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T W O  MILLI O N S  AT LA R G E. 

B Y  M A R Y  C .  F R A N C I S , 

Author of "A Son of Destiny," "Dalrymple," etc. 

A S E R IA L  S T 0 R Y. 

CHAPTER f. 
11H.-\\'E YOU FOL:'\D l'.-\t:r.?" w. AIN\\'RI<;ll'r hun g up the 

n:n

.

:·in:r and l urned a

--

gain 
to the ,;tenographer. 

'' \V ill wu k inc! II· read 
that b,;t

. 
again .

.
. \! i:;s 

Harton)., 
"' ;\ncl in con,;idt:ratiutt that t his fcc 

was rcccin·cl for the suTin:s euumn�Jtt·d 
in the accompanying hill oC-' " 

The telephom: rang ;-t_�ain. Wain
lnight, froll'nin.c;. pi•·hd U[• a pile of 
memoranda. ran throu'-(h it ha.-;tih·. and. 
IYith an impatit:tlt l.,;·lamatiott. i•rt·,;,;ed 
an electric lmtton ,,·ith one hand. ,,·ilik 
\Yith the Otht·r he cliSl'<)lllt�Ctl�d lht• 1'\.'-. 
ceiver ancl ,;tn()(l it on tilt: clc,;k '' ith a 
thump. 

The liuk stctt»gLt[>her ,;u rn:y�d ht:r 
shininl2: Jin�er - nails ap[>l'<>l·iu.�ly. < ln 
days 11·he11 th ings \\Tilt \\Ttmg she didu't 
have so matt\' kttcr-; to 1nitc. 

"]imm1·." said \\'ainwri,C(ht to the l>nv 
who

. pnm;ptl�· appeared. ";J,;);: Nelson t;, 
.cotne here at "ti<'L' .. . 

"Yes, sir." said the l>ov. lfc turned 
and almost collided 11·ith 

.
the tall voun;.; 

man 11 ho hacl l'ollo1vecl hilll. 
"Pardon mt:. \Jr. \\"Jinwright," h� 

�aiel, "hut 4\tl() Bryant i,; calling in the 
outer oflice, and sa1·s it's a matter of life 
or death to speak t;l you." 

Wainwright caught up the rec<�in'r and 

1')5 

calk d eagerly throu gh it: ''\'co;, yes! 
What is it?" 

A few sharp staccato sounds tloJtccl 

out. 

\Vainwright',; face changed. "All 
right. Tell him I'm coming. Be there 
as soon as possible." 

He got up quickh·. " Nelson. John 
Garrdt is d ving. l.ook a ftn the Tones
\ I o rris cast·.· 1' don't knoll' 11·hen i '11 he 
hack." 

He ;;troclc ha :;t ih· nut of the otrice and 
walked to the �u[;,,a,·. 

f.e,;s than ti\Tilt\· m inutes latn he stuod 
in the tapestrit:d dra 11·ing-ro01n of John 
( :arrett's �uitt: at the Court 1-lc>tcl. ( ;;u
rt:tt's matt, pale and agitated. grt:eted him 
as if rt·lievcd. 

"Oh. sir, thank I J Gl\Tll 1·ou'vc come at 
la;;t! } thought I'd TH:'\Tr �:.(l't �·ou on tlw 
phont:. 

"Is it trut·) ,. a,;k_ed \\'aitllnight. 
"Yes. s1r. .'\ sudd ctt struke an hour 

ago, and tht• doctur says-" 
The falling of portieres in the tltJonya�· 

behind them made a l·ain t chime of 
Japanese ,,·ind-l>elb :1s a gray-haired 
professional man en tercel �lllcl held out 
!tis hand. 

".\h. \V,Jitllnight, vou·,·c c'Oille not a 
minute too ,;outL (;]a(! to see you. 
There's no hope. Parah·sis. Heart 
action \\·eak, and general condition very 
had. He has something to tell you. (;o 
in alonc.:. 1\·e done all I can." 
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The 1 ·alet led the wa\· across the 
drawing-room, through the �c\joining one. 
half den, half library, and parted the 
heavy brocade hanging�. Wainwright 
s.tepped softly to the side of the bed. 

The dying man seemed unconscious of 
his presence. I ron-gray hair. falling back 
from a broad forehead, showed the strong. 
clean-cut face , pinched now by the gray 
pallor of the Great Enemy. There was 
!'Omething unmistakably pathet ic in the 
set of the features. 

Wainwright, looking at the lonely. 
dying mill ionaire, felt the grim irony or 
wealth. He stooped and Wok the limp 
hand in his O\Yn. 

" I'm here, �[r. (;�nrctt. \\'ai111night. 
Do you hear me) \Vhat G\11 l do for 
you?

·
., 

The sick man O)Jenecl his n-es and 
looked \'acanth· at his visitnr. 

"Paul," he .murmnred. " Paul-han: 
1·ou found Paul) .. 

"Not yet. ' ' said \\'ailllnight gently. 
'' but we hope to sm>n. ,. 

" Oh. find him," pleaded the faint 
voice. " Find him and bring him here. 
I \Yant to se<.: him. 1 must see him." 

"l\Ir. ( ;arrett," said \Vainwright firm-. 
lv. " Paul is not here. and he cannot ht: 
h�re, because 11·e do not knmr yet 11· here 
he is. Rou,.;e yourself. Do vou hear 
me) Do you t;nderstancl? \\:hat is it 
\'Oll 11·ant t-o sa\· to me',

. 

· The wandni;1g. empty eyes ('ame k1ck 
from the 11 ·orlcl of shadm1·,; 11·hither thev 
had traveled, settled 011 \Vainwright'�� 
face. and slo1Yly filled with a dim sense: 
of recognition. 

" \\'ainwright,'' he whispered. "l'm 
go ing-going fast.'' 

"Nonsenst:." replied the l awyer. 
cheered hv the rdurning mind. " you'rt: 
just havin.g one of your bad spells. that's 
all.'' 

A deep. penetrating gaze answered him. 
" v\' lwn you 're going. )'Ou'll kno11· it. too. 
Twentv-five years. and no sign (lf him vet. 
Have you th� 11· i l .l safe)" . 

. 

" \�es.'' 
"Don't give up the search-don't ever 

give up. Promise me you won't ." 
" I promise. I will nenr gi\'e up the 

search.'' 
" Then you will find him. You will 

find Paul Hamilton. and he shall haH· 
the money-t1rn million dollars. Thank 

God. I know I can trust vou, \Vain
w right. I couldn't rest in  1i'-Jy grave if 
it were not for that. 1 want him to have 
the money and enj oy it. I was a long 
time getting it, and l haven't been happy 
since. It must do somebody some good." 

"It shall.'' said Wainwright. "Rest 
easy. He shall ha1·e it and enjoy it." 

" And Corinne," said the fading voice 
-a thin thread of sound that came out 
of the motioi1less body-" Corinne, too. 
She is to han� the other two mill ion dol
lars and be happy.'· 

"Corinne St. J obn ,,·ill bt: an heiress, 
thanks to you. Two milliom of dollar� 
ought to m:1ke any IH>man happy." 

"Reach under my pillow. please-I 
l·annot lift my arm-am! get the enYclope 
that is then'." 

\\'aimnight drn1· out a lung. thin. 
hlUl' L'nn·lnpe. addre,.;�ccl in ( ;arrett',.; 
hand. " For Paul Hamilton. rare Henn· 
\VainiiTi!..(ht." and held it before th� still 
figurt>. �. Is this it' .. 

. 

" \'es. Keep it safl'. l.t:t llll one see 
it or touch it but vuursdf. I ,,·ant no 
C>l<l' but Paul to re�cl it. Look for him 
all your lift:. and il' vou don't .find him 
have thi,.; ckstnlvccl ·�It vour death. l 
haYC never been l�app)' ill aJl m�· life, alld 
l 11·ant them to be, Paul and Corinne." 

" \' ou want them tu marrv? " 
" \' es, ves; hut for love . . nut for the 

monev. hh. if 1 had onlv-" 
Th

.
e troubled evt:s fille

.
d 11·ith aaom·. • t'l • 

\\'aimnight. deeply touched b,· the suf-
fering of the fast� departing 1i1 ind , bent 
un:r him tenclerll·. 

· 
".\Jr. ( ;arrett : •· ht: a�kecl. "have vou 

told me all you knmr) l han· so little 
to go on in this st:arch that if there is 
auything else you can tell me to help . 
you ought to do it no11·. For instance. 
the 1\Jillers, of whom you ha\'C spoken
l·an you gi1·c me any hcttl·r due to them 
than you have gin·n) '' 

The face of thl· dying man t11·itched 
with pain. lt c<ecmecl as if he was ma
king an effort to raise him�elf. His ex
citement sho11'Cd it�elf in the eyes, which 
tr>ok on a glas,.;y glare. 

"The Miller� 1 "  he nied. "They 
know: Thev know: I've looked for them 
for twenty�five years, and I ' l l  look for 
tht·m t1renty-five years longer . I'll-" 

Tlw yo ice ceased abrupt I�·. and his 
head sank a litth: to nne sirh·. 

I• 
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Alarmed. \\.ainwright �tepped to the 
door and beckoned the doctor. who, 
hurrying in, felt his pube. and then laid 
hi� hand on the heart. 

He an,;1rered \\'aimHight's inquiring 
look 1vith a shake of the head, saying: 
" He is sinkin g rapidly. I doubt if he 
recovers con�eiousness." 

He had scarcely finished when < �arrett 
opened his e�·es again. and star.-cl straight 
into vacancy IY ith a hollmv gaze. 

" Gone-gone. all ,:;one." he mur
mured. " J ennie. Jennie. we'll be happy. 
Pau]-,rhere are you? (;one� I ha,·en't 
seen him since-yesterday. Tt IYon't he 
long now till-" 

\\'ainwright and the cli•ftM. 1ratching 
him intent]\". could not tell 11·hether he 
was e:\pressit : g am· l'(>herent idea. Al
ready he seemed like one speaking from 
beyond the gra 1 ·e. 

The la 11· 1·er laid his hand on the man's 

arm and ,;poke a.,; one might tn a child: 
"No. it won't he long n<m. Jt',; all 
r ight. " 

·· 
"Tenni�-1'111 coming t•> \'0\1-IYC IYill 

find ·PauL We 1vill fin�l hin1-" 
He lay quite still. and on·r his face 

there passed a strange, softening change. 
The doctor gen tly pressed the eyelids 
drnvn. 

. 

\Vaimnight ;;toocl nltltionlL'""· ;;carcely 
realizing that the final "cene 1ra� u1·er. 
The •dlenre \l'a� sharply broken by Car
rett\ man. wlw hurried aero�� the r<lOill 
and flung him�el f hy the ,;ide of the bed. 
sobbing al oud. 

Present!\· he lifted hi" face. and in 
choking utterances said : " l'n been \Yith 
him for �even years. and he ncYer ,;aid 
an unkind word to me." 

\\'ai 11 1Hight thoughtful!�- lin gered the 
long him· cnn·lope. ''I'll take care of 
you, \\'ani. \'ou ma1· l'OlllL' 11·ith me as 
soon as you like. Doctor. I suppose there's 
nn one hut ron and mnclf to arrange 
about the fu;1eral, so ��-� h1ight as \Y�JI 
attend to it at once." 

. 

CHAPTER IT .  
!'I .-\:'\).'1:'\f: THE Qt'EST. 

THREE cla1·s later Nebon answered 
a summons to tlw pril·ate office, 
ami founcl \\'ainwright deep in a 

pile of papE'rs. The young man sat down 

and 11·aited for the abstraction of hi:; 
chief to find utterance in words. 

He had not long to 1vait. The law
\·er ���·ung around in hi� chair and said: 

"About this (;arrett case-I'm the 
c:-;ecutor of the 1vill. but l'm too busy 
tn take up the details myself, and I'm 
guing to turn the active work o1·er to vou. 
·: rhe;e·s going to he a lot of out-of-t�wn 
inquiry on it probably, and I can't be 
running all over the country on a clue." 

"All right.'' said Kebon. "I'll glad
]y do nw best. \\'hat's it like)" 
- \\'ain-11-right looked at him carefully. 

' ' N t'lsnn. you're all right . \' ou know 
:J� \\·ell a� r do that the next thing for 
you is partner�hip in the finn, and by 
this time ne:-;t war the name on the door 
i,; likely to he \\·arner & Wainwright 
instead of Bailey & Wainwright. This 
morning\ cablegram from the old man 
at Berlin sa,·s he's no hE'ttcr. Three fa
nwus speciaiist,; haw diagnosed his case 
as three different dis eases. a 11 incurable, 
�tnd he's just starting for \'ienna to con
sult another one and see if he can't get 
a fourth added to the list. \·ou ·know 

ho11· pecul iar he is. and if \'OU can make 
a good job of this case and ·find the miss
ing man. I'll see that yuu get full credit 
for it." 

.\ 11·ann _�.;lo11· lit up the fJce of the 
young la1Yyer. and he turned a compre
hensive look full on the face of the E'lder 
man. 

'' I 'I I run him dmn1 or know whv," 
he said light ly , hut with an· undercurrent 
of l'arneqnpss. " Cive me a pointer and 
l et me start off on the trail. From what 
little I'1·e heard vou say of the case. there's 
not much to go- on." · 

"There isi1't. T hat ' s the trouble. 
There's less to IH>rk on 1 han .in anv case 
1 l'H'r had. (�arrl'tt's four millioi1s. as. 
yuu knn1v, are to be equally divided be
tln•en Corinne St. John, now ha1 ·ing her 
1·oice cu ltivatE'cl in Paris. and this un
knoiYll m:m, Paul Hamilton. who, ac
cording to ( ;arrett. 1s now t1venty-six 
�-ears old. 

· 
" Carrctt. ,:o far as T know in mv 

three year�' acquaintance with him. ne1·e� 
married. and his man. "'ard, 1vhom I 
h<11·e questioned doseh·, kno11�s nothino-. 0 
that can thro"· any light on the subjE'ct. 
\\'hen Carrett sent for me, three \;Pars 
ag-0, to clrall' up hi� ll'ill, he talked t.o me 

' � . . . 
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for the fir�t and last time until he la1· on 
his death-bed. 

"By the way, thi� will and (�arrett'� 
address on the scaled envelope are the 
only specim ens of his hamhHiting in ex
istence, so far as I knoll". Probably the 
J\Jillers have more, if 11·e can tine! them. 

"He confessed to me that the nervous 
strain of the long search he hac! con
ducted by himself for so many years IYas 
telling on him and. to use his 011·n words, 
he felt that in time it IYOuld kill him. 
For my part, I have uo doubt that it did. 
The death certificate read ' paralysis.' J L 
might better have saicl that ]1,. died of a 
broken heart." 

"But who is J>aul Hamilton)·· 
"That is exactly what l do not knnw. 

If I did there wouldn't be am· nwsten· 
or anv lnmt. \v-hocVL'r he b. �nd ·whe1: .. 
ewr f1e is. he eviclenth· is not a II' an: o C 
his good-t'ortune and, apparently, not of 
hb own identity, but we cannot go Le
vond \Yhat \\'C know. which· i� virtuallv - . 
almost not h ing." 

" And who is Corinne St. T olm?" 
"She is the daughter of \Irs. IZobert 

St. John, dead for a number of years , 
and fm· some time living in Paris w ith 
her aunt, �lrs. Clarbon. LJnknmrn to 
Carrett  I made a quiet inve�tigation re
garding :\[rs. St. John. and found that 
her maiden name 11·a� Jennie Dawson, 
and that there had been an carh· Jon
affair bet11·een her and Garrett." -

" Ven• likelv a hidden scandal snme-
where . " 

"J thou ght ><u :1t f1rst, l>ut I ran do1Yn 
a l ot of apparcllt clue� in such a din·c
tion , only to find that then: IYas nothing 
to base such an idea on. :\1 rs. St. fohn's 
record is abGve "uspicion. She

. 
died 

about eight years ago. after a year or so 
of widowhood, when Corinne IY�h a child 
of eleven. :\lr. Carrctt immediatelv as
sumed all expl'nses of C orinne 's educa
tion and support. and by regular monthlv 
payments has kept her and her aunt in 
comfort. She is now nineteen, and by 
the prm·isions of the will is to come into 
her half of the four millions at once. 

" I am ctirected to find Paul Hamiltnn 
as soon as possible. 1rhen he i� to ha1·c 
the other half. Also it was Garrett's 
lifelong wish that he and Corinne St . 
T ohn should meet, love, and marry, but 
a.pparently tlle thing that lav ne:-Lrest hi� 

heart was that the match should be one 
of affection . If the two young people 
should not fall in loH. no pressure is to 
be Lrought to bear on them.'' 

·'Lucky for them," said Nelson. "If 
a fe1Y more millionaires would make such 
wills tlll:re might be a few less unhappy 
n1arriage�., 

"Yes, but all thL· l ·hancL·,; are tha.t thev 
11on't fall in Ion:. In fact. the girl i� 
probably entangled 11'ith a good-for
nothing foreigner, a ( 'ount l'on Baritz, 
who has heen dangling 011 her heels in 
Paris for a ]most a war pa�t. [ have 
ca bled her tn rdurn �l t once. and as soon 
as she geb lwre one of your duties will 
be to take htr Totmd some and make 
yourself generally useful-opera, theater. 
all that sort nf thing. I ha,·e to keep an 
L'�T on her, an;l count on you." 

"[t Junks to me ��' if l'd han: to keep 
an eye on her. f)" [ get a night oft 
once in a while?" 

"Oh, I sec: :\I iss Lambert ,,·ill oh
j crt? " 

" l\[ariun i� a sensible girl. She and 
:\I iss St. John will prohabl �- be ,·ery good 
friends." 

" I hoj,c �o. \"ou nc1·cr ran tell any
thing about IYullll�Jl. ?lly immediate ol)
jcct is to gain some time to look up this 
alleged count. 0 f course he'll follow 
her over-hot on the trail () r an heiress. 
That's one reason 11hy I sent for her. 
I 'll halT my 11 ife giH: a dinner and 
throw him off his guard hy some delicate 
social attentinns. \\:hik l 11ncl nut if he 
really has a cnn11nission in the Kaiser·� 
fayorite regiment, as h e  claims." 

"He ma1· he· the rc;ll thi11.�." said Xel
soiL 

"Pos.;ihh·. ,\11nther n·a�on 11·h\· 
\rant the �:oung lady right h<;re is .that 
1 11 ish to see the photograph she has of 
Paul Hamilton, one of the only two in 
e;.;istetKL'. The otb er one i� in. the po�-· 
session of the \filler�. IYIHI are as elusiYt' 
as Paul Hamilton him�elf." 

" ,\ photograph!" echoe d Nebon. sur
prised. "\Vhy. if you han· a pi<'ture fll. 
the man. 11·hat more do you 11·ant? Pub
lish it in the papers. and-" 

"Not exact!�·." Teplicd Wainwright 
dryly. "You see, this photograph was 
taken when he was only a year old. })n 
you suppose you \Yould know yourself at 
that age. unless you were told J" 
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The young man laughed. "Well, upon 
my .word, it looks to me like a wild-goose 
chase. Hasn't Paul Hamilton eYen a 
st rawberry mark? " 

Wainwright ignored the ln ity. "(;ar
rett's interest in Corinne �t. john is full\· 
accounted for bv his Ion-affair with her 
mother before siu� married. With regard 
to Paul , T h::n·e not hr:u1 able to trace 
anything beyond the time 1rhen the child 
was one \Tar old. and left in the care of 
people b)r the na.me of :\Iiller-\fr. and 
Mrs. J ohn l\1 iller-1Yl10 at the time were 
living in Rockville, New '{ork. They 
soon moYed from there. saying they were 
going to l\[ i;;snuri. where the y had rela
tiYes. l'Yc raked \lissouri 1rith a fine
tooth comb. hut ne1·er found the slightest 
trace of them." 

"How doe� it come that \[iss St. John 
has one of the photographs? " 

· 
" \lr. (;:nrett gave it to her mother. 

If 11·c en�r lind the .people 11·ith !he othn 
one, 11·e will either ha1 ·e the right ones, 
or at least something definite to go on. 
Since r han� had thL· f'ase I hal't' dis
covered about a !'ouple of th t >usa nd \I il
lers, and si'x or sen�n promising Paul 
Hamiltons, one of them seeming to he 
the right one up to the la�t minute. I 
was glad aftcn1·ard that I didn't tell 
(�arrett about it. ll is anxiety t>ll the 
subject increased con,;tantll·. 1·et lw Jll'n'r 
scc1;1ed to discu,;s it willingly.' and simply 
grew sadder �11H1 sadder. and more and 
more quiet. \\-\! u�ualll· talked about it 
a fter dinner. and he \rould �moke in 
silence, ;;ay nothing and nod hi� he�'ld." 

"\Veil, lw neYer told all he knclr
that's certain." 

"No. l-Ie kept the re�tl truth to him
self. died with the senl't in his heart. 
Hesides the photograph�. the on! y actua I 
data I han: are the�e n:ceipb." 

He lifted a large enn�lope. au,] tlrcw 
from it some neasecl and yellmr slips 
of paper. and laid them hcfore Xebon. 
There were 1 hree of them, dated at R ock
Yille, Ne11· \'nrk. rcspedi1·ely. on April 
21, June 3, and ,\ugust 15, 1883. All 
three read exactly alike: 

Reccirctl of John Carrell Tl.'n Dol-
lars. ]OH:-i �J ILLER. 

This ,,-as alL The ink had faded, and 
the queer, half illiterate writing showed 
indistinctly. on the old papers. 

Nebon looked at them carefully . 
" Receipts, but they don't even say what 
for. To my mind, when a �man's sup
porting a child it's ten to one that-" 

.o; N elson ," broke in \\'ainwright sharp
ly. "of cuurse you may think what you 
like, hut it is my tinn opinion that when 
th is mvstt:IT is umawled, i[ it eHr is, it 
11·ill 111;t cot

.
llain a s•·anilal. l ohn Car�ett 

had 110 di�graceful secret it; his life. [ 
ha,·e ne1·er known a purer-m inded man." 

"' ['11 take 1·uur 11·ord for it." said the 
young man. · "  \' ou llllht admit that it 
mmld look that IYaV to :m outsider. I 
remember very we!\ though, that his 
face as he lav in his roffin 11as that of a 
re fined and sensitin nature-the whole 
L' .\pression noble." 

" He 11·as as noble as he looked, and 
this search is a legacy from beyond the 
gran. lt's like tunneling in the clark. 
While lYe may be follo1ring an apparent 
due that 11·ill lead us to the ends of the 
earth. Paul H amilton may be work ing 
round the corner a� a Jifteen-clollar-a
IITd;. clerk, and 11·e may rub elbows with 
him in the t';Us. 

" J ust at present there's a Paul Hamil
ton in \Iedford, \lassachusetts, to look 
up. Lloyd has the papers. As I've been 
retained as associ;lle '·"unsd in the Park
\ldrillc litigation. and that and the other 
thing� on hand IYill take all of my time 
for at least t\YO months, I 1rant you to 
get busy 1rith t h is." 

"I'll go right at it," said .Nelson. He 
looked dose!�· at the receipt�. and added 
after a moment: •' 1 wouldn't mind at 
nil if the dwse IYere to take me \Vest 
no 11 ·. Father is sick again, and mother 
IITites t hat he keeps asking for me to 
come out there.'' 

"Thne' s ttn tl'lling hm1· soon you may 
gn." re plied \\'aimnigln. He dropped 
his husiuesslike mauner ami added, with 
an almost paternal air: " I'll let you go 
any,,·av, if I ran ·po�sihl y spare you, N el
so tl . 1 knoll' you're a good son." 

''Well. 1 ought to he," sa id Nelson 
promptly. "i\Iy father and mother are 
not rich, but they did all they could for 
me, and father's great desire "·as to send 
me to college. \Yheu he found that he 
I'Ouldn't, and I worked my \Yay through, 
it took that much off his mind , and \\·as 
prohahlv that much better for me." 

"V.:n· likel�·." ·.,air! \Vninwright. "It 
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doesn't hurt anybody to make an e ffort 
for education." 

1 ust then a tall, athletic young man 
entered, and without a 11·ord held out a 
cable envelope. 

·wainwright tore it open and read 
aloud : 

" ' Cannot sail on Saturday. Yachting 
trip to 1\l ed iterranean. Corinne St.  
1 ohn.' Ah ! Very l ike! y the count i:; one 
of the party, and a sudden l i t t le  wedding 
in .some out - of- the- way spot .  ;'�l ot i f  I 
know it, my fine lady. Send this, Lloyd." 
H e  seized a blank and hast ily scribbled : 
" ' Sail on Saturday , as per cable. M �st 
gign papers before receiving legacy. '  That 
will  bring her, all right. I never kne11· 
a woman that 1vouldn' t sign anyth ing 
from a sight-draft  to a deat h -warrant 
without reading it .  Nelson, produce the 
missing legat ee . I 've made up my mind 
that th ose t 1vo peopl e shal l be married, 
whether they want to or not. '• 

C H A PT E R  1 1  I .  
. � :\  E:\:P LO�IVJ·: I X :\ UI EO :\ .  

7f l\1 ASS of smal l  details, w ith refer
!-\ ence to various cases , kept N ebon 

c:Iosely ·confined to the office for 
several da ys, and he realized as h e  looked 
at hi s 1vatch on the fourth day that he 
would probably be l ate for h is luncheon 
engagement with 1\l arion Lambert at 

· \Vatts's H otel . H i s  kno11 l edge of the 
some1vhal i m per ious temper o f  his  fiancee 
caused him to forecast trouble. His an
t icipation was ful ly justified. 

She was sitting in a window in the 
'J"urkish room, and she turned on him 
angrily : " Late aga i n : You have done 
noth i ng but keep me wait ing ever since 
you began this wi ld-goose chase. H o w  
long do you su ppose I ' l l  stand i t ? "  

In her anger she was more handsome 
than l:\·er . H er haughty mood flamed 
darkl y in her big hrown eyes, and their 
Yelvety depths had grown hard and 
sparkl ing. Her tal L superb figure was 
held erect i n  her new dah l ia doth au
tumn gown, and t h e  long, sh aded p lume 
on her p icture-hat swept the masses of 
her sh ining h air to th e sh oul der.  There 

was ra rel y  a h andsomer woman in s i ght 
anywhere than 1\ [ arion Lambert ; and 
N �bon. 11·lw was capth·ated by her 

beauty, looked appreciatively at her 
flushed cheeks and the pouting l ine of 
her red mouth. 

" N ot so loud, 1\f arion. The Stewarts 
are just behind you . Come in to lunch 
and I ' l l  explain ."  He led the way to 
thei r  table. " lh J un, vou look stun
n ing ! (iot on n�1Y ·c lothe� ? " 

" l th ink mv dressmaker has real l\· 
d one me some 

.
credit th is t ime," she r�

p l ied , hal f mol l i fied. " .\I v  fawn cloth 
wasn' t fit to wear, and I sent it to 
Fozetti 's . I suppose the next time I 
meet Hope H untley she' l l  have i t  on. I 
wish one's friends 11·ouldn't patronize sec
ond-hand dealers. I 'm beast ly hungr�· · 
Ord�:r a stuffed goose. nr somet hing l ike 
that . "  

" \Vi t h  p l ca:;·ure. but you \Yon' t get 
into t hat thing- aga i n  if you i ndulge like 
that .  You're j ust on· th e �afctv line for 
the present fa�hion no11·. Hop� H untl ey 
l ooks better in white  t han anything elst:. 
Beverly Parker is goi ng some in that di
rection lat ely. S t r ike� me i t  \YOUld make 
;t �ood match.  \Vhat salad do vou 
"·a1�t ? " 

.. 

" Crapdruit .  I f  ,·ou t h ink H ope i� 
pretty. I can' t imag i ne ,,·hat you ever 
saw in me. Bevc r h· Parker has mon: 
sense than to marrv l ;t:r. H·e has to have 
money. I told hfm , the other day, h e  
woul d be a fool to throw h imself  away 
on any poor girl . and he laughed , an�! 
said there \Yas no danger. Positively. 
he's the most fasc i nating man I kno\Y . 
And somet imes I tlt ink t here' s a mystery 
about him. For, w ith the exception o f  
a fe w remote rd ati 1·cs, 1 '\·e never heard 
him ment ion a word about his familv. 
But he m ust ha,·e good blood. His mat\
ners arc absolutely perfect ."  

H er eyes challenged him over th e rim 
of her g lass, and he retu rnee! the ch al
lenge with a st ra ight. serious look. 

" Marion," h e  sa id . " of course Beyer
l y  is  nne of tlw best fello1v s  I know , but 

nmvarlays a man need,; something more · 
than fascinat ing \l"ays and perfect man
ners." 

He paused a mumcnt and thought 
deeply. 

I t  occurred to h i m  that he had kn011"n 
Beverly only th ree years, and that the 
onlv introductions he had e1·er known 
h in� to have dated from Pari,; or Lon
don. H i s  few indefinite allusim1s  to 
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" my people " had never com·eycd any 
clean-cut information. e ither r�gard ing 
himself or h is ancestry. 

The th ough t of mystery regarding 
Heverl y had crossed h is m i nd in a ,-ague 
way once or twice before . N (nY it pre
sented it se l f a t rifle more de.fin i t e l y . and.  
as t hough in �mdible contradict ion tn i t .  
h e  said : 

" H is fa m i l y  is proha l > l y  a l l righ t . but 
he has some special reason for not men 
t ioning them . They may a l l  be dead or 
estranged, for \\'h at we kno\1·. T h i s  i s  :t 
st ran gt: \YOrld, and i t  seems to me that  
h appy and united fami l i-es are  becoming 
more and more rare .  Bcl'trly ou ght t o  
matT\' j ust the right  g i rl and set t l e 
< lown. , .  

" \\'dl .  thv right gir l  for Beverly "· i l l  
h an· a bunch o f  monev. o r  th ere ' l l he 
not h i ng doing.  I ' l l  bet 'a h at he' l l  make 
a dead set at l\1 i ss St. J oh n  the m i nute  
lw J ays eyes on her. ' '  

" Beverly ! " cried N elson. startled. 
" G reat Sc-ott � Well,  i t might  be \Yorse 
-that i s. un kss the unk no\l·n h e i r  t u rn s  
u p .  and t hey fal l i nto earh o t h e r ' s  arms 
in the most appnl\'ecl sty l e . "  

A look o f  distinct disapproval clouued 
;\ ! arion ' s fan:. " O h ,  T su ppose i t  w i l l  
h e  t h e  same o l d  way. i\ L , l l ley G1 1l  a l -
"·ays get money. A poor g i r l  l ike me 
h as no chance to m ake a decent s lw11· . 
I hate respectable  p01-erty. and I ' l l  he 
obliged to meet and associat-e 11·ith an 
h eiress to a coup l e o f  m i l l i on whe11 I 
h aven' t  a rag Jl t t o  wea r . And a l l  he-
cause you ar(: booked to search all over 
the U nited S tates for the mate t o  the 
oth er two mill ions, who may he goodness 
knows ·what � " 

N el son l ooked d iscotll'<lged. 1 t was 
not t h e  Jl rst t i me l\ f arion had u ttered h er 
opinion of the s i tuat ion .  hut ncn:r befun: 
had she been so emph a t i c .  H e  wa i ted i n  
si lence wh i l e t h e  wa i ter selTerl the sal ad.  
and th en spoke calmly. 

" "\I arinn . '"e may as \\T I L  understand 
things clearly.  r ight  a \\·ay.  \"ou're not 
a poor g ir l , and yuu knu\\' i t .  \'ou have 
fi fteen thousand a \·car in  your 0\\' 1 1  
righ t .  T h a t ' s  not povert y : and yon 
know very wei I, when \\·e are marr i ed . 
it is t o  c-ontinue to he yours solel y, i n  
addit ion to w h a t  I can g i ve you as my 
w i fe.  I am wh at may be called poor : 
and even a fter I become t h e  j unior mem-

ber of th e fi nn, l shall  not be a rich 
man, as rich men go in N e11· York , at 
least not for a number of vears." 

