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statements could hard-
been either spontaneous or
ventions. On the other
were rather a sort_of invol-
tal of the particulars of &
which bad engrossed him for
the exclusion of almost every-
else.”

. Addison nodded his head, en-
*I gquite wunderstand,
Misas Clement.,” he sald. And I, oo,
; assured her that her reéasomning ap-
peared to me logical
B “It was significant,” she continued,
' “that s0 far as | could fix dates, he
made 90 references at all to any hap-
prior to sixteen years ago. The

ragedy of that time was the begin-
ning of what [ think I may call his
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& mania. bing he told me had to
o, do with It came al the beginning,
At the apex, and at the end of every

i revelation.”
| tragedy of sixteen years ago ™
the physician.

“The tragedy of what

what Yup Biag bhad told me.

“Joba Boy, | understand, was the
P cook whom McNilsh Imprisoncd in the
e galley,” 1 added
- “It setma he broke his way ost just
a# the lorcha was aslaking. McNiah
L had walled until be had gone to his

i‘r ; ;ﬂlﬂ bis wsual bhop, and had
ihe bhour bo was sleeplag to

. away and pcutile the vessel. For
o Hays Boy floated about on a bit of
wreackage without food or drink, and
was Anally picked up by a proa and
taken back to Macao at the moath of
ihe Canton river, where, aller weeks
of delirtum, he told his story of Lhe
lorcha's fate, From that day the search
for McNish began. It seema that he
had a partoer, an Irishman, named
Moran, who for & time waa suspeactied
of baving been In the conspliracy; for,
you musi remember, It was thought
then that the sinking of the lorcha had
been p fromm the first, the idea
being that it was slmply a scheme to
ot the passage momney from the poor
conlies, and then drown them. ™
“Horrible!™ ejaculated the phy-
sician
.2 "But the Chinese are just.” the mis
’ slomary comtinued. “They discovered
- that a certala United States crulser
that had beemn warned of the attempt-
o smugzling, did, on that particalar
day, give chase to a lorcha, which
eveniually disappeared In the fog. Bo
the eamity agalnst Moran subsided,
and, sltimately, this same Moran be
came the most opelly bitter of all the
venging horde that for over a décade
A red the four corners of
t seems that McNish
de off with his share
of their jJoint enter
left him with a ruining
to settle asa well. There
g, too, 1 belileve, about A
woman whose loyalty to Mo
ondermined, but 1 con-
that part of the story was not
eclear to me. At all eventa Boy,
H-breed, and Moran, the Irish-
appears to have been a rov-
of soldler of fortune
talent for painting, became
moveras in this relentless
ia which they were backed by
as the Bix Companies,
no matter how at
on other points, were a unit
instanos, and unlimited money
always available to prosecute the

- - A footman, appearing at this june
. ture with the inevitable tea parapher-
g , interropted temporarily the cur
| Milss Clement’s narrative, But
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. aur was such that we limited
i Ihé cessition to the briefest pomsible
(geied. Dr. Addison, whose profes-
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| vised especially to fit his e¢rime. In

by way of the Trans-Biberian Rafl-
way.”

The doctor and I exchanged glances.
It was odd how confirmation of the
error he had already avowed should
thus come about from the lips of one
who knew nothing of his story of a

“Oddly enough, Moran happened to

arrangement was made to capture the

long-sought prey and convey him to
Canton for some exquisite Orture de-

some way, however, the intended vic
tim got wind of what was proposed,
and came within an ace of escaping
unscathed from under their very fin-
gers, Indeed, he did escape In the end,
but not before Moran had very nearly
put a finish to him by a knife thrust
in his back.”

i
i

shattered friendship. |

Onece more 1 exchanged glances with
the physician, for scarcely half an

hour before. | had tald him of the scar
Buuer sacNish's left -hnuldﬂlll-ldl.l‘*l

¢elved as | had been told, in Buffalo.

