
into the sling and the members of the
crew who had continued bailing at the

well rushed forward, their bare feet

splattering the water that had already
begun to seep up through the deck
seams.

The sling came and went with eight
of the crew in it. Again it came back
and again started out loaded. 'The
dhow was now very low. Her main
deck was awash. Had not the hawser
held her head-on to the waves she
must have rolled her gunwales under
and filled.

“May take a slump any minute
now,” said Lochinvar. He signed to
the men to give over their work and
"go forward.

441

Decies hailed him: “ Bring your
gang. There’ll be room for some of
them.” o

Lochinvar followed his men, the
water in the waist slushing up over
his knees as the dhow sluggishly rose
and fell on the waves. In the bows
were left only Decies and Abdul and
three of the crew. Chuba and his
fellows caught hold of the line
and helped pull back the unloaded
sling.

Abdul looked aft at the sinking
stern of his craft and knelt to Decies
in abject supplication.

“Sayid, I am an old man. I cannot
swim like these others. At the best I
would lose my papers and with them
my honor. Let me go this time.”

The young Englishman’s lips tight-
ened. ““ The skipper should be the last
man to leave his ship,” he stated.

“Oh, give the old scoundrel his
chance,” good-naturedly interposed
Lochinvar. “If you let him drown
he’ll escape hanging.”

“ The deuce! that’s so,” said Decies.
He gave the kneeling man a contemp-
tuous kick. “Get up. You can go—
though I fancy it’ll be too late.”

Abdul leaped to his feet and called
shrilly to Chuba.

The big native caught up his master
and lifted him to the men above, as
the sling came inboard. With des-
perate haste the half-frantic Swahilis
jerked their skipper into the basket
and tumbled in after him. The sling
slipped away down the hawser, leaving
the two white men, Chuba, and four
others of the crew on the dhow’s bows.
Five minutes would have been time
enough for the sling to have been
drawn up the hawser and jerked back
to them.

But already the dhow was founder-
ing. Even as, passing the sag of the
hawser, the loaded sling plunged into
the water, the sinking craft gave a
peculiar wallow. Down went her
stern, tilting the long bow upward.

“ Jump!” shouted Lochinvar.

The others were already crouching.
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They leaped with him—all except
Chuba. The big savage had been

standing close behind the American,
his face stolid.

Suddenly his eyes flared with fero-
cious hate. = A fraction of a second
after the white man jumped he leaped
after him.
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As Lochmvar plunged into the wa-
ter the feet of Chuba struck him
from above, one on each shoulder.
The blow was given with all the mo-
mentum of the big black’s weight and
his high bound through the air.

Lochinvar was. driven down, far
down into the green depths!
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

RT a house party Schuyler Nelson shows his guests the Little Brother to the Stars,
which he has bought from the Raja eof Matan — the biggest diamond in the

world.

furious.
reporter on vacation, takes charge.
her father during the night.
ng.
Nelson is an accomplice.

CHAPTER X.
The Net.
ENLEY stood staring at the

other ‘man thoughtfully for a

long time after he had spoken.
The red - haired assistant and the
coroner were beginning to collect their
properties for .an immediate depar-
ture. Neither was paying much at-
tention.

“You are going to work around to
the murder by tracing the diamond? ”
repeated Henley. * Is that what you
mean? ™

He announces his engagement to Mrs.
Next morning Nelson is found murdered in his study.
Suspicion falls on Molly, who had quarreled with
The safe is opened and the diamond is found to be miss-
Inspector Merril declares his belief that Molly is guilty and her Aunt Johanna

Molly Nelson is
Kenneth Henley, a

Genevieve Howell

N

“Exactly. The whole case seems
to hinge on it.”

“Good. Then we can work to-
gether. It makes no difference whether
you think Miss Nelson guilty or not.
You'll do nothing about involving her,
or expressing. your suspicions until
you've something more than a theory,
and I know you’ll never have anything
more. When we locate the gem it
won’t be in Miss Nelson’s possession,
nor will we be able to connect her
with it.”