He paused for a n  insta;tt and looked 
at  her cl osely.  but her l o\\'ered eyel ids 
d i d  not et 1rourage h im .  H e  continued : 
•· \ 'ou k.J l \ 1 \\' , too. \ [ arion.  that a lthough 
J du not expen to ovet-come m y  parents' 
aversion to ] i l' i n g  jll'nll<l nently in N E' \\' 
r ork. I do e\ ]>C('t I hem to spend som e 
t i me \V i t h  niL' .  :\ ! other is so pleased he 
caust: I am engaged, and t h i s  m orning 
I had a let ter from her say i n g  more than 
;;he lws <:'Vl'l' said he fon: about a l i tt l e 
visit  to � C\\' Y ork. "  H e  fdt in h is 
pocket. and dra\\· ing out <! let ter, was 
abou t to npen i t  \\'hen ;\ [ar ion hast i ly 
bro k e  i n : 

' ' I > h .  tk1t 's  : t i l  r igh t : ( l (  course. I 
understand p ..:r fe<'lly. but p l <:a�e don't 
i nftirt any Lm1 i l v  < ·m-responclence on me 
\\'hen I'm eat ing.  J abhor i t .  and i t  
takes <1\\ :l\· I l l \' appet i ll '  lo d iS<'!hS d omes
t i t '  a 1Lt irs ; I I  t i l L· w hk. a l ! \' \\'�1 \ · ."  

:\' e.lson rl') • l a ce< l the . let icr with a 
grie1·cd l uuk . \ I  arion's  u t ter l ack of in
terest in h is father and mother h ad al
\ntys hurt h i m·. and her evident distast e 
for t·\·en h earing any det <.� i l s  of possible 
futu re associat ion \\· i th them had i m 
pressed h i m  much mure than h e  h ac! ever 
lt::.t h e r  knm1· . l i e  ch a nged h is tone and 
said : 

'' \VL·l l ,  are you guing to he fool i sh 
and unhappy just because ,-ome other 
_g irl  ha;.;  more monel' than you. or because 
,·ou art· not marrv i n g  a 1\" \:a l t hv m an i n -
�tL·ad (l  f lll C ) ' ' 

. , . 

" � el son ! H ow s i l l v  vou ::mo . Don' t 
preach .  1 \\' ant  you to l ;an mnnev, for 
your m\·n s<tke. .-\ man nen·r ran UJ�der
st.antl \\'h <t t �� d i ffcr·e !H'L· -c l o t h e� make i o  
� �  \\'Om a n .  

" Some \H.II l l L'Il  m a k e  nwrc d i fference 
t" t he i r  < " l othcs t km the cl othes do t o  
them .  You needn't worrv about tha1. 
You must remember I 'n1- a sel f-made 
man. ;\ [ a rion : <md a fel lo,\· wh o h a s  
worked h i s  \\'�11· through co l legl' by t utor 
ing.  and do i ng anything het\Yeen t i m es 
t h a t  turned u p ,  is l ikel y to he thankfu l  
t o  h a n  as goud a d�ane<: as I h ave, i f  he 
h as any se•1se. C ive me t ime. mv dear. 
T ' l l  do somet h i ng good enou gh for you 
vet. "  

S h e  smil ed. h a l f  reluctantlr .  " O h .  
'·"u're a1\·av ahead.  anyhow. N cl . "  she 
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admitted graciously. " But you know 
very well I can:t put up a show w i t h  a 
\Veal th y gi r l l ike :\! iss S t .  J ohn ; and it 's  
a lways my fate to be m i � ed up \\· i t h  a 
crO\nl that goes \Val king around with 
more on the ir backs than I h mT in a 
year. Th ere's Betty Lyon : That gi rl 
does \vear the stunn i ngest things : I al
ways feel dmnly \Vh en sh e's around." 

N elson bo\ved t o  the smart beauty 
who swept by them tn a tabl e on t h e  
other side of the room, accompanied by 
a l angui d . l • lond youth i rreproac hably 
garbed. The t \YO gi rl s e .\ <.�hanged the 
smil ing greet ings pecul iar t o  a merciless 
social j udgment . :md the fair Betty 
passed on am i d a stare of e\·es from t he 
assem h led guests. 

" D id von see hn l < �ok at my go wn ? " 
asked :\ farion . " I t ' s  ht·r great stunt 
never to seem to kllO\\. about c lothes. but 
[ 've made hn t ake notice for once." 

" ( �ood : " said ::\ e!son \varmh·. " Teach 
her her  p l ace. ="i ot so do\V < h:. a fter a l l . 
maybe . J .et ' s  han; somt· co ffee. and 
then I ' l l  h a \·e to hrl'ak a \\·av. There's 
a p ile o f work \va i t i ng for me at the 
office. B a l lo. there 's  Be\:L· r l y  th is  m i n  .. 
ute ! " 

H e  caught the eye o f  a lllcl l l  \\ ho h aLl 
stop ped to speak to Bett ,. Lyon .  and 
beckoned h i m  over. 

" ,\re vuu ne\·er goi ng to gin· m e  an
other afternoon, Nelso�1 ? "  ' comp l a ined 
l\1 arion. " Come fur a dr i n: \\·ith me. 
and let '><  make up a part\· to  _go \\1 the 
Russi an th eat er t o-night. I \\·ant to see 
th e  new play th at' s makin,t.; ,;uch a sen
sat ion. " 

" I mpos;;ible." replied N elsnn . " \\.h<Jt 
do vou wan t t o  sec that fo r. am·hol\' ) 
It's

· 
an 8\v fu l  th i ng. a coup l e  o f  men 

dying in a Russian pri>mn-one k i l ls tlw 
other and then commits ><uic ide . ' '  

" I \vant someth ing new for a change . 
Ah, Be\··erlv � "  She ;.; m i l cd radiant l y  on 
t h e  m an \\·lw cam e  up.  " S i t  h ere. and 
cheer us up. I h ave [ >allccl <lll  :\ [ r .  
\Varner, and he k1s re fused to accom-
pany me to t h e  theater to-n igh t . ' ' . 

" < ;o w it h me to the theater. or fly 
with me to the ends of the earth. "  re
p lied Beverly.  bow ing o1·cr her h and. 
" N el son, you're a dog." 

" I know i t .  H an· a com forter, 
Bever l y ? " 

" T l;anb; : T w i l l . " The new comer 

sat at �[arion's r igh t \vi t h  the air of de
vot ion that made h im so popu lar with 
women. 

H is tall .  wel l - l m i l t  fi gu rl' was ahv<i�s 

att i red in the latest fash ion. and the 
case and grace with wh ich he addressed 
h imsd f tu t h e  fa i r  se� h ad rendered 
h im a fanlrite as a d i nner guest. \Vi t h 
out be i ng e.'\ act l y  handsome, he \vas 
what most people \Hlu l <l call  d ist in·  
gu i shecl . Possibh· it \\·as h i s  premature· 
ly gray hair ,  perh aps it w C� s his way of 
l ook ing at a \vonian out of h i s dark 
eves. .-\t anv rat e. he basked constant lv 
i;1 fem inine . smi les. and it \\·as tac it ly 
agreed that when h e  got ready to marry 
he coul d  han? h i s  choice. He turned tel 
:\ [ ar ion now \\· ith h i s  m ost i ngratiat ing.  
manne r. 

'' \\'hy do �·1 m \YC�ste your t ime on t h i s  
unappreciat i l'e  person ? l a m  at your 
feet. Command me. ' '  

" I  a m  a t  t h e  d isp<hal o f  m y  future 
lord and master. ' '  she rep! iecl. 

l lcr intoilat iun m eant danger, a n d  
::\ e l sun.  catching t h e  look o u t  o f  t h e  cor
nn of Ben•rl y\ eye. rose in masculine 
prerogative. 

' ' That 's 'th e  r i gl 1 t  ta l k. my clear 
:\ Ia r i un." he sa i Ll . ' , , A little e�p�rience 
before you take the fatal vow is a goou 
thing . I can't go anyw here to-night,  
Beverh·. because the l le\Y cases that llave 
come in  l a ll'lv h a H' ahou t snowed us 
under, and \\.,·ti mHigh t and m ysel f ha,·e 
been \\·ork ing nigh ts to catch up. l want 
to get some things out of th e wav before 
:\l i�s St .  Tohn a�ri \·es on Saturd�1·." 

· •  .\ h � , ·, ,;a id Bc\Trh·. " th e · ne\Ycst 
he iress is chw. i s ,;he ? Spl' !Wer. who met 
her in Paris. savs she' , ;  a beauty.  and a 
, ·harm i ng creature in t he harga i l ! . ' '  

" T hat's  oclcl ."  saicl :\[arion. " Th e  
Bud Ste\varts. \vh o  kiW\\' her n�n· well .  
told me th at she \vas pl a i n. and t h at she 
l acked rhic . . . 

?\ l'b"n Lnit.;hcd o u t r i gh t .  " D ie! Bud 
sa\· that. or :\ I rs. Bud ? " 

H e  got a h aught y  l ook for " repl v. and 
Ben· r l y  turm·cl to her co1N d i ngly.  " You 
and I are positin·ly the onl y unpreju
d iced people on 'the earth .  By th e \Yay, 
N el .  h ow is th e search for the m issing 
heir  progressi ng ? " 

" Oi l ,  rather slowl y. Nothin g espe
cially in s iglJt  at the moment e�cept two 
more or l ess indefi nite clues. one leading 
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over to the w ild� of ] ersey, and the other 
pointing lVest. 1 am hoping the latter 
will develop sufficiently to take me out 
there on a tr ip .  so tha t  I can run home 
for a day or so. Father has been qui te 
ill, and a letter from mother this morn
ing says h e  is  very anxious t o see me." 

" Well, for your sake I hope you' l l  
have t o  go. Along what l ine are you 
making inquiries ? " 

N elson felt within his pocket . " \Ve 
have inserted this advertisement in t wo 
hundred and fi fty newspapers over the 
country." 

H e  handed a �mall slip across the table 
to Beverl y. who read aloud : " A l iberal 
reward \Yi l l  be paid for information 
leading to the discuyery of :\h. J ohn 
\f i l ler, who about 1 883 was l iving i n  
Rochi l le, N ew York. o r  o f  Paul Hamil
ton, who at that time \\"as l iving with 
him. Address Bailey & Wainwright. 
N ew York. ' "  - H e  looked inquiringly at 
N elson. " lt sounds quite mysteri ow; 
and interesting. I 've h eard a dozen dif
ferent versions of the rase. \Von't you 
enl ighten me ? " 

" \Vith pleasure, " began Nelson, but 
h e  was · interrupted by a swish of femi
n i ne dra peries . 

A pretty, blond woman came up. say
ing : '' Come along, a l l  of you. 0\·er to 
Lon g Island with Bud and me to look 
over our new house. Bud's car is here. 
and Betty has hers. and we're a 1 l  going 
together. ' '  

" Thank you, \frs. Ste11·art." rep l ied 
N ebon, " but I ' m just leav in g for my 
office. l'm a w fu l ly sorry, but-" 

:\f arion rose with her most imperial 
air. " Oh. Fan . N elson never goes any
''" here any more. Come al ong, Be1·erly, 
we'll have lot� of fun." 

Beverly looked grieved. " Pardon 
me, but I 'm go ing to let N elson tell me 
about this stra n ge case . " 

" \VeiL for goodness' sake � " cried 
1\Iarion, " is e\·ervbodv be\Y i tched ' "  She 
turned to Mrs . � S teZYart . " Fan. I 've 
heen driven almost distrac ted . Take me 
a\vav, anvwhere ." 

"
·
Good-bv," said \I n•.  Ste1Yart. over 

h er shoulde�. as the two moved ofL " I 
hope we won't turn out to be such a pair 
of lunatics as you two." Her laugh 
floated back to them tantalizingly. 

Nelson took Beverl y by the arm. 

" Come down to t he office with 111e, and 
I ' l l  tell you about i t .  That Stewart wom
an always did give me the worries." 

C H A P T E R  IV. 
THE H EIRESS. 

THE great steamer lay maj estically at 
her pier, and W ainwright and N el
son dodged hither and thither 

under t he heels and wheels that made an 
almost i nexplicable tangle, and pushed 
their "·ay with all  speed through the 
noi�y crowd. articulate with the j oyous 
greetings and exclamations. 

" Rotten luck ! "  ejacula ted N elson, 
" to be delayed this �Yay. A few minutes 
l ater. and-I beg your pardon , madam ! " 

H is righ t  arm fte1r out and caught a 
;:tout woman whu h ad crowded in before 
him and had ;;tumbled over her own be
l ongings. She glared at h i m  as he picked 
up a huge paper parcel she had dropped 
and took it back without thanks. 

" Such brutes ! " she �aid to the wom
an at h er left. " They think noth ing of 
pun ching ::1 "·oman's ri bs i n  a crowd. 
Some day I ' ll send as good as I get." 

Wain1uight gave N el son a decided 
push ahead and squared hi :' strong shoul
ders throu �h a dem;e knot o f  jabbering 
I tal i::�ns. 

" This "·a1·." he said. " i\ I rs. Clark
,;on w i l l  h aYe a fit if  we' re not the fi r,;t  
ones at  the  g::�ngpl ank ' '  

" .\ J r. \\;a.inwr.igh t : "  rang o u t  a clear 
voice at his elbo"· · 

N e lson looked eagerl y at the owner of 
the voice, and saw a fresh young face, 
glow ing with heal th and spiri ts, blue
gray eyes sparkling under the sma l l  hat 
\Yith the flowing gray veil ,  and an abund
atKe of golden-brown h a i r  waving over 
her forehead and escaping in trim coils 
from t he nebulous frame of the veil. A 
gracefully molded fi gure was set off to 
advantage by a snug clark-blue cloth 
gown. and the mannish London t 1ncd 
travel ing coat t hrown hack in front re
vea l ed not a trace o f  decorat ion save the 
touch of white at  the throat and wrists . 

N elson's sense of beau tv and fi t ne�;; 
was grat ified before she fai rl y held out 
her hand to Wainwrigh t, saying : " Posi
tively, I believe you were going t o  mis,; 
11s, and auntie's gruesome predi-ctions 
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11·ould have been fulfi l led. I I  ere's a bt 
of 1vhat we have to declare. Do you 
�uppose you can get us out of here before 
noon ? " 

" M y clear .\ l i,;s St.  T ulm. " said Wa i n 
wright. ga l l an t l y. " I  · ,voul d  han· com · 
mitted hari-kari had I m i ,;,;ed you. I ' l l 
see to i t  nm're a 11·av from here i n  l L•s,; 
than hal( an hour. . A h. M rs . C l arbon. 
I 'm glad ttl see you . " l-I e shook hands 
wi t h a n  e lder l y IHltn �m IYi t h  a cl iscun· 
t ented expre,;,; inn 11· lw 1vas ch arg i n g a 
maid to he carefu l u f  a s m ::� l l  du,;. a n d  
said. " .\I i s s  S t .  T ohn. l\frs .  C larkson . l e t  
m e present :\ [ r . . \\·arner. N" elson , make 
yourself  ti>idul \Yhile l see abou t thi,.; lug-
. " gage. 

Nelson felt  his interes t deepen as Co
ri nne 's merry eyes looked lau gh in gl y up 
at  him. \Yhile  she gan: him a frank gra"l '  
o f  the h and . 

" 1 am de l igh ted to lw o f  sen·ice." he  
.;a i d . " C in; nw yo,\r hand-bag at once. " 

" l  dare 1 10 t . "  she said in a tra,gic wh i,;
pcr. " It has tlu· p i l't ure in it. I feel 
l ike a detec tive w i t h  the evi dence n f  a 
murder case. Actual ly, I \·e clreamcd 
about i t . ' ' 

" Oh ,  t h e p h otograph o f  your better 
hal f ! "  lau�hccl N L: l son . " \\'l'll. I 'm 
due to h aYe a l ook at i t .  you knoll'. \ \·h�n 
mav I sec i t ? " 

:, \\' l ll'r�'s the ,·oun t ) "  IYailtd :t\ [ rs .  
C larkson. " Corinne.  h o w  shameful  o f  
vou t o  draR m e  off t h is ,,.a,·. \\' h a t 1r i l l  
he t h ink ? ' O h .  \ [ r. \\'a r nt·r. fi n d  C c>unt 
yon Bari tz." 

" \Vherc a rc· t h ey ) " demanded an ex
c i t ed voice. i n  a strong Cerman accent. 
" ( l h ,  here you are r \ \ ' h a t  has h ap
pe! !ecl ? "  

;\ bl ond . athl e t ic m :m. 1Yit h  gla,;se,;. 
a th in mustache and an autm:r a t ic m a n 
ner, elbowed h i s  1rav t o  Cor inne. a n d  
11· i tlwu t not i c i ng any ;me ebe , said. am:· 
iouslv : " l  1ras al arme d for vou in t h i s  
crus!;. \V h v did \·ou n o t  1rait for me ? · · 
He attcmpt.ccl to

. 
take h e r  hag. sa yi n ,; 

11· ith an a i r  of p ropr ietorshi p : " Permi t  
me." 

" D on't  get excited, p lease. I ' m w i t h  
m v  fricncb. " . 

As N c l :;on shook hands wi th Von 
Baritz and cau ght the g l i n t  of cold blue 
eyes behind the glasses. he instinct ive ! \· 
felt the undercurrent of h ost i l i t y  in h i s 
m ind, and acrose; the harri e r  of 'th e  for· 

mal meeting �.:ad1 man sent a shaft of 
disl ike.  The coun t mack a n  effusive 
effort at cord ial itv. 

" We have haci a most d digh t fu l  voy
age," he said, as though assert in g  a 
personal achievement .  " Such congenial 
peop le , and so much of interest . "  H e 
gl anced at Corinne.  ' '  I am glad to make 
my first v i s i t  to t h i s  your great c i ty."  

' '  \\ ·c  offer you the h o�p ita l ity of our 
t<)\Yn." rep lied N elson. ' ' Some of your 
countrymen h a  1·e a [ready appreciated i t .  
\Ve rea l l y  th i nk IYC ha1·e some npportun i 
t ieo;  for enjoyment h ere." 

\Vaimnight came up, and, after grel't
i n ,:.; Von B ar i tz, announced t hat his car 
wa:; waiting, and escor�d l\Trs. Clarkson 
through the crowd. while N ebon and t h e  
count f o l l o m:•cl w i t h  Cori nn e . 

" I was \Try fortunate to get t he 
H ough ton h ouse for you w h i l e  they are 
on the Conti nent. ' '  explained \Va in · 
1\Ti �h t, as t h e  t hree men stood bareheaded 
by the .machine, " and I Jmpe you ' l l  l ike 
i t .  I ' l l  be up t h is eH n i n g a fter d inner. 
and 1\·e' l l go over some detaib I want to 
make clear to you . " 

The count . gazed appea l ing!�' at 
C or inne. " no take a gtlOcl rest," he 
p l eaded. " a nd gin· me a few moments at 
!"t n' t h i s  eYening . " 

" You mav take a chance on it i f  \'OU 
l i ke," she responded. " but I 'm i ust. as 
l ikely to be d r i \· i n g  i n the park.  \\m see, 
1 'm n ot a b i t  t ired .  Come up to-morrow 
at ten, '\Ir. \Varner. an d get vour look at 
the photograph.  ;\I r. \Vaii�wright has 
said I may keep i t  u nt i l I make a l i t t ll'  
\Ya ter-color o f  i t . "  

, \  nwrn· ,; m i l e  rl < la t cc l � l· ls tm's w a y  a-; 
t h e  car S\\:ung out o f  the j am. \I· i t h a

. 
cab 

dose beh ind . conta i n i ng t ile  two maid,.;, 
the dog. and a m isce l l;neous assortment 
nf sma l l  luggage . 

Von Baritz l i fted h is h a t  st iffiv, de
c 1 i 1wcl \\ .a i mni g h t '  s o rTcr tn ta  kt 1; i m to 
h is c l ub.  and c -; cuscd h i msel f.  

" We l l ,  11· hat  d o  \'\lU t h i n k  of her ? " 
asked \Va i mni gh t . 

" Charming ' "  11·as the response. 
" T hat unkn(-m·n doesn't kn mY 11· h at he 's . _ . " n1 1 �s1 ng . 

" An \'1\'a\·, I th ink l sec the coun t 's 
fini,.;h. ''  Jmlsecl \Vai muigh t . " Ce t  M iss 
I .am bert to go with  us to-morrow eye
n i ng, I ' l l  have a couple of boxes at the  
t heater, and we' l l  set  t h e ha l l rol l i ng . " 
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The crisp sunshine o f  bril l iant Octo
ber got into N elson's veins as he walked 
up the avenue the next morning to keep 
his engagemen t . and he wondered how 
the news of what seemed to be a clue 
worth fol lowing for the heir ri1 ight be 
received. The morn i ng mail had seem
ingl y made the trail lead over to New 
J ersey, and he 11·a� t o  take t h e  trip 1\' i th in  
a f e w  days . 

l\ l iss St.  j oh n turned f rom the l itt l e  
t able  where �h e  w a :.;  sitting, a n d  ach·anced 
several steps to h i m with outstretched 
h and. " I am glad to see you. ( :ome and 
:.; it down. A unt i e w i l l  be iu as soon a:.; 
Fifi is proper ! �· hnthed and perfumed. 
Fancy h aving a dog perched on your 
dressing-case '"h i le you have your ha i r 
dressed ! \\' hat is the worst new:.; ? H aYe 
1·ou a Paul H a m i l ton concealed i n  the 
� Ira wi ng-room ? "  

N elson caugh t  t h e  batten· o f  her 
l aughing eyes steadi l y as he rep lied : 
" 1· our Prince Cltar111i11g h as not the 
pl easure of be ing so near. Do my ey�:s 
deceive me. or do I :.;ee evidences of actual 
i ndustry ? " 

Coriime laughed . " You do i ndeed . 
See wh at I am attempting-a water-color 
of my future husban d . "  She poi nted to 
the l;)o�e sheets l ying on the table, and 
N elson. stoopi n g  oYer her shoulder, sur
veyed them carefully in comparison w i t h  
the l itt le p h oto graph propped on a smal l  
easel . 

For a moment the t\\'o \H·rc si len t .  The 
somewh at faded face o f  t he c h i l d  seemed 
to look out wonderingly at them from the 
dazzl ing frame of sma l l diamoncb i n  
wh ich i t  was set, their bril liant rays 
flash ing like an aureole about the cur ly 
habv head . Nel son uttered an exrlama� 
t ion. 

" This  i ,;  a Ya l uab le frame. You had 
better keep a cl ose watch on i t . ' '  

" I ndeed I w i l l . "  s h e  replied. 
The room was in t he rear of the second 

floor in t he Fi ft h  Avenue house wh ich 
\Va inwright had been a ! J lL· to lease for 
them for a year, and i t  had been converted 
into a cheerfu l . luxur ious stud io for 
Corinne's use . A n  enormous white bear
skin a lmost covered the polished floor. 
The concert grand piano , the book-shelves 
and desk laden with books and magazines, 
and the table by the sunny window gave 
an aspect of art is t ic  reneat.ion. A meri-

can Beauty roses, on superbl y l ong stems, 
rose over th e  corner of the table from 
a Pompeian jar. 

N elson picked up the little faded pho
tograph and studied it cl osely . A fat , 
chubby infant, round:eved and bland of 
face. iooked �;t h im. 

�
One pudgy hand 

firmly c lasped the arm of the chair i n  
,,·h iciJ h e  sat, and the other ·was lost in 
the folds of a l ight tlowercd dress from 
undn which his feet stuck straight out. 
H is l ook told of a �urprised obed ience , in 
wh ich he had been taken una wares. 

' ' I f  he has fu l li l lcd h i s  early promise 
of ! Jeautv," said Corinne. < ; he must be an 
_ \ l •u l l o  l;y this t ime." 

N ebon put the picture du\Y n .  g lanc ing 
at the ,·ague out l ine on one of the sheets . 
'' l trust to your art to improve on . Na 
tur<:. L hope you "·.i l l  he p leased to hear 
that undoubted ly the rea l he ir is a.t l ast 
discovered. .\ 1 1  that rem ains is for me 
to break the nC\YS gl'ntl y to h i m . "  

' '  i\l ercv : "  e.\clainHxl :\! rs. C l arkson . 
com ing f,)nyarcl w i t h a smal l .  cur ly head 
st icking ou t ·o f a. w h i te Shet l and shawL 
w hence came a f a i n t  yapp in g. " Anot her 
one 1 T\nl others were a ( 'arpenter, a 
shoemaker-a nd H ea ven kno\YS what thb 
one will be 1 " 

" Possi bly a m u l t i m i l l ionai re. with 
di<tmoncl minL·,; i n  :-iuuth A fr ica ," sug
gested N elson.  offering her a deep cha i r. 
" I n 1vhich case Ill' can lun :\1 iss St .  T o lm 
ror herse l f  a lone . ' '  

. 

' ' N o  sul'h l uck : . , groaned the lady. 
'' H e' l l  e i th er be as poor as J ob'� turkc�' 
Pr he a miserable fell o,,· of some kind. 
scarcely ab le t o  read and \n ite. That is 
the \Y:\V m v  cou s in :-iarah T ewett ':.; 
nephew turnecl uut, a nd he got n�arly a l l  
o f  my great-u ncle H.ohertson's fortune . 
and d isgraced t h e  whole fam i l y by eating 
soup frnm the ] •o int  o f  a s poon, right  be
fun· the b ishop ! . , 

C nr i nne's merry l a u gh rang out muc 
:.;ically, and N elson turned to her grate
full�-. " I t "·as a 1Yful ."  she · said, " but 
the  way the h i :.; \wp t ried nut to sec i t  was 
so fu nnv 1 nearl v d i ed . " 

" N o
. 

"·onder .h e d idn ' t lean• von anv-
t h i ng," said her aunt fret fully.  · -

N
.e lson rose to go, and offered h i;; band 

to Cor inne. As he hel d hers. soft, wh ite. 
and firm. their eves met for a moment, 
and underneath th ei r clear gaze h e  sa\Y 
an appeal . 
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" What is i t ? ' '  he asked . 
'' l f  he's-impo;;;; i hlc, 1vhat w i l l  you 

d o ? "  
" Yo u  w i l l  lea1·e it  t o  m y  j udgment ? "  
" O h ,  IYi t h  j oy ! " 
" I t  w i l l  depend on c i rcu mstances. 

may slwot h i m  o n  the spot, u r  l may grap
p l e  fi rm l y  with h i m ,  carry him to the edge 
uf tl1e c l i ff  and drop him to the bottom 
of the cmion \Y i t h  a dul l  t h ud . "  

" Lovely ! You have taken a great bur
den o ff nw mind. N t"'. [ atn saved."  

" But vcm d o n ' t  h ave to marr1· h i m . "  
A t rou.bled l ook ti l l ed her e1·�:;. and an 

exprc�sion so p a i n e d  S11·ept o1·�r her face 
t hat N cbon 1ra,; astonished. 

" I  canno t  explai t t  to yuu." she ,;aid. 
· " hut I feel that  t here i s  some strange fate 

hack o f  a l l  t h is. H mr could it be other
\Y ise ? The thought uf that sealed en
velope ahvays frightens me. H u ll' do m.: 
know what is in i t ? " 

N ebon was t aken aback. The same 
idea had occurred to him. 

" C heer u p. ' '  he sai d .  " H � nuy not be 
able to read or IHile, and ll'ti can tel l  him 
he i s  requested to go to nigh t -school. ( ) f 
cour�e, · you 1v i l l  rememl1er t h at no one 
else i s  t o  ,;e e  this photogra p h .  ,,·rl \ t ' t ynu ) 
\\'e can' t  take any , ·hann·� ." 

The complail l iitg vo ice of :\ l r�. Clark
�ou pursuect h im down t h e  stain1·ay, and 
his  h u mor was not improved by m eet ing 
the count on t h e  outer steps. N cbun 
felt d ispc>'ed t o  pa�,; 11· i t h  a bare l y  cleccnt 
salutat ion.  hut \'on Haritz �eemed tu  b<: 
gen i a l .  

" Ah, :\1 r .  \\'arner, is  it s o  t h a t  I am 
to hm·e t i d ings u f  the  l\Ir.  H am i l ton t h i s  
morni n g )  " 

.:-J' e lson looke<.l h i m  ,;t ra ight i n  t h e  n·e. 
" Not t lJ i "  m o rn i ng. count -.: hut pc�Ssihly 
sooner than you e xpect." 

H e  fel t  'ecret] y  irritated a l l  da1· : l 1ut 
t h at enn i n g  in the theater, a fe1;. min
utes before t h e  curta i n  1vent up, as he 
f o l l owed M ariun to t h e  box, h is sp i r i t �  
rose, f o r  h i s  fiancee. i n  a pale-pink g01n1,  
was a p icture o f  artist ic  d e l ight.  Co
r i n ne, l ooking a,; bloom ing as a fresh l y  
opened ro,;e. smiled radiantly from her 
, ·hai r, a fai r vi�inn i n  1vhitc ; while the 
count,  firm ly mounted on guard behind 
her, betrayed marked appreciat ion of h i ;;  
vantage. M arion w as i n  a me l l o11· mood, 
and sh e greeted Corinne w i t h  t he buoyant 
warmtl1 whkh ,;h e  occasionally displayed. 

' ·  l ' m  m·erjoyeLl tu meet )'llll at l ast, 
:\I  iss St. r ohn. Actual l y, 1 was afraill 
t h e  ship \�ould turn rou1;cl i n  m i(btream 
and go back .  So origina l for you to 
insist that  1ve be h ere before t he c·urtain 
11·ent up, too.  Peopl e  who come late 
only do it for display." 

She b a d  scarce!\· fi nished when Bev
er l y Parker appca;·cd in t h e  box. H is 
eve:; fel l on Corinne w i t h  unconcealed 
admiration. and the instant N el son b ad 
presented h im h e  established h imsei'f by 
her. and in l ess t h a n  t iYO minutes had 
engaged her i n  a l ! l \Y- toned com·ers::t t iun.  

Tbe count seemed not to notice i t ,  [or 
h e  promptly devoted h i mself to �-! ar ion, 
and when the curtain rm;e thev retained 
their  positions. T h e  woe,; o r '  the stage 
lowr:; were wd I set forth, but as the 
C l' l'ning \YOre ou one or t1vo undercur
rents of d issat isfact ion crept t o  the sur
face ; and ::\larion. hear i ng Be1·erly Par
ker ask Corinne to take a gal l op w i t h  
h im i n  t h e  p a rk.  said : ' '  O h ,  w e  must 
all go out sume morn i ng. Wouldn't  
vou l ike .i t ,  Count 1·on Baritz ? " . " [ would l ike anythi ng 11· i th yo�t," he 
rep l i ed, bending a cl cep lnok un h l.'r.  
l\-larion, Jlatrcred enough for once, ex
panded into the atmosphere of vanity 
that  \Yas breat h  to her and rcc\oubled her 
attention. 

BeHrly and X ebon exchanged g lances. 
'' \ ' ou arc lus inp; a t i t l e . ' '  ,,· h i sperecl J:ley
n h· t o  Corinne. 

:-; he laughed soft [ �-. " I t  i s  not mine 
to l ose." 

. .  I < 'ongra t u late you ." h e  repl ied. 
" \'<l lt uu ght to marry an /\merican. 
T i t l ed fore i gner� c lun't make good lms
banc\s. They cannot compreh etHI the 
s p i r i t  of our women . "  

She l i fted h er eves and looked at h im .  
" I th ink you an� J: i g l t t . ' '  s h e  sa i d  simp l y .  
" r am ,;() g l a d  y o u  fee l t h a t  way 
�d>Out i t . "  

N e lson w a �  �1hou t to speak, when h e  
s;nr that  t h e v  11·cn• unconscious of h is 
e :, j ,;tence. l-i e looked at ·Marion and 
the count, and discm·ered them in a l ik e  
condition. H e  g o t  u p  a n d  went i nto 
the next hox and <leYotcd h i msel f to 
\[ rs. C l arkson and :\ l r�.  \Vainll'r igh t  for 
the rc,;t of t h e  eveninn-

.\,; he held :\1 arim�� sumptuous coat 
for her after the p lay, he said : " Well, 
·I see you think she's charming, too." 



" U h ,  rat l i L·r i ns ip id . S h e  lacb dis
t inction, but the count is  too interesting 
for anything. ( �raciou;; me-why, look 
there ! " 

Beverly Parker h ad an t ic ipat ed \' on 
Baritz. and ''"a' a,;s i st ing ( 'orinne with 
her 1nap, \Yh i l e  t l l l' t 1vu  m e n  exchanged 
swift glances. 