“Moran fled from Peking after this
encounter, not knowing whether his
enemy were dead or alive, and for
awhile, I belleve, ‘laid very low,' as
they say. In spite of all the efforts
of the combined Chinese organiza-
tions, McNish, warned now of his con-
stant danger, eluded thelr search, but
at length Boy himesell succeeded In
tracing him to Canada and thence lo
Buffalo. There Moran came, post-
haste, and once more there WwWas A
streel encounter. Moran was arresi-
ed, and McNiash chargad him with as-
sault with Inteat to kill. The result
was (hat Moran was convicted and
set to prison for m term of years;
and once again the earth seemed to
cloas over McNiah.”

The discrepancies between Miss
Clement’s narralive and that of Yup
Bing | did not regard as sufficlently
vital to ralse & gquestion over, yot |
must admit that 1 could hardly fore
see A conclusion without & much |
graver aniagonism of facts as | knew
them.

The misslonary having paased to
afp ber tea, Dr. Addison asked permis
slon o smoke a cigarette, which she
readlly granted.

“On Moran's release from prison.”
Mise Clement continaed, fortifled by
the fragrant Oolong, “he appears for
the first time to bave considered the
advigabllity of adoptling some sort of
an Incognite. Prior to this time he
had, Boy told me, been carefully clean
shaven and closecropped. Now he
grew A beard and wore his hair long,
and, in addition, he doctored It with
henna until It became a fery red. He
almo changed his pame from Moran to
Murphy, and instead of frequenting
ihe busy marts of men, he retired to
an isolated countiry place on the Cos
Cob river and posed as an artlet. He
employed always a Chinese servant,
and at least once a week, without fall
he visited Chinato#n, keeping always
in touch with the powers (hera, which
were otill anrelenting In their efforta
to trace McNish.™

She came now to Murphr's so-called
chance meeting with Cameron on the
Fourth of July, of which Cameron
himself had already told me. | would
have saved her this recital, but it was
new to Dr. Addison and so 1 allowed

her to proceed.
“It was plainly evident to Moran,”
ahe pursued, “that MeNish—or at
least the gentleman he smpposed was
McNish—did not recognize him, and
his delight at this #Mscovery was un-
bounded; for |t gave him opportunity,
quite unsuspectedly, to arrange all his
plana for a most ingenfons campaign
of torture. What that campaign con-
sisted of, of course, yom already know,
Mr. Clyde, and 1 presume Dr. Addison |
does, too.”

“Yea,” 1 replied, “T have told the
doctor.” I
“What yon don’t know, though,” she |.
added, “ls how it wias managed.”
“We have been told something about
amyl pearia,”™ 1 suggested.

“Amyl pearla? gqueried Dr. Addison,
cariously.

With as much clearness as posalble
I explained to him what 1 meant by
using this admittedly Inaccurate term.

“Incredible!” he exclaimed. “Can It
be possible that there is such an an- |
aesthetic as this, and have never
even heard of it before

“There can be no doubt about ita
existence,” 1 answered. “1 myself have
experienced its effecta, though 1 have
never actually seem it put in opera-

he who broke the mirror;
no one saw him omn the

Again and again, he as-
sured me, he could have taken his vic-
tim's life but that he was intent on
inflicting & punishment more protract-

edly horrible than mere sudden death.” ;

“Who wrote the létters?” I asked.

“Moran.” '

“] thought so. And Moran killed
the Chinaman who worked for him.”

“No; there you are wrong, Mr.
Clyde.”

*“Then who did?

