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CHAPTER XXIL—(Continued.)
And Philip was convinced that Pollex-
§en was not playing a comedy. During
the previous hour- he had gained some in-
sight into the man’s personality. He had

got accustomed to the seduction of his
voice, and to the strangeness of his senti-
ments. He had begun to admire Pollex-

fen. Singular phenomenon and a remark-

able tribute to Philip’s impartiality—he
admired him because the fellow had all
the courage of his amazing character. He
was not to call things by their wrong
pames. He never for a moment pretend-
ed that self-interest was not his sole
guide in this sublunary existence. . . .
Yes, Philip admired him. But at the same
time Philip did not precisely see him-
self dead. The tremendous and passionate
§nstinct of self-preservation gradually as-
sumed dominion of his brain and he be-
gan to assess the situation, to search for
.ways of escape, to calculate his chances.

The vision of Mary Pollexfen rose be-
fore him, and as that image gained clear-

| Gabriel—not to the archangel—but that |
| merry fiend, Josephine Gabriel, our cap-
‘tain and commander. Today being the!
4th of March, 1654, did our gallant |
| caravel of the black flag and white skull,'x
once known as the Olive Branch, but of}
;late more widely feared under the name
{of ‘El Legato,” slip form the lee of Mon-|
{key Island, nigh Grenada, and accost a|
| certain Spaniard, who had been blown|
away from her consort over might a.ndi
here waddled, a lame duck with a broken |
ileg. helpless, while her company strug-i
gled to make her shrpshape. She was thej
;‘Golcn_ndn,’ and a golconda she proved.?
{ Our little bitch capered about her, like |
|a_mouse round a cheese, and she fired ai
big gun once or twice, but whether to|
‘do us hurt or summon rescue I know not. |
Then Gabriel led us on, and ’twas butch-
ery, not battle, for the poor fools called |
j upon Heaven; and Heaven, by good for-|
tune, chanced happily to be otherwhere,
and replied not, 'Therefore, since Provi- |
dence could not come to them, they went .
.to Providence, and the Caribbee sharks |
fed full. So also did the sharks of ‘El; .
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have fingered a woman’s hair, and the;
| clectric lamp cast queer shadows of them
| across his figure.
| Ahead under the setting moon, lay aj
llong low black object stretched between
)two great lights, one red, one white. i
“What is that?”’ she asked. |
“That’s Barbados,” said the skipper
lrri(’-fly. “That’s the West Indies, that
is!’
| A strange emotion possesed her as her
imagination dw.lt on the flying vacht, |
with its unconscious souls, speeding rc-|
lentlessly towards the ancient island, and |
toward fate. This was a different world
into which they were slipping. She per-
ceived in the captain for the first time!
a fellow-creature. So they stood. !
Then, with amazing swiftness, the sol-|
‘emn but eager majesty of the dawn swal- |
lowed the stars like morsels and irradi-i
i ated the world with a flood of harmo-ninus!
i splendor. Moonlight and morning first |
| wove the birth-robe, and out of their rose |

and silver came the flushed radiant face|
of the young day. The moon withered
to a dead aspen leaf in the firmament and |
vanished; from pure white the dawn |
mellowed to tender saffron; then a sud-i
den change marked the approaches of the |
sun. Great streaks and splashes of daz-i
zling orange broke up ‘the Iast, and,
quickly as one might tell it, the sunj
was above the sea and rolling his rapid|
fire up the flaming stairs of the sky. The !
bewildering transition from darkness to|
light had taken place with equatorial |
abruptness. i

At the same moment, as though the!
risen sun was the signal, the deck became !
alive. The holystones began their harsh|

the glaring road cast up a shimmer of hot
air, with puffs of dust at cvery stray
breath of wind or passage of hoof ot
wheel. Noisy crowds travelled up and
down. Little trams, with tinkling bells,
passed incessantly to Belfield, Fontabells
and other places without the metropolis;
teams of squealing mules brought down
barrels of sugar and molasses from the
Estate; donkeys bore bright bundles of
green cane tops; public conveyances crawl-
ed by the sidewalks and private buggies
hurried - about, their feminine¢ occupants
generally wearing black veils to shield
{heir eyes from the dazzle of the white
coral streets.
(To pe continued.)

CASHED BLANK BALLOTS
IN BROCKVILLE ELECTION

Voters Used Ones Already Marked for
Them — This Happened ~Seven
Years Ago, But Came Out in Lon=
don Inquiry.