“ That remains to be seen,” said the
other coolly- “ Let’s sidetrack discus-

3

This story began in The All-Story Cavalier Weekly for July 18.
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sions and get down to business. I
want to question the servants next.”

“T'll have them all up here,” said
Henley, moving toward the bell and
ringing it. -

Judson answered, and in response
to Henley’s orders was soon ushering
in the entire domestic staft.

There were eight house servants,
and a more frightened and nervous lot
of individuals it would have been im-
possible to gather “together. You
would have thought they were all
guilty and condemned, to see their
maneuvers.

The inspector had a difficult hour
dragging out of them the next to noth-
ing that they knew.

Judson, who had been Nelson’s
valet, was the only one who was able
to throw a ray of light upon the mys-
tery.

He declared that he had been wait-
ing in Nelson’s bedroom while Nelson
talked with Molly in the study. He
said it was his custom to wait up to
attend his master, no matter what the
hour, and he was accordingly waiting
when the interview between father
and daughter was in progress.

He said that he could hear occa-
sional sentences, although he made no
attempt to do so. He also heard the
lamp smash, but did not go in, being
reassured by the sound of their con-
tinuing conversation.

He said he must have dozed after
that, for the next thing he knew he
heard the clock striking twelve-thirty.

Hearing no sounds from the study
he had gone to the door and had
looked in.

A woman, he said, was standing
there facing Nelson, but her back was
toward him, and in the swift glance
he got he could not distinguish her.

Nelson had caught sight of him al-
most instantly and had dismissed him
for the night, and the woman had
shielded her face with her scarf as
though unwilling to be recognized.

Judson said that he had not thought
this unusual at the time, but later,
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thinking it over, he had wondered if
the woman had been Miss Molly. It
had occurred to him that Miss Molly
would not have been likely to shield
her face.

This testimony pleased Henley a
great deal.

“It's plain enough!” he cried.
“ Another woman went to the study
after Molly left.”

“ Not necessarily,” answered the in-
spector. “If Molly had been contem-
plating a murder it is quite conceiv-
able that she would wish to conceal
her identity.” :

“ What sort of scarf was it,” he
asked Judson, “ that the woman drew
over her face?”

“I don’t know exactly,” said Jud-
son. ““ But she was wearing it over
her shoulders until she lifted it™up to
hide her face.”

“ Would you know it again if you
saw it?” asked Henley. .

“ No, I'm afraid not, sir,” answered
Judson regretfully. “I'm sorry.”

“It's no matter,” responded Hen-
ley.

The inspector then questioned the
butler, Simmons.

Simmons, while he had not been
able to add to their clues, was able to
narrow down their field somewhat.
He reported that the walls surround-
ing the place were finished off on top
with very sharp spikes, so that scaling
them was difficult and dangerous; that
the gates were closed and bolted every
night at sundown unless some one of
the family was out, and that five
watch-dogs were loose in the grounds.

For an outsider to come in and re-
main undiscovered seemed to Sim--
mons impossible. He declared that it
had been tried many times, but never
with much success. _

“1If this tale is true,” said the in-
spector cheerfully to Henley, “we
have the guilty party under our eyes,
without a doubt. For every one who
was under the roof last night is still
here.”

“Right,” agreed Henley frowning.
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That view of the matter disturbed
him. :

He found no satisfaction in the
thought that Nelson’s murderer and
the diamond thief dwelt near by him.
He could not imagine any one else in
the party being any guiltier than
Molly.

As he sat silent there in the study,
going over in his mind the whole con-
fusing thing, it seemed to him that he
must be dreaming it.

It was more like some fantastic
nightmare than like any actual hap-
pening.

Yesterday they had all been so pla-
cidly idling along, playing bridge or
pool, dancing, reading aloud, swap-

ping stories, doing the usual things one

does over a week-end out of town be-
fore the out-of-doors is quite inviting.

There had been nothing to distin-
guish this particular party from the
innumerable others that had preceded
it. 'There had been no hint of brewing
storms.

Then, during dinner, Nelson’s two
announcements had been made—those
two announcements that were to
change the whole course of several
lives.