\\-ain wrigh t ' s  ,-otce came frum t h e  
oth er s ide  o f  t h L· curt a i n : . . . \ re l'< >ll a l l  
read ,- ? B cverl l·_ don ' t forget d i n ner 
w i t h  us on Thursday el-cning . .  , 

" I ' l l  ht th ne. " ans11-ered J-k,·er ly .  
;\ s  the  g ir l s went  ah ead with  th ei r h o ;; t ,  
h e  fel l hack beside N elson and said : 
" Egad, old man : Sht';; t he ''l'l'L' le,;t 
crea tu re I eiTr met i n  m1· l i ft· . ' '  

" I  h ope c;]w t h i nk-; as IITl l  u f  \'( )\1, 
rep l i c·d :'\ el son. 

l'  I I . \ PT E R V. 
I'.\ :\ I l . 

l-11 E n igh t o f  t h e  d i nner - party at  
\\-a in11-right ' s  cou nt ry h ome, near 
I lobbs Fern·. 11· as a m i ld. dear 

one, am! the guec;ts trooped up the broad 
stairway from the i r motor-cars in gay 
sp iri ts . 

:.trs. 
11·arm I ,-

\Lt i n wr i g h t  
· · .\ 1 ,. tkar. 

greeted C < >r i t t iH' 
h u 11· lon· ly  1·ou 

look ! l ' I'C· g in�n you my 0 11 1 1  SJWC i a l 
den for your room, as you· re to stay 
unt i l  after Su tHlav. and Donia 1v i l l hel p 
your m aid look a fter t h ings. Rememhtr 
you ' re n o t a guec;t ! tne. and �e 1·ery th ing  
i s  to I >L: j u,;t as  i f  y < >u  were at home ."  

Count \'O i l  Jlari tz. N elson, Hever l y 
l'arker. and ( �us Spencer. grouped i n  a 
corner o f  the clra 1vi ng - room . cr i t ical l y 
evecl th e f a i r  a rrixals i n  the br ie f i l t tL·n· a l  
before d innn. 

' ·  I h ea r t h a t  1·ou are hot l > ll  t he tra i l  
o f  a dozen or  s u  P a u l  Ham i l tons , "  said 
S pencer. " J-l o 11· ma t t�· o f  him d o  you 
expect to be t i l l' r i .�h t one ? " 

" Enough to sat i s fy a h )·r1ra-h eaded 
curiosity," rep l i ed N e lson co ld ly . . 

The c'ount 's eyes spark l ed hch incl t he ir 
g l asses, :mel h i s  sanlonic · smi l e crept 
sl o1Yl v  under his mustache. " But it is 
the p l easant duty to ti ne! the fi tt i n g hus
band for 'd iss St. Joh n . Prinu Charm
ing i s  h id ing behi nd many masks-don't  
von think so ? . ,  

· 
� D espi te h i s  ,;el f-control.  Nelson\ face 
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ch anged sl igh t l y, hut be fore h e  coul d  
c;peak J?everly Parker broke i n .  

" " .  e're all  masked," h e  said, " hut, 
mask or no mask, 1 'm o f  the op inion 
t h at Pau l H am i ! tun 11· i ! \  be found, and 
t hrough Nelson, too. · .\ hac\ beginning 
makes a good endin g . '  \\' lw " f  us w i l l  
d a r e  to sav that ll'hl'n t he h e i r is d i sco\·
L'red he may ll l >t he j nst the r i ght man 
for o u r  fair h e i ress ? . , 

T h e  count bowed i ron i <·a i l l' .  " Such 
optimism is beyond me. b u t  I adm i re 
your a l t ru i st i c spir i t .  L con fL·ss I am 
t oo much ens l �n·ed m vscH to  hl' gcncr
t >l!S.  .-\ i t .  the l ad ic,; � "  

C< >r inne. \ I  ar ion Lambert. \ I rs .  C lark
_,on .  Hope H u nt l ey. anrl :. l r.  and 1\I rs.  
B ud S t e ll'art en t ered the l'l lUl l l .  and in
stantly , ., ·eryl>od\' 11 as t a l k i ng at once.  

:'-J e l son caugh t lkn: r l y  ! J y  the arm. 
" Come. let  us pay our court to ill i ss  S t .  
T ulm. ' '  T h e  count. sudden ! \' c u t  out.  
:tpproa ch cd .\! a rion Lam bert 1v i th  h i s  
most de ferent i al  manner. and d i d  not 
fa i l to note t i l L· j ca l < >us sha ft from the 
l 'orner o f  her eye : 

" Hen:rly. you ' re a ! > r ick . ' '  c;a i d N e l 
s< > n  i n an Ulllll'rtone.  " I f  vou hadn't 
said 11·h at you did.  I hel ic1·�· I wou l d  
h a 1·e pU l lch ed th a t sm irk i ng a c;s . "  

. .  D o n ' t  m i n d  h i m . ' '  rep l ied BeHr ly .  
. .  \\'e a l l  kno1v you're t h e re�tl th i ng. " 

N dson l ll'a rd I to  more : for Corinne. 

tall and rad i an t in 11 h itc and s i l ver. 
turned 1v i t h  a dazzl i n g  smi l e  ancl he l d  
< >U t  h er km d t < >  h i m .  a n d  u n t i l  d i nner 
11· as : I J t t i < >Ulll 'ed th e t 11·o lllL'I l devoted 
t h cmsc I n·s to hn. - T h L·n t h ey 11·ere sep 
: l  rated . T!te  count t ook ( 'orinnc i n ,  
:\ l' lsun 11·as pa i red off ll' i t h  \ [  r s .  S t e 1vart,  
and Bl'n'l' ly  had \ l arimJ  Lambert for h i s  
partner : hu t  1�h·! son h ad t h e  fe] i ,· i tv o f  
s i tt i ng oppoc;i tl' ( ' o r i l l l ll'. and t h cv t a

.
l ked 

11· i t h  t h L·i r  en· . .; so L·ffec·t i l'l·h th at the 
· ·uunt IJL·,·anw

-
rest less. and ;\ 1 :.\r ion's  Jhi,;h 

t < > l d  o f  i nner d i ssatisfaction.  
\Ire;. \Ya in ll'right 1vas a cl e\'l'r h ostess, 

and u nder the ski l fu l  d irect i on of her
s e l f  and h l'r  h usband the talk ran l ightly 
on t h e  sur fan· o f  t h i ngs . Bever l y Par
ker. ahvays a most des irab l e dinner guest. 
made h imsel f especia l l y  bri l l iant. for 
11·h i c h  he got more tha n one gratefu l 
g lance frnm N elson.  

Dinner lvac; almost l l \·er, and the host
ess 1vas sencth· congratulating hersel f 
t h at  a l l  h ad gone \\'el l .  11'hen the  acicl 
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nJice o f  :\I  r � .  C l arkso n, d i rected at Bud 
Ste\Yart,  cut sharp l y arros� the table. 

" And so I told Cori n ne that just as 
l i k e l y  as not this dreadful man · ''"ould 
probably turn out to be an escaped crim
inal o f  some sort.  I 'm sick of i t  a l ready. 
The c l ima te here i :m't agree ing "· i t h  me . .  
We m i gh t hctve been i n  t h e l\ l editer
r.anean on Lord D i nn·\ ,·acht hv t h is 
time, and dear Lady D ivo;. had been so 
k i nd : " 

There \\"as an i J 'stan t a wbYanl si l ence . 
Then the <'l . lunt l au ghed soith·. and 

Cor in ne murmured : " < l b .  auntie ! , . 
\\ "a i mni gh t came to t h e  rescue. 
" l\I y de�u· \1 rs. Clarkson . d o n ' t  dis

tress yoursel f  unnecessa ri ly . I grant you 
N e l son hasn't procltwed the hei r yet . but 
1 h a n: h opes. ( ; iye h i m t i me, and per
haps he ma1· u ne�1rt h a bank presi dent  in 
disguise. \Y illl kntms ? l ) r. [Hh" i l l l v a 
gambling d i rec tor \\· l i o  \\Te<:ks a trust 
company by sperul,at ions transacted on 
the quiet . "  

:\ l rs .  \\.a i l l \n i g h t  g J n  t i ll' s i gn a l  to 
rise , and i n  the genera l d isintegrat ion of 
couples t h a t  tuok pl ace. N e l son presen t
l y mana ged t o  li n d  h i m,;el f i >y C' urinniC 
again. H i,; a t t em p ts a t  l.' l l t l'l'ta i n i ng 
l\larion had resu l ted in a cold s n u l >. and 
foreseeing anot her ro\Y :H t he e a r l kst  pos
sible moment.  he resn l n:cl to make the 
most of 1r hat p kasun: h e  c<)tJ l d  snatch.  

It  1ras n o t  ion� i >dore t he1· found 
t h em seh·es alone inL 

the mu,;i,· - n ;om. and 
Cori nne 's l i gh t  touch , , j· the keys \Yas 
m erel y a n i l  of dc l i t ·a t e st>Ul ltl t • >  shield 
th e ir conversat ion.  X e lson looked h a l f  
l o n g i n g l y  a t  the  n:h·ety " h ite fi ngers as 
t hey soft l y  swept the keys. T i l L: curn� 
• l f  her slwul clns. t h e  11·ay her ti ne lll'::J cl 
was poised. t h e  clea n . gracdul l ines t h a t  
out l i ned her  w ho k  fi gure. a l l  presented 
t h emscl n•s as parts o f  t h t• h armon i ous 
w h o l e  t h a t  had ti rst a t tra. - ted h i m .  A 
certain del ica te.  1·d kl l f - h ::� u0; h t v  a ir 
marked everyt h i n g  she did .  :".J" els < ;n un
w i l l i n gl y  a d m i ttt·cl to h i msel f t ha t she 
woul d  adom ;m v t i tle.  

She l i fted her
. 

l ong l a shes.  " \'ou a re 
quiet ." 

" Yes ; l am t h ink i ng. " 
" And o f 1rhat ? "  
" You."  
" H o w  dare you : " s h e  tlashed. 
" T  clare anyti1ing," he ,;a i d coo l ly. 
" C ivc it up ! "  sa id C nrinne, with 

sudden carnesti; ess . " I mcau, give up 
the search. I 've had a n  a 1Y ful  t ime \Y ith 
auntie about it ." 

" 1 sh ould t hink you'd h an an aw ful 
t i m e  1Yith her, anyhow." 

' ' \\"e l l .  o f  course, but I can manage 
her must of the t ime.  Hut this is dif
ferent. " 

N elson h e l d  her eves 11·it h h is own as 
he replied : " I 'm so�ry to d istress your 
a u n t .  Verv sorrv, indeed . "  

.\ hr igh"t col;>r s vYept up int o h e r  
cheeks, a n d  a fresh beau ty v i ·.- itied her 
Lwc. l l cr eyes d i d  IH > t  ,,·,n·er  as she 
said : 

" You distress rm: mm:h murc t h a1 1  you 
clo aunti e . "  

" There is n o t h i ng I 1\"\Hdd not do to 
,;;n-c �-,m from the ;; l i gh t est distress," he 
S<l i d .  

· ·  l . i s ten . ' '  ,;he returne d . 1vi t h  ,;udden 
i 1 1 ten s i t y. '' uf c·ou rst• I do no� ex pect you 
to take t h e  sam e ,· i e \Y nf it t hat I do, but 
st·e 1v h at it means to me to hm·e an un
k n o ,v n  man l oom in� i n  t he future: for mv 
possible h usband ' A l l  jesting aside, you 
know Ycrv wel l that he 11Ja1· be a nyth i n " 
unde,;irabie. I l o 11· can 1 \ ;c. at pe-a t·e ? ;;  

" ::'\ o t h i n g  ea,;icr. . \ 1 1  you h a 1·e to do 
i,- t n  sa1· vou 1vi l l  not marn· h i m . "  

" Y ui.t 
.
forge t . "  slH: a l m ;JSt w h isperecl .  

" \ l r .  ( ; arrett and my mother l m·ed each 
other \Y hen they "·er� young. His wish 
i s  l i ke a Yoice from thl' gra1·e. a1· d I have 
<l stra n�e pn:,;e n t i ment of e1· i l .  D o n ' t, 
d t nd look for h i m . ' '  

N e !son fel t st range! y mnl"t'd. " Dear 
:\ f iss St. John, ' '  h e  said,  " I beg of you 
not to conjure up a fantom to torm e n t  
you rse l f . I mu,;t luok f o r  t h b  mb.n, for 
his sake as \Ye l l  as fur �-,lur u\\·n ,  for a 
Fortune bclungs to h im.  Y e t .  your l i1·es 
need not he u n it ed . I t  rests w i t h  you. 
Fol io\\· the d ir tates o f

. 
vuur O\Yn h �art, 

and all "· i l l  I ll' wel l . "  
- ' 

" 1 \Hlu l d  rather gi,·e up my o\\·n for
tune than not he free. ' '  she sa id.  her eves 
s h i ni ng. " Thank \"t ) ll fur \Yhat vou said. 
I ' l l  t r;· ll < • t  to imag in e a nyt h i ng:" 

" .-\ re you t \\-o peop l e going tn moon 
i n  here all  n i gh t ) "  demanded Beverly 
Parker, en t ering i n  t h e  wake of H ope 
Hunt ley. " Your conduct is posi t ive l y  
scandalm1 s .  The count swears h e'l l ca 1 l  
Nelson nut i n  the morning, and f don't  
b l a m e  him. \[ iss St .  j oh n ,  ''" 'm ' t  1·"u 
he so gnod as to ,; i n£( f ,;r ll ' )  ., 
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She ran her finger� lightly over the luxuriou� confusion of a \\·oman's toilet, 
keys. " I ' d  l ike to, but why not make i t  showed but few traces of a burglary, 
a duet ? They tell me you have a very though the open \Yindow to the veranda 
nice voice." made clear a way of approach. 

}3everly bent over her with the air of Corinne sprang to the dressing-table 
devotion that made him so popular with and gave a cry o f  distre;;s that alarmed 
women. every one. 

" That's so sweet of you. I ha.-e a " \Vhat's missing ? "  i nquired \Vain-
trifling cold to-night. but make an en- \Hight anxiously. . 
gagement w ith me for an early trial to- " Everything ! l\[y money, the dia-
gether, to �ee holY our .-nice;; go. and mond bracelet, four rings, a nd-" she 
we shall arrange our own l ittle re- stopped and nervousl y toss�d the things 
pertoire." about looking for something. 

" Oh, how d_el ightful : I haven't h ad " Oh ,  M argo," she turned to her maid, 
any one to accompauy m� since I .  came who stood trembling. " Margo, M argo, 
back. It IY.i l l  be a rea l t reat . "  did I p u t  it  anywhere else ? " 

Nelson and H ope Huntley were saun- " No, Miss St.  John. It was right 
tering toward the l ibrary. there." 

" I t's  perfectly hopelcs� not to be �he " \Vhat was there ? " asked \Vain-
center of a mystery." she . laughed. wright." 
" Here I am, just a plain, everyday girl, " The picture ! The photograp h ! Oh, 
no fortune, no unknown hero, not a scrap w�a t  shall I do ! " 
of romance. I 'm desperate. I \rish " The picture ! "  gasped \Vainwright, 
something would happen." . as the sesults of such a loss struck him. 

" I ' l l  trv to see to i t  for \·ou." said N el- " Do\you mean the photograph o f  Paul 
son. " Give me tit)lc and � f 1�1ay be able Hamilton ? "  
to arrange something." " Yes. I brought it with me to make 

A loud, frightened cry from above the \Yater-color." 
startled them. A door slammed up- A gleam of ligh t  came to Nelson. 
:;tairs, and there was the sound of rush- " \Vhy, you had begun on it a \Ycek ago. 
ing feet and hysterical cries. and as the Didn't you finish i t ? " 
guests ran out of the room� into the IYicle " N o ;  I never touched it again. Oh, 
hall, M rs. Waimnight's maid fled down forgive me ! ' ' she cried to \Vainwright, 
the stain.-ay crying. loudly : tears welling in her eyes. " Please don't  

" Come quick ! :l\liss St .  J ohn has been blame me ! The thief has taken my jew-
robbed ! " els and two thousand dollars i n  money, 

" Which \ray did he go ? "  cried N el- hut advertise and say that he may have 
son, raising his voice above the com- them if he will  bring back the photo-
motion of the women's outbreak. graph." 

" I don't know, sir ! " replied the but- " \Vhat ! "·. cried Nelson, " do you mean 
ler, showing a white, agitated face above. to say that you had that much money 
\Vainwright dashed out on the lawn, fol- with you ! "  
l owed by nearly al l  the men . l\Irs. He caught a l ook from \\'ainwright, 
C larkson, shrieking loudly, fell bodily "·ho gently laid a hand on the shoulder 
into Bever! y Parker's arms. of the weeping girl. 

" Oh, we shal l  all be murdered ! "  sl1e " Never mind. Don't crv. \Ve'Il do 
wailed. " Oh, how horrible ! " She the best we can about it. N elson, come 
went off into hvsterics, while the maids down into the· l ibrary w ith me. \Ve' ll  
scurried away f�r restorat ive:;. notify the police at once, and see what's 

Corinne ran up-stairs a� the men re- best to he clone." 
turned from their brief impection of the " \Ve've got the dickens' own j ob on 
grounds, which revealed only a few foot our hands now," said Nelson to Beverlv 
tracks of the thief near the open win- as they descended the stairs. " Tw� 
dow, and the company flocked into the millions at large and our most valuable 
pink-and-white room. hit of evidence in some scoundrel's 

The dainty bower, strewn with the hands." 
( T o  b e  c o nt i nu e d . )  

2 c 



" U p T H E R E ." 

B Y  D O N A L D  K E N N I C O T T . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y .  

IS story records an instance 
of evolutioi1, exemplifies 
the mechanism "' h i  c h 
takes up the work where 
selection, survival, and 
adaptation leave off, and 

concerns itself with a development in the 
fourth dimension. 

Therefbre, it is about a cafe pianist 
and a waiter in a. Denver beer·gardt::n. 

I t  h appened on a June evening that 
when the girl •vho p layed the piano at 
the Colorado Roof and Concert Garden 
p assed the waiter in charge of tht:: tables 

· by the band-stand steps, slw turned to 
glance back at him. 'Vhat she had seen 
would have bt::t::n rather difficult for anv 
one else to discover. S tanding there .by 
a table with a napkin over his  ann, the 
young fellow looked very much l ike any 
other waiter. A certain something in 
his eyes, perhaps. It is very often t hat. 

As she tripped on up to the platform, 
the waiter watched her also ; Lut in that 
there need h ave Leen nothing noteworthy. 
Every one stared at her. I t  •vas what 
Simonini, the l i t t le I tal ian \Yho O\Yned 
the place, paid her for. 

Ostensibly, of course, she was em
ployed to p lay t he piano ; but she did it 
so badly that no one \vas deceived. Old 
Periolat, the  violinist, would often swear 
horribly in the middle of the Valse Bleu, 
and with considerable emphasis ach·ise 
her to shut the piano. H er real occupa
tion was to wear what purported to be 
a Hungarian peasant costume-a short
skirted, low-bodiced, bespanglecl confec
tion-and thus make the orchestra at
tractive to the eyes of S imonini's patrons 
as well as to their ears. 

The girl's mother. it  may be added, 
had given her the name of Elizabeth. 
and her father that of Bro\Yn, but the 
good Simonini had made revisions. On 
the programs i t  was Ysabella Ladisloyna. 

N ext afternoon Y saLella Ladislovna 
arrived at the garden somewhat before 
the other musicians. She saw the waiter 
at whom she h ad glanced the evening be
fore standing by the railing and looking 
out across the roofs of Denver toward 
the white peaks of the mountains. 

She started on toward the dressing
room, stopped, hesitated an instant, and 
then, buttoning up the l ight cloak which 
she wore over her proft::ssional costume, 
walked across toward the unoccupied 
tables near the railing. The man 
glanced at h er, and then looked quickly 
away again. She said nothing for a 
moment, then moved a l ittle nearer to 
him.  

" Looks cool up there, doesn't i t ? " 
she Yentured. 

The man turned to her and smi led 
wistful ly, i t  seemed to her. " �Yes," he 
anS\Yerecl ; " yes, I reckon it does." 

" They say it's a long way from here," 
she pursued after a l i t tle. " But they 
don' t  look far, do they ? Ever been 
there ? " 

The man nodded. " Once," he said, 
" up in the Cochetopas." 

The girl wrinkled her forehead as if 
perplexed. " \Vh at are you doing here, 
then ? " she queried. 

For she did not see him as he was. 
but glorifi.ed by a dawning illusion intl; 
a different being - a man somehow 
shame full v betravcd into servitude - a 
prince in ·l ivery. · 

The man felt this--and h is healthv 
egoism told him it was half trut:: . H� 

drc\\" h imself  up a little, but did not look 
at her. 

" Oh," he said awkwarcllv, " I don' t  
know. I t  was mighty lL; nesome up 
there. And it's a hard life." 

She regarded him for a moment \Yith
out speaking. Then she said : " Do you 
like doing this ? " 

2IO 
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There was :� look o f  p ity on h e r  face 
as she spoke-pity for captive m ajesty. 

I t  was captive - potential - majesty 
that answered her. " l hate it ,"  the 
man said, with a sudden Yehemence. 

Of course, \rhether or not the man 
l ied in ,:o saying \Yere a n i ce quest i on . 
The clav before. certain!\·. he had not 
particularly hated his position. He ha d 
not been conscious of so strong a feel i n g  
a s  t h a t  to\vard anyth i ng .  As he hac\ 
said, he had l in•cl up in the h i l ls .  A:; he 
had told her, also, he had found l i fe 
there h ard and lonel y, and not particu
larly insp iri ng . He had worked for one 
of the cat t l e  com panies, com ing t h rough 
Denver n o\\· and then \r i th a shipment 

o f  stock, am!, l i ke his fel lo\\·s. each time 
indu lging i n  a bit of a spree. The last 
t ime he h ad w::�kecl up " broke " in a 
saloon, l1 ad taken a jol.J as porter in order 
to get money to go h.ack. and hac! m:n�r 
.�one. 

H e  h ad not been conscious o f  any 
p articulai· fa l l  from Y i rtue, but h ad 
d rifted along w i t h  the sl ugg i ;.;h current.  
I I e still  went on a spree occasiona !I)· _; 
n\lt, h owenr, the l ight-hearted celel.Jra
t ion of the co\\·bov i n  town. but a dul l ,  
surd id adventure that h ardh- more than 
accentuated the hebetude (,f his d a i l y  
I i f  e .  

H e  n o  l onger wa lked \Yith the stum
bling gait of the habitual horseman, but 
�huftled about lazi lv.  H is shou J clers 
stooped a l itt l e, and .h is skin "·as a sal 
low 11· h ite . ?\ o. he had not previously 
been conscious of any Yivicl antip ath y 
to\\·anl sen·ing as a wai ter. Yet, when 
he answered her, h is voice had a certain 
ring of convirtion that  spoke to him as 
,,.c 1 1  as to h er. 

;\ nd it was that.  perhaps, "·hich en
courag·ed him to tum anrl look a t  her
;tt this woman "·ho, of all l iving crea
tures. had understood h im. had diseo,·
ered h i m  to h i s  own soul as well as t o  
h ers. 

" Yes," he said aga i n. " 1  hate it. ' '  
1 1  e stopped a n d  looked at her a long 

t i me. D imly he was becoming aware 
that there was a strange. uncli:;cO\·ered 
beauty about her, that he stood before a 
relestia1 princes;.; masked in t insel. 

" And you," he said at last, " don't 
vou hate it,  too ? " 
- The gfrl flushed a l i t t le, and looked 

away in her turn. " Y es, I suppose so," 
she answered somewhat wearily. She 
pulled down a frond o f  an artificial 
palm-tree, and commenced tearing off 
l i ttle strips of the fi ber. " But when a 
gir(.;; got t o  take care of herself-" she 
,n•nt on sl owh·. " You know it's not so 
easy to do t h at .  \Vhen I fi rst came out 
here, I worked in a laundry. Have you 
en:r bee i1 in a laundry-in .. the sum
mer ? " 

" No-not where the 11·urk was, any
way. I expect it was pretty hard. Sti l l ,  
I shou l d  think you'd rather d o  t h a t  than 
th is . ' '  

The gi r I considered a moment.  " Yes," 
she said at l ast. " \'es, I suppose I 
would-that i�, if I cared much what 
becomes of me. But a fter a w h i le you 
get tired o f  cari n g for that - by your
�el f." 

The man turned a\vay from her. He 
stood m uch straighter than before, and 
the expression o f  his face was a l ittle 
J ess l ik e  that o f  a sian, a l ittle  more 
l i ke that of the pri nce. 

" Yes," he assented, a little unstead
ily, " yes, I reckon that's it. f f-" 

H e  stopped as he sa"· Simonini com
ing toward them . do11· 11 an aisle between 
the  tables. The girl moved off slowlv 
to"·ard the dressing-room. 

I I .  
j\ :-; n  great Dame N ature, h igh i n  her 

cmn white hal.Jitation, may have smiled 
a;; she saw the fourth engine in h er s]o"· 
mechan ism of evolution beg in to revolve. 
Survival, selection, adaptation _; then, 
w it h  conscious creatures. whose world 
has a fourth d imension, the fourth fac
tor. 

l t i,; an old element in the l i,·es o f  
m e n .  this  fnurth factor. I n  the evolu
t ion o f  the uni,·erse, i t  wou l d  seem to be 
a relati,·ely new device . "And we have 
no exact name for i t .  Lo,·e ? 
That is a wore\ 11·h ich h a s  come down to 
us from another conception of things. 
W it h al l  its cl inging associations o f  
pleasant sentiment, o f  splendid p assion, 
and o f  tender intimacy, it does not bring 
h o me to our u nderstanding the truth o f  
the matter. Love ? Well-for want o f  
a better word. 

T hings \Yent bad l y  at Simonini ' s  that 
ni�ht. 
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The "·aiter in charge of the tables by 
the band-stand saw fit to resent the 
whistle by which one of the patrons 
summoned him, and had to be repri
manded. 

The girl who wore the Hungarian 
peasant costume ruined it by adding a 
black scarf .  over the shoulders, and 
played the p iano even worse than usual 
-so badly, in fact, that old Periolat 
not only advised her to close the piano, 
but, when the concert was over, threw 
up his hands in bitter despair and sought 
Simonini with words of furious protest. 

Simonini listened to him, promised a 
change of pianist, and after permitting 
himself one chuckle, assumed an expres
sion of preternatural gravity. 

For there was more in the purpose 
of the good S imonini than met the eye. 

From day to day he ha9, studied Ysa
bella Ladislovna, very much as an ex
perienced hunter may, without moving, 
watch a foolish doe drifting down a 
mountainside toward him, until the mo
ment comes for the easiest shot. N ow, 
it would seem, Periolat had driven the 
game straight to his feet. The instant 
for action had come. 

At the close of the even ing concert, 
it had for some time been the custom of 
the kind, paternal Simonini to invite his 
pianist to supper, and to -escort her to 
the boarding-house where she lived. I t  
was a pleasant and inviting place, where 
the smell of immemorial fish and onions 
seemed to have soaked into the verv 
"-alb, \\·here the sound of rattling dish;,� 
and clacking tongues seemed never to 
cease, and where the other women; after 
the peculiar and sisterly manner of their 
kind, took pains to make her unhappy . 

To-night, therefore, after he had as
sured Periolat, in the hearing of Y �abel la,  
that a new pianist should be engaged 
immediately, he joined her as she de
scended to the floor, and led the way to 
a table. 

" \Vel l ,  my dear, ' '  said - he. when the 
greasy head-vvaiter had brought them 
supper, " I'm sorry, but the old fiddler. 
there, wants me to give you the go-by." 

The girl regarded h im sullenly and a 
l ittle . absentcmindedly. 

" \Vell," she said 
-
at last, " you going 

to do it ? " 
Simonini's face took on an expression 

of reproachful surprise . " What-me ? " 
he demanded. " Well, not quite. I 
ain't the sort that goes back on my friends. 
.No, sir. When I take to anybody, I 
stick. Of course," he concluded, wrin
kling his forehead with a fine air of per
p lexity, "_ I don't know about the piano 
job. I'm afraid that's p layed out." 

The girl turned to him with a hard 
look. " What other j ob is  there ? " she 
inquired. " Dish-wash ing ? I'd as soon 
go back to the laundry." 

For a moment or two Simonini made 
no answer. Then, moving his chair 
closer to hers, he leaned toward her. 

" You want me to find you another job. 
do you, little girl ? "  he asked in a voice 
silkily caressing. " Well-I' l l  offer you 
the best there is. I know where there's a 
little flat that would just suit you. You 
know I've got plenty of money-and you 
needn't do a thing but just look pretty 
and help rrie spend it. You've only got 
to say the word . " ;; 

The girl &tared at him as i f  hypnotized . 
without moving a muscle. For some time 
she had been expecting this ; and it must 
be said that she had almost made up her 
mind how �<;he would answer. 

Yet somehow \Yhen the moment came. 
when she heard · the words spoken, i t  
frightened her horribly. 

She looked a "·av with hot cheeks. and 
the tears came to -her eyes. " I th�ught 
you had a wife, J\I r. Simonini," she fal
tered. 

The man laughed l ightly. " Oh, yes 
-yes," he admitted. " That is, an ;lid 
woman. But that don't make no differ
ence. I could be just as good to you. 
I-" He stopped as he saw the look on 
her face. Then. cannily remembering 
the gesture of repugnance with which she 
always opened the door of her boarding
house, he added : " But there's no need 
to answer right this minute. J ust wait 
for me a l ittle, \Yhile I count the cash and 
close up for the night. \Ve can talk 
about it some more on our wav home." 

He reached across the table: patted her 
shoulder \Yith a very fair imitation of af� 
fection, and walked over toward the 
cashier's cage._ 

I I I .  

WHEN he was gmie, the girl got slow
] y to her feet and, as if  seeking a place 
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of re fuge, mon:d over between the tables 
tl> the rai l ing . 

l t  was a very dear uight .  S tars and 
moon we re sh i ni ng 1vith crystal line cla r
ity. Stra ining her eyes, she fancied she 
could see dimlv the 11·h ite peaks o f  the 
mountains to t

.
he 11·est. A l way; before, 

they had seemed to her cold, d i�tant, un
approachable 'as the \\' b ite cl ouds over:o 
head. N o11· her fee ling t oward them was 
changed. Very large they seemed to her, 
and cooL qu iet, friend ly.  

A b l ack bulk sti rred by a pa lm, and she 
saw a man moving toward her. N ot 
until he came quite close did she recog
nize the 1vaiter 1vith 1vlwm she had talked 
that afternoon, for he carried h imse l f d i f
ferently-\\·a !ked 1v ith the stumhl in g gait  
of t h e  horseman. 

" Cain't k1.rdlv sec ' em at night,  can 
\'UU ? " h e  remarked as be j oined her. 
;, \Vaitin' for Sim to go h ome w it h you ?  " 

The girl did not an�wer his  question, 
hut peered at h im as if t rying to see h is 
fL·a tures di stini'tlv. 

" \Vhat," sh e ·asked ] ' l'L'scntly-" what 
d id you do ,,. hen you \\Trc up there ? " 

" Up i n the h ills ? Oh,  j ust worked . " 
" \\'hat at ? "  
' '  \\'e raised S[lucls moq ] !·· up  on our 

farm-spuds ami oats.  I t  \Y as too h i g h  
f o r  a! f a  ! fa. thougl1 we did c u t  a right 
smart o f  wild hav. T hen after we lost 
t he p lace and my folks died. I w orked out 
-with cattle mostly." 

" \Vhat made \'lJU leaYe t hat ? " 
" Oh,  j ust I i k� I sa id . I t  m1s l one

some, and 1 \ranted to try c ity l ife for 
a while. And then t here didn't seem to 
be much chance for a you ng fellow with 
cattle there. The big compan ies was too 
strong to fi ght ."  

T hey were si lent  for a moment or two. 
T hen the gi rl asked abrupt l y : " Wh at 
do the women do-up there ? " 

" \Vei l ,  what the women docs most 
ever)'\Yhere, I reckon . r t sure is  tough 
on the wnmc 11 .  t hough . T h ey haYe to . 
11·ork mighty hard , and they can't wear 
pretty clothes as much as you do h ere, 
and then the lonesomeness is worse for 
them. Sometimes. 111 winter, you' re 
snowed in for weeks. And n ights you 
can h ear the bob-cats ye11, and the w ind 
up in the pines . 1 t  m akes you feel scared 
and creepy. Yes, it  su re is tough for 
women there. There's a sayin' that it's 

a gotxl country for men and cattle, but 
h e l l  on women and horses:.._not meanin' 
to swear, ma'am." 

The girl 's eyes JilleJ with a sudden 
gratitude tO\vard h i m  for she knew not 
11·hat. 

