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THE BELOV

sensible a girl to be piqued for that.
You are not going out to-night, Jean,
mae foi!”

“And why not?” asked Jean inno-
cently. “ Why not, Mother Fregeau?
What is a little wind and a little rain
and a little walk along the beach?”

“But a night like this!” sighed
Papa Fregeau dolorously as he joined
the group, his forefinger laid face-
tiously against the side of his stubby
little nose. “Nom d’un nom! What
constancy—what sublime constancy!”

“ Ah, you laugh at that, mon petit
béte!” exclaimed Mme. Frecreau sharp-
ly, instantly changing front “You
are an old fool, Jacques Iregeau!”

“But 1 was a young one once, ma
belle—eh ? 7’ insinuated Jacques, pinch-
ing his wife’s plump cheek and wink-
ing prodigiously at Jean Laparde. * It
is of that you are thinking, eh?”

“You are ridiculous!”  declared
Mme. Fregeau, blushing and pushing
him awav.

“Ybu see, Jean?” said Jacques
Fregeau plaintively, shrugging his
shoulders. * You see, ¢h, mon gail-
lard? You see what you are coming
to! Oh, la la! Once I was young like
you; and Lucille, ma chérie, here, was
like — eh ? — like Marie-Louise. You
see—eh? You see what you are com-
ing to!”

There was a roar of laughter fromt
the man at the table in the rear that
was echoed in a guffaw by Pierre La-
chance as Jean, leaning suddenly for-
ward, caught Mme. Fregeau's comely,
motherly face between his hands and
kissed her on both cheeks.

“Td ask for no better luck,
Jacques!” he cried—and ran for the
door.

Laughing, and with a wave of his
hand back at the little group, he opened
the door, closed it behind him with a
powerful irench against the wind,
and then outside stood still for a mo-
ment as if taken utterly by surprise at
the abandon of the night.” He had not
been out before that day.

Like all or nearly all of Bernay-sur-
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Mer, he had remained snugly indoors
—tor what was a fisherman to do in
weather like that? Mend nets? Well,
yes, he had mended nets. One must
do that. Ile shrugged his shoulders,
making a wry grimace. Nets!

Jut the night was bad—much worse
than he had imagined. And yet—yes

—the storm was at its height now, but
the wind had changed—Dby morning,

thank the saints, it would he better.

It was black about him, inky Dblack
—all save a long, straggling, twinkling
line of lights from the cottage win-
dows that bordered the beach, and the
dull yellow glow from the windows of
the Bas Rhone at his side. Around
him a veritable bedlam seemed loos-
encd—the wind like a horde of demons
shrieking, whistling, and howling in
unholy jubilee; while heavier, more
ominous, in a deeper roar came the
booming of the surf from where it
hroke upon the beach but little more
than a hundred yards in front of him.

Jean Laparde stood hesitant. It
was quite true; Mother Fregeau had
been right.  Marie - Louise would not
expect him to-night, and it was a good
mile from the village to the house on
the bluff ; and yet— Ie smiled a little,
and suddenly, head down, struck out
into the storm.

A flash of lightning, jagged, threw
the night into a strange, tremulous
luminance—the headlands of the little
bay; the mighty combers, shaking
their loam—t()ppul crests like manes,
hurling themselves in mlpulem fury
at the shore ¢; then spreading in thin,
creamy layers to lick up wide, irregu-.
lar patches of the beach; the sweep
of the Mediterranean, so slow to an-
ger, but a tumbling rage of waters
now as far as the eye could reach; the
whitewashed cottages; boats, dark ob-
jects without form or shape, drawn
tar up on the sand; the pale, vellowish-
green of the sward stretching away
behind the village; the road beneath
his feet a pool of mud—and then
blackness again, utter, impenetrable,
absolute.
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Jean passed the last of the cottages
—there were but four on that side of
the Bas Rhone—and kept on, follow-
ing the curve of the beach toward the
eastern headland. DBut now the light-
ness of spirit that had been with him
but a few moments before was gone,
and a restlessness bordering on depres-
sion took its place.

What was it? The storm? No; it
could not very well be that, for it had
come often to him hefore, unbidden,
unwelcomed, that same mood—even in
the glorious sunlight, even in the midst
of song as he mhcd the blue, spark-
ling waters that more than anything
else had been his home ever since he
could remember. It seemed — and it
was a very strange and absurd fancy,
but it was always the same — that a
voice, wordless, without sound, talked
speciously to him, talked him into a
state of discontent that robbed him of
all delight in his work, his environ-
ment, and his surroundings, and. ar-
rived at that stage. would suddenly
bid him peremptorily to fol
that was all

Follow! \Where? He did not know.
It made him angry, but it did not in
any way lighten the mood that was
forced upon him in spite of himself.

And now, as it always came un-
sought and unexpected, this mood was

upon him again; and as he plunged -

through the storm, drawing the collar
of his jacket more closely around his
throat against the sheets of rain, he
fought with himself to shake it off. It
was absurd. And why should he be
unhappy for something that was ab-
surd? ‘That was still more absurd!
He was not sick! There was nothing
the matter with him. He was strong
~—none was stronger than he, and he
had matched lnm\elt against them all
in Bernay-sur-Mer.

True, it was a hard life, and there
were not riches to be found in the
nets; but there were friends; he was
rich in friends; all Bernay-sur-Mer
was his friend. There were the Ire-
geaus, with whom he had lived at the

Bas Rhone for more than ten years
now since his father had died. Mme.
Fregeau was a mother to him, and
Jacques was the biggest-hearted man
in the whole South of France. And,
mon Dici!—he began to smile now—
there were—should he name every
family in the village—even to the
children for whom he made clay pou-
pées, the dolls that in their play-lives
were in turn veritable children to
them?

Ah, to be in ugly mind—it was no
less than a sin! There were candles
to burn for that, and the good Father
Anton would have a word to say if he
knew!

And, best of all, thcre was Marie-
Louise. There was none—none, par-
dicu—in the whole wide sweep of
France like Marie-Louise, with her
eyes like stars and her face fresh as
the morning breeze across the spark-
ling waters, and a figure so beautiful,
so lithe, so strong! \What charm to
sec those young arms on the oars, the
hosom heave, to feel the boat hound
forward under the stroke, and hear
her laugh ring out with the pure joy
of life!

“Alarie-Louise!” cried Jean La-
parde aloud, and the wind seemed to
catch up the words and echo them in
a triumphant shout: .

“ Marie-Louise!”

And it was gone—that mood. And
now with the village well behind him,
the lights blotted out and seeming to
have left him isolated even from hu-
man proximity, another came, and he
stood still—and this time it was the
storm.  And -something within him,
without will or volition of his, spon-
tancous, leaped out in consonance with
the wild grandeur of the night to revel
in it, atune with the Titanic magnifi-
cence of the spectacle, as one who
gazes upon a splendid canvas and,
innate of appreciation, is lost in the
conception to which the master brush
has given life,

And so he stood there for a long
time immovable, his shoulders thrust
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a little forward, the rain streaming
from his face, his eyes afire, rapt, lost
in the clashing elements before him—
and fancy came.

The play of-the lightning was more
vivid now, and the coast-line took on
changing shapes, as if seeking by new
and swiftly conceived formations to
foil and combat and thrust back and
parry the furious attack of the break-
ers that hurled themselves onward in
their mad, never ending charge; while
behind again in sudden apparitions,
like specter battalions massed in re-
serve, the white cottages appeared for
an instant, and then, as if seeking a
more strategic position, vanished ut-
terly until a flame-tongue crackling
across the heavens searched them out
again, laying their position bare once
more; and the headlands—vanguards
where the fight was hottest—were lost
in a smother of spume and spray, like
the smoke of battle swirling over them
—and it was battle; and the thunder
of the surf was the thunder of belch-
ing cannon, and the shriek of the wind
was the shriek of hurtling shells.

It was battle—and some conscious-
ness inborn in Jean Laparde awakened
and filled him with understanding, and
in the terror and dismay and awe and
strife and fierce elation was the great
allegory of life, and suddenly he
knew a lowly reverence for Him who
had depicted this, and found a joy,
full of strange, indefinable yearning,
in the divine genius of its execution.

“It is the great art of the bon
Dien,” said Jean simply.

After a little while he went forward
on his way again.

The road led upward now in a gen-
tle slope toward higher land, though
still following the line of the beach.
Near the extremity of the headland
was the cottage that the village al-
ways called the “ house on the bluff.”
In a moment now he should be able to
see the light. There was always a
light there every night in good weather
and in stormy—and never in fourteen
years had it been otherwise, not since

the night that Marie-Louise’s father,
the brother of old Gaston Bernier,
steering for the headland in a gale,
had miscalculated his position and
been drowned on the Perigeau Reef.
From that day it had become a relig-
ion with Caston, a sacred rite, that
light: and mn time it had become an
mstitution i Bernay-sur-NMer: not a
fisherman in the village now but
steered by it, not one but that, failing
to sight it, would have taken it for
granted that he was off his course and
would have put about, braving even
the wildest weather until he had picked
it up.

The light! Jean smiled to himself.
He was very wet, but he had found a
most wonderful joy in the storm; and
besides, what did a little wetting mat-
ter? In a few minutes now Marie-
Louise would cry out in delight at
seeing him, and he would fling off his
drenched jacket and pull up a chair to
the stove beside old Gaston, and they
would light their pipes, and Marie-
I.ouise would prepare the spiced wine,
and—he halted as if stunned.

