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CHAPTER IX.

| sat beside

Forewarned.

Thesthing was managed with an in-

[y t‘.u Alain termed devillsh—it
A ~afilsputably Machiavellian.

The lovers Lad come down from the
North in hot haste and the shadow of
death Two days of steady traveling
by ecanoe, by woods trafl, by lake
steamer—forty-elght hours of fatigzue |

and strain cased by not one instant's |

relaxation from the high tension of
4lance upon w!
‘ad —wore to &

. ‘h thie tedious afternoon on the

| lifted her

ilch thelr very ltn_-a!
culmination

from Moosehead—a trap of phys- |
| scheme to the girl en route, receiving

.. torment only made possible by
Alan's luck in securing, through sheer |
aceldent, two perlor-car reservations |

turned back st the last moment be- |

fore leaving Kineo station.

No matter—the longest afternoon
must have its evening: the poklest of
traing comes the more surely to its
¢ -atination;

would be in Portland—free at
st to draw breath of ease in a land
of law, order and sane living.

As if in answer to this thought, the
train slowed down with whistling
/brakes to the last hill-station, and as
the trucks groaned and moved anew,
a lout of & boy came galloping down
the aisle, brandishing two yellow en-
velopes and blatting like a stray calf:

“Mista Lawr! Mista Lawr! Tel-
grams for Mista Lawr!”

Alan had been expecting al every
station a prepald reply to his wire for
meservations on the night express from
Portland to New York

But why two envelopes superscribed
“Mr. A. Law, Kineo train southbound,
Oakland Sta. ™

He tore one open, unfolded the in-
closure, and grunted disgust with its
eurt advice, opened the other and
caught his breath sharply as he with-
drew—part way only—a playing card,
a trey of hearts.

Thrusting it back quickly, he clapped
-bd.h envelopes together, tore them
into a hundred fragments, and scat-
tered them from the window. But
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He Have Ground His Teeth in
Exasperwtion.
the flendish wind whisked one amall

?

i

“The Pullman ageat at Portland
wires no reservations available on any
New York train in the next thirtysix
hours,” be pald with lowered voice.

“Couldn't we poasibly eatch the New
York boat tonight

He shook a glum bead. “No—I
looked that up first. It leaves before

He could have ground his teeth in
exasperstion—the lmpish insolence of
that warning, timed so precisely to set
thelr nervee on edge at the very mo-
ment when they were congratulating
‘themselves upon the approach of a

in another hour or two'

| tide whereon, nmow black night had

duplicating Its every
y nearly that even he
1 gearcely dis- |
e other but by In-
d guesswork. =

ry-hearted confirma- |
e elowly eettling into
that such cum- |
wee and pertinacity
bly epring from a mind
at the Judith |
loved 80

mind,

t pos
i

balanced, t W

sister to the Rose

i

well, was #s mad as that monomaniac,
& I ; gat helpless in his
d ehadows in New

., eating his heart
» for the word that

dusk of evening,
into Portland eta- |

r late, in
lumberad
id, heart In mouth, Alan helped |
from the steps, shouldered a way
for her through the erowd, and almost
into a taxicab

“Best hotel in town,” he demanded. |
“And be quick about it—for a double
tip.”

He communicated his one desperate

her indorsement of it. So, having reg-
| istered for her and seen her safely to
the door of the best available room in
the house within ready call of the pub-
lic lobby and office, he washed up,
gulped a hasty meal—which Rose had
declined to share, pleading fatigue—
and hurried away Into the night with |
only the negro driver of a public back, |
picked up haphazard at some distance
from the hotel, for his guide. |

CHAPTER X.

Fortuity. I

He wasted the better part of an
hour in fruitless and perhaps Il
advised inquiries; then his luck, such |
as it was, led him on suspicion down |
a poorly lghted wharf, at the ex-
treme end of which he discovered a
lonely young man perched atop a pile,
hands in pockets, gaze turned to a

fallen, pallid wraiths of yachts swung
just visibly beneath uneasy riding-
lights,

“Pardon me,"” Alan ventured, “but
perhaps you can help me out—'

“You've come to the wrong shop, my
friend,” the young man interposed
with morose etvility; “I couldn't help
anybody out of anything—the way 1
am now.”

“I'm sorry,” sald Alan, "but 1
thought poesibly you might know
where [ could find & seaworthy boat
to charter.”

