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jards, and we are loyal too. It was
. 1 now believe, who snatched me
om I almost from despair.
J&r;e po fear, therefore, that I shall

jsprt yOU )

.yon have taken a load from my
art,” she answered softly. ““Yom're
4o only man on board in whom I
yve any real confidence. 1 fear that

oy grandiather has been misled, wil-
-'-].ﬂr and shamefully misled, but I am
:];uii::iﬁ to prevent it for lack of proof.
gt to-night ,after dinner, I chanced
, overhear a conversation with re-
epce to vou which redoubled the
.abts I have felt ‘ever since this ex-
_dition was decided on. I feel that
st you. Baron von Kerber dis-
msts vou because you are a gentle-
He fears you will act on your

And to-day since your letter

1325,

gall.
Jnor.
prived—"
“¥es. ma’am,” they heard Captain
ump shout from the bridge, “‘Miss
.pshawe is forrad, with Mr. Royson.
bou'll find it a very pretty sight goin’
‘ srough the canal on a night like
.
& ind Mrs. Haxton, hunting the ship
¢ Irene—not to speak of Royson and
B .- when in calmer mood—may
e wondered why Stump should
-mpet  forth his information as
ough he wished all on board to
Perhaps it was, as Dick al -

Bear 1t.

.ady well knew, that the stout skip-
er had good eyesight, as well as a
Ekind heart,

CHAPTER VI.

At the Portal.

“Why in the world did you hide
murself in  this part of the ship,
W :0ev” cried Mrs. Haxton, advancing
sith a rapidity that was in marked
wotrast to her usual languld move-
nts. “l have been searching for
ol cverywhere.”
“I have not hidden myself, and you
ust have missed a rather large sec-
%on out of your everywhere,” said the
I, with a coolness that Royson
and admirable.
! “But Mr. Fenshawe wants you. He
3 been vainly awaiting his partner
§. the bridge table during the past
P enty minutes.”
‘I would never have believed grand-
Biher could be so callous. Play cards
Lre! Where every prospect pleases
i only bridge is vile! Let me bring
Bm forth at once. Good night, Mr.
syson! Thank you so mmuch for a
bee talk. I think I shall be able now
y pass an examination in the history
B geography of the Suez Canal.”
Dick lifted his cap, silently thank-
b Providence that women were more
Biroit than men. Mrs. Haxton seem-
M 1o take no notice of him. Indeed,
2 had scarcely spoken a word to him
bice they met at Marseilles, and,
e he a vain man, such studied‘ne-
§:ct on the part of the woman might
Bive supplied food for thought. Yet
k£ is possible that Mrs. Haxton her-

¥ would confess to a certain chargin
she realized How small a place she
weupied in his mind as he followed

B:r along the deck. Irene flitted in
ont, light-limbed and agile, hum-
Ring gaily a verse of some song, but
waking off in the midst to ask Cap-
n Stump not to be very angry if she
mught a party of invaders to his
She was young enough

Iy domain.

Bt to feel Huttered by the knowledge
fat Mrs. Haxton had broken in on
wmewhut dangerous interchange of
fidences. She knew that she want-
a fri-ni-—-some one less opinion-

Mr. Fenshawe—to whom
¢ could appeal for help and guid-
bee when difficulties arose. Royson
i alreadv a hero in her eyes, and
4t more mnatural than that she
ld tury to him, especially under
¢ tircumstances which had come to
? knowledge that evening? As for
0%, he fancied that the Suez Canal
one of the roads to heaven.

Before he climbed into his bunk,
wever, he re-read Mr. Forbes letter,
! noticed then that it bore signs of
'“?varcxlrﬂ. while von Kerber, if he
i not opened it, must have jumped
e conclusion that it came from
udon solely because the stamp was
' English one. Added to Ireme’s
“Ed warning that all was not well
' board, this apparent tampering
“ his correspondence bore an ugly
. It almost suggested that the
U0 feared he was what the London
Ury agent had asked him to be-
e~ the paid spy of Alfieri. - He
Wered what hold the Italian had
! e man,
“amine recent events in perspec-
: 11'113 saw that von Kerber had
“%&d alone from London with the
* of throwing off his track any

e than

8 “% It was evident, too, that neith-
%r. Fenshawe nor -his grand-

“%, Yok pains to keep their-where-
8 Wknown, because Dick bad
. l"“ announcement of the Aphro-
‘fuse in a London newspaper
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| pleasing memory of the girl’s frank

