o was de-
Chile as an- insurrectionist
ce was hidis

& you oms
ed the young weman trom
r. He was tha y

was assign. o
structions. They boarded the Vessel. They
successtully captured the vessel supposed |
; the ida, through strategy.
e de-

e directions for thy
.

CHAPTER VII.
In Which | Suspect Evil.
Farly dawn reached us in sodden
. gray, the sun a shapeless blob of duil
red, with no vestige of its golden
light forcing passage through those

dense clouds of misty vapor closing us |

in as between curtalned walls. The
swell of the sea was not heavy, but
the pervading gloom gave to the sur-
rounding water a peculiarly sullen ap-
pearance, through which we tore, reck-
less of accident, at full speed. A new

- hand was at the wheel, Johnson hav- "

ing gone below an hour since, but I
still clung to the bridge, my eyes
heavy from peering forth into the fog-
bank, my clothing sodden with the
constant dfip.

Only a few of the men were visible,
three or fout grouped about the cap-
stan on the'forecastle head, and as
many more gathered along the lee
sido of the charthouse. Evidently reg-
ular watches were already chosen, and
& portion of the crew had been turned
in for thejr trick below. - Tuttle him-
self, clad in wet, glistening ofl-skins
and looking gaunt and cadaverous, his
chinbegrd forking stralght out over
the high collar, was standing aft, be-
side the ‘fellow wha still kept guard
over the companion. I moved across
o the starboard end of ‘the bridge;
and; when he glanced around, made
signal for him to-join me.

“Not very much chance of any one
overhauling us In this fog, Mr. Tuttle,”

1 sald, pleasgntly. “It would be like
hunting a necdle In a haystack.”

he re-

“Man proposes,

The sun will lift
that whole outfit in another hoyr, How
far do you figure we're off shore?”

. “Figure it-for yourgelf. We're doing
all of 16 knots, -and have been for
four hours at that speed. With an-
other to be added, even dur smoke
ought to be below the horizon. We've
given them the slip all right, and
from now on it's merely a question of
stegming to kbep abead. I don't re-
call_ anything in the Chilean navy that
can” overhaul us. What discoverles
bave you made below?”

He' tirned his crafty, glitering eyes
toward me, twisting the Jump of tobac-
co under his tongue. In some way, be-
neath the revealing daylight, I became
éven more distrustful of the man,
more consclous of his hypocrisy.

“Not a great deal,” his mouth at-
tempting a, grin; “except that we've
got the crew caged. Everybody was
ashore but the harbor wajch.”

“Then you found the forecastle
ty? P
Nothin' there but dunnage and bilge
water; regular sea-parior, .

—“Afid no officer on boar
searcely belleying it possible,
~""None, barring the engineer, so far
as I know. The cabin was locked up
by your orders, so I let that alone,

“And that, then, Is all you have dis-
covered, fs- It, Mr." Tuttle?”

He shifted his lon,

exp

r.
I asked,

“Well, 1 guess that's about the
whole of it,” he‘answered, slowly, as
though - deliberating over the choice
“Only I'm a bit puzzled
things what don’t Jook just
right. We started out, as [;understand
it, 6 run off with a Chiléan . warship
®=amed the Esmeralda, a schooner-
rigged steam yacht. That was the con-
tract, wasn't It, sirt”
I nodded, gravely, wondering what
the man-‘could possibly be driving at
“That was my understandihg,
_mnsal tone bpcoming more pronounced
and | disagreeable. “And somehow
what we've got here looks just a bit
©dd. 'This here is a schooner-rigged
#team-yacht.all right, an’ I guess the
tonnage isn't very fr out of the Es-
meralda class, but we haven't found a
blame Chilean on board—two Swede:
& Dutchman, two Kanak: an’
bloomin' English enginee:
“Well, what of that?" I broke tn
impatieatly. “You know as well as I
%0 that the eatire Chilean mavy is
Glled ‘with foreigners.” %
“Sure,” he coinclded, with a swift,
y Jestioning glance toward me; “that's
Wll“ true enough, sir, but 1 never saw
% whole crew of those beggars an’ no
Chllean bo-:' ‘em. But then that's
only It. Every one of them
swall hEt‘- down there, an’ the life:
rese;

(paT ACHF Qv

HE SECURED A 'GOOD H ¢
TION IN CERTRAL GANADA. '\

taken up lands iy Central Cinada as a
free homestead or have  purchased
lands.

