THIRD INSTALLMENT

The photodramia corrcsponcing 1o (he matallments of
**The Trey C'Hearts'" may now be zeen at the feading
moving pictare theaters. By (his onigue areangement
- with the Untoersal Film Mfg. Co. # (s therefore nof only
possible fo vead ** The Trey O'Hearts™' tn this paver.
buf also fo see each instalbment of o of the moving
pictore theaters,

{Copyright, 1004, by Louls Joseph Vance.)

ETNOFALG—The § of Hemris e the “death-slen™ veed by

- ® In the privets war of vy ™ whioh,
Shrough his dsughier Judlith, & women of violent and crim-
Inal tamper and gQuestiotinhie wsanity., he wagws agallist
Alan Law, whose father (fow daad| Trins hold respons-
bie for the accideant which mede him a hepless orippla
Boss, Jodiili's twin and double, lexrning of har slatar's
campalgn agalinet Alml, lsavem Bor homs to ald him, ™ hom
shie loved Under dramatio clroumsiances Alne saves Ju-
Aih's 1ife and 80 wine ber love: but Tallure 1o ghake nis
consiancy to Rose flxen Jodith in her purpose

I-FOREWARNED

The thing was managed with un ingenuity that
Alan termed devillah: it was Indisputably Machia
vallian,

The lovers had come down from the North In
hot haste and the shadow of death. Two days of
stoady travellng, by canoe, by woods trafl, by lake
steamer—forty-aight hours of fatigus and strain
eared by not one instant’s relaxation from the high
tension of vigllance upon which thelr very lives
depended—wore to a culmination through this
tedlous afternoon on the train from Moosehead: &
trip of physical torment only made possible by
4 Alan's luck In securing, through sheer aceldent,
! two parlor-car rescrvations turned back at the last
- ! moment befora leaving Kineo statlon.

No matter: the Jongest afternoon must have is
; evening: the pokiest of tralns comes the more
surely to its destination; In another hour or two
they would be in Portland—free at lust to draw
breath of ease in a land of law, order and sane
.| lving

_ As If In answor to this thonght, the traln slowed
down with whistling brukes to the last hill-station:

4 and as the truoks groanad and moved anew, n jout
b of n boy came galloping down the aisle, brandishing
two yellow envelopes and blatting like a stray calf;

“Mista Lawr! Mista Lawr! Tel'grams for Mista
Lawr!"

Alan bad been expecting at every mtation & pre-
pald reply to his wire for reservations on tha night
express from Portland to New York

But why two envelopes muporseribed "Mr. Al
Law, Kineo train southbound, Oakland Sta ™

He toro one open, unfolded the enclonure, and
grunted disgust with ity curt advice, opened the
other and caught his breath sharply as he with
drew—part way only—a playing card, a Troy of
Hearts

Thrusting it back quickly, he clapped both en-
velopes together, tors them Into a hundred frag-
ments, and seattered them from the window. But

g

' the flendish wind whisked one small sorap back-—-
1 and only one!—lnto the lap of the woman he
loved.

Valnly he prayed that she might be nsleep, The
6ilken lashes trembled on her cheeks and 1ifted
slightly, disclosing the dmrk glitmmer of question-
Ing oyés. And as she clipped the serap of eards
board between thumb and forofinger, ho hent for-
ward and allently took it from her—one corner of
the Trey of Hearts, but fnevitably a corner bearing
the figure 3 ubove a heart,

“The Pullman agent at Portland wires, no resor
vations avallable on any New York traln in the
next thirty-iix hours,” he sald with lowersd volce.

“Couldn't we possibly catch the New York boat

tonight 1
He shook a glum head. *“No—] looked that up
first. It leaves before we get ™

She mald, “Too bad ™ abrtractedly, reclosed her
eyes, and apparently lapsed anew Into seml-som-
nolence—but without decelving him who could wall
&uess what polgnant anxisty gnawed at her heart.

He could have ground his teeth In exasperation:
the implsh insolence of that warning, timed so
precisely to set their nerves on edge at the very
moment when they were congratulating them-
selves upon the approach of a respite!

The sheer insanity of the whole damnable bust
neas—!

The grim, wild absurdity of it!

