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AT LOVE'S COMMAND. 

By John A. Steuart. 

“The fool opens the windows of his 
mind to the passer-hy,” I replied, tak- 
ing a turn about the deck, * but the 
wise man shuts them.” 
“Yecu are as prudent as vou are 

brave,” he remarked, laughingly, 
though I could see my reply had cut 
him. *“ Kszep thy own secret, and tell 
it to no one, for he who reveals a 
secret is no longer master of it. A 
wise proverb, and vet there is another 
that bas wisdom also. Conceal your 
secret only from such as cre known 
to be indiscreet, but impart it to him 
who has the »rudence to keep it.” 

** We talk of proverbs when we ought 
to be eating and drinking,” I said. 
“You must be in need of rest and re- 
freshment.” 
“That I am,” he replied, warmly. 

‘““ These many days and nights have I 
been smitten by sun and moon without 
a morsel of bread to stay my stomach 
or a drop of water to cool my burning 
tongue.” 

“Then,” I returned, “ you suffer from 
three things, for which talk is no cure 
—hunger, thirst, and weariness. Let 
us see what refection may be got out 
of the ship's stores.” 
“May - Allah grant you lifelong 

bounty and the prophet receive you in 
the home of the faithful,”” he answer. 
ed, in a burst of fervent piety. *‘ The 
brave are ever generous,” he added, 
following me down the companion lad- 
der, convinced that I was the king of 
buccaneers. 

Pronouncing a fervent bismillah, sr 
grace, he fell to ravenously swallowing 
the victuals in huge mouthfuls, and 
washing them down with copious 
drafts—first of coffee, then of rum. 

‘““ Were it not for the sweet reality 
of this eating and drinking,” he said, 
in his blandest manner, “I could be- 
lieve it all a vision and you a beneficent 
genie. But this banquet is too good 
for a genie. If I do not return thanks 
day and night, and remember your 
name perpetually, may Azrael drag me 
to the uttermost depths of the pit.” 
Though eating with a vigour that 

would have been too much for the ca- 
pacity of any two ordinary men, and 
never forgetting what was due to a 
succouring host, ‘he showed a lively in- 
terest in his surroundings, and when 
the meal was over we proceeded at his 
suggestion to make a complete survey 
of the brig. To explore the hold, with 
which we began, it was necessary to 
get a light. This I gave to Abram 
ben Aden, making him precede me, so 
that by no chance might he take me 
unawares from behind. 

It is a good plan to keep a doubtful 
guest always in front of you. 
As we made our examination, com- 

ing on pile upon pile of stuffs frém 
the looms of India, he was ready to 
burst in sheer covetousness, though 
striving to hide it. He had never 
known a man to take such a prize, 
and he would be happy if I only al- 
lowed him to be my slave, that he 
might learn from me the secrets of 
successful piracy. 
“You are greater than Ran Dahid, 

whose prizes made him so rich and 
powerful that he married a prince's 
daughter, for he had his crew, and you 
are alone and hit a youth. It is a 
great day for me when I am permit- 
ted to know you be near you.” 
Again I made light of my achleve- 

ment, treating the taking of a ship 
as if it were but the amusement of 
an idle hour. I swaggered a good 
deal, but I am sure that in spite of ail 
my bravado I looked but an indiffer- 
ent pirate. 
When we returned on deck, the 

wreckage, which he had not nogjced at 
his first coming on board, caught his 
attention. 
“You have been amid the terrors of 

the deep,” he remarked, “and yet 
perchance the tempest has favoured 
you.” 
4 hn speak like a magician,” I re- 

P ¢ ’ 
“Nay, by the prophet's beard, you 

are the magician,” he said, quickly. 
“You ride the storm to fortune; the 
very elements are your slaves. A ma- 

giclan indeed you are. Yet the 
fe hurt. The helm upeless as & 
broken 

gulf,” he added, od 3 
“1 know it,” I answered, carelessly. 
‘“ There you may be among - 

he ventured, with a lodk of - 

I foes, the for 2% am among foes, worse 
them,” I responded. 

“ Verily, I belleve it,” he said, with 
unction. i 
Thoroughly confirmed in the belief 

that I was a man of desperate and 
bloody deeds, he grew confidential, en- 
tertaining me with an account of some 
of his own exploits as freebooter and 
corsair, and dwelling with the relish 
of a devil on scenes of cruelty and 
death. 
“Then you lied when I took you on 

board,” 1 said, sternly, interrupting 
him in the midst of his narrative. 
Even a sea-robber may have his code 
of honour, and for the present my 
foible was to hate lying. 
“Could I guess your trade from 

that girlish face ?”’ he asked, with an 
impudent grin. “You might be a 
missionary ship.” 
“I am no lar,” I said, severely, 

while conscience whispered ‘ Impos- 
tor.” 
“And I swear by the rover's flag I 

will follow truth,” said the rogue, with 
a broader grin than ever. *“ Are we 
not brothers, and should not our souls 
be as dials in the sunlight ? Yea, and 
I love the brave En man. In 
Egypt and Africa have I not kpown 
him, and in the Persian gulf have I 
not seen with joy his skill in slashing 
off heads ? He is the angel demon 
of the world. He will make good the 
black Ethiopian, and sell rum and take 
ships and make himself rich with what 
others have gathered. I love him as 
a brother.” 
Naturally I was gratified by this 

