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(ConTiNUED FroM TENTH PAGE.) pir? s mystery as at first, until the girl began to

trouble about me.

‘Some day I will repay you for what you
have done,” he muttered. ‘For now’—he
took her in bis arms, and kissed her pas-
sionately— ‘that will prevent your forget-
ting me.’

She laughed again as she freed herself,
not at all displeased with bis preliminary
expression of gratitude, though she said—

‘You are presumptuous, cousin. But go
—go—go !

‘You care P You wish me to escape ¥’
He approached her agamn, daringly.
‘There is no mirror here; let me look
closely into your eyes once more thatI
may see how 1 appear in my disguise.’

Southern blood 1s soon fired.

This time Zebra returned his embrace,
and gave him kiss for kiss before she push-
ed him from her.

I will return later; I cannot lose you,’
he murmured. ‘Or will you seek me at
the cottage.

‘Neither,’ said she. It will not be safe
for you to return. I shall not wait for
you As for my mother’s cottage, I am
torbidden to enter. She disowns me for

referring wealth and the pleasures of the

nglish aristocrats to my old life with her.’

‘Well, I shall see you again—there, or
elsewhere. You cannot escape me, even
if you would, Farewell for the present.
I shall never forget what you have done
for me.’

A moment later Zebra Beaudesert was
alone in the shed, her heart beating quick-
ly with passionate love of her handsome
convict cousin.

She little thought her reckless action in

belping him te escape from the punish-
ment he had so well-earned would end
tragically for herself.

CHAPTER VL

‘Here he is, taking a quiet afternoon
nap, I declare, as it he was a gentleman of
leisure ! Up with you, Number Nine-
hundred-and fifty ! Hul loa I’

The speaker’s kick made Zsbra spring
to her feet with a cry of pain.

She had been shamming sleep as she lay
amongst the bushes, listening tor the foot-
steps she knew must come sooner or later.

Her eyes looked heavy, and tears linger
ed in them—tears artificially produced.

She had lain there long enough to realize
the strength ot her sudden love for her
convict cousin, and the knowledge taught
her that he must be saved at all costs.

So when she heard his pursuers ap-
proaching, she torced tears into her eyes,
and simulated timidity and an outraged
sense of modesty at being discovered in
masculine attire by these very naturally
astonished men.

Her story sounded fairly plausible, even
in their ears.

‘] am the Lady Zeba Beaubesert, sister
to Lord Darkhaven,’ she begsn trembling-
ly, when they asked for an explanation of
her extraordinary attire. ‘I was strolling
along the common, when I was startled
by seeing a man in this dress appear above
the bushes. He called to me, but I turned
away and began to retrace my steps. He
ran atter me, and said I must help him, or
he would kill me. He made me go into

that shed yonder and change clothes with
bim, and then he hurried off in the direct-
ion of the Demon’s Pool. I felt so asham-
ed of myself in these things that I could
not walk home, so I lay down amongst the
bushes to wait until it was dark.’

The men listened respectfully enough,
but not entirely without suspicion.

‘Would you mind going with us down
to house yonder, so that his lordship may
identify P’ asked one.

‘] certainly object to move a step in
these clothes,” she replied. ‘You may
fetch the earl, it you like, or Mr. Beaude-
sert, my uncle.’

‘The young lady sounds all right,’ said
the other man, in & undertone.

‘She bas a foreign accent and a
toreign look,’ responded the first ; aloud,
he said to Zebra: ‘It isn’t much to
do—walking balt & mile in those things
after sharing a dressing-room with
an escaped convict, even it he did happen
to be a tellow countrymen.’

She flushed at the implied insult, then
grew icily haughty.

‘The man certainly was Spanish, and as
I am half a Spaniard myself, I sympathised
with him on that account. But, convict
though be might bave been, he behaved
like a gentleman. As to the dressing room
it you will take the trouble to examine
yonder shed, you will understand that it
was possible lor me to take off my dress
and assume this garb with less hesitation
than I feel at the thought of walking home
in it in broad daylight.’

Signing to his companion to keep guard
over her, the man who bad last spoken
went on to the shed, and presently return-

ed.

*What is the meaning of this P asked a
fresh voice.