The young man slipped smartly
down from his perch. “If you dom't
look sharp,” he sald ominously, “youll
charter the Beaventure.” He waved
his hand toward a vesssl moored
alongside the wharf: "There she is,
and a better boat you won't find any-
where—sachooner-rigged, fifty feet over
all, twenty-five horsepower, motor aux-
illary, two stateroome—all ready for
as long a coastwise crulse a8 you care
to take. Come aboard.”

He led briskly across the whart,
down a gangplank, then aft along the
deck to a companionway, by which the
two men gained a comfortable and
roomy cabin, bright with fresh white
enamel.

Here the light of the cabin lamp re-
vealed to Alan’s searching scrutiny a
person of sturdy build and independent
carriage, with a roughly modeled,
good-humored tace, reddish hair, and
steady though twinkling blue eyes,

“Name, Barous,” the young man in-
troduced himeelf cheerfully; “chris-
tened Thomas. Nativity, American.
State of life, fiat broke. That's the
rub,” he laughed, and shrugged, shame-
faced. “I found myself hard up this
spring with this boat on my hands,
sunk every cent | had—and then some
—fitting out on an oral charter with
a moneyed blighter in New York, who
was to have met me here a fortnight
sinos. He didn't—and here I am, In
pawn to the ship chandler, desperate
enough for anything.”

“How much do you owe?”

*Upwards of a hundred.”

*Say | advanced that amount—when
can we sall?™

The young man reflected briefly.
“There's something so engagingly idi-
otlc about this proceeding,” he ob-
gerved wistfully. “I've got the strang-
est kind of a hunch it's golng to go
through, Pay my bills, and we can be
off inside an hour. That is—"

He checked with an exclamation of
digmay, chapfallen. “I may have some
trouble scaring up a crew at short
potice. 1 had two men engaged, but
last week they got tired doing noth-
ing for nothing and left me flat.”

“Then that's settled,” Alan sald, “1
know boate; 1l be your crew—and the
better satisfled to have nobody else
aboard.”

The eyes of Mr, Barcus clouded.
“See here, my headlong friend, what's
your little game, anyway? 1 don’t
mind playing the fool on the high seas,
but I'll be no party to & kidnaping
W"

~It's an elopement,” Alan interrupt-
ed on inspiration. “We've simply got
to get clear of Portland by midnight.”

“You're on!” Barcus agreed prompt-
1y, his face clearing. “God only knows
why 1 believe you, but I do—and here's

CHAPTER XI.

Blue Water.
Anxiety ate like an acid at Alan's
heart. If this shift to the sea might
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Untll the distance was too great for
even a flying leap Alan lingered watch-
fully on deck.

At length, satisfied that all was well,
he returned to the cabin

“All right,” he nodded; "we're clear

three of us aboard. Now you'd best
turn in. This s evidently to be your
gtatercom, this one to port, and you'll

have a long night's sleep to make up |

set lh"] I

nobody but the |
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for what you've gone through—dear-
est.”

He drew nearer, dropning his voice
tenderly. And of a sudden, with a
little low cry, the girl came into his
arme and clung pasionately to him.

“But you?' she murmured. “You
need rest as much as I! What about
you?'

“Oh, no I don't" he contended. “Be-
sides I'll have plenty of time to rest
up once we're fairly at sea. Barcus
and 1 stand watch and watch,” of
course., There's nothing for you to
do but be completely at your ease.
But—you must let me go."”

Eyes half-closed, her head thrown
back, she seemed to euffer his kiss
rather than to respond, then turned
hastily away to her stateroom—leav-
ing him staring with wonder at her
strangeness.

By midnight the BSeaventure was
spinning swiftly south-southeast, close
reefed to & enoring sou'west wind—
the fixed white eye of Portland head
light fast falling astern.

CHAPTER XIL
Down the Cape.

At four o'clock, or shortly after,
Alan was awakened by boot-heels
pounding impersatively overhead, and
went on deck agaln, to stand both dog-
watches—saw the sun lift up smiling
over & world of tumbled blue water,
crossed the wake of a Cunard liner in-
bound for Boston, ralsed and over-
hauled a graceful but busineselike fish-
erman (from Gloucester, Barcus
opined when called to stand his trick
at elght) and saw it a mile or two
astern when—etill aching with fatigue
—he was free to return to his berth
for another four-hour rest.

This time misguided consideration
{nduced Barcus to let his crew sleep
through the first afternoon wateh. Six
bells were ringing when, in drowsy ap-
prehension that something had gone
guddenly and radically wrong, Alan
waked.