Toronto, Qct. 31—At the London elec~
tion inquiry today in corroboration of
Pritchett’s revelations of a few weeks
ago, a number of witnesses were called,
wihen the conspiracy case was re-opened,
who told of alleged corrupt methods em=
ployed in the Brockville election of 1899.
Particular instances rteferred to were
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music and the horses sent up glittering those i hi ba y <
e e il g those in" which ballots, already marked,

st!lt]rea;ns a]opgththe b;‘]ighttr{lla"k& 1t was were given voters, who, upon returning
J \ e e hour of the yacht’s toilet. | from the polling booth with blank bal-
was then d.1"1vf’.n away, while the news;;:a}[:er Presently appeared among the bare-| lots given rt)hemg‘by the deputy returning
representatives were escorved through her|footed sailors, a swarthier figure delicate- | officer, would receive cashsfor the same.
home, which they inspected with interest. |ly ba]?nCIng a bowl. He ascended to! William Spence of London, was also

It was apparent to the most casual ob- th‘e‘ bridge. . : o | called this' morning, but denied that he
server that the details of the interview Dar, m“”! he said. ‘‘Coffee.” 'had been given any financial considera-
had been arranged with the utmost care, | It was Coco. Coco, after having been ! tion for having been superseded by Jerry
and with a view to demonstrating I 2 interviewed and cross-examined <by Sir| Collins as deputy returning officer. He
silent, but impressive manner that many | Anthony and Oxwich, had entrcated leave| had been given $15 by Collins, but he

mess in his mind an anger against Walter  Legato.” At sunset two English priva- | ;
Pollexfen—an anger which no mere virtu- teers, hove in sight, but when  they | ] ¥, X

ous indignation had been able to excite reached the ‘Golconda’ she was a golcon-f Bicy e A Sy ; : 9
—geethed and boiled within him. Was da no more. 'They found a great .‘shipi BAKER G- ?

be to be cut off from Mary Pollexfen? blazing as the netherwood beacon of hell, | Fogho
fThe mere idea of such a possibility was and a sea red with blood and R . 7
grotesque. It was ridiculous! It was in-|thousand coveted things went down a3 Concord, N. H., Oct. 31—Mrs. Mary
conceivable! Why! He and Mary Polex- her, and 'twas hard on Gabriel that | Baker G. Eddy, head of the Christian
fen had become intimate! iny a fgW:Providence suffered him not to mind his|Science chunch, granted an interview to
hours since, and she was dining with | affairs a little matter of the day more. half a score of newspaper reporters yes<

him and she had decided to trust him,
to rely on him. And after that he was
#o disappear off the iace of the earth ac-
wcording to the whim of a Walter Pollex-
§en? A woman waited for him, and
ghould she wait in vain? A wave of
supreme and ineffable tenderness swept
over him as he recalled the tone in which
Mary had said, speaking of the false
hair: “I hope you don’t mind.” He
would hear her voice as he lay there in
the cabin under -the implacable watch-
fulness of Walter Pollexfen. And that
gpiritual echo brought the tears up to
his eyes. He felt in the profoundest
depth off his heart that there was only
one thing worth living for. . . . And
Pollexfen meant to kill him!

“Life \is strange,” he thought.

In obedience to what secret end of what
pecret power had he, hitherto a traveller
through the absolutely commonplace, been
deflected from his ¢ourse into this bliss
of passion and this danger of death?
He could not answer. But he could say,
with the blind and magnificent enthus-
jasm of his humanity, that the bliss of
passion out-weighed the danger of death.
‘And that had he the last week to live
@gain, nothing would induce him to forgo
those hours with Mary Pollexfen.

His gaze met Pollexfen’s. Should he
yush at him and take the chance of not
being killed or seriously hurt by the re-
wolver? No. That would not be worth
while. Pollexfen would not be the kind
of man to run the slightest risk in such

a situation. And doubtless he could shoot |

as well as he could use the spade or act
the part of a woman or invent interest-
jng evidence at an inquest. The only
thing to do was to wait, with a lynx’s
eye, for any development which he might
turn to his own favor. . . . And then
the idea of waiting chilled him, chilled his
jnmost heart, stified him, chilled his
throbbing brain. The fact was, he was
doomed. He could do nothing more.
Should he make an appeal to Pollexfen,
and appeal ‘“‘ad misericordiam?”’  Such
was Philip’s mental constitution that not
even to win Mary could he have per-
suaded himself to that. He was vastly
more inclined to spit out at Pollexfen
this ferocious disgust. 1

«] must say you take it very calmly,”
Pollexfen observed at length. :

“Do 1%’ said Philip, scornfully. “If
you were an honest man you would at
any rate’—

“Stop a minute,” Pollexfen interrupted
him. “What is an honest man? Do you
gall yourself an honest man?”’

“Certainly,” Philip replied. “I have
pever been a thief, much less a murderer,
and I have mever cheated and never
broken my word.”

“Really!” was Pollexfen’'s comment.
#Well, I suppose that’s an ideal, like any
other ideal. But I would honestly like
%o know how far your honesty would
carry you. I have a good mind to- make
the experiment.”

“What do you mean?”’

«] will give you your life in exchange
for your word.”

“My word?” Philip questioned. And he
had a curious feeling in the small of his
back.

“Yes, your word that you won’t know-
ingly do anything that might: cither di-
rectly or indirectly help to bring me in-

to the hands of what England calls |

Justice.”

“That I won’t give you away to the po-
fice?”

“Precisely. Either mow or in the fu-
ture. ‘Also that you won't leave this
yacht without my permission.”

Philip pondered, thinking of Mary Pol-
Yexfen and life, and love, and the bright
world. He thought a long time—several
minutes.

“It’s a bargain,” he murmured.