To think that this was America, this the twen-
tisth century, the apex of the highest form of
elvilization the world had ever known—and still
& man could be hunted from pillar to post, haunted
with threats, harried with attempts st assassina-
tion in a hundred formes—and thet by a slip of a
girl with the cunning of a madwoman, the heart
of a thug, the face of a charming child—the face
of the woman that sat beside him, duplieating iis
every perfect feature so nearly that even he who
Joved the one could scarcsly distinguish her from
the other but by Instinet, intuition, Wind EUNess.
work. . . .

He nodded heavy-hoarted confirmation of a sur.
mise slowly eettling Into comvicuon im his mind,
that such cunning, such purpose and pertinacity
ecould not posaibly spring from a mind wellbal-
anced, that the wowman Judith Trine, sister to the
Rose he loved so well, was as mad as that mono-
maniso her father, who sat helpless in his cell of
sllence and shadows fn New York, day after day
eating his heart out with impatiance for the word
that his vengeanoe had been counsummated by the
daughtdt whom he had lospired to execute it

An hour Iste, In dusk of svening, the train lum.
bered Into Portland statlon; and heart in mouth,
Alan helped Rose from the steps, shouldersd a
way for her through the crowd, and almost lifted
her into a taxicab.

"Best hotal In town,” he demanded.
guick about it—for a dovble tip"”

He communicated his one desperate scheme to
the girl en route, rocelving her endorsement of it,
Bo, having reglsterad for her and seen her safely
to the door of the best avallable room o the house
! within ready call of the public lobby and office, he

I * washed up, gulped a hasty meal—which Rose had
! doclined to share, pleading fatigue—and hurried

© _away into the night with only the negro driver of
- & public hack, ploked up haphazard at some dis-
tance from the hotel, for his gulde

“And be

I—FORTUITY.

He wasted the better part of an hour tn fraft.
less and perhaps 1lladvised tnguiries; then his
luck. such as It was, led him on susploion down
& poorly-dighted wharf, at the extreme end of
whieh he discovered & lonely young man perched
atop a pile, hands fn pockels, paze turned to & tide
whareon, now black night had fallen, pallid wraliths
of yachts swung just visibly benesth uneasy riding
lghts.

“Pardon me,” Alan veutursd, “but perhaps you

b can help me out—"
“You've coms to the wrong shop, my friend,” the
' FOURE min interposed with morose elvility: 1
) ~ ocouldn't help anybody out of anything—the way
- - 1 am now™
“I'm sorry,” said Alan, “but 1 thought possibly
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you might know whare 1 eould find a seaworthy
boat to ebarter™

The young man slipped smartly down from LI
perch “If you don't look asharp.” he sald omi-
nougly, “vou'll charter tho Boaventure ™ He waved
his hand toward a vessel moored alongside the
wharf: “Thera she la, and a better boat you won't
find anywhare: schooner-rigged, fifty fest over all,
twenty-five horsepower motor auziliary, two siate
rooms—all rendy ifor as long o coustwive crylpe
ne you care to take. Come abourd ™

He led briekly across the wharf, down a gang.
plank, then aft along the deck to a companionway
by which the two men galned a ecomfortable and
roomy ecabin, bright with fresh white anamaol

Here the light of the cabln lamp revealed to
Alan‘s sonrching scruliny a person of sturdy bulld
and indapendent carriage, with A roughly modeled,
good-humored face, reddish hatr, and steady though
twinkling blue eyes

“Name, Barcus," the yonng man introduced him-
self cheerfully: “christensd Thomas. Nativity,
American. BState of lfs, fiat broke. That's the
rub,” he laughed, and shrugged, shamefaced. "]
found myself hard up this gpring with this boat on
my hands, sunk every cemt I had—and then some
—fitting out on an orml charter with & monaeyed
blighter In New York, who was to have met mae
hers a fortnight aince. Ho didn't—and here | am,
in pawn to the shipchandler, desperate enough
for anything."