" I don't  kno\1·, · ' she ans\l'<.:red.  " Th at 
do11't  seem so bad. I used to work m ighty 
hard back home somet imes , but I didn't 
m ind it. I t  was for my own folks. Don' t 
you ever t h i nk of going there again ? " 

" \Vei l ,  1 hadn 't been, much . To-night, 
though, I did think of it. The hi l ls looked 
so cool and good. I t's a pretty country. 
There's flowers and th i ngs in the spring, 
a nd the h i l ls sure is  ti ne to l ook at when 
the pasture's good . You feel fi ne up there 
most ly, too. I t ' s  the a i r, [ reckon." 

vVith a litt le unconscious gesture of 
appeal ,  the girl  stretched her h and toward 
h im. 

" \Vhy don't you ? " she u rged. " You 
don't seem to be t he sort to be doin' this 
kind of th i ng. I sn't  t here something you 
could find to do-up there ? " 

T h e  man laughed a l i ttle bitterly. 
" Thanks," he said . And then : - .. Yes, 

I reckon so, if I h ad a m ind to. There's 
a. place I k nO\\' up in the Cochetopas 
wh ere a man coul d d o  pretty well .  l\Jy 
brother has a cl aim there t h a t  h e 'd be glad 
to have me l ive on , too, but what 'd he the 
good o f  do in' i t ? "  

· 
" I t  wou ld he sumcth ing hl's idcs this ." 
There 1vas that i n  her voice which made 

the man strai ghten up l ike a h orse that has 
heen flicked w i t h  the whip.  

I n  a different tone she added : " \Vhy 
d on 't vou ? I can tell you .  I wou ld , if i 
was a

-
man. I 'd go t

.
her� myself, if I 

could alone." 
" \Vhv ? " 

denly. · 
H e  turn eel to her sud· 

" \V h y ? " H er Yoice had grown h igh 
and tense and strained. " Do you think 
1 l ike this ? " 

" N o-no," h e  assen ted graye] y. " I 
don't expect you do. You don't look l ike 
that kind o f  a girl, that's a fact. But 
l i fe ' s m igh ty hard u p  there for women. 
Though, of course, now the railroad's 
t hrough. it's not so had as it used to be. 
S t i l l ,  it's m i ghty hard . " 

" Hard , yes, but what of that ? It 
would be-it would be-" The g irl 's 
Yoice trembled and stopped . 

For a moment she fough t  back the sobs 
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that were choking her. Then she slowly 
sank t o  her knees, and, c l inging t o  the 
rai ling, buried her face in her arms. 

Verv awkwardly the man bent over 
her. ' ' Don't do that," he said simply. 
" 'IVould you sure l ike to-to go up 
there ? " 

The woman made no answer. but al
most fiercel y  caught at his  hand. 

The man bent lower. " BecatbL'." he 
said huskily, " I reckon we could make a 
go of i t  i f  we went together. 1 could 
build a log cabin by the spring, and we 
could run cows up i n  the aspen, and cut 
wild hay for the \\·inter. We could go 
right off. Tocmorrow we-" 

I V. 
A STEP sounded from some1Yhcrc among 

the tables, and S imonini appeared, thread
ing h is way toward them. 

T he waiter l ifted the girt ' to her feet. 
\Vhen she caught sight of her employer, 
she moved to escape, but it \Yas too late. 

S imonini halted be fore them. " 'IVhat 
you doin' here ? " h e  <1ueried sw;piciously. 
" I 've been lookin' a l l over fur you. Come, 
we'll go along no1Y . "  

T h e  waiter moved forward. but t he girl 
stopped him. 

" N o," she sai d  slowh·-" no.  I ' m  not 
going with you, i\1 r. S i 1;1onini ." 

" Oh,  you ain't  1 " the man gro1ded. 
" \Vhere are you go in' then ? ' '  

T h e  girl smiled a t  him, n o t  at  all  un
kindly. There was a radiance in her face 
that for some reason caused the man to 
shrink back. Turning, she stretched her 
hand to the west, where nrv faintly the 
white summits o f  the mom{tains caught 
the moonlight.  

" Up there, " she said . 

T HE _W A GES O F  C O U R TES Y .  

B Y  C H A R L E S  W I S N E R  B A R R E L L .  

A S H O R T  S T O R Y .  

s tate -the case p l a inl)· ancl 
u n e q  u i  v o c a l l y, U \Yen 
l\ l ao;on "'aS financial!  y 
down and out. T he col
l ar he wore h ad already 
seen t h ree clays' �ervin·, 

though, thanks to December weather, it 
was still not impossible ;  but he was 
obliged to observe a most circumspect 
repression o f  movement in order that h i s  
cuffs m i g h t  not slip forth shameless! y 
from the protection of h i s  coat-sleews. 

There \Yas no gainsaying the fact t hat 
h is hair needed trimming, though he be
longed to the profession that theoretica l 
ly, and o n l v  t heoretical ly, disdained the 
��·ell-mown ·scalp.  H e  l;ad managed t o  
achieve a shave t h a t  morning, h u t  the 
ordeal had brought tears to hb eyes, 
owing t o  the sad condition of the imple
ment that grim necessity had put into h i s  
hands. His  overcoat, w h i l e  a perfect fi t .  
was last season's cut, and h i s  h a t  was he
ginning to grow shiny at the brim. 

As h e \\·al ked du11·n Thi rtv- First Street 
toward the C�reat White \\'a1·. alreadv 
aglow against the im·ading 

· ,
darkness, 

M ason b itterly fumbled a medium-sized 
and solitary coin in the change-pocket of 
his overcoat . A t hief. w it h on! v the 
sense of touch to gui de h im, might have 
imagined the coin to be a five-dollar gold 
piece, but l\lason knew onlv too well that 
i t  was a paltry white quirter and, fur
thermore, t h e  last piece of currencv of 
any description that he could cali his 
own. 

E ven that would han t o  be broken a 
fn1· moments later at the L station 
on S i xth Avenue, in order that 1\I ason 
m i ght reach his One H undred and T 11·en
ty-E ighth Street lodgings \Yi thout the ex
penditure o f  more valuable shoe-leather. 
He had been notified to yacate these 
quarters on the niorrow, but the icy 
hreath o f  w inter, sweeping in across the 
N orth River, made i t  incumbent upon 
him to accept the last few h ours of grace 
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tha t  cou ld be 1nun.g from a hopelessl y  
commercial l and lady. 

!-l i x  m onths before 1\Iason would have 
;;huddered to contemplate the question
able tactics he 1vas now forced to practise 
a lmost dai ly in the struggle for the mere 
creature necessaries of l i fe. 

The most embi t tering feature or the 
l i ttl e tragedy Mason was no\\· l iving 11·as 
that t h is very afternoon h e  had g l impsed 
an exit from the haiTOIY i ng th ird act
had even been given his cue fairly and 
unmistakablv-lmt had lacked the vital 
leverage of iucre t o  move himself off the 
scene before the disastrous climax which 
was imminent .  

A fter five discouraging hours spent in 
making the usual round of agents' and 
managers' offices, l\Iason had, a l itt l e  
after four o'clock, dropped in a t  th e  Gar
rick C lub, on T hirty- First Street, to rest 
a while and 1varm h imsel f  be fore starting 
back to encounter the female Cerberus of 
One Hundred and Twenty- Eighth Street 
for the last t ime . 

As he sat hef�rc the ,;napping grate 
fire in the smoking -room, ruminating on 
the l ength of art, the fleetness of time . .  
and t h e  crass imperception o f  the rulers 
of theatrical destim·. a h and 11·a,; laid 
upon h is shoulder, a-nd h e  looked around 
to sec Carl Pickering �m i l ing d01m at 
him. 

H e  and Pickering had come to New 
York at about the same t ime, and had 
met w hen Pickering was assi�tant press
agent for the firm that h ad gi1·en :\l asun 
his first good part . They had formed a 
friendship then that lasted even a fter 
Pickering had j umped into sudden fame 
w i th his successful romantic drama, 
" T h e  Garden of D reams ; " and :\Iason , 
through an unfortunate w h i rl of the 
wheel of fortune, had been tossed from 
t he promising posit ion he had occupied 
i n  M rs. 1\Ialgro,·e's company. 

1 t was now full y  a month since they 
had met, and durin g  that time 1\Iason 
j1ad sunk stead i ly deeper into the slough 
of despond which ineYitably encompasses 
the unsuccessful applicant for work. 
Pickering had gro1vn sleeker. better 
groomed, more optimist ic  and smi li ng as 
the rovalties from " The Garden of 
Dream; " came rol ling steadily in. 

" \Vhv. hallo. M ason, old hov ! " h e  
cried gei1ial ly, a� :\Jason arose to take h is 

outstretched hand. '.' D id you tuck your
sel f away in th is corner to elop e  out a 
new character conception, or will  you 
accept a friend and a stogie to share your 
enjoyment of the sweet sol itude ? " 

:\ I ason forced h imself to return the 
smi le . ( l n  the occasion of their last 
meet ing he had lJorrmvecl twenty-five 
dol lars from the p lay1night, so jU'st at 
that part icu lar moment there \\·ere men 
in  whose company he ,,·ould have felt 
more at ease. H o iYCYer, he said : 

" :\ I ighty glad to sec you again, Pick
eri rig . I was just \Yandering in a night
mare of idle introspection, and as keeper 
of the garden of decent dream,, you've 
arrived j ust i n  the nick o f  time to pull 
me out o f  the mental S\Yari1p. That ref
erence to character concept ions was un
kind, though. D idn 't you know I 'd ap
p l i ed for a io!J a� an e levator chauffeur 
or as stuker

. in a hotel ? I 'vc forgotten
j ust now \vhich of the two parts I 'm 
supposed to filL but their business doesn't 
cal l  for any of this  eloping-out process 
vou refer to : and i f  I 1vasn' t a fool of  
the deep purpl e, capital D variety, I ' d  
be holding down one o r  the other of them 
now." 

Pickering l1 acl been reach ing into h is 
upper vest-pocket 1vhi le .\lason spoke, 
and he now held out ti\·o plump per
fectos. .\Iason selected one. with thanks, 
bit off the end, lit i t  and slowlv settled 
!Ja,·k in h i s  chair. as P ickeri ng .took the 
seat on h is r ight . 

" So (�eneral Hard Luck sti l l  holds 
the Temple o f  Thespis ? " the author of 
" Th e  ( �arden o f  Dreams " murmured i n  
a tone of snnpathctic reflection . 

" Yes, he's got e\·ery blamed loophole 
manned, and m ine,; planted for h al f  a 
mi le all  around the p remises. The fel
low th at gets in there th i s  t ime o f  year 
w i l l  either have t o  use an air-ship or 
dig an underground passage "· ith h is 
fi nger-nails .  That kind of housebreak
ing seem,; to he beyond me, and I 'm 
go ing to gi,·e it up and go into something 
d ignified and lucrative. such as coal
hea\·ing or elcvatoring.' '  

" And i f  Sarah .\ I al grow had not 
fal len i l l ,  and knocked the l >nttom out 
of your prospects for this season, you 
would now be a happy-hearted worker 
in that same temple, drawing your hun
dred doll ars a week w ith _ though tless 



216 THE CAVALI ER. 

levity, and basking in the warmth of 
public admiration that plays upon . the 
handsome and talented young matinee 
idol." 

" Yes, I suppose so. l l l  fortune and 
poverty make more anarchists than any 
two other agencies in the universe. I t's 
pretty hard to be a conservative and a 
gentleman when you can't find a chance 
to make a living at your trade." 

Pickering was puffing reflectively on 
his cigar. 

" \Vhy, say, M ason," he said at 
length, " just h appened to think of it
but I know of the p lace where you'd 
fit in as cozily as the letter ' h ' in 
H ohokus." 

" \Vhere ? " demanded the actor ea
gerly. 

" Smoke up, man, and I ' ll tell you 
about it. I just came in from \Vash
ington this morning. \,V'as down there 
a week working over ' The Primrose 
\Vay ' with R aymond D ixon, the lad 
who staged ' The Garden.' The p iece 
is a go, all right, and I think w ill  hit 
this town between the eyes ; but it has 
a big drawback in  the person of George 
Norton, who is p laying the lead to E h; ie 
Tremarre. He is punk. (iot elephanti
asis of the mazzard from his success in 
' Compromised,' and this season he seems 
useless. 

" D ixon has been wearing h imsel f out 
over him, and I guess he'll go down in 
nervous prostration unless he gets rid of 
N orton. \V e hacl a stei n  together be
fore I left, and he told me he would 
break Norton ' s  contract in a minute i f  
h e  saw anybody else in sight that \vould 
fit  h is dimensions, and also have a fe\Y 
brains to top off w ith. And, now I t ! J ink of 
it ,  you're j ust the man who would do 
that. I f  you go do\vn there and introduce 
yourself through me "-Pickering pulled 
out a card and began scribbling on the 
back of it-" he' l l  give you a try-out ; 
and, what's more, I think you'll  make 
good. I n  fact, I 'm sure of it. Take a 
train to-night, and you' l l  get there in 
t ime for the morn i ng rehearsal ." 

I I . 
As he neared Broadwav. M ason re

called these directions "·fth bitterness. 
P ickering might as \Yell have directed 
h im to go to l\J ars as to attempt to reach 

\Vashington on a capital of t>venty-five 
cents. He had not divulged fully the 
desperate state of his exchequer, the 
p laywright had not offered to advance 
the necessary expenses of the trip, and 
M ason did not possess the hardihood to 
ask Pickering for another loan. 

'Moreover, there was no one else to 
whom he could turn for monetary aid 
and comfort at this crisis, as he had 
already exhausted all such resources. 
Hence, he ':'iewed the world with chagrin, 
not unmixed \Vith acrimony, as he hur
ried along over the cold pavements to
ward the darkling tower of the Sixth 
A venue L station outlined against the 
winter sky. 

\Vith paradoxical nonchalance, Mason 
bought his means of transportation to 
One Hundred and Twenty-Eighth Street 
at the ticket - agent's window, dropped 
the two remaining dimes into h is pocket, 
and proceeded by the slow lock-step 
which the l ine of home-bound p atrons 
of the road forced h im to maintain, out 
upon the platform already black with 

. waiting passengers. 
D irect·ly a long train came rushing up, 

and stopped with a grinding roar. 
Twenty iron gates shot back simultane
ously, and the crowd on the p latform 
threw itself forward in the mad abandon 
of the seat-hunt. 

Mason had been born and raised in 
Philadelphia, and this wild scramble in 
boarding public conveyances was one of 
his pet aversions among the objection
able customs of New York l ife. He 
was  one of the  last ones to get on the 
train ; and when he entered the car on 
his left, he found all the seats occupied 
and many strap - hangers choking the 
a isle. As usual, a l arge proportion of 
the seats \Yere filled hv men who studi
ously held nem;papers �before their faces 
in an effort to advertise their pretended 
ignorance of the fact that women with 
bundles or babies m ight be standing. 

M ason p icked a tortuous p ath down 
toward the center of the car, and at 
length came to a stop at  the \Yooden par
titiOn which formed the back of one of 
the four cross-scats He braced himself 
as comfortably as possible against this ; 
and as the train swayed and heaved on 
its roaring way, he  began an unspoken 
recapitulation of the series of event� that 
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had reduced him to his present unhappy 
condition. 

Opportunity, as pointed out by Picker
ing, had. stared him in the face less than 
an hour before, but the unfortunate con
tingen't:ies in the way seemed to com
p letely disqualify Mason as a conte�tant 
for the .prize which the elusive spirit 
mockingly waved before his vision. 

A straight railroad ticket to Washing
ton costs nearly six dollars, and without 
at least that sum Mason knew he stood 
no more chance of joining the cast of 
" The Primrose Way " than he did of 
joining the Four H undred. 

As the train p lunged along farther 
up-town, the strap-hangers began slowly 
to disappear from the particular car i n  
which Mason rode. At last, a t  Eighty
First Street, the stout old German who 
had been occupying the seat nearest him 
got off, and .  as there appearec� to be no 
lady in sight, lVIason slid gratefully into 
the space and closed his eyes to shut out 
the tantalizing vision which haunted h im 
of a stage director beckoning eagerly 
from the end of  miles upon miles of 
railroad track ; while a gruff, cold-eyed 
official sat in a cage at the entrance to 
the road to fame and fortune, and re
peated the impossible conditions that 
must be met ere one could gain admis
sion : " Single fare, five sixty - fi,·e. 
Round-trip ticket, ten dollars ."  

The undisturbed luxury o f  a se::tt w::t� 
not vouchsafed I\I::tson for a1w consid
erable length of t ime, t h o ugh .

· At the 
very next station, three persons - two 
men and a woman - entered the c::tr.  
The men stopped near the door and took 
their pl::tces with the l ittle handful of 
strap-hangers there ; but the \\·oman ma
neuvered her way through the group and 
came farther down the car. 

N ewspaper screens began to rustle 
shamelessly into position at her ap
proach. Mason had opened his eyes in 
time to see her coming. She \Y::tS young. 
but undeniably plain. The actor let his 
eyes drop shut. 

\Vhen he opened them again the young 
\YOman was standing t\YO seats from 
where he sat, seemingly absorbed in an 
advertisement above her head. i\1 a son 
had been bred to regard the conventional 
courtesies of l ife.  He arose, caught her 
eye. and with a bmv, muttered : 

" \Von't you sit down, miss ? " 
The young \\·oman smiled a smile 

which was a revelation, and moved for
ward to take the proffered seat. As 
l\Iason, however, reached for a strap on 
the opposite side of the car. he \Yas sur
prised to han her turn to h im instead. 

" Thank you very much, sir," she said 
in a )o\Y voice-a rather S\YCet ,·oice. 
m::ttching her smile. 

" \Vhy, why, you're perfectly wel
come," l\Iason stammered, as he felt the 
curious gaze of the other passengers upon 
him. 

" And now \Yould you kindly gi,·e me 
your name and address ? " the young 
\YOm::tn \Yent on in the same dulcet un
dertone. 

In spite of his caloium-light experi
ence, Mason was frankly embarrassed; 
He regarded the young "·oman uncer
tainly for almost a moment. Then, as 
if mesmerized into action, h is hands 
slmYly sought his card-case and the pen
cil-stub in his vest-pocket. He scrawled 
the O ne Hundred and Twenty-Eighth 
Street address on a card bearing his name 
in engraved script and passed it owr 
with palpable reluctance. 

While bu sying h imsdf tim� at her 
behest. i\IcbOn had not noticed that the 
young woman had swiftly opened the 
h::tnd-bag she carried and t::tken some
thing from one of the side-pockeh. 

He was, therefore. complete! y non
plu;.;ecl when. in  return for his card, she 
deftly slipped into his palm a new and 
crackling ten-dollar note. As she turned 
'to take the Yacant ,;eat, hL" caught her 
arm impulsively. 

" Tell me - tell me - wh1·. what is 
this for ? " he clema.mled. 'i \\-hat ::tre 
you-" 
· The young woman smiled back at him 
brightly. 

" \Vhy, you see, sir." she returned. " I 
am a reporter for the E<·,·ning "\.atioll , 

and as an adn:>rtising scheme \Ye ha\'e 
started to-day to gin:> a\Yay ten dol
lar� to eYery gentleman who offers his 
seat to a ladv in an L. Snln,·::tv. or sur
face car, proYided he will fi 1:st let us 
haw his n ::tme and adclre�s. You'l l  see 
all about it in the paper." 

I\Iason tlushed and S\Yallo\Yecl hard. 
" Oh, so that's it," he  said. " But, 
then, you know, I can't-" 

•. 

- - . � 
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" Oh, yes, you can-and must," the 
young \Yoman returned decisively. 

Dut he lost no t ime in beating a h asty 
retreat to the wind-swept p l atform out
side ; and when he got off at the next 
station, it was to rush to the street below 
and seek the stairs of the station opposi te 
to begin the first stage of his triumphal 
descent upon \Vashington and the en
gagement wh ich Pickering had laid open 
for h im .  

And opportunity seemed to echo loud
ly in her tone;; _; for though his fellow 
passengers smiled wonderingl y and heart
lessly at his discomfort, M ason found 

.h imsel f  saying an instant later : 
" \Veil, th en, i f  you insist - thank 

you." 

T H E  D U K E ' S  P A W N .* 

B Y  F R A N C E S  O L I N .  

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 

D
ON LUI S DE FERIA, in love with Mercedes de Toledo, ward of the Duke of Alva. 

is  on his way to a
_ 
clandestine meeting at the house of Countess Emanuele. It is 

carnival night in Madrid. A stranger hands him a sealed package, with a mes
sage of warning, mistaking him for Florence :Montmorency, Baron Montigny, to whom 
Feria bears a wonderful resemblance. At the mansion Feria finds the countess's maid 
in terror, the countess in  a swoon. Screams i ssue from an inner apartment, where he 
discovers lderccdes on her knees before a man who is threatening her. H e  calls upon 
the man to draw, and recognizes Don Carlos, heir to the throne. Feria disarms the 
prince and announces l\Icrcedes as his  affianced wife. Don Carlos leaves in  a rage. 
Countess Emanuele. realizing Feria's danger, counsels him to leave l\fadritl immediately. 
Mercedes giYes Feria a miniature, and receives in exchange his signet ring, telling her 
to send it  to him if she is in periL As he leaYCS the house, he is  set upon by three masked 
figures, who bear him away in a litter. 

The Duke o f  Alva is anxious to win the confidence o f  the Netherland Counts 
Egmont. H orn, and Orange, and lure them to Brussels. He is  advised by his natural 
son, Don Ferdinanda, to use the Baron Montigny for this task ; or, as this is  impossible, 
suggests his double, Don Lnis  de Feria, to be used as a pawn. The duke visits Feria at 
the Alcazar, where he has been imprisoned by Don Carlos, offering him the hand of  his 
ward, Mercedes de Toledo, in exchange. Don Carlos i s  present at this interview, and, 
on attempting to strangle Feria, is imprisoned by the Duke of  Alva. 

Feria hesitates to accept the duke's proposal, but finally consents to go to the Nether_
lands, posing as lVlontmorency. l\Ierccdes leaves for a convent, - anti Don Carlos escapes 
from prison. 

C H APTER l V. 

THE CASTLE AT \\"EF.RT. 

removed, ami the castle assumed a gala 
aspect i t  had not worn since the arrival 
of the count and countess from Brussels · E R E

. 

was unusual excite- some months before. 
ment within the great The countess hated Weert. The sad
castle w h e r e  C o u n t dest days o f  her l i fe had been spent 
Horn had been sulking there ! It \\-as at the castle that her onlv 
since his rupture with son sickened and died. I t  was t here tha-t 
the c a r d  i n a l . The she had had a wasting il lnes:; , and it wa� 

countess had been giving order;; to the there that her husband came when hi,; 
servants a l l  the morning, and maids were harsh and imperious temper was ruffled 
running to and fro, taking out bed-linen. by some fancied slight of the king. And 
building fi res, and poli shing the best the counte.;;� · Joyed Brussels. 
silver plate. She loved the gai ety o f  the court, 

The great rooms openin g on the hall  which she had graced as a gir l under the 
were thrown open, the coverings that emperor, and later as a fair and stately 
cm1ceal ed the rich clama:;k furniture were matron under the king and his ministers. 

* This story began in THE CAVALIER for February. 
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But since Philip's departure for Spain, 
and the rule o f  the duchess and Granc 
velle, th ings had not gon� well with 
them. 

Count Horn, indeed. would not brook 
the insolence of the haughty minister, 
and had declared h is intention of remain
ing permanently at \Veert. To the count
ess this had been a lwavv blow, and she 
lwd read that morning -\Yith unfeigned 
iov a brief note her husband handed her 
as - they were breakfasting together. 

I t  was from the Duke of Alva, and 
ran : 

The Duke of Alva presents his compli
ments to Count Horn and desires to see h i m  
particularly in B russels. The reason for 
this request will  be made clear by a special 
messenger, now on his way to \V cert. 

" \Vho can that be ? " the countess had 
asked in 'surprise. 

" Possibly pon Ferdinando," the count 
returned indifferently. " Alva is  fond of 
sendi'ng h is son to do his errands. "  

At this h i n t  the countess h a d  thrcl lnl 
her whole soul into the task of preparing 
for her guest. Alva had just arrived in 
the N ether lands, and it  wa� most desir
able, from the countess's point of vie1v. 
to make friends 11ith the successor of 
(iranvell e ! 

The guest-room was aired and made 
ready. Great fi res bl azed on the hearth, 
and the cook was ordered to put forth his 
best efforts : I t  was about noon. when 
one of the pagco announced the arri1·al 
of a knight, \l"ith six attendants, IJdore 
the drawbridge. 

As Feria entered the great hall. some
\r hat out of breath with his rapid riding, 
he looked quickly around for some l1 int as 
to the first move in this new r6le he 11·as 
to play. The count was not there, hut 
the countess, resplendent in a new silken 
robe, was standing before the fi re.  She 
uttered a cry of astonishment \Yhcn she 
saw him : 

" Florence de M ontmorencv ! " 
Feria felt a great relie-f ' It had 

seemed to him impossible that i\Iont igny' s 
own family could be deceived by the re
semblance. He stepped forward and 
kissed the countess's hand. 

" Fie, brother ! " and the handsome 
woman gave him a warm salute on either 
cheek. " Since 1when have you assumed 

these stately manners ? Philip ! "  she 
called eagerly. 

Count Horn appeared in the doorway, 
a heavy and massive figure. He started 
\rhen he  saw Feri a : 

" Florence ! " he said incredulously. 
It \vas a desperate role to play. Feria 

had never seen the B aron 1\lontigny. 
H is tricks of speech, his temperament, 
his physical peculiarities, \vere entirely 
unkn0wn to him. And his voice-a sure 
betrayal ! But Feria, l ike other young 
gallants of his time, had many accom
plishments. At  the masked balls, so 
frequent at the Spanish court, h e  had 
learned completely to disguise his  voice 
by assuming a sligh t  huskiness. This 
stood him in stead now. And he  spoke 
French without an accent. 

" Yes, brother ! "  he  said warmly, and 
stepping forward saluted him on either 
cheek. He suddenly remembered that 
the duke had spoken of l\I ontigny as be
ing some1Yhat hot-headed and impetuous. 

Count H orn held Feria at arm's 
length,  regarding him with keen scrutiny. 

" A high color and much leanness you 
ha\'e brought from the · court of Spain, 
brother ! " he  said at last. 

Feria laughed. " Yes ! A husky voice, 
fine clothes, and some new accomplish
ments also ! " He turned suddenlv. for 
a smal l  t.crrier was snapping at h is -heek 

" For shame, Tito ! "  said the count
ess, picking up the clog. " Why. he was 
so devoted t o  von, Florence, before vou 
started for Sp;in ! \Vhat has come c;ver 
him : " 

" I must make friends with him all 
over again," Feria said with assumed 
carelessness-the brute instinct was so 
much surer than the human. " But I 
am famished. Can I h aw a. bite ? " H e  
had the feeling that a t  table things 1rould 
go more smooth] y. 

C ount H urn was a man of few words 
hut deep thoughts. He had recei1·ecl a. 
ldter from his younger brother but t 1vo 
clc\\'S before in which ?\Ionti D"nv had 
w;rm:d him of the machinati c;J: s o f  
Philip. 11·ho 11·as evolving some -dark 
scheme for the Netherlands. The im
mediate appearance of his brother after 
his letter was an incident of i l l-omen. 
\Vhen the three \vere left alone together 
a fter finishing their repast. the count 
tu rned to Feria : 
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" You have come unexpectedly from 
Spain on some spec ial matter ? Let me 
know the · wor�t at once ! " 

Feria looked at him w ith affcct(:d sur
prise : " There is no ' IYorst ' about it. I 
bring greet i ngs of great kindnc:is from 
the king ! "  

" But the plot : "  said Horn sharpl y. 
Feria hesitated. He had no clue. 
" \\.hatever I may have 1nitten, ' '  he 

began-
" \Vhatever you may have written ! " 

echoed the count . " \\'hy, read over 
what you have written and exp la in it, 
man ! \\ 'e are alone, and I have no se
crets from the countess." 

Feria glanced hasti ly  through the let
ter. It gave h im his cue. 

· • \\'hen r wrote t hat, " he sa id com
posedly, " I 11·as disturbed by the rumors 
about the court. Carlos was anxious to 
head an exped ition to the Nether lands, 
and we a l l  feared · the worst. But Alva 
11·as put in command, and the k ing gaye 
explicit orders that all Flemish nobles 
should receive the reward of their 
fi delity." 

' 

Th� IYOrd� choked him, for decei t was 
dbtastdul .  He d i d  not know Ah·a':; 
'" hole intention, nor that the appearance 
( l i  Horn in B russel� would compass his 
death. He \Yas only a pawn in the 
game. and what \\'as asked of h im \Yas 
b l ind obedience . 

The count regarded Feria with sur
j-)rise.  " And you have lost your fear of 
some treachery on the part of the king ? "  

" E ntirely." said Feria gayly. " I 
tru�t the duke, and he has come with 
royal prerogatives. He wishes to reward 
you fur your pa,;t sen·ices and desires 
your p resence immediatdy at Brussels to 
bestow on you some signal honor ; "  

" O h ,  Philip ! " cried t h e  countess j oy
fully. She hastenecl to her husband ancl 
threw her arms about his neck, regard
less of the presence o f  Feria. " I al
ways ki1CIY the k in!,\ meant well by you, 
and · that the card inal 1ras the c a u se of 
all our troubles." 

" But A lva i s  no more trustworthy," 
said the count suspiciously. He looked 
at Feria w ith lowering brow. " You 
ever took th i ngs too much at thei r  face 
value, brother. ' '  

For ans1Yer, Feria unrolled a paper h e  
h ad in h i s  p ossession. T h e  duke h ad 

foreseen it would be necessary to sub
mit some tangib le proof of his good-w il l . 
The paper \Yas a document with the 
royal seal , giYing to t he person men
t ioned therein the governorship of an 
impo rtant province. Count H orn's name 
11·as wri tten in full. but the name of the 
province had not yet been .inserted. 

" There are t\YO pro1·iuces from which 
you may choose," said Feria eagerl y, 
" but the duke desires a personal inter
dew before ti l l ing i n the name . '·' 

The count's brow cleared. He harl 
always held high positi ons unt i l  ( ;ran
,·elle's enm ity had been turned against 
h im. Love o f  power was h i �  one weak
ness, and it woul d be SIY·eet to Jriumph 
o1·er his foes. 

" I to ld you. Phil ip ,"  the countess 
nodded sagaciously, " that Granvel le 
would be recal led, and there \\'(mlcl come 
brigh ter days for us." 

" I did not exp ect such speedy h o n ·  
ors," t h e  count s a i d  slow]\'. H e  fi xed 
his  somber gaze on Feria :

· 

" H o w  comes it,  brother, that you 
came so speed i ly to Fl anders, \Yhen an 
earl ier letter said you 11·ere 1· irtuallv  a 
prisoner at the cbu;t of Spain ? " · 

• " That was too strong a statement," 
Feria said cautiqusly-he was gett ing 
into deep waters-" and I am here only 
on a m ission for the k ing. I h ave i n 
stantly to return to M adrid : " 

" Your poor \Yi fe ! " said th e countess, 
p it{fngl y. Feria felt his  difficulties in
creasing . 

" I beg you wil l not send her 11·ord 
of my p resence. for I IYil l go to her at 
the earl iest possible moment :"  He lron
dcrecl if  she were in Brussels, and de
sired the information. 

" Her last letter m ust have miscarried. 
for I do not know at p resent 11·here 
she i s : " 

" "'hy, .in the country, 11·here you left 
her. Florence. ' '  the countess said in as
tonishment. I ndeed, 1\I mc. de :\Iontigny 
had not seen Brussels since her husband's 
departure. 

This was an immense relief to Feria. 
for an inten·lew w.ith .Mme. de Montigny 
11·as what he most dreaded. As all that 
he had to do must be done quick l y, i t was 
possible he might elude h er altogether. 

" You will stay with us a IYhi le, 
brother ? "  asked Count Horn .  
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Feria shrugged his �houlder�. .H i,; 
orders had been to bring the Count and 
Countess Horn to B russels >Yith the 
least possible delay. Alva was eager to 
begin h is  dangerous program at once. 

" Onlv until to-morro>Y, I fear. 
haYe se;,eral commissions to execute for 
the duke. I must see mv >Yife in the 
country, and Alva wishes my presence 
at the great tourney which Egmont has 
arranged in Brussels." 

