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t is not far—on the sea-

ord point. < - - The hotel people
<l supply 2 guide_. . . « Baron
-on Kerber and Alfieri must not meet
e, 1i they do meet, we shall lose
wervthing. - - Tell the Baron to
. on board the vacht, no matter what
:Jg_ Frn:l'mwe Says. Do you under-
: v is a matter of life and
Slip out into a back street, 5o

sor's BOUSE -

and’

Jealil.

sgt Alfieri may not see you. . . o
J will watch from here. Go, for Heav-
.'s sake. Let nothing delay you.”

ghe was incapable of further explan-
.ion. Dick feared she would faint if
., waited another second.
Henee, when Irene turned to say
that Mr. Fenshawe and the Baron ap-
eared 10 be paylng a prolonged visit
, the Governor, she found that Mr.
Haxton was sitting alone, with her
weiled face propped in her hands,
malicious was fate’s decree
more to Royson, that he was
hastening through malodorous lanes
and crowded slums 1n order to save
hreatened peril the very man
iownizll offered the only wvisi-
1. means by which he could bend his
wn frail fortunes in that direction
it looked best to him.
CHAPTER VIIL.

Massowah Asserts ltself.
Roveon knew not one word of Ara-
hie. His Italian was of a rudimen-
tary Lvp+, based on some -ﬂ.'ﬂquiﬂiﬂtﬂnﬂﬂ
vith Latin, eked out by a few phases
gleanl from books of travel. The
polite hotel manager’s French was
nly 2 shade more fluent. Consequent-
‘he latter told Mulai Hamed, dep-
sty assistant hall-porter, that the
Effenidi - wished to be conducted to
Government House with the utmost
wereey, thus twisting Dick’s simple
request that the guide should avoid
‘e maii; streets into a mysterious
Jemand which an Eastern mind could
not fail to embroider with intrigue.
vor Mulai Hamed was a negroid
Arub, whose ruffianly aspect was rath-
.t ephanced by the swaggering way
.- carried a broad shoulder-belt and
Lrass badge of office. He interpreted
i,is orders literally, being eager to dis-
play a certain skill in conducting to
an artistic finish any enterprise that
savored of guile. As soon as the two
iuitted the hotel, Royson saw that he
+vas traversing by-paths seldom visi-
| by Europeans. He passed through
evil-smelling alleys so shut in by
ity houses that the sun hardly ever
penetrated their depths. He caught
slimpses of dim interiors when forced
<ile by a panier-laden mule or lum-
ne camel, and the knowledge was
thru=t upon him In many ways that
his presence in this minor artery of
the bazaar was resented by its inhabi-
lants.
'he few females he met were swath-
1 irom head to foot in cotton gar-
ment= that had once been white.
Dirk eves glanced emriously at him
the yashmak, or veil, which cov-
. cheeks, and mouth from
the gaze of strangers. Orange-tinted
nails and fingertips, visible occasion-
ally when the loose fold of a robe was
siuteheel from the contamination of
touching him, suggested the talons of
a bird of prey rather than the slender
""-'t:i;-hls;:]ht’d hands for Whiﬂh thE ﬁl'ﬂ'.h
woman is noteworthy. Every man,
almost without exception, scowled at
him. Naked children, playing it the
gutter. ran off, half frightened, yet
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d

ered nose

stoppeed to shriek words which he was
quitet sure were not kindly greetings.
Prowling dogs, the scavengers of the
native quarter, shared the general hos-

tility, and scurried out of his path,
but sullenly, and with bared teeth.
Through occasional sunlit vistas he
peeped into main streets In which
numbers of Italian soldiers
and civilians. Even a few carriages’
appearvd, conveying ladies to the
shops or public gardens, now that the
intense heat of the sun had subsided.

