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)N the afternoon of the 3rd of April, 1886,I, George Conway, purser of the Morning
Star, passenger steamer of the Gold Star
LUne, was sitting on the verandah of the

eat Oriental ilote! at Colombo. We were home-
rd bound from Singapore, and the Morning Star
s iying at anchor about haif a mile from the
ýakwater. She was to leave at six o'clock that
Mfing.
The thermometer on the verandah registered go
,rees, and I stretched myseif at full length on a
,r wicker chair. The only other European present
s a handsomne, sunburnt man of middle age,
nssed entirely in white drill. 1 put him down at
ýe as a mlitary officer, from the white line of the
n-strap on his cheek. I had been watching him
ually for some time and couki flot help being
uck by bis manner. A curious, nervous restless-
ýs seemed to pervade hlm, hie kept changing from
Sseat ta, another, lighting his cigar and Ietting it
out, and looking up quickly if any of the servants
?pened to come suddenly out of the dining-room.

.eewas a keen, alert look in bis blue eyes, and
3et, aimost fierce, expression on his firm, sharpiy

features. He glanced at me two or three times
if. about to speak, and finally got up and came

.055 to me.
«Excuse me, sir," hie said, "but I think you are
officer of the Morning Star?"
"I am," I replied; "I am the purser."
'tan you tell me the exact hour when she will
i ?",
"At six o'clock," i answered; "are you -going

me hy hier ?"
"Yes, and I shall go on board at once; I can't

ind hanging about here."
Hie called ta one of the white-robed servants to
~his luggage, and in a few moments started off.

hought bis mnanner somewhat extraordinary, but
severai passengers came in at that moment, and
Mlore or less claimed my attention, 1 had to, post-

nie rmy curiasity for the present.
About an hour later we were ail on board. I

ind tbe new passenger, whose naine was entered
the ship's list as Major Strangways, leaning over
Srail. The auxious look was still on his face,

d ha watched each fresh arrivai closely. At five
fitites to six the whistle boom-ed ont its w.arning
departure, the Lascars were just beginning ta

steam
's whar

"Miss Keele ?" I said interrogatively.
"Yes, sir; the Young lady who arrived just be-

fore the vessai started."
"Oh, that's ail right," I answered.
The man withdrew and I continued my toilet.

As I did so a amile of satisfaction lingered round
my lips. Major Strangways had already roused my
interest, and Miss Keele had the sort of face which
must attract the attention of any man who bas an
eye for beauty. 1 am very fond of a pretty face,
and have seen many in the course of my numerous
voyages. But there was something about the eyes
and the whole expression of the girl who had come
on board the Morning Star sa unexpectedly that
afternoon which worried as much as it attracted
me. Had I, or bad I not, seen that face before?
Eitber I had met it in tbe past, or it was startlingly
like a face 1 knew. In vain I searched through my
memory-the dinner-beil rang, and I entered the
saloon.

M ISS KEEILE, witb ail signs of haste and travel
remnoved, was seated at my rigbt, and Major

Strangways bad the place next ta bier. I gave hier
a searcbing glance and, as I did so, almost uttered
an exclamation. The missing link in my memnory
of the past was supplied. Good God! what a queer
tbing life was! That girl, sitting there in bier even-
ing dress, in ail the freshness of beryoung beauty,
had stood, three years ago, in the criminal dock of
the Oid Bailey. Beyond doubt, either sbe or hier
double had stood there. 1 knew now why the pose
of the head and the flasb in thered-brown eyes bad
sa arrested my attention. It was perfectly true I
had seen that face before. On a hot August after-
noon, three years ago, I had strolled into the great,
criminal court at the Old Bailey and bad there wit-
Inessed part of a triai. A girl bad stood in the dock
-this girl. I had neyer heard bow the trial ended,
nor wbether the girl was guilty or nat. There sbe
had stood,' and 1 had watched hier. Wbat in the
naine of ail that was miraculous was she doing on
board the Mornùsg Star now?

"I beg your pardon," I said suddenly.
Miss Keele bad addressed mie twice, but s0 iost

was 1 in my musings tbat I bad not heard bier. I
hastenied 110w to pusb that ugly memory out of sigbt
and to rise to my immediate duties.