high and impartial testimony to the 
noble qualities of my countrymen. 
In his rummaging Abrarn ben Aden 

came upon my armoury. 
“What a man of arms you are to be 

a boy in years!” he exclaimed, with 
some excitement. ‘ Here are weapons 
for a whole ship's crew !” And select- 
ing a sword he drew it from the scab- 
bard and began to feel its edge. 
“Not so fast,” I said, stepping up 

to him. * These are dangerous. You 
talk of magic ; let me warn you of the 
magic there is in these weapons.” 
“Yea, I believe in their magic,” he 

anawered, complacently, ‘ but is it not 
the magic of the arm that wields 
them ? I know a good blade when 1 
see it. Choose ye one, and we will have 
some sport. May I perish if I am not 
forgetting the ring and the gleam of 
steel! See, see how it bends! ’'Tis 
a well-tempered blade. Yea, and it is 

And he made a 
circle of sunbeams about his head. 
1 stepped back, my hand instinctively 
seeking the hilt of my pistol, and said 
indifferently that I was not in the hu- 
mour for sport. The truth was I was 
not in a humour to take any present 
risks not absolutely necessary. With 
a shade of disappointment and vexa- 
tion, he thrust the sword back into its 
sheath and returned ft to its place. 
We had an early supper, and went 

early to bed, my guest getting a closed- 
off berth to himself. I lay awake un- 
til I heard his stertorous snore ; then 
I crept softly upstairs, and gathering 
all e weapons toegther, carried them 
down and hid them in my cabin. It 
was better that Abram ben Aden 
should not be tempted to do mischief 
while I slept. 

CHAPTBR X. “8 

ALONE ONCE MORE. 

Whatever evil Abram ben Aden may 
have harbored in the secret chambers 
of his heart, his bearing toward me 
was the essence of courtliness and 
friendship. My own brother could not 
have been more solicitous for my hap- 
piness and welfare, nor the most loyal 
of henchmen readier to do me service. 
When, from some chance expressions 
of mine, he discovered that I was just 
recovering from a mortal illness, he 
broke into fresh e¢hantifngs of my val- 
our and fortitude, and insisted on tak- 
ing on himself the duties of cook and 
general personal attendant. 
“It is not meet that heroes should 

do the work of slaves,” he said. ‘* Leave 
it to me, who am but a common mor- 
tal. I am happy in serving so valiant 
a master and so generous a benefac- 
tor, one whose deeds should have been 
the inspiring theme of the peerless 
Kaahel Albar (a famous Arabian poet) 
himself.” 
A blunt man like myself ia at a 

grave disadvantage in dealing with a 
courtier. In spite of his fine words, I 
mistrusted my guest as much as ever. 
That he coveted my possessions I knew, 
and that he had designs on my throat 
I more than half suspected, yet I 
could not resist his advances nor deny 
his sallies of wit and humour the meed 
of a smile. He wag insistently and 
infectiously light-hearted, for he took 
life like a gamblers game, in which 
success and failure should be accepted 
with equal equanimity. Evidently he 
hed made up his mind not to be de- 
pressed. 
He had other popular and charming 
uvalities besides. To the aplomb of 
e man of ection and the peculiar 

at ao 
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knowledge of the man of the world, he 
united the imagination of the poet and 
the happy audacity of the born ro- 
mancer. His adventures had been many 
and marvellous, and no man was ever 
his own Homer to finer effect. He 
had seen more with his two bodily 
eyes than I had ever dreamed of, and 
he invested his tales with a glamour 
that professional story-tellers would 
have envied. 1 do not think his re- 
citals were remarkable for a strict ad- 
herence to fact, but there could be 
no question of their fascination. His 
talk was like a sojourn in the land of 
enchantment and flowers, and fragrance 
and fair women, and palaces and gold 
and precious stones, and herooic ex- 
pleits, and all the raptures of the 
brightest realms of fancy. He made 
the Arabian Nights tame and Baron 
Munchausen a common falsifier. 
To give variety to the entertain- 

ments, one day he proposed that he 
should teach me Arabic. 
“Know that Abram ben Aden, though 

a rover, is likewise a master of liter- 
ature,” he said, with a superb flourish 
of his arms ; ‘ the poets are his espe- 
clal a ht. They are greater than 
the magi€lans ; they are as a flame in 
the soul which illuminates the uni- 
verse. [ut how is the adventurer, the 
corsair, iv carry the songs of the peets 
with him 7 Why, here,” tapping his 
forehead. ‘ Ifere is the chamber in 
whi¢h the poeis have their abode, and 
here,” producing a greasy volume from 
the folds of his dress, '‘is what the 
prophet gave to the faithful as a con- 
solation till they are translated to en- 
joy forever the love of the houris. 
“You are an infidel, but what of 

that ? You know what joy is, you 
know what sorrow is. You have feel- 
ings, appetites, aspirations—you are a 
man. ou hope to get to heaven. 1 
wil show you the way, and while I 
show you shall learn the Arab’s ton- 
gue. Come, my merry infidel, you 
shall yet converse as a brother with 
the children of the desert. Yea, and 
eat El Shelebi dates and dip thy fin- 
gers in the dish that swims with the 
fat of sheep and goat. More, my gal- 
lant cut-throat— 

And thou on honey drew shalt feed 
And drink the milk of paradise. 

