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THE PADDINGTON CASE.

BY ALFRED L.

DONALDSON.

A SERIAL STORY.

CHAPTER L ”
THE DILEMMA.

N DMay 10, of a recent year,
an evening train. swung
with ponderous grace into
the terminal gloom of
Paddington Station, Lon-
don. ‘I'he final clutch of
the brakes gripped the wheels with a per-
ceptible jar. In the far corner of one of
the first-class compartments a sleeping
American  awoke  with  a  start. H¢
jumped to his feet, glanced hastily -at
his watch and then through the closed
window beside wlfich he had Déen sitting.

The platform was on the- other side:

He turned to the opposite. window, thére-
_fore, and saw a young man, who had been
his only traveling companion, leaning out
.of it in an evident attemptgto uudo the
door. i

He was small and slight, and scemed
to find some difficulty in accomplishing
his purpose.

While waiting, the American remem-
bered that this stranger had been lean-
ing forward with his clbow on the win-
dow, looking out of it, as he himself-had
dozad off to sleep. He recalled also, in
a vaguce way, that whenever he had
opened his eves this man had been in a
similar position. Becomihg a little im-
patient at the delay in getting the door
open, he addressed himself to the person
who was trying to do it. ’

“Canl be of any assistance ? " he asked
politely.

No answer.
He drew mnearer to the window
spoke a little louder.

and

“T am somewhat taller, and have a
longer reach than you. Lect me try the
door.”

Still no answey.

The speaker became a little nettled,
and laid his hand none too gently on the
stranger’s shoulder.

As he did so. the leaning body lurched
Hmply forward, instead of offering the
expected resistance of surprise to the im-
pact. The American knew at gnce that
something was wrong, and leaned slight-
ly forward over the body of the smaller
nian.  The result was a shock of horror
and amazement. '

I'he arms and head of the man beneath
him hung limp and motionless {rofn the
window. At the back of his neck was a
small bullet-hole, from which the blood
was still slowly trickling.  The man was
dead. :

I'he American started back, dazed at
his discovery,

Although strong and healthy. he was
unaccustomed to such gights as this, and
for asmoment he felt sick. But he soon
recovered his self-control aud bhegan to
think—to think quickly, as was his wont.
Fle was alone with the murdered man—
for he reasoned rightly that a wound in
such a place could not be self-inflicted—
and he would be held to acdeount for an
occurrence of which he had no inkling.

e had not gone to bed the night be-
fore, having had an all-night session in

. . 385
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-an important business conference. Con-
sequently he had been in a dull, dead
sleep, only broken by semiconscious spells
of twisting and turning, during the entire
journey. He had passed the time of day
with the stranger in the compartment
on entering it, and had asked him to be
kind enough to hand his ticket to the col-
lector whenever he came along. The
American explained that he had been up
all night and wanted to sleep all he could.
Thereupon he settled himseltf in the op-
posite corner, and was soon fast asleep.
When he awoke at Paddington Station,

he found himself in the whexpected situa-.

tion which has been described.  He real-
ized in a moment that the circumstantial
evidence would naturally point to him
as the murderer. At all events, he would
be detained as a suspicious person until
‘the mystery cottld be somewhat cleared.

Delay at this time meant not only per-
sonal inconvenience, but detriment to oth-
ers. He was booked to sail for New
York the following day. On his timely
arrival depended the clinching of an in-
ternational deal, for the consummation
of which his known ability had made him
the mediator of conflicting interests.

THE CAVALIER.

He had accomplished the desired re-
sults in England, but certain concessions
from his American contingent were
necessary, and these only his personal
intercession could procure.

Furthermore, he was engaged to Dbe.
married, and the ceremony had only been
postponed to allow for this important
trip. He had cabled over the date of
his probable arrival, and a day closely
following that had Deen set for the wed-
ding.

He was no coward.  He knew a moral
obligation when he met it, and was not
usually inclined to shirk one. But this

.one presented abnormal involutions.

Flight meant liquidation of personal

“obligations, but-—=and he forcsaw this

clearly — a probable increase of future
complications. To remain meant trouble
for a score of innocent people, and a sac-
rifice on his part that could neither help
the dead man nor the cause of justice.

His peculiar situation simmered down
to this: did he owe more to the men who
had trusted him and to the woman he
loved, or to the unknown man who had
been-shot while he slept?

Men who think and act wisely in crises

1 T %
T T

CROSS\‘;ISE VIEW OF A COMPARTMENT IN AN ENGLISH RAILWAY-CARRIAGE.

THE ARRANGEMENT OF DOOR AND WINDOWS AT EACH SIDE IS THE SAME.
WINDOWS

LETS UP AND DOWN BY MEANS OF A STRAP.

[T

WINDOW A
THE MURDERED

Tl

B DO NOT OPEN.

MAN WAS LEANING FORWARD, LOOKING OUT OF THE CENTER WiNDOW (A) WHEN SHOT, FROM

BEHIND, IN THE BACK OF THE NECK.

4



do not achieve their grasp of potentiali-
ties by slow reasoning and laborious de-

tail such as print makes necessary. They
‘get panoramic effects in tablet form. Im—

pressions come to them in condensed ci-
pher.* They illumine large vistas of pos-
sibilities at a flasl
mountains and valleys that steady sun-
light would obscure.

In a few seconds the American had
sifted the above pros and cons, and de-
cided en escape. if possible.  Turuing to
the closed window beside which he had
Dbeen sitting, he started to open it. He
had tried thé door and found it locked.
~o that the window was his only hope of
escape. It stuck at the top. and required
pushing to be forced down. The delay
was trifling but annoying.

As soon as he had succeeded in getting
the window open, he reached back for his
overcoaty lving on one of the middle seats
of the compartmeny, and tossed it out
ahead of him. He theu siatehbed up his
bag, intending to throw that out also;
but, remembering that it contained seve-
ral bottles, he set it on end near the win-
dow. thinking he could casily reach back
for it after he had climbed out.

This he found to be a more acrobatic

feat than he had anticipated. Being an_

athlete. however, he managed to get his
legs through first. and then, by using the
straps on each side of the door. to wig-
¢le and twist his body through after them.
He had to undergo a few wrenches and
bruises, but fortunately dislocated noth-
ing but his clothes.

He paused a moment to straighten
these out before reaching back, for his
‘bag. Just as he was g0ing to do so. how-
ever, he heard the exclamation of the
guard on discovering the murdered man
at the other door—and the chance was
gone. - G

All the American could do now was to
make good his own escape. and trust 1o
some later opportunity of recovering the
bag.  So he picked up his coat and heut
a hasty vetreat.  Fortunately for him a
train on the next wrack shut off all ob-
servation, and he was alblle to thread his

way  between  the two. unnoticad.  On
reaching the end of his own train. he was

able to cross the tPack and walk up the
short incline to the platform, without at-
tracting any special attention.

THE PADDINGTON CASE.
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As he strolled back and neared the
compartment he had so uncerenroniously
left, he saw thc usual crowd of horror-
seekers bunched around it. He paunsed
and peered into the compartment to see
if his bayg were still there. The deatl
man had been taken out, and the door
was wide open, but it was so dark inside
that the black bag was scarcely discern-
ible.

I'he American was not sure whether he
saw it or mot, but he’saw clearly that,
even if it were there, there was no chance
of his getting it without attracting un-
welcome atrention @ and unconsciously he
muttered his annovance over the fact. He
could only hppe now that the gloom in the
compartment would at least delay the
finding of the bag, for it contained letters
that would casily identify him. This
thought also suggested the advisability
of his getting away as soon as possiblu.

Axs he turned to go, he bumped into a
man who must have heen standing “just
behind him. He apologized and received
a courteous waiver. But somehow the
incident and a haunting recollection of
the man stayed with him.

The stranger, of medium height and
very stocky, was dressed in black, with a
carcfully tied white cravat, and carried,
all in all, the suggestion of a clergyman.
Something in the keen, black eyes, how-
cver, seemed 1o deny the superficial alle-
gation : and something in his unyiclding
impact made the American observe him
more closely than he would ordinarily
have done.  Ax soon as the incident was
over, he hurried to the luggage-van.
claimed his steamer-trunk, and had it
carried to a cab.

“ Hotel Cecil ! he called to the driver
as he took his scat and drew a deep breath
of relicf at being rid of an awkward en-
tangzlement.

CHAPTER I1.

TIIE DPEACON.

HE American would hardly have [elt
much relicf. however, had he no-
ticed, in the lee of the deepening

shadows outside the station. a stocky man.

dressed in black, who watched his de-
parture with close interest.  Immediately
after it this man returned to the inner
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platform, just as the body of the mur-
dered nran was carried to a private room.

The -door was quickly closed, and the
crowd excluded—much to its disgruntle-
ment.  The coalition of morbidity is a
much swifter process than its disintegra-
tion. The purcly curious always lack the
initiative of dispersal. They dissolve

like lump sugar—they need to be poked.

The man in Dblack made his way
through the slowly ¢bbing crowd to the
door of the room. If¢ gave a short, in-
cisive rap.  The'door was opened slight-
Iy by some one who asked, rather grufily,
what was wanted. :

“ 1 want to get in,” was the answer, in
a soft but clear and penetrating voice.
“ I am Wilson—Stanley Wilson.”

The name worked a change—as names
sometimes do.  The door opened wide,
and the opener hecame clothed in defer-
ence. Wilson walked in and looked
about. ; 3

There were several® railroad officials
and newspaper reporters in the room.
The corpse lay on a table, and the coro-
ner's doctor was already probing for the
bullet; for both he and the coroner hap-
pened to be in the station when the mur-
der was discovered. ‘The coroner was
telephoning when Wilson entered.

“This promises to be a hard nut to
crack,” he was saying ¢ Can’t you lct
us have the deacon?

The man at the other end said some-
thing.

“That’s too had ! " exclaimed the coro-
ner. When will he be back?”

Just as the answer started to buzz,
Wilson approached and said quictly:

“IT¢’s back now.”

The coroner knew the voice, and
turned round in surprise.

“Well, deacon,” he exclaimed. * vou
arc certainly a bad penny in the right
place this time!  Where did- you drop
[rom?"”

“T dropped off the train a few min-
utes ago.”

“OIf the same train that this man
dropped  from? " asked the coroner,

pointing to the body on the table.
“Yes,” was the laconic reply.
“Then, you know something about the
case?
“ Nothing."”
“Will vou take it? "
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“Yes; if it’s all right at the Yard.”

During this colloquy the coroner had
‘held the receiver in his hand, and the man
at the other end—Scotland VYard—had
heard what passed. ,

He now began to speak, and the coro-
ner repeated what he said.

“ Langham says you can go right on
this case, if everything is all right where
you came from."”

“Tell him,” said Wilson, “ we are sure
of our man there—so sure that there was
no need of my waiting. I'll report on
that to-night after picking up the.threads
here.” e

And so it came about that the ““ dea-
con"” took official charge of the famous
Paddington Case.

Stanley Wilson had acquired the nick-
name of deacon rather carly in his ca-
reer—just how, he may tell you later.

Suflfice it to say here that the dark
clothes and white tie, which he almost in-
variably wore, had suggcested the name
originally and justified it still. Familiar
cpithets usually connote a suggestion of
humor by antithesis. In this case, the
demure-looking man, whose toggery and
title proclaimed clerical passivity of mind
and body, had a clockwork brain with
an alarm attachment set to strike twélve;
an arm that fell like a sledge-hammer, if
raised, and an eye that never erred when
trained on a trail or a trigger. Withal
he had an even tuanper, a sweet disposi-
tion, and a sterling character.

He had never been known to comment
upon or object to his nickname, and the
assumption was that he rather liked it.
At all events, he had carried it with hith ™
into prominence, and people who had
never heard of Stanley Wilson knew of
the deacon.

At the time of this story he was con-
sidered ‘the most efficient and trustworthy
detective on the London force. Among
his associates he was both envied and ad-
mired. His manners, like his clothes,
precluded familiar popularity, but he was
generally liked and universally respected.
His ways were leisurely, but he scldom
loafed or gossiped—except for a pur-
pose.

He was continuously en rowte for
somewhere, and usually arrived. DBut he
wore the badges of achievement incon-
spicuously, and was glad, whenever the
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opportunity offercd, to pin them on a

comrade’s breast.

PADDINGTON CASE

This rather unusual trait condoned all |

lack of hobnobbing, in the estimate of his
associates, and established him firmly in
their favor.

On the other hand, ever since he had
heen in a position to do so, he had stip-
ulated that he should have exclusive -
trol of all cases he undertook, and that,
il any  assistance  were  required. it
should be of his own choosing. Such, in
general outline, was the deacon.
~ He now strolled over to the center ta-
ble and accosted the doctor.

“Have you found the bullet?”
asked. '

“ Herc it is,” said the doctor, handing
him a small bit of smooth elongated lead
not more than three-cighths of an inch in
length.

T'he deacon took it with an exclama-
tign of surprise.

“1 should not have believed that so
small a bullet would kill a man,” he said.
““This is only a twenty-two—a twenty-
two long.” -

“TI 1t had beem no.bigger than the
head of a pin,” answered the doctor, “it
would have killed this man, for it hap-
pened to penetrate one of the mext vital
parts of the body—the medulla oblon-
"(If(’l

“®Show me cxactly where that is,’
quested the deacon.

The dead man was lying face down-
ward, and the doctor pointed to a scarce-
ly perceptible scar in the center of the
. neck at_the base of the skull.

“The medulla lies here,”” he said. “ Tt
is the hindmost segment of the brain, con-
tinuous with the spinal cord.~ To pene-
trate it with anything is quick and cer-
tain death.  In the laboratory we kill
dogs by inserting a neeclle there.”

“There is no doubt that the man died
instantly, then,” said the deacon.  ““ How
long has he been deacd? ™

“ About an hour, I should sav.”

“ Could he have shot himself?”

“Not in this instance,” said the doc-
tor decidedly. “In the first place, it
would require too much contortion to be
natural ; in the second, the bhullet would
have penctrated farther; and thirdly—
“which is conclusive—the weapon must
have dropped hehind  the suicide.  He

he
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could not possibly have thrown it away,
and yet none was found in the carriage.”
“In that case, it is clearly murder,”
acquiesced the deacon, slipping the little
bullet in his pocket. He thén turned to
one of the railroad officials. ‘““Is the
train still in the station?” he asked.
“Yes,” was the answer, “.and we have
placed a guard over the compartment
where this tragedy happened, but we
must move the train cery soon to make
way for another.”
“There is a bag in i
[ would like to have,” said the deacon.
“ (Could some one {etch it for me?  ‘Then
[ would like to have the compartment
locked and kept where [ can examine it
if ne(‘stry
“All right.

[ think, which

deacon, we'll run  that
coach under one of the sheds and hold
it there at your disposal. | have some-
thing to do outside, and I'll look for that
bag myself,” saving which.the official left
the room.

The deacon then asked for the «ruald
of the train.

“ He'll be here in a moment,” said the
coroner in a low voice. “ He was the
first to discover the murdered man, and
I thought best to take some precautions.
I told him to take off his uniform, and
I sent a man to watch him do it and
search his clothes afterward for a con-
ccaled weapon. The fellow acted a lit-
tle suspiciously, T thought. Here he is
now! Nickleham! " the coroner called,
raising his voice.  “Step this way.”

A small, sallow, nervous-looking man
approached the two officers of the law,
and salutedt them as those about to clie
saluted Casar. He had heard ol the.
orcat detective: he had read about him
iy the papers and scen his pictures, and
he now stood hefore him with inquisitive
awe and meticulous delight.

A, Mickleham,” said the deacon in
his mmt pleasant and propitiatory man-
ner, “you are just the man we want to
hclp clear up this mvstery!  Your good
memory will put uws on the right track,
I am sure. No doubt you remember see-
ing this unfortunate man on the train,
and can tell us something about him?”

The little guard was so delighted at
heing suspected of knowledyge he really
possessed that his face glowed with pleas-
ure at the eyes and mouth, Tike o dimly
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lighted Hallowe’en pumpkin, and his
tongue lost all its fear, and even caution.

“Yes, ver honor,” he replied, “1 re-
member 'im that was but isn’t, very well.
'E was a lookin’ out o’ the winder quite
a bhit—seemed fond o’ scein’ the land es-
cape—an’ ’'¢ ’ad sunthin’ to say every
time I passed ‘is carriage. When we
stopped at Reading, where the tickets for
Lon’on are c¢'llected, 'e called me, an’
asked how long wec'd stop. 'E was a
pleasant kind o’ gen'I’'man, an’ kep’ me
chattin’ till the ticket-collector come
aloug. An’ then ’'e took ’is out o’ the
fattest wallet I ever see! Full o’ bank-
notes, it was. 'E must ’ave ’ad a for-
tun’ in it!” and the pumpkin eves glowed
again with the memory of the unteld
wealth they had looked upon.

“How about this wallet?” asked the
deacon, turning to the coroner. “ Did
you find it?”

“Yes, indced,” was thee answer.
“Here it is. Quite a wad of hank-notes,
you sce—about a hundred pounds; but
samples of dress-gouds are what made it
look so fat.
eling salesman. We found his watch and
other things intact: <o robbery does not
scem to have bheen the motive.

We don’t
find much to .identify him, however—
only a letter in his overcoat-pocket.”

When the guard heard and saw  the
above explanation of what he had sup-
posed to be fabulous riches, the light in
the pumpkin scemed to go out, and dis-
appointment spread gloom over his face.

“ Do yvou remember the other occu-
pant of the compartment?’ asked the
deacon, noticing the change that had
come over the man. but not commenting
upon it.

“Well, yer honor,” the guard an-
swered hesitatingly, not feeling nearly so
sure on this point as he did on the other,
but wishing to justify the deacon’s high
estimate of his memory, “1 couldn’t
'ardly swear to "im. but 1 think there was
a sleepin’ party at the other end o' the
compartment—in fact, I'm sure on it!"
he ended decisively.

“I'm glad to know that,” answered
the deacon, “ for 1 was not sure of it
myself.  What became of him?”

The unexpected admission of igno-
rance on the detective’s part showed
Micklehany that he had heen led iuto a

“Ta

He was evidently a trav-~
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trap, and that, instead of establishing his
reputation, he had deliberately under-
mined it. He realized now, when it was
too late, that if he had seen a second per-
son in the compartment at Reading he
should have seen him again when he
‘opened the door and discovered the mur-
dered man at Paddington. -

The deacon took mental note of the
little guard's abashed confusion, and re-
peated his question somewhat sternly:

“What became of this sleeping party,
I say? Under the circumstances, he
could not have left the compartment be- .
fore you opened the door.” )

“T was that much knocked up to find
a dead man that I didn’t take much note
o' strangers,” said Mickleham feebly; as
if death meant friendship, in its inability
to ask questions.

“ Did you happen to notice a hand-bag
in the farther end of the compartment? ”

“asked the deacon, not without a kindly

intent. 2 -

But the crestfallen guard, fearing an-
other snare, only repeated his denial of
having seen anything else in his excite-
ment over discovering the murdered man.
Thereupon the deacon dismissed him, and
he went away feeling that he had missed
a great opportunity of distinguishing
himself, and wishing he could do some-
thing to retrieve his reputation with the
famous detective.

After Mickleham had gone. the dea-
con asked if any one had noticed a second
passenger in the compartment with the
dead man. *.No one remembered seeing
such a person, however, and the- deacon
let the matter drop for the time -being.

“What is Mickleham’s general rec-
ord?” he asked, wturning to onc of the
railroad officials.

“ Good,” was the answer. “ He is not
overbright, and we could not use him
on the fast trains: but he is conscientious
and reliable.”

“ Do you know where he lives?”

“T can easily find out.”

“ Please do so. 1 weuld rather like to
be sure that he spends the night at home.”

“ Why, vou don't suspect him, do you,
deacon?”

“ Only as I must suspect cverybody at
this stage of the game.. He was much
impressed by the supposed amount of
money in the dead man’s possession, and



rather unduly disappointed, I thought,
at learning the truth. However, he has
helped matters by seeing the man alive
at Reading. That limits the radius of
time and place for the shootmg The
train should leave Readmg at six-thirty,
but we were delayed in starting, I know,
on account of some obstruction on the
track.

“But we made up the lost time, and
reached here-at seven-fifteen. It is now
eight o’clock. If the man were shot im-
mediately after leaving Reading, would
that tally with his condition \\hen you
found him?”

. The deacon had turned to the doctor
while speaking. ) .

“Very ncarly,” was the answer. “I
told you a little while ago that I thought
he had been dead about an hour before I
saw him.”

The deacon then turned to the coro-
ner and asked if he had found anything
to identify the dead man. lie was told
that in the man’s overcoat, found on the
seat lheside him, there was a letter.

“ Here it is,” said the coroner, hand-
ing the deacon a crumpled envelope, post-
marked Arherica, and addressed in a wom-
an’s handwriting to Arthut W. Bran-
bane, in care of some London bankers. -

As the deacon took the cnvelope and
quickly read the name, he noticed that
seme of the reporters in the room started
toward him. For reasons of his own,
however, he slipped the envelope quick-
ly into his pocket without allowing any
onc else to see it, and continued his con-
versation with the coroner. '

“ The man appears well dressed. Did
you look for the tailor's name in his
clothes?” .

“Yes. T looked,” answered the coro-
ner.  ‘“*’There is no name in the over-
coat, but the suit bears the label of oue
of the big shops; so does the hat.”

“ Were there no papers in his pO(L-
ets?”’

“None.” was the answer. “We
found a handsome watch, and the usual
things a man carries in his pockets.
They are all on the chair over there.”

The deacon stepped over to where the
things lay, and began e¢xamining them.
The clothes seemed to interest him more
than anything else, especially the over-
cpat. This he picked up and examined
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carefully. Finally he threw it over his
arm, and told.the coroner he should wuant
to take it away with him. He then con-
ferred a few moments about various de-
tails, and went out. W

At the door he met the railroad ofticial
who had gone to look for the bag or any-
thing else in the compartment.

“ Nothing there,” he said to-the dea-
comn.

“ Not a hand-bag?”

“ Nothing that I could find.”

“Have you been hunting all this
time?

“Oh, no,” replied the official.  “* Some
one stopped mte on another matter as I
came out, and I was only able to make
my search a few moments ago.” T

“Thank you for your trouble,” said
the deacon, and passed on.

He went straight to the cempartment
the official had just left, and made »
thorough scarch on his own account. He
felt pretty sure that he had scen a bag in
the far corner of the carriage when he
had looked into it first from the platform,
following the line of gaze of the man
who stood in front ef 111m Ie realized,
however, that in the existing gloom at the
time he might have been deccived. At
all events, he soon satistied himself that
there was no bag in the compartment
now. At the end of ten minutes he came
out of it, and spoke to the man on guard.

“Just tell Mr. Norris, please, that he
need not have this carriage watched any
longer. I would like to have it locked,
however, and kept unused where 1 can
find it if necessary.”

Saying which, the deacon hurried off.
jumped into a cab, and drove to Scotland
Yanl

CHAPTER ITI.
ON BOARD.

LEANTIME the man in the hansom

had been- doing some more quick

thinking and acting. His first

sense of relic[ had Dbeen Iollowed by a

constantly increasing perception of the
difficulties ahead.

He realized now the [atal mistake of
having left his bag behind. [t contained
letters and papers which would easily
identify him, and, worst of all—it only
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-
just occurred to him—it containéd his
steamer ticket.\  This would make it easy
for him to be followed to the ship and
apprehended there.

The ticket itself bothered him very lit-
tle, for he had plenty of money with him,
and quickly decided it would be best for
him to take another room under another
name. -

The steamer sailed at noon the next
day. He had intended to have a good
night’s rest in London, and go down to
Southampton by the steamer train in the
morning.  He now decided it would not
be safe to do either of these things. lle
therefore poked his cane trrough the trap-
door above him, and directed the cabby
to drive to Waterloo Station instead of to
the Hotel Cecil.

He found there would be a train [or
Southampten in about an hour, he
went into a near-by coffee-house and ate
a very fair digner for oneein his uncer-
tain situation. After a good mygeal, and
over a good cigar, most things look more
rosy than Dhefore; and our American
friend soon began to pereeive a certain
humor in his dilemma, and to take some
relish in the role of refugee so une,\'pect-
edly thrust upon him.

He was a man who tried to do \\'cl]
anything he undertook, and, having un-
dertaken to sail for America in the morn-
ing, and Dbelieving it could only be ac-
complished by evasion, he decided to
evade to the hest of his ability.

He had taken the precaution to spend
the night at one of the smaller and
(hcnpc hotels at Southampton.  [n the
morning he rose early, and went out with
the intention of buying a lalse beard.

As soont as he found one, he slipped. it
imnto his pocket. and returned to the ho-
tel.  He paid his bill, tagged the as-
sumed name of 1. 1. Higgins on his
trunk. and ordered it sent to the steamer.

He then left the hotel on foot and
strolled  through unfreguented | strects,
Finding at last a deserted alley, he
stepped under the archway ol an old
house and put on his lalse beard.  As
be came out he looked carefully around.
but, as far as he could se¢, vo one was in
sight.

He then went to the steamship-ofiice
and sccured a room — although by no
means 2 good one—under his new name

S0
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of Higgins. He then started for the
steamer,

As he mingled with thc crowd, he felt
increasing concern over possible discov-
ery and detention. A panicky fear seized
him that_his beard would suddenly drop
off, and that it was on crooked became
an obsession. It certainly ‘itched, and
was  most  uncomfortable.  EFverybody
seemed to look at him, and to smile in
doing so. Instead of feeling secluded
and elusive in his disguise, he felt inflated
and protubrrant.

He hurried to his cabin as quickly
possible. It was a small, dingy one on a
fower deck, but he knew he was lucky to
get any at the last moment. He threw
down the overcoat he had been carrying
on his arm, took a book out of his trunk,
as soon as it arrived, and then went up to
the smoking-room, which, to his great re-
lief, he found empty.

He c¢hose a secluded corner, and sat
down tvo read. Soon alter, a middle-
sized, Draad-shouldéred man, with a
heavy mustache, dressed in a check suit
and red tie, appeared-in the doorway.

He lovked the room over searchingly,
and fixed his eyes sharply for-a moment
on the sole occupant.  He seemed "in-
clined to address him at first, but re-
frained. Instead, he walked on into the
room, lighted a cigar, drew a paper from
his pocket, and sat down at'a table dircct-
ly in front of the alcove which the Amer-
ican had’chosen for seclusion.

The latter had looked up when the
stranger first appearcd, but, rcmcmbu‘ing
the necessity for keeping i the back-
ground as much as possible for a while,
he had dropped his eyes to his book
again.  His “disposition was open and
hmndl). and he was pronc to make ac-
quaintances  easily, but his new role
forced, him to curb his natural inclina-
tions.  The appearance of this stranger,
moreover, just when the bustle of de-
parture was at its height outside, struck
him as suspicious ; and the searching look
the man had given him did not help to
allay his alarm.  He bent fixedly over
his Look, but he was not reading—he
was watching the stranger out of the cor-
ner of his eve.

