
sell' of ;i scries of extreme.and uncouth gestures, John,
w in all the in the world, could make nothing
of them.* lit' •sniilcil extravagantly; and latching at
sonic vague memory of bow some exploring worthy had
manifested liis good will to tavagei, he held out hit
righi hand) palm upward. Tins tune the honored ges'
lure did not work. It did not seem to lie what tin1 re
markable visitor was wanting. With something like
a look of scorn, which Johp was far too interested t"
resent, he turned on his heel and strode away. John
watched him stalk solemnly oin-e around the great rock,
Bttd then \anish into the thickets, which at tliis point
lay between the rock and the brookaide. Borne tnin-
iilcs later, lie .nine into view on the other side of the
ii- >k. naking his ua\ t"v,.-iid the river, lie crossed
the <1\ lie, and disappeared. And as thi> time his difl
appearance seemed to be final, John concluded hil had
gone away in a boat, slipping along close in shore where
the dyke, at that sta^e of the tide, would hide him from
view.

John felt himself delightfully excited. Here, at last,

was an e\ent. and one which Whitewaters would not
naturally account for. Me thoughi at once of "Treai
me Island'"; although, knowing thai masterpiece al
most by heart, he realised quii well that the suggestion
was merely one of flavor, not of fact. With smiling
face, he guided tin' cultivator Up one more vow; and
then, feeling that for the moment he could no longer
hold himself down to potatoes, he took the horses hack
to the bam. The better to dear his mind for a solution
of this mystery, he would go and Bfth for torn cods down
at the mouth of the creek. The homely and confiding
torn cod, so easy to catch and so excellent in the pan,
might in a way help him to some insight.

In \u25a0 pleasant exhilaration of spirit, such;as be bad
not Jknown, for; months, John hurried down to the creek
mouth. There, moored under the shadow of his little
wharf, he found a strange-boat. lt;yfJl? a ship's jolly-
boat; but to John's surprise,'it carried "no ship's name
under, the gunwale. He m far too mannered, both
natively and by tradition, to enter the boat and investi-
gate; it. But, as far as he could '.observe, there was
nothing noteworthy about it except this absence of a
name. However, it was something unaccounted-for,,so
he eyed it with approval. Most likely,,he concluded, it
belonged to the mysterious negro, who, instead of going
away," was perhaps lying asleep iii the deep, sun-steeped
grass of the neighboring meadow. John-baited his hook,
threw it into the slack water beside the wharf head, and
was soon contemplatively drawing out torn-cods, so deep
in his thoughts that he hardly knew/he Was'fishing: lie
intended to stay there til! the apparition should come
for its boat. HrSI
. Tie had been:fishing, thus mechanically, for lie knew
not how long, when he hoard strange voices,".in a strange
tongue, behind him. His heart leaped; but with tine
Whitewaters deliberation, he did not at once , turn his
head. When at length lie did so, calmly, he saw lie huge
negro lolling on the slope of the dyke, staring up at the
blue, while two strangers, with an instrument which he
recognized as belonging to the surveyor's, craft, stood

at the back of the wharf. John perceived at a glance
that thej were both sea-faring men. One. gauni of
frame, with loan red-tapned features and a thin fringe
of reddish whisker Under jaw and chin, looked English
or American, in spite of the foreign Speech thai was
flowing from his lips. The other, yellow swarthy, with
thick black eyebrows, greas] black hair, huge rings in
Ins cars, and a big knife conspicuous in his licit, John
took to ml ;i Portuguese. They were paying no atten
tion to linn whatever; but were glancing from the red
rock hiick on the slope to the rained tower of an old
Btone windmill on the other side of the riser, and then
down at the instrument hetweei- them, To John, il
looked as if they wen- making some sort of n survey of
his farm; and be was oiled with a not unnatural. 1 mit
altogether friendly, curiosity. Grateful for such a di
version, and seeing in these strangers only an unhoped
lor answer to his longings, with overflowing goodwill he
stmiicd down the wharf, halted beside them, and greeted
iliimii with ,i cordial: (<6ood day, friends! Where do
\ou hail from .'''

.The Portuguese glanced at his smiling, boyish face
with b look of venomous hostility thinning down to scorn,
thru turned his back upon him with frank insolence.
The other, who wsis plainly the lender, hardly looked .it
.ill; but lie spilt Upon the plunks t'rom ;i tobaceo-stailfed
mouth, and marled: " None o' yer business! ''

John'i face fell. His first feeling ";is one of disap-
pointment. He could not so quickly readjust his emo-
tions as to at once get as angry as lie was entitled to
be. He (lushed, then paled, and his mouth began to
square itself; bul there was still a remnant of civility
in his tones as he replied:

"Bui I think it U my business to some extent. This
i^ my property here. This is my wharf you are stand
ing on. And I would like to know what you are doing."

The Englishman for such his accent proclaimed him
to Ie - jerked his head up and glared ;it John with
savage little bloodshot eyes.

" You git to - - out o' this! "ho ordered.
By this time John had come to the realization that

he bad been insulted. Pot so novel an experience he
bad not been quite ready. Hut now lie woke op. Being
awake, he thought with lightning rapidity, and of every-
thing :it OHCC Only of the wisdom of discretion he did
not think". llis heavy hand, with a' grip of steel, de-
scended hard upon the whiskered one's shoulder, and he
said coldly:

\u25a0' Po« gel out of this, or I'll throw you out."
His plans had formed themselves as clear as crystal

nn the instant, lie s:iu just where he would strike his
man: then hurl him upon the Portuguese; and then turn
to meet the gigantic negro whom, out of the corner of
his eve. lie saw still lounging indifferently on the dyke.
It \\;is a rather big contract he had laid out for himself;
but when really angry John Gllerson was not modest.

