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The storm seemed to grow in inten-
sitr The rain waa coming down in
torrentd, making..a great, slippery
stream ;ﬂ! the déck, apd the wind
drove fierce gusts into the faces of the
men githered by the rall. Now a vivid
flash of lightning made the scene like
day. for ‘an instant, and while the light
lasted they could see their pursuer
plainiy-—not hall a mile behind them.

Csrnlsh noticed its .nearmess, and
sware tnder hia breath as Capt. Whit-
ford, i dripping ollsklns approached
hurried]y.

“1 Lhink we're Xn far enough to land
the launchk now,” ke gald. “Oo a night
Hke this I don't. want to run too
close. It's going to be a risky under-
taking !for you though,” he added
snxiously looking toward the shore.

"Hnw long will ft take us to reach
land?" |Cnmiuh asked ignoring the
‘warning.

“You] ought to do it o' an hour
against; this sea—providing nothing
happens,” the captain replied.

“Then let’s get off,” said Cornish
without a moment's besitatlon,

“Mr. Cornish!"” Harcourt broke in.
“T protést! § refuse to—"

* “Lower the launch!” Cornish di-
rected without heeding him.

As he gave the command Adele, ap-
peared in the companionway, com-
:pletely cnveloped {n 8 seaman's ofl-
;skins, Harcourt looked at her in sur-

;prise and she laughed mischievousiy |

'at him. ‘Ohb, you are mot golng to
get rid of me S\u’t yet!” she said.

“Fou don't mean to’ say that you
intend to go In the launch?” Harcourt
asked.

©.| trom the crew, and Adele, hearing the

“He's dofng a bit of dodging.”

ford bad planned it out carefully, so
that even if the searchlight should
play upon them agaln the launch
would not come whhin range of its
bight untll it had shot away from the
protecting side of the Murita. After
that the lttle party would bave to
take their chances. but Cornish fig-
ured that the littte craft would hardly
be seen above the great waves, s
pecially as those on the cutter would
be upaware of its departure and
would be directing their entire atten-
tion to the yacht.

Once the launch was gone. however,
it was the plan to start the Murita
full speed ahead in the opposite di-
rection, to give the cutfer the slip if
posslble, and at lenst divert the atten-
tion of its officers from tke escaplog
launch.

At & signal from her father. Adele
climbed over the rail and made her
way slowly and carcfully down the
swingiag ladder, while a seaman held
the launch close with a boatheok. Cor-
nish turned to Whitford 001 as

we put off. leep the cutler curlous
and dodge about so they’ll have to
keep their sexrehlizht on you" he

diteetit, “We'll be ready as soon as
your men climb back on board.”
“You're not koing alone are you?”

Whitford asked in surprised dis
approval.
“Certainly,” said Cormish. “T'll at-

tend to the engine myself. and Adele
an steer as well as any seaman you
ave,” rhen be faced Harcourt once

‘more. “Are you coming?” " he de-
* Harcourt refused.
Theu Il make you come!” Cor

nish crled, out of all patence. Witk
« quick movement he stepped to Har.
court's side, hesitating for the fraction
of a second with his great fist poised
in the air. Then the blow descended
und Harcourt dropp:d like a log, bis |
head striking heavily asgafust  the !
brusswork of tie railing. !

A murmur of astonishment came

noise from below, called up to ask |

what bad happensd. Without a word !
of explanation i -1

conscious maii !

steadying himself ior a momeni o
the

uncertain ladder, began to d
nd, holding Harepurt cloge to hi:
powerful bods as he might bave,

‘handled a baby.

Once in the bobhing launch, Cor-i

nish cast off. The litte, engine,
snorted through tbe noise of the |
storm, and in  apother minute the

lauch shot out through the heavy seas.
Cornish sent it abead at full speed,
and. in spite of the beavy waves, the
little craft made rapid progress, soon
being lost in the ddrkness from the
view of those who \m!rhcd from the
Murita’s deck.

Cornish gave not the :lmhlesl heed
to Harcourt who lay where the
American bad left him, and Adele, at
her post by the wheel had no time
to question or investigate bis condl-
tion. The raln was falling in torrents
and now and then the sea broke over
the sides, drenching them as they
strained their eyes to see what was
happening behind them.