He had reached the big rock where
the road made its second turn and ran
directly to the house—and there was
no light! Tt was the exact spot from
which he should first be able to see it
—a hundred times, on a hundred
nights, he had looked for it and found
it there—Dy the turning at the big
rock.

He dashed the rain from his face
with a sweep of his hand and strained
his cyes into the blackness. There
was nothing there—only the blackness.
He reached out mechanically and
touched the rock as if to assure him-
self that 7¢ was there; and then he
laughed a little unnaturally. There
must be some mistake. For fourteen
years that light had bumed in the
window, and it could be scen from this
point in the road—there must be some
mistake. Perhaps just another step
would bring it into view!

And then as he moved forward
something cold gripped at Jean’s heart.















10

“To the right, Jean—there is land-
ing to the right!” she called.

““Aye!” he shouted back,
standing, swung in the boat.

The bow touched the edge of the
rocks, grated, pounded, receded, and
came on again; there was no beach
here, only the vicious swirl and chop of
the back-eddy. But as the keel touched
again, Jean sprang over into the water;
and as he sprang a figure from the
rocks rushed in waist-deep to grasp the
boat’s gunwale on the other side; and
across the bow, very close to him,
Marie-Louise’s white face was framed
in the night. It was very dark; he
could not see her features dxstmctly,
but he had never seen Marie - Louise
look like that before. It was not'that
her face was aged—nothing, bon Dieu,
could take the springtime from that
face!—but it was very tired and
frightened and glad and full of grief.

“Jean! Ah, Jean! You—"

The wind carried away her words.
Then she shouted louder, a curious
break, like a half-sob, in her voice.

“Uncle Gaston is hurt—very, very
badly hurt.
on the reef. You must carry him.
And if you hurry, Jean, I can hold the
boat.”

“ Gaston — hurt!” he cried in dis-
may. ““You are sure, then, you can
hold the boat and—"

“Yes, yes, if you hurry, Jean—he
is there, a few yards back, a little to
the left.”

“ Guard yourself, then, that it does
not pull you off your feet!” he cau-
tioned anxiously, and began to scramble
from the water and up the slippery,
weedéd rocks.

And then, a few yards back on the
ledge, as she had said, just out of the
reach of the spray that lashed the
windward side of the Perigeau, he
came upon an outstretched form—and,
kneeling, called the other’s name:

“Gaston! It is I—Jean Laparde!”

He bent closer—one could not hear
for the diable wind!

“ Gaston!”

and,

He is up there a little way"
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There was only a low moaning—the
man was unconscious.

“’Cré nom d'une forte peine!” mut-
tered Jean with a sinking heart, and

-picked up the other tenderly in his

arms.
But it was not easy, that little way
back to the boat. Burdened now, the

“wind behind his back sent him stagger-

ing forward before he could find foot-
ing, and ten times in the dozen steps he
lurched, slipped, and all but fell be-
fore, close to the boat again, he laid
Gaston down upon the rocks.

“ We must bale out the boat, Marie-
Louise,” he shouted, wading quickly
into the water, “ or with what we take-
in on the way back, she will not ride!
See, I will hold it while you bale—it
will be easier for you.”

She answered something as she set
instantly to work, but her words were
lost in the storm. And Jean through
the darkness as he gripped at the boat
watched her, his mind a sea of turmoil
like the turmoil of the sea about him.
Gaston was hurt — yes, very badly
hurt, it would seem. How had it hap-
pened?

How had they come, Marie-Louise
and Gaston, to be upon the Perigeau?

And he, who had given up hope,
who had thought to perish out there in
that crossing, he, too, was on the Peri-_
geau—the way to get back was to run
straight in with the bay—it would not
be so hard if they could outrace the
waves—if the waves came in over the
stern it would be to swamp and—God
had been very good to let them live
and—

Marie-Louise’s hand closed over his
on the gunwale

“It is done, Jean—what I could
do,” she said. * T will hold the boat
again while you lift Uncle Gaston in.”

And suddenly Jean’s heart was very
full.

“Marie-Louise! Marie-Louise!” he
said hoarsely—and while her hands
grasped the rocking boat his crept
around the wet shoulders for an in-
stant and to her face, and turned the
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face upward to his, and in that wild
revelry of storm he kissed her; and
with a choked sob he went from her
then and picked up the unconscious
form upon the rocks. -

And so they started back.

There was no sweep of tide to bat-
tle with now — the waves bore them
high and shot them onward, shore-
ward; and the storm was wings to
them.. But there was danger yet; on
the top of the crests it was like a
pivot, each one threatening to whirl
them broadside- and capsize them on

the breathless rush down the steep

slope that yawned below—that, and
the fear that the downward rush,
breathless as it was, would not be fast
enough to escape the crest itself, which,
following them always, hanging over
them like hesitarit doom far up above—
trembling, twisting, writhing — might
in a seething “torrent and,
sweeping over them, engulf them. It
was not so hard now, the way back;
there was not the pitiless current that
numbed the soul because the body was
s frail; but alfl the craft Jean knew,
all the strength that was his was in
play again, :
The boat swept onward. Marie-
uise was crouched in the stern, sup-
porting Gaston’s -head upon her lap.
€an could not see her face. When
e dared take his eyes for an instant
from the racing waves behind her he
l°°|‘¢d.at her, but he could not see her
face—it was bent always over Gaston’s
head, .
h And 3 fear grew heavy in Jean’s
€art—the old fisherman had not
moved since he, Jean, had found the
Other on the reef. Once he shouted

:l:alt‘hﬁ&Louise, shouted out the fear

her head, _
The rain had stopped — he noticed
the fact with 4 strange shock of sur-
PNS€—surprise that he had not no-
ticed it before, as if it were something
extraneous to his surroundings.” And
then he remembered that as he had
stood outside the Bas Rhone he had

Was ‘upon him -—but she only’
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seen that the wind had changed, and
had told himself that by morning it
would be better weather. :

He glanced above him. The storm-
wrack was still there ; but it was broken
now, and the low, flying clouds seemed
thinner—yes, by morning it would be
bright sunshine, and of the storm only
the heavy sea would be left.

He gave his eyes to the tumbling
waters again—and suddenly with a
great cry began to pull until it seemed
his arms must break. Roaring behind
them a giant wave was on the point of
breaking. Closer it came—closer. He
yelled to Marie-Louise: :

‘“Hold fast, Marie - Louise!
fast!” A

And then it was upon them.

For a moment it was a vortex — a
white, swirling flood of water churned
to lather. It hid the stern of the boat,
hid Marie-Louise and Gaston at her.
feet as it poured upon them—and the
boat, lifted high up, hung dizzily for
an instant, poised as on the edge of an
abyss; then the wave rolled under
them, and the boat swept on in its
wake, the shipped water rushing now

Hold

“this way, now that, in the bottom.

It was'an escape! The blessed saints
still had them in their keeping! Jean
sucked in his breath. A foot nearer
when the wave had broken, and in-
stead of the few bucketfuls they had
taken, the boat would have filled!
And now Marie-Louise, already baling
at the water, cried out to him:

“See! It wasa mercy!”

Her voice rang with a glad uplift,

“It was sent by the bon Dieu, that
wave! It has brought life to Uncle
Gaston!” - ,

It was true. The deluge of water
had, temporarily at least, restored the
old fisherman to consciousness, for he
raised himself up now, and Jean heard
him speak. _

After that time marked no definite
passing for Jean. Occasionally: he
heard Marie - Louise’s voice as she
spoke to her -uncle; and occasionally
he heard the old fisherman reply—but
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“Yes,” he answered; “ you know I
love her.” '

The old fisherman lay back, silent,
still for 2 moment ; but he kept press-
ing Jean's hand. When he "spoke
again it seemed that it was with more
of an effort. : .

“This house, the land, the boats, the
nets they are hers—it is her dot. But
1t is not of that I fear—it is not of
that—"

His voice died away. Again he
was silent; and then, suddenly raising
himself on his elbow :

“Jean,” he asked for the third time,
almost fiercely now, “do you love
Marie-Louise? "

“But yes, Gaston,”
gently. “I have loved her all my life.”

“Yes; it is so,” Gaston ‘muttered
slowly. “T give her to you then, Jean.
She is a gift to you from the seas—
from the sea to-night. She loves you,
Jean; she has told me so. You will
be,Igood to her, Jean?” |

he tears were in Jean’s eyes.
aston, can you ask it?” he cried

out broken]y' ‘

Aye!” ried Gaston, and his voice
Tang out jp a strange, stern note, and
his form 55 he lifted himself up once
MOre Seemed to possess again its old
mg‘gzd Strength. '

[{4

S ye! I do more than ask it.
DWEr 1t, Jean! To a dying man and
i God's ‘presence—see, there is a

Crucifix  there—swear that you will
guard her and that you will let no harm
COME to ey i |

Iswear it, Gaston,” said Jean in a
XINg voice.

It s well then,” Gaston. mur-
muted, and Jay back upon the bed.

Or a little while Jean, dim-eyed,
watched the other, a hundred reminis-
CENCes of their work together stabbing
at his heart. Then he rose and began
to remove what he could of the old

aerman’s clothing. ‘
ton.” will not touch the wound, Gas-
(m"e he dsaid; “but the boots, mon

, and—"’ ,

Gaston did not answer. He appeared

said Jean’
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to have sunk into a semistupor, from
which even the removal of his clothes
did not arouse him. Jean pulled a
blanket up around the other’s form and
sat down again in the chair.

Once as Gaston muttered Jean
leaned forward toward the othér. -

“It is destiny—the Perigeau—the
light is out—René, it is—" ‘

The words trailed off into inco-

~ herency.

