
"¦ Vhefl of a sudden he W<3£.
conjronted wifli ^ rtff'-mnij;!*'

fnarricil out of hand. Lct's see, what
foat's due? I've hardly got vuiir time-
table In my head; one gets rusty ut
Malla-Nulla."

"lt's the M'poso, George. Sbe'.s Htrnigbt
out from liome. Just thlnk, you may reul-
ly havo K.. descendlng on you ln half nn
hour's time."
"No such luck. It will bn Cnpnio Image-me-lad. wlth M* green umbrolla und lils

best tbirst. nnd tliat hoartv rufflan Bal¬garnle, who'U rob every corpse in tlio
cleariiig lf he thinks he can colect ono
Aggry head and a good slave dagger. ByGad, I wonder lf 1 cin screw some moneyout of lialgarnie. I sent at least eightyBoveretgns' worth of must carefully mndo
ciwlos homp> wltb hlm lnst time the
M'poso trled to roll herself over off our
beach at Malla-Nulla."

"I thlnk." said tlie glrl, "I'll just go lo
my room fnr ri mlnuto."

Carter polntcd tbe tlnger of ilerislon at
hor. "O vnnity.' soi'd he. "You'ro go¬
lng lo tldy your lialr, and smiirten your
frock Just for tho sake of Old Cannle
Imnge and tbe plump Balgarnle. By the
¦way. now that you are engaged younir
woman nro you going to let those goninl
old ruffiana t.ike you on tbeir knees nnd
kiss you, just In the old sweet way?"
Of course, don't mlnd me If you'd like it
BO."

"Pouf!" saiil Laura, "they've both
known me ever slnco l wns a baby, but
I'll be ns dlstant with them as yoii like,
if yon feel jealous, sir."

"I lliink I'll wash off some nf tho bat¬
tlo scara myself/' sald Carter. "One
looks u bit molndramatlc in this fllthy,
smeary mess, not to mention uncomfor-
table. 1 suppose, by tho way, somebodv
¦wlll turn up to pay.a polito call. They'll
judge that something's wrong when they
see tbat nll tho factory boats and onnoes
liavo beon clear'ed out of tbo creek."
Even Whito-Mnn's-Troublo stolo palm

oil and nttended to hls toilette ln honor
of the e.xpeeted vlslt. and it was a very
gleamlng and oily Krooboy in some clenh
(stolen) pajania trouser* of Slude's that
showed Captain Imnge, nnd bis passen¬
ger aml purser up tho stair.

Ijiiuni and Carter wero tbere, spruce
aml sinnrt, to rccolve them, and Laura
sald, "Kate! I knew you'd come," nnd
ran forward and abook tho passenger by
tho hand. "There, you see. Goorgo/1
she said over her shoulder, "how nccu-
ratoly l can keop a Becret."

"llullo, Carter, mo ladl" sald Captain
Imago. "Glad to see you loolting so flt.
You'ro a fino ndvortlsement for those
pills of lllIne, and I'm sure you'ro glad
now you kept away from oM Swlzzlo-
Btick Smlth's noatrums. You seom to
havo been having a bit of a Bcrap round
tho faelory horo. However, wo wlll hear
erbout that, and have your tully of tho
cargo you want to ship from her nnd
Mjulln-Niilln. uifterwards. But for tho
present I want to Introduco my pussen-
ger und your boss, Mlss O'Neill."

Cnrter swallowed with a dry tliroal.
"Mr. K, O'Nolll's slster?"

"Miss Kate O'Neill, who Is head of
O'Neill and Craven."

Carter bllnked tlrcd eyes, und saw n
pirl of Ihree-nnd-twenty, hnlf a head
shorter than Laura Slade, dressed as
fsimply, but wlth that somethlng that
eonuohow speaks of Europo, und tnonoy.
¦na taalo. Her ey« was brown and her
holr waa tho color of hls own.nearly.
No, It was darker. Sho was holuin^ out

a hand to him.a neat, plumo hand thst
looked white. and flrm, und cool, and
capable. and which, somehow or other,
he found In hia own.
"Laura calls you Georgo, I notlco," he

heard her saylng.
"Yea, of course sho would. Wo are

engaged, you know."
Ho felt hls hand dropped wlth suddon-

nes:i, and up tlll then ho had never
known how thoroughly objectlonable a
laugh could be when It camo from the
llps of Mr. Balgarnie. Evorything swarn
before him, and he lurched against the
messroom wall. Hut wlth an effort he
pulled Iiimself together. "Miss Slade nnd
I are engogod. We aro to be mavriod
aa soon as we can afford lt. When you
look round, aml seo how we've saved the
factory from tho Okky-men, wc hope
you'll ralae my salary'-"

