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"Love, Francine."
She sighed profoundly, and nhook her

'
sad.

'Tloved you once, Ithink, perhaps Ilove you
still, out Iam miserable. Oh, my poor old fath-
er! Ah, to think he H«o ill, he that loved me
so, andIa-vay from him." With a sudden gasp-
ing cry she threw herself forward on the couch
and great heart-breaking sobs shook her slender
body violently. Creseingham watched her in si-
lence, tears trickling down his own cheeks. His
heart ached to soothe her, to help her inher great
grief, but he dared not teas* her, he felt himself
somehow too unworthy and the girl too nered.
But soon she grew more composed and controlling
herself looked sadly up at him. "What, do men
w^ep?" she p.sked, a mournful smile parting her
quivering lips.

He nodded, and answered huskily, "When they
see the one they love in pain, men sometimes
weep."

"Ah," she sighed, "you love me, Frank?"
"Yes, dear," he said simply.
"Sit down beside me." He obeyed.
"Francine, soon, it will be daylight."
"Frank, my heart is breaking; in a few hours

you will die."
"Dear, you love me then? Ah, say you love

me, Francine!" He bent towards her, his arms
outstetched, and the girl went to him slowly,
with parted lips and brilliant eyes that shone
with unshed tears. / .',\u25a0, \u25a0\u25a0;

last time thnt we met you were so kind to me 1
dared to dream "\u25a0 '

"Ah, heaven
—

how long«go it seems!"
"Yes, long enough, and fearful things have

happened inbetween. But Francine"Ah, let us rest, my Lord. Soon ifyou think
of trying to explore the place we shall have toil-
some work enough to do." .

She led him to a couch and seated there looked
up at him. "Do you know,Ifeel so weary and
so old, so very old."

He regArded her with tender pity,bst a little
of reproach was inhis eyes. "Too weary to re-
member, dear?" he asked. "Ihave been trying
to uprnk to you of something that might have

been, that yet perhaps might be."
"Ah, my Lord, what now matters anything?"

"There is no hope for either you or me, Lord
Francis, we are in the hands of a human tiger;
escape is impossible. This tiny little island is in-

She started to. her feet. "Tell me everything
that has happened since we parted, tell me whyI
am here, why you are to die, everything!"

He did as he was bid, and. two long hours were
spent in the recital. Francine heard of her fath-
er's condition in dry-eyed, speechless misery; she
listened throughout like one in a dream, but she
heard all, understood all, and at the end; when
Cressingham had no more to tell, she put her
hand upon his arm and said

—

She stifled a sob. "It won't h,clp us, will it?"
and tried to smile, but her lips trembled pitifully.

He stooped above her and kissed a loope strand
of her hair. "Darling," he said brokenly, "the
worst of it all is that Iam powerless now to help
you."

"A demain, vraiment, et a la.morte." His
chuckle sounded far down the corridor, even
after the door had closed, and Cressingham was
alone with Francine Elliott. They looked at each
other silently, for long, then two big tears fell
splnihing from the girl's eyes on to her gown.

"For heaven's sake dorp; weep, dear," said the
man. . . ;y \u25a0: ';-•'/ -\u25a0\u25a0•

"Ademain, sir."

"Exactly—'Ah, bah'— 'tis an exprewive phrsse.
By the way, there is a little warning Ishould
give you before we part. Untilnoon tomorrow, as
Ihave already told you, all that I possess is
yours, including your liberty. But see that you
are to be found at noon tomorrow! This island
is small, scarce three miles squaru, 'tis inhabited
only by my people, but it is mountainous, and
you perchance might find some tempting hole to
hide in. Well In that case, my Lord, you will be
sought out quite leisurely, and perhaps before
you are found my son-in-law ,will have arrived.
You understand? He is a devil, that man, and
loves inflicting pain. Ifhe has nothing else to do,
he tortures animals or insects to pass awny his
time. Iwish to save you from his mercy (Iam
aware you think it is because Iwish to spite
him); in reality it is because you happen to be
an Englshman, and Ilove the English. Good-
night,my Lord."

They embraced, and then, in fully\fy> of all
tho watchers, Cressingham tok the dagger from
his pocket; brandished it before the' eyes

xof-hia,
pursuers, and to all seeming plunged it deep Into
his heart. He gave a kharp scream, and toppling
overboard, disappeared instantly beneath the sur<
face of the waters. Miss Elliott uttered a terri-
ble shriek and threw herielf st full length in the
bottom of the boat. The negroes, with fierce gut-
tersl cries, propelled their own boat swiftly for*
ward.