He was on deck again almost before
he rubbed the sleepiness from his
eyes, emerging abruptly from the half-
light of the cabin to a dazzle of sun-
light that filled the cup of day with

rarefied gold, even as he passed from
conviction of escurity to realization ot
immediate and extraordinary peril

where to be seen. The second con-
firmed his surmise that the Seaventure
had come up into the wind, and now
was yawing off wildly into the trough
of a stiff if not heavy sea. A third
showed him, to his amazement, the
Gloucester fsherman — overhauled
with such ease that morning and now,
by rights, well down the northern hori-
zon—not two miles distant, and stand-

n as Big as a Cannon.

my mercy—what else should 1 think
of than to take her place with the man
I loved? I knew vou'd never know the
difference—at least 1 was fool enough
for the moment to belleve 1 could
stand being loved by you in her name!
It was only today, when I'd had time
to think, that I realized how impos-
sible that was!"

A sudden slap of the mainsall ‘boom
athwartships and a simultaneous ery
from over the stern roused Alan from
his consternation to fresh appreciation
of the emergeney. With scant consid-
eration he hustled the woman to the
companionway and below, slammed its
doors and closed her in with the slid-
ing hatch—all in a breath—then
sprang to the taffrail, just in time to
lend a helping hand sorely wanted by
Mr. Barcus In his efforts to eclimb

aboard, after he had pulled the dory
up under the stern by its painter.

He came over the rail in a towering
temper.

“] hope you'll pardon the apparent
he euggested acidly,

impertinence,”

Lingered Watchfully on Deck.
His first glance discovered the wheel | @ y

deserted, the woman with back to him
standing at the taffrail, Barcus—no-

as soon as able to articulate coher-
ently—"but may [ inguire if that
bloody-minded vixen is your blushing
bride-to-be?”

Alan shook s helpless head. The
thing defied reasonable explanation.
He made a feeble stagger at It with-
out much eatisfaction either to him-
self or to the outraged Barcus.

“No—it's all a damnable mistake!
She's her sister—] mean, the right
girl’s sister—and her preclse double—
fooled me-—-not qnl:e right in the head,
I'm afraid.”

“You m well be afraid, you poor
*D'you

of satisfact
well the f

vwn up on the

Seaventure

Friends of yours, 1 infer? Alan
Inguired clvilly
Judith nodded
“Then it would gsve us some trouble
yourself included—If you'll be good |
enough tu step into the dory without a |
it & word, Judith stepped to |

tha
herself overside
Immediately

as Darcus luffed,
Into the dory,
Alan cast off, and as
the little boat sheered off, Barcus,
with a sigh of relief, brought the Sea-
venture once more back upon her
COurse,

For some few minutes there was el-
lence between the two men, while the
tender dropped swiftly astern, the

rail and, EWUng

| woman plying a brisk palr of oars.

| Bareus sniffed audibly.

| and glasay.

| swung in davits.

Then, suddenly elevating his nose,
“Here,” he
gald sharply, “relleve me for a min-
ute, will you? I want to go forward
and have a look at that motor.”

In the time that he remalned invis-
ible between decks the fisherman
luffed, picked up the dory and its
occupant, and came round again In
open chase of the Seaventure.

When Barcus reappeared it was
with a grave face.

“The devll and the deep She,” he ob-
sarved obscurely, coming aft, “from
all thelr works, good Lord deliver us!"”

“What's the trouble now?

“Nothing much—only your playful
little friend has been up to another of
her light-hearted tricks. . . . If you
ghould happen to want a smoke or
anything to eat when you go below,
just find a mirror and kiss yourself
good-by before striking the match.
The drain-cocks of both fuel tanks
have been opened, and there are up-
warde of a hundred and fifty gallons
of highly explosive gasoline sloshing
around in the bllge!"

CHAPTER Xlli.
No Quarter,

“Yes, yes,” eald Mr. Barcus indul-
gently, breaking & long silence. “Very
interesting. Very interesting, indeed.
I've seldom listened to a more enter-
taining life-history, my poor young
friend. But 1 tell you candidly, as
mean to man, I don't bélieve one word
of it. It'e all &——n foolishness!”

His volce took on a plaintive ac-
cent. “Particularly this!" he expos-
tulated, and waved an indignant hand,
compassing their plight.

“The rest of your adventures are
reasonable enough,” he sald, “they
won my credulity—and I'm a native of
Missourl. But this last chapter s im-
possible. And that's flat. It couldn't
happen—and has. And there, in a
manner of speaking, we are!™

Against the western horizon a long,
low-lying strip of sand dunes rested
like a bar of purple cloud between the
crimson afterglow of sunset in the
sky and the ensangulned sea that mir-
rored it

The wind had gone down with the
gun, leaving the Seaventure becalmed
—her motor long since inert for want
of fuel—in shoal water a mile or so
off the desolate and barren coast that
Barcus, out of his abounding kmowl-
edge of those waters, named Nauset
Beach.