Fortunately the lightning came no
more, but now the searchlight played
again, and looking back, Coraish saw
it fall across the Murita. Cornish
smiled grimly as he saw the yacht
clearly once more. Whitford was do-
ing his part well, for the little vessel
was ploughing its wn\ through the
sea at a rapid rat¢. As the great
wide streak rested upon the Murita,
the ship suddenly altered its course,
and slipped away towards the north-
west out of the path of the search-
light.

“Good work!” muttered Cornish.

No soaner had the yacht faded trom
vlew however, than a broad white
streak flashed again, penetrating the
blackness, and begen to swing rapidly
from right to left in scarch of te!
eluslve yacht. Now it caught a
glimpse of what it sought, and after
a moment's wavering, it shot out
stralght acd the Murita was again
plainly discernible.

Once more a shot came from the
cutter and Cornish chuckled to him-
self. Adele sat breathlessly in fright-
ened suspense, and then gave a sigh
of rellef as the yacht continued calm-
I5 on its way.

“Thes’re not trying to hit her, and

they won't!” Cornish called over his
shoulder to Adele. YApparently they
don’t want to take the chance. of sink-
ing her and drowning the man they're

oy ml” uid adele ‘;;1"::;“‘: ‘after. It's & lucky tbing for Whit.
handle alone.” “ford d for me too, as I'd hate to|

Agaln & dull boom’ sounded above
the storm and this time, as Cornish
/had anticipated, they heard the shriek
of a shell as it .flew close to the
. t's; mast.

on!”  shouted
“There’s no time to lose .

“The launch is ready, sir,” Whitford
sanounced. The Murita had swung

Cornish.

lose the Murita!”

For a quarter of an hour the launch
raced om, Cornlsh crowding the
staunch little engines to thelr greatest
capacity. Wet and shivering, bw
with never faltering courage,, Adele
kept the wheel firm,  heading the
launch due east on a steady course
Meanwhile the yacht/and the pursulng
cutter d. from view, and ali

ker prow about to'the , an
the Jaunch had heen dropped ‘trom
the pan side, 50 :that now the yacht
lay be éen it aud the catter. Whit-

they could see was the occasional
flare of the searchiight as it fashed
across the waters when the Murits
avvarently chanesd soursa b

ruptly aod momentarily eluded the
watch of ¢he other vessel. )

. Now that the chance of the launch
being discovered was extremely re-
mote, Cornish eased up & bit, and for
the first time since they bad started,
turned te.glance at the unconscious
form behind him. Adele, too, elated
at the success of their Mttle strategy,
was wondering how Harcourt fared,
and called out to her father asking
if he could relieve her at tie wheel.

,Satisfied that the engines were run-
ning properly, Cornish arose and
made hls way cautiously aft. Reach-
ing Harcourt he bent over and looked
down at him anxiously. The tarpaulin
Cornish had thrown over the garl
had kept bim dry in spite of the
spray, but he lay pale and very still,
breathing only falntly. Ralsing his
head, Cornish saw a deep red stain
upon Harcourt's temple, and observed
with alarm, an ugly gask on the side
of his head. Adele could only make
them out dirly, but she heard her
tather’s exclamation and asked anx-
fously what was wrong.

“I wmust have hit him barder than
I iotended,” Cormish said. “I dida't
notice that he bad such a cut. Walt
a minute—I'l come back, and then
you can look after him.”

Slipping Into the seat beside Adele
he took the wheel and she made her
way quickly to Harcourt’s side. She
bent close to bim, trying to see more
distinetly, and felt the warm blood
upon bis face and halr. Hurriedly
throwing open her slicker, she tore
a strip from her petticoat, and wet-
ting it, carefully washed the wound
before staunching the flow of blood
as best she could. Then sbe rudely
bandaged the cut and placed the limp
head more comfortably.

“Do you think he’s badly
she asked fearfully.

“1 don't know,” Cornish called back.
“l didn't dream of his (alling like
that. Give him a zood diink of this.”

Still holding the wheel, Cornish
reached into his pocket, and pulling
out a blz flask. passed it to Adele.
She pressed it to Harcourt's lips and
poured a yenerous quantity into his
mouth. Gradually his heart began to
beat more quickly and his breathing
grew more regular, but he did not

hure?”

open his e¥es or show any sign of
returning consciousness.
“What are we gzoing to do with

him now?” she asked in perplexity,
“We must get a doctor the minute we
land.”

