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By CHAS. HAMILTON.

CHAPTER 1.
THE SLAVER AND THE CRUISER.

¢ We shall have to run into the Salvas creek, Carlos.”

The above words were ctiered by the captain of a small
brigantine, which, running before a light breeze, was approach-
ing the African coast opposite Prince’s Island, The captain
stood beside the helmsman, and his eyes were fixed upon the
huge white sails of a vessel that was following in his wake,
The vessel was a twenty-four gun frigate, and the British
ensign at her peak showed her nationality. She was less than
a mile from the brigantine, which was making its way towards
the hazy blue line that marked the coast. The decks of the
little vessel were crowded with men clad in the duck trousers,
loose cotton shirts, and broad-brimmed hats universally worn
by the sailors of the Gulf of Guinea. The brigantine’s crew
numbered forty—a large number for a craft of her size, had
she besn engaged in a peaceful traffic. Bub the calling of the
““Seabird” was by no means

of courage, did not like to run the gauntlet of the frigate’s
cannous, *

“We are holding our own,” replied the slaver captain. “I1
reckon none of the cruisers in these waters can show a faster
pair of heels than my brigantine. Keep her befors the wind,
Carlos.” 5

“ Ay’ Bil‘x”

The “ Seabird " skimmed over the sunny waves with the spesd
and elegance of a huge albatross, now rising on the summit of
a roller, now plunging her bows through the waves, leaving &
long line of white foam in her wake. Every sail was set, from
the main to the studding and sky saile, and every stitch of canvas
was drawing in the stiff breeze.

. On the deck the sailors were bard at work, doing everything
in their power to increase the speed of the vessel. Some were
wetting.the sails with buckets of sea-water, to make them draw
the moré; others were reeving braces to take the strain off *he

pacifie, for she was a slaver,
and was now on her way to
the Salvas River to take in
her eargo of ¢ black ivory.”
Whilst crossing the Gul of
Guinea, the brigantine had
been sighted and pursued by
the British cruiger, and her
commander—Rodrigo Vincent
—asvare that if he was over-
taken the fittings of his vessel
would betray her occupation,
had put the **Seabird ” befors
the wind, and was in hopes of

reaching the Salvas River be-

fore the frigate could overhaul
him.

““ Once inside the sandbanks
of the Salvas, and this John
Bull will have to give up the
chase, Carlos,” the captain
said, addressing the man ab
the wheel ;"*“s0 head her in
that direction.”

““The cruiser will send her
boats up the river, captain,”
said Ricardo Leon, the first
mate of the *‘Seabird.”

“The stockade will secure
us from her hoats,” replied the
clever captain; **and when we
have taken in our ‘ passengers,’
there is another creck by which
we can return to the ocean,
while the Englishman is wait-
ing for us at the mouth of the

“That is true, Captain
Vincent,” observed Carlos.
“If wo can reach the river
before the cruiser takes us.
There -goes a gun from the
frigate,” -

As the steersman spoke, a
report reverberated over the
broad expanse of sunlit water,
a puff of smoke issued from
the bowsof the frigate, and a
roundshot fell into the sea a
few yards astern of the flying
brigantine.

“That i3 a hint to round
to,” obssrved Captain Vin-
cent, with a smile of disdain,
¢ But they shall blow me out
of the water before I surren- -

till five miles to the
‘mouth of the ga‘lms,"f said
Ricardo Leop;, who, not being

A pig of lead, hurled by one of the slavers, stove in the boat :
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wainmagt, which was groaning under the force of the wind,
which bellied out each sail te itg full extent. .

Aboard the British cruiser equal activity wes visible. 'The
bluejackets—numerous but orderly—were at their stations, and
the chief gunner and his mates were reloading the bow-chaser
which had sent the ball after the slaver. The caplain stood
with his firet lieutenant on the quarter-deck, and on the lee side
stood & group of petty officers. One of these—a midshipman
of about nineteen—~was regarding the fleeing brigantine through
& glags. This midshipman was named Edward Harringion. He
was a well-built, broad-chested young fellow, tall and agils, and
Ris fave was handsome and manly.

Te was one peculiarity noticeable about his ccuntenance—
it wore an expression of thoughtful melancholy, which rarely
left it. He did not join with his companions in their merry
snticipations of an approaching scrimmage, but kept his eyes
fixed on the slaver with an intense gaze.

“"Well, Harrington,” said one of the other recfors—a merry-
faced lad of seventeen, named Tom Williams—as Hdward
lowsred his telescope at last, with & sigh, “ what can you see
shoard the brigantine” :

“He thinke there are some sable young iadies aboard, and
be is gmitten in anticipation,” laughed snother middy. “I
declare Herrington hasn’t had his oyes off that vessel since we
firet sighted her, two hours agol”

“T wanted to see if someone I know i on board,” cxplained
Harrington.

“ Why, who on earth do you expect to see aboard a slaver ik

“The man who cut oub the *Seabird’ at Fernando Po,”
replied Edward. “‘ That brigantine is the ‘ Seabird.” I am oor-
tain of it.” .

“What was the name of the fellow " agked fTom Williams.

“I do not know; but he is a Spaniard. 1 got a description
of him from aman who escaped after the fight.”

The affair to which the midshipman alluded was the cutting
out of the brigantine in the harbour of the island of Fernando

The “ Seabird ” had been tender to the frigate “ Aspasia,”
and was commanded by Lieutenant Harrington, Edward’s
father. Captain Vincent had, with a baid of desperadoes,
surprised the brigantine in the night, and succeeded in getting
off with her. ‘The Xnglish crew had been cut to pieces by the
overwhelming nuinbers of the outlaws, who were four to one,
and who had made the attack while most of the Enpglishmen
were in their hammoceks. The few who escaped had flung them-
gelves into the water and swum ashore.

Of his father young Har ton never hesrd after the night
of the cutiing out. Whether he had perished in the conflict,
whether he had tried to swim aghore and had fallen a prey to
the sharks, or whether he was a prisoner in the hands of the
robbers, Bdward did.not know.

The “ Aspasia’ had been under oing repairs at the island
during the outrage, and immediate y the work was completed
she had eniled in search of the purloined vessel, but without
success so far. ; )

Redrigo Vincent, after the successful rebbery, had laid up
the “Seabird” in a lonely bay on the Gold Coast, and com-
Pletely altered her appesrance. Her bulwarks, masts, blocks,
even her walerways, were painted in different colours, and other
changes made in the look of the vessel.  But Edward, who
knew the _brigantine as well as he knew the frigate, was not
to be deceived by theso alterations. He knew that the fugitive
was the “Seabird,” and he had hopes of at last finding out the
fate of his father—to avenge him, if dead; to rescue him, if
living. This hope dispelled the melancholy which his anxiety
concarning his father's fate had caused, and he was less
thoughttul and s2d as he watched the brigantine.

“Cheer up, Harrington !’ quoth Tom Williams, with an
attempt ab consolation. “I'1 het you'll find your dad abnard
the ‘ Seabird’ alive and kicking, and a8 ready fo take his allow-
ance of groz as ever |

“Fire " ezlled out Captain Waterion io the gunner at that
moment.

And the boom of the cannon again resounded over the water.
A cheer rose involuntarily from the deck of the cruiser ag the
result of the shot was seen.

The ball kad crippled the lee studding-sail boom of the “ Sea-
bird,” and two largs sails now hung loosely agninst the masts,
useless. The brigantine immediately lost way, but the skill of
the seaman-like commander ab once repaired the disadvantage.

“ Starboard—starboard " he cried io the helmsman,

And Carlos a¢ once obeyed. :

The brigantine had been making east by north; the shift in
the wheel turned her east by south, so that the force of the
wind was removed from the crippled studding-sails {0 the unin-
jured eanvag on the porb side. This manmuves executed, the
brigantine recovered her way, and sped on almost as fleetly
as before. %

“ Lay aloft there, my lads?™ shouted the slaver captain— lay
aloft, and vepair the studding-sil boom and secure the sails!’’

Every Friddy.

The slavers sprang into the ripging, and were ascending
rapidly, when another shot came from the  Aspasia,” which,
striking a sailor who clung to the shrouds, killed him instantly.
The fearful fate of the seaman scared the others, who hesitated
to !

ascend, .

“ Aloft, you lazy, cowardly rascals!” shouted Vincent in &
rage. “Up with you, every mother’s son of you!” . A

He drew a pistol from his belt as he spoke, and flourished it
fiercely. The frightened sailors, not daring to disobey, sprang
aloft, ran out on the yards, and commenced securing the
flapping studding-sails. . Y .

‘PThgse Englxilsgx gunners take infernally good aim!”’ said
Lieutenant Leon, as another ball ricochetted over the water
and pierced the bulwark of the brigantine.  “If we do not ,get
out of range pretty scon, they will make a sieve of our ship!”

“We can stand this peppering, so long as it comes to mothing
worse,” the Spanish commander replied. *“ Buj we shall lose
some of our sticks if they give us a broadside.”

‘“They won't do that,’;l sa{f;:’\ Ricardo Leoa.

“How do vou kpow that?”’

“They don’t know if there are any slaves aboard. A broad-
side would butcher the niggers, if they were on board, so the
cruiser won't give us one till they know for certain that our
‘black ivory® isa’t here.” .

“They might guess it, since when they sighted us we wers
bound for the coast, while a laden vessel would be heading frcm‘
it.” .
“That's so; they might gues it. But the British com-
manders are too foolishly tender-hearted to rigk a mistake, so we
can reckon on escaping a broadside,” said the subordinate
villain. .

“We shall be lucky if we do. We are only two miles now
from the mouth of the Salvas, and, once there, we can defy
any vessel drawing more than two fathoms!"

“The ‘ Aspasia’ is nearer than she was, though. 'They are
coming up hand over hand ! said the licutenant. ,

“That’s because our studding-sail boom was hit. They wen't
get in another blow like that. I hope ths firing won'd alarm
our guest in the cabin, though; I don’t wané her to be fright-
ened. It was beastly unlucky to run across this confounded
cruiser, just when we've necarly reached our destination. But
we'll clude them yet.”

CHAPTER II.

THE CHASE.

The injury done to the spars of tho brigantine by the shos
from the frigate, alihough not of & very serious character, yet
caused her to Juse ground in the race, and it scon became
evident that the man-of-war was slowly but steadily overhauling
her.

This was remarked with satisfaction by oll on the decks of
the “ Aspasin,” and with sullen fury by the men of the - Sea.
bird.”

The bow-chasers of the frigate continued to send forth shot
after shot, and with such precision that the sails of the fugitive
goon presented the appearance suggested by Ricards Leon—
the appearance of a sieve. No more important spars had, how-
ever, yot been struck, and the slaver captain watched the cloud
of canvas over his head with an anxiouns eye, fearful that each
successive shob of the frigate might disarrange some part of the
fabric. Bui no such fatality ocourred, and af last, to the infinite
satisfaction of the &l the mouth of the Salvas River was
reached, and the briga passing easily over the sandy bar.
sailed into the broad, shallow stream. )

“Now John Bull will have to give up ;5 Le is beaten!”
exclaimed the captain exulfantly. “ Aloft, my lads! Take in
the royals and studding-sails. We shall have to be careful in
this sandy pond.”™

As the “Seabird” glided up the river, rapidly leaving the
blue ccean behind, the cruisercame to an abrupi stop outdide the
barrier of sand-that choked the mouth of the river.