"I arn afraid you had rather ýa rush to catch the
boat," I said.

"Yes," she answered, with again tbat fleeting
smule;- "it was a close shave, and was, ail owing
to those abominable coolies. You cannot make a
native understand that there is such a tbing as
tume. 1 shouid bave beenl terribly disappointed if
1 bad bast my passage, as I am most anxious ta get
home by the firat week of tbe season."

"Then England is your home ?" I said tentatively.
"'It is," she answered. "I spent ahl my eariy days

in England, but I bave been in Ceylon, on iny
faffier's plantation, for the iast five or six years.
I bave an aunt in London wbo bas promised to take
me about, but I only got the final sumnmons to join
ber at the eleventh bour. Hence my great haste,"
sheçcontinued; "I ail but loat the boat."

"You certainly did," I replied.
Her tane waa perfectlv frank, bier eyes were

board the Morning Star at the last moment had,
beylond doubt, a past which she was anxious ta
couceal. 0f this I had flot the faintest sbadow of
doubt; but, after ail, it was nat my affair. Perhaps
she had been proved innocent, not guilty; perhaps
she was to ha pitied, not censured. One thiug, at
ieast, was evident. Whatever she bad doue in bier
past life, she bad flow retrieved bier position, bier
friends were respectable, and she berseif appeared
ta be quite a lady.

I had just resolved ta dismiss the matter from
my mind, and was bringing my whole attention ta
bear upon long lists of accounts and invoices of
stores, when, just as five beils struck, I heard a
knock at my door, and ta my surprise Maj or Strang-
ways entered.

"I bope you wiil excuse me, purser," hie said; "I
want ta speak ta you on a matter of some
importance."

"Certainly," I answered; "sit dowu."
He seated bimseif on the sofa, and I pusbed a

cigar towards hira.
" I -suppose there is no chance of our being over-

heard ?" bie said, glancing round.
"None wbatever," I said; "please go "on."
"Weli," hie began, "I am in a very exceptional

position, and I want ta, ask you before 1 say any-
thing further if you will promise ta keep wbat I am
about ta tell you an absolute secret from everyone
on board ?"

"Certainly," I answered, "provided it is notbing
wbich wili compromise my position as a servant of
the ,company."

"It will nat do'sa in the ieast. You will give
me your Ppomse?

Yes,' I said.
"Well, ta begin, I must inform you at once that,

as 1 ait here, I am warth close on haîf a million
sterling."

I looked at himi in surprise.
"I do not mean that I myself own that sum,"

hie continued, "but that on my persan I carry pro-
perty ta that value."

JWAITED for himi ta continue.
"I will tel! you the whole stary," hie said. "I

made up my mind ta do so0 this afternoon. It is
essentiai that 1 sbould, have sorqe trustworthy con-,
fidant, for one neyer knows wbat may bappen, and
if anytbing sbould bappen to nme before I get home,
1 shall ask you to 'act for me. Would you mmnd
locking your door ?"

"'Why ?" I asked, loaking himi full in the face.
"To prevent anyone coming in suddenly. I bave

sometbing ta show you wbich no one else must see."
I leant over and abat the brasa boIt forward,

then turned ta hlm again.
"What are yau going ta do ?" 1 exclaimed, think-

ing hie must be mnad. With great rapidity hie bad
takeri off bis dress coat, then bis waistcaat, and,
unbuttoning bis shirt, opened it.

"Do you aee thia ?" bie cried.
"Yes," I anawered, as hie turned to the light;

"wbat is it ?"
Ha was wearing round bis waist, next to bis

skin, a somewbat broad belt covered with wash-
leather. As I spoke bie suddenly drew away the
outer covering and diacloaed uniderneath a band
fasbioned ta resembie a cabra.

"In this baIt," hae said, "there are jewels ta the
value 1 have mientianed. I am taking them borne
ta England."

"You are doing a very dangerous tbing," I could
not help exclaiming. "Are you the owner of these

ly not. Have you ever
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