“Now, mind,” Pollexfen warned him.
¢Think well over what you are promis-
fng. And remember that I'm doing this
out of an idle and quixotic desire to know
if, after all, there is an honest man on
ihis earth. I expcct I'm making a fool
of myself. But it’s in me to act like
that, and it would be useless for me to

try to be anybody but Walter Pollexfen. |
You give me your word to do nothing |

against me?”’

“Haven't I told you it’s a bargain?”
cried Philip testily. ‘“How many ' more
times do you want to be informed®”

Pollexfen laughed.

“Let me return yous revolver,” he said,
and, stepping forward, he laid the revol-
ver on the bunk by Philip’s side.

Philip hid his face in his hands.

CHAPTER XXII1I.
The Log.

“What is the object of all this?” Philip
§nquired in a new voice, looking up sud-
denly and. wiping his face.

“The object of all what?”

«All this butchery, theft, lying and gen-
eral scoundrelism.”

Mr, Walter Pollexfen paused.

“Let me read you something , shall G
fe said.

“If you will answer my question.”

Pollexfen, for reply, opened his jacket

wnd drew from the inner pocket a large |

leathei case, and from the case he ex-
tracted a document _apparently consigting
| of several sheets. fastened together.
' “Listen,” he said. =

And he began to read:

“Praisc be te God Almighty and to

—

!We however had by no manner of means | s, who he s od in ths ai

| wasted the hours allotted unto us, and :ﬁxda), ;:Lho }»Md aa:emlbkd e i clt,)" afu.!r
|ere the Englishmen could come up we e cau?u U eestions e
| were snug in a favorite hiding place of | connection with Mrs. Eddy's health, In
| Gabriel’s—a cover only to be dared in fair ‘%a;ddxition to those there were present Er-
iwea.ther and ‘th'en by mone but small ships j win_ S. Horring, first reader of the loeal
:anf:l brave mnavigators. . | Christian Sciene: church; Edward M. Pear-
| ‘‘On the north side of Grenada stand a|®on, secretary of the state of New Hamp-
 grinning row of rocks known as the ‘Mer- | shire; Mr. Wilson and Calvin A. Frye,
{maid’s Comb,’ and behind them is a|Mrs. Eddy’s secretary. :
| deep inlet. L’'Ollonais showed it to us,| When the newspaper representatives as-
land that Prince of Devils hoped by so do- |sembled at Mrs. Bddy’s home, Pleasant
|ing, should we attempt it, to wreck Our"\lew, they were escorted to the double
' midget and leave him a rival the less; but (parlor on the east side of the house. A
Gabriel is as good as L’Ollonais, or Mor- !‘mom(‘n't or two after they had been seated
!gan himself, in deep water, though he |Mr. Frye annourced Mis. Eddy. The leader
| cannot cut out a live heart and eat it|% the Christian Science faith walked to
‘;with such appetite as can they. Through the ‘.i'w“w?-v and SM \;nassl&ted before
| the Mermaid’s Comb we crept and, be- her interviewers. She did not approach
| fore another day dawned, had carried {further than the threshald of the door, and
| our immense booty to the sacred, secret D & R se LG ive Wotld vk €U

L
D) |
desolate shore of the Grand Btang, that|jan reporter who had previously interview-

inland lake of Gremada, where dwell all|oq Mis. Eddy was delegated to talk to her
the West Indmn devils of Obi and t}"?‘rgmod.ay. That Mres. Edsdgr Vil DiOES amxiotm
lQueen,_ the Mother of the Rain. The|to demonstrate that she was in good phy-
{place is as safe from assault as Davy isical condition than she was to answer
Jones and his locker, for mcither nigger |questions was demonstrated by the abrupt
nor Carib would dare to walk beside | manner in which she left the assembled
those.mlent waters of h.orr.or, or to touch | newspaper representatives. Just three
a twig or pluck a fruit in the haunted |questions had been asked by the interview-
glades of the Grand BEtang. | er. when Mrs. Eddy turned, spoke a word
“The ‘Golconda’ was in verity a treas-|to her sccretary and started for her car-
ure ship and briefly we had nigh one hun- riage, with Mr. Frye escorting her on one
dred thousand pieces of eight by her. We side and Louis C. Strang, her publicity
have toiled like demons, and by midnight | agent, on the other. The interviewers were
we had ‘sunk the last box in the Grand |left in the parlors with n‘i‘m‘be"‘l‘ﬁ ques-
Etang. tions on their lips but without an oppor-
“This is the guide to the hiding place |tunity to ask t“—'z:"- :
of the boxes beside the Grand Etang.! The brief interview consisted of the fol-
Start from the gray stone that theuste | 008 guestions and answers:
a yard above the water on the west ‘Are you in perfect physical health, Mre.

