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. =When of a sudden he was.
c.onfrontcd with & rifl= muzz)a

prarried out of hand. Lebt's =ep, what
poat's due? I've hardly got vour time-
lable In my head; one gets rusty at
alalla-Nulla."

“IU's the M'pozo, George, She's stralght
out from home, Just think, you ay real-
1y have K., descending on you in Lalf an
hour's time."”

""No such Tuck, * It will be Cappje Image-
me-lad, with hix green umbreell o
best thirst, and that hearty ry
garnie, who'll rob every corpae In the
clearing If he thinks he can coleet one
J\.gm-y head and o good: sluve dngeer, By
Gad, T wonder {f 1 ¢iinn scrow some money
out of Balgarnie, [ y ab leist aighty
Bovereigns® worth of most carefully made
curlos homes with him  Inst time  the
M'poso tried to roll hers over off our
Leach at T -Nulln.*

“I think.'* said the girl, "1 just go {o
my roem {or o minute*

Carter pointed the finger of derision ot
her. YO vanlty. ‘d he. “You're go-
Ing to tidy your eiir, aml smirten vour
frock Just for the sake Okl Canpnie
Image iwnd the plump Ea I, By the
wny, now that you are engiged Youne
woman e you going to let thoge genial
old rufflana Ltake you on ihalr kneas nnid
kiss you, just In the old sweet way?'
or course, don’t mind me If yoir'd like it
LTV :

Poul!”  said Laurn, “they've  bolh
known me ever since [ wns o baby, but
I'll bie as distant with them as vou lke,
i you feel jeadous, sic.'*

“I think I'Il wash off some of the bal-
tle mearp myself,!” sald arter.  “One
looks i bit meladrumatic in this filth
smeary mesy, nol o moentlon uncomfo
table, 1 suppose, by the way, somebor
will tuen up to pay i polite call, They'il
Judge that something’s wrong when they
see Lhul nll tha fuctory bowts apd eanoes
have been elearod ont of the creak,!

Even AWhito-Man's-T'rouble stole palm
ofl and attended (o his toilelte In honor
of the oxpected visit, and it was o very
Eleam ul olly Krooboy in some clenn
{stolen) pajama trousers of Slade's Lhat
showed Captain Image, aml hiz poassen-
g0 ol purser up the alair,

Laure and Carter swero thees,
and souitt, to recelve them, and
enld, Y“Kuata! I kiew you'd come,
ran [forwird aml shoole the pas
tho  hand. “There, you  see, Goorge,

she sald over her shoulder, “how aceu-

ratoly | can Keop i secre
“Tulle, Carter, me 1adi” aakl Caplaln
Tmuge, "Glad to see you looklng so fik,
You're o fine adyerlisement for  Lhose
pills of mine, add I'm sure you're ghul
now you Kept awny  from ol Swizzle-
Btick Smith's nostrums. . You seem to
have been having o bit of o serap round
the fuctory here. Jlowever, we wil hear
aboutl that, and lave your tully of tha
cargo you want to ship from her ond
Malla-Nulla, afterwiods. Dut for e
present I owant to introducao my prssen-
gor wid your boss, Miss O'Nelll”
Carter swallowod wilh o dry  thront.
“Nr, I, O'Nelill's slater?
UMiss Kate O L, who is head of
o' Nelll and Crave
Carter blinked tlved eyes, and saw o
girl of Llhree-and-twenty, lnll n head
shorter than  Laura Slade, dressed s
simply, but with that something  that
somehow speides of FBurope, anl money,
Ena tagte, Har eye wog brown and her
alr wi3d tha colop of his own—nearly,
No, It wag dorker, She was holding out

a hand to him—n nent, plump ham! thst
looked white, and flrm, and cool, and

capable, and which, somehow or other,
he found In his own,

“Lourg calls you George, I notles,'” he
heard her saying,

“Yes, of course sho would. We are
eneaged, you know.™

He felt his hand dropped with suddern-
ness, angd up till then he had never
known how thoroughly objectionable n
laugh could ba when It came from the
llps of Mr, Dalgurnie. Evervthing swarmn
before him, and he lurched against the
messroom wall.  But with an saffert he
pulled himself together, “Miss Slads and
I are engagoed, Wao ara to be Tied
a4 500N ag we can afford M. When you
lopk round, and =co how we've saved the
factory  from the Okky-men, we hope
yvou'll radse my salary””

“Yes, T think T ean promise to do that,”
anid Kate O'Neill, YL had my eyes open
when T came perosg the clearing. But
do vou think you are wise to marey?'’