-

Diamonds,

| but the others m dun:rlba& briefly,

the reference to Mrs. Haxton being
¢that she was “a persona grata in
Anglo-Egyptian society.” Why, then,
did the Austrian demand such secrecy
from the yacht’s crew, and be so
perturbed by the advent of a letter
addressed to one of them? But Roy-
son’s disposition was far too happy-
go-lucky to permit of serious ponder-
ings on other people’s business. He

laughed and reddenmed a little .when
his mind swung round to the more

| rest of us. _
| take it ill to be axed to fire him. Ne

Now that he was able |

- ™ was watching him—and had |

S0ter, nor Mrs. Haxton for that |

sympathy, and he told himself, with
deep and convincéing earnestness, that
next time they met he must guard

his unruly tongue, else it might run| «pgut I tell you that I asked Stump

away with him again, and find her
in less receptive mood.

Then he fell asleep, and slept sound-
ly, too, in blissful ignorance of a con-
versation then taking place in the
chart-house, though it had the most
direct bearing on his own future.

For von Kerber had seized the oppor-
tunity, when Mr. Fenshawe and the
two ladies went below, to draw Stump
into private conclave.

““We reach Suez to-morrow, captain,”
he said, and that will be our last
chance of getting rid of any of the
crew whom you think unsuitable.”

“That’s so,” agreed Stump, “but
I can’t say I've blacklisted any of
*em. The on’y fault I find with’em is
that there’s too many hands for the
work.”

“Ah, you regard them as depen-
dable, yes?”

“Good for any game you like to put
before ’em,” was the brisk summary.

“That is what I want. But tell me,
captain, will you be able to replace
Mr. Royson? I believe he is useful
when it comes to sailing a yacht, yet
I have no doubt you can dispense
with him?"

Stump was shrewd in a limited way.
He caught the drift of von Kerber’s
comment, and it did -not help to fur-
ther the scheme which the latter had
in mind.

“Mr. Royson?’ came the quick
growl. “What of him? Next to Tagg
he’s the best man in the crowd.”

“Possibly, but I have reason to be-
lieve that he wishes to return to Eng-
land.”™

“He hasn’t said so.”

“Not to you, perhaps, but I know
it is so, and I do not wish to detain
him when our numbers are already
ample for all purposes. I am awk-
wardly placed in the matter, as Mr.
Fenshawe feels under a slight obliga-
tion to him, so I shall be glad if you
will pay him off to-morrow, on a gen-
erous basis, of course, with every al-
lowance for the expenses of the home-
ward passage.”

“Wot ?”’ said Stump, moving rest-
lessly under von Kerber’s gaze: “D’ye
mean it, mister ?"’

“I do, most certainly.”

“Then you'r better fix the business
vourself. You engaged him like the
I like the lad, and I'd

That aint in my department this
trip. It’d be a bird of another color
if he was no good. But he’s a first-
rater. an’ I, for one, will be sorry to
lose him. If yvou don’t take my word
for it ,ax Tagg. He knows a man
when he sees him, does Tagg ,an’ he
hasn’t forgotten that upper cut Mr.
Royson gave a land shark in Mar-
seilles when the crowd set about
you.”
Stump was profoundly moved, or he
would not have made such a long
speech, and von Kerber knew that his
flank attack had failed. Indeed, the
gruff sailor has as good as charged
him with rank ingratitude. ;
“Qh, if you think that way about
it,” said' he cooly, “we can let the
project drop for the present. I was
only considering Mr. Royson’s own
interests. Whether he goes or stays
it does not concern me in th;ﬂ least.
ave a cigarette? Ah, you er a
gpf-. yes ;E Well, good mnight, captain.
‘We shall not be rocked to sleep b’!:
the wild waves to-night,.1 imagine.
Stump joined Tagg on the br:ﬂsf
He jerked a thumb after the Baron's

retreating figure. - :
«“That German swab wants me to

t Royson,” he muttered.
LTBoutFRursuu ? The idee! Wot

siz.
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characteristic of the Sphinx is an en-
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strolled forward, and were leaning cv-
er the side of the ship, never aream-
ing that the man they were talking of
was within a few feet of them above
their heads, though hidden ny the
“T was exceedingly surprised to find
that he was not sent ashore with the
pilot at Suez,” the lady was saying.
“No matter what his present position
may be, he is a baronet’s nephew and
prospective heir it would seem. It is
sheer madness on your part to keep
a man like him on board.”

to discharge him, and met with a
blank refusal,” replied the Baron ir-
ritably.

