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pearance of being one unbroken
shore.

A quiet came over the Hynd Horn,
and only those men who were pre-
paring the anchor spoke at all. Mr.
England, his lips pressed tightly to-

gether to keep back any show of tri-
umph, turned the wheel with delicate
movements of his white hands. Lady
Pelham stood close beside him. Ghe
was very pale.

For a long time that ribbo of still
water continued between its twin
vegetable hedges, and then came a
turn, beyond which everything
spread. The channel opened into a
great placid fan, dotted thickly with
wild fowl. The shore ahead rose to
the dignity of a hill, and discovered
among its waving palms a well-order-

village of deeply thatched cot-
tages. But no atom of humanity
was stirring, and that land-locke- d,

fan-shap- basin had been as peace-
ful as paradise, save for the intrusion
on its shining surface of an ominous-
ly powerful ship, painted as black as
the pit

Lady Pelham, poor dove, stood
close to the snake and trembled.

"Mr. England," said the captain,
in a deep voice, "what place is this?"

"A harbor," said Mr. England,
sweetly.

"Sir," said the captain, "I would
feel safer on the high seas without
rudder or compass than in such a
harbor."

Mr. England stepped back from the
wheel, releasing the spjjes.

"You are too late, captain," he said
jauntily. "The channel up which we
have come is now divided by an in-

visible chain of iron, retreat is cut
off , and furthermore furthermore,
we are aground."

It wa,s true. The Hynd Horn,
either from being left to her own
guidance, or from last subtle impulse
which Mr. England had given to the
wheel, ran, with a scrunch, upon a
submerged bank of soft, clinging
sand.

Instantly all was bustle and men
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ace, but before the latter had taken
the shape of an attempt to arrest the
person of Mr. England, that gentle-
man had found time to kneel at Lady
Pelham's feet, kiss both her hands,
say in his most tender voice, "Fare-
well, charmingest," to mount lightly
on the rail, leap gracefully overboard,
and swim leisurely ashore. Not a
gun or pistol could be fired, for none
was loaded; not a marline-spik- e was
thrown, for the thought came to no
one.

Mr. England stood dripping on the
beach, in easy view from both ves-

sels. He stood so for a moment, and
then, turning disappeared among the
trees.

Instantly a port opened on the
pirate ship, a gun was run out, tnere
was a thunderous discharge, gener-
ating thunderous reverberations, and
a ball screamed between the masts
of the merchantman.

The captain of the Hynd Horn
hauled down the flag.

And Lady Pelham sank sobbing to
the deck.

The afternoon passed without a
sign from the pirate ship or the land.
That island world stood still, waiting
until Mr. England should give it com-

mand to move.
At 10 In the morning a small boat

was rowed to the Hynd Horn and
Mr. England came over the side. He
was white and drawn, and there were
blue circles under his eyes, but he
had been at some pains to dress him-

self according to the latest mandates
of fashion. To the captain, who
greeted him, he bowed shortly, and
said:

"I have come to speak to Lady Pel-

ham. Where is she?"
"If you have come to insult her,

which I doubt not," said the captain,
stoutly, "you shall have the pleasure
of doing so across a number of dead
bodies. I may have hauled down my
flag of commission, but you shall
find my flag of honor nailed to the
mast"


