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“I left them forty-four days ago,” he
replied. ¢

“And were they well?”

“Oh, yes,” he replied. “You know
Meredith?”’

“Yes,” she sald.
Meredith.”

The visitor did not speak at once,
and she looked up at him over the
flowers, with grave politeness.

“Meredith,” he said, “is one of the
most rewarkable men I have ever

met.”

“ ally,” she replied, with a kindly
interest. “How?”

“He Is not the man I took him for.
He Is so wonderfully polite and gentle
and pl nt.”

“We know Mr.
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To the Sheriff of the County of
Northumberland or any Con-
stable in the said County:—
GREETING,

Whereas John S. Pond, Adminis-
trator of the estate and effects
which were of Margaret Bubear,
late of the Parish of Ludlow in
the County of Northumberland,
and province of New Brunswick,
widow, deceased, hath prayed that
he may appear to pass the ac-
counts of the said estate: You
are therefore required te cite the
heirs, next of kin, creditors and
any persons interested in the es-
tate of the deceased, to appear be-
fore the Judge of Probate for the
County of Northumberland at a
Probate court to be held in the
Council Chamber in thé Town Hall
in the Town of Chatham, in the
said County, on Friday the eighth
day of November next at eleven
o'clock in the forenoon for the
purpose of showing cause, if any,
why the said accounts should not
be passed and the estate distribut-
ed as prayed for.

Given under my hand and seal
of the said Court, this Twenty-
ninth day of July, A. D., 1907,

(Signed )
R. A. LAWLOR,
Judge of Probate,
County of Northumberland.
( Signed )
G. B. FRASER,
Registrar of Probate
Nor said + mre,
; No. 452,

“Are you going back to—them?”

“No, I leave tomorrow morning early
by the Portuguese boat. I am going
home to be margied.”

“Indeed! Then I suppese you will
wash your hands of Africa forever?”

“Not quite,” he replied “I told
Meredith that I would be prepared
to go up to him in case of emergency,
but not otherwise. I shall, of course,
still be interested in the scheme. I
take home the first consignment of
simiacine; we have been very success-
ful, you know. I shall have to stay
in London to sell that. I have & house
there.”

“Are you to be married at once?’
inquired Jocelyn, with that feank in-
terest which makes it so much easier
for a man to talk of his own affairs
to & woman than to one of his own
sex.

“As soon as I can arrange it,” he
answered, with a little laugh. “There
is nothing to wait for. We are both
orphans, and fortunately we are fairly
well off.”

He was fumbling in his breast pocket
and presently he rose, crossed the
room and handed her, quite without
afterthought or self consclousness, a
photograph In a morocco case.

Explanation was unnecessary, and
Jocelyn Gordon looked smilingly upon
a smiling, bright young face.

“She 1is very pretty,”
honestly.

Whereupon Guy Oscard grunted un-
intelligibly.

“Millicent,” he said, after a little
pause—*“Millicent is her name.”

“Millicent?” repeated Jocelyn.
licent what?”

“Millicent Chyne.”

Jocelyn folded the morocco case to-
gether and bhanded It back to him,

“She Is very pretty,” she repeated
slowly, as if her mind could only re-
produce—it was incapable of creation.

Oscard looked puzzled. Having risen,
he did not sit down again, and pres-
ently he took his leave, feeling con-
vinced that Jocelyn was about to faint.

When he was gone the girl sat
wearlly down.

“Millicent Chyne,”
“What is to be done?”

“Nothing,” she answered to herself
after awhile. “Nothing. It is not my
business. I can do pothing.”

She sat there aloné, as she had been
all her life, until tne short tropical twi-
light fell over the forest. Quite sud-
denly she burst into tears.

“It is my business,” ghe sobbed. “It
is no good pretending otherwise; but I
can do nothing.”

. . - . . - .