“That is even more amazing. Are
not these men your servants?’’

“Yes, in a sense. Try to understand
me, Maud. I had to select men of
good character, or they might fail
me in the hour of need. If you hire
phnﬂlyuumustupectthemwm
as pirates, yes? Stump favors Roy-
son, 80 he pointed autthn.tull?nd
engaged him I must dismiss him.
And you know quit-ebl wﬂ:ﬂai: you
would only be reasonable, any
such action on my part could hardly
fail to arouse some measure of doubt
in Fenshawe’s mind, which is the very
thing we wish to avoid.”

“I think you are wrong, neverthe
lm.:ll

“You should not say that if you are
not prepared to tell me how I can
arrange an awkward business better.
And what are you afraid of? He is as
keen as any of us for the adventure,
and he will be well paid if it suc-
ceeds.” _ )

“You are a poor conspirator, my
dear Franz,” laughed Mrs. Haxton
disagreeably. “If you were really the
clever person you think yourself to be
you would know that such a man may
leaven the whole crew with his ideas
of honor. And, when the pressure
comes. he will have an excellent help-
er in that girl. She, too, should have
been left at home. Oh, nonsense!
Had you given me the urc:larin: of
gffairs neither she nor this young
down-at-heels aristocrat would be here
to-day. I am not saying this m?rely
to annoy you, as you seem to believe,
but to warn you. Be on your guard,
Frank. Things are not going smooth-
ly. No great fortune was ever yet won
without a hitch or two on he road, and
we are not far from the Five Hills
now."”

They moved away. Dick went back
to his pulley. surveyed the deck over
the fore yard, and deferred his descent
until “Franz” and “Maud” were at
the other end of the vessel. Bince
they ‘came on board they had been
«Baron von Kerber” and “Mrs. Hax-
ton” in the presence of others. Wl}at
desperate game were these pla_rml
that demanded these small deceits—
what hazard of fortune was it that
gave rise to the woman’s Cassandra-
like forebodings? Von Kerber had
been candid enough in the atatameyt
he put forward voluntarily at Marseil-
les. -Any one could guess the uncer-
tainties of a quest depending on-a
document two thousand years old,
while its dangers were manifest. Mr.
Fenshawe and Irene must be cogni-
zant of the open risks, and it was
idle to suppose that they did not ap-
preciate the unobtrusive way in which
the yacht was being hurried to her
destination. Why, then, should von
Kerper and Mrs. Haxton share some
secret understanding, the outcome of
which was doubtful, and, above all
else, why should they fear the inﬂ_u-
ence that a young man might exercise
on the crew?

“Egypt is the land of riddles,” mus-
a:il}it:k,nsheguedattheruuetmd
purple hills which spring up 80 sud-
denly to guard the strange sea thrust
by nature into the bosom of fiery land.
“My best course is to adopt the at-
titade of thaa;'l:ihjm I :hulll. keep
my eyes open say nothing.

rHarturi:OL however, that the chief

during patience, and he chafed at the

1 monotony of the next few
oo i under sail
u

Ber - °0 board by the pilot. Von {him

Stump
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“Massowah|” was on every tongue,
and the general listleness wanished.

shore became wisible. It deepened in-
to a flat island,
and assumed a habitable aspect. A
lighthouse marked a fine harbor.
custom-house, a fort, several jetties,
and a town of fairly tall buildings
stood clear from a scattered gathering
of coral-built Arab houses and hund-

word, man had conquered the wilder-

sprung into being between the silent
sea and the arid earth.

While the Aphrodite was picking
her way cautiously to the anchorage
ground, Dick, who was on the bridge
with the captain, heard some broken
talk between Mr. Fenshawe and the
The latter, with subdued en-
ergy, was urging some point which the
older man refused to yield.
cussion was keen, and the millionaire
betrayed a polite resentment of his
companion’s views.

“I am sure the Italian authorities
will place no obstacle in our way,” he
declared at last.
and done, the interest of our ship is
mainly archeological. @Why should
you hold this absurd notion that we
may be refused official sanction?"