“How much do you owa®™

“Upwards of a hundred.*

“Hay I advanos that amount: when can we aall 7™

The young man reflected briefly. “Thera's

Nor Did They Know They Were Riding With

a Spy.

something so engagingly Idiotle abowt this pro-
ceading,” he obsorve wistfully, “I've got the
atrangest kind of a hunech it's going to go through,
Pay my bills, and we can be off inside an hour.
That {s—"

He chacked with an exclumation of dismay, chap-
fallen: “I may have some trouble searing up a
craw at short notice. 1 hm two men engagod, but
last week they pot tired dolng nothing for nothing
and left me fiat"

“Then that's settled,” Alan sald. “1 know boats:
Il be your erew—and the betler gatiefled to have
nobody else aboard™

The eyes of Mr. Barcus clouded. "Sea here, my
headlong friend, what's your little game, anyway?
I don't mind plaring the fool on the high seas, but
I'tl be no purty to a kidnuping or—"

“It's an slopement” Alan Interrupted oo In-
spiration. “Wo've slmply got to get clear of Port.
land by midnighe"”

“You're on!" Barcus agreed promptly, his face
clearing, “God only knows why I balleve you,
but 1 do—and here’'s my hand'!”

IN—BLUE WATER.

Anxisty ate llke an acid at Alan's heart. If this
shift to the sea might be thought a deaperate ven-
ture, he was a weathered salt-water man and un-
dismayed: npothing would have been more to his
liking than a brisk coastwine cruise in an able
boat—under suspices less forbldding

But when he re-entered the hotel, ona surpris-
ing thing happened that gave him new heart:
momaentarily it seemed almost as {f his luck had
turned. For as he paused by the desk of the
oashier to demand his bill, the elevator gata
opened and Rose came out eagerly to meot him,
with an eager air of hope that masked measurably
the signs of fatigue.

"1 worried so I couldn't rest,” she told him
guardedly as he drew her aside; “so 1 got up and
ready, and watched from the window ull | sew
you drive up.”

He scquainted her briefly with his fortune.

But she seemed unable to echo his confidence
or even to overcome the hoaviness of her spirita
when thelr cab without misadventure set them
down at the wharf

Here, Alan had feared, was the erucial point
of danger: If the influence of the Trey of Hearts
was to bring disaster upon them, it would be hers,
in the hush and darkness of this deserted water
front. And he bore himself most warfly as he
heiped the girl from the ear and to the gangplank
of the Seaventure. Put pothing heppened: while
Mr. Barcua was as good as hls word Alan had
barely set foot on deck, followlug the girl, when

the gangpiank came aboard with a clatter, and
the SBeaventura gwung away from the wharf

Until the distance was too great for even &
fiying leap Alun lIneered watehfully on deck

At length, satinfled that all was well, ho returned
o the cabin.

All right” he noddold: “wa'ra clear of that lot,
apparently: nobody but the three of us abonrd.
Now you'd best turn In. This i evidently to be
your statercom, thin one to port, and you'll have a
long night's gloep to make up for what you've
goneg throvgh—desrsst”

He drew nearer, dropping his volea tenderly.
And of a sudden, with & Iittle low cry, the girl
came [nto his arms and elung passionately to him.

“But you?" she murmured *“You need reat as
much as 1! What about you*

"Oh, no, 1 don't,” he contended. “Resides 1'l
have plenty of time to rest up once we're falrly

sl sea. [inrcus and I stend wateh snd watch, of

course. There's nothing for you to do but be com-

pletaly at your ease. Put—you must let me go"
Eyos half-closed, her head thrown bhack, she

soemed to suffer his kirs rather thas to reapond,
then turned hastily away to her stateroom-—Ileav-
ing him staring with wonder at her rlrangenass.

By midnight the Seaventure was spinning swift-
Iy wouth-southeast, elose reefed to a snoring sou'-
wesl wind—the fixed white eye of Portland head
light fast falllng astern

IV—DOWN THE CAPE,

At four o'clock, or shortly after, Alan was awak-
ened by boot-heels pounding imperatively over-
head, and went on deck agnln, to stand both dog-
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a blinding faeh. "Do yon mean It was you—you
whom [ brought aboard last night?”

“Who elna?™

“You wa¥lnid her there in the hotel, substituted
youraelf for her, decelved me Into thinking you—1"

“Or course,” ghe snld simply. “Why not? When
I saw her sleaping thete—the mirror of myeelf,
completely at my merov—what elso should 1 think
of than to take her place with the man 1 loved?
1 knew you'd never know the differsnce—at least,
1 was fool enough for the moment to belleve 1
could stand belng loved by you In her name! [t
wan only today, when I'd had time to think, that
I realized how Impozsible that waas'™

A sudden slap of the malnsall boom athwart-
ehips nud a simultaneous ory from over the stern
roused Alan from his constérnation to fresh appre-
ciation of the emergency. With seant considera-
tion hr hustied the woman to the companionway
and below, slammed ts doors and cloxed her In
with the sliding hateh—all In a breath—then
aprang to the taffrall, Just in time to lend a help-
tng hand soraly wanted by Mr. Rarcus In his ef-
forts to climb aboard, after he had pulled the dory
up under the stern by its painter.