The minutes passed. Occasionally

with a spoon now .Jean poured a few

drops of brandy between Gaston’s
lips; otherwise he sat there, his head in
his hands, tight-lipped, staring at the
floor. OQutside, that vicious howl of
wind seemed to have died away. Per-
haps it was hushed because old Gaston
was like this. Marie-Louise had been
gone a long timie; presently she and
Father Anton would be back, and—

He looked up to find Gaston’s eyes
open and fixed upon him feverishly, the
lips struggling to say something.

“ What is it, Gaston? ” he asked.

“The light, Jean!” Gaston whis-
pered. “ It is—for—the last time. Go
and—Ilight—the—great lamp.”

“Yes, Gaston,” Jean answered,; and
went from the room.

But at the door he covered his face
with his hands, and his shoulders shook
like a child whose heart-is broken as
his feet, in that outer room, crunched
on the shattered glass of the lamp that
would never burn again. He dashed
the tears from his eyes, and for a mo-
ment stared unseeingly before him,
then tugned and went back to Gaston’s
side again in the inner room. '

Gaston’s eyes searched his face
eagerly.

“It burns?” he cried out.

“It burns,” said Jean steadily.

And Gaston smiled, and the stupor
fell upon him again.

And then, after a long time, Jean
heard footsteps without, then the open-
ing of the front door — and then it
seemed to Jean that a benediction had
fallen upon the room. '

Framed in the doorway, a little,
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Jean shook his head.

“T do not know,” he answered. “ It
is English. See! There they are!”

An elderly well-dressed man, gray-
haired, clean-shaven, a little stout, with
a wholesomely, good-natured, ruddy
face, was leaning against the railing of
the bridge, and beside him, digging at
the planks with the tip of her parasol,
stood a girl in dainty white, her head
bent forward, her face hidden under
the wide brim of a picture hat.

Jean’s eyes, attracted as by a mag-
net, passed over the man and fixed up-
on the girl. At Nice, at Monte Carlo,
so they said, one saw many such as her;
but Bernay-sur-Mer was neither Nice
nor Monte Carlo, and he had never
seen a woman gowned like that before.
’Cré nom, what exquisite harmony of
line and poise. If she would but look
up. Bon Dieu, but it would be a des-
ecration of the picture if she were not
gloriously pretty.

. The gentleman, nodding pleasantly,
greeted them as they approached.

“ Good afternoon,” he said smiling-
ly, in French.

The girl had raised her head, gray
eyes sweeping Marie-Louise with well-
bred indifference; and Jean was star-
ing at her.

“Bon jour, ni’sier’.” He spoke me-
chanically, lifted his cap mechanically.

His eyes had not left the girl’s face.
He could not take his eyes from it.

It was a wonderful face, a beautiful
face, and something in it thrilled him
and bade him feast his eyes upon it, to
drink in its beauty.
thrown back, exposing the bare, rug-
ged neck, the broad, sturdy shoulders
unconsciously squared a little, the fine,
dark eyes, wide with admiration and
a strange, keen appraisement, the
splendid physique, the strength, the
power and vigor of young manhood
outstanding in face and form, he gazed
at her,

And her eyes, from Marie-Louise,

met his, and from them faded their -

expression of indifference, and into
them came something Jean could not

And his head -
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define, only as the blood rushed sud-
denly unbidden to his face and he felt
it hot upon his cheeks, he saw the color
ebb from hers to a queer whiteness;
and then her hat hid her face again,
and he had passed by.

It was as if his veins were running
ifire. He glanced at Marie-Louise.
Shyly diffident in the presence of
strangers, her head was lowered. She
had seen nothing. Seen nothing!
Seen what? He did not know. His
blood was tingling, his brain was con-
fusion.

He walked .on, hurrying uncon-
sciously.

It was Marie-Louise who spoke.

“'They are of the grand smonde,”
she observed in a sort of wondering
excitement when they were out of ear-
shot.

“Yes,” said Jean absently.

“ And English or American.”

“Yes,” said Jean.

“ But the rich people do not come
to Bernay-sur-Mer where there is no
amusement for them,” she submitted
with a puzzled air. “I wonder what

~they are going to do. here?”

Jean’s eyes were on the road. He
did not raise them.
“ Who knows? "’ said Jean Laparde.

CHAPTER 1IV.
The Stranger Within the Gates.
“UNTIL to-morrow.” The words

kept echoing in Jean’s.ears as

he hurried now on his way

back to the Bas Rhoéne. * Until to-
morrow.” .

Marie-Louise had called to him as

he had left the house on the bluff after

taking her home. Well, what was

there unusual in that? Though he

went often, he did not go to see

-Marie-Louise evefy evening, and it

was not the first time she had ever
said it. Why should he be vaguely
conscious of a sort of relief that she
had said “ Until to-morrow ” on fhis
particular occasion? It was a very
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year—Paris the rest of the time. Ex-
patriates—for art! That’s what they
were!

Art—her father was obsessed with

it. It was a mania with him: it was.

the last thing in the world that inter-
ested her.
couldn’t seem to think of anything that
particularly interested her. One tired
quickly enough of the social merry-go-
round—after a season it became inane.
One surely had the right to amuse one-
self with a new sensation—if one could
find it! _

The man had the physique of a
young god. A fisherman—well, what

of it? He was splendid. He was more’

than splendid. Even the crude dress
seemed to enhance him. It was a face

that had made her catch her breath in

that long second when their eyes had
met.

Yes, of course—why not admit it >—
he interested her. He was rugged; he
was strong; and above all he was su-

premely a man. Of course it was only

a matter of a week, a month, the time
they chose to 'stay there; but it would
be a decided novelty while it lasted.

She laughed suddenly aloud—a low,
rippling little laugh. Actually the man
was already her slave! Imagine a man
like that her slave! Certainly it would
be a new sensation. What a strange
thrill it had given her when she first
caught sight of him on the bridge the
afternoon before.

Well, why shouldn’t it have done so
—a fisherman with a face like that! It
was amazing! Think of finding such
a man in such a situation! Was it any
wonder that she had thrilled—even if
he were only a fisherman? In Paris

of course she could not have done what -

she had done; it would have been quite
out of the question; there were the con-
ventions—but then in Paris one didn’t
see men like that!

“ And since,” confided Myrna Bliss
to a little urchin running in the street
below, who neither saw nor heard her,
“ we are not in Paris, but in Bernay-
sur-Mer, which is quite another story,

As a matter of fact she

“1 had forgotten all about it.
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you see it isnot absurd or ridiculoug
at all, and I and my fisherman—

She turned abruptly from the window!
at the sound of a knock and the open-
ing of her door. It was Nanette, her
maid, with a tray.

“T have mademoiselle’s déjuener,”’
announced Nanette. “ M. Bliss has
already finished his, and asks if made-
moiselle will soon be ready. He. is
waiting with M. le Curé for you.”

“ Waiting—with M. le Curé? ”

Myrna’s eyebrows went up in well-
simulated surprise.

“To visit the cottage mademoiselle
has taken,” amplified Nanette, and her
retroussé nose was delicately elevated a
trifle higher.

Nanette very evidently was one at
all events who was not in favor of the
plan,

“ Oh, the cottage—of course!” ex-
claimed Myrna, as if suddenly inspired.
Dress
me quickly then, Nanette.”

Nanette tossed a shapely, dark head.

“Is mademoiselle going to stay
here long?”

Nanette at times felt prlvxleged to
take liberties,

“ Gracious, Nanette!” complained
Myrna sweetly. “ What a question!
How can you positively expect me to
know?”

Nanette arranged the tray perfunc-
torily,

“ There was a man who left a mes-
sage with that imbecile proprietor for
mademoiselle early this morning,” she
observed. “ Mademoiselle has en-
gaged a boatman?”

“ A boatman? Certainly not!” de-
clared Myma Bliss. “ Not without
seeing the boat—and I have seen no
boat!?

“But mademoiselle engages a cot-
tage without seeing the cottage,” mur-
mured Nanette slyly.

“That will do, Nanette!” said
Myrna severely. “ There was but one
cottage; there are dozens of boats. It
is quite a different matter. "What did
the man say?”
























WHEN BRISTOL SMOTE HIS BLOOMIN’ LYRE.

if I took off this shroud, tight fitting
as it is, one of my wives would be
wearing it before I could dress again.
Sit down and have a cigarette,” ex-
tending the box.

Bristol and the old ruler sat smoking
and talking a time, the young man en-
tering into the conversation without
the slightest hesitancy. He was moved
to mirth when Rameses endeavored to
stoop and pat a pet scarab on the head.

“ This costume of mine is not unlike
some worn by your modern society
girls,” Rameses remarked. ‘‘I barely
can bend over in this straight-front
shroud.” : ‘ '

Bristol eagerly accepted the invita-
tion of Rameses for a chariot-ride.
The prancing horses were brought to
the door by-a mummy who wore his
whiskers cut square in the fashion
Bristol had learned to recognize in all
the ancient Egyptian carvings. They
mounted the chariot, and the horses
were off. Evidently they had been
stabled a long time, because they were
on their mettle. They shied and
pranced, dodging to the side of the road
even when a playful wind made a min-
iature whirling dancer of the sand.

Rameses had been a good driver in
his day, but the horses seemed to real-
ize that he was a little rusty with the
reins. Suddenly they dashed off the
highway, headed for a steep cliff and
bolted. The reins, centuries old,
snapped with the pull that Rameses put
on them. Bristol felt that he was
looking destruction in the face.

