L entala of the South Seas

The Romantic Tale of a Lost Colony
By W. C. Morrow

CHAPTER I. On Unknown Shores. Pursued by Our Dying Ship. Cast Away Among Dangers. A
Pointing Finger and a Sword. Beguiled by Savage Royadty. A Strange Girl and a Prediction.

In range of my outlook seaward as | lay on the ydlow srand was a grotesque figure standing
near and gazing inland. His powerful frame was broad and sguat; his long arms, ending with
immense hands, hung loosdy & his Sdes; his hair was ragged; and out of his blank face blinked
amdl blue eyes wide gpat. So accusomed was | to his habitudly placid expresson that the
keenness with which he was looking roused me fully out of the lethargy into which extreme
exhaustion had plunged me,

“Wadl, Christopher!” | said with an attempt a cheerfulness.

The drange look in my serving-man's eyes did not disgppear when he turned them on me at
my gredting, but my glance at the forest discovered nothing aarming. It was usdless b question
Christopher; he would take histime.

| rose with diffened members. The wretched, beaten colonists were prone dong the beach, al
deeping except Captain Mason and Mr. Vancouver. With slent Christopher shambling & my
heels | passed Mr. Vancouver as he sat on the sand besde his dumbering daughter; he was
watching the sea more with his blue lips than his leaden eyes. | gave him a cheery greeting, since
it was no time to harbor old scores. The effort falled; he only blinked a me Already | had
suspected that his quarrd with me because Christopher had stowed away on the vessd was
merely the seizing of an opportunity to rupture the strong friendship between Annabel and me.

Even a a disance | had seen that Captain Mason's spirit was hunting the waters, as he stood
goat in a splendid solitude, arms folded, and towering in the dignity of a gladiator who might be
disarmed, but not conquered. Never had | seen a profounder pathos than his when, finding the
Hope foundering and helpless, he had ordered her abandonment and sent us into the boats. Then
had come the most haunting thing that ever a sailor experienced.

It was the pursuit of us by the dying barkentine. What sails the last storm had left played crazy
pranks with the derdict. With no hand on her whed the rudder swung free. We were rowing
northwestwardly, with the wind, and thus it was that the Hope, thrust by wind and wave,
folowed us with wide swerves with lungings and lurchings now and then meking a graceful
sweep up a swell and then a walowing rall to the trough. The fore-and-aft sails were gone, but
some of the square cawas hdd;, and the sheets flapped with a disma foolishness between
accidentd fills 1t was the drunken plunging of the hulk in deiberate pursuit of us that gopalled.
She snouted the water swinishly; she reded and groveled under the seas that boarded her.
Through it dl, whether she was coming prow first, beam on, or sern foremos, and no matter
how fa she would veer, she clung to our course, shadowing us, hounding us, as though
imploring our help.

In dl the fury of the sorms, from their first assaults a Cape Horn to ther beating us down in
the South Seas, Captain Mason had not fdtered;, he fought desperate odds with the cunning and
vaor of Hercules. But this careering mad thing, stripped of the grace and dignity of a sane
ship—this daggering, sodden mongter, mortaly dricken and dumbly floundering after the



master who had abandoned her that she might go down done into the degp,—was more than the
man could bear; and he had sat garing in the boat, Christopher and | rowing, while we dodged
the barkenting's blind assaults. We were ill bending to the work when darkness fell. It was then
that the wind died, and we saw her no more.

Captain Mason showed rdief at being dragged back into the living world by our approach.

“No sign of her?’ | asked.

“Not from here. The view is shut in by those promontories” indicating two headlands
embracing our beach.

“Then,” said [, “Christopher will scale one of them and | the other.”

There was a faint twinkle behind the seaman’s look, and something else, which recdled what |
had seen in Christopher’ s face as he gazed at the forest.

“I imagine you haven't dept much,” | said, knowing his anxiety on the barkentine' s account.

“How could I, Mr. Tudor, when she had been following me like that?’

“Then you have dready been up there to seeif you could find her?’ | ventured.

He looked amused as he drawled, “Not dl the Way,” and gave Christopher a look that
appeared to be understood. His gesture swept the heights on either side and the richly verdured
mountains that began to spring in terraces a short disance from the beach. “This is a tropicd
region,” he went on, “and those trees bear lively fruit. It is brown and carries swords. | didn’'t get
al the way to the headland.”

| understood, and inquired, “Did they speak?’

“No. A pointing finger with asword behind it needs no words.”

| wondered where we could be, that armed natives should exhibit a hodtile attitude. “Where are
we stranded?” | asked.

“l don't know. It has been weeks since | could even take a dead reckoning, and we've been
blown far snce then. My instruments disappeared while | was exploring this morning.”

“And we are without food or weapons,” | added, feding a thrill & the prospect of measuring
forces with an obscure menace.

Mr. Vancouver had loaded the barkentine with every possble means of defense, subsstence,
and deveopment, but we had falen on an idand far short of the one in the Philippines which he
intended to colonize. The fate of the Hope was a vital matter. Mot of her precious cargo was
behind bulkheads. If she had not gone down, very likey she would drift to this idand and yield
her resources to any enemies we might encounter here.

Christopher was gazing & the forest again. | could see only deep shadows and brown tree-boles
under the leefage. Birds of brilliant plumage were flitting among the trees, and the warmth of the
sun bathed us in swest, heavy odors.

“They are coming, Sr,” said Christopher.

| observed a dow undulation in a wide arc among the shadows. A tree-trunk in the outer edge
apparently detached itsdlf, then advanced into the open, baited, and raised a sword. Five hundred
other shagpes came forth from the wide sami-circle touching the shore at either end. Some bore
swords, others spears, and ll others knotted war-clubs. The soldiers were brown and
bareheaded, and the dress of each was limited to the loins, except that of the leader, the man who
had first stepped out; he wore a sort of tunic or light cloak, and a head-dress, both gaudily
illuminated with fegthers,

Captain Mason stood motionless.

“What shdl we do?’ | impatiently cried.



Christopher left us and rapidly roused the deepers. He must have dropped reassuring words,
for the gtir proceeded without panic, though al could see the advancing threet, which approached
with an ominous ddiberation.

“Do you think it'sto be adaughter, Captain?’ | asked.

He gave no answer, being evidently stunned. | turned to Christopher as he rgoined us. Many a
time snce | had rescued him from a mob of boys in a Boston dreet, taken him to my lodgings,
and made him my servant, his srange mind had seemed able to penetrate baffling obscurities. At
such times he had a way of ligening, as though to voices which he done could hear; but with
that was an extraordinary reticence of tongue, and often an indirection that had tried my patience
until I learned to understand him as well as an ordinary morta could.

“Arethey going to kill us, Christopher?” | asked.

He was in adeep abstraction, and | knew he was ligtening. “ Sir?’

That was hisusud way of gaining time, and | had learned to wait.

“Arethey going to kill us?’

“Kill us, sr?’

“You are asking me, Sr?’

“Yes. Arethey going to kill us?’

“Not now, gr,” he firmly answered.

The glance which Captain Mason and | exchanged was one accepting Christopher’s opinion
and groping for what lay beyond it.

With some accuracy of maneuvering, the leeder digned his soldiers, stepped out after hating
them fifty yards away, and stood waiting, obvioudy for a parley. He was showing impatience as
Captain Mason till scood motionless.

“Some one must meet him,” | said. “I1t will never do to show timidity. Y ou are the fittest.”