This person, on his part, was only
pretending to read. Fvery few minutes he
Tooked up and eyed the other furtively.
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Finally he laid down his paper, and
- spoke.
“1 Dbeg pardon,” he said, in a rather

“loud and nasal voice that had an un-

- pleasant twang of assurance about i,
“but this is Mr. Higgins, if I am not mis-
taken? ” :

The American started perceptibly, and
turned pale; and he was very grateful
for the gloomy corner he had chosen.
For a moment things swam Dbefore his
eyes, and he felt that the game wds up.
But he made a struggle, and pulled him-
self together with an effort, though his
voice was wtak and trembled slightly as
he said:

“ That is my name.”

“You don’t secem to remember me!”
said the stranger, drawing nearer with an
evident disposition to shake hands. “ My
name is Littlejohn. We crossed together
last year—or can I possibly be mis-
taken? " he added, noting the lack of
responsiveness in the other's attitude.

“You are surcly mistaken,” was the
coolly polite answer. “ I have never had
the pleasure of meeting you before.”

“ Well, now,” exclaimed Mr. Little-
john, “that is remarkable, really remark-
able! T -could have sworn you were the
Higgins I knew—William Higgins, of
Higgins & Toole, Stock Lxchange bro-
kers of Wall Street. If vou are not the
man, you are certainly his double. ‘T'hat
beard is exactly like his—unnatural and
aggressive-looking. I always used to tell
my friend Higgins that his beard gave
me an itching desire to pull it, so as to
make sure it was not false.”

After rolling this off with jaunty af-
fability, Mr. Littlejohn reseated himself,
and gazed in real or assumed astonish-
ment at the double of his friend.

The American felt most uncomforta-
ble; and all this rigmarole about the
beard made him very uneasy. Was Mr.
Littlejohn -really the dupe of a not im-
possible similarity in name and looks, or
was this voluble stranger in fact a de-
tective feeling his way and having a little
fun into the bargain?

The American was puzzled and wor-
ried, but he saw that whatever the truth
might Dbe, he would - gain nothing and
lose much, perhaps, by repelling the ad-
vances of the stranger, however distaste-
ful they might be to him. So, summon-

it?
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ing all the ease of voice and manner
which was possible under the trying cir-
cumstances, he forced himself to make
a civil reply.

“I am sorry to disappoint you,” he
said, “Dbut I cannot claim even distant
kinship to the Mr. Higgins whom you
know. I have often heard that every-
body has a double, but it is the first time
that ‘I have ever heard of ‘mine. The
coincidence is certainly interesting.”

“Indeed it is!” resumed the stranger.
“You are as alike as two peas—that is,
as far as I can see.in the rather obscure
corner where you have chosen to hide.”

The word * hide,” whether fised with
intent or by chance, set the American on
edge again. Indeed, almost everything
the stranger said seemed charged with
double meaning. and somehow involved
a defensive attitude.

“T am not hiding,’
emphasizing the word slightly. “I
merely chose this corner Decause the
glare of the water hurts my eyes.”

“It hurts mine, too!” said the other.
{Quite a remarkable coincidence, isn’t
By the way, have vou seen last
night’s paper? Queer murder, that, at
Paddington Station! Unidentified man
found shot in the back of the head, and
no clue to the murderer. Oddly enough,
1 happened to be on that very train; but
[ knew nothing of the murder till I saw
it in the morning papers. Hallo!
What's that? Why, we’re off! By-by;
I'll sce vou later!” and he stepped hasti-
ly out on deck, leaving his paper behind
him.

The American felt the first small, far-
off jar of the turning shafts, as the ini-
tiative of motion crept like a thrill
through the sleeping hulk beneath him.
A thousand fect of wood and iron sheer-
ing away to bridge three thousand miles
of ocean!

He heaved a sigh of relief. The ship
had started, and he had started with it.
Nothing could well stop him now. He
realized that there might be trouble wait-
ing for him at the journey’s ¢nd, but that
scemed a long way off. Moreover. he
would Dbe in his own country then,
among influential friends, and the situa-
tion would be quite different.

“With the vessel under way, the Little-
john incident lost much of its terror, and

)

said the American,
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assuimed more and more the complexion
of an odd, but by no means impossible,
coincidence.

Kven if it were nothing more, how-
ever, Mr. Littlejohn’s acquaintance was
not one that the American cared to re-
new, and he made up his mind to avoid
the necessity as carefully as possible.  He

had hit on Higgins as the first name that _

came into his head when he decided to
use an assumed one. That the false
beard should have made him resemble an
actual Mr. Higgins“would have been only
amusing had not conditions made it verg
annoying. He decided, therefore, to dis-
appear for a while and get rid of his
beard before it attracted any more un-
webcome attention.

[n starting to pass out of the smoking-
room, he noticed the paper which Mr.
Littlejohn had left on the table. He
picked it up and glanced at the accaunt
of the murder.

After a somewhat ]ength) descriptive
introduction, the paper said that the dead
man was still unidentified. Nor was
therc any clue to the murderer, although

some  suspicion attached to the. train-
guard. a man named Mickleham. here

being no evidence produced against him,
however, he had Leen dismissed after ex-
amination, although still under surveil-
lance.

‘I'he case was really shwuded in dense
mystery—how dense might be inferred
from the fact that Stanley Wilson. bet-
ter known as the deacon, had been sum-
moned to take charge of it. The article
closed with some account of this famous
detective and his achicvements.

The American gleaned items of real
comflort from the printed report. Clear-
1y, his bag had not been found, up to the
time of going to press, and consequently
no suspicion rested” on him yet.

He felt more than the rclief of per-
sonal escape over the fact that his name
had not becn discovered or printed in the
papers; for this alone might have led
to the very cowmplications and worries
which he was trving to elude, quite as
- much for the sake of his friends as for
his ewn.

He put down the paper with a Lght
heart, and went to his cabin.  He rang
for the steward, and told him he would
like his meals served in his room for a

-
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while. He also mentioned, as a pre-
caution, that he was going to the barber-
shop to have his beard shaved off. He
stayetd quietly in his cabin until the fol-
lowing afternoon, when, as nothing dis-
turbing had happened in the interim, he
thought it would be quite safe to make
a Dbeardless reappearance in public. He
decided to visit the stateroom he had
originally engaged, and, if he found it
unoccupied, to have himself transferred
to it under the name of Higgins. It was
one of the large de¢ luxe cabins on the
promeinade-deck.

He knew the nwnber andelocation, and
found it easilv. The door was open, and
he saw no signs of occupancy. Feeling
delight at the prospect of changing his
rather dingy quarters below for.this lux-
urious and airy room, he stepped in and
looked around.

Quietly reading in omne corner, at an
angle hidden by the door, sat the clerical-
looking man who had bumped into -him
at ,Pa(fdm gton. '

“Ah. Mr.
con pleasantly,
without the least show of surprise,
have been expecting you.”

Branbane,” said the dea-

looking up from 'his book
113 I

CHAPTER 1IV.
AT SEA.
RANBANE — for the American’s

name was Arthur W. Branbane—

stood rooted to the spot in sheer
amazement for some moments. As soon
as he recovered from his astonishment at
seeing this man again and hearing his real
name [rom the detective’s lips, he quick-,
Iv took in the situation and realized what
had happened: his bag had been found.
and this man had connected him with it
and followed him.

His first impulse was to throw the de-
tective out of the room as an intruder.
The better counsel that comes of second
thoughts, however, showed him that he
was fanl\ caught in the web of strange
circundstances that had woven themselves
about him. He had failed to clude them,
and now no violence could shatter them.
Time and patience alone could undo the
ugly tangle.

Moreover,
mere instrument of the law,

if this strange man were a
he was only
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doing his‘duty, and to treat the matter
as a personal one was clearly illogical.
Branbane could do nothing better than
to accept the inevitable with composure;
and it was obviously to his advantage to
turn this man into a friend rather than
an enemy. N

As all this passed through his mind,
and as the blood first left his face and
then rushed back in anger and annoy-
ance and finally subsided to its normal
under the pressure of reason, he stood
there gazing fixedly at the unexpected
occupant of his room.

T'he deacon returned his gaze steadily,
but not unkindly. He was taking a new
and careful measure of the man Dbefore
him. ™Mz tall Agure, the broad chest,
the open face, the deep-blue eyes behind
dark lids, the sensitive nostrils of the
tapering nose, and the well-set mouth and
chin were making a strangely sympathet-
ic appeal to the imperturbable detective.
_ Te was the first to speak after Bran-

bane had fought his inward batile and
regained his composure.

“Well,” he said, smiling slightly,
‘“have you decided to put me out, or to
let me stay? ™

“1 think,” replied Branbane slowly,
with a tinge of sarcasm in his voice,
“that, under the circumstances, [ will
allow you to stay.”

A most sensible decision,” said the
deacon; “ for I am not only armed offi-
ciallv with all necessary staying powers,
but I mav be able to help vou out of this
scrape.’

“ Just at the moment, however,”’
smiled Branbane a little grimly, “you
would appear to be the one who is help-
ing me into it!”

“That is, unfortunately, part of my
duty. DBy the way, myv name is Wilson
—>Stanley Wilsen. I am a Scotland Yard
detective, with a warrant for your arrest.

I am usually called the deacon, because

I wear a white tie and dark clothes.”

“ [ have scen the name in the paper,”
said Branbane. I also remember get-
ting a clerical impression from your dress
at Paddington Station—but not from
your bump.”

“Ah, vyou
then?”

“ Very distinctly. I carried away the
impression vou jostled me intentionally.”

remember the incident,

award and marry the girl T love

“vou
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“1 did,” admitted the deacon. “T had
been attracted by the crowd around the
dead mar1, and chanced to stand near you.
I heard you mumble—quite unconscious-

-ly, I imagine—something about a bag;

and, as I noticed that you were looking
eagerly into the carriage, I thought it
worth while to look in the same dircc-
tion. Am [ right in thinking I saw a
bag in the farther end of the compart-
ment, and . that you were annoyed at not
being able to claim it without attracting
unwelcome attention to yourself ? "
“Hold on!” said Branbane. * Be-
fore 1 begin answering vour questions, I
want to.ask a few myself, and thorough-
ly understand this situation and our rela-

» tionship to each other in it.”

Whercupon he closed the door, took
ot his hat, and sdt down. He leaned
back in his chair, and remained silent for
a few moments.

The vessel was dipping gently to a
rolling sea. Livery now and then, through
the open port, an arc of blue waters
swelled into views and somehow it came
into his mind that, like the vessel, he too
was Dbeing pushed by unseen forces out
into a plumbless sea of circumstance.

“Well, deacon.” he said at last—“1
suppose I may call you that?—I am so
full of conflicting thoughts and emotions "
that I hardly know ‘where to Dbegin!
Two days ago 1 was at a sort of climax
of earthly happiness. I entered the train
at Wolverhampton with the elation of a
man who had completed a ditficult task.
T was starting home to receive my re-
the wed-
ding having been postponed merely on
account of this trip.

“ Being completely fagged out, I slept
most of the way. 1 woke up in London
to find mvselt alone with a dead man;
and 1 left the train, to all intents and
purposes, a suspected murderer, as vour
presence here clearlv indicates.  Perhaps
will understand a little better now
how confused I teel?” ;

“ The more you tell me, the better 1
shall understand. of course,” said the
dcacon politely, but in a tone that was
cool and unsympathetic.

Branbane felt the chill of it. It was
hard for him to realizc that he was in a
position where his word and character
suddenly counted for nothing, while
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among all who knew him they command-
ed that high esteem which only gravitates
to impeccable integrity. -

For this reason more than any other,
perhaps, he had been chosen for the mis-
sion just completed. ‘The opposing inter-
ests were large.and powerful, and could
only he tusud by a man whom all trusted
implicitly.  Such a man was Arthur W.
Branbane.

It was strangely hard for him, therc-
fore, to find himself in a position where
he was constantly open to the sting of
implied accusation, and the still worse
torment of being forced to sce its ap-
parent’ justification in events which he
could not explain.

All his carly talks with the dcacon.
were punctuated with long pauses, dur-
ing which he had to fight down spasms
Of anger and indignation by a painful
pressure of purce reason. One of thése

spells had to pass after the deacop’s last .

remark. before Branbane felt able to speak
with calmness.

“What I want to know is this: Am
I accused of this crime? Am I your
prisoner?” he asked.

* Only constructively at present—as I
believe you would say in America,” re-
plied the deacon. * You are under sus-
picion and surveillance, and I may have
to place you under arrest. It depends
entirely on yourself.”

“You mean it depends on what I tell
vou of my knowledge of this mystery,
and on what I can prove as to my general
character and standing? ™

“ Exactiy.” .

“One thing more.” said Branbanc.
“O0T tell vou all T know and answer all
your questions. I may say things incrimi-
nating to mysclf, which can be used
against me if | have to appear iy court.
Is that not s02 "

“Quite right,” answered the deacon.
“VYou are under no obligations to an-
swer my questions ; but I believe, in the
present imstance, it would be to your ad-
vantage to do so.)

“Why? 0 asked Branbane shortly.

“ Because i you don't, I must arrest
you and take you back to Fngland as a
suspicious person.  But il you do. [ shall
take the time and trouble to carroborate
all you say, and to investigate personally
cvervthing concerning vou.  You may be

i i
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innocent without being able fo prove it,
Mr. Branbane; but if you can convince
me of this, I will do all I can to help
vou out of a very awkward predicament.”

“Do vou consider me guilty at the
moment? " asked Branbane,

“ At the moment,” rcpllui the deacon,
I have nothing to consider but the facts.
You were the only person in the com-
partment with the murdered man, and
the circumstantial evidence all points
dead against you. You Lno\\ that as well
as I do.”

“Yes, I know that as well as you do,”
repeated DBranbane slowly, as though he
were thinking aloud rather than speak-
ing. “I knew it the moment | awoke
to the situation. That is the rcason I at-
tempted to escape.” Here the words
died’away into the concentration of un-
spoken thought.

After a short pause, Branbane straight-
ened up with the reflex of attitude and
expression that accompanies a defnite
mental resolve.

“ Deacon,” he said, looking up square-
ly at the detective, “ I am going to make
a clean breast of this matter. I believe
vour advice is* good“and offered in my
interest.

“The petty deceits and subterfuges I
have practised for the last two days are
both, unnatural and distasteful to'me. I
have done with them. I{f I am to fight
deceitful circumstances, I'll ight them as
I have always fought deceitful men—in
the open and aboveboard. T'll pin my
faith, as 1 have always done, to plain
truth and sheer honesty.

“And. once for all, T make this sol-
emmn dcclaration before God and man:
that I am as innocent of this mysterious
crime as you are, and have no more knowl-
cdge of how it was committed than you
have. Now, ask me any questions you
like! " . -

Branbane had risen while speaking.
Iis voice, naturally deep and musical,
had <au~hl the addcd solemnity of werd
and mien.  The deacon felt ‘'more than
he cared to. at this carly stage of their
contact, the sympathetic appeal of the
man before him.  His impulse was to
say morce than his judgment could sanc-
tion under the difficult circumstances. He
felt forced to compromise with the fol-
Jowing words: 7



“T admire the stand yotl have taken,
Mr. Branbane. If I can do my duty
in this matter, and at the same time prove
‘myself your friend, I shall be very hap-

1"

@
Again Branbane felt the coolness of

the words—the doubt, the suspicion, the
lack of confidence that secmed to poison
evervthing the deacon said. He felt the
sting ot disparity between his own fervid
outburst and the dectective’s whitewashed
politeness.  When he spoke, therefore, he
harked back to something that had gone
beforec.

“ You asked me a while ago,” he said
rather stiffly “if I had left a bag in the
compartment and was anxious to recover
it? T now plead guilty to both indict-
ments.”

“How did you come to forget it?”
asked the deacon.

“T-didn’t forget it,” was the answer.
“[left it behind, most unwillingly. I
was sound asleep when we rolled into. the
station.  T'he jar ol stopping, I supjpose,
awoke me. 1 jumped up, and discovered
that the man hanging out of the window
on the platform side had been shot and
was dead.

“.I saw at once that suspicion would
rest on me. and that, if caught, 1 would
be cletained until this mystery, of which
I knew nothing, could be cleared.

“On the other hand, two supremecly
important events depended on my sailing
by this steamer the next morning—the
consummation of the business deal of
which I have spoken, and my own wed-
ding.

“ Weighing these obligations ‘against
the fact that my detention could not in
any way help the dead. man, or even fur-
ther the ends of justice. I decided not to
he detained if 1 could avoid it. T turned
to the opposite window in the compart-
ment, and opened it—"

Tt was shut then, was it? " interrupt-
ed the deacon.

““Why, ves; T just said as much.” re-
plied Branbane somewhat tartly.

“1 know vou did,” rejoined the dea-
con quictly.  ““But the point i so im-
portant that T wanted to he very surc of
it. Was the window closed during the
entire trip? "’

“1 sce the point,” mused Branbane
slowlv.  “ I the window had been open,
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some one might have fired the fatal shot

from outside it while I slept; but if it

was closed all the time, the shot must
have been fired wihin the compartment.”

“That would be the natural infer-
ence,”- the deacon assented.

“ Whatever the inference may hey re-
sumed Branbane, 1 am going to stick
to my resolve.  To the hest of my knowl-
edge and belief, that window was shut
from the time [ entcered the compartment
and I closed it myself to keep off the
draft while [ slept—up to the moment I
opened it at Paddington.”

“ A very damaging admission for your-
self, Mr. Branbane. and one that com-
plicates matters for us all,” said the dea-
con thoughtfully, tapping lightly.and ir-
regularly with his finger on the table.
This was the only outward sign he ever
made of being puzzled or worried. The
action seemed to typify the mental proc-«
esses at work at such a time—as if he
were telegraphing questions and answers
it rapid succession to the outposts of his
deductions.

Suddenly he stopped tapping, and
looked up.
“Are you sure.” he asked slowly,

“that the glass i the window was not
broken when vou let it down?”

“The question has been in my own
mind,” replied Branbane. ‘ You must
remember two things. deacon—the dark-
ness in the compartment, intensified by a
train on the next track, and my condition
of excitement and haste.  Allowing for
these, however. and the fact that the win-
dow stugk at the top, and that T had to
push” down very hard to open it, 1 be-
lieve T should have noticed if it had heen
broken—and 1 don’t think it was.”

“You certainly have the tourage of
vour resolutions!’ exclaimed the dea-
con, with undisguised admiration at the
other’s cool statement of facts regardless
of consequences.  As he said this. he
pulled out his watch and looked at it

- “Nearly dinner-time! " he said.  “ Let
us dine first, and discuss later. | know
the window was not broken. for I ex-

amined it myself—but enough of that
until after dinner.

* Now. about this room. Whgn I came
on board I found the ship full, so I told
the purser, whom I know, that I had no-
ticed this room was unoccupied, and that
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I would be glad to take it. I moved in,
but did not put my things about, because
I felt quite sure that sooner or later you
would come to see if if were empty. Now,,
“however, I wish you to take possession of
it. Mr. Branbane, and 1 will take yours.

“gAnd, by the way, vou came on” board
as Mr. Higyins, 1 believe, and perhaps
it will be just as well for you to keep_
that name during the voyage. In order
to change it now you would have to make
explanations to the purser, which might
prove awkward. and for which there is
no necessity that 1 can see.  If I simply
change rooms with my {riend, Mr. Hig-
gins, it is nobody’s concern to know why.”

Branbane immediately saw the force
ol 1his;, and willingly agreed to continue
the use of his assumed name. He also
thanked the deacon for the tender of the
room, which, under the circumstances, he
felt quite justified in accepting,

“ Al right,” he said,.in concluding the
parley over these matters; “ I'll go down
and have my things sent up,” and he
started for the door.

The deacon most unexpectedly  inter-
posed, however.

“ Pardon me. Mr. Branbane.” he said
blandly, “but I prefer to save you that
trouble, and to see to the sending up of
your things mysclf.  You can stay here
to be sure that you reccive them all.”

I'he deacon emphasized the last word
not only by intonation, but by a slight
smile, and left Branbane staring blankly
after him as he went out and closed the
door.

CHAPTER V.

NDER THE STARS,

PRANBANLE felt both annoyed and
puzzled; annoyed over the unex-
pected interference. puzzled  over

the uncomprehended innuendo. TTe sat

down to try and reason himself calm and
good-humored again.

He argued that, until he could clear
himsell of all suspicion. he must in the
very naturc of things expeet to be treated
as a suspect—to have his feelings con-
stantly jarred and his sensibilities chafed
—and the sooner he became accustomed
to it the better.

11 he had any fixed philosophy of life,
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it was a mildl stoicism condensed into the
formula that the inevitable should always
be met and borne with dignity and com-
posure. He had run against this large
block of concrete inewitableness with such
an impact of suddenness, however, as to
seriously impair the equipoise of his phi-
losophy. He saw clearly the {requency
and uselessness of these lapses, and made
up his mind to avoid them in the future,
if possible.

As he sat there turniilg the matter
over, his things were brought into the
room — his trwtk and overcoat. He
Jooked at them and smiled. In his nerv-
ous state he had probably misinterpreted
both the deacon’s words and intentions.
How foolish!

A moment later the deacen himself
appeared, affable and smiling. He sug-
gested that they dine together, and meet
in general on a basis of friendly ac-
quaintance, assuming, their less pleasant
relationship _at suck umes only as ex-
pediency made necessary and privacy less
cmbarrassing.  The offer was cordially
made and accepted in the spirit of its
proffer ; and the two men went off quite
cheerily to dinner.

LEach found the other, in an uncom-
missioned mood, most companionable.
Both had those fundamentals in common
that make the exchange of ideas, refract-
ed Dby personality, sympathetic and in-
teresting.  Both were men of action and
cenergy.  Both had made a success of
life.  Both had traveled and read intel-
ligently. )

After dinner they lighted their cigars,
and found a sheltered corner on the deck
where they could talk unheard and un-
observed, save for the casual passer-hy.

It, was a beautiful sca-night, studded
with stars; and set, seemingly, in the
segment of a huge black pearl.  The
sea was calm—as the cricket is silent
when it sings. The ship undulated with
vivthmic heave.  'T'he music of the push-
g prow came down the wind i clear
crescendos at cach spreading dip. High
overhead a blue-black mast swung slowly
back and forth against the sky, and
scemed to touch the low-hung stars in
passing. It was a night to dream.

Both men felt its-charm. its high at-
tuning, its vast vistas of impalpability.
In such a sctting the petty bickerings of
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life seemed strangely small and sordid;
but each felt them sternly beckoning for
attention, and Branbane was the first to
speak.

“What an imperious coquette Dame
Nature is!"” he said. “ She is forever
imposing her mood on us; never con-
ceding to ours.”

“You mean that vou would rather lie
there and dream at the stars than discuss
the details of a murder? " asked the dea-
con. :

“I mean rather,” replied Branbane,
‘ that nature bids me dream, but will
only let me dream of the murder and
read false accusation in the stars. The
mood and the matter do not mix.”

“Then let us eliminate the mood and.

annihilate the matter,” suggested the
deacon, smiling:
143 T N *
You are right, deacon, I guess.” re-

“ The sooner I get this
Go

plied Branbane.
nightmare off my mind the Detter.
ahead ; I'm ready.”

“ Let us begin then where we left off.”
saidd the deacon. ““ We had established
the fact that the windgw was closed and
unbroken on your side of the compart-
ment, and you were telling me how you
came . te leave your bag.”

“ It was this wav.” said Branbane.
“T saw I could not hold on to it while
climbing through the windew, so I set
it on the nearest seat, intending to reach
back for it. But, just as I got through
the window. T heard the exclamation of
the guard at the other door, T ducked,
and jumped to the ground as quickly as
possible ; aud, leaving the bag to its fate,
picked up my coat and hurried away.”

“Your coat?” queried the deacon.

“Yes; my overcoat. 1 forgot to say
that [ had dropped it out of the window
before getting out myself.”

“ Where was it in the compartment?”

“ On one of the middle seats, I think.”

“ Did the dead man have a coar?”

“TI think I remember one on the oppo-
site seat when I snatched up mine,” said
Branbane.

“If I remember rightly,” continued
the deacon. “ you have carried that coat
on your arm whenever I have seen you
since?”’

“Yes,” assented Branbane. * the weather
has Decn so mild. there has been no oc-
casion to wear it.”

2 C
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“ Now, after you picked up your coat,
let me tell yo what happened,” said the
deacon. “If I go wrong, correct pe.
You walked around the end of the train,
and so reached the platform. As you
came opposite your compartment, you
paused to see what was going on and if
your bag were still there. Then you
bumped into me—or I into you. This
recalled to y'ou the danger of lingering,
and vou hurried off to claim your trunk
and have it carried to a hansom. You
got in with the intention of going to the
Hotel Cecil—"

“How did you know that?” inter-
rupted “Branbane, who was following
this recital of his own doings with won-
dering interest.

“ Never mind now,” smiled the dea-
con quietly, and then proceeded: “ On
the way you changed your mind and the
order of, your going, -and drove to Wa-
terloo Station instead. You took a late
train for Southampton, and there you
went to one of the smaller hotels, where
vou appear to have had a most terrible
experience.”

“What do you mean?” asked Bran-
bane, considerably puzzled.

“ Merely that you came out of it a
changed man—Doth in name and appear-
ance,” laughed the deacon, “and looking
for all the world like my friend Higgins
—of Higgins & Toole.”

“Oh, see !’ exclaimed Branbane,

’

I see!
forced to smile himself, as he thought of
the situation. ‘““ Mr. Littlejohn and the
deacon are one and the same person. [
had my suspicions all along.”

At this the deacon laughed more than
ever. ‘I had not thought of that,” he
said. ‘It makes the situation funnier
than ever. So you thought Littlejohn
might be mysclf in disguise! No, no;
Littlejohn has an individual existence all
his own. He is your man of many trips;
your oracle of the smoking-room; your
patron saint of all who go down—first-
class—to the sea in ships. I saw him
sitting just outside your room this after-
noon. He made some cxcuse for ad-
dressing me in the smoking-room this
morning, and in five minutes had told me
all about meeting with the double of his
{riend Higgins—of Higgins & Toole.”

“But how did you know I had as-
sumed that name? 7 asked Branbane.
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“T didn’t know it,” answered the dea-
con. ‘I came on board at the last mo-
ment, and the ship had started before I
had time to look around for you. When
I failed to see you anywhere, or to find
vou in your room, I began te fear you
had given me the slip, after all. [ con-
ceived the possibility, however, of your
having taken just the precautions which
you did; so, when Littlejohn told me his
story this morning, I immediately recog-
nizedd in the dark corner the strange
beard and the embarrassed manner of
Mr. Higgins, the man I was looking for.
After that I merely went to your room
and waited.”