He came over the raill In a towering temper.

“T hope you'll pardon the apparent imperti-
nencs” he suggested mcldly, as soon as able to
artioulate coberently—"but may 1 Inguire If that
bloody-minded vixen Is your blushing bride-to-bhe?”’

Alan thook a helpless head. The thing defied
reasonable explanation. He made a feehle stagger
at It without much satisfaction either to himself
or to the outraged Barcus.

“Wo—it's all a damnable mistake!

S8he's her

watchas—saw the sun lift up smiling over a
world of tumhled blue water, crogsed the wake
of & Cunard lner fnbound for Boston, ralsed
and overhauled a graceful but businesslike
fisherman (from Gloueester, Barcus opined
when called to stand his trick at elght) and
saw It a mile or two astern when—still aching
with fatigue—he was fres to return to his
berth for another fourhour rest
This time missulded consideration (nduced
Barcus to let his erew sleop through the first after
noon wateh., Six bells were ripeing when, In
drowsy apprehension that =ometliing had gone sud-
denly and radically wrong, Alan waked

He was on deck amein nlmost befora he rubbed
the slpeplness from lie oves, emergine abruptly
from the half-lieht of the cablia to n dazzle of sun-
light that filled the eup of day with rarefled gold,
evan as ha passed from convictlon of securlty to
realization of Immediate and extrnordinary peril.

His fNirst glance dlecovered the wheel deserted,
the woman with back to him standing at the
taffrnll, Barcus—nowhors to ha seon The recond
confirmed his surmise that the Seaventuro had
eoma up Into the wind mnd now was vawing off
wildly into the trough aof a stiff If not heavy gea
A third showed him to his amazement the Glou-
conter fNshermapn—overhauled with such epzo that
morning and now, by rights, well down the north.
ern horizon—not two miles distant, and standing
squarely for the smaller vessel

Pewlldered, ha darted to the girl's side, with a
shout demanding to krow what was the matfter.
She turned to him a face he hardly recognized
but wtill he ddn't understand The Inevitnhla
inference seemad a thing unthinkable: his brain
faltered when asked to eredit it Only when he
saw her tearing frantioally at the paintor, striving
to east it off and with 1t the dory towing a hundred
feel or so asiern, and when another wondering
glance had discovered the head and shoulders of
Mr. Barcus rising over the stern of the dory as he
strove to lift himself out of the water—only then
did Alan begin to apprecinte what had happened,

Even #o, 1t was with the feeling that all the
world and himself as well had gone stark, raving
mad, that he selzed the girl and, despite her strug-
gles, lore her away from the rall befors she had
succeeded In unknotting the painter,

“Rose!™ he erled stupldly. “Rose! What's the
matter with you® Don't you see what you're
dolng ™

Doflance Informed her countenance and accents.
“"fan't you ever say anything but ‘Ress! Rose!
Ross!' Is there no other name that means any-
thing to you? Can't you understand how intoler-
able it is to me? 1 love you no less than she—
botter than she ever dreamed of loving you—be-
cause | hate you, too! What = love that {8 no
more than love® Can’t you understand ™

“Judith!™ he oried Ip a volee of stupefaction,
“But—good Lord!—how dild you get aboard?
Where's Roge?™

“Where you'll nnot find her easily again™ the
woman angrily retorted. ‘“Frust me for thep!"

“What do jyou mecu?™ Iumisstion came in

-the ¢nse

“Once Aboard and the Man s Mine."

sister—I mean, the right pgirl's slsier—and her
precise double—fooled me—not quite right in the
head, I'm afraid.”

“You may well he afrald, vou ponor flat!” Mr.
PHarcus snapped. “D'you know what she did?
Threw me overboard! Fact! Came on deck a
while ago, sweet as peaches—and all of a sud-
den whips out a gun as blg as & cannon, points
it at my head and orders me to luff {nto the wind.
Before I could make sure 1 wasn't dreaming, sha
had fired twice—in the alr—a slignal to that blessed
fisherman astern there: at least. they answered
with two toots of a power-whistle and changed
eourae to run up to us. Look how she's gained
already!™

"flut how did she happen to throw you over.
board ™
‘ “Happen nothing!" Parcus suapped, getting to
his feet. “She did It apurpose—flew at me like a
wildeat, nnd beforo I knew vwhat was up—I was
slammed backwards over the rafl.”