“These people are strange to me,” he replied, “and | don’'t know how to proceed. They have an
appearance of ferocity that | have never seen in these sees. Many outsde men must have drifted
to this idand, but I'll warrant that none ever left it, for I've never heard of anything that looks
jugt like this. | imagine it is the graveyard of the unreported wrecks that happen in this part of the
Pecific.”

| was surprised a the grayness in his face and the glaze in his eyes. What could our two
hundred and fifty men, women, and children, helpless as they were, do without his shrewdness
and courage?

“Then we have dl the more to do,” | urged.

He squared himsdf and said: “We three will meet them. Put yoursdf forward. Your height and
grength will impress them.”

It looked odd that he did not include Mr. Vancouver, the leader of our enterprise, and Lee
Rawley, the arigtocratic and disdainful young lawyer whom Mr. Vancouver hoped that Annabe
would marry.

Meanwhile, the leader of the savages, a man of commanding Sze and manner, had been
growing more impatient, and was putting his men through some manud that hinted a barbarous
proceeding; but when we darted he desisted, and met us with urbane gestures. Then ensued a
gruggle to find a means of communicaion. Both Cgptain Mason and | knew something of the
Pecific languages, he from a sallor's experience and | from having fought as a fird lieutenant in
the Philippines during the war with Spain; but gpparently our combined resources failed. Finaly
we caught a Spanish word and then a German. It remained for Christopher to discover that the
embassador spoke some pidgin-English with his tongue and dl languages with his gestures. Thus



we learned that the gracious King Rangan had sent Gato, commander-in-chief of the army, with
an escort of honor to conduct us to the imperid presence.

Captain Mason and | carefully avoided each other’s eyes. The tomb-like mask that Christopher
knew how to wear was on hisface.

As there were two armed savages to each colonist throat, there was nothing to do but accept. In
a disma processon guarded by the soldiers, we labored through the sand and sank into the
scented forest.

After a wak through fragrant aides of shade and color, we came upon a wide sweep where the
undergrowth had been cleared away; in its place was a cluster of huts made of bamboo and
thatch. The centrd space was occupied by one more imposing than the others. The matting
curtain at the door was drawn aside after we had been seated before it on the ground, and a
sturdy figure, followed by a griking retinue, came forth and took an eevated seat on a platform
extending from the house,

The king's gorgeous robe of a light fabric adorned with feathers and embroidered with gold
was worn with a knowledge of its impressveness. A wide band of gold embedded with gems
served for a crown; the blazing scepter and massive wristlets and anklets were of like materias,
the ears and fingers flashed with jewels. The royd face was benignant. Gato stepped forth to
interpret, as the king's immediate followers, dressed in long embroidered garments of native
texture, ranged about the throne.

The attendant swinging a large feather fan over the king's head was the only woman
discoverable. There was a driking difference between her and the men. It was manifes in a
prouder poise of the head, in a look of higher intdligence, and in a finer definition of features.
The eagerness with which her glance ran over us a shyness tha sruggled with an impulse to a
bolder scrutiny, combined with a certain refinement of bearing to set her apat. She was
ramented with no less barbaric splendor than the king and his immediate atendants, but in better
taste. Her brown bare ams and neck were turned on the graceful lines of youth, and her wrists
and hands were samdl. Her hair, instead of having the glistening blackness of the men’s, housed
some of the sun’s gold; and | was startled to discover findly that her eyes were adeep blue.

At last her roving glance was caught and held by me. In her eyes was a moment of hungry
inquiry. She caught her breath; a bresk came in the regular swing of the fan, and her eydids
drooped.

My fascinated attention to her was diverted by a degp rumble. King Rangan was speaking.

CHAPTER Il. The Falling of a Long Night. A Royad Feast. The Fan-Bearer's Significant
Conduct. A Gloomy Forecast. Had Any Before Us Escaped? The King's Promise. Prisoned in
Paradise.

Interpreter made a genuflection to the throne, and beckoned to Captain Mason and me. | thought
that Mr. Vancouver ought to be included, but the skipper ignored my inquiring glance, and
stepped forward. After bowing, we stood waiting.

The king gave us a shrewd look. Then his eyes blazed, and he ripped out something to the
interpreter. | discovered the cause. My fathful Chrisgopher had brought up his prodigious
drength for a possible emergency, and it was clear tha the king was offended by the grotesque
figure

The interpreter hedtated, for he knew Christopher's speech-vadue, and the king sngpped out
another command. | knew it was an order that some shame be put upon Christopher. At that my



muscles hardened, and | stepped protectingly before him. The fan over the king's head abruptly
stopped. The leader raised his hand, and a dozen of his men advanced.

Dimly aware that Captain Mason was employing some pacific measures, | was more concerned
by Annabd’s surprising act. Her eyes shining and her cheeks aglow, she briskly came up, lad
her hand on Christopher’ s arm, and swestly said:

“Come and stay back here with us”

His pathetic look went questioningly from her to me, and he hed his ground. | glanced round
to see what next the king would do. With astonishment or wonder the fan-bearer was staring at
Annabdl, who made a driking picture; then she whispered into the royd ear. In a milder voice he
sad something to the interpreter, who by a gesture to us indicated that the king was satisfied. At
aword from me, Christopher came and stood beside me.

His ostendble purpose proved to be merdy a forma welcome, an ascertanment of our origin,
purpose, and disaster, and an invitation to afeast.

As the others of the colony were in too dull a gate to give attention, the king confined to us
three a shrewd scrutiny. But Captain Mason and |, feding that the welcome was only a shesathed
sword, held blank faces, and did not even pass a glance of understanding; and Christopher could
be depended on under dl circumstances to give no betraying sign. The one thing to do was to
show a grateful acquiescence. The time for planning would come when our people were capable
of thought and action,—if we should be spared that long.

It was indeed a feast. The smoke which Christopher had seen rose from a barbecue, a which
fresh meat and fowls and fish had been ddicioudy cooked. The completeness of the preparations
indicated that they must have been begun immediately after our landing. Fragrant boughs were
goread on the ground near the barbecue trench, and on them we sested oursalves. Plantain leaves
made excdlent platters. Roasted yams, bread made of ground seed or grain, and fruits of many
kinds, were served in abundance.

The effect was magicd; the down-hearted took cheer, and laughter ran through the trees. Much
of the transformation was wrought by the solicitous attentions of the servers, but more cheering
was the gracious friendliness of the king, who, besdes persordly directing the service, mingled
with usin ademocratic way, yet with no sacrifice of dignity.

Mog fascinating to me was the fan-bearer. Whereas the warriors stood in awe of his Mgesty,
she trested him with dmog a flippant disregard. She went among the colonigts, keenly anxious
that dl should be pleased, her face bresking into bewitching smiles, her mischievous eyes
dancing, her mudica laugh rippling. The digtinction in her manner as she had sood behind the
throne was augmented in the modest abandon of her réle of hostess. The dertness of her glance,
the joyous spirits that bubbled out of her light pose and movement, her sorite-like ariness, her
obvious efforts to restrain an indinct to play, to tease, to get into mischief, a running over of
kindness and happiness—these and more eusive qudities set her apart from the men and made
them look dull and sordid.

Her grestest interest was in Annabd, the only highly cultured woman in our party, since the
colony was composed of workers in practica indudtries. The two girls had no language in
common, and agppeared sharply different in temperament and training;, yet there was vishble
between them a bond of feminine sympathy such as no man can underdand. It was curious that
the savage one was not abashed before her highly civilized sder. In the gentle eagerness with
which she sarved Annabd, frankly sudied her, and courted her notice, was something that
looked patheticdly like the yearning of a starved soul for what Annabel had—the enjoyment of a



birthright. Annabel gppeared to see that longing, and she dretched forth a friendly hand into the
fan-bearer’ s darkness.

