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Her henrt sank when she discovered 
this new maelstrom in her sea of trou
bles, but here was Carmela herself 
speaking to her and in English.

“So you are Iris Vorke!" the girl was 
saying. “I have heard so much of you, 
yet you are so utterly different from 
what I Imagined!”

“You have heard of me?” repeated 
Iris, and surprise helped her to smile 
with something of her wonted self pos
session.

“Yes. mi board the steamer. We sail
ed from Southampton and had little 
else to talk of during the voyage. But, 
of course, you cannot understand. 
Among my fellow passengers were 
your unde and Mr. Bulmer.”

Iris had long relinquished any hope 
of communicating with Bootle until 
the present deadlock in the operations 
of the two armies was a thing of the 
past. Completely mystitied now by 
Curmcla's glib reference to the two 
men whose names were so often in her 
thoughts, though seldom on her lips, 
she could only gaze at the Sen bora de 
Sylva in silent bewilderment.

Carmela. feeling that she was gain
ing ground rapidly, affected a note of 
polite regret.

“Ple.-i.-v forgive me for being so 
nhr.'.": perhaps I ought to have pre- 
part;! i it is quite true. Mr.
Vorl: y ••••'<» Mr Palmer came with me 

• • V. •• : :i re:1 !;: d l'orna in

deed. if It were not for them and the 
assistance they gave me 1 would not 
be here now. No one recognized me, 
fortunately, and—I hope you will not 
be vexed—i passed as Mr. Verity's 
niece. In fact, 1 took your place for 
the time.”

“If Mr. Verity and Mr. Bulmer are 
In Brazil”— Iris began tremulously, 
but Carmela broke In, with a shrill 
laugh:

“There Is no 'if.* Look below there, 
near my father’s tent! They have ar
rived. They are asking for you. Come, 
let us meet them! 1 must see my fa
ther before be departs.”

Iris’ swimmiug eyes could not dis
cern the figures to which Carmela was 
pointing. But this strange girl’s trium

phant tone rang 
like a knell in her 
heart She was 
not thinking now 
of the complica
tions that might 
arise between 
San Benavides 
and hla discard
ed flame. She 
only knew that 
by some miracle 
her uncle had 
come to bring 
her home, and 
with him was 
the man to whom 
she was plighted, 
while Philip only 

"you've give if us a half an hour ago
BABE DANCE.” f,a(J told foef

would not see her again until the fol
lowing evening.

So this was the end of her dream. 
Bittersweet it had been and long 
drawn out, but forthwith she must 
awake to the gray actualities of life.

She felt Carmela dragging her on
ward irresistibly, vindictively. She 
saw as through a mist David Verity’s 
fiery hued face and heard bis harsh 
accents. Yes, there was no mistake. 
Here was Bootle transported to Brazil, 
Linden House to Las Fiores!

“By gum, lass,” he was bellowing, 
with a touch of real sentiment in his 
voice, “you've given us a rare dance 
afore we caught up wi’ you. But ’ere 
you are, bright as a cherry, an’ ’ere is 
Dickey an’ meself come to fetch you. 
Dash my wig, there’s life in the old 
dogs yet, or we’d never ha' bin able to 
ride fbrty mile through this God for
gotten country. An’ damme if that 
Isn’t Coke, red as a lobster. Jimmie, 
me boy, put it there! Man, but you’re 
a dashed long way from port!”

Happily iris was too stunned to be
tray herself. She extended a hand to 
the eon browned, white haired old 
man standing by her uncle’s aide.

CHAPTER XVL
SHOWING HOW BRAZIL CHOSE HER PRESI

DENT.

T
WO thousand five hundred years 

sgo the prophet Jeremiah ex
pressed incredulity as to the 
power of an Ethiopian to 

-change his akin or a leopard his spots. 
The march of the centuries has folly 
Justified the seer’s historic dopbt, so It 
•makes but slight demand on the crit
ical faculties to assume that two years’ 
residence In Europe bad not cooled the 
hot southern blood flowing in Car
me la's veins.

She had bated Iris before she set 
eyes on her. She bated her now that 
she had seen her rare beauty. She 
gMEted on the suffering Inflicted by 
the presence of the faded old man 
who claimed her as his bride. Though 
St was of the utmost Importance that 
she should hasten to her father, she 
returned ee Las Flores to her rival’s 
company, their arms linked In seem
ing friendship and the Brasilian girl’s 
ears alert to treasure every word that 
4dM of Buhner's wooing.