“I can’t tell you how sorry 1 am.” Alan respond-
ed gravely. “Thoere's more to tell—but ons thing
to be done first”

“And that?" Mr. Barcus Inquired susplelously

“To get rid of the lady,” Alan announced firmly,
“Make that fisherman a present of the woman in
You don't mind parting with the dory
in a good cause—if | par for it?" .

Take It for nothing” Barcus grumbled. “"Cheap
nt the price!"

He took Alan's place. watching him with a sar
donio eye as he drew the tender 'n under the lee
ward quarter, made It fast. and reopened the
companionway

As the girl came on deck without other invita-
tion, In a sullen raga that only helghtened her
wonderful lovellness, Alan poted that her first
look was for him, of untempered malignity; ber
second, for Rarcus, with a curling lip; her third,
nstern, with a glimmer of satisfaction as sho res
ognlized how woll the fisherman bad drawn up on
the Seaventure,

“Friends of ¥yours, 1T
civilly.

Judith nodded.

“Then 1t would save us some trouble—youraelf
included—if you'll be good enough tostep into the
dory without a struggle.”

Without a word, Judith stepped to the rail and,
as Barous luffed, swung herself overside into the
dory

Immediately Alan cast off, and as the little boat
sheernd off, Barcus, with a sigh of rellef, brought
the Seaventure once more back upon her course.

For some few minutes there was silence be-
twoen the two men, while the tender dropped
awiftly astern, the woman plying a brisk palr
of oars.

Then enddenly alevating his nose. Parcus
sniffed audibly. “Here,” he said sharply, “relisve
me for a minute, will you? 1 want to go forward
snd have a look at that motor.™

in the time that he remained Invisible hetween-
decks, the fishwrman lufled, picked up the dory

Infer?™ Alan Inquired
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and fta occupant, and came round agaln in open
chase of the Seaventure

When Barcus reappearsd It was with a grave
face,

“The devil and the decp Bhe,” he observed ob-
scurely, eoming aft, “from all tholr works, good
Lord deliver us!"

“What's the trouble now ?"

“Nothing much—only your playful Uttle friend
has been up to another of her lHeht-Yearted tricks.

If you should happen to want a smoke or
anything hot to eat when vou go below, fust find
a mirror and klss yourself good-bve before strik-
ing the match The draln<ocks of both fuel
tanks have been opened, and {here are upwards of
A& hundred and fAfty gollons of highly explosive
gasoling sloshing round ln the bilge!”

V—NO QUARTER.

"Yes, yes™ sald Mr. Darcuz Indulgently, hreak.
Ing a long sllence. Very in-
tereating, indeed. TI've soldom listensd to & more
entertaining life-history, my poor young friend.
But I tell you candidly, as man to man, 1 don't
believe one word of it. It's all damn’ foolishness!'*®

His voles took on a plaintive accent. “Partleu-
larly this!" he expostulated, and waved an indig-
nant hand, compassing thelr plight

“The rest of your adventures are reasonable
enough,” he suld; “they won my credullty—and
I'm a native son of Missourl, Fut this last chap.
ter Is impossible. And that’s flat. It couldn't hap-
pen—and has. And thete, In a manner of speak-
ing, we are!"

Agalnst the western horizon a long, lowlying
strip of pand duncs rested like a bar of purple
cloud between the erimson afterglow of sunset in
the sky and the ensanguined sea that mirrored it.

The wind had gone down with the sun, leaving
the Seaventure becalmed—her motor long slnce
Inert for want of fuel—in shonl water a mile or
g0 off the desclate and barren coast that Barcus,
out of his abounding knowledga of those waters,
namod Nauset Peach.

Sl another miln farther off-shore, thego-called
Gloucester fisherman rode, without motion, waters
as still and glassy. Through the gloaming, with
the ald of glasses, figures might ha seen moving
ebout her decks; and as it grew stil)! more dark
ehe lowerad n small boat that theretofors had
swung In davits. A little later o falnt humming
nolee drifted acrosgs the tide.

