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 [image: ]ny news, Fantima?


 The white maiden is dead, my sheik. You understand?


 Aye. The drug of the desert dwellers has done its work.


 Yes, thanks to Fantima, and the maiden has been placed in the stone tomb.


 Good. She shall be the bride of Ben Hassen, while the proud white man—Louis St. Croix, the French merchant—thinks his daughter is the bride of death.


 The speakers were a tall bronzed Arab richly clad in the costume of a chief or sheik, and a fierce looking woman of his own race.


 The sun was gleaming with furnace heat upon the low straggling town of Zanzibar, though the day orb was on the decline.


 The two Arabs were conversing in a square court, attached to a dwelling in the suburbs of the African seaport.


 Walls of sun-dried brick, six feet in height, inclosed the court, and the only opening was a gate in its western side.


 Several palm trees grew in the center of the square, and under their shadows a band of Arabs were resting. They were a fierce looking band, armed with curved swords, carbines and small arms.


 The building which communicated with the court was old and dilapidated, and in it a few moments previous to the conversation of the Arab sheik and the woman, a young American had sought shelter from the sun.


 He was Milton Haveland, and he was on his way to join Henry M. Stanley on the Congo. The young American was reclining beside a door of the old house that opened into the court.


 The Arab sheik and Fantima had withdrawn from the others of the desert band, and come close to the door; Haveland heard all they said.


 In an instant he was on his feet, experiencing an interest in the conversation which was but natural, for he knew Ben Hassen was said to be a merciless slave-hunter and most treacherous scoundrel. Moreover, the young American knew Louis St. Croix was a respectable merchant of Zanzibar, and the friend of Stanley.


 During the last African campaign of the white pasha, Haveland had been with him in Zanzibar, and was entertained with the great explorer at the home of the French merchant.


 Well did the youthful adventurer remember sweet Diva St. Croix, the beautiful daughter of his host. The young girl’s face was forever engraven upon the tablets of his heart, and he had meant some time to seek her out and ask her to become his bride. He had only landed in Zanzibar that day, and he was on his way to the suburban residence of Louis St. Croix, when, owing to the intease heat, he had paused to rest in the deserted house of the square court.


 Haveland was a brave, chivalrous fellow, but he trembled from head to foot as he heard Ben Hassen, the ruthless Arab slave hunter, that the girl he loved should be his bride, while her father believed her to be dead.


 The young American scented a dark and terrible plot. He leaned, with unconscious force upon the broken door, as he eagerly listened, hoping to hear more.


 The hinges had long since fallen from the rotten wood, and the door had only been set up insecurely in its place.


 Suddenly, before the Arab had spoken another word, the door fell, with a crash.


 Haveland was precipitated forward into the court in full view of Ben Hassen and his band.


 The Americano! By the beard of the prophet! he is the man whose picture the white maiden treasured! shouted Ben Hassen.


 And he is a spy! He has overheard us! cried Fantima.


 He shall die! He must not escape to tell what he has heard! cried the slave hunter, and drawing his curved sword he rushed at Haveland.


 Just then half a dozen Arabs of Ben Hassen’s band, who had been in an apartment of the deserted house beyond the one the American had entered, appeared in the broken door.


 The fierce desert men who had been reclining under the trees in the court, sprang up at the first outery of their sheik.


 Half their number bounded to the gate in the wall of the court, and the others rushed to the support of Ben Hassen.


 It seemed that Haveland’s escape was cut off. Both door and gate were guarded. His foes were in overwhelming numbers.


 The bravest man might have feld intense alarm. Haveland knew that the slave hunters would not hesitate to slay him upon the spot. They could easily conceal the evidence of their crime. Then, too, as a moment’s notice, those wild rovers could be out to the interior of the dark continent and defy pursuit.


 The horses of the Arabs were picketed near the grove in the court. Instinctively Haveland’s glances were directed in the direction of the animals, as he bounded to his feet and saw the Arabs rushing at him.


 He carried a revolver, aud just then that was the only weapon he had with him.


 To hesitate meant to court death.


 Haveland began to work the trigger of his weapon like lightning. The detonation of his revolver sounded like a fusillade. Two or three of the Arabs fell, and Ben Hassen’ escaped the bullets of the American as if he bore a charmed life.