“Soy himselfl. He learned of how
that boy, unable to control his hatred
of the man who had slain some one or
more of his kinspeople, caxried back
the head that had been cut from the
portrait, borrowed a rifle from Mr.
Cameron’s own gamekeeper, and shot
the canvas full of holes. It seemed to
Soy, then, that in spite of all his cnd
Moran's careful preparation this would
surely Involve trouble, and that once
more thelr quarry would slip through
their fingers. And to prevent the pos-

gibility of any more unrestrained fer
part, Boy beat him to '

vor on the boy’'s

death.”
“] know Soy, or Peter Johnson as

he called himself, managed the kidnap-
ping from the yacht,” I sald, “but I
shell never understand how It was

done. Did he speak of that ™

“Over and over agaln. It was he
who learned of the intention to take
the cruise. At first they thought they
would have to change their plans and
carry thelr enemy off before he had a
chance to take to his yacht
maintained that that would be too
crude a method; whereas (o let him
think that he had escaped and was
safé away, and then, at the very mo-
ment of his triumph, to snatch him
from seeming security, would be the
very refinement of eruglty the aveager
80 much desired. And so the proper
lles were secured at some fabulous
figure—I1 forgot just what they paid
for that fast power boat—{he scens
was set, and the great act of the
drama, with Soy still the star, was
carried to a successful elimax.™

“But,” | made question, “1 don’t see
how Boy could take such a risk. IF It
had been MeNish Instead of Cameron,
ho certalnly would have recognined
him, when he was brought aboard
from the disabled dory.”

Dut Soy

~For, as though ..e delay and inaction

of the past month but served to swell
the flood of my eager energy, the tide,
0 long checked but mow pset free,
careering like an unleashed spring
freshet, overrode all barviers. With
¢scant apology, I sprang to the tele
phone, and if Miss Clement continued
her conversation with Dr. Addison, }
was deaf to what she said.

What I sought, first of all, was cor
roboration. Did a steamship, named
the CGlamorganshive, safl for Hong
Kong g¢n October 28th? In less than
five minutes, the facts were mine.
Such a steamer had salled for the
east on that date. Her agents were
Bartlett Brothers, Thelr offices were

in the Produce Exchange Bullding.
Another minute, and Bartlett Broth-

ers were on the wire. No, the Glamor-
ganshire did not take the South Amer-
fean route. Her course was through
the Mediterranean and the Sues Canal.

She carrled no passengers. She was
British. She was very slow, She had
called at the Azores and then at Gib-
raltar, where she had beeén delayed
in coaling. Yes, she would make sev-
eral Mediterranean ports. If all went
well, she would reach Port Bald about
December 6th. Certalnly not before
that. Probably a day or so later.

I dare say It was exceptional that 1
secured all this information with so
littde trouble, and without giving any
hint as to why I desired it, but merely
on the statement that I was Mr. Clyde,
of The Week.

8o far as | co§id judge, the Glamon
ganshire would call at Algiers ig a
fow days: and for a while I consldered
the advisability of communicating
with the United States Consul at that
port, through the Btate Department at
Washington, But a kmowledge of the
tortuous Involutions of ofticial red tape
deterred me. After all, 1 belleved
that if Cameron was to be rescued
from the gruelling alavery of servitude
on this British freighter, the work
must not be Intrusted to the personal-

Iy disinterested.

' steamer schedules,

- agents had told me, could not possibly

“He thoaght of that, but you must

remnember that In all those wixieew
years MecNish had never once seen
Boy. He thought he had perished
with the reat when the Hable Lorcha
went down. And so Soy decfied thgt
in olleking, apparently nnconscious, in
an open boat off the New England
coasl, there was not one chance In ten
thounsand that MeNlah would connect
him with the cook he had beft for dead
in the Bouth China sea.”

“Put MeNish did recognize him an
soon as he laid eyes on him in this
house. | saw (hat mysell, you know,
Miss Clement. He recognised Aim and
waa terror stricken.”

Misa Clement amiled tolerantly, Bhe
was armed at all poinis,

“You did not know, | suppose, Mr,
Clyde, that that was not thelr fArst
meeting.” she expladed. “Boy met
McNish on the night you found him.
It was he who assaunlted him, some
where about Seventh avenue and Fif-
tieth street, and would have killed him
then had mot the police arrived at the
moment. The officers probably thought
McNish was intoxicated and let him
go, seeing that he eould stand, and so
he staggered on to Fifth avenue; and
there you discovered him.”