Four months elapsed and the excite-
ment created in the small world of
western Africa by the first dazzling
success of the simiacine expedition be-
gan to subside. The thing took Its
usual course. At first the experts dis-
believed and then they prophesied that

it could not last. Finally the active
period of envy, hatred and malice gave
way to a sullen tolerance not unmixed
with an Indefinite grudge toward For-
tune who had favored the brave once
more.

Maurice Gordon was in daily ex-
pectation of news from that faroff
favored spot they vaguely called the
plateau, And Jocelyn did not pretend
to conceal from herself the hope that
filled her whole being, the hope that
Jack Meredith might bring the news
in person.
~ Instead came Victor Purnovo.

He came upon her one evening when
she was walking slowly home from a
mild fea party at the house of a mis-
slonary. Hearing footsteps on the
sandy soll, she turned and found her-
self face to face witli Durnovo.

“I was coming along to see you,” he
said, and there was a subtle offense in
his tone.

.8he_did not trovhle to tell him that

she said

“Mik-

she whispered.

(

HBIAUFICS WES away for ten days. Sbe
felt that he knew that.
“When do you go back?’ she asked

“Almost at once,” in a tone that
apologized for causing her necessary
pain. “I must leave to w or the
next day. I do not like idea of
Meredith being left too long alone up
there with a reduced number of men.
Of course, I had to bring a pretty large
escort. I brought down £60,000 worth
of simiacine.”

“Have you had any more sickness
among the men?’ she asked at once
in a tone of half velled sarcasm which
made him wince.

“No,” he answered;
quite all right.”

“What time do you start?” she asked.
“There are letters for Mr. Meredith at
the office. Maurice’'s head clerk will
give them to you.”

She knew that these letters were
from Millicent. She had actually had
them in her hand. She had inhaled the
faint, refined scent of the paper and
envelopes. :

They had reached the gate of the
bungalow garden. She turned and held
out her hand in an undeniable manner,
He bade her goodby and went hi# way,
wondering vaguely what had happened
to them both. The conversation had
taken a different turn from what he
bad expected and intended. But some-
how it had got beyond his control. He
had looked forward to a very different
ending to the Interview. And now he
found himself returning somewhat dis-
consolately to the wretched hotel In
Loango—dismissed—sent back. The
next day he actually left the little
west African coast town, turning his
face northward with bad grace. Even
at that distance he feared Jack Mere-
dith’s half velled sarcasm, Durnovo
bad only been allowed to come down
to the coast under a promise, graceful-
ly velled, but distinct enough, that he
should only remain twenty hours In
Loango.

Jocelyn avolded seelng him again.
Four days later she was riding through
the native town of Loango, accom-
panied by a lady friend, when she met
Victor Durnovo. The sight of him gave
her a distinct shock. She knew that he
had left Loango three days before with
all his men, There was no doubt about
that. Moreover, his air was distinctly
furtive—almost scared. It was evident
that the chance meeting was as unde-
sired by him as it was surprising te
her.

“I thought you h#d left,” she said
shortly, pulling up her horse with un-
deniable decision.

“Yes, but I have come back for—for
more men.”

She knew he was lying, and he felt
that she knew.

“Indeed!” she said.

“they have been

“You are not a

.| good starter.”

She turned her horse's head, nodded
to her friend, bowed coldly to Durnovo
and trotted toward home. In the for-
est she applied the spur, and beneath
the whispering trees, over the silent
sand, the girl galloped home as fast
as her horse could lay legs to ground.

CHAPTER XV.
N nearing the bungalow Joce-
lyn turned aside into the for-
est where a little colony ef
huts nestled in a hollow of
the sand dunes.

“Nala,” she cried, “the paddlemaker.
Ask him to come to me.”

In a few moments & man emerged
from a shed of banana leaves. He
was a scraggy man, very lightly clad,
and a violent squint handicapped him
seriously in the matter of first im-
pressions.

“I came to you,” said Jocelyn, “be-
cause I know that you are an imtel-
ligent man and a great traveler.”

“Where do you wish me to go?’

“To Msala, on the Ogowe river.
When can you leave?

