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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

ICHARD ROYSON, a young well
trength, while in London saved 1
e w1 a carriage accident, and
1g to Hiram Fenshawe, Irene’s ¢
1 search of treasure buried by
les, the day before the final dep
n named Alfieri. The latter, howev
ing her grandfather had been decer
latter was the only one she had c«
itor of his uncle, a wealthy
in which Fenshawe was used as a

, who was an athlete of
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heme, I ere arrested ¢
on the charge of conducting an illegitimate entery y i
mistaken for Mrs. Haxton, was forced into a carriage by al at a gallop. Dick
i by Abdullah, an Arab friend of Mrs. Haxton's, who thought that Mrs. Haxt I
1 of the kidnappers, after & sen al encounter with the gang of v S, T

CHAPTER IX.
The Calm Before the Storm

» next encounter of
with the Spear ~
destined to take }'1.1\ e under st
conditions. His present intent
to slip awayv and seek an interview
with Mrs. Haxton, as he had man-
aged to worm out the information
that she was on board the yacht.
The last thing he desired was to be
dragged into prominence. Though

\
as

he had not been taught that a man
might ‘“do good by stealth and blush to find it

fame,” he was specially anxious that his a
that night should not be trumpeted fort
ear.

Long before thev gained the :
both Royson and Irene were conscious of many pry-
i Not a few passershy vielded frankly to
curiosity and followed them. The girl, of course,
was hatless. Her dress of fine muslin was of a stvle
and texture seldom seen in Mas ind if the rare
beauty of her face could excite comm in Hvde
Park, it would surely not pass unnoticed in a small
and semibarbarous Red Sea port Rovson, too,
though his white drill uniform was familiar enough
to the public, was out of keeping with his urround-

main thoroughf:

mng eves

SAAWii,

ings. He towered among the puny Italians; not a
stalwart negro nor gaunt Arab in the throng could
equal him in stature and physique

» they both agreed in thinking that theyv were

much more at ease when Mot was carrving them
along the dark road of the mainland than now while
hurrving through the packed and dimly lighted
streets. But the sensation theyv created in the bazaar
was as nothing compared with the overwhelming
effect of their arrival in the Grand Hotel of the
Universe. o officers and a round dozen of soldier
policemen became incoherent at sight of them. The
hotel manager nearly wept with jv. He tumbled
up stairs, tripping not once but
several times, 1in his eagerness
to make known to the English
milord that the Signorina Fen-
shawe had returned. The ves-
tibule filled in the most amaz-
ing way with a crowd that
seemed to speak all languages
under the sun. Fenshawe
rushed to the head of the stairs
as he j.:r.ni-r\l the
meaning of the manager's
dramatic announcement, and
a combined " Ah!" of gratifica-
tion gushed from a hundred
throats when lrene flung her-
self into his arms. Clearly this
affair had stirred Massawa to
its depths. It would supply
food 1Iur gossip during many
a day. That long drawn out
“Ah!"” was in some
testimony to Abdullah’s wis-
dom.

While Irene was sobbing her
jov on her grandfather’s breast,
Stump crushed a broad track
through the ever increasing
mob until he reached Royvson

“1 was bettin’ on you from
the minute 1 missed vou,” he
roared geniallv. *“You're a
fair wonder, an’ no mistake!
By Gad! how did you manage
it? The Governor has raised
the whole crimson town, I will
say that for him I don't
know his lingo; but I rather
fancy he swore to have a scal
for every hair on Miss lrene's
head if she didn’t turn up afore
daylight. Where was she? Who
took her oft? The police are
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“She Is a Thief Self Confessed!™ Cried Alfier:

untin’ for vour friend Alfie this hour:

Stump's concluding item was at once
and puzzling

“How did they come to suspect him?"" asked Dic
ignoring the rest of his commander’s outburst.

“Mrs. Haxton put 'em on his track. You see, it
was this wav: I sent the jolly boat’s crew back to
the vacht with orders that Tagg was to arm every
mother’s son on board, an’ be ready for action when
Mr. Fenshawe gev’ the word. The old man wasn't
half mad, I can tell you. I take my solemn davy
he’d have stormed that bloomin’ fort to-morrow
mornin’. Mrs. Haxton heard about the trouble, an’
wrote a note n’ as how that Dago we saw to-dav
was at the bottom of the whole business. She tole
Mr. Fenshawe to demand von Kerber's release. He
was the on’y man who could handle Alfie, she said.
an’, w'at between our commodore’s threat to land
an armed force, an’ the redhot
sendin’ to London an’ Rome, s
isn’t scared to death!”

*Is the Baron at libertyv, then?”

“Not vet. There's no knowin’ w'at

wppened if you'd kep’ away another hour or two
The ole man has ratsed Cain, I can tell vou. But,
lIook here, I'm in" all the talkin i ain't
fair™

*Did no one tell you a few minutes
l’vn:!.\;n‘.\ ¢ had escaped and was In
me’

“Ax me another,’
eved Rovson critically. 1 know
vou,” he went on You're hght
of a drink. Come out of 1t.
lubricatin’!

They went to the upper floor,
ried to grasp Dick’s hand

‘T will not endeavor to thank vou no
brokenly

cables he's

k me if the Gove

an’ it

igo that Miss
re with

growled S Then he
at's wrong with
readed for want
Damme!

you nee

w.” he said
My gratitude is too deep for words:

w little

but, believe me, Mr. Rovson, if 1 had lost

girl, it would have killed me.”
I'he hotel manager came to Dick's relief. With a
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