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sword, and willi two quiLk muvciiients llu- men were
slam, Sotlioran pressed on at the rebel commander.
Manly prepared to meet iiim; but from ail sides his

men—.since tiie last of the " Kiizabeth's " crew had
yielded—sprang to the rescue. They closed in upon
the captain like dogs upon an elk, and lor one brief
half minute they swarmed around Iiim. Hut jostling,
they checked each other, and in their midst the bloodv
blade, turned now this way and now that, plaved havoc
with them, it stopped a pike, and laid its owner dead.
It sent a cutlass Hying, and tlirust its wielder througli.
I-rom side to side tlie captain fronted, and at eacii turn
ended a life. lor him it was a carnival of furv; they
shrank- before his (lashing eye more than from his'sword,
and quickly, like the elk with swinging horns, he cleared
a ring about him.

He stood with ready weapon: he cried to Maniv, the
only one he saw who ^vas distinguished by a uniform:
" Come here, you rebel dog!

"

The circle contracted: the men were rcadv to protect
tlieir commander. I!ut a voice from the' side cried:
" Hold, he is mine!

"

And there stood FJlcry—Cod! Ellery! A cold clutch,
a hand of ice. was hk\ upon the captain's heart. Was
there magic in the man, that he should fiv so far, and
there, upon the sea, confront Iiim^ He stood with
weapon lowered, while Frank, raising his haiui aloft,
spoke to the ring of seamen.

" This man is mine," he said. " Let no one dare to
touch him."

Then Sofheran recovered. TTo lnr,ked arottnd upon
the .Americans, and motioned them back. " Give room."
he said. He turned to Frank. " So vou, like Tudor,
want vour turn'"


