The engine i...n Bad bean signaled
half-speed abead, and already a sailor
with a coll of rope iIn hend was sta-
tloned at the forward gangway. |
have frequently seen river pilots make
landings that were marvels of clever
ealculation, but I never saw any steer-
ing more accurately gauged than that
by which MacLeod, here in the open
sea, with the precarlous swell and
surge of ocean to combat, brought the
yacht gliding within a bare three
inches of the rolling dory’'s bow.

I was leaning over the rall as we
came thus wupon the ocastaway, and
saw clearly enough for just & moment
the huddled cresture In ollskins, silent
and motionless In the stern, with
closed eyes and wet, dark halr mat-
ted upon his forehead. Then a sallor,
dropping lightly imto the boat, shut
off my view for a little. There was
a whir of flung line; an exchange of
quick-spoken, and to me unintelligible,
words between the sallor In the dory
and a sallor standing beside me on
the yacht's deck; and then, the line
was taut and straining, and the dory,
which had sheered off astern, was be-
ing brought up slowly alongside.

Now, | realized for the first time
that ourengines had stopped and that,
mave for the roll, we were almost sta-
tionary.

They were lifting the faherman
aboard whem Cameren, ai leagth
aroused by the unusual, strolled for.
ward and jolned me,

“There's your bit of wreckage,” I ob-
served, smiling.

“Poor devji!” e exclaimed, sym-
pathetically. *“He seems more dead

than alive,
“He's breathing, #ir,” announced
Brandon, the first officer, “and not

We'll take him below,

and soe what céan be done for him,
ulr.”

He appeared to be about forty years
of age, a somewhat shrunken, wealh-
erbeaten creature, with face deeply
half hiddem behind poasibly
h of dark beard. It s
A man with his eyes
was far from prepos-
of this fellow's fen-
Ordinartly 1
him soant heed, but
ordisary day, and my

superactive Even the
trivial cocurresmces took on slg-

nificance, And this was not a trivial
ocourrence, Certalnly It was not
wsual. Flashermon blown to sea in
storms and overcome by exposure,
hunger and tMret were common
- enough, perhaps, but within the past
woaak there had been no storm; the
weather bad been as mild aa that of
June, with an August day or two
thrown Iin. How was it possible, then,
for this bit of flotsam to have come
where It was and in the condition It
was? i

To Cameron | gave no hint of my
reasoning, but to Captaln Macleod 1
put the question without hesitation.

“It does secem a bit odd, Mr. Clyde,”
be returned, judicially, “but you see
his mast and sall had gome by the
board and his oars, too. It looks to
ma, sir, as If ha'd been run down, may-
b, and nigh swamped. Of course we
ean't tell till he geta his sensea and
leta us know."

Though this put the matter In a
new light, it did not by any means re
Heve my anxiety; and 1 asked Mac-
Leod to have a sharp watch kept om
the fellow, adding that | would come
to him later for anything he might
learn. 1 took care, too, to caution him
to make no mention of the affair in
the presence of Cameron.

It waa not until after dinner that
avening that I found opportanity again
o qunestion the captain. 1 came upon
hlm in his stateroom, a comfortably
sommodions eabin, far forward om the
apper deck. On his table was spread
A chart, over which he waa bending
when | entered. A Dbriarwood was
gripped firmly between hia teeth and
the grateful odor of clean pipe smoke
greeted me as | entered,

“He's come around, Mr. Clyde™ he
Informed me, turning about In his
swivel chair, "and I'm just trying to
sheck up some of his statementa by
means of this chart here, and our
weather record.”