Captain Waterton was both perplexed and enraged. While
the frigate was rounded to ho discussed the sifuation anxiously
with First Lieutenant Trysail, "

“It appears impossible to take the ¢ Aspasia’ up this cursed
creek,” the commander observed., * Nething but a boat attack
will serve us now.- What do you think, Trysail 7

“I think as you do, sir. We shall have to atiack in boats.”

“"Tis a pity,” resumed the captain regretfuily. ~ “ If we had
our tender with us. The ‘Seabird,’ stolen by that scoundrel at
Fernando Po, would be able to go up this river and bring him
to account.”

€ H”my eyes do not deceive me, sir, that is the *Seabird’
itself. ‘

“The ‘Seabird’? Why, its appearance i totally dissimilar !

“Yes, it has been painted afresh, and some of its rigging fresh
rove; but T know the cut of its jib, sir.”

- #Call Harrington—his father commanded the ‘Seahird,’ and ho
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wag second in her for some months. He ought to know her well.”

Edward came at a sign from the first lieutenant. Touching
his cap, he waited for his commander to speak.

“ Harrington,” said the captain, “you are well acquainted
with the appearance of the ‘Seabird’; tell me if you thi
yonder vessel is she?”

“ Yes, gir,” repited Edward immediately.

¢ Have you examined her attentively "

4 Yes, sir, through my telescope.”

“That will do.”

Edward, touching his hat again, retired.

“ What boats shadl I order out, sir?” asked Mr, Trysail.

“The pinnace, the barge, and the cutter,” replied the captain.
¢ You will see that the carronades are put aboard.”

“ Ay, ay, sir.”’

The first lieutenant gave the necessary orders, and the three
boats were manned and plumped into the water. The eaptain,
aware of Kdward's anxiety to discover the fate of his father,
kindly gave him permission to go in the pinnace, which was
comrmanded by Trysail in person. The barge was under the
direction of the third lieutenant of the ©* Aspusia,” Mr. Hal-
sard, and the cubter was in the charge of a master's matbe
named Tillet.

"Phe sailors took their places in high glee, but with disciplined
quietness, with their cutlasses and pistols buckled on, and the
marines with their muskets and bayonets. When all was ready,

the masts of the pinnace and the barge were steppad, the sails -

Liaisted, and, with the cutter in tow, they glided over the sand-bar.

A parting cheer sounded from the “ Aspasia,” which was
answered by the men in the boats, as the little flotilla started
up the river. Captain Waterton watched the little vessels ag
they proceeded slowly up the stream until a bend concealed them
from sight. .

Edward Harrington folt his heart beat high as the three boats
commenced their passage up the river. At last he considered be
had » chance of ascertaining the fate of his father, whom he
javed with the filial affestion of a thoughtful lad. His mother
had died soon after his birth; he had never known her, and his
father was the only relative he possessed, except a distant con-
reotion, o sork of tenth cousin, who resided in Cape Colony.
This relative was a young girl, whom Edward bad.never seen.

"The hanks of the Salvas were clothed in green, giant palms
spread their feathery frondage over the stream, mirrered below
in the clear water. In the greenish liquid bright fishes darvted
to snd fro, and in the mud on the banks the seamen perceived
great, misshapen hippopotami.

Occasionally the British bluejackets caught a glimpze of the
Lrigantine's saile, gleaming white through the intervening foli-
age, and Trysail, with immense satisfaction, remarked that they
vrere gaining upon the ehased.

“Tf the brigantine is lighter than the frigate, our boats are
lighter than the brigantine, my boy, ’ he said to the midshipman
who accompanied him. “We shall be upon them very soon,
Harrington.” .

¢ 1 ¢hink the brigantine has stopped, sir,” said the young man.

“ Stopped! The razcal cannot mean to fighf while a chanoce
remains to avoid it. But, by George, he has!”

The boats, now abresst, had emerged into a long, straight
reach, and the fugitive came into full view. Captain Vincent
had bfought his vesse] to a stop, and the Englishmen saw a boat
ghoot out from her side, and pull rapidly up the river.

“ What can that mean?” muttered Trysail. * Going for rein-
forcements, pérhaps. There may be another slaver in the river.”

The boats advanced® steadily, and repidly approached the
brigantine. The bluejacleots saw that the slaver had a couple of
twenty-pounders bearing full upon the boats, and that her deck
swarmed with men, armed for a fray. )

The HEnglish force numbered thirty-five, all of thom strong-
limbed, stalwart seamen, brave as lions, and well-armed. The
slavers counted forty or more; hut they were a mongrel crew of
mixed nationalities, with nothing in coramon bub their rascality.
They wero mostly Spaniards and South Americans, with a few
Yankees from the slave-states, and balf a dozen Malays.

In o fair fight it would he easy to predict the victory of the
British bluejackets; but the disadvantages against which they
had to contend rendersd the result of the affair doubtful. The
had closed sll the portholes except the two from which
the cannons protvuded, and everything which could possibly
serve as an aid to hoarders had been carefully removed. The
¢ Qanhird ” was laid alongside a sandbank, ¢o that the attack
could only he made on one side, and riflemen had been posted in
the tops to pick off the Englishmen as they climbed the sides.
Ti arransements rendered the task of Trysail a formidable
one: bub he did not hesitate to assail the slaver.

“T,0nd the carronades,” the first Lentensnt said, after taking
a survey of the position of the daver. “he gunuers obeyed.
Tach of the boats was provided with one of these small pieces of
ordnanece, and $he pinpace had two. Only a hundred vards now
separated the boats from the object of their attack, and Fryeail,
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thinkihg that perhaps the slavers wished to surrender, hailed the
“ Seabird.”

¢ Brigantine, aboy!”

“ Ahoy the boat "’ came back the reply.

“Ts that vessel the ¢ Seabird’?”’

“ Find out!”

“TPhat is what we intend to do. Wil you let us come aboard
peacaably, or shall we uze force?”

«7 rockon you had better use force,” was the cool reply.

“You refuse to surrender?”

“We do.”

“Give way, my lads!” cried Trysail.
faken in, and the seamen, bending to their oars,
pelled the boats towards the brigantine.

“ Keen off, or we'll fire into you!” shouted Rodrige Vincent.

“«Fire!" ordered Trysail to his gunners. And the four carro-
nades sounded.

“« Fire!” the slaver captain eried in his turn. And the two
twenty-pounders on the deck of the “ Sepbird 7 rattled cut their
charges of musket-balls and pileces of old iron, with which the
Spaniard had ordered them to be loaded, to do the greatest
possible execution ameng the assailants.

Seversl of the Buglish seamen were struck by the slaver's
missiles, which did far more damage than the balls from the
boats carronades. Before the slavers could recharge the guus,
the hoats were alongside, and, with a ringing cheer, the blwe-
jackets commenced the attack.

The eanvas had been
rapidly pro-

CHAPTER IiL
THE STOCKADE.

The pinnace had glided under the bowsprit of the * Seabird,”
and collided with the brigantine, and the active sailors wers
swarming over the forerastle before the slavers discovered ab
what point they mtended to commence the assault.

Led by Trysail and Harrington, the stalwart seamen Dhurst
upon the slavers with resistless fury, and their sudden rush drove
the “ Seabird’s’’ crow into the waist. The barge’s crew wera
olambering up the quarter, and the cutter was pulling round the
stern, when a pig of lead, hurled by a slaver from the deck,
stove in the bottom of the beat, and sent it to the boitom,
leaving the erew floundering in the water. [

The 1mmersed sailors climbed into the barge, and reinforced
the crew of that vessel, who had not.yet gained a footing on the
deok of the © Seabird.” Captain Vincent, seeing the English in
possession of the forecastle, rapidly gathered a force to assail
them. Ten men kepl the barge crew at bay, while the captain,
followed by thirty others, met the British seamen in the forward
part of the brigantine. A terrible conflict was waged cn the
deck. Both parties were equally determined to win, and what
the English lacked in numbers they made up io pluck. The posi-
$ion of the musketeers in he tops was disadvantageous to the
boarders, who were expossd to an incessant shower of bulists
from above. Blood fowed freely, ghastly wounds were given

" and received, and scon corpse after corpse encumbered the planks,

now slippery with blood.

All ab onee, in the midst of the fight, while engazed in a hand-
to-hand combat with Trysail, the slaver captain uttered a shrill
whistle. A man rushed to the hawser, which held the brigantine
to the anchor, and cut it with a single blow of the axe he held.
.Carlos, at the helm, gave a turn to the wheel, the riflemen aloft
ceased firing; and trimmed the sails, and the “ Seabird” began
to move swittly up tho river under the propulsien of the stiff sea-
bracze.

Trysail, surprised by the sudden motion of the vessel, glanced
around; and his adversary took advantage of his momentary
unguardedness to stretch him on the deck with a blow of his

L% on, my lads, fight to the death!” ghouted poor Trysail,
as he went down. B
Tnfariated by the fall of th

ir chief, the blusjackets redoubled
their efforts, and pressed the slavers go hard that for a moment
it seemed as though the Hnelish would be masters of the vessel.
Rat then the detachment of the glavers, who had been engaged in
rerelling the attack of the sailots in the barge, being re

their foes by the flight of the * Seabird:” cams $o §he
of their comr: , and again turned the tide of battls.
unexpected movement of the Qeahird ”’ had left the barge far
sehind, and, although tho sailors pulled their hardest, they could
not overtake the brigantine.

Fdward Herrington was now in command of the boarding
party. since the death of Trysail. The young fellow found him-
self opposed by the burly gecond-lientenant of the  Beabird,” a
Portuguese namod Miguel. He cr sed blades with the slaver,
but hiz puny moiddy’s divk was of little wse against the long
cutlass of the Portuguese. "The daver grinned malictously as
he thrust at the breast of the midshipman, thipking to {ransfix
him without diffieulty ; but Edward parried the thrust, and, rush-
ing forward, closed with the slaver. '
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The Portuguess grasped him fiercely, and felt for hie knife;
but before he could draw it, Harrington, using his dirk as a'
dagger, stabbed him in the side, and Miguel, uttering a fearful
ery, fell at full length on the deck. In his fall he dragged down
Edward, and it was lucky he did so, for Ricardo Leon had taken
aim at cur hero with a pistol, and fired as Edward fell. The
bullet missed Edward, but he was nct fated to escape unscathed,
for the slaver captain made a cut at him, and laid him senseless
beside Miguel.

*“No quarter!” shouted the Spaniard, pressing forward at the
head of his men. Fifteen of the British seamen still continued
the fight; six lay on the deck, with a dozen slain slavers. The
English, cutnumbered and decimated, began to give way at last,
and retreated slowly towards the bow. A last desperate stand
was made round the foremast, where the blusjackets stood like
lions at bay, maddened by the prospect of defeat. .