"Tis the song of one of our poets which 
thou shalt learn, my brave one.” And 
with an air of having the erudition of 
Alexandria at his fingers’ ends, he 
forthwith began my instruction. 
He proved a good teacher, and 1 was 

not an inattentive nor, I think, an 
inapt pupil. One rule my tutor made 
and af to rigidly, and that was 
that Wwe should talk nothing but Ara- 
bic. It was a sore trial of patience 
at first, but I persevered and in a 
week—such was my diligence—was able 
to converse with tolerable fluency. The 
second week I was deep in the Koran 
and able to follow my teacher in his 
recitations from the Arabian poets; 
the third week I was reciting myself. 
Abram ben Aden was delighted with 
his success. 

‘“ By the prophet's mantle,” he said, 
“I will have you in paradise yet. Your 
speech already is as of one bred in the 
desert. You have the Arab’s tongue, 
and next will come the Arab’s faith. 
And all thy brave deeds will be for- 
given. Why should not the bold cor- 
sair have happiness at last ?” 
As a diversion to our studies, he 

lured me, rather against my judgment, 
into a daily bout with the sword. ‘It 
will keep your hand and eye true,” he 
said, insinuatingly. ‘‘Let the master 
practise on his slave. Methinks you 
take joy in the flash and ring of the 
steel. All brave men do. By the 
sword of Sikandar el Rumi, there ise 
the stuff of a fighter in you. This 
ship with all its plunder shows it. Yet 
you will not let your blade drink your 
servant’s blood.” 

It was not likely I would, but there 
was no assurance that my servant 
would exercise a like rastraint over his 
blade. Indeed, on second thoughts, 
his proposition seemed to me a ruse to 
try my mettle and wheedle me into 
an overweening conceit with myself 
that would give him his opportunity. 
Happily, I was not entirely ignorant in 
the use of the sword, for my graver 
studies had been interrupted, perhaps 
too often, by prolonged fencing bouts. 
But then I was far from thinking my- 
self an expert. So that it was no light 
matter to stand up before a man of 
unknown skill and suspicious motive, 
whese greatest delight it might be to 
spit me at the very first go off. Never- 
theless I | given my consent, and 
it wo ve been both folly and 
cowardice to go back. So I put on 
my stoutest front, though, to be can- 
did, the naked, wicked flash of our 
weapons in the sun caused me a nasty 
sensation. It was but momentary, 
however, for the demand of every fac- 
ulty of mind and body was too keen 
to leave me time to be afraid. 

I soon discovered that Abram ben 
Aden was a skilful swordsman, with a 
sure and rapid eye, great length and 
suppleness of arm, and the confidence 
which comes of many triumphs. Yet 
I rung him blow for blow, and ended 
the first encounter in a glow of satis- 
faction. We were both nimble as 
goats, and I believe a spectator would 
have said the fencing was lively. For 
an hour each day we exercised thus, 
and my companion’s good humour con- 
tinued unabated. 
We lived this life for a month. Dur- 

ing all that time the weather was 
glorious, and we enjoyed it undisturb- 
ed. The brig floated lazily along, 
whatever wind there was being mostly 
steady in the same quarter. Nor a 
sall nor a soul did we see, and I had 
but the haziest notion of our where- 
abouts. If Abram ben Aden was bet- 
ter informed, he ~ gl his knowledge 
sedulously to himself. He seemed in- 
deed intent on providing entertain- 
ment to give a t t either to our 
course or our destination. We told 
tales and sang , and ate and 
drank and fenced and studied, and all 
alone on & derelict, waterlogged ship led 
the most delectable existence imagina- 
ble. My Se - fairly adored me. 
Me anticipated my wishes, spoke un- 
Sepminsty of the unequalled deeds I 

4 done, and more than once showed 
& strong disposition to fall down and 
worship me. 
“I have been a rover,” he would 

declare, with the unction of a man 
saying his prayers, ‘“ but may Azrael 
seize me this moment if I speak not 
the truth in saving that never have 
my eyes seen a man who matches you 
in bravery and good fortune. And 
you are but a youth,” he would add, 
in a most engaging tone. 
This continued till T began to fancy 

I had enchanted the man, that he was 
verily my slave, and I had only to ex- 
ercise my magical power to bend him 
to my will as completely as the most 
docile and obedient genie in any 
Arabian tale of wonder. 1 dare say I 
plumed myself on my ascendancy, I 
dare say I put on airs, and I have no 
doubt whatever that Abram ben Aden, 
most adroit of courtiers, most subtle 
of flatterers, saw through me and 
took my measure with perfect accur- 
acy. 
One evening in our fencing exercise 