He spoke emphatically, with unveil-

out the Austrian’s reply, but Mr. Fen-
shawe’s next words showed that, what-
ever the mmatter in dispute, he had a
will of his own,

head,”
would turn back this instant rather
than act in the way you suggest. You

plan. We shall obtain a valid permit
from the Governor.
my expectations, he refers the final
decision to thte Italian Foreign De-
partment, we shall await cabled in-
Our ambassador at Eome
can vouch for us. He is an old friend

fore they offer active resistance to the
passing of a strong and well-intention-
ed kafila. Besides, my dear fellow, we

equipment here.
candor, that would endanger our mis-
Believe me, you are suffering
from Red Sea spleen. It distorts your

different view of the situation when

Royson was careful not to look at
the speakers. Between him and them
was seated Mrs.
that she, too, was an attentive listen-
er. Von Kerber began to explain the
reasons which lay behind his change
of opinion, but Stump’s voice sudden-
ly recalled Dick to his duties.
“Stand by the anchor, Mr. Royson,”
he said, “4ad see that everything is
clear when I tell you to let go.”
Irene heard the order.

up from a deck chair.
shall accompany you, Mr. Royson.”
Dick held out his hand to help her

down the short companionway. They
had not exchanged many words since
that memorable night in canal,

barely two miles long,
A

and mat huts. In a

busy community had

The dis-

“When all is said

Dick could not make

and meant to exercise

to try to convince me
he exclaimed. “I1

to follow my original
If, contrary to

only regret that I did

not obey my first impulse and write]
to him before I left London.”

Von Kerber asserted that there was
some danger of Somali Arabs becoming
excited if they heard of the expedition.
Mr. Fenshawe laughed.

““Arabs!"” he cried.
that bee buzzed in your bonnet. The
only lawless tribes in this country are
far away in the interior.

“How long has

And even
think many times be-

some portion of our
It is secrecy, not

You certainly took a
its main features in

Haxton ,and he knew

Es

Al

rEerber was not paying heed to the
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s arrival created
crews contending
hich should have the wvalu-
vilege of landing the expected
Stump bustled down
idge with the important
of 2 man who had achieved some-
thing, and thus gave Royson an un-
forseen opportunity of asking him
about the boat. The skipper swung
himself back to the upper deck, and
approached Mr. Fenshawe.

““Are you goin’ ashore at once, sir?”’
he inquired.

“Yes, the sooner the better, or the
Government Offices will be closed for
he day.”

“Mr. Royson,” shouted Stump,
“pipe the crew of the jolly-boat, an’
lower away.”

“An Arab boat will be much speed-
ier and more roomy,” broke in Mrs.
Haxton, quick to observe that von
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o
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:
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captiains preparations.

“You can land in one of those weird-
looking craft if vou like,”” said Irene,
“but T am sure Mr. Fenshawe and I
would prefer our own state barge. It
is much more dignified, too, and I
really think we ought to impress the
natives. Don’t you agree with me,
Baron von Kerber?” ;

There was nothing more to be said.
The boat was lowered so smartly that
Dick was seated at the tiller, and four
ash blades were driving her rapidly
shoreward, before the leading crew
of the panting Somalis reached the
ship’s side. They secured two passen-
gers, however. Mrs. Haxton, who had
declined a seat in the jolly-boat on
score of the intense heat, changed her
mind, and the captain elected to go
with her,

“I want to cable my missus,” he
announced, “an’ Massowah is likely
to be our last port for some time. If
she don’ hear from me once a month,
she frets, That's where Tagg has the
pull. He’s an orfin.”
Mrs. Haxton smiled delightedly.
She was watching the distant jolly-
boat, and something seemed to please
her.
“Your second mate has not wvisited
Massowah before?”” she said.

"Hﬂ'l ml'm."

““We shall be ashore first, after all.
He is heading for the Government
jetee, where a sentry will warn him
off.”

“Oh, you know the ropes here,
then?”’ said Stump. “Not many Eng-
lish ladies have coasted in these
waters.”

Mrs. Haxton thought, perhaps, that
she had aired her knowledge unnec-
essarily, but she explained that when
her husband was alive she had ac-
companied him during a long cruise
in the Red Bea.

“He was interested in cable con-
struction,” she said, “and we visited
Massowah when it was first taken in
hand by the Italians.”

