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erypt 1t by the little blue flaras of an ofl
lamp. From aboyve cume  sounds ke
thunder, Immense, vibrating; we were Im-
mediately under the cholr. Through the
eracks around a large stone ghowed o
parallelogram of lghti

In the dimness I had n gllmpse of tha
face of my conductor— a thin, wonderfully
hollow-cheeked Iny brother. He began,
with great gentleness, to assist me out of
my blnck robes, and then he sald:

*Tid: senorita will be hero very soon
with the Sonor Tomas,"” and then added,
with an Infinftely sud and tender, dim
mmnilod

“Will not the Senor Caballero, if it is not
ropugnant, say a prayer for the repose
of—" Te polnted gently upward to the
great flagstone above which was the coffln
of Don Balthasar and Carlos. The priest
himsaclf was one of thosa very holy., very
touching—perhaps, very stupld-men that
one finds in such places. With his dim,
wistful face he I8 over present in my
memory. He added: "And that the good
God of us all may keep It In the Senor
Caballero's heart to care well for the soul
of the dear senorita.'

“I am a very old man,” he whispered,
after a pause. He was Indeed an old man,
quite worn out, quite without hope on
earth. *I have loved the senorita since she
wns a child. The Benor CabalMero takes
her from us. I would bave him pray—to
be made worthy.*

Whilst T was doing it, the place begun to
be allve with whispers of garments, of
hushed footsteps, a small exclamation in
R gruff volee. Then the stone above moved
out of Its place and n blase of light fell
@own from the cholr above

I saw beside me Seraphina’s face, bril-
liantly lit, looking upwarda, Tomas Castro
snid:

“Come quickly * * *  ocome quickly
® & #» the prayvers are onding; there
will be people In the strect”

From the open door the priest rattled his
keys, and sald, “Come, come,” Impa-
tiently.

I was horribly afrald that Seraphina
would shriek or falnt, or refuse to move.
There was very little time. The piroteas
might stream out of the front of the cathe-
dral a8 we came from the back; the bishop
had promised to accentuate the longth of
the serviee. Tut Seraphina glided toward
the open door: a breath of fresh alr reached
us. She looked back ance. The coffin was
swinging right over the hole, shutting out
the light. Tomas Castro took her hand
and sald, “Come * * *  pcome," with
fnfinite tenderncss,

Ha had been sohbing eonvulsively, Wae
wenl up some steps and the door shut
behind ug with a sound llke o elgh of
relief.

We went very fust, M perfect hluckness
and solitude, on the deserted beach be-
tween the old town and the villnge. BEvery
goul was near the cathedral. A bont lay
half aflont. To the left In ithe dlstancs
the Hsht of the schooner opposite the
Casa Rlego wnvered on still water.

Buddenly Tomas Castro sald;

*“Phe senoritn never before set foot to
the apen gronnd.”’

At once I lifted her into the hont, “Shova
off, Tomas,” 1 sald, with a beating heart.
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There was a slight, almost imperceptible
Jar, a faint grating nolse, i whispering
pound of sand—and the boat, withoul n
epliash, floated.

“Hurry, senor,” whisperad Castro. *“The
mists o the middle of the bay will hide
us when the moon rises.”

It was time—if we were to cscape. HEs-
cipe where? Into the open sea? With
that silent, sorrowing girl by my side! In
this miserable cockleshell, and without any
refuge open to us? I wus not really a
hesitation: she could not be left at the
merey of O'Brien,

The mists rising on the lowlands never
filled the bay, and 1 could see them lying
In moonlight across the outlet like a sllvery
white ghost of »n wall. We penetrated it
and Instantly became lost to view frum the
shore.

Om this very night Manuel-del-Popolo was
outside with u good many rowboits, wilt-
Ing on an Indioman, The ship had been
geen nearing the shore since noon. I wns
becnlmed now. Perlhaps they were looting
It already,

I heard Beraphinn's volee gaving softly:
*You anre a true friend, Tomus Castro. To
you shall come o friend's reward.

