
•accession of dances at the Public Hall.
Even the King was galvanized into ac-

tion, and to the surprise of every one

gave a sort of At Home, where Satter-

lee was the guest of honour and received
the second kava cup. A half-caste
couple, who before had barely held up
their heads, sprang into social promin-
ence by getting married under the direct

patronage of the popular captain, and

thus rallying to their visiting list all

.the rank, fashion, and beauty o- Apia.
It was a delirious month. There was

an event for almost every night of it.

The strain on the half-caste band was

something awful. Miss Potter’s millin-

ery establishment worked night and
diy. Of a morning you couldn't find a

lady on the front veranda who wasn't
stitching and sewing and basting and

cutting out. And the men! Why, in

the social whirl few of them had time

to sober up, and the sale of Leonard’s
soda-water was unprecedented.

As the time began to draw near for

the monthly mail from San Francisco,
Satterlee got restless and talked regret-
fully of leaving. He gave a great bar-

gain day on board the "Southern Belle,”
where sandwiches and bottled beer were

served to all comers, and goods changed
hands at astonishing prices; coal-oil

e.t one-seventy-five a ease; hundred

wound kegs of beef at four dollars;
turkey-red cotton at Six cents a yard;
r;q uare-faee at thirty cents a bottle;

and similar cuts in all the standard
commodities. There was no Customs

House in those, days, and you were free

o carry everything ashore unchallenged.
A matter of eighty tons must have been

anded all round the beach; and the

pandemonium at the gangway, the crush

and jostle in the trade-room, and the

steady hoisting out of fresh merchandise

from the main-hold made a very pass-
able South Sea imitation of a New
York department store.

At any rate there was the same loss

of temper, the same harassed expression
oh the faces of the purchasers, and the

same difficulty in getting change. As

like as not you had to take it—the

change—in the form of jews’-harps,
Bcrew-eyes, or anything small and

handy that happened to be near by.

It was the most lightning performance
Apia hail ever witnessed, and the cap-

tain carried it oft in a brisk, smiling

way as though it was the best joke
in the world and he was only doing
it all for fun.

Unfortunate captain! Unhappy des-

tiny that brought in the mail cutter

two days ahead of schedule! Thrice un-

lucky popularity that found thee bask-

ing in the sunshine of woman’s favour

instead of on thv four-inch deck! The

pilot signalled the mail; Skiddy put
forth in his consular boat, intercepting
the cutter in the pass, and receiving
(on his head) his own especial govern-
ment bag. The proximity of the
‘•Southern Belle” and the likelihood of

Satterlee being at home caused Skiddy
to board the ship, and open the bag on

her quarter-deck. One stout, blue, and

important-looking envelope at once

caught his eye. He opened the stout,
blue, and important-looking letter, and

There were no white men in the crew

of the “Southern Belle.” They were all

llotumah boys with the exception of
Ah Foy, the Chinese cook. This amiable
individual was singing over his

pots and pans when he was

suddenly startled by the apparition of

Skiddy at the galley doc*.'. The little

consul was deathly pale, and there was

-something fierce and authoritative in

his look.

"Come out of here,” he said abruptly.
"I want to talk to you! ’

The Chinaman followed him aft. He

had a pretty good idea of what was

coming. That was why he was sewn

up with two hundred dollars in hard

cash, together with a twenty dollar

bill under his left heel. He began to

cry. and in live minutes had blurted out

the whole thing. Self-preservation is

the first law, and ne had besides some

dim conception of State's evidence.
Skiddy made 'the conception clearer,
and promised him immunity if he would

make a clean breast of it. This the

Chinaman forthwith did in his labor-

ious pigeon. A good part of it was in-

comprehensible, but he established cer-

tain main facts, and confirmed the

stout, blue, important-looking letter.
As Satterlee eame off on a shore-boat,
pulling like mad, and then darted up
the ladder in a sweat of apprehension,
he was met at the top by Skiddy—not
Skiddy the friend—but Skiddy the arm

of the law, Skiddy the retributive.
Skiddy, the world's avenger, with Sc-

niko. his towering cox, standing square
behind him.

"Jehu Forster,” he said, "alias Sat-

terlec, I arrest you in the name of the
United States, on the charge of having
committed the crime of barratry, and

warn you that anything you say now

may be hereafter used against you!”
It was a horrible thing to say—to

be forced to say —and ’to sense of pub-
lic duty could make it less than detest
able. Skiddy almost whispered out the

words. The brutality of them appalled
him. Remember, this was his friend,
his hero, the mini whose intimacy an

hour before had been everything to

him. Satterlee gave him a quick, blank,
panicky look, and then, with a pitiful
bravado, took a step forward with an

attempted return to his usual confident

air. lie p-'-fessed to ''e dumbfounded

at the accusation; he was the victim
of a dreadful mistake; he tried, wi.li a

ghastly smile, to reassert his old do-

minion, calling Skiddy “old man" and

"old ehap” in a shaky, fawning voice,
and wanting to take him below "lo

talk it over.” But the little consul was

adamantine. The law must take its

course. He was sorry, terribly sorry,
but as an officer of the United States

he had to do his duty.
Satterlee preceded him into the boat.

The consul followed and took the yoke
lines. They were both dejected, and

neither dared to meet the other's eyes.
It was a mournful pull ashore, and

tragic in the retrospect. A silence lay
between them as heavy as lead. The

crew, conscious of the captain's humilia-

tion. though they knew not the cause,
felt also constrained to a deep solemn-

ity. Yes. a funeral pull, and it was a

relief to every one when at last they
grounded in the shingle off the consu-

late.

Skiddy had a busy day of it. Leaving

the captain at the consulate under

guard, and sending off Asi. the chief of

Vaiala, together with ten warriors arm-

ed with rides and axes to take charge
of the "Southern Belle” and her crew,
he walked into Apia tn make arrange-
ments to meet the painful situation.
Single-handed he had to rear the struc-

ture of a whole judicial system, includ-
ing United States' marshals, a clerk of

court, four a.sessor judges, and a jail.
His first, steps were directed towards a

little cottage on the Motootua Road,
the residence of Mr. Scoville Purely, a

goaty, elderly, unwashed individual

who formed the more respectable half
of the Samoan bar. Mr. Purdy was

forthwith retained by tile United States
Government, and the papers of the

ease left in his hands. Sk’ddy next

sought out Mr. Timelier, the other half

of the bar. and directed him to defend
the prisoner. Then he bent his mind to

the consideration of jails, of which Sa-
moa boasted two.

The municipal jail was a two-roomed

wooden shed, sparingly furnished with

a couple of tin pails. Humanity for-

bidding the incarceration of Captain
Satterlee in such a hovel, the little con-

sul passed on to Mulinuu. where the

geneial Samoan Government held sway,
the jail here was on a more preten-
tious scaie. It consisted of a rectan-

gular enclosure, perhaps sixty feet, by
forty, formed by four eight-foot walls of

galvanised iron, and containing within

five or six small hots of Ihe kind that,

shipwrecked seamen might build on a

desert island. In fact that was just
about what they were, amt as foul and

repulsive as the real article. Owing to
financial stringency the Samoan Go-
vernment was unable to house or feed

its prisoners, who. for both those rea-

sons, might well be described as casta-

ways.

These unfortunates were absent at tho
time of Skiddy’s visit, employing a

very languid leisure on tile improve-
ment of the roads; and the consul could

not have penetrated the jail at all had
it. not been for the King, who, on

appealed to, was obliging enough to

lead the diplomat his spare key. Skid-
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