I thought he pressed harder on me 
than ever before, and that his blade 
reng with unaccustomed sharpness. 
But the quickened movements only 
nade my blood run the faster, for by 
this time I was both confident and 
dexterous. We went at it as much 
in earnest perhaps as any two men 
who ever crossed blades for amuse- 
ment, and | remember the thrill caus- 
ed by the thought. What if he is try- 
irg te kill me? My opponent wus 
the first to crv halt. He was flushed 
and out of breath, and I fancied that 
under his everlasting smile there was 
a feeling of vexation. 
“By the right arm of the prophet, 

you are a gallant swordsman !” he 

cried, recovering his breath. 
eye is the sun and your stroke a flash 
of lightning. I would not fight you 
for ten shiploads of gold. The man 
who fights you puts his life on your 
sword point. As a jest you have taken 
my wind away, and by the breath of 
the desert I am hot. Come, thaqu 
champion brandisher of steel, and let 
us refresh ourselves.” 
Ordinarily we put away cur weapcns 

as soon as our exercise was done, but 
this evening we took them with us, 
and they lay .i.cross our knees as we 
ate and drank. 

“ Are we enemies ?”’ cried Adam ben 
Aden, laughing immoderately at the 
idea of two peaceable and friendly 
men sitting down to meat armed as 
for a battle. Yet somehow we did 
tot lay the swords aside, and when 
we went to bed we till had them. 

I slept soundly that night, and was 
late in awakening next morning. On 
reaching the cabin I found that Abram 
ben Aden had not yet risen, and 
thinking to surprise him, IT crept to 
his door. It stood ajar, showing an 
empty bunk, made up as it had been 
left the day before, 1 whistled soft- 
ly to myself, then going quickly on 
deck looked for his boat, But it, too, 
was gone, 

“Your 

' 

CHAPTER XI, 

SETTLING ACCOUNTS. 

Here was an unexpected turn of the 
wheel of fortune, a new mystery to 
rack the mind or give an added relish 
to life, just ag vou might chance to 
look at it. [ was not at all sorry to 
fikd my companion gone, nor in truth 
greatly surprised, but his departure 
might portend more than it was pleas- 
ant to speculate on. 

I knew my man well enough to un- 
derstand at once that he had not left 
— 

od 

me upoh ahy trivial motive nor to do 
geod by stealth. Too much of a 
knave to be a fool, on his own con- 
fession a consummate rascal, ignorant 
or centemptuous of moral scruples, in- 

nsible to gratitude, insatiably avari- 
cious, bold in planning and ruthless in 
executing, I felt he must be bent on 
scme scheme that boded neither me 
nor the brig any good. I recollected 
with peculiar and not very agreeable 
sensations how he had pressed me in 
our bout on the evening before, and 
how on finding himself fairly matched 
his chagrin had broken through his 
well-trained smiles and courtier-like 
air of compliment. 
To be deprived of his company was 

a cause for rejoicing, for his absence 
relieved me of a constant source of 
suspicion and danger. But better a 
present evil than a lurking enemy. 
With your eye on the foe vou can de- 
fend yourself, but when he may spring 
uron you like a tiger in the jungle 
at any moment from anv quarter, 
back, front, side or oblique angle, 
why, the fear is apt to fret the ner- 
vous. And indeed the legions of black 
thcughts came trooping back upon me 
with such disquieting effect that, un- 
Christian as it mav sound. I would 
have given mugh to be able to run 
Abram ben Aden through with my 
sword, and there and then make an 
end of him. But, as it was, I could 
only conjecture, and conjecturing on 
a matter of life and death is positive- 
ly the most unsatisfactory exercise in 
which the human mind can engage. 
You mav be sure 1 kept a sharp 

lcokout that day, remaining constant- 
ly under my awning, save when I ran 
below to douse my head, which had a 
feverish tendency, or swallow a mouth- 
ful of food or drink. But the day 
passed, and no boat or other object 
hove in sight. I saw neither land- 
mark nor watermark, nor even so much 
as the flash of a seabird’'s wing—noth- 
irg but the dreary, blinding glitter of 
the eternal ocean plain. 
The darkness came, came at a stride, 

as Mr. Coleridge savs, for in the 
tropics there is no twilight, but a leap 
from light to darkness as if the 
night were lying in wait and pounced 
uron the world as upon long expected 
prey. The stars came out, like points 
of lambiznt flame in a fleckless, gray 
blue sky, and by and by the moon 
rose with a sense of sovereignty, a 
majesty and magnificence never equal- 
ed on land. Higher and higher she 
mounted, her white, unveiled radiance 
nearly obliterating the stars in her 
path, and she smote with almost as 
cruel a stroke as the sun. There is 
a promise to the righteous that the 
sun shall not smite them by day nor 
the moon by night. The smiting of 
the sun dwellers in a temperate clime 
may partly understand, but the smit- 
ing of the moon never. You must go 
to the Bast and experience her addling, 
withering blight # ~omprehend the 
fact that a hard Arabian moon will 
drive a strong man stark mad in a 
single night if he lie unprotected from 
Ler light. Even with me under my 
covering she seemed to be sucking at 
my vitals. 
Weary with watching, and, to say the 