Still another mile further off shore
the so-called Gloucester fisherman
rode, without motion, waters as still
Through the gloaming,
with the aid of glasses, figures might
be seen moving about her decks; and
as it grew still more dark she lowered
a small
A little later a faint
humming nolse drifted across the tide.

“Power tender,” the owner of the
Seaventure interpreted. “Coming to
call, 1 presume. Sociable lot. What
I can't make out 1s why they seem to
think it necessary to tow our dory

back. Uneasy conscience, maybe—
what ™
He lowered the binoculars and

glanced inquiringly at his employer,
who grunted his disgust; and said no
more.

“Don't take It so hard, old top,” Bar-
cus advieed with a change of note
from irony to sympathy. Then he rose
and dived down the companionway,
presently to reappear with a mega-
phone and a double-barreled shotgun.

“No cutting-out parties in this out-
fit.” he explained, grinning amiably.
“None of that old stuff, revised to’suit
your infatuated female friend—once
aboard the lugger and the man is
mine!™

Btationing himself at the seaward
rail, where his figure would show In

boat that theretofore had |
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Abruptly he dropped the |

jumped up, “Hear that!™ he ci.

Now the numming of the n
| again audible and growing louder with
every instant; and Alan, getting to his
| feet in turn, infected with the excite-
ment of Barcus, could just make oul
at some distance a dark shadow be-
neath the dim, spluttering glimmer of
light, that moved swiftly and steadily
toward the Seaventure,

“What the devill™
puzzled.

“You uttered a mouthful when you
sald ‘devil'!” Barcus commented,
grasping his arm and hurrying him Lo
the landward side of the vessel
“Quick—kick off your shoes—get eet
for a milelong swim! Devil's work,
all right!” he panted, hastily divest-
ing himself of shoes and outer gar-
ments. "l couldn't made out what
they were up to till I saw them lash
the wheel, light the fuse, start the
motor, and take to the dory. They've
made on grand little torpedo boat out
of that tender—"

He eprang upon the rall, steadying
himself with a stay. “Ready?" he
asked. “Look sharp!”

By way of answer, Alan jolned him;
the two had dived as one, entering the
water with a single splash, and com-
ing to the surface a good ten yards
from the Seaventure. For the next
several eeconds they were swimming
frantically, and not until three bun-
dred feet or more separated them
from the schooner did either dare
pause for breath or a backward glance.

Then the impact of the launch
againat the Seaventure's side raug out
acrose the waters, and with a busky
roar the launch blew up, spewing sky-
wards a widespread fan of flame, Over
the Seaventure, as this flamed and
died, pale fire seemed to hover like a
tr d pall of phosph ce, 8
weird and ghastly glare that suddenly
descended to the decks, There fol-
lowed a crackling noise, a sound as
of the labored breathing of a glant;
and bright flames, orange, erimson,
violet and gold, licked out all over the
schooner, from stem to stern, from
deck to topmasts.

It seemed several minutes that she
burned in this wise—it was probably
not &0 long—before her decks blew
up and the flames swept roaring to
the sky.

By the time Alan and Barcus, swim-
ming steadily, had gained a shoal
which permitted them fooling
walst-deep waters, the Seaventure had
burned to the water's edge.

(TO BEE CONTINUED.)

SMOOTH FLOOR ROUTS THIEF

Fat Burglar Slipped While Struggling
With Drawer, and His Fal! Jarred
the House.

A polished floor in the house of
Thomas Cohen, a merchant here,
served as an eflective burglar trap,
says a Somerville (N. J.) dispatch to
the New York Herald. A 300-pound
burglar, according to Mr. Cohen's
gtory to the police, broke into the
house and made a tour of the upper
floor, collecting valuables as he went,
and then entered the dining room to
get the silver. The drawers of the
buffet were stuck fast by reason of
the damp weather. The burglar
pulled; his anger rose; he gave a
mighty jerk. Then he slipped and
dropped to the floor with a thud.

The nolse awakened the family.
Cohen turned on the electric light and
ran down stalrs, while the cries of
the women of the house aroused the
neighbors. Cphen saw a fat burglar
limp out of a rear door, but says he
abandoned thoughts of pursuit on see-
| ing that the burglar's retreat was
being covered by a brisk little man
with & gun. The state of the room
told the story.