Beaudesert had come on theascene by
way of the path up the cliff.

He bad strolled down to the beach on
being lett to himselt, and was returning.

Zebra ran to him with a cry of relief.

What good angel sent you this way just
as I wanted you so badly, Uncle Serge P
Do tell these men who I am, and get them
to leave me alone. I'll explain afterwards.’

Serge Beaudesert’s straight brows went
up considerably as he repled.

‘A little explanation would not be out
of the way to begin with, I am thinking;
but, as these good fellows are possibly in a
hurry, I may as well olaim you as my niece
the Lady Zebra Beaudesert, sister to the
Earl of Darkbaven.’ :

*Thank you, sir; it's all right, of course.
We couldn’t belp seeing that the young
lady is a lady.’

“Then you must have better eyesight
than mine,’ said Serge drily. ‘To my mind
she looks a disreputable young man 1n
convict attire, with & woman’s wig en by
way of disguise.’

‘By George! that never occurred to either

.of us; but you recognize her, you say,

‘I do say so; but how are you to know
that I am really Lord Darknaven's uacle?
Perhaps, my dear niece, it you were to let
down your hair, it might prove the simplest
way out of the difficulty.’

With one of her own daring laughs,
Zebra complied.

Down tumbled her black bair over her
shoulders and below her waist.

‘That’s no wig,’ said the spokesman
warden. ‘I beg your pardon, my lady,
for seeming to doubt; but the gentleman
would have his joke at our expense, and
we drink in suspicion with the very air we
breathe. Come on, Moore, we are only
losing time. Which way did your lady-
ship say?

‘He went towards the Demon’s Pool;
over there, you know.’

Zebra stood with her back to bher
mother’s cottage, pointing in the opposite
direction, and the wardens promptly de-
parted.

When uncle and neice stood alone on
the commonu, the former ssid musingly—

‘(Quite sure he went that way, Zebra?
The cottage would have been handier, I
should have thought, for Mercedes
Calzado’s nephew.’

‘Uncle Serge! How did you——7"'

‘How did I recognise him? Well, part-
ly by his likeness to his father—whom I
remember with good reason— and partly
by his apparel. I confess it was the sight
of your trock covering long-stridiog
legs, evidently masculine in action,
and the sight of a hat resembling the
one you had gone out in, covering a very
closely cropped head, that drew my at-
tention to him. He was mounting the
steps by the churchyard, and I waited at
the top to let him pass me, which he ap-
peared reiuctant to do, until your mother,
with whom | had been baving a little chat
concerning Emilio, exclaimed, in mingled
fear and reliet—

««Jose! Rash boy! What folly is
this ?°

“The young wolf in sheep’s clothing
looked sskant at me but made no
reply. Whereupon I informed him that I
recognized his borrowed plumes as being
the iawtul property of my niece, and de-
manded to know what he had done with
yourself. Mercedes gave him a hint that
be might venture on the truth, and so I
learnt his story,also where to look for you
Truly, the Beaudeserts of this generation
have much to be thankful for.

The present Earl of Darkbaven had for
grandfather & sea robber—a man on a par
with a clever burglar, who is not above
using violence on occasion; and for first
cousin he bas the burglar himself, a man
convicted ot robbery with violence. There
is one thing, the Calzados have plenty of
brains. Even as the father escaped the
due of justice over a dozen years ago, 50
now the son has contrived to effect his re-
lease from a convict prison after only a few
weeks’ residence there.’

*You will let him go, Uncle Serge ?’

“Yes. He will probably remain with
his aunt until he sees &n opportunity of
joining some of his seafaring brethern, who
are cruising about the coast just now,
seeking whom he may devour.’

‘You are very good, Uncle Serge.’

‘We entered into a compact this
afternoon, my dear Zebra. This is my
first move in what promises to
be an interesting game. Don’t for-
get that you owe me a good turn when the
time comes. Here is Mrs. Hanlan with a
dust cloak, which will serve to cover your
inartistic garments, and a hat to cover
your very beautiful hair. You need not
be afraid to trust Mrs. Hanlan; she knows
Jose Calzado’s story, and your share in it.