“Hal ho! Carter, old fellow,'” laughed
Tittle Captoln Image, “pot you there!
Get dolars first,. Find econpublal Dliss
later.!!

vYput,”  eontinued  Miss O'Neill, “you
and 1 nnd Laora will tallk over that later
whon we are alone_*

Cap 1 Image [elt that he  eleared
awny an awkward situntion with all the
anvoir fadre ol shipmaster. Wl
Cnrter, e Ind sall he, “‘we  know
you've had o lot of lessons from old
Swizzle-Stick Smith, Lut what about a
cockmil? My Christian Aunk, look oput,
Balgarnie, there's Laurn falnting.'

Cartor stared ot th dully, but aid
not |ry to help, My God,' lia mut-
terml, “to think 1T never guessed that K.
coulldl stand for RKate.'"

CHAPTER VI
TRESENTS THE ITEAD OF TIHE FIRM.

T don’t

w what you say, Purser,
ma lad,'r Captaln Image repeated, "but 1
call Miss O'Neill pretiy,'”

Wall,” admitted Mr, Balzamie, who
prided himsell on belng a bit of o judge,
ghe may be (hat as well, “bat T still
stlek It that her face I3 what I call
slron

“I hate the word ‘strong.’ When n sho-
misslonary 13 too homely loaking to be
anything elas, she prides hers=1f on wear-
ing nostrong face.”

YNo, slr, ‘'Intense’ for Indy mission-
ary,!” Mr. Balgarnie correcled,

“Slrongz.'" snapped  his superior officer.
Claptiin Image was of Welsh extraction
and disliked contradlction.

The purser shifteq hls ground, ‘“Well,
ab uny rile, sir, you'll own she's mighty
standoffish, - 1 uzed to ecall good old God-
frev  O'Nelll, Godfrey, and therefore
noturitly I called his daughter Kate, and
told her why. She dido't seem to hear
mo,'t

!8ho wasn't Godfrey’s doughter, any-
way, Godfrey neyer narried, but T be-
lieve he'ql niecsa,  Probably dliss Kate
is one of them. The old man must have
left her the business. Thing thot amazes
ma is the way she's talkon her grip of
the concern, and maode {6 hum.'*

“And kept It dark even In  Liverpool
that she wag o woman, That old head
clerk of hars, that peoplo tiDught was
ihe manager, musl be a rare close-lipped
ana”

“He la, bLlight him!'" gald Caplain Tm-
Aage with emphisie. I culled in there
two or three tlmeg after I'd gob eomo
of thosn  pleénse-buck-up letters from
O'Neill and  Crawven, that I didn't care
about, and tha ecaulllower-hesded ol
humbug clean took me In, Ho was Mr,
Crawdaon, tn be . surs; no, ho was not
My, K. O'Nelll; no, I couldn’t ses AMr, IS,
Just then; no, he couldn't make an ap-
pointnient for. ma with Lhe gentlemon;
anything [ wanted he would nttegd ta
porsonally. If I rercad the letters  he
wid Burd I should find that they wero
not unreasonable, but, on the other hiand,

would put mo In tho way of carnlng.

oxtra commission on eargn for m L
So 1L ended In my belng elvll tp hlm,
and he wns really nothing more than o
clerk,  You can just pleturs (o your-
self, Purser, what I felt when I found
out that I'q been elvil to a clerk by
mistake."

