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CHAPTER XXV.—(Continued.)
Women filled the footways. ‘With naked |
‘ot. white dresses and gay turbans, they |
vindered: chattering along, cach with al
yasket on her head. They sold cocoanuts,
spugarcahe, oranges, limes, mangoes, yams,
fish cakes, sweetmeats, nuts, pineapples, |
bananas, pickles and a hundred other
commodities. Mrs. Appleby vastly admir-
ed these women, upright as darts from
the custom of carrying their wares upon
their heads, with their ceaseless move-
ment, their quaint whining cachinnation
and their brilliant glitter of black eyes
and white teeth. She also probably en-
vied them their scanty -toilettes as the
sun smote pitilessly down. The men
toiled, urged on their cattle, jabbered in-|
cessantly, ordered each other about and
shone like metal statues where their hot
chocolate 'skins burst out of their rags.
At shady corners, or where balconies
threw a shadow, sat the loafers—a very
numerous throng. They munched' cane
and fruit, bargained with the women who

; » ! |
Mary’s eyes followed the indication. |
She singled out a medium-sized, thick set
man, hastening along with a peculiar gait |
towards the port. The untasted cocktail |
was close to-her side. !

“It is he!” she pronounced in a strange
and thrilled voice. “He evidently didn’t |
expect to meet us here, and he's l'ulming';
ofi!” She stood up, her nostrils’ quiver- |
ing. “We are on the scent after all. |
There isn’t a second to be lost. Now, Sir:

Anthony!” [
: ; :
CHAPTER XXVI. .. ~

-The Prey. l

There was in Mary Pollexfen’s tone a|

challenge which Sir Anthony could xmt'
but accept, to
one answer could be given—and that mot
a spoken ome. His reply was such as
to startle even Mary by its suddenness.
The splendid gesture of the girl, remind- |
ing him of her finest attitudes on the|
stage, inspired him to throw first one

(»nl}' |

an entreaty which

sold drink, sucked lumps of ice when they
could steal them, smoked pipes and their
Jong cigars, laughed, chaffed, told stories,
gesticulated and played the fool. Ancient
and tattered human ruins wandered about
begging; a dozen boys rushed yelling past
baiting an old insane negro; a gray, bent |
blind man loudly demanded alms; chi]d-{
ren swarmed like flies; little mites with'
black, woolly heads and naked limbs—all
colors from indian pink to putty—sat in |
the sun and rolled in the gutters amnd
played with their toes and howled ac-
cording to good or evil fortune, and got
kicked about among the dogs.

At intervals the burning glare of the
street was slaked by an official ‘with a
water-hose. Policemen, dressed in white,
occasionally appeared; and now and then
a ragged, expostulating scamp  was led
away to justice by two or three of them.

then the other superbly clad leg over the
balustrade of the balcony and slide dan-
gerously down a wooden pillar to the
dusty level of Broad street.. He was gone
with a celerity that gave his disappearance
the air of a conjuring trick. By a miracle
he received no hurt, and, waving the
hend of triumph to Mary, he fled down
the thoroughfare in the wake of the man
whom -Coco had designated = as - Walter
Pollexfen.

Coco-also put a leg over the:-balustrade,
shouting ‘and gesticulating, but on recon-
sideration of the enterprise he drew the
limb back again and decided to gain the
street through the restaurant by the
stairyay.

“] ‘catch him. I catch him.
run like de debbil,” he cried as he went.

The episode attracted attention .in Broad
street, but the Ethiopian population of

Miss. I

Lean wiry beasts, that looked like grey-
hounds; but were really West Indian
pigs, -passed in a drove; cackling Muscovy
ducks and cocks and hens were carried by,
in baskets. A black clergyman went along
with his head in the air and a fat smile
on his contented countenance; magnificent
and prosperous negroes, negresses, mul- |
latresses, and quadroons with gaudy hats
and parasols, elastic-sided boots and showy
trinkets, sauntered up and down to im-
press the humbler fork; the Barbadian
merchant in white ducks and a chimney-
pot hat was also prominent. Great dragon
flies flashed hither and thither; and the
~air itself dancing notly upon Mary’s
cheek was not only full of turmoil but
thick and heavy with warm, soft, crawl-
ing odors of dust, fruit, cane and offal.

1t was a faint and dazed party that
ultimately arrived at the celebrated Ice
House, the avant guard of all West Indian
restaurants. There in the cool and shad-
ed scclusion of the first floor, in a room
gurrounded by broad balconies, they were
soon eating the repast of flying fish and
gweet potatoes which Coco, with an enor-
mous expenditure of authority, gesticula-
tion and worse, had offered for them.
A singular phenomenon occurred affer
{“e breakfast.