"The boat-house. Imust leave you, dear. It
is a chance and a desperate one, but ii;may save
us yet. See, darling, the sea door of.the boat-
house only jttat dips into the sea. Ishall pre-"
tend to stab myself, and then jump overboard.
ThenIshall dive, and swimming under water,
try and reach the boat-house door, under which
Ishall swim, and afterwards throw myself upon
Desire's mercy. Ifhe is the lad you think, \u25a0he
will help us; who knows? Shall Ichance 'it,
dear?"

"Yes, Frank, ro, and God.be with you. J If,
there is a God, He will surely help you!" V

"Then kiss me, dear."

Oressingham heard .the Count give a stern or-
der: "No,do not shoot! After them; take them
alive."- \u25a0".'\u25a0 ','\u25a0<:

"It's all up with us, Francine," he muttered
hoarsely.

."The time has come to keep your promise,
Frank," she cried.

He got to his feet, too, and glanced despairing-
ly about him,as though' taking a last look at the
bright world before departing on that unknown
voyage from which there can be no return. ',„

The negroes were backing water and slowly ap-
proaching him, still eighty yards distant. His
own boat lay idle on the water immediately, op-
posite the portcullised mouth of the stone boat-
house of the Count d'Attala.

me boy Tv.«ir» stood upon the beach outside
the door gazing at them intently, while two hun-
dred paces to 1..0 right the Count himself sat on
a rock smoking a cigarette and:waitinguncon-
cernedly for his prisoners to be brought back to
him. . ' .

Suddenly Cresrfngham gave a start. "We have
one hope leftI'he cried.

"What is it,dear?"

But Cressingham was desperate. Seizing Fran-
cine inhis arms he threw her in. the boat, and
springing aboard himself, caught up the oars and
fitted them into their rowlocks. He saw that
some of the negroes carried sculls upon their
shoulders, and that all were armed, but -with a
muttered cry to providence, ho refused to let
himself think, and bent all his energies for a mad
race with death.

Miss Elilott crouched down in the stern and
covered her face with her hands, for she could
only see one upshot of the struggle, and had aban-
doned herself to despair.

It was then that they heard a loud mocking
laugh, and turning saw the figure of the Count
d'Attala supported on the arms of his slaves/and
accompanied by half a score of negroes, issue
from a tunnel in the rock some fifty yards away.

A DREAM OF HOPE.
'^-QHE adventurers arrived at the beach at

£ last, and apparently without having

ix^" been observed. .. Cressingham cast, an
ifeSjiSiw anxious glnnce behind him as they

reached the boats, but no one could he
see nor any sign of life. With trembling fingers
he unlocked the padlock of the boat that was al-
ready equipped, and drew it swiftly towards them
from the sea.

CHAPTER -XIV

Starting to his feet he seized the girl,his eyes
agleam again with hope.

"Francine!" he cried, and strained her to him,
but she pushed herself away. :"First wipe your
lips," she muttered. "Icould not let;you,kiss
me after her!" .

Next moment they were speeding seawards
down^the steps. . . .t \u0084:

Precious minutes passed slowlyone by one, but
he was hopeless now,' and did not feel co keenly
as he had felt before. Itcame to him as a real
surprise when at last a trembling hand jwag laid
upon his shoulder, and a faltering voice whispered
inhis ear, "Iwas so jealous, Frank!"'

"Ibeg your pardon, Iknow nothing now." '
Cressingham threw himself on his knees beforeher. "Francine, Iknow lam not worthy of you.
Inever was, but on my honor, darling, 11 love
only you. Ikisied that woman just as Iwould
have kissed one of.those cursed negroes ifhe had
brought me a means of winningyou from here."

"You kissed her!"
"Idid. Hate me, cast me off ifyou will,dear,

but let me save you.",
"Or yourself!" The words were stinging- as a

whip lash. Cressingham got slowly to his feet
and looked at her; when next he spoke his voice
was calm and low. "You do me an injustice,
dear; but have it as you.will. My death at least
willproveIam not all the cad you think me.".
He seated himself on the steps and buried his
face inhis handß. - • .