.
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Therefore he found it scarcely cred-|i

ir_niv. that in the fetid sinms there
should be such covert hatred of the

white race which held “ndiﬂputed

sway in thoroughfares distant not a
stone’s throw. And, in ‘pmling con-
trast to the evidences of the eye and
“ar, he was conscious of an uncanny
fense of familiarity with his surround-
ings. Before the Aphrodite brought

him south by east he had never been
nearer Egypt than Paris. Yet the
Sights, the sounds, the nauseating
51_11911 of this dank bazaar, BPI'&'B-IE':I to
him with the breathless realism that
the jingle of hansoms, the
eruneh of omnibuses, the yelling of
ewsboys and the tar-laden scent of
the wood-paced road might convey
""hEIl_ next he entered the Strand.
This entirely novel and.disquieting
tonceit recalled his strange obsession
When first he looked out over the de-
%1t at night from the bows of the
facht, and the memory brought with
it the legend of his house—that the
R“F-”_ﬂﬂﬂ were descendants of Coeur-
de-Lion. He saw now that which he
had never realized from the glowing
Pages of written romance, that
ders must have mixed with peo-
ble nearly identical in manner
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speech with the strange human mis-
cellany of Massowah. During those
medieval campaigns in an arid and
poverty-stricken land, feudal pomp
and regal glitter would yield perforce
to the demands of existence, Richard
of England and Philip of France, with
many another noble warrior of high
repute, had doubtless been glad en-
ough, times without number, to seek
the shelter and™ meager fare of just
such a jumble of derkened tenements
as that through which his guide was
leading him.

But why should he, Richard Roy-
son, acknowledge an occult acquaint-
ance with this unknown scene? And
what was the fascination which the
squalid life of the bazaar had exer-
cised occasionally on men of exalted
rank at different periods of the world’s
history? The mere notion that he
might ‘ticcumb to it—that he should
even Ieel its glamour by the operation
of some subtle trait of heredity—was
so grotesque that he laughed aloud.

He happened to be crossing a tiny
square at the moment, and a bearded
moullah was entering a mosque which
filled one whole side of it. The un-
believer’s mirth doubtless disturbed
a pious meditation, and the moullah
turned and muttered something. The
words might be a verse of the Koran,
but they had the ring of a maledic-
tion.

Mulai Hamed was abashed and
angry. He spoke apologetically to the
holy man, alluded to the “giaour”
more than once, and proceeded to
give Dick a voluble lecture, enlighten-
ing him, most probably, as to the ex-
ceeding importance
where a Mahomedan priest was con-
cerned.

Royson was unable to explain that
his hilarity was not intended as a
slight on the follower of the Prophet.
Yet dignity demanded he should not
remain dumb, so he pointed ahead,
and vociferated, with a fairly aeeurate
assumption of his skipper’s voice and
manner:

“Lead on, vou swab, and keep sil-
ent, or I’ll alter the shape of your
face.”

It sufficed, nor was he wholly. mis-
taken in his rough-and-ready philoso-
phy for it is thus that the West dom-
inates the East. The incident had the
effect of arousing Royson to actuali-
ties. He dismissed the day-dream,
and bent his wits to consideratjon of
the queer message which Mrs. Hax-
ton had asked him to deliver. Would
the Austrian obey her, he wondered?
A man’s point of view and a woman’s
differ materially when the graver cris-
es of life have to be faced. If it were
merely a question of physlecal courage,
Dick imagined that the Baron would
refuse to play the coward’s -part by
skulking on board the yacht. In that
event. von Kerber and Alfieri could
hardly fail to meet within-the hour.
for Massowah was a small place. Nor
was it altogether probable that blood-
shed would be the outcome. The afi-
ray at Marseilles had given the Italian
an excellent opportunity for settling
old scores in that fashion if he were
<o minded. At any rate, the position
was rife with dramatic possibilities.
and each that presented itself to
Dick’s judgment seemed to favor his
own projects, which now demanded
a speedy return to England. Yet he
hoped to arrange his departure In
such wise that Irene Fenshawe might
not have it in her heart that he had
deserted her.

Dick did not admit even to himself,
that he had any well-defined motive,
other than the fulfilment of a promise,
for wishing to stand well in the girl’s
esteem.

«] may be a potential baronet,” he
communed, “but-1 am not such a fool
as to fall in love with the heiress of
a man like Fenshawe. A baronef,
Hardly a month ago I was
tramping the streets of London look-
One does not, under
those conditions, include in the .liui.
prospective occupations marmnage
lady worth a million or

ensible reflection could be.

v 8 -
oy Sod his placid temper. He felt

disturbed

like railing at fate for ill-usage. For-
had no furth-
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a corporal; the latter conducted hi
to a lieutenant, and thenceforth Dick’s

' | progress was simplified, because the

officer not only .spoke English but was
ready to display his erudition, though

hours earlier, the Italian smiled dark-

Iy.