"Yes, I thlnk I can promiae to do that."
said Kate O'Nelll. "I had my eyes open
when I camo across lhe clearing. But
do vou thlnk you are wiso to marry?"
"Ha! ha! Carter. old fellow." laugheil

littlo Captain Image. "got you there*
Get dollars lirst. Find connubial bliss
later."
"Hut." continued Miss O'Nelll, "you

and 1 and Laura will talk over that later
when we are. alone."
Captain Image felt that he cleared

away an awkward situation with all the
savoir faire of a shipmaster. "Well.
Carter, mo lad." said lie, "we know
you've had a lot of lessons from old
Swizzlo-Stiok Smith, but what about a
cockthll? My Christian Aunt. look out.
Balgarnie, there's Iviura falnting."
Carter stared at them dullv, hut did

not Iry to help. "My God." he mut-
tered. "to thlnk I never gucssed tliat K.
could stand for Kate."

CHAPTER VII r.
PRESENTS THE HEAD OF TIIE FIRM.

"I don't care what you say. Purser.
mo lad." Captaln Image repedted, "but I
call Miss O'N'eill pretty."
"Well," admitted Mr. Balgarnie, who

prided Iiimself on belng a bit of u judge,
"aho may be tliat as well. "but I still
stlck to lt tluit her face ia what I call
strong."

"I hato tho word 'strong.' When a she-
mlsslonary la too homoly looking to be
anythlng else,, sho prlde's liorsalf on wear¬
lng a strong face."

"No, sir. 'intonso' for lady misslon¬
ary." Mr. Balgarnie corrected.

"Slrong." snappod his superior ofllcor.
Captain Image was of Welah cxtractlon
and dlsliked contradlctlon.
Tho purser ahifted hls ground, "Well.

at any rate, sir, you'll own she's rnlghty
Btaildoffish. I used to call good old God-
froy O'Nelll, Godfrcy. and thorofore
naturally I calied his daughler Kate, nnd
told her why. She dldn't seem to hear
mo."
"She wnsu't Godfrey's (laughter, nny-

way. Godfrr-y never married, but I be¬
lleve he'ti nlecea. Probably Miss Kate
is one of thom. The old man must have
left lier tho business. Thlng that amnzes
mo is tho way sho's takon her grip of
tlio concern, and made It hum."
"Aml kept lt dark even in Ltverpool

that sho was a woman. That old head
clerk of hors, tliat peoplo tliuigbt was
tho managor, must be a mre closc-llpped
ann."

"He ls, bllghf. blm!" snld C.iplnin Im-
ngo wlth crnphasls. "I cnlled ln there
two or three times aftor I'd got somo
of thoiio ploasc-buck-tip lettors from
O'Neill and Craven, that I dldn't enre
about, nnd tho caullllower-headod old
htimbug olean took me In. Ho was Mr.
Crowdson, lo bo jsuro; no, ho was not
Mr. K. O'Neill; no, I couldn't see Mr. K.
Just then; no, ho couldn't mako nn ap¬
polntment for mo with tho genlleman;
anythlng I wanted he wquld nttond to
pcrsonally. If I rcread tbo letters ho
was sure I should flnd that they wero
not uiirensonable, but, on tho other hand,would put mo ln tho way of earnlngoxtra commlsslon on cargo for myselfSo It ended In my belng clvll to hlm!and he was really nothing more than a
clerk. You can just ploturo to your-self, Purser, what I felt when I found
out that I'd bcen clvll to a clerk bymistakc.''