The burglar left behind the loot he
gathered.

Nobody Noticed.

“The superintendent of the insane
asylum where | was visiting took the
inmates to see a ball game.”

“How did they behave?”

“Like insane people., Emitted fran-
tic yells and cut up all sorts of ex-
travagant capers.”
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that we wrestle “agalnat prin
| tles and powers 1o the heav
places.” Even modern sp
so far as it Is not f lulent, sug-
gests a great, shuddering world of
evl] eplirite about us. While we slom-
ber they resilessly oppose us, and
v eed to take the whole armor of
would stand. How befit-
in a day when many
ir moorings of
faiti
(2) Ti ress If
they were to = r
this from the use gl T
This seems to send us L the
previous chapter where we see I
forgetting the things behind, pressing
| toward the mark for the prize: “so"

we are to stand fast. In other words,
we may not stand still if we are to
stand fast: as in riding a bicycle, the
| only way to stand is to keep mov-
Ing.

(3) They had a secure posi‘fon;
they were to stand fast “in the Lord.”
Reader, are you not in the church
merely, but “in the Lord?" Main-
talning our positica thers, we are se-
cure. Charles Simeon, the Cambridge
scholar and saint, exerted & marvelous
influence in his day. In the early
hours of the morning, he would be
heard walking In his study or on the
roof above it, and they knew he was
having communion with God Majg
taining thus our position "in
Lord,” we shall be steadfast

The Argument,

Our text begins with “therefore.™
This leads us back to the verses pre-
ceding, and we fiod ir them high en-
courangement to steadfastness.

(1) “Our conversation (cltizen-
ghip, R. V.) 1a In heaven.” Philippl
| was a Roman colony, and many of its
{nhabitants were citizens of Rome.
This honor was highly appreclated,
and they would have endured much
for sake of it. To have our names
in the Lamb's book, In the city of
God, 18 worth any price which stead-
fastness may cost us.

(2) “From whence also we look for
the Bavior, the Lord Jesus Christ.”
The word "“look” indicates expect-
ancy, llke a garrieon looking out for
re-enforcements or a mother watching
for her boy. Such an attitude toward
the coming of the Savior was common
fn apoetollc days, but is not so now.
Perhaps this is partly explained by
the fact that many think much of
Christ coming as a judge and they
are filled with terror., But the empha-
gls here 18 quite otherwise: we look
for *“the Savior, the Lord Jesus
Christ,” and should not Christians de-
sire his appearing? There have been
star-gazers who neglected practieal
duties, but they are no more unserip-
tural than those who attend to other
duties, but do not look for the Lord.
| “He gave to every man his work and
commanded the porter to wateh;™
working and watehing make the full
program. Since Christ 18 coming we'
should stand fast,

(3) *“Who shall change our vile

body, that it may be fashloned like
| unto his glqunua hody?" When Arch-
bishop Whateley was dying his chap-
lain read this passnge to him: "Stop,”
sald the archbishop, “not ‘vile' body,
but ‘body of humiliation.'” Onr bod-
fes are mot vile, but they do humble
us, The transfiguration and the 40
days after the resurrection hint the
glory that awaits us. Surely, we
| should stand fast!
| (4) “He is able even to subdue all
!th!ngs unto himself.,” Volces shall be
heard at least saying, “Alleluja; for
the Lord God omnipotent reigneth.”
With such a helper we need not sur-
rander. “So stand fast in the Lord."

“Hald the fort, for I am co:lufas 4

| Jenus signals still;

Wave the answer back to ru-nq,
“By thy grace ws willl"

Questlons We Bhould Ask
} “Am 1 really what 1 ought to ba?
| Am 1 what, In the bottom of my
| heart, T honestly wish to be? Am [
living a life dt all ke what 1| riyself
appm\re‘.‘ My secret nature, ths true
| complexion of my character, is hinden
| from all men, and only I know it, Is
it such as I should be willing to
show? Ts my soul at all like ‘what
my kindest and most intimate friends
believe? 1a my heart at all such as
1 should wigh the Searcher of Hearts
to judge me by? Ta every year add-
ing to my devotiom, to my
ness, to my conscientiousness. t9 my
freedom from the hypoerisy of $eem-
fng o much better than T am? When
1 compare myself with last yeaf, am
1 more ready to surrender mysell at
the call of duty? am I more altve to
the commands of the conscletce?
hate I shaken off my besetting sins®”
b ::w ‘and bu::tl:r .
bo putting fafr to our
bearts—Frederick Temple. -'
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