
THE WHEEL O' FORTUNE
CHAPTER III.

A Change of Sky. but
Not of Habit

ROYSON had time and to
spare for the analysis of

b events during the .re¬
mainder of the day. In spite
of von Kerber's repudiation
of Luck, he believed that the
fickle jade sometimes favored
a man. and he counted him¬
self thrice fortunate in having
met with an adventure lead¬
ing to suc>. an unforeseen
opening. He realized too that
had he been better dressed.
were his words and manners modeled on smooth
convention, he would not have received the offer
of employment on board the Aphrodite. Looked
at in cold blood, there was nothing sinister in von
Kerber's wish to keep his business affairs private.
If the Baron was mixed up in a quarrel with some
unknown Italian, his association with people like
Fenshawe and his granddaughter supplied a valid
excuse for observing a certain secrecy.
To guess the nature of the yacht's mission was

more difficult. Any reader of newspapers was
aware that Morocco, Montenegro, and Armenia, not
to mention the political volcanoes of Fiifland, Po¬
land, and Carlist centers in Spain, provided scope
for international intrigue even in these prosaic days.
But it was a vain thing to imagine that the Fen-
shawes would be involved in any wildcat scheme of
that sort. The natural sequel to this thought was.
Who were they? and the nearest free library an¬
swered promptly:

Fenshawe. Hiram. C M G 2d Class Osmanieh Hon
Fellow of Caius College. Cambridge land owner and
colliery proprietor: an enthusiastic Egyptologist; vice
president of Upper Egypt Exploration Society has de¬
voted immense sums of money and many years of his life
to Egyptian archeological research. His private collec¬
tion of coins, pottery, gold, silver, and bronze ornaments,
and other works of art having special reference to the
Roman occupation of Egypt, is probably unequaled.
Born at Liverpool. March 20, 1830: married, June 10.

1854, Hilda, daughter of Sir Adolphus Livingston. Nairn.
Only son, Hildebrand. born April 27. 1856; married.
December 20, 1880. Irene. 2d daughter of the late Dr.
Alfred Stowell, LL.D., Master of Trinity Hall. Cam¬
bridge Mr. and Mrs.
Hildebrand Fenshawe were lost in
the wreck of the P. & O. liner
Bokhara, off the Pescadores ,

Islands. 1892. leaving one daugh¬
ter Irene Hildegarde born Feb¬
ruary ii, 1882.

The book supplied other
details; but Royson obtained
from the foregoing extracts
a sufficiently clear idea of the
identity of the two people
whom he had encountered in
the park. Of course, he set
his wits to work instantly to
construct new avenues for the
promised activity of the
Aphrodite; but, these imagin¬
ings being as hopelessly mis¬
taken as are most other
human peeps into futurity,
they served only to keep him
on tenterhooks until he re¬
visited the outfitters' estab¬
lishment. There he was given
the keys of two large steel
trunks, canvas covered, and
requested to assure himself
that they contained all the
articles set forth on a list.
The manager also gave him a
first class ticket for Marseilles,
and typewritten instructions
that he was to travel by the
nine o'clock train from Vic¬
toria that evening. On arriv¬
ing at the French port he
would find the Aphrodite
moored in No. 3 Basin, and
he was requested not to wear

any portion of his uniform
until he was finally on board
the yacht.
The nature of the arrange¬

ments, the prodigal supply of
clothing, rather took Dick's
breath away. Even the ini¬
tials, " R. K.," were painted
on the trunks and stitched
on the canvas. 4.

"My employer seems to
have done things pretty thor¬
oughly," he could not help
saying.

The shopman dug a com- "Let Your Pruoner Go.
pliment out of the remark King." S»id the Bvon.
"Our house has a reputation
to maintain," he answered.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

J^ICHARD ROYSOX. a young well educated English gentleman, who was an athlete of tremendous
strength, was disconsolately standing on a London curbstone watching a labor procession and

wondering where he could obtain the employment he sadly needed, when suddenly the horses at¬
tached to a carriage containing Baron Franz von Kerber. an Austrian, and Miss Irene Fenshawe
became frightened and leaped against a lamp post. Von Kerber jumped out. and Irene was saved
from injury only by Royson's lifting the back of the vehicle bodily, thus preventing it's turning
over. Dick called on von Kerber that evening and signed a contract as second mate of the Aphrodite,
a yacht belonging to Hiram Fenshawe, Irene's grandfather, which was to sail on a mysterious voyage

"and Mr. Fenshawe is one of our best and oldest
customers."