,|p Dftckev fontonfafl himself by lis

tening to Coke’s nuipeiiv -uiuui ui 
the Andromeda’s wrecking, and if he 
Interposed au occasional question and 
thus drew the girl’s sweet voice Into 
the talk it was invariably germane to 
the strange history of the ship and her 
human freight

Coke’s narrative was picturesque and 
lurid Every incident centered in the 
striving personality of Philip Hozler. 
F: mu the instant the second shell 
• : uck the winch and laid him appar- 
> ntly dead on the forecastle to the 
very hour of this coming together at 
L«s Flores, Hozler held the stage. It 
was he who took Iris on his shoulders 
and brought her to safety through the 
spume of the wrath!ui sea, lie who 
carried her to the bur, he who crossed 
Fernando Noronha alone to protect

Coke was impartial. He would have 
minimized his own singular bravery 
in running up the ship’s signals had 
not Iris given him a breathing space 
while she enthralled the others with 
her description. Otherwise Coke skip- 
peel no line of his epic.

“You’ll rec’lcct,” be wheezed in a 
voice that rasped like a file, “you’ll 
rec’lect. Mr. Verity, «as I said to you 
that Ilozier was good enough to take 
charge of the bridge of a battleship. 
By—well, any’ow if I’d said the chan
nel fleet 1 shouldn’t *’ave bin talkin’ 
through me 'at Look at ’ira now. 
’E’s the on’y reel live man Dom Wot’s- 
’is-name ’as got. Sink me, if it wasn’t 
for the folks at ’ome an’ the fae’ that 
the Andromeeda’s skipper ought to 
keep clear of politics in this crimson 
country I’d ’ave a cut in at the game 
meself.’’

It might be hoped that Carmela’» 
mood would soften when she discov
ered her rival’s hapless love, but that 
would be expecting something which 
her bursting southern heart could not 
give. A volcano pours forth lava, not 
water. It scorches, not heals. Iris, 
willing or not, bad sapped her Salva
dor’s allegiance. Carmela wanted to 
see those curved lips writhing in pain, 
those brown eyes dimmed, that smooth 
brow wrung with the grief that knows 
no remedy.

A fierce. Joy leaped up In her when 
Verily spoke of an early departure

“You see, Iris,” he explained, “these 
Brazilian bucks may be months in set
tlin’ their differences. Dickey an’ me. 
elped a lot by our consul, squeezed a 
pass out of the president—beg pardon, 
miss, but ’e is president, in Vernaui- 
buco at all events,” he said in an 
apologetic aside to Carmela—“an’ the 
sooner we make tracks for ole Eng
land the better it'll be for all of 
us. Wot do you say to an early start 
tomorrow? We’d be off tonight on’y 
I'm feared my rheumaticky bones 
wouldn't stand the racket.”

Thè color ebbed from Iris’ face, but 
she said at once:

“I shall be ready, uncle, dear. 1 
promised Dom Corria to look after the 
hospital appliances that are so much 
needed by the poor soldiers, but the 
Sen bora de Sylva will attend to that 
much more effectually than I.”

“Good! Then that’s settled.”
Carmela, of course, did not believe 

In a woman’s complacency in such a 
Vital matter. She was ever prepared to 
spring, to strike, to wrench their plans 
to suit her own ends; but, contrive as 
she might, she could not succeed in 
leaving Iris alone with Bulmer. Full 
of device, she was foiled at each turn. 
The day wore, the sun went down, the 
starlit sky made beautiful a parched 
earth, but never a word In privacy did 
Iris exchange with her husband to be. 
Carmela’s malice was not bidden from 
her, but she despised it There was 
some ease for her tortured brain in de
feating it. If tbe Sen bora de Sylva 
bad only understood how thoroughly 
the Englishwoman loathed her petty 
Jealousy It was possible that tbe few 
remaining hours of tbetr enforced Inti
macy might have been rendered less 
irksome.

The future is tbe most cunning of 
playwrights. No man may tell what 
the next scene shall be. And no man 
nor any woman could guess the mad 
revel of hate and war that would rage 
that night around the placid home
stead of Las Flores.

Behind the veranda was a huge ball
room converted by the exigencies of 
the campaign into a dining hall for the 
many inmates of thé tinea. The Bra
zilian ladles, tbe sailors, some sick or 
wounded officers who were not con
fined to bed, even tbe household serv
ants, took their meals there in com
mon. Supper was served soon after 0 
o’clock. When cigars and cigarettes 
were lighted and the company broke 
up Into laughing, gossiping, noisy 
groups, tbe place looked more like a 
popular continental cafe than a room 
In a private mansion.

Though De Sylva, General Russo, 
San Benavides and some score of 
members of tbe president’s staff who 
usually dined at the tinea were now 
absent, there was no lack of lively 
chatter. ▲ very Babel of tongues 
mixed to amity. Tbe prevalent note 
was one of cheery animation. Carmela 
exerted herself to win popularity, and 
a president’s daughter need not put 
forth very strenuous efforts to that di
rection to be acclaimed by moat

Iris was listening with real Interest 
to Verity’s description of the finding 
of Mac far lane to the Andromeda's boat 
by a Cardiff bound collier three days 
after be bad drifted away from Fer
nando Noronha.

“The yarn kern to us through the 
consul at Pernambuco,” he said. “Evi
dently; from wot yon, tell me. It’s all 
right Poor ole Mac ’ad a bad time 
afore *e was picked up, bet ’e was 
alive, an’ I’m Johy glad of it, for ’eH 
be a first rate wltbees w’en this busi
ness comes op to court”

“Wot court /’ demanded Coke sharp
ly.