Their gleaming eyes and rage-inflamed faces, their untiring
srms and blood-dripping cutlasses, looked so formidable, that the
slavers drew back from the attack as the Britons gathered at tho
foremast for a last stand. But the chouts of the Spaniard, and
his intrepid example, urged thom cn, and a final furious struggle
took place; the slavers fighting with the confidence given by
superior numbers, the British fighting with the fury of despair,
waging a Jast combat with fate. Bub courage was nsoless in the
unequal battle, and one by one the Englishman were struck
dowa or thrust overboard. _

At last only one remained, he was a man of herculean siature,
a powerfully built, broad-shouldered Scot from the Isles, named
Donnel. :

Standing with his back to the mast, he wielded his long, heavy
eutlass with such effoct that for » full minute he kept the whole

ack of rascals at bay. Capiain Vincent, who was a brave man
rimself, and admired couragé in others, crossed swords with the
big Soct, determined to take him priscner, and persuade him to
join the ‘‘ Seabird’s” crew. How the affair would have ended
we cailnot say, for a slaver in the rigging above dropped a heavy
pistol upon the head of Donnel, stretching him senseless upon the

eck. :
‘“ Bind that fellow, and let him live!” said the Spaniard. And
onnel was made a prisoner.  Edward Harrington, who was still
insensible, wag also made captive, and the rest of the English,
living and deady were thrown remorselessly into the river.

“Food for the fishes!” said Vincent brutally., *‘ Now, my
lads, cast the pinnace adrift.”

“ Why not eapture i7"’ queried Ricardo Leon.

‘“ We cannot afford to lose more men, and the men there would
offer 2 desperate resistance. Moreover, ths pinnace is uscless
to us.”

-Nins or ten of the Britons had reached the pinnace, and they
were unable tg resist when the slavers separated the vessels.
While the “ Seabird” sailed up the river, the defeated blue-
jackets picked up the wounded men who had been thrown into
{,)he river, and then dropped down the stream and rejoined the

arge. B

The command had devolved upon Halyard, the third lien-
tenant of the “ Aspasia,” the second lieutenant being still aboard
the frigate.

Halyard was p grizzled, sturdy seaman of forty-five; a true
British bulldog, who never owned himself beaten. Although
half his men had been killed or disabled, the tar had no ides of
giving up the contest. After attending to the wounds of the
injured sailors, who numbered nine, he explained his plans to
the rest. There were stiil fifteen men uninjured, nine or ten
having been slain. ?

“ My lads,” said the bluff seaman, “we could not show our
fuces aboard the ‘’Spasia’ again unless we take the slaver.
Half of us have gone under, and our officer is killed, snd nothing
can compensate for the loss but the capture of the brigantine.
Who is ready to follow me up the river 1"

A cheer broke from the sailors; not a single dissentient voice
was heard, ‘even the wounded men were willing to risk another
combat. In spite of the rash foolhardiness of the adventure, the
bluejackets were eager to follow the bull-headed lieutenant.
Halyard transferred all the wounded men to the pinnace, under
the charge of three who wero only slightly injured, and were
still able to attend to their duties. The rest, sixieen, including
the licutenant. manned the harge. and pulled up the Salvas in
pursuit of the slaver brigantine. Tillet, the master’s mate, who
had commanded the cutter, was left in charge of the pinnace.

The sail was hoisted, and the boat skimmed rapidly along the
sunny stream. So light and buoyant was the little cockleshell
that it fairly flew before the wind, seeming to graze the surface
of the river like a bird. -Swift as the brigantine was, the little
bark rapidly overhauled her. Captain Vincent saw the boat in
pursuit, and a scornful smile curled his lip. .

““ Those English can’t understand what a defeat is,” he said to
his second in cowmand. ‘‘They are bound to get themselves
killed before they realise that they can’t take the ‘ Seabird.’ »

“The stockade will settle their business,” observed Ricard,
Leon, :
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“ They are nearly abreast of it now,” Carlos remarked.

The stockade to which the slaver alluded was a log-house
erected on the bank of the Salvas, armed with four cannon of
large calibre. Our readers will remember that juit before the
English attacked the “Seabird,” the slaver captain had
despatched a boat up the river. This contained a messenger to
the garrison of the little stockade. cautioning them to be on the
alert to guard the passage of the * Seabird.” 'The little fortress
was garrisoned by a score of white men, ruffans all, who acted
as negro-kidnappers during the absence of the brigantine. They
were assisted by thirty negrees, who they had trained in the use
of arms, and who were devoted to them.

‘When the boat came within range of the stockade, the slavers
opened fire. The building was so completsly screened by trees
and thick tangled vines, that the bluejackets did not perceive it
until the hum of the cannon-balls gave unpleasant intimation of
its proximity. The first shot struck the mast of the boat, which
immediately wont by the beard, and the canvas flapped into the
muddy water. A muskei-shot from the ““ Seabird” killed the
steersmarn, and the boat swung round broadside to the stream.

Halyard uttered a curse, and sprang to the tiller, when ths
four guns of the stockade sounded in unison, aud the heavy shot
wont through and threugh the boat.  T'wo men were siruck
down, and Halyard, seeing the impossibility of success, reluec-
tantly gave the order to retreat. 'The sailors, disappointed and
savage, pulled down stream, while the balls from the stockade

1

splashed around them in the water.

“That will be a lesson for them!” exclaimed Captain Vin-
cent, with savage satisfaction. ““'The commander of the frigate
woit't be go anxious now to attack the ¢ Ssabird.’

Ricardo Leen shook his head deubtfully.

*“ These follows are not so easily beaten,” he said.  *“ There will
be another attack to-night, depend upon it.”

Tihe defeated boat’s erew pulled back to the »innace, and both
vessels returned to the crulser, which they reached late in the
afternoon.

CHAPTER 1V.
HELD BY THE ENEMY.

When Edward Harrington came to his senses he was no longer
aboard the “ Seabird,”” "He was lying on a pile of skins on the
ground, and hig first glance round showed him that he was insids
gome building. A fine-looking man of forty-two or forty-three,
wag bathing his head in cool water, assisted by a young lady of
somme geventeen or eightecn summers. An exclamation of sur-
prise escaped Edward as he beheld the two.

 Father "’ he cried joyfully. *“ Thank Heaven you live!”

My brave Ned,” said the lieutenant, “I am glad to see you
‘open your peepers. I had begun to think that you wero booked
for Davy Jones.” )

* Am I wounded, then?”

“Youare, Ned. You’ve had a narrow squeak, too; the blada
grazed your skull, and stunned you. An inch to the right, and
you would have bsen gone.” :

While his father was speaking, Edward’s eyes were fastened
upon the face of the girl. As we have said, she was botween
seventeen and eighteen years of age, and was in the flush of
girlish heauty. Her form was slender and well-proportioned ;
her hair black, long, and abundant ; her face wag oval, with clear-
cut features, small cherry mouth, and expressive hrown eyes.
These latter were filled with a look of tender compassion as she
looked at the wounded midshipman.

¢ This is your Cousin Gertrude, Edward,” continued the licu-
tenant. J

“ Cousin!” ejaculated Edward, as he tock the little white hand
that was cordially extended to him.

*“Our relaticnship i3 not so near as that,” said the girl, with
a smile. ““ We are distant relatives, Mr. Harrington.”

“We'll call it cousin,” said the bluff lieutenant. “'Twould
take a lawyer to determine the exact degree of relationship, so
we'll let it go as cousin.”

Edward and Gertrude could not help exchanging a smile as the
seaman pronocunced his views. The midshipman recollected that
he had a distant relativé named Gertrude Alden, resident in the
Cape Colony, whom he had never before seen. How she had
coms to that hut on the banks of the Salvas, in Wost Afrieca,
was more than he could guess.

“How did the fight end?” he asked, as his thoughts went
back to the battls on the deck of the brigantine.

“The slavers must have got the best of it,” said the elder
Harrington. “I was in the cabin with my niece, and we heard
the fighting overhead, and saw the retreat of the boats from the

cabin windows.”

“Did many of our fellows get hurt "

“ At least o dozen, I think, for we heard the splashes in the
water as the slavers threw them overboard.”

“Poor fellows! Are-there any prisoners besides me?’

“I saw one only, Donnel, the coxswain of the captain’s boat.”
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“ Rut where are we now?”’ exclaimed Edward, looking round
with a puzzied expression. “ On the bank of the creek?”

“Yes. 'This hut is inside the stockade.”

“They have a stockade, then?”

“Yes, with guns.”’

“Whers is Donnel "

“ Still aboard the brigantine, I think. After the defeat of the
boat attack, the slaver came to anchor abreast of the stockade,
and we were talen ashore and thrust in here. I do not know

JACK"” LIBRARY. b

at him in inquiry. Gertrude Alden shrank back involuntarily
bekind the stalwart form of the English officer. 'The slaver
smiled grimly as he noted the action. 4
“ Do not be frightened, my pretty bird,” he said. ‘‘No harm
is intended you. If it was, this English hound could not protect
ou!”
“He would try, though!” said the officer grimly, and he
clenched his fist.
“ And he would fail,” ’said the Spaniard. ““ But no more of

The two twenty-pounders on the deck of the * Seabird” rattled out their charges of musket-balls
) and pieces of old iron.

if wo are to remain together, or if we shall eventually be
separated. We must hope for the best.”

“We must hope for the arrival of the ¢ Aspasia,”’
the middy.

“ The frigate draws too much water to enter the Salvas.”

“True, she cannot get over the sand-bar; but I think that ab
full lood-tide she may be able to do s0.”

“Heaven grant she may. Her guns would soon knock this
shanty down about the ears of the rascals who live in it. But,
listen! someone is at the door.”

The door of the hut was flung open as the lieutenant spoke,
and the captain of the “Seabird’ strode into the apartment.
Mr. Harrington rosé and faced him coolly, while Edward looked

returned

UNDER THE SMUGELER'S FLAG,”

this; I do not come to harm you. On the contrary, I wish to
serve you.” :

“You are extremely kind,” said Harrington, with a scaptical
smile. He placed no trust in the friendly professions of the
slaver captain,

“ Do you desire your freedom?’’ queried the slaver.

““That's an idle question. Of course we do!”

“¥ will ret you at liberty, if you choose.”

* Unconditionally 1"’

“Hardly. Thers is, of course, a condition attached.”

“1 thought so.”" - .

Tt is a simple one, however, and need not alarm you,” said
‘Vincent. . S

In Next Friday’s
“UNION JACK.”
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*“Let us hear it.”

“ By all means. I shall speak plainly to you, for if we do not
tome to terms you will forget all I have said to you.”” And the
8paniard tapped his sword-hilt significantly. “The lieutenant
shrugged his shoulders. The threat did not terrify him.

*“ Uome to the point!” he suggested bluntly.

“ Immediately. If T set you at liberty, you'll return to the
frigate * Aspasia.” Thers you will inform the commander that
the slaver brigantine ‘ Seabird,” has, by.means of a lagocn which
eonnects this river with another, returied te the Gulf of Guinea.”’

“That is not true.”

“Noj; that's why you are to tell it to your captain!”

“ And,” zaid the English officer, with difficulty suppressing the
anger which this base proposal excited in his breast, * what reasun
is there for thus decerving the commander of the  Aspasia'?’

“ 1 ¢hall have to walt a week for my cargo of slaves, which is
not yet quite ready. I do not wish %o be troubled by further
boat attacks, nor to be exposed to the danger of the * Aspasia’
herself coming up the river.”

* And is there another creek by which you can regain the sea?”’
asked the officer, wishing to gain as much information as pos-
sible, in case he succeeded in effecting his escape and returning
%0 the cruiser.

“There i2. I concea! nothing from you, you see. All T ask
of you amounts to this. You will send away the cruiser, for her
eaptain won’t try to come up the river if he thinks I'm gone.”

* 8o that you will have plenty of time to embark your victims
and sail P’ .

“ That i3 it. It isn’t much, you see.”