“We haven't landed yet,” Cornish
reminded h¥r, as a great wave threw
the launch hizh upon its creit, and
then dropped it down ints 2 dowp

s ley betwven 2ngry scas that towered

high above them on every side.
“Take a good pull at that flask your-
self, and don't lose your ner he
added kindly. )
“I'm not the least bit frightened,”
Adele assured hiwm. “I'm only wor-

. ried about him.”

“There’s no use worrying,” said
Coroish. "He's not dead, and ! don't
think be's seriously hurt. We'll get
& doctor, somehow, or. if we can't, |
can pateh him up when we get ashore.
Perhaps it's just as well be is uncon-
sclous. It will prevent his making
troubdle for us, and we'd have difficulty
keeping him quiet once we land, if
be knew of it."

Not even the occasional flashes of
the searchlight broke the blackness
now, and in another quarter of am
hour, Cortish beard the roar of the
surf breuking on the beach. He wel-
comed it, but he knew that the most
dfficult part of his work still lay
before bim. It would be no easy mat-
ter to get the launch in through the
breakers, and least accident
might result in their belng dashed to
pleces on the rocks. To beach the
launch was' the only possible way.
however, since be knew they could
never get Harcourt asbore If they left
the little craft.

Adele sat quietly by Harcourt's
alde, peering ahead, and then looking
down anxiously at the pale’ fuce in
ber lap. Frequently she felt Har-

court’s pulse, relieved each timie to

find it beating faintly. She was per-
fectly well nware of the daner that
lay ahead of them, but she trled brav-
ely to control her nervousness with
the remembrance of her father’s skiil.

At last Cornisk could see the white-
caps and the dance of the spray as
the great waves pounded wildly
against the beach. It was still dark,
but the rain had ceased aud he could
seo quite a little distance across the
water. Eagerly he looked to the right
and left along the strand. At first
be could see no sign of what he
sought, but after a moment or two he
swung the wheel sharply and the
launch veered about to the porth. He
did not know what hidden danger
might lie in his path, but the course
looked clear and lhe chaoces seemed
in his favor.

Far ahead he saw a break In the
1ine of the raging surf—a Darrow strip
where the weves rose and fell evenly
—and beyond that the wide expanse
of a sheltered inlet Cerefully he
steered for it. The current was run-
ning strong and he held the wheel
in & vice-llke grip for he knew every-
thing depended upon his making the
shelter.

Seeing his purpose Adele watched
breathlessly as the launch drew near-
er and nearer the baven of safety.
Twenty minutes more and the battle
was over. Skillfully, Cornish guided
the little craft into the sheltered
waters, and lashing the wheel firmly,
went forward to shut off the engines.

Slowly the launch drifted toward
the shore. In another moment they

|.felt jts keel grate upon the sand and

Cornish leaped out, up to his loins in

‘the water, lifting Adele in his arme
and carrying her in safety up on the
beach. ‘M 1 shall be safe enough. I shan't

CORNISH LEAPED OUT, LIFTING
ADELE IN HIS ARMS.

“I'm proud of you, lillle Birl!” ke
said, “You're a trump!”

She smiled happily as he turned
away and hurrled back to the
launch for Harcourt. In a moment he
wuas back again and together they
went far back from the surf, placing
Harcourt tenderly upon the sand.

“1 wonder where we are?” Adele
sald, for it was still too dark to make
out their surrounding accurately.

.we're somewhere along

the Scotch coast, We'll bave a look
about for a sbeltered spot where you
can keep hin hidden until I get my
bearings and find & physician.”

CHAPTER XVIL

FOOTPRINTS IN THE SAND.

Eager to hdve Harcourt safely hid- |
den from the;gaze of chance wan-
derers or whoever might live nearby, |
Cornish started off on a hurried !oun
of investigation. He knew it would !
soon be daylight, and® already the |
darkness was fading. Great clouds
rolled seaward, and the wind was |
a gale, but, although there was no
sign of the sun, the storm seemed to ,
be over. .