Mr. E. K. Bell, of Frankfort, Ken-
tucky, writes to a Canadian Govern-
ment Official, and says: “I have just
returned from Alberta, overjoyed with
my trip. Your Mterature was, very

but not half what I found it.
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lenly insolent as he resumed speech.

“Glad ye take it 80 cool, an’ maybe
yer right. However, it looks dam’
odd to me.”

‘I glanced aside at the wheelman ap-
prehensively. The fellow was gazing
straight ahead of him into the rapidly
thinning fog. It wai the manner of
the mate more than his words that fm-
pressed me. * X

“See. here, Mr. Tuttle” and 1
dropped my hand rather heavily on
his gleeve, “kindly explain exactly
what you are driving at. Do you In-
tend to insinuate that we have made
a mistake In the.dark, and.run off
with the wrong vessel? Why, man,
that fs impossible. We' are saflors,
not landlubbers. Both of us have had
chances to see the Esmeralda, and you
certainly knew where she was moored
yesterd:

“Well, when I come to think it
over, I don't fecl quite so everlasting-
Iy sure about that. The mind o' man
is mighty deceitful” he admitted,
slowly. “You see, I never saw her
any closer than maybe a mile, an’
even then she was half hid behind sth-
er shippin’.* ) course I toak notice of
her outline an’ rig, but I didn’t pay
much attention to detalls. Tonight we
was all of ug excited, an’ colors don't
show up much in the dark! Now, her
funnel is painted red, an’ unlegs I'm

ar.the Esmeralda’s was black with
a yaller stripe| round the top. You
sce, Mr. Stephens, we kept in pretty
close under cover all yesterday, an’
maybe they hauled the Esmeralda up
to the government docks, and run an.
other boat into her anchorage.”

I laughed aloud, not in the least fm-
pressed with his atgument. '

“A very likely story that there were
two vessels In'that harbor-so mear
-alike as to decelve all of us.”

He remained stubbornly sflent, evi-
dently unconvirced, plucking at his
in-beard:

“There is a certain way. of seitling
the matter,” I went on, decisively,
“that is, by an examinapion of the pa-
pers {n the cabin. Take charge of the
bridge, and I'll run down and clear up
this affafr beyond eny further contro-
versy. We may even have one of the
ship’s officers - stowed “away there,
sleeping off his,late. celebration. It
there is, he's due for\a rude awaken-
ing. Keep tho yacht's head as she i3,
and I'll be back, dinectiy.”

I was aware that he watched me
closely as 1 descended the steps, but
felt little interest in such surveillance.
That we could bave been guilty of so
seriots ‘an error as he suggested was
beyond possibility:

mere suspicion was irritating, leaving
me filled with a vague unrest. \It was
quie true that I might have been dé
ceived. I realized that, because §had
enjoyed no opportunity to obserye the
Esmeralda In daylight, and no gécasion
to study her lines with cary’ at any
time." To me she had appearéd merely
al an extremely graceful /vessel, ip
teresting to the eye of a géaman. - But
Tuttle ang his érew must have known
the truth. If we wefe, indeed, on
board th¢ wrong vesgel, it. was from
Do Innoceént mistake’ of the\darkness,
but rather the result of. delibsrate
plan, the full purpgse of which was
1 swore

well

vague
‘ I as
realized, by my Increasing dislike.of
The

hbiclon, aroused largel

‘wrong ship?

the
‘Why, the Yery conception of such an
accident was

1 by!
ready for p 1, 1 started below, my
fingers on the brass rail, my feet orm
on ‘the rubber-lined stairs.