Captain Mason, Christopher, and | formed a group. Despite the grief and anxiety on the salor's
face, he betrayed his share of the sunshine that the girl bestowed on al. She came to us often,
and there was a touch of dwness not vishle when she flitted among the others. Virtudly
ignoring me, she gave some atention to the captain, and was particularly solicitous toward
Christopher. She duffed him, and laughed a him. Christopher enjoyed it, gazed up into her
gparkling eyes, and srained his ribs with the food that she coaxingly urged upon him.

On one of her vigts | smilingly handed her a little pocket toilet-case which | carried. She took
it gngerly, examined it curioudy, and with childish interest ingpected its contents. Her surprise
a discovering the mirror was not so great as | had expected, and did not look quite sincere. She
held it up, made a grimace a& her reflection, thrust out at it a tongue as sweet and pink as a
baby’s, tossed the kit back at me, and went dancing off in aswirl of laughter.

Presently she demurely returned on a pretense of looking after Christopher’'s wants, and of a
sudden, brilliantly smiling, held out her hand for the trinket. | gave it to her. Her eyes fdl when |
looked up closdy into them, and in agitation she trust the case into her bosom. | discovered that
Annabd was curioudy observing her.

Captain Mason gazed thoughtfully after her as she left, and remarked:

“That girl isgoing to be mixed up with our fate”

“What do you make of her?’

“An eaglet hatched by buzzards.”

Christopher’ s evident regard for her was dazzled wonder.

“You like her, Christopher?’ | asked.

He was serious at dl times, and much of his gravity was sadness. He nodded impressively.

“Yes, ar.”

“She has fed you well.”

“Yes, sr.” He spread hisimmense hands over his ssomach.

“I'll ask her to bring you some more,” | said.

His face showed darm. “Don't, sr! I'd shorely bust.”

“But you wouldn’t have to eat more, even if she brought it.”

“Yes, | would, gr.”

“Why?’

“I"d jess haveto, Sr.” Thiswith asolemn helplessness.

“He has taken her measure,” dryly remarked Captain Mason.

He had found opportunity to study the splendid jewes so abundantly adorning the king and the
girl.

“Those gems,” he said, “were cut by European lapidaries.”

There was a disurbing suggestion in his words, but | could not define it. This idand had
received rich treasures from civilization. Here was a mystery.

“How do you account for them?’ | asked.

“The typhoon makes many wrecks. There's no knowing what shores they crawl up on to die”

“Yes, but you see that dthough our ship was wrecked, we came ashore. Survivors of other
wrecks likely have had the same experience.”

“No doubt.”

“Then, why haven't they given out news of thisidand? It is evidently very rich, and—"

He gave me an obscure look, and turned away with the remark:



“I think you'll find the reason in afew hours”

He must have felt the hurt in my slence, and opened a confidence on another tack.

“You have noticed, Mr. Tudor, that there are no women, children, nor domestic animals in this
village. Do you infer anything from that?’

“What is your inference, Captain?’

“The village is not inhabited. The ndtives live back of those mountains to the wes. This is
merely areceving-gation for wrecks and castaways.”

The dhrewdness of the king was not hidden by his hospitdity. | did not overlook the inquiries
that he made among the colonigts with Gato's help, nor his private colloquy with Mr. Vancouver,
nor the thoughtful look of that gentleman when it was over.

The banquet was ended; the colony was reassembled before the throne; the king, backed by his
now sedate fan-wielder, seated himself; and Captain Mason, Christopher, and | stood ready. We
were made to understand the following:

We had not been invited to this idand, but the misfortune that landed us on it would be
respected. Two circumstances ruled the Stuation. One was that no vessals from the outsde world
ever put in here, and hence our means of escape were restricted to such resources as the king
might devise; the other, that our intercourse with the people would not be permitted beyond a
certan limit. The king explaned that in youth he had gone adroad and found that the ways of
white people were not suited to the idanders, who would be demoralized should they come under
our cvilization.

At intervas he sent his people, two or three a a time, in a smadl boat to the nearest idands,
some hundreds of miles away, with naive products for bater. But so great had been ther
precautions that the Stuation of the idand had never been discovered. In these boats one or two
of us would be taken away a a time, and thus placed in the path of ships that would assst us
homeward.

In order to keep us isolated from the people, we were b be conducted a once to a pleasant
valey, which would be free to us for our exclusve use. Natives skilled in faming would be
furnished us for a time as ingructors; but it would be expected that we should pledge our honor
not to make any atempt to leave the valley without permisson.

Every heart among us sank. A deep look was in Captain Mason's eyes. It was on the end of my
tongue to say, “Captain, let him know that we can make our own vessels and leave in them;” but
a glance a him informed me tha he had forgotten nothing, and that anything but a cheerful
acceptance of the old bandit's conditions, until we might devise and execute plans of our own,
would precipitate immediate disaster. And then | understood why the captain had asked no ques-
tion about the barkentine.

He said to me, under his bregth:

“You have an easy tongue. We must keep our people blind for the present. Brace them up and
flatter the king.”

The colonists were in the apathy of weariness and repletion. The glow with which | put the
Stuation to them was barely needed to secure their acquiescence.

| turned to the king. Only with difficulty could | see him dearly through the intensdy dramatic
picture made by the girl. All through the conference | had seen her intense anxiety. What dd it
mean? With her sweet audacity, she might have made some sgn. As | read her conduct, it
betrayed a terrible uneasiness lest we refuse or were ungracious. Clearly she was grestly relieved
by our acceptance.



| thanked the king and gratefully accepted his proffers. He then informed us that we should
immediately be conducted to our vdley, made comfortable, and supplied with everything
needful.

The cavacade, conducted by the armed guard, sarted through the enchanted forest, and
mysteries throbbed in the very ar. Never had | seen 0 pathetic a spectacle as this draggling
procession of civilized people marched as dumb caitle to the shambles by a horde of savages.

Captain Mason, Christopher, and | stood apart as the others filed past. The man of the sea was
in adeep reverie.

“If the king,” | said, “has been s0 careful to conced this idand from the world, why should he
plan sending us away to betray it?’

Captain Mason gave me asow |ook.

“Do you think that he intends to send us away?’ he asked.

“If not, he hasn’t sent other castaways off, and we' ll find them here.”

Again that dow look, but | fet that it saw too far to include me. He shook his bead, and said,
as though talking to himsdif:

“Now beginsthe great Struggle. We Il be patient—and ready. That girl is our hope.”

The king descended; the fan-bearer, her face mantled with content, disappeared within the
administration hut and dropped the curtain. The rear guard were waiting for us three, and we
sarted. After a few paces, | turned, and saw, as | had hoped to see, a brown face watching us
through the parted curtain, and it was filled with more myseries than any enchanted forest ever
held.

On and up we went, and findly reached the summit. We stood on a smal open plateau, which
abruptly ended in a precipice. Before us was a giant chasm in a great tabldand of lava. The floor
was a thousand feet below. We were looking down on it from the top of the great wal of
columnar basdt which enclosed it. The chasm was an irregular dlipse, some three miles on its
minor axis and five on its mgor. The floor was level, and, except for some farms, was covered
with a fores. A breeze sent long, unctuous waves of lighter green rolling over it, or swirling in
graceful spirds where the wall deflected the wind and drifted it on in mgestic eddies.