“It was protty hard lines, sir'

“Of course, a West Afrjean merchant's
Lusiness 8 o rum conteact for a young
girl to catch hold of, and I don't say
Mlgs Knte wag wrong In keeping in the
background to start with, In rfaet, I'll
own up stralght that she was right, and
the proof's plain In the way that firm's
comao back to life. Why, Purser, I'll bet
You a bottla of FEno that O'Nelll and
Craven ara doinﬁ Juat double the turn-
over now they dld twelve meonthas ago,'

“You'll know beat about that, sir,”
sald Mr, Balgarnle with a slgh, #a he
rnmnmhl‘redﬂlhﬂt only Captain Imnge
touched com®igalon on the eargo which
the M'posg eollected on the Coast, “But
I will own up that she haa got the knack
of making all the smartar men In the
firm, both on the Const and at Liverpool,
keen on her when they thought ghe was
a man, Of course It was n bit unlikely
that the old-timer palm-oll ruMang ke
Bwlizzle-Btlck  Hmith .and Owo-(t-Slade
would take to new ways that meant more
wark, all at onee, though for that matter
I'll bet Slnde put off making up his
mind for 8o long an to whether he liked
hustiing or he ‘didn't, that finally he
dropped  Into: the new wnys  without
knowing It.'

“‘Blnde's ‘gone @it up-country to find the
flrm a robber property, Purser, me lad.
Laurn told me about It last night. Bhe
hasn't heard of him onca aince he pulled
out of Smooth River, and she's very
anxfous about him. I hope none of those
up-countty bushmen have chopped Blade.
I should ba sorry to lome that man, He
owed me A matier of threa soverslgne,
and thiat old Holland gun of mina that
he borrowed for half an hour eightoen
months ago has pone up-courkry with
him, 1 helinve he's In the =Th= -7 "o
fo'c’sle shop, too, for the thick end of a
fiver,'

“Four-seventeen-nine. I've given hath
Chips and the ho's'm a rare dressing
down about it, They've na huain to
let any one with Slade's reputation have
ns much tick as that. The ho's'n's new
to the Coast—our bho's'ns always do
scem tn die, sir—but old Chips ought
to know that's no way to run a fo'c'sle
shop. They can chuck away thelr own
money as. they choose, but T told them
both plainly that I can't afford to drop
my share In A sum lika that.'

“Nor can L' gild the other sleeping
partner. “Yofy ecan let both Chipa and
the bo's'n understand that unless I sec
a good round sum In hard cash as my
ghare of profite when we get back to
Liverpool, they don't ride In the oll
M'poso next trip. They ecan put eir
book debis where the monkey puls the
nuts. They don't pay ma out with
thase. No, by Crumbs!™

“Miss Kate, by the way, was mighty
anxious to know whal prollis thera were
in fo'c’'zla shops, Of courss 1 sald T'd
heard of them on other boats, but we'd
nevar allow such o thing on  the
M paso,'’

“UIm," sald Captaln  Image thought-
fully, “that tale's all right for moat
passengers, but T don't think I'd have
risked It with Miss HKatn. She sirikes
me as being a young woman who likes
tn hear one’'s opinlon on things, but gen-
erally hus her own Information on the
matter pleespdy eut and  packed before-
hand. 1 #1a her lnst night how sorry
I was o sea all thal cargo walting at
tha faclor, with no Krooboys to work
it out of their ereck to the steambout.
By Crumbs!  Balgarnie, me lad, she'd
nipped off back fo the M'pogo here, and
had Lired our own blessed deck passen-
gor boyas for the Job before you coulid
sy  ‘gin)" You know what an  inde-
pendent lot they are, golng home with
money in thelr pockets, T bet you a box
of oranges yoeu couldn't name me two
white mien on the Coast who could haye
persuaded them. But she dld it, one
LUme, and only pald regular wakes, too.
Dressed for dinnep In tha evening when
sha'd finished, just ag If she was meroly
f tripper golng home from the Talands,
and hadn'l an object In e outsids try-
ing to tickle the boys with her looks,
I tell you, Mlss Wale's a very reronrk-
nile young woman, algarnle, me lad,
nnd il she doesn’t peg out here on the
Const, or go broke over floatlng_a rubber
awindle, or get married” and chuck
1 shall feather my nesi very nleely over
the cargo she gels shipped.”

“I may, Cuptain, what's belween her
nnd Laurn?  They geem to ' kKnow one
another pretty intimately.'