“Mother’s gone to sleep,’ > Horace
phrased it, and went on eating, steadily
eating. ' ;

The charmingly dressed woman, with
her agreeable inclination - to embonpoint,
had indeed yielded to the effects of an
unusual matutinal exertion. She dozed
{ranquilly in her cane chair before an
empty plate.

- Mary went: out on the balcony over-
Jooking the street, and Tony followed
her, opening his cigarette' case,

“Wonderful, isn’t it?” said Tony, lean-

ing on the hot wooden. balustrade, as
they gazed at the riotous’ Southern scene
in the sweltering square below them.
Mary nodded.
“ «You don’t seem quite happy,” Tony
blunderingly began after’ a pause, as he
aimed a spent match at the head of a
stout negress who was carrying an im-
mense basket of linen. Mary met his
eyes, and then her glance wandered over
his faultlessly arrayed figire, impeccable
from the solar topee to the tan shoes.

“My friend,” she answered, “It over-
powers me. All these crowds of different
all this confusion and bus-
tle and heat; I ask myself what we are
going to do here. I ask myself if Gren,
ada too will be like this. Do you really
expect to find the White Rose and Mr.
Masters? They have not been here. They
may or may mnot be at Grenada. They
ey have been there and left again. Has
it struck you that we haven’t the least
idea what has happened ?

la drove of pigs and picked himself up,

Barbados having long since ceased to be
the touring English, and being moreover
capablé of surprise at the antics of
very moisly engaged' in its own tremend-
ously important affairs, the interest
roused was as brief as it was violent;
and it ended entirely in laughter when
Coco, in the roadway, had fallen amid

his broadcloth dusty and his temper twist-
ed.

Mary also went out “4nto the street.
Mrs. Appleby was still peacefully dozing;
but there was mot a sign of young Hor-
ace.

Sir Anthony had marked his prey, who
turned into the square, was hidden for a
moment behind a mass ot flaming red
and yellow colors, dodged round some
magnificent palms, and came¢ to a mo-
mentary pause in the shadow of Nelson’s
green statue. The prey, while moving
both very quickly and very mysterious-
ly, did not openly behave as if he were
being pursued.

He only looked behind once. He seem-
ed. to possess a singular cleverness in
avoiding contact with the shrill crowds
that inhabited Broad street and the
Square, and he seemed also to be perfect-
ly familiar with the complex geography
of the island metropolis. At the statue

it was that Tony nearly came up with
him—nearly but not quite. An orange-
colored tram labelled in large letters

“Fontabelle,” and tinkling with a hun-
dred metallic tongues like a Russian
sleigh, was just resuming its journey
after a pause in the square, and he calm-
ly stepped on to it, and was borne off,
presumably to Fontabelle. Tony did not
hesitate; he could not hesitate; there was
one thing to do, and he did it. He ran
after the tram and boarded it, full of an
intention to draw the prey forcibly out
of the vehicle and submit him to the
rigors of West Indian law. But events
occurred differently; indeed, they bore no
resemblance whatever to the mental pic-
ture of the immediate future formed by
Tony as he hastened along Broad street.
Owing to nervous excitement he did not
get on to the jolting tram with remark-
able neatness.

In bis- hurried spring he crushed the
conductor’s toe, and the conductor, righ-
teously angry, drew his attention to the
fact that he had transgressed a by-law.
The white ferocity “of the conductor’s
tecth and the blackness of his grin each
helped to induce in Tony a more thought-
ful mood, a saner view of strategy and
tactics. Having no adequate reply to the
conductor, he sought the grateful shade
of the 4nterior of the tram. The prey
had taken a seat in the left hand corner
near the door and was rolling a cigar-
ette. At the further end of the car was

“You're sOITY you came?” he question-
ed, rather out of countenance.

“No, mo,” she gaid with energy, “l
am very very grateful to you for having
come and for having brought me. I would
not have liked to leave anything undone
that could be done. But it is rather a
wildgoose chase, isn’t it? 1 suppose @hore
is only one thing to do—go on to Gren-
ada.” :

«“Why, of course,” he smiled.
thing’s bound to turn upt

“And if something does turn up—what
then?”

“We shall find Pht.”

She sighed. “I'm afraid,” she murmur-

“t

some=

ed.

“What of?”’

«] don’t know what I'm afraid of. It
3sn’t a month yet gince my dear father—
And I feel his death more now
than at the beginning. He used to come
here, you know. He must have been
well known here. I dare say he was ac-
quainted with half the people in the
place. That makes me feel sad. And
when I think of Varcoe’s body hidden
under the floor of that awful person's
bedroom, I"—

& man, preceded by a megro yaiter
®earing liquids, came out on the balcony
and sat down to a small table. Tony,
could see him, but Mary’s back was to-
ward him. He gazed casually at Tony,
and the next moment rose abruptly and
Jeft the balcony. A minute afterward
Coco, defying the etiquette of the restaur-
ant, which forbade absolutely the pre-
sence ‘of megroes other than servants in
ithe places reserved for white customers,
burst in upon them in
excitement.