In splendid contrast to the deep, warm colors below was the gloomy black of the mighty
enclosng rampat. Near the upper end a beautiful stream, nearly a river in Size, made a wild,
joyous legp over the brink. A lake into which the water plunged sent up clouds of migt, out of
which sprang a rainbow. From the lake ran the dream of molten slver which swung lazily on its
shining way through the vdley till log in the distance. The leader of the guard announced that
the valey was our dedtination. | was dumb in the grasp of its witchery, but a quiet voice brought
me back:

“Asgood a prison as another.” Captain Mason had spoken.

“Why, man,” | cried, “that is Paradise!”

“No doubt; but the flaming sword will keep usin, not out.”

During the march | had not faled to kegp Christopher in the corner of my eye. | had been
trying to read in his face one of those flashes of ingght which his fine inginct sometimes threw
into dark places. He had held his ligening attitude often since | found him standing beside me on
the sand. It had given his face a certain leaden dertness, which, as we behdd the vdley, dowly
faded into the habitual blankness, and | saw that it was usdessto question him.

We descended through a steep, narrow cleft, and were marched through a forest to the stream.
A rude bridge bore us across, and there we found a large number of natives rapidly and skilfully
building us a village of huts made from logs, boughs, and thetch. From dl indications, they must



have begun the work amost immediately after we landed. Large stores of food and other
necessities had been accumulated; nothing needed for our comfort and sustenance had been
neglected.

As soon as the soldiers had helped us bring order to the camp and the building of the village
was finished, they and the workmen melted away in the twilight.

CHAPTER IlI. The Menace of the Face. Accepting the Chdlenge. The Threat. What the Face
Saw on the Bluff. A Mysterious Vidtor. The Fan-Bearer’s Conspiracy.

Captain Mason and | occupied the same hut, but we held no converse that night before fdling
into heavy dumber. Christopher indsted on deeping outsde the door. If any of our paty had
thought it prudent to appoint a watchman, no suggestion to thet effect was made; but there was
no knowing what responsibilities Christopher assumed.

The sun was looking over the great wal when we assembled for breskfast. Every one had a
brighter appearance. | had never seen men o terribly cowed as these since the storms had beaten
them down. The women had looked beyond the hopeessness, and had tried to sustain the
courage of the colony. Every man was now beginning to hold up his heed.

Some of the despair had meted from Mr. Vancouver's face; it was clear that te lion in him
was feebly draining. Mr. Rawley was recovering his aplomb. Annabd, having in her bearing an
added depth and sweetness, had undoubtedly done much to accomplish that result with the two
men, for there was something pathetic in the tenacity with which they clung to her.

On the barkentine, before the elements became destructive, she had been aloof toward the other
women and the children; but on the beach, at the feast, and on the weary march to the valey, she
had given a cheering smile, word, or deed to those about. The promise thus made was meeting
fulfilment this morning. She had assumed charge of the breskfast preparaions, and, seeing tha
Christopher yearned to do kindly service, had made him her executive. | often caught her look of
wonder & his unfaling intdligence, patience, and gentleness in doing her bidding.

After breskfast the men began to tak among themsdves. Captain Mason went over and sad
something to Mr. Vancouver, who shook his head, and the captain returned to me.

“Now that the men are rousing,” he said, “it is time to organize. Mr. Vancouver declines to
take the lead.”

“You are the one for that,” | declared.

“No. Y ou have the military training and the tongue.”

“But you have wisdom and a longer experience in discipline. Let's compromise. Take the
leadership. I'll do your talking.”

“Very well,” he said. “There’s no need to caution you, but the others ought to know; these trees
may have ears We need organization for defense.”

At the end of a heartening address to he colony | caled for the sdection of a presdent. Mr.
Vancouver named Cgptan Mason, who was dected. | was chosen his assigant, to Mr.
Vancouver's evident annoyance. Dr. Preston, a young physician, was made superintendent of the
camp.

The men squared their shoulders, the women's faces brightened. In a few words | urged against
any restlessness, any plotting,—anything, in fine, that would have the faintest color of mistrust or
disobedience toward the king. “Be patient. Hold together.” That was the watchword.

Gato, the interpreter, soon agppeared with a crowd of natives, and indicated that Christopher
and |, with twenty picked men, should follow him. A short distance down the stream we came



upon cleared land, and were given our firg lesson in farming. Our men winced under this and the
indefinite term of imprisooment which it implied. But the word was passed round: “Wait. Be
paient.” The one hundred and fifty intelligent American men of us would find a way to match
any ten thousand hesthen under the sun. Blessed be the American brag! It is the front of
something good behind.

The lesson was concluded in the early afternoon, for the sun was growing hot. Gato led us
down the stream a mile to a low ridge stretching across the valey. Not a bresk in the great wall
enclosng the vdley was vigble, except the thin cleft which had given us ingress, but | reasoned
that a the lower end there must be a gorge through which the stream issued, athough no sgn of
it could be seen. Gato made us understand that this transverse ridge was the boundary of our
freedom. He pointed out two landmarks springing from the wadls and marking the terminds of
theridge.

The one on the far Sde of the river was a barren bluff; opposte it, and forming part of the wall
behind, there suddenly appeared a hideous caricature of a human face, a ferocious gargoyle,
rudely fashioned by nature from the upper front of the dliff, protruding from the rock, and leering
down horribly. 1t must have been a hundred feet from forelock to chin.

| withstood the shock badly, but was steadied by noting the deep satisfaction in Gato's eyes as
he obsarved me. Unmigakably it was one of mdignant triumph, indantly gone, but dmost as
disconcerting as the awful face itsdf. | fdt that the ghadly appaition on the wdl hdd a
ggnificance reaching the very depths of our fate. It was the embodiment of dl the slent and
implacable menaces hovering over the lethd fairness that environed us.

It had the blackish color of the rock, with reeking perpendicular sreeks of green dternating
with dull red. The forehead and chin receded in a smian angle; bulging eyes leered; below high
cheek bones were mummy-like recessons, and hungry shadows filled them; the nose was fla,
and the nogtrils spread begtialy.

Gato, informing us that his men would be on hand the next morning, took himsdf away. It
gave a cregpy sensdion to note the snaky smoothness with which these men could sink out of
aght.

Our party started for camp. A heaviness sat on me, and | did not wish to talk. Christopher and |
fdl behind, and the others left us. | could not bear that any but Christopher should see my
perturbation. Severa times | glanced back to see the face on the wall. Its maignancy grew even
more terible through the hazing disance, and | was glad when the forest shut it out. If the
gpectacle affected me so deeply, what greater hold must it not have had on the natives? And there
was the significant look that | had caught from Geto.

On top of the opposite wall | discovered near the edge what appeared to be a large stone table,
or dtar, and its position with reference to the face suggested a sinister purpose.

Now that the men were gone, hopdessness fel upon me. Never had anything like such heavy
respongbilities crept into my life. A sense of my inadequacy grew unendurable; and, overcome
by weariness of soul and body, | flung mysdlf on the ground and buried my facein my arm.

Christopher presently stepped away with a sprightliness quite unusud, but | had not the spirit
to look up. Even returning footsteps and a low murmur of voices failed to stir me. | was recdled
by Christopher’s quiet remark:

“Some one to see you, Sir.

| sat up, and discovered a native lad with him. His loose dress of blouse, trousers, and straw hat
was of the commonest materid. He was as unlike the native men as | had observed the fan-bearer



to be, but his manner was shy and timid, lacking the cardess defiance of hers. With a finger on
his lips he beckoned usto follow him.