“And how do they check so far?
[ anked, a litile dublously,

“Quite to a dot, sir,” was his an-
swer, “Thers’s no breakdown any-
where, so far. According to hia story,
he sailed ofit of Glouncestar harbor on
Monday morning. His name’s Peter
Johnson, and he lives in East Glouces- |

. _ter, He says the wind was strong from
the westward, and he made the banks
all right without mishap. But about
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| And tne next thing that happened was

what 1 suspected, sir. He heard a
steamer’s whistle. He had his sheet
out and was running before the wind,
and that steamer coming upon him
out of the fog, caught his boom, ripped
out his mast and nearly capsized his
dory. When she righted, the steam-
er's lights were fading Into the fog
again, his boat was half full of water
and his cars were washed away. Well,
gir, to make a long story short, he
must have caught a current that can
rfed him well out beyond Cape Cod,
and then slewed him around the
southermost end of Nantucket island.
I questioned him about lights and fog
slgnals, and making due allowanece for
bis condition, his yarn works out pret-
ty stralght. He'd been drifting about
for three days when we picked him
ugp and was half dead of thirst and
hunger. But he's come around better
than might be expected, and—"

And then I Interrupted him.

“Three days without water? I gques-
tioned.

“And without food. Yes, sir”

“When did he tell you this story™

“About six o’clock, sir.”

“Could a starving man recover that
quickly?™

“He might, sir,” MacLeod answered,
“The average healthy man can go ten
days without food or drink.”

“What have you done with him?

“He's In the seaman's quarters, for
‘ard, sir.”

“See that he's kept there, Mr. Mac-
Leod,” 1 told him. *“I'd feel better If
you put a watch on him tonight. To-
morrow we'll run Iln to Gloucester and
look up his people and friends.”

“YVery good, sir.,”

“Thank you"™

I thought of having a look at Peter
Johnson, mysealf, for | was somewhat
curlous to study that face again when
it was sentient, and had eyes open,
but on second thought | decided to
walt untll morning. It seemed allly
to suspect this seemingly honest but
unfortunate faberman,

We had not been speeding so well
during the afternoon: there was some

|

he's overboar.. ..na since Lieré was
no one Interested In throwing him
there, then it seems very clear that
he must have jumped.”
“Jumped!” I cried, In
“My God, man!
I was not three feet away from him,
and only for a minute or two? How
could he have jumped without my
hearing him? How could he even

“] have been thinking that possibly
you were wrong about the significance
of that empty envelope. Possibly
those enigmatical persons intended
that absence of a definite threat to
imply the inconcelvably terrible.”

Now that he had started to talk
about it, 1 wished that he had contin-
ved his silence, 1 could not under-
stand how I had convinced him be-
fore, knowing all the while that 1 was
without truth to support me. Cer-
tainly, now, pervafled as 1 was with
that grim disquietude, it would be
even more difficult to carry conviction
with my wordas.

“Whatever they intended,” I wven-
. tured, yielding a fraction of a point,
| “it seems to me that they'll have some
difficulty in carrying it out. There
areé no portraits here to mutliate and
no mirrors to smash. For the previ-
ous performances there must be some
more or less simple explanation
Neither you nor 1 belleve in the su-
pernatural; therefore the things that
happened at Cragholt were brought
about by natural means, seemingly in-
explicable as they were. Now no nat-
| ural means can be brought to bear
to perform any such legerdemain on
this yacht. You know that. There's
not a man here, except that poor old
fisherman, that we don't know all and
everything about. So, I say, no mat-
ter what they planned; this time they
are outwitted.” And even as I said
it, I saw clearly before my vision
these words: “Bay not Heaven is high
above! Heaven ascends and descends
llhnut our déeds, dally inspecting us
' wheresoever we are™

“Then you agree with me?
think something may bave
planned ™

“I wouldn't pretéend to interpret
thelr symbolism.” 1 answered evasive-
ly. “The empty envelope Impressed
me as synonymous with saying,
‘Nothing more at present!” Even now
1 think that if they had meant to con-
tinue they would bave sald so. I'm
almost sure they would.”™

1 was quite sure, of course, but I
dared not say so.

Cameron smoked on quietly for a
while In & ruminative mood. Even-
tualy he threw the end of his cigar
over the rall, and leaned forward.

“1 don't know,” he sald perplexedly,
“] don't know.”

This I hoped was to be the end
of the matter, for tonight at least; but
presently he began to talk of those
Arst two letters, to conjecture, o won-
der, t0 diasect phrases, to dig out
subtieties of meaning from euphemis-
tic expreasions. And then | knew that
he bad every word memorised, Just
as | had.