The countess clapped her hands. She 
loved the bustle and excitement of the 
court l i fe, and the tourney:; were her 
especial delight. 

" Phil ip," she said entreatingly, " let 
u s  go to Brusseb to-morro\Y ,,-i th F lor
ence. I need a new robe for the tour
ney." 

This was what Feria had hoped. The 
countess ,,-ould aid him in getting Horn 
a\.-ay from his stronghold. 

" The duke bade me say," he re
marked carelessly, " that the matter of 
the governorship is  really pressing. 
There are tw� provinces to choose from, 
and Count l\Iatteo is  t,o ha ,.e the one 
you reject. He particularly wishes you 
to make the choice ." 

This masterstroke sealed H orn's rloom .  
Next t o  Gran,·elle, \I atteo \\·as h i ,; most 
implacable enemy, and must be th\Yarted 
at any cost. Perhaps a word of his to 
Alva might prevent l\Iatteo from getting 
either prm·ince. 

" I will t ry to go back with you for 
a fnY d:w,;, "  be said \Yith decision. " I 
cannot leave ,\-eert for any length o f  
time, but I w i l l  confer with the duke, and 
let Carlotta have her tournev."  

I t  was arranged they should make an 
early start the following clay. The cn� 
ning >vas to be got through in �ome fash
ion, and Feria was at his wit 's end to 
pass the long hours without betrayal. 

He p layecl a l ittle on the mandolin 
and lute, but dared .not sing. H e  
taught the countess some steps o {  a new 
Spanish dance, and talked incessantly of 
the court life at 1\Iadrid. With one or 
two slight breaks, he managed to avoid 
suspicion until, at the close of the en
n ing, a smal l  incident jeopardi zed h i s  en
tire scheme. 

They were seated at cards, when a 
maid came in and \Yhisperecl for a mo·  
ment with  the countess. 

" vVhy, yes," said the countess good--
natured! y ; " let her come in ! " 

Horn looked at his wife in surprise. 
" Who is it ? "  
" Only Justine ! " 
Before the count could remonstrate, 

the door of the room where they were 
sitting was gently pushed open, and an 
old woman entered. She was neatly 
dr-essed in Flemish costume, with the 
high white cap of the period, which set 
off her fine, old, wrinkled face. She 
stepped. cautiously, blinking COJ1tinually, 
until she \Yas close to Feria. 

" J ustinc· has grown almost blind," 
said the countess in an undertone. 

The old woman sank on her knees, and 
put Feria's hand to her l ips. 

" It is not my lord's hand ! " she said 
suddenly, looking up at h im with her 
dim ey-es. 

" Spanish tournaments haYc chahgecl 
it, perhaps," said Feria l ightly, but he 
felt a sudden sinking of the heart. 

" Nor my lord's voice," moaned the 
old woman. 

" But i t  is the face of Flori:nce de 
Montmorency," said the count kindly ; 
" how do you account for that ? " 

J ustine was an old family ,;cn·ant of  
the l\I ontmorency's, who had trundled 
both Philip and Florence on her knet. 
The younger boy had been her pet and 
idol, and Baron l\Iontigny had ne,·cr 
gone to his brother's house without some 
substantial token for his old nurse. Feria 
dimly suspected her relationship .  

" l\Iay I touch my lord's face ? " she 
asked after a pause. 

Feria dared not refuse. 
The trembling fingers passed over his 

hair and brow and chin, and the old 
woman clrl' \\' hack "·ith a crv. 

" It i s  not my lord's hair : ·  That used 
to be as fine as silk, and his chin was 
more square ! " 

The count and countess looked at 
Feria with an amused smile. He had 
grown very pale. 

" You must not be so critical." he  said 
in his assumed husky .-oice. · .. 'Ve al l  
change somewhat wh�n \\'C l iYc. i n  a for
eign country." 

The old \\·oman stood motionl-ess, a 
perplexed and doubtful figure. 

" Did my lord remember his promise 
to J ustine ? " she said at last, harshly. 
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Feria gave a deprecatory smile . 
" My l eaving Spain was so sudden

my business for the king is so urgent
I fear l h ave forgotten many things ! " 

" Then you did not bring .J ust ine \vh at 
you . promi sed ? " 

Fer ia spoke hesitatingly : " I fear it  
was forgotten : " 

" Doe� my lord remember what it 
"·as ? " 

The countes,; turned to rebuke t h e  
freedom of th is  speech, when she  not iced 
Feria's extreme pal lor. Someth ing held 
her tongue. 

" I fear l w i l l  h a,·e to confess that it 
is  all forgotten ," said Feria hastily, and 
growing a shade paler. 

The old woman turned tri umphantly 
to the countess : 

" I t ,,·as ih . t his verv room , mv l aclv, 
before nw lord Flo�encc start�cl for 
Spain, wlien you and _my lord Philip 
were present, that h e  promised to bring 
hack a Spanish m antil l a  fnr old J tv; -
tine ! " · 

The countess looked sm i l ing ly at Feria. 
" I t  was indeed so, brother : Do you 

not remember that last eYening at \V ct:rt, 

when Justine helped buckle on your ar
mor, you sai d she was wort h a do;.:en 
Spanish maids. and that she should have 
a real bee mantilla \vh en von came back 
from Spain ? "  

-

Feria's brow cleared . He ;;aw a ,,·ay 
out o f it .  " To be sure ! " he  l augh ed 
h eartily. " But the truth is, J us t ine, I 
was sent off too hurriedly to �la\'e t ime 
for the mantilla. I had to bring you 
something else ." He took, a� he spoke , 
a sm a l l obj ect from h i "  doublet, and 
handed i t  t"o her. It \\·as a rosary of 
lap is lazuli ,  �et  with gold-Feria'� U\\·n 
rosary-of beaut iful workman�hip . 

" This was all  I h ad time for, T ustine, 
but the next t ime I w i l l  not fo�get the 
mant i l la : " Feria howecl a� he spoke, 
and patted th e w rinkled h and. 

The old wom an stood a mom ent in be
wi lderment, and then pressed 

·
the rosary 

to her lips. 
" I beg your pardon for doubt i ng you, 

my lord ," �he said humbly ; " but, �omc
how , you seemed altoget her different : " 

She made him a h'w curtsy and re

tired. 

On Count Horn the l ittle episode 
�ecmcd to . make no impression whatenr ; 

but the next morning, wh ile they were 
waiting for t h e  countess's l itter, the 
countess drew Feria into her  boudoir. 
She stepped up to a carvcll cabinet and 
took out a small obj ect. Coming close 
to  Feri a, she suddenly held out to h im 
an exquisitely painted miniature, study
ing his face inten'tly meanwh ile.  

Feria beheld a smal l, oval :face, wi th 
large, serious eyes, dark hair, and a 
mouth that in its downward curves ex
pressed dejection and unhappiness. But 
the beauty of the face was striking 1 A 
sure inst inct told him who i t  was, if he 
only could have known her name ! He 
pressed the miniature to h is lips with an 
impassioned gesture. 

" She looks so sad ! " he said. 
The countess's brow c!t:ared. I mpos

sible for any human being to resemble 
another as this man resembled Montigny ! 
Some little tricks o f  speech and gesturt: 
seemed different, but Mont igny was the 
most imitative o f  mortals, aml h e  had 
been a long time at the court of Spain. 
She smi led cordially : 

" Sophia had it p ainted for you six 
months ago. I was to keep it, and send 
it to you if anyth ing h appened to her." 

lt was the portrait of Mme. de Mon
tigny . 

The trip to Brussels was a gay one. 
Count Horn \Yent i n  state, with forty re
tainers . \Vhcn he occupied h is Bnissels 
house he assumed a state of almost royal 
magnificence. In former days h e  had 
vied with the Prince of Orange, and the 
fame of his banquets ba.d extended even 
to Spain. At \V eert everything was 
different. Th ere be affected a stvlc of 

extreme simplici ty except when he
-
enter

tained, so ·that the countess, who was 

extravagant and lavish in her taste�, 
fretted and pined in her frugal so l itude . 

She chatted merri ly with Feria, who 
rode beside h er litter. She was in high 
good-humor, p l anning fetes an d festivi

t ies while they should be in  Brussels. 
She asked many questions about tbe duke . 

" Why, pray, did the king send t he 
duke to the Nether lands instead of the 
Pri nce uf Eboli ?  " 

Feria gave an evasi\·e reply . 
" You know h is com ing with so many 

Spanish troops is  most unpopular in 
Flander:;," she continued ; " and the . 
Prince of Orange ha� gone to Germany. "  
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She looked up searchingly at Feria. 
" Tell me, Florence," she said· archly, 

" why you changed your mind so suddrm
ly after you sent that \Yarning letter to 
Philip ? "  

Feria flushed. Luring these two un
suspecting people mto a trap \\·as more 
distasteful than he had dreamed. 

" The king gave me such assurance�," 
he stammered. 

" Well, Egmont trusts the king, and 
so must we," ·she said gaily ; " but if 
anything happens to Philip h is blood is 
on vour head, brother." 

' 1  Oh, no ! "  said Feria involuntarily. 
The countess looked at h im in surprise. 
but they were approaching Brusseb, and 
all was excitement and confusion. The 
count rode up. 

" You will come with us in Brussels. 
Florence ? "  

" Impossibl� at  this time," Feria an
swered hastily. " I stay with the duke 
for the tourney, and then depart imme
diately on a special mission for the king." 

He made his adieus, and rode with 
his own retainers to Culemborg H ouse, 
which Alva had immediately occupied 
on entering Brussels. 

As he dismounted, in the courtyard of 
the castle, he noticed a fc ! low l;anging 
about, dressed in  black from head to foot . 
with his plumed hat drawn low oYer his 
forehead. As  Feria p assed the man, he 
looked up, and Feria noted the high 
cheek bones, an ugly scar 011 the left 
cheek, and the curious expression of the 
eyes, which looked at him with a strange 

-inalignity. The sound of a gay caval
cade passing on the street suddenly 
emptied the courtyard of the duke's re
tainers, and the two were left moment
arily alone. Feria started to enter the 
castle, \Yhen a blow from some hlunt 
"·capon felled him from behind, crushing 
in his helmet and stretching him insensi
ble on the threshold. 

CHAPT E R  Y. 
THE TOL'R:\ EY.  

TH E  great duke had not been idle 
these first few days a fter his en
trance into B.russeis. H is soldiers 

had been carefully stationed in all the 
fortresses comma;1ding the city, and 

large bodies of  Spanish troops were being 
distributed in  neighboring towns to await 
his orders. But all things were done 
with a semblance of amity and order. It 
\\'as the wish of  the king that Flanders 
should be garrisoned by Spanish troops, 
and it \\'as Alva's policy to lull the sus
picions of the people before striking the 
tirst blow. 

1 t was most important to get riel of  
the  more po\verful nobles at once, for 
\l· ithout leaders Alva knew the people 
\Youl d be powerless to make an organ
ized resistance to his army. To entrap 
Egmont and H orn, their suspicions must 
be averted, so that the duke entered with 
earnestness into all the fetes and festivi
t ies  Egmont had prepared for h is arrival. 
\Vhile Feria \vas making his visit at 
Castle Weert the duke was giving and 
attending dinners, and the whole city was 
agog at  the great tourney which Alva 
\vas to gi,'e in the public square, in re
turn  for the attentions lavished upon 
him. 

The tourney \\·as to  be followed by a 
banquet give1; by Don Ferdinanda, and 
the arrest of E gmont and H orn was to 
follow the dinner. The delicate task of  
a,;suring the presence of these two un
furtunate noblemen at the banquet was 
to he given to Feria, who had justified 
the duke's estimate of him by the prompt 
and skilful manner in which he had 
brought Count H om to Brussels. 

Feria had been picked up insensible 
on the thresh old of the duke's house, and 
\\·hen brought to consciousness could give 
no very lucid account of his assailant. 
No one answering to Feria's description 
\Vas among the duke's retainers, and the 
incident remained shrouded in mysterv. 
It seemed necessary to give his henclunan 
more mi uute. instructions, and Feria was 
summoned to an interview. He obeyed, 
'vith curious misgiving. He was, indeed, 
bound to the duke, who held h is future 
in tl1e h ol low of his hand, but the nature 
o f  his task \ras repellent to him. 

The duke looked at Feria keenly as 
the young man entered his private r�om. 
He marked his pallor, and the ugly mark 
on his cheek left by his recent fall. H e  
abo noted his expression. 

" Sit clown ! " he said curtlv. 
It was necessary to have ahsolute con

trol of his pawn if the game was to be 
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succe;;:;ful. Anv reservations on  the part 
of a subordinate would he fatal to the 
success of his scheme. H e  divined that 
·Feria was wavering. 

" You "·ere successful m bringing 
Count Horn to Brussels ! "  

" Yes, your grace ."  Feria spoke sulkily. 
" Your next task 1vi l l  be to accompany 

Horn and Egmont to the banquet given 
by Don Ferdinando, and to sit betiYeen 
them at dinner." 

" \Vhy is it  not sufficient if they accept 
the invitation and come w ithout me ? " 
said the young man hastily. 

" Because I prefer to take no .chances 
at the crucial moment." The duke spoke 
sternly and rose, looking down on Feria 
from his commanding height. 

" \Ve will understai1d each other. Are 
you in the service of the King of Spain ? " 

Feria looked up in amazement. 
" Certain! y, your grac.e." 
" Are vou mv subordinate as · com• 

mander:-iJ{-chief ' of the forces in the 
Nether lands ? " 

" Yes, your grace." 
" Then I command you, on penalty of 

death, to execute my instructions without 
comment, without hesitation, wi�bout re
sen·ations." 

Feria had risen. He was very pale, 
but he looked the duke steadfastlv in the 
eye. He realized that he owed -implicit 
obedience to his military chief, and it 
was true that he was in the ser\'ice of the 
King of Spain. Dark deed,; were done in 
those days in the name of war ; duplicity 
and deceit paraded as handmaids of re
ligion. 

" I  will do your bidding, your grace." 
· His voice was low and firm. 

" I require the blood oath l " said A Iva 
harshly. 

Feria started. In those days, to make 
men's vows more binding, the-y were fre
quently _ written in blood. To Feria the 
practise was repellent on account of a 
secret superstition which he was loath to 
acknowledge. 

·" I will obey your commands without 
that," he said proudly. 

A lva paid no heed. He took quill and 
paper, hastily writing a few \yords and 
handing the paper to Feria. 

" Sign that with your blood ! " he com
manded. 

Feria .  flushed hotly, but the iron will 

of the duke mastered h im. H e  pricked 
his arm, and 1notc as the duke com
manded. 

On the paper 1vas 1vr itten : 

T, Don Luis de Feria, in the sen-icc o f  
t h e  King o i  Spain.  d o  swear to obey. with
out resen·ation, the commands of the Duke 
of  Ah·a, commander-in-chief in the Nether-
lands. DoN Lt- I S  DE FERIA. 

The duke's brow cleared. He knew, 
intuitiYelv, that bound bv this oath he 
was sure . of his cat's-paw: H e  assumed 
the benign expression that the Countess 
Emanuele had learned to fear. 

" I will take you into my confidence," 
be said suavely. 

" It is not necessary, your grace l " 
Feria spoke hastily. He preferred to 

execute his orders in the dark. 
" It is necessary that you should know 

exactly what is to be done. ' '  continued 
the duke. " The outcome of what vou 
do need not concern vou. For reas.ons 
of my own I must ha;:c the three noble-

. men, Horn, Egmont, and the Prince o f  
Orange here in Brussels. H orn and Eg
mont are already here. and the next move 
in the game is to arrest them. They can 
easily escape from the city if they become 
alarmed, so that I must first lull their 
ru�ic�s �d ilim �h ili� umw�s. 
I will put the tourney in your charge, 
and it is to be a magnificent one-no ex
pense spared. \Ve will show them what 
a Spanish- Moorish tournament is l ike. 

" You, as Baron Montigny, must keep 
constantly w ith Horn and Egmont, and 
I hold you responsible for their appear
ance at Don Ferdinando's banquet, which 
will immediately follow the tournament. 
You will be placed between these two 
noblemen at dinner, and \Yhen word ar
rives that I wish to see them at Culem
borg House, you will accompany them 
here until they are in my presence. I 
will then dismiss vou, and you are to 
l eave Brussels that i1ight for <�ermany. 

" You 1vill proceed to D il lenburg to 
the Prince of Orange, and as Baron 
�Iontigny, you 1Yill  stay . with him day� 
or \Yeeks, if necessary, until you induce 
him to go with you to Brussels. No hope 
of favors from the king will 11?ove the 
prince. The only possible chord to touch 
is the chord of compassion for his inti
mate friend Egmont, and your brother, · ' 
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Count H orn. You arc to rcpre�ent these 
t 11·0 nub Iemen !is under arrest i n  Brus
�els on cha rges ,,·h ich on l y he can clear, 
and t hat, \rithout h is inten·en ti on, h is 
l \\·o f riends may 'ummarily be put to 
death.  Prumisc him safe conduct to and 
irnm Brusse l s . "  

" r s it  a genuine guarantee. your 
grace ? " 

" That is not nmr affa ir ,"  said the 
duke rough l y. Feria w i nced. He knew 
m::l l that he was to lure Orange to his 
dea t h .  H e  s tra ightened h imsel f and set 
h i s  teeth .  A fter all,  t h e  K i n g  o f Spa in 
considered these men traitors, and he was 
l lllt a puppet to do his l > idding. 

" ' \ ' ery \\ C I I , "  he sa i d fi r m l y. " I  \v i l l  
, ·arry out your ( lr<lcrs,  but may l n n t  go 
to the P rince o f  Orange in my own per
�un ? ' '  

" I mpn;.;si b l e  � "  the duke said sh ortl y . 
'' The one reason von arc selected for 
t h i s. is vour ch an ce and \H>nderfu l rc
semblanc'c to Baron l\lont i gny . You 
han� already imposed o n  Horn ; with Eg
munt ancl  O range you shou ld have l ess 
d i fficultv ."  

' ·  But a s l i ght incident may betray 
me," said Feria, thinking of the old serv
a n t  a t  \\'ecrt. 

·' The m ore difficult the task. the 
,L;n:ater the h onor , " returned the duke 
· ·almh·. H e  l ooked keen l v  a t  Feria. " I  
'aid �:ou m igh t remain days or weeks with 
the  Prince of O range. But every day 
• ·ounb � I wish to do noth i ng \Yith  my 
pri�oncr� u n t i l O range arrives i n  Bru�
�eb, and ,,.e ha\'c to keep down d isorder 
and possible  rebel l ion. I f  you br in� 
() range to me i n  B russels w ithin il week 
from t he time you reach h im , I wTll send 
you back to Spai n immediately to claim 
t h e hand o f  l\£ ercedes de Toledo." 

The young m an flush ed from brow to 
, ·h in . This so exceeded his  \Yi l dv;;t hopes 
t hat the dishonor o f  his adventure seemed 
sucl clenly  bl urred . He satisfied h is con
science hy ca l l i ng i t  strategy. 

I n  pur�uance of the duke 's plans. 
Feria t hought i t  wise to i nterest the wom
t:Jl o f  E gmont's family in the tourney . 
The Countess H orn had entered into t h e  
f<:sti\ · i t iL·s \r i th enthusiasm, and i t  was 
desirable to capture E gmont's family as 
well .  Rumor has swift  passage t hrough 
women's tongues. and Feria desired that 
the splendor of the tou rnament should be 

3 c 

t heir engrossing theme. To that end he 
\rent i mmed iate lv to C ount E gmont's 
pa lace .  

· 
Coun t  Egmont, a man of c:-.:travagant 

tastes and large income, liYed in almost 
royal sp lendo r . H is sojourns in France 
and Spain had giYen h i m much knowl·  
edge of  t he customs o f  other count ri es, 
and he combined Spanish magnificence 
1\· i th French taste i n  the appoin tments o f  
h is p a l ace . Feria gazed \dth surprise a t  
the tapestr ied walls ,  i n l a i d  furniture, and 
nquis i tc can·ings of ...tl.1 e  great rooms 
t hrough which h e  was ushered , which 
\\Tre worihy the Escuria l i tself. 

I l i,; fi rst i ntcrY icw was with the eldest 
daugh te r of t h e house-the beaut i ful Ro
salie E gmont.  S h i:  ,,·a,; ,;eatL·d in a small 
,,· h i te-t i kcl room at the rea r of the p alace, 
,;urrouncled by her pet clon�s. who were 
flying in and out of t he casement win
Llows .  Fnia gazed in adm iration at the 
pret ty p i cture . fur lw 1ras not at first 
nbserwd. The fair g i r l .  her hai r tum
bling O\-er her shoulder.-; i n  picturesque 
disorder. ,,· i t h ,;\\· i f t  mon:ments of her 
\l· h itc arms and hands \\·as endea,·oring 
to feed and at the sa me t ime prot ect her
self from her peb. who 11·ere \rh i rl ing 
a bout her and cnclca\'oring to al ight on 
her head and bosom .  �he caught sigh t 
uf Fnia and Rushed a rusv reel . 

" \\' h y : T h i;f is- Ban;n :\ I ont i gny ! "  
She spoke the name sl o 1dy and scruti ·  
nized h i m  keen l y  as s h e  gan: h i m  her 
hand . The real Baron :\ I ontigny had 
p la�·ed w i t h  her often as a ch i l d . and had 
maJe an indelible impression on her sen
sitiYe, romantic temperament . 

Feri a  felt uncom fortable beneath this  
searching gaze. He had asked for the 
Countess E gmont, but she was not i n  the 
palaL·e.  He assumed an a i r  of p layful· 
ne,;s. 

" I d id not expect to stumb le o n  Venus 
\Yith her doves when I asked for the 
countess," he said in his huskv voice. Tlw 
g irl gaz�d at h im d ream i l y . . 

" This i� Fl orence de :\ I on tmorencv 
who played games with me, and whom ·r 
haYen't seen for s i:-.: vears." Her cl ear 
e1'es searched h is face. · " \\-h y did you get married ? " 

Feria flushed crimson. There seemed 
no end to the complil'at ions he must meet. 

" I don't know," he stammered ; " it 
seemed best to marry ! " 
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" And do you not  love l\Ime. de Mon
tigny ? "  asked the girl solemnly. 

Feria forced a laugh. " Naturally. a 
man loves a beautiful wife ! " 

" Is she then very beaut i ful ? "  the girl 
asked wistfully.  

" Very ! "  Feri a  returned quickly, " but 
I want to ask you, I!Uldcm oisd!t:-'' 

" Rosalie .  please," said the girl softly. 
" Rosal ie," corrected Feria, " i f you 

will honor me so greatly as to be queen 
of the tournament the Duke of Alva is to 
give in Brussels? " 

He had intended to ask the Countess 
Egmont, who was st i l l  a very handsome 
woman, to play this role and distribute 
th.e favors to the knights. Hut this fai r  
yciung girl \vas an ideal tournament 
queen. 

For ans\vcr Rosal ie Egmon t looked at 
him long and inscrutably. Florence de 
Montmorency h ad been the . Princr 
Charming of her childish dream,.;. The 
man before her was of striking beauty 
and distinction. What subt le lack did 
she find in him ? She did not directly 
answer h is question. 

" Do \·ou remember that you once 
asked me- to be vour little ,yjf e'? " The 
girl looked up at h im with her clear, di
rect gaze. Feria moved uncomfortably. 

" But you were so young ! " he stam
me-red. 

" Yes, T \Yas but fifteen ,"  said the girl 
!ilowly, " but you kissed me once and 
gave me a troth-pl ight."  She took a 
slender chain from around her neck. and 
handed him a curious gold charm-two 
clasped hands cut in gold. 

" H ave you forgotten ? " she ask eel 
solemnlv. 

Feria- inwardlv cursed h is double. H e  
had never seen ·Mme. de  ;\fontigny, but 
anything more exquisite than this young 
girl could not be imagined. .How could 
J\1ontigny have given her up I He 
floundered hopelessly through some ex
planation, which, to h is  joy, \Yas broken 
in upon by the entrance of the Countess 
Egmont.  She came up to him with 
marked corcli a litv. 

" I  haYe onlv just l earned that the 
Baron 1\I ontign}· ,�·as in Brus,els, and I 
want to add my congratulations that you 
have escaped from Spain ! " 

" Escaped ? "  said Feria involuntarily. 
The countess looked at him �harply. 

" \' es � Your last letter to Count Eg
mont said you were virtual ly a prisoner 
at the court of Spain, and that you were 
planning an escape." 

Feria forced a laugh. " \\'el l , I am 
here no\\· with the duke on a special mis
sion for the king. and so far from plan
ning an escape that 1 expect to  return 
almost immediately to Spain ."  

" Oh, no : " said the  countess quickly. 
Rosalie moved nearer to her mother 

and took her har,c:. " Don' t ask any favor 
of h im ! " she �aid earnest! y. 

The countess looked at ht:r in  aston
ishment. 

" Do not trust that man ! " The girl 
fel l on her knees and buried her face in 
the countess's robe. 

" I never tnlcl you, maman , but the 
Baron l\1 ontigny a�ked me to marry h im 
s ix  years ago and gave me a troth-plight." 
She slipped the charm into her mother's 
hand. " I loved him, maman l "  she 
sobbed p iteously. 

The ( 'ountess Egmont drew herself up 
and threw a glance of withering scorn on 
Feria : 

" So you tr i fle with my daughter. 
Haron .:\I ont igny, and then have the ef
f rontery to seek her  without an expla
nation of your conduct ! " 

She was the personification of outraged 
motherhood. Of all her children, this 
beautiful  daughter ''"as the nearest her 
heart-the Yery apple o f  her eye. 

Feria turned very pale, but he carried 
himself with dign ity. 

" I deeply regret my boyish impetu
ositv," he said slowlv, " but I never 
dre�m.8P that-Rosal ie:_cared so much ! 
She "-a:·s only a. child, and I a boy. We 
were separated. and, years after, it seemed 
best for me to marry. I repent deeply-" 

The girl sprang to her feet, her eyes 
flashing. She seized the charm from her 
mother's hand and gave it ,  \Yi th a mag
ni ficent gcsturl', to Feria : 1 1  You need not repent, sir : I hate vou 
now as much as I loved you then ' Y·our 
falseness is written in your face ! " 1 1  Tut ! tut ! " came a deep voice from 
the door. The three turned quickly, and 
faced Count E gmont. 

" What is the meaning of this ? " he 
said sternly. Count Egmont was a kind 
man, but he was m aster of his house. " I 
am told that Baron l\f ontigny is in my 
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palace, and I find him with two angry 
women who are forgetting · their l�osp i
tality." 

And then Feria'� natural tact and 
frankness saved the situation. 

" I am sadlv at fault. mv lord, for I 
made love to · your pretty ·daughter s ix 
years ago, "·hen she \Yas a charming child 
and I a•boy. \\Te exchanged favor�, and 
I left the countrv for vear,. I never 
forgot her, but �h� was ahvay,; the beau
t i fu l  ch i ld to me, and after a t ime I 
married. I t  was rank discourtesv to 
madem oi�·c!l.' that I did nut write to her 
and tell her of my marriage. But I 
hoped she 1vould forgiH me, and I came 
to-da1• to ask her to be queen of the tour
namei1t ." 

E g mont 's brow cleared. and he looked 
expectantly toward h is daughter. To him 
the boy and girl Jon-affair had no sig
nificance whatever. He looked much 
higher than Baron 1\Iontign�· for h is  
daughter, and had. i n  fact. a French 
alliance w ith a noble house in vie\v for 
her. 

Rosalie had turned pale and quiet on 
her father's entrance into the room. S he 
adored her father, but the t \1·o did nut 
understand each other. She turned to
\Yard Feri::t and spoke mechanical ly : 

" 1 am grateful to Baron 1\I ontigny. 
hut it wi ll be impossible for me to be 
queen of the tournament." 

" My daughter, I \vish you to be queen 
of the tournament ." 

Count E gmont spoke \Yith decision. 
He was in high good humor at the gra
c iousness of Ah·a's treatment of him, and 
he had received a flattering letter from 
the k ing.  Suspicion was foreign to h im, 
and his vanity \vas pleased at this mark 
of d ist inction coming to his house. 

" I wish it, Rosalie," he repeated. The 
girl shrank Lack. but l'oullt E gmont'� 
word was law, and there 1vas no e�cape. 

Before Feria left the palace. Rosalie 
E gmont had promised to be the tourna
ment queen. 

Brussels 1vas a l i\·e 11· ith keen anticipa
t ion of the duke's tournev. Alreadv 
many fetes were planned in h-onor of the 
king's embassy, but this tilt of 1\I uurish 
reeds was something new in Flanders. 

The Countess Horn entered heart and 
soul into the preparations, and kept the 
cou n t  from grumbl ing at the tard iness of 

t1Je Juke in giving h im the governorship 
he so much desired. 

" Wai t  until after the tournev and ban. 
quet." she said. " Can't you se.e the duke 
is occupied 1vi th many details ? After 
Don Ferdinanda's banquet he will have 
time fur your business." For the duke 
had guarded himself from an interview 
,,· ith H orn unt i l  the t ime should be ripe. 

I t  1vas the Countess H orn \vho assisted 
Feria in the "·onderful street decorations 
\Yhich B russels remembered for years to 
cnn1e. 

(;arlands of frui ts and flowers were 
f estooncd over all  the streets through 
IYhich the procession was to pass. 
Paintings by tho: old Dutch masters were 
hung from balconie:;, and exquisite Flem
i,;h tavestries concealed the fronts of 
manv house,;. 

H.idden bands of mus icians were placed 
on every street-corner, and A lva's private 
I 1and-1Jruught from Spain for these 
fc,;t iYities-precedecl the fantastic cars i n  
,,·h ich the Flemi;:h ladies rode in the  pro
cession. Th is band. made up of natives 
of the I ndies. wore on their hreasts broad 
silnr e�cutcheons on which Ah·a had had 
his private arm� emblazoned. Thev 
shared the attention of the multitude \Yith 
the Spanish ca,·al iers, 1dw \H're superbly 
mounted on Arabian horses. 

No s ign or portent as yet disturbed tile 
serenity of the splendid pageant. The 
noble ladies of the court. att ired in robes 
of sumptuous brocade. \rere drawn slowly 
along in their glittering cars, tossing 
flowers and confetti to the gaping throng. 
A hundred Flemish nobles, escorted bv 
pages, took part in the procession, and 
Rosalie Egmont, dres�ed in s ilver gauze, 
with a jeweled crom1 on her fair hair, 
was drawn in a chariot modeled after 
those of anc ient Rome. 

I n  the great square of the city a tem
porary throne had been erected, on which 
the queen of the tourn::tment ,,·as seated. 
Upon her devoh·ecl the duty o f  crownirll!); 
the victor i n  the t i l t  of reeds \vith flowers ; 
and at her feet \rere three of the most 
beautiful ma idens in Brussels, attired in 
\\·bite. 1vho held curious banners which 
were to be given to the successful knight .  

Imp rovised seats were bui l t  around the 
square, and every nook and cranny of the 
houses in the vicin itv 1n�re fi lled. There 
1vas a roped enclosure. and the soldiers 
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were busy keeping the throng from 
pressing too closely against these ropes, 
so intense was the eagerness to see every 
maneuver of the nO\·el spectacle. 

For this was a tourney introduced into 
Spain by the Spanish Arabs, and the 
swiftness of movement, the dash and fire 
of the horses, the superb horsemanship of 
the cavaliers, and the adroitness in  thrO\Y· 
ing the reeds, made it unlike the clumsy 
European tourney. 

The Spanish cayaliers were d ivided into 
six factions, each marked by a particular 
color. On their head� "·ere turban� 
twisted Moorish fashion. and to their 
slender lances were attached long stream
ers of the color of the faction to which 
they belonged. Even the horses were 
gaily caparisoned to match the l ivery of 
their masters ; and \Yhen. at a signal from 
the duke, the s ix compact bodies of horse
men took their places in the square the 
brilliancy of the scene was indescribable. 

Feria, as ma�ter of ceremonies, placed 
the combatants with great ski l l .  He  had 
chosen carefully the leaden; of the sev
eral quadrilles, and they were a l l  horse
men of reputation. He, himself, was the 
leader of one faction, and Don Ferdi
nanda, who excel led in the tilt, was the 
leader of another. The two had often 
met in the tourneys of Spain. 