“Did you sec¢ him? You see him?” he
shouted, beside himself.

“Who? What’s the matter, my boy
gaid Tony.

“PDat man wid de cocktail.
gone. Dat de captain’s brother,
“Pe captain and me went to sec
de Obeclisk Hotel, and here he
fame man! Same. man!”

He leaned over the balcony and peered
down the thronged street.

“Not Uncle Walter?” Mary breathed.

“Yes! Yes! De captain’s brudder. Dar!
You look! See! Dar! Down dar passing
dem  pigs.
fat Aark finger.

91

Missa!
him at
is now!

a [rozen frenzy of  ever

He just!and

He pointed urgently with a|ground mnow hid

a full-blooded negro boy sucking a sugar
cane, and midway were two sumptuously
dressed quadroon girls, apparently sisters
moving in the most refined aristocratic
circles, whose high piwched chatter, whose
colors and whose musk engaged the sen-
ses.

Tony sat down? .

He suddenly perceived that he could not
attack his prey in this public vehicle.
Nor could he put him through a cross-
examination. To address him thus: “You
are Walter Pollexfen, a scoundrel and a
murderer, and . [ have crossed the world

to catch you. Tell me where Philip Mas-
ters is, and then come with me to the
police station, or I'll break every bone!
in your body’—such an oration, though |
justice demanded it, was obviously im—l
possible in the circumstances. The idea |
.of addressing in a tiam car a murderer
‘Lo whom he had not been introduced was
| repugnant to Tony’s instincts. le want-
od to speak, but his tongue refused its |
loffice. He was, in a word, not equal to
the situation. The glittering eyes of the
quadroons were upon him; the sleepy
ophthalmic eye of the cane-sucking boy
was upon him, and he feared lest a scene |
might end in ridicule for himself. After
all, he had not in his pocket a warrant
for the arrest of Walter Pollexfen. And
the prey had merely to suggest to the
public that he, Tony, was a lunatic in|
order to score at any ratc a serious tem- |
porary advantage. Therefore Tony de- |
| cided to wait until his prey should dcsccud}
! from the tram. And in the meantime he |
“pulled his mustache nervously, and dis
i covered that he was hotter than he had !
been in his life before and that his|
breakfast was not digesting. !
The prey, having rolled one (-igurelle,]
rolled another one, and smiled gravely at|
the tloor. |

Presently the tram was out of the town |
running along a road fringed by great |
jungles of cane whose drooping polishul‘
stems reflected the light like metal. The
|clumps of bananas, with massive heads
of fruit in all stages of perfection, diver-
sified the undulating acres of cane, and
' here and there a gigantic bread-fruit rose
into the sky. Wind-mills abounded, and:
sometimes the thud-thud of an u,u,rirultur»v
al steam engine was heard. A hillock of |
the capital, and Tony|
whither he was bound

began to wondex

\

VIEWS OF ONE OF THE CARS 1

| WHICH TOOK FATAL PLUNGE

|
|
'

| OFF ATLANTIC CITY BRIDGE

\ . - . e

arisen and the Flying Fish sped away
{under Oxwich’s guidance.

i

AT STNG PORNARD COACH, WHICH WAS
SUBMERGED TN TWENTY FEE

T OF

WATER . THIRTEEN BODIES WERE TAKEN

FROM THIS CAR. <

and what would be the end of the story.
He had he was leaving
civilazation behind. He had read in a guide
book that Barbados hide
their victims in the tall cane and that
the first synptom of a . e¢rime is the
gatherings of vultures at a particular spot
in the endless and pathless fields.

The boy, still meditatively sucking, got
out; aud then, opposite a gay little house
bowered in brillant flowers and foliage, the
two quadroons also gut out, Jaughing and
preening , and withdrew slowly and with
backward glances into the domain, The
prey descended instantly after them. And
Tony followed the prey. 4 he tram resum-
ed its journey and was soon out of sight
around a curve.

Tony hesitated. The prey, gazing hard
at the house into which the quadroons had
retreated, drew forth a pocketbook and
made notes. He then turned abruptly
to Tony. They were alone on the hot,
dazzling road.

“I heg your pardon, sir,” said the prey,
with a slow American accent. “Can you
oblige me with a match?” His tone was

a notion that

murderers in

=&

— ey
crawling by a sidewalk in precisely the
Piccadilly manner.

The big negro had sagaciously sidled
off.

shadow of her doorway. A great winged
grasshopper lcaped and flew a few paces
ahead.

“As liquid refreshment,” said the prey,

very persuasive, the quality of his voice
beautiful, and his smile pleasant.