truth, more than a trifle worried, I fed 
my rats and went to bed. I lay long 
awake in spite of fatigue, and the 
soothing lullaby of lapping waters. At 
length I began to doze, frequently 
starting up, however, with a vivid 
imipression of hearing Abram ben Aden 
calling mv name. Rising on my el- 
bow I would hearken, panting with ex- 
citement. But the great silence be- 
ing unbroken, save by the low, swecet- 
ly blended voices of wind and water, 
I would lle down again—to be honest, 
with something of the nervous shiv- 
ering of a frightened child. 
Once I was constrained to get up 

and look out, first on one side, then 
on the other. But the deep serenity 
of nature was undisturbed. The moon 
shone resplendently, and the sea, gent- 
ly crisped by the breeze, sparkled like 
fretted silver or =<lewed with phos- 
phorescent fire. The night wind, soft 
and warm and odorous, caressed my 
face and head with a wooing mur- 
mur that would have been delicious 
had I been ir a frame of mind to en- 
joy it, and far aloft the stars palpitated 
in their azure setting with a sort of 
tender compassion. 
Ah, mystery of mysteries, how 

ceme all those splendours to be 
above me, and how came I of 
all the millions on earth to look 
up at them from such an utter deso- 
lation 7? Did I need the lesson of hu- 
man feebleness more than any one 
else ? Was my pride so stubborn, 
my disobedience so great, that I had 
to be sent out here, a second and lone- 
lier Ishmael, to be humbled and cor- 
rected ? If the sins were many, truly 
the punishment was sore. Faint and 
quivering, I leaned against the side for 
support, and as I ruhbed a clammy 
face there was wrung from my heart 
that piteous cry that went uv from 
Calvary—the cry which vents the con- 
centrated miserv of a lost race, “My 
God, my God, why hast thou forsaken 
me ?* 

And immediaiely, as if by celestial 
impulse, my mind flew back to a 
ncathery braeside, and I was nestling 
(rom: threatening perils in arms that 
compassed me safely about—as one 
whom his mother comforteth. The 
wounded animal seeks its lair that it 
may die in peace; the wounded spirit 
turns home that it may be strength- 
ened and solaced, were it only by mere 
recollection. But for that Divine me- 
mory, that swift flight through space 
and time, I might have gone that in- 
stant and leaped from the bulwarks 
into the flood helow. It was an im- 
potent mond, the mood of a coward, if 
you like, but let those who have been 
similarly tried say if their hearts have 
never failed them. And let those who 
have never borne the stress of misfor- 
tune beware what fate has in store for 
them, and remember that *‘ they jest 
at scars who never felt a wound.” 

I returned to bed by and by, falling 
asleep at length on a resolution to he 

up next morning with the sun. As it 
turned out, IT was astir in advance of 
my time. Just cs the first glimmer of 
dawn flickered on the sea I was starl- 
led by a noise of repes upon the ship's 
sides, a scurrying of feet on the deck 
and a tumult of contending voices in 
shrill confusion all round. Quick as 
thought T tumbBled out of bed, threw 
on my clothes, stuck a brace of re- 
volvers in my belt, grasped my sword 
and bounded up the companionway. 
At the head there was an abrupt and 
uncomfortable stoppage, for no sooner 
did my foot touch deck than a score of 
gleaming seimitars were circling about 
my thioat, preventing the slightest 
chance of defence. 
A throng of swarthy, fierce-eyed, 

vociferating villains pressed and bran- 

dished thelr weapons so truculently 
that I could have sworn to a chilly sen- 
sation of steel in my windpipe, though 
ars yet no one h actually touched 
me. Divining that the rascals were 
Arabs, I demanded in the Arab tongue, 
and in rather gasping accents, what 
this sudden invasion and hostile dis- 
play meant. At this a familiar voice 
called out, “Enlarge thy turban, friend; 
great is the hountifulness of fortune to 
her favourites !” There was a sardonic 
laugh from those whose hlades were 
closest about my neck. Then one who 
seemed to be the leader, pushing a lit- 
tle forward, said, sternly:—'' The ship 
is ours, If thou art in love with thy 
life, surrender; if thou art tired of it, 
resist. Speak yuickly.” 
The logic eof this laconic speech beiug 

perfectly irresistible, I immediately an- 
swered .—* Since I value my life not- 
withstanding the difficulty of preserv- 
ing it, I surrender. Will my friends 
lower their swords, for, to say the 
truth, they cause me an uneasy itch- 
ing.” 

“ When thou hast given up thy wea- 

pong,” s4id the spokesman, curtly. 
“They who do me the honour ot this 

visit belong te a brave and chivalrous 
people,” I rejoined, remembering 
£ sian 1manners, **1 know their his- 
tory, and (he songs of their poets, and 
the valour of thelr deeds I am a 
stranger, alone and at your mercy. 
My arn:e are my sole possession. I 

pray you let me keen them.” 
** May, by Fatima's eyelash, arms in 

thy hands are as poison in the adder’s 
tongues !” eried Abram ben Aden, com- 
ing forward so that I now caught sight 
of hirn. Thru» was a diabolical fire in 
his black eyvs, and his face bore an 
insolent leer of triumph. The look of 
him put all my fear to flight, and in 
its place kindled a sudden and savage 
desire to he revenged. 
“Trat man,” I said, pointing in scorn 

and sanzer at him and forgetting the 
fate th:.t was so imminent; * that man 
has hetrayed me. He has brought you 
here to plunder. Is it not so ?” 
Perhaps it was the unexpected au- 