“Alag, sonorita!” he sighed, “"What re-
muina for me In this world—for me who
have given for two masses for the souls
of that Hustrious man, and of your cousin
Don Ciarlos, my last plece of gllver?

“We shall make you very rich, Tomas
Castro,” she sald with decision, as If there
had been bage of gold In the bout.

He returned a high-flown phrase of
thanks In & bitter, absent whisper., 1
knew well enough that the help he had
given me was not for money, not for love—
not even for loyalty to the Riegos, It was
obedience to the st recomunendatdon of
Carlos. Ho ran risks for my safety, but
gave me nons of hig allegiance

Buc gave nu sign of baving heard Castro's
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worda, Tat suddenly T felt, without her
clonked fAgurce having stirred, her gmall
hand alip Into ming

“Ah, you are goenerous,” T whispered
cloge to the edge of the clonk overshad-
owing her fuce,

“You must now think of yourself, Junn,"
she sald,

“Of mysell,” 1 cchoed sadly. "I have
only you to think of, und you are so far
awny—out of my reach. Thern are Your
dend—all vour loss, between you and me."’

Bhe touched my arm.

“It 1s 1 who must think of my dead™
she whispered., *“But you, you must think
of yourself, because 1 have nothing of mine
in this world now.”

The nolse of oars rowing fust, to the
precipitated Jingling of a gultar, swooped
down upon us with a gallant ferocity.

“Caramba,” Castro muttered; “It s the
fool Manuel himself!"”

I sadd, then:

“Wea have elght shots belween us two,
Tomas."

Ho thrust his brace of pistols upon my
kneesa.

“Dispose of them as your worshlp
pleases,” ha muttered.

“You mustn't give up, yet." 1 whispered.

“What la 1t that I give up?’ he numbled
waoarily. “Besides, there grows from my
forearm a blude. 1If 1 shall find myself
indigpoged Lo quit this world alone * = *
Listen to the singing of that imbecile.”

We were in the thick of It. It was
Muanuel's bogt, a8 Castro had guessed, and
the other boats were rallylng upon It grop-
ingly, keeping up o suceccssion of yells:

“Ohe! Ohe! Where, where?”

And the people In Manuel’s boat howled
back at them, “Ohe! Ohe * * e! This
wily; hera!"

Buddenly he struck the gultar a mighty
blow, and chunted in an ingpired and
grandlose gtrain:

“Bteer—for—the—song."

“Hombres de Rio Medio! Amigos! Va.
Henls! * * * Manuel was beginning hiy
peroration. He would lead them, now,
agalnst the English ship. The terrified
heretles would  surender., There wus
always gold in English shipa. He stopped
his speech, and then called loudly, Lot the
boats keep toneh with each other, and not
stray In that fog.””

“The dog,” grunted Castro, We heard
a resolute bustle of preparation: oars were
being shipped.

“Make ready, Tomas,” T whispered,

“Itead for what?* he grumbled. “Where
shall your worship run from these swine?”

“ We must follow them," T answered,

“*The mudness of the senor's counirymen
descends upon him,'”" he whispered with
sardonie politeness “Wherefore follow?""

“Ta find the Englsh ship,” 1 angwered
swiftly.

The rapld clatter of rowing, the exelted
him of volees, the violent commotion of
the woater, passed by us with an Im-
petuosity that took my breath awny. They
had started In & bunch, There must have
boen amongst them at least one erew of
negroes, because somehody wis benling a
tambouring smartly, and the rowers chor-
usarl In o quick, panting undertone, “"Ha,
ho, talibambo, . . . Ho, ho. tali-
bamba.” One of the bouts sithoustted it-
pelf for an Instant, 4 row of heads swaving
buck and forth, towered over astern by o
full-length figure as stralght 48 an arrow.
A relreating volee thundered, “Silence!™
The sounds and the forms faded together
in the fog with amaging swiftness,

Seraphina. her cloak off, her head bare,
stured forward after the fleeting murmurs
and shndows we were pursuing, Bome-
times she warned us, “More to the left,” or
“Faster!” We had to pat forth our best,
for Manual, as if in the vory wantonness
of confidence, had set a tremendous pace.