And as Tony gazed at the firm, keen,
clean-shaven middle-aged face, and at the
strong limbs encased in modest, well-cut |
blue, he decided that hé might as well |
oblige with the match; and he did so. He|
thought he could see a. resemblance “to |
Mrs. Upottery in those features, and then |
he thought he couldn’t. ‘

“Sultry, isn’t it?”’ said the prey genial- | key.

ly

commit himself as little as possivie, and

he added, suddenly determined to make| At the corner of a sugar-cane field, where,

the leap: “I want to speak to you. I'vcl
come here to speak to you.” !

“What,” ecried the. prey. “Are youl
mixed up in the affair too?” |

“Mixed up in what affair?” |

“] gee you are,”’ said the stranger. “I1
was told when I left headquarters at King-
ston, that I might meet a colleague from
Scotland Yard. But I didn’t know the |
Tiber was in yet.” ‘

Tony stared. :

“What affair?”’ he repeated, astounded.

“Why! I guess there’s only one. The
Pollexfen affair, isn’t it?”

“What do you know about the Pollex~
fen affair?’ Tony stammered.

“Not as much as I want to,” the other |
replied. “Come into the shade of these
mahogany trees, will you? But I'm learn-
ing all the time, just all the time. You
see they cabled us from London to head-
quarters in Jamaica that the alleged mur-
derer had left London in a private yacht
with a couple of thousand pounds and
some papers, and as I had a pretty con-
siderable experience in Denver and Chi-
cago beforc I joined the Jamaica force,
Trollope told me off to come here and
meet the yacht.”

“Indeed!” gasped Tony.

“Yes. That's the way of it.”

“And has the yacht come?”

“I guess she’s’ come. And he’s some-

| knife exactly as though he were sharpen-

iadulwmiod the mill’s purity with whis-

“Ye-¢s,”” Tony agreed, determined to | preciably. =

|and posturing

CHAPTER XXVIIL
The Silent Vessel.

Mary, having lost sight of both Sir An-
i thony and Coco, had followed the road
| Jown to the harbor. There, under the
| blazing sky, with the populous blue water
at her feet, with the gleaming masses of
white buildings around her, and in the dis-
tance stn-blanched beaches and the palms
clustering on Pelican Island, she walked
anxiously to and fro amid the yelling
bustle of the thousand activities of the
quay.
the great ragged canes bent over in a wild| What could she do but wait? She re-
green and brown and yellow tangle, there gretted that she had no longer her mas-
stood a mango tree. The time for mans culine disguise. So concealed_, would sh_o.
goes was mnot come, but a few, plump 1ot have followed and outdistanced Sir
and nearly ripe, adorned the mpmogt‘:AnLhuny—yes, and perhaps done more
branches of the trees, and some sentient | than he? She lacked confidence in Tony.
being seemed to be up in the summit|He was a dear, good, vain fellow, but he
among them. Beneath the tree stood a inspired everything excent trust in his
big megro in a rage. A crowd of eight ability to meet a crissis successfully. She
or nine other negroes were whispering could mnot conceive him as a match for
at a safe ‘distance of a|Walter Pollexfen, and she was even
troubled by vague fears for his personal
safety. 1f only Oxwich ‘had been at
hand! At that very moment she caught
sight of Oxwich,
perambulating uneasily to and fro mnear
(areenage. He saw her, too, and came
hastening toward her. He was clearly
perturbed.

“Excuse
raising his hat
front of her.
Anthony is?”

“1 don’t,” she replied. She felt unable
to explain to Oxwich that Tony was pur-
suing Walter Pollexfen through the mazes
of the town. The idea seemed somehow
ridiculous. *“Do you want him particu-
larly, Oxwich?”

“Well, miss,” he said gravely. “The
White Rose has come in. That’s all.”

«The White Rosc?”’ she breathed.

1le nodded. #Came in an hour ago or

parting away the top of the nut with his

ing a huge lead pencil, “there’s nothing
so suited to this hades of a climate as
See the pure milk there!
Some people put ice in, but whiskey is
better.”

He drew a flash from his poclet and

green cocoanut.

When - Lony had shared the drink
Tony’s opinion of the stranger rose ap-

Further on a livelier incident happened.

hundred yards.

“Hi! Uncle Tony!” came a voice from
the free-top.

1t was Horace’s voice, and it signalled
distress.

“Come down, you tief,” the big negro
bawled. “No good stopping dar. Come
down - out oh dat, I hab catched you at
last. Come down, I say!”

“Uncle Tony!”

“Priends of yours?”’ the prey question-
ed, and the two men hurried to the
tree.

“Uncle Tony,” sang the shrill voice of
the boy. “I thought this was a wild trec
and climbed up here, and”’——

“My. tree, and de young gem-man know
he tief dem mangoes, and he lodge in
jail for it! Colored person somebody in
‘Bados.”

