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CHAFPTER TWO-PART 1V.—Continusd,

FTER the peamen had formed a
wide ring he looked at me and
tulked confidently to himself.

"Facapsd—the Ingleg! Then thou
art doomed, Domingo. Domingo,
thou art doomed. Dom-- Senor!”

The change of tone, hia effort to extend
his hands towanrd me, surprised us all. I
looked awny,

“Hold hard! Hold him, mate!"

His voleo was extremely barsh--not his
own. Apparently he believed that he was
going to he cut to plecos there and then
by the sallors, e scemed to read it in
thelr faces, shuddering and shrinking when.
ever he rajsed hin eyea. Dot all these
facoe gopeld with good-natured wonder, exe
eopt the facen of hid two gusrdians, and
these expressed o state of consclentious
warry, They were ridiculously anxlous to
puppress his sudden  contortions, as one
would wome gross Indeceney, In Lthe seufMe
they hisged and swore under their bronth,
They were scandalized and mode unhappy
by lls hehavior,

“"Are you ready down thers?* roared the
bo'sun In the walst,

(Nl rindghit! Olla  ralght! Walta &
leotle,” 1T henrd Castro's voloe coming, as
If from under the ship. I suld coldly u few
words about the cortaln puniehiment awalt-
Ing o pirate In Havana and got ot to my
fant stifMy. But Manuel was too terrified
to understand whnt 1 meant, He nat-
templed to snnteh at me with his im-
prisoned hands, and got for his pains s
severe Jorking, which muade his head rvoll
about his shoulders welrdly,

“"Plty, senor!” he sereameil,  And then,
with low fervor, “"Dan’t go away. Listenl
I nm profound. Perhoaps the senor did not
know that? Merey! 1 am a4 man of In-
trigue. A politica. You have escaped, and
I rejolee at 16" He bared his fangs, and
frothed ke a4 mad dog, “HSenor, [ am
made happy becatise of the love 1 bore
you from the frst—and Domingo, who let
you slip oul of the Casa, s doomed. He Is
doomed. Thou art doomed, Domingo! But
tho excessive affoction for your noble per-
son Inspires my Intelleet with o siluatary
combinntion, Wall, senor! A moment! An
Inatant! A combination!™

He gusped as though his heart hnd burst,
The scamen, open-mouthed, were slowly
nurrowing thelr olrele.

“Can't he gubbloe!**
piticntly,

e hung on my lips breathless, with a
face wo distorted that, although it might
have been doath alone he hated, he looked,
Indeed, ns If impatient to st to and toar
me 1o ploces with his long tecth. Men
clutching ot straws must have faces thus
convulesd by nan eager and despairing hiope.
Hiy gllence removed the spell—the spell of
his incredible logquacity, 1 heard the boats-
wiln's hourse tonces:

“Hold on well, ma'am, Right!
awhy slendy with that whip!™

I ran limping forward,

“High enough.,” he rumbled; and I re=
eelved Beraphina Into my arma.
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I mald: "This Is home, nt last. It = all
over." And she stood by me on the deck.
Bhe pushed the heavy black elonk from
over her head and her white foce ap-
peurcd above the dim black shadow of her
mourning. Sho looked silently round her
on the mist, the groups of rough men, the
spittorings of lght that were like violence,
too, Bhe sald nothing, but rested her hand
on my arm.

Bho had her Immense griefs, and this was
the home 1 offered hor, She looked back at
the side. I thought she would have Uked
to be In the boat aguin. I =ald:

“Thoe people In this ship are my old
friends. You can trust them—and me."”

Thomns Castro, elambering lelsurely over
the slde, followed. As moon as his feet
touched the deck he threw the corner of
his cloak across his Joft shoulder, bent
down half the rim of his hat, and as-
sumed the apperarance of a short, dark con-
spirator, overtopped by the stalwart sallors
who had abandoned Manuel to crowd, bare-
armod, bare-chosted, pushing and craning
thelr necks, round us.

Bhe sald, *“1 can trust you; It Is my duty
to trust you, and this ls now my home,"

Bhe disappeared in the brilliant light of
the cabin, The door closed, I remained
standing there. Manuel, at her diseppear-

ance, ralged his volce to n tremendous, tn-
copsant yell of despalr, as If he expected
to make her hear.