We followed in the track of the sound,
and, for the most part, kept in slght of
the elusive shadow of Lhe sternmost boat,
Often, In n densyr belt of fog, tha sounds
of rowing became muffled almost to ox-
tinction; or we seemed to hear them oll
round and, startied, checked our speed,
Durk spparitions of boalts would surge up
on all sides In &4 most Inexplicable way;
to the right; to the left; even coming from
behind, “Uhey appeared real, unmistakabile,
and, before we had time to dodge them,
vanished utterly, Then we Lhnd to spurt
desperutely  afler the grind of Lhe oars,
caught, just in time, in an unexpected di-
rection,

And then we lost them. We pulled
fruntically Beruphina hud been urging
us, "Faster! faster!” From Ume to Ume
I would ask her, “Can you see them?"
“Not yer,” she answered curtly. The
perspiration poured down my face  Cuas-
tro's panting was lke the wheezing of
bellows at my back. Suddenly, In a
despulring tone, she sald:

“Btop! 1 ecan nelther see nor hear any-
thing now.*

We fenthered our onrs at once, and fell
to listening with lowered heads. The ripple
of the boat's way explred slowly. A great
white stillness hung slumboerously over the
Bei.

It wns inconcelvable We pulled once
or twice with extreme energy for o few
minutes after imaginnry whistlés or =shouls
Once 1| heard them passing our bow. Hut
it was useleas; we stopped, and the moon,
from within the mistinesyp of ah lmmense
balo, lovked dreamnlly upon our hewds,

Castro grunted "lere |2 an ond of your

plan, Senor Lion Junn,*
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A distant tumult arose suddenly, and
as stddenly ceasod for o #pace of 4 breath
or two,

“Now, Castro,'” 1 shoutod,

“1Ma! Buceno!™

Wo guve way with a vigor that meemed
to Ut the dingey out of the water. The
uprour guathered volume and ferceness.

From the first it was 4 hand 1o hand
contest, enguged In suddenly, as iF the as-
sallants hud nt once munuged to board
in & body, and, as It were, In one uninnl-
mous spring. No shots had been fAred
Too far to hear the blows, and sccing
nothing ne yet of the =hip, we seemed to
be hastening towards a deadly struggle
of wvodees, of shadows with leathern
throals; every cory heard In batue wus
there-rage, encouragement, fury, hatoe and
pain,  And those of paln were amuagingly
distinet. They were yells: they were
howls, And suddenly, as wao approached
the ship, but before we could mike out
any elgn of It, we came upon a boat. We
hud to swerve to clear . It seemed lo
have dropped out of the fight In utter dis-
array: It lay with no oars out, and full
of men who writhed and tumbled over each
other, shrieking as {f they had been flayed,
Abuve the writhing figures In the middle
of the boat, a tall man, upright In the
sternaheets, raved awful imprecations und
shook his fists above his hend.

The Llunt dingey fonmed past that vision
within an our's length, no more, making
gtralght for the clamor of the fight, The
lnst pull of wind must have thinned the
fog In the ship's truck; for, standing up,
face forward to pull stroke, 1 saw It come
out, stern on to us, from truck to water
Hne, mi=gdly tall and motionless, but re-
sounding withh the most Herce and  dis-
perate noises, A cluster of empty boats
clung low to its port alde, raft-like and
vague on the water,

We heard now, mingled with the fury
and hate of shouts reverberating from the
placid  sails, mighty thuds and ernshes,
as it 1t had been o combut with elubs and
battle uxes,

As 1 hended for ‘t, n blg bont, full of
men with many oarg, shot aeross our bow
and vanished around the ship's counter
In the twinkling of an «ye. The defenders,
enguged on the port &lde, were golng to be
taken n the rear, We were thon 800 ¢lose
to the counter that the cries of “Doath,
denth,” rang over our heails. A voles on
the poop sald furlously in Boglish, “Stand
fust, men.'” Next moment wir, LM,
rounded the guarter only twoenty fect be-
hind the Dbig boat, hbut with a slightly
wider sweep,

I snil, “Have the pistols rendy, Sora-
phina.” And #he answered quite steadlly

“They ara ready, Jusn.'