the room for a prolonged interview a wo-

of the statements recently published were
without foundation. The visitors at Pleas-
ant View were not able to see whether
Mrs. Eddy walked from her apartments on
the floor above to the parlors without as-
sistance, for they had been seated in a
portion of the room which made such a
view impossible. Their first glimpse of the
leader was when she appeared in the door-
way, gowned in a beautiful cloak of er-
mine, which hung loosely from her should-
ers, and which nearly toughed the gnc:iumd.
G ” - ‘ . She wore, also, a hat and gloves and, i
Bddy? wme the firal quadlion ssied e facit, waa,arttired in the manner which is
Mrs. Eddy had made her appearance. customary with her when she goes for her
“I am,” was the brief reply, given with | daily drive. .
distinct enunciation. As if to dispose of t}lle iﬂgmtmm that a
“ ;s f ! on many oc-
Hr?ve/&‘ou any other physician than ’s;:l’.‘;g:t &;ﬁiomhigr, “Mm 1 dgf, ~
| i some member of her household, caused to
“No, indeed,” anawered Mrs. Eddy with |be present at the interview Mrs. Pamelia
emphasis, and then she added slowly and |.J. Leonard, of Brooklyn (N. Y.), who, it
solemnly. “The everlasting arms are|has been said, had been in the habit of
around and above me, which is enough.” | driving in Mrs. Eddy’s carriage. The con-
“Do you take a daily drive?’ was the|trast hetnween the two women was so great
next question asked, to which Mrs. Fddy | that it was at once apparent that one could
teplied as briefly and distinctly as she did | not possibly attempt to pose for the other
to the first question. “I do,” she said. without detection. There was but one sim-
It was at this point in the interview,and |dlarity to be noted, and that was the
as the spokeswoman was about to continue abundance of smow-white hair which adorn-
her interrogations, that Mrs. Eddy unex- |ed the heads of both women. At that
pectedly ‘indicated that the interview was |point the resemblance ceased. Mrs. Eddy
at an end, for she turned, without another | shows her age, which is eighty-five years.
word and walked to the porte cochere at | She is about five feet four inches in height
the front of the house, where her carriage |and her clear complexion is made more
was awaiting to convey her on her usual | pleasing Dby clear, frank and fearless brown
drive about the city. She ‘was asissted in- | eyes, which look steadfastly at the person
to the carmage by Mr. Strang, Mr. Frye|to whom she addresses homself. She is frail
in the meantime, garbed in a footman’s|and weighs not more than 100 pounds, and
uniform, having mounted the dmiver's seat | although her cheeks are not full, they do
a'ongside of the coachmdn. The distinguish- | not show any signs of emaciation which
ed leader of the Christian Science chureh | could not be produced by advanced years.
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ghore. Take paces two hundred to the

5 »
;alhl?s'in&) he:‘heta;{:kefoux}:f;l pta}fes fo;t{;}; by, without stirring, remarked that she
sgd;}pth o B fast” ere hath' over could understand maps, but that
Pollexfen céased and looked over theinoT;}g:.lbtw;‘EZm;‘o‘? sa;c;;*::;:l.‘mg Picoadil-
pa‘?;e{rouat frl;gli?é?’l’ush:y::' dghstemng. {1y Circus in a baroucae, and the question
“Phen pit's Sll;lk trm‘ ] it 11‘;,,gwas now whether they should follow
Piibp exclinined ure, after all?”| gpafresbury avenue or turn down sharp
“t is sunk treasure, after all,” Polle |toward Waterloo place. They were on
fen Feinonded “You,ought nm’: % oha:e'fth»e promenade deck of the steam yacht
been deceived by my ingenious references X‘Oind:;?’ﬂf: u;::;io(]l:‘}:a: u‘t"hfcr&r:r I;E:;
.1 e 3 - < ” ’
toulllu:::n :((;zrft f,‘l’ﬁ::’;lcie‘:ﬁé&%mﬂg:t‘lishonld proceed direct to Grepada_ or call
find the sunk’treasure theme e uall sur-'at Hisaaws, Barbados, who I B
rising.” sy | half a day’s sail nearer Charing Cross
(P “.Veg;erthele.« W 4 Pollexte q than any other island of the West Indies.
fai e Sl xfen, and o Anthony’s phraseology in discussing
| Philip could not but remark the avarici- ;1. patter might have been beid 05
S i 1 is ey i i 1 - Ci i & i
?é?tl;hif-iro:; h’\’\}(l; Eq,l l::\‘fet:;:fl lt‘:) pf::u prove that the maritime instinct 1s not
is a transla.ti.on from the Spanish of Bthe bora in all Enghs\}men, el §t - bec!l
log of ‘El Legato” My brlother vad in for the fact t}xa.b in every minute dqtaxl
possession  of thc. \vhol)e hstory of the of his dress Sir Anthony showed gubhme
log. I necd not read e a; you. It evidences of a true and deep feeling for
relates how Master Gabriel and his crew ::fisgz ?1' th‘I:s e: : iafmr::u:heya::l: e
Lo e mm e
leaving their treaiurc.w};ere they hari her advertised thirteen .knots @hrough an
sunk it. Two days later ‘El Legato’ was gcean’ as flat as fhe Scrpenttie. T
cuptlu‘;:d and gutted, and thc;l sunk. drew oits z_md tbe v.:a,t('r had alr?ady lost
only the crew being loft in her. Ami Sm:;e o]t ni'tlfolg'h;;eg:iit? luie‘;vadlelée ::tﬁlh
there exists highly curious circumstan- :}‘: m}?'?e 'vcsZol - ~'il(\ grovc ot ?unué‘l
tial proof that the treasure has never aedhia i At
been disturbed to this day and hour.” and he}' two masts across at immense,
“Ird-a word,” Philip commentce, “you mysterious ﬂoox_‘, dragging after her the
b doubloons o !, “you _ ibre scarf of her smoke. She seemed
: qs to be alone in the endless universe. To
“Doubloons is precisely the term,” said \ary Pollexfen it was as if the voyage
Pollexfen. He then put the papers back had begun far back in the mists of time
|in his pocket, and consulted his watch. and as if the unccasing beat of those
“Ah!” he ejaculated, as if in relief. “You engines would continue forever into
turn ‘me round your little finger, young eternity.
man. I give you absolutely all the in-  “Sir Anthony,” came a cold, polite voice
formation you ask for. My trust in you from the bridge above.
is such as to prove that throughout a  «Wel], captain?”’
career crowded with misfortune I have «We shall make Bridgetown about six
p'rcscl:,\'ed at any rate some of my illu- gclock tomorrow morning.”
slons.. © “]t appears to me such a waste of time
For the second time the ship trembled  io callpthere," saia Tony.
10““}0 beat 0&]‘“’}” engiues. . “Indeed,” answered the captain, “and
- \\1‘alc j‘i"’e U‘ﬁi ;{1:1111“?:‘:‘“ Stmtel‘id‘“'lth 3 sup{;osing, Sir\t.‘\r(lthony.) tl{:}ic’s no coal
as air, £ ave to leave you ¢o be got at St. George? \ere are we
{ here for a while, until we get out of the then?”g
| Thames. le_might after all jump over-  The tone was merciless, and yet irre-
!)()ard and swim ashore, and so I would proachably courteous. Sir AAnthon}: had
just as soon keep you umder my OWRD jp truth made a surprising discovery in re-