"You go,, my Lord," said Francine idly. "I
shall stay."

"You know Ishall not go without you," he
cried.

"Francine!' said the man hoarsely, "you lee
before you a chance to save two lives, yours and
mine. What matter whence comes this chance?
Itis ours,. let us take it."

'Ah,Isee. Well, Kate,Ithank you from th»
bottom of my heart. Oood-bye." He held out Ms
hand, but Madame looked at him reproachfully,
and without a word ho took her inhis arms and
kissed her lightlyon the lips.'

"Farewell!7
'

he laid. "Come, Frandne!" .;But
Miss Elliott stared at him, turned of a sudden
cold aa stone. "Do you thinkIwould owe my
life to that woman, my father's murderess? Yo.u•re mad, or dream, my Lord."

Cressingham groaned on seeing this n«w diffi-
culty in his path, but Madame, with a strangesmile, swung on her heel and walked off with
these words: "Delay willbe fatal, Frank. Soon
the beach willbe alive with negroes who are) go-
ing fishing out to sea. Their boat is now await-ing you. Ifyou are wise, hasta and take it
Farewell!"

»t last," .he mM, "«nd 1have procured thia key.
The servant* are now at breakfart. You mint
•lipdown speedily to the) beach and with this key
unlock one of th* boat*. You should get an hour's
itart at least. MoreItsannot do for you, Frank;
Ihave risked my life in doing this much. Go,
dear got"

«J?ate> you hftTS dono thi* f°r mcl
"

To tave your lifer said Madame wearily; "I
could not bear to nee yon die. AllIask in return
is that you should think kindlyof me sometimes."

You know all my escape must mean?" 1
The woman smiled. "You are foolish, Frank.

The Chief of the Nihilist*will never be taken; if
you escape, he will abandon this retreat, that ii
all."

"It's Desire going to the boat-house," she re-
plied.

They watched the boy lightlyclimb some bould-
ers, then arriving at the boat-house open the
door, enter and disappear, the door closing be-
hind him.

"He must need light to work by," objected
Cresoingham; "perhaps the building opens on tho
bay."

"No, dear; itenn open there, Ithink, for there
is a big iron door, but!tdips right into the water,

and is always closed; he works by electricity, I
think." : • - .;'^ •

"What sort of a lad is this Desire?"
"Areal sweet boy," said Francine. "Hehates

thin island bitterly. He has always been shut up

here. He is very clever, Ithink;he knows all
about science and electricity, and that Sort of
thing. Ihave heard him argue with the Count

—
who is a very learned man, Frank, to do him jus-
tice—but each time Desire held his own. Desire
works early and date in that boat-house, only
coming out for his health's sake, for his grand-
father has promised him, if the boat is a success,

that he shall go to some university inEngland."
"Isee; but is not the lad mixed up with the

"Yes and no; he is, of course, a Nihilist, he
had to be, but he loathes them in his heart."

"Francine. this boy might help us if we could
get to him." '/\u25a0 . '\u25a0\u25a0

"Ah dear, he is only a lad! What could he
do?" \u25a0

"Hemight give us a key to unlock one of those
boats. Only think of it, Francine. See! my
God, one of the boats is fitted up with oars and
Bail". There is not a living soul on the beach or
near it. Great heaven, let us go at once! Ifwo
could steal away now, we should pst a good start
and with a wind! Francine, was Inot right to
eat? Please God, I'llget you safe off yet."

The girl's eyes had taken a sudden lightof hope
reflected perhaps from his, for the man wa»near
frantic with excitement. Joining hands, they
commenced the descent like a pair of eager chil-
dren.but had not proceeded twenty yards before a

turn'of the windingsteps brought them to a little
platform and face to face with Madame Katherin
Viyella. • , "„>,

"Stop!" she commanded. Ihave come in
search of you."

'

"For what purpose? he demanded roughly, for
en lightof her every bad feeling inhis heart had
mounted uppermost and it was in hit mind, to
kill her, since she might bar the ilender chance
of their escape.

Madame held up a large key. "My futhwr sleeps

"A long journey, indeed I"sighed the girl; "a
journey from which there will be no returning!"

"Well, who wants to come back here, anyway?"
demanded Cressingham, forcing himself to seem
light-hearted. The girlsat down beside him and
\u25a0watched him eat with wide but tender eyes.