The bril l iant sunshine. the gay dresses 
of the ladies, and the kaleidoscope of 
color made by the maneuvers of the 
knights made the scene spectacular in the 
highest degree. Lightly equipped and 
mounted, with wonderful agility and 
grace, the cavaliers threw their lances. 
evaded thrusts, and parried attack . 
Through the long afternoon the mock 
combat continued, with victory now for 
one faction, and now for another, the 
great audience ii1 wildest excitement. 
and the square ringing w ith their cheers. 
The Duke of Alva. with the Counts Eg
mont and H orn, "·ere seated on a raised 
dais near the throne of the youthful 
queen, who watched the manem:ers with 
a strange intensity. 

At  last the contest '"as narrowed to 
two factions-the crimson and the blue
and Feria and Don Ferdinando met. as 
manv times before, to decide the issue of 
the ·day. Both were superbly mounted, 
and both were consummate horsemen. but 
D on Ferdinanda had not the resources of 

h i s  opponent. Feria, ardent and daring, 
was as skil ful in  assault as in defense. 
\Yhile Don Ferdinando preferred the 
waiting game. 

Skilfully Feria dro,·e hb rival across 
the square in a sudden furious onslaught, 
and before Don Ferdinanclo could parry. 
the younger man '"as upon him. his lance 
leveled and victory apparently certain. 
\Yhcn a curious thing happened. 

:R.osalie Egmont, suddenly standing 
up, uttered a sharp cry, and before the 
bewi l dered spectators realized what had 
happened, Feria's horse hac! reared, 
plunged, and thrown his r ider. Great 
was the confusion and hubbub while thev 
were p icking up the unconscious mari', 
but as he soon opened his eyes and had 
apparently sustained no injury, the tour
ney was concluded by the crowning of 
Don Ferdinando victor of the tourna
ment. 

C H A PTER V I .  

THE BANQUET. 

I N the instant before Feria fell through 
the sudden swerving of his horse, 
usually under his complete control. a 

startling sight met his eye. He was 
close to the rope which fenced off the 
spectators, when his eye, by chance, fell 
on a tall figure leaning over the rope 
with a �mall, sharp missile in his hand. 
The man was leveling this missile at 
Feria's horse, and in a flash Feria marked 
the scar on his cheek and the sinister eyes 
of the man '"ho had attacked him in the 
courtyard of Alva's house on his return 
to Brussels. 

The people, who could not see very 
clearly from the pressure of the throng, 
did not n1ark the action of the man who 
so swiftly �d unerringly shot his missile 
at the critical moment. Nothing but a 
miracle �awd Feria's skull as he crashed 
to the pavement under the very feet of 
his startled horse. 

He was instantl v l i fted and carried 
into the nearest pal�ce, which chanced to 
be Count Egmont's. I t  was there, after 
some minute,;. that he opened his eyes on 
the frightened group of noblemen gath
ered about him, and assured them that 
he was unhurt. 

" I have a secret enemy ! " he said. 
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They laughed at l_1im and refused to 
believe his tale of the man with the scar 
and the sinister eyes. 

" There is no such fellow about the 
court," Egmont declared stoutly. " \Ve 
have never seen him, and you certainly 
have not brought him from Spain ! " 

" It sounds like a description of Carlos 
himself ! "  laughed one of the young 
blades who had not been in Spain.  

Feria started. Carlos did indeed have 
a· scar cut on one cheek, but this face 
was not the face of the heir to the throne. 

A great hubbub arose in the palace. 
Some were on their wav to Don Ferdi
nanda's banquet, other;; i)feferred to take 
their cards and wine under the coun t's 
hospitable roof. All tongues were wag
ging over the tournament, and the great 
hall rang with jests and laughter. Eg
mont pulled Feria's sleeYe. 

" Come to a quieter place ! I would 
see you alone a moment before the ban
quet." 

The two edged their way through the 
throng of cavaliers. '"ho kept up a rat
tling volley of pleasantries and jests, 
until they reached a small anteroom over
looking the garden. H ere were lux
urious divans and cushioned seats, and 
the sound of fountains came alluringly 
through the open casement "·indow. 

" Sit down, " said Egmont, and seated 
himself. 

At that moment the heavy draperies 
behind them stirred, and Rosalie Eg
mont, in her dress of si lver gauze, with 
her fair hair in disorder and her eyes di
lated ·with fear or excitement, glided in 
l ike a wraith and threw herself at her 
father's feet. 

" Oh, do not go to the banquet ! " she 
sobbed. 

T.,1e two men exchanged glances. 
" \Vhy, Rosalie, mein Iiebe hen ! " mur

mured the count, stroking the fair hair, 
" what is the meaning of this ? " 

Rosalie sprang to her feet and crossed 
her slender hands on her breast. 

'' It  means, father, that I have been 
warned by God, in a dream, that you are 
not to go to this banquet." 

It  was an age of superstition, when 
dreams and omens had their weight even 
with men. 

" What drean1, my daughter ? " Eg
mont asked gravely. 

" La.5t night," said Rosalie slowly, " I  
seemed to myself to be in a vast banquet
hall filled with men. On the wall were 
many curious devices, one of which was 
a panther and a lion fighting. That 
seemed to be on the center wall. There 
were great beakers of gold and silver on 
the tables, and men were drinking and 
laughing together. All  at once the door 
opened and a herald entered, dressed in 
black. He blew a trumpet and said : ' I 
am the herald of death, and I want two 
men ! ' Then, father, vou and Count 
Horn went with him. You were ushered 
into a chamber hung with black, and in 
it was a scaffold-and it meant death to 
you and Count Horn ! " The girl sobbed 
afresh, and clung to E gmont. " Do not 
go, father. Do not go to the palace to
night." 

Egmont changed color. He was of a 
sanguine, pleasure-loving temperament, 
and did not take fright easily ; but he 
was superstitious, and had received sev
eral warnings. He thought uneasily of 
Orange, safe in Germany, and knew 
there was still time for him to cross the 
border. H e  turned to Feria, who was 
very pale. 

" What do you say, .:\fontigny ? "  he 
demanded. 

Feria set his teeth. This was his task. 
his mission, " in the service of the king." . 

" I s,py," he returned composedly, 
" that I, personally, shall trust the king 
and go to the banquet. I would advise 
you to do the same." 

Egmont's mercurial nature responded. 
H e  laughed a little loudly. 

" Well, this is the very question I 
brought you here to ask-whether or not 
I should attend Don Ferdinanda's ban
quet-and you have given me your an
swer. I also will trust the king, and go 
with you." 

He gently unloosed his daughter's 
arms, and turned to go. The young girl 
sprang before Feria, barring his exit 
from the room. Her face was deathly 
pale, and in her eyes a look of hate and 
fear : 

" B aron l\Iontigny, you have seen fit 
to influence my father to go to this ban
quet. I shall hold you responsible for 
his safety." Her whole aspect wa;; 
threatening. 

Feria took up the challenge : " Very 
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well ,  madcm oisi'/1, ·,. vou m a v  d o  so. Your 
father is  a free ma;1, with- the privilege 
of a choice. I only advise h im to do 
what I am to clo mvself." 

The girl 's  glance - \vavered. She could 
not account for her fierce hatred of this 
man. Surely that ch ildish love-affair 
could be "·iped from her memory. Sh<c: 
shuddered, and hid her face in her hands. 

" Oh, that chamber of death, father : " 
Egmont did not. in truth, go to the 

banquet with a very good grace. Certain 
happenings of the past t\YO days hac! 
raised a vague 1.measiness. In spite o f  
the fetes and the tournament Alva hac! 
persistently refused to grant a private 
interview to h imself and H orn. He, too, 
h ad his grievances against Granvelle, and 
he wanted more than specious promises 
from the duke. 

The two men w alked in s ilence to 
J anissy H ouse, where Don.  Ferdinando 
was to give his banquet. Each was busy 
with his own reflections. Feria was 
t h inking of his instructions to sit be
tween H orn and E gmont, and to accom
pany them to Culemborg House when 
the message should arrive. A throng of 
people were entering J anissy H ouse. In 
the j ostle a man in a black mask steppe'! 
close to Egmont and slipped a bit o f  
paper i n t o  his  hand. 

" ShO\v i t  to none, " he \Yh i�pered, and 
was gone. 

Egmont frowned heavily, hut he man
aged to peruse the paper \vhen no one 
was looking : 

Make some excuse to leave the banquet 
and fly for the border. Yom life depends 
on i t ! 

H e  did not show this to Feria. 
It took two hours of drinking and 

revelry to raise Egmont's spirits. H e  
h a d  t h e  fatal vice of procrastination. 
Thoroughly startled by this succession o f  
warnings, h e  realized that i t  was wisdom 
to flee, but persuaded h imself t h at the 
next day would answer. I t  was h ighly 
improbable that Alva meditated treach
ery on the very day of his tournament, 
and the count told himself that he would 
send off his family and j e\Yels the next 
morning and depart secret! y himself. 

H orn, also, suspected no immediate 
treachery. Thoroughl y  angered by Al
va's evasiveness. a fter his peremptory 

summons to Hru�sels, he had decided that 
the follo\ving clay he would demand of 
the duke an explanation and return Im
mecliatel y to \Veert. 

Feria, a,; had been arranged, sat be
t\Yeen the t\\"<l noblemen, and as the wine 
!:(radual l  y u nloosened their tongues the 
three argued, with great vivacity, the re
SJ>edive merits o f  Spain and Flanders. 
Then, being · ,;o near his goal, Feria 
t r i pped : 

" Here's to Spain ! " he cried gaily, 
and l i fted his glass. " Here's to the 
country that gave me birth, nourished me, 
and sent me to F landers to fight her 
\"JQttles : " 

The glasses fell from the hands of 
Egmont and H orn with a crash. They 
ackmndedged the sovereignty o f  the 
king. hut Fl anders was to them the apple  
of their eye, and the entry o f  a foreign 
army an indignity almost too great to be 
borne ! 

" \Vhat clo you mean by that ? " said 
li orn angri ly. " \" ou are no brother of. 
mine to talk of fighting Spain's bat
tles in Flanders. \Ve want no foreign 
troops." 

Egmont regarded Feria with a sudden, 
sharp suspicion.  " \Vhat d o  you mean by 
being born in Spain ? You were born in 
Weert-eh, Philip ? "  

Count Horn looked his astonishment. 
H <c had not particularly noticed that slip 
of Feria's. 

" ( lf course," he said w ith asperity. 
" Florence was born at Weert when I 
\Yas quite a lad, and when our grand
father was head of the house." 

Feria tried to cover h is  confusion with 
a jest : 

" But I always had ' castles in Spain-' 
from the time I was born. You know I 
al\ya"ys \vantecl to go there, brother." 

Don Ferdinando created a diversion : 
" Here's to the Duke of Alva and 

his peaceful occupation of the N ether
lands ! " All drank the satirical toast 
standing, while the hall rang with their 
cheers ; but few dreamed o f  the seas of 
blood that the toast implied. 

One o f  the doors o f  the banquet-hall 
suddenly opened, and a messenger in a 
plumed hat and black l ivery entered. H e  
approached D o n  Ferdinando and handecl 
him a folded paper. Don Ferdinando 
read it,  and hit his l ip .  W ith the singu-

\ 
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J a r  inconsistency of a stern and relentless 
nature, he at times was capable of pas· 
sionate friendship. Such a friendship he 
had conceived for E gmont, \Yho was the 
most magnetic and winning o f  men. The 
two had been thrown intimately together 
since the arrival o f  the Spanish army i n  
Brussels, and each day increased t h e  fas
cination felt by Don Ferdinanda for the 
bril l iant and able soldier. 

I t  mattered not that the entire scheme 
of the banquet and arrest was Don Fer
dinando's own, and t h at i t  was h e  
h imse l f  \vho had suggested t o  the duke 
Feria's part in it. H i� one thought at 
last \\'as how he m ight save Egmont 
a lone from h is cruel fate. H orn and 
( )range he would will ingly sacrifice. but 
he must save E gmont. 

The paper brought by the messe.nger 
was one prepared by the duke and Don 
Ferdinanda to summon the men wanted 
to  Culcmhorg H ouse . .. 

Don Ferclinando mechanical l y  read the 
message : 

Tltc Duke o f  .-\h·a dcsir..-s the i m mediate 
presence of  the Counts Egmont, Horn. and 
?llontigny at Culemborg House on a matter 
o f  importance. 

He looked directly at E gmont. hut the 
rount was not regarding h im. He had 
grasped Feria by the sleen and \Yas 
\Yh ispering to him : 

" I n  Heaven's name, look at the w a l l  
,·onder ! " 
· Feria followed his  glance. The great 
room in which they sat was hung with 
tapestries, weapons, and shields of curious 
device. I n  the middle of the wall,  facing 
them, was a huge shield o n  which \Yas 
emblazoned a panther and a l ion lighting. 
Fer i a  gazed at it, uncomprehending. 

" The dream, man - the dream ! " 
w hispered Egmont in an agonized voice. 

Then Feria remembered. This had in
deed been foretold by Rosalie Egmont in 
the recital of her dream. H e  winced. It 
must be his fate to lead this man to his  
doom. Before he could speak, Egmont 
grasped his ann : 

" And the messenger in black ! " 
Great drops of perspiration s:ood on 

hi� forehead. Count Egmont \vas the 
greatest general in F landers. O f  phys, 
ical fear he knew nothing. H is great 
dctories at St. · Quentin and and Graw-

l ines had been \YOn through his utter reck
lessness and bra\'erv. But here \\·as a 
mystical, unseen foe ! H ere was a 
prophecy in part fulfilled ! A l l  the su
per�tition of his nature was aroused. 

'' I shall  not go to Culemborg H ouse ! "  
he said in a strangled Yoicc. 

.\n impiration came to Feria : 
" \'our daughter \Yas wrong," he said 

1 :alml�·. " She spoke of t\YO being Jed 
to the death-chamber. You see there are 
t hree of us ! " He smiled as he spoke. 

A look of relief passed oYer Egmont's 
face. H e  tried to recoyer himself. 

" True," he murmured-" true, there 
are three of us ! " 

Count Horn, on the other side of Feria, 
had not marked this l ittle episode. He 
had been l istening to Don Fcrdi.Jlanclo as 
he read the duke':; message. To him i t  
\\·as an agreeable o n e .  H e  h a d  been trv
ing to secure a prh'atc interYiew with 
the duke enr since reaching Brussels, 
and \\· ith his two friends present he de-. 
sired to make h is petition.  

" Let us hasten . "  he said impatiently. 
Fgmont rose reluctantly, Feria w i t h  

alacritv. T h e  latter now desired to han 
the di;agreeable business over as quickly 
as possible. 

.-\s the three men turned to leave the 
room. t hey passed Don Ferdinanda, who 
sat at the head of the table. He ab
ruptly touched the arm of Egmont, who 
came last, clre\Y h im down, and whispered 
something in his ear. 

""hen Egmont j oined his friends in the 
anteroom, his eyes were glassy, his face 
the color of marble. The t h ree were tem
porarily alone, although servants were 
coming and going continually. Egmont 
sank mito a d ivan. 

Horn. who was greatly alarmed at h is 
appearance, hastened to him. 

" .\ rc you i l l ,  Lamora! ? "  H e  l)ent 
onr his friend. 

Egmont fi xed a look of anguish on the 
two faces regarding him : 

" Fool not to ha\'e taken the warnings : 
This last one has come too late ! " . 

" \Vhat do vou mean ? "  said H orn 
harshh·. 

' 
" I mean," said E gmont more quietly, 

" that \Yhcn I passed Don Ferdinanda's 
seat he pu l i ed me down to him and whis
pered : ' Saddle vour horse instantlv and 
fly for your l ife f;Jr the frontier 1 ' " • 
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I f  orn's face gre,,· dark \Yith suspicion . 
" Another i n fernal Spanish p lot � " he 

muttered. " Thi� may be a trap laid for 
you. Lamora! . "  

The three looked s i lent !\· i n  one an· 
other's. face, each brai n  hu��ih· Jt  ''  ork. 
At last H orn clapped his hand

. 
on Jo'criJ'� 

shoulder : 
" You shall decide this. brother. You 

haH been much at the court o f  Spa in. 
and understand the king better than us. 
S hal l we take Don Ferd inanclo 's advice 
and fly at the last m oment. or sha l l  \\T 
risk this intcrdcw with the duke ) " 

And the pa"·n-as was his  duty-mut
tering to h imsel f. " In the serYicc of the 
king." spoke :  

" In Spain one can foretell nothing 
with  certainty, but would i t  not seem l ike 
treason to attempt to fly, when summoned 
to an important interview with t he duke ? 
Wou-ld not the k ing so regard it .  i n  case 
the flight were unsucccssfitl ? Is it not 
better to leave the country quietly to-. 
morrow. so that it ma�· not seem J i kl.' 
flight ? "  . 

And the two noblemen, 'Y!lO were i n
deed loath to le<we Flanders, and who 
knew themselves loyal to the king. a fter 
a moment's s i lence acqu iesced . 

The great apartment of state at Culem
horg H ouse, w here A h·a transacted al l  
h is busine�s, "·as part ial ly fi ll ed "·i th en
gineers and some of the prominent nobles 
when the three arrived. Before them on 
a table "·e1-e scattered plans of various 
kinds, and there \Yas a babel of tongues 
as the three friends entered the room. 

Nothing could have seemed less l ike a 
plot, or less s in ister. than this business 
meeting. 

Ah·a was in h igh good humor : 
" I tore you away from the banquet. 

gentlemen. because we are planning forti 
fications f o r  A nt\verp and B russels. and 
I ,,·as tinwil l ing to decide on the p lans 
w ithout your cooperat ion."  

I t  had been carefully planned by him 
to ut i l ize the hours between the banquet 
at noonday and night. when he \vished to 
make the arrests, with some plausible di,;
cussion of new fortresses to be held b\· the 
Spanish army. · 

As he had foreseen, the subj ect \vas a 
sore one and the wrangle o f  tongue� wa,.: 
long and bitter. While the Flemish nob! ... , 
submitted to the country being occupied 

L>�· a Spani�h army, i t  \vas gal l and \Yorm, 
wood to plan defenses "·hich m ight at 
any mome·nt be turned against them
selves. 

Into this discussion Egmont and Horn 
entered with vehemence. and Egmont, 
see ing here an opportunity of JHO\·ing h b  
lo�·a l ty t o  the king. l oudly adYisecl in favor 
of the new fortifi cations. the p lans of 
which the engineers spread before them. 

Ah·a wai ted until  the hubbub reached 
i ts most Gcute point, \vhen no one man 
could be heard through the c lamor of 
voices, and spoke in a lo\v as ide to Feria : 

" Follow me from the room." 
\Vithout attracting any attention, the 

two men slipped quietly from the room 
and crossed the great hall to t he duke':; 
bedchamber. Here A h·a motioned Feria 
to be seated. 

•· \-ou haYe fol lowed nmr instructions 
to the fetter," he said graciouslv. " and 
ha,·e met "· i th such succ�s::; that I almost 
clare to hope we shall get Orange : But 
t h i� i �  the giganti c part o f  your under
taking : You have to  deal "·ith a nian 
w ho is at present out of our po,,·er. who 
is  the subtlest and most cautious of me1: . 
and \Yho is nearly at open enmity ,with 
the king. His only possible motive i n  re
turning w i l l  be the hope of re�etting Eg· 
mont and Horn. You mu,;t make the 
most of their danger and his influe1:ce in 
t heir beha l f, and you must guarantee him 
safe conduct to and from Brusseb i n  the 
name of the king." 

The duke handed as he spoke a docu
ment to Feria, to which ,,·as appended 
the royal seal .  

" A  horse from mv stables i s  saddled 
and "·ait ing for you; and you are to go 
w ith  al l  haste to D i l l enburg. I \Yish the 
p ri1:ce to hear the first account of the 
arrest from your lips ! O n  the way you 
put it to him, depends the suc:ce;;;; of our 
,;l·heme ! Remember, on the clav you 
bring \\"ill iam of O range into B�us�el,; 
you sai l  for Spain and \[ ercedes de 
Tol edo." 

The two noblemen left i n  the chamber 
llf state did not, at first, m iss their com
panion, but on A lva's return to the room 
they looked about for Feria. 

" "·here is 1\fontigny, your gr<1ce ) "  
a,;krd Egmont uneasi ly . 

" He is looking after a l itt le matter for 
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me," tlle duke returned plea;;antly. H e  
then gave the signal for breaking u p  the 
meeting. As the others passed out o f  
the room be  laid h i s  band o n  E gmont\ 
arm . 

" I wish a word alone with you, 
mont ! " 

The count stiffened. I nstinct ·· told 
him that his hour had come ! When the 
two 11·ere left alone Alva gave a signa l .  
The great doors of the room opened and 
a company of Spanish soldier,; entered. 
The captain stepped up to Egmont. 

" I demand your sword in the name of 
the king ! "  · 

Silently E gm.ont handed it,  and looked 
at Alva. 

s word has done in the sen·ice of the 
king," he said bitterly. 

Alva made no reply. The curtain was 
going do1vn on the Jir�t act in the tragedy 
of the N ether lands ! 

E gmont was placed in an upper room 
of Culemborg House, which was strong
ly guarded. "\s he entered tlle room h e  
noticed i t  1vas draped in black. 

Horn, who did not at fi rst notice that 
his friend hac! remained behind, "·aited 
for him in the courtyard below. Ac
cording to instruction,:;, he 11·as surround
eel by the Spanish ;;uarcl and h is sword 
demanded. \\'hol l y  takrn l.Jy surprise. 
he gave it up 1vithout a word, and was 
taken to a room similar to Egmont's in 

" This is poor re1Yarcl fur what this another part of the cast le .  
( T o  be c o n t i n u e d . )  

A .. T R I A N G L E O F  T E R R O R . 

B Y  G R A C E  T A B O R .  

A S H O R T S T O R Y .  

E rose glo1

.

1' ll':ls fading 
OYerhead and the: l abo
ratory grew dim in spite 
of its enormous - sky
l ights. It seemed to 
Dr.  M ortimor, as he 

glanced round, that a gray mist was set
tling down over all the familiar objects, 
and he shivered a little, although he knew 
and recognized it as a common phenom
enon accompanying the gathering dusk in 
a room that is lighted only from above. 

There was nothing more to be clone. 
He had finished at sunset. Not unt i l  the 
sun had risen and set, and risen and set 
again, and was once more flushing the 
eastern heavens for a third da\\"11 would 
there be aught here fur him to do. V ct 
he lingered, loath to go a11·ay. l oath to 
go out among the people \\·hom he knew, 
to talk. to eat and drink-to fol low all  
the usual routine of l iving. 

" My everlasting, irorf=·clad New Eng
land conscience again, I suppose Vigas 
would say. "  he soliloquized with a nerv
ous laugh and a look toward the f::lr end 

of the room where the big laboratory
table was out! in eel, a bulky, vague 
shadow. " He's right, too. A man can
not be brilliant if he's constantlv ham
pered by misgivings, that's certaii; . "  

And then h e  quoted t o  himself the 
words of  his friend, spoken 'in good
natured impatience that very morning, in 
answer to :\Iortimor's " �uppose you were 
wrong." 

" Suppose," said Vigas, " that we had 
always stood back and jw;t supposed : 
\\'hat would '"e have accomplished ? 
There is no p lact: for that in our creed, 
Leonard ':\Iortimor. and you know it 
quite as well as I do. \\' c bel ieve, 1U1' 
kno;u. you and T-11·c don't ' suppose.' 
' 1  have the power,' not ' maybe I haven't 
it . '  I have it .  I knoll' I have it-and 
that's all there is about it." 

Dr. :Yiortimor took one more look 
round and went determinedly to the door. 
" O f  course," he affirmed as he opened 
it, " that's all there .i' about it ." He 
closed the dooi" carefully behind him and 
\Yent out into the summer night .  
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Hut when he had crossed the long 
bridge and reached his club in the city, 
he found himself sitU in no mood for 
the company of others. N or was he 
ready for food. So, instead of dining 
there as was his custom, he turned ab
ruptly, almost as soon as he was inside 
the entrance, and went out. 

" I ' l l  go east t i l l  I come to a 7 an d 
a 3," he said, f o ll owing his l.Joyhood 
custom of mapping out a tramp, " t hen 
south till  I strike t hree 9's, and then 
west as far as two 1 's-and then I ' l l  
get a bite where I find myself  or take the 
nearest road !.Jack and get it  here." 

So he set off at a swinging pace. and 
while his \vay lay through the l.Jusy city, 
his mind d welt resolutely upon problems 
that were close at hand. Later. out 
where i t  was sti l l  and t here were tree:; and 
the scent of flom:rs and dew sparkl ing 
upon the grass under a sp lendid moon, 
his resolve gave \Yay ancl · he let himself 
look deep i nto the dark dream-eyes that 
were ahYays there, \Y ait i ng for his gaze ; 
thri l ling as he looked, j ust as he al ways 
thrilled ,,·h en the eyes themseh·es \\'Crc 
really before him . 

Her slim form seenwd to glide beside 
him "· it h the cur ious silen t nwYement 
which years o f  self-effacement had taught 
her, and he ·c lenched his strong j aws on 
the pity and sorro\\' that swept over him 
-pity for her and sorrow at hi ,; own 
powerlessness to help her. 

He covered a number of m i les, making 
the first turn at a corner saloon where 
the first combination of figures faced him 
above its  door ; the second, when he came 
suddenly u·pon a disabled automobile. 
whose l icense tag was 1 999.  At the third 
a sudden reaction came and dreams of 
the umi.ttainable gave way to thoughts of 
the present and actual. 

A strong impulse to return to the labo
ratory took hold o f  h i m ,  but he shook it 
off i�patiently, thinking again of V i ga� 
an d how he would scoff at it. H e  had 
started for the club, and to the cluh he 
would go.  

I t  was l �te. Cl(ld the grill-room was de
serted when he settled himself and or
dered the substantial meal ;\·hich his fast 
and the fatigue of his walk demanded. 
but a number of men soon came down 
from the card-room. 

" Hallo ! here's 1\J ort im or � " cried one ; 

" the p hone has been hot fur yuu a l l  the 
evening, o l d  man. We've been urged to 
produce you twenty times at least." 

" Indeed," h e  answered, " I'm glad 
you told me. Erastinius has overlooked 
it. I ' l l  speak to him." 

Erastinius, anxious and apologetic 
though h e  was, could tell h im very l ittle  
beyond the fact that i t  was strange-the 
"-bites of his eyes showed impressively
" mighty st'ange, 'nc\eed, sah." The in
'-JUirer had left no name nor mes,;age, but 
b ad kept repeating, " Dr. :.\Iortimor, 
Leonard M ortimor, Dr.  Leonard 1\l or
timor, Dr. l\i ortimor," until the operator 
"·as ready to go out of his m ind. The 
calls had ceased about half  an hour ago. 
but up to that time they had been inces
,;ant since the end o f  the dinner !Jour
about nine o'clock. 

!Jr. :.\lortimor finbhed h i ,; supper and 
started for home, when again the impulse 
t o  go to his laboratory came over him . 

This t ime h e decided tn indulge it e1t 
least to the extent o f  a 1ntlk past t h e  
building. After a l l ,  it \\'aS n o t  rea l l y  
out o f  h i� way, h e  reflected as b e  hoard
ed a slow moving car. 

:\ t the c o m e r  of the quiet. el m
' hacl(mecl street where h e  a I ighted, he 
found an unusual number of people, and 
as be walked somewhat hurriedly a pair 
o f  the splendid fire department bays 
trotted I e i su r e l v  t oward h im, the bell o f  
t h e  engine soui1 ding t h e  h0ti1ewarcl call.  

He caught a \Yore! here and there in 
the crowd. " Eminent scholar "-" dis
covered in t ime "-" l earning makes them 
a l l  mad. " 

Finally, in a feminine t reble : .. T /z,� 
Dr. �Iort i mor, of course. He';; a doctor 
and surgeon, and occupies the chair

. \Yhat ? Oh, yes. psychologist and meta
ph ysician and a l l  those weird things, too. 
Gives me the creeps-" 

He broke into a run at this that 
brought him quickly to the building. I t  
was the laboratory, then, that had been on 
fi re ! 

. . 

Thev h ad broken into it,  thev- A 
hand (;n h is shoulder stayed him · just as 
he was about to pa% th rough the open 
d oor. 

" Pardon-one moment," said the man. 
" I am not mistaken, am I ?  This is  D r . 
1\{ ortimor ? " 

" Yes, yes," he answered impat iently, 
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" l>ut I cannot see \'OU no,,·, Don't de
tain me-later. late;.-" 

The grasp 11·as unrelaxed. " \'.,u are 
my prisoner, Dr. ::\ [ ort imor." said r h e  
voice-" you cannot g o  in then:. • :  

" But I must g o  in there : \\' ha t I IPJI
sensc ! " 

H e  stm:ted forward. hut \Ya;; ft�rcibly 
held back. 

" I 'm Ytt'\' sorr1·. ' '  said t h e  officer. ;. but 
vou ow /l ot. Yntl are unclL·r arrest . s ir ."  
· ' ; Arrest : \\"hat d o \'OU me;:tn ? "  

" l ust that. sir. You are under a tTc>t 
for the murd�r of l\ I r. Felix V i ::;as-ancl 
attempted arson to conceal the Zrime. " 

I f . 

DR. i\IoRTilllOR stood absolute!\· s t ill 
and silent, his eyes IYide open a nd ;taring 
for such an inten·al that the officer. in 
recounting the dramatic moment later to 
representatives o f  the pn�ss. n·nturl'd th� 
opinion that he " seen thi ngs right then 
and there . "  Suddenl v  he blurted out : 
" I see. \\;here are you going to take me ? 
Please be quick about it ."  

Thev \Yent d0\\'11 the steps ancl were 
on t heir way do,Yn the near!�· deserted 
street to headquarters so swiftly that 
Officer Hagen was fa irly bell'i ldered. 

" Can you tell me somet hing about 
this ? " asked his pri�oner shoi·tl  y. after 
they had gone some distance. 

" \Veil, sir," answered H agen, " there's 
very little to it-an' I ain' t supposed to 
tel l that. A passer-by seen smoke comin' 
from the skylight i n  the front. an' he 
turned i n  the alarm. 'T was onh· a bit 
of a blaze." H e  glanced sharply at his 
prisoner as they passed under the glare 
o f  a street l ight. " They sa\· it 11·as sume 
chemicals as sets one another afire h ad 
got together, but \Yas found befnre "any 
\YOOd got to burning." · 

" Then there w:.b no d ama ge )  , . ask.:d 
1\{ortimor. 

" No, sir, none to speak of. 0 f cotn-se . 
thev bu'sted in the door and sm::� shecl 
son1e of yer di�hes-but not much. con
siderin' . ' '  

" And Vi gas ? " 
Surprise showed on Hagen';; [�\>()(\

natured face. " Officers a i n ' t  expected 
to talk to prisoners. sir," 11e ;;aiel. 

" But I m ust /a/Oil ' .' \\·hat did t ill'\' 
do with him ? The1· couldn't lea\'C' hi tll 
t li<:·re. Where d icl tli<:T take him ) · · 

" Hy St .  Patrick. ' t is a con fession ! " 
murmured H a gen, looking at him again 
�" another arc shed its l i gh t upon the 
dnctor's face. 

" Tell me." demanded Dr. .Mort inwr 
_ , ;  1·ou can tell me that . I t  can't mat 
t e r. and I must know. \Vhat d i d  t h e y  do 
with h im ? " 

" l '!n supposed to ,,·arn you, Dr. l\I or
t i mor. that anything ye say now to me is  
W<L·d ag ' i nst ye at the trial," said the offi
cer stiffly. " H ere Ke are, sir, "  and they 
t urned into the station. 

The fire's revelation and the deten
t i on of so distinguished a man-for. in 
spite of hi,; clean-cut, athletic youth, Dr. 
Leonard ::\I ortimor's · name was famous 
in the scient i fic 11·orld-on such a charge 
11·as. of course, the �ensation of the morn
ing ' s news. 

\\' ith his breakfast a thoughtful ser
geant sened also-not perhaps as inno
n: n t ly as might seem, i n  that he kept the 
pri soner under surveillance while he read 
the account-the newspaper which could 
a l \\'ays be rel ied upon for a lurid render
i n g  of such a feature. 

Dr. � I ortimor read much that was 
startling about himsel f, a l itt le  that was 
true. and one t h ing that gave him an 
idea. 