The chariot began to whip back and
forth. The young man vaguely wished
for antiskid chains on the wheels. He
noted the look of terror on the face of

Rameses. Then they went over the
cliff. :

Bristol got up from the floor where
he had fallen from his chair and
rubbed the place where his forehead
had struck.

Disgusted with life in general and
with himself in particular, he flung the
book on Egypt across the room. His

41

gaze fell on the volume of Kipling’s
poemis, unopened since the girl had lent-
it to him.

“ Next thing she’ll be asking me
which one I liked best,” he said aloud,
““and of course I'll get in worse than
ever if I have to admit I don’t know
one from the other.”

Opening the book at random, he
glanced through first one page and
then another, his interest dull, his eyes
drooping.

Below his window, some one gave
his fraternity whistle. He reached for
a piece of proof to mark his place.
Having held a whispered conversation
with his friend below, he returned to
the table, reopened the volume, and
idly glanced at the long proof-sheet his
roommate had been reading. Some-
thing abou: Egypt caught his eye; he
tossed the sheet aside.

Then he turned another page and
started to read:

When 'Omer smote 'is bloomin’ lyre,
He’d ’eard men sing by land an’ sea;

An’ what he thought e might require,
’E went an’ took—the same as me!

““There’s some logic in that,” said
Bristol, and read on:

The market-girls an’ fishermen,
The shepherds an’ the sailors, too,
They ’eard old songs turn up again,
But kep’ it quiet—same as you!

They knew ‘e stole; ’e knew they knowed,
They didn’t tell, nor make a fuss,

But winked at 'Omer- down the road,
And ’e winked back—the same as us!

Suddenly Bristol reached for the
proof-sheet he had tossed aside,
scanned it in a rush, glanced around

.to see if Valentine still slept, and then

pulled all of the proofs to him. As he
read he. kept repeating to himself :

An’ what he thought ’e might require,
’E, went and took—the same as me!

“ By Cleopatra, I'm saved! ", he said
under his breath, hurrying across the
room for a bunch of paper and a pen.

Then, with the proof-sheets of an
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was, blood upon his hands, the gallows
staring him in the face, should asso-
ciate himself, even remotely with a
young girl into whose few short years
so much unhappiness had been crowd-
ed and for whom the future should
hold such promise of love, joy, and
all sorts of pleasant things—it was un-
thinkable! He might be a criminal,
but he was not such a thing as that.
Yet the rapture when his eyes were
closed and projecting a mental picture
—holding her in his arms so close that
he felt the sweet contours of her dear
form, her breath upon his cheeks, her
soft breathing as her lips touched his.
If only it had been possible to make
such a dream real! But, instead, the
one thing for which he waited was the
policeman’s tap upon his shoulder, a
crowded court gaping at the prisoner
in the dock, with worse to follow!
Shudderingly he tried to drive such
visions from him. In what was left
to him of life there was no place for
her. Why Mme. de Constal had
thought of such a thing was a puzzle
—unless it was because she loved evil
for evil’s sake. It was a crime so foul
that it beggared imagination to pro-
pose to link this girl’s fate with his.
Surely this woman had method in
her madness, reason in her dreadful
plans! She must have some weighty
motive which prompted her to make
such a heinous proposition. What
could it be? -
Three days passed. So far as he
knew, save Achille, Mme. de Constal
and he were the sole inmates of that
great house. Nor did his hostess
favor him with overmuch of her so-
ciety. She found him, as she plainly
told him, extremely dull her own
society more cheerful, .
“You sit opposite me,” she said on
the third day when they had finished
luncheon and Achille had left them to-
gether to drink their coffee, * with that
kind of face which is the cook’s worst
enemy—it makes every dish taste as if
there were something wrong with it.
How can one enjoy the most perfect
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plat with something worse than a skull
and crossbones glowering at one from
the other side of the table?

“ And as for conversation, you were
better dumb; silence would be infinite-
ly preferable to the kind of remark
you make when I do succeed in rhak-
ing you say something. I am most
anxious to do my duty as a hostess,
but I don’t want to feel every time I
see you as if I were the chief mourner.
at a funeral. You give me what in
England I believe you call the ¢ creepy-
crawlies’; please = enjoy yourself
alone.”

And the lady flitted from the room.
The young gentleman, with an expres-
sion which certamly was not gay, went
out to take the air. A more sugges-
tive picture than he presented of a
mind ill at ease as, with bent shoulders,
downcast eyes, and heavy feet, he
dragged himself listlessly, hopelessly,
through the castle grounds it would
not have been easy to find. He went
in this direction and then in that, seem-
ing not to care or heed whither he was
going. At last his steps were turned
in the direction of the glen known as
the Safe Retreat. He had been there
many times each day since the girl had
vanished, as to the altar which some
heart-broken worshiper has raised to
the memory of a lost saint.

The memory of her presence seemed
to sanctify the place. How often had
they been there together! His feet
kept step with hers as he followed her
down the narrow, winding path. He
went down it then without aim or de-
sign, with a feeling on him that he
must go somewhere; and when he
gained the grassy hollow at the end
he found her lying on the ground.

At first he thought his imagination
must be playing him a trick—it had
played him more than one of late.
Then he held his breath and gazed.
His heart seemed to stand still. Some-
thing seemed all at once to have hap-
pened to the world.

She was lying on her face in a frock
of russet-brown. He had told her
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Somewhat nonplused and taken
aback, the Senator thumped his hat
against his knee, while his hostess
trotted across the room to the mantel.

“You have come to see my Toby
jug,” she said in a businesslike man-
ner. ‘““This is it,” and she placed in
the Senator’s hands a piece of china-
ware in the image and likeness of a
thirsty old gentleman, with red coat,
green trousers, and a most ingratiating
bibuldus smile.

The Senator’s fingers closed loving-
ly over the jug, while his face lighted
up with the enthusiasm of the collector
who has happened upon a prize.

“It has been in my family for five
generations,” said Miss Renshaw in a
voice devoid of emotion. “I can pro-
duce proof, if necessary, that it is
genuine Staffordshire.”

The Senator examined it inside and
out, a perfect specimen without flaw
or blemish, and with lingering touch
replaced it on the mantel.

“Miss Renshaw,” he said, trying
to repress his eagerness, “I shall be
glad to buy it at the price you set—
but, to be perfectly frank, in normal
times this jug would fetch twice the
sum. Must you part with it now?
Pardon me, but—is it necessary?”

“It is very necessary,” said the
woman quietly. “The ready cash —
now — means that this baby " — two
pairs of eyes turned to Bobbie, who
stirred and sighed in his sleep—* that
this baby and his mother can have a
summer outing. Otherwise — they
can’t,” she explained.

“ Your—nephew, I take it?” floun-
dered the Senator.

Miss Renshaw shook her head.
‘“‘There isn’t a human being in the
world who belongs to me,” she said.
“But across the hall there lives this
little boy and his mother, who some-
times seems as much of a baby as he
is. She’s only twenty-three; but she’s
all alone, with a child to support. :

“ Somebody’s got to lend a hand—
I used to think,” she went on half to
her caller, half to herself; “it was

tough luck, there being such a lot of
us old malds in the world. But I see
now that we're good for something—
that we really are needed to help take
care of women with young children.

““ But this doesn’t concern you, Sen-
ator Hamilton,” she interrupted her=
self apologetically. “Did you say
you would take the jug?”

The Senator drew out his check-book
and a fountain pen, while Jennie Wren
from the closet shelves produced a
sheet of brown .paper. During the
progress of the wrapping arrange-
ments, Bobbie, roused by the rattling
sound, opened his eyes, smiled vague-

" ly, and gradually obtained his bearings.

“ Aunt Jennie—what you doin’ wid
my Toby jug?” he demanded with
surprising clearness.

"Miss Renshaw’s hands twitched,
and she tried to capitulate. “ Bobhie
dear—wouldn’t you like to go qut into
the country, with all the pretty flow-
ers and the green grass—and ride on
a horsie—"

Bobbie refused to permit the cloud-
ing of the issue. His sturdy little legs
carried him across the floor, and with
a scream of agonized protest he flung
himself against Miss Renshaw's skirts.

“If you let dat bad man take away
my Toby jug,” he wailed in ever-
rising crescendo, “I'll — tell — my —
mother!” -

“ Good Lord!” ejaculated the Ser
ator, somehow feeling himself the
meanest wretch unhanged. “ Don’t
cry like that, little chap,” trying in
vain to make his voice heard above the
din. ‘“ Everything will be all right.
Oh, where’s his mother?” ’

There was a whisk of skirts and a
pale young woman in shabby street
dress brushed by the Senator, and, all
unheeding the presence of a stranger,
sank to her knees and gathered inm her
sobbing little son. “ Thete, there!”
she crooned in comforting tones that
mothers have used since the world
began. ““Mother’s here—and he
mustn’t cry.” '

With her lips pressed to the child’s
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a thought of the danger that attended
the thing he was going to undertake,
started stealthily down toward where
three desperate men bent on a lawless
mission were crouched in a mesquit
thicket near the stage trail.

He had no definite plan of action
when he left his hiding-place. But his
mind worked swiftly as he crept along
over the broken ground, and before
he had advanced fifty feet he saw that
there was but one thing for him to
do—get them covered before they saw
him—and a grim smile twisted his
face at the thought that if they saw
him too soon he would not need to
{fear the man-hunters—force them to
remain inactive until the stage had
passed.

