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(Continued)

@0 away and leave me here,” he Legi
ely.

7 “No, no!” she cried, turning upon him

saddenly. “You could not stay here

You shall not!”

“Bat, dearest love, I am bound to
stay. I cannot go. And, G help me
I want to stay. If I could go into your
world and take you unto myseclf for
ever—if you wil] tell me now that som
d&;’_yg\l_gﬂy)fnrget your world and
come to live in mine—then, ah, then, i
would be different! But without yon
I have no choice of abiding place
here as well as anywhere.”

She put her hands over

“l cannot bear the thouzht of-o!
leaving you behind—of leaving you
here to die at the hands of those beasts
down there. Hollingsworth, I ipqp
you—come! If the opportuniry come:
—and it will, I know—yon will
the island with the rest of us?’

“Not unless I am commanded to do
80 by the man who sent me here to
serve these beasts, as you call them.’

He leaned over and took her hand in
his. “You do love me?”

“You know I do—yes, yes!"” she cric
from her heart, keeping her face reso
lutely turned away from him. *I am
gick with love for you. Why should !
deny the thing that speaks so loudly
for itself—my heart! Listen! Can you
not hear it beating? It is hurting me-
yes, it is hurting me!”

He trembled at this exhibitton of re-
leased, unchecked passion, and yet he
did uot clasp her in his arms.

“Will you come into my world, Ge-
nevra?’ he whispered. “All my life
would be spent in guarding the love
you would give to me—all my life given
to making you love me more and more
until there will be no other world for
¥you to think of.”

“I wish that I had not been born,”
she sobbed. *“I cannot, dearest—I can-
“not change the laws of fate. I am

fated—1 am doomed to live forever in

the dreary world of my fathers. But

how can I give you up? How can I

give up your love? How can I cast
you.out of my life?”

“You do not love Prince Karl?”

“How can you ask ?”’ she cried fierce-
Iy. “Am I not loving you with all my
heart and soul?”

“And you would leave me behind if
dhe ship should come?’ he persisted,
with cruel insistence. “You will go
back and marry that—him? Loving
me, you will marry him?”’ Her head
dropped upon her arm. He turned
cold as death. “God help and God pity
you, my love. I never knew before
what your little world means to you.
1 give you up to it. I crawl back into
the one you iook down upon  with
scorn. I shall not again ask you to
descend to the world where love is.”

Her hand lay lmp in his. They
stared bleakly out into the night, and
ne word was spoken.

The minutes became an hour, and
yet they sat there with set faces,
bursting hearts, unseeing eyes.

Below them in the shadows Bobby
Browne was pacing the embankment,
his wife drawn close to his side. Three
men, Britt, Saunders and Bowles, were
smoking their pipes on the edge of
the terrace. Their words came up to
the two in the gallery.

“If I have to die tomorrow,” Saun-
ders, the bridegroom, was saying, with
real feeling in his voice, “I should say
with all my heart that my life has
been less than a week long. The rest
of it was nothing. 1 never was happy
before, and bappiness is everything.'

her eyves

leave

CITAPTER XXXIL

THE SHIPS THAT
a~J{1E next morning

A quick, violent
rushed up from
; ing the night
Chase, after a sleepless night
and, without waiting for his
breakfast, bhurried out upou the gal
lery overlooking the harbor. Genevra
wus there before him, pale, wistful,
heavy eyed, standing in the shelter of
n hnge pilaster.

“Iollingsworth,” she said drearily.
“do you believe he will come today 7"

“He?" he asked, puzzled.

“AMy uncle. The yacht was to call for
me not later than today.”

“I remember,” he said slowly. *“It
nay come, Genevra. The day is
soung.”

She clasped his hand convulsively, a
Jesperate révolt in her soul.

“I almost hope that it may not come
for me!” she said, her voice shaking
with suppressed emotion. *“It will not
rowe. I feel it in my heart. We shall
lie here together, Hollingsworth, Ah,
in that way I may escape the other
life. No, no! What am I saying? Of
rourse I want to leave this dreadful
island—this dreadful, beautiful, hate-
ful, happy island. Am I not too silly?”
|She was speaking rapidly, almost hys-
terically, a nervous, flickering smile on
her face.