“No, 1 did not know that,” 1 admit-

ted, a little crestfallen. “What fol
lowed ™
“You remember I told you that

Chinatown was In a state of frenzV, ' Jhrosd by the same ship; and, on the

the mext day? Yom can understand
now, why. Soy, of eourse, reported
that MeNish had eseaped from the
steamer—",

“What steamerT™ 1 cried, suddenly
realizing that the one really vital plecs
of iInformation we shomld have ob
tained, had all this while been de-
jayed. “What steamer? Did he give
you the name of t?

“In just a moment, Mr. Clyde,” she
eald, with a emile that I confesa exas
perated me.

“Pardon me,” [ returned, insistent-
ly, “but yomu do not realize, 1 fear, what
minutes even may mean in this mat-
ter.”

“No,” still very calm, “T really don’t,
The steamer has beem at #sfa now
twenty-five days. Tt ls bound for Hong
Kong. If there was s chanee of over
taking it, "

“There's every chance of overtaking
it * I interrupted once again. “Tomor
row, or next day, or even today, It
may put Iinto Rfo. We must telegraph
the United States Consulate at every
possible port.”

And then, for the first time, apparn
ently, Miss Clement seemed to appre
piate there was a real argency.

“The steamer Ils the Glamorgan-
shire,” she sald, quickly: “A freight-
er: A tramp, I sappose; bound for
Hong Kong. She safled on Wednes
day, the twentyeighth of last month,
and Mr. Cameron was put aboard, haif-
drugged, an one of the crew.”

CHAPTER XXVIL

e oy .:;" 5

-

|

——

R
e WU ¢--sabd I 5 meavire | Tt
'Hl-'- LT e b

consulted calendars,
and Continental
time-tables. [y the fast transatlantle
liner salling on the morrow, | could
make Paris In »ix days. Forty-elght
hours later I could be In Brindisl
good fortune followed, less than four
days more would land me at Port Said.
It was now Monday, November Z1.
Twelve days hence would be Decem-
ber Gth, and the Glamorganshire, her

Thereupon |

reach there before December G6ih. The
margin was no! wide, but It seemed 10
me sufficient, and the thought of fur-
ther loaction, now that the trall lay
bare, was nothing less than wvoendur
able torment,

Wisdom, 1 suppose, would have dic-
taled the advisabllity of securing some
badge of authority from my own gov-
ernmenl belore setting forth on a mis-
slon Involving so delicate a point of
Internationnl maritime law ag that
which wan here embraced: bul (he
saving of time was with me, jone=t (hen,
the paramonnt consideration. The lose
of a day meant the possible minsing
not only of connecilons, but of (he
main ohject of my jJourney,; and o,
armed with nothing more potent than
good health, strong determination, and
a wellfilled purse [ boarded the Kron-
prinz Wilhclm and started on my dlag-
onal race to head off a quarry which
plready had twenipfive days’ atari of
ma.

fBpced bheing allimportant, my wish
wasa to travel alome and unencom-
bered, but at the last moment | was
perzsuaded 1o coneent o the company
of both Evelyn Grayson and Dr. Addi
son. Realizing the hrave, unfaltering
pasistance which the young woman
bad afforded me from the firat, | couid
hardly refuse fo gratify her wish to be
present at what we bhath hoped would
be tha victorious end. Moreover, the
thought of absence from her for a
month at least, and probabls much
longer, was far from the most pleas
antcontemnlation: my ylelding, there-
fore, was not alt her unselfish.

Dr. Addison's case was different. At
the last moment he declded to go

way over, touched hy his contrition
and hia almost pathetie desire to
make amends to his quondam friend
at the >arliest possible minute, T my-
self Invited him to go with na the rest
of the way

Evelyn had proposed that Mrs. Lan-
easter should also be included In the
party, but thia I would not hear of. If,
for propriety’s sake, another presence
was neceseary, her mald, and, ulif
mately, Dr. Addison, afforded all the

security the conventions could da-i

mand.