“ Arnd you dare to make this proposal to a British officer?”
sai¢ Harrington, trembling with rage. “Villain! had I
hundred lives, I would sacrifice them all rather than be guilty
of such treacheryt” 5

The Spaniard listenied to this.angry cutburst quite unmoved.

“ 8o you refuse ¥’ he said.

“1 refuse!”

“ Remember that your scn is in my power.,
kang at the yardarm of the ¢ Seabird *1”

* Rather than fail in my duty,” said Harrington firmly, though
his face became ashy pale.

“ Young man,” continued the slaver captain, addressing Ed-
ward, who had lain on the couch of skins, and listened to the
foregoing conversation in silence, © what do you say? Will
you do what I wish, and go free?”

“ He will do ag I do!” snswered the lieutenant.

“Bilence! Let him spealk for himself!” exclaimed Vincent.

“ Bpoak, Edward! T can trust you,” said Harrington.

“You can trust me, father,” said the young man firmly.
“*Your enswer is mine. Death before dishoncur!”

“You're a pair of fools!” quoth the captain of the “Sea-
bird.” * There is one other thing you have not thought of.”

“ And what is that?”  “ Yonder girl.”

Gertrude started as the slaver spoke, and locked at him nep-
vously. ‘

“ What of her?”’ asked Harrington in a low voice.

 Suppose she has to suffer for your obstinacy 1

“You eould not do that.”

“ And why net1”

" “You cannot be so wicked as to injure her for what we have

ona?”’

“You are eniirely mistaken. Listen! Refuse my offer, and
you and your son shall hang at thesyardarm of the brigantine
before morning, and as for this girl—"

“Btop!” ericd Harrington, with such a terrible expression on
his face that the Spaniard sprang back and half-drew his sword.
The next moment he appeared ashamed of his trepidation, and
rattled back hie cutlass into the scabbard with assumed careless-
ness.

“ T'll leave you now.”” he said, * 4o reflect on what I have gaid.”

“ But,” exclaimed Harringion, “ you would be foolish to trust
me to carry out your wishes. If vou think I will fail in my
duty to my country, do you think I would keep my promise to

out”’

& I would keep Miss Alden as & hostage for your good faith.”
“ Oh! 50 you would not let me take the lady to the frigate?”
“T wouldn’t trust you far enough.”

““ Neither would I trust you, even if T were base enoush to
agree to your proposals. You would play me false, scoundrel
that you arel”

“T11 give you a few hours to think over i, replied Vincent.
“When I return presently, you know what to expect if you are
not wise enough to aceede to my proposition.”

The slaver departed, bolting the door on the outside, leaving
the three occupants of the hut staring at each other in dismay.

CHAPTER V.
THE ESCAPE..

“ What is to bs done?”’ FEdward said, as the door closed bekind
the burly form of the slaver captain,

Will you see him
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“We must decide, and quickly,” replied Harrington. “One
‘thing is certain, we cannot betray the captain of the cruiser, as
this scoundrel wishes. Let us think on our situation, and refiec-
tion may bring us a means of circumventing this detestable
villain!”’

Long they pondered over the knotty question. Various plans
were proposed, considered, and rejected as impracticable. They
were still puzzling over the question when steps approached the
door again. Half a dozen bearded slavers entered, led by
Ricardo Leon.

“ What do you wan$?"” asked Lieutenant Harrington.

“This young lady,” replied Leon. .

“You mean to take her away from me?”’

% < gapta.in Vincent has ordered me to conduct her to another
ut.

“« Why?”

“ That’s not my business, nor yours. Come, my girl.”

Harrington placed himself before Gertrude. Edward, in spite
of hix:l injuries, jumped up and stood beside his father, ready for
& tussle.

“Taks her, my men!’ ordered Ricardo. “If those two are
fools encugh to resist, knock them on the head.”

“Btay!” exclaimed the girl tremulously. “ Me. Harrington—
Edward—do not resist! They are too many for you. Imustgo;
1 will go quietly.”

“Never!” cried Harrington, and he precipitated himzelf upon
Ricardo, who was thrown to the ground by the sudden assault.
His drawn cutlass was seized by his assailant, who wielded it
fariously, cutting down one man and thrusting through another,
until the rest, recovered from their momentary consternatioa,
rushed at him and grasped him fiercely, hurling him to the floor
half stunned. Edward, weak from his wound, was seized by a
burly Yankee, who held him a helpless prisoner. = Gertrads
uttered a scream, as Ricarde Leon, rising black with rage,
gripped her arm, and dragged her from the hut. She cast a
despairing look at her friends as she was torn away, and Ricardo
Leon bore her half-fainting from the spot.

“ You shall die for this!” the slaver cried as he retired.

The seamen took up the two men wounded by Harrington,
and carried them away, casting fierce looks at the prizonore,
but not daring to injure them against the orders of Rodrigo
Vincent.

* Curse the luck!” Harrington cried in despair.
taken her away. We cannot aid her now!”

“ But we can punish the piractical scoundrels!” cried Edward,
between his teeth. “ Father, we must escape from this den.’

“ Nothing can be done till after dark,” replied Harrington
gloomily. “The rascals cluster in this stockade like bees in a
hive. 1If we got outside we should be recaptured immediately.”

“ I3 there a sentinel at the door.”

“Yes, a black savage, who would be glad to get a chance to
hack us to pieces. If we try to get out, we must let the door
severely alone. But when it is dark we must make the attempt.”

The minutes seemed to fly on leaden wings as the sun sunk
towards the horizon. Edward, impatient of the forced inaction,
and thinking of Gertrude Alden, whose sweet face had made a
deep impression upon him, passed the time in evolving sundry
plans for the projected escape, none of which seemed to promise
much chance of success.

“ By the way,” the midshipman said suddenly, “how is i%
that Miss Alden came to be a prisoner in the hands of these
slave-dealers?”’

“ Very simply,” replied his father. “You remember how the
brigantine was cut out at Fernando Po by this fellow Vincent?”

a Xes. What anxiety I felt while your fate remainsd uncer-
tain. '

“ I know you did, my boy,” said his father, pressing his hand.
“Well, after the capture, Vincent laid up the ‘Seabird’ on a
lonely !heach, and altered her appearance, and then steered for
this river, which seems to be his headquarters. T gathered from
what I've heard ths sailors say. that the Spaniard used to possess
this veszel ; it was eaptured by a cruiser, and I commanded it as
tender to the ‘ Aspasia,” and the fellow, no doubt, regards the
cutting-out as merely a way of getting back his own.”

“ All the same, he’ll swing for the massacre of her crew, when
Captain Waterton gets hold of him.” ’ ,

“That is true, Ned. Well, on his way here, the slaver fell in -
with a drifting boat, that was the day before yesterday. In it
was a young girl insensible from exhaustion. She was brought
aboard, and after recovering told that her name was Gertrude
Alden. Of course, she was horrified on hearing the kind of
vessel she had fallen into, and finding there was a Britizh naval
officer on board, placed herself under my protection. While we
were on the high seas there was a continual risk of capture by
the eruisers on the staticn, and the Spaniard did not cars to
harm either of us then, for ke knew what would await him in
the event of capturs if he didi for there would be esrtainly some-
one among his crew who would tell tales to save himself.”*

“But now you're on thore he has no such fear?”’

‘“They have
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“That's it.
onge."”
“ And how did Gertrude come into the predicament from which
Vincent rescued her?”
“ She has told me thub, her pavents being dead, and she without
resources, she nad resolved to return to England. She accom-
i : as companion; bub the ship was eaught in a

panied a frien
hurricane, went down with all on board.”

He i beginning to show the cloven foot all at

“How, then. did she gat into the boat?”

“The capi d ter in it, intending to follow with others;
bub the wa boat away before th uld enter, and
she fainted. § lived through the storm; but she must

infallibly have p d of hunger had she not been picked up
by the ‘Seal
“ And now he
“Ves; I fear
enough for anyil

wmeans to keep her a prisoner?”
veatly for her, Ned. This staver is sccundrel
I

hserved Bdward, after a long pause, during
v/hich each was sccupied with painful thoughts.  “ The attempt
must now be g if at all. I bave not that some of the

if at all.
raftars here are loose; perhaps, if I could reach the roof, I could
d thus open a passags.” .

“There is nothing tu stand upon to reach the roof; it is nine
foot from the ground,” replied Lieutenant Harrington. ‘*Tcould
1ift you on my shoulders, it is true; but » one could escape
that way.”

“Then it won't do!”
neither.”

The lieutenant remained for a few minutes buried in thought.

“Tdward.” he said at last, “I think you had better go.”

“ Not without you, father.”

“ Yes, without me, my lad.”

“ Never!” .

“ Yisten, Wed!” resumed Harrington gravely. ‘Both cannot
go, therefore one must. You have most chance of getting
through the roof; you muat go.”

Y will not desert you, father,” .

“You must go!” repeated Harrington firmly. * Consider,
my boy. You canrot aid me by staying, that’s certain, and by
going you may fetch help to save Gertrude and me.”

“hen, you go, and I will stay, since cne must.”

“ No, that wiil not do. 1 am neither young nor active, and I
could not climb as you will have to do.  You must go, Ned!”

“Ttoll you I won't leuve you, sir!”” exclaimed the brave lad.

“Come, Ned, do not foree me to use my authority as your
gaperior officer, and order you to gol” said the lieutenant, with
2 sad smile.

“ Are you determined, then?” said the young man.

13 Quite.”

“Then I suppose I raust go!”

“That's right. Believe me, you can help me far more effec-
tually by going than by staying. Now, I'll lift you on my
shoulders, and you can attack the roof.”

The sturdy seaman braced his athletic form, and easily bore
the weight of the lad, who stood on his broad shoulders, held by
the ankles by the firm hands of the lieutenant. Edward found
the roof of the hut composed of thin planks, weather-beaten and
half-rotten. By using his pocket-knife he ocuf away the wood
around a loosened plank, and, having detached it, passed it to
his father. The removal of the plank left an orifice of an oblong
form in the voof, about two feet by one.

“ Clan you get through?” acked the licutenant in a low, cautious

Temove onod ¢

replied Edward decisively. ‘ Both or

voice.
| “Yes, father.”

“Then go at once! We must not delay, for the moon will
soon be up, and her light will betray our mevements.”

“T am going,” said Ned, putting his arms through the
orifice, and resting them on the outside of the roof. “ Good-
bye, father !’

“Good-bye. my lad, and Heaven bles you!” murmured the
sailor fervently.

The weight was removed from his shoulders, and, looking
upward, he saw the lithe form of his son outlined against the
sky, which, though dark, was lighter than the interior of the
hut.

Edward gaired the roof without difficulty, and started to
crawl to the side of the building.

He knew there was a sentinel posted at the door of the cabin,
so he crept towards the rear. The roof sloped in that direction,
which made his task the more difficult. The rafters, half-
decayed a3 they were, did not seem capable of supporting his
weight, and once er twice the wood creaked ominously. Each
time the rotten wood cracked Edward listened in an agony of
apprehension, fearing that-the sound might reach the ears of the
negro sentinel. He had nearly reached the esdge of the roof
when one of his hands sank through the mouldy wood, and
he nearly pitched off the roof: He quickly recovered himself,
but the mishap had caused the roof to shake, and for & moment
ho feared it was gboub to fall in. -

A4 he crouched thero with bated breath, to hiz horror he
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heard soft steps approaching. Someone was walking round
from the other side of the hut. It could only be the sentinel,
who had heard the noise.