"It was pretty hard llnes, slr." ./
"Of courso, a West Afrlcan merchant's

buslness Is a rum contract for a young
glrl to catch hold of, and I don't say
Miss Knte was wrnng In kecptng In the
baokground to start with. In fact, I'll
own up stralght that she was rlght, and
tho proof's plain In the way that flrm's
como back to llfo. Why, Piirscr, I'll bct
you a bottlo of Eno that O'Neill and
Craven aro dolng Just dotthlo the turn-
ovor now they dld twelvo months ago.""You'll know best about that, ijlr,"said Mr. Balgnrnlo wlth n slgh, as he
romombered that only Captain Imnge
touched commlsslon on the cargo whlch
tho M'poso collected on the Cotist. "But
I will own up that she has got thn knaek
of maklng all the smarter men In the
flrm, both on the Coast and nt Llverpool,keen on her when they thought shn was
a man. Of course It waa n bit unllkclythat tbe old-timer palm-oll rufflans like
Swlzzle-Stlck Smlth and Owo-lt-Sladc
would tako to new ways that mcant more
work, all at once, though for that matter
I'll bet Slade put off maklng up hls
mlnd for «o long aa to whether he llked
htistling or he dldn't, that flnally he
dropped Into the new wnys wlthout
knowlng It."

"Slade'8 'gone ^ff up-country to flnd the
flrm a robbor propcrty, Purser, me Ind.
Laura told mo about It last night, She
hasn't heard of hlm once slnce ho pulledout of Smooth Itlver, and she's very
anxlous about hlm. I hope none of those
iip-countfy bushmen have chopped Slade.
I should bo aorry to lose tliat man. He
owca me a matter of three soverelgns.
and that old" Holland gun of mlne that
he borrowed for half an hour elghteen
rnonthfi ago haa gono up-eour,J.ry wlth
hlm. I belleve he's In the -in- -' ,.

fo'c'slc shop, too, for the Uuck end of a
flvor."
"Four-sevonteen-nine. I've glven both

Clilps and the bo's'n a rare dressing
down nbout lt. Tbey'vo no bU3ines« to
let any ono wlth Slade's rcputation have
as muoh lick as that. Thn bo's'n'a new
to the Coast.our bo's'ns always do
seem to die, sir.but old Chlps ought
to know that's no way to run a fo'c'slc
sliop. They can chuck away thelr own
money na. they choose. but "I told thom
both pl.iinly that I can't afford to drop
my share ln a sum like that."
"Nor can I." sald the other sleeplng

partner. "Yrrfi can let both Chips and
the bo's'n understand that unles« I see
a good round sum In hard cash as rny
share of proflts when we get back to
Ijlverpool, they don't rlde In lhe old
M'poso next trip. They cnn put tfcelr
book debts whero tho monkey puts the
nuls. They don't pav mo out wlth
those. No, by Crumbs!"
"Mlss Kate. by tho way. was mlghty

anxlous to know what proflts there were
tn fo'o.'slo shops. Of courso 1 sald I'd
heard of them on other boats, but we'd
never allow such a thing on tlio
M'poso."
"Um," sald Captain Tmago thought-

fully. "that tale's all right for most
passcngers, but I don't thlnk I'd have
rlskcd it with Miss Kate. She strikes
mo as belng a young woman who llkes
to bear one's oplnlon on thlngs. but gen¬
erally hat her own Information on the
matter nl^ftdy cut and packed before-
liand. 1 9 M lier last nlght how sorryI was to see all that cargo waiting nt
the fador, wlth no Krooboys to work
It out of their ereek to tho steamboat.
By Crumbs! Balgarnle. mo lad, she'd
nlpp.-ii off back to thc M'po?o here, and
liad lilred our own blessed deck passen¬
ger boy3 for tho Job beforo you could
say 'gin." You know what an lnd.e-
pendent lot they are, golng home with
money In thelr pockets. I bet you a box
of orange* you couldn't name me two
white men on the Coast who could have
pcrsuaded them. But she dld it, one
tlme. nnd only pald regular wages, too.
Dressed for ilinner ln the evenlng whe.n
she'd finislied, Just as if sho was mnrcly
a trlpper golng home from the Islands,
and hadn't an object ln llfe outslde try-
ing to tlckle the boys wlth her looks.
I tell you, Mlsa Kato's a very remark¬
able young woman, Balgarnle, me lad,
and If she docsn't peg out here on tbe
Coast. or go broke over floatlng,a rubber
swlndle, or get married nnd chuck lt,
I shall fealhftr my ncst vory nicely over
the cargo she gets shlpped."
"I say, Captain, what's betwoen her

and Laura? They seem to' know one
another proltv intlmately."
"Met ln Los Palniaa whon they were