“Met In [as Palmas when they were
kiddies, Passy me the compasses off the
chart table, My pipe's Jamimed, Thank
you, ma lad, Owe-it-Siado . got  two
years' tick nt that convent school out on
tha Tealde roud for Laura, angd Miss Kate
was  running about the felands o good
tenl then with old Godfrey, Godfrey had
a tomnatio farmm out past Santa Briglda,
and they uged to have Taura up thers
for all her holidavs, Ry Crumhs, Purker,
ma lad, bhow that litle elrl's ghot up,
1t's a dashed plty fRhe's 2 nlgger”!

‘Ty¥you suppose Carfer knowa 107"

“Tf ha doesn't T shan't cell him. and
don't ypu; for Iwo reasons,  First,
there's Mlas Kato to be thought of. T
watched (e way that mir] eved bim,
and, by Crumbs, I tell you, me Iad,
was glad he was booked. She's polng
to. slay oul here on Lhe Coast for a good
apell; and he'll be close and handy, and
gomalow I've got Lhe oninlon that red-
hended chap Is fust thE sort of man
sha'll marrv.  He's not o beauty, but
he'g A good, tough, wholesoms face on
him; ha's o lot struck on her! and he's
a gentleman, I oean do with her boasing;

sha's o nlce way of wrapplng up hor |

piil and ramming It home with o smlle;
But I'y) not Hko lo sca a red-halred
youngster T brought out here ns a clerk
elghteen monihs ‘ago, head of the O'Nalll
and. Craven concern and expecting me
to knuckle under, 1'qg do It, of course;

I'l ba elyll te nl% Harry himself, mo
Ind, it ho could bring onrgo (o the
M'poso; but I'll not deny to  you it
would stlok If 1 hag to wtirt lidling out
champnagnn In this oharl Pnilﬁq tg Cars
ter, and alt nnd [lsten whilst ho gtraftad
out his viewg ap {ha decay of Britlsh
influence In ‘West Africa.’

"It wowld ba pratly Lough,' Afe Pal-
parnle admitted, "Hut vou gali]  ihers
wis another reason you wanted him Lo
mirry Laura, '

“Well, I do, T |lko that glil, T Jney
lier when I firkl cama (own (ha Cond
nn mate, I remembep fhe fest tima 1
Baw. hor ad If It wan yostepdny. A
standing up maalingt (o ilE' it ‘-
alda number thran hatel, Lioking of the
cargo lst am they hove mtuff up and
:J;oppnld I;_ in tho “murf-boats, It wan on

0 ol Fernando Po, that beat hor
{.k]llf.ﬂl'ﬂ out afterwards when Willlama
rled to drlve her over Monk bar at hnl
ebb.  Thera wos o case marked with
:}unblm_tllnmund that was O'Nelll and
Craven's conalgning all right, but with
no name of factory, I know ald Bwli-
zle-8tlck Bmith and  Malla-Nulln wall
enough already, and 1 didn’t know Blnde
und wo naturally 1 thought Bmith should
have It, and ordered the cuss baci agnin
Into the hold. But fust then up ecamo
o Uttle nipper of about elght or ten
years old, as melf-possessed pn you lke,
nnd‘ anys, ‘Are you Mr, Imago?  ““That's
me,’ says I ‘What's the message?
Oh! no message,' says she, ‘only daddy
says that“If I can Nnd you and stand by
your heels and not bother [ may atay

" nboard, hut If not I'm ts go nshore by

flin next hoat and get on with my les-
song’  Waell, {t didn't thke much secing
through what was meant there.'

LNo, sir,' gald Mr, Balgarnle heartily,

By all necounts old Capple Willams
was tha hardeat case they ever know
even on the West Coast, and thot's say-
ing a ot I only knew him for a yedr,
and T wasn't pearticular In . those days:
but he was more Lhan even I could
stand.

“He wag the lmit. Well, ma lad, that
was the first time 1 saw Laura, and she
#tood beside me half the day at the
tally deak there, and thanked me for
the oentertalnment when Blade sent off
a boy to take her ushare. She gnve mp
o kiss when she turned to go down the
slde—wrall, gee, I've—I've never quita
forgotten that kies, Dalgarnie, me lad'"

“I know, skipper,” sald Mr. Halgarna
rathar thickly, “A kig once kissed me,
of her own blemaed accord, too, llke that.
It gort of burnt in. I beg your pardon,
slr, for (nterrupting.'