‘It strikes me she knows everything,’
said Zebra.

Mona surveyed her with an amused and
appreciative smile.

‘You would make a capital boy if you
would part with your bhair, she said.
‘Rather a novel idea for a fancy dress!

‘Precisely my own opinion,’ returned
Zebra, coolly. ‘Thank you. Mrs. Hanlan,
for coming to my rescue with wrap. I am
getting awfully hungry, and I shall be
glad to get back and put on something
cooler ; these things are too warm for any-
thing.’

As tar as Beaudesert and Mona knew
the Jose Calzado incident had ended when
Zebra appeared at dinner in & more than
usually elaborate get-up, as though to
mark the contrast between the immediate
present and the immediate past in the mat-
ter of appearance.

But the cousins found opportunities of
meeting, and of exchanging vows of love
and fidelity, which led to an occurrence
undreamed of by anyone.

Nesrly a month had passed since Mona
Hanlan took up her abode at Darkhaven.

She was conscious of being keenly watch
ed by the woman who lived her solitary
lite in the cottage above the old church-
yard ; though Mercedes, Countess of Dark-
haven —for such sheis in very truth,though
she neither claimed the title, nor was it
ever given to her—took care not to cross
her path willingly.

Beaudesert watched her, too, every bit
as keenly, and more openly.

Mona felt his constant guardianship,
but neither of them made any reference to
it.

No further news had come from Tony,
and his young wife was preparing herself
for one of two things, either of which must
come as a shock.

One was that she would hear of his
death; the other, that he would appear
suddenly one day to claim her.

The suspense was beginning to tell on
ber ; she was losing her pretty color, and
growing thinner.

Beaudesert saw the change; but though
his heart ached for her evident anxiety, he
dare not trust himself to speak of it.

In return for the close watching to
which she felt herself subjected to by Em-
ilio’s mother, Mona stood guard at her
bedroom window night after night, on the
lookout tor the occasional nocturnal inter-
views between Mercedes and her son.

The reason for them remained as great

suspect that the weman’s refusal to enter
the castie was confined only to the day
time. At night she evidently condescend-
ed to visit Emilio in bis own apartments.

Yet why should this be ? It was indeed
a mystery.

CHAPTER VII.

One night, towards the end of August,
Mona thoroughly woke berself up by the
length of tbe vigil she kept.

Emilio bad admitted his mother by the
way of the courtyard, that being the only
means of approach to tbe inner grounds
and to the castle iteelf.

An hour later Mercedes left agan, the
young earl accompanying her.

Mona waited five minutes—ten—a quar-
ter of an hour, and still he did not return.

She was about to abandon her watch,
thinking he might purpose passing what
remained of the night at the cottage, when
she caught sight of two forms coming
through the arch.

A lasmp shed a feeble light on the old
gateway, so that, even on so dark a night
as this, it was impossible for anyone to
enter unperceived, should a wakeful eye
inside the castle happen to be watching
the entrance at that moment.

Mona wondered to whom the figures
might belong.

Both were men—she had been able to
see so much—and neither was Lord Dark-
haven, for both were too tall.

She stood awhile, pondering the possible
nature of their errand, also whether it
would be as well to find her way to Serge
Beaudesert’s room and wake him.

Second thoughts—to be soon bitterly
regretted—prompted her to go down, first
to the little postern door which she had
long sgo ascertained to be the mode of
entrance into the castle used by Emilio and
his mother at night.

If the careless couple bad left this un-
fastened anyone might get in who chanced
to know of the existence and situation of
the door.

Mona knew her way, by this time' all
over the inhabited portions of the grand
old building, and she had no fesr of the
darkness.

Silently but swittly she went downstairs
and through the passages which led to the
goal.

But, as she approached it she stopped
suddenly, for she heard voices, low and
guarded, but clearly audible.

They spoke in Spanish.

Monas had accepted Emilio’s eager offer
to instruct her in what he persisted in call-
ing his native tongue, and as she had a
natural aptitude for acquiring languages,
she was able to make out something of
what was now being said.

*Too early.’

That was clear enough ; then again:

‘Half an hour or more.’

Then something she could not make
out.