Beven bells had struck and we were
still talking. But now and then there
worge pauses In our converse—{nter-
vala of silence of varying length—dur
ing which 1 sat with my gase streich-

irritation.

hearing him?"
The captaln shrugged his shoulders
“There’s no other explanation,” he
declded, conclusively.
“You mean he committed sulcide?”
“Call it what you )ike, gir."
“But there was no reason for him
to do such a thing,” I objected.
.'"E. understand he’s been pretty fll,
r.
“He was 11], yes. But he was on the

realization that I, was ppeaking of
Cameron in the past tense, as though
it were already settled that I should
never se® him ailve agaln, a shiver
of horror swept over me. I know Mac-
Leod observed it, for be sald:

“There's been a drop in the tem-
peratyre, In thé last half-bour. It'll
be more comfortable in my cabin, sir,
if you don't mind coming in, rnd talk-
ing the thing over a bit.”

“Good Heavens, Macleod,” 1 ex-
claimed, turning on him with nervous
savagery, “do you expect me to sit
down and talk calmly at such a mo-
wment? 1 ean’t. It's all I can do to
stand still bhere, for & minute at a
time, I feel I must do something. It's
torture to have one’s hands tled this
way." )

“l think I know how you feel, sir.
But walking the deck will do no good,
and if you could calm yourself enough
to talk it over quietly, we might get
down to something that would gulde
us, 8o to speak.”

“Guide us?™ 1 repeated.

“Yes, nir. [Jt's not imposaible, you
know, sir, that when he went over-
board he was picked up.”

The light from hls cabin porthole
iMuminated us both, and now as he
looked at me he must have seen my
perplexity.

“You sald yourself, sir.,” be ex-
plalned, “that you thought you heard
the exhaust of some sort o' eralt nol
far away.”

It was this reminder, I think, which
brought back my woOl-gathering wits
and steadled me to a perception of the
real lmportance of the captain‘s plea.
Of one thing, at least, | was assured
Cameron was not a sulcide. How be
could bave gone over the taffrall with-
out my seelng or hearing him, | should
pever be able t0o understand. But gone
be was, and It lay upon me (o dis
cover by whose asalsiance (his mar
velous disappearance was accom-
plished. And s0 It came about that,
comtrolling my futlle unrest, | waas

You
been

trouble reported from the engine
room, and it was a gquestion whether
we hd made over Mieen knols an
hour sloce two o'clock. 1 know that
at ten o'clock that night, when the
moon went down, we were somewhers
sast of Naniucket, and directly In the
path of the transatlantic lnera,

The night was balmy as a night In
springtime, and Cameron and I In
light overcoats sat on the afterdeck,

waiching the moon allde slowly below
the dark horisom lne. Our chalra were
clona together, facing the lee rall; his
the farther asterm. We (alked of
many thinga, | remember. He was al
ways Interested in my work, and es
pecially in my ambitiona to make The
Week a power for national good and,
I remember that we discussed several
projects | then had In mind for bring-
ing about reform In high places. But
the subject which then Intereated me
most, and regarding which 1 still ex-
perienced a vague, unreasoning uneas-
Iinesa, he had avolded throughoaut the
day and evening, with what seemed
to me studled intent

The sudden cessation of hostilities
on the part of those whom he had
been glven every reason to Jook anpon
as his implacable enemiea, was cor
tainly strange enough to have invited
enfless debate, and | marveled that,
after having accepted my falsehood
as truth, he had not chosen to go over
with me the whole marvelously per
plexing businesa,

Hizs mind, 1 knew, was relleved by
what 1 had made him belleve, or he
would not now ba the man he was;
but despite that, It appeared to me,
it would be most nataral for him, on
thia day of all daye—the twenty-first
of the month—to question, at least,
my previously emphatically stated
conclusions_

There had been a moment of silence
betweaen ns, and these reflections were
dominant with me, as six bells, ring-
ing out musicall}, announced that
midnight was but an hour distant. At
that instant, while in time to the
bell’'s strokes, there echoed in my
brain the words: “Know then, that be-
fore the morning of the eighth day
hence—" Cameron, lowering his ci-
gar, turned to me with:

“Clyde, 1 wonder If you have for-
gotten what day thia ia!”™

I don"t know why, coming at just
that particalar juncture, the question
should be more unpeetting than f It
had come at some other time of day,
but 1 know It seemed so to me.