The fever of haste was npon all of
us from the sitart. The time on ship
board, in epite of our common subject
of converse dragged eternally.

Shonld we reach Cgerbonrg in time
to connect with the P. & O. Express
at Paria? That was the one constant-
Iy recurring question, to be speculated
upon with varying degrees of hope and
despalr.

As gocd fortune would have it, we
made the train with fifteen minutea to
epare, and the ron to Brindisl was ac-
complished without accident or nn-
seemly delay.

Here, however, we were compelled
to wait six hours. The steamer wns
late, owing to some seismic disturh
ance off the coast of Malta, amd fear
of encountering new and necessarily
uncharted volcanic islands, which had
demanded slow and cautious mailing.

However siniater had been the game
Fata played with us In the earller
stages of our quest, the favor of [ta
present mood could not be gainsaid, |
That we were now reasonably sure of
reaching Port Sald in advance of the

It |

iamorganshire was in itself a wel
come reflef from trylig anxiety; hut
that was only a small part of the
bangnet of good things provided for
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‘over the steps which must be taken to
secure Cameron's releass. Without
proper Introduction to the authorities,
it was becoming more and more a
guestion in my mind whether, after |
all, I should be able to acgomplish my
end in the brief time to which I was
restricted.

With this fell possibility of fallure
dingiug In my reflections, I was strid-
ing the white deck of the P. and 0.
steamer, in the early morning follow-
ing the night of our departure from
Brindisl, when a hand, dropped heavl-
ly on my shoulder, spun mé round to
face a laughing, sun-browngd, young
Englishman in white flannels.

For just a moment I was lterally,
as well as figuratelvely, taken aback,
for the tone of the ringing volee which
groeted me carrled me filve years at
least into the past, when Lionel Hart-
Jey and I had riddem to hounds to-
gether at Melton Mowbray, while fel-
low guests at & houseparty in the
neighborhood.

“You bally Yankee!™ he was shout-
ing. “Fancy running Into you in this
fashion! I'm jolly glad to see you,
old chap!”

Though my delight at seelng him
was at that moment tempered by ab-
gorbing interest in my mission, it rose
R few minuies later to unadulterated
ecstasy, when I discoverd that he was
stationed at Port Sald, and occupied
what seemed to me just then one of
the most important posts In the Brit-
ish Forelgn Service—secretary to the
Sovernor General for the Buex Canal.

“You're golng to Cafro, | suppose™
he hazarded.

“No,* 1 replied. “I'm going with
you, and 1 shall not let you out of my
slght, my [riend, untll you have proved
vru're . othing more than a figure

head stuck up In the Egyptian sands *

“If there's any little thing | can do
—*" he began; but | interrupted him.

“There's a very blg thing you can
do,” | corrected. And then | told him,

“What a lark!” he ecried, refusing
to recognize the serious side of .
“Faney one of your American multl |
milllonaires passing coal on a Dritish
treighter.”

“Pagsing coal!”™ 1 exclaimed. "W hat
rot! Surely they wouldnt—"

“Oh, wouldn't they?" he bhroke in.
“That's just what they would do. He
lsn't an able-bodied seaman, v he?
You can safely wager he's an experk
enced stoker, or atl least a trimmer by
this time.” f

“Don‘t, Hartley, don't,” | prutesied.
*It's too cruel to think of ™

“Never mind, old chap,” was his ro
Joinder "There's a good tlme (o
ing We'll have him oul and washed
and dressed and sltting ot table with
us an hour afler the old tab ety her
anchor drop. And 'l wager You A
tenner that there won't be & ming In
any part of the programme "