There was no mention of Baron von Kerber,
which added a ripple to the wave of astonishment
in Royson's breast He took his baggage to Charing
Cross in a cab. and deposited it there. Meanwhile,
he learned from a further scrutiny of the list that
his own few belongings were hardly wanted. He
had not been so well equipped since he left Heidel¬
berg to rush to his mother's death bed. Neverthe¬
less. having already gathered in a valise some
books, photographs, letters, and other odds and
ends, he went to Brixton to obtain them.

While giving a farewell glance round his dingy
room, an old envelop, thrown aside overnight, re¬
minded him of a half formed idea, which appealed
to him strongly now that he knew his port of de¬
parture.

So he wrote a short letter.

Dear Mr Forbes.You were kind to me four years
ago,.as kind as Sir Henry Royson would permit you to
be toward one who had wilfully and irreparably insulted
him. My feelings with regard to him have undergone
no change He may be dead, for all I know or care. But
you. I suppose, are still the trusted solicitor of the Cud-
desham estate, and Sir Henry Royson, if alive, may have
remained unmarried. In that event, I am heir to a barren
title, and it may save you some trouble if I inform you
that I am leaving England. For reasons of no consequence.
I am passing under the name of Richard King. If I re¬
turn, or settle down in some other land, I will write to
you, say, after the lapse of a year. Please regard
this note as strictly private, and do not interpret
it as foreshadowing any attempt on my part to arrive

at a reconciliation with Sir Henry
Rovson.
He was about to add the

briefest announcement of his
new career; but he checked
himself: had not von Kerber
forbidden the giving of anyinformation?
He signed the letter, and

addressed it to the senior
partner of a firm of solicitors
in Lincoln's Inn Fields. Then
indeed he felt that he had
snapped the last slender link
that bound him to the dull
life of the city. Like Kent,
he vowed that "freedom lies
hence,and banishment is here.''

And he had always hated Brixton,.which was un¬
just to that pleasant suburb, but the days of his so¬
journ there had been days of bondage.
He was among the first to secure a seat in the

Continental Mail. Having registered those superbtrunks through to Marseilles, and reserved a com¬
fortable corner by depositing his valise there, he
strolled up and down the platform, and quietlyscrutinized his fellow passengers. So far as he
could judge, none of the earlier arrivals was a pros¬
pective shipmate. Two bronzed men, of free gait,with that trick of carrying the hands back to front
which singles out the sailor from the rest of human¬
ity, drew him like a lodestone. But he soon dis¬
covered that they were P. & O. officers, biddingfarewell to a friend bound for Egypt.

At last he came upon a man and a woman, a
remarkable pair under any circumstances, but
specially interesting to him, seeing that the man
gripped an ancient carpetbag on which was pasted
a label with the glaring superscription, "CaptainJohn Stump, yacht Aphrodite, Marsails." The ad¬
dress was half written, half printed, and the quaintlyphonetic spelling of the concluding word betrayed
a rugged independence of thought which was cer¬
tainly borne out by Captain John Stump's appear¬
ance. The written label might be wrong; not so
that stamped by Neptune on a weatherbeaten face
and a figure like a capstan. Little more than five
feet in height, he seemed to be quite five feet wide.
If it be true that a poet is born, not made. CaptainStump was a master mariner from his cradle. Roy-
son had never before seen such a man. Drawn

out to Royson's stature, he
would yet have remained the
broader of the two. The
woman with him, evidentlyMrs. Stump, was mated for

<"
_ him by happy chance. Short

men usually marry tall wo¬
men, and your sons of Anak
will select wives of fairylike
proportions; but Mrs. Stump
was even shorter than her
husband, and so plump withal
that a tape measure round
her shoulders might have
given her the prize for girth.

Captain Stump was exam¬
ining the interior of each car¬
riage suspiciously when he set
eyes on the P. & O. officers.
"Port ver helium, Becky!'!
he growled, and the two
turned to the rightabout. It
happened that he entered
Royson's compartment.
There were not many first

class passengers that night;
so Royson promptly took pos¬
session of his own corner,
lit a pipe, and unobtrusivelywatched his future com¬
mander. This was not diffi¬
cult, as Stump stood near the
open door, and each word he
uttered was audible.
"Don't want to berth along¬

side sailors to-night, Becky,"
he said, after sizing up Dick
in a comprehensive glance.
"Them's my sailin' orders.
'Hoist no colors,' says he,
'until you bring to at Mar¬
seilles.' "

" What's your first port of
call, John?" asked his wife.

".Dun'no. I'll send you a
wire."
A pause. Then Mrs. Stump:
"Will you be long in Mar¬

seilles, John?"
Dick thought that this

would be impossible any¬
where : but Stump answered:

." Mebbe half an hour, meb-
be a week. You know all
that I know, Beckv."

"It's funny."
Captain Stump spat, and

agreed that it was.emphat-

u