In a secluded spot a little distance away, we sat down. My first surprise was when he began to
tak. In a musical voice, he groped for words that | could undersand, and in that way used a
polyglot language, some words badly pronounced, and others spoken with surprising correctness.

Fird, he enjoined secrecy, for should the king learn that he had come—The lad finished with a
grimace, and a swipe of the hand across his throat. He made me pledge the sun to burn me up,
the moon to strike me a stark lunatic, and the stars to pierce me with ther lances, should | betray
his confidence—all this solemnly, but with atwinkle in the back of hiseye.

Second, he was Bedlo, brother of the king's fan-bearer, Lentala, a good girl in a way, but—A
drall shake of his head left her in the ar. Lentaa and he were protégés of the king and queen,
and enjoyed uncommon privileges, having been members of the king's household snce
childhood. The queen was very sweet and gentle, and they were fond of her. She had no children
of her own.

And, third, Lentala wished Bedo to come surreptitioudy to me in order to learn English. She
had a specid reason for that. Neither the king nor any of the other natives must know. That was
al. Would | teach him, that he in turn might indruct her?

Our conversation, carried on in amixture of languages, must be here given in English.

“Indeed, | will, and gladly, Bedo!” | exclamed; “but why not bring Lentaa, that | may teach
you together?” | seized his hand in my joy of this heaven-sent opportunity. It was a smdl,
delicate hand.

“Shecan’'t come,” he answered.

“Why not?’

“Why,—she' sagirl!”

“But she might come with you.” | was pleased with the discovery that the savage girl had the
fine inginct which establishes sdf-guarding and sdlf-respecting conventions.

“The digtance is long. Girls have to wear skirts, you know, and girls are not as active as boys.
Lentda, with her skirts, would be seen, and the king would find out. | can dip through
anywhere.”

| nodded resgnedly. Only with the greatest difficulty could | refran from asking him many
questions, but how did | know that he was not a spy? In edtablishing rdaions with him | was
playing with every life in the colony. | observed Christopher. His air of lisening to distant voices
was not present, and | felt reassured for the moment.

Bedlo was anxious to begin; and he had his first lesson. Never had | found 0 eager and sweet-
tempered a pupil, and his quickness was extreordinary. | drilled him firg in the names of familiar
objects.

“What is your name?’ he plumped a me.

“Tudor.”

“Tudor.” He caught it with asnap, asthough it were abal. “Y ou have another name?’

“Y es—Joseph.”

He began a comicd druggle with the J, laborioudy twiding his tongue and lips as he
pronounced the firg syllable Cho as the Chinese, Yo as the German, Zho as the French, and Ho
as the Spanish; but the English duded him, and he gave it up, laughing sweetly. Often during the
lesson | saw in his handsome deep-blue eyes—which were maturer than the rest of him—a dash
of the mischief, the teasing, and the chdlenge that gave Lentda her sparkle.

“What is your name?’ he demanded of Christopher, and pronounced it perfectly.



Christopher was gravely regarding the lad, who appeared disconcerted under the scrutiny. That
disturbed me; but if the boy was seeking our undoing he would have to reckon with Christopher.

He was curious about Annabel, and sent her affectionate messages from Lentda

“Bedo,” | demanded, “where did you learn al those words from foreign languages?’

Taken by surprise, he was confused and a little frightened, and had the look of a child
preparing afib.

“Other people have been shipwrecked here” he answered, peering a me from under his brows.
“I learned from them.”

“What became of them?’ | asked.

He raised his head, and answered, “The king said he sent them away.”

“Did you visit them secretly?’

“N—o0.” He began to play with twigs on the ground.

“Were they herded in thisvaley?’

“No.” His answer was firmer. “ There was never more than one or avery few at atime.”

| sat slent s0 long that he looked up, and showed darm.

“Tell me the truth, lad,” | ingsted, holding his eyes. “Where did you learn those words?” A
gartling suspicion suddenly came. “The gold in your hair, the blue in your eyes, the fine lines of
your face—"

He began to edge away, and | saw flight in him; but | caught hiswrig.

“Tell methetruth,” | repeated.

He gazed & me in fear and pleading, but found no yidding, and with provoking indifference
shrugged his shoulders and settled down with a pouting, martyr-like resgnation.

“You are hurting my wrist,” he remarked.

“Ansver me” | demanded, tightening my grip. “Hasn't white blood mingled with some of the
native blood here?’

His lips were compressed under the pain of my clasp, and an angry resentment steadied his
gaze.

“Yed” he answered, and a sudden change lit his face, as | unprisoned the wrist. “Don’t scare
me that way again,” he said, haf impudently shaking his head a me.

It seemed best to desst from pressng the matter further, and pleasant relations were soon re-
established between us; but the matter seated itsdlf in a corner of my mind.

Our lesson was delightful, and time escaped more smoothly than we knew. Bedo glanced at
the sky, and sprang to his feet. He sweetly smiled his thanks, seized one of Christopher’s greet
paws and vigoroudy shook it, asked me and Christopher to meet him at the same spot tomorrow
a the same hour, and was darting away. | cdled him back, and led him to an opening through
which the face on the diff wasvisble

“What isthat?’ | asked, pointing to it.

He caught his breeth, stood rigid, and dowly turned his face up to mine.

That on the diff? It is nothing—only stone.”

“It is more” | indsted. “It dts there, it looks down threateningly on the vdley; it says as
plainly as speech—"

“No, no!” cried Bedlo, saizing my arm with both hands, and gazing up into my eyes. “It is one
of the gods. The people invoke it—you may see the dtar fire on the opposte dliff some night
when there is a greet sorm and the seais raging. The god brings fish to the king' s net.”



He broke off doruptly, and with darm clgpped his pam to his mouth. | put my hand on his
shoulder and smiled reassuringly. His manner grew composed, and he dated away and
disappeared.

On returning to camp | told Captain Mason of the adventure. He was deeply interested, and sat
in thought.

“You' ve struck alead,” he said. “Follow it—cautioudy.”

CHAPTER 1V. Behind a Laughing Mask. Captan Mason Strengthens the Defense. The
Extraordinary Behavior of Bedo. Chrisopher Becomes a Savage. Hidden Motives Haf
Disclosed. Hope.

Foreseeing the time when a visble danger would bring mob-madness to the colony, Captain
Mason gave his entire atention to strengthening his control. To that end he kept every one
engaged a something, laughed away dl fears and doubts, placed dl on honor not to breed
discontent, and required that dl discussons of the Stuation be with him aone.

He impressed the danger of leaving the camp limits except in large parties organized under his
authority. No spying savages were ever seen in the forest backing the camp, but | frequently
found the captan usng his keen eyes in that direction. The quesions weighing on him were
When would the king ask for the first member of the colony to be sent away? What plan would
be adopted in the sdection? What would redly become of the persons so taken? What should be
done when thefirgt cal was made for deportation?

Christopher and | done were in the presdent’s confidence. On the second night he informed us
that he had sdected a spot which would serve as a fortress if occason rose, and insructed
Chrigopher in the at of making weapons, chiefly stone-headed clubs and blackjacks. This work
was done secretly in our cabin.

The daily teaching of Bedo developed a new interest in the fact that, before | was aware, | was
a pupil as well as a tutor, and that Bedo was as assduous in ingructing Christopher as me; he
was evidently anxious that we should mester the ndive language. | was glad to humor him,
egpecidly as | suspected an intelligent purpose. Above that was my growing affection for him.
He perfected his poor English so rgpidly that | was put on my mettle to learn the idand tongue.