Neyerthgless thef,

\

“See Here, Mr. Tuttle, Kindly Explain What You Are Drlving At

parlor as ever 1 remember  gazing
upon. Everything, was effective and
in elaborate taste, \evidencing an ex-
penditure that made me stare about In
amazement. So deeply did it impress
me that I remained there grasping the
the rail, gazing about In\surprise, hesl-
tating tol press my Inves{igations fur
ther. Yet this feeling but mo-
mentary, the very desertioy and sl
lence quickly convincing me that the
cabin cantained no occupants. The
movement of the vessel, the.trampling
o€ men on the deck, and the ceRseless
nolse of the screw were more motice-
able here than forward, and no\sea-
man; however overloaded with ligyor
Be might have been the night befoke,
cotlld have slept undisturbed throug)
the hubbub and changes of the past
few hours. -

Inspired to activity by this knowl-
edge, and eager to settle the Identity.
of our prize, 1 began closer examina-
tion ‘of that impressive interior, al-
though not cntirely relieved from the
spell of its royal magnificence. Six
doors, three upon each side, opened
off from the main cabln. The full-
length mirrors occubled the spaces be-
tween, and the doors themselves were
marvels of decoration and carving.
Another, beneath the stairs, led di-
rectly into the steward's pantry, and
revealed, besides, a passageway lead-
Ing forward, probably to the lazarette
amidships. The others, as I tried their
brass knobs, exhibited merely com-
fortable staterooms, fitted up for offl-
cers’ use; three contained two bunks
each, the others-only one. Four of the
beds had been carefully made, but the
remainder were in disorder, as though
quite lately occupled. Everything im-
przssed mo as unusually clean and
neat, | evincing strict discipline. The
only desk I notickd was a roll-top af-
falr, securely locked, and with no lit-
ter of papers lying, anywhere about.
This, I figured, was probably the berth
of the first officer; the captain's room
would naturally be the one farthest
astern.

The upright plano, with the high
backed cushioned chairs surrounding
it, blocked my view aft, but on round-
Ing these I observed a closed door,
which apparently led Into a room
extendiog the entire width of the
cabln, Never suspecting that it might
be cccupled, | krasped the brass knob,
and stepped within. Instantly I came
to a fall stop, dazed by astonishment,
my feeth clenched in quick effort at
selfcontrol. The éntire gcene burst
Iy/upon my ‘consclousness\ with that |

first surprised survey—the draped
portholes opening out upon the gray
fog-bank, the brass bed; screwed  tg
the deck, the chairs upholstered in
groen plueh, the polished table with a
vase of flowers topping it, the glisten-
ing front of a book-case in the corner,
the tiger rug into which my feet sank.
All these things I percelved, scarcely
realzing that I did so, for ‘my one
true impression concentrated itself
upon the living occupants.

There were two present. At a low
dressing table, her back toward m
fronting a mirror, yet with eyes
fastened upon an open book lylng in
be: lap, sat @ woman. The lowered
head ylelded me only an indistinct out-
line of her features, yet the full throat
and rounded cheek gave pledge of
both youth and beauiy. Standing al-
most directly behind her chair, with
short, curly locks, crowned by a smart
white cap, her hands busied amid her
Inistresses’ tresses, was a maid, petite,
rogulsh, fluttering about lMke e hum-
ming bird. The latter saw me at once,
pausing fn her work with eyes wide
open in surprise, but the preoccupled
mistress did not even glance up. She

wust bave heard the sound of the
door, however, for she spoke care-
les:

thought you were never coming.
What caused you to call so suddenly?"

These unexpected words, uttered so
naturally, served partially to arouse
me from the dull torpor of surprise. I
clenched my hands, wondering it I
was really awake, and stared back Into
the frightened eyes of the mald, who
appeared equally incapable of articula-
tion. Suddenly she found voice.

“It is not ze one, madame,” she
cried, shrinking back. “Non, non; it
13 un homme etranger. -

“What is that you say, Celeste?”
and the other arose swiftly to her
feet, the open book dropping to the
floor as she turned to face me. In-
stantly [ recognized her, In spite of
the long halr trailing unconfined far
below her walst—recognized her with
a sudden leap upward of my heart into
my thoat. There was no semblance of
fear, only undisguised amazement, fn
the dark gray eyes that met mine.

“What—what is the meaning of this
strange Intrusion? Are you a member
of the crew "

Instantly my cap came off, the
thought occurring to me of what a
"rough figure I must be making in my
soaked Jacket, with the

1 bought a halt section bct'uu\C&
gary and Edmonton, \one uille fro:
raliroad, near a good town., This\ Is
the best country I even saw\ or ever
expect to see. I will go {n tha spri
and get to work on my place. I think\
it is the coming Country of the World.”
Some of the papers describe the set-
tling of the Canadlan West\ds “be-
coming a fever with a great mapy peo-
ple. The lure of its golden promises
is creeping into their hearts and pany
are they who are answering the'call
of that unsettled territory.”
per editorially cautions its readers to
exercise care and thought before mow:
ing to a distant country. This would\
be a wise precaution, and is exactly
what the Canadian officlals ask.