"You cannot deceive me, Frank," she muttered
presently; "you are forcing yourself."

"Not I," he cried. "Come, come, sweetheart,
it'llbarely eight o'clock; we have four hours yet.
By jove, who is that?" *

The girl followed his gesture, and saw wander-
ing along the beach the graceful figure of a lad,
who carried a bundle slung across his shoulders.

"No üb», dear. Ihave tried, but it is built of
solid stone, and its one door, which is of plated
steel, is always locked.

'
Desire even dared not

take me there."
The lovers spent two hours on the look-ont

hand in hand, Cressingham always gazing sea-
wards, racking his brains for an idea, some plan
which might offer a tiny chance to win him his
desires. But no hope came to cheer him. Every
chance of escape was inevitably removed, and
despair, a grim visaged spectre, came at last, and
stared him in the face. Abrave man, he fought
the phantom off.and assuming an aspect ofcheer-
fulness which almost deceived the girl, invited
her to sit upon the steps and share his breakfast.

"Is it possible that you can eat?" she asked sad-
ly. ,

•

He forced a laugh. "MUBt, my sweetheart. I
never could think properly on an empty stomach.
Come along, darling, we'll have, to clear out of
this soon, you know, and it's a pretty fairish
journey we'll be taking."

"Ha,Ishould like to see the inside of that boat-
.house, Francinet" \u25a0'.'~-:'l \u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0'

Cressingham pointed to the boat-house. "What
is kept there, Francine?" i;

"Iam not sure, Frank, for no one is allowed
in there except Desire, the Count's grandson, who
has always been my mentor and companion (he is
only a boy, Frank). Desire told me as a secret
that his grandfather, the Count, uses it as a work-
shop, and spends a great deal of time there on a
boat which he is buildingof steel and aluminum.
This, it seems, is the oldman's tingle hobby."

He noticed about half amile from the chateau,
a small stone boathouae that, defended by a cop-
ing ofhigh rocks, seemed to run a little distance
from the land, for the waves lapped at its sides
with curling tongues of spra£* Straining his eyes
seawards, he espied, a dozen miles northeast, the
outline of anoffier island which Feemed, as near
as he could judge, of more important size than
Attala.

The yacht which had carried him from Naples
had completely vanished, and not a sail was in
sight.

Guards there were none, the doors were all on
latch, and no livingsoul appeared to be on watch.
The girl led the way behind the house to where
n flight of stone stops, similar to those he had
climbed withMadame the previous night, stretch-
ed winding upwards to the mountain top. Up
there they toiled, and inhalf an hour had gained
the summit, whefe a splendid view extended on
all sides for a vast distance. .

Cressingham saw at a glance how small was the
island on which they rested. Itlay like a gleam-
ing green jewe.l in a sapphire sea, for save for a
few small clearings its mountainous sides were
covered with dense thickets of olive-tinted shrubs.
Looking sheer down the steps he marked how
cunningly the house was perched.

ITe nodded, and concealed the blade about him,
and presently Francine slipped from the room
to change her gown. When she hnd gone Cress-
ingham pneed the room awhile, then, practical
man thnt he was, crammed both his pockets with
eatables from the uncleared table. Miss Elliott
returned very soon wrapped in a long, grey cloak,
and was his guide from the chateau.

"Ah,Frank, what would he not dare? Inpity
promise me, dear love."

Crenslnghiim kissed her on the lip*. "Darling,
ifan hour before noonIfind allhope gone it shall
be as you wi»h,' we shall die together."

The girlarose, and took from the bosom of her
dress a small but vicious looking dagger, jewel
hilted, which she gave to her lover. "Istole it
from the Count's own room," she snid, "the very
first night that Iarrived here. Let it be with
this!"

"My.God!" cried Cresringham, "he would never
dare?"

ble man has hinted things, and meered so often
in the one direction thnt lam almost sure. He
intends to Mil me to some hateful friend of his,
a Turk. Ithink, for he is expecting a visit from
a Turk."

C" IRESSINQHAM sprang to his feet; the
Count remained seated. Miss Elliott

iu_— \u25a0 swept gracefully across the room to the
Sjfcjytj unoccupied chair; phe nodded to the

Count, bowed to Madame and gave
Cressingham her hand, starting and paling a lit-
tle, to mark his battered face. "An accident?"
she asked tremulously..