No sooner arcvund than we were upon
them. We wore upon them g0 fast thut
1 had barely the time to fling awuy my
oar nnd close my grip on the butt of the
pistols Sernphinn  prexsed Into my hund
from behind, Jastro, 1o, had dropped hils
oar, and (urning os swilft as o eat, crouched
tn the bowe, I saw hils goud arm dorting
out towards thelr boat,

They had cast n grapnel cleverly and
swung erbreast of the main chalng wera
grimly busied in boarding the undefended
side In silonce,  One ad already his leg
over the ship's rall und below him three
more werp clambering resolutely, one above
tho other. The rest of them, standing up
in a body with thelr faces to the ship,
were so oblivious of everyihing In thelr
purpose Lhatl they slaggered all togeiher
to thie shock of the dingey, heavily, as I
the curth had recled under them,

Castro knew what he was doing. T saw
his only hand hop along the gunwale,
drageing our oockleshell forward very
Ewifily. The tottering Hpaniards turned
thelr beads, and for @ moment we looked
at eich other in sllence.

I was too excited to zhout; the surprise
pecmed (0 have deprived them of thelir
gcnses, and they all had the same grin of
toeth cloged upon the naked biades of thelr
knives, the same stupld stare fastened upon
my evaes. T pulled the trigger in the nearest
fuce, nnd the terrific din of the fight golng
on above us wus overpowerad by the re-
port of the pistol, as if by a dup of thun-
der. The man's gaping mouth dropped the
knife, and he stood stifMy long enongh for
the thought, “I've missed him,” to flash
through my mind before he tumbled clesn
out of the bout without touching anything,
ke 1 wooden dummy Upped by the hools.
Hi# lieadlong full sent the water flying
high over the stern of the dingeyr, With
the second barrel T took u long shot at the
mon sitting, amazed, astride of the rail
nbove, 1 saw him double up suddenly and
full fnbourd sldeways, but the fellow fol-
lowing him mude a convulsive effort, and
leaped out of sight onto the deck of the
ship I dropped the discharged weapon
and fired the firet barrel of the other at the
upper of the two men clinging halfway
up the ship's mide. To that one shot they
buth vanished ax If Ly enchuntment, the
fellow T had Wit knocking off his friend
below The erash of thelr fall was fol-
lowed by & great yell,

Leaving Beraphina  with  Castro, and
sticking the remuining pair of pistols In my

bell, T swirmed up the rogw The monm,

e light ol #Several lunthorns, The glire
fram thy opon doore, mamgeied viclently i
the glenmy for betweon the high bulwarks
of the shilp Bal ghe dharacier of the cone
test wan changing, even i 1 poused on
the rall o get m besring e follnw
who Bad lenpesd on bohnd to escige iy shot

hid Bolted peross the Jdeck o his rriends
on the other sidey, yelling

"ly, Ny! The heretios aro ooming, shoots
Ing (rom the sen, AN S lost. Fly, o, 0y !

I necdn’t relate how 1 had my arme
plhiaken off o the chatecter of o suvior,
But 1 got sny amount of pradsde st lust
though 1 was terribly out of breath-ut the
viory last gusp, as you might say A g,
gmooth-faced, well knlt, vory elated and
buoynni, began twlking o me oudiesxsiy.,
He was mighty happy, and anyhow he
could talk to me, because | wae past doing
unything but tukiong o moment’'s rost. He
sud 1 had come o the pivk of time and
was quite the best of fellows,

“1Ir you had a faney to be called the
archblishop of Canterbury, we'd “your grace'
you, I am the mate, Sebright. You don't
think they'd come baek for another taste?
The blessed old doek's aflont. That's my
Hitle dodge, bolling water for those Dagos,
if they come. Bo 1 got the cook to fire up
and we put the suction hose of the fire
pump Into the boller, nnd we filled the eop-
pors and Kottler, Not a bad notlon, eh? Bot
ten times ae much wouldn't have boen
enough, and the hose burst wt the third
stroke, so that only one bort got anything
to gpeak of, But Lord, it dropped out of
the ruck a= If It had been swept with
Inngridge.  Squended ke o Htter of pigs,
didn't they ™