It was a ample task, and we came to use it entirdy. To my surprise, Christopher learned it as
readily as I. From the very dart he had heped Bedo to turn the teaching in that direction. The
drangest dement of dl this procedure was the quick and sure understanding that sprang up
between these two.

Beelo one day brought alarge parcel. He was particularly happy, and asfull of play as a kitten.

“Yon can't guesswhat | have for you,” he said with amischievous look.

“No, Bed o—what?’

“You'll see” He was opening the parcd. “You and Christopher are going to be Senatras.”
Senatra was the name of the inhabitants.

He produced from the parce two native costumes. In addition were a basn and some brown
powder. The boy was in glee as he separated the articles into one array for Christopher and the
other for me.

He ran to a little stream, fetched water in the basin, and with a comica seriousness dissolved
part of the powder.

“Your arm, Christopher,” he demanded. At times Bedo's manner had a touch of imperiousness
that sat oddly with hisyouth.



Christopher obediently bared his powerful arm.

“Oh!” sad Bedo in ddight. “You have splendid muscles—they are like iron; and you are very
strong,—that’s good.” Hisfinger wastimid asit touched Christopher’s arm.

He dipped a cloth in the colored water, and rubbed the stain on Christopher’s white skin. His
cae and gravity in comparing the tint with the color of his own wrig, in shaking his head, in
adding more pigment to the water and trying again, and at last his delighted satifaction, were al
very charming.

“Good!” he cried. “That’'s the Senatra color. Now,” addressng me, “I'll go away a little while.
Y ou make a Senatra of Christopher.” To Christopher:

“Take off everything. Mr. Tudor will put the color al over you. Then you put on Senara
clothes, and whigtle for me.”

Patient Christopher would doubtless submit to any indignity thet this prankish boy might
devise, but | proposed to put a stop to the nonsense. Besides, how could | assume the ridiculous
role that this young scamp, in whom my indulgence had bred impudence, intended for me?

“Chrigtopher will do nothing of the sort,” | peremptorily said.

The lad stopped short and looked at me curioudy.

“I want to, sr,” Christopher interposed, much to my surprise.

“You do? Y ou wish to submit to this foolishness?”’

“Foolishness, sr?”’

“Yes”

He reflected awhile, and then said:

“Perhapsit an't jest foolishness, gr.”

“Very wdl,” | agreed, willing to humor him; “but Bedo will stay here and put the color on you
himsdf.”

Alarm sprang to the boy’ sface.

“I won't!” he answered defiantly, and was turning away, but | caught him by the arm.

“Youwill,” I said. “I'll seethat you do.”

He dipped from my grasp and stood away, laughing. “I want to do it mysdf, gr,” meekly sad
Christopher.

Bedlo precipitatdy fled.

Why not play with these children? A man who would not was a churl. So Christopher was
arrayed as a Senatra, and awhistle caled Bedlo back.

He danced ddightedly round the pitiful figure that Christopher made. It hurt me to see not only
how patiently Christopher submitted, but how wholly he entered into the spirit of the
masquerade. His pae eyes looked ghastly in his brown face. | called Bedo's atention to that.

“Oh, that won't be seen a night!” he exclaimed. The remark did not impress me & the
moment.

He put Christopher through numerous gaits and tricks of manner peculiar to the Senaras, and
prased him for his gptness Findly, when he taught his pupil the at of cregping sedthily and
noisgesdy, the man was o terrible that | forgot his grotesqueness.

All through this dngular performance, Bedo, even though hdf playful, displayed astonishing
perseverance and thoroughness, as if life itsdf depended on the perfection of the drill. That
might not have looked so0 strange had it not been for the extraordinary care of Christopher
himsdlf to accomplish a perfect imitation. Then the significance of it dl burst upon me.

| had vowed a thousand times snce firg knowing Chrisopher that never agan would |
underrate his wisdom, yet over and over | found mysdf doing so. While he never laughed in his



romping with the children of the camp, but went into ther sports with his habitua tender
melancholy, he never showed with them the hidden eagerness, the dmost desperate
determination, that marked his training under Bedo. Thus | came to see that a the very
beginning Christopher had discovered avitd meaning in Bedo's playing.

“And now,” cried Bedo, “you will be a Senatra, Mr. Tudor! Christopher will dress you.
Come!”

The boy’ s eyes softened in amoment under the new light that he found in mine.

“Bedo,” | sad, taking his hand, “let’s gt down and tak.” | seated mysdf, but he withdrew his
hand and sat alittle distance away. “No,” | gently inssted; “here, facing me, and close.”

He twisted himsdf round to the spot | indicated, and in doing so tossed Christopher a wry
mouth. | noticed more clearly how fine his features were, and with what grace his long lashes
curved.

“Bedo, do you redly wish Christopher and me to be Senatras?” | asked.

He nodded, and, turning to Christopher, told him to go to the runnel, wash off the stain and put
on his own clothes. Christopher meekly went. Bedo began playing with twigs on the ground, and
did not look at me.

“Did Lentdatell you to do this?’

He nodded again—alittle irritatingly, for he had atongue.

“Why?’ | asked.

He raised his eyes and regarded me deadily. Then, perhgps not seeing dl that he sought, he
made no answer, and returned to the twigs.

“l want to undersand, Bedo, and you must trus me. Many things come to me now. Your
gder’s conduct at the feast meant that she wished us to obey the king. She showed us sincere
kindness in every look and ad. And her great difference from the other people—her sweetness,
her grace, her beauty, her brightness of mind, her dtogether adorable charm,

Bedo blazed in a way that stopped my rhapsody. He had raised his face; his lips were gpart;
his eyes glowed with a proud light that moved me strangely.

“Youlike my sster?’ he softly asked.

“Who would not?’

“But you!” The boy impatiently tossed his head.

The little gesture was S0 pretty that | involuntarily smiled. Bedo misunderstood. He flashed
angrily, and resumed the twigs. | could only grope.

“I don't undersand why the king sent us here. We are prisoners, and that is something which
brave men won't stand. We would rather die fighting.”

Agan he studied me, and again looked down.

“Why didn’t the king let us build boats, and leave?’

He gave no answer, but was very busy with the twigs. | wondered if | were rash in some of the
things | was saying. Clearly the moment of confidence had not arived. The boy was sudiedly
cautious.

“Bedlo, go to your Sster and beg her to come and see me. She will trust me more than you do. |
know sheisour friend. She would tell us what fate is awaiting us.”

“No, shewouldn’'t,” firmly interposed the boy.

“She would, because she is sweet and kind.”

“No, she loves her people, and you might do them harm.”

“But she sends you here to disguise us as naives and to train us in the at of deceiving and
outwitting them.”



Had his amile not been so winning | could have dapped him for his insolence; but it was soon
evident that a mighty struggle was proceeding under his assumed cardessness If | could only
guess a its nature | might know how to proceed.

“Bring Lentda to me, Bedo. She would be safe with you, and she will undersand and will
trust me.

“Why? Her skin is brown. Y ou would not trust her.” He was closdy observing me.

“What difference can her color make!” | impatiently retorted. “Lentalais an angel.”

“But abrown skin means—" A look of horror swept over hisface.

“Lentdais beautiful and kind and true. Tell her to come.”

Bedo was slent.

“Why should she not trust me?’ | persisted. “How could | harm her?’