For a little space my tongune refused
ita office. There was a lump In my
throat which demanded to be swal-
lowed, and I madea a pretence of
conghing to hide my plight. At length
[ anewered, a hit lamely:

“"No, 1 haven't forgotten. it'a
Wednesday, the twenty-firat of Oecto-
ber.”

He returned his eigar to his lips and
smoked in gilence for a full minute.
Then, he sald, quietly:

“It's seven days since that empty

preassnthly seated In Macleod's awlivel
chalr, whila he, from a place on the
side of hia berth, Ared pointed gues
tlons at me, which | either anawered
as best | could or relurned In kind.

“Now maybe It's none of my bual
ness, Mr. Clyde, but In view of to-
night's occurrence | think (t's pertl
nent to know why there was such a
thorough Inspection of the Sibyila be
fare we salled, and such a Jot of cap
tion regarding the erew.™ That was
the Arst of his volley, and for a mo-
ment It staggered me. | recogninzed,
however, that thia waa not a time for
quibbling, and as Macleod had bheen
for years a staunch soldier in Camer.
on's army of employeea, | maw no
harm in letting him know the truth.

“I'M tell you,”" 1 returned, frankly,
*but It"s not to go any further. In the
past nine weeks Mr. Cameromn has
been recelving a series of threatening
anonymousa letiers. The last one came
A week ago today; and In it this was
pamed as the data for the climax. ™

“Climax?™ he repeated, questioning-
ly.

“Yea. Today, the letier stated, Mr.
Cameron would disappear.”

The calm, phlegmatic young captain
did not start. He simply narrowed his
eyed In thomght.

ing ont over the black waters and my
hearing stralned for any Il“ll
sound, More than once during ““i
eveuning | thought I had detected far
off the pounding note of a motor
boat's eaxhaust, but had put the notion
anide as too Improbable for entertaln- |
ment. Now, faintly, | seemed to hear
it again; not so distant, but un.d.i
1 got up and stood close to the rall,
and listened with ear bent. Them |
determined to go to my cabin for &
night glase which | had Incloded
Among my trapa. BPat at that moment
the sound, which 1 had made sure of, |
oceased, and | stood a second or two
longer, expecting It to resume,
Altogether It waa not over a minute
or two that | stood there. [t peemed |
much leaa than that. Then | turned
with a quesation for Cameron. | won-
dered whether he had heard the sound |
too,
“I say, Cam—" 1 began, and stopped,
startied, with his name half uttered. |
Hin chalr was empty. He was nnt'.
on deck. T ran to the saloon. He rn!
not there. [ flung open the door of |
his stateroom. He was not there, el
ther. I had the yacht searched for
him. He was not on the yacht

CHAPTER IX,

- “That’'s odd,” he esaid, gravely,
A Craft Without Lights “damned odd.” And then, after a sec.

ond’s consideration, he asked: “"Was
that—bat of comree It was—why he
took this cruige ™

“No,” 1 told him. "“That was not his
reason; though it was mine.”

I did not mean to be enlgmatle, but
I suppose [ was, for Macleod showed
plainly enough that he falled to un-
derstand.

“You see,” T went on, In elucidation,
“Mr. Cameron did not know about this
last threat. He was 111 when the let-
ter came, and we kept it from him "~

It was evident to me that the cap-
tain disapproved, but he held his
peace.

“What were the previous threata?
he asked, presently.

“Nothing definite,” [ answered.
“Simply that on certain fixed days the
writers would demonstrate thelir
power." '

“And did they?

“Most marvelonsaly.”™

Again Macleod waa nilent for a
spaca,

“Under the ecircumstances, Mr,
Clyde, don't you think it wonld have
been better if you'd told me about
thia ™

“Mr. Cameron was very anxious
that no one should know.”

The captain compassed his right
knee with his locked hands,

“All the same,” he sald, “he’d never
have been apirited off this yaent if T°d
a" known what was in the wind.”