Tense and silent he wormed his way
forward over the sharp, many - edged
rocks. . And now he was so close to
the place where the three men had dis-
appeared that he strained forward,
peering into the bushes and trying to
locate the skulking figures.

Suddenly, almost under his hand it
seemed, there sounded the buzzing
whir of an angered rattler, and invol-

untarily, with an exclamation that was

stifled before it was half uttered,
Frenchy sprang to his feet.

There was a startled oath from the
mesqiiit clump. An evil, scowling face
arose above the shielding brush, and a
pair of fierce eyes glared into those of
the unwelcome intruder.

The bandit's gun and La Forree’s
flashed, and the two reports blended
into one. Frenchy felt a stinging stab
along his left side. The bandit
crashed face downward into the
thorny thicket.

Frenchy never could tell e*ractly
what happened after that first ex-
change of shots. He knew he was
standing erect, a banging revolver in
each hand; but he was not conscious
of aiming or firing.

Spurts of flame darted toward hxm
from the two figures that had appeared
above the bushes. What seemed to be
a red -hot knmife seared into his leg.
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Something struck him a terrific blow
on the shoulder and sent him stagger-
ing back.

He vaguely sensed, after what
seemed an age-long time, that the up-
roar in front of him was slackening.
Came a stunning, splitting blow on
the side of his head. He knew he was
falling, and fired blindly once, and
then again straight before him; then
he seemed to float softly down, down
into a bed of thick darkness.

Ages later, so it seemed to him, his
senses began to come slowly back to
him. It surprised him in a dim, un-
certain way to find that he was lying
on something hard and smooth instead
of among the jagged rocks wHere he
had fallen. Around him he heard
footsteps on an uncarpeted floor and
gruff, low-toned voices.

His eyelids were inconceivably
heavy, but he managed to raise them
a little, and discovered that he was
lying on a pool-table in the back room
of the Myrage. Gathered around him
were' the bartender, the stage-driver, a
number of sombreroed cowmen, and
a black - coated man that he demded
was a doctor.

“ And you say he done for Big Pete-
with a knife?” The voice that asked
the question held amazed disbelief.

“Yes, and he lit in and cleaned out
Black Frank’s .gang single - handed!
Frenchy! T’ll be damned!” came the
exclamatory answer.

The black - coated man, who had
been bending over the blood-soaked
figure on the table, straightened up,
“ Nothing but flesh - wounds,” he an-
nounced. “ He’s all shot to ribbons
and has lost a lot of blood but he will
pull through.”

Here a fourth voice—a voice
Frenchy recognized as being that of a
cattle baron whose word was law in
the border country—broke in with:
“1T reckon this county ‘1l have use for
that little wildcat when he gets on his
hind legs again.”

It gradually seeped into the clouded
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thumb-nail at a distance and went to
work again. “ You know, I presume,
just what I'm after here? ”

“Uh? No!”

The guiding mind stared and
shrugged his shoulders and ceased pol-
ishing. His smile flashed into being,
and it was a strange expression, vibra-
ting with suppressed, terrific excite-
ment. There was an exalted light in
his eye, too, which impressed Mr. Evans
as not quite sane.

“With this old lout Velvet, this
penny balloon I pricked last night,” the
guiding mind said tensely, “ the great
trouble always has been that we’ve
been after too small game. In all my
days I've never tackled a job that
looked worthy of my tackling till last
nightt”

“ His head’s kmder hot, Snake,” the
Spanish Brate injected gravely.

‘“ But last night I found the job that
measures up to what [ can do!” Mr.
Pollard cried impressively. “ I've tried
to swindle Velvet, and slipped up be-
cause it was too petty. I’'ve tried to
blackmail him right down here, and
slipped up because nature stepped in to
help him. But this time I've got him
where I want him, and even nature
can’t step in!”

“Why not, Robby?"” the Snake
asked mildly.

“ Because I'm gomg to steal even
nature—or as much of it as lies in this
region!” declaimed Robert Pollard.
“Pm going to steal his whole republic
in one chunk!”

“ Well, do—you mean—" X

“I mean this!” stated the master
mind. “ Hurry up, will you? I want
to get breakfast and take hold of
things in earnest. I mean that to-day,

without any publicity or excitement or -

revolution, I'm going to pick up this
government and stick it in my pocket!
I'll take charge of this republic, and
run it as long as it pays me a million
dollars a month—and it can be made
to do that easily enough. And when
TI'm through with it I'll sell'it to some-
body!”
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‘“ And not hand a cent to the hor-
rible five—huh? " asked Mr. Ryan.

Robert Pollard turned on him im-
patiently.

“How long do you think that her-
rible five will stay outside the horrible
Spanish prison when I'm through with
them?” he asked. “I may have to
keep them about for a week or ten
days, till things are running properly.
No horrible five gets anything out of
this stunt! I put Velvet aut of business
and this whole deal is mine!

“You two can stick to me and fur-
nish the chorus when I need one, and
you’ll come out millionaires several
times over; but all the medals are
pinned on me! Hustle now; I'll go
down and order breakfast, and well
start out.”

“I can't start with yon,” the Snake
smiled firmly. “ And I want five hun-
dred dollars of that money, Robby!”

(3 Eh? »

“ Pm going around to see Dolly, and
I want to take her 2 few flowers,” the
Snake pursued, and his eyes grew
dreamily ecstatic. ‘‘ After that Pl
stick with you, Robby, because this
millionaire stuff is what I've got to
have pretty quick. You couldn’t ask a
girl like Dolly to frizzle delicatessen
stuff over a gas-stove in four-and-bath.
The way I was planning to myself last
night, we’ll have a solid marble house
with a sort of fancy plate-glass vesti-
bule, and nice mornings Dolly ’Il come
walking out to the car and—"

“You’ll do no calling this morning,
Jim; we’re too busy,” the guiding mind
said, and his tone was strangely gentle.
“ Later in the day I may bave—er—
something to say in the same vein my-
self. Be patient.”

He was gone, and the Snake, smiling
at the too ornate pattern of the carpet,
sighed and sighed again tremendously.
Several times the Spanish Brute sighed
with him, but somewhere near the thir-
tieth sigh he caught himself and re-
verted to a query that was becoming
far too common with him lately:

“ Say, is Robby crazy, or ain’t he? ”
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“ But the cabinet, seiior!” the de-
parting executive cried wildly. “It is
m session and—"

“ Where?”

“But in the cabinet chamber, of
course, and I must explain that—"

“T'll hand tke cabmet their resig-
nations. Goed-by!” said Mr. Pollard.

.And while the Snake stood by the
side of William Ryan; while their
bulging, incredulows eyes watched it
all and their brains refused flatly to

give credence, the president of Santa .

Chanza dragged slowly through the
door, and the cold, smiling person who
had ousted him settled gracefully into
his chair. .

As gracefully, though, he rose again,
even before the door had closed.

“1 suppose I'd better fire that cab-
inet and get it out of the way before
I look things over,” he mused. “ You
wait here a minute or two.”

Stde by side they stared at one an-
other as he went, Mr. Pollard’s brisk
steps died away. For a long time they
listened, and at a distance they caught
a tone or two of his sharp voice.

“He — he got away with it!" the
Spanish Brute said huskily.

“I saw it, Bill,”* muttered James
Evans, and wagged his head queerly.
“I saw at!”

“ And he must have kicked out the
whole cabinet, now!” William Ryan
went on excitedly. “ There’s people
walking out.”

“ And people are coming here, too!”
the Snake cried, almost wildly. “ And
what gets me is the way he puts it over
on ’em! I never saw even Robby put
up a bluff like that before! They go
up against it and they bounce straight
back! There’s no rioting out there
or_”

He subsided, gulping, as the door
opened again. Mr. Pollard, smiling
as ever, stepped in, and after him came
a thin mative gentleman, whose eyes
were startled and round. The new
ruler closed the door.

“ Cabinet’s resigned, t0o,” he said
laconically. “ This gentleman’s the
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minister of finance, or was until two
minutes age, and he insists that the
treasury’s almost empty. I tell him
that he’s wrong.” :

“ But sesor, I have satd—"

“Yes, but you lied about that,)
smiled Mr. Pollard. “1 know that hy
this time there’s a reserve fund piled
up somewhere.” And his smile van-
ished, and mto the pit of the bland per-
son’s stormach went the muzzle of the
too-handy autormmatic. “ Now, you
heard the proposition I made to the
others! ™ snapped the conqueror. “ I'm
willing, and perfectly willing to reap-
point the whele crowd and double their
salaries if they’re straight with me.
So—where’s that reserve?”

Painfully genuime terror leaped to
the bland- gentleman’s countenance;
twice he tried for speech before:

“ It is—see, seiior! It is in this very
room! [ shall—lead you to it!”

And he turned recklessly and crossed
to the ifinocent-appearing closet. He
snatched back the door and revealed a
massive steel portal beyond, with fa-
miliar combination dials in the center.
Just once he glanced at Mr. Pollard’s
armament, and a slip came from- his
pocket and he was working the dials.

The deor swumng open, then. Be-
hind it, ranged in compartments, their
eyes settled upon little bags of gold,
ranged in neat rows—upon little piles
of paper money, nicely bundled and
stamped—upon larger bags at the rear.

“You, semor, have penetrated a
great truth which not ten people in all
our country suspect!’” the minister of
finance chattered. “ Here lies Santa
Chanza’s precious four mmllion dallars,
United States!” »

Oddly Mr. Pollard ran a finger
around his neck under his collar, and
his voice had lost just a shade of its
chilt as he said:

“ All—right. Tl take that combi-
mation slip, please. Thanks. You
quite understand what I said about

keeping quiet for a week or two and

then taking back your old job?”
“ Quite, I think, but—"



CAPTAIN VELVET'S FAREWELL.