“Dear one,” he sald gently, “the
acht will come, If it should not come
my cruisers will forestall its mis-
As sure as there is a sea those
s will come.” She looked into
2yes intently, as if afraid of some-
there. “Ob, I'm not madl” he
“You brought a cruiser to
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tense scrutiny of the sea, “how
will you remain on this ”

“Perhaps until 1 dle—-if death shouid
soon. If not, then God' knows
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BRODNEY’S

“Tor my sake you will not stay long.
You will come away before they kill
you. You will! Promise me. You will
*ome—to Paris? Some day, dear heart?
Promise!”

‘“To. Paris?” he shaking his
head sadly. *“No, dearest one. Not
now. List have .in my bag up-
stairs an offer from a g 1L Americitn
corporation, My headqguarters
in Paris. My duties would
soon as my contract with
Brodney expires. The position is a lu-
crative one; it presents unlimited op-
portunities: I am a comparatively poor
man. The letter was forwarded to me
by Sir John. I have a year in which
to decide.”

said,

would be
begin as
Sir “ John

“And you—you will decline?’ she
asked.
“Yes. I shall go back to America,

where there are no princesses of royal
blood. DParis is no place for the dis-
appointed; castoff lover. 1 can't go
there, I love you too madly. I'd go on
loving yau, and you, good as you are,
would go on loving me. There is uo
telling what would come of it. It will
be hard for me to—to stay away from
Paris—desperately hard. «Sometimes I
feel that [ will not be strong enough
to do it, Genevra.”

“But Paris is huge, Hollingsworth,”
she argued insistently, an eager, im-
pelling light in her eyes. ‘“We would
be as far apart as if the ocean were
between us.”

“Ah, but wbuld we?’ he demanded.

“It is almost unheard of for an
American to gain entree to our—to the
set in which—well, you understand,”
she said, blushing painfully in the
consciousness that she was touching
his pride. He smiled sadly.

“My dear, you will do me the honor
to remember that I am not trying to
get into your set. T am trying to in-
duce you to come into mine. You won't
be tempted, so that’'s the end of it.
Beastly day, isn’t it?” He uttered the
trite commonplace as if no other
thought than that of the weather had
been in his mind. “By the way,” he
resumed, with a most genial smile,
“for some queer, unmasculine reason I

took it into my head last night to
worry about the bride’s trousseau.

How are you going to manage it if

 had heard

you are unable to leave the island un- !

til—well, say June?”

She returned his smile with one as
sweetly detached as his had been,
catching his spirit. “So good of you to
worry,” she said, a defiant red in her
cheeks. “You forget that I have a post-
poned trousseau at home. A few stitch-
es here and there, an alteration or two,
some smart summer gowns and hats—
Oh, it will be so simple! What is it?
What do yon see?”

He was looking eagerly, intently to-
ward the long, low headland beyond
the town of Aratat.

“The smoke! See? Close inshore
too! By heaven, Genevra, there's a
steamer off there. She’s a small one
or she wouldn't run in so close. It—it
may be the yacht! Wait! We'll soon
see. She'll pass the point in a few
minutes.”

Already the cititzens of the town
were rushing to the pier. Even before
the vessel turned the point the watch-
ers at the chateau witnessed a most
amazing performance on the dock.
Half a hundred natives dropped down
as if stricken, scattering themselves
along the narrow pier.

The people were simulating death!
They were posing as the victims of
the plague that infested the land! As
he was explaining the ruse to his mys-
tified companion the nose of the vessel
came out from behind the tree covered
point.

An instant later they were sending
wild cries of joy through the chateau,
and people were rushing toward them
from all qunarters.

The trim white thing that
across the harbor, graceful as a bird,
was the marquis’ yacht!

It 1s needless to describe the joyous
gale that swept the chateau into a
maelstrom of emotions,

They saw the tug put out to meet the
small boat; they witnessed the same
old maneuvers; they sustained a chill
of surprise and despair when the
bright white and blue boat from the
yacht came to a stop at the command
from the tug.

There was an hour of parleying.
The beleagured ones signaled with de-
spairing energy. The flag, limp in the
damp air above the chateau, shot up
and down in pitiful eagerness.

But the small boat edged away from
close proximity to the tug and the
nearby dock, They spoke each other
at long and ever widening range. At
last the yacht's boat turned and fled
toward the trim white hull.

Almost before the startled, dazed
people on the balcony could grasp the
full and horrible truth the yacht had
lifted anchor and was slowly headed
out to sea.