“Excuse me, ma’am, but have you
bin long a widdy?"

“Nearly five years.”

“By gad,” said Btump admiringly,
“you must ha’ bin a small slip of a
gal when you was married !”

She laughed, with the quiet assur-
ance of a beautiful and well-dressed

were nearly level, but separated by
a hundred yards or more. The captain
had half risen to hail Dick when Mrs.
Haxton stopped him.

“Let them go on,” she cried. “They
would not take my advise. Now they
will find that we have beaten them
by a good five minutes.”

Btump knew quite well, of course,
broad-beamed English boat

T;
g

|
:

E
:

B2
EEEE

:
1

H

]

F

E3
E

]
:
E:

4

!

:

E

2F
3

g

asked in

French

her dress

lessly.
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thoughts.
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oned him instantly.
“You are M ‘&M“]l'hrl .ha’lth.'t' little hull. who went hﬂfﬂr&'—hei

French.

“Yes, madam,” he replied, in the
same language. -

“You know the town well?”

“lI have been
months."

“Then two more hours will not
weary you. Von Kerber Effendi, or I,
or both of us, will meet you outside
the Elephant Mosque at five o’clock.
Nevertheless, should there be others
with us, do not speak unless we ad-
dress you.”

“Who is he, the red ox?” demanded
the Arab, gazing after the broad figure
of Captain Stump,

“He is the captain of our ship, a
man of no importance.
Effendi is in the approaching boat.
With him is Fenshawe Effendi, the
old, gray-haired man. There is &
tall young ship’s officer there, too. His
name is Royson—you will not forget?
—Royson. He is dangerous. Regard
He might prove trouble-
some, or useful—I hardly know which
Fenshawe Effendi speaks
French and Arabic, Royson Effendi

only.

present. Leave me now.”
“Adien, madame.
Drawing back from the mob of na-
tives, who were pressing mnearer ia
their eagerness to offer themselves for
hire to the European boat, Abdullah
shaded his swarthy face under a fold
of his burnous. Royson leaped ashore
in order to assist Irene to land. She,
with schodl-girl glee at emancipation
from the narrow decks of the Aphro-
dite, sprang on to the low pier at the
‘same instant, and laughed at his
surprise at finding her standing at
his side. They both extended a hand
to Mr. Fenshawe, who refused their
aid, saying that the first breath of dry
air made him feel as young as ever.
“There is no tonic like it,”” he said.
“Look at Mrs. Haxton if you want
proof. Bhe was a lily in London—
now she is a rose.”
Excitement, or the prospect of suc-
cess, had certainly given the lady’s
complexion a fine tint.
profile offered a striking contrast to
the motley crew of negroid Arabs who
surrounded her.
meet them in a buoyant spirit, though
the fierce sun was scorching her deli-
cate skin through the thin fabric ot
“I ought to have made a wager with
you, Mr. Royson,” she cried. pronoun-
cing his name wvery distinetly. “Our
English-built craft cannot hold its
own against the Somali, you see.”
Knowing nothing of the difference
of opinion on board the vacht. Dick
could not fathom this sudden gracious-
ness on her part. Before Dick could
answer von Kerber's highly-pitched
voice broke in. _
“Why did Captain Stump come
ashore with you?” he asked.
“To send Mrs, Btump a cablegram,
I believe,” replied Mrs. Haxton care-

“He ought to have asked my per-
mission first."
The petulant words drew a protest
from Mr. Fenshawe,

“My dear Baron,” he said “why
should not the poor man make known
his safe arrival to his wife? You are
not yourself to-day.
liver? or anxiety?”

“I have mno
anxiety,” cried von Kerber, almost
hysterically, Royson came to his re-
lief by asking for orders about the
boat, but the Austrian was so un-
perved, for no visible reason, that he
hesitated, and Irene answered for him.
“We have arranged to dine cn
shore, at the -Hotel Grande del Uni-
verso,”” she said.
wishes you and Captain BStump tfo
join us, so the boat may go back to
the yvacht and come for us at eight

“Excellent!” agreed her grandiath-
er, who now heard of the “arrange-
ment’’ for the first time. “‘Really,
ene, you put things so admirably

I hardly recognize

Well,
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waiting here two

The Hakim

That is all, for the

'll

A cing heures

Her danty

And she came to

What is it—

special reason for

“Mr. Fenshawe

it

my own
that
the

E

:
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as
to

yes, IIED.'E, your ﬂl‘ﬂdfm has his

hands full. But he knows how to
manage natives. You will see him in
his element when we come to collect
a kafila.”