>

cye. Your incarceration will only be for gard to ocean travel. He had found that |
! nothing is easier than to hire a yacht.|

a few hours. All my excuses!”
| He departed, fastening the door on the You go into an office, sign some papers,
| outside. :

{late by what date he might hope to get and not yours at the same momeznt. Now
back to England; and also to consider at the commencement of the voyage Sir
{what explanation of his conduct he should Anthony had committed the indiscretion
{give to Mary Pollexten. He decided, of mistaking thc captain for the chauf-
however, with the remarkable complacence feur.

of masculinity, that she would be overjoyed  Even Auchengray. the chief engineer,!
that he had saved his lifc on no matter was much more than a chauffeur, and

| what terms. ' Captain Chetwode was much more than
“To think,” he reflected, “that a man Auchengray. Captain Chetwode’s history
<o extraorvdinary as this Pollexfen per- was simple and tragic. The Wanderer,
| son should be hoodwinked by a silly yarn ynder another mame (which we do not
! about secret treasure. If this precious care to divulge), had once been the pri-
| translation log isn’t a fraud I'll eat my vatc yvacht of a famous Secretary of State
hat, but to get it he has not stopped at for Foreign Affairs who happened to be
murder. However, all actors have some-|an earl, and in those days Captain Chet-
thing bizarre in their composition and he’s wode, who reckoned to have some good
| no exception.”
He conld now fecl the motion of the' at Cowes and Oban. Then the Earl had

{ yacht. He was hungry. sold the yacht in order to devote him-
! e «lf exclusively to motor-cars and motor-
! CHAPTER XXIV. boats. Worse, he had sold her to a firm
of brokers who fell into the habit of hir-
A New World. i ing her out at fancy prices to rich fools
| Kir Anthony Iydring was looking at a' ignorant of the sea, Captain Chetwode,
map that billowed over his knees. not obtaining instantly another employer
| “We've only got to turn just a shade! equally distinguished with the Earl, and
Ho the left. insiead of swinging clean accepted, pro tempore, an offer from the
! round to the right, and we go straight | brokers, and to his own terrible disgust
| there,” he said. “Upon my soul it’s no' he had remained in command of the
| distance at all.” | Wanderer ever since. He had slipped
l Mary Pollexfen leaned from her seat,'into a rut, and he felt that he could never

Fast. Face the sun at evening as it: g el
. : : . and, glancing at the map, gave a polite
sets in mid November behind the Hill of  gegent to Tony’s statement. Mrs. Apple- |

| ) i ; white out a check, and the yacht is yours |
LW ell,” Phlip muttered to himself, for three months. But the surprising dis-
“I'm in for it.” And he began to calcu- covery was that the vacht can be yours!