“This is a ‘butless’ proposition,
from one end to the other,” the con-
queror informed him, lightly as be-
fore. “ Get out and behave yourself,
and maybe some day I'll let you dip,
modestly, into- this private reserve. Do
you take my meaning? I thought” you
would. Good-by for the present, min-
ister!”

The one-time head of Santa Chan-
za’s finance department moved slowly,
dazedly, from view. Mr. Pollard,
having watched him go, smiled serene-
ly, shrugged his shoulders and consult-
ed the clock, thereafter elevating his
eyebrows delicately.

“How time does fly when one is
busy!” he mused. “It’s nearly noon
now. Well, let’s see. What’s next?”

“ Getting that wad of money out of
this and onto a truck!” the Spanish
Brute exploded joyously. ‘ Maybe I
ain’t so bright, but I wanter suggest
that—"

“Don’t .excite yourself; that
money’s perfectly safe where it is,”
Mr. Pollard said absently, and.sat back
with crossed legs and a perfect Pacato
cigar between his teeth. * This is my
private office, now, you know. Just
push that button, Bill, and see who an-
swers. It may be some .one I want to
interview.”

Smiling, he waited, while William
Ryan’s cold, hypnotized finger jabbed
at the electric button. Smiling, too,
he sat up as quick steps approached
their door and—

“Why, you little scoundrel!” Mr.
Pollard cried.
big little chief of secret police!”

Bentino, having reeled a little at the’

sight of him, glanced quickly at Will-
iam Ryan and the Snake and stam-
mered :

“TIt—it is told, sesior, that you —
have seized the reins of our poor gov-
ernment! ”

“ Not seized—just picked them up
benevolently,” said Captain Velvet's
successor. ““ And it isn’t your ‘poor
government,” because I'm going to
hand this public an administration

‘“You'’re Bentino, the
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that'll tickle ’em to death!
tino—"’

“ And the excellent, adored Captain
Velvet?”

“ He has just passed out!” Mr. Pol-
lard stated with a sinister smile.
“Want to ask any more questions
about him?”

“ No, sesior,” the ch:ef said faintly.
“ He—he was a great and good man,
seiior!”’

“ He may have been, but he outlived
his usefulness,” Mr. Pollard said, care-
lessly. ““ Anyhow, I'm boss here now,
and I've come to stay. I'd like to re-
tain you, Bentino, in your present
job.”

“If the sesior wishes—"

“And I'd like to make dead sure
you're faithful, too!” grinned Mr.
Pollard as he peeled four bills from
the collection Captain Velvet’s safe
had contributed. “ That ought to buy
the faithful service of the whole town
__eh ? "

“It has bought mine, seior!” the
chief said enthusiastically as he tucked
the wealth in his pocket. “ Until the
stars grow cold and fall as dust upon
the earth—until the sun, extinguished,
leaves all in blackness—until the last
poor drop of blood shall flow from
these unworthy veins, I am yours,
senior! Yes, even when the—"

“That’s enough; I'm convinced,”
the master mind said briefly. “Now
listen. The administration here is go-
ing to change so quietly and comfort-
ably that before people know what
happened they’ll wake up to find a
grand new era on the whole shooting-
match! T suppose the best way to
break the news is through the papers.”

“Yes, sefior!”

“ How many are thcre?”

“Two, seiior.”

“Can I buy them to print what I
want?”’

“ Oh, yes, sefior.”

“Then call up each one and have it
rush the star reporter to me here—
quick! TUnderstand?”

“1I go, sefior!”

Now, Ben-








































































IT CAN BE DONE.

Marion,” he said; “only, we have to
remember this — Washbourne is re-
puted to have made a large fortune as
a sheep-farmer in Australia. Webley
— the tall, stately Webley — he came
into a fortune that must have meant
anything up to fifty thousand. I don’t
know anything about Claridge, but I'll
wager that he’s done well. Now, do
you see my position? "

She waited for him to go on, and
there were tears in her eyes. Gwinn
had been making a splendid fight of it;
his courage-had been superb, and never
before had she heard him complain of
his ill fortune so strongly as now.

“I have kept many things back
from you, Marion,” he said, “ because
it isn’t right of a man to expect his
wife to share all his burdens. You’ve
never shown by your manner that you
are disappointed in me—"

“ Robert dear,” she whispered, on
a note of reproach.

“You've never known the luxuries

that you were entitled to expect when
you married me. Indeed, you haven’t
had half as good a time with me as
when you were under your father’s
roof ; but always there have been
smiles ” — his voice was perilously
near to breaking—* smiles and cheer-
ful words,” he went on after a little
pause, “and although I've never said
anything about it until now, it wasn’t
because I didn’t appreciate it in you.”

Marion enjoyed that moment,
though the tears were flowing, now,
without restraint. There is no praise
so sweet to the soul of a woman as
that from her husband, whatever the
cynics may say to the contrary.

“You don’t know how happy I've
been,” she whispered. “It's just—
just grand, the fighting, I mean.”

“The hardest battle is to come,
sweetheart,” he told her, “but it’s en-
couraging to know that I have a valiant
lieutenant. There’s a bill of fifteen
hundred to foot within two months.
One of the travelers—a man in whom
I placed the greatest of confidence—
has let me in for it,
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“I thought that I had put all pride
behind me and picked up every wrinkle
in the business; but he knew that I was
green; he knew that I couldn’t crush
him because of his wife and children.
I gave him a chance to clear out. I
suppose I ought to have handed him
over to the police.”

“ Fifteen hundred!”
ing at her lip.

He couldn’t trust himself to look
into her face. The thumb of his left
hand was running over the polished
finger-nails.

“ Unless a miracle happens, it means
that we go down, assuming, of course,
that we pay up. The traveler knew
that, although I didn’t tell him.”

“You'd be too proud.”

He shifted about on his heel.

“Not that exactly, Marion, but—
but I wasn’t cut out for this sort of
thing— His wife came to see me’
he hesitated, as though he were half—
ashamed of the flush on his cheek—
‘““and she brought her two kiddies with
her.”

He broke off; then, “Bah! I'm a
youngster, still, Marion. We can start
again. Mitchell (how I trusted that
man) won't see fifty again. - If—
if you'd seen the expression on that
woman’s face, Marion, when I said
that I would stand the racket—"

She slipped her arins around his
neck.

“I should have done what you did,
my love,” she said with a smile.

He brightened up and rubbed his
hands.

“You're a real helpmeet, Marlon
But not a word to the boys. It’s bad
enough that they should come back to
find me in this game, but I think T can
preach to them about the dignity of la-
bor. So don’t you worry your little
head about my feelings.”

The hour appointed was nine
o’clock. At quarter to the hour a car
drove up and the stately Webley made
his appearance. Gwinn received him
in the hall — Marion on the landing
above was straining her ears to listen,

She was bit-


















HEART TO HEART TALKS.

He proceeded to do it; and the things
that happened go to make a distinctly in-
teresting and vivid yarn which you will
find complete i} next week’s issue of this
magazine. J. Earl Clauson has written
quite a number of long stories for this
magazine, among them “ The Trap” and
“The Devil and Dr. Foster.”

ot S of

*“ JUSTICE — NO MORE, NO LESS,”
- by Frank Condon, starts off with a young

man asleep on a coil of rope on the docks
of Hoboken, disheveled, and except for the
munificent sum of nine cents, stone broke
as well. In spite of his financial difficul-
ties you will like young Walter Davies Hol-
bein very much. He has a nature buoyant
enough to float him in the middle of the
Atlantic, and a sense of humor that you
couldn’t beat out of him with an ax.

In the morning of his lucky day you find
Waltér asleep, broke—and in Hoboken.

Before the dewy eve falls over New
York he is comfortably seated in a large
leather armchair in a millionaire’s resi-
dence on Madison Avenue, chatting ami-
ably with the owner, and smoking one of
his dollar cheroots, with the prospect of a
gorgeous dinner‘as soon as the fat butler
can rustle it out of the hands of the chef.
Incidentally he had acquired a vast sum of
money in that short time, although I be-
Lieve that there are some who consider one
hundred thousand bucks a trifling fpittamcc.

All that this mammoth pile of golden
simoleons cost our hero was an investment
of two copper cents which he loaned to a
lady in the subway. Of course, Walter
was cursed with luck. But how did he do
it, you ask? I am afraid theré’s only one
way to find out, and that is read the next
week’s number,

» . ‘»

“THE GHOSTLY CROCODILE,” by
Elmer Brown Mason, is another story of
Van Dam, the adventurous and daring col-
lector of animals of the albino species. If
you read “ The White Gorilla,” in the June
5, 1915, number, it will not be necessary to
ask you to read this new story.

This time Van Dam gets on the trail of
a white gavial, the great East Indian croco-
dile; it is a trail that leads him deep into
the jungles of that land of mystery where,
with the aid of a half-mad priest, he pene-
trates to the very heart of a Brahman tem-
ple, and the lair of the sacred white croco-

dile. Then, like many another adventurer-

in that strange country, he discovers that
getting in is one thing and getting out quite
another. It is to a weird and thrilling ad-
venture that the trail of the albino croco-
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dile leads, but it is one well worth follow-
ing.
& & »

“TIME’S WHIRLIGIG,” by William
Holloway, is the story of a man who cast
his bread upon waters to have it return to
him fourfold. If you believe that it is pos-
sible to withdraw from life, to acquire no
friends, make no enemies, and leave no
impréssion whatsoever upon the world
about you, then you had better read this
story.