Bo, smiling and soft-tongued, Mrs.
Haxton turned in response to some
delighted exclamation from the girl.
They made their way inland in the
wake of a swaggering megro, and, as
Royson passed with the others, Ab
dullah, the Arab, appraised him with
critical eye.

“By the Holy Kaaba,” said he,
“there goes & man! I have seen few
like him, even at Khartoum, where
the giaours swarmed in thousands.
But he is young, and his flesh is soft.
The desert will thin his blood. And

too, should feel the sap dry in his
fbones. Tomb of my father! if the
' Hakim Effendi has brought such men
as these in his train, there will be
deeds done at the foot of the Five
Hills, and I, Abdullah the Spear-
thrower, shall be there to witness
them."

CHAPTER VII.
Mrs. Haxton Receives a Shock.

Mr. Fenshawe, renewing his ac-
quaintance with Arabic gutturals, and
von Kerber, walking apart with Mrs.
Haxton, in order to learn how and
when she had received tidings of
Abdullah, had eyes or ears for naught
else. Irene and. Diek.were thus given
a few moments free from listeners,
and the girl was quick enough to
grasp the chance.

“You know why we have come
here?’ she asked in & low tone, halt-
ing to look back at the belt of tiny
islets which secludes Massowah's
larger island from the open sea.

“Baron von Kerber told us at Mar-
seilles,”” said Dick, wondering what
new development had chased from the
girl’'s face the smiling interest of a
moment ago.
“Us’?”" she demanded,
sharply.

“I should have said Captain Stump,
Mr. Tagg, and myself.”

“What did he tell you?”

“The remarkable history of a Ro-
man expedition against the Sabaeans,
of a storm, a shipwreck, the burial
of a vast treasure, and the ultimate
discovery of its hiding-place by means
of a Greek papyrus found in a tomb."™
“That is what irritates me,” said
she, in a sudden gust of anger. ““His
behavior is faultless, yet I am certain
that he is acting in an underhand
way. 1 had ventured to say as much
to my grandfather, but I cannot ob-
tain a shred of actual fact to justify
my suspicions. Indeed Baron wvon
Kerber is candor itself where the
genuineness of the papyrus is concer-
ned. Did he endeavor to explain Mrs.
Haxton’s presence, or mine?"”
“When Captain Stump protested—
before he had seen you, remember—
against ladies. accompanying us, the
Baron said that without you the ex-
pedition could not proceed.”
““Exactly. That is another bit of
unconvincing accuracy. Mrs. Haxton
has always been an essential part of
the scheme. I am here solely because 1
did not think Mr. Fenshawe should be
allowed to go alone—alone in the sense
that these people were strangers to
him, while he was spending thousands
of pounds for their very great benefit.
There, again, I find myself in a sort
of verbal cul de sac. Under other
circumstances I should be delighted
to take part in an adventure of this
kind. Grandad promised me two
years ago that we should pass the
present winter in Upper Egypt. Un-
happily Mrs. Haxton introduced von
Kerber to him at a place in the High-
lands where we were invited for the
shooting. The instant he heard of the
legend on that wretched scrap of paper
all his old enthusiasm for exploration
work revived, and he has followed
their plans blindly ever since.”

“I hope you will forgive me if I ex-
press a somewhat contrary opinion,
Miss Fenshawe,” said Royson. “Your
grandfather did not hesitate to run
counter to the Baron’s wishes to-day,
for instance.”

“Oh, that is nothing. Of course,
with his experience of Egypt, he takes
the lead in such matters. What
I want you to believe is this: Mrs.
Haxton, and not von Kerber, found
that papyrus, or it came into her
bhands by some means. BShe is the or-
iginator of the scheme. Bhe sought
to be included in our friend’s party
at Glengarloch with the set object of
meeting grandad, whose interest in
archeology is known to all the world.
Bhe did not come across von Kerber
by accident, but produced him at the
right moment. He is not a casual
friend, met in Cairo, as she pretends,
but & men whom she has known for
years. And, last in a list of guessings
which I know to be true, they both
fear some discovery, or interruption,
or danger not revealed to us, which
may them from obtaining the
they hope to gain. They are

almost