[ blood in his own body, was a personage |

get out of it. He who once had ‘thc‘rose, Mary throwing a white shawl over
right to condescend to any owner who her white dress, and went to the star-
was not a member of the R. Y. 8, hc]board door of the saloon. It was not
who once had guided emperors and princes l,raining.- The sky had cleared, though the
through the difficult tides of the Solent, | promenade deck was wet. Near the door
he who once had been round the world

duchess on board, was now in command |and gazing in the dark waters at his
of a floating thing that he regarded as | spoiled career. He turned and raised his
a mere excursion steamer, ‘‘Auchengray,” | hat.
he had said one night after five whiskies, | “Further,” he remarked, resuming ab-
“it’s no better than the blooming Mid- | ruptly the conversation of three hours
night Sun.” ! | earlier. ““Your friend’s yacht—the White
That he now had charge of a leading|Rose I fancy you said her name¢ was—is
London dandy with an historic title, andl;iretty sure to have called at Barbados
one of the most celebrated and beautiful | to coal. She may even be there.”

with an earl, a grandduke and a grand- | Captain Chetwode, leaning over the rail!

to accompany the expedition, and, as it|
seemed more than probable that he might
be useful, his request had been granted. |
Nominally he was attached to the ime |
portant culinary department of the Wan-|
derer. Really, he had become Mary’s|
faithful and indefatigable servant. They
often talked together of his dead master,
and Coco and crucified his opinion that
Giralda was a hussy.

He wept as he served the coffee—wept
freely. The sight of his native land over-
powered him.

“Me Gard, missie,” he whined, “dar’s
my old Birn! Ebberything jus de same—
jus’ de same! I specs dar’ll be some
fun ashore when my frens see me in my
best rig out. Dar Bridgetown—dar de
canefields and de wind-mills, an’—”

“Teave the bridge,” ejaculated the cap-
tain, who had exidently put on his nor-
mal self after the emotional abandonment
of the night.

“When shall we be in?’ Mary inquir- |
ed, later. |

“In an hour or so,” the captain re-|
plied. :

“Thank you for inviting me up here,”
she said, and then descended.

CHAPTER XXV.
Approach of the Adventure.

The Wanderer, drenched in sunshine, |
had dropped the anchor, half a mile from !
ghore, amid the multicolored craft of Car-|
lisle Bay. She was surrounded, at a re-‘:
spectful distance, by a ring of small boats.
One boat alone had approached her, and |
from this boat a man in white, with]
functionary written over all his  body, |
climbed in due solemnity her towering |
side. The captain and the first officer ru-|
ceived him in state. He shook hands
with Tony, and bowed low to the ladies.
Horace Appleby mistook him for some|
local Sultan, But he was merely the|

stood the tall, angular, bearded figure of | Medical Officer of Bridgetown, come to|

give pratique. Several vessels in the har—l
bor were flying the yellow flag,” a factl
which impressed Horace enormously. !

“All well here?” asked the captain. ;

“All well,” said the Medical Officer. |
“And you?” !

“All well.” !
This assurance, however, did not pre- |
vent him from looking at Horace's tongue, |
nor from taking the temperature of ()x-:

women in England, was apparently noth- And he walked away into the darkness,
ing to Captain Chetwode. They were not | saluting again. |
real yachting people. They were not of | He had throughout steadily pretended
the elect. They had mot moved in yacht- | to have no curiosity as to the object of
ing circles; kachts were not their sole pas- | the voyage. According to him the voy-|
sion. They were trippers for Captain | age, and not the objcct of the voyage was
Chetwode, though the Wanderer was‘his affair. He kept his place, and he!
costing Tony over fifteen Hundred a| managed to convey his resolution lhat'\\

not suffer his crew to be wooed. Hey thought that a ship might be close to,
mwssed alone, and his principal insh-u-w them that night, perhaps in some strange
ment of small talk was the word “In- and dangerous’ captivity, thrilled them,
lexfen might have done something with} “Good night,” said Mary, after a curious’
him had not Sir Anthony been indis-|pause. - [
creet on the first day. Chetwode, how-| “Going to bed?” he questioned. “I am
ever, was scarcely the man to recoverltoo. Good night. Tomorrow”—
from even an unintentional slight in less| She shoek hands limply and left him.
| than about ten years. He was captain | He whistled and lit a cigarette.
{ of the Wanderer, and long before the thir-| An hour later Mary, enveloped in an
| teenth day Tony had learnt that a cap- | ulster, returned cautiously to the upper
| tain is always a captain, and not less so|deck. There was no sign of Tony, who
| because you are paying his wages. He | had retired to the dreamless slumber
! bad also learnt that a ship is its cap-‘which he always enjoyed. She could not
:'tain's, . sleep. She could not think of sleep. She
Hence it was that Tony was being com-| found a chair abaft the chart room and
“pellcd to take his passage to Barbados| gave herself up to contemplation.
{instead of going to Grenada, and that| What did the future hold? What could
: during the night the yacht did not ‘““‘turn|they expect to acéomplish by this rush
| just a shade to the left.” The coal argu-|across ncarly four thousand miles = of
! ment was, of course unanswerable. Tony | ocean? The journey seemed to her mnow
{did mot attempt to.answer it, but he!more than ever like a fantastic escapade.
' strongly objected to it. He wanted to| Assuming that they encountered the
iget to Grenada and the Grand Etang. He| White Rose—what then? The undertak-