The boy, nervoudy arranging the twigs, spoke rapidly, but did not look up:

“She's afraid—not for hersdf, but her people. They love her. She would never betray them.
Suppose she came—Yyou would be gentle to her; you would tell her she was beautiful and—and
al that nonsense. You might try to get her to tdl you things. And you would find out how to—
Yes, you might come back and plot with your men, and there would be a great fight with my
people and many would be killed. That would be terrible.”

| dimly understood at last: Lentda would trust her brother, not hersdf, in the myserious plan
that she was working out.

Christopher had returned. | beckoned to him to St with us.

“Bedo,” | said, “look a me” He complied. “If Lentaa were here she could read my heart. All
that you have said means that she mistrusts me. | understand more than you think | do. You have
dready shown your confidence and Lentaas by offering to tran me as a naive. A wise and
generous purpose is in that. By means of the disguise, you wish me to learn some things that will
benefit my people, but you are held back by your fear that | will use the knowledge to injure you.

“No,” he hadtily interrupted; “only my people.”

“Very well. But you have dready shown trus. You smply want more assurance tha | will
keep fath with you. Tel me what you want. | will put my life in pavn,—I will give it, if that is
demanded.”

His deep eyes were profoundly fixed upon me. In that moment Bedlo disclosed a soul that had
found maturity.

“You would do dl for your peoplel” he impatiently cried. “You think only of them! Lentada
and Bedo may do everything for you, but you never think what you might do fo—Lentda and
Bedo.”

The hdf-revedion in the passonate outburst brought me to my feet, and the lad dowly came
to his.

“Bedo!” | sad, “lI hadn't thought it possible You and she are the favorites of the king and
queen. Y ou have everything you want. | don’'t understand. Trust me! | can be afriend.”

He was looking up & me with eyes in which a pathetic anxiety struggled with fears. Ingtead of
addressing me, he turned to Christopher and confidently took his hand.

“Chrigtopher,” he said, “do you like me—and Lentda?’

“Oh, yed!”

“Very much?’

Christopher solemnly nodded.

“1f—if we want to go away with you and your people, would you take us?’

“Oh, yed!”



“And be kind to us?’

“Me?" Heturned to me, and so did Bedlo.

“Yes, Christopher.”’

“Hewill,” wasthe answer.

Bedo, seized with one of his unexpected whirlwinds, threw his ams round Christopher, and
laughed.

I turned him about, and, holding both his hands, looked smilingly into his brilliant eyes.

“Show me the way to serve you and your sster, Bedo,” | sad. “I done, or Christopher and |
together, will obey any indructions from you; we will do whaever you say, go wherever you
direct,—cut oursaves off from every protection except yours. ISVt our trust complete?”

“Yes, Y oseph—Choseph,” he banteringly answered. Then, in aflash, “I mean Mr. Tudor.”

“Joseph—to you,” | returned.

He put his mouth through contortions over the J, and findly, with arestful gasp, blurted out:

“Choseph!”

His gentleness overwhedmed me, and |, being natudly affectionate, and timid only with
women, forgot my feding of condraint toward him, and caught him in my ams. But he did not
have for me the pressure and the laughter that he had given Christopher. On the contrary, he
ressted and then sprang away.

| wondered what thoughts were perplexing him as he stood off, regarding me in his odd little
quizzica fashion, and was astounded when he said:

“Lentada says that Annabd is beautiful and lovely.”

| could not imagine what had suggested Annabel to him at this particular moment, but | hastily
agreed. He seemed not atogether pleased, but went on:

“You like her very much?’

“Yes; very much indeed.”

He looked a little sullen, but soon recovered, and broke out in a very rush of gay spirits. In a
short time he suddenly became grave.

“I must go,” he said. With a gentle, pleading look a me, he asked: “Won't you be a Senatra?
Christopher will help you.”

“Y es, Bedo,—anything you wish.”

“Vey wdl. | will come every day fo—maybe three days, and teach Christopher. You will
watch us. When you and Christopher are done, he will teach you. But you must dress every time
asaSenatral”

“Of course” My rdief was great. For some incomprehensible reason | did not wish the boy to
train me, for that would have necesstated a disagreeable loss of dignity before him.

“Good! And in three or four days”—an oddly embarrassed expresson rose in his face—
“would you like to go with me—you and dear old Chrisopher—to see—the beautiful—the
kind—the true—Lentda?’ He was mocking.

“Yed” | answered, and made an effort to catch hm; but he darted away, showering a cascade
of laughter behind him.

So | was right in supposing that Bedo had been preparing us to penetrate the mysteries beyond
the vdley ramparts, and lift the vell behind which our fate was hidden.

“Christopher!” | cried in my joy, seizing him by the shoulder; “do you understand?’

“Yes, gr.”



CHAPTER V. The Opening of a Pit. Insolence and Rebdlion in Camp. A Riot Averted. | Train
for a Dangerous Rdle. Flotting Among Us for the Destruction of the Colony.

When Christopher began my training and pursued it with such amazing thoroughness, my feding
of being ridiculous disgppeared. My love of adventure in these preparations was mingled with
other emotions—the fascination of hazard, a wish to risk everything for the ®lony, and a strong
desre to see Lentda and solve the mystery of her whole conduct. Beglo was awill-0’ -the-wisp.

Complications arose in camp. Although | had taken care to exercise my authority in a bland
way, it became necessary a times to be severe. My gregtest difficulty was ingbility to find the
source of a disaffection working ingdioudy among the young men. Cgptain Mason had not
observed it, lacking my opportunity, and | decided to be more postive and to find evidence
before laying the matter before him.

| was intimately thrown with the men by directing the work on the fam. The labor was
exhaugting on account of the heet. For this reason, and because some men could bear the work
better than others, and liked it, | cdled out only volunteers, but sdfishness on the part of some
who shirked brought grumbling. At fird | had supposed that this was the origin of the
dissatisfaction, but presently a deeper cause appeared to be in operation. As a test, and to secure
farness, | adopted a system of levying on dl the aile-bodied men and requiring each to do his
shareinturn.

In that way | came down on Rawley, who had never volunteered. When | informed him one
evening that histurn in the fidlds would come next day, he stared & me in insolent silence.

That incident done was not ggnificant, but it made me dert, and | ingructed Christopher to
keep a drict and secret waich on the camp. A present necessity was to force the issue with
Rawley, whose bearing was a threat to the harmony and safety of the colony.

He had not taken the trouble to absent himsdlf from the tables when | cdled out the tale of men
for the fidds next morning, but lounged a indolent unconcern. Annabel was not visble. Mr.
Vancouver, Stting near Rawley, had a suspicioudy waiting ar.

The young man did not rise with the others and prepare to go, but merdy stared a me. | went
near and said in alow voice:

“These men will resent your refusal.”

“Areyou threstening me?’ he said under his brezath.

“Give my remark whatever congtruction you please,” | answered.

He could not hide his anger and fear, for a glance showed him a disquieting expresson in the
faces of the forty men waiting. Mr. Vancouver looked surprised and irritated as he studied them.
The men in whom rebdlion was girring were such as he had dways directed and commanded,—
artisans, mechanics, clerks, sturdy and spirited every one, and loving fair play.

“Save yoursdf further trouble” Rawley drawled in an effort to be nonchdant. “I'll go—if |
fed likeit, and when I’'m ready.”

Although the men could not hear him, they understood, and a murmur arose. One of them
angrily sad:

“He' stoo good to work.”

Then came the outbresk.

“Put him under arrest! Duck him in theriver! The snob!”