“Henoritn * * * protecclon  del  oppri-
mido; oh, hijn de plednd * * ¢ Sopnorita™

His lamentuble nolse brought half the
ship round us; the sallors feil back befors
the mate, Bebright, walking at the clhow
of a stout man In loose trousers and jackel.
They stopped

“An unexpected meeting, Cuptain Wil-
Hamas,"” was all I found to say to him.

“What shall we do with that yeiping
Dago? He's a distresaful beast to have
about the deoks.”

“Put him In the ecoal hole, 1 suppose, as
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“And, by the way, Kemp,” Willams
sald, with sudden annoyance, recollecting
himeelf, an It were, “you never turned up
for that dinner—sent no word, nor any-
thing.”

The young mate of the Lion stood by,
quiet, Hslening, with a eapable smile, Now
be suld, In a tone of dry comment:

“Jolly sight more useful turning up
hare.™ .

‘T was kidnaped away from HRamon's
back shop, If that's a sufficient apology.
It's rather a long story.”

“Well, you ecan't tell It on deck, that's
very olear,” Bebright had te shout to me,
“Not while this Itfefnal nolse—what the
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dock all round In a black cone surmounted
by a peering, quivering head. Qulck as
thought he hopped and sunk low agaln
Everybody walched with wonder this play,
as of some large and diabolic toy. For my
part, knowing the deadly purpose of these
preliminaries, 1 was struck with horror.
Had he chosen to run on him at once,
nothing eould have saved Manuel. The
poor wretch, vigorously held in front of
Castro, was far top terrified to make a
sound. With an Immovable sallor on each
elde, he scuMed violently, and cowered by
slarts as If tled between two stone posts
His dumb, rapid panting was In our cars
I shouted:

b

“AB TO MIBSING HAVANA THIS TRIP, EVEN IF YOU, Mt KEMP, WERIZ TO GIVE A POT OF MONEY, THE

CAFPTAIN COULD NEVER SHOW IS NOBRE IN THERI AGAIN AFTER
YOUNG LADY."

PURT TO HELP BTHEAL A
far ns Flavana. 1 won't rest till T ses him
on his way to the gallows. The captain-
general ghall be made sick of this business,
or my name En't Wihllame, 1"l make a
breeze over it nt home. You shall help In
that, Kemp, You aln't afradd of blg-wign,
Not yoa. You ain't afrndd of anything. *
CE

"ITe's a devil of a fellow, and a dead
shot," threw In Bebright. “And jolly lucky
for us, too, sir, It's selmply marvelous that
you should turm up like this, Mr, Kemp.
We hadn't a grain of powder that wosmn't
caked solld in the canisters. Nothlng'll
tnke 1t out of my head that somebody had
got at the magazine while we lay in King-
slon,

" -

deuce's up? It sounds more like a dog
fight thun anything else."

As wo ran toward the msln hateh I
recognized the aptness of the comparisan,
It was that sort of viclous, snarling, yelp-
Ing clamor which arilses all at once and
eudidenly dles,

“Castro! Thou Castrol*

“Malediction! My eyelids!"

“Thou! Englishman's dog!"

“Ha! YPorco."

CHAPTER 1V.

The voleea ceased. Castro ran tiptoeing
lHghtly, mantled In ample folds. He as-
sumed his hat with a brave tap, erouched
swiftly inside hls closk It touched the
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"“8top, Castro! Hiop! Stop him, some of
yYou! He means (o kill the fellow!”

Nobody heedid . my shouting. Castro
Mlung his cloak on the desk, Jumped on §t,
kicked 1t aside, all in the same moment
as It seemed, dodged to the right, to the
left, drew himself up and stepped high,
piuunehy in his tight smalls and short
Jacket, moking all the time a low, gibllant
sound which was perfectly blood curdling.

“He bas a biade on his forearm!" J
yelled, “He's wrmed, 1 tell you!®

No one could comprehend my distress
A sallor, raislng & lamp, had a broad
smile. Bomebody laughed outright. Cas-
tro planted himself before Manual,
nodding menacingly, and stooped ready
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