Jacity of my mien and question that 
made them answer so promptly and 
frankly, but instantly a dozen of them 
called out, “It is so.” 
“1 have taken this viper to my 

preast,” I cried, "and he has stung 
me. Jt is a base thing that stings the 

hand that helps it. By your love of 
vengeance, I charge you to leave him 

to me, Let it be geen this day how 
treachery and ingratitude can be re- 
quited, We two have eaten salt to- 
gether, 1 took him in, giving him of 
my best, and now he clamours for my 
life, It ig hie if he can take it. You 
will grant the prayer of a forsaken 
stranger that no hand but his enemy's 
be raised agalrst him. I trust te your 
honour to see justice between man and 

All this while the Arabs were swear- 
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ing upen deck and pushing and erysh- 

and crariing to see me and catch my 
words. Their lccks encouraged me. 
“The ship is yours,” I went on, still 
more boldly. “I yield it without a 
murn:ar; only let me put my life 

against the life of this son of a dog.” 
“Why do we waste time ?” demand- 

ed Abram ben Aden, vavagely. “I.et 
his infidel throat feel the edge of a he- 
liever’'s sword. Who is he that he 
should bandy words with us ? Off with 

his head, to the sharks with his car- 
cass, and let us to the spoil!” 
“Thy tonguc is too fast for thy wit, 

Abram ben Aden,” said the man whom 
I tonk to be leader. “ He has yielded 
ire ship to ne. He is ready to put his 
life upon thy blade peint if thou will 
grant him a like privilege in return. A 
fair bargain, by the memory of Sikan- 
dar-el-Rumi. Many a time hast thou 
boasted of thy skill with the sword: 
thou lovest revenge as well as any 
man. Here is thy opportunity to show 

thou possessest one and canst take the 

other, What think ye 7?” addressing 

his comrades. ‘Is it not as I say ?” 
“It is as thou sayest,” came quick- 

ly in chorus from the two-score eager 

men. 
Judging it best to take prompt ad- 

vantage of this change of sentiment 
in my favour, I strode forward, and 
before he could raise a finger to pre- 

vent :me caught Abram ben Aden firm- 
ly by the beard. 

“ Last night we at salt together,” I 

gaid. “It was the vow of friendship. 
To-day I spit in thy vile face. It is 
the vow of eternal enmity,” and suit- 
ing the action to the word I spat full 
in his face. It is the greatest affront 
you can offer an Arab, or indeed to 
any man of the Moslem faith. 

* Thou shalt rue it!” he shouted, 
stamping with rage, while he wiped his 
face. ‘‘ By the holy prophet, thou shalt 
rue it! Mark me, son of an infidel 
dog, my sword will slake its thirst in 
thy hlood. I will hew thee in pieces. 

T will scatter thee to the winds, so 
that no man can gather the frag- 
mente.” 
In an instant I was back, with my 

sword drawn ready for the attack. 
“Thou hast there the sword I gave 

thee,” 1 said. “Crown thy baseness 
and scatter me.” 

“Thou art a fall !”” he hissed. ‘ There 
are better things than letting the 
blcod out of thy foul Christian body. 
[I will take revenge for this defile- 
ment; yea, revenge that will not so 

much as leave thy name among men, 
but not now.” 

‘““ Hear how a coward can 
I said to the crowd. “ But 
rcem. Either he takes his 
new, or I take mine.” 

“Yea, leave them room!” rose on 
all sides, and the mass pushed back, 
making a vacant space in the mid- 
dle. On the one side stood Agpram 
ben Aden, his lean dark face like a 
flend’s, and his fingers nervously 
clutching the handle of his sword. On 
the other was I, motionless, deadly 
white, I am sure, but with a fixed de- 
termination to die or have vengeance. 
I was perfectly calm, probably be- 
cause the hazard was so desperate. 
The gaze of all those alien eyes was 
as nothing; as nothing, too, was the 
chance of being killed. Thought and 
purpose and feeling were concentrated 
on the man opposite. 

I made a movement forward, and 
Abram ben Aden tried to squeeze 
back, saving it was of more conse- 
auence to secure the booty than to 
turn aside to put a toad out of ex- 
irtence. But the circular human wall 
was solid, and he could not get away. 
As he struggled ignominiously I ad- 
vanced and struck him on the chieek 
with the flat of my sword. 
“If there be aught else | can do to 

affront thee,” 1 said, “ name it.” 
He glared madly as 1 stepped back 

a little; then, thinking to rush in and 
end the encounter at a blow, he 
srrang upon me with the headlong 

speak,” 
give us 
revenge 

3 

He sprang upon me with the headlong 
nf - of a tiger. 

ferocity of a tiger. But he had mis- 
calculated. Swerving slightly to the 
side, I caught his blade on mine, and 
the sharp, fell ringing of steel an- 
nounced to the remotest of the specta- 
tors that two men were fighting for 
their lives. 

he cfowd preserved complete sil- 
ence, showing no disposition to inter- 
fere. There was no commotion; the 
drama of death went on without a 
sound save what was made by the 
whistling, clashing swords of the com- 
batants, for, the Arabs heing unde- 
monstrative, take the sight of blood 
and the issues of life and death with- 
out excitement or horror or pity. 