“T see)” said  Branbane musingly.
“And nov how did you know about the
incident of the Hotel Cecil?”

“ A little trick of the trade,” answered
the deacon, smiling. “ When you had
claimed your trunk, it was very, casy to
anticipate your next move. So I stepped
-out ahead of you and gave a little whis-
tle, which the cabbies in line all under-
stand.  When you came out and hailed
a hansom, I gave the whistle again, and
the driver knew that by reporting where
he took you he would earn an extra lare.”

“Very simple, I see,” said Branbane.
“ And what trick of the trade informed
you of the hotel in Southampton?”

“The trick of deduction,” answered
the deacon. ‘‘I merely reasoned out the
probable precautions you would take.”

“Are you always so correct in your
deductions? " queried Braubane.

“Why, yes,” answered the deacon,
“where the premises are so simple. We
can’t always argue exactly what a person
will do, but we can usually determine
pretty closely certain things they will
not do. As I knew you were trying to
avoid notice, I felt quite sure you would
avoid the larger hotels usually patronized
by traveling Americans.”

“The rcasoning is simple, but scems
to ‘be productive,” remarked Branbane.
Then, after a slight pause, he added:
“ Well, that clears all minor matters up
to the present moment, as far as I see.”

The deacon turned and looked at his
companion closely before speaking. “ It
seems to me, Mr. Branbane,” he said slow-
ly, “that there are still one or two im-
portant details calling for explanation.”
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““They certainly don't occur to me,”
said Branbane. ;

“Let me jog your memory,” suggested
the deacon. “ Were you not surprised to
find me in possession both of your room
and of your name?”

“1 waspeurprised to find you in my
certafmyy ; but the means of your
there and of knowing my name
on a moment’s thought, self-evi-

were,
dent.”

“Indeed!” said the deacon blandly.
“You interest me. But I thought you-
said vou had not worn your coat?”’

“What has that got to do with it?”
retorted Branbane sharply. “1I refer to
my bag, of course; the bag which con-
tained my steamer ticket and letters, and
the finding of which put you in possession
of my name and plans for sailing.”

“We are talking at cross - purposes,
[ fear,” remarked the deacon, looking
slightly perplexed.  “T found no bag.”

“What!” exclaimed Branbane in
amazement.  ‘“ Didn’t you find the bag
1 left in the compartment? ”

“ 1 supposed vou had it.” replied the
detective, quite as much surprised as
Braubane at this new turn in affairs.

“ How could you suppose that, when
you yoursell saw me leave it behind?”

“ As no bag was to be found in the
compartment,” replicd the deacon, “1I
naturally concluded that you had paid
some one to go bhack and abstract it. It
wis to prove this conviction that I in-
sisted on seeing to the moving of your
things, expecting to find the missing bag.”

‘“ And I have thought you were hiding
it from e all the time!” exclaimed
Branbane. “What has become of it?”

“T have no more idea than you have,”
admitted the deacon. “ Let us go inside.
It is getting a little cool here, don’t you
think so? T'll take a turn around the
deck to start my circulation, and then
['ll join you in your cabin, if agrecable.”

After the deacon had strolled away,
Branbane settled back in his chair for
a few moments. Both men looked up at
the hicroglyphic stars again, but neither
was seeking to read in them the riddle
of the universe; only asking an answer
to the new mystery that confronted them
—the question:

“Who took the bag?”

(To be continued.)



THE PRODIGALITY OF DANIEL FRAME.

BY MELVILLE

F. FERGUSON.

A SHORT STORY.

ANIEL FRAME blew frost-
ily into his lantern, and
hung it up on its accus-
tomed peg; shook the fine
snow from his rusty

: greatcoat, and spread it
upon a chair-back to dry; wiped the wet
from his mangy fur cap with his sleeve,
and methodically laid it, side by side with
his mittens, on the elbqw of the stove-
pipe.

His entrance had admitted a wintry
blast that all but extinguished the lamp,
by the light of which his sister indus-
triously plied a bristling ¢/icval-de-frise
of knitting needles; yet she bent her at-
tention upon her work without looking
up. .
Daniel sidled noisclessly toward the
stove and softly lifted the lid. TFour or
five of -the topmost billets, newly put on
the fire, had not yet ignited. These he
deftly removed and replaced in the wood-
box, apparently unobserved. But he
dropped the stove-lid with a clatter, as
the woman, still with averted face, sharp-
ly challenged him:

“You put them sticks back
stove!”

Sullenly Daniel obeyed. WWhen the last
smoking faggot had been reconsigned to
the flames, his sister raised her head, ey-
ing him scornfully. She was spare and
angular, and the jutting bones of her
lean figure emphasized the asperity of her
manner as she spoke:

“It’'s near ten: o’clock.
been?”

Daniel rubbed his rough hands to-
gether, and answered evasively:

“T been lookin’ after the critters.”

“ Where you been? ” she insisted.

“Oh!” said he weakly, “you mean
where-all since tea? I Dbeen over to

in the

Where you

Gowdy's, dickerin’ with Jake fer that
yaller heifer.”

“You ain’t betn to .Gowdy’s all eve-
nin’—don’t tell me. You been settin’ like
a bump on a log in Seth Pollock’s front
parlor most of the time, haven't ye?”

“T looked in at Seth’s on the way
back,” reluctantly admitted Daniel.

Beulah Frame sniffed. “ No fool like
an old fool,” she muttered, returning to
her knitting. “ You goin’ to marry that
gal, or hang aroun’ moonin’ till your teeth
drop out?”

“ Drat it, I've asked her often enough,
ain't I?” retorted Daniel. stung by his
sister’s taunts. “ She won’t hear to it at
all.”

Beulah laid aside the half-finished
stocking, and regarded him with just a
shade less of disfavor.

“You Dbeen keepin’ company with
Sophronia Pollock the best part o’ ten
years,” she said.

“ Ten years,” echoed Daniel.

“ An’ you can't figger no reason why
she shouldn’t say the word?”

Daniel shook his head perplexedly.
“Ain’t nobody cut me out,”” he mur-
mured. ‘I reckon she jest ain’t a marry-
in’ woman.”

“ Marryin’ fiddlesticks!” sneered Beu-
lah. “If that ain’t jest like a man’s con-
ceit! 'Cause a woman don’t turn to sugar
soon’s he tells he has a sweet tooth, he
blames the good Lord for makin’ her dif-
ferent from her kind. TI'll put a flea in
your ear, Dan’'l Frame—the gal’s
a skeered to take ye.”

“ A skeered?” queried Daniel blankly.
“WWhat'’s she a skeered of?”

“ A skecred of your everlastin’, tight-
fisted meanness. She’s afeared to tie her-
self up to a man that’s so close it takes
a double team an’ a yoke of oxen to drag
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a dollar out of him. An’ I don’t blame
her.”

Daniel’s round, red face grew a trifle
ruddier. He was accustomed to his sis-
ter’'s domineering ways, and no stranger
to her plain speaking; but this touched
him on the raw.

“You ain’t got no call to say that,” he
protested, instantly on the defensive.
“TI've spent a sight o’ money on Sophro-
nia. Haven’t I took her no end o’ places?
What about the earrings I give her on
her birthday?”

“ Humph! What about ’em? Trash
she’s ashamed to wear! As for totin’ her
around, I'll allow you been mighty liberal
takin’ her to cverything that was free.
But it ain’t so much what ye spend or
don’t spend on her, as the name ye've got
around the town. I've heerd of a woman
marryin’ a drunkard to reform him; but
a skinflint—never!"” .

Daniel opened his mouth to retort,
thought better of it, and closed his jaws
with a snap. Sulkily he took his candle
from the shelf and stalked toward the
door. On the threshold Beulah called
him back.

“You goin’ to bed?” she asked.

“ Aye,” said Daniel.

“Oh! I didn’t hear ye say good
night.”

“ (G'night.”

“ Good night, Dan’l. You think over
what I tell ye. You'll never git Sophronia
Pollock till ye show her you sct more
store by her than you do by skimpin’ an’
gougin’ to pile up money ye don’t need.”

With an inarticulate growl Daniel
slammed the door and thumped up-stairs
to his own chamber. He was morally
certain that Beulah had done him a grave
injustice. He was careful—careful was
the word—in the use of his worldly pos-
sessions and in his dealings with his fel-
Tow men—Dut not stingy. In the bottom
of his old horsehair-covered trunk there
reposed at that very moment a genuine
nickeloid open-face lady’s watch, almost
brand-new. He had got it on exception-
ally advantageous terms from a delin-
quent creditor, and he designed to bestow
it on Sophronia as her Christmas gift on
the morrow.

With Beulah’s gibes ringing in his ears,
Daniel got out the watch, and admiringly
examined it. ‘To him it was a tangible
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proof that he was the victim of a baseless
slander. But would it convince Sophronia
Pollock, if by any chance she so-thor-
oughly misunderstood his character, as
his sister represented?

Through half the night Daniel lay
awake, pondering the problem, alternate-
ly torn by fierce resentment of Beulah's
theory concerning Sophronia, and tor-
tured by misgivings lest, after all, it
might be substantially correct. The sea-
son was appropriate, he reasoned, to re-
fute malignant gossip by showing himself
unmistakably in his true colors; but the
means puzzled him. The tinny gong of
the kitchen clock announced the-hour of
three before he hit upon a satisfactory
solution and resigned himself to sleep.

1I.

Earry as Beulah arose on Christmas
morning, she heard Daniel stirring in the
adjoining room, andl in the attic overhead,
long before she completed her simple
toilet. As he still remained in the upper
part of the house when she descended the
stairs, however, she was mildly astonished
to find that he had been down ahead of
her, laid the fire, opened a path through
the snow to the barn, and apparently per-
formed all the wusual Dbefore-breakfast
chores.

Her astonishment appreciably increased
when, in response to her summons to the
meal, he declared that he was not yet
dressed. It reached a climax as he made
his appearance after a quarter-hour’s de-
lay, and took his scat at the table.

“Merry Christmas!” shouted Daniel
cheerily.

“Lord save us!” gasped Beulah,
clutching at a chair for support.

Daniel undoubtedly presented a stri-
king figure. In place of the corduroy coat
of every-day wear, he had drawn over his
other clothing a heavy red flannel under-
shirt, which clung to his rotund form
with elastic tenacity. The front of this
strange outer garment was embellished
with a vertical stripe of cotton batting,
visibly held in place by a heterogeneous
array of safety pins, while a broad trim-
ming of the same material, secured in like
manner, ran around the neck, the sleeve-
ends, and the snug-fitting tail of the shirt.

A counterfeit presentment of flowing
white whiskers, cut out of pasteboard, to
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which fluffy shreds of cotton had been
- glued, conformed to the outline of Dan-
_iel’s face, and clung there with the pre-
carious aid of pins, attached to his old
fur cap. The cap itself was disguised by
a band of white. There the amateur
costumer’s art exhausted itself. Daniel’s
nether extremities frankly revealed them-
selves in a pair of his workaday trousers,
tucked into high-topped Doots.

Beulah was gifted with little imagina-
tion, and no sense of humor. To connect
her brother in this garb with the patron
saint of Christmas day was a strain of
fancy beyond her capacity. So, after
staring- at him, dumfounded, till the de-
tails of his get-up finally percolated
through her mental fog, she ejaculated:

“Dan’l Frame, are ye gone clean
daft?” -

“Not *I,” chuckled Daniel. “I'm
Santa Claus.”

“You're.what?® shrieked Beulah.

“ You heerd me,” said he. ‘“ Hold out

your hand.”

Wonderingly, his sister obeyed. Daniel
fished something from his trousers-pocket,
reached across the table, and slipped it on
Beulah’s middle finger. It was a bat-
tered silver thimble. She instantly recog-
nized it as her mother’s. It had been
strangely missing since its owner’s death,
a dozen years before.

“ There!” said Daniel complacently.
“ That's your Christmas gift.”

Beulah gulped two or three times in
an ineffectual effort to speak, and finally
managed to stammer: ‘ Thank ye kind-
ly!” Then, with fascinated eyes still on
her brother’s remarkable attire:

“What are ye doin’ with your cap on?
You're not goin’ out in them heathenish
clothes?”’

“Ain’t 1?2 said Daniel.
me.”

The injunction was unnecessary. Her
half-frightened gaze never left him as
he despatched his sausage and buckwheat
cakes. It followed him, from the win-
dow, as he got out the old bay mare and
hitched her up to the long-bodied box-
sleigh. It trailed his every movement as
he brought down from the attic load after
load of discarded clothing and bedding,
broken-down furniture past all hope of
repair, and an armful or so of crippled
toys, relics of his own Dboyhood. The

“You watch

“concert, him.
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accumulated rubbish of a generation made
up the pile which he deposited on the
kitchen floor, and thence carried out to
pack in the commodious body of the
sleigh,

Not a word spoke Beulah while these
preparations progressed. But as Daniel
climbed up behind Nancy, she rushed out
frantically and clutched at the reins.

“ Stop, Dan’l! Stop!’ she cried. “In
the name o’ the Land o’ Goshen, what
are ye goin’ to do?”

Daniel bent over the side of the sleigh
and beckoned her nearer.

“I'm goin’ to give all them things
away,” he said ‘ecarnestly. * Give ’em
away—d'ye hear?—without money an’
without price! I'll show ye whether I'm
a skinflint or no!”

Before Beulah could recover either her
mental equilibrium or her post of van-
tage, Daniel smartly plied the whip and
dashed away from the house. He left
her gaping after him, with the firm con-
viction, written in every line of her
countenance, that disappointment in love
had overthrown her brother’s reason and
turned him into a raving maniac.

Santa Claus set forth upon his philan-
thropic mission that morning, without any
very definite notion of contributing to the
pleasure either of himself or others. The
dominating idea of his expedition was
merely to demonstrate publicly his ca-
pacity for generosity. The evidences of
hilarity with which he was received every-
where he went among his poorer neigh-
bors, puzzled, though they did not dis-
Here he left a rickety,
backless chair, scarred with the marks of
a lifetime’s usage; there, a frayed and
outworn quilt or a pair of befringed and
shiny trousers resurrected from a capa-
cious rag-bag; at yonder farmhouse,
where children made merry the Christ-
mas morn, a decrepit hobby-horse, mar-
velously prancing on two legs and a half,
or a blasé jumping-jack, long since obliv-
ious to the twitching of its string, or a
headless, stickless, paintless, noiseless
drum.

“ Merry Christmas!” he shouted for-
mally, as he drove from house to house,
distributing his largess.

Never did it occur to him that the gro-
tesqueness of his appearance had any-
thing to do with the shouts of laughter
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that greeted him. He flattered himself
that he was making an impression upon
the community, that could not fail to
work to his advantage, when the news
thereof should penetrate to the cars of
Sophronia Pollock and Beulah Frame.

III

DaxieL’s material supply of holiday
cheer was well-nigh exhausted when, at
the closc of a fatiguing tour, he drew
rein Dbefore a shabby little one - story
dwelling on the extreme outskirts of the
town. To judge by all outward evi-
dences, the place was deserted.  No smoke
issued from the squat chimney. No dog
barked f{rantic warning of the visitor’s
approach. The previous night’s =now lay
undisturbed about the premises. Yet some
one stirred within, in response to Daniel’s
vigorous knock, and the door was timidly
opened an inch or two.

“Aornin’!  Mornin’, Mis’ Trumbull!
Merry Christmas to ye!” bellowed Dan-
iel.

“Why, if it ain’t Daniel Frame
the woman, throwing wide the
“ Come right in.”

Promptly availing himself of the in-
vitation, Daniel deposited on the floor a
rather rusty wash-Dboiler, somewhat the
_worse for sundry perforations in its cop-
per bottom; a pair of time-stained Dox-
ing-gloves, and a venerable, short-winded
accordion, destined for Mrs. Trumbull’s
two half-grown daughters, and, for the
delight of her baby boy, a box of partially
used water-colors, apportioned in cakes

[

said
door.

of convenient size for infantile degluti-

tion.

* Christmas trifles from old Santa,” ex-
plained Daniel modestly; turning to his
hostess. ‘“ Hulloa! What ails your cyes?
Ain’t been cryin’, have ye?” .

The woman wiped away a tecar from
her wan face and shook her head.

“’Tain’t nothin’,” she declared stoutly;
‘“leastways, nothin’ that can be mended.
I Deen worrited a little 'cause Lydie ain’t
so well as she might be.”

Daniel cast his eyes curiously about the
room. He knew from the neighborhood
-gossip of a community where cverybody
knew the details of everybody else’s af-
fairs. that since the hugband and father
had Dbeen sent to a State institution, in-
capacitated by an incurable disease, the

-struggle for existence.
-prepared for the evidences of dire: pov-
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Trumbull family had had a desperate
But he was not

erty that met him on every hand.

The room in which he stood was bare
of the most common articles of furniture.
The floor was innocent of carpet or any
other covering. Of chairs there were
none. Even a table was missing, and the
stove—though the day was bleak and the
wind biting—was cold and cheerless.

A little girl of six, clothed in meager
rags, clung shivering to her mother’s
threadbare skirts; while the baby, oaly
its pinched face visible amid the folds of

some nondescript garment that wrapped

it round and round, slumbered fitfully in
the woman’s arms.

Incredulously Daniel strode to
stove, removed the lid, and peered in.

“ For the Lord’s sake, why did ye let
the fire go out this bitter day?” he de-
manded.

Mrs. Trumbull reddened. “ Wood all
gone,” she explained, aftéer a moment’s
embarrassed silence.

“We'll soon fix that.
ax?" .

“\We—we lent it, an’ it ain’t been sent
back yet.”

Daniel knew that was a lie. He knew
that the ax had gon€ where the chairs,
and the table, and the rest of the neces-
sities and comforts of that home had
gone. \Without another word he rushed
out of the house, jumped into the sleigh,
and drove furiously away.

At the first bit of wooded land he came
to, he pulled up, and with his naked
hands tore a dozen stout limbs from the
low-growing young hemlocks. ‘These,
with prodigious energy, he succeeded in
breaking into usable lengths by laying
them slantwise against a protruding rock
and hurling a heavy stone against them.

Within a quarter-hour he reappeared
at the Trumbull home with a tolerable
supply of fuel, green, but resinous enough
to burn readily, nevertheless. In a jiffy
he had a roaring fire blazing in the stove.

“ How you been gettin’ along about the
cookin’? " he demanded, with sudden sus-
picion, as he completed his labors.

“Why, we ain’t had no hot food since
we used the last o' the wood, yisteddy,”
the woman hesitatingly answered.

“ Susan Trumbull, I don't believe ye've

the

Where’s your
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got no grub of any kind in the house!”"

said Daniel. “ Cross your heart an’ hope
ye may die, ain’t that the truth?”

Tears welled up in Susan’s eyes; sobs
choked her uttcrance. She averted her
face and buried her head in her tattered
apron. The man needed no.other answer.
A telltale drop of moisture trickled down
his check and fell glistening on his scarlet
sleeve. Then a miracle came to pass.

Daniel Frame drew from his hip pocket
a fat, brown wallet. He unwound the
yard of stout cord that engirdled it, and
extracted from a wvaried assortment of
bank-notes a ten-dollar Dbill. ~ Stealthily,
(uite unobserved Dby either mother or
child, he snatched up the box of paints
he had brought for the baby, slipped the
money inside and laid it on the mantel.

There was an awkward pause, while
the woman continued to give vent to her
grief and shame. At length Daniel shook
her, not ungently, by ‘the shoulder.

“ Come,” he said, “don’t ye take on
like that. I got to move along now—I'm
a goin’ to make a bee-line for the store.
If they ain't a prime turkey an’ a bushel
basket full o' fixin’s dumped at this door
inside of an hour, I'll eat my shirt—cot-
ton, safety-pins an’ all—with my whiskers
throwed in for good measure!”’

A torrent of broken phrases of grati-
tude burst from Susan’s lips; but Daniel
checked it by the simple expedient of put-
ting himself out of hearing as swiftly as
his legs could carry him. Once safely in
the sleigh, he looked back, waved a cheery
farewell, and drove townward at a smart
pace to make good the letter of his prom-
ise.
Virtue is said to be its own reward.
Daniel reached home well satisfied with
himsclf, after leaving an order at Hickey’s

Metropolitan Mercantile Emporium that’

made old Hickey's eyes bulge out like
rivet-heads on a boiler-plate.  But his
contentment was, unfortunately, short-
lived.

His mind dwcelt persistently on that
ten-dollar Dbill. Was it. after all, judi-
ciously bestowed? Would not the sudden
possession of so large a sum turn Susan’s
head, and tempt her into some act of riot-
ous extravagance? How much Detter it
would have Dbeen had he given her a
smaller amount at first, and supplemented
the donation later. if necessary !

_insinuating way.
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Daniel heeded not Beulah’s quizzing at
dinner, nor said one word of his visit to
Susan ‘Trumbull. . Nevertheless, the sub-
ject was uppermost in his thoughts
throughout the day. He pictured the
bank-note, spread out bencath the lid of
the paint-box, and wondered whether
Susan had yet discovered it. Of course,
if she had not, it was still really his.
Suppose— '

He started guiltily, and put the notion
away from him. But the devil has a very
If you eject him at one
door, he promptly sneaks back through
another. And the devil had very par-
ticular business witli Daniel Frame that
Christmas night.

IV,

It was close to midnight. The moon,
in her last quarter, shed a sickly light
upon the white blanket, beneath which
slept the Trumbull homestead, and dis-
closed the muffled figure of a man slink-
ing across the lot from the roadway to
the house. He approached the single
window of the living room, peered in,-and
cautiously raised the sash.  Unweighted,
it would not stay in place until he propped
it with a broken broom-handle that lay
upon the sill.  With infinite care, the
man drew himself upward and crept
through the window. Noiselessly he stole
across the tloor to the mantel, whence he
took a shallow wooden box and opened it.
The ten-dollar Dbill was there. He re-
moved it, put in its stead a two that he
had ready in his hand, and replaced the
box. Back to the window he glided
stealthily, and balanced himself a mo-
ment on the sill, with his legs outside,
body within the house.

At that instant one of the sleepers in
the adjoining room stirred uneasily. The
man, in a panic, essayed to make good his
exit. His elbow struck the prop thatsup-
ported the sash and knocked it flying. A
heavy Dlow caught him across the back
of his head, on a level with his cars;
there was a crash of shattered glass, and
he dropped senseless on the snow beneath
the window.

Daniel ‘Frame opened his eyes a little,
opened them wider, stared a minute, and
quickly closed them again. It was broad
dayvlight. He could not arcount for that.
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An unpapered ceiling was directly in the
line of his vision. He did not understand
that. A frightful pain racked his brain
and made it difficult to think. One of his
legs burned like a red-hot stove. 'These
things puzzled him.

He felt a cool hand on his brow. He
opened his eyes again. ‘T'hey dwelt on
the kindly, anxious face of Sophronia
Pollock. That settled it. He was dream-
ing.

Some one said in an undertone: “ He's
comin’ round all right. Don’t you worrit,
dear.” Daniel turned his head in the
direction of the voice with great effort,
and beheld Susan Trumbull. Still he did
not. could not, remember. * Where am
1?7 he murmured.

“Sh!” answered Sophronia. * Don’t
vou talk—just lay still. You're at Mis’
Trumbull's.”

A spasm of mental anguish convulsed
Danicl's features. He knew nowr. He
tried to sit up, but fell back, almost in a
faint. A hot, grateful fluid trickled down
his throat, and he swallowed cagerly.
After a short interval he timidly ven-
tured to inquire:

“What's the matter with me?”

The two women exchanged a telepathic
glance. “ Why,” said Susan, reading
Sophronia’s signal affirmatively, “ye’ve
" hurt your head a mite, an’—we're afeared
vour leg is Dbroke. But don’t ye lose
heart—the doctor’ll be along to see you
pretty soon.”

“ (Gimme another swaller o’ brandy—TI
want to ask ye something, Susan Trum-
bull,” said Daniel. “ Does she know?"”

“ Doces Sophronia know what brought
ve here, ye mean? ™

6t ;\-\,C.U

“Bless your soul, I jest had to tell
her,” said Susan glibly. “Why, ye had
the ten-dollar bill in your hand when e
an’ Rosa dragged ye in, an’ when I looked
in the box an’ found the twenty-dollar
note ve'd put there in place of it—"

“What’s that? Say that agin,” inter-
rupted Daniel, contracting his brows in a
puzzled frown.

“WWhy, the twenty-dollar riote ye come
here to give me ’stead o’ the ten,” insisted
Susan, winking violently by way of warn-
ing him against an exposure of her well-
meant deception. ““ As I was sayin’, I was
that flabbergasted ye could have knocked
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me down with a feather. I had to tell
somebody what a kindness ye’d been doin’
me, or bust, so I sent Rosa right over for
Sophronia. I'm sure ye’ll not be cross
with me if I done wrong, for certainly [
didn’t mean no harm.” ‘

In his befuddled mental condition the
subtle meaning of Susan’s winks was al-
most lost upon Daniel. One fact alone
saved him from Delieving that he might
have made a curious mistake in his pro-
ceedings of the night before. ‘I'hat fact
was that he had not happened to have a
twenty-dollar Dill in his possession for
months. His head had throbbed Dbefore.
Now, as it gradually dawned upon him
that the woman who had caught him red-
handed in the meanest act of his career
was cheerfully lying to shield him, the
proverbial coals of fire intensified his
pain.

It was weeks belore Daniel was able
to get around without a crutch; weeks,
too, hefore he could muster up the cour-
age to make the confession that every
atom of his manhood told him he must
make Dbefore he should renew his pro-
posals to Sophronia. One day he un-
folded his miserable story, anc waited in
fear of scornful dismissal. But Sophronia
only smiled, and then warmly clasped
his hand.

“I'm mighty glad ye told me with
your own lips,” said she, “ but I knowed
it long ago.”

“What! Did Susan tell ye?” he
asked.
“No. But I happened to Dbe at

Hickey’s when she sent Rosa to break
that twenty-dollar bill, and I seen it was
nothin’ but a two.” .

“ An’ ye didn’t wipe me off the slate
then an’ there?” exclaimed Daniel, won-
deringly. “ Sophronia, once more: [¥ill
ve marry the meanest man in Jefferson-
ville? ”

“No,” said Sophronia decisively,
won't.”

Daniel, chopfallen, looked ten yéars
older when he heard the verdict.

“T won't, 'cause he’s dead,” murmured

UI

Sophronia. * He died the day ye settled
with Susan Trumbull for helpin’ to
nurse ye. But,” she added, hiding her

face on Daniel’s arm, “ I'll marry you,
Danicl, if ye still want me.”



PUNISHMENT.

BY JOSEPH ELLNER.

A SHORT STORY.

CHLOME was well-nigh ex-
2 hausted -shaking hands

@ with the visiting towns-

3 men and repeating his
0”ﬂmm|!l set phrase: “He? O,
he is dead!” 1In his wild-
est fancies Schlomé had never dreamed
that the little town of Hamelina, in Fin-
land, had given forth so many Jewish
souls. ‘I'o his bewildered eyes it seemed
that the entire town had settled on the
East Side and diligently carried out the
divine injunction to multiply.

