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his feet, huddled hidecusly om the floor.
"My God!™  And he steuped to the
bundy.

The womnun tuuched him on the shoul-
der. “LCome™ she said. “I"s mo good
It was a grand blow, & king's blow. You
cannot belp him.”

But—but " he dustered as he
rore. The emergency was beyond him.
He had ounly balf a strong man’s equip-
ment—the mere brawn., “Two men
killed- [ must get back to the ship™

He saw the woman smiling, and
caught at his calmness. There was com-
prehension in her eves, and to ‘b-_un—
derstond  is so often to be despizea.
“You must come too,” he added, vn an
impulse, and stopped. appalled by the
idea

“To the ship?” che cried. and laugh-
ed. “Oh, Ia la! But no! Still. we must
g¢ from here. The police will be here

any minute, and if thex find yow "
xhe l¢ft it unsaid, and the gap wa=s
sminous.

The police! To mention them waa to

touch all that was conventional, sub-
urhan, and second-class in Dawson. He
itched to be gone. A picture of Vine
street Police Court ard a cartly aloof
magistrate flashed across his mind. and
a reminiscence of evening paper head
Yines. and hiz mind fermented hysteéric-

a

The woman put back her knife in
some secret recess of her clothes, and
opened the door eautivusly. “Now!”
-he said. but paunsed. and rame back.
She went to the picture of the Virgin
and turned its face to the wall. ~One
<hould mnot forget Tespect” she ob-
werved. apalogetically. ~“These things
are rememhered. Now come’”

Xo sooner were they in the uloamy
alley outside than the neighlururhowd of
uthers was known to them. There was
a <ound of many fert pluughing in the
mud. and a suppressed voice gave a
~hurt urder. The woman stopped and
vaught Duwson's arm.

“Hush!™ she whispered. It iz the
police. They have come for the men.
Ther will be on both =idex of us. Wait
and listen.”

Dawson stoed rigid., his heart thump
ing. The darkness seemed lo furge
around him with menaevs aad danmers.
The splazhing feet were npearer, com-
ing up on their right. aml onee some
meta]l gear clinked as  iis  wearer
=craped agamst the wall. He could
swell men, a: he remembered after-
wards. The woman lbeside him re-
tained her kold on hix arm, and re-
wained wotionless 1ill it seewed that
the advancing men must run into 1heo

“Uome  quietly,” she whispered at
ath, putting warm lips 1o his ear. Her
tand dropped along his arm till ghe
urasped his fingers.  she led him
swiftly away from the place. having
wiited till the police :hould be sa mear
that the noise of their advance would
drown their owa reireat.

O thex

i

] went. then,  a-  wefure,
~wishing through the fonlnc- ander
fout. and without speaking.  Omly at

thnes the womaa's hold om his hand
would tighten. and, meeting with no
response, would slaken again, and she
wuuld draw himr om ever more quickly.

“Where ate we goingi” he ventured
10 ask.

“We gre escaping,” she answered.
with a brief tinkle of laughter, e 13
you hnew what we are escuping from.
you would not care where, But burry.
alwayst”

Soon, however, she paused, stiil hold-
g his band. Again they heard foot-
steps. and this time the woman turned
10 him desperately.

“There is a door near by,” she breath-
w1 “We must find it, or—" again the
un=poken word. “Feel always along
the wall there. Farther. g farther.
It =hould be here.™

They sprang on. with hands to the
rough plaster on the wall, till Jfawson
eneountered the door. set level with
the wall, for whichk they s=ought.

“Push,” panted the woman, heaving
at it with futile hands. “Push it in.?

Dawson laid his shoulder to it. hi=
arms folded. and shosed desperately till
his head buzzed. As he eased up he
heard the near feet nf the menacing
palice again.

“You must push it in'" eried the
woman. “It is the only way. it
not: "

“Here. catch hald af this” eaid Daw-
son, and she fuand the bronze image
in her hands. “Let me come.” he said.
and standing back a little, he flung his
twelve stone of bone and muscle heav’
I¥ on the door. It creaked. and some

fastening within broke and fell to the
wround,
Unce agum, he sasaulted it, and it

wa3 open. They passed rapidly within.
and closed it behind them, and with
the wuman's hand gu'ding. Dawson
stumbled up & long, parrow, sloppy
stair. that gave om 1o the dat roof of
the building. Above them was sky
again. The rain had passed, and the
irosiy stars of Mozambique shone faint-
1y. He took a deep breath as he re-
veived the image from the hapds of the
woman.

“You hear them?” she said, and he
listened with s shudder 1o the pussing
«f the men below.

“But we must go on,” she sajd. “We
are not safe vet, Over the wall to the
next roof. Come!™

They clambered over a low parapet.
and dropped six feet to another level.
Dawson helped the womao up the op-
puos'te wall, and she sat recommoitring
an the top.
= “Uome quietly,” she warned him. amnd
he clambered up beside her and looked

down at the roof before them. In =
kind of tent persons appeared to be
sleeping: their breath was plainly to be
heard.