“Tbe court that settles our claim, of 
coarse,” retorted Verity, with a quick 
fern* leofcat his SeUew ***—Mr*tpr,

“There'll be no claim. The president 
means to stump up to style. You take 
my tip an’ shut up about courts,” said 
Coke.

''It’ll cost Brazil a tidy penny,” re
marked Bulmer thoughtfully.

A criado. a nondescript manservant 
attached to the household, stooped 
over Iris and whispered something. 
She gathered* that she was wanted in 
the pateo, or courtyard, which, owing 
to the construction of the house, stood 
on one side Instead of in front, where 
the lawn usurped its usual position.

“Who is It?’ she asked.
“Colonel San Benavides, senhora.”
“Tell him to wait,” she said, hoping 

to gain a moment wherein to decide 
how best to act

“It is urgent, senhora—ao mesmo 
tempo, the colonel said.”

“Go! That is ray answer.”
Iris had no wish to meet San Bena

vides. If she were seen with him In 
the dark pateo at this late hour fuel 
would be added to the fire of Carme
la’s foolish spite. She was aware of 
Carmela’s covert glance watching her 
from the other end of the long room. 
What was to be done? Why not send 
Carmela in her stead? They were al
most of the same height and dressed 
somewhat alike in flowered muslin. 
It would be an amusing mistake, 
though annoying perhaps to San Bena
vides. At anÿ rate, Carmela would not 
object, and Iris was fully resolved not 
to keep the tryst in person.

She walked straight to her enemy.
“Colonel San Benavides awaits you 

in tbe pateo.” she said In English.
“Awaits me!”
There was no mistaking the gleam 

in those Jet black eyes. The smolder
ing fire flamed into furnace heat at the 
implied indignity of such a mandate 
being delivered by Iris.

“I suppose so,” said Iris carelessly. 
“A servant brought the message. He 
came to me in the first instance, but I 
am just going to my room to pack my 
few belongings. We leave here at 
daybreak, you know.”

So at last Carmela would learn the 
truth. Salvador was out there alone. . 
She would soon Judge him. If he were 
innocent she would know. If he find 
merely been made the sport of a de- i 
signing woman she was ready to for- ! 
give. In a more amiable mood than | 
she had displayed at any moment since 
her arrival at Las Flores, Carmela 
hastened along a dark corridor, crossed 
a bare ball, passed through a porch 
and searched the shadows of the 
pateo for the form of her one time 
lover.

A voice whispered in French:
“Come quickly, senhora, I pray you!”
It startled her to find Sau Benavides 

talking French until it occurred to her 
that Iris and he must converse in that 
language or hardly at alL The thought 
was disquieting. The volcano stirred 
again.

“Senhora, je vous prie!” again plead
ed the man, who was on horseback 
under the trees.

She did not hesitate, but ran to him. 
Without a word of explanation he 
caught her to his arms, drew her up 
until she was seated on the bolsters 
strapped to a gaucho saddle and 
wheeled his horse into a gallop. Filled 
with a grim determination, she uttered 
no protest. Not a syllable crossed her 
lips lest he should strive to amend his 
woeful blunder. She noticed that they 
were not going toward the camp, but 
circling round tbe Inclosed land to tbe 
direction of the hills. Though the 
night was dark, the stars gave light 
enough for the horse to move freely. 
Carmela’s head was bent

But San Benavides wondered why 
the cold Ingleza had surrendered so 
silently. He expected at least a 
scream, a struggle, an impassioned de
mand to be released.

“One word, senhora,” he muttered. 
“You must think me mad. 1 am not. 
All is lost Our army is defeated. In 
an hour Las Flores will be In flames.”

The girl quivered to bis arms. ▲ 
moaning cry chine from her. <

“It is true, I swear It!” he vowed. 
“I mean you no ill. I fought till the 
end, and my good horse alone carried 
me in advance of the routed troops. 
Dom Corria may reach the fiuca alive, 
but even so he and the rest will be 
killed. I refused to escape without 
you. Believe me or not,' you are dear
er than life itself.”

Carmela, with a sudden movement, 
raised her face to his and threw aside 
her veil.

“Salvador!” she said.
His eyes glared Into hers. His fren

zied clutch at the reins pulled the horse 
on to its haunches.

“My God, Carmela!” he almoet 
shrieked.

“Yes. So you are running away, 
Salvador—running away with the Eng
lish miss, dcsertlug my father in tbe 
hour of his need! But she will die 
with the others, you say. Well, then. 
Join her!”

/To be cohtlnued)
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Airmen Ready For Perilous Work"

A Aoysl Flying Corps Bombinj Squadron—A pilot examining a 26 lb. bomb.
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British end Italian airmen are now very great friends.
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£ British Army Piggery in France.—Camp waste utilised to produce food.
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