Since early morning, when he was
dumped from the foul steerage onto these
hospitable shores, there had been no end
of hearty though wearying embraces and
demands for news of folks and friends
“at home.”  The tired newcomer found
it an excellent expedient and saving of
energy to dismiss the news-thirsty in-
quirers with the brief, fatal answer,
“Dead.” When the fate of nearest of
kin was in the balance Schlomé staid his
hand and answered to the best of his
knowledge.

More often, though the visitor was
merely curious to know of his former
cronies, what the town characters were
up to. or if old enemies were meeting
with the ill luck he had so often wished
them of old.

“How 1is Samson the Great,” one
would ask. “ the little tailor, who was
the joker of the town in the old davs?”

“He? Oh, he is dead long ago,”
Schlomé replied, hurrying into an early
grave a very active, albeit a very small.
tailor who kept the town in continual
good humor.

“What is Bessy. the bakerwoman, do-
ing?” another wanted to know. ‘ Does
she still put the dough into the bed to
warm the yeast?”

“She? Oh, she is dead;” and there
was an end to it and her so far as
Schlomé was concerned.

To all appearances, Schlomé was the
only survivor. But his old bones were
very sore after the long, cramped jour-
ney over sea in the stenching bowels of
the ocean liner.

As the cvening waned Schlomé heaved
a sigh of relicf when he found himself
at last alone with his son and daughter-
in-law. The continual tlow of insistent
visitors had given him hardly a minute’s
quiet with his son, whom he had not scen
for many years, or to make the acquaint-
ance of his son’s young wife. The father
and the young couple drew their chairs
close to the stove, and Schlomé reflec-
tively filled his pipe.

“ Ah, what a day!” he was saying
softly. “ What scenes, what strects, what
noise, what people "—and, with a twinkle
in his eyes—‘ what slaughter of good.
healthy townfolks!” He lit his pipc
and, between puffs, continued: ‘ When
I have straightened out mwyv bones. and
taken the knots out of my cramped old
body, I shall bring them all back to life
again, and then we shall have a simcha
as befits the rebirth of a townful.”

Then he talked of other scenes. of
dear little Hamelina, where Schlom¢ was
born and grown old, and where now his
dearest were buried. The place was much
changed, Schlomé was sorry to say. The
few Jewish families were emigrating, and
the Christian peasants. who had always
been friendly and neighborly, were be-
coming sullen and distrustful. Evident-
ly the vague rumors of the atrocities
against Jews in Russia were affecting the
simple, good-hcarted Finnish peasants.
Jew and Christian were suspicious of
each other; and, bhesides, the means of
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living were becoming poorer and more
precarious. On the whole, the picture
was gloomy; and if it had not been
Schlomé, burdened with his sixty odd
years, he would not have ventured on the
perilous  journey to the new, strange
world, America.

The peace of the group was broken by
a loud knocking at the-door. The old
man groaned in despair at the prospect
of another round of handshakes, ques-
tions, answers and killings.

Schlomé’s son sprang to the door and
opened it. A young man, conspicuously
vrell dressed, uncovered his head and en-
tered. In rather uncouth Yiddish, inter-
spersed with Inglish words, he said he
had heard of one who had just come
from Hamelina. He was from Hame-
lina, too, and he wanted to hear news
about his mother.

“ And who are you?” asked Schlomé,
eying the visitor with nch curiosity, be-
cause he was so different from those that
had preceded him.

“ Kalmen, the butcher, was my father.
He died a year before I left Hamelina,
about sixteen years ago.”

“Oh, so yvou arc Kalmen’s son, who
was supposed to be dead or—" Schlomé
did not complete his words, hut closely
examined the Americanized young man,
who had lelt home when a mere strip-
ling to seek his fortune in America.

“Can you tell me how my mother is? ”
asked the young man. ‘There was no
eagerness in his voice, rather Dbashful-
ness, or shame.

“You did not send news of yourself
for many, many years,” said Schlomd,
cither not hearing or disrcgarding the
question.

“I wrote during the first few years,”
the young man began, speaking rapidly,
““and sent mother something. Then I
became more taken up with Dbusiness.
You know how it is in America; or,
rather, yvou don't know yet. You are tied
down to business day and night—you
work, work all the time. The more my
business grew the more cnslaved I be-
came to it, and never had the time to
write. As for sending money to mother,
I thought the shop would be sufficient to
keep her out of need. She has not been
in want, has she?”

Schlomé shook his head.  She had not.
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His face was gloomy, and his sad eyes
were upon the man who, with much un-
casiness, was accounting for his filial
neglect.

“Is she well?” asked Kalmen's son
anxiously, as he scrutinized the old man’s
clouded face.

Schlomé did not answer either by word
or gesture.

 She is not dead?” pursued the young
man.

Schlomé answered slowly: “ No; the
good God has not been so merciful to
her.”

The Americanized young Jew became
pale, his face took on-an expression of
fear and apprehension. He was nettled
by the indirect manner of speech of the
old man, whose half-uttered words scemed
to issue from his profound, sad ecyes
rather than from the mouth. He also
chafed at Schlomé’s deliberateness and
at the prolongation of his anxiety. He
wished to know the worst, and be done
with the matter.

The group sat in silence, the little gild-
ed clock on the mantle ticking loudly.
Schlomé looked steadily into space, his
head gently swaying in sad meditation.

“Will you not tell me what you know
about her?” the young man implored,
his spirit humbled by the awe-inspiring
sadness of the old man.

For some time Schlomé did not reply;
then, sceming to shake off some persistent
thought, he said: “ It is a long story, and
painful memory to one who has seen it
all.  Your mother sinned, and she was
judged. The Almighty, in his infinite
justice, saw fit to spare her body, but He
took away her mind and her soul.”

“What do you mean?” demanded the
young man in a loud voice.

« Schlomé was silent, his eyes averted
and absorbed. He laid aside his pipe
and said: “ I'll tell you, my young friend,
because you have the right to know, and
also because you, in justice, ought to
carry your share of the burden of guilt.

II.

“It is sixteen years that your father,
Kalmen, the butcher, died.. You left the
town and went to America. Great prom-
ises were held out to you, and much was
expected of you. Your letters came often
and regularly during the first four or
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five years. Your mother carried them
about the town, and ecverybody read
them. Those who could not read heard
your mother read them. A lonely widow
possessing an only son, and he at the
other end of the world, is it any wonder
that she talked of -nothing else but you?
Your great sucgess in America was a
regular topic of conversation.

“She lingered over every word in
vour letters, and made others linger, too.
Naturally, a mother’s eye read into them
a great many things that were not there.
But it was a sorry day for any one who
dared to contradict her or Dbreathe a
word against her darling son in Amecrica.
Meekness had never been her character-
istic, and in guarding her son's reputa-
tion she was doubly assertive.

“I remember how once the whole
town was thrown into confusion because
some unhappy, talkative woman, waiting
for your motheér to serve her, had casu-
ally asked if you worked on the Sabbath
in America. Your mother flew into a
passion, dashed the chopper imto the
block, almost splitting it in two. She
abused and drove the woman out of the
shop, refusing to supply her with meat.
They carried their quarrel into the mar-
ket-place, where the whole town gath-
cred. It was a nasty spectacle, and in
consequence one family in town was with-
out meat for the Sabbath. Henceforth
vour mother adopted that method of
avenging a reflection against her absent
son—no meat, and hers was the only
shop in town.

“Then your letters began to fall off
in number, and your mother became
morose and more quarrelsome. She no
morce carried the letters about for the
town’s cnjovment, although everybody
knew when she received one. She Dhe-
came more sensitive than ever, and the
idle tongues of the town wagged hehind
her back. Some said that vou had be-
come immensely rich, and had cast off
your mother; others said that you had
abandoned your religion, and had sold
vourself to the missionaries ; others said
other foolish things.

“Your mother knew what the town
was whispering under its breath, but
could not place her finger on the culprit.
She became more Dbitter and peppery.
She settled scores with many a gossiping

fast,
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woman, and had many more outstanding
accounts. Not a week passed but she
wrecked the wigs of at least two or
three malicious babblers. The wigmaker
in Hamelina was decidedly prosperous,
thanks to your mother.

“ But these cndless quarrels told on
her health and trade. She was aging
Evidently she was eating her heart
because her son did not write, because
her son neglected her. The shop was
losing its custom. People were afraid
to enter the place. There was talk in
town of opening another shop, as meat
was becoming scarce, and no one knew
who would next be without it for the
Sabbath. Finally, Chaim, who had been
vour father’s assistant in the old days,
with the help of some of your mother’s
cnemies, established a rival shop. Your
mother was furious, but could do noth-
ing. Naturally, Chaim'’s shop became the
center of your mother’s enemies. ‘There
all sorts of gossip, foolish and blacken-
ing, was retailed with the meat. T'o be
sure, your mother was not ignorant of
what was said, and by whom said, at
Chaim’s. Neutral women, that is, those
who had not as yet chosen sides, took
care that she be duly posted.

“ It sickens me to tell this petty squab-
ble in all its childish details. Were it
not for the awful ending it would be like
a hundred other senscless feuds in other
small towns where people have nothing
else to do.

“ However, all would have come to
nought, because some of the townfolk
who had not heen drawn into the squab-
ble continued to buy meat from your
mother, if something had not happened.
You may remember Hannele, the dairy
woman, who lived on the hill near the
Russian church. Well, she lived there
with three children, her husband being
in America. The Almighty, in his benefi-
cence, had bestowed upon her, also—may
she pardon me in the world to come—
a most fiery temper, besides other inflam-
mable qualities.

“She had been from the very first the
most persistent and annoying thorn in
vour mother’s side. They had fallen out
for some reason or other, and Pharaol’s
plagues were exchanged daily Detsveen
them. By all manner of means they tried
to ruin cach other’s business, and finally
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lugged each other before the rabbi. He
was a pious man, and his arms were
strong with righteousness. He sternly
forbade them to disturh the town fur-
ther. He said that the continual strife
was setting a bad example for the Chris-
tian peasants, and was Dbringing our
brethren into contempt. .

“ After the rabbi’s rebuke there was

peace in the town for a few wecks. But
mischief was Dbrewing in both camps.

One fine day Hannele rushed into Chaim’s
butcher-shop when it was most filled with
women. She held a letter in her hand,
She received it from her husband, in
America, and it told all about Kalmen’s
widow’s son.

“ Her husband wrote that he had met
you, and that you had refused to be
recognized ; that you worked on the Sab-
bath, and had turned Christian. The
miserable tale went on further—the en-
tire letter was about vou.” The whole
town was on fire. Kalmen’s son an
apostate, and Kalmen’s widow selling
kosher meat to the community !

“Your mother was wild with grief and
shame and hatred. She did not dare
show her head in town. There was talk
of asking the rabbi to pronounce the
burial service over the renegade. The
rabbi, good man that he was, refused to
believe Hannele’s letter, and summoned
her to appear before him. He worked
with her for two dayvs, until he forced
her to confess that the letter was a fab-
rication from beginning to end.

This fact he had announced the fol-
lowing Sabbath after the services in the
synagogue. Your mother ias triumph-
amrt.  But she was almost alone in her
triumph, because most of the town had
committed itself through Hannele's ma-
licious lie. This galled her, and she
raved at everybody.

“ About a week after. Hannele's milk-
cart failed to appear on its daily round.
Some one went to the dairy woman’s
house, and found her and her three chil-
dren dead. Two of the children were
lying on the bed, one on the floor. Han-
nele was crouched in a chair, All their
faces were discolored.

“The town flocked to the dairy-
woman’s house, and all were terrified.
This could be the handiwork only of a
Gentile, and here were we hemmed in on
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all sides by muttering peasants. Rumors
of the Russian pogroms had reached us,
but we had never expected to be visited
by them.

“To be sure, the old neighborly good-
feeling with the peasantry had been much
cooled, but there had been no open strife.
When the Jewish town-doctor declared
that death had come by poison, our fear
increased., Nobody knew whose turn
would be next, nor whence the Dblow
would come. The four bodies were qui-
etly hurried to the cemetery, We expect-
ed that the peasants would make & dis-
turbance at the funeral, but it all passed
without incident. Some of the peasants
we met on the way to the cemetery asked
how death had come so suddenly. We
merely answered that the cause was un-
known,

“ Thereafter the town was in a state
of terror. Ve were suspicious of every
morsel that passed our lips, and jumped
at every shadow. We all—all, except
your mother. She wore an inexplicable
smile, and never ceased saying that God
had at last punished the wicked; that
God had espoused the cause of a poor,
defenseless widow.

“ Well, the suspicion was finally whis-
pered about town that Kalmen’s widow
knew more about Hannele’s taking-oft
than she cared to tell. The suspicions
were brought to the rabbi, and he went
to your mother—and verified them.

“ A cloud of gloom fell upon all the
town. The fear for the flesh was gone,
but a black terror clutched every soul.
The hand of God would surely be put
forth in punishment. A solemn meeting
was called in the svnagogue on Friday
night, to which all adults of Jewish
blood came. ;

“The rabbi, amid an awful and im-
pressive silence. spoke to us long and
earnestly. He told us what to expect if
it were generally known among the Chris-
tian peasantry that a Jewess had poi-
soned four of her own kind. He said
that with the rumors from Russia, which
were disquieting the Finnish pcasants, it
would act like a torch in a haystack.
Jewish life and blood would become
cheap. The whole town would be wiped
out. He enjoined us that the peasants
must never know by whose hand Hannele
and her children had met their death.
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Every man and woman swore by the
Holy of Holies never to breathe a word
of the crime.

“ But a murmur of dissatisfaction was
heard through the synagogue. All thought
that the rabbi’s caution was to be bought
at the price of injusticee The rabbj,
divining the meaning of the whisper,
ordered the Sacred Scroll uncovered. Tt
was rolled to the Ten Commandments.
The shuffling of the parchment in the
breathless silence sounded like the sharp-
ening of a great scythe.

“In a clear, unfaltering voice the rabbi
rcad God’s commandment, ‘ Thou shalt
not kill.”  He then added that Kalmen’s
widow should die.

“We did not understand the doom
uttered, but our souls shrank in terror.
We dispersed, the women wailing, the
men silent and awed.

. IIL

“That was a Dblack Sabbath in the
town. As I was leaving the synagoguc
after services, the sexton told me that
the rabbi wanted to see me at his house.
I was one of the first to arrive. Soon
others came—all well past the fifty-year
mark. The rabbi then unfolded to us
the punishment he had meted out for
Kalmen’s widow. Death was the penalty.

“ After receiving full instructions we
went to our homes to wait for eleven
- o'clock at night, when we were to meet
at the rabbi’s. At the appointed hour
we proceeded to your mether’s house. the
rabbi walking before us, howed in si-
lence. We walked through the hushed,
deserted strects. All the town was asleep
in darkness: Ve knocked on the door of
your father’s house. No answer camec.

“ Presently the door openced with loud
creaks that echoed through the house
like screams. A figure stood framed in
the dark doorway. It looked at us in
silence, then turned about and walked
slowly in. e followed, and came to a
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room dimly lighted by a small smoky
lamp.

“As the little flame rose and fell our
shadows danced and jumped about the
room and on the walls. Kalmen’s widow
looked at us as pale as death, and as
silent. Her -eyes were large, and their
lids scemed never to close. Her lips
were dry, parted and trembling; hard,
gasping breaths hissed through -her teeth.
She sat down by the table in front of the
little lamp, ‘her eyes fixed on the rabbi.

“Somebody lit two candles. The rabbi
stood hefore them and began the funeral
services.  Then he read the evening
prayer, and -in muffled, fearsome voices
we repeated it after him. Finally the
prayer for the dead was said by the
rabbi. He pronounced the name of Kal-
men’s widow as the one dead, and we all
said, ‘ Amen!’

“After that we left as we came, in
silence. The following night we re-
turned at the same hour. She was sitting
in the same place, eyes dry and Dbloocl-
shot. A green-yellow paleness was spread
over her face in blotches.

“ The rabbi did not once look her way,
nor did he seem conscious of her pres-
ence.  The wusual evening prayer was
said, as is done when death comes into
a house. Then prayers for the dead were
offered up by five different men. One
for Hannele, one for cach of the three
children, and one for the departed soul
of Kalmen’s widow.

“ For months we came each night.

“Once, after the death-prayer was
said, we heard her voice cry out, ‘Amen!’

“ After that time her lips always
formed the ‘ Amen,” but never said it.

“ One night we came. and did not find
her at the accustomed seat. \We contin-
ued with the prayer as if she were present.

“In the momming she was found wan-
dering in the open fields, screaming to
the sky: “Amen! Amen!’”

PERSISTENCE.

Or fortune's gifts men need but three,
Life’s highest reaches to attain;

For. whatsoc’'er the prize may be,
Sclf-trust and toil and time will gain.

Lugene C. Dolson.
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NE evening in_ Egypt, thousands of years ago,
O his brother Pharaoh.
but is dissuaded from any attempt by violence through the counsel of

his astrologer, and by the captain of his guard.
and court, Abi reminds them that they have no heir, and suggests his brother
Pharaoh tells Abi he knows of his treacherous designs,

arrives at Thebes to wisit

Pharaoh,
Kaku.
qlieen

install himself as successor.

Prince Abi, Governor of Memphis,

He is ambitious to supplant

In audience with Pharaoh, his

makes him swear fealty, and sends him back to Memphis.
By spccial favor of the god Amen, Pharaol’s queen, Ahura, bears a daughter, called

Morning Star.
who is the mother of Rames.
heavily upon him.
Rames, though she darc not marry him.

if she darc.
CHAPTER IV (continued).
THE SUMMONING OF

LONG

AMEN.

narrow passages they
crept and down many a
secret stair, till at length
they came to a door at
the foot of a long slope

of rock. This door Asti
unlocked and thrust open: then, when
they had entered, relocked it behind
them.

“ What is this place?” whispered Tua.

“The burial crypt of the high priest-
esses of Amen, where it is said that the
god watches. None have entered it for
hard on thirty years. Sece, here in the
dust run the footsteps of those who bore
the last priestess to her rest.”

She held up her lamp, and by the light
of it Tua «aw that they were in a great
cave, painted with figures of the gods,
which had on cither side of it recesses.
In cach of these wigs set a coffin with a
gilded face, and behind it an alabaster
statuc of her who lay therein, and in
front of it a table of offerings. At the
head of the crypt stood a small altar of
black stone; for the rest, the place was
empty.

On the death of Ahura, Morning Star is reared by Asti, the enchantress,
Pharaoh makes Morning Star qucen when years \velgh
Princes and foreign kings seek her hand in marriagé, but she loves
Knowing that Asti can summon the gods, she
compels her to call Amen that she may question him.

Asti bids the queen follow her

Asti led Tua to a step in front of the
altar, and, bidding her kneel, departed
with the lamp, which she hid away in
some side chapel, so that now the dark-
ness-was intense. Presently, through the
utter silence, Tua heard her creep back
toward her, for, although she walked so
softly, the dust seemed to cry beneath
her feet, and her every footstep cchoed
round the vaulted walls. Morcover, a
glow came from her—the glow of her
life in that place of death.

She passed Tua and knelt by the al-
tar, and the echo of her movements died
away. Only it seemed to Tua that from
cach of the tombs to the right and to
the left rose the Ka of her who was
buried there, and drew nedr to watch and
listen. She could not see them; she
could not hear them; yet she knew that
they were there, and was able to count
their number—thirty and two in all—
while within herself rose a picture of
them, each differing from the other, but
all white, expectant, solemn.

Now Tua heard Asti murmuring se-
cret invocations that she did not under-
stand. In that place and silence they
sounded weird and dreadful, and as she .
hearkened to them, for the first time fear

* This story began in THE CAVALIER for November.
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crépt over her. Kneeling there upon her
knees, she bent her head almost to the
dust, and put up prayers to Amen that
he might be pleased to hear her and to
satisfy the longings of her heart. She
prayed and prayed till she grew faint
and weary, while always Asti uttered her
invocations. But no answer came, no
deity appeared, no voice spoke. At
length Asti rose, and, coming to her,
whispered in her ear:

“Let us depart ere the watching spirits,
whose rest we have broken, grow wroth
with us. The god has shut his ears.”

So Tua rose, clinging to Asti; for now,
she knew not why, her fear grew and
deepened. For a moment she stood upon
her feet, then sank to her knees again;
for there, at the far end of the great
tomb, near to the door by which they had
entered, appeared a glow upon the dark-
ness. Slowly it took form—the form of
a woman clad in the royal robes of
Egypt, and bearing in its hand a scep-
ter. The figure of light advanced to-
ward them, so that presently they saw its
face.  Tua did not know the face,
though it seemed to her to be like her
own; but Asti knew it, and at the sight
sank to the ground.

Now the figure stood in front of them,
a thing of light framed in the thick dark-
ness, and now in a sweet, low voice it

spoke.
“Hail! Queen of Egypt,” it said.
“ Hail! Neter-Tua, daughter of Amen.

Art thou afraid to look on the spirit of
her who Dbore thee, thou that didst dare
to summon the father of the gods to do
thy bidding?”

“T am afraid,” answered Tua, shaking
in all her limbs.

“And thou, Asti the Magician, art
thou afraid also, who hut now wast bold
enough to cry to Amen-Ra, ‘ Come from
thy high heaven and make answer '? ”

“ Tt is even so, O Queen Ahura,” mur-
mured Asti.

“ Woman,” went on the voice, “thy
sin is great, and great is the sin of this
royal one at thy side. Had Amen hark-
ened, how would the two of you have
stood Defore his glory, who at the sight
of this shape of mine, that once was
mortal like yourselves, crouch choking to
the earth? I tell you both that had the
god arisen, as in your wickedness ye
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willed, there where ye knelt there ye
would have died. Bui: he who knows all
is merciful ; and in his place has sent me
his messenger that ye may live to look
upon to-morrow’s sun.”

“ Let Amen pardon us!” gasped Tua.
“TIt was my sin, O mother, for I coin-
manded Asti and she obeyed me. On
me be the blame, not on her, for I am
torn with doubts and fears for myself
and for another. I would know the fu-

IBY

ture.”
“Why, O Qucen Neter-Tua, why
wouldst thou know the future? If hell

yawns Deneath thy feet, why wouldst
thou sec- its torments? If heaven awaits
thee, why wouldst thou peep through its
golden doors before the time? The fu-
ture is hid from mortals, because, could
they pierce its veil, it would crush them
with its terrors. If all the woes of life
and death lay open to the gaze, who
would clare to live and who—oh, who
could dare to die?” ’

“Then woes await me, O thou who
wast my mother?”

“How can it be otherwise? ILight
and darkness make.the day; joy and sor-
row make the life. Thou art human—
be content.”

“ Divine also, O Ahura, if all tales be
true.”

“Then pay for thy divinity in tears
and be satisfied. Content is the guerdon
of the beast, but gods are wafted up-
ward on the wings of pain. How can
that gold be pure which has not known
the fire? ”

“Thou tellest me nothing,” wailed
Tua, “and it is not for myself I ask. I
am fair, T am Amen’s daughter, and
splendid is my heritage. Yet, O dweller
in Osiris, thou who once didst fill the
place I hold to-day, I tell thee that I
would pay away this pomp could I but
be sure that I shall not live loveless, that
I shall not be given as a chattel to one
I hate, that one—whom I do not hate—
will live to call me—wife. Great dan-
gers threaten him—and me, Amen is
mighty; he is the potter that molds the
clay of men; if I Dbe his child, if his
spirit is breathed into me, oh! let him
help me now.”

“Let thine own faith help thee. Are
not the words of Amen, which he spake
concerning thee, written down? Study
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them and ask no more. Love is an ar-
row that does not miss its mark; it is
the immortal fire from on high which
winds and waters cannot quench. There-
fore love on. Thou shalt not love in
vain. Queen and daughter, fare thee well
awhile.”

“ Nay, nay, one word, Immortal. I
thank thee, thou messenger- of the gods;
but when these troubles come upon me—
and another, when the sea of dangers
closes o’er our heads, when shame is near
and I am lonely, as well may chance,
at that time to whom shall I turn for
succor? ”’

“ Then thou hast one within thee who
is strong to aid. It was given to thee at
they birth, O Star of Amen, and Asti
can call it forth. Come hither, thou
Asti, and swiftly, for I must be gone,
and first I would speak with thee.”

Asti crept forward, and the glowing
shape in the royal robe bent ovef her so
that the light of it shone upon her face.
It bent over her and seemed to whisper
in her car. Then it held out its hands
toward Tua as though in blessing, and
instantly ivas not.

Once more the two women stood in
Tua’s chamber. Pale and 'shaken, they
looked into each other’s eyes.

“You have had your will, queen,” said
Asti; “for if Amen did not come, he
sent a messenger, and a roval one.”

“ Interpret me this vision.” answered
Tua: *“ for to me, at any rate, that spirit
said little.”

“ Nay, it said much. Tt said that love
fails not of its reward, and what more
ivent vou out to seek?”

“Then I am glad,”
joyfully.

“ Be not too glad, queen, for to-night
we have sinned, both of us, who dared
to summon Amen from his throne. and
sin also fails not of its reward. Blood
is the price of that oracle.”

“Whose blood, Asti?  Ours?”

“ Nay, worse—that of those who are
dear to us. Troubles arise in Egyvpt,
queen.”

“You will not leave me when they
break, Asti?”

exclaimed Tua

“T may not if I would. The fates
have bound us together till . end, and
that, I think, is far away. [ 'm yours

.
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as once you were mine when you lay
upon my breast, but bid me no more to
summon Amen from his throhe.”

CHAPTER V.
HOW RAMES FOUGHT THE PRINCE OF
KESH. ’

@\ for a whole moon there were
great festivals in Thebes, and in
all of these Neter-Tua, ‘ Glorious

in Ra, Hathor Strong in Beauty, Morn-
ing Star of Amen,” must take her part as
new-crowned queen of Egypt. Feast fol-
lowed feast, and at each of them one of
the suitors for her hand was the guest of
honor.

Then, after it was done, Pharaoh, her

father, and his councilors would wait
upon her and ask if this man was pleas-
ing to her. Being wise, Tua would give
no direct answer; only of most of them
she was rid in this way.
- She demanded that the writing of the
dream of her mother, Ahura, should be
brought and read before her, and when
it had Dbeen read she pointed out that
Amen promised to her a royal lover, and
that these chiefs and generals were not
roval ; therefore it was not of them that
Amen spoke, nor did she dare to turn her
eves on one whom the god had forbidden
to her.

Of others who declared that they were
kings, but wvho, being unable to leave
their own countries, were represented by
ambassadors. she said that, not having
seen them. she could say nothing. When
they appeared at the court of Egypt, she
would consider them.