“Now.”

“You can hire a dhow,” she saild,

“and on the river you may bave as |
You must |

many rowers as you like.
go very quickly to Msala. There you
must ask about the Englishman’s ex-
pedition. Some of the men are at
Msala now. They were going up coun-
try to join the other Englishmen far
away—near the mountains. They have
stopped at Msala. Find out why they
have not gone on, and come back .very
quickly to tell me*’

She gave him money and rode on
home. Before she reached the bunga-
low the paddlemaker passed ber at a
trot, going toward the sea.

She waited for three days, and then
Victor Durnovo came again. Maurice
was stil away.
scnse of impending danger Jn the very
Wir, I tne louenness of her position.
Yet she was not afrald of Durngvo.
Bhe had left that fear behind. ' 8he
went to the drawing room to see him
tull of resolution. N

“I could not go away,” he said after
relinquishing her hand, “without com-
Ing to see you.”

'~ Jocelyn said nothing. The scared look

which she had last seen in his face was
no longer there, but the eyes were full
of lles. =

“Jocelyn,” the man ‘went on, “I sup-
pose you know that I love you.. Wili
you marry me?’ e arked.

]

)

bave only to mention to one or two
people to make this place too hot for
Maurice Gordon. If he

fury of the natives it would be

Maurice before the world.

“Now will you marry me? bhe
sneered. N

“Supposing,” sald Jocelyn, “for one
moment that there was a grain of truth
in your fabrication, who would believe
you? Who on this coast would take
your word against the word of an
English gentleman? Even if the whole
story were true, which it is not, could
you prove it? You are a liar as well
as a coward and traitor! Do you think
that the very servants in the stable
would belleve you? Do you think that
the Incident of the smallpox at Msala
is forgotten? Do you think that all
Loango, even to the boatmen on the
beach, ignores the fact that you are
here in Loango now because you are
afraid to go through a savage country
to thg slmiacine plateau, as you are
pledged to do? You were afrald of the
smallpox once. There 18 something else
that you are afraid of now. I do not
know what it is, but I will find out.
Coward! Go! Leave the house at once,
before I call in the stable boys to turn
you out, and never dare to speak to me
again!”

He heard her close the window after
him as he walked away beneath the
trees.

Jocelyn went out by the open win-
dow, and presently Nala came grinning
toward her. He was evidently very
much pleased with himself—held him-
self erect and squinted more violently
than usual.

“I have been to Msala,” he sald, with
considerable dignity of manner,

Nala squatted on the chunam floor
and proceeded to unfold a leaf. The
operation took some time. Within the
outer covering there was a second en-
velope of paper, likewlise secured by a
string. Finally the man produced a
small note, which showed signs of
baving been read more than once
This he handed to Jocelyn with an
absured air of importance.

She opened the paper and read:

To Marie, at Msala—Send at once to
Mr. Durnovo, informing him that the
tribes have risen and are rapidly sur-
rounding the plateau. He must return
here at once with as large an armed
force as he can raise, but the most im-
portant consideration is time. He must
not wailt for men from elsewhere, but
must pick up as many as he can in Loan-
80 and on the way up to Msala. I reckon
that we can hold out for three months
without outside assistance, but after that
period we shall be forced to surrender or
try to cut our way through without the
simiacine. With a larger force we could
beat back the tribes and establish our
hold on the plateau by force of arms.
This must be forwarded to Mr. Durnovo
@&t once, wherever he ia. The letter is in
duplicate, sent by two good messengers,
who go by different routes.

JOHN MEREDITH.

When Jocelyn looked up, dry lipped,
breathless, Nala was standing before
her, beaming with self importance.

“Who gave you this?”

“Marle, at Msala.”

“Who is she?”

“Ob, Mr. Durnovo’s woman at Msala,
She keeps his house.”

“But this letter Is for Mr. Durnovol™”
cried Jocelyn, whose fear made her
unreasonably angry. “Why has he
not had it?”