Aad then I managed to toll him  somes
thing of Seraphing that Mo would Tisten 1o,

"What, what?” he smald, "0, heavens
and sarth! There's your glel. OF course,
Hey, bo'sun, rlg o whip and eholr on the
yurdarm 1o take o woman on board,  Doar
o hardd A woman! yes, . woman.  Uone
found i, don't Jose your wits, man Tk
over the starboprd radl and you will see &
womnn alongeide with o Dago In a smafl

bont., Yt the Paz VR ) - 2 e A
the gentlemon here sas p's e o) sork

Now, do yon understand ?'

e talked 10 me o god denl more; 1hid
me that thoy had monde o prisoner—"un tadl
comionl chap, wears his halr ke an old
aunt of mine, o bunch of curls flapping
on ench Hlde of hls foce —and then =ald
that he mwust go and roport (o Captaedn Wil
NHams,  The noume struck me, 1 sald:

“Is thils ship the Ldon?'"

“Aye, aye, Thut's i 1 Is" several seas
men apswersd  togethier,  casting  curlous
glouees from Thelr work.

Pell your captain my onme j5 Kemp,™
T shicuted after Bebright with what strength
of lung I had

What Thek! Willllnms was the Jolly litle
ehlp's captodn T was 1o have dined with on
the doy of excoution on Kingston  Polnle-—-
the doy 1 hadd beon kidoaped, I soemed
Aages ago. 1 wanted to get 1o the slde te
ook after Seeaphing, but 1 simply couldn’t
remember how 1o gtand. I mat o the
hateh, looking a1 the scwmen,

They woere clearing the ropes, collecting
the lamps, pleking ap Bnives, handspikes,
crowbhars, swabblng the decks with squushy
fPapr. A bare-footed, barc-ovmoed  follow,
holding o bundle of brass-hiliod cullnsses
urder hig arm, had lost Wimeell in the con=
templiction of my peraon,

Where are you bound ta? 1 Il‘ll]lil;'ml at
lorge, and everybody ghowed a friendly
alpnerity in wnswor

“Havann"  “Havann, sie™  "Havina's
our next port. Ave, Hoaevann.'

I henrd n loud “Alas'" smighed out behind
me. A distracted, stricken volee repeated
twice In Bpanish: “Oh, my greatness; oh,
my greatness.’ Then, shiveringly, in a tons
of profound eelf-communion, “I have &
greatly parched throat,™ it sald. Harshly
Jovind volees nnswered:

“Stow your linge and come before the
eaptnin. Btep along.*

A prisoner, conducted aft, sialked relve-
tantly Into the lght belween two short,
bustling mullors. Dishevelsd black hnir lke
A damaged peruks, mournful, vellow faoa,
enormous stng's eyes straining down on me,
I recognized Manuel-del-Popolo, At the
same moment he sprung back, stricking,
“*This Is u mirncle of the devil—of (the
devil”

The sallorw fell to tugging at hisa arms
savagely, asking “What's come to you?™
and alter a short struggle that shook his
tatters und his raven locks tempestuonsty
Hke n gust of wind, he submitted (o be
wilked up, repeating:

“In It you, senor? Is it you? Is it you?™

One of his shoulders was bare from neck
to elbow; at every step one of his kneas
and part of a lean thigh protruded thelr
nukedness through a large rent; o strip of
grimy, blood-stiined linen, torn right dowa
to the waist, dangled solemuly in front
aof his legg, There was a horrible raw
patch amongst the roots of his hadr just
nhiove hig temple; there was blood In his
nasteile, the stamp of excessive angulah
on his features, a sert of guarded despale
In his eye, Hig volce sank whlle ho sald
agnin twiee:

“Ia It you? Is= it you?' And then, for
the Inst time, “Is it you?™' he repeated Ln
8 whispor,

(Mo Le Contlnued.)