He nodded, unable for a second to answer, but
his eyes told her how glad he was to see vhcr
once again.

—
->-v;

The Count beckoned to the fourth negro, who
immediately came forward and stood beside Miss
Elliott's chair. She gave a hurried order and
turned again to Cressingham. "You are not sc-

• riously hurt, Ihope?"- . .'
t "No, a few days should recover me. But you,
are you well?"

"Inhealth, yes." Her glance t-poke volumes.
,The Count d'Attala . frowned and spoke to

Creesingham: "To resume our conversation, my
Lord

"
"A sad theme to discuss before ladies," inter-

rupted Cressingham. Si -*,-,;£'.
"That depends on the manner in which it is

discussed. Death is of itself not an incident to
stir a single tremor in a sane and well regulated
mind. Do you fear death, Kate?"
: "No, father, not I," said Madame. /'Not that
Iwant to die, but when the old Captain comes
my way recruiting, he'll find me ready to enlist."

"And you, Miss Elliott?"
The girl smiled a little sadly, then answered:

"Idon't think Ifear, death, very- much, Count.
Itis really not so very terrible a thing; indeed,
at times its very contemplation is a comfort,

\u25a0 since it offers a refugo to the hopeless before
whoee portals all the stings of life are forced to
pause."

"You see, my Lord," said the Count grimly,
, "your fears were" needless." He turned to Miss

Elliott: "Lord Cressingham and Iwere disput-
ing a certain point. He contended that death is
of itself the best punishment one man may inflict
upon another."

Cressingham lifted a mouthful of dainty to his
,lips, and answered presently: "IthinkIunder-
stand you, sir, but Icannot see the need of such
immediate haste. After the ladies have retired
we might resume the conversation."

."You muit allow me to be the best judge of
\that necessity, my Lord.",said ths Count, and he

t slowlybit off and munched a piece of bread and
\u25a0 \ caviare. •
,Madame and Miss Elliott stared at the two

.men silently, and without evincing a desire to
\u25a0': 'eat; :\u25a0'•\u25a0-

' '
\u25a0 :Cressingham's nerves were on stretch, but his
blood was up, and he ate quite heartily, as though
enjoying himself, at perfect ease.
'I"You see," went on the Count, "Ihave deter-
mined that the incident we spoke of shall visit
you tomorrow There only remains to arrange the
manner of your dissolution"
."I understand," said Cressingham Miss El-

liott grew of a sudden very white «and her eyes
glowed like stars '

"Ifyou would prefer a lingering death," re-
sumed the Count, "Ihave no desire to thwart
your wishes Ihave ori hand a large assortment
of tortures from which you are at liberty to
choose Some would postpone the final moment
for a week, tlius allowing you full scope to put
your theories to the test"

The Count ordered wine, and when- it had «r-

CHAPTER XIII
CONDEMNED TO DEATH.

A negro footman stood silently beside each
chair waiting commands with stiff formality, and
a fourth stood by the door. The manacled slaves
took up a position one on each side the Count,
the chain that bound them passing behind his
back.

The Count l'Attala then beckoned to the fourth
negro.

"Miss Elliott is dressing?" he demanded".
The negro bowed low, and Madame glanced

quickly at Cressingham.
"Bid her hasten!" said the Count sharply. ;
The negro bowed again and prepared to depart,

but on that instant the door opened and there
entered 'the room appareled in a shimmering eat-

in empire gown, whose, jeweled drapings spoke
of bygone courts and queenly gatherings— Miss
Francine Elliott.

They seated themselves to find a printed menu
before the plate of each; Rnd this card was so
replete and promiseful of all good^things that it
was hard to choose a dish among them.

"My dear Lord Francis, you speak of ordinary
pain. Ihave known men' pray for death

"

"While in agony.". "True, but for the moment, of your goodness,
let the question pass. Supper has been long
ipread and Idoubt not you are both hungry."

Offering his arm with a courtly bow to his
daughter, the old gentleman, always assisted by
the dumb slaves, led the way to a little dining-
room beyond the staircase, and there Cressing-
ham beheld a 6mail square table set for four in
the most modern Parisian style.