Thia statement annoyed me, and 1
regented It

Composure 18 second nature with
me. I claim no eredit for It: It 1s a
matter of temperament rather than
cultivation. But now my tdmperament
was all awry, and my composare fled
me. | was excited. More than that,
I was frantic, distracted, rattled. 1
wanted to do a dozen things at ones:
to get answera to a score of ques
tiona In a single moment. And the
consequence may be imagined. For.
five—ten minutea, nothing was done
whatever. Then the search-light was
got into play, sweeping the waters on
all siden, far and mear; but with pal
try result. Flve or six miles astern
we made out a power boat, simflar to
that which 1 had seen through the
glazs earller In the day. To the eant-
ward a steamer with two funnels wai
Just coming Into range. The white
rafla of a coasting schooner showed
to westward, Trafling In our wake
waf our equalid salvage, the dory of
the fisherman.

Macleod, trained to coolness, re-
tained hia wits. Bystematically he
set to work. Likely and uanlkely
places aboard the yacht were looked
into, Before I knew what he was
about, we were going back over th
WAY we had come with the searc
Heght swinging in a circle and a haif-
dozén sharpeyed seamen scanning
every aquare foot of rolling wave,

“TI ean’'t understfhd 1t,” T kept re-
peating aloud, with senseless iteration.
“I ean’t understand It.”

I was standing alone, well forward,

Don’t 1 tell you that

have got out of his chair, without my

road Lo recovery.” And then, with the

“You see there oughtn't to be any ; neither of his statements E he the

misunderstanding between you and
me, slr., This is too serious a busl-
ness to be bungled because I am only
captaln of this yacht and you are the
owner's friend. So, if I speak plainly,

think me disrespectful.”

1 smiled to reassure him, atill puz-
zgled, and added:

“Go stralght ahead, captain.
are perfectly right.”

“Well,” he began, “I'll tell you, Mr.
Clyde. Your story, as you told it to
me, has some weak points in it. You
say, for instance, that you were with
Mr. Cameron almost continuously.
Now I'm not mentioning the little
while you were In here, early in the
evenlng, but durlng the last quarter
of an hour before you gave the alarm,
you weren't with kim, either.”

I stared at the speaker for an in-
stant In absolute dumb amaze.

“I don't know why you say that,” I
sald, at length, more hurt than an-
gered. “I told you that from the mo-
ment [ last spoke to him, seated be-
slde him there on the after-deck, un-
til I turmed from the rail and found
him gone, not more than two min-
utes elapsed. And that was God's
truth.”

“You sald you were listening for
what you thought sounded like a mo-
tor boat, didn't you?”

“1 did.”

“And you werg leaning over the taff-
rall, looking for it, weren't you?™

“1 was."

“But you dida't see 1t?”

“No, 1 didn't see It; and I couldn't
bear it after the first foew seconds.”

The captain bad fixed a gaze on me
that seemed almed to penetrate to my
soul’s fiber. After my answer he was
sllent a moment. Then he sald:

“Where were you, Mr. Clyde, when
that boat—motor, tug, or whatever
she was—crossed within ten feet of
the dory we are towing ™

Had bhe struck me in the face I
could not have been more dumfound
od.

“What do you mean?” were the only
words that came (0 me. _

“l mean that the craft you have
been talking about came up and went
astern of us, ten or twelve minutes
before you gave the alarm that Mr.
Cameron had wvanished under your
eyes. | was on the bridge and saw it
myself—just a black shape, without
Hghts, and her exhaust mufled, just
as you say. You tell me that you and
Mr. Cameron had been sitting there
for three bours, al least; that you
heard seven bells sirike; that It was
not more than fAfteen or tweanly min
ules after this that you got up and
went 10 the rall, and that you omnly
stood there two minutes.”™

“1 told you all of that, and every
word s the truth,™ [ insisted, vebheo
mently,

“"And yet.,” he retorted accusingly,
“and yet—eight bells had struck be
fore you gave the alarm.”

| had not thought of the time. In
my panic It bad not ocourrad o me,
of course to asoertain the hour and
minute BPat Caplain acrlLeod knew.
At sea they work by clock, At eight
bella the walch had changed.