 Before the deadly fire of Haveland’s revolver the slave hunters recoiled for an instant, but several hastily discharged bullets from their carbines sung around him.


 Instantly he made a desperate dash to reach the horses. He felt that he was running for his life, and the thought inspired him.


 The Arabs came after him pell-mell, making the inclosure echo with their shrill yells and the reports of their carbines.


 But the American reached the horses in advance of his pursuers.


 He cut one of the animals loose with his pocket knife which he had drawn.


 Leaping upon the back of the steed he had selected, which was a magnificent Arab barb, Haveland urged the spirited desert horse straight for the gate in the wall.


 It was his only chance. He must pass that gate or die. The wall was six feet high. The gate was perhaps a foot shorter. The Arabs had closed it and they were ranged before it.


 We have him now! shouted Ben Hassen, and his black, beady eyes flashed with exultation. He believed it impossible for the American to make his escape from the court.


 But across the inclosure swept the desert steed like the wind. Furiously Haveland slashed the horse with the bridle rein, and urged him on with his voice.


 Straight for the gate and the wall of Haveland’s human foes before it rushed horse and rider. Nearer, nearer, and then—ah! the American proves himself a grand horseman. The Arab steed suddenly made a magnificent leap. Bird like, he shoots forward into the air. Up, up! and over the gate and the desert men before it.


 With a shout Haveland dashes away. The fierce yells of rage and disappointment of the Arabs are echoing in his ear, but he thinks only of Diva St. Croix and the terrible plot which the conversation he has overheard makes him believe her to have been made the victim of.


 He rides on furiously.


 His course is for the residence of the French merchant, and he is not pursued. He wonders at this circumstance then; later he is to comprehend why it was so uader startling circumstances.


 Already his services with the great explorer in Afriea has won for Haveland the title of Stanley’s Scout, and many a time he has ridden for his life in the dark continent.


 But never has he ridden as now, for he feels that a life dearer than his own is at stake-that Diva St. Croix is doomed to a most terrible fate unless he can save her.


 He reaches the dwelling of the French merchant at last. His horse falls panting by the roadside. Unheeding the animal Haveland leaps from his back and fushes to the house.


 Louis St. Croix in person meets him upon the threshold, clad in somber black, and Haveland sees the insignia of mourning upon the door.


 Your daughter Diva? the young American criss breathlessly.


 She is dead! Mon Dieu! she died yesterday, and we have just returned from her tomb.


 Heaven grant that I may not have come too late!


 Monsieur, what do you mean?


 Hastily Haveland related what he had overheard Ben Hassen, thre slave-hunter, and Fantima say at the walled court.


 Grande Dieu! the arch villain! He dared propose for Diva’s hand some months since, but I drove him from my house. Ah! it must be that Fantima is the Arab woman who came to me highly recommended, and whom I employed as my daughter’s nurse.


 Heavens, what a terrible plot! I see it all. By means of some subtle drug, which Fantima has administered, Diva has been thrown into a state of coma, resembling death.


 Yes. It must be so.


 And she has been buried alive! Quick, M. St. Croix! Lead me to the tomb. It must be that it is the intention of Ben Hassen to open it and abduct your daughter, whom you believed to be dead.


 Yes—yes! Here, Francois! Hubert! Follow me! shouted the French merchant.


 Two servants, stout fellows who had followed their master from France, rushed out of the house, St. Croix led the way to the stable in the rear of his residence.


 In a few moments the four men were menaeds and riding away for the tomb of Diva.


 Where is the sepulchre? asked Haveland.


 Yonder. Beyond the palms, replied St. Croix, pointing in the direction whence Haveland had come.


 Good heayens! he gasped. The Arabs wil have had time to visit the tomb and remove Diva before we can reach it.


 God forbid! cried te excited father, and he and his companion urged their horses to their utmost speed.


 The tomb was soon reached.


 Too late! eried Haveland, in despairing tones, as he saw the tomb, which was a square stone vault built above ground, had recently been visited by vandals.


 Tho door had been broken down. All round were the hoof-tracks of Arab horses. The story was told as plain as words. Ben Hassen and his band had been there. The slave-hunter had carried off the beautiful French girl.


 Evidently he had anticipated that Haveland would bring Diva’s father to the tomb, and that no time was to be lost. His plot had failed in one sense, but the slave-hunter had secured his prize.