When, at breakiant, | told lvelyn
the good news—omitilng, of (ourse,
nll reference to the coalhandling rug-
pen!lon—ahe demanded that 1 hunt up
Hartley, at once, and present  him
IMscretion, however, peemed 1o me 10
this Instance, the better part of obsdl-
ence. | did hunt Hartley up and |
did present him, but not until | had alk
lowed time, for the Arat Rush of Eve
Iyn'e [ervor to eool,

Ite was a very good lookinaz youwng
rhap: Evelyn was both gralefnl and
impultive, and | wan In love

Our landing at Port Sald was made
on the morning of Baturday, the Afth
of December, and all that day and the
next, we analted In more or lesa con
stant expectancy and a bolling temper-
ature for tidings of the tardy (Glamor-
ganahire

Hartley, meanwhile, was a model of
hospitality, but Port Rald is primarily
a conling statlon on the seaedge of
the desert. and aside from the con
crete docka, the ahipa, the light house,
and the nearly naked Nubians that
awarmed everywhere, It proved utler
Iy lacking in ohjecta of Interest

Sunday night brought some small
rellef from the intolerable heat, and
grateful for tYve resapite, all four of our
litile party were early to bed. Grad
nally we had come to believe that our
walting was likely to be prolonged.
The earthgquake at Malta having de
layed one vessel would in all probabll
Ity delay others as well, Inclading that
which we had come so far to intercept.
8o, utterly worn out hy nervoua ften-
sion and the fatigne of the tropical cli-
male, we found rest grateful, and elept
soundly. Just how soundly was dem-
onstrated when, at an hour after mid-
night, three resounding knocks on my
hotel chamber door only roused ma.'
dully, and left Evelyn and her mald
and Dr.-Addison, who occupled adja-
cent rooma, in deep stumber, totailly
andisturbed.

With what seemed almost superhu-
man effort, | spurred myseif to con-
gelouenesa and struggled up on elhow.

“Who's thera? 1 called.

"Hartley,” came the answer. “Open
the door. 1 thought you'd died of Port
Said ennml.” And when 1 had sleepily
risen and admitted him he went on
hurrledly. “Make haste, now, old
chap! The bally freighter has just
come In, and 1 don't propose to lose
that tenner through dilatory methods
on your part.”

Puat 1 needed no nrging. Wide awake
at his first sentence, 1 was already
flinging on my clothes. He still chat-
tered on In his chaffing way, but 1]
scarcely heard him. Conscious only
of the murmur of his pleasant, cheery
English voice, my thomghts were out
in the night, across the waters of the
harbor, down fn the inferno of a rusty
ocean tramp, where a sweating stoker
was giving battle to deapair—a sweat-
ing atoker who, in faraway America,
owned a pleasure craft almost as big
as the ship whose fires he had been
Teeding for forty days across two seas.

“How nﬂ:t the doctor?" Hartley
asked, as 1 slipped my arms into my
coat slesves and shatch from
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swer. “You shou:d have Al

I forgot all about him.* And K was
true. I had forgotten everything, +%-
cept the imminence of the rescus and
the urgency of haste. To one in Cam-
eron’s plight every fretting minute
must count a drop of torture. '

The heavens were splendid mtltl
tropic stars, and s faint breese
the sea gently rufiled the wspangled
black harbor watgvs, as Hartley's
launch, guided by a pllot of experi-
ence, headed for the twinkling lghts
of the recently anchored freighter. i

Silently 1 sat, with gase straining,
watching the indicated sparks grow
larger and brighter, moment by mo-
ment, uniil at length their gleams re-
flected in the waves, and thelr back-
ground ecwerged in a great dark
shadow, which silhouetted Itself
against the less opague sky.

“There she is!” Hartley cried In en- i
thusiasm, a8 her funnel and masts
somberly defined themselves above
the black of her hull. “Well be ghle
to hail her in another minute.”

Then | heard the voloe of our
helmsman ring out, and presently
there was an answering, shout from
above, and an exchange of greetings,
gucceeded by directions; and the next
moment, 1 was following Hartley up
a swaying ropeladder to where an
outheld lantern glowed overhead.