Alert  against discovery Cornish
moved cautiously along the beach in
the dull gray of the morning. He
was elated over the trick he had
played the officers of the cutter, but
he realized dnly too well the diffi-
culties that now lay before him. The
care of an injired man wanted by the
police would be no easy matter, and
he was trying: his best to invent some
plansible reason for their presence ®
on the coast,: wet and bedraggied at f
s0 early an hour,

JSust cround a little mound of sand ;

dunes, coverell with tall, rank grass,
Iy mwd short. There stood a
rude snack or lean-to, apparently a
shelter set up by fishermen. The *

door stood paftly open, but there was
no sign of llife about the place.
Knecling down behind the grass Cor-
nish watched: carefully for
minutes, Tben, drawing a revolver

from his pocket, he slowly approached |
the hut. He!listened, alert for the,
slightest sousd within, but hearing |
nothing, walked boldly up and looked

inside. It was deserted—a hovel de- ! i
void of furniture or fittings, and ap-

parently unoccupled. ‘

As.he stepped inside, Lowever, he
noticed a change in temperature, u{
was, ch warmer than the air out-
eide. e place bad a smoky odor,
too, and in the far corner he saw a
Ulackened stone with ashes scattered
over it. rhe fire was dead, but the
stone was still hot os he stooped down
to touch it.  Apparently someone had
spent the night tlere and bad only
recently left, although there was noth-
ing else to indicate that the place had
been recently inbabited.

Satisfying himself that whoever
might Lave been there was not now
about, Cornish hurried back to Adele.
She wasr weuwry after the strain of the
night, but she smiled brightly when
he told her what be had found, and
at once wrpse to accompany him.

Once inside the hut, Adele made a
rude bed for Harcourt with the
greatcoats of the two men, while Cor-
nish spread out Adele's slicker for her
to lle down upon.

“Now I'm going off to find the near-
est village,” he sald when she had
stretched herseif out with a little
sigh. “Ill bring back a doctor if I
can find one, and I'm going to tele-
graph to Sir Barry.”

“Isn't that rather dangerous?”
Adele asked apprehensively. “Both
he and Mr. Carrington are probably
being watched by the police in an-
tcipation of just such a communica-
tion.”

Cornish smiled. “Sir Harry can
read the message to MacBee himself
if he lkes. When I find out where
we are I'll send him a message tbat',
no one else can understand. I'll sign |
any name that comes into my head
and Sir Harry will be on in a min-
ute.”

As Cornish finished speaking, Har-
court stirred uneasily and murmured
sometbing .faintly. They bent over
him and Adele removed the bandage
trom the wound.

“It doesn't seem to be much of &
she said, examining it closely.

“No. The trouble {s apparently in.
side,” Cornish answered. “It looks
to me like & fractured skull, in which
case there's no time to lose. I'm of
He banded his revolver to

now."
Adele. “You'd better have this,” he
sald, “I don’t imagine you'll have

the slightest use forit, but you'll feel
more comfortable with it, here alone.”

As she too kthe weapon she smiled
oconfidently at him. “Don’t be anxious,

: beating more evenly.
. she watched him a drowsiness came

, Bee the sunlight

. his doing so might bave awakened

i door and stepped out,

venture oiitside as someone might seé
we it 1 did.”

When her father had gone she sat
for a long time looking at Harcourt.
He was quict now and his pulse was
Gradually as

over her, and cs the day brightened
she dropped off Into a restless sleep.

Several hours passed before she
awoke. Then, with a sudden start,
and & sense of surprise and fear, she
sat up quickly. It was almost dark
in the little shanty, but through the
cracks in the rough boards she could
streaming in. A
vague sense of uneaslness gripped
her, and she reached out to grasp the
revolver at her side. She turned to
look at Harcourt, but he lay quietly
and she noticed the faint rise and fall
of his chest as he breatbed evenly.

Although sbe listened Intently she
heard no sound but the roar of the
sea and the faint rustling of the tail
grass about the hut. But somechow
she seemed to feel Instinetively the
presence of someone lurking outside.

Cautlously she crept toward the
rude door and pushed it open a crack,
holding the revolver;.tightly fn heér
hand, ready for instant use. A pistol

was a familiar toy in bher band, and
she had the confidence of knowing
that she could use it! well, but there
was no.one within the range of her
vision. Then, as ber eyes dropped to
the sand before the door, she started
violently and a little tremor passed
through her tense body.