 Now I comprehend why I was not pursued from the court. Instead of doing so the slavehunters hastened here, said Haveland.


 The villain must be pursued. Diva must be rescued, the young man added.


 The bereaved father was as intent as the young American upon saving his child.


 As soon as possible a score of men were assembled and mounted. Then Haveland and Louis St. Croix led them on the trail of Ben Hassen.


 The Arab had made for the interior.


 They had obtained a good start, and ’ere lung their trail was lost. The men from Zanzibar then refused to go further. lt would have been maaness for Haveland and St. Croix to go on alone.


 Relucrantly they were compelled to turn back.


 The young American elieved that Diva would be carried away to some stronghold of the slave-hunters in the heart of the dark continent. But he did not entirely despair of rescuing her. He resolved to ask Stanley to help him.


 The following day Haveland was rejoiced by the arrival of a strong force of natives and white men who had be organized for an expedition to join Stanley and himself. They had been scouting after a party of slavehunters—probably a diversion of Ben Hassen’s band—but had not captured the rascals.


 One day later the mareh for the interior began.


 It was expected, if the little band survived the perils of a journey through the heart of the unknown land, they would meet Stanley at Livingston Station, on the Congo.


 En route it was Haveland’s intention to keep a bright lookout for the trail of Ben Hassen. But many days passd, and the party, after many trials and adventures, arrived at the village of a friendly Nyanza chief, Old Mirabo, who was known to Haveland, because he and Stanley had reached his village while engaged in the first search for Dr. Livingston, the lost missionary explorer.


 On the occasion of his previous visit Haveland had made a sketch of old Mirambo’s kraal, with the chief at the door, and himself shaking hands with him in a most friendly manner.


 Haveland still had the sketch in his little artist case, and almost always carried it in his pocket.


 Old Mirambo was noted for constantly making war on a neighboring tribe, the fierce Awambas, because six years before they had taken his only son a prisoner. Since that time the old chief had never been able to learn whether his boy was living or dead.


 It was evening when the band under Haveland, encute to join Stanley, reached the village of Mirambo, and they were received with hospitality, and went into camp there.


 Toward morning Haveland was suddenly awakened.


 Shrill yells, the well-known shouts of the Arab slave-hunters, which he had heard many atime in Africa, rang in his ears, mingled with the yells of the frightened natives.


 There came a crash of discharged carbines as Haveland rushed out of the tent in which he was sleeping alone.


 The volley of shots had been fired from the other side of the village, and the young American knew that the village was attacked by a party of Arab slave-hunters.


 His heart gave a sudden leap as he thought that it might be the band of Ben Hassen, the abductor of Diva St. Croix, that was engaged in this foray.


 If not beaten off, the Arabs would massacre or drive away into slavery all the poor blacks of the village.


 Haveland knew the Arabs must be ignorant of the presence of his band in the village, else they would not have attacxed it,


 He resolved upon a stratagem.


 Hastily calling his command together he drew them behind a row of huts. There they remained concealed while, in accordance with his instructions, old Mirambo and the native warriors made a show of resistance as best they could and held the Arabs back. while their women and ehildren retreated in the rear of Stanley’s scouts’ position.


 The Arabs soon drove the blacks before them.


 On came the exultant, yellow-faced slavehunters, bent on the ruthless slaughter or capture of all the natives of the village.


 The latter retreated upon Haveland’s position, and fled behind the huts in his rear.


 Several huts, which the Arabs reached, were at once set on fire. The red flame illuminated the night, and as the slaves came charging on in pursuit of the blacks Haveland recognized their leader.


 He was Ben Hassen—the sheik who had stolen Diva St Croix from the tomb.


 Fire! shouted Haveland the ensuing moment.


 His men met the onrushing Arabs with a terrrible volley, and the astounded slave-hunters halted in astonishment and terror.


 Charge! thundered Haveland, and pouring ina second volley from their repeating rifles, the American band rushed at the Arabs.


 They fled in dismay.


 Haveland and his men pursued them.


 But everything was favorable for the escape of the Arabs.


 In the jungle, beyond the open country in which the native village was situated, they eluded Haveland’s men.