. The moral of it is that our slightest ac-
tion, our most thoughtless word, influences
somebody for good or for evil. It is one

. of those stories about which it is impossible -

to say anything beforehand without spoil-
ing the pleasure you will get out of perus-
ing it. Because it is written around a great
theme, and is a very human, entertaining
story as well, I invite you to read “ TIME’S
WHIRLIGIG.”

& &> =
TO ERR IS HUMAN

As showing the great interest aroused
by that fascinating narrative, “ The Fatal
Gift,” transcribed by George Allan Eng-
land, the following letters were received
within a few days of the appearance of
the first instalment on the news-stands:

To 1ux Ep1rtor:

Have just finished George Allan Eng-
land’s first part of *“ The Fatal Gift.” }
have always liked similar stories to his
style, particularly because they are purely
fiction. I usually get enough of stern real-
ity in the daily grind, so it is a mental va-
cation to read what I know is imagining.

Is the author, and are you sincere in your
prefatory note and prologue? If so, pleasc
explain how Dr, Bloss could have died in
1897; could have been called into the Alex-
andra case in 1892, and could have read
the 1899 edition of Gordonski’s * Surgery

' P. S. Durgrn,
P. S.—Somebody is always taking the
joy out of life, aren’t they?
186 Winthrop Street,
Winthrop, Massachusetts.

_ of the Eye.”

To raE EDITOR:

Just finished reading the first instalment
of “The Fatal Gift.” You have originated
a very interesting plan to make fiction ap-
pear real, by the editorial introduction and
the foot-notes by the author. But why, oh,
why, do you give the snap away in the very
first part of the story? ,g‘he cﬁ;ctor’s diary
states very plainly that she took the case
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Todd stood with his back to the long
window, facing Saunders with the air
of a man less sure of his ground than
he might be. The secretary was built
along the lines of a fox—Iean, soit-
footed, sharp of feature—and some
of the fox’s slyness lurked about his
thin mouth.

Affability was costing him an effort
that did not escape the skipper, who
was not to be fooled into the belief
that the application of the rhino whip
had been forgotten. Besides, the big,
red-headed sailor chafed under his
recent failure; his observation was
sharpened.

“ Mr. Divant’s name must be kept
out of this business, captain,” replied
Todd at length. “ Orders and pay-
ment will come through me. The
payment is good, but under the peculiar
circumstances, you understand, it’s im-
perative that we're satisfied of the re-
liability of the man we engage to carry
the job through.”

“‘Then good day, sir.” Saunders
got up deliberately, shook himself like
a huge mastiff, and picked up his topi.
“ Plenty of men along the front—old
Ali’s rum joint is full of ’em. I don’t
pack a sheaf of testimonials around
with me. Good day.”

Alarm chased surprise across Todd’s
face as Saunders reached the door.
Then deep cunning scintillated in his
eyes for a second, giving way to a
déprecating smile that closely imitated
sincerity.

“I1 apologize, captain; don’t go,
please,” he purred, laying a hand on
Saunders’s sleeve. “Of course we'’re
satisfied of your reliability or the thing
would never have been broached to
you. When you’ve heard more you'll
doubtless appreciate the necessity of
precaution.”

“Talk turkey then,” Saunders en-
joined sharply. “ My time’s limited,
and the air is cleaner outside.”

Todd produced his cigar-case and
proferred it. When two cheroots
glowed in perfect combustion, and
Saunders’s expression /\softene'd some-
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what from the mask of cold hostility
he had assumed, Todd threw a leg
across the table-corner and proceeded.

“What we want done, you've done
many times before,” he began. “ Dif-’
ference is that playing on your own
hand you were always liable to capture
and imprisonment. Now, for the same
work you will receive as good pay-
ment, perhaps better, with no risk
whatever. You'll be under official
protection, so to speak, though that, of
course, is sub rosa.”

“Get to the point,” growled the
skipper, not too well pleased at receiv-
ing a reminder of his little peccadillos
from such a source. “What d’you
want done?”

“Just a minute, captain—I'm coms
ing to it; but you must know the situa-
tion clearly. You’ve heard tales about
idols, and native gewgaws smothered
with gold plates and gems? And no
doubt you've heard the tale of the big
idol they call the ‘ Idol of Saakuru?’”

“ Heard of it, yes,” admitted Saun-

-ders, his attitude revealing nothing of

the intense interest that actually <con-
sumed him at this mention of the very
thing he was bent upon securing for
himself.

“ Well "—Todd picked up some pa-
pers, under cover of which he watched
the skipper keenly—“ you realize that
these yarns are horribly exaggerated;
that an idol, or a gaudy footstool, or
royal pillow, in most cases turns out.
pure Brummagem.”

“ Some of them, yes.”

“ All of them, more or less, my dear
fellow.” Saunders squirmed at the
term. “I can assure you that the most
amazing bauble of them all is not
;vorth a white man’s while searching
or.

“But I'm coming to my point.
Though these things are myths, there’s
a constant stream of crazy treasure-
seekers dribbling into the country. The
traders, and freelances like yourself,
don’t give us any trouble; they take
care of themselves, and if they get into
a scrape they don’t squeal. But green-
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wheel and took a turn along the deck
with Carter before going below to his
bunk.

“ Get the concession all straight?”
inquired the mate.

“Straight! It's so Dbeautifully
straight that I’'m certain it’s crooked!”
replied the skipper in a vehement
whisper.

“ Huh — riddles.
swer, skipper?.”

“I’m not absolutely sure yet. But
I tell you that paper is O. K., dated
this day—signed by Divant—all ship-
shape and Bristol fashion. And Todd
warned me to haul off and keep clear
of the coast for a month before taking
it up.”

“Don’t see anything phoney in that,”
grumbled Carter. “ Seems like a good
tip to me.” The mate saw nothing in
it beyond a masterly stroke of busi-
ness for the schooner. But then he
was not addicted to worrying over
trifles. In common with every man
in the crew, he had absolute faith in
the skipper; was content to wait until
an obstacle arose—the bigger the bet-
ter—then wade in with no fear of the
outcome and run the roller over the
difficulty.

“ Good tip, eh?” breathed the skip-
per with quiet sarcasm. “ Did Todd
strike you as a man who would take a
licking like what I gave him and re-
pay it with a good tip? No, sir. He
advised me to clear out, knowing full
well that I surely would not. He’s got
something big on up that river, and
he’s decided I’'m to be the goat.”

“Of course he’s got something big
on—that Saakuru thing. You've tum-
bled to that already. Can’t blame him
for wanting you out of the way, if
Divant guessed you're after it, too.
All we've got to do is to put those guns
on the beach and go after our own
game.”

“We'll snaffle our game all right,”
Jaughed Saunders, stepping into the
companionway. “ Always do, don’t
we? All the same, you'll fmd these
rifles playing a starpart in a bigger

What’s the an-

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

play than you imagine before we show
our stern to this coast.”

CHAPTER V.
Saunders Gives a Tip.

UNUP revealed the Indian Ocean

a sparkling azure jewel, whipped

into white foam-flecks by a

crooning breeze that made tinkling

music at the schooner’s sharp cut-
water.

A smoky haze on the horizon van-

ished before the sun’s advance until
the sea-line showed clear and glittering,
save where Pemba Island loomed a
rallying point for the dispersing mist-
wraiths.
. Saunders stood in the main rigging,
an arm crooked around a shroud, his
glasses focused upon the rapidly clear-
ing north end of Pemba. The brisk
swish of water and whiz of brooms on
the main-deck mingled harmoniously
with the cheerful rattle of pots in the
tiny galley, and pungent wood smoke
lent powerful aid to the aroma of
brewing coffee. :

Karkri, spick and span in a new
white jacket, waited with a mug of
the fresh brew at the foot of the rig-
ging.  Snapping his glasses shut,
Saunders dropped to the deck, took
the mug from Karkri, and sent him to
call the mate in haste. The mate ap-
peared, rubbing his eyes.

“What’s up, skipper?” grumbled

Carter, robbed of two hours’ rest and

yet sleepy. “ Trouble?”

“ Maybe yes. See what you make
of that speck crawling out from under
the land—just off the north end.”

Carter took the glasses, mounted on
the rail, and looked. He grunted,
rubbed his eyes vigorously, mounted
higher, and looked again. Then he
grabbed a backstay and slid to the deck
with an oath.

“Looks like a bloomin’ navy pull-
ing cutter under sail,” he growled.
“Did you make it out?”

“I figured her to be that. Standing

































QUEST OF

things developed in the Ju-Ju house
below. :

“Well, Mr. Todd,”” he cohceded,
forcing a sunny smile, “ you're in com-
mand. ‘But that gun gag won’t help
you. I expected you'd deny any offi-
cial knowledge of that deal; so I took
the precaution of getting my ship
searched before the guns were landed.

“ Now, if any question arises I have
as witness that my schooner carried
nothing contraband an officer of his
Britannic majesty’s navy. So, with
your permission, I'll go about my busi-
ness. I'll take a chance on the
unhealthiness.”

Considering that Todd’s carefully
planned weapons of reprisal on the
skipper had been, first, the fear of ar-
rest for gun-running, and second, the
simmering fury of the natives after
this raid, which he intended should be
diverted to the skipper, Saunders’s
calm announcement was well calcu-
lated to touch him on the raw.