Drawing back hastily, she pulled the
door nearly shut and peered about its
edge. There on the sand directly in
front of the shack were a  man's
tracks, and within reach of her hand

{ was the impression of a wreat bare

foot.
She was positive they had not been
there when she had entered with her

i father, and a feeling of nervousness

came over her. The footprint might |
be that of a wandering fiashmen, but’
it seemed more llkely to her that
someone had opened the door and }
looked in, and it occurred to her that

her. Even now he might be concealed
behind the sand dunes close by.

Leaning back against the shanty §
wall, she thought for a moment. Then, '
as the uncertainty grew too great |
1o bear, she boldly threw open the
ler finger !
firmly pressed against the trigger of !
the revolver. She glanced about
quickly, but saw nothing to arouse
further suspicion, -Stlll she was not
satisfied. Advancing a few steps far-
ther she passed out to the flat stretch
of beach and looked down toward the
inlet where they had landed. A little
cry escaped her as she saw the launch
they had left there puiting slowly .aut
through the narrow channel. Three
figures were crouching down in the
stern and in the bottom of the boat
she could see some heavy balelike
object. The launch was outside the
inlet now and was swinging about to
the porth, where there was-a sharp
bluft mar}:ing an abrupt turn in ‘he
coast.

Spellbound, she stood looking after
the little eraft, unable to understand
the meaning of what she saw or to
figure out who cou!l be making off in
that way. She could only see the
backs of the three men and they were
now too far away for her to have rec-
; ognized them even if their faces had
been turned toward her.

Suddenly, as she watched, she be-
came conscious of a figure coming
from the left, down close by the
water's edge. Just as she turned to
look in that direction a second figure
appeared, and she saw them both,
point excitedly after the launch.

Then the two started off up the
beach on a run. Fascinated she stood
watching them hurry along, curious
as to what it all meant, and mot in
lhB least frigbtened. There seemed

0 be something strangely familfar
uboul one of the mer, but at first
she could not make out what it was.
In another moment, however, his iden-
tity flashed across her mind, and she
knew the man was MacBee.

The recognition gave her a start,
as she realized the danger of his pres-
eoce. She gave no thought to the
Teasons of his being there, nor to !
who he might be pursuing in the es-
caping launch. Her one thought was
to, keep Harcourt concealed, and she
closed the door hurrledly, barring it
as best she could with the rough stick
that served for a boit.

Peering through the boards she
watched the inspector and bis com-

panion, who were still running rapid-
1y. In another moment they had dis-
appeared around the bluff and, with
the launch, were concealed from viesw.
When they had gome she turned to
look at Harcourt, lying helpless and
unconscious of it all. : For the first
time she felt glad that be could not
know, for she realized that she could
not have kept him there it he had
been able to see MacBee. In spite of
her efforts she telt sure he would bave
stepped out add giver himselt up
promptly.

For another hour she sat quietly,
watching and waiting, dreading every
moment that the detective might re-
turn. The scemingly endiess time
slipped by, and gradually the daylight
began to fade. As the darkness came
on her fears increased, and altbough
it was growing colder now, she hesi-
tated to Hght a fire least it betray
their presence fn the hut. Several
times she felt for the matches in her
father’s greatcoat, but each time she
resisted the temptation although she
had seen nothing of MacBee since the
morning.

Nervous and shivering, she sat hud-
dled in the corner, anxious too for
Harcourt, who should have been in a
doctor's bands long ago. Now ebe

riedly caught up ber slicker to thrdw
it over Harcourt. : This dome, she
crouched down in the corner opposite
the door and waited, resting the re-
volver upon her knee.

There was someone just outside the
dgor now, and e\er*.erve in her
s]nnder body was trembling, but she

Ad not move and scarcely dared to
breathe Someone touched the latch
of the door and rattled it and her
heart gave a great jump. Then, from
behind the sand dunes she heard a
Iamlllar whistle, and she knew that

T father was approaching.

\The rattling of the latch ceased ab-
ruptly and she heard a smothered ex-
clumauon through the thin walls, In

another instant she heard a faint
swishing sound as someone darted
through the tall grass, and a moment
later Cornish’s voice called to her.