I have no recollection of the par- 
ticulars of the fight. I only know 
that for my part I went at it with 
a single, simple purpose, that I had 
ro thought of fancy swordsmanship, 
nor indeed of anything else save not 
to yield while I could draw breath. 
My opponent had the first blocd. BY 

some accident or clumsiness on my 
part his sword in glancing off mine 
struck my shoulder, peeling it. But 
the wound, though it bled freely, was 
8 flea bite, and if it had any effect 
dr all it was to spur me on. 1 pressed 
hard, forcing my antagonist back inch 
by inch to larboard, the crowd giv- 
Ing way in that direction. 
He fought like a beast of prey, but 

in spite of his fury, or perhaps be- 
cause of it, I kept pushing him stead- 
ily before me till at last his heel was 
against the veseel's side. Finding 
htms#lf at the wall, he uttered a great 
oath, the filret word he had spoken 
sin we engaged, and plied his 
wedpon with such swiftness and force 
that it was a marvel 1 escaped being 
slain on the spot. No doubt it was 
my reckless calm that saved me. At 
any rate, by driviag in and slashing 
and guarding and thrusting as if I 
rad the eyés of Argus and the hands 
of Briaseus I was able to maintain 
my ground; nay, was able to keep his 
back glued to the brig's side. 
Blood flowed pretty freely on both 

sides, yet the sight of it did not re- 
lax my resolution, if resolution it can 
be called, which was a blind decision to 
have my sword in my opponent's vitals 
or his in mine. One of us two mutt 
dle, That was the fell verdict. So 
we fought not to show our seience, 
but er men fight who are bent oa killing 
each other in the shortest possible 
space of time. I had but to look into 
his eres to see the fate Intended for 
me. and I daresay he looker into mine 
and read with egual clearness that 
meant for him. 
Trcre was no device known to either 

of us—and Abram ben Aden must have 
cursed himself for my dexterity—to 
whieh we did not resort. Yet the ad- 
vantage hung in the balance. Terrific 
as the blades rang and glanced, they 
somehow failed to find their point on 
either side. 
The breathing was becoming hard 

an] faust, and there was some risk we 
might be deprived cf the satisfaction 
for which both of us panted by our 
very eagerness and violence in trying 
to get it. That some such thought 
must have flashed across Abram ben 
Aden’'s mind was quickly made mani- 
fest by the manoeuvring Blowing 
and staggering, as if in the last stage 
of exhaustion, he suddenly swerved, 
apparently with the intention of flight, 
at the same time making a very feable 
defence. 
The ruse nearly gave him my life. 

For an instant I thought I had him, 
and my whole being thrilled with un- 
holy glee. But the light in his eyes 
and my knowledge of his crafty ways 

speedily put me on my guard again, 
and restrained my ill-timed exulta- 
tion. Well for me that they did. 
Scarcely had I recovered myself when 
Abram ben Aden, with a great roar 
and strokes that fell ike lightning, 
charged upon me, pushing me back 
and nearly running in under my 
sword. But hw: had delayed the onset 
ust a second too long. Had he made 
is rush immediately on the heels of 

his retreat, I had been a dead man, 
But he took too much pains to mis- 
Jead me, Deception had o'erleaped it- 
scl and open=d my eyes, 

To be Continued. 

LOCK, LOOK! 
The Subscriber is prepare to furnish Sashes aud 

Frames and Doors and Frames, any size and any 
quantity at lowest prices for spring delivery, Call 
on, or address 

R A, RUSSELL 

Black Brook, Chatham, N, B. 
4. 28, 08, 

HATHAM, 

“yo - 3 
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NEW BRUNSWICK. MARCH 31. 

Miramichi Foundry, 

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS, 
CHATHAM, N. B. 

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, * - - 

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery of all kinds; 
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete. 

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES, CAST- 
INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS, 

CAN DIES. 
IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS 

OF ALL KINDS. 

PROPRIETOR 

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION 

Histablished 1866. 
DUNLAP COOKE & CO. 
MERCHANT TPILORS, 

ec A.IN D— 

Dunlap Bros. & Co. 
AMHERST, N. 8S. 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO. AMHERST. 
AMHERST, N. S. N. S. 

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inclnding all the different makes suitable for 
fine tra.‘e. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing from 
kis establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples will convince you that 
he prices are right. 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE. 
Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated 

WEATHER AND WATERPROOF, 
THE BEST EVER MADE, 

Scheol Blackboard Paint. 
Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing. 
Graining Colors, all kinds. 
Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades. 
Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint. 
Stains. Walnut, Oak Cherry, Mahogany, Rose wood, Floor Paints 

Weather and Waterproof. 
Kalsomine all shades. 
7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure. 
1 “ Turpentine. 
100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints. 
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil. 
Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
10 Kegs, 100 lbs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
Paint and White Wash Brushes. 
VarNnisHES, Elastic Oak, Carriage, 

Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers. 
Joiners’ and Machinests’ I'ools, a speciality. 
Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges ete. 
Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps. 
75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper. 
75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg. 
30 Boxes Window Glass. 
20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg, 15 Boxes Horse Nails $3.00 box. 
10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 lbs, 
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones 

Grindstone Fixtures. 
WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES 

WRINGERS $2.50, DAISY CHURNS $3.75. 