“Power tonder,” the owner of the Seaventure
Interpreted. “Coming to call, T presume. Soclabla
lot. What | ean’t make out i{s why they seem to
think it necessary to tow our dory back. Uneasy
conscience, maybe—what?"

He loweared the binoculars and glanced lnquir-
ingly £t hls emplorer. who grunted his disgust,
and soid no more,

“Don't take it =0 hard, old top.” Barcus advised
with a change of neote from frony to sympnthy.
Then he rose and dived down the companionway,
presently to reappear with a megaphone and a
double-berreled shotehin

“No cutting-ont parties in this outfit,” ha ox.
plained, grinning amiably. “None of that old stufr,
revised to sult yeur infatuated female [riond:
Once aboard the lugger and the man Is mine!"

Stationing himeelf at the geaward rall, whera
his figure wounld show In sharp ellhouette pgalnst
the glowing sunset sky, he brandished the shot-
Eun at arm's lensilh above his hend, and bellowed
stentorongly through the megaphons:

“Keep off! Keep off! This means vou! Como
within gunshot and P'll blow your fool heads off'™

Putting aside the mesaphone, he sat down again
"Not that I'd dare fire this blunderbusse,” he con-
fided. “with thizs reek of gasoline; but fust for
moral effect. Pheww! T'd give o dollar for a
breath of clean alr: I've Inhaled ®o much gas in
the Iast few hours, I'm dry-cleaned down to my
silly old toea!"™

Gainlng no response from Alan, he observed
critleally: “Chatty llttle customer you are:” and
resumed the binoculars.

For thirty minutes nothing happened, other
than that the sound of the fisherman’s launch was
stilled. Tt rested moveless in the waters, two fig-
ures mysteriously busy in its cockpit, the Sea-
ventura’'s dory tralling helind it on a long painter,

Gradually these details became blurred, and
were blotted out. by the closing shadows. The
afterglow in the west grew cool and faint. The
crimson waters darkened, to mauve, to violet, to
a translucent greem, to bleckness. Far up the
coast two white eves, peering over the horizon,
stared stendfastly through the dark. *“Chatham
lights,"” Barcus sald they were

Ahruptly he dropped the glasses and jumped up.
“Hear thut!™ he orled

Now the humming of the motor was again audi-
ble and growing Iopder with every Instant; and
Alan, getfing to his feet in turn, infected with the
excitement of Parcus, could fust make out at some
distance a dark shadow beneath a dim, spluttering
Elimmer of light, that moved swiftly and steadily
toward the Seaventure,

“What the devil!” ho demanded. puzzled.

“You uttered a mouthful whon yon sald ‘devil"!™
Narcus commented, grasping lis arm and hurry-
ing bim 'to the landward side of the veasal, "Qulick

-klek off yvour shoes—get set for a milelong
gwim! Devil's work, all right!” he pantad. hastily
divesting himse'f of ghoes and outer garments.
“l1 eouldn't make out what they wers up to till I
saw them lash the wheal, Jight the fuse, start the
motor, and take to the dory. Thev've made one
grand littla torpedo-bhoat out of that tender—*

He sprang upon the rall, steadyving himself with
A stay. “"Ready? he nsked ‘L.ook sharp!"

By way of answer, Alan fjolned him: the two
had dived as one, entering the water with a single
splash, and coming to the surface a good ten
vards from the Seaventure. Fir the next several
geconds they were swimming frantically. and not
until thres hundred feet or more separated them
from the schooner did elther dare pause for
breath or a backward glance.

Then the impact of the launch agalnst the Sess
venture's side rang out across the waters, and
with a husky roar the launch blew up, spewing
skywards a widespread fan of flame. Over the
Beaventure, as this flamed and died, pule fire
stemed to hover ke a tremulous pall of phos-
phorescence, a welrd and ghastly glare that sud-
denly descended to the decls. Thers followed a
crackling nolze, a sound as of the labored breath-
ing of & giant; and bright flames, orange, crimson,
violet and gold, licked out all over the schooner,
from stem to stern, from deck to topmasts

It seemed several minutes that she burned fn
this wise—it was probably not so long—hefors her
decks blew up and the flames swept roaricy - to
the sky.

Hy the time that Alan and Harcus, swimming
steadlly, had gained a shoa! which permitted them
footing In waist-deep waters, the Seaventure bad
burned to the water's edge.

, To be continued, )

“Very interesting,
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