kiddies. Pasa mo thu cotrtpasses off the
chart table. My nipe's jamined. Thank
you, mn lad. Owe-lt-Slado got two
years- tlck nt that convent school out on
tho Teldo road for Laura. nnd MIsh Kate
was running about the Islnnd.i a good
tk'al then wlth old Godfrey. Godfrey had
a tornato farm out past Santa Brlglda,
and they used to have Laura up there
for all her holldays. Bv Crimbs, Purser,
mo lad. how that little girl"s shot up.
lt's a dashed plty sho's a nlgger."
"D'you suppose Carter knows lt?"
"If ho doesn't I shan't tell hlm. nnd

don't yrtit; for two roasons. Plrst,
there's Mlss Kato to be thought of. I
watched lhe way tliat glrl eyefl. hlm.
and, bv Crumbs, I tell you, me lad. I
was glad ho was booked. Sho's golng
to stay out hnro on tbo Coast for a good
spell", and he'U bo c.loso and handy, nnd
somohow I've got the onlnlon that rod-
hoaded chap ls Just tTTE sort of miui
H.hn'll marrv. Ho'a not n beauty, but
he's n. good, tough, wholcsome face on
hlm; ho'B a lot struok on hor; and ho's
a gontleman. I can do with lier bossing;
sho's a nleo way of wrapplng up hor
plU and rammlng It home wlth a smltc.
But I'd not llko to sea a red-halrcil
youngster I brought out here as a clerk
elghteen months ago, head of tlie O'Neill
and Cravon concern and expectlng me
to lcnuckle under. I'd do lt, of course;

I'd bn clvll to old Harry hlmaalf, mo
lad, lf ho could nrlng onrito to tho
M'poso; but I'll hot deny to you It
would allok lf I hnd to alitrt ladllng nut
champngno In thla ohart hnuao to Car-
ter, nnd alt and llaten wlilbil Ihi atruttflll
out hla vlowu on tho daony of Brltish,
Inlluenco In Weat Afrlca."

"It would bo pratty tough," Mr. Bal:
garnle ndmltlod. "Hut you pald lltc*:(i
waa another reason you wuntod him tq
marry Laura,"
"Woll, I do, I llko (hat girl. I knew

her when I firat camo (iown tho Conat
aa mntn. I romamber tho jjrat tlmo *.
aaw hor oh If lt wiui yaBtr.pl.--y- I wns,standing up agalniit tho juilv dmif- 10-
sldo numlier threo hatoh, thiKlns off tho
cargo llat as thoy hovo ¦rttiff up nnildropped It ln tho Burt-boata, It waa on
iho old Fernando Po, that beat horbottom out afterwards when Wllll.-imjitried to drlve hor over Monk bar at half
-.,.-,* *¦

re wu" * caso marked wlthdouble-dlamond that was O'Nelll andCraven s conslgnlng nll rlght, but wlth
?i1 SIY".' Sf &&***. I know old BwU-zle-Stlck Bmlth and Malla-Nulla wollenough already, and I dldn't know Slado,and so naturally I thought Bmlth ahould
4, }l' aI!d, OI*dere<l the case back ognlnInto tho hold. But iust then up camo.1 littlo nlpper of about eight or ten
years old, ns self-poaaessed aa you llko,and saya, 'Are you Mr. Imago?' "That's
.S» .***".« I. 'What's the mes-mgerOH! no message,' saya jjiie, 'only daddyaays thaflf I cjin flnd you and atand byy[>"r heela and not bother I may atayaboard, but If not I'm t0 go ashore by(ho next boat and get on wlth my les-
sons. Woll, it dldn't take much secingthrough what waa meant there."
,lNo* **lr*" B*lid Mr- Balgarnie henrtily.By nll accounts old Capple Willlams

waa the hardcat cnae they ever know
even on tho Weat Coast. and that's say¬lng a lot. I only knew hlm for a year,and I wasn't partlcular In thoao days;but he waa moro than even I could
atand.
"He waa the llmlt. Well. me lad. that

waa tho flrst tlme I saw Laura. and sho
atood beside me half the day at tho
tally desk there, and thanked me for
tho entertaJnment when Slade sent off
a boy to take her aahore. She gave me
a kiss when she turned to go down the
«lde.well, you Fee, I've.I'vo never quite
forgotten that kiBS, Balgarnie, me lad."