So at length only one suitor was left,-
the man whom she knew well Pharaoh
and his councilors desired that she should
take as husband. This was Amathel, the
Prince of Kesh. whose father, an aged
king, ruled at Napata, a great city far
to the south. situated in a land that was
called an island Decause the river Nile
embraced it in its two arms.

It was said that, after Egypt, this
country was the richest in the whole
world, for there gold was so plentiful
that men thought it of less value than
copper and iron; also, there were mines
in which beautiful stones were found,
and the soil grew corn in abundance.
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Moreover, once in the far past, a race
of Pharaohs sprung from this city of
Napata, had sat on the throne of LEgypt
until at length the people of Egypt,
headed by the priests, had risen and over-
thrown them because they were foreign-
ers and had introduced Nubian customs
into the land.

Therefore it was decreed by an unal-

terable law that none of their race
should ever again wear the Double
Crown. Of the descendants of these

Pharaohs, Rames, Tua’s playmate, was
the last lawful child.

But although the Egyptians had cast
them down, at heart they always grieved
over the rich territory at Napata, which
was lost to them; for when those Pha-
raohs fell, Kesh declared itself inde-
pendent and set up another dynasty to
rule over it, of which dynasty Amathel,
Prince of Kesh, was the heir.

Therefore, they hoped that it might
confe back to them by marriage between
Amathel and the young qlieen, Neter-
Tua.

Ever since she was Dborn, the great
lords and councilors of Egypt, yes, and
Pharaoh himself, seeing that he had no
son to whom he might marry her after
the fashion of the country, had Deen
working to this end. It was Dby secret
treaty that the Prince Amathel was pres-
ent at the crowning of ‘the queen, of
whose hand he had been assured on the
sole condition that he came to dwell with
her at Thebes.

It is true that there were other suitors,
but these, as all of them knew well, were
but pawns in a game played to amuse the
people. y

The king destined to take the great
queen captive was Amathel and no other.
Tua knew it; for had not Asti told her,
and was it not because of her fear of
this man and her love for Rames that
she had dared to .cornmit the sacrilege of
attempting to summon Amen from the
skies?

Still, as vet, the Pharaoh had not
spoken to her of Amathel, nor had she
met him. It was said that he had been
present at her crowning, in disguise, for
this proud prince gave it out that were
she ten times queen of Egypt, he would
not pledge himself to wed as his royal
wife one who was displeasing to him;
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and that, therefore, he must seec her bhe-
fore he pressed hi%s suit.

Now that he had seen her in her love-
liness and glory, he announced that he
was well satisfied, which was but half
the truth; for, in fact, she had set all
his southern blood on fire, and there was
nothing that he desired more than to call
her wife.

On the night which had been appoint-
ed for Amathel to meet his destined
bride, a fcast had been prepared richer
by far than any that went before. Tua,
feigning ignorance, on cntering the great
unroofed hall lit with hundreds of torches
down all its length, and seeing the mul-
titudes at the tables, asked of the Pha-
raoh, her father, who was the guest that
he would welcome with such magnifi-
cence which scemed worthy of a god
rather than of a man.

“Aly daughter,” answered the old
monarch nervously, ‘it is none other
than the Prince of Kesh, who in his own
country they worship as divine, as we are
worshiped here in Egypt, and who, in
truth, is, or will be, one of the greatest
of kings.”

“Kesh!” she answered. “ I thought
that we claimed sovereignty over that
land.”

“ Once it was ours, daughter,” said her
father with a sigh, ““ or, rather, the kings
of Kesh were also kings of Lgypt, but
their dynasty fell before my great-great-
grandfather was called to the throne, and
now but three of their blood are left,
Mermes, captain of the guard of Amen;
Asti, the seer and priestess, his wife, your
foster-mother and waiting lady, and the
young Count Rames, a soldier in our
army, who was your playmate, and, as
vou may remember, saved vou from the
sacred crocodile.” ’

“Yes, [ remember,” said Tua. ‘ But,
then, why is not Mermes king of Kesh?”

“ Because the people of the city of Na-
pata raised up another housc to rule over
them, of whom Amathel is the heir.”

“ A usurping heir, surely, my father, if
there be anything in blood.”

“Say not that. Tua,” replied Pha-
raoh sharply, “ for then Mermes should
be Pharaoh in our place also.”

T'ua made no reply, only, as they took
their seats in the golden chairs at the
head of the hall, she asked carelessly:
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“Is this Prince of Kesh also a suitor
for my hand, O Pharaoh?”

“What else should he be, my daugh-
ter? Did you not know it? Be gracious
to him now, since it is decreed that you
shall take him as a husband. Hush! an-
swer not. He comes.”

As he spoke a sound of wild music
aros¢, and at the far end of the great
hall appeared a Dband of players gor-
geously attired, who Dblew horns made
from small tusks of the elephant, clashed
brazen cymbals, and beat gilded drums.
These advanced a little way up the hall
and stood there playing, while after them
marched a body-guard of twenty gigantic
Nubian soldiers, who carried Dbroad-
bladed spears with shields of hippopot-
amus hide curiously worked, and were
clothed in tunics and caps of leopard-
skin.

Next appeared the Prince @f Kesh
himself, a short, stout, broad-shouldered
young man, thick-featured, heavy-faced,
and having large, rolling eyes. He was
clad in festal garments, and hung about
with heavy chains of gold, fastened with
clasps of glittering stones, while from
his crisp, black hair rose a tall plume of
nodding ostrich feathers.  Fan-bearers
walked Dbeside him, and the train of his
long cloak was borne by two Dblack and
hidcous dwarfs, full-grown men, but no
taller than a child of eight.

With one swift glance, while he was
yet far away, Tua studied the man from
head to foot, and hated him as she had
never hated any one before. Then she
looked over his head, as from her raised
seat upon the dais she was able to do,
and saw that behind him came a second
guard of picked Egyptian soldiers, and
that in command of them, simply clad
in his scaled armor of bronze, and wear-
ing upon his thigh the golden-handled
sword that Pharaoh had given him, was
none other than the voung Count Rames,
her playmate and foster-brother, the man
whom her heart loved. .

At the sight of his tall and noble form
and fine-cut face rising above the coarse,
squat figure of the Ethiopian prince, Tua
blushed rosy red ; but Pharaoh, noting it,
only thought, as others did, that it was
‘because now for the first time her eyes
fell upon him who would be her husband.

Why, Tua wondered, was Rames
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chosen to attend upon the Prince Ama-
thel? At once the answer rose in her
mind. Doubtless, it had been done to =
gratify the pride of Amathel, not by Pha-
raoh, who would know nothing of such
matters, but by some Dbribed councilor,
or steward of the household. Rames
was of more ancient blood than Amathel,
and by right should be the King of Kesh,
as he should also be Pharaoh of Egypt;
therefore, to humble him, he was set to
wait upon Amathel.

Morcover, it was guessed that the
young queen looked kindly upon this
Count Rames, with whom she had been
nursed ; and who, like herself, was heau-
tiful to behold. Therefore, to abuse him
in her eyes he had been commanded to
appear walking in the train of Amathel
and given charge over his sacred person
at the feast.

In a moment Tua understood it all;
and made a vow before her father Amen
that, soon qr late, those who had planned
this outrage should pay its price; nor did
she forget that promise in the after days.

Now, the prince had mounted the dais;
and was bowing low to Pharaoh and to
her, and they must rise and how in an-
swer. Then Pharaoh welcomed him to
Egypt in few, well-chosen words, giving
him all his titles and speaking meaningly
of the ancient ties which had linked their
kingdoms—ties which, he prayed, might
yet draw them close again.

He ceased and looked at Tua, who as
queen had also a speech to deliver that
had Dbeen given to her in writing. Al-
though she remembered this well enough,
for the roll lay beside her, never a word
would she read ; but turned round and
bade one of her waiting ladies bring her
a fan. _

So, after a pause that seemed somec-
what long, Amathel delivered his answer
that was learned by rote, for it replied
to “ gentle words from the lips of the
divine queen that made his heart to flower
like the desert after rain,”’ not one of
which had she spoken. Thereon I'uu,
looking over the top of her fan, saw
Rames smile grimly; while unable to re-
strain themselves, some of the great per-
sonages at the feast broke out laughing.
and bowed down their heads to hide their
merriment.

With an angry scowl, the prince turned
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and commanded that the gifts should be
brought. Now slaves advanced, bearing
cups of worked gold, elephants, and other
beasts fashioned in gold, and golden
vases full of incense, which he presented
to Pharaoh on behalf of his father, the
King of Kesh, and himself, saying boast-
fully that in his country such things
were common, and that he would have
brought more of them had it not been for
their weight.

When Pharaoh had thanked - him, an-
swering gently that Egpyt, too, was not
poor, as he hoped that he would find
upon the morrow, the prince, on his own
behalf alone, offered to the quecen other
presents, among them pectorals and neck-
laces without price, fashioned of ame-
thysts and sapphires. Also, because she
was known to be the first of musicians
and the sweetest-voiced lady in the land
—for these were the greatest of the gifts
that Tua had from Amen—he gave to
her a wonderfully worked harp of ivory
with golden strings, the frame of the
harp Dbeing fashioned to the shape of a
woman, and two black female Slaves,
laden _w1th ornaments, who were said to
be the best singers in the southern land.

Now, Pharaoh whispered to Tua to
put on one of the necklaces; but she
would not, saying that the color of the
stones did not match her white robe and
the blue lotus - flowers which she wore.
Instead, she thanked Amathel coldly but
courteously; and, without looking at his
gifts, told the royal nurse, Asti, who
stood behind her, to bear them away and
to place them at a distance, as the per-
fumes that had been poured over them
oppressed her. Only, as though by an
afterthought, she bade them lcave the
ivory harp.

Thus inauspiciously enough the feast
began. At it Amathel drank much of
the sweet wine of Asi or Cyprus, com-
manding Rames, who stood behind him,
to fill his cup again and again, though
“whether he did this because he was near-
est to him, or to lower him to the rank
of a butler, Tua did not know.

At least, having no choice, Rames
obeyed, though cup-filling was no fitting
task for a count of Egypt and an officer
of Pharaoh’s guard.

When the waiting women, clad in net,
worked with spangles of gold,, had borne
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away the meats, conjurers appeared, who
did wonderful feats, among other things
causing a likeness of Queen Neter-Tua—
wearing her royal robes and having a
star upon her brow—to arise out of a
vase.

Then, as they had arranged, they
strove to.do the same for the Prince Ama-
thel; but Asti, who had more magic than
all of them — watching behind Tua’s
chair—put out her strength and threw
a spell upon them.

Behold! Instead of the form of the
prince, which these conjurers summoned
loudly and by name, there appeared out
of the vase a monkey, wearing a crown
and feathers that yet reseinbled him
somewhat, which black and hideous ape
stood there for a while, seeming to gibber
at them, then fell down and vanished
away. )

Now, some of the audience laughed
and some were silent; but Pharaoh, not
knowing whether this were a plot or an
evil omen from the gods, frowned and
looked anxiously at -his guest. As it
chanced, however, the prince, fired with
wine, was so engaged in staring at the
loveliness of Tua that he took no hote
of the thing, while the queen looked up-
ward and seemed to see nothing. As for
the conjurers, they fled from ¢he hall,
fearing for their lives, and wondering -
what strong spirit had entered into the
vase and spoiled the trick which they had
prepared. .

As they went, singers and dancing-
women hurriedly took their place; till-
Tua, wearying of the stare of Amathel,
waved her hand and said that she wished
to hear those two Nubian slaves, whose
voices were said to be so wonderful. So
they were brought forward with their
harps; and, having prostrated themselves,
began to play and sing very sweetly Nu-
bian songs — melancholy and wild —
whereof few could understand the mean-
ing. So well did they sing, indeed, that
when they had done, Neter-Tua said:

“ You have pleased me much, and, in
payment, I give you a royal gift. I
give you your freedom, and appoint that
henceforth you shall sing before the
court, if you think fit to stay here—not
as slaves, but for hire.”

Then the two women prostrated them-
selves again before her majesty and
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blessed her, for they knew that they eould
earn wealth Dy their gift; and the rich
courtiers, taking the queen’s cue, flung
rings and ornaments to them, so that in
a minute they got more gold than ever
they had dreamed of, who were but kid-
naped slaves. But Prince Amathel grew
angry and said:

“Some might have Dbeen pleased to
keep the priceless gift of the best singers
in the world.”

“ Do you say that these sweet-voiced
women are the best singers in the world,
O prince?” asked Tua, speaking to him
for the first time. *“ Now, if you will be
pleased to listen, you provoke me to make
trial of my own small skill that I may
learn how far I fall short of ‘the Dest
singers in the world.””

Then she lifted up the ivory harp with
the strings of gold and swept her fingers
over it, trying its notes and adjusting
them with the agate screws, looking at
Amathel all the while with a challenge
in her lovely eyes.

“ Nay, nay, my daughter,” said Pha-
raoh, ‘it is scarcely fitting that a queen
of Egvpt should sing Dbefore all this
noble company.”

“Why not, my father?” she asked.
“To-night we all do honor to the heir
of his -majesty of Kesh. Pharaoh re-
ceives him, Pharaoh’s daughter accepts
his gifts, the highest in the land sur-
round him; " then she paused, and added
slowly, ““ one of blood more ancient than
his own waits on him as cup-bearer, one
. whose race Dbuilt up the throne his father
fills,” and she pointed to Rames, who
stood near by, holding the vase of wine.
“Why, then, should not Egypt’s queen
seek to please our royal guest as best she
may—since she has no other gift to give
him?”

Then, in the dead silence that fol-
lowed this Dbold speech, whereof nonc
could mistake the meaning, Neter-Tua,
Morning Star of Amen, rose from her
seat. Pressing the ivory harp against
her young breast, she bent over it, her
head crowned with the crown of Up-
per Egypt, whereon glistened the royal
ureus, a snake about to strike, and swept
the well-tuned strings.

Such magic was in her touch that in-
stantly all else was forgotten, even the
Pharaoh leaned back in his golden chair

)
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to listen. Softly she struck at first, then
by slow degrees ever louder, till the
music of the harp rang through the pil-
lared hall. Now, at length, she lifted
up her heavenly voice and began to sing
in a strain so wild and sweet that it
seemed to pierce to the watching stars.

It was a sad and ancient love-tale that
she sang, which told how a priestess of
Hathor of high degree loved and was be-+
loved by a simple scribe whom she might
not wed. It told how the scribe, mad-
dened by his passion, crept at night into
the very sanctuary of the temple, hoping
to find her there, and for his sacrilege
was-slain by the angry goddess. It told
how the beautiful priestess, coming alone
to make prayer in the sanctuary for
strength to resist her love, stumbled over
the lover's corpse, and, knowing it, died
of grief.

It told how Hathor, goddess of love,
melted by the piteous sight. Dbreathed
back life into their nostrils, and, since
they might not remain upon earth, waft-
¢d them to the underworld, where they
awoke and embraced and dwell on
forever and for ay, triumphant and re-
joicing.

All had heard this old, old storv; but
none had ever heard it so divinely sung.
As Tua’s pure and lovely voice floated
over them, the listeners seemed to see that
lover — daring all in his desire — creep
into the solemn sanctuary of the temple.
They saw Hathor appear in her wrath
and smite him cold in death. They saw
the Dbeauteous priestess with her lamp,
and heard her wail her life away upon
her darling’s corpse; saw, too, the dead,
borne by spirits over the borders of the
world.

Then came that last burst of music,
thrilling and divine; and its rich, pas-
sionate notes seemed to open the heaveus
to their sight. ‘There in the deep sky
they perceived the awakening of the lov-
ers and their embrace of perfect joy; and,
when a glory hid them, heard the vic-
torious chant of the priestess of love,
sighing itself away, faint and ever faint-
er, till at length its last distant echoes
died in the utter silence of the place of
souls.

Tua ceased her music. Resting her
still quivering harp upon the board, she
sank back in her chair of state, outworn,
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trembling, while in her pale face the blue
eyes shone like stars. There was stillness
in the hall; the spell of that magical
voice lay on the listeners; none applaud-
ed; it seemed, even, that none dared to
move, for men remembered that this won-
derful young queen was said to be daugh-
ter of Amen, master of the world, and
though that it had been given to them
to harken, not a royal maiden, but to
a goddess of the skies.

-Quiet they sat, as though slecp had

smitten them; only every man of their
number stared at the sweet, pale face
and at those radiant cyes. Drunk with
passion and with wine, Amathel, Prince
of Kesh, leaned his heavy head upon his
hand and stared like the rest. But those
eyes did not stay on him. Had he been
a stone, they could not have noted him
less; they passed over him, seeking some-
thmg beyond.
, Slowly he turned to see what it might
be at which the Morning Star of Amen
gazed. and perceived that the young cap-
tain who waited on him, he who was said
to be of a race more ancient and purer
than his own — he whose house had
reigned in the southern land when his
ancestors were but trafhckers in gold—
was also gazing at this royal singer.

Yes, he bent forward to gaze as though
a spell drew him—a spell, or the eyes of
the queen—and there was that upon his
face which even a-drunken Nubian could
not fail to understand.

In the hands of Rames was the tall,
golden vase of wine; and, as Amathel
thrust back his chair, its topmost ivory
bar struck the foot of the vase and tilted
.it, so that the red wine poured in a tor-
rent over the prince’s head and gorgeous
robes, staining him from his crest of
plumes to his feet as though with blood.
Up sprang the Prince of Kesh, roaring
with fury.

“ Dog-descended sla\e' " he shouted.
* Hog-hcaded brother of swine, is it thus
that you wait upon my royalty?” And,
with the cup in his hand, he smote Rames
on the face; then drew the sword at his
side to kill him.

But Rames also wore a sword—that
sword hafted with the golden crocodile
which Pharaoh had given him long ago
—that sword which Asti, the foresighted,
had seen red with royal blood. With a

.
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wild, low cry, he snatched it from its
sheath ; and, to avoid the blow that Ama-
thel struck at him before he could guard
himself, sprang backward from the dais
to the open space in the hall that had
been left clear for the dancers.

After him leaped Amathel, calling
him ““ Coward!” And next instant the
pillars echoed, not with Tua’s music, but
with the stern rmffmw of bronze upon
bronze.

Now, in their fear and amaze men
looked up to Pharaoh, waiting his word ;
but Pharaoh, overcome DLy the horror of
the scene, appeared to have swoonced—
at least, he lay back in his chair with his
eyes shut like one asleep. Then they
looked to the queen; but Tua made no
sign, only, with parted lips and heaving
breast, watched—watched and waited for
the end.

As for Rames, he forgot everything
save that he—a soldier and a noble of
royal race—had been struck across the
mouth by a black Nubian, who called
himself a prince. His blood Dboiled up in
him, and through a red haze, as it were,
he saw Tua’s glorious eyes beckoning
him on to victory. He saw and sprang
as springs the lion of the desert—sprang
straight at the throat of Amathel. The
blow went high, an ostrich-plume floated
to the ground—no more—and Amathel
was a sturdy fighter and had the strength
of madness. Moreover, his was the longer
weapon ; it fell upon the scales of the
armor of Rames and beat him back, it
fell again on his shoulder and struck him
to his knee. It fell a third time, and,
glancing from the mail, wounded him in
the thigh so that the blood tlowed. Now,
a soldier of Pharaoh’s guard shouted to
encourage his captain, and the Nubians
shouted Dback, crying to their prince to
slit the hog's throat

Then Rames seemed to awake. He
leaped from his knees, he smote, and the
blow went home, though the iron which
the Nubian wore beneath his robe stayed
it. He smote again more fiercely, and
now it was the Dblood of Amathel that
flowed. Then, Dbending almost to the
ground Delow the answering stroke, he
leaped and thrust with all .the strength
of young limbDs trained to war. He thrust,
and behold! between the broad shoulders
of Amathel, pierced from breast to back,
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appeared the point of the Egyptian's
sword. For a moment the prince stood
still, then he fell backward heavily and
lay dead. ;

Now, with a shout of rage, the giants
of the Nubian guard rushed at Ramcs
to avenge their master’s death, so that
he must fly backward before their spears
—Dackward into the ranks of Pharaol’s
guard. In a flash the Nubians were on
them also; and how, none could tell, a
fearful fray Dbegan, for these soldiers
hated each other, as their fathers had
done before them; and there were none
who could come Dbetween them, since at
this feast no man bore weapons save the
guards. Fierce was the battle; but the
Nubians lacked a captain, while Rames
led veterans of Thebes picked for their
valor.

The giants began to give. Here and
there they fell, till at length Dbut_three
of them were left upon their feet, who

threw down their arms and cried for
mercy. ‘T'hen it was for the first time
that Rames understood what he had

done. With Dbent head, his red sword
in his hand, he climbed the dais and
knelt Defore the throne of Pharaoh, say-
ing:

“T have avenged my honor and the
honor of Egypt. Slay me, O Pharaoh!”

But Pharaoh made no answer, for his
swoon still held him.

Then Rames turned to Tua and said:

‘ Pharaoh sleeps, but in your hand is
the scepter. Slay me, O queen!”

Now, Tua, who all this while had
watched like onc frozen into stone,
seemed to thaw to life again. Her dan-
_ger was past. She could never be forced
to wed that coarse, black-souled Nubian,
for Rames had killed him. Yonder he
lay dead in all his finery, with his hide-
ous giants about him, like fallen trees;
and, oh! in her rebellious human heart
she blessed Rames for the deed.

But as she, who was trained in state-
craft, knew well enough, if he had es-
caped the sword of Prince Amathel, it
was but to fall into a peril from which
there seemed to be no escape.

This dead prince was the heir of a
great king—of a king so great that for
a century Egypt had dared to make no
war upon his country — for it was far
away, well fertified, and hard to come at
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across deserts and through savage tribes.
Moreover, the man had been slain at a
feast in Pharaolh’s court, and by an offi-
cer of Pharaolh’s guard, which alterward
had killed his escort under the eves of
Egypt’s monarchs, the hand of one of
whom he sought in marriage.

Such a deed must mean a Dbitter war
for Egypt, and to those who struck the
blow — death — as Rames himself knew
well.

Tua looked at him kneeling belore her,
and her heart ached. Fiercely, despair-
ingly she thought, throwing her soul afar
to seck out wisdom and a way of escape
for Rames. Presently in the blackness of
her mind there arose a plan, and, as ever
was her fashion, she acted swiftly.

Lifting her head, she commanded that
the doors should be locked and guarded,
so that none might go in or out, and that
those physicians who were among the
company should attend to the wounded
and to Pharaoh, who was ill. Then she
called the high council of the kingdom,
all of whom were gathered there about
her, and spoke in a cold, calm voice,
while the company flecked round te
listen.

“Lords and people.” she said. ‘“the
gods for their owir purposes have suffered
a.fearful thing to come to pass. Egypt’s
guest and his guard have been slain be-
fore Egypt's kings—yes, at their feast
and in their very presence—and it will
be said far and wide that this has been
done by treachery. Yet you know well,
as I do, that it was no treachery, but a
mischance.  The divine prince who is
dead, as all of you saw, grew drunken
after the fashion of his people. and in
his drunkenness he struck a high-born
man—a count of Egypt and an officer
of Pharaoh — who, to do him greater
honor, was set to wait upon him,- calling
him by vile names, and drew his sword
upon him to kill him. Am I right? Did
you sec and hear these things?”

“ Aye!” answered the council and the
audience.

“I'hen,” went on Tua, “this officer,
forgetting all save his outraged honor,
dared to fight for his life, even against
the Prince of Kesh, and, being the better
man, slew him. Afterward the servants
of the Prince of Kesh attacked him and
Pharaol’s guard, and were conquered
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and most of them killed, since none here
had arms wherewith to part them. Have
I spoken truth?”

“Yes, O queen,” they answered again
"y their spokesman. *“ Rames and the
royal guard have little blame in the mat-
ter,” and {rom the rest of them rose a
murmur ol assent.

“ Now,” went on Tua with gathering
confidence, for she felt that all saw with

her eyes, “to add to our woes, Pharaoh, )

my father, has been smitten by the gods.
Heesleeps ; he cannot speak ; 1 know not
whether he will live or die; and, there-
fore, it would seem that I, the duly-
crowned Queen of Egypt, must act for
him as was provided in such a case, since
the matter is very urgent and may not be
delayed. Is it your will,” she added, ad-
dressing the council, ““ that I should so
act as the gods may show me how to
do?”

“ It is right and fitting” answered the
vizier, the king’s compauion, on behalf
of all of them.

“’I'hen, priests, lords, and people,”
cor&nued the queen, ‘ what course shall
we take in this sore strait? Speaking
with the voice of all of you and on your
behalf, I can command that the Count
Rames and all those other chosen men
whom Pharaoh loves, who fought with
him, shall be slain forthwith. This, in-
deed,” she added slowly, “ I should wish
to do, since although Rames had suffered
intolerable insult such as no high-born
man can be asked to Dbear, even from
a prince, and he and all of them were
but fighting to save their lives and to
show the Nubians that we are not cow-
ards here in Egypt, without doubt they
have conquered and slain the heir ol Kesh

and his Dblack giants, who were our
guests, and for this deed their lives are
forfeit.” P

She paused, watching, wHfile although
here and there a voice answered “ Yes”
or “ They must die.” from the rest arose
a murmur of dissent. [or in their hearts
‘the company were on the side of Rames
and Pharaol’s guards. Moreover, they
were proud of the young captain’s skill
and courage ; and glad that the Nubians,
whom they hated with an ancient hate,
had been defeated by the lesser men of
Egypt, some of whom were their friends
or relatives,
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Now, while they argued among them-
selves, ‘Tua rese from her chair and went
to look at Pharaoh, whom the physicians
were attending, chafing his hands and
pouring water on his brow. Presently
she returned with tears standing in her
beautiful eyes, for she loved her father,
and said in a heavy voice:

“Alas! Pharaoh is very ill.  Set the
LSvil has smitten him; and it is hard, my
people, that he, perchance, may be taken
from us, and we must bear such wo, be-
cause of the ill behavior of a royal for-
cigner, for I cannot forget that it was
he who caused this tumult.”

The audience agreed that it was very
hard, and looked angrily at the surviving
Nubians; but Tua, conquering herself,
continued :

“ We must bear the blows that the fates
rain on us, nor suffer our private grief
to, dull the sword ol justice. Now, as
1 have said, even though we love them as
our Dbrothers or our husbands, yet the
Count Rames and his brave comrades
should perish by a death of shamg, such a
death as little befits the flower of Pha-
raol’s -guard.”

Again she paused, then went on in the
midst of an intense silence; for even the
physicians ceased from their work to
harken to her decree as supreme judge
of Egypt.