She was on the point of retreating, with
the intention ot arousing Beaudesert, when
one of the men sent the searching light of
& bull’'s eye lantern up the passage where
she stood.

An exclamation of surprise from both
reached her as she turned to fly.

She was quickly overtaken, and, before
she could cry out, a cloth smelling of
chloroform was thrown over her head, and
after one or two faint struggles, she re-
membered no more.

Beaudesert was the first to miss her in
the morning.

She was always down early, and when
he got downstairs, a few minutes later than
usual, he was surprised to find ber absent.

Lady Darkbhaven entered the breakfast-
room at her accustomed time, quickly
followed by Zsebra, who had been in the
grounds, and appeared unlike herself.

‘What & wonder for Mrs. Hanlan to be
late!’ observed the countess.

It did not occur to either to comment on
Emilio’s absence ; he rarely condescended
to get up in time for breakfast with the
rest.

‘It is, indeed, s wonder!’ assented Beau-
desert, feeling vaguely uneasy. ‘Perbaps
she is not well.”

The countess immediately dispatched
one of the maids tc Monas's room.

The girl came back, looking rather
scared.

‘Mrs. Hanlan is not in her room,
m’'lady ; and her bed has not been slept
in.

Beaudesert started to his feet, his face
white to the lips.

An exclamation escaped him, heard only
by Zebra.

‘The young devil !’

He rushed from the room, and she
followed, calling to him—

‘Uncle! Uncle Serge! It is not what
you think! Emilio bas done nothing.’

He wheeled rourd snd faced her, his
features set in their sternest mould, his
eyes blazing.

‘What then?’

Zebra’s mood bad wholly changed in the
last two minutes.

She was now radiant and joyous.

*She has been carried off instead of my-
self. It has been a mistake! Jose said he
should send two ot his father’s crew to the
postern door at one o’clock this morning.
I,was to meet them there and be carried off
to sea. I was punctual in keeping the
appointment, but the men did not comes
and I thought he had fooled me. Mr.
Hanlan must bave seen them somehow,
and have got carried off instead.’
‘But—good heavens!— you don’t expect
me to find comfort in the thought that she
is in the power of & lot of as umscrupulous
villains as ever sail-d the seas?

*Jose is there, Uncle Serge; he would
not hear of any harm being done her. They
will probably put her ashore somewhere
near. She will turn up all right, you'll
see.

‘I wish I could‘think so.' Then a
thought struck him, ‘But bow did those
ruffisns get tbrough the courtyard ?

Zebra smiled, and cast down ber black

eyes.

‘I am afraid Ewilio is a little to blame,
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after all,’ she ssid demurely *‘He is s0
careless. He spent the night at the cottage,
you know—he told me he should—and
he must have forgotten to lock the gates
behind him.’

Something that was not a blessing came
through Beaudesert’s clenched teeth.

For a moment he stood irresolute,visibly
chafing at his impotence, and plainly giv
ing no thought to his niece’s interrupted
elopement.

Inwardly congratulsating herselt on this
fact, Zebra ventured on a suggestion.

‘The Santa Eulalia may be still in the
bay, waiting for a chance to put Mrs.
Hanlan ashore.’

That was enough for Beaudesert.

He made for the stairs leading to the ob-
servatory, where an excellent telescope
was kept.

A single glance sufficed to show him the
all-too-familiar evil looking vessel drifting
with the tide down Cbannel; no smoke
came from the funnel, so she was evidently
awaiting somebody or sometbing.

Beaudesert’s yacht, White Witch, was
in the little harbour, ready to put out to
sea at any moment ; there were few days in
the week when Beaudesert did not cruise
about for an hour or so.

Laughing softly, Zsbra returned to the
breaktast-room and told her grandmother
that Uncle Serge bad gone out to look tor
Mrs. Hanlan.

The countess sat with her back to the
window ; but Zebra saw the yacht leave
the harbour.

Beaudesert had,himself, taken the helm.

He steered straight for the Santa Eula-
lia, and rejoiced as much as he wondered,
when she made no attempt to get away.

But suddenly bis heart gave a throb and
then seemed to stop beating.

The possibility of Mona not being on
ll:oard the Santa Eulalia bad occurred to

im.