I t  was toward the end of an exhaust
i ,·e personal analysis and biography o f  
h imsel f  that h e  came upon i t .  The 
1nitl'r said : 

This eminrnt and extraordinary man 
meets the situation in  which he now finds 
h imself i n  what may be only a character.is
tic manner, though it seems to indicate a 
ma rked degree o f  mental unbalance. It i s  
\\'ell kil0\1'1; to students o f  criminology that 
the scene of  the crime lures the guilty one 
back sooner or later, so there i s  nothing to 
remark upon in his m i dnight Yisit to his  
bboratory. That was to be expected. Bnt 
the fact that  h e  expressed no surprise nor 
indignation when placed under arrest i s  sig
ni  l icant.  Taken in connection with his man
ncr and appearance since the arrest, it  is 
h ighly important and o f  the keenest i n terest 
to the criminologist i f  not to the alienist. 

During the hours that hai'C elapsed since 
thC' key \Yas turned upon him he has re
mained apparC'ntly \\'rapped in  thought, ei
ther obl i Y ious to his surroundings or else 
indi fferent' to them. And. more remarkable 
sti l l ,  he has made 110 requests and sent no 
mc,;sages. Almost t h e  first act of what 
might he tenn!:'d thr 110I'I11al criminal is  to 
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g e t  a message t o  at least o n e  friend or a n  at
torney. Dr. Mortimor had made no attempt 
to communicate with anv one. He treats the 
situation as if  i t  were 

.
not in  th e least un

usual, and sits on the side of his  bunk as 
absorbed a� though he were engaged upon 
some highly interesting problem or experi
ment in the midst o f  his crucibles and re
torts, his test-tube;; and batteries. and all the 
paraphernalia of  his wonderfully appointed 
litboratory.:__which, by the way, is  one of the 
finest private i n s titutions of the sort in the 
world-the scene last n ight o f  this remark
able crime. 

" Curious that hadn't occurred to me." 
he mused. " DeYon could have done 
something even by no'v perhaps. I ' l l  send 
for him immediately. ' '  

He sent for Dev�n, and also for other 
newspapers, \Yhich he read w hile waiting 
for au answer to his note. There \YCre 
the same biographies. with slight yaria
tions, of himself  and of  his friend and co
worker-the victim, f'e I ix  Vigas-in al l  
of  them. 

One or t\vo d welt  at some length upon 
Vigas's recent return from the unknmn1, 
unexplored, ancien t fastnesses o f  India, 
whither he had penetrated under incon
ceivable d ifficulties and per i J,;. and where 
he had so journed for three \'cars. ardenth· 
pursuing ·his  inYestigations ·and studies ii1 
occulti;;m. The results of h is labors were 
to be incorporated in an exhaustiYe work. 
upon which he was engaged at the time of 
his death, etc . ,  etc. The motiYe for the 
crime remained as yet hidden, unguessed 
at even. The two were l i felong friends. 
The coroner Yiewed the body inunediately 
after its discoverv bv the firemen, and 
gave permission for ·its removal to the 
Vigas residence. [ Dr. Mortimor caught 
h is breath as he read this. ] rhe inquest 
will be held on Friday morning at ten. 

The circumstances of the crime seem 
very simple. though there arc one or two 
unusual features. The fact that the boclv 
was clad only in white-duck trouser� and 
canvas shoes. being stripped above the 
waist, is explained by the statement of 
the victim's wife that her husband and 
Dr. 1\Iortimor were in the habit of dress
ing thus when in the laboratory. 

The cause of death was an elongated 
stab wound, carefully delivered between 
the fi fth and sixth ribs in such a manner 
that the heart was cut transversely, almost 
fully across. There were no signs of a 

struggle, and, more remarkable still, no 
blood. The blankets in which the body 
was wrapped as it lay on the big table, the 
room, the wash-basins, the surgical instru
ments-with one of which the crime was 
doubtless committed-the towels thrown 
carel essly into a hamper, all were found 
to be quite free from stains. Even the " 
\YOund ibel f shows none .. 

Evidently the murderer chose a time 
when his \:ictim was sleeping, or if not 
sleeping, lying fiat upon his back and to
tally unsuspicious ; and everything was 
restored to perfect order after the fatal 
b low was struck. 

What disposition was to be made 
of the body can, of course, only be sur
mised. I f  the mental condition of the 
accused is  as clouded as the general cir
cumstances seem to indicate, and as his 
friends and admirers are compelled in 
desperation to hope, then it is useless to 
expect or to look for logical action or 
forethought i n  connection with the crime. 

The Yict im's wi fe is prostrated by the 
terrible tragedy, though she bore the 
Hews so ca lmly that at first it seemed' . .  to 
those who told her · she did not compre
hend. The main facts were suppl ied in 
re:;ponse to her request, whereupon she 
thanked her informants-and fell  sense 
Jess as they turned to leave the room. 

" Ruth, Ruth ! " . Dr. Mortimor 
stretched out hi:; arms as he murmured 
her name, in the first rush of feeling that 
had come to him. " 1\Iy poor Ruth !_" 

I I I .  

MR. H D I RY DEVO!\'s  Yoice roused 
him from the reverie into which the 
thought of her had p lunged h im. He 
sprang to his feet eagerly. 

" Thank you for coming at once, 
judge," he said. " I ought to h ave 
thought of sending for you before. 
There's not a moment to be lost." 

" This will be soon enough, I think," 
said ex-Judge Devon, " providing you 
have been wise enough to keep your 
own counsel, and not discuss the case 
\Yith any one." 

" Oh, no. I haven't been in the moo<l 
for talking-been too busy thinking. 
There's something I want done now-- · 
right a,way ! And then you must get me 
out of here. Do you know. this is more 
serious than it seems?  " 
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The jurist looked at h im curiously, but 
Dr. Mortimor hurried 011. 

" That's '"hv I a�kecl von to m ake 
haste. I must -be out of h�re within the 
next thirtv-six hours-fortv. at the out
s ide-n o ;natter ;uhat it cu;ts -' · ·  

" Thirty-six hours ! Tlzirty-six h o11rs .' 
"-hy, man, you:re-" Judge Denm 
stopped short, and looked keenly  at his 
client with l ips compressed. " You are 
surely  a"·arc that such a thing is  impm; 
sihlc," he said, speaking more quiet 1 y.  
" 'Vhy make such a suggestion ? " 

Dr.  M ortimor frowned. " It is not 
made as a suggestion," he replied. " It  
must be done. That's all ." 

" You are unacquainted with the h\\Y . 
of course, Dr .  ;\lortimor," sai d  J udge 
Devon, " and l must allow for that, I 
suppose. Y ct. eYen thus allowing, i t  
seems remarkable that you should se
rious! y contemplate im1;1ecl i ate relcaSL'. 
under the ciTcumstances. There is no 
court in the world would admit a a:>ris
oner to bail pending the inquest, with 
such direct eYidence - or evidence of 
such a seemingly d irect nature-bdore 
it ." 

" And do I understand that you wi l l  
make no effort to carry out  my request ? " 

" l\I v dear .\[ortimor, i t  ''"ould he 
folly. - I 'd be a laughing-stock-or el se 
d isbarred as a lunatic. Now calm down, 
put that idea out of your head, answer 
the questions I am going to ask vou 
and-" 

Dr. l'vi ortimor turned away. 
" There is .no use in our discussing 

the case further," he said, " if  you wi l l  
not  undertake to accomplish my release 
'vi thin the time stated. Never mincl
.let it  go." 

J uclge DeY on nodded slo\Y I y to h im
self. " Stark, staring," he muttered. 
Aloud he answered heartily and sincere
ly : " I 'm sorry, l\Iorti1;1or. Perhaps 
you' l l  change your m ind. I ' l l  come in 
this afternoon, anyway-just in a friend
ly way, you know. And was there some
thing else-something you wanted ·cJone 
at once ? " 

" Yes," said the prisoner, " someth ing 
I want clone immediately-a very impor
tant thing. I "·as going to ask you to 
do i t  first, anyway. Devon, go and sec 
J\Irs. Vigas for me, will  you ? "  

The round, cheery face of  J uclge 

De\·on was petrified into a grimace of 
surpr ise, but :\Iortimor took no notice. 

" Co as a friend, I mean," he went 
on, " not as a l egal machine. This is 
terrible for htr. She needs a word to 
cheer her up and reassure her. Go and 
speak it to her, and take a note from me 
-\\ i l l  you ? And bring me \Yord how 
she i s ?  And o f  all the-the-arrange-
menb ? " 

" Reassure her ? To be sure-ves, 
yes. ' '  gasped the judge . " 1  should- be 
del ighted-de-lightecl. " 

I ) r .  .\Jort imor wrote a few l ines hast 
i ly .  " Tel l her, from me," he said as he 
iolcled the paper into the envelope, " that 
L'\·erything is a l l  right. Tell her that I 
ask her not to worry, nor feel distressed 
at t h e  situation. W i l l  you say j ust that 
to her ? Ancl go at once ? She' l l  see you 
-send word that you come from me. 
. \ncl come back quickly-quickly ! " 

�� uch to his surprise, and not a l ittle 
to h i ,; disgust and indignation, ex-Judge 
Devon found h imsel f proceeding upon 
this d istasteful errand. 

" B ig business," he  reflected - " mes
senger from the slayer of the lady's lms
bancl to the lady ! B ig business, j udge, 
big business .' 1 1  

I\'. 

THE second day strengthened the gen
eral i mpression that Dr. M ortimor was 
hopelessly i nsane . H e  slept almost con
stant ly, refused to t alk, and took a pro
lligious amount of m i lk, though not 
much sol id food. 

I t  lacked, perhaps, a quarter of  an 
hour to midn ight ''"hen the doorman
the same one who h ad locked him in  two 
nights before-came to his cell, impelled 
bv curiositv. no clouht. and looked in. 

-
D r.  .\I o-rt imor ''"as

, 
not sleeping-no, 

not ,;]eep ing ? H is eyes, are they open ? 
Yes, they are open ; gray eyes they are, 
quite dark gray-and the p upils. are tlzey 
n o t  large-and daj>-and black! Dr. 
.llorfi111or is all rig!zt-all right. This 
door slzo u/dn 't be lo d.:nl-no . - It sho uld 
i>t' llllfoc/{cd - L'\ LOC h ED - lJ:\ LOCKED � 
Of cours,·-un!ock it . •  Yow it's unlocked 
- as it sho uld be - unlocked. A nd 
t!zerc 'll />,· 110 n eed of eo 111ing to this 
door again to -niglzt. It's a! I riglzt-and 
there are many other things needing at
ten tio n .  This is all rigltt .' H e  turned 
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away, t h e  blank look of the sleep-walker 
i n  his eyes. 

The sergeant \ras sprawled forward 
on the desk, his b ead pillowed upon his 
arms, snoring gently, when Dr. J\Iorti
mor passed through and out into the 
street. 

H e  moved quickly, but not hurriedly, 
turning at the corner without hesitation, 
according to a definite p lan, apparently. 
I t  was a walk of ten minutes, and then 
he went in at the gate of an old-fash
ioned white house, standing well back in 
its grounds. 

The door opened almost as soon as his  
foot touched the step, and he was quick
ly inside, closing it himself, and stand
ing before it. in the darkness. 

" Put the light on, p lease," he said in 
a lovv tone, " and don't be frightened." 

A switch snapped, and in the dim ra
cliance of the eastern lamp hanging 
above her head, slender, clark-eyed Ruth 
Vigas saw him. She started violently, 
but held herself in hand. 

" You ! "  she gasped. " \"ourself-not 
a messenger, not another ? " 

" Yes. Forgive me for not telling you 
it \Yould be I. I dared not in the note. 
Do not stop to ask anything of me, I 
implore you. But do, in every way, just 
as I bid vou-\vill  vou ? " He was in
tensely ea�nes.t. " 1 t is a matter of l ife 

., and death, as I wrote. It will take all 
your wonderful nerve and patience, Ruth, 
befor·e it is done-but I promise no 
harm shall come to vou." 

·'.,(, 

Neither of them ;10ticed that he had 
called her by the intimate personal 
name, though it  was the first time it 
had ever sl ipped from his lips in speech 
with her. She stood still and silent, 
wondering, until  be went 011. 

" Don't be afraid-that's all. You've 
never been afraid of me, Ruth ? " She 
shook her head. " N o-and you need 
never be. And don' t be afraid for any 
one else. N o  harm will come to-any
h;dy. Keep that in mind, please. And 
now-" His tone and manner changed. 
H e  spoke briskly : " Where is  Felix ? " 

She showed no surprise, though her 
heart leaped to suffocation. I t  was true, 
he was reall y  mad, then, as they said. 
\V ell, that was better than what she had 
feared, better than that he should have 
struck desperately, because- , 

" Felix is in there," she said, indica
ting the closed door of the drawing-room 
at her left. 

Dr. J\[or�imor nodded. " Let me haYe 
the key to the garage," he requested, " and 
get eggs and two or three quarts of milk 
and bread, and p ack them in the lunch 
hamper. I will  take his revolver." 

H e  opened the drawer of the antique 
table, and slipped the pistol into his 
pocket as he spoke. Then he went si
lently through the house, and out to the 
motor-car in the ,garage at the rear. 

" He means to escape," flashed through 
her mind-and she flew to the task o f  
fill ing the hamper, working with nerv
ous, exultant haste, and adding this and 
that which he had not mentioned. 

He came presently and took it from 
her, and went silently out. Then, ·while 
she stood, rela..'l:ecl ancl trembling, listen
ing, dreading yet anxious to hear the 
chug of the motor which would announce 
his departure, he came back. 

" All right," he announced quietly ; 
" everything is ready out there. Now
let us go to him." 

She hesitated for an instant. looking 
at him doubtfullv, fearful of the delav. 
Then she turned quickly and led tl;e 
way, opening the door, and standing 
aside for him to enter first. 

H e  advanced clir·ectly to the bier 
whereon all that was mortal of Felix 
V igas, as yet uncoffined, rested, and stood 
for some time studying the passive face. 
Then he laid his hand upon his friend's 
cheek, and next upon h_is wrist. She 
watched in silence. 

" I cannot do without your help," he 
said suddenly, turning to her-" woufd 
that 1 could. But I must have it, Ruth 
-after I have told vou what I am about 
to do." He came �toward her a l ittle, 
then stopped and spoke slowly : " I am 
going to the laboratory, and take h im-
and vou-with me." H e  watched her 
closeiy for the effect of his words, his 
gaze both apprehensive and commisera
ting. 

A quick, gasping breath escaped her, 
and instinctively she groped for the sup
port of a neighboring chair. Otherwise, 
she met this proposal of a disordered 
brain quietly. 

l'Ie man·elecl, as h e  had o ften clone, 
at her sel f-control. " I know," he \Yent 
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on a fter a moment, " that I 'eem a mad
man-maybe I am mad , maybe he ''"a� 
-!Jut I do not belie1·e so. H o 11·en�r. I 
could not com·ince you, nor any om·, by 
arguing that I am not-\Yhich is the rea
son I have taken this reYo!Hr. I hope 
to reach the laboratory \Yithout mcet i n:; 
any one. I f  we are not so fortunate, 
however, I am prepared for the emer
gency-for to I he -!abor,ll<i l")' '<<'c must go 
at any cost or risk.' You \viii  umlerstawl 
in clue season i f-" H e  broke off allrup t 
ly. Then : " \Vill you get your wraps 
and help me with him, plea�e ? "  he saiL!. 
turning back to the silent form. " \Ye' l l  
folcl this blanket round him. and i f  vou 
will  keep his feet from the floor, I sl1 a l l  
b e  able to carry h i m  'Yithout great di fti
cultv, I think." 

she looked at h im without stirring. re
voh·ing the situation in  her mind quickly. 

·what should she do ? That he "·as 
mad, hopelessly mad, she \vas almost 
sure. Yet, of  personal fear she felt none. 
lt was only pity that surged over her 
while she \Hmdered what fanc i fu l  del u
sion dominated his reason now. \Vhat 
was his idea ? And ho\\· could she dis
tract him from it ? How should she deal 
with i t ? 

Almost as if he read her t h ough b. he 
answered her. " I am going to carry this 
thing through, Ruth," he said, looking 
steadily at her, " and there is no time to 
lose. If you give an alarm. I warn you 
fairly that I shall shoot-not vou, no. no, 
110 .' - Never that-but \Yhoe,·�r responds 
to it. And I ' l l  never be taken alive." 

Without a word she went and brought 
wraps from the hall, and stood tying her 
veil with trembling fingers, while h e  
folded an Indian blanket round the bodv. 
Then, together, they picked it up m;d 
went carefully and slowly out of the 
room to the motor-car. 

v. 
FoRTV:-:ATELY, or unfortunately, the 

l aboratory building stood in the midst of 
a spacious plot, and, therefore. at con
siderable distance from all other buil d 
ings. T h e  grounds were wel l planted 
with both trees and shrubs, and a. clri,·e 
"·ay, which, though seldom used. led \ l) 
a side rear entrance, and simplified th e 
problem of getting inside unnoticed \Yi t h  
such · a burden as they carried. 

\\- ithout incident they covered tht: 
comparatin�ly short distance from tht: 
\" igas home, and w ithout incident the 
two bore the hody into the building 
and into the room ''" hcnn: it had been 
, ·arriecl some twenty hours be fore, and 
laid it  t1pon the tab.le \Yhcn: it had been 
found. 

" Th an k  HeaHn ! " breat h ed J\ l orti
mor, " thank Heaven l "  

" Why do you say that ? "  
It  \Yas almost her first u t terance since 

the one surprise at see ing him when sh;> 
hac\ turned on the l ight at hi� entran,·e. 
H er Yoice sounded strange and hol low i n  
t h e  stillness o f  the lofty room. 

D r. M ortimor turne�l from the tablt: 
and looked at her. She was ghastly pale, 
and her eyes were burning with the light 
of her indomitable will ,  which alone was 
sustaining her. He came directly to her 
and took her trembling hands in his. 

" I thank H eaven that we are here,"' 
he said, " and that the night is speeding. 
Bear with me, with all this horror, just a 
little longer, Ruth. It sickens me when 
I think what I am subm itt ing you to
but there is no other way. Pray that it 
may not be in vain-pray, pray, pray! '' 

She lookeci at h im for a moment bewi l 
dered, confused, frightened ; then sud
denly hurst into uncontrollable weeping. 

He stifled a groan. " Ruth," he said. 
" my poor Ruth, "  and caught her by the 
shoulders, shaking her gently. " Don't 
do this-not nmY," he pl eaded. " It '� 
frightful, I know-but try to be strong 
and calm ju�t a little longer, won't you ? 
For your O \Yl1 sake, for h i s-am\ for 
mine ! Ruth," he raised hi� voice and 
spoke sternly, " be quiet ."  

She did not heed him.  
A fter a moment he put a kmcl con

fusedly to his brrJ \\" and eyes, the! \  
" Stop : " he  cried, with a note o f  �uc: 1  
agony in his tone that it penetrated �uHI 
warned her of something. �he kne\Y n"t 
what. 

She lookecl at h im , "tart lecl out of her 
weeping. 

" Listen . "  he hur't forth, " there's des 
perate need for all  my strengtJ1 to-ni ght . 
That must be the first consideration, both 
rours and mine. I ask vou to be steady 
that I may be steady. lie brave and stiil 
as you've learned so well to be. I shall 
fail if you do not, and I m ust not fail.' 
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. \nd so- rott mu�t nut  fa i l  � I cannot 
t e l l  you n;orc 110\Y-al l  that i t  nH�an,; and 
all that - hut ,-(lu shal l know soon. 
:\I eantime," h e  led her t o  a door and, 
opening it, pushed h er gen tly t h rough, 
" rhcre is a l so work for vou to do here . 
Lay a�ide your wraps a1id I "-i l l  show 
, -ou," and he left her. 
. BC\Y i l dered , but, curiou;;ly enough. no 
longer sick with repugn ance and appre
h t:n ,;ion at t h e whole abnormal affair.  she 
, ,])eyed h im .  \Vhen h e  returned w ith the 
han;per she was waiting, quite composed. 

. . H ere are e lectric heaters, you see," 
he ,;aiel. as he 1 i (ted the basket to a mar
ble ,;hel f runn ing al on g one side nf the 
room. " seyeral of th em . I want saline 
snluti on-you m ight make four quarb o f  
i t-and here is e\·erything," he threw 
open the doors of a cupboard, " t h a t  you 
''" i l l  need. The proportions and the 
temperature arc a l l  on that l ist.  \\'hen 
you haYe this  ready, ,\'arm t\YO quarts of 
the  milk to blood h eat-and th en keep 
t hem both at the r i ght temperature until  
T ask for them. L ' l l  tel l you when I 'm 
ready." 

H-e l ooketl at hi� watch. " I t is  after 
t 1Yo," h i s  ton� was l o ,,·er a n d  gran�l y re
t'lcctive, " ten minutes. ' L\r i l i gh t  ''" i l l 
come soon-and the sunr ise i� 1 1ot �o far 
hehind, on a summer morning. So, you 
to vour task-aml I, to m i ne."  

He paused an instant outs ide the door 
a fter closin g i t ,  and drew his  breath sl ow
ly an d deeply a number of times. Then 
he went quickly to a locker and clad h im
�el f  in h i s  customary 1rhite labora tory 
l2;arments. 
· . .-\ hasty in:>pcction sho"· c d  him t hat 
the  fire and the firemen had done no seri
ous hurt though the usua ll y spotless an d 
orderly room was sadly disarranged, with 
broke11 glass on floor and shelves, and 
�loppy footp rint s everywhere. The elec
t ric machines w�re un h armed, however. 
and the cases and cabinets \Y Cre intact, 
though their contents had been handled 
in the search made by the police.  He 
found the Yarious arti cles ''"hich he need
ed \Vithout troub le and collected them a l l  
upon a 4tt l e wheeled table \Yith porce
lain top, w here t hey gleam ed under the 
l i l2;h ts . 

' H e was busy \Y ith preparations for per
hap� an hour-and then. for hal f that · 
t ime, p ossibl y,  he \Yorked eagerly, \Yi th 

deft, quick li ngers, over the still  figure 
upon the table.  As he dropped the last 
instrument  the t\r i l igh t h a d  gained 
e nough overhead to reflect its pal lor 
dimly do wn into the roum. H e  moved 
still ·more s w i ftly \vhen he saw i t .  

Phvsira l l v, h e  was worn and exhaust
eel. liut he

- . 
�ucceedecl, neverth el ess, i n  

transferring the body from "·here it lay 
to the gla�s p latform , ra ised some eight 
een i nche� abon the floor, beneath and 
between tlw electrical  m ach i nery. After 
th is he rested a while.  Then he went to 
the door beyond which Ruth Vigas had 
spent the weary passing of the n i gh t . 

She ,,-as stqnding at the window look
in g out at the faintly flush ing sky, but 
turned quickly as h e  came in. 

· •  You \Yant something ? "  she asked. 
" N ot .i u;;t yet," h e  answered, " only 

to knu\Y t hat yo'-1 are al l  ri gh t . There is 
\\·ine in t he locker. there-take a glass, 
please . Then \Yatch again in the ea�t, 
and "-hen the sun has n·adwtl this p oin t 
,,-ith h i ,;  rav�," he i ndicated on the wall, 
" open the door and tell me." 

She saw h is weariness and look o f  ex
haustion , and hUJ:ried l y  poured two 
glasses o f  the wine.  H e  shook h is head 
a� she oficred it, sm i l ing faintly. 

' ' N o  wine , "  he sa id, " but I w i l l  take 
a glass of the m i l k  if you w i l l  l et me 
have it . " 

She gan; h im this and watched w hile 
he drank i t ,  sip by sip . H er l1eart 
thumped v iol en tly against her side, and 
twice she d rew her breath to sp eak , but 
her courage failed. At length , she con
quered the t imidity which held her back. 

" I cln not kno1Y," she sa id , " what it 
all means-but l kno w that you are suf
fering, too. I thought at first, with the 
others, tha.t you h ad killed him-that's 
why I fa int�d when they told me, I 
fancv-lmt now-oh , I don ' t  know what 
I cl<; want t o  say ! But, only, I ' m  so 
:;orry I tnr had such a thought about 
\·ou : I t's the onlv one l 'Ye ever had of 
)'ou that ''"as not whol ly good. You, 
wh o have been m y  true, good friend as 
well  a� his ; vou who h ave-understood." 

H er voice -sank until the last word was 
almost a \rl ! isper ; and following it there 
was a long pause. 

_-\t l �bt he answered. " Yes," he sa id , 
" I han understood. You know wha.t 
the feeling i n  my h eart for you i�, 



A T R I A N G L E  O F  T E RROR. 241 

that has made me umler�tand, do you 
not ? " She flushed slightly. " I  am 
glad that you do. I could never tel l  
you, of course. Sometimes 1 have feured 
that you knew , sometimes l have dreaded 
lest vou should , but now that 1 know you 
do i am n·lad ! For vour knowin•; ;rill , b - 0 
never make anv difference, of course
so you do not inind ? " H e  looked anx
iousl y and questioningly into her face. 

She shook her h ead. " N o. " she said 
w ith grave directness _; " ir deed , I am 
grateful for the know ledge ." 

The brave, sad smile that always 
wrung his heart broke over her face. Sf1e 
exten ded her hand for the empty glass. 
and with that simple, matter-of-fact 
movement let fal l again before her soul 
the veil that had uecn m omentari l v lifted. 

He turned awav. " Are vou very 
tired ? " he asked. · 

" N o t  very. I am strong and wt:l L 
you know, so do not be trou b !t:d on t hat 
score." 

" Do not reproach yourself for any
th i ng you may have thought, "  he said, 
as ht: mon�d tll\rard the door . " Do not 
condemn, or judge. J ust 11·a it-and 
watch the sunrise . " 

She was left alone aga i n to her vi g il . 
She watched the sky unt i l t he sun ap

peared. Then she ,,·atched t he po int on 
the wal l w here its ray ,,·as to strike. 
Lower and l ower it came as the crimson 
globe rose h i gher until at l ast it reached 
the spot he had indicated. v• 

She moved to the door and sof tl y 
opened it .  T he \rh i r  of a �tat ic machine 
fell  on her ears. 

' 

" I t  is the time you said," she called. 
There was no sound for a moment, then 

a movem ent and Dr. �I ort i mor appeared 
in the doorway. H is face was t ran;;
figured by the triumph sh i n i t :g there. 

" It is done ! " h e  cried exultantly ; 
" it is true !  He livL's-and has already 
spoken ' Come-come in and see ! " 

She did not swoon, though time and 
pl ace and space were ann ihilat ed to her. 
·she felt him catch her hand, and knew 
that she was being drawn toward the 
whirring sound and within the rad iance 
of a great light, a light more bri l l iant 
than the sun, which warmed and thrilled 
her. 

Directly beneath it,  on the glass pl at
form, she saw her husband. His eyes 

4 c 

\\Tl'C dosed , but his breath came and 
went easilv, though a little hurried ly. 
H e  \Yas c l�1d again j ust  as he had been 
\\·hen the Lire led to his discovery, and 
she could see the blood pulsing through 
the great vein at tht: sicle of his bare 
throat. The wound above his heart was 
covered by adhesive strips, ancl the th rob 
o f  t his \ronderful engine \ras so vigorous 
that the walls o f  the thorax vibrated at 
en•ry stroke. . 

S pel lbound, she gazed unt.i l he opened 
h-i,; eves and saw her. 

Sl;e fell on her knees beside th im . 
' ' Feli x," �he murmured ; " Felix, Felix ! "  

" H ush ! "  he said quite natural ly, 
frLm n i ng a l ittle. " It 's  a l l  right. O f  
course vou don't know. but-:\I ortimor. 

· tel l her . to be qui et . A1�d, :.I ort imor, l ' n� 
hungry." 

" The mi lk, " said Dr. :\I ortimor to 
her. 

Roused to action, she went quick! y ancl . 
brought a glass and held it for him. 

" l 'ri1 stil l famished ," he said, smil ing 
quizt:ically as h e  finished it. 

A t  a signal from l\I ortimor she brought 
another. 

" Ah � " he said, s ighing comfortabl y, 
" that is good. And now that I am fed , 
come here both of you, and �it ueside me. 
I mm;t talk.  1 havt much to say." 

" But it can wait," said Dr. Mortimor. 
'' 1' ou are not going to talk no\Y ? " 

Vigas nodded . " \\'hv n nt ? " he ,lc
manded, w ith a l l  his usu.al sp irit . " I ' m  

i1erfectlY. fit and ready for anyth ing, i f  
it  weren't fur staying under this light 
a while and hastening the t i ssue repair in 
the heart, And I ' ve had a long nap, you 
know, so I 'm not sleepy," and he laughed . 

" But-" 
" N ow, now, :\ Iortimor � l'p to your 

old t r ick;;, eh ? N o, sir ; I must talk now. 

I \·e mm·h on my mind, and i t  will be 
better for me." His tone was mocking . 
Then se riousl y :  " Come, sit by me, both 
o f  you. The light w i l l  rest your weari
Iwss, worn as you are." 

Dr. \ [ ortimor silently pul led a chair 
,,·ithin the ci rcle of its rays, motioning 
:\Irs. Vigas into it. " The strain h as been 
heavy, V igas," he remonstrated; " and the 
circumstances very critical. I t  would he 
wel l not to try your wife too far-to say 
nothing of yourself. I ' l l  tel l you fully 
about it later." 
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Vigas laughed again. " There i s  no 
need," he said, ") know. But this i:; 
qood to hear, this that I have to say." 

" And I am all right," she urged ; 
" calm and ready to l isten, please ? " 

M ortimor said no more, hut seated 
h imself on,  a stool c lose at  hand. Vigas 
looked long and keenly at them both, the 
smile fading and returning while he 
did so. 

V I .  

" J\I y  friends." h e  said a t  last slowly, 
" I have learned some things that I can
not tell you, and some which I can." H e  
paused reflectively. " Some that I can . 
This experiment of ours in astral pro
j ection has been successful in a far 
greater measure than either of us dreamed 
;·,r could have anticipated, Leonm�d .  A 1 1  
your doubts a r c  proved groundless." 

" My misgivings," corrected D r .  .1\lor
timor. " I  hardly think I· enterta ined 
anv actual doubts: old man." 

; ,  Well, perhap� you didn't . · But the 
misgivings were strong enough to stand 
in our "·ay a good \vhile,  w hich made 
them as bad as doubts," insisted Vigas. 
" Howe,·er, the fact that reinhabitation 
was established without the sl ightest diffi
culty to me, in spite o f  so-cal led ' mortal 
lesions,' is almost the least of the won
ders o f  it. And no\v I can and shall go 
on-and on-and 011.  There seems to 
he no l imit. I have found the \Yay, and 
I clare n o t  turn back i f  I would. �\nd I 
,,-ould not i f  1 dared. "  H e  paused, and 
drew a deep breath. 

" \\'hat do vou mean > " ::hked :\lor
t imor i n  a l ow·�oice. 

Vigas resumed, as if the qtiestion h ad 
not been asked. " \\' e have long been 
agreed, you and I, Leonard, that the ult i 
mate destiny of mati is to know all  truth ; 
"·hich means that he w i l l  some t ime kJIOii' 
those l aws which are as yet only sus
pected-know t hem, and perfectly l in 
bv them. The supernatural will be the 
natural to the perfected race, j ust as the 
l ittle glimpses which we h :we of i t  are 
alreadv natural to you and me and some 
others- o f  us. Hcnv manv eon� a\Yav 
t h at mav be I have no idea.  I t  doesn'-t 
matter. - I know that in the fulness o f  
t ime i t  w i l l  b e  so." 

Dr. :\ I ortimor nodded slmdv. 
Ruth Viga� \Yatch ed hn

-
hu�haml.  

\Yide-eyed, fascinated-and shi,·ered m 
voluntarily. There w a s  a long silence. 

" Now, this great realm of truth," 
V igas resumed final ly, " is an unexplored, 
uncharted regiot1. Although there are 
some paths w hich skirt it,  and others · 

w hich now and then go in a little way, 
none go far. And there arc risks for all  
\Yho venture to explore, perib unknown, 
and therefore more to be dreaded than 
the worst that we know. "  

" Yes, yes," broke i n  l\Iortimor ; " haz
ards more dreadful than have ever threat
ened mortal. ' Ti s  that way madness l ies 
-and worse." 

" That's only for some," said Vigas ; 
" and , at any rate, it must be explored, 
it  must be charted, trails must be blazed 
w hereon those who come after mav j our
ney safely and \Yithout hindrance: · And 
there are those \Yho must do this work, 
those ·who are urged and goaded to it hy 
that within which m:Ter rests nor a l lows 
them to." 