Jumping up quickly she threw open
tbe door and fell sobbing into her
fatber's arms,

“Why what's bappened, little girl?*
he-asked sootbingly. “Did my silent
approach startle you?”

“No—not that!" she whispered.
“Someone was here at the door—just
a 'moment ago!” And in a low tone
ghe told him quickly of all that had
bappened.

Cornlsk stood thinking for a meo-
ment.  Then he thok the revolver
from Adele and went outside. Im-
patlently she awaited his return, but
it was more than 10 minutes before
he slipped quietly back again.

“l can't find anybody loitering
about,” he said uneasily. “I can’t un-
derstand what MacBee can be doing
about here. He couldn't have pos-
sibly known where, we were golng”
to land. Whoever took the boat did
us a good turn, however, as the in-
spector would have been able to place
it in an instant. Don't worry. The
man at the door may have been a
{ramp of some sort seeking thelter
for the might. In any event, you go
to sleep and forget it. I'l keep a
sharp lookout.”

His reassuring tones were like a
topic to her, and, rallying quickly
from her fright, Addle asked eagerly
what he bhad been doing all day.

“Carrington and Sir Harry wili be
here tomorrow,” Cornish told her.

“You bad an answer to your wire?”
she asked incredulously.

"I did better than that,” ne replied.
“I-talked with Farndale over the long
distance telephone. 1 spoke guarded-
Iy, of course, and even if Scotland
Yard had been Mistening off the w
they will not be able. to make an:
thing of what pass between us.”

“How splendid:” Adele exclaimed
with enthusiasm. *Luck certainly
seews to be with us.”

“'Doesn’t it? Carnish agrecd, al-
though he was far from sanguine af-
ter baving heard of the day’'s happen-
inps about the shack.

announcing their intention to spend a
fortnicht at Sir Har shooting
lodge, which Is only a few hours’ ride
from here. They'll rhn out to the vil-

i tage about & mile from here to pick

up a -Mr. Gilmore, the gentleman
who suggested the trip by telephone
this afternoon.””

“But what about Lord Harcourt—
and 2 doctor?” Adele went on.”

“1 couldn’t take a chance of bring-
ing one out here tonight, Cornish
explained. “The village is only a
smell one and I wouldn't trust to the
medico’s keeping his mouth shut. I'll
meet Farndale when he arrives to-
morrow and then we'll make a detour
of the village, running ciose enough
to the shack here to carry Harcourt
to the machine. How does he seem ™

“About the same, [ think, It's
strange be doesn't regain counscious-
ness. It frightens me sometimes, yet
I believe he {8 safe encligh,” Adele
said. “Oh, dad, it would be terrible
it sn)lhmg hapl‘nened to  him—it
your—"

“He will be all right,” Cornish sald,
quieting her. “You're just tired and
overwrought, that's all. We'll pull
him through this and the other things
as well. Thus far we've succeeded
in outwitting MacBee, and everything
will come out right before long, I'm
sure.”

“'Ob, 1 hope so!™ Adele said, wear-

5.

“I almpst forgot!” Cornish said
with a smlle. “You must be nearly
starved.” And he handed her a pack-
age of food he had brought from the
village.

“I haven't thought of eating until
now,” Adele said, “but I belleve 1 am
& bit hungry.”

“I don’t wonder,” her father an-
swered. “When you've eaten just
turn {n and get a sleep. I'm going out
to watch the ocean and smoke a cigar.
The smoke won't do him any good in
here.”

And he stepped out, eager to renew
his search for the mysterfous visitor
who had eluded him so‘successfully.
“A nice mess you'se gol yourself in-
to, Henry Cornish!” he muttered to

bimself. “But you'ye started this
thing and you're golng to see it
through!”

To be Continued

Cﬁn’t Get Your
Fishing Rod Back.

When a fisherman is fishing unlaw-
fully, he cannot get his fishing tackle
back. It is confiscated, and should be
destroyed. Not only that, but any
lawyer or sheriff issuing or serving
writs in any attempt o get it back, is
guilty of contempt. So says the At-
torney-General of Connecticut, in an
official opinion. man arre: for
illega! fishing had demanded that his

heard someone approaching, and hur

fishing tackle be returned to him.
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