"You mean?"
"That in the hearts of the multitude hope

springs perennially so strong that pain with life
prolonged is ever preferable to an instant painless
death." ;\u25a0"... \u25a0'\u0084'/. -' r

Cressingham felt a shuddering coldness at his
heart, but he answered with calm indifference:
"Your Lordship is a man of great mind who is
satisfied with the supreme. Meauer natures and
lesser intellects seek to improve on the punish-
ment of death, unable to realize or understand
that what is absolute is best."

The Count smiled, and his fnco in that smile
was the face of a Satan, powerful, inscrutable,
scornful, unutterably cruel. "The Prince a<;ted
on his own responsibility, believe me, my Lord,"
he said slowly. "Inever ill-use a man whom I
intend to kill." "_,»'\u25a0

CHAPTER XI/-Conf/nued

S'
"'

SEEMINGLY satisfied with her appear-

ance he smiled and turned to Creasing-

Iro-ii1 'ham, to start back, however, at sight
i*^xal of the Englishman's bnmlngod farn and

battered looks. But he quickly con-
trolled his emotion, and extending both

hands gave the young man a cordial grasp.
"Welcome to my house, Lord Francis Cressing-

ham,'" he cried in English. "All that Ihave is
yours. Itis a poor endowment, but a man can-
not give more than he has."

"My Lord," replied Cressingham gravely. "I
thank you. Ishould apologize for my unfor-
tunate appearance, but Ifear to inflict on your
Lordship an unmerited aspersion, since Ihave
suffered at the hands of one of your Lordship's
servants whoIknow acted irresponsibly."

The Count turned inquiringly to Madame, who
answered: "My father, it was the Prince. Lord
Francis lay bound and helpless at his mercy: be-
hold the mercy of the Prince!"

"At noon tomorrow!"
' '

.'• ''{.v Vj
Cressingham was about to speak when a loud

rap came to the door and a tall negro servant en-
tered.

"What is it?" asked the Count.-
"A cable, Highness.'"
"Read it aloud1" .v'v?j-.'-V
The man unfolded the paper in hin, hand.

"Khan Barba-oka
—

Perigord
—

Eruted—Sema-
phore." ,',\u25a0

"The translation, fool! do you think Icarry
cyphers in my head?"

"Pardon, Highness. 'Expedition sailed this
afternoon, Perigord . oommiindine. Cressingham
blamed for Kutherin's escape. Elopement sus-
pected. Police of all nations awnke. Orders giv-
en for European coast lines to be searched for se-
cret cable stations, commencing east. Have
warned Pelurhi. Keep Creseingham alive without
fail tillIarrive. He iB myprisoner. Frederick.'

"

The Count de'Attala uttered a prim laugh. "The
fool presumes to give me orders, he shall see!
Really, my Lord,Ifeel quite a humanitarian in
your regard. The Prince will undoubtedly be
here tomorrow rvtning anticipating n fine feast
of revenge. The fellow is a coarse brute at heart,
who would put you to all manner of inconve-
niences. We shall, however, forestall him." •

Cressingham shivered. "Thanks, sir;J perfect-
ly appreciate your amiable intentions," he said
with satire; "you willkillme painlessly at noon
tomorrow, lees to save me tortures though thnn
to spite your son-in-law." \u25a0 . ,

"Pardoij me, ppite is a bad word, and discourt-
eous—say disappoint."

"Ah, a thousand apologies— disappoint."
"Until noon tomorrow, my Lord, everything I

have is yours."
"Fneluding liberty?'
"Everything," interrupted the Count, "with

the single exception of my daughter's company.

J need her, ior we have many matters to converse

upon— Katherin?". "Y»-
'-"'--• Madam manner was painful-

ly subdued; she was pale and pensive, and Cres-
sinsham, obser •\u25a0••

"•
—

narrowly, thought her a
little fearful too.

The Count nodded to the manacled attendants,
who at once lifted him to hii feet. "You will
excuse me, my Lord. T sejdom cat much supper,
and Ihave business. Come, Kitherin!"

Madame arose too and took his proffered arm.
The Count turned at the door: "My servant*
will show you to a room when you are weary"—
lii' gave her a coarse chuckle— 'thiit is. if ynu

need separate accommodation, my Lord. Here
in n lady.who was just now anxious to die with
you, powlbly she willbe disposed to lighten your
latest hours. Ifso do not hesitate on my account,
for on this domain exist neither conventions,
prejudices, morals «"

"Nor manners, sir!" interrupted Crensingham
hotly, starting upwards as hi spoke, his face
iil>ln/.r with passion.