“My dear fellow,” | exclaimed ris
ing, “you certainly eannas for a mo
ment suspect me of complicity.”

He stood up, too; imperturbable.

“l Just want those things explained,
that's all,” was hia reply.

“And | can’t explain them.,” 1 told
him, eandidly. “"You say you saw the
boat. | didnt. You say It was after
midnight when | came to you. It
may bave been. | don't know. It
may have been nearer (welve, when 1
went to the rail. My Impression I8
that It waa not. I'Tl admit it js mye
teriousn. The whole awful thing la
myeaterious.”

My candor sefmed to relleve him.

“Well, Mr. Cirde,” he sald, with
equal sincerity, “maybe 1 waa omt-
spoken, but | wanted to know what
you'd say to the points that were
puzzling me.” '

“You did perfeetly right” I told
him. “As you have sald, theve most
be no pecrets befween na” And then,
as | resumed my seat, | asked: “What
about the flahberman? He hasn't evad-
ed his guard, has he?™

MacLeod sat down again too,

“He's in where 1 put him, now.,” he
anawered witlh a ahade of reluctanca,
“put—I'm mnot sure; t's almost as
mysterions as the other—btmt 1 could

You

have saworn | saw him come up that
for’ard hatchway and go sneaking aft
while | waa on the bridge.”

“When was that?™ [ pressed, eager-
ly.
“About a guarter of twelve.”

“What did you 407

“Nothing, just then. 1 walted. And
while I was wailing T saw that biack,
spooky craft come out of the dark,
and go skimming astern of us. A
little after eight bella I came down
from the bridge—I stopped there for
just a minute to have a word with
Brardon when he eame up—and then
I went myself to look after Johnfon
and the man I'd set to watch him. The
fisherman was in a bunk sound asleep,
and the man swore he had been lying
there snoring, for the past two houra,
“Who was It came up the ladder twen.-
ty minutes ago? I asked. He looked
At me as if he thought I was gone
saddenly loony. ‘Before the watch
changed?” he asked. 1 nodded. "Not
a soul came or went,” he saild, ‘since 1
been here."™

“And the boat without lghts?” 1
questioned. "“Did yom {nquire about
her? Who else saw Rer?”

“I asked the lookouts; but-—well,
no, sir—and that's very strange to me
~—neither of them saw her. I gave

“What could you have done?” 1
asked, “1 was with him almost con-
tinmously.”

Thera came a strange, half-medita-

leaning over the rail. Presently Mac-

Leod lald a hand on my shoulder,
“We can't do anything more than

we are doing, Mr. Clyde,” he said In

his matterof-fact way. “For my part,
I ean’t understand it, efther: but sincs
Mr. Cameron’s not aboard, there's
ouly one cosclusion, and that s that

tive, half-bold look in the man's ayes,
and I was wondering what it portend-
od, when, qnite ignoring my question,
ha began speaking:
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them both a rating. If they weren’t

sir, you'll understand why, and not

smallest corroboration. For my owh
part I was sure that, at the time he
mentioned, no vessel of any descrip-
tlon had passed anywhere near us

“What did you make the craft out
to be?”

“Well, gir, I couldn’t say exactly.
She was in sight only a minute, com-
ing in range of our own lights. Bhe
looked more like a tug than anything
else: but she had more speed than
any tug I ever saw. She hadn’t the
lines of a yacht.”

“She wasn't a pllot boat?” -

“Oh, no, sir. New York pllots don't
cruise this far east, and the Boston
pilots wouldn't be so far away from
home elther.”

I offered the captain a cigar, which
he declined, filling Lis pipe in prefer-
ence, When I lighted a cigar myself,
1 asked:

“] suppose you have some theory,
MacLeod. You don’t seriously’ think
it was suicide?”