“They landed from the English
yacht out there?” he asked, with a
hand-flourish *hat indicated the Red
'Sea generally and the Aphrodite in
particular.

“Yes.”

“And you are one of the ship’s offi-
cers?”

“Yes,” said Dick again.

«“Well. I have no orders. I advise
you to go on board, and await his
Excellency’s decision.”

«It will be most gratifying to learn
his Excellency’s decision,” said Roy-
son, ‘“‘but just at this moment I must
ascertain the whereabouts of Mr. Fen-
shawe and Baron von Kerber.”

The lieutenant spread both hands
depreciatingly.

“What is one to say?”’ he shrugged,
arching his eyebrows and pursing his
lips. “I repeat, I have no orders.”

“But you have seen them p*

“Qh, yes. They are here.”

«“Then will you oblige me by send-
ing in my name to Baron von Kerber,
and saying—"

“It is impossible. Go to your ship.

speak as a friend.”

persisted Dick, “but 1 am carrying a
message of some importance—"

““Ah, from whom?"

“From a lady.”

“Who is she?”’

“One of the ladies of our party.”

““Ahi, ecrudo Amor! You have ladies
on board, then?”

“Yes, Mr. Fenshawe’s granddaugh-
ter, and—a friend of hers.’

Something in the Italian’s manner
warned Royson that he was treading
on unsafe ground. It occurred to him
that if Mrs. Haxton had good reason
for her display of fear at the aight of
Alfieri it was advisable not to spread
the tidings of her presence in Masso-
wah by revealing it to an inquisitive
official. And the warning given in
one of his letters' in his pocket sud-
denly assumed a sinister significance.
He strove against any outward ex-
hibition of concern, and the lientenant
was manifestly anxious to help him.

“] am sorry,” was the unsatisfying
statement. “I can do nothing with-
out his Excellency’s instructions, and
he has gone out for a drive ”

“Gone out for a drive!” repeated
Royson, quite taken aback by this
rather bewildering explanation. “Am
1 to understand that my friends are
kept here—"

“You are te understand nothing but
what I have told you, and you will
remember that I have contented my-
self with advising you to return to

>

your yacht.

It was evident that no good end
could be achieved by “striving to sad-
dle the courteous officer with any re-
sponsibility for his admissions. Dick
took the cue thus offered, and tried
another line.

«“Will you kindly tell me at what
hour the Governor returns?’ he ask-

ed.

“Certainly.
twenty minutes.”

“May I wait until he arrives?”’

“Nothing would give me greater
plmure.u

The lieutenant clapped his hands,
and an orderly appeared.

“Some wine, ice, and cigarettes,”
he commanded. He engaged Dick in-
stantly in conversation as to the pros-
of war in South Africa, and was
obviously desirous not to discuss per-
sonal matters. He was a decent fel-
low, and an enthusiastic admirer of
the British soldier, of whom he had
seen a good deal during a visit to
Aden.authetnlkdidnutﬂuuntil
the clatter of hoofs through the vault-
ed gateway announced the advent of

He will be-here in
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«] am sure you wish ta help me;” "

poor friend’s
secret, has gained the ear of the Itali-
an foreign minister. Trumped-up al
legations have led to cabled orders for
von Kerber’s arrest, and these wretch-
ed organ-grinders in -uniform would
have lodged every one of us in prison
if they dared. Unhappily, the Baron
is an Austrian subject, and there will
be considerable delay before I can se-
cure his freedom. We must make for
Aden at once. I will not trust the
cable from Massowah. By Jove, I
have been a supporter of peace all
my life, Mr. Royson, but it is a lucky
thing for this thieves’ den that I have
not an armed ship now at my disposal
or I would blow their fort out of its
foundations.”™

The older man little knew how this
outburst affected Royson. The refer-
ence to Alfieri was absolutely stagger-
ing. No up-to-date battleship could
have demolished the Massowah fort-
ress so effectually as Mr. Fenshawe's
outspoken wrath crumbled the edifice
of doubt built by circumstances in
Royson’s mind.

“Things have taken an extraordin-
ary turn, sir,” said he, feeling it in-
cumbent on him to say something.