‘“ See here, Saunders,” he exploded,
““ you're answerable to me in this dis-
trict—not I to you. If you come a
step farther into this village before I
say so I'll sick my boys on to you and
drive you and your half-baked niggers

into the river. You can’t fool me with’

your lies about wanting to trade.
You’re after the big fetisH here, and
I'm on hand to protect the natives
from robbers like you!” .

“Oh, I thought that fetish was a
myth,” drawled Saumders.

“ So it is—to you!” snarled Todd.

The skipper had himself well under
control now; his keen eye had spotted
Karkri behind a distant boulder mak-
ing frantic signals to him; the quiet of
the catacombs had fallen over the big
fetish house. Putting together the
signs, he came to a decision that took
the wind out of Todd’s sails.

“ All right sir, I bow,” he said with
mock reverence, sweeping off his topi
in salute. “ Come, boys,” to-his men,

“we'll let Mr., Todd clean out the

‘warehouse before we start in to trade.
“I understand your position, Mr.
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Todd,” he added as he turned away.
“I'll help you all I can. If I see any-
body pulling a raw steal on these poor
natives you can depend upon me to
stop them. So-long!”

Saunders led his crew back up the
slope, and Todd hurried down into the
hollow and entered the hut. Arrived
at the pile of boulders, behind which
Karkri lay hid, the Swahili boy joined
them and gave the skipper a few facts
that rendered his course as clear as a
buoyed channel in daylight.

“Massar Todd he got steamboat
ober dere,” pointing to the invisible
village. “ He catch de big fetish, an’
s’pose you hurry, maybe you stop um,
sar.”

“Got it? Jerusalem!” snapped the
skipper, not at all clear as to how.
“ Nobody’s come out of that-hut while
we’ve been here. And where are all
the people we saw going in?”

_““Massar Todd’s black fellas dribe
'em t'rough de caves to de ribber,”
stated Karkri, his teeth bared in a sav-
age snarl. “ Dey all go ’cross de rib-
ber now, and big party dribe em plenty
quick to de coast. Massar Todd take
de fetish alonga him in de steamboat.”

‘“ But the war drums? There’s been
no fight.”

“Todd’s odder party beat de drums,
sar. De men go de wrong way, an’ he
ketch um in lilly bits. Now dey go for
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coast too. Ho, yis! Massar Todd he
bery clebber fella, sar!”
“ Wait!”

The skipper bounded down the slope
and rushed into the hut. In five min-
utes he reappeared, and his face was
grimly set when he rejoined his party
Karkri’s tale was too true.

In the big hut he had found .an
empty pedestal, whereon had stood
Saakuru’s image; three or four score
aged women, and a mob of frightened
babies were the sole tenants of the
place, and a great dark opening in the
ground through which blew the damp
air from the river clinched the matter.
- “Come, boys,” he rapped, and led
the way toward the boat.
























QUEST OF

tiller himself and bending all his ener-
gies to pinching the last fathom of
speed out of his clumsy ark.

- Five minutes passed — five minutes
of feverish searching and rummaging
in the dark, chaotic mess of the littered
fore-deck—then the mate’s hail rang
out: - ,

“All clear. for’ard—and there’s a
light dead.ahead, skipper, coming this
way.,’ .

“ Quarter less —six!” chanted the
leadsman, and gathered his line into
fakes for-another cast.

Seaman’s instinct told the skipper,
as well as clear sight, that the tarpau-
lin was enabling the dhow to hold her
own. The vessel's logginess was not
increasing; her weather freeboard be-
came no less. ’

He peered ahead for the reported
light. He saw three—red, green, and
white — low down, rising and falling
with a dazzling swoop that marked the
vessel carrying them a small one.

“ And a half—three!”

The lights swung nearer. An ex-
cited chattering broke out among the
dhow’s crew, sweating at the pumps.
A faint hail carried down from the ap-
proaching craft, and the skipper
snatched yet another searching look
over the side at his freeboard, then
threw a turn of rope over the tiller and
ran to the hatchway, listening intently.
Reassured, he ran aft and swept the
dhow up into the wind.

“Keep fast everything forard!”
he bawled; then called Carter.

“ Get all our boys up here,” he di-
rected. “ Stand by these rats until we
see what that boat is. We don’t want
rescuing yet; we’re making no water
to worry about, and that Saakuru
thing’s aboard here somewhere, son.”

Another hail came from the ap-
proaching boat, close-to now, -and half
visible in the darkness. She was a
large steam launch, and something in
the tone of the voice hailing caused
Saunders and the mate to start.

“That’s Todd's voice, or I'm a
ghost!”’ swore the mate.
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Saunders sprang to the pump,
.grabbed an Arab by the arm and hissed
in his ear:

““What's he say?”

“ He say heave-to and he board us,”
growled the Arab surlily. “ He come
to meet us here.” .

“Tell"him we’re not his dhow!”
prompted the skipper fiercely. .

The Arab bawled something in re-
ply to the launch’s peremptory third
hail. Neither the skipper nor Carter
understood much Arbi, but there was
that in the man’s voice that aroused
suspicion as to his good faith.

The suspicion was verified when a

round oath in unmistakable English,
and in Todd’s rageful voice, was fol-
lowed sharply by the flash .and crack
of a rifle, and a slug zipped into the
rail at the skipper’s hand.
- “Come, bullies!” gritted Saunders
savagely. ‘“Toss those rats into the
hold. Shove hatches over them, and
stand by for boarders.”

The big launch shot alongside and
backed up. But before one of her crew
laid a hand on the dhow’s rail the
islanders had seized the dhow’s people,
now fighting furiously, and hove them
bodily below. Now they ranged along
the low bulwarks with eager rifles
pointing squarely down at the steam-
boat.

No further word came from Todd.
One vicious volley spat lead at the
dhow, then swarming like giant apes
the launch’s men piled on to the rail,
every man gripping in his teeth a
wicked billhook.

The dhow lay head to wind, and the
two vessels ground and hammered at
each other with the powerful heave of
the running swell. And in a darkness
that could be felt, the grinning island-
ers cheerfully clubbed their rifles and
danced from end to end of the rail,
hitting at every head that showed from
overside.

Whispering to the mate to cut adrift
the launch’s bow grappling iron, Saun-
ders sprang to the tiller, slashed
through the stern-fast, and sheered his
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“ Thanks,” said Dunbar, and held
out his hand.

The Englishman ignored its sugges-
tion. ’

“1 feel, of course, that my posses-
sion of your statement imposes a con-
siderable amount of responsibility on
me,” he said. “If Mr. Harry Lincoln
was still in prison suffering for your
crime, there would have been only one
course open to me. You have heard
of his death, I suppose? But I am in
doubt whether I ought to let his mem-
ory remain" under the stigma of a
crime he did not commit.”

“ Oh, Harry Lincoln’s memory is
all right,” drawled Reggie. “I would
not bother about it if I were you. His
death has made him a public hero, and
after all it was not your affair. I did
not even give you permission to read
that statement.”

Again Pettifer reddened.

“I read it because it affects other
people besides you,” he said. “1I read
it, I may say, before I heard of &arry
Lincoln’s death.”

“T suppose that is some sort of jus-
tification,” said Reggie deliberately.
““And now that you have heard of
poor Harry’s death, I'll be glad if you
would hand me back my private prop-
erty.”

Pettifer laughed sharply.

“ Unfortunately, I have a responsi-
bility toward others.”

‘“ For instance?” asked Reggie, and
guessed what was coming.

Pettifer’s face turned from red to
white.

‘“Miss Eldon,” he said, his voice
tense. ‘‘You have been paying her
great attention. Perhaps you are hop-
ing to marry her?"”

Reggie nodded. '

“ I alrl.”

“Well, you can’t!” snapped Petti-
fer. ‘“You don’t think I could stand
by and allow a lady I respect to un-
consciously ally herself with a mur-
derer? Look here, Dunbar, I don’t
want to be hard on you. I am willing
to helieve, after reading your confes-
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sion, that to a certain extent you really
thought yourself justified in taking
Melville’s life, and, now that Mr. Lin-
coln is dead, I don’t think it would be
wrong of me to shield you from the
worst consequences of what you have
done. If you will undertake to cease
your attentions to Miss Eldon, I will
promise to hold my hand.”

“ And if I refuse?” asked Dunbar,
in his dry, nonchalant drawl.

“ You will compel me to show Miss
Eldon your confession.”

For a moment or two Reggie Dun-
bar seemed to be deliberating. Then,
without a word, he rose languidly
from his chair and strolled across the
deck to resume his interrupted conver-
sation with Grace Eldon. .

‘At dinner that evening Miss Eldon’s
place was empty, and Pettifer’s hard,
clear—cut face wore the grim, satisfied
expression of a man who had sacri-
ficed his own feelings t8 perform a
painful duty. Reggie Dunbar looked
merely bored, although his mind was
really very active. g

No meal had ever seemed to him so
long and depressing.

When he had finished his coffee, he
strolled aimlessly about the ship until
he reached Grace’s cabin, and stood at
the closed door for a moment. But he
turned away without knocking. He
remembered that she was his nurse, as
well as something more, and he was
still supposed to be an invalid. An
hour after dinner it was part of her
routine to bring him his last dose of
tonic for the day, and he did not think
that she would forget it.

He returned to the sheltered nook
on deck which she had selected for him,
where she was accustomed to find him
with a chair at his side for her.

Exactly on the stroke of the hour
she joined him there with the medicine
glass in her hand, and even in the
moonlight he realized that her face
was graver and paler than usual.

“It seems years since I 'saw you,”
he said, as he gulped- off the dose.
“ Why were you not at dinner?”





