'.'Tut, tut," said the Count, smiiingly shrugging
his shoulders; "manners are conventions; here
we are always natural, and tay what we think if
it amuses ui. I«m sorry my suggestion failed to
please you, for beside Miss Elliott there is no
other woman on this isle but Kate, and her [

need tonight, unhnnpily. You mubt try to for-
give me. my Lord."

"Ah, bthl"
'

"Why, yes." \u25a0'\u25a0'k ;
"I see you handle that knife, my Lord, with,

what shall Isay—a murderous intention in your
eyes. Ishall spare you the t^puble of attempting
to use it fruitlessly. Mark thia button on my

chair. Observe, Iturn it—thus. Ah, you see!"
As he turned the button, Cressingham and the

two ladies were on a sudden rendered rigid and
helpless as stone figures where they sat, and they
endured moreover tortures unspeakable.

"You hear ihat clicking sound?" said the
Count. "Itscarcely is, necessary to explain the
matter to persons: of your,intelligence. You are

all seated on electric chairs, this button controls
the circuit. Sot Iswitch itoff, you are released!
But beyond that, my Lord,. these negroes about
us are my servants. You must surely have
thought me lavish of display to require so many
to wait on us at table." \ He laughed, a long,
low, hideous chuckle of fiendish mirth it was.

Cressingham commenced to despair, for he now
fully realized how utterly helpless was his posi-
tion, but with a violent effort he kept his self
control and asked: "At what hour, sir, do you

intend that IBhall die?" ...'\u25a0\u25a0 • V

"Ha, ha, ha! quite so. Well, morphia first to
bring you deep and dreams, visions glorious, my
lord, -for morphia is nothing but a form of that
hasheesh of which the ancients were so fond.
But mingled with the morphia n little aconite
and then in the midst of splendid dreams will
come death, a darker dream than the others, but
who shall say less sensuous or beautiful?"

"Excellent!"
"It is agreed then?"

"Exactly. Ihave heard that morphia •"
"A good groundwork, my Lord, wherewith to

induce sleep, but a death-dealing dose often
causes pain. Now if you willallow me to offer a
suggestion?" . ,-. -'.' .< s*'

"Why certainly; are you not master of cere-
monies?" -"<- > ;, \u25a0

"Brutal," objected Cresßingham.
"True, quite true! Science has of late years

so refined these mutters for us! We shall there-
fore pass by suffocation, drowning, the rope, the
dagger and the coarser poisons. There remains
to consider a few comfort-giving powders and to
choose one or some of them."

Madame colored slowly. "Ibeg you to excuse
me," she answered.

"You then, Miss Elliott?" ] >/- Vf* '
Frnneine turned if possible paler than before.

"This is all some horrid jest," she cried.
The Count smiled again. "Mydear young lady,
Inever jest," he said; "Iam too old to play the
fool. Come, have you no suggestion?"

"None except that you kill me, tool" She
seemed about to flint end swayed towards Cres-
singhnm, but he sent her a glance that gave her
sudden strength.

The Count bent upon her a countenance of se-
vere reproach. "What, you dare .to say that you
are tired of life! Ah, bah, you have scarcely

tasted it,besides you are a woman. You think
now that you love this younu man, perhaps. Be-
lieve me, that will pass. You are beautiful,
young; there are many years before you. Death,
no! Ihave other views for you."

She was silent; he eyed her a moment, then
turned to Cressingham. "Itseems that we shall
be obliged to decide the matter between our-
Helves, my Lord."

"Best, Ithink," said Cressingham.
"Ah-m," he cleared his throat and gave the

young man a burning, searching glance. "What
of a bullet through the heart or brain? Death
would be almost instantaneous."

"Perhaps, Kate, you could oblige your friend
with an idea culled from your experience," sug-
gested the Count with a cruel smile.

>

rlvcd Mt bock and nipped a gians. Cresringham
followed suit; his appetite had fled, but he forced
himself to appear indifferent, vowing inwardly
that he would not let this monster have the sat-
isfaction of discerning in him one single sign of
terror or confuiioni

To Be Continued Nest Snsisj

"Icannot, Frank; but hold me to you—kiss me
often;when you kiss me, for a second Iforget to
think, and am almost happy.. For a, long while they reclined in silence folded
in sweet companionship, moveless ana speechless.
They watched the dawn creep into the room,
at first a pallid spectre that sought to strangle
unawares the lamp's hard light and scarce suc-
ceeded,' later a rosy sprite that peeped in at the
windows to mock the man-made glare with the
contrast of her dainty blushing beauty, The lov-
ers saw each other soon by day, and each received
a little shock, for the face of either was haggard
beyond belief and eloquent of misery. .