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Screen Doors, Window 
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter 
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steeiyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder 
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium 
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns. 

Barber's Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeon 8 

Violins, Bows and Fixings. 

FARMING TOOLS. ALL KINDS 
Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads, $3.00. 

“ " Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers. 
My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and 

too numerous to mention. A 
All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by calling, 

on me, as they will find my prices away down oelow the lowest; 
prove this by calling. J. R. GOGGIN. 

JUST OPENING. 
)( 

Copal, Demar, Furniture 

Just OPENING 

Boor AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY, 

Scorch AND CANADIAN TWEEDS, 

Newest MAKES IN DRESS GOODS, 

Orcroras, HEARTH RUGS & DOORMATS, 

Woor, BRUSSELS & TAPESTRY CARPETS, 

Brack & COLORED CASHMERES & MERINOS, 

A RT MUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS, 

Lace CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES, 

Liacss, RIBBONS & HAMBURCGS, 

SiLks IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAH, & 

Worsted Coatings, 

Black and Blue Serge Suitings, 

White and Regatta Shirts, 

Ties, Collars, Hosiery 

Silk and Linen Handk'fs, 

Hats, & Caps, Etc. 

ALSO AFULL & COMPLETE LINE OF 

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS. 

J. B. SNOWBALL 

i + | a ——— — —— 

1898. 

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS. 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852 

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing. 
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being 

noted throughout the country. 
All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Send for estimates before ordering eliewhere. 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

JAS. G. MILLER. 

ASKFOR : 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 
AND TAKE NO OTHERS. _. 

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Feoight Allowance made op 
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

KZRR & ROBERTEON, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.— IN Stock AND I'o ArrIVE 100 Dozen K. & R. AXEs. 

The uandermentioned advantases are clained for MacKenzie's 
spectacles. 

Ist —That from che peculiar e nstenetion of the glisses they ASSIST 
and “RESERVE the <i Jab renters og fr - je .t chan zes aun:cessary, 

2ud—Tlhat they coffer a vriivaicy ind distinet ess of vision, with 
an amount of LasgE an il COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 

wearers, 
3rd—l'hat the material fran whieh the Lenses are ground is manu- 

factnred especially tor optic purposes, by JR. CHARLES BArDOU’S 

1nproved patent w:chod, ang 1s PURE, {1ARD AND BRILLIANT and not 
liable to become serarched. 

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver 
or Steel, are of the finest quality an! finish, and guaranteed parfect in 
every respect. 

The long evenin fs are here aol you will want a pair of good glassi 
so come to the Medical Hali and be properly fitted or no charge. 

J Dh. BF. MACKENZIE. 
Chatham N. B., Sept 24, 1895 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B 

THE LEADING PRINTED 
NORTH SHOR + EVERY WEDNESDAY 
NEWSPAPER. EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. 
D. G. SMITH. :DITOR & PROPRIETOR 

TT BE  eadEREE SS 

JUB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES” BLLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES, 

BILLS OF SALE DRAFTS, 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES.- - 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running Hquipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing office in 
the Province 

The only Job-Printing office out- 
side of =t. John that was awarded 
both 5 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 

DOMINION AND CeNTExN IAL EXHIBITION 

AT ST JOHN IN 1883 - 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

Following are our rrices ior 
Attended too. 
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Cyeing. Jrdeis Promptly 

Satisf ction Guaranteed. 

PRICH LIST. 
DYED CLEANSED 

BE eee Se $2.25 SERN. aie a $1.50 
Cage ane 75 PER: ian 50 
RRR RE 50 BREE : haa a 26 
LL RENE 1.50 EE a 75 
UNDERCOATE, :.  ...... 1,00 CVRD... 1.25 

LADIES’ WEAR. 

DORE ET aE a $1.50 
DEES DEED BPE .ccove. oo oabease hE NOE 1.25 
CE Ee Ry CR ee CTR SE 1.00 
CT Te WE EERE ON Celta i 75 
WANE WEE. WHEE. ~~  caisee.  ilhera Hoow I 50 NORE DUR IR. © overt i atin as 25 
SHAWLS te: SOR aa RE 50c, te 1.00 
CLOUDS, Soe MEARE yy TEL Sens aR 2e¢, to 40 
CT TR Mee PN EE PT TR 0c, to 60 
GRE DE. wien eanar Me Ros $1.00 to 2.00 
SACQUES, RE NS Al i HS 50¢c, to 1.00 
DE RE. EF 8 agin ne TEE TET EA 10 
WINDOW CURTAINS, pec yard .. RTRs SR 20 
FEATHERS DYED i ik Baie 25¢, to 75 
FEATHERS, CLEARSED,  ...... w.6. 156¢, to ® 

GOODS - CALLED FOR - AND - DELIVERED: 

oT .