“ All is up I” muttered the midshipman. g

And then, with the calmness of one who has lost hope, he
awaited the appearance of the sentinel.

The man appeared. Edward could distinguish the whits
cotton garments he wore, and the shining tip of a long spear he
carried in his hand. Remaining mute and still, he glared down
at the shadowy form of the black, who, for Ris part, stared
intently up at the roof. ¥dward heard him mutter something
unintelligible, and he knew that the savage had seen the figure

i on the sloping rocf. :
nidshipman expected to hear the negro give the alarm,
remained silent.  Grasping his long spear by the
v of the staff, so that he could reach the middy, the
black thrust up at him fiercely.

dward, by a rapid chauge of position, aveided the lunge;
but in doing so lost his hold upon the sloping roof, and tumbled
off. Down he went, alighting on the head of the black, who had
not time to get out of the way. The shock sent the man reeling,
and he f{ell at full length, as well as Edward.

The active reefer was the first upon his feet, and befove the
half-dazed savage eould rise Edward snatched up his spear and
pinned him to the earth.

A frightful veil burst frem the negro as the rpeas-poind
pierced his chest, and, writhing on the ground like a wounded
snake, he expired. .

The cry of the dying sentinel was answered by a shout from
one of the huts, where some of the slavers were carousing.

A dozen men rushed towards the spot, weapon in hand.

Edward was aboub to go to the door of the hut, and open it
for the liberation of his father; but Ricardo Lesn and a fow

cthors, suspecting an attempted escape, at once sped to the
hut, and as Ned stepped towards the door he heard the slavers

fumbling at the bolis.

There was nothing for it but flight. ¥le could not hope fo
eope with the armed erowd that was hurrying towards him.
Seizing the sp which had let out the life of the negro, he
wrenched it from the wound, and started off at & run in the
divection of the river, as near as he could guess it,

“One of the prisoners is gone !’ shouted Ricardo Leon from
the interior of the hut. *Search for him everywhera!”

“ Guard the gate of the stockade!” sounded the sonerous voice
of the slaver captain. “THe cannot have got cutside the pali-
sades. Find him, and kil him if he resists!”

Edward heard these words, and he came to an abrupt halt.
Hs remembered that his father had told him that the hut he
had just left was inside the wall of the stockade. He was, then,
surrounded by the palisades, which had but one gate, and that
was guarded.

For a moment his heart sank; buf he was too stout-hearted
to give way to puerile despair, and he roused 1l his courage for
an endeavour to cut his way through the cordon of his foes.

“ As the gaio is guarded, retreat is cut off that way.” he

roflected. Tt is certain that they will be too many for me at
that exit. What, then, remains? I must scale the wall, that’s
all.”

Tn less than a minute he had reached the wall. Tt was builb
of thick poles. stuck uvpright in the ground close together, and
interlaced with strong withes. ¥t offered neither hand nor foot
hold. XNdward saw the top lining the sky. It was about four-
toen feet high. He halted almost in despair. It was plain that
he could not climb the palisades. .

The shouts of the slaver crew rang through the enclosure,
and the hunted midshipman saw the gleam of the flaming torches
carried hither and thither by the scarch-party. At any moment
he might be perceived by the outlaws. Each second was precious,
and yet he stood still, bafled by an insuperable diffculty.

But davger sharpens the wits; as the proverb says, “ Necessity
is the mother of invention.”

The middy, after a long “ think,” at last hit upon an ingenious
expedient for sealing the wall. The spear he had teken from the
slain sentinel was twelve fect long; the head was an elongated
bharb, ten or twelve inches in length, made of good steel, which
would bend but not break. Ths middy, struck with a bright
idea, bent the steel point into the shape of a hook. It imme-
diately sprang back, but it did not become quite straight again,
The metal was good, but it was not of the best quality, and the
midshipman at onee saw that it would answer his purpore. He
bent it again, and tied it in the shape he desired with his belt.
Then he waited, eronching in the shadow of the palisades to
avoid being seen by the searchers. Once or twics the slavers
passed cloge by him, but he remcined unseen, and in five
minutes he rose to make his attempt.

Unfastening the belt, he found that the steel was firmlv fixed
in the shape he had made ib, and he was now in possession of
a hook with a handle eleven feet in length.

Hooking the bent stesl over the top of the paligades;, he- pre-

Seo the story in.
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parad to climb ths staff, To a landsman this would have been
& difficult and dangerous feat; but to a seaman, used to peram-
bulating the ropes and yards of a vessel, it was merely child’s
play. Hand over hand the agile middy clambered up the pole,
and a minute sufficed for him to reach the symmit of the
barricade.

Sitting astride of the wall, which was only of the thickness of
the upright poles—abeut six inches—the young man drew up the
spear-shaft, and, hooking it upon the other side of the palisade,
lﬁd down it to the ground. ’

But he was not destined to get away easily, in spite of the
successful escalade of the stockade wall. Some of the slavers
had seen him on top of the barrier, and Captain Vincent
immediately despatched Ricardo Leon, with several others, to
intercept him. .

Still holding his epear, Edward sped away in the direction
of the Salvay, whose hoarse murmur he could hear close ab
hand. A short run brought him to the bank. He glanced
round, in the hope of finding a boat, and, to his joy, perceived
a small canoe attached to a tree on the beach. To cut the
cord, spring into the boat, and push out into the middle of
the river took Harrington a second or so, and as the yelling
mob of elavers came dashing down to the bank of the river, the
midshipman floated slowly down the stream.

CHAPTER VI
THROUGH FLOOD AND FIRE.
Ag the slavers perceived that the daring middy had for the

moment eluded their vindicfive fury, a shout of rage arome -

from the disorderly mob,
= ) : 5
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Down he went, alighting on
the head of the black.
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“A boat—a boat!” shouted Ricardo
‘“ Who can find a boat?”’
““ Ahoy, the ‘ Seabird’ ! thundered the
‘ Slaver captain. “ Lower away a boat!
Do you hear? Look alive there!”

“ Ay, ay, captain!” came an answering
shout from the deck of the brigantine.

And a cutter splashed into the water.

The sound told Edward that the slave-
ship was between him and the gcean, and
he realised that he would have to pass the
vessel to reach the blue water. There
lay a paddle in the bottom of the canoe.
" The midshipman seized it, and paddled
away down the river, keeping a sharp
lock-out for the *‘Seabird.” The dark-
ness was 80 thick that he could not see
two yards in advance. This rendered his
voyage extremely perilous, but it saved
him from the bullets of the cutlaws, who
were now blazing away across the broad
stream, in the hope of hitting the fugitive
by a chauce shot.

The sound of Ned’s paddle reached the
ears of some of the ruffians, and half a
dozen balls whizzed by him in dangerous
proximity to his person. The youth
cessed paddling, and merely used the
paddle to steer the boat, trusting to the
“gluggish current to take him down the
Salvas. He heard the sound of oars, as
the slaver’s boat rowed hither and thither
in the gloom in search of him, with two
men in it holding lighted torches—one in
the bow and one in the stern.

¥ They are bound to see me,” the mid-
shipman thought. ** T must pass the boat
and the ship to reach the sea, and it is
like running a gauntlet.”’ o

He did not, however, cease to hope.
Silently the canoe glided down the river,

All at once a dark, towering shadow
lomed up in front of the youth; and only
a rapid twist of the paddle saved him
from colliding with the hull of the brigan-
tine. The splush in the water was heard
on the deck of the slaver, and a’ pig of
lead plumped inte the water, so near that
the liquid was splashed over -Edward,
nearly swamping his frail barque., This
formidable missile was followed by some
scattered musket-balls, which plashed in-
* to the dark waters all around the canoe.

Edward wielded his paddle with quick
strokes, striving to get round -the hull of
the brigantine, to pass the vesgel.

. The boat’s crew, attracted by the up-
roar, were returning to the side of the ship, and Harrington saw
himself in imminent danger of recapture,

“ As a last resource, if everything else fails, I can take to the
water and try a swim,” Edward thought, his courageous nature
rousing to meet the peril'which threatened him.

He had now reached the stern of the “Seabird,” and was
passing beneath the cabin windows, when a dozen muskets were
thrust out of the openings, and a deadly fusillade burst upon
him. Startled, he dropped his paddle.

The boat, unguided, crashed against the sclid hull of the
ship. and capsized. Over went the light cockleshell, and the
midshipman was precipitated into the water. As hig head rose
above the surface again, ho threw out his hands ingtinctively to
grosp gome support, and his fingers olosed on a rope which
had been left dangling over the vessel’s side by the slavers in
their hurry of lowering the boat.

As he grippad the eord, a daring thought flashed. through the
mind of the young reefer.

It struck him that if he could get aboard the brigantine
unotzerved, he would be able to conceal himself in the darkness
there until the search had slackened, and then a short swim
would bring him to the shore, and he would have a.chance
of reaching the frigate. No sooner did the idea occur to him
than he acted upon the thought.

In the half of a second he reached a porthole, into which he
noiselessly climbed, drawing in the rope after him, lest it should
betray his way of leaving the river. He found himsslf in the
cabin-of Captain Vinecent—a comfortable, well-furnished apart-
ment, lighted by a swinging, silver lamp. :

The apartment was vacant, and the midshipman had time to

-3ock round and determine wpon his Jine of conduct. He knew
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} that at any moment someone might enter and discover him,
and he quickly decided what to do.

The portholes of the cabin were draped with crimson curtains,
a8 also were the walls of the luxurious cabin, to exclude obeer-
B vation and to cover the bare boards. The room rather resembled

p 2 fashionable salon than the cabin of a slaver brigantine. The
floor was covered with a thick carpet, on which were o be
seen the marks made by the middy’s wet boots and dripping
garments.
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- Standing on his father’s
Y shoulders, the young
middy began hacking
o at the roof. :
{
J
{
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These, hawever, were hidden by the curtains whick hung round
the porthole, and Bdward, observing that if he advanced into
the interior of the cabin he would ieave conspicuous evidence
of his visit, decided to remain where he was, eoncealed behind
the heavy crimson curtain. .

Hayving arrived at this conclugion, the midshipman sat on the
carpet, with his knees drawn up to his chin, and completely
enveloped by the hangings. In his right hand he still held the

paddle belongi.ng to the wrecked canoe. He had preserved it, in’

case he should be sttacked, it being bis
only weapon, and though not a very
efficient one, still better than nothing.
He had sat in this position for about a
quarter of an hour, when he decided
that it was time to make a move,

The shouts of the searchers had gradu-
ally died away; the boat had keen found
bottom up, and the slave-traders were
satisfied that the middy had perished in
the muddy waters of the Salvas creek.
All the uproar caused by the escape had
subsided, and young Harrington thought
he could now retreat from his refuge with
safety.

He was fatigued with remsining in a
crouching attitude, and was beginning to
get cramped. He rose with the intention
of repassing through the poert-hole, when
bhe heard steps oulside the door of the
. cabin, and a hand on the lock; it was too
late for retreat. Ie bad just time to
sink down again iuto his hiding-place,
when the door was tl

2 S

tered the cabin.

Through & narrew cpening in the cur-
tains the hidden y w the two offi-
cers of the *‘ Sesbird”” and he resh
that his stay in the brigantine wo
indefinitely prolonged by the prescnce of
the slavers.