Annabel suddenly appeared. The men a once dessted, and she understood the sStuation a a
glance. Her astonishment grew as her look of angry reproach a Rawley passed to her father and



found him glent and pae, as though for the firg time he had seen the spirit of the common
American.

She cameto me and said: “Don’'t make trouble now. Be patient. Y ou can find away.”

| turned to the men.

“Gentlemen,” | sad, “1 must remind you that you have not been empowered by the colony to
enforce its discipline. In this ingtance it is my task done, and | propose to handle it as | think
best, without your assstance, unless | cal on you for it. Your atitude and remarks just now were
rebellious, and, if adlowed by those in authority, would disrupt us and place us a the mercy of
savages. Leave this matter to me, and depend on me to see it properly adjusted. Mr. Vancouver
needs Mr. Rawley today. Now to our work.”

My speech affected the men in two quite different ways. Some, with a submissve glance at
Mr. Vancouver who was watching me curioudy, were indantly satidfied; others looked a little
confused and rebdllious, and were not cheerful in their obedience. They appeared a trifle uneasy,
as though something might be afoot and they had not been informed. All of this sharpened my
dertness.

After the day’s work | had doubts as to whether | should report the incident to Captain Mason,
who had not been present. | fdt that something of an underground nature was a work, and that
Mr. Vancouver was its focus. | could make dlowance for a man shattered by adversity, but |
supposed that Mr. Vancouver might have gathered himsdf up during the weeks we had been
held as prisoners.

It turned out that he had. When Christopher came to give me my drill in the forest near the
camp that day he brought disurbing information. Mr. Vancouver and Rawley, in order to be
adone, had gone into the forest after | left for the fidds, and talked. All that Christopher could
learn was that Mr. Vancouver was carying on secret negotiations with the king, and that a
messenger from the palace was expected at a certain place within the forest in an hour.

My lesson was short that day. | sent Christopher to Captain Mason to report what he had heard,
and to say that | would take the place of the native in the interview, if possble, truging to the
completeness of my disguise as a Senatra. Christopher was to be near for an emergency.

Skirting the spot where Mr. Vancouver was to meet the native, | intercepted him. It sickened
me to see the dy confidence with which he approached. Mearwhile, | was aware of the great
danger of discovery by the genuine messenger, for | knew the traling skill of the natives, even
though | led Mr. Vancouver as far from the meeting-place as necessary. But Christopher, who
had acquired the native dyness, would know how to handle any embarrassing Situation.

The discovery of Mr. Vancouver's seeming treachery had so disturbed me that | had some
doubt of mysdf in the interview. The ample solution offered by srangling the man in the forest
kept hammering & me with a dangerous persstency. We had taken it for granted that his interest
in the colony was strong; no watch had been set on hisliberty, which he had used in plotting.

| was measurably collected by the time we had seated oursalves on the ground. Being totdly in
the dark as to what had gone before, | was forced to extreme caution, and in addition was some
danger of my betraying myself or of his discovering that | was not anative.

“Why didn’t the other man come?’ he demanded in his old peremptory manner.

In confuson, not knowing what degree of proficiency in English to assume, | gave some
answer in a lame gpeech, the inconsistency of which he might have detected had he been less
absorbed.

“What isthe king's plan?’ he asked.

“He wants to know yoursfirst,” | answered.



| was prepared for his quick, hdf-suspicious look. “He knows what | want,” was the sharp
return,

“The other ndtive didn’t know. He couldn’t tdll the king very well.”

“This is my plan,” went on Mr. Vancouver: “I make some good, strong men think that Captain
Mason does nothing, but dSts down and waits for us dl to be killed. This is secret. A fdlow
named Hobart is my leader. The young men are ready to go with him out of the valey. The king
will tdl the guard to ®ize them and take them to the pdace. That will get rid of the best fighters
in the colony.”

“What will the young men think they go for?’ | inquired.

“What difference does that make,” he testily demanded, “so long asthey are out of the way?’

“The king must know.” | was solid and firm.

“I'll make them think they can pass the guard; then they’ll find a way for the colony to escape,
and will come back and tdl me.”

“But they are not to come back.”

Mr. Vancouver was slent, and hisimpatience grew.

“You will send them into atrgp?’ | perssted.

Again his suspicious scrutiny. “Does the king want them to come back?’ he asked.

“1 don't know. But he wants your plan.”

“If they don’'t come back,” Mr. Vancouver explained, “Captain Mason will be blamed for not
knowing they were to go. Then his power will be gone. The colony will bresk up.”

The ghadly pefection of the scheme overcame me for a moment, but | must learn what
benefits Mr. Vancouver expected from this wholesae sacrifice.

“What do you want of the king?’

“I and my daughter and a young man named Rawley are to be taken care of, and—"

“Y ou mean not killed?’

He writhed and reddened under the question, and under my sullen insgstence,

Instead of answering, he hurried on: “I will show the king how to work the gold, silver, copper,
diamond, and other mines, and how to make much money out of them. | will make tregties with
other countries, and build forts, and make him a strong army. All this has to be done sooner or
later, or theidand will be taken.”

“What is to be done with the other white people?’ | demanded.

“The king knows.”

“If 1 can't tdl him he'll send me back.” After a struggle with his anger, Mr. Vancouver sad,
“The king knows what he has done with other castaways.”

“What do you think he has done with them?’

He dstarted & me in a struggle with his patience, and said nothing.

“Do you think they were sent away?’ | returned.

Hisfury broke. “No!” he exclamed, and then suddenly checked himsdif.

“Then you think they are hereyet?’ | drovein.

Herosein apasson. “Tdl the king to send me aman who isn't afool!” he stormed.

“I will tell him,” | quietly said, risng and starting away; but he hated me.

“Why do you ask those questions?’ he said more composedly.

“The king told me to. He wants to know if he can trust you. If you want these people sent
away,—"

“I don't! That would ruin everything. They’d send armies and war-ships, and—"

“Then, kept here—dive?’



“Certainly not! They'd kill me.”

| had known this to be the answer that | would wring from him; Hill the renewed impulse to
grangle him was dmost overpowering.

“I will tell the king,” | duly sad, and was turning away, when ancther idea came. “Maybe he
will firgt send for a man from your people. Which one do you want to go before the young men?”’

“Tudor, Captain Mason's assstant,” he answered with a vicious promptness. “Then, as soon as
the young men are gone, | and my daughter and Rawley will go, and | will tak and plan with the
king while the soldiers do their work here.”

The humor that | found in the turn, persona to me, which the stuaion had teken, lightened my
spirit, and | thought of something else.

“Did the king send you any word about Lentda, his fan-bearer?’

“1 talked with the man about her. | knew there was some mystery about her and that she was
closeto theking. | asked that she be sent to make the plans with me.”

His hat whetted my anxiety. “What did he say?’

“That she must know nothing about it, or she would bresk the plot.”

My heart choked me with its bounding. | had gained more than | had lost, but my heart was
sore for Annabd!.

“I mugt go,” | sad. “Next time | come | will go to your hut in the night. Don't come into these
woods again. The soldiers—"

He understood, and looked relieved. After le had disgppeared | sat down in a daze, trying to
reason out the tangle. Rawley wasin the plot, but Annabe was innocent.

A sound made me raise my head, and | saw Christopher and Captain Mason standing before
me. Chrisiopher’s face wore its customary \acancy, but Captain Mason's had a startled look, as
though he had beheld what is not good for a man to see. It gppeared to have shriveled him.

“Before Chrigopher summoned me” he dully sad without any prdiminary, “he found the
naive and sent him away. We have heard every word that passed between you and Mr.
Vancouver.”