“Shut your great mouth, you confound-
ed che-che!” commanded the prey.

me, Miss Pollexfen,” he said,
and stopping directly in
“Do you know where Sir

where on this blessed island. e may be
over on the other side at the, Crane Ho-
tel for anything I know, but

island. I'm not ready yet to make an
arrest. Those two creaturcs that got out
of the car a minute ago—they’re in the
game. Wouldn’t think it, would you?

But they are.
for twenty-four hours. I saw ‘em from
the ice house coming down Bridge street.

That's why [ left my cocktail in such ai
1 gucss‘

hurry. One has to hustle, €h?
you're the celebrated Varcoe.”
Tony did not know what to say. DBut

he shook his head. \

+Come, mnow,” ‘the other expostulated.
“No necd to treat-me as if T was the ele-
vator boy! I saw at once you'd got the
Seotland Yard stamp on ~you.”

“[—I took you -for Walter Pollexfen,”
said Tony, irying to be severe..

B¥oul" : .

The prey gave bimselll up to laughter,
gradually but completely. He began with
scarcely a sound, shutting -his ‘eyes and
bending forward Then- his mouth opened
to'a’ glorious and profound cachination.

“Well!” he managed to remark later.
“] award you tha medal. Now come along
with me, comrade.” He put his arm in
Tony's arm. “Come along with me down
to the police office. It isn’t a mile. And
1’ll show you off to the boys. No escape.
This will cost you cocktails round.”

Reassured by, the mention of the police
office, Tony was inclined to think that
cither Coco had been entirely mistaken
or he had misunderstood Coco’s indica-
tion of the man. In any case he had no
alternative but to return to the town. lle
found the prey an intelligent and agree-
able companion. He accepted a cigarette
from him, having left his cigarcite case on
the balcony of the lce House. He hint-
ed to the prey a little about the Wan-
derer and her voyage. and the finding of
Varcoe, and other interesting things. But
the prey, curbing his curiosity, intimated
that he would prefer to postpone the full
discussion of the Pollexfen affair until |
they were safe in the privacy of the
Barbados detective department.

After five minutes they halted before
a negro’s mean dwelling and the stranger
bought a green cocoanut from the negro’s
wife, who with her two children and a
lean-cat blinked and basked in the purple

he’s on thc,

. > 1
I've had an eye on ’‘em

more, miss. We must have passed her
during the night.”

“Where is she?”

Hl¢ pointed northwards in. to ihe dis-
tance of the bay. ‘‘That gray thing,” he
said, “with one funnel and no masts.
just met tha
he told me.
thony, miss?”’

“Oxwich,” she almost wept. “I don’t
know. But he can’t be very far off.”
And she ended by relating to him what
had happened at the Tce House.

Oxwich paused, reflectively.

“There’s one thing to be said, Miss,”
he observed at length. “If Mr. Walter
Pollexfen is ashore, the White Rose can’t

“No, sir.”

The prey produced a revolver, pointed
it at the owner of the mango tree and
fired. There was a terrific sensation
among the watching group of negroes.

“And now follow me to the police
| office,” the prey ordered the big ~egro.
[ “You can come down, my little man,”
ihe called, up the tree. *““And bring a
| mango or two if you like.”
| The outraged negro fell in with the sug-
gestion of Bridgetown police office, but
strange to say, he showed no further an-
ger and followed the little procession
which was soon formed. |

“Mother’'s just in fromt,” said Horace
cating his way bravely into a mango. He
{had consumed that morning nothing but|be very dangerous, can she? How would
flying fish, sweet potatoes, lamb, peas,|you like me to ga and have a look at
oranges in their thin green skins, figs, | her?” )
bananas, plantains and sapodillas. His ap-l “You mean at once?”

]hn.titc was therefor¢ excusable. Ie at! *I mcan at once, Miss. Supposing Mr.
once classed the stranger as a hero of | Masters to be aboard, Miss, and Mr.
really first-class quality. He gambolled | Walter Pollexfen out ‘of -the way—you
round the stranger; he atmost caressed | sce—Miss”"—— . @

{ the stranger; and ultimately he shyly ask-{ ‘I must go with you, Oxwich.”

ed permission to inspect the weapon that| “Certainly, Miss.”

;luul so swiftly calmed his enemy. i Most men, she thought, would have
| They met Mrs. Appleby, who was be- | tried to dissuade her from the enterprise;
| coming alarmed for her son. She had|but Oxwich was not as other men. On
gu\\‘akenerl from * her nap, found to her | the whole ' she decided that she
i surprise the, restaurant empty, and had | often met an individual so solidly based
{been compelled to discharge the bill. ll(»r; in human common sense as Oxwich. And
{son she happily discovered playing in the|here, on the quay, he was less the valet
quuzu‘t.‘. He had soothed her and inveigled | than usual. Indeed her heart counted
her into a stroll, and had exercised her|him a fellow c¢reature.
|  *The launch?”