“They will turn an Italian Gover-
nor out of his position before I have
done with them,” was the determined
answer. ‘“‘Come, Mr. Royson, let us
leave this man-trap. I came here in
good faith, and I quit this place with
the resolution that never again shall

entrust myself to the vagaries of
any Jack-on-office who thinks he can
browbeat a man of my repute like one
of the wretched natives whom he mis-
rules.” ,

Royson had some difficulty in per-
suading his irate employer to enter
the Governor’s carriage. Mr. Fen-
shawe only yielded to the plea that it
was a stiff walk to the hotel, and his
granddaughter would be consumed
with anxiety ifucay alarming news
had reached her meanwhile.

The coachman took them by an open
road facing the harbor. The sight of
the Aphrodite lying at anchor, trimly
elegant in white paint and neatly-
furled sails, and sporting the ensign
of a famous vacht club, led Dick to
ask if his companion knew that an
Italian gunboat was on the lookout
for her.

“Oh, yes, His Excellency spared no
details,” said Mr. Fenshawe, smiling
sarcastically. “If I were a few years
younger, and we had no women on
board, I would not allow any threats
of that sort to hinder me, and I am
much mistaken in my officers and
men if they refused to back me up.
But, as it is, we can do nothing. That
is what galls me, my complete help-
lessness.”

“We have no heavy guns, I admit,”
said Dick, casting to the winds all
thought of leaving the ship under pre-
sent conditions, “but we have arms

nd ammunition in plenty to make it
hot work for any one in Massowah

stop us once we are ashore.”

The other sighed, whether on ac-
count of his vanished youth or the
impracticable nature of the scheme,
it is hard to say.

“Our weapons are meant only for

efense,” he said. Von Kerber wished

guard against Arab hostility—that
is all. But I do not despair of obtain-

g redress from Rome. Surely it can-
not be known there that I am the
leader of this expidition. It is so
wildly bsurd to treat me as a filibus-
ter y,” Mr. Royson, the Italianm
Archeological Society elected me an

onorary vice-president ten years ago.”

Dick had his own views as to the
extent of the Aphrodite’s armament,
but the present was no time to air
Moreover, he was beginning’ to

‘must have been well aware of the
identity of the yacht’s owner. Again,
the person really aimed at in these
i i was von
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They heard her glad cry of surprise,
and she hastened to meet them.

““Good gracious, grandad,” she said,
“where have~you been? I have waited

here for you ever so long, wondefing

what had become of you.”
“The Governor was such an affable

person that he refused to let me go,”
said Mr. Fenshawe grimly. “He has
detained the Baron altogether. But
let us go up-stairs. I am pining for
that long-deferred tea. Where is Mrs.
Haxton?"

“She is ill, I am afraid. She found
the heat and noise too much for her.
Half an hour ago she asked Captain
Stump to take her to the yacht. Of
course I told her I didn’t mind being
left here until sometne came. But the
funny part of it is that, although I
was looking from the veranda, 1 failed
to see either her or the captain leave
the hotel.”

By this time they were free from
inquisitive eyes or ears, and Mr. Fen-
shawe proceeded to amaze the girl
with a full recital of his disagreeable
adventure. Royson noticed that she
gave no heed whatever to his share
in it. Her attitude was tinged with
a slight disdain, and he began to feel
miserably depressed until it occurred
to him that she probably resented
his departure on Mrs. Haxton’s errand
without letting her know. That was
consoling, to an extent. He was sure
she would forgive him when he had
an opportunity of telling her exactly
what had happened.

They were so engrossed in their con-
clave that a servant entered w h
lamps before they realized that day-
light had waned and night was falling
with the rapidity of the tropics. Mr.
Fenshawe leaped up from his chair
with an alertness that belied his
years.

“T must break my resolution and
send at least one cablegram from Mas-
sowah,” he cried. “It will be harm-
less enough to escape mutilation, as
it is to my London office directing
that all correspondence must be ad-
dressed to Aden in future. You will
take it for me, Royson, and pay the
cost?"”

Dick went off as soon as the mes-
sage was ready. Irene avoided him
ostentatiously while her grandfather
was writing, and thereby laid herself
open to the unjust suspicion that she
was flirting with him. In very truth
she was torn with misgiving, and Roy-
son’s share in her thoughts was even
less than he imagined. Her quick
brain divined that the arrest of von
Kerber had only strengthened the
Austrian’s claim on Mr. Fenshawe's
sympathies. Like all generous souled
men, ‘her grandfather ran to extremes
and she felt that it was hopeless 1o
try and shake his faith in one whom
he regarded as the victim of perse-
cution.