“Yes, Becretary to the OGovernor
General,” 1 heard my friend saying, as
I put foot on the iron deck. “You're
Captain Murchison, | suppose.”

The captain’'s affirmative was
than deferentinl; It was c
He was not a tall man, but bre
ged and bearded, with long, §
gorilla-like arms out of all pre
to his stature. 1 could readily'’

him an ugly antagonist. U
Hartley, 1 concluded, | should 3
had small chance (ndeed of sucosSl
But the low-born Briton's respect fof ')
official anuthority was evideatly
in him, and [ felt that if Cameron w
aboard we should be able to effect his
rescue with a minimum of effort.

“1 should like to see you In your
cabin, Captain,” Hartley proposed, and
when we were closeted there, he con-
tinwed: “There ls A report that you
have among your crew a United States
subject who was brought aboard,
drugged, and forced to remaln aboard
agninst his will. His government has
interested ltself in his bebhall, and un-
leas he Is restored at omoe to his
friends serious complftations will un-
doubtedly enape.™

The capiain, despite his respect for
authority, frowned.

“There's nothing to thit report, sir,”
bhe sald, boldly. “I'm not shanghaling
men Iin these days, nir. Bvery motlh
er's son I've got on this boat shipped
for Hong Komg, sir, of his own fres
will and accord.”

“I dare say you fully bollave that,
Capiain Murchison,” was ' Harthe
diplomatic rejoinder, “but this
you bappen 10 be mistaken, |1 | L3
suppose you have any objection to "5
inspecting your crew, have youl Bigh "
pose you have both the walches #
forward, and we'll settle this Mtthe'
businesa [or ourselves, Mr. Clyds, harg,
knows (he man.™

(Captaln Murchison's ghoos &t W
was undisguisedly venomous. HRelwel '
antly he rang for hia steward 1

“Send the bo'sun bere,” he directed,
doggedly. .

“We'll begin at the botiom, Cap-
tain,” Hartley sugpested, when (he
boatawain, cap in hand, stood in the
doorway. "First, | want to e every
man Jack you have working In the
stke hold.™

Although the master gave the neo
eamary directions | mistrusted him. Be-
tween the boatswaln and himesell 1 falt
that there was understanding
which required neither wolfcing nor
signal. And as, a little later, we stood
on the forward deck, under the bridga,
and by the light of a lantern viewad
one after another of those swarthy, - SSbE &
grimy laborers who had crowded ag
from below, | was comvinesd of €
correciness of my intoftion. Fer €
eron was not among them. ;

And then a chill fear gripped SN
Could a man of his habits and ¢
ing, suddenly called upom to
auch labor, survive its rigora? He
naturally robust, but he had
weakend by an iliness. Might he sok
therefore have succumbed to the straln
died, and been buried at sea?

Pnt one consideration suostained ma,
In their ennning cruelty, the Chinese
who had arranged for his transporta-
tion must have stipnlated that he be
delivered in China alive. Otherwise
their vengeance would not be com-
plete, It waa not likely that anything
had been left to meres chance. The |
probahilitiea were that Marchison
knew definitely what was required of
him and was to hbe well paid for his
servicen.

U'pon his seamed face, now, thers
was something of A sneer as, our ax-
amination eoncinded, he maild:

“Wha® next, Mr. Hartley?™

But for a moment Hartley, who :
waa standing thoughtfally with brow - 0
contracted, hizs lower lip gripped Do ot
tween finger and thumb, made =0 P
sponge. Before he spoke his at
changed., Quickiy he had as
pose of listening Intentness. BN
ua, somewhere, a clamor had &
Volces, excited, hoarse, freméss
yet muffled by distance, echoed

“That man, next, Captain,” he &
coolly. "“The man they're :
keep below.” e

It may have been that his hearing
was more acute than mine, or it may =
only have been a gness. 1 dbn’t know, 55
But, whichever it was, It hit the mark. %
it scored a buls aye at long range. *
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