 The young American, returning, came upon a wounded Arab, who, to save his life, informed Haveland that Ben Hassen had a white girl a captive as his stronghold in the country of the fierce Awamba—the hereditary foes of old Miramhbo, whose village Stanley’s reinforcements had saved.


 Haveland believed the white girl was his beloved Diva.


 His route to Livingston Station lay through the country of the Awambas, who were in league with the Arabs and hostile to all whites, and particularly to the friends of old Mirambo.


 But the American meant to resort to some stratagem to rescue Diva, knowing he could not hope to openly defeat the whole Awamba tribe and the Arab slavers.


 The day after the night battle with Ben Hassen’s band, Haveland’s party resumed the march.


 At nightfall of the second day of their march they had well advanced into the country of the allies of th slave hunters.


 Stanley’s scout had called a halt, and his band was just going into camp when, all at once the surrounding jungles echoed with the wild yells of the Awamba savages and the shrill cries of the Arabs.


 From every side the enemy rushed forward to the attack in overwhelming numbers. Haveland and his men were desperate and they fought bravely. The young American performed prodigies of valor until he was knocked senseless by a spear in the hands of a giant black.


 Then the tide of battle surged furiously over and beyond him, for at his fall his men lost heart and fled, pursued by their foes, who slaughtered most of them without mercy.


 When Haveland came to his senses he found himself a prisoner. His hands were bound, and Ben Hassen, the slave hunter, stood glaring down upon him.


 Ho, ho! he cried as Haveland opened his eyes, you are in my power now! You shalt wear your life away as my slave, and see the white maid you would have won my bride.


 The young American made no reply.


 A few moments more and he was marched away with several other survivors of the massacre to the chief village of the Awambas where Ben Hassen had his headquarters.


 Arriving at the village, Haveland say with horror that the huts of the natives were hung with human bones, and he recollected then that the Awambas are, the worst cannibals in Africa.


 At the door of a large thatched hut the young American beheld Diva St. Croix. The young girl recognized him and uttered a glad cry. Hearing it, Ben Hassen forced her inside the hut and secured the door.


 Hoaveland was marched into a hut, and left with a native on guardent the door. During the night a furious storm came up. Haveland managed to free himself, and under cover of the darkness he crept out of the hut, secured a rifle, and stole away.


 All night he fled.


 But when morning dawned, as he reached a little elevation, he made the terrible discovery that he was in sight of the village from which he had fled. He had lost his way and traveled in a circle.


 Haveland rushed away.


 Presently he came to an abrupt halt. He heard a heavy tramping sound bebind him, and a shrill scream like the whistle of a locomotive.


 Elephants! he cried.


 He knew that in the early morning, or just at night, the elephant goes to drink at his favorite water-hole, on some river or lagoon.


 In a moment the leader of the elephants—a great bull—came in sight, and Haveland immediately saw that he had been wounded. Several spears were sticking in his flank, and he was evidently maddened with pain.


 The elephant saw the young man and charged straight toward him, is no animal more to be dreaded than a painmaddened elephant, Haveland darted away. The other elephants were left behind by the maddened bull.


 Haveland made for a large tree, that stood at the edge of a dry lagoon. On came the elephant, trumpeting in rage. The young man felt that his life depended upon his reaching the tree ahead of the elephant, in time to climb it. He strained every muscle in the race for life. Reaching the tree at last, he swung himself into the lower limbs. The next instant the elephant came up, and tried to reach him. But Haveland climbed higher.


 For some moments the gigantic beast walked round the tree, lashing the air with his trunk, and trumpeting continuously. Presently the elephant attacked the tree. It was but loosely planted on the bank of lagoon. Wrapping his trunk about it the elephant put forth all his strength to uproot it.


 Horror! The tree yielded, and the branches to which Haveland clung shook under him. If he loosened his hold to aim his rifle he would fall. Suddenly there came a crash of rending roots and earth. The tree bent, and Haveland dropped his rifle and almost fell.


 An awful fate stared Haveland in the face. In a moment the tree fell. Just as it went down there came a chorus of yells from the adjacent jungle, and forward darted a band of Awamba hunters. They fell upon the wounded elephant-hurling a shower of spears.


 Haveland made a tremendous leap as the tall tree fell. The maddened elephant wheeled upon then natives. While a majority of them continued to fight the elephant, the others surroundet#d and recaptured the white man.