The success of the settler who bas
made Canada his home for years is
the best evidence that can be offered.
And of the large number of Americhns
who have made their homes in Can:
ada, very few have returned. All are
satisfied.

\ What the Dactor Did.

Gpstave Ullyatt has a little daugh-
ter Who hasn't been well recently. The
othfr day a physiclan was called to
the| Ullyatt home to see'her. He ex-
amined the child with' the ald of a
stethoscope. When her father came
home that evening he asked what the
doctor had said.
“Nothin',” replied the little girl.

“What did be do?" asked Mr. Ull-
yatt.

“He just telephioned me all over,”
was the child’s reply.—Denver Post.

Deafness Cannot Be Cured

by local applications, as they cannot reach the d)
eased portion of the ear. There

F.J. CHENEY & CO. Toiedo, O
Boid by Drusgiet: 7.

Tk Hal T Py Pl tor constipation.

Loved to Death.

“Did jou ever know a girl to dle for
love?” B

“Yes.

“Did she just fade away and dle
because some man deserted her?”

“No; she just took in washing and
worked lerself to death because the
man she loved marrfed her.”

peak of my cap shadowing my face.
B ;" and 1 bowed before
“I am not one of your crew. My

s

her
—my
nistake,”

She leaned forward, one white haad
grasfing the back of her chalr, the ex-

falnt recollection.
“}—f do not quite comprehend,” she
confessed at last, changing her speech
to a slightly broken Spanish.
—you are Senop Estevan?”

CHAPTER VIIL.

In Which | Begin Discovery.

Stunned by this . abrupt disclosure
of the extremely dangerous predica-
nent we were in, I found no immeds-
ate volce for reply, merely standing
there as if petrified, staring at_them
both, cap in hand, grasping the edge
of the door. Thelr faces swam before
me in ‘the gray light streaming
through the stern ports; the maid al-
ready attemptlng a smile, as though
ber fears had subsided, the mistreds
viewlsg me in wondering perplexity.
She It was who first succeeded ip
breaking the embarrassing silence.

“But, senor, what does this all
mean? Why are you here on-board
the yacht?"

With strong effort at control I
brought my senses together, desperate-
ly fronting the disagreeable situation,
feeling myself scarcely lpss a victim
than she. If all that I now dimly sus-
pected proved true, about us both were
being drawn the cords of treachery.

“I cannot explain, madame,” 1 be-
gan lamely enmough. “At least not

ter myself than I do now. It is all
dark. I bhave reason to believe a most
serious mistake has been made—one
it will be very difficult to rectify. Per-
baps I could see more clearly If you
would consent to answer [a few ques
tion. May I ask them of you?"

Qne Mal\" ™
tr
“A’ farmer whose son is also '3
farmer” is writing his autoblography
for the World's Work. The editor has
apked \him to tell particularly how his
$0n came to enjoy farm: life and not'
hanker after the allurements of the
Y 0\
“From Jhe very first” says\ this
rural philovopber, “my partner and I
set out to make life enjoyable for our
children,” his “partner” being his wife.
There follow tales of - porterhouse
steiks which “would have appetized
the jaded palats of a o-p-m‘wvc-
dent,” and of huge bowls of straw-
and “which Queen Vie
taria might ‘envied.” For play-

e

Thesa letl into as handzome a
e

Tellows the fortunate young folks of
) \

Keeping Boys

Far

this farm bhad calves, colts,
plgs; pigeons, Angora rabbits, dogs,
ird3, guinea pigs “and even a white

“on the o

fma of Making Life At. |
ctive to Scns.

Boys and girls do not entef this |
World of their own desire, The. com-
mandment which: bids

of loving respousthility at the
the home. ' Anyway, the boy
kept to the acres by the selll

L |

until I comprehend the situation bet- |

borses,’|

Their Status.
“Are they happy?"

“Happy? No, they're rich."—St.

entrance here was entirely a

|

pression In her eyes changiog as she |
cad my face, perplexity merging into |

“You |
|42
I}
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Let none of you treat his brother in |
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reated.—Mohammedan. ~
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