He had acquired the biggest dia-
mond in the world for his collection,
and he had announced his engagement
to Mrs. Howell

All this that had happened since
was the result .of those two revelations.
Henley felt this strongly.

Because of them the whole party
had been plunged into a hideous series
of nightmare experiences — murder,
robbery, suspicion.

The things that he had written of,
time and again, and had seen in the

lives of others, had come close to him -

—close enough to jeopardize his peace
of mind.

For an instant he wondered if he
could possibly be dreaming. Then he
smiled faintly at his own absurdity.

No, it was all too real.

The grim-faced inspector, still
wrangling with Simmons, proved that.
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He came back to what had been said
about the spiked fence and the watch-
dogs in the groufds.

That meant that some one in the
house had killed Nelson and stolen the
diamond. Some one he trusted had
betrayed him.

A servant?

It seemed improbable. The ‘whole
lot_of them had so little intelligence.
And only Judson could go and come
through Nelson’s rooms with any
safety, and judson had been with Nel-
son for ten years.

Besides, his attitude that morning
had been convincing.

* , Judson was out of the question. So
were the others.

A guest, then? Some one who had
eaten Nelson’s bread?

But which one? Whom could the
big diamond tempt? '

Aiken? He was a collector, too,
but not a thief, nor yet a murderer.
The old man’s kindly eyes and whiten-
ing hair recurred to Henley.

Crane, then? But Crane was rich;
had more money than he needed.
And he cared nothing for gems.

Greene, then? Greene was poor
enough, but he was devoted to Nelson,
and he was not murderous by disposi-
tion. He was a mild youth, even tem-
pered, peaceful.

Diane? Of course not.

Mrs. Howell, then?

She might have visited him in the
study, but she had no reason to kill
him.

Unless he had decided to change his
mind and withdraw from the engage-
ment.

Would she be likely to kill him
then?

Henley visualized her, recalling her
flashing dark eyes, her proudly uptilt-
ed head, her finely wrought, beautiful
features.

There was spirit in her—pluck, too
—temper. If her pride was wounded,
or if she felt herself deserted and be-
trayed—

Assuredly, under certain circum-
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stances, it seemed to him more than
likely that she could be tempted to
lose control of herself and attack any
one or anything that irked her.

But Molly had said that her father
refused to reconsider.and release Mrs.
Howell.

Had he altered his decision after
Molly had gone? Had he determined
to yield? Had he obtained an inter-
view with the lovely widow to explain
his predicament, and had she, in a fit
of rage and wounded pride, attacked
him with the jeweled war-club that
had been for years an ornament in the
study ?

It all seemed plausible enough. But
it was only a theory, of course, de-
pending for foundation upon a fact
that was not established — the fact
that Nelson had changed his mind
and had determined not to marry
Mrs. Howell.

How to establish this?
the question.

And also—how to explain the dis-
appearance of the diamond.

Had Mrs. Howell stolen that also?

Had she taken it for motives of her
own—for financial reasons or because
the stone had fascinated her?

Or had she taken it to escape sus-
picion?

The inspector broke in upon his re*
flections.

Advancing and staring down at
Henley, he said:

“Well, what have you been plan-
ning ? "’

“ Nothing,” said Henley. “I've
an idea or two of course. But I won't
take up your time with my theories.
What do you propose doing next?”

“ Searching for the stone,” an-
swered the inspector calmly. “It
must be somewhere in the house. I'm
going to get permission to search
thoroughly for it. Any objections to
my searching your rooms?”

“ None whatever,” answered Hen-
ley, shrugging.

“Good! That'll give me a prece-
dent to go upon. While I'm searching

That was
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your rooms you might gather the
household together again-—on the
veranda, we'll say—or anywhere you
please. The veranda sounds best to
me, because there aren’t many places
out there where such a shiner could
be hidden if any one happen to have
it about him, you know.”

Henley nodded.

“1I suppose I can manage it.”

“ Break away, then!”

The inspector began examining the
study casually.

“TI'll leave you on one condition,”
said Henley. “ That you apprise me
if you come across the gem.”