“Not at all, me lad. Flers you, stew-
ard. HI, Brass-Pan.'

A Krooboy ran up,

“We fit for two cocktall, plenty-long
ones. Well, as I was saying, Balgarnie,
me lad, I've always had 4 bit of soft
place for Laurn, though 1 suppose she
rightly {8 anuff angd butter; hy Crumbs,
you'd never guesa L from her looks
unless you went aver her with o lens,
and I'd just feel all broken up if she was
t0 go the way that lot usually do go.
S0 If thils young Cuarter, who seema o
nice,  clean-run gort of lad, will nmarry
her with a ring, I'm going to welgh In
with at lsast a best agiver-plats teapot
for n wedding present.'

“You can put ine down for the ditte
pugir and cream,’” sald tho purser with
emotfon. It was a kiddle just lke
Lanra I was fond of myself. Only—
only— Well, Bkipper, I suppose n good
many of us are blackguards down here
on the Coast. Why the sulphur docan't
your bay bhring those coclktails!™

But af this point Captain Image broke
off the conversation. "By Crumbs!”
gald he, “here's Miss Rate And then
he did a thing that made Mr, Balgarnie
whistle with sheer surprise. He went
down the ladder to help his passenger

on board, 5

"Now, it I had done that® tha purser
mused to himself, “it would have meant
a lat. Put, my whiskers! I never
thought I should live to se2e old Capple
Image trotting down onto the front door-
steps to recelve a mere femalo passen-
gor. The old man must see encogh solid
dollnrs In that girl (o buy himself that |
hen farm oulalde Cardiff ho hopes to
retire wpon'’

ptain Image stood on tha grating
at the foot of the ladder, gnd waved his
panama in respectful salutatlon. The
beer-colored river swirled along the
steamer's rusty flank a foot beneat
him, and the wungent smell of crushe
marigolds which it carried made him
cough, The sun shimmered exactly
overhengd In o sky of the most extrava-
gant blue, and the greenery which
fenced In the simy mud banks hung in
thn breathless heat without s0 much as
a twitler,

Misq Katn O'Nelll was_ sealed In a
Mndolra chair, which stood on the floor
of a blg grien surf boat, and the gleam-
ing Krooboys perched on tha gunwales
paddled with more than their usual in-
dustry, The hendman, whe straddled nt
the steering oar In the stern, wogre o
tall-coat of an extremely snorting cut
and pattern, and a woven grass skull-cap
In honor of the occasion, ' And all thig
pomp and clroumstance ‘was uninvited.
Put, somehow, poople had the knack of
offering speclal service und deference Lo
Miss O'Nelll

The only othor woman oni the M'poso,
the austere wife of ‘a Benin trader,
looked over the gteamer's rall in gloomy
dlsapproval. These were no modes for
Const wear, A Dbillowy ETaBS-green mus-
lin dress that no Krooboy laundryman
could wash twice wilhout spolling; neat,
narrow pipe-clayed shoes with no thick.
neas of sols, and ridiculous heels; a
pale green felt hat, sctually Inadited by
n feather In lts band; and final abaurdit
of all, a parasol, a fllmsy thing of alik
and ribbon and = effervescent chiffon,
which would be absolutely tuined by a
aplash of raln, Instead of the blg, sensi-
bla white cotton offalr, with the dark
groen lning, which all ordinary peeple
know Ig the standard wear on thal tor-
rid Coast. A

“Faugh!" sald the trader's wife, "and
Caplaln Imape eaya she's one of (he
smartest businesa woman In the world
to-dpy, and that fat greedy purser
would propose to her In the mnext five
minutes If he thought he'd a cat's chaneo
of helng meceoted.  They think her good
looking, too, I'll ba bound, just beeansae
sha weara thoso unsultable elolhes mnd
hng pink color In har cheeks, Well, thp
clothes will ba whisps of rag by this
day week, and'"—the poor woman sighed
here—''tha Const will get tho colop and
tha plumpness out of her face, and maka
her as loan and vellow 85 the rest of na
in a month 7

"Tou'ra n good, kind man" Miss