“You must walk like a rat.” she

whispered. smiling, and lowered her-
=elf. He followed. She was erouching
in the shadow of the wall, and drew him

down heside her. Somebody had ceas-
el to sleep in the tent, and was gabbl-
ing drowsilv. in a monotoneuz sing
song.

Out of the tent crawled a man, lean
and black and bearded. with a shemt
wrapped around him. He stood up and
lnoked around. vawning.  The woman
nestled c¢loser to Dawson. who gripped
instinetively on the bronze image. The
man walked to the parapet om their
jeft ard lovked over, and then walked
Lavk to the tent and stood irresolurelv.
muttering to h'mself. Squatted under
the wall. Dawson found room amid the
race of his dicordered thoughts 1o
wonder that he did not instantly sec
them.

He was: enming  towarnds them. and
Tuaw:nn felt the shoulder that pressed
against his arm shrue slightly. The
man was ten paces away. walking Tight
on to them. and locking to the sky.
when,  with  throbhing  temples  amnid
tenze lips. Dawsan tose. tan at him,
and gripped him. He had the throat
in the cinteh of hiz richt hand. and
strancled the man's yell as it waz con-
ceived, They went down together
writhine and clutehing, Pawsen upper
ma=t. the man under him =cratching
amd slapping at him with open hanls.
He drew un a knee, and found a lean
chest under it. drove it in, and choked
li< ‘man ta enve and unconsciOUSNeIR

~Take thiz. take thi=" urged the
wennan, hendine hezide him.  Rhe press
vl her slender-hladed knifs on  him.
“Tust & prick. and he is =1ill for ever.”

Thawson rnce. *“No.” he said. “He's
=il emough pnow., Na  need 1o kil
him.” He Inoked at the body and from
if to the wuman. “Dido’t I get him to
right=*" he asked exultingly.

Rhe raized her face fo his.

It was splendid.” she suid. *With
only the bare hands to take 2n armed
man— "

“Armed!” repeated Dawson

“Rurely,”

she answered, “That at
least. is always sure. See.” she pulled
the man’s sheet wide. Girt into a loin-
clath helow was an ugly broad blade.
“Yes. it was magnificent. You are a
man, my friend.”

nd vou.” he said. thrilled by her
adulition. are a woman.” .

Fhen.” zhe began spiritedly; but in
a heat of cordial impulse he tovk her
to him and kissed her un the lips.

“1 was wnndering when it would be”
-he said. slowly. 'as he released her.
“When vou spoke to the (ferman abaut
the bad word. 1 began to wonder. [
hnew it would come. Kiss me again,
my friend. and we will go on.”

UAre we getting towards the landing-
stage?" he asked her. a< the next rouf
wit crossed. 1 musta't miss my boar,
you know ™ .

“Oh, that!™ she
want to go back®"

“Well. of course,” he replied, in soine
surprize.  “That's what 1 was trying
to du when I knocked at your duor,
I've missed my dinner as it is."

“Missed your dinger'™ she repeated.
with a bubble of mirth. “Ye-es; vou
have lost that. but™—she came to him
and laid a hand on his sheulder, speak-
ing softlr—"'but you have seen me. Is
it nothing. friend. to have saved me?”

answered. “You

He had stopped, and she wasz look-
ing up to hini, half-smiling, hall-entreat-
my, wholly alluring. He looked duwn
inte ber durk jace with & sudden yuick-
riiug aloul the heart

“And ali thia bgoling,” she continued,
ai though he were to be eunvined of
semething. “You wonquer men as thoug
you werc bred on the roois uf Mozam
biyue. You fight like—like a hero. 1o
is & rush, a blow, & tuble, and you
have them budsled 2t your fut.  Apd
when you rewewmber all this, will you
not be glad, friend—will you nur be glad
that it was for me!”

He nodded, clearing his throat hu-k-
ily. Her hand on his shoulder wus a
thing wo charm him to fre.

“Fd fight—I'd fight for you,” he re-
plied upeasily, “as long as—as long as
there was any one to hght”

He was feeling his way in epeech, a:
best he could, past cobventivnalities.
There had dawned ovn him, du-kily aund
half-seen, the untitnesa of little proprie
ties and verbose frills while he went tu
war across the roofs with this wopwn.

“You would,” she said fervently. with
Lalf-closed eyes. I know you weuld’

She dropped her hand, and stowd be
side him in sileace. There wsas a long
pause. He puessed she was waiting for
the next move from him, and he nerved
himseif to be adequate to her unspuken
demand.

“You lead on,” he said at last,
steadily.

~Where!" she asked breathle~:ly.