"Frank,' said the girl, breaking at last the
long silence; "pure love is beautiful, isn't it?"

"Yes, dear, it is beautiful."
"Iwould gladly give up my life to save yours,

"Need Itell you, darling, that my feelings are.
the same?"

"No,Iknow. We belong to each other now,
do we not? Boul md body, Frank!"

"Poul and body, dear."
"You willnot now refuse to take.me with you

when the time comes?" she muttered tremulously.
"Ah,Frank, promise me. Ifyou dieIshall kill
myself. :Ilied whenIsaidIhadn't the courage,

forIhave; but ah, dear, it would be swpeter far
to die by your hand. Listen, dear, you said> that
lam in no peril. You are wrongjIam. Ial-

ready guess what my fate shall be, for that terri-

"Ah! Iam glad of that
—

but even if you had,
Imust have loved you all the same. Idon't
think I'm a Very good girl, Frank. Even when
Ithought she was your mistress Istill wanted
you. Do you hate me for saying these things?
ButImay speak now without,restraint, mayn't
I,since we are so soon to lose each other?"

"Sweetheart, let us hope a little still."

"Kiss me, Francine!" Their lipsmet in a long
feverish caress, and slowly the color mounted to
the girl's wan cheeks. The man gathered her in
close embrace and held her tightly to him, not
satisfied until she rested on nis knees and her
head reclined upon his shoulder. And she, a lit-
tle comforted, looked up at hip and whispered:
"Ihave so longed to be your wife.Frank. Ihave
always loved you, dear! Ever since Ihave known
you!"

"Darling!" he muttered, and kissed her pas-
sionately again.

She smiled. "Inever intended to let that wo-
man have you, Frank; Iwanted you too much."
"Inever really loved her!" he muttered.

"You would kill yourself!"
"Not that. IHave not the courage. But you

are an English gentleman. Iput my life and hon-
or in your hands. You willkill me when the last
comes; promise me!**

He shook his head. "No, dear, I'llnot do thatj
you are inno immediate peril. Ithink, dear,
they willnot try to harm you in any way, they
have no reason to. Besides, you must be res-
cued one day, soon Ihope, for Perigord willnev-
er rest tillhe has fulfilledhis mission. Moreover,
Idepend on you to clear my namo for me, the
name which that villainhas tarnished. No,Fran-
cine, you must live if only for my sake." \u25a0

She smiled- sadly. "My father is dying, you ar«
about to die. What is there left in life for me?"

"Come, come, dear, Ihaven't given up hope
yet. nor shall Itill the very end."

'\u2666Hope, what is that with us, Lord Francis! A
despairing effort to postpone facing the inevit-
able."

"While life lasti, Francine, hope is the main-
spring 6f ambition. Itgives me ambition now to
work and find a way from here for both of us.
Itgives me wider vision and points tobetter days,
to longer life and love

"
"Ah,you are brave—but you have not seen, you

cannot understand."
"Dear, let vi talk a moment of ourselves. The

"Imean itl"

"In another hour we shall have daylight," said
the man. "Ishall then explore the place

—
who

knows, dear; some kind fate may befriend us."
The girlsighed, and said: "Then take me with

you. willyou please, Lord Francis. Let.us spend
the last few hours together that are left us.

"Us?" he queried.
"Yes, us! do you think Ishould care to live

without—hope?"
"Francine!"

habited only by the Count, Mb grandson and a
(score or two of negroes and mongrel Europeans,
everyone of whom is a ruffian steeped in crime.
Ihave been acre now six days and have been
everywhere, seen everything that may be seen,

and studied all the creatures that surround us.
The Count has not sought to control my actions
and does not now seek to control yours, because
he well knows such precautions are entirely need-
less. To escape we should need wings." ..,•'.

"Or a boat," muttered Cressingham.
"There arc only two boats on the island," sigh-

ed the girl, "and they are always kept securely
chained when not in use." , ' .
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