What if she should be needing him on
land somewhere ?

What if he were only wasting time in
seeking her on the seas P

The evident indifference of the Calzados
and their crew to his approach almost de-
cided bim to return to the harbor.

But just then something happened that
made bim more than ever desirous of
steaming ahead.

A boat, with two persons in it, put out
from the schooner, and Besudesert’s heart
gave another wild throb as he saw that one
of these was a woman, and that she was
waving her handkerchief towards the yacht.

The White Witch slowed down to allow
of the boat coming alongside.

Its occupants were soon recognizable as
Mona and Jose Calzado.

An eager, anxious expression mingled
with the thankiulness in Beaudesert’s face
as his eyes met those of the woman he lov-
ed so madly and so hopelesely.

She smiled reassuringly as she called up
to him—

‘Did you think I had eloped, Mr. Beau-
desert ? Please believe that it was a mis-
take.’

‘I know it was.’ he answered. ‘It was
my niece whom Senor Calzado does us the
honor ot wishing to carry off.’

‘He means to have her too,” declared
Jose, with a flash of his black eyes. ‘Now
Mrs. Hanlan, I will wish you good morn-
ing, with many thanks for your charming
company. ‘You will remember your
promise ?’

‘Yes ; also its proviso,” replied Mons,
giving bim her hand in farewell.

Raieing his voice he said to Beandesert—

‘I thought it as well to come and meet
you before you got within firing distance
of our little cratt. Our guns are small
and do not carry far, but our crew are
rather given to practice without waiting
for permission.’

+(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Siavery as it Exists in Northern Parts of
Eastern giberia,

The Russian News of St. Petersburg
publishes an account of the Siberian traffic
in human beings, sent by a correspondent
ic Yakutsk, the most important town on
the Lower Lena river. He describes the
pitiful conditions in these northern districts
and saye they are responsible for the sell-
ing of children into slavery.

Three classes of people live there, Rus-
sian officials and merchants, Russian peas-
ants and Yakut natives. It is the Yakuts
who have the children to sell. The Rus-
sian peasants buy them and sell them at a
good profit to the officials and merchants.
The Russian peasants are not living in
those bleak and unhospitable regions of
their own choice. They were sent into
exile from their native homes in Russia,
some for crimes and others for political

districts of Werchojsnsk, Kolymsk and
Yakutsk, the most northern parts of Siberia
mhabited by the white race. It is winter
in these districts for nine months in the
vear, and we have little idea of the severity
of this long winter season and the misery it
brings upon the poverty-stricken Russian
peasants and the Yakuts.

In the district ot Werchojansk is situated
the pole of greatest cold in the northern
bemisphere ; in other words, the records
of extremest cold show a littie lower
temperature than has ever been observed
by Arctic explorers.

And yet in the briet summer season the
Russians and Yakuts ripen a few vege
tables and cut a little hay tor the miserable
cattle that are kept in that far away land.
The mini' g industry is not important, and
about the only interest that keeps white
men there is the collecting of skins and
furs and the trade with the natives who
live nearer the Arctic ocean and exchange
& good many skins for European commod-
ities. The poor white residents and
Yakuts also engage in fishing.

In the best of years they earn but a
scanty subsistence; but their misery is
great indeed when their meagre crops fail.
Then starvation stares them in the face.
At such times the Yakuts often beg from
door to door in the little towns or take to
robbery. At such times also the father of
the family will sell his children to the Rus-
sian peasants, his nearest white neighbors,
if he has any to sell, The price is a mere
pittance, varying between $2 and $25.

The well-te-do Russians of the official
or merchant class are the final pur-
chasers of the children. They pay the
middlemen who buy the children from the
Yalout tamilies about one-third more than
the Yakuts receive for them. The
children are purchased to be servants.

Such sales are against the law and are
made secretly. When the children reach
their majority they are free. They can no
longer beheld in restrain; nevertheless,
they are slaves in their younger years.

It is not to be wondered that the Yaku
population hate the whites who dominate

over them. They know that most of the
white population are conaicts sent out of
their country for their country’s good ; and
they see in the better class of Russians
only slave-holding officials and merchants.
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