“ Good Lord, don’t you trust me?”’
gasped the inspector. “ You've been
reading the papers.” :

“It isn't that,” said Henley, mov-
ing toward the door. “I— A good
deal depends upon where that stone .
is found.”

“Right!” agreed the inspector.
“I'll tell you as soon as I locate it.
May as well begin here, though I
don’t expect to find it in this room.”

“Why not?”

“ This room’s too much in the pub-
lic eye. The thief would have known
that. He would have hidden the thing
some place that was easy to reach, so
he could get it again without attract-
ing attention. For first guess I'd say
it was in his room or on his person.”

Henley nodded.

“ That sounds plausible,” he admit-
ted. “You'll try the rooms first, while
I keep the occupants down-stairs—is
that it?”

“Yes. Then the occupants them-
selves if the stone hasn’t turned up.
So be sure you give them no time to
get rid of it. Get them there without
breathing the word, * Search.” ”

Henley went off to carry out his in-
structions.

Knocking at Molly’s door first, he
asked her and Johanna if they’d mind
coming down to the south veranda.
Then he went on, summoning the
others.

He had chosen the south veranda
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because it was walled in with glass
and was unaffected by the peculiar
spring out of doors.

It was plainly furnished in wicker
and chints and offered few opportu-
nities for the concealing of a diamond
so large as the Little Brother to the
Stars. So it corresponded to the
police inspector’s description.

When he had summoned them all
he went back to Molly’'s door and
waited there for her to appear.

She came, almost at once, the first
of them, and she came alone.

She had changed the black habit
for a plain black house-gown of cling-
ing silk, and she had smoothed her
hair, so that in these two particulars
she looked more herself; but her face
was still strangely pallid, and her eyes
were heavy.

She glanced up into Henley's face
wistfully as she advanced.

“What is it?” she asked wearily;
“ more cross-questioning? ”’

He shook his head.

“ Not exactly. Where is Aunt Jo-
hanna?”

He had called her that for years..

‘ Down-stairs, arranging for the
funeral,” she answered slowly, and
her voice had in it a curious note of
rwonder.

It was as though she were still un-
able to grasp clearly the thing that
had befallen.

“ My father’s funeral!” she repeat-
- ed. “ My father's! Last night he
was thinking of marrying. To-day—"

Her voice died away into silence:

She drew nearer Henley and
slipped one hand under his arm, al-
most confidingly.

“ I keep saying it over and over to
myself,” she said. “ But somehow it
doesn’t mean anything. It doesn’t
seem true.”

“ Don’t think of it,” he said gently,
leading her toward the stairs.

Her face was tilted up to his.

“You don't think I did it, do you?
Do you?” she cried wistfully, plead-
ingly, like a child.
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“1 know you didn’t,” he answered
emphatically.

She breathed a little sigh.

“ 1 think he does,” she said.

‘i Who? »

““The inspector.
examine me again?”

Henley shook his head.

“No. He is going to search the
house now for the big diamond — all
the rooms—so he wants the occupants
out of them.”

Molly raised wide, rather fright-
ened eyes to his.

 He’s going to search all the rooms?
All of them?” -

« Yes‘7?

“ Mine?”

“ Yes—why?”

“ For the diamond?”

€« Yes.”

“ Not for anything else?
look for anything else? ”

“ No-o. What is troubling you?”

“ Suppose he doesn’t find it in the
rooms?”

“Then,” said Henley slowly, “ he’ll
search us — our persons — or have us
searched.”

They had reached the sheltered
veranda by this time and halted,
facing each other—the first there.

Molly was gazing up at Henley
with something very like terror in her
eyes. He was beginning to be a little
alarmed.

“ What is it?” he asked.
you haven't the diamond?”

“ N-no,” said Molly.

“ Then you’ve nothing to fear.”

“Yes,” she whispered slowly, “1I
have something to fear. Yoy don’t
know. If they search me they’ll—
they’ll find something else!”

Warm color suffused her face. Her
eyes fell from his.

“I've something they mustn’t find.
A package—a small one. I have it
here in the bosom of my gown. What
shall T do?”

She was clinging to him helplessly
now, her f{frightened face raised to
his. And, though hLer eyes met his

Is he going to

He won’t

“ Surely,
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again, there was something now deep
down in them—a barrier.