The Portuguese, with an oath, whipped out his knife.
But to John's astonishment lie promptly, as if at a sijjn
from his leader, thrust it back again, and turned his
eyes carelessly upon the landscape. The other, as if re-
raembering something and controlling himself by a
mighty effort, gate vent to a harsh laujjh and Spread
his great hairy hands with •< gesture of deprecation.

"Xn offence Intended, Squire," he protested, sud-
denly smooth as oil. "T ask yer paruon fer bein' so
rough spoken."

Amazed at this sudden change of front, Jolin drew
back. But he was not mollified.

"There's your boat, tied Dp at my wharf," said he.
'" Now, clear out.''

Hut the stranger did not want to go. In a coaxing
voice, absurdly at variance with his fierce and merciless
face, lie pleaded:

'' Don 'I In.1 ti>o liard on a chap, (iov'nur! 1 was both*
ere.l over them ri^;,r»'rs, an didn't know jest what T was
s:i\ n'. Did n'; fhink you was the owner, .lest let me
stay live minutes -in' finish these here observations, or
171 get into trun !« with Captain Luther, sure. He's
scut us to take sunn 1 bearin's fer a chart he's niakin'
of the rivr."

"'What Captain Luther?'' demanded John shortly.
"Captain Luther Mass, o' the brig Sumanthii, which

•\u25a0 'lie in List night." answered the stranger. "I'm
iii. te aboard her — name o' Simmons, at yer sarvioe."

John eyed him keenly. What in the name of all won-
\u25a0 Ids, thought he. is Captain Luther about to have such
rabble on his Worthy ship! But if Captain Luther
wanted bearings, lie must have them. John was in no
way conciliated, however. lie itched to kick the fellow
into the boat.

•'<m> (in then, and finish our job." said ho. "But
1k» quick ftbont it. I don 't want your sort around
here.''

The truculent mate had good control of himself.

"Thank you kindly." said ho, apparently unruffled.

1' The Captnin told
us to I"1 careful
an ' nut nit into
any muss, lie miid

thai the White-
w;it cr • <\u25a0 li :i i' s

was n't so soft as

they looked, an' we was to keep a civil tongue in our
heads.

In jarred liv the tlinist, John turned away in con-
temptuous silence, and seated himself on the top of the
<]vk(>. With liis lini brim pulled well down over his
eves, he watched his unwelcome visitors ni their task,
:i ii<{ slowly began to realize how well lie had cume out

of I nasty situation. The greal negro, meanwhile, in
his fantastic attire, had never stirred, pf shown the
slightest interest in the proceedings. .John Kllerson
glanced from that unreal figure to those of thrown
nieii before him on the wharf, bending over the thiJWo
lite —scoundrels both, it' looks meant anything ami
then thought with bewilderment of Captain Luther
B:iss and the brig Scttnavtha, He knew them both so
well. They were "steady." They were competent.
They were respected, man and ship. They si nod for
what made Whitewaters bo safe and quiet. In their
Jong TOVBgingß of two and three years at a tune, they
miyht traffic in the mosi God forgotten thoroughfarea
ut' the Seven Seas, and return to Whitewaters with
never ;i shadow of disrepute, never a shred or ravelling
of the unusual or the picturesque clinging aboul them.
And yet, here were these curious goings on! John in
quired of himself if he were dreaming, and found
thai he was still vary angry, which reassured hint.
Then lie noticed that the uegTO was staring Straight
at him. with eyes that no longer rolled. He felt, too,
that there was no longer scorn in that curious, enam
elled stare; hut rather some intense significance, which
he was expected to understand. It irritated him. be
cause he could get no clew to it.

Presently, the two men on the wharf c&me to s>n end
of what they were doing. Paying tin more heed to
Jobs, they made fo* their boat, instantly the negro
rose iind went to join them. As he went lit1 held hi^
hands behind him, and John noticed iii liis great blaefe
fingen, with their pinkish under sides, a hit of yellow
paper. The hands gesticulated, bo that John could nol
help but notice them. The fingers twisted the yellow
paper in a small fold; (hen dropped it mi the wharf,
with obvious intention. John started up to gel it:
then checked himself, for the Portuguese, his hand o"n
the boat's painter, had turned his head and was look
my hack insolently. At the same instant, a puff p|
wind BWOOped down, lifted the paper, whirled it hifj^
into the air, then dropped it OVOI the other side >™the wharf. John held himself rigid till the hoat \v:is#
well out into the stream. Then he descended from the
dyke-top, dropped on his bands and knees, and peered
anxiously down into the muddy water. His heart was
thumping with expectancy.

TTe w;is too late. The Lit of mysterious paper had
disappeared; perhaps it had been snapped up by an
uridiscriininatiii^ iish. Hut there, Caught in tin' long.
bedraggled salt-grass, and nested, us it were, iv a
i lusicr of muddy froth, John saw something equally
mysterious. Sodden with the s:ilt water, it glowed,
nevertheless, a sullen, smouldering red. It looked like
:i ixirl's dancing Bboe.He was almost abreast of her, his eyes fairly borinK

through her planks

Capt. Luther ap-

peared at the taffrail

( Continued on Ptif/c 12 )
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