is driving in a cab to an appointment forl der the majestic equatorial heaven. And
| which he fears to be late—he had an|yet she would not wish it uncommenced.
' absurd desire to push with his arms. The | She had hopes—hopes that refused to be
ncar approiach of the adventure was af- | analyzed, The imminence of great events
fecting his nerves, as is was affecting | hung over her brooding spirit, a tantal-
the nerves of Mary Pollexfen. Mrs. Ap- izing curtain which she could not rend.
pleby happily had no nerves, though she| Then, after a long while, a bell softly
belicved herself rich in them. Her son, broke the silence of the throbbing yacht,
while expecting “fun” in Grenada of the | and she became aware of a form at her
highest possible quality, had created such|elbow. It was the Caplain once more.
| muitifarious interests in the engine room| ‘“You should come on to the bridge,”
!and the second officer’s cabin that- he said he. *“You can see the Southern
lcould afford to wait for the island of | Cross.” ‘e
the Grand Etang. The master-brain, the She discerned sympathy in his tone, and
brain of Oxwich, had gradually been it startled her. In a sort of dream she,
simplified into one overmastering instinct | obeyed the suggestion’ and followed him.:
—the instinct to disembark, whose force He took the wheel silently from the
is well known to most travelers who have officer ‘of the watch, and in another in-:
| spent more than ten consecutive days on|stant Mary and the Captain were alone,
the main. Thc voyage had been an ex- together. |
ceptionally calm one, but not exception-{ A glorious tropical moonlight robed the
ally calm enough for Oxwich. water in the silver gray. A wide pathway '
After dinner, a shower having come on, | of rippling sheen was flowing from west
Tony and Mary were sitting together in|to cast, and the horizon of the south
the drawingroom, silent and self-consci- | was dark, There, sparkling low on the.
ous. Mrs. Appleby had gone off to super-|verge, Mary saw the legendary coustella-;
lintend the disposal of her darling in his| tion. The false Southern Cross shone
| bunk. Neither the baronet nor the diva!brave and undimmed; the true rose but'
| could have explained way they were self- little above thc sea, a modest pyrotechny.

for words, But it centered in the image| ment. ; |
of Philip Masters that both had in their “Yes,” the skipper agreed. “Not much
hearts. As for Tony, he had meant tojto sit up all night for, is it? You need
make love to Mary Pollexfen, but her|to go further south to see it at its best.

conscious. The explanation was too subtle She confessed her feminine disappoint- | me at de Ice House. Dey know Marse
| Coco. I speak to dem for you.”’

wich. He was new to his post, and had!

not yet outgrown the aptitude to be over- |

conscientious. i
Mary Pollexfen whispered to Nir An-|
thony, and the baronet stepped forward. |
“Pardon me,” he said. *‘Has the yacht
White Rose arrived?”’ |
41 have scen no such yacht,” answercd‘e

month. Consequently Captain Chetwode baronets should be forced to keep theirs.;thc official. |
treated them with the politest disdain.|His present gratutious remark was there- “And she could not have put in with-|
He would not be wooed, and he would fore rather astomishing. The suddenout your knowledge?” |

“Impossible!” exclaimed the oﬂiocr,1
chocked at such an idea. |
After having devised a new cocktail for |

deed!” It is conccivable that Mary Pol- | both. | the captain he departed with the ceremo-!

nies that had accompanied his arrival.

 Then the ring of boats closed in on the

Wanderer from every side. It was use-|

: : i
iless for Coco, in magnificent array, to

protest to those barbarian watermen that |

' they were not wanted, and that the Wan-

dercr’s launch was being got ready. They |
screamed and fought with one another
to obtain fares or perish in the attempt.
Horace could have wished them pirates.
When the launch puffed away shorewards,
with the captain and Tony's entire party
on board, they followed it like the varie-
gated tail of a comet, still stridently an-
swering the insult which Coco poured out
upon them.

“I suppose you've got your revolver,
uncle,” Horace demanded, as they stepped
ashore. :

*“No,” said.Tony, “I am relying on you
to defend us all.”

experienced the sensation of a person who ! ing was wild, considered calmly thus un-; “Well, then, I shall buy a revolver,”

said Horace, stoutly, “‘and a belt. And I
chall put the revolver in the belt. 1 ean,
can’t I, mother?”

“Jf your uncle wishes,”’ said the matron,
“but it mustn’t be loaded.”

“Now, just.listen to that, uncle!” Hor-
ace protested. ‘“What's the good of a
revolver it it isn’t loaded? Isn't that
exactly like a woman?”’

-+ At what hour do you wish to return to.
the vacht, Sir Anthony?” the captain for-
mally inquired. ;

“Ag soon as you've coaled her, captain.” |
was Tony's reply, given with a terrific:
air of determination, :

“That may be today or it may be to-
morrow,” he captain said.

“But can’t you make it today?” Mary
asked.

The captain looked at lier.

“I can try,” he said, and disappeared.

Oxwich also had vanished. But Coco!
remained, a glorious and excessively im-
portant Coco, resolved to do the honors:
of the capital.