The windows to her soul
closed, and her color was fading.

“If it isn’t the diamond you've
nothing to be alarmed about,” said
Henley. “ They're not interested in
anything but the diamond.”

“Yes, yes! You don’t understand.
They'd be interested in this!” she
cried. “I must hide it. No one must
see it. Where can I put it?”

She slipped one hand into her cor-
sage and drew forth a small package
wrapped in white paper, tied securely,
and sealed.

were

It was just large enough to have

contained the missing diamond.

Henley gazed at it, and from it to
her.

“What is it?” he asked through
dr) lips.

“1 can’t tell you. Hurry! We must
hide it before they come, Kenneth!”

He found himself taking it into his
hand.

He had not lifted the big diamond
the night before, but this seemed heavy
enough to contain the stone as near
as he could judge.

“ What are you going to do with
it? ” she whispered.

He slipped it into his pocket.

“If they find it on me no harm
will be done,” he said. Thev can’t
make out a case against me.

“ But it must not be found on you,
either. It must not be found at all.
Here—hide it here!”

She indicated frenziedly a tall plant
that stood in a jardinieére near by.

Between the pot and the jardiniere
there was a space large enough to
contain the package.

“They’re sure to look there!” he
cried.

“ Kenneth! Please!” she gasped.

He yielded and dropped it in just
as Crane and Mrs. Howell appeared.

Trembling, Molly sank into a wide
wicker chair.

“What now?”
frowning.

asked the widow,
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She, too, had changed from the soft
morning gown to a trim, dark tailored
suit. She wore her hat, too—a small
one, with a dark motor - veil thrown
back from her face.

“ Are we to be released and permit-
ted to go home?” she added, regard-
ing Henley.

“ Not yet, I'm afra,ld ” said he.

“ But this detention is illegal. I'vé.
had my lawyer on the telephone. He
declares emphatically that I am legally
free to leave here as soon as I please
unless held on a charge of murder.”

She began drawing on her gloves.

“And I intend to assert my right
the instant my maid finishes packing,”
she ended grimly.

Crane - frowned. and stroked his
short mustache. Henley shrugged.

“I hope you will not do that, Mrs.
Howell,” he said. “It would create
a most unpleasant impression. It
would influence the police to believe
you have some dark, mysterious rea-
son for hurrying away.”

She glared at him disgustedly.

“ My reason isn't in the least mys-
terious,” she answered. “I can hard-
ly be expected to remain in a house
where I am extremely unwelcome —
more than unwelcome. I need not
point out to you or the police that my
presence here can only be a forcible
reminder of—of certain unpleasant-
nesses. If a man’s death is preferred
to his union with me—"

“ Mrs. Howell!” cried Henley as
Molly shrank back.

“ Genevieve — really!”  breathed
Crane. “I'm afraid you are too up-
set to realize what you are saying.”

Mrs. Howell resurhed her struggle
with her gloves. Her eyes were cast
down.. From the expression of her
face it was evident she was fighting
back tears.

“1 want to go away from here,”
she said. “I must go away. Ogden”
— she lifted her great dark eyes to
Crane, tears shining in them— you
will arrange it?”

Crane looked rather dubious.
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“I'll do what I can—certainly,” he
said. “ Can’t things be arranged,” he
asked Henley, “ so that Mrs. Howell
can go back to town at once?

“You appreciate her position, I am
sure. Mr. Nelson’s sudden death has
been no less a horror and a shock to
her than to his family. And the—
perhaps — natural attitude of Miss
Nelson and Miss Johanna has hurt her
very much. Can’t the necessary for-
malities be disposed of quickly?”

Henley nodded. '

“ Perhaps. The inspector is search-
ing the rooms for the missing diamond.
If he fails to find it he’ll search our
persons — with our permission, of
course. Then, I dare say, he'll make
no further attempt to hold us here.”

“ Search us?” gasped Mrs. Howell.
“ As if he suspected us of stealing it!
Is such an affront to be offered usr ”

She rose angrily, indignantly, her
dark eyes firing.