“Will Captain Stump come back for
dinner?” inquired Mr. Fenshawe, after
he had glanced through the letters
which Irene brought to him.

“T hope so. Mrs Haxton went off
in such a hurry that I forgot to men-
tion it.”

“Was it illness, or anxiety, that sent
her to the yacht?”

«A little of both ,I fancy. But why
should she be anxious?  She did not
know that matters had gone wrong at
the fort.”

‘I think she made a shrewl guess.
 but was unwilling to alaria you. Thal
is why she sent Mr. Royson after us.
By the way, what did she tell him to
do?" ' ’

“J have no idea,” said Irene coldly.

“That is odd, distinctly odd. I
meant to ask him, but forgot it in my

excitement.”
“He will be here in‘ a few minutes,”

£

| bined to

men. The street was filled with clam-
or, and the pavement was blocked
with struggling forms. Knives flash-
ed, brawny-armed Arabs closed ip
deadly combat, and cursed each other
with all the rich repertory of Islam
Of course, people tried to rush from
the vestibule of the hotel to ascertain
what was causing the tumult. Bat
the fighters filled the doorway so that
none could enter or leave the building,
and, in the midst of the alarm and
confusion ,the pair of Somamli ponies
attached to the ramshackle wvehicle
were whipped into a fast gallop. Then
the riot subsided as quickly as it
arose, and, were it not that Irene was
gone, no one appeared to be much the
worse.
CHAPTER IX

A Gallop in the Dark.

Several minor rills of events com
produce this tempestuous
torrent at the door of the Hotel
Grande del Universo, and any level-
headed man acquainted with their
meanderings might come to the just
conclusion that Irene had been kid-
napped in the mistake for Mrs. Hax-
ton. He might have deplored the
blunder, but, leaving out of count any
humsane consideration for the girl’s
feelings, he must have admired the
stage-craft displayed by her abductors.
1f cool skill were worthy of success
they had earned it in full measure. In
fact. the achievement would have
ranked high in the villainous annals
of Massowah were it not for the blind
chance that separated Mulai Hamed
from Royson two hours earlier.

The sun sank behind the highlands
of Abyssinia while the Effendi awaited
the Governor’s return in the guard-
room of the fort. Thereupon his guide.
being an orthodox Mahomedan, faced
towards Mececa, knelt by the roadside.
and bowed his forehead in the dust.
Another devout follower of the Pro-
phet joined him, and the two chanted
their prayers in unmison. It is said
that hymns are seldom sung with such
gusto as in convict settlements, and,
appraised by this standard, Mulai
Hamed and his casual companion
were accomplished rascals, for they
rattled off the Salat and the Sunnab
unectuously, and performed the genu-
flections and prostrations of the Reka
with military precision.

Then they exchanged news. Mulai
Hamed, telling of the Giaours in the
hotel, was vastly surprised to hear
from his brother Mussulman, a cook
in the fort, that two of the Effendis
were prisoners. .But the cook soon
hastened away to decapitate certain
skinny fowls which would form the
basis of a Risotto al pollastro for din-
ner at the officer’s mess, leaving Mu-
lai Hamed to wonder if, perhaps, the
tall Effendi had also been kept in dur-
ance vile, until h@saw Mr. Fenshawe
and Royson being whirled off in the
Governor’s carriage along the sea
front.

He cursed both of them in suitable
terms, and started on the long walk
to the hotel. Being a born gossip, he
chose the livelier route of the main
street, which might yield a meeting
with another acquaintance. This di-
vergence led him near the Elephant
Mosque. Abdullah, wearied of the
rendezvous arranged by Mrs. Haxton
for von Kerber, detected Mulai Ham-
ed’s badge, and sought information.

“Brother,” said he, “I would have
speech of thee.”

“Say on,” was the courteous
for Mulai Hamed was flattered at
being
distinction.

“There be certain Giaours at thy
caravanserai, an old man, a fat man
Jke a bull, a young man who stands

| interior to-night,” said Mulai Hamed.
But the turmoil in the wvicinity of the
hotel now drew their attention, and
they ran with others, for public blood-
letting is ever an attractive 1
to those who form the audience.