As usual he was slow to anawer.
After a thoughtful second, he sald:

“I'd be sorry to think that, Mr.
Clyde. Taking into consideration what
you told me about the threat, and
connecting that boat with 1t, it
looks—" and then he paused, thought-
ful again. “It's pot in possibility,” he
went on, after & second, “that they
could have plucked him off with a line,
But if that fellow | saw going aft—Oh,
Lord, no, air! It's past me to see &
way out. All the same, we are keep-
ing that craft in sight, and If we can
only get thirty knots out of the Sibylla
again, we'll find out what she 18 and
what her business !s, before morning.”
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CHAPTER X.

A Woman of Intultion.

I tidings, always a heavy burden,
never welghed more heavily on any
one than on me that dismal, rainy
Sunday morning, on which 1 stepped
from the Sibylla's launch to the stone
waler steps of Cragholt, For two days
we had searched the bays and inlets
from Provincetown to Plymouth and
from Blasconset to Providence, gues
tloning at every pler and landing
stage; making Inquiry In every town
and hamlet; but without a thimbleful
of profit for our pains. As that black
craft, with dimmed lights and muffled
engloes, had eluded our pursuit om
the night of Cameron’s disappearance,
s0 for forty-elght hours wsucceeding
she had baMed out queat. No one
knew her; no one had seen her,

As for that shaken, frayed, pallld
Asherman, Peter Johnson, he ap-
peared below, ratber than above, sus-
picion, If my knowledge of men went
for anything he was (oo inferior both
mentally and physically to be a par
Ycipant in any such plot as was here
Involved. He seemed to me woelully
weak and wasted, and with as Httle

braing as sinew. Ho, with enough
money for a new mast and sall, we
had put him and his dory ashore at
our first landing, and had forthwith

forgotten him. . S

MaclLeod had been inclined to com
tinge the search, but | argued that
any further efforts In that direction
would be only a waste of time. The
eraft we ware looking for might have
come from any one of a thousand
places and returned to any one of & -
thonsand more. HBome more effective,
general and farreaching steps must
be taken, | held, and taken quickly.
Indeed 1 felt now that to keep secret
longer the conspliracy, as Indicated Im
those mystic letters, would be little
short of eriminal. The ald of the po-
lice and the press must be Invoked at
once, and nothing left undone to Lrace
the crime to ita source,

Pu' my first and most onerous task
waa to acqualnt Evelyn Grayson with
the facta as | knew them. How 1|
ahrank from that duty la beyond amy-
thing I can put inte worda 1 know
it womld have been far easler for me
te have carrled her definite news of
her uncle’'s death. What T had to
tell was horrible In e atark obacurity.
And yet, f 1 conld have foreseen just
what waa to follow, 1 might have
gpared myself a goodly share of dis-
tress, :

1 Imagined T knew Evelyn Graysom,
before thia. [ thought 1 had sounded
the profunditiea of her fortitnde aad
courage on the night that | spread be-
fore her and read with her that thied
and jast letter. But my fancy did her
an injustice. She was even more of
A woman than T dreamed,

Recently T chanced upon these lines
by Thomas Dunn Eaglish, which muast
have been inspired by such a ohe A8
she:

8o much In clear,
Though Hitle dangers they may fear,
When greater perils men environ
Then women show a4 front of Iron;

And, gentle In thelr manner, they
Do bold thinge In A quiet way.

Evelyn Grayson did a boid thing In
A quiet way that morning. I have not
vei forgotten how marble white she
waa, and yet how bravely she camea,
with apringing etep and lifted chin
and fearlesa evea. [ had waited her
coming in the mmsiec room, with Its
score of reminders of happy e ot
in which he had participated. The
chair he uwsually chose, in the corner,
near the great bow wirdow againet
which the east wind was now driving
the rain in gusty gplashea, took on a 3
pathos which moved me t0 weakness.
The Bandelaire Iyrie, spread opem- 14
paged upom the music rack of the pb™
ano, stirred memories scarcely less .
harrowing. A photograph, an ash *
tray, a paper knife, all commonplace .
objects of themselves, but so limked .+
to Mm by association, became, smd. 5
denly, Instruments of emotional ton ¢
‘ure, :
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asleep I don't see how theay
have missed her.”

The thing was growing more and
more bafling. MacLeod was the last
man to be accused of Imaginative fan-
cles. He was t in earnest in
what he had told me; and yet for

(To be continued.)