The slaver captain seated himself nt
table, while the lieutens i
standing, apparantly wa
from his superior.

St Leon,™ said the
kept the prisouer
n6t?”

“The hiz szilor, you mean?”’

»”

T

“Yes, I've put kim in the hold.”

“Is he in irops?”

“No; but he is securely bound.”

“Hend him in kere. You can free his
lege; bub let hiz hands remain tied, for
he is & hot-headed Briton, and wmay be-
come awkward if wo leave 1t in kis power
to be s0.” :

“Very well, captain,” and the licu-
tenant left the cabin. . Edward Harring-
ton had heurd every word cf the fore-
going dizlegue, and be guessed that the
Y big sailor™ alinvded to was no other
thon Maleelm Donuel, the tall native of
the Western Islands, wha had been taken
prisoner by the slave-traders on the deck
of the ‘ Beabird,” after the fight,

Ho was right, for in a few minutes
Ricardo Leon and Csrlos entered, with
the big seaman walking between them,
towering a hLead aliove v, thesgh
neither of them were small men., Rod-
rigo Vincent pointed to a seat, where the
two guards plac ner, who sab
down with admirable coolness, -

“ “You can ge,” raid the slaver-chief,

addressing his subordinates, who at ence
quitted the calin, leaving bim alone wit!
the Scot, excert for the presence of the
concealed midshipman of the " Aspasia.’”
Captain Vincent sat with his back towards
Edward, and the coxwain sat facing him,
g0 that the young reefer could ses the
honest, thickly-bearded faco of the broad-
shouldered seaman.

My man,” began Vincent, “do you

£

{ kmow who I am?”
5 I A “The commander of this vessel, I
- My \ reckon.” :
5 . ““’That s so. I have a proposition to
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imake to yvou, which, if you are wise, you will think fit to
“accept.”

“ Make it,”” was the laconic rejoinder.

““ At once. I wish you to join my crew.”

¢ Anything else?”

“ Nothing. You are just the kind of seaman I require; if
~you wish to put your name on the books of the ‘ Seabird,” you
«gha'n’i have anything to grumble at in the way of wages. You
will, nioreover, have a share in the profits of the voyage.”

“You want me to turn slaver?’ queried the Scottish seaman
calmly.

“That’s it ; you shall lese nothing by it, be assyred.”

¢ Oh, I'vo no doubt I should get money by it; but what about
any soul?”

“ Your soul!” ejaculated the Spapiard, in astonishment at the
unexpected question, staring at the coxswain blankly.

“Wes. What is to become of that? All the money you can
give me won't save it.”’

¢ Hangit! Tm talking about you, not about theology.”

“ And I am thinking about the heraafter!” replied the sailor,
faughing at his tempter. “ All the blood-money you can offer
e won't buy my consvistice; I prefer to keep my soul purs,
‘@ven 2t the wxpense of life.”

At thege words, so remarkable in 2 member of a class of men
noted for thoughtlessness, Kdward Harrington felt a thrill of ad-
cmiration.  Vincent, different-minded, was furious at being so
“eoolly refused by a man who was ab his mercy.

“ Answer rae !’ he cried.  ** Will you join my vessel or nct?”

“1 beg to be excused,” repli British geaman tranquilly.

“¥or the last timel” aimed the Spaniard, drawing
pistol from bhis belt, and levelling it at the breast of the s

¢ refuze!” replied Donnel, looking at the villain w
ingly. :

*Then die!" cried the enraged slaver. And he was about o
press the teigger, when he felt a stunning blow on his head, and
he rolled off his chair and lay on the carpet, stretched at full
length, quite insensible. #

Edward, thoughtless and careless of the consequences of his
act, had rushed forward and dealt the blow, just in tims to save
Donnel’'s life. The sailor started up in surprise, while Edward,
dropping ths psddle, with which he had dealt the blow, and
which had been broken by the concussion, stooped over the slaver
te make sure that his insensibility was genuine.

A glance showed the middy that the Spaniard was indeed
stunped ; indeed, he thought it probable that the injured man
would never wake again.

e ’You here!” exclaimed Donnel. I thought you were dead,
sir.”

“So did this rascally slaver,” replied Ned. “But, you see, I
am alive, Dornel. But we must get out of this, or his men
will discover us.”

“ My feet are tied, sir.”

?dward took Vincent’s cutlass, and severed the bonds of the
sailor,

! “We ghall have to swim,” ke said. “But as we may be at-

tacked, wo had best arm ourselves. Take this cutlass, and T'l1
borrow this fellow’s dagger. I have a mind to give him six
inches of it, and put him past doing mischief; but I can’t kill
him while he’s helpless. However, that erack on the nut will
lagt.him some time. Come along!”

““ Are we to dive out of the port-hole, sir?”

“Yes, that's the way I came in.”

“There iz a rope, then?”

“’Yes, there’s a rope, which we shall slide down.”

. The two men did so without difficulty, and gained the river,
underthe shadow of the *“ Seabird’s ”’ long, dark hull.

«8hall we swim dowu the river, or to the land?”’ whispered
Donnel.

Py the land.”

“Would it not be quicker to—"

“No, for the flood-tide is coming in, and we should have to
struggle against that to reach the ccean.”

“ Of course, sir. I forgot that.”

Silent as fishes they swam to the bank, and, wading knee-deep
in thick vellow mud, they reached the dry land, fortunatsly with-
cut encountering either crocodiles or hippopotami.

“We are on the south bank of the river,” remarked Edward.
“ So-we must keep the waler o our right to get to the Atlantic.”

“Vegs, sir. But hark! what’s that?”

“Phat” was a loud cry which came from the slave-ship.

“*The condition of the skipper has been discovered,” said Ed-
ward. , “Tet us hurry, for these rascals will soon be upon cur
track.’

. %Thay're upon it already, Mr. Harrington,”” returned Donnel,
whosp keen ear caught the scund of oars on the river.

| Side by side the fugitives rushed through the thickets, speeding

" alonp at the greatest speed they were capable of. Splash

i th#ongh mud and mire, pool and bog, they went at a headlong

- rate; and socn left far behind all sight and scund of the slavers.

7 think wo are safe now!” panted Edward, slackening pace -

2o
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when they were about a mile from the brigantine. “ We must
be near the sea now.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Donnel. “ The moon will soon bs up,
and then we can see our way. We must be close to the shore.”

The two moen proceeded at a more moderite paze, and ten
minutes later the moon’s white rays illuminated wood and river,
and they saw the place where the Salvas rolled its broad flood
into the ocean, the extensive sheet of bright water glistening in
the lunar beam

And less than Lialf a mils from them floated a huge object, the
sight of which caused both to ubter ejaculations of joy.

“The ¢ Aspazia’! The * Aspasia’!”

—_—

SHAFPTER VIL
QAPTAIN VINCENTS RESOLVE-FACE 10 FACE
WITH DEATH.

The injury done to Captain Vincens, and the escape of Donnel,
had been discovered on buard the * Seabird " very quickly after
the departure of the two Englishmen,

Ricardo Leon, curious t yow what his commander could
have to say {c the Britd tor, had remained near the cabin
door, and after a while the stlence in the room had caused
surprise, and he tapped ditereetly at the door. Receiving no
answer, he ventured to enter, and wag amazed to fnd the
Spaniard stretched on the carpet iusensible, and the Scottish
geaman gone. The leutenant immediately gave the alarm, and
search was made for Donnel, which was kept up for an hour with-
SUCCESs. B

The captain lay for two hours in a comatose state, caused hy
the terrific thump he had received, and when he at last recoverasd
his senses, he remained dazed and helpless for an hour. Carles,
who was an experienced old seaman, and knew a little of rough-
and-ready surgery. examined his wound, and pronounced that no
damage was done to the skull, beyond a contusion.

Vincent hen with satisfaction, for he had feared that his
skull was fractured, snd, knowing that his pain would pass away
in i e endured the terrible headache caused by the blow
ry fortitude, consoling himself for his sufferings

of the vengeance he meant to take. Ricardo,
uring with curiosity to know how the affair had
chanced. guestioned the Spaniard on the subject.

“T was going to kill the prisoner,” Vincent tcld him, “ when
1 felt a frightfal crash on my head, and I lost my senses.”’

““ But who hit you?”

“ Someone who was hidden in the cabin.”

“ But thers was no one here when Carlos and I went out.”

* No ons except the prisoner,” confirmed Carlos.

“It was that accursed reefer!” ground out Vincent through
his teeth,

“Not Harrington?”

“Yes, Harringten!”

“But he is dead!”’

“VWe thought so, but we were mistaken; we must have heen.
I can guess it all easily. 'Tis simple enough.”

“Hanpged if I can see it, then, if it is simple!”

* You always were a fooll”” was the polite reply. * Can’t you
fee that broken paddle on the floor? It was broken on my skull.
Thiat ’m_dd]e belongs to the canoe the midshipman of the frigate
stole.”

“That’s proof,” said old Carles.

“Proof positive. Besides, there’s a rope hanging outside the
porthole, and wet marks on the carpet inside. You can see
that?”

“T admire his pluck,” Ricardo remarked. ““ Who could have
guessed he would dare to venture aboard the brigantine ?’

“That's whore his wit comes in. He lnew we should never
think cof looking for him in our own veseel.”

“Prue. Well, he has got off, and so has your giant.”

““But his father, and the girl he called his cousin, are in my
hands!” the Spaniard replied, with a sinister smile, I can reach
him through them.”

“What will you do to them, captain?”

“ Kill them!1” was the reply.

“The girl, too, captain?’ asked Ricardo Leon.

“Both.. Now leave me; my head ig splitting, and I want {o
try to zet a little sleep.” )

“Qhall I cal! you in the morning, Captain Vincent?”

“ At daybreak.”

The slaver captain threw himself upon his bunk, and the two
subordinates left him, and went cn deck.

“Don’t you think there’s danger of the midshipman piloting
the frigate up the river, Senor Leon?” inquired Carlos.

“ Yes, Carlos, I do, and if T were the captain T would at once
sail for the creek he talks about, which communicates with the
Papajo River, and gives us a passage fo the ocean.”

“TPhat's hinpossibie, senor.” :

“ And for what reason?”’

“ ’I?:,m creek lending from the Salvas to the Papajo is not yeb
open.
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“Not open!”

“No. 'Tis the floods from up-country that render the creek
pavigable. I doubt if you could get a long boat through the
passage now.”

““ W hat infernal iil-luck!”

“ Captain Vincent expected it.”

“What! He knew the creek would not give us a passage out
of this river?”’

““ Ho knew it would not be open yel.”

“ And when will the floods come that open this confounded
passage?”

“In a week or o; perhaps less, perhaps more.”

“But in a week we may be all in gaol at Sierra Leone.”

““That’s possible,” returned the imperturbable Carlos. ‘‘ Bu,
of course, the senor capitan did not count upon the inopporture
appearance of this English ship. It will take us a week or more
to get the slaves aboard, and then we could escape. So long as
the Englishman stays at the mouth of the river, we can snap
our fingers at him, but—"

“ But if he comes up the river we are lost.”

“ Perhaps not. Another boat attack need not frighten us.”

“Tt is not that I dread. I know the frigate, with a skilful
captain, could get over the sand-bar at the mouth of the Salvas,
and, once in the river, the water is deep enough to carry her
as far as our anchorage.”

“That's true; but if she comes in sight we can warp the
brigantine a little further up the river.”