Nala came nearer, with upraised’
forefinger and explanatory palm.

“Marie tell me,” he sald, “that Mr.
Meredith sent two letters. Marle gtve
Mr. Durnovo one. This—other letter.” "

Jocelyn Gordon rose to the oceaslon,

“Can you go,” she sald after a mo-
ment's thought, “to St. Paul de Loanda’'
for me, at once—now?”’

“Oh, yes,” with a sigh. ,

Already Jocelyn was writing some-
thing on a sheet of paper.

|

“Take this,” she sald, “to the tele-|
graph office at St. Paul de Loanda and !
send it off at once. Here Is money.!

| You understand? I will pay you when

There was an awful | Jou bring back the recelpt. If you,

have been very quick I will pay you
well.”

That same evening a second messen-
ger started northward after Maurice
Gordon with a letter telling him to
come back at once to Loango. |

[ ] L L] L] L] L] LJ

Guy Oscard was dining alone. In|

Russell square. when a.telegram. was
jhanded . to him. He opened =it -nd]

Durnovo false.

]
[*Inm done time Guy Oscard landed ov:]'
the beach atr Loanda. He had the tale

L \ Bamcan)
“Le' gol” he gasped.

say that he could hold out for six

There is no one like Meredith once he

makes up his mind to take things

seriously.”

It was tot very well done, and sho
probably saw through it. She prob-
ably knew that he was as anxious as
she was herself. But his very presence
was full of comfort. It somehow

\ | brought a change to the moral atmos-

phere.

“Where Is Durnovo?’ Oscard asked
suddenly.

“I belleve he iIs in Loango. It is not
likely,” she went on, “that he will come
here. I—I rather lost my temper with
him and said things which I imagine
burt his feelings.”

“I'm rather afrald of doing that my-
self,” he saild; “only it will not be his
feelings.”

“I do not think,” she replied, “that it
would be at all expedient to gay or do
anything at present. He must go with
you to the plateau. Afterward—per-
baps.”

Oscard laughed quietly.

“Ah,” he said, “that sounds like one
of Meredith’s propositions. But he
does not mean it any more than you
do.”

“I do mean it,” replied Jocelyn quiet-
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ly.” There is no hatred 80 c« lete, so
merciless, as the hatred of a woman
for one who has wronged the man she,
loves, At such times women do not
pause to give fair play. They make no
allowance.”

Guy Oscard smiled,

“I think I will go and look for him,™
he said.

At dusk thgt same evening there was
a singular incident in the barroom of
the only hotel \n Loango.

Victor Durnovo was there, surrounded
by a few friends of antecedents and
blood similar to his own. They were'
baving a convivial time of it, and the
consumption of 'whisky was greater
than might be deemed discreet in such
a climate as that of Loango. !

Durnovo was In the act of raising his
glass to his lips when the open doorway,
was darkened dnd Guy Oscard stood
‘before him. The half breed’s jaw drop-
ped; the glass was set down again,
rather unsteadily on the zinc covered
counter,

“I want you,” sald Oscard.

There was a little pause, an ominous
sllence, and Victor Durnovo slowly fol-
lowed Oscard out of the room, leaving
that ominous silence behind.

“I leave for Msala tonight,” said Os«
card when they were outside, “and you
are coming with me.”

“I'll see you cursed first!” replied
Durnovo, with a courage born of Irish
whisky.

Guy Oscard sald nothing, but he
stretched out his right hand suddenly.
His fingers closed In the collar of
Victor Durnovo's coat, and that parti.
colored sclon of two races found him-
self feebly trotting the one street of

Loango.

“Le’ gol” he gasped.

But the hand at his neck neither
relinquished nor contracted. When
they reached the beach the embarka~
tion of the little army was going for-

| ward under Maurice Gordon's super-

vision., Victor looked at Gordon. He.
Yeflected over the trump card held in,
fls hand, but he was too skiliful to
olay it then.'

1v be coutinued. )
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