“ And yet, and yet, my people, even as
I was about to pass sentence upon them,
uttering the doom that may not be re-
called, some guardian spirit of our land
sent a thought into my heart, on which
1 think it right to take your judgment.
If we destroy these men, as I desire to
destroy them, will they not say in the
southern country and in all the nations
around that first they had heen told to
murder the Prince of Kesh and his escort,
and then were themselves executed to
cover up our crime? Will it not be be-
lieved that there is blood upon the hands
of Pharaoh and of Egypt—the blood of
a royal guest—who, it is well known,
was welcomed here with love and joy,
that he might—oh ! forgive me, I am.but
a maiden, I cannot say it. Nay, pity me
not and answer not till I have set out all
the case as best 1 may, which, I fear me,
is but ill.

“TIt is certain that this will be said—
aye, and believed, and we of Egypt all
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be called traitors; and that these men,
who, after all, however evil has been
their deed, are brave and upright, will be
written in all the books of all the lands
as common murderers, and go down to
Osiris with that ill name branded on
their brows. Yes, and their shame will
cling to the pure hands of Pharaoh and
his councilors.”

Now, at this picture the people mur-
mured, and some of the noble women
there began to weep outright.

“ But,” proceeded "T'ua with her plead-
ing voice, “ how if we were to take an-
other course? How if we commanded
this Count Rames and his companions to
journey, with an escort such as befits the
majesty of Pharaoh, to the far city of
Napata, and there to lay before the great
king of that land, by writings and the
mouths of witnesses, all the sad story of
the death of his only son? How if we
sent letters to His Majesty of Kesh, say-
ing: ‘Thou hast heard our tale, thou
knowest all our wo. Now, judge. If
thou art noble-hecarted and it pleases thee
to acquit these men, acquit them, and we
will praise thee. But if thou art wroth
and stern and it pleases thee to condemn
these men, condemn them, and send them
back to us for punishment, that punish-
ment which thou dost decree.’ Is that
plan good, my people? Can His Majesty
of Kesh complain if he is made judge in
his own cause? Can the kings and cap-
tains of other lands then declare that in
Egypt we work murder on our guests?
Tell me, who have so little wisdom, if
this plan is good, as I clare to say to vou,
it seems to me.”

Now with one voice the council and
all the guests, and especially the guards
themselves, who were on tlicir trial. save
Rames, who still knelt in silence before
the queen, cried out that it was very good.
Yes; they clapped their hands and shout-
ed, vowing to cach other that this young
queen of theirs was the Spirit of Wisdom
come to earth, and that her excellent per-
son was heroically filled with the soul of
a god.

But she frowned at their praises, and,
holding up her scepter, sternly command-
ed silence.

“ Such is your decree, O my council,”
she cried, ‘“and the decree of all you
here present, who are the noblest of my

THE CAVALIER.

people, and I, as T am bound by my oath
of crowning, proclaim and ratify it; I,
Neter-Tua, who am named Star and
Daughter of Amen, who am named Glori-
ous in Ra, who am named Hathor, Strong
in Beauty, who am crowned Queen of the
Upper and the Lower Laud. I proclaim
—write it down, O scribes, and let it be
registered this night that the decree may
stand -while the world endures—that two
thousand of the choicest troops of FEgypt
shall sail up the Nile forthwith, for Kesh,
and that in command of them, so that all
may know his crime, shall go the young
Count Rames, and with him those others
who also did the deed of blood.”

Now, at this announcement, which
sounded more like promotion than dis-
grace, some started, and Rames' looked
up, quivering in all his limbs.

“I proclaim,” went on Tua quickly,
“that when they are come to Napata, they
shall knecl before its king and submit
themselves to the judgment of his maj-
esty, and, having been judged, shall re-
turn and report to us the judgment of
his majesty, that it may be carried,out
as His Majesty of Kesh shall app#int.
Let the troops and the ships be made
ready this very unight, and meanwhile,
save when he appears before us to take
his orders as general, in token of our
wrath, we banish the Count Rames from
our court and presence, and place his
companions under guard.”

5o spoke Tua, and, the royal decree
having been written down swiftly and
read aloud, she sealed and signed with
her sign-manual as queen, that it might
not be changed or altered, and command-
ed that copies of it should be sent to all
the governors of the Nomes in Igypt,
and a duplicate prepared and despatched
with this royal embassy, for so she named
it, to be delivered to the King of Kesh,
with the leétters of condolence, and the
presents of ceremony, and the body of
Amathel, the Prince of Kesh, now divine
in Osiris.

Then, at length, the doors were thrown
open, and the company dispersed, Rames
and the guard being led away by the
council and placed in safe keeping. Also
Pharaoh, still senseless, but breathing
quictly, was carried to his bed, and the
dead were taken to the embalmers, while
Tua, so weary that she could scarcely
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walk, departed to her chambers, leaning
on the shoulder of the royal nurse, Asti,
the mother of Rames.

-

CHAPTER VI
THE OATH OF RAMES AND OF TUA.

TILL robed, Tua lay upon a couch,
for- she would not seek her Dbed,
while Asti stood near to her, a dark

commanding figure.

“ Your majesty has done strange things
to-night,” said Asti in her quiet voice.

T'ua turned her head and looked at her,
then answered:

“Very strange, nurse. You sec, the
gods, and that troublesome son of yours,
and Pharaoh’s sudden sickness threw the
strings of Fate into my hand, and—I
pulled them. I always had a fancy for
the pulling of strings, but the chance
never came my way before.”

“ It seems to me that for a heginner
your majesty pulled somewhat hard,” said
Asti dryly.

“Yes, nurse, so hard that I think I
have pulled your son off the scaffold into
a place of some honor, if he knows how
to stay there, though it was the council
and the priests and the lords and the
ladies who thought that they pulled. You
see, one must commence as one means to
go on.”

“ Your majesty is very clever; you will
make a great queen—if you do not over-
pull yourself.”

“ Not half so clever as you were, Asti,
when you made that monkey come out of
the vase,” answered Tua, laughing some-
what hysterically: ““ Oh! do not look in-
nocent; I know it was your magic, for I

- could feel it passing over my head. How
did you do it, Asti?”

“If your majesty will tell me how you
made the lords of Egypt consent to the
sending of an armed expeditioif to Napata
under the command of a lad, a mere cap-
tain, who had just killed its heir apparent
before their eyes,” which decree, if I know
anything of Rames, will mean a war Dbe-
twween Kesh and Egypt, T will tell you
how I made the monkey come out of the
vase.”

“Then I shall never learn, nurse; for
I can’t, because I don’t know. It came
.into my mind, as music comes into my
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throat, that is all. Rames should have
been beheaded at once, shouldn’t he, for
not letting that black boar tusk him? Do
you think he poured the wine over Ama-
thel’s head on purpose?” and again she
laughed.

“Yes, T suppose that he should have

been killed, as he would have Dbeen if
your majesty had not chanced to be so
fond—"
“Talking of wine,” Dbroke in Tua,
give me a cup of it. The divine Prince
of Kesh, who was to have been my hus-
rand—did not understand. Asti, that they
really meant to make that black barbarian
my husband?—I say that the divine
prince, who now sups with Osiris, drank
so much that I could not touch a drop,
and I am tired and thirsty, and have still
some things to do to-night.”

Asti went to a table, where stood a
flagon of wine, wreathed in vine-lecaves,
and by it cups of glass, and, filling one
of them, brought it to Tua.

“ Here’s to the memory of the divine
prince, and may he have left the table of
Osiris before I come there. And here’s
to the hand that sent him thither,” said
Tua recklessly. Then she drained the
wine, cevery drop of it, and threw the cup
to the marble floor, where it shattered
into Dits.

“What god has entered into your maj-
esty to-night? " asked Asti quietly.

“One that knows his own mind, I
think,” replied Tua. ‘“ There, I feel
strong again; I go to visit Pharaoh.
Come with me, Asti.”

When Tua arrived at the bedside of
Pharaoh, she found that the worst of the
danger was over. Fearing for his life,
the physicians had bled him, and now the
fit had passed away, and his eyves were
open, although he was unable to speak,
and did not know her or any one.

She asked whether he would live or
die, and was told that he would live, or
so his doctors believed, bhut that for a
long while he must lie quite quict, sceing
as few people as possible, and, above all,
being troubled with no business, since, if
he were wearied or excited, the fit would
certainly return and kill him. So, re-
joicing at this news, which was Dbetter
than she had expected, Tua kissed her
father and left him. L

“ Now will your majesty go to hed?”

113
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asked Asti when she had returned to her
0wWn apartments.

“ By no means,” answered Tua; “I
wear Pharaoh’s shoes, and have mual
business left to -do to-night. Summon

Mermes, your husband.”

So Mermes came and stood before her.
He was still what he had been in the old
days, when ‘Tua played as an infant i
his house: stern, noble-looking, and of
few words; but néw his hair had grown
white and his face was drawn with grief,

both for the sake of Raimes, whose hot
blood had brought him into so much
danger, and Dbecause Pharaoh, who was

his friend, lay between life and death

Tua looked at him. and loved him
more than ever, for, now that he was
troubled, some new likeness to Rames
appeared upon his face which she had
never scen before.

“Take heart, noble Mermes,” she said
gently; “ they say that Pharaoh stays
with us yet a while.”

“T thank Amen,” he answered, * for
had he died, his blood would have been
upon the hands of my house.”

“Not so, Mermes; it would have been
upon the hands of the gods. You spring
from a royal line; say, what would you
have thought of your son if, after being
struck by that fat Nubian, he had cow-

cered at his feet and prayed for his life
like any slave?”

Mermes fushed
then said:

“The question is rather, What would
you have thought, O queen?” )
I ?2” answered Tua.,  “Well, as a
queen I should have praised him much,
since then Egypt would have been spared
great trouble, but as a woman and a
{friend 1 should never have spoken to
him again.  Ilonor more than life,
Mermes.”

“ Certainly honor is more than life,”
replied Mermes, staring at the ceiling,
perhaps to hide the look upon his face,
“and for a little whilé Rames seems to
be in .the way of it. But those who are
set high have far to fall, O queen, and—

and smiled a little,

is

-forgive me—he is my only child. Now,
when Pharaoh recovers—"
“ Rames will be far away,” broke in

3

Tua. “Go, bring him here at once, and
with him the vizier and the chief scribe
of the council.  Take this ring; it will

.~

‘of them trying to hide
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open all doors,” and she drew the signet
from her finger and handed it to him.

“ At this hour, your majesty?” said
Mermes in a doubtful voice.

“Have I not spoken,” she answered
impatiently.  “ When the welfare of
Fgypt is at stake 1 do not sleep.”

So Mermes bowed and went, and while
he was gone Tua caused Asti to smooth
her hair and change her robe and orna-
ments for-others, which, although she did
not say so, she thought became her bet-
ter. Then she sat her down in a chair
of state in her chamber of audience, and
waitecd, while Asti stood beside her, ask-
ing no questions, but wondering.

'\t length the doors were opened, and
through them appeared Mermes and the
vizier and the chief of the scribes, both
their yawns, for
they had been summoned from their beds
who were not wont to do state business
at such hours.  After them limped Rames,
for his wound had grown stiff, who
looked bewildered, but' otherwise just as
he had left the [east.

Now, without waiting for the greet-
ings of ceremony, Tua began to question
the vizier as to what steps had been taken
in furtherance of her decreces, and when
he assured her that the business was on
foot, went into its every detail with him,
as to the ships and the officers and the
provisioning of the men, aud so forth.
Next she set hersell to dictate despatches
to the captains and barons who held the
fortresses on™ the Upper Nile, communi-
cating to them Pharaol’s orders on this
matter, and the commission of Rames,
whereby he, whose hands had done the
ill, svas put in command of the great em-
bassy that went to make amends.

These being finished, she sent away the
scribe to spend the rest of the night in
writing them in duplicatc bidding him
bring them to her in the carly morning
to be seafed. Next addressing Rames,
she commanded him to start on the mor-
row with those troops which were ready
to Takensit, above the first cataract of
the Nile, which was the frontier fortress
of Egypt, and there wait until the re-
mainder of the soldiers joined him, bear-
ing with them her presents to the King
of Kesh, and the embalmed body of the
Prince Amathel.

Rames howed, and said tlat her orders
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should be obeyed; and, the audience be-
ing finished, still bowing and supported
by Mermes, began to walk backward
toward the door, his eyes fixed upon the
face of Tua, who sat with bent head,
clasping the arms of her chair like one
in difficulty and doubt. When he had
gone a few steps she seemed to come to
some dctermination, for, with an effort,
she raised herself and said:

“ Return, Count Rames; I have a mes-
sage to give you for the King of Kesh,
who, unhappy man, has lost his son and
heir, and it is one that no other ears must
hear. Leave me a while with this captain,
O Mermes and Asti, and see that none
listen to our talk. Presently I will sum-
mon you to conduct him away.”

They hesitated, for this thing seemed
strange ; then, noting the look she gave
them, departed through the doors behind
the royal seat.

Now Rames and the queen were left
alone in that great. lighted chamber.
With bent head and folded arms he stood
beforc her, while she looked at him in-
tently, yet seemed to find no words: to
say. At length she spoke in a sweet. low
voice.

“ It is many years since we were play-
mates in the courts of the temple yonder,
and since then we have never been alone
together, have we, Rames? "

“No, great lady,” answered Rames,
“for you were born to be a queen, and
I am but a humble soldier, who cannot
hope to consort with queens.”

“ Who cannot hope! Would you wish
to, then, if you could?”

“ O queen,” answered Rames, biting
his lips, “ why does it please you to make
a mock of me?”

“ It does not please me to do any such
thing, for, by my father Amen, Rames,
I wish that we were children once more,
for those were happy days, before they
separated us and set you to soldiering
and me to statecraft.”

“You have learned your part well, Star
of the Morning,” said Rames, glancing
at her quickly.

“ Not better than you, playmate Rames,
if T may judge from your sword-play
this night. So it seems that we both of
us are in the way of becoming masters of
our trades.”

“What am I to say to your majesty?
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You have saved my life when it was for-
feit—"

“ As once you saved mine when it was
[orfeit, and at greater risk. Look at your
hand; it will remind you. It was but tit
for tat. And, friend Rames, this day I
came near to Dbeing eaten by a worse
crocodile than that which dwells in the
pool yonder.”

“1 guessed as much, queen, and the
thought made me mad. Had it not been
for that I should only have thrown him
down. Now that crocodile will eat no
more maidens.”

“No,” answered Tua, rubbing her
chin; ‘““he has gone to be eaten by Set,
devourer of souls, has he not? But I
think there may be trouble between Egypt
and Kesh, and what Pharaoh will say
when he recovers I am sure I do not
know. May the gods protect me from his
wrath.” ]

“Tell me, if it pleases your majesty,
what is my fate? I have Dfen named
general of this expedition, over the heads
of many, I who am but a captain and a
young man and an evil-doer. Am I to
be killed on the journey, or am I to be
executed by the King of Kesh?”

“If any kill you on the journey,
Rames, they shall render me an account,
be it the gods themselves; and as for
the vengeance of the King of Kesh—uvell,
you will have two thousand- picked men
with you, and the means to gather more
as you go. Listen, now, for this is not
in the decree or in the letters,” she added,
bending toward him and whispering.
“ Egypt has spies in Kesh, and, being in-
dustrious, I have read their reports. The
people there hate the upstart race that
rules them, and the king, who alone is
left, now that Amathel is dead, is old
and half-witted, for all that family drink
too much. So, if the worst comes to the
worst, do you think that you need Dbe
killed ; you,” she added meaningly, ““ who,
if the house of Amathel were not. would,
by descent. he King of Kesh, as, if I and
my house were not, you might be Pharaoh
of Egypt?”’

Rames studied the floor for a little,
then looked up and asked:

“ What shall I do?”

“It seems that is for you to find out,”
replied Tua, in her turn studying the ceil-
ing. “Were I in your place, I think
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that, if driven to it: 7 should know what
to do. One thing, however, I should not
do. Whatever may be the judgment of
the divine King of Kesh upon you, and
that can easily be guessed, I should not
return to Egypt with my escort until I
was quite sure of my welcome. No, I
think that I should stop in Napata,
which, 1 am told, is a rich and pleasant
city, and try to put its affairs in order,
trusting that Egypt, to which it once be-
longed, would in the end forgive me for
so doing.”

“I understand,” said Rames, * that,
whatever happens, I alone am to blame.”

“(;ood; and, of course, therc are no
witnesses to this talk of ours. Have you
also been taking lessons in statecraft in
your spare hours, Rames, much as 1 have
tried to learn somecthing of the art of
war?”

Rames made no answer ; only these two
strange conspirators lodked at cach other
and smiled.

“Your majesty is weary.
your majesty,” he said presently.

“You must be wearier than I am,
Rames. with that wound, which I think
has not been dressed, although it is true

“that we have Doth fought to-night.
Rames, you are going on a far journey.
I wonder if we shall ever meet again.”

“I do not know,” he answered with a
groan, ‘ but, for my sake, it is better that
we should not. O Morning Star, why
did you save me this night, who would
have been glad to die? Did not that Ka
of yours tell you that I should have been
glad to die; or my mother, who is a
magician? "’

““1 have scen nothing of my Ka, Rames,
since we played together in the temple—
ah! those were happy days, were they
not? And your mother is a discreet lady,
who does not talk to me about you, except
to warn me not to show you any favor,
lest others should be jealous and murder
you. Shall you, then, be sorry if we do
not meet again? Scarcely, I suppose,
since you seem so anxious to die and be
rid of me and all things that we know.”

Now Rames pressed his haird upon his
heart, as though to still its beating, and
looked round him in despair. For, in-
deed, that heart of his felt as though it
must burst.

“Tua,” he gasped desperately, ‘‘can

I must leave:
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you for a minute forget that you are
queen of the Upper and the Lower Land,
who perhaps will soon be Pharaoh, the
mightiest monarch in the world, and re-
member only that you are a woman, and,
as a woman, hear a secret and keep it
close? ”

“ We have Dbeen talking secrets, Rames,
as we used to do, you remember, long
ago, and you will not tell mine, which
deal with the statc. Why, then, should
I tell yours? But be short; it grows late,
or rather early, and, as you know, we
shall not mcet again.”

“ Good,” he answered. ‘ Queen Neter-
Tua, I, your subject, dare to love you.”

“What of that, Rames? I have mill-
ions of subjects, who all profess to love
me.”

He waved his hand,angrily, and went
on:

“1 dare to love you as a man loves a
woman, not as a subject loves a queen.”

““Ah!” she answered in a new and
broken voice, “ that is different, is it not?
\Well, all women love to be loved, though
some are queens and some are peasants,
so why should I be angry? Rames, now,
as in past days, I thank you for your
love.” -

“TIt is not enough,” he said. ‘“ What
is the use of giving love? Love should
be lent. Love is an usurer that asks high
interest. Nay, not the interest only, but
the capital and the interest to boot. Oh,
Star! what happens to the man who is so
mad as to love the Queen of Egypt?”

Tua considered this problem as though
it were a riddle to which she was seeking
an answer.

“Who knows?” she replied at length
in a low voice. “ Perhaps it costs him
his life, or perhaps—perhaps he marries
her and Dbecomes Pharaoh of Egypt.
Much might depend upon whether such a
queen chanced to care about such a man.”

Now Rames shook like a reed in the
evening wind, and he looked at her with
glowing eyes.

“Tua,” he whispered, “can it be pos-
sible—do you mean that I am welcome to
you, or are you but drawing me to shame
and ruin?”

She made no answer to him in words,
only, with a certain grave deliberation,
laid down the little ivory scepter that she
held, and, suffering her troubled eyes to

.
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rest upon his eyes, bent forward and
stretched out her arms toward him.

“Yes, Rames,” she murmured into his
ear a minute later, “ I am drawing you
to whatever may Dbe found upon this
breast of mine—Ilove, or majesty, or
shame, or ruin, or the dcath of one or
both of us, or all of them together. Are
you content to take the chances of this
high game, Rames?”

“ Ask it not, Tua.
know!"”

She kissed him on the lips, and all her
heart and all her youth were in that kiss.
Then, gently enough, she pushed him
from her, saying:

* Stand there; T would speak with you,
and, as 1 hove said, the time is short.
Harken to me, Rames, you are right; I
know, as [ have always known, and as
you would have known also had vou been
less foolish than you are. You love me
and I loVe you, for so it was decreed
where souls are made, and so it has been
from the beginning, and so it shall be to
the cnd.  You, a gentleman of Egypt,
love the Queen of Egypt, and she is
vours and no other man's.  Such is the
decree of him who caused us to be born
upon the same day, and to be nursed upon
the same kind breast.  Well, after all,
why not? I love brings death upon us,
as well may chance, at least th€ love will
remain which is worth it all, and beyond
death there is something.”

“Only this, Tua: | seck the woman,
not a throne, and, alas! through me you
may be torn from your high place.”

“‘The throne goes with the woman,
Rames; they cannot be separated. But
say, something comes over me; if that
happened, if T were an outcast, a wan-
derer, with nothing save this shape and
soul of mine, and it were you that sat
upon a throne, would you still love me,
Rames?”

“Why ask such questions? " he replied

You know, you

indignantly.  “ Moreover, your talk is
childish. Vhat throne can [ ever sit
on?”

A change fell upon her at his words.
She ceased to be the melting, passionate
woman, and became once more the strong,
far-sceing queen.

“ Rames,” she said, “ you understand
why, although it tears my heart, I am
sending you so far away and into so many

‘
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dangers, do you not? It is to save your .
life; for, after what has chanced to-night -
in this fashion or in that, here you would
certainly die, as, had it not been for
that plan of mine, you must have died
two hours ago. There are many who
hate you, Rames, and Pharaoh may re-
cover, as I pray the gods he will, and
override my will, for you have slain his

" guest, who was Dbrought here to marry

me.”

“ I understand all these things, queen.”

“Then awake, Rames; look to the
future, and wnderstand that also, if, as I
think, you have the wit. [ am sending
you with a strong escort, am I not?
Well, that King of Kesh is old and feeble,
and you have a claim upon his crown.
Take it, man, and set it on your head,
and, as King of Kesh, ask th¢ hand of
Lgypt’s queen in marriage. Then who
would say you nay—not Egypt’s queen,
I think, or the people of Egypt, who
hunger for the rich southern land which
they have lost.”

So she spoke, and as these high words
passed her lips, she looked so splendid
and so royal that, dazzled by the great-
ness of her majesty, Rames bowed him-
self before her as before the presence of
a god. Then, aware that she was trying
him in the balance of her judgment, he
straightened himself and spoke to her as
prince speaks to prince.

‘“Star of Amen,” he said, “it is true
that, though here we are but your humble
subjects, the blood of my father and of
myself is as high as yours, and perhaps
more ancient, and it is true that, now
yonder Amathel is dead, after my father,
in virtue of those who went before us, I
have more right than any other to the
inheritance of Kesh. Queen, I hear your
words; I will take it if T can, not for its
own sake, but to win you; and if I fail
you will know that I died doing my best.
Queen, we part, and this is a far journey.
Perhaps we may never meet again; at
the best we must be separated for long.
Queen, you have honored me with your
love, and therefore I ask a promise of
you, not as woman only, but as queen. I
ask that, however strait may be the cir-
cumstances, whatever reasons of state may
push you on, while I live you will take
no other man to husband—no, not even if
he offers you half the world in dower.”
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“1 give it,” she answered. “If you
should learn that I am wed to any man
upon the earth, then spit upon my name
as woman, and as quecn cast me off and
overthrow me if you can. Decal with me,
Rames, as in such a case T will deal with
you. Only be sure of your tidings ere
you believe them. Now there is nothing
more to say. Farewell to you, Rames,
till we meet again beneath or beyond the
sun. Our royal pact is made. Come, seal
it and begone.”

She rosc and stretched out her scepter
to him, which he kissed as her faithful
subject. Next, with a swift movement,
she lifted the golden wreus circlet from
her brow ard for a moment set it on his
heacl, crowning him her king, and while
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it rested there she, the Queen of LEgypt,
bent the knee before him and did him
homage. Then she cast down crown and
scepter, and, as woman, fell upon her
lover’s Dreast, while the bright rays of
morning, tlowing suddenly through the
eastern window-place of that splendid
hall, struck upon them hoth, clothing
them in a radiant robe of glory and of
flame.

Soon, very soon, it was done, and Tua,
scated there in light, watched Rames de-
part into the outer shadow, wondering
when and how she would see him come
again. TFor her heart was heavy within
her, and, even in this heur of triumphant
love, she greatly feared the future and its
wifts. -

(To be continued.)

THE TRAVELING-RUG.

' BY JOSEPHINE A. MEYER,

A SHORT STORY.

£< UT vyou can’t possibly go to
town dressed like that,”
protested Ella helplessly.

Priscilla  jammed the
pins in her hat, and bur-
rowed in her top drawer
for gloves that mated.

“ Watch me,” she invited briefly.

“ Oh, Pussy, you look awrful, and
you've missed the train anyway.”

“ Not quite yet. Bless this rug, how
do you fold it?"”  Priscilla struggled
savagely and to no purpose with the
kaleidoscopic stecamer-shawl.

Ella crammed the yellow
into her mouth to lend a hand.

“ But,” she spoke through her teeth
out of necessity, ‘ you are not going to
carry this without wrapping it up!”

“ Wrapping it! Tf it's good enough
for Aunt Lydia to telegraph for, because
she can’t start for Europe without it, it’s
good enough for me to dangle before the
eyes of bhelated commuters. Oh, let it
go! TI'll fold it on the train; I lawven't
time now.”

telegram

She snatched it from her sister’s hands
and, bundling it awkwardly under her
arm, hurried out. Ella still followed,
pessimistically prophesying the useless-
ness of all this trouble.. Half-way to the
station, they saw the train.

“ Good-by, Ella; I've got to catch
that,” gasped Priscilla.

“You can’t! oh, Pussy, dont try!”
were the last words from IZlla.

Priscilla was a good runner, but Aunt
Lydia’s gay steamer-rug and her own ill-
pinned hat were two stout hindrances.
She made the train by jumping on as jt
started. With the aid of a Good Samar-
itan who wasted no time on foolish ques-
tions, shc torc open the first window to
wave triumphantly to Ella.

She was surprised to find her sister so
near, red, blown, and still running, as if
in pursuit of the moving train. She was
shouting and gesticulating, but the ever-
increasing spced of the train sent her
words back with the wind. All Priscilla
was able to distinguish was: ““ Get off!

. Come back!”
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“Well, I like that!” exclaimed Pris-
cilla indignantly as she drew her head in
from the window and dropped into a seat.
She was unconscious that she had spoken
aloud until she beheld an amused smile
on the face of him who had acted the
role of Good Samaritan with the rug.
Then she noticed that he was young,
with humorous cyes and a very pre-
possessing, rather hoyish, face.

Her embarrassment at this discovery
led her glance downward to where the
darling rug of Aunt Lydia’s heart lay,
with its black and white side in prom-
inence, looking like a disintegrating zc-
bra spread,over her knees. She tried to
fold it, unostentatiously, but at her first
jerk it tumbled in a sudden, brilliant
cascade to the floor at the Samaritan’s
feet.