“"The water is too shallow further up to carry us out of reach
of her guns,” replied Ricardo Leon gloomily.

b Ai‘.y the worst, we can abandon the ship and take to the
woods.”

“That’s better than being taken prisoners, it’s true; but I've
no ambition to become a wild man of the woods.”

“Well, let us hope the frigate won’t get into the river,” said
the philosophical Carlos, as he went to his hammock. Ricarde
Leon followed his example, filled with gloomy forebodings. He
was not a brave man, and the prospect of having to face a force
of British bluejackets in deadly conflict was by no means pleasant
to him.

The night passed uneventfully aboard the “ Seabird,” but at
the first peep of dawn the slavers were all astiv. The early
beams of the rising sun showed them a sight-which filled the
stoutest with apprehension. Up the river, with slow and
majestic motion, came the *‘ Aspasia,”” with sails set, and guns
run out for action. Slowly and steadily the huge vessel came on,
threading her way with cautious skiil through the mazes of the
rver.

Captain Rodrigo Vincent came upon deck immediately the
ghip came into view. - The slaver was pale with rage.

“ Bring the prisoner Harrington here!” he cried.*

“ Shall I fetch him from the stockade, captain?”

“ Yes, but stay, wait a moment,” added the captain thought-
fully. *Shall we have the lieutenant or his niece ?”’

“What are you going to do, captain ¥’ asked Rieardo Leon.

“ Threaten them with death unless the frigate departs.”

“The English commander will laugh at such a device.”

< V:iH he? Do you think he’ll see his officer hanged before his
eyes?’

“ Rather than not capture us, yes.””

“ Tt may be so, but it's worth trying. - Fetch the prisoner.”

“ And the senorita?”’

“No, I'll reserve her for another emergeney which I foresee.”

In five minutes Licutenant Harrington was brought from his
prison in the stockade to the deck of the outlaw brigantine.
He was a trifle pale, bub quite calm and firm, and ready for what-
ever might happen. A flush of pleasure overspread his face
wheni he caught sight of the “ Aspasia.”

“ No doubt you think your deliverance iz ai hand!" rneered
the Spaniard, -noticing the prisoner's expression. “ Bub you are
mistaken. If that vesszel, which you are so glad to see, does nob
return to the gulf, you will swing at the yardarm of this
vessel.”’

“You dare not commit such an outrage in sight of the
cruiser 7’ eried the officer, surprised and angered.

“You shall sec what T.dere do! Men, rig a running howline?”’

In five minutes Harrington stood on the deck beneath the arm
of the mainyard, with a noose round his neck, the rope being
passed over the yard above, and the loose end grasped by half a
dozen tlavers.

“ When I give the word, haul away !’ cried the slaver captain.
“ If that cruiser opens fire he dies!”

CHAPTER VIIL
ABOARD THE ‘“ ASPASIA ”—THE DEFIANCE.
Both Edward and the sailor were overjgyed to set eyes upon
the frigate once again. They were now safe, and could hope to
be able to return with aid to the prisoners left in the hands of the
slavers. 3
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“How shall we get aboard ?” queried Donnel. *Do you think
they’ll hear us if we hail at that distance!”

““We can try, at all events,” replied Edward. “Let us shouf
togetll:er, and our united efforts may attract the attention of the
watch.”

‘With all the strength of their lungs the two men shouted:

¢ ¢ Agpasia,” ahoy! aho—o—oy!”

The sound rang far cver the waters, and reached the ears of
the alert night-watch on the decks of the frigate. Tearing
branches from a neighbouring tree, the tw: sailors waved them
energetically, to indicate their position to. the wmen of the
“ Aspasia.”” At the same time they sent forth shout after shout,
until an answering shout from the frigate told them they had
been seen. N

“ Tglank Heaven!” exclaimed Donnel. * They’re lowering a

] :

1;‘d§Ve shall be aboard in five minutes,” remarked Edward
gladly.

"The bright moonlight showed them a boat approaching through
the sand-banks, propelled by the sturdy arms of a dozen blue-
jackets. When it was near enough, the fugitives waded through
the surf, and clambered over the gunwale.

“So it's young Barrington!” grunted Halyard, who had
charge of the boal.

““ Yes, sir,” replied the middy, saluting.

“ Thought you were food for the fishes long ago.”

“¥ was taken prisoner by the slavers, sir, with Donnel here.”

“ Hoen anything of your dad, my boy?”’

“ He is alive, a prisoner in the hands of the slavers.”

“We'll have him out of that before very iong,” said Halyard.

As the boat grated againet the hull of the frigate, Captain
Waterton leaned over the rail, and his surprise was great when
he saw the returning midshipman Tdward, reaching the
quarterdeck, made his repor) to the commander.

““So your father is still alive?” asked ihe captain, when the
young man had concisely narrated his adventures.

“Yesg, sir; but Captain Vincent has threatened to take his life
becuuse he would not come to you with a false report.”

“T do not think you need to fear for him, my lad; the slaver
would hardly dare to harm him while we are so near.”

“ Vincent says there is another passage by which he can regain
the sea, instead of returning Jdown the Salwvas, sir,” the midshi
man said.

“ Indeed!” the captain exclaimed. ‘ Then there is no time to
be lost. Did you observe the river, Mr. Harrington, whils you
were on it; in short, do you think the water will be deep encugh
to enable us {o take the frigate up the river, to attack the
slaver in his retreat?”

“Yes, sir, if you take advantage of the pressnt food-tide to
get over the sand-banks.”

“Very well, Mr. Harrington. You may go to the surgecn
now, and let him look at that cut cu your head.”

Edward made his bow, and retived, zlad enough to seek his
hammock, for he was worn out wit! ue.  The ship's surgeon
pronouncad the wound on the mid head merely a seratch, and
bound it up. Nad, although 1 y anxious about his father
and cousin, fell into a deep sleep nediately he got inbo his
hammock, and did not wake till long after dawn, the caph
having considerately given orders that he was not to be called
up for duty.

On rising in the morning, he was assailed by his Tellow-reefers,
who wanted to know all the particulars of his adventures up ths
river. .

“Depend upon it, Ned, we’ll have your dad here before noon,”
said Tom Williams, when Edward had obligingly finished his
recital. ‘“We are already 'a mile up the rivern.”

“What! Have we paszed the sand-baz?”’

“Rather. We went over it at high-tide by moonlight, while
you were snoring away like a traction-engine.”

Edward hastened en deck, and to his delight found that the
“ Aspasia ™ was sailing between the green, mangrove-lined banlks
of the Salvas.

““ And there’s the slaver!” exclaimed Tom Williams, who was
the first to distinguish the brigantine through the foliage thad
almost hid her from view.

“ Harringbon,” called out Lieutenant Halyard at this moment.

“The captain wants you, lucky dog that you are,” whispered

75
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Edward hastened to obey the summons.

“ Harrington,” said Captain Waterton, “give me a descrip-
tion of the slaver’s stockade, 2s well as you can remember it.”

Edward did so.

“The gate faces the river, you say?”’

“ Yes, gir, about ten yards from the bank.”

“How many men did you see in the fort7’ continued the
eaptain.

“In the dark T could not seo much, sir; bui I think there
must have been less than fifty.” .

“ And how many aboard the brigantine 1™

“ About forty, sir.”
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“ Humph! That will do.”

Edward touched his cap, and retreated to the lee side of the
quarterdeck. 'The captain remained thoughtful for a moment,
thon he said:

“Mr. Halyard, you will take the two cutters, and convey
seventy men to the shore. Send the boats back when you are
landed, and with your men approach the stockade. Do not let
the slavers observe your movements.”

“ Anything else, sir?”’

“ When I have made a breach in the stockade wall, you will
attack, and capture the building.”

The officer saluted and departed. Wher Halyard and his men
were landed, and the beats were again swung up to the davits,
the captain ordered the drummer to beat to quarters, and the
{rigate was prepared for action.

By this time they wero close to the cornered slaver, and all
aboard the cruiser could see the group on the deck of the
< Qeabird.” Captain Waterton’s brow darkened as he saw the
PBritish officer in his ignominous situation, with the noose around
%isdn’?ck. Taking his gpeaking-trumpet, he hailed the “ Sea-

ird.

“What do you want?” came the defiant answer of Rodrigo
{Vincent.

“ Surrender, or I'll blow you out of the water!”

“ Fire a single shot, and this man swings at the yardarm!”

There as a long pause after this answer. The sailors looked
at each other in silence, wondering what the ““ old man” would
do. The captain looked thoughtful and savage. Vincent was
determined to carry out his sentence; Harrington knew it, bub
he did not shrink from his fate. - He stood erect and calm,
awaiting death with heroic fortitude. The silence became pain-
Ful; it was at last broken by Harrington himself:

CHAPTER IX.
THE DILEMMA--THE CONFLICT AND THE CAPTURE
—CONCLUSION.

Gortrude Alden, after being taken from the hut in which the
two officers were imprisoned, was carried aboard the brigantine.
Rodrigo Vincent, with the idea of turning to account the
chivalrous feelings of the English commander, had crdered her
to be brought on deck, and she now stood near her relafive,
almost fainbting with anguish, her sinking form supported by
QOarlos and Ricardo Leon. Her eyes turned upcn Harrington
as he began to speak, and then entreatingly upon the face of the
merciless Spaniard. i

“ (aptain Waterton,” said Harrington in a firm voice, speak-
ing rapidly to prevent the slaver captain interrupting him, ““you
have heard what this scoundrel threatens. Do not regard him.
The Llsllav«,'e‘sship is at your mercy. Take it, let my fate be what
it willt’

This speech, worthy of a Regulus, made a deep impression
upon all the listeners. The blusjackets aboard the  Aspasia™
gazed at the gallant officer with admiration, and even tho slavers
Iooked uneasily at their commander. But the Spaniard did not
relent.

“ Captain Vincent,” eaid Waterton, “if you surronder, you
and your crew shall go free, if the prisoners are delivered safe
into my hands.”

“ And what of my ship?”’

“ It must be given up to me.”

“7 refuse!”

“Then,” resumed the English captain, *it iz my duty to at-
tack you. Your vessel must be captured. If you harm your
prisoners you shall hang ab this yardarm when you are taken.
But before you commit this erime consider! You cannot hope
to siiccessfully resist; you know that. Then be advised, and
surrender.”

“« Never!” cried the slaver captain. “I'Hl live free, or I'll die
fighting!”’

“Men, to your posts!” cried Captain Waterton, pale but re-
golved.

The seamen went to their quarters in gloomy silence ; they felt
that the captain could not act otherwise than as he had done,
yet it was not pleasant to see their officer sacrificed before their
eyes.

yEdward Harrington had listened to the debate in impatient
silence, his blood boiling with anger. He longed to rush sword
in hand upon the deck of the *“ Seabird *’; the habit of discipline
alone restrained him from some adventurous attempt fo rescue
his parent, and the girl he had already learred to love.

“Stay” shouted Captain Vincent, as the * Aspasia’s’’ com-
“mander turned to order his men to commence the assault upon
“the briganiine—** stay, listen to me for a moment!”

“What have you to say?” asked the British captain pausing.

All eyes wera fixed upon the dark, savage face of the slaver
captain as he spoke, and no one noticed Edward slip across the
deck and drop into the river through a lower porthole.  The
young man was determined to make a desperate effort to pre-
gorve his father’s life ; the renewed delay gave him time to try.

Every Friday.