 The woundet bull was soon slain, and then Haveland was marched back to the village. He expected to see Ben Hassen and his Arabs. But he learned from the talk of the natives that the Arab had hastened away at dawn with his men upon receiving a message from the south. Before going the Arab had, no doubt, told his savage allies that they might do as they chose with Haveland if they captured him.


 Those of the young Ameriecan’s party, who had been captured with him, were all blacks. He saw Diva still remained in the village, watched by the natives. No doubt Ben Hassen thought she would be safe there until his return.


 Haveland was bound to a great tree on the river bank, near the end of the village.


 When night was at hand, it became evident to the prisoner that preparations were going forward in the village for a great celebration of some kind, and he shuddered to think what it might be.


 He was not long left in doubt.
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 A great fire was built on the bank of the river at but a short distance from the tree to which he was secured, and while the sense of horror he experienced made him faint and weak, he saw one of his natives brought from the prison pen and slain before his eyes.


 Then the cannibals placed the body on the fire to roast.


 By significant gestures they gave Havelend to understand that he would be the next victim.


 There was no hope of escape in his heart.


 Rescue was an impossibility, for Stanley was many miles away and ignorant of the fate of his scout and his band.


 Haveland eommended his soul to God, and later closed his eyes to shut out the scenes of the cannibals’ horrible feast.


 But at length his attention was attracted to a young, splendidly built warrior. The fellow acted strangely. Every now and then he would approach Haveland and look at him fixedly. Then he would retire into an adjacent thicket.


 At length the young warrior came out of the thicket with an object in his hand which Haveland immediately recognized.


 It was the sketch which he had made of old Mirambo that represented Haveland shaking hands with the old warrior in the most friendly way.


 When he was captured Haveland had been robbed of everything in his possession, and it seemed that the sketch had fallen to the share of the young native.


 He approached Haveland with the card in his hand, and the captive saw the sketch more distinctly. Yes, it was just as he thought. There on the card he saw the tall palm-tree towering above the hut of the old Afriean king, and all the rest of the sketch was complete.


 It became clear to the captive that the young native had recognized his face from the picture.


 The youthful warrior had as yet taken no part in the feast of the cannibals. Looking first at Haveland and then at the card, he seemed to compare the original with the portrait. Then with a grunt of satisfaction, he finally turned away.


 At that moment a hideous Awamba with a most savage and vindictive expression of countenance, who earried a war spear in his hand, glided out of the thicket and looked at ep sketch over the shoulder of the other native.


 The young warrior turned upon the other and an altercation ensued between them. All at once they both entered the thicket.


 Some moments elapsed and Haveland saw that the savages were completing their feast and would soon come for him. But presently the young warrior whom he had seen with the sketch crept out of the thicket behind him and severed the bonds. Then, with his fingers on his lips, he signaled Haveland to follow him. The young man was so astounded and rejoiced that he was almost spellbound.


 But the young native took his hand and led him into the jungle. There he beheld Diva. The meeting between the maiden and Haveland was a most joyful one. But the young native hurried them to the river bank below the village.


 There be pointed to a canoe which he signaled them to enter. Of course they obeyed, and in a moment, aided by the swift current, the native was paddling down stream. The village was soon left behind. Whether pursuit was made or not Haveland never knew. By water he and Diva and the young warrior reached Stanley’s camp, which had previously been discovered by the dusky rescuer.


 Then came the explanation of the young warrior’s friendship, which proved that Haveland and Diva had been saved by a sketch.


 An interpreter told the story, which was that Haveland’s rescuer was really the son of old Mirambo-that the young man had been adopted by the Awambas, and that as soon as he saw the sketch, he had recognized his father’s face. He had also recognized Haveland as the white man of the picture, and the lad knew he must be his father’s friend, because he held his hand in a friendly way. The youth determined to save the white man. But the native who had glided up behind him into the open suspected his purpose. Mirambo’s son had then decoyed him into the jungle and killed him. Previously he had learned from the Arabs that Diva was Haveland’s friend, so he undertook to save her, too. The reader knows what followed.


 We need only add that Mirambo’s son was sent to his home laden with presents, and that Stanley’s scout and Diva were married a year later, when the explorer again reached Zanzibar.


 Meantime Diva had been sent to her father under a strong escort.
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