Where shall 1 find Sir An-

‘til], refusing to be exercised further, she|
|

had left him in order to return to the| “Yes, Miss. It's down behind here.”
town. She had almost no control 0\'(‘1";\ml he led the way.
him. When he had recited to her 1he| The launch lay safely and sccure where

“[blillizmt and thrilling cpisode of the tree,|they had visited it earlier in the morning.
land the prey’s share in it." the social suc- | But it was deserted. A faint vapor rose

| cess of the prey. although no formal in-| from its marrow, brass #innel, and a
| troductions had been made, was roundec | slight heat quivered over the machinery,
i ; o . | B1g ey : ?

| off and perfected.  Sir Anthony, his mind | but otherwise it was lifeless. In vain

an arena of mutually destructive theories, | they gazed along the quay in search of
|{alked to his sister vaguely and inco-|one of the members of the Wanderer's
herently. | crew, and then down into the interior of
“I must just go down to the quay first,” [ the launch as if by mere force of desire
said the stranger when they arrived at the | they could make it active and subservient
Square again. “The Rhine sails at one|to their needs. The launch without some
o’clock, and I have to arrange some things. } onc¢ who understood its magic was futile,
Come with me, will you? Suppose we all |and though its entire desertion was doubt-
Jrive down together.” | less contrary to Captain Chetwode’s or-
“That will be delightful,” twittered |ders, that desertion was mone the less a
Mrs. Appleby. [ fact. Oxwich accepted the situation at
He hailed a rusty vchicle was ' ence

that

jsay;
ling, sir; de Ocean Spray, sar.”

jto Mary to help her to. embark.
! {he turmoil expired as abruptly as it had:

‘Deputy Commissioner of Agriculturei'

impid. powerful stroke and managed al<4)|
I

|
|

Ev‘the bay.

{ Medical Officer person and |

had noi|

“\We must hire a boat, Miss,” he d‘e—l
cided. § !

And led the way to where a group of
red-cushioned white boats, each presided
over by a darkey sucking sugar cane,
swayed gently, bumping in the shallow
diamond-pointed water.

A scarcely perceptible motion of O
wich’s finger set the fleet in a roar.

“Qtar of Barbados you want, sir.”

¢No, no. Massa want de Pearl.”

“Go ‘long wid de Pearls; gen'man calls

| for the Water Lily.”

‘way, go ‘way, T
Yes, sar; com-

“You man _dar, go
Massa signalled me.
Massa.

#Call me, [ know vou, Massa.

iYou offeri been 'in Flying Fish today.
| Quite a lady’s boat, sar.}
1

the verbal strife continued, until |

No

| Oxwich had actually set foot in the Fly-|
ling Fish and was giving

a respectful hand |
Then |

Such was the burning glare that it was
| impossible to gaze open-eyed at either
{thc water or the sky. But the nigger

! oarsman in the ragged white pulled a
to maintain a continuous whining mono-
logue, an unceasing jet of information con-
cerning the barbor, the uniqueness of the
Flying Fich, the movements of liners and
| men-of-war, the rules for approaching
| the Fever Iospital on Pelican  Island,
|and a thousand other matters.
| Mary glanced feverishly ahead, not dar- .
1»ing to raise her sun-veil and resting her
i eyves from time to time on the dark red
| of the cushions of the boat. Oxwich was
iby her side in the roomy stern sheets,
| but at a proper distance. Presently he
took a pair of eyeglasses from his pocket, |
lit a match and smoked them. '
| ““Excuse me, Miss,” he said apologeti-
| cally, assuming the pince-nez which had,
| been his aid when in less crowded hours
| he studied the Eneyclopedia Britannica. |
| “Kasy,” he commanded the boatman.
| They were within a couple of hundred
Lyards of a small and rather unkempt, ves-
{
|