He did not speak, buz waved an upen
hand that gave her the freedum of
we. It was his surrender tu the
wild spirit of the Coast. and ke grasped
the head of the brass image the tizhter
when he had done it. She and Fate
must guide now: it rested with him only
1u break opposite heads.

=“he smiled and shivered. ‘“Cume on.
tlen” she said, and started before him.
hey traversed perhaps & seure uf roufs
et-load with high parapets. on tu each
of which he Lifted her. hands in her arm-
pits, swinging her cleanly to the level
of hiz face and planting her easily and
wpuarely on the coping.  He weleomed
each opportunity to take hold of her
and put out the strength of his miuscles.
and she sat where he placed her. =miling
and silent, while he clambered up and
dropped down on the other side.

un-

A1 length a creaking wooden stair
that lung precariously on the sheer

szide of a house browrht them agxin to
the grouad level. It was anather zloomy
adley inte which they descended. and the
durkness about him and the mnd under
fuot struck Dawson with a e of beinr
amain in familiar surroundings. The wo-
man’s hand slid inte hiz as he steod,
und they started along again together.

The aller zeemed to e tetter fre-
wuented than that of which he already
had experience. Mare than wnee dark.
slieeted figures passed them by, noise-
less save for the underfoot swish in the
mud, and presently the alley widened
intn a little square. at ¢ne side of which
there was 8 fresh ruatie of green things.
AL the side of it a dim light showed
through a biz open door. from whieh
came a musical murmur of voices, and
I}awson recognized a church.

“The Little Garden of St. Rebastien.”
ciurmured the woman. and led him on
to cross the square. A figure that had
been hidden in the shadow now lounged
farth. and revealed itzelf to them as a
man in uniform. He stood across their
way, and accosted the woman briefly in
Portuguese.

Dawson stood figeting while ahe
spoke with him. He seemed to be re
peating a brief phrase over and over
again. bharshly and irritably: hut =he
wys ecajoling. remun<tratine.  arhuing
as he had seen her argue in that il
fated room an hour back.

“What's the matter with him?" dr
manded Dawson impatienrly.

“He szavs he wan't let me 0 an
swered the woman., with a 1one of Jde
apuir in her voice.

“The devil he wont!
ta do with it?”

“0Oh. these little policemen. they al-
wavs arrest me when they can’ she re-
plied. with a snile_

*Here, you!”™ oriedt Dawson. address-
ing himszelf to the man in uniform,—
“vou go Away, \oetsaak. sre! You mind
sour own business, and get out.”

The ofticer «drawled something in his
nwn tongue, whicrh was, of course, un-
intelligible tn Ihwson, bt it had the
etfect of annoving him strangely.

“You littie beast!” he sajd,
knocked the man down with his fist.

What's he gnt

and

“Kun,” hissed the woman at his el
trew.-—run before he can get up. No,
nut that way., To the church, snd vut
Ly anorher way!"

=he caught his hand,
they raced serosd the
through the big door.

There were a few people within, most
slevping on the beawhes and along the
foor by the wails  In the chancel there
were others, washed by the Lghts, busy
MITh ~ome ottice. A wave of sudden song
i~cten] from among them as Dawson and
the woman entered. and gave way apain
fo the high emasiulate gibbering of »
man that stosd before the aliar. Al
along the sides of the c(hurh  was
shaduw, and the woman speedily fuunl
a little arched door.

“Luwe through the middle ot it sle
whi~prred urgently to Dawson, ax she
pached her loose skirts together in her
hand- -“cleanly through the middle; do
not rulr the wall a3 you com..”

It was the door of the lepers” she
explained. as she let her skirts swisk
down a “Ree, there is the light hy
the sea!

The wind came cleanly vp the alles.
aad soun they were at its mouth, whers
# lnmp dickersd in the brecze, Ikmwson
drew a deep breath, and tuched the
imaze under his arm. His palm was
~ore with the roughness of its head.

USome one i= passing,” said the wo-
tan in a low tone. “Wait here till they
are b

Footsteps were approaching along the
front, and very soonm  Dawsan  heard
wards and s ted,

“What is 11! whispered ths woman.
ber hreath on his neck.

“Listen*™ he answered curtlyv.

The others came within the cirele of
the lamp—a girl and twa men.

=1 do hope he's found my idol” the
air] wus saving.

and  lugether
sjuare and in

Daw-nn stepped into the Tizht, and
thev turm-d and saw him.
“Why, here he is” exelaimed Miss

Tater<in shrilly.

He raized his hat to the woman, whao
stuodd At rhe entrance to the aller—
raised it as he would have mi it to
a waitnss in a bun-shop. and vent over
te the prople from the second-clazs sm-
Toon.

1 found it.?  he =aid. lifting the
image forward. and brushing with hi=

Yand at the foulness of blond and h
upon it.  “Ruat 1 war almest thinkine
[ <honld misz the boat”

Gibbon in “Blackwond's.
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