He picked it up for her politely.

“ Perhaps,” he ventured, “I could as-
sist you in Folding it. Theyre so hard
to manage alone.  Unless——perhaps vou
wish it open.”

Priscilla’s amazed brown eyes stared
from her hot, flushed face. Did he think
she was the sort that travcled on half-
hour journeys with a rug? And in that
weather !

“Thank you,” she said loftily.
can do very well without aid.”

The car-door behind her clanged, and
her nervous jump at the sudden sound

(LI

did not conduce either to neatness or
despatch.

“ All tickets, please,” said a cheerful
voice.

She handed out hers. ‘The conductor
looked at it and handed it back.

“ This,” he remarked, “is a New
York ticket.”

“Of  course.”
“svhat of it?”

*“This, madam,” replied the conduc-
tor, with the severe look of one indicting
a suspected thief, “is a Philadelphia
train.”

answered  Priscilla;

“Heavens and earth!”  Priscilla
sprang to her feet. “Iet me off!”
“ Impossible. miss. It's an express.

No more stops till we reach Philadel-
phta.,” }

“ But—but—" Priscilla glanced wild-
ly at her rug. “ What shall T do?”

‘“ Pay your fare to Philadelphia, miss,”

advised the conductor dispassionately.
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“But I don’t want to go to Philadel-
phia,” almost wept Priscilla.

“We can’t change our schedule for
one passenger, miss,” was the crushing
reply, delivered with irritating ultra-
courtesy.

The Good Samaritan in the seat beside
her could stand no more. He spoke
timidly.

“Can I help vou, madam?”

“No, I thank you. I got on at this
station. What is the fare?” Priscilla
opened her purse haughtily. Her pride
froze, panic-stricken, when he told her.
Her purse seemed to gape back at her
inanely; shc was exactly seventy-two
cents short!

The Good Samaritan scttled matters
without another word, while she sat
biting her lips, her checks blazing. She
was silent till the detested voice of the
conductor receded to a faint echo of it-
self.

II.

“Wiy did you do it?” demanded
Priscilla of the Good Samaritan. She
spoke aggressively.

“ People were getting too interested in
yvour affairs,” he answered Dbluntly.

“And what about yourself?” flared
Priscilla. “ Besides, I sha’n’t be able to
get back from Philadelphia with all your
cleverness.  And anyway — [ — don't —
want—to—go !’ She half rose {rom her
seat.

“You've got to go, now,” he assured
her equably. “ What did you get on this
train for?"”

“T was in a hurry.” She saw him
press his lips together tightly. Her in-
dignation at the sight gave way to her
sense of the ridiculous. Suddenly she
felt her own lips.tremble, then her shoul-
ders shook and her eyes swam with tears.
Ie gave her one startled look and joined
in.

“ONh,” she gasped, “ I don’t know why
I'm laughing! It's—it—it’s tragic—"
And she fell to laughing again. ““ T have
no money to get back!”

“Don’t worry; I can lend you some.”

“No, no! Once is cnough!”

“ Then you must pawn something.

Simultaneously they eyed the rug.

“ How much do you think it would
bring? " she asked speculatively.

"
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“As a steamer-rug?”

“ No; a patent sort of checker-board.
Really,” she added confidentially, “I
think that’s what makes it so valuable to
my aunt. She rolls herselt up in the
rainbow side, and plays chess on this on
her knees. Oh!” she added suddenly,
with a little start.

“ What is the matter?”

“T had really forgotten her share in
this. Isn’t it terrible? She'’s waiting for
me!  Perhaps she'll lose her boat! And
me in Philadelphial ™

“ For Europe?” she nodded.
time? "

“1 éon't know. 'Round lunch hour.
The telegram said there was no time to
spare. It's the Maritime Line.”

“It's the Algeria. A cousin of mine
sails on her to-day, too. She leaves at
twelve, I'm afraid.” He pulled out his
watch and shook hig head over it. ‘“ An
hour and a half to Philadelphia, and
about two back; reckon four altogether
and it’s after ten now—you’d just miss
¥

“ Just,” she repeated, “ by about two
hours or <o. if 'm lucky. Oh, [ know
I only had time to scramble for the
train.”

“Any train?”

“No!” Then her wrath died. “ The
nearest,” she added. “ Well, this will
be a checkerless trip for my aunt— O,
if it would only stop—Dbreak down. or
anything!”  She had leanced out of the
window. “This is so silly! Running
away from her at this rate!” She mo-
tioned to the swiftly vanishing poles
along the track. Then suddenly she sat
back and stared at him. and her jaw
dropped. “ 7'hat was it."”

“What?"” He looked around, startled
at her tone. .

“ What

“Ella. No wonder she wanted me to
get off ! Think of her feelings, watch-

ing me snatched up and whirled away in
an entirely opposite dircection {rom the
one I was aiming for, waving good-by in
triumph as if my one object in life were
being fulfilled!”

The little sketch of her predicament
finished both of them for a few minutes,

When two people have laughed them-
selves limp over a common joke, they
cannot return to the air of polite extinc-
tion so highly recommended to young
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ladies traveling alone. Before it occurred
to Priscilla that the conventional course
would be to ignore utterly any youth who
had the audacity to address her without
the proper introduction, they were run-
ning in among the low red-brick houses
characteristic of Philadelphia.

“ Now, you must recommend me to a
good pawnbroker,” declared Priscilla as
their train slid into the semidarkness of
the railway shed.

“ It is a strange coincidence ; but tem-
porarily, at least, 1 have taken up that
line of business,” he answered.

“NYery well, then. But 1 hope you
won't - presume upon my Jone feminine
state to give me more than the rug s
worth.”

“ Oh, must 1 take the thing?” he ex-
claimed. "

“That’s the only proper course,” she
answered doubtfully.

“ It wouldn't be at all proper,” he said
emphatically. “ T should be drawing a
crowd by walking about the streets clad
as an unclassified species of Indian.”

“ Oh, well, then ; perhaps you're right.
My aunt may have waited over for the
next hoat for it, anyway.”

He purchased her return-ticket for her
at the station, and informed her that her
train left in twenty minutes. He looked
at her a little wistfully.

“You wouldn’'t—you wouldn’t be sur-
prised if I took the same train back?”
he suggested.

“1T shouldn’t see you,” she answered,
suddenly prim. “ Have you a card, so I
may know where to return the money
I owe vour”

They separated coldly as if the remem-
brance of the unusual manner of their
acquaintance had chilled them both.

She made her way to one of the long
benches in the waiting-room, whence she
saw him move slowly toward the door.

He passed a news-stand, stopped, then
with a quick glance at one of the papers,
purchased it and came rushing back to
her, waving it. )

“ Look!"” he cried excitedly. ‘ Lincrs
held up by fog in river in New York.
You've got a chance, if it will only hdld
out!”

“Let’s see!”
lines. \
“ Listen,” he said rapidly, “ I've got

She devoured the ‘head-
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to see this thing through.. My Dhusiness
takes me exactly ten minutes from the
station. I intended to lunch here and
take the one o’clock train back, but now
I'm going back with ,you. Y¥You have no
money to get lunch, so we can eat to-
gether on the train. Oh, please say you
don’t mind. T'm a gentleman, I prom-
ise—"

“Hurry up!” she interrupted. “ If
vou stay hete talking any more, you'll
miss your train!”

His face heamed as he actually ran
down the long waiting-room to hasten
through his work. ‘

As. - they neared New York they
watched the fog closc about them. It
grew denser and denser, till the train
was forced to creep along with nerve-
wracking caution, almost continually
tooting.

“It's good we don't have to cross the
ferry,” panted Priscilla finally, as they
" ran headlong in pursuit of a car in, Jer-
sey City

“I'm afraid the fog is lifting,” he
said anxiously.

It was truc. A littde wind had rizen.
and the white mist rolled about uncer-
tainly. They inquired about the steam-
ers of the conductor.

“One of 'em went out,” he told them.
 She’s held up in the Narrows, though.”

“ We might charter a tug if it’s ours,”
suggested the GGood Samaritan.

She laughed hysterically, and the con-
ductor eyed the pair with new interest.

“\What idiocy! " she exclaimed. “ But
Aunt Lydia must have her rug.”

“ Aunt—iwhat? "’ he demanded.

“ Lydia.”

* Not Mrs. Robert Lackman?”  He
looked incredulous.

“1)o  yorr know her?”  She was
amazed.

“ She’s my mother’s first cousin. The
one I told vou was sailing to-dav.”

“No!"”

“All out!” called the conductor.

‘“ The docks are over there to vour left.”
They had no time for more revela-

TRAVELING-RUG.

433

tions, and no breath for anything but a
mad run. The fog had lifted, and now
they heard a new whistle, the unmis-
takable call of the departing liner.
“Come!” He grasped her hand
and pulled her after him, the incom-
parable steamer-rug floating from his
arm, flaunting one instant the dizzy mix-
ture of colors of all the Scottish clans,
and the next a striking poster éffect in
black and white. Down the long dock
they sped, only to hear the sucking of
the waves along the slowly moving hull
as the big ship backed out into the river.
They saw Aunt Lydia, and called to
her lustily. She looked upon them in
amazement. The Samaritan waved the
rug at Priscilla’s urgent hidding.
“Come back!” Priscilla cried desper-

ately. “ You've forgotten this!”
There was a pause. Aunt Lydia's
maid, standing Dbeside her, evidently

transmitted to the rather deaf old lady
what they had said. She appeared to
take some time to grasp the truth fully,
then leaned over the rail and shouted
back to them with all her might:

“That's not the one! Ve found it
ho-ome! ™

To illustrate. she held up a symphony
in greens and browns that blended and
faded into the shadows of the deck as
the steamer swung out with another deaf-
ening farewell whistle.

“ Did she say—"" Priscilla turned her
tired eves on lher companion and rested
against a gigantic windlass.

‘“She did,” replied the (Good Samari-
tan, fanning his flushed face with his hat.
The rug drooped from his other hand,
serving as a hectic carpet for several feet
of dock. .

“Well " — Priscilla pushed back her
hair. settled her hat, and folded her arms
—*“ I've been racing all around the globe
at a record speed for nothing!”

The Good Samaritan stopped fanning
himself and jerked at the rug, averting
his eye.

“ Would—would vou call it altogether
that?” he asked.

INTERPRETATION.

Music, since none would harken to his song,

Wandered, unheeded. down a woodland way

Until he met with Beauty, who e’er long
He charmed with lyric art and lilting lay.

4 C

And Beauty, underneath his golden spell,
~ Fashioned to house his vagrancy forlorn,
A place where Music might forever dwell;
And so, of Beauty's love, was Stlence born,
L) Joan Burieigh.



BACK IN GOD'S COUNTRY.

BY MAUD MORRISON HUEY.

A SHORT STORY.

I' was cold in the Duck’s Nest in

% January. Women, their
heads bundled in old
shawls, searched the drift
for loosc sticks. Irozen
ropes squeaked dismally
as the Doats beat against icy banks and
tugged to be frce. Smoke swirled out
of rusty stovepipes, to he torn into [rag-
ments by the savage wind. =

People in the Duck’s Nest never made
any provision for cold days. The day
always Dbrought sufficient for the day’s
need. What use laying by for a future
that was so uncertain. To-morrow they
might be far beyond the reach of winter’s
sting. They had but to loosen the ropes
and give themsclves over to the current,
that was always hurrying south.

Then there was always drift.  If they
used what came to-day, to-morrow there
would be more.  While they were search-
ing the hills for winter.fuel, the river
might be bringing a washout of cut wood.
Who knew? The river was kind. Once
the women had pulled out enough cut
wood with their pikes to last a month.
So it was only a needless waste of time
to lay by for a cald day.

Besides, weather along the river was
a fickle thing. Yesterday it had Dbeen
warm, and the children had played out-
side and dug caves in the soft, slumping
banks, and they had shouted and thrown
pebbles up into the blue sky; now they
peeped through frozen panes at the ying
flakes in the air, then scampered back to
the fire, their fingers wrapped up in their
pinafores.  Winter had swooped upon
them so unexpectedly.

Little stricken groups huddled over
cracked stoves, and waited for this thing
to pass. LEverything passes in its own
sweet time. ‘They were always waiting.
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A tremor of terror possessed the tiniest
as the wind howled in the chimneys.

Men swore loudly and stamped their
soggy Dboots upon the snowy decks, as
they tugged at great piles of stiff rope,
and brought their frozen nets in to thaw;
rubbed their ears and slapped their hands
and blamed the women folks.

“ Pretty howdy! Bank friz till a cat
couldn’t scratch it.  Winter's come sure
‘nough.”

Dogs cringed on deck, watching a
chance to dodge in between their masters’
legs, their hind parts quaking with cold
and terror, their fur standing in a Drist-
ling ridge along their spines. A few
disgusted hens patrolled the icy hanks,
looking for a place to scramble up, the
wind whipping their feathers into ruffs.

A gaunt figure emerged from the drift
pile, carrying a load. Meg Meyers had
outstayed the other women, and had suc-
cceded in kicking enough sticks loose to
il her arms.

“ Washin’ on a day like this!”

The neighbor women snorted their con-
tempt as they watched her from the

warmth of their own firesides.  Only
babes and idiots would work in such
weather.

She was a common sight along the
banks carrying wood—when it was not
wood it was a bundle of clothes—to and
from the wvillage. Her line of drying
clothes was the one white spot in the
Duck’s Nest. It was never empty.

The wind whipped the woman’s scarf
out in long ragged lengths, and tore at
her thin cotton skirts. She scemed such
a frail thing to withstand its fury. Shé
pushed against it fiercely, though she
made small headway.

“ Seem’s though even the wind's agin
me,” she said Ditterly.
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An old boat—in the very bottom of
the Nest was what she made for—a
dilapidated boat, gray with mold and
burdened with litter. It had one window,
from which a pane was missing. Rags
had been stuffed in to keep out the cold.

She threw her load of icy sticks down
by the stove. The fire was-low, only a
few smoldering embers showed in the
dull ashes. She raked them carefully to
the hearth; then sorted out the dryest
pieces from her load, knocking the ice
off upon the floor.

In one corner stood a basket of clothes,
and upon them slept a child. The
woman unwound the tangled scarf from
her head, and tried to thaw the chill
from her numbed fingers. Then she
went over and lifted the top garment
carefully.  The child was sleeping, its
little skinny fists clenched; its naked,
weazened legs drawn into a knot. She
tucked extra cover round it, and went
back to the fire.

The wood was sizzling and sputtering
miserablv, and the wind, whisking down
the chimney, blew the smoke in the
woman's face. She felt the water in the
boilez. It was not yet warm. She sat
down, and began hopelessly to blow at
the sickly flame.

A man came kicking his way in, curs-
ing Dbecause he found the 'little cabin
comfortless. A gust of icy air came with
him. The crouching figure shivered.

He Tooked over the untidy table, where
was small prospect of a noonday meal,
and at the preparations for washing.

“You surc is a right smart housc-
keeper,” he taunted her sneeringly. ““I'm
proud of vou, I am. Dishes not washed,
hey? Jest like you-uns shiftlessness.’
He sent a stream of tobacco juice siz-
zling into the ashes over which the woman
stooped.

“ Git up from there!” he commanded.
“ Down a wallerin’ in the mess. Is you-
uns a haug. to be a wallerin’ that-a-way?
Git up!” he commanded again, giving
an impatient poke with the toe of his wet
hoot.

The woman rose stiffly and faced him,
her attitude one of defiance.

“ Leave me alone!” she cried fiercely.
Her eyes were like coals.

His ugly mouth was sneering. ‘“ Huh!
Who. minds what vou-uns says, anyhow?
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You is a poor no-count critter. I hain’t
a'needin’ to be so p’tic’lar ’bout what [
says to you-uns.” He went close and
leered threateningly into her face, his
great brute hands clenched.

¢ Lucky man I am a gittin’ me such a
peart woman,” he went on insultingly.
“I aims 1 cheated Jake Sheffles outen a
heap when I got you. If he could see
you-uns now, I reckon he’d be eased in
his mind concernin’ his loss. You sure
be a sorry bargain for any man to grieve
hisself over. Come — don’t look none
o’ your sass at me! [ aims to be Dboss
around here. Go, get my gun. You
mind!”’ '

She went slowly, and took it down
from the wall.

“I hopes you-uns’ll shoot yo’self. I
do!’ she cried bitterly. “I don't see
why the Lord lets the likes o' you live.
You hain’t fitten to live nohow.”

He laughed- an evil, taunting laugh.
She watched him as he climbed stolidly
up the bank, his coarse red neck beaten
upon by the wind and sleet. He turned
as -he reached the top-and spat back at
the little boat, a great yellow stain that
soiled the roily water below.

' II.

“1 BELIEVE to the Lord I hates him,”
muttered the woman desperately, as she
went back to the fire.

The wet sticks were still sputtering
and smoking. It was useless to hope for
flame. She sat down and folded her
hands in her lap, with a sense of relief,
that he was gone for the day. Once the
baby in the basket ‘stirred, but the mother
did not rise to go to him. The clothes
were warm. It was best to sleep.  Sleep
brought oblivion. A memory of the
man’s insolence haunted her. It was not
the first time he had twitted her of being
“no ’count.”

“If I was as no-'countin as him I'd
die,”’, she said resentfully. “ He’s the
no-'countin’est critter that ever lived on
vea’th.” She looked sullenly into the
dead ashes. “ Me to stay and be beat
o.. by him! " she said.

The vision of a pleasant farmhouse
back in God’s country rose before her—
the thrift of her comfortable little
mother, the dignity of her gray-haired
father.
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“Oh, Lord! If my poppy could sce
me now! "’ she groaned.

The smarting red that the wind had
whipped into her face changed to a stag-
nant purple. She scemed to have for-
goiten the fire, but put her cold hands
under her apron and sat thinking. The
slush from her load of sticks melted and
ran down into a sickening puddle at
her feet—a handbreath of porch strewn
with roses, pink and yellow ramblers;
a young girl sitting there”in the sunlight,
rose-leaves drifting down upon her hair.
I'he woman stirred unecasily. Her hand
went up to her head, rough and un-
combed. It had been long since she had
wandered from God’s country. Roses,
and over her own window a white honey-
suckle, emblem of purity, planted by a
mother’s hand. “ Oh, Lord, to think of
me now !’ her thoughts reproached her.

She bowed her head at a vision of
her mother, meek and patient,” moving
through the rooms, trying to teach her
child.  How far astray had the feet
gone? The woman groveled in the dust,
thinking of the fatal hour of rebellion.

“Seems like I'd paid for my sins.
Hain’t 1T suffered encugh, I wonder?”

The Dbaby Dbegan to cry—a wailing,
hopeless cry.  The mother took him up
and held his celd feet to the stove.

“ There—there!” she said. “There—
there!”

The child wept himself to sleep again
in her cotton skirts. She stroked the thin
hair on his head with her numb fingers.
There was nothing she could do for him.
She had ceased to promise the child that
it would ever be different.

“"Twould be a heap better if the likes
of us was dcad,” she told him Ditterly.

The wind outside grew louder, and
sleet rasped the bit of glass in the win-
dow. Now and then a cake of rough
ice grated the gunwales on the river side.
The small boat tossed unsteadily and
tried its frozen moorings.

And Dback there was the fireplace, al-
ways bright with a crackling log, and the
great swinging iron pot ever {ull. Her
eyes sought the wretched cuphoard here,
its door hanging by one hinge. There
was only a plate of cold bacon and a
half loaf of corn bread inside, she knew.

“We'd throw the likes o’ that to the
haugs back in God's country,” she
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“To think what I've
been raised to,” she sighed. ‘It ’pears
like raisin’ don’t count nohow.” She
took the baby’s cramped feet in Ler hand.

The memory of her own little bed-
room, with its crisp curtains and snowy
counterpane, haunted her; of the little
armed rocker, where she used to sit, sing-
ing, at tasks. She thought of the dear
knitted head-rest and the cushion made
from a piece of her mother’s dress. And
there was the table strewn with her girl-
ish trinkets, and the orderly wicker bas-
ket, with its lumps of undarned stockings
and waiting patches.

And the bright rag carpet underfoot.
She remembered the pattern, red and
green, cdged with black. ““ Lord forgive
me ! she groaned. “If T could only
have known the end.”

A mighty swell came and shook the
boat from prow to stern, and hent the
feeble spar-pole threateningly.  T'he stiff
ropes creaked under the added strain.
Overhead the storm thickened.

The woman’s eves traveled slowly over
the squalor that surrounded her. The
floor was her bed now—the floor and a
litter of rags. She must hold the haby
close to her breast on cold nights lest it
freeze.

“Seems like I'd done some sin fittin’
for torment,” she said bitterly.

She thought of the days when she had
planned for her “setting out.” There
were ten quilts and a goose-feather bed,
six sets of Ded-linen, all sewed by hand.
In the little cushioned rocker beside her
mother she had sat and learned the
stitches. There had been table-linen and
towels, all hemmed by her own hands.
Something of the sweet girlish dreams
she had woven in with the stitches came
back, -too—the love and the happiness
that was to come to her with these things.
Oh, so far had she missed the way!

There had Dbeen dainty cushions, all
done in silk.  Her mother had taught
her to embroider. And she could scw.
She thought of the good wool dresses
she had made for herself. Contemptu-
ously she touched the garment that
clothed her.

“ Rags like this wa'n’t fittin’ for mops
back in God’s country,” she said.

There had been the garden, with its
rows of sage and mint, its clumps of

thought Ditterly.
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carroway and its dill, and the long hedge
of currant leading from the gate. Away
beyond, stretching up [rom the river-
banks, were her father’s fields, clean and
thrifty, and proud in summer with the
fruits of a good sowing. She remem-
bered how she had enjoyed to wade
through the Dbillows of ripening grain.
There had been no want then, nor sorrow.

Just below the bend, where she had
gone to dance in the sun and splash her
bare feet, had stood the fisherman’s
cabin, gray and solid against the western
sky. From her earliest infancy she had
seen it there, and had known that Jake
Sheffles was a faithful man. She pic-
tured now his sturdy, sca-beaten figure
braving the waves, the earnest lines of
his face that never changed. And she
had been a fickle maid, laughing ever to
mock him. Now the humble hut upon
the sands would have been a haven of”
peace and rest. She thought of it as a
beacon reaching out sheltering arms,
though powerless to save her.

She laid the baby back in its basket.
A Dbox was in the corner. She went to it.
The top was piled high with rubbish—
cotton rags and worn shoes. She threw
them off impatiently. From underneath
she took a little crotcheted mat of red
and green—a rose in its leaves. It was
soiled. Moths had eaten away a part ol
the pattern, but she sat flat, and spread
the thing upon her knee. Her cold
fingers traced how the stitches went. She
rummaged farther. There was a dirty
linen frame, bent and disfigured—a use-
less thing: hut she touched it reverently,
feeling the {rayed silk {forget-me-nots in
the corner. It had been pretty once. and
had hung above the stand and held her
mother’s picture. ‘T'hrough all the years
she had clung to it. She laid it down
now beside the moth-eaten mat.

Next came a tiny trim-toed slipper,
with a rusty black silk bow and a silver
buckle.  She snatched it {from the rub-
bish fiercely. Once she had worn that.
She held it down beside the sogged, run-
over calfskin upon her foot; then she
laughad, a hard. bitter laugh, that made
the baby stir in his sleep. The wet sticks
in the stove ceased to sputter and smoke.
The wind howled louder, and wrenched
at the little boat more madly.

She found a silk half-mitt, and went

A .
the woman’s dulled consciousness.
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seeking its mate. When she found it she
drew them upon her hands. ‘There was
a cluster of faded ribbon knots that once
she had worn upon her Ihodice. She picked
at the loops helplessly. There in her
lap was all that was left to her of God’s
country.

Then she thought of the vacant place
at the warm fireside—the empty cush-
ioned chair ; thought of the lonely mother
wandering in the silent rooms—the feeble
father. It waited still—the upturned
plate on the snowy cloth, the little room
with the white honeysuckle trailing the
pane—a place to pray. But her thin lips
grew whiter, thinner. She was an exile
from God’s country now.

ITI

OuTsIDE. the waves were tearing at the
boat’s stern. One of the lines had given
way, and trailed uselessly in the water;
but the woman did not know.

She had chosen Dbetween them—that
and this. 1t was too late now. There
was no going back. She had chosen. She
faced the squalor defiantly. 1f she must
suffer, they should not know. It was too
late to undo what she had done. Pride
drew her face into firm lines. ‘T'hough they
were but a few miles from the old home,
she could never go back. In the spring
they were going to drift away into the
Mississippi; then, perhaps, it would be
easier to forget.

She sat stroking the faded things mis-
crably while she dreamed on and on.
The sky grew darker, but it was not
night.  The storm was thickening. Un-
derneath, the boat’s hull was quivering,
straining like a tortured thing. Some-
thing snapped, but it did not penetrate
So
like were the strugglings of the fettered
boat to the travail of her tortured soul.

Then there was a nrghty lunge that
sent the water gushing in along the gun-
wales. It startled her to her fecet stu-
pidly. She thought of the ice floating in
the river, of the drilt loosening up above.
She stood helplessly in the center of the
room. Perhaps Ze was coming back. She
turned to tuck her scattered treasures
from sight. “ Kickin’ and cussin’,” she
said, and then she waited for him to
come in, but he did not.

The Dboat gave another lunge, and
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white froth hissed at the window. She
ran to the door. A Dblack gulf of water
stretched Dbetween her and the Dbank.
Through a swirling cloud of snow she
could see bush and snag and bank pass-
ing swiftly. The last boat in the Duck’s
Nest was but an uncertain blur in the
distance. If she had called, perhaps some
passing fisherman would have heard her
voice; but she stood dumb, fascinated,
watching things pass.

A fallen tree stretched its sprawling
limbs toward her. One of them grated
the boat’s side. She could have thrown
a line, but she did not even stoop to
gather up a rope. The boat caught in
an eddy at the tree’s crown, and whirled
about madly—only a moment. A great
wave clutched the stern and pulled it out
again into the current.

Still there was a chance. ‘The great

calling-horn hung at her hamd, but she ~

did not reach to take it down. If she
should call, boats would row out and
take her in, but she stood, staring back,
with horror-stricken face—Dback at the
hateful frozen banks, with their scattered
drift, their heaps of rotten rubbish. She
was leaving them behind—Ileaving them
forever.

A sense of relief mingled with the
horror of it—a sudden joy in freedom.
She thought she saw a Dblack figure wa-
ving wildly where the boat had been tied,
but she did not open her mouth to call.
She was being hurled away from it all.
She stood fascinated till the last familiar
thing was lost to sight.

Old seamen on shore, protecting their
eves from the storm, pecred through the
darkness, and wondercd at the tiny speck
they saw.  The storm obliterated its
shape. ‘They went back, shaking their
heads doubtfully.