sel across whose stern could now be plain-
ly deciphered the Jegend:  “White Rose, !
| London.” She was swinging round to the
| flood tide. Her gangway was down, the’
| Jowest step almost awash, and a dinghy |
| bobbed on the waves near her fore foot, |
11>ullixlg at its painter like a young pupp_v.1
| No ' other ships were in this quarter of |
A solitary figure hung, appar-
ently in a listless attitude, over the stern |
rail of the White Rose. Presently this |
figure could be discerned to raise a mar- |
ine glass and examine the Flying Fish. !
“Kasy ahead,” said Oxwich. {
“Y¥¢és; sar, yes, sarl” droned the oars- |
man. ‘“You want me to hail dis ship?”|
“No,” said Oxwich, looking at Mary. |
Mary's eyes were fixed on the White |
Rose’s taffrail. And under the fire of
those marine glasses which the figure
held she actually blushed.
“Oxwich,” she said, “is that Mr. Mas-|
ters?’ Her .voice shook. |
“Yes, Miss,” said Oxwich, succinetly.
“Thank heaven it is? A nice surprisef
we shall have for Sir Anthony, I think
Mr. Masters has recognized us—you, 1
mean, Miss.” And then to the boatman, |
“@Go ahead, boy.” |
The figure on the deck of ‘the‘yacht!
waved a hand in a gesture that seemed
to resemble a gesture of adieu, and dis-|
appeared from view.
“He’ll meet us on the gangway, Mies,
said Oxwich. “Pull with your left, boy; |
with your left—not your right.” |
But the gangway was slowly drawn up
by hands invisible from’ the boat. |
“What does that mean?’ Mary asked |
nervously. |
“We shall soon know, Miss,”
wich’s reply. )
The Flying Fish grazed the side of the!
yacht, which towered high above. i

|

|
was Ox-|
|

No answer.
“White Rose, ahoy
Again no answer.

1

Eman’s arm, splashing into the sea. The |
| effect was uncanny.
“Mr.: Masters!”
standing up.
No answer.

ing of waste water.

cried Oxwich loudly,:

Nothing but the outpour-:

and around the taut an-|
! chor chain; and they discovered nothing.
 Repeated shouts availed maught. The
!steamer might have been uninhabited, |
! abandoned, cursed.  There was no means.
| of boarding her; the gangway being hori- |
zontal just out of reach. |
“You are sure that was Mr. Masters?” |
| Mary murmured, her throat dry. |
l “1 am quite sure, Miss.” !
“Then what are we to do?” {
“We are to go back ashore, miss, and |
{ report, if that ig agreeable to you,” said,
| Oxwich with terrible solemnity. |
When they arrived at the
they found a group comprising
thony, Mrs. Appleby and Horace, and!
| Horace was waving a handkerchief to the
| occupant of a boat that had just left the
(quay. Horace plunged into a recital of
| how the occupant of the boat had saved'
{his life with a revolver. Tony, as he
. handed Mary out the ¥lying Fish, asked
anxiously where she had been.
“To the White Rose,” she said. [
Tony's face was a study, and a painful |
one. He had to describe his late doings,
as best he could. He finished by stating |
without conviction that the stranger:

empty dinghy,

Careenage |
Sir An- |

lexfen was going over to the Rhine and |
would return in twenty minutes, as the |
Rhine was about to sail.

“But the Rhine isn’t about to sail, Sir|
Anthony,” said Oxwich. “She’s only just
i come in from St. Vincent. And what's
more, he isn't heading for the Rhine.
| 14, secms to me he’s
i Rose.” In Oxwich’s tone disgust had tri-
! umphed  over the valor in him.
| The party on the Careenagc
'\plmsure of seeing the boat with 1
| cupant merge into the distant mass of
the White Rose, and then the White

| Rose weighed her anchor and leisurely de-!
Almost at the’

| parted from Carlisle Bay.
| qame moment Coco, breathless and dis-
| hevelled arrived. . His activities had been
| as sterile as Sir Anthony’s.

| Ani-
| possible to coal f

|

|
|
|

i

health,
5 " wintepfs extreme coid.

i c

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
| in }-Ib. and 3-1b Tins.

! light «in most places.

| yield and quality has been

“Ship ahoy!” yelled the nigger in a cor-|
net blast. |

i
But near the boa*t,1
out of a vent in the battered side of the|
‘steamer, water suddenly burst forth and |
| poured in a regular stream as thick as a |

!

whom Coco had mistaken for Walter Pol-|

|
had the|

| wiich to. sell.

i two

| east gale

 than fifty miles an hour

were all engaged. But late in the eve,

ing a watcher on the deck of the Wan-
derer observed a moving train of phos=
phorus that gleamed and sparkled on the
dark water like a host of marine fiveflies.
1t had come slowly southward from &

| point where lights indicated vcssel.u;'at an=
! chor, and it was approaching the Wander-=
"ep Tt could only signify the passage of &

boat. It drew nearer, and nearer, andi

_{here was heard the sound of cautious,
f oars, and then a voice.

A boat touched|
the Wanderer's gangway.

“Who is it?” demanded the watcheryl
fearfully. “Who is there?” ;
“It is 1. rose the  answer from the
water. ‘Masters.” 4

(To pe continued.)