“You come dis way. You all come dis
way!” He flourished an arm. “You
come wid me to the Ice House, and I gib |
you Hying fish for breakfast. Dey know

And they meekly followed the negro in-
to that uproar and movement and flame
of splashed color which calls itself Bridge-

" attitude had forced him to give up thutlBuL it’s overrated all the time. We've town.
enterprise in despair. Moreover, Joseph- | got the best stars in the northern hemis-| A street of white houses, under wooden
!inc Fire remained obstinately in his mind. phere just the same as we've got the best! tiles, silver-gray in the tremendous sun-

“1 wonder if it's still raining,” he said. | of everything else.”
“I wonder,” answered Mary. She liked his English bigotry. His

. shine, with open shop fronts and bright
;grcs-n jalousics to the grudows, shone|

With a simultaneous movement they hands fingered the wheel as they might' under a canopy of deep " sky; while

G e L .j A

could not say for what purpose.

In the attempt to identify John
O'Meara as the man who in the Henry-
Heyd election of 1897 in Brantford, was
charged with impersonation, the crown
called several witnesses this morning,their
object being to prove that O'Meara,when
recently called in connection with the
London conspiracy case, had perjured
himself. A number of witnesses were
quite positive that O’Meara was the man
arrested on the occasion referred to, and
Curry appearing for the accused, was
surprised at memories which could so
definitely describe a man after ten years
had flown by. Investigation in the case
was adjourned until tomorrow morning,
O’Meara being refused Dbail.

Geo. C. Gibbons, K. C., president of the
London Reform Association, was.one of
the witnesses this afternvon.: He de-
clared thatsfor many years the Liberals
in London had fought as clecan and honest
a battle as had been waged anywhere in
the dominion, but they had seen the scat
honestly won by Chas. S. Hyman by clean
methods stolen from him by the action
of a judge in defiance of the decision of a
superior judge: In the next general elecs
tion the seat which belonged to him was

| again stolen from Hyman, and it was

only after becoming convinced that fair
treatment and a clean, honcst election
was impossible that certain clements v
the Liberal party determined to fight fire
with fire. For himself, Gibbons sud he
had never countenanced improper prae-
tices. He was convinced that mnineteen
out of twenty of the electors of London
desired <lean elections, and Hyman, had
it mot been for mistaken views of a few
Liberals, would by now have carried “‘he
seat by 1,000 majority.

Gibbons told the .court that he had,
when Jerry Collins came to his ottice tu
urge his claims upon the party, in terms
more vigorous than polite invited him
to retire. He denicd all knowledge of
bribery by Collins.

A verbatim report of a private conver=
cation which téok place during the Hy-
man-Gray election over the long-distance
telephone between John Auld, M.P. P.,at
Amherstburg, and M. K. Cowan, L
at Windsor, was quoled by the crown
¢ounsel, and there was some surprise exs
pressed over the leak oceurring,

SEVERE STORM
STRIKES THE NEW
ENGLAND COAST

Schooner J. Arthur Lord Signals for
Tug's Assistance — Some Minor
Accidents.

——

Boston, Oct. 31—After an unusual spell
of placid fall weather the last day of
October brought a heavy northeast gale
to the New England coast. Fortunately
the greater portion of the coastwise sail=
ing fleet, especially the little sailing cratt,
reached their destinations earlier in the
week, so that very few were caught in
exposed localities and up to a late hous
tonight not a scrious accident had becn
reported.

Coming on the full moon, the storm
backed a tremendous tidal wave upon the
coast and some damage was done to the
beaches and along the water front in the
cities.

Only the hardest steam powered vessels
doubled Cape Cod, going morth, although
several tugs with light barges passed
south around that stormy peninsula.

The little schooner J: Arthur Lord, of
Vinevard Haven, which grounded in Nan-
tucket Sound yesterday, signalled for as=
sistance when the storm became scvere
today, but as she was only a few miles
off a windward shore Ther crew, when
hailed by a boat which put off from
Hyannis, stated that they wanted a tug
and would not leave their vessel, She was
still riding out the gale at dark tonight.

The storm as ueial in a northeast blow
with the ventre somewhere off the coast,
was quite severe at Nantucket and Block
Island, and at both places the wind

| breezed up to a forty-five knot gale dux-

ing the day.

A big three-masted schooner was caught
by the gale off Great Doint, Nantucket,
and managed to work in under the lee of
the point, while two small fishing smacks,
which were hauling trawls off Sankaty,
Head Tan down to a safe anchorage to
the westward of one of the shoals at darl
tonight.

The storm sank several small catboats
in Nantucket harbor and the tide sub=
merged the wharves, but ondy small dam-

| age vesulted. The steamer Gay Head was

unable to make her return trip across the
Sound from Woods Hole this afternoon
owing to the storm.

The influence of a cold wave to the
westiward began to be felt throughout

 New England during the afternoon and

evening, and in many places, especially in
Maine, the rain furned to snow.

It snowed hard most of the day im
Bangor, but melted as soon as it fell.

The estublishment of the Post-office
Savings Banks has becen amg enormous in-
ducement to the cultivation of  thiu
among the workingmen of Fiogland,