Dick was then leaving the telegraph
office ,whence he had despatched a
cablegram on his own account. Bare
civility demanded that he snould ack-
nowledge Mr. Forbes’ s various com-
munications, so he sent the brief mes-
sage: “Writing, Royson,” which he
thought covered the ground sufficient-
ly. Before rejoining Mr. Fenshawe
and Irene, he walked a little way to-
wards the harbor, and, as he half ex-
pected, met Stump returning from the
yacht.

He proceeded to astonish the stout
mariner with the evening’'s budget,
but Stump had been thinking things
out in his own fashion, and he set
forth a theory which apparently ac-
counted for von Kerber's discomfiture.

“You see, it's this way,” he said.
“These bloomin" I-talians have got the
griffin about that treasure. And who
gev’ it to 'em? Why, that chap who
arranged the hold-up at Marseilles.
You said nothin’ much about it, which
was right an’ proper, but Tagg is
sharper’'n he looks, an’ he tole me
that a paper was nicked out o* von
Kerber’s pocket. That paper put the
sharks on the scent. They got ahead
of the Aphrodite by catchin’ the In-
dian mail at Brindisi, an’ nad every-
thing cut and dried for us when we
dropped anchor here. Miss Irene an’
me spotted one of ‘em watchin’ the
hotel this afternoon.”

“I believe that man was Alfier1,”
said Dick. “Indeed, Mrs. Haxton ad-
mitted it to me, and it was his unex-
pected appearance that caused her to
beat a retreat.”

“An’ who’s Mr. Alfie Wot’s-his-
name?"’ broke in Stump.

“I’'m sorry. I forgot that you had
not heard of him. He is the man who
secured the papyrus, or paper, at Mar-
seilles. Both Mrs. Haxton and the
Baron are afraid of him.”

“You seem to know a dooce of a lot
about this business,” exclaimed the
skipper testily.

“I cannot help that—I have been
dragged into it in many ways ,each
peculiar, and hardly credible when
considered collectively. 1 promise
you, captain, that I shall tell you the
whole story one of these days. Mean-
while, I think the sooner we are at
Aden the better it will be for Mr.
Fenshawe and the ladies, and I offer
you the respectful advise that you
should back up Miss Fenshawe if she
tries to persuade her grandfather te¢
go there at once

“Funny thing,”” growled Stump,
“hut them’s Mrs. Haxton’s very words
as I helped her up the ship’s ladder.
Hello! Where's the fire? Unless I'm
much mistaken, young feller, there’s
a first-class row goin’ on outside our
bloomin cafe. No, no, don’t you butt
in among Arabs as though you was
strollin’ down Edgware Road on a Sat-
urday night, an’ get mixed up in a
coster rough-an’-tumble. These long-
legged swine would knife you just for
the fun of it. Keep full an’ by, an’
let any son of a gun who comes 100
near have it wher it'll stop him.”

Stump’s sound precautions were
unnecessary. None of the combat-
ants approached them. Indeed, the
struggle ceased as quickly as it began,
and they were in the hotel before the
frightened servants dared make known
the thrilling fact that the young lady
was missing. - The negro who accom-
panied her down-stajrs was positive
that she had gone off on her own
accord in the carriage that was stand-
ing outside, but Mr. Fenshawe’s fran-
tic protestations when the scared man-
ager told him what had happened con-
vinced Royson that the servant’s
statements were wildly absurd. More-
over, il became clearer each second
that Mrs. Haxton, and not Irene, was
the prize sought by the marauders.
Royson, though in a white heat of
helpless rage, soon became alive to
this element in an otherwise inex-
plicable outrage, and endeavored to
sooth Mr. Fenshawe’s wild-eyed alarm
by telling him that the girl would
surely be sent back as soon as the
error was discovered.

There was no time for explanations.
All was panic and useless running to
and fro. A messenger was sent 10
summon the police, and matters were
in a state of chaos when Royson was
approached by an Arab whose clearly-
chiseled featureg ,arched eyebrows and
high cheek-bones showed that he was
of different lineage to the hybrids of
the coast. His carriage, too, was that
of a man of consequence, and he wore
his burnous rather in the Algerian
style. This was Abdullah, who had
gathered from the negro’s now almost
incoherent words that Mrs. Haxton
had been spirited away in the carri-
age. He had his own reasons for be-
lieving the lady would encounter diffi-
culties in Massoyah, and the man

her name readily, whereas Miss
Fenshawe’s was unknown tfo either of

them.
“Monsieur,” said he, addressing .
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