NEW BRUNSWICK CROPS

Speaks on the Yield—Close of|
Farmers’ Institute Meetings.

off

T. A. Peters, deputy commigsioner
agriculture, was in the city Saturdays
Speaking of the crops throughout the
province, he safd that everything was

about in with the exception of the rootse
Wheat has been good this year all over
New Brunswick, although oats have becn
Buckwheat is prac=
tically a failure, thaving been blighted
while in the blossom. Pctatoes have been
light in some sections but in others,wh cu
were visited by rains in July and August,
the best crop in years in point both of
gathered.

The deputy commissioner said that the

| department has just sent out their crop

bulletins which will be returned Dec. 1.

| A most snccessful series of farmers’ in<

stitute meetings have been held in the
different sections of the province. These

| have been carried on in three divisions and -

will be wound up simultaneously on Tues«
day night with meetings at three points.
Mr. Peters went to Hampton Saturday
afternoon.

HELEN M, VS, WANDRIAN
CASE T0 BE APPEALED

Defendants in Admiralty Suit Not Able
to Agree on Question of Damages
Will Take Matter to Higher Court,

o e

It was learned Friday < from reliable

i authority that the owners of the ship

Woandrian will appeal from the recent de-
cision of Judge McLeod in the admiralty
court in the case of the owners of Helen
M. vs tHe ship Wandrian.

The - action was brought by the owners
of the Helen M. agajnst the Wandrian
for damages claimed to be due on ac¢-
count !of a collision in the Parrsboro
river. The Ielen M. was at anchor
while the Wandrian was in tow of the tug
Flushing, in attempting to avoid another
vessel coming out from the shore, collid-
ed with the Helen M., causing, it was
claimed, considerable damage.

His homor in giving judgment, found
for the plaintiffs, condemning the defend-<
ants in demages and costs but leaving
+he amount of the damages to be settled
if possible by the parties themselves.

LORD BISHOP OF
MONTREAL ENTHRONED

Elaborate Ceremony for Rev. James
Carmichael as Successor Late Arch=
bishop Bond.

Montreal, Nov. 4.—Right Rev. Jamesn
Carmichael was enthroned as Lord Bishop

| of Montreal this afternoon in the presence

of a congregation that taxed the seating
capacity of Christ Church Cathedral .1t
was the first occasion of the kind since

; / The boat slowly made | 1879, when the late Archbishop Bond was
who like herself was|the circuit of the ship, passing by the | enthroned.

The candidate today, attended by chap-,

!lains and a number of clergy. proceeded

from Chapter house to the main entrance
of the cathedral. The door was closed,;
so he knocked loudly thereon. Venerable
Archdeacon Norton, who is rector of
Montreal, was waiting inside, together
with the church wardens, deans, the chap-’
ter, choir and other members of the
cathedral service. When the knock on,
the outside was heard Archdeacon Nor-
ton asked ‘““Who is there?” the answer,
came, “the Lord Bishop of Montreal, who
prays the archdeacon.and rector of Mon-
treal to enthvone him:”

. The door was then opened, and the pro-
cession formod. The choir led,> going up
the main aisle of the cathedral, followed
by the vicar, curate, four canons, four
venerable archdeacons, the acting chan-
cellor, three chaplains, the candidate and
clergy. When this imposing company
had been ranged near to the throne and
the preliminary ceremonies of installing,
enthroning and inducting had Dbeen ob-
sorved, the rector took the candidate by
the right hand and led him up to the
throne, where he came into actual pos-
session of all of Montreal.

THE SALE OF
A PRESSE

lOn Terms Satisfactory to All" the
heading for the \\'hitu:

Parties Interested.

Montreal, Nov: 2—(opecial)—The Ga-
ts oc-| zette today saye:
“David Russell, when interviewed at

the Windsor Hotel last evening regardimyz .
the sale of T Pressesaid that his reasons
for eelling his interest in the paper were
that he and the gentlemen associated with
him had formerly agreed upon a price at
This price was wvecently
offered by Mr. Berthiaume, and having
bheen accepted the deal was comipleted to-
day on terms satisfactory to all partics
interested.

“\lr. Russell also stated that since Mr.
Berthiaume had esold the paper to him
vears ago., the circulation had in-
creased from 82,000 to. 106,000, which way
due to the energetic management of H.

| Godin.”

! Terrific Gale on the Coast.

Light, Mass., Nov. 2—The north-
which has raged along the coast
t few days continued tonight with

Its velocity has never been less
and at one time
| reached seventy miles an bour. It is accom-
| panied by heavy rains.

On account of the gule and rough sea, the
| steamer Horatio Hall, New York for Port-
| 1and, was forced to ceck shelter in Truro
! Bay and come to anchor there about o o’clock
tonight. One two-masted coaster, painted
white. came in under bare poles and an=
chored in the bay. The tug Luckenbach, with
! three light barges, a two-masted lake-built
steamer, and a three-masted lumber laden
| schooner also anchored to cscape the fury of

the storm.

Highland

for the las
great fury.