Then a great terror
woman. The boat was plunging and
pitching helplessly: great waves broke
in froth along the gunwales, and washed
the handbreadth of rotten decking. It
was bearing into the channel—into the
midst of the floating ice. Huge cakes
grated and crushed against its sides
threateningly. She could no longer sec
land. The swirling storm wrapped the
boat about like a cloud. Once she tried
to cry out, but her throat had gone dry
and hard. Nowhere was there rest—roll-
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ing sky, rolling seca. The tiny boat was
thrown like a chip from wave to wave,
its timbers creaking with every fresh
onslaught.

In terror she ran to the stern, then she
grabbed a bucket and began to bail des-
perately.  Cold, hissing froth spat def-
ance as she bent over the port-hole. She
was thrown from side to side of the
little fore-cabin. Still she persisted, with
grim desperation. Her face had blanched
to a sickly pallor, her eyes were black
with terror. Great jams of ice were
gathering. By and by they would close
in upon the little boat, and crush it as
though it had been a paper box.

The water came up to the floor. It
was gaining.  Soon it would ooze through
the cracks. It was uscless to bail. It
was only as a drop in a bucket. She
straightened her back and stood watch-
ing the ice rise in mighty piles that were
higher than the boat’s roof—listening to
a sound that was like the grinding of
teeth. It would soon be over.

She tottered to where the child lay—
still sleeping. There was no terror in its
little face. She looked at it, and found
her own fears suddenly growing calm.
It would be easy to go so. She laid her
cheek down beside the baby’s soft, thin
hair, and cooed to him tenderly: ‘ There
—there! " She gathered the little clenched
fist in her hand and waitecl.

She lost all sense of time as she lay
there listening to the horrible sound of
clashing ice and timbers. Presently it
seemed to flash slowly upon her numbed
senses that the boat was growing stiller ;
that the sounds were less. She thought
they were sinking, and waited, but the
water did not come higher. She sprang
up and looked out. The ice jam had
gone ashore. An eddy anchored them
fast.

The woman found her voice then. She
shouted. She grabbed the heavy pike-
pole and began wrestling with the Jbulk
of ice that held her back from land.
One by one she forced them back and
drew herself a little nearer. She worked
till sweat stood in beads on her face, in
spite of the cold; worked till the veins
were like whipcord in her long, angular
arms, and throbbing in knots at her tem-
ples; beat at the great, formidable masses
and chipped them away, piece by piece,
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till they no longer obstructed her path-
way.

And at last she was near cnough; so
near that, witlh the child in her arms, she
leaped to the land—the land! 'They
were safe. She hugged the little one
close, and went, sobbing, up the bank.

Iv.

JAKE SuEFFLES, honest fisherman,
standing in his own cabin door, lifted a
lantern and swung it high over his head
—swung it again and again. Perchance
some Juckless traveler might Le guided
safe to shore. The woman saw it, and a
great joy filled her heart, though she
knew not why. It was like a Dbeacon.
She felt sure that it was the light that
had beckoned her.

She snuggled the child in her skirt and
ran on and on—across a field of frozen
corn-stubble, into a 121cad0w that was
spongy to her feet. The sky grew
lighter, the snow swirled less madly. She
could sec the way—a row of orchard
trees, a great red barn in the distance.
She stumbled on. There was a clump
of elders.  Something familiar flashed
upon the woman—an orchard-swing
dangling from the trees, holding its bur-
den of snow : long rows of currant lead-
ing up to a gate. Then she saw the
housce, the withered rose-vine ¢linging to
the front porch, the clambering honey-
suckle against the window. Surely this
was no delusion.  She lifted her head.
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There #n the window was a waiting
face, a patient, tender face—her mother.
The door opened, and a thin little woman
ran out into the storm with a glad cry.
Behind her tottered an aged man, his
face suddenly illumined with hope.

“ Father—mother!” She felt herself
being drawn into loving arms. Gradu-
ally the ice closed in again upon the de-
serted boat, and the insistent current bore
it out.

Up river that night a man stood, lean-
ing upon his gun-stock, and looking out
upon the calming waters that had robbed
him "of home and family. After a mo-
ment’s contemplation he turned again to
the bank and stooped to pick up a bundle
of dead hares at his [eet.

“She warn’t no ’count, nchow,” he
said, with an ugly laugh. *“ Rotten, an’
the corkin’ all punked out o’ her. She
bean’t no great loss. DBeen a lookin’ f'r
‘er t' go t’ pieces this year back. She
didn’t cost me a cent, an’ I've floated ’er
since "90.  Guess she don’t owe me noth-
in’.  Let the devil take ’er. There was a
right smart heap o' junk on ’er, though.”
Some little shade of regret passed over
his face. “ Dubbs is a payin’ a sight {'r
junk.”

Almost for the sake of the junk he
would have gone down the river a piece
with his pike, but he didn’t. He went to
hunt up Daddy Dave, and get him, to
cook the hares.

’

A HOLLY-BOUGH.

\

A HoLly-porcH am I
Under the winter sky,
Fain of the sun, and fain
Of the snow and rain!

Never a touch of grief

Hides in the sheen of my leaf;
Spars of joy in an urn—

Thus my berries burn'

A holly-bough am I,

And 1 typify—

Swaying and gleaming above—
The glory of Love!

Avchibald Crombic.



THE KING

TO COME.

BY EDGAR FRANKILIN,

A SERIAL STORY.

, CHAPTER L
THE MAN WHO ASKED QUESTIONS.

OMEHOW, if T looked at it

A for any considerable time,

the glitter of the sun on

& . the bluc of the South At-

? lantic always made me
desperately  sleepy.

Certainly it did on this* particular
morning, as we sat at a table on the
veranda of the old Posada Republica,
and smoked and stared down at the flat-
test and most uninteresting picce of wa-
ter-front in all South America.

Or perhaps the chronic somnolence of
La Concha, the laziest and the largest
city of the two-by-four republic of Bo-
naria, had something to do with it, too.
And Bonaria is the spot Rip Van Winkle
should have picked when he started his
long-distance sleeping stunt. If he could
have survived the mosquitoes and their
first. sccond  and  third  cousins, he
wouldn’t have burst into type before the
year two thousand two hundred.

Anyvway, 1 remember that my eves
were pretty well closed. and T was drift-
ing off into a dream about what ['d do
with fifty million dollars, “when Wen-
dell kicked my foot under the table—and
I sat up, and said:

“Tuh? "

“Wake up. vou confounded dope!”
snapped Mr. James Wendell

“What do vou want, Jim?”

“AVelll we were discussing the future
before vou went into the trance.”

“Were we?” T yvawned.  “Well, let’s
cut it out for to-day. It’s getting too

hot.”
Jim must alwavs be the forceful,
though. He planted his big elbows on

the table and glared at me through the

smoke of the worst cigar I ever met, save
the one that was giving an imitation of
a Roman candle under my nose just then, -
and he fairly snarled:

“We can’t cut it out! Day after to-
morrow, if that blasted fruit - steamer
ever gets ready to sail, we'll be on the
way to New York. A week or so more,
and we'll be there, and then—"

“And then?”

“And then what arc we going to do
for a living, Tommy Cook?” Jim sat
back and grunted. ¢ We'll have about
three hundred apiece. cold cash, then.
We have no jobs. We have no imme-
diate prospect of getting jobs. We can’t
start a trust or bust Wall Street on six
hundred dollars.  What, then, are we go-
ing to do?”

“ For a start, I imagine we're going to
find a cheap boarding-housc. "T'hen we're
going to look over ads and look up old
connections, in the way of getting work
—-and after that we’re going to do the
best we can.”

Jim grunted again, and threw away his
fuming bit of fireworks — threw it far
over the terrace, so as to be safe in case
of explosion when it landed.

“ And that’s a dandy situation for two
college men nearly thirty-five years old!”
he observed as he stared over the water.

There wasn’t much answer to that com-
ment; still, T didn’t see why Jim should
settle down and gloom about it at that
particular date, and with a big, cherry-
black fly sitting on the bridge of his nosc
and biting pieces out of it, Bonaria [ash-
ion.

Just about the same situation had
brought us together six years ago. e
were both, -apparently, children of mis-
fortune.  We had grown up in fairly
wealthy families, in different parts of
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the country; we had both been shoved
through college; we had both seen the
family finances go to pieces; we had both

dropped suddenly on the world, orphans,

and impoverished =— and almost simulta-
neously.

Then, meeting in New York, we had
suddenly clubbed forces and finances,
and made the best of it. - We had clerked,
we had travceled, we had ended up in the
metropolis as ‘ sporting ™’ writers at last,
and the final venture had been this end-
less job of escorting two ship-loads of
thoroughbreds to South America in good
shape. Now we were on the way back
and—

“ For one thing,” Jim observed, as he
captured the fly and stamped on him, ““ it
shows the great, overwhelming beauty of
a general college course. If we'd been
made engineers, or lawyers, or doctors,
or chemists, or scientific farmers, we'd
have something definite to look for in
the way of employment.  As it is—"

“ As it is, racing news has gone to pot
in New York, and we'll have to find
something else to write up and make a
fortune out of.”

“Yes! That’s what we want!” said
Jim brightly. “ We want to make a for-
tune! I mean it! We're bright enough
to do it, Tom—there’s no doubt of that!
We cair adapt ourselves in seven minutes
to any blasted situation on carth! We're
not cut out for the little things of life!
We were made for the big ones! WWe're
going to land a way, way, way up, soon-
er or later! And the later it is, the more
we'll appreciate it, for we were horn
tO—”

“ Well, that’ll be about all now!"” I
suggested soothingly.

113 El]? k2l

“The Bonaria Federal Commissioner
of Lunacy has just stepped in. He's
coming this way, and he’s got his eve on
you.”

Jim turned and stared in an ugly sort
of way that suggested throwing a few
tables and glasses at any one who dared
invade that veranda.

And then he almost smiled. That new-
comer was a man of remarkably pleasant
and ingratiating appearance!!

He was! I have met men almost all
over the world, but I never met a man
so absolutely striking at first glance as
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this tall, slender gentleman in the black
frock coat who came strolling down to-
ward us. He must have been well over
six feet; he had- the build of an athlete,
and the bearing of a man whose position
in the world is perfectly assured and im-
pregnable.

His dark face, with its small black
mustache and its close-cropped, curling
frame of crisp Dblack hair, looked more

“like an artist’s conception than a flesh-

and-blood reality — until his black eyes
began to snap and twinkle. Then one
began to know that something distinctly
superior was in the neighborhood and
very much alive.

Slowly, steadily, almost majestically,
he stepped down that veranda; until
finally he scemed to see that Jim and I
were occupying the same earth.

He started a triflee. He smiled. He
stopped and removed his hat—and I'll be
eternally hanged if Jim and I didn’t
reach for our respective top-pieces and
cxecute a pair of sweeps that nearly
touched the floor! i

Whereupon the stranger laid a hand
on the vacant chair and bowed again
with:

“Your permission, gentlemen?”

I fancy we Dboth stared. With tha.
face and bearing, he shouldn’t have
known a word of English. I thought he

‘was a full-bloeded Spaniard, at the least ;

and yet his words, barring the slightest
foreign intonation, were the recal Har-
vard article!

Jim all but blushed as he got up and
pushed out the chair.

“Sit right down,” he said.
not expecting anybody.”

The gentleman sat down with an easc
that suggested more than a correspond-
ence course in Delsarte.  He landed in
that chair as if he owned chair, veranda,
hotel, La Concha, Bonaria itself, and the
rest of the world, and didn't take anyv
marked interest in any of them except
ourselves.

“ It is a fing morning,” he said as he
removed his hat and ran his long, thin
fingers through his hair. ““ A fine morn-
ing, gentlemen, even for La Concha.”

“It’s a nice—day!” Jim said.  Just
then I was rather glad he was the spokes-
man for us two. For a little. that new-
comer had taken my breath away.

g VVe’rel
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‘A fine morning.” He nodded and
smiled again. Then he fished out a nice
little gold-and-seal cigar-case and dis-

played something real in the line of
L]

rolled tobacco, and said : *“ You smoke? ”’

We did. We allowed him to clip oft
the ends with his gold clip, and we al-
lowed him to light a match for us. After
that, he tossed his hat to another chair
and unfurled that smile with:

“ English, gentlemen?”

“ American! " T said.

“T knew it. Pardon me,” he laughed.
“I'o me, it’s always a pleasure to hear
that very prompt contradiction.” He
played with his little mustache. “A
wonderful country—the United States.”

“You've traveled there?” I managed
to ask.

“ Irom—as you say—D>Maine to Cali-
fornia, and Ilorida to Puget Sound. A
wonderful country and a wonderful peo-
ple! Ah!” -

“She’s all of that!” Jim agreed cheer-
fully.

< “You are makiung the tour of South
America?” the stranger inquired inter-
esteclly.
“Well, we're coming up from a few
hundred miles farther south. We're go-
ing to take the steamer for New York.”
“Your home??”
“Yes,” said Jim.
“And vou have been looking over the
rich plantation properties to the south!”
mused our friend. “ Ah, the ever-enter-
prising American! $So does he go to the
farthest corners of the earth, with his
money and his—as you say—* ginger’!”

It would have been a shamec to con-
tradict him.  If he wanted to look on us
as capitalists, it was a pleasurc; being
the first tinte anything of the sort had
happened. I said nothing and smiled.
So did Jim. After a while the stranger
smiled too, and pursued:

“And now, back to the great New
York?”

“ As soon as we can get there?”

“You are—planters, perhaps?”’

“Well—not exactly,” Jim admitted.

“ Merely for the pleasure, then, this

trip?”’

“That and what we can make out
of it.”

“[ see.” The stranger nodded com-

prehendingly, and his smile became even
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more genial. “ The—the—shall I
the soldiers of fortune, perhaps?”

“I guess that'll fit us as near as any-
thing,” I said grimly.

“ And perhaps, of all, it is the Dest
way for men of good red blood to live,”
said our friend enthusiastically. “ The
wide, free world! ‘T'he good sound of
battle, whether with stecl or with dol-
lars! 'T'he strife—the victory! Then on
to new fields!”

He waved his hands with really im-
pressive and illustrative grace; and then,
as Jim nodded soberly, he said:

“And you have fought in real wars,
too—eh? ” |

“We did our time in the cavalry
squadron, somewhere back around New
York,” came from Jim.

It sounded real wcll, too, considering
that our active service consisted of two
weeks in camp and two Decoration Day
parades. But the stranger filled in the
gaps, apparently, from his own imagi-
nation ; fox his cyes narrowed.

“And now that you are returning
to vour own country,” he speculated
gravely, as if talking to himself, “ what
then? You will live in idleness for a
while?  You will tell yourselves that you
desire the great quiet and pcace? Pres-
ently will come the wanderlust once more
and you will go forth.” Te smiled at
his cigar. “ But for a time—the idle-
ness.”

This cross-examination romance busi-
ness was getting on my nerves. Some-
how escaped me:

“TIt’ll be a blamed short time, then.
We'll have to get to work or starve!”

“ILh?”  The stranger opened  his
eyes. ‘“Oh! You have nol /e wealth?

“ Not so’s you'd notice it!” said Jim.

“And vou desire wealth?” He was
getting downright interested now.

“1Ve could stand more than we have
without risking a collapse.”

“So that already you are looking for
new fields? ” murmured our friend.

With that, he fell silent and took to
studying us. It was a nice process. Fa-
cing those sharp, black eyes, I, person-
ally, felt more or less like a butterfly—
alrecady classified, but with the chloro-
form and the pin and the gummed label
right at hand. They seemed to go
through you, and around you, and inside.

.

say
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Pretty soon he turned away from me
and took to examining Jim—and Jim
wriggled around and grinned apologet-
ically. -

Then, with a suddenness that made us
both start, that tall person flopped for-
ward and stretched out both his hands.

One of them caught Jim’'s fist and the
other caught mine, and the stranger
gripped hard. His eyes flashed; then
they grew quieter and narrower, anrd ex-
tremely intense. He looked all over the
empty veranda, at doors and windows
and all; and then: p—

“ (Jentlemul! ?

We stared.

Wil you give me lhe most kind per-
mission lo make you both millionaires? ”

CHAPTER IL
« THE FACTS AND THE PLOT.

HERE, was nothing olfensive in that,
of course.

Even a chance acquaintance may
offer to make you a millionaire, without
any offense being intended.  But it is
just a little bit unusual on hot davs in
Bonaria—and I glanced at Jim, and Jim
was glancing at me; and we both under-
stood, or thought we understood.

Our tall and handsome friend was due
for a little ride in a nice, comfortable,
padded ambulance, if La Concha sported
such a thing. and then about five davs in
the obscrvation pavilion. Mecanwhile, he
was sitting right here, and, for all we
knew, he might have half a dozen guns
concealed . around him; and he might
change his mind suddenly and decide
that death would be better for us than
wealth—ancl if T could have seen a ILa
Concha policeman just then, I'd have
risked everything in making a dive for
him.

‘The unknown's grip on us tightened
and then let go, and he sat back and let
his eyes do a few more fantastic, glitter-
ing stunts as he said: .

“You are willing, gentlemen?”

“T haven’t the least objection in the
world to Dbeing a millionaire,” I said
soothingly.

“And you are willing to risk much—
adventure, danger, your lives even?”

“ For a.million dollars—"" Jim Dbegan.

TO COME. 443

“Good! It is done!” The stranger
leaned forward, snapped his fingers, and
it was pretty plain that the whole matter
was settled. All we had to do was col-
lect the million and settle down in peace
and comfort.

“ My card, gentlemen!”

He shoved it forward from his little
gold case, and we read:

~Mr. ARTURO VELASQUEZ.

“ My name—for the present!™  Mr.
Velasquez found a cigarctte and lighted
it. “And your own?”

Curiously, Jim and I still posséssed
cards.” We handed them out, and the
dark man glanced at them and pocketed
them.

“Mr. Wendell and Mr. Cook? Good!
Gentlemen, can you begin at once?”

“Well—Dbegin what?” [ asked in a
sort of temper, for the lunatic’s absolute
air of husiness was beginning to confuse
me a little.

“The work which is to make you mil-
lionaires,” smiled Mr. Velasquez. “ Ab,
you seem incredulous?” He laughed
aloud. “ You regard me as—shall I say,
mentally unbalanced? Believe me, you
arc altogether wrong, Mr. Cook. In the
course of the next two duavs 1 shall show
you, with your help, that I am quite, as
vou say. ‘all there’!”  He chuckled
again and plaved up his magnetic eves,
and all of a sudden, considering Jim's sc-
rious face and the rest, I was ready to
swear tlmt YVelasquez was decidedly “all
there.

“AMav we begin \\'ork within fifteen
minutes? ”

“ 1 haven’t any objection.”

“ Better still.  Listen.  There are mat-
ters to be talked of which cannot be dis-
cussed here. shall leave vou at once.
Isxactly ten minutes after my departure,
walk out slowly. You will find a cab
waiting. Enter it.”

With which he found his hat. howed,
and strolled out of sight around the cor-
ner as calmly as if he had merely ar-
ranged to meet us for lunch!

The next ten minutes can he left out.
As a rule. Jim and I fight hard over any
particular point that may come up—and
Jim wins.  Therefore, precisely ten min-
utes later, we arose and walked through
the hotel to the street in front.

1



444

The cab was there, all right enough.
It was a sinister kind of thing, too. It
had something the air of a hearse, and
the half-breed Bonarian darky on the box
had managed to twist his parted hair un-
til it stuck up at either side like a horn,
and gave him the appearance of the Old
Scratch. He looked at us significantly
and nodded, and we walked in.

As a matter of fact, we hadn’t seen
much of La Concha during the couple of
days we had put in. Now we were given
a real treat in the way of a drive through
the town and suburbs.

We went through the one-horse busi-
ness section; we passed the palace, where
the president held forth; we took a
¢limpse of the other state buildings—
and if a Dbusiness Dblock in Cohoes or
Kokomo looked half as wretched and
unimportant and generally poor, the own-
ers would have burned it down for the
insurance long ago. * Then we passed
the residential end of the town and
jogged along throagh the suburbs; and
at last we pulled up Dbefore a tumble-
down villa that was white before it turned
grayish-black.

This was the place. A darky trotted
out and opened the door, and we walked
after him. He seemed to know all about
us. He took us to a Dbig, dark room on
the first floor and closed the door on us.

Another darky popped up across the
apartment and Dbeckoned; and then we
stumbled up a darker stairway and into
a still darker cubby-hole of some sort.

“ Knock three times, sciiors!” he said
in the hashed-up Spanish they use down
there.

Then he popped out of sight again
down the stairway. Jim looked around.
There was something that looked like a
door just ahcad of us, and he tapped it
thrice. Very promptly came:

“ Enter!”

We did it. Ve were in a room of
ordinary size and extraordinary appear-
ance for the tropics. In the middle of
it, at a table, sat Mr. Velasquez, smiling
and magnetic as usual. Around the walls
were hangings heavy enough to deaden
the sound of a shot, and as we closed the
‘door Velasquez pressed a button and a
thick curtain dropped over it!

All in all, it was a pretty (ueer ar-
rangement for that part of the world,
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where an ordinary lace curtain will con-
ceal at least fifteen kinds of bugs ten
minutes after you hang it up. When Ve-
lasquez’s voice came again, it sounded as
if we were all in a tomb.

“If you will take chairs, gentlemen?”
he suggested. . Draw them near to the
table, please. The walls have ears here,
though I have tried to stop the ears.”

We obeyed — Jim in a matter-of-fact
way; as if he understood the point of the
whole thing, and I with a sneaking sus-
picion that we were going to be sand-
bagged and relieved of the six hundred
dollars we carried.

Velasquez, though, didn’t look very
ominous just then. He leaned his el-
bows on the table and smiled.

“There is much to talk about, gentle-
men, and much to do, and the time is
very short indeed. If you will give me
your fullest attention for ten minutes?

We nodded.

“F¥or a beginning, then, the work
which 1 propose to have you do is that
of huilding an empire!” )

I gulped. Jim just nodded again; you
might have thought that Jim was used
to knocking together a few empires every
week in his odd moments, about as a man
sets up knocked-down furniture on rainy
evenings.

“You are familiar with the history of
Bonaria?” Velasquez pursued. “ Not
fully? At least you know, then, that
some fifty years ago the king was assas-
sinated—King Juan—and the country
seized Dby the revolutionary party and
made a republic, which it has remained
to this day?”

We Dboth nodded. Somewhere I scemed
to have heard something about it.

“ It was murder—the foulest and most
unjustified of all murders!” Velasquez
went on, with his Dblack eyes snapping.
“ Tt was the slaughter of a grand, noble,
innocent man by a rabid political clique!
Even to-day, the great mass of the people
remember only with love the great King
Juan. So!”

He folded his long arms and smiled
very queerly.

“They've had their presidents and
their presidents since then. Some have
been Dbad, some worse; this Silviera is
the worst of all—and yet, through the
machinations of the clique, he has been
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clected to a second term of office. To-
morrow afternoon at five o’clock, before
the palace, the people suppose that the
inaugural ceremonies will take place, and
Silviera take his second oath of oftice!”

“Too bad we're going to miss it!” I
said. ‘““ Our boat goes about that time!”

“You are not alone in your regret, al-
though the others do not yet know it,”
smiled Mr. Velasquez. “ Silviera will
never be sworn into office, for—at five
to-morrow the true King of Bonaria will
be hailed by the populace!”

“ Huh?” said Jim.

Velasquez rose very slowly and ex-
panded his chest. He looked at Jim and
he looked at me, and he said gently:

“T am the grandson of Juan the Mar-
tyr! I am Juan Cario y Demina, the
King of Bonaria!”

I presume it should have been impres-
sive, but it didn’t impress me a little Dit.

It just confirmed what I had thought

‘before — that NMr. Velasquez had some-
thing a little wrong with his mental
carburcter, which might be straightened
out by a few years in a sanatorium.

Jim scemed hard hit, though. He
stared and bowed and stared some more,
and Mr. Velasquez, or King Juan., or
whatever he was, sat down again and
plunged into some more feverish talk:

“1 am indeed the king! Lifty vears
has our family lived in Spain, as refu-
gees. My father would have claimed the
throne but that he was all his life an in-
valid.  On his death-bed, scarcely a vear
ago, he told me everything, to the small-
est detail, and ordered me to return here
and seize that which is my birthright. I
have come! To-morrow, I seize! There-
alter—ah!”

ITe and Jim both seemed tickled to
death with the idea, for T could see Jim's
eyes glittering o little on their own ac-
count. Mr. Velasquez got up again and
trained his own fiery orbs on us.

“To-morrow at five. when the hound
Silviera is coming to the palace, / shall
rise before the multitude and come into
my birthright! It will be, I think, with-
out strife, for our people well remember
Juan the Martvr. If not—a little hlood
for a great cause! What is it? It is
that, gentlemen, in which you are to as-
sist me, and I assure you the reward shall
not he small!” He nodded and smiled.
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“When the little strife is over, if strife
there be, you, gentlemen, shall be prime
minister and chancellor of the exchequer
respectively! I give you my royal word!”

I had a Drother once that was study-
ing law, and he used to try cross-cxami-
nation stunts on me. Somehow, this
story-book king Dbusiness brought back
the old instinct. It was all making a big
hit with Jim, but it hadn’t entirely con-
vinced me— just yet—and I sat back and
asked : )

“Have you got the public with you,
Mr. Velasquez? ”

As 1 figured, he-should have turned
ugly. TInstead, he just sat down and said
very quietly:

“1 have been here in seclusion for
nearly two months, Mr. Cook. During
that time, I and my agents have sounded
every quarter of public sentiment. T can
say very safely that, at the signal, sev-
enty-five per cent of my people will stand
together on the instant for their only true
government!”

“Sure of it?”

“ Absolutely.” He waved his hand.
“The time has come now when I have
grown too conspicuous, altheugh I De-
licve the co-called authorities have not
noted my presence or suspected my iden-
titv.  Until to-morrow afternoon [ must
remain hidden. There are several final
details to be accomplished. These I pro-
pose to entrust to you. That is all, and
your reward shall be very good.”

“All the reward an American needs
for putting the right on the top of the
pile—" Jim began graudly.

“Mr. Velasquez!” T said loudly.

“Well 27

“T hate to seem to question vou, hut
we're both Dusiness men—DNMr. "Wendell
and L. As T take it, yvou want us to risk
a good deal?"”

“T want you to stand by me, to do as
T direct, to fight if necessary, and for
substantial gain. That, T Dbelieve, satis-
fies*the American business man?”

“ It does. if he knows what he’s doing
it for. You—yvou'll have to excusc me,
but how the dickens do we know vou're
king at all?”

Velasquez glowered at me for a min-
ute or two. Then his expression soft-
ened into a sort of Christian tolerance
for any imbecile that could doubt him.
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He leaned back in his chair and smiled.
He fished into the inner side of his waist-
coat, and seemed to be undoing some-
thing. Then he brought into sight a
huge Dblack le