"I know, skipper," sald Mr. Halgarna
rather thlckly. "A kid once klssed me,
of her own bleased accord, too, llke that.
It sort of bumt ln. I beg your pardon,
sir, for Intermptlng."
"Not at all. me lad. Here you, stew-

ard. Hl. BraHS-Pan.''
A Krooboy ran up.
"We flt for tw0 cocktaJI, plenty-long

ones. Well, as I waa saylng, Balgarnie,
me lad. I've alwaya had a bit of soft
place for Laura, though I suppose sho
rlghtly la anuff and butter; hy CrumbS,
you'd never gueas It from her looka
unlesa you went over her wlth n. l«ns,
nnd I'd iust feel oll bruken up if ahe wan
to go the way tliat lot usually do go.
So lf thla young C^irter. who seema a
nice. clean-run eort of lad, will marry
her wlth a rlng. I'm golng to welgh ln
wlth at leaat a beat sitver-plate teapot
for n wedding present"
"You can put me down for the dltto

augur and crearo,'' sald tho puraer wlth
emotlon. "It was a kiddle just llko
Liura I was fond of inyaelf. Only.
only. Well, Skipper, I suppose a good
many of us are blackguards down here
on the Coaat. Why the snlphur doean't
your boy brlng those cocktails!"'
But at thla point Captain. Jmage broke

off the conversatlon. "By Crumbs!"
bald he, "here's Miss Kate." And then
he did a thlng that mado Mr. Balgarnie
whistle wlth sheer surprlse. He went
down the laddc-r to help hla pasaenger
on board.
"Now. If I had done that" the purser

mused to hlmself. "lt would have meant
a lot. But, my whlakers! I never

thought I ahould llvo to see old Capple
Image trottlng down onto the front door-
atcps to rocefvo a mere female passen-
ger. Thc old man mu8t see enongh solid
dollars ln that girl to buy hlmself that
hoa farm outaido Cardiff ho hopes to
retiro upon."
Captain Image atood on the gratlng

at the foot of tho ladder, and waved hls
panama ln respcctful salutatlon. The
beer-colorcd rlver awlrled along the
steamer'H rusty flank a foot beneath
hlm, and the j-jmgent smeli of crnshed
marlgold-i which it carrled made hlm
cough. Tho sun ahimmered exactry
overbead ln a sky of the most extrava-
gant blue, and the greenery whlch
fenced in tlie sliray mud banks hung in
the brenthlcas heat without ao much as
a twilter.
Miss Kate O'Nelll was seated in a

Modeira chair. which atood on the floor
of a big green surf boat, and the gleam-
Ing Krooboya perched on the gunwales
paddlod wlth moro than their usual in-
duatry. The headman, who straddled at
thn steerlng oar ln tho stern, wore a

tsll-coat of an extremely snortlng cut
and pattern, and a woven grasa akull-cap
ln honor of the occaslon. And all tiiis
pomp and clrcumstance was unlnvlted.
But somehow. people bad the knack of
offering special service and deference to
Mlaa O'Nelll. jt ,j-
Tho onlv other woman on tho M'poso,

tho austero wife of a Benln trader,
looked over the steamer's rall ln gloomy
dlaaoproval. These were no modes ior
Coaat wear. A billowy gross-green mus¬

lin dress that no Krooboy taundryman
could wash twlce wlthout spolllng: neat,
narrow plpe-clayed shoeg wlth no thick-
neaa of aole, and ridlculous heels: a

pale green felt hat, actualiy lnsulted by
a feather In Ita band; and final absurdlr
of all, a parasol. a lllmsy tlilng of silk
and ribbon and effervescent chiffon,
whlch would be absolutely ruincd by a

splaah of raln, Instead of tho big, sensl-
ble whlte cotton affalr, wlth tho dark
groen linlng, whlch all ordinary people
know Is the standard wear on that tor-
rld Coast.
"Faugh!" sald tho trader's wife, "and

Captaln Image says she's ono of tho
smnrtest bualnoss women in the world
to-day, and that fat, greedy purser
would proposo to her ln tho next flvo
mlnutes If he thought he'd a cat's chance
of belng acceoted. Thoy thlnk her good
looking, too, I'll be hound. just because
sho wears thoao unsultable clothca andhas plnk color In her choeks. Well, tho
clothes wlll ba whlsps of rag by thls
day woek. and".the poor woman slghedhere."tho Coast will get tlio color andtha plumpneas out of her face, and mako
hor aa loan nnd yellow as the rest of usln a month."'-
"You're a good, kind man," Miss