“It's merely a formality made
necessary by the peculiar circumstances
surrounding this death,” answered
Henley. “ It is just as the inspector
pointed out to' me—only the thief need
protest against the search. No one
else will be sériously inconvenienced.”

“1 don’t agree with him!” cried
Mrs. Howell. “1I should be seriously

‘inconvenienced by such a search. I°

should be annoyed and humiliated.
And I should be delayed, too. I want
to get away froms here. No one has
the right to search me or my belong-
ings, and I refuse to submit to such an
outrage!”

“ Genevieve,” protested Crane, “if
the others all submit, we must, I am
afraid.”

“1 won’t! That's ﬁnal =

“ Then,” said Henley, ““ you may be
held as a suspicious person. The in-
spector would have the power to make
such an arrest under the circum-
stances.”

“ Arrest?” she gasped,
helplessly into her chair again.

“ After all,” said Crane,

sinking

“ what

harm can they do if they search you? "
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“ I don’t want a lot of strangers pry-
ing into my personal effects. I won't
have it!” cried Mrs. Howell. “T’ll
get my lawyer on the phone at once
and find out if I am compelled to sub—
mit to this.”’

She rose and moved toward the
door.

Henley started forward, frowning.

“ Mrs. Howell, 1 beg your pardon,
but I have been commissioned to let no
one leave this veranda until the inspec-
tor comes. Please make my task an
easy and a pleasant one? ”

She turned furiously.

“ Do you mean that I am a prisoner

‘here? ”

“ Certainly not. The inspector sim-
ply requests you not to leave the veran-
da until he has completed his search of
the rooms.’

“ Do you mean our rooms are being
searched now?”

“Yes,” answered Henley. “ That
18 why 1 summoned you to the ve-
randa.”

Mrs. Howell turned swiftly toward
the door as though to go at once and
stop the search.

But the door was blocked by Aiken
and Diane and Greene and Johanna—
all of whom were being driven out by
two big policemen. >

“Of all things!” gasped Diane.
“ They’re actually searching our rooms
now. Kenneth?”

She hurried toward her brother.

“ Can they do that?”

“I'm afraid so,”
“ Adfter all,
make? "

“ None,” said Aiken, sighing and
sinking wearily intora-big chair. “ The
circumstances justify the means he has
adopted.”

Johanna had gone straight to Molly,
who was sitting pale and motionless,
her head dropped, her hands clasped
in her lap.

Greene and Diane were seating
themselves gloomily in the Gloucester
hammock. ‘

Crane was arguing with Mrs. How-

said Henley,
what difference does it
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ell in whispers, and she was vigorous-
ly shaking her head in protest.

Henley paced the floor.

“In a way,” he said, “it’s an ad-
vantage — this search. It relieves us
of responsibility. Better to have it
proven that you are not guilty than
to be suspected!”

“ Do you mean that for me? ” cried
Mrs. Howell indignantly. “ Do you
mean that I am suspected of knowing
anything about this affair? ”

“Well,” answered Henley gravely,

“not exactly suspected. None of us
imagines for an instant that you had
any hand i it, of course, Mrs. Howell;
but Judson has just informed us that
another woman visited Mr. Nelson in
his study last night after his daughter
had gone, and it seems to us quite pos-
sible that you know something that you
haven’t told us. For instance—"

What he was about to say was never
put into words, for Crane, rising sud-
denly, advanced a few steps and faced
him.

“ Henley,” he said, “there’s no use
my holding out any longer. 1 give
myself up. I killed Nelson in seli-
defense.”

CHAPTER XI.
The Mystery Deepens.
ABSOLUTE silence followed Crane’s

impulsive words.

All eyes were fixed upon him-—some
in horror and unbelief, some in startled
astonishment.

No one quite believed him at first.
There seemed no reason for his killing
Nelson. There had been no quarrel of
any sort between them.

Besides, Crane seemed the last man
on earth to commit a murder. There
was little of the elemental man about
him. He was so perfectly controlled
always—so thoroughly well bred.

He never lost his temper. He never
permitted himself to be too - much
moved.
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