Chase looked grimly about him into
the questioning, stricken faces of his
companions, He drew his hand across
his molst forehead.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he sald se-
riously and without the faintest intent
to jest, “we are supposed to be dead!™

There was a single shriek from the
bride of Thomas Saufders. No sound
left the dry lips of the other watchers,
who stood as if petrified and kept
their eyes glued upon the disappearing
yacht.

“They have left me here to dlel™
came from the stiffened lips of the
Princess Genevra. “They haye desert-
od me! God in heaven!™
*“Took!” cried Ohase. pointing tothe

|
glided

| strategy that had driven off the ships

i

|

l

QOCK. HAIr a dozen glasses were turn-
ed in that direction.

The dying and the dead were leaping
about in the wildest exhibition of glee-
ful triumph.

The yacht slipped into the unreacha-
ble horizon. the feathery cloud from
its stack iying over 1st the leaden

<y, shaped like a finger that pointed
mockingly the way to safety.

White faced and de iring, ' the
watehers turned away and drs !
themselves into the splendid halls of
the building they had nosv come to re-
gard as their tomb.

All day long the islanders rejoiced.
Their shouts could be | 1y rd by
the besieged. . Their rifles eracked sar-

castic greetings from the forest. Bul- '

1ets whistled ga i ts 1 ‘

the ceaseless song: is 141

Allah is good!™ |
No muan the despis

iswell 8
ard was doubled at :tll

to aitack. At 2 in the mo

pingham, Browne and hase can [
from the walls for coffee and an hiour's
rest. They were wet and cold. They

Rasula’s minions shouting
derisively all nizht long: *Where is the
warship? Where is the warship?”
“It will come. I am positive,” said |
Chase, insistent in spite of his dejec-

tion. They drank their coffee in si- |
lence. He knew that the others, in- |
cluding the native w!o served them, |

vere T rding him with the pity that
one extends to the vaing us brag-
gart who goes down with o colors,

He went out upon the west gallery
and, utterly fagged, threw himself into
an unexposed chair and stared through

€l e
A shout arose to his lips, but he lacked the
power to give it voice.
tired eyes into the inscrutable night
that hid the sea from view—the faith-

less, moaning, jeering sea!

When he aroused himself with a
start the gray, drizzly dawn was upon
him. He had slept.

The next instant he was on his feet,
clutching the stone balustrade with a
grip of iron, his eyes starting from his
head. A shout arose to his lips, but he
lacked the power to give it voice. A |
quaint smile grew in his face. Ilis!
eyes were bright and full of triumph.
After a full minute of preparation he |
made his way toward the breakfast |
room outwardly. as calm May |
morning. ‘

Browne and Deppingham were asleep |
in the chairs. He shook them yigor- |
ously. As they awoke he said ih the
coolest, most matter of fact way: !

“There’s an American cruiser
side the harbor.

as 2

out-
"

Get up!

IN THE SAME GRAVE WITH SKAGGS, !
OWN in the village of
D commotion. Early risers a
the guards were flying from
Outside the harbor lay the low, sav-
age looking ship. Its guns were point-

CHAPTER XXXII

there were signs of a
house to house, shouting the news.
ed directly at the helpless town. Its

decks were swarming with white
clothed men.
The plague was forgotten. The

of peace was lost in the face of this
ugly creature of war. Rasula’s reign
of strategy was ended.

“They will not fire! They dare not!” |
he was shrieking as he dashed back
and forth along the dock. “Itischance!
They do not come for Chase! Belleve
in me! The tug! The tug! They
must not land!”

The crash of the long unused six
pounder at the chateau, followed al-
most immediately by a great roar from
one of the crulser’s guns, brought the
panic to a crisis.

The islanders scattered like chaff be-
fore the wind, looking wild eyed over
their shoulders in dread of the pursu-
ing cannon ball, dodging in and out
among the houses and off into the
foothills.

Rasula, undaunted, but crazed with
disappointment, stuck to his colors on
the deserted dock. He cursed and
raved and begged. In time two or
three of the more canny, realizing that
safety lay in an early peace offering,
ventured out beside him. Others fol-
lowed their example, and still others
slunk trembling to the fore, their
voices ready to protest innocence and
friendship and loyalty.

They had heard of the merciless
American gunner, and they knew in
their souls that he could shoot the .is-
land into atoms before nightfall
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