Swimming under the cover of ike half-submerged mangroves,
he reached the side of the slaver, and swam rpund the ship. On
arriving at the side opposite the bank, he climbed into a port-
hole, and reached the interior of the vessel. No one observed
him; all the slavers were too intently locking towards the frigate
to notice him in the water cn the landward side of the brigantine.

The midshipman, dripping with water, entered the cabin ¢
captain, which he rightly judged was empty, all the slavers
interested in the thrilling tableau on deck, and appropriated a
pair of handsome pistols, which ke had seen hanging on the wall
beside the captain’s bunk, during his previous visit to the apart-
ment. With one in each hand, he crept up the hatchway, and
crouched there just below the level of the deck, feady and re-
solved to “chip in’’ if the slavers attempted to execuic the
lieutenant.

“If you attack us,” Vincent continued, when Captain Water-
ton had stopped his warlike preparations, and signified his
alacrity to renew the discussion of the situation, ‘‘not only this
officer, bub this girl shall be put to death!”

“Wretch! You would not dare!”

Vincent’s answer to this was a sign to Ricardo Leon, who drew
a pistol, and placed the muurle to the breast of the fainting
maiden.

“Help mo! Help !’ shrieked the terrified girl.

“Vou see!” shouted Vincent exultantly, *‘their death is cer-.
tain if you persist. Return to the sea, and leave us in peace, and
both shall be given up to you unharmed. Molest us, and they
die! Choose!”

Captain Waterton was a humane, kind-hearfed man, but he
was an experienced officer. He knew he could not neglect his
duty to save the unfortunats victims of the slaver’s ferccity. It
was imperative that the ““ Seabird ” should be taken, yet it was
a bard struggle to resign the two helpless captives to certain
death. Harrington’s case would not be so hard. He would be
@ martyr to his duty; but that Gertrude should perish in a
quarrel which did not concern her—an innocent vietim to the
slave-dealer’s barbarity—was terrible. But Waterton could only
take one course, and he took it.

“Your threats avail you nothing,” he said calmly, but de-
cisively. ““The ‘Seabird’ is my prize; ’tis my duty to take it,
and it shall be taken, Kill these prisoners if you dare; you shall
expiate the crime on the gallows. Helmzman, lay her alongside.
Boarders, follow me!”’

A turn of the helm brought the frigate alongside of the brigan-
tine, and from the decks of the huge vessel, the boarding-party,
1ed by Captain Waterton in person, rushked to assail the slavers,
Before this could be completed, the Spaniard yelled:

“Death! Death to the prisoners!”

The hangmen began to tug at the rope, which was to haul
Harrington up to the yardarm, and Ricardo Leon cccked his
pistol to carry out the demoniac order of his chief. But at this
juncture an sctive form sprang up from the hatchway steps. A
joud report rang out, and Ricardo Leon uttered a cry. and
staggered back, pressing both hands to his chest, where Edward’a
bullet had taken <ffect. Before the slavers could recover from
their surprise at this sudden and unexpected attack, the mid-
shipman fired his second pistol intc the group of seamen who
held the rope that encircled the neck of his father.

One fell, mortally woundéd, and the rest, in their astonishment,
released the rope, and Harrington, whose feet had just left the
deck, foll flat on the planks, unharmed. Then, drawing his dirk,
the gallant lad rushed forward; his arm encircled the waist of
Gertrude, and ke stood over the fallen lioutenant, facing the
furious slavers dauntlessiy. The English sailors now came pour-
ing over the bulwarks, with cutlasses and pistols in their hands,
and, seeing the middy alone in the midst of the slavers, the tars
gave g cheer and rushed to his aid.

“Cut him down!” roared the slaver captain beside himself
with rage; “and slay the prisoners—kill them, I say!”

“ Scoundrel I’ cried Oaptain Waterton, interposing his cutlass
between Edward and the Spaniard. “ Face a man, if you dare!”’

“T dare!” exclaimed Vincent; and his biade crossed the Eng-
lishman's.

Carlos attacked the reefer, armed with his long Catalan knife,
and the young man was compelled to act upon the defensive.
The others of the “ Seabird’s’’ crew engaged with the British
boarders, headed by Tillet and Dennel, and a short but desperate
conflict was fought on the narrow deck of the brigantine.

Meanwhile, the seamen loff in the * Aspasia’ poured broad-
side after broadside into the stockade, whose flimsy walls, un-
able to resist artillery, fell in splinters on every side. Walls, huts,
and garrison wers cut to pieces, and in five minutes the sur-
vivors of the slave-catchers, realising that their four guns were
1o matoh for the frigate’s twenty-four, fled from the stockade in
dismay. They only escaped, however, from the frying-pan into
the fire, as the saying is, for Lieutenant Halyard and bis foree had
surrounded the retreat, and as the fugitive garriscn went out
they were taken prisomers by the bluejackets.

The fight on board the *8eabird” was more deadly, and the

‘planks were dyed with blood, and encumbersd with corpses be-
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fore the furious resistance of the slavers was crushed. Rodrigo
Vincent, fighting to the last, fell beneath the sword of the British
captam,.and at the same moment Carlos went down with Ed-
ward’s dirk through his heart. The sailors drove the disorganised
mob of slavers into the forecastle, where the survivors, after the
death of the captain, surrendered at discretion.

The “Seabird” was taken, and the prisoners saved, though
at the cost of many valuable lives. Captain Waterton, after tho
fight, commended Edward for his courags and cleverness, and the
middy, who had expected a reprimand for leaving the quarter-
deck of the “ Aspasia” without orders, was both relieved and
pleased. But what madoe him most happy was the grip of the
}Xzﬁd which his father gave him, and the sweet words of Gertrude

en.
*

* * * » * *
After the dapture of the brigantine, the ‘‘ Aspasia” headed
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|
for Sierra Leone, where the prize was delivered into the hands’
of the authorities, ‘
There Gertrude left the frigate, to the great sorrow of both
Edward and herself. But their parting was not for long. The
young lady proceeded to England, and shortly afterwards the
“ Aspagia’’ was ordered home. Arriving at Portsmouth, our
hero found, to his delight, that his exploits in West Africa had
procured him a licutenancy, and that his father had been pro-
moted to the rank of commander. He at once hastened to visit
CGertrude, and, finding her overjoyed to seé him agair, told her
his love, and asked her a certain question. What her answer wag
may bo gathered from the fact that before long the young lieus=
tenant became a benedict, and his life’s partner was the beautiful
girl he had rescued from the clutches of the slaver captain.

THE END.

]

You can begin this Story now by reading this.

This is the story of Frank Farleigh, a boy who has been
brought up to believe himself the son of a simple fisherman.
He saves the life of Captain Wilfrid Curzon, commander of the
“ Fearless,”” and Captain Curzon promises to make him a middy
on his vessel. 'This promise, however, is never fulfilled, for
Frank and an old sailor, by name Bill Woshem, are lured
on to a pirate vessel, in the commander of which they recognise,
to t}jeir astonishment, the very captain whose life Frank had
saved. :

They sail againgt their will in the pirate vessel, the
% Vulture,” known better under the title of the “Scourge of
the Seas,” and on board that ship Captain Curzon tells Frank
that they are father and son. This Frank steadfastly refuses to
believe. They then arrive at the pirates’ strenghold, a lonely
island in the Indian Ocean, from which place Frank and Bili,
accompanied by a emall negro.boy, Quacko—who has already
gaved Frank’s life twice—manage to escape.

They get safely on board a French man-of-war, which i,
however, almost immediately wrecked in a storm. Those of the
crow who have esoaped destruction in the storm seize the ship's
cutter and put off, leaving the captain, the lieutenant, a middy,
and Frank, Bill, and Quacko behind. These six then manage
to secure a small quantity of provisions, among which is a keg
of brandy, and they put off in a small cutter just as the
ship founders. . ‘

The cowardly sailors who have previously escoped from the
sinking ship then eome up, and demand a share of the pro-
visions, which consist only of a very emall keg of water, a
bag of biscuits, and a sack of spoiles flour, beside the keg of
brandy. The brandy and the flour are given them, and they go
laughingly away. For three days the little boat drifts about.
On the fourth day the cutter again comes into sight. Frank
Jooks into it, then recoils with a gasp of horror, and they pull
away from it.

THE FOURTH DAY—THE LAST DROP.
They were very silent, with the horror of that scene still upon

them.

Bill’s strength soon .gave cut, and the oars slipped from his
hands, and floated gently away, a3, overcome with exhaustion, he
sank down in the bottom of the boat.

The others watched the oars slowly float away beyond their
reach with a dull apathy, which prevented them from stretching
out a hand, or, indeed, moving anything but their eyes.

A subdued, intermittent groaning came from the bows, where
the poor little lad, in his once smart uniform, lay struggling
with the bitter fire-thrist, that was slowly sapping away his
young life.

Quacko, in spite of the lion’s shares which he had enjoyed, was
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scarcely in better plight, and ke lay, with his woolly head against
the hot, blistering timbers, crying weakly with exhaustion.

Would rescue never come !

Frank mustered eufficient strength to stand up for a few
moments, while his eyes swept the horizon in the vain hope of '
that welcome sight, a sail. .

But the glittering waters that danced in the sun’s rays blinded
him, and brought tears of weaknees into his tired eyes.

o could see nothing distinetly ; everything appeared blurred
and misted. The horizon was no longer the sharp, defining line
where sea and sky met. It was an irregular, zigzagging line,
fading away altogether in a flame-coloured mist to the eastward,
where the sun’s rays wers still strongest:

He sank down again, dispirited and hopeless, and none troubled
to ask him what he had seen.

For long, long hours, they drifted on at the mercy of the
tide, and as the sun mounted higher and higher in the heavens, it
beat down upon them pitilessly. It shrivelled the skin off their
faces, and blackened their lips; it beat upon their aching heads
until it brought the hot, salt tears into their eyes. ;

By this time the poor little middy was free from his sufferings,
He was delirious, and raved incessantly, calling again and again
on the names of those whom he would never more meet on earth.

Frank arose painfully. He could not bear to listen to that
pitiful, wailing voice. On his hands and knees he crept to the

- Jocker, for he had not the strength now to rise to his feet.

Bill lifted himself up on his arm and watched him in silence ;!
but the two Frenchmen had sunk into a lethargv from which
pot even the thoughts of the loss of the last dreg of their
precious water could raise them. - i

Frank dragged out the key, for, empty almost as it wag, he
had not the strength to lift it. L. . )

Bill raised himself higher, and watched him with burning eyes
ag he fumbled with the spigot. .

Ho held the litile tin pannikin under to catch the foeble
trickles until it was half filled, then the supply ceased. It was
their last drop of water—their very last1 "There had been more
left yesterday, but the fierce heat had Aried it up. .

As Frank. holding the little vessel containing the fluid—more
precicus a million times than the rarest gems—turned, he caught
Bill’s eyes fixed steadfastly on him. . .

He tried to speak, but he could not. His tongue, dry and
swollen, clung to the roof of his mouth. All he could do was to

oint unsteadily towards the bows, and Bill, understanding what
ﬁe meant, lay back contentedly. 2

Then Frank, on his hands and knees, erept painfully to where
the dving French boy lay. ] .

“Hi, Massa Frank! Hi, Massa Frank!” cried Quacko im-
ploringly ; “dat for poor Quacko?”’

_Frank shook his head gently, and pointed to the French boy,
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