H e  stopped suddenly, absorbed m 
some transcendent thought, then, half  to 
himself, went o n  exultantly : " I am one 
of those. Long since I was cal led, and 
now I ha,·e been chosen. \Vhither it 
shall lead me I know nor care not. But 
l know that I must go, and that I must 
go alone. Even if this were not so - I 
would choose to go alone." �-

H e  turned to 1\Iortimor, hesitating an 
instant. '' A lone," he repeated. " You 
wil l  under�tancl that it is  of her I am 
thinking." He made a movement o f  his 
hand toward his w i fe. 

" Yes," said l\I ortimor. and shut h is 
teeth upon his  l ips, breatl1ing hard. 

" I han remembered her a>; l ittle as I 
,,·as able," V igas went on ; " and she ha;; 
studied to a,·oid remindin-g me. Never
theless, the fact of her existence as mv 
1dfe, and that >;he bears my name, eve{1 
though she in n o  way shares mv l i fe, is 
not good . l must be free-completel y 
free, you understand, and that is what 1 
want to have settled h ere and no'"·" 

1\Iortimor tluBhecl slowly, and the veins 
in his temples raised l ike cords beneath 
the skin. He t urned pitying eyes upon 
the silent, slender \\'oman: 

She was sitting- very stil l ,  and she had 
I istened, "·ith no evidence of surprise or 
<·motion,  to a l l  that her husband said. 
wat• · 1 1 ; 1 1 ;.;; !J im c : u i e t h· u n t i l  tl1c l ast sen-
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tence fell from his lips. Then she turned 
to Dr. :1\I ortimor. 

" Surely," she said, " it is well to have 
i t  settled at once, if he wishes i t  so 
much. "  

Mortimor was dumb. 
" Yes," said Yigas ; " indeed, it must 

be so. And you can help," with a keen 
look toward Mortimor. 

" I ? "  
" Yes, vou; Leonard. "  H e  studied him 

in silence" for a moment. " You love her 
as women like to be loved. As I never 
have loved her. I want you to take her. 
\Vi i i  vou ? " 

With an inarticulate cry, Ruth Vigas 
buried her face in her hands. 

l\Iortimor stirred slightly. 
" You are calling this brutal," Vigas 

went on ; " but that's because you do not 
understand. I do, and I know that i t  is 
not brutal. You are a man and a \Yoman 
who love each other-" 

" Vigas ! " cried l\lortimor, starting up. 
" Bv H eaven-" 

''There, there," he stopped him coolly, 
" don't do that. I t's the trutb. You 
do love each other. It's nothing to be 
ashamed of. You belong to each other. 
I am an abstract being, who b as passed 
ou-t- of the realm of human relationship
or, rather, who never dwelt \Yithin i t .  
She never belonged to me-she could 
not ; nor I to her. There is no claim 
upon her in the \Yorld but yours." 

" You may have passed beyond the 
reahn of human relationship "-l\I orti-_ 
mor's voice was strained and tense-" but 
I insist that you show respect to her and 
to human institutions while she is here 
with us." 

" \Vith all my heart ,"  assented Vigas 
f erventl v ;  and then. with the little smile 
flickering around his' mouth again : " But 
vour fancv that i t  is necessary to insist 
;m this sh-ows ri10re and more .how l ittle 
\-ou uncleP;tand me-and the situation." - l\fortimor made an impatient moYe
ment. " I understand something of what 
she must suffer," he said short! v. " I t  is 
for her that I am concerned ."  . 

" And so am I , "  responded Vigas
" for her, for you, and for myself. That 
is why I urge the truth upon you both, 
Surely you \vill agree that there i s  no 
claim upon her i f  I make none, will you 
not ? "  

There was no response. 
" Well and good. N ow, I affirm that 

there is  not a portion of abstract matter 
in the \Yorld that is farther from humanJ 
relationship, of an individual and per
sonal nature, than I am. I l ive to serve 
the race. to press 011. Because I do this, 
and must therefore he free-free actually 
as well as in spirit-! suggest this ration
al and perfectly suitable way out of the 
une and only d ifficulty which hampers 
and worries me." 

" You can be as free as vou wish for 
your work-easily, easily. But spare her 
the-the-rest," urged M ortimor. 

Vigas turned away almost irritably. 
" I should sav ' rubbish ' if you weren't 
so serious in- your misconce.ptiuns," he 
said at length. He paused, for his wife 
l ifted her head and studied him with her 
wide, dark eyes. 

" Are you less-or more-than 1m
man ? " she breathed at last. 

He answered the spoken thought se
riously. " Neither less nor more
simply a different type, one created for a 
different purpose than most of his fel� 
lows." 

" \Vhy," she cried, with a suddei1 
choking, passionate vehemence-" why 
did you ever make me your \Yi fe ?  \Vhy 
did von fetter me hand and foot-for 
this ?·. ,  

" You are not fettered hand and foot 
except by chains of your O\Vn forging," 
he answered. 

'' l\Iy cmn forging ? "  
" Precise! v. l\1 v claims arc ni l, and I 

have fully declared them to be so. What, 
then, are vour fetters ? " 

She d i�l not answer, but covered her 
face ,,- ith her hands. 

For a long time the rhythmic whirring 
of the machine was the onlv sound in the 
room. l t was Vi gas who· finally broke 
the s i lence, and, though he spoke gravely, 
there \Yas a certain carelessness in his 
tone that told more plainly than words 
of his absolute impersonality. 

" I t i:; a happy coincident," he said, 
" that the adjustment of outward circum
stam'es \\'hich is best and most favorable 
to the ultimate good of the greatest 
number, because it is best and most favor
able to me, means joy and happiness to 
all of us, instead of sorrow and renuncia
tion, as so often happens, to one or two. 
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I am glad that it is so, glad and grateful. 
but I should do exactly the same if it 
were not. COIJCe, Leonard, do you agree ? 
Will you take her ? "  

Dr.  Mortimor sat very still,  the strong 
angle of his rigid j aws sharp! y defined 
under the l ight, h is  gaze steadfastly fi xed 
upon the floor save for the two or three 
t imes that he glanced. a t  Ruth. 

She did not l i ft her head, nor could he 
sec that she moved, vet she seemed to have 
shrunk farther into

-
the depths o f  the big 

chair. And suddenly the love i n  h is heart 
revealed to him all the awful shame and 
anguish her ,,·omanhood was suffering. 

" V igas," he cried, springing t-n his 
feet " this is monstrous l Are you a 
man

'
, to torture a woman so ? The days 

of chattels are over. Ruth "-his voice 
softened into a caress a t  the name
" won't you go home ? 1 w i l l  take you. 
I can leave him now wi thout risk . "  

S h e  moved uncertainl v  a n d  l owered 
her hands, but d i d  not raise her eyes. 

M ortimor bent over her. " R uth." he 
said. " dear. dear Ruth : :'l l y  love has 
never avai led to serve )'l\U i 1i any way. 
"nd it  cannot shield you no"·· But
must it  a lways he so ? "  

S lowly she rose and I i f  ted her head 
until their eyes met. Then, though t h e  
color flamed u p  to her temples, she 
searched the translucent d ept hs before 
her long and earnestly, for minutes that 
seemed ages to t h e  man. At last. shy! y, 
she put out her hand and laid i t  in his, 
which was w a i t ing, warm and strong. to 
clasp i t . .  She turned to her husband. 

" It has been a bitter m i ,;take. Fel ix , "  
s h e  said-" more your mistake than mine. 
but more bitter for me t han for vou. As 
soon as I saw how i t was, I studied to 
avoid remind ing you of my existence. I 
shall not fail now, von mav be certain, 
to do a l l  that I 1m;y t owat·cl rectifying 
thl" error-\Y ithout vour hri l >e of happi-

1 1ess. H appiness is an incident of life. 
not the obj ect . If it  comes to me some 
t ime, I shall give it welcome and be glad. 
I f  it  does not, so be it. " 

S he turned back again to Dr. Morti
mor, with her brave smile trembling about 
h �r lips.  " Am I not right ? "  she asked. 

For answer he caught her other hand 
�tnd held both between hi� own s ilently 
until  she made a movement to free them. 

" Look," she said, pointing above, " the 
sun is well on h is way. There is much to 
do and explaiu . ·  But fi rst we must have 
food. That is here, and shal l  be ready 
soon. Then ''"e must have friends to 
help us-and the telephone will bring 
them. These are the things of now-of 
to-day. Let us leave the things of to
morrow "-she moved awav from them 
and toward tl1e d oor o f  the

· 
smaller room 

-" until then, until  to-morrow." 
Both men followed her g l id ing figure 

with their gaze-one calm, smiling, in
scrutable ; the other '\·ith Joye in his eye,. 

She glanced back at the threshold and 
met the look of the one, and then of the 
other. Suddenly a lovel y  color flooded 
her pallor and she lowered her eyes quick
ly, with almost girl ish con fusion . l\Iort i
m o r  ''"as be�ide her in stantly . 

" Look up at me. dear," he command
ed. She hesitated. " Please," he urged 
gently, " 1 want to tell  you something." 

S hyly she obeyed at last, trembling at 
the pride and joy in his  ,·oice. 

" Do vuu know that vou are m \' 
Ruth," lH� said s]o,dy, l ingering over th

-
e 

,,·ords-" that you have been m ine al
ways ? :'I I  y t rue mate from all time
,·eri lr  m i ne at l a�t ' "  

!II�Jtionh:�s t hey stood looking into 
each other's eyes as the thought warmed 
and quickened their souls.  

And Vi gas, watching them. forgotten, 
smiled indulgently, a strange look o f 
eart h - fret e x a l tat ion in h i s  sh i1� ing eyes .' 

---- .. ------

:\ l A R C H  V IO L E T S .  

l\L\ J LJE:'\ spring danced down the val e ; 
1\Iarch, the pi per, blew a gale, 

Shrill  and loud, l ike old god Pan. 
Spring, the maiden, turned i n  fright .  
Fled from him, but in her p l ight 

D rllpped her ,·iolet,;. as she ran. 
Nacl!d Barton H utla. 
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B Y  B A R B A R A  C O O P E R - C U S H M A N . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y  

w.H E N  w e  finally decided t o  
g o  t o  Chicago t o  live, 
N ettie said : " \Veil, we 
must take the canarv 
and the coffee-urn, and 
-l\Ia." Ma j ust put her 

h and up to her face, so-a way she has
and smiled. She said nothing. That 
usually means considerable anxiety for 
the family. It certainly did this time. 

Pa went first, a week or two ahead, 
then M a  was to go to finish settling, and 
N ettie and I-N ettie is  twenty-five and 
I am only i1ineteen-were to {o!low two 
weeks later. The main thing was to get 
.:\ I  a off. 

Everything went beautifully as far as 
\Ye \Yerc concerned. N ettie left the of
fice-Nettie works ; she's very clever ; I 
j ust help M a  keep house-well, as I 
said, N ettie left the  office for a whclle 
morning t o  get M a  a through t icket and 
check h er baggage, and we both saw her 
aboard the express for C h icago. 

Truly, we nearly missed the train even 
then, because M a  had packed her b�>t 
bonnet. \Ve hunted high and l ow for it 
t i l l  nearly train-time. Then N ettie final
ly concocted some sort of an affair out o f  
a p iece of crape that no o n e  had packed 
because we didn't think it  good enough. 

" Now, l\fa," she said very solemnly, 
" you must try to look sadly sweet and 
very imposing-to fit t h is bonnet, you 
know." T hen, as M a  looked at her in  a 
sort of frightened way : " J ust keep it on 
straight and try to look melancholy, and 
you'll get through all right." 

respect for l\Ia, but since that Chicago 
trip my respect has increased. 

Well, I think I told you before, we saw 
lHa off, crape bonnet and all.  Then Net
tie sent a ·  telegram to Pa in Chicago, 
saying : 

Ma left on the noon train. :Meet her to-

morrow. NETTIE. 

N ettie and I were pretty busy that 
afternoon and evening. Several people 
came in, and there were a dozen and one 
things to be done about the house. Of 
course the storage men were to pack 
things, furniture and so- on, but it is not 
easy to move even your individuality s o  
far. 

So that night N ettie and I slept the 
sleep of  the j ust. \Ve thought we knew 
where l\fa was. 

N ext day N ettie went to the office as 
usual, and I was busy sorting out the 
papers in my desk, destroying some let
ters and a picture or two-and that al
ways t akes time. I was so occupied that 
i t  was l ate when I started out,  and al
most six o'clock when I came in from 
shopping. 

Nettie had not gotten home yet, but, 
j ust as I turned the corner into our street, 
I saw a telegraph-boy mount our steps 
and ring the bell. M aybe I didn't hurry 
then ! I j ust snatched the telegram from 
that boy and tore it open. I knew it had 
something to do with l\Ia. I barely 
glanced at it, and then sat down on those 
stone steps so hard I bounced. 

This is  what I read : 
Now, you see, M a  is so quiet and al-

Noon train in from New York. ·where most timid that you quite forget, some- 1 5  Ma ?  
times, that she has even property rights. 
But ?11 a l ikes to tease people, and she It was signed " Pa . "  
certainly does liven up t h e  family wh�n N ettie came along the street just here, 
she starts in. I always did have a lot  o f  and I rushed to her like a maniac, wa-
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,-ing t h e  paper a t  h e r  a n d  shouting m 
a high key : 

" Pa wants to know when:\ Ma . " 
N ettie stared at me in dumlJ amaze

ment. Then she took the telegram from 
me and read it. For a moment she 
looked as blank as I had fel t .  \\"e stood 
gazing at each other silently. Then 
l ight came, and with it  revelation. 

" Pat, she has stopped off at Philadel
phia," declared N ettie solemnly. 

I forgot to tell you that !via's fathn, 
Grandpa K l ein , lives in Philadelphia . 
and her brother and youngest sister. N et
tie sent them word to meet her at the sta
tion. j ust to say good-by for the short 
while the train would be in the Philadel
phia depot. 

That is a sort of an I rish sentence, but 
I am going to leave it. I t  must han· 
been the Gilpatrick, not the Klein. i n  me 
w hich was speaking. J\Ia \Yas horn in 
Germanv, but Pa came from f reland 
when h� was very young. fndeed, Net
tie and I are American�. 

\\"el l ,  when we gut :\Ia placed in Ph i l 
adelphia, mentally, lYe felt better. H ow
enr, N ettie tel egraphed back to Pa to  
ea,;e hb mind : 

!l'!a left Tuesday. Probably stopped 
Pl1iladclphia. \\"he re 1s Ma ? 

K ETTlE. 
That last sentence she ju,;t put in fur 

sarcasm, but at the end of a m�ek it had 
come to be so "·e l l  kno1m at the tele
graph-office near our home, tha t the 
operator thought that it was some ,;ort ll f 
signal or code ph rase. She used to try 
different ways of spel l ing it to see if i t  
mattered. Once s h e  had i t ,  " \\"here i s  
Maw ? " Another time, " \\'here's ?\fa ? " 
Sometimes she put an exclama tion point 
after i t ; · sometimes a quest ion mark. 
()nee she just had, " \V's l\1 ? " hut we 
knew what it  meant. 

( lur telegram became �uch a daih· 
affair that it was l ike the new,;papcr or 
the milk.  Every night we had a tele
gram for dinner. In  the meantinw, 
11· here W<TS M a ?  � '  j ! 

O r  course, we found out aftenrard. I n
deed, while we were fussing in New York, 
Ma "·as taking her ease and a lon�ly ,·aca
t ioll in Phi ladelph ia . 

On the arrival o f  the New York
Chicago train at Phrfadelphia, no one 
was visible to meet her. So l\Ia went to 
the ticket-office, got her ticket validated, 
or extended, or whatever it  is that post
pones the trip from one train to ·  another. 
and then found that she had forgotten 
my uncle's new address. Ma thought a 
few minutes. and then 'rent to the tele 
graph-office, and there if  s h e  didn't trace 
i\' ettie's te legram � S he found the ad
dress. 

J ust as l\ r a started up the street, she 
was met by a colored maid, who, recog
nizing her from a picture that she-the 
maid - had dusted many times on the 
mantel in aunt's sitting-room, stopped 
and asked her if she was Mrs. Gilpatrick. 
N aturally Ma said yes. She soon came to 
the how;e, and was welcomed with open 
arms. l t seems the telegram had not 
reached them, through some delay or 
other, so thev did not know about meet
ing the t rain_-

T he fam i l y  "·oukl not hear of 1\Ia's 
leaving that night, and they coaxed and 
cajoled her day by day unti l  she had 
sta ,·ed a week. 

All this  t im e ''"e hacl no \rord from her, 
and N ctt ic  and I wen� getting frightfu l l y  
worried. 

F inal ly, at the end of the \Yeek-we had 
telegrapl;ed to the City of  Friends twice 
-\YC reccin:cl a despatch saying : 

S!ayed oYer Philadelph ia .  Am lcaying to-
night fqr Ch ic:1go. IlL�. 

N ettie ami I s ighed relievedly. We 
thought we had i\l a  located. We sent 
word to l'a that same morning. 

Next aft�rnoon we got our daily. I t  
was changed slightly : 

i\Ia not here. \\"here is she now ? 

N ettie groaned . I shrieked w ith 
laughter.  

" There's Bud in Wilmington, and 
�-\unt H arrict in \Vashington," I gasped 
bct11-cen my spasms of h i larity. I t  did 
seem loo absurd. By the way, Bud is my 
younger brother. 

Hut N ettie looked unhappy. 
" This is too 3\Yful." she sighed. 

" \V i l l  she ever get there ? " 
This time we were at a loss. l\Ia might 

be in Wilmington, she might be in \Vash
ington, or she might not have left Phi la-
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delphia. So  1re decided to await devel
opments. And indeed we did. We waited 
another week. 

In the meantime, M a  had started from 
my uncle's home w ith the best intentions 
in. the >vorld. She was going to Chicago. 

H owe.-er, when she got to \Vilming� 
t ( )n the temptation was too great. So off 
1rcnt 1\Ia to sec Bud, my brother. She 
went for an hour, and stayed two days. 
Poor Pa ! 

\Vell ,  l\Ia thought she wouldn't worry 
us "·ith any more telegrams-that's what 
,.;he said-so she decided to send no word 
from \Vilmington, but to go straight 
through to Chicago, which was now her 
one and only thought-until  she got to 
\Vashington. But why continue ? Ex
actly two weeks from the time 1\fa waved 
a fond farewell to us at the J ersey C ity 
terminal she landed in Chicago. The 
trip usually takes twenty-eight hours, ex
cept by the l imited, when i t  takes 
eighteen. 

Pa, by this time, had business which 
took him to Duluth. He was staying at 
a h otel not far from the how;e which w� 
had leased, waiting for Ma to come and 

finish settling. \\"hen it became a neces
sity for him to go to Duluth for a day or 
two, Pa racked his brains considering 
how he should describe M a  to the hotel 
people well enough to have them put her 
in hi,.; room and look out for her until he 
got back. 

Finally he thought of her picture, 
which he al ways carried in his watch, 
and he gave it to the clerk. 

" This is my \Yi fe," Pa said. " N ow, 
i f  she arrives before I get back, don't let 
her go a\Yay again. Put her in  my room, 
give her the best of everything, but don't 
let her go away." 

This was on Friday. E arly Wednes-. 
clay Pa came back from Duluth and found 
l\ I a  sound asleep, snug and \\·ann abed. 

That evening Nettie received a tele
gram : 

Congratulations are in order. Ma's here. 
PA. 

A week later. when N ettie and I start
ed to join them, I sent a telegram. I t  
read : 

.'\ ettie and 1 arc starting for Chicago. 
\\·here's ilia ? 

ACRO S S  T H E  WAY. 

0 L I TTLE maid across the way, 
A tangling web you deftly spin

Lovers who greet you, day by day, 
By it are proudly gathered in. 

You h ave the most consummate art 
Their hearts to sweetly h ypnotize. 

Your circling curls their charms impart-.. 
And Love is m irrored in your eyes. 

The azure sky has not their blue, 
Nor night the blackness o f  your hair. 

They symbol Love foreYer true, 
Y�t ;11ake the stoutest heart despair. 

I know not of your hopes, or name, 
Your nation, or your wealtl1 , or race ; 

l only know but few can claim 
The glory of  so fair a face. 

But something says my plea is late, 
Some youth, perhaps, has spoken in time

And I must stand outside the gate 
\V ith this lament, in sorro1Ying rime. 

Joel Benton. 
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B Y  E D W A R D  B E D I N G E R  M I T C H E L L . 

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 

RO !\ALD LA M PTO� !Ja:; inherited with his  uncle's fortune the guardianship o f  
Doris Revere, a girl o f  twenty, whom Ronald has n ever seen. and whom his uncle 
adopted as a child in the Orit•nt. Seated in · a Paris  cafe, Lampton is reading a 

letter  from Doris Revere, announcing he•· approaching departure from the convent in 
which she has grown up. 

He remarks two rough-looking men spying on a stranger of  distinguished air. A 
pedler of matches approaches the st ranger and whispers a few words. The stranger 
leaves the cafe. He is  followed by the two rough-looking men, whom Lampton in tum 
follows. fn a dark archway the stranger is  attacked and wounded. by the men, and 
Lampton helps him to drive the ruffians off. 

From the house before w h ich the light took place the stranger summons Dr. Clean 
lllenon, whose name is  known to Lampton as that of the most  famous surgeon in Paris. 
The doctor int roduces the stranger as  l\l ichael Kara, and requests Lampton to harbor 
him while he is recovering from his wound. Kara and i\{enon both seem to dread pub
l icity. Lampton accepts Kara as his guest. 

Tom Rawlins, a ?\ew York frien d  of Lampton's, calls and takes Lampton t o  dinner. 
I n  the restaurant they defend a woman who has been struck by her escort, whom they 
expel from the .placc. They take her home, and learn she is ::\lme. Julie  Lecompte . As 
they are about to get into the carriage with her, the match-pedler who warned Kara 
slips a box o f  matches into Lampton's hand. On the box Lampton sees writ ten : 
.. Da 11gcr.' " At 1\lme. Lecompte's. Rawlins chatters of ::\ l ichac:'l Kara. Lampton notices 
an odd look i n  her eyes as Kara's name is  mentioned. Smoking a cigarette o f  Mnw. 
Lecompte's. Lampton loses consciousness. \Vh cn l1e recovers. he  is  being taken home 
bv Rawlins.  He discovers that the letter from Dons Rcnre has been taken from hi< 
pocket. 

C H A P'l' E R  V I .  

A OAR L :'\ U  CIIA :\CE. 

I A \VO K E  i n the morning \\' ith 

W 
a clear h ead .ami only 
the loss of Doris's letter 
to remmd me of the 
night' s adventu¢. Even 
for the loss of that there 

might be a hundred prosaic explana
tions. Indeed, by the time I had dressed 
and joined Kara in the sitting-room 1 
had half persuaded myself that mv im" 
agination had run away with me.  

I was soon undeceived. I\ I y guest 
was sitting a l ittle to one side o f  the 
w i mlo"·· looking out with a more serious 
e xpression on his dark features than I 
had seen in several days. He turned a� 
l entered and ans 1Yere cl m�· greet in g 1vi th 
a sl ight smi le. 

" Did you find the c:1fc interesting last 
night ? "  he asked. 

There was more to the question than 
a polite inqu iry. I glanced at him in 
surprise. 

" A  trifle too much so," I repl ied. 
" \Vhv do you ask ? " 

" First tel l  me what happened," h e  
said. " I am rather curious about it." 

" Well, I was drugged and robbed of 
a letter," I said. " I t  was clone . by 
rather a clever trick . "  

He l istened \Yithout comment t o  m y  
recital, merel y nodding h is head now and 
then as he grasped the significance of 
each cletai l .  

" I thought i t  \\'as something of the 
sort, " he said when I had finished. 
" And now, i f  you will t ake the trouble 
to glance ca�ua l ly  out of that window. 
you w i l l  see why I asked." 

I strol led owr to the window and 
looked out. The Rue Racine bore it;; 
usual, commonplace appearance. 

I n  front of a house almost nppositl: 
�- This story began in THE CAVALIER for February. 
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us, a maid was i n  conversation with a 
baker's boy. A little farther down the 
street a man, whom I took to be a small 
shopkeeper, was. coming slowly to\\:arcl 
us, swinging a stick and puffing at a 
cigarette. There was no one ebe in · 
sight. 

In some "·onder, I turned a,,·ay. 
" There is nothing there, ' '  I said. 
" What do vou ,,·ant me to look at ) ,. 

" Isn't a man down there ? " �aid 
Kara. 

" Yes," I replied, " of course there i�. 
What of it ? "  

" H e h as walked p ast this house ti,·e 
times," remarked Kara. " Now, look at 
this." 

He led the wav to the window in  his 
bedroom, opening� on a small  yard at the 
back of the house. My apartment was 
on the third floor, and I could see onr 
the h igh yard wal ls-topped w ith broken 
glass-into a narrow a l ley beyond. rul l
ning parallel to the Rue Racine. 

In the alley, camped with their backs 
against the wall, were two rough-looking 
customers. Now and then one of them 
ran h is eye over the row of back win
dows. \Vith this exception, they seemed 
to have no thought but to bask in the 
spring sun,hine. 

Their clothes were di fferent, and their 
faces I could see none too dist inct l y .: 
but it flashed over me like an inspiration 

. that these were the ruffians with whom 
I had fought in the archway. 

" \Vhy, the house is  watched � " I 
cried. 

" Precisely;" repeated Kara dryly. 
" The house is  watched. The missing 
letter bore your addres�. I presume.' ' 

" The deuc� take m� for a blundering 
fool," I cried. " I \·e led you into a 
trap, and you were my guest . ' '  

" M y  friend-" Kara laid h i s  hand 
on my shoulder. The firm lips were set, 
the heavy brows drawn together _: but in 
the depths of the black eyes that looked 
so bravely into m ine were both affection 
and trust. " My friend, but for you, 
to-clay there would be no M ichael Kara 
to trap. You saved my l ife once. and 
may do so again. Moreover, you need 
not hasten to put me in my gra1·e. I 
have been in tighter places than this." 

" There is the roof." I muttered . . 
" The scuttle-" 

" Others have already thought of the 
roo£," he said, with the quiet, little smile 
with which he seemed invariably to greet 
the thought of d anger. '' il1 adame Ia 
concierge informed me some hours ago 
that tinsmiths were repairing it. For 
tinsmiths, they are singularly silent in 
their work." 

" But there must be  some way out," 
I said. " We can't sit here like helpless 
lambs, waiting for the slaughter. I 'll  
get the police." 

" You could set out," returned Kara, 
" but I doubt if you would arrive. They 
know you, my friend. " 

" Then send the concierge." 
" \\' ith what message ? No, no, Lamp

ton. For me the police are worse than 
useless. Some day I may ariswer all the 
questions you have been kind enough not 
to ask. Now I must ask you to take me 
at mv word. 

" \\' e w i l l  not send for the police, but 
they will  do us this much good-in broad 
daylight our friends the enemy will 
hardly dare to storm an apartment. \Ve 
cannot get out, but they cannot get in
for a time, at least. When it is clark-" 

He br'oke off abruptly, eying the 
branch of an elm that swung to and fl:o 
a little below the window and some ten 
feet away. The tree grew in the yard 
of our house, but so close to the side wall 
that the greater part of its branches 
hung over the property of our neighbors . 
I had long admired the elm, considering 
that it added greatly to the attractiveness 
of my apartment ; but of what seryice it 
could be to M ichael Kara I could not 
imagine. 

" And when it is dark, what then ? "  
I asked, for Kara had not finished his 
sentence. 

" A  hard-pressed man might do it," 
he said, more to himself than to me. 
" Perhaps-it is  well to h ave thought of 
it, anyway. Come, I will play you a 
game of chess, Lampton." 

At that period in my life I flattered 
myself that I played a good game of 
che;;s - much better, in fact, than the 
anrage. 

Kara, him self no ' mean adversary, had 
p reYiously declared that I was clearly 
his superior ; but the exhibition I gave 
that morning would have disgusted a 
boy of ten. Strive as I might, I could 
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not force myse l f  t o  bestow a modicum 
of attention upon the fate o f  the \vooden 
p ieces in front of me . Ire were the 
pawns in a far bigger game than t h i s. 1 
thought, and it \Yas folly t u  wa�te our 
time contending \\· ith toys. 

At length my b lunders e'\h austed even 
the extraordinary pat ie nce of the man 
whose l ife was that instant at stake. 

" I cou ld, of course, take your queen. · · 
he remarked . " but upon my \l·ord, 1 
h aven't the heart to inj u re so he lp le:.;s a 

creature as vou." 
H e  push�d back his chair ami clre\v 

out a cigar. " I f  you are concerned 
over me," he \\·ent on. " I can assure you 
that your alarm is premature. The door 
is locked, and they cannot use a batter
ing-ram without d isturbing the neighbor
hood." 

As i f  i n  ans\ver to h im .  there came an 
authoritatiw rap from t he hallway. l t  
was repeated twice before we recovered 
from our surprise . Then Kara mo
tioned to me to investigate . 

" \Vho is i t ? " I called. " \\"hat clo 
vou want ? "  -

" The police . ' '  came the an.;wer. " Let 
us in at  once, or \vc ' l l  break open the 
door." 

Kara started from his seat so SLKklen l \· 
that he upset the bo ard . The ches�nH�;'l 
c l attered to the floor. 

" The police : " h e  murmured. " The\· 
are clever. l had not thought of tha t . 
But it may be a· t r ick. H ere, Lampton. "  
H e  handed me m y  loaded stick. " Open 
the door and see who thev real lv are. H 
it is a trick, hit ,  and h i t  hard." 

-

Together \\·e moved over to the dour 
and I opened it wide enough to peer into 
the hall,\·ay. K ara kept carefu!l)· out 
of the l ine of vision of thlbC \Yi thout. 

Three men confronted me. Two were 
dressed in t he regulation uniform of 
Paris policemen. The third was a 
st rongly built fellow of about thirty, 
smooth-shaven save for a long black mw;
tache, clad in a frock coat and silk hat. 
and possessing an unmist akable air of 
distinction. 

Obviously he )Yas an individual who 
was, or fancied himse l f  to be, of some' 
importance in the world. 

The instant that I opened the door one 
of the policemen thrust his foot into the 
crack. 

'' C'ome, m un.,-iotr."' he said, "
,you have 

kept w; \vait ing long enough. !We have 
a 1varrant for one Kara. Arc you he ? "  

Before l could answer, the si lk-ha tted 
] 'lTson took the words out of my mouth .  

" N o, no," he said, " that's not the 
m:m. The other's inside somewhere."  

A.t  the sound o f  the man's voice, I felt 
l� a r a  start violently. Then he whis
JH.:recl in my ear, " The warrant-have 
thev a warrant ? " 

, ; \\'here is the \\·arrant you talk  of ? "  
1 demanded of the p o liceinan. " Show 
i t  t o  me i f  you \1· ish to enter this apart
men t . "  

He shoved a legal document i n t o  my 
fare. " Be quick," he growled. " \Ve 
are not going to spend the day here . "  

Pretending t o  hold it  t o  t h e  l ight, I 
" ]Head out the paper in such a way that 
Kara could see it .  

He studied i t  for a second. then whis
pered : 

" It's  l egal . \-"ou ' l l only get yoursel f 
in trouble i f  you resist . But hold them 
a minute if you can. " 

H e  darted back t oward his O\vn room, 
\Yhile I proceeded as slov,-l y as I dared to 
fold up the \Yarrant, my useless stick 
tucked under one arm. 

" J/ L"ssieurs/' I began with the utmost 
deliberation, but I was cut off abruptly. 

Kara's foot struck the empty box o f  
chessmen lying in the  p a t h  of h i s  flight 
and sent it  crashing against a table.  With 
a cry of rage, the incli\·idual i n  the frock 
coat and silk hat flung himself at the 
door, followed hy the t wo policemen. 
Taken unawares, I was easi ly pushed 
aside, and almost before I knew it, t he 
three um\·ekome visitors had stormed the 
gates of our fortress. 
L Through the open door o f  the bed
room we could see Kara's tall form fum
bling with the window fa�tening. After 
him rushed t he four o f  us, and I recall 
vividly the satisfac tion with which i n  the 
confus ion I contrived, by a dexterous 
t \\·ist of my foot, to send the officious 
civil ian spraw l ing on the floor. 

H i s  fall de laved the policemen the 
fraction of a sec�nd, but it was erlough. 
Before they could reach him, Kara had 
flung aside the French sash and leaped 
to the sill. As he did so, the gold watch
chain that h e  wore across his waistco at 
caught on the bottom of the sash. 
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Long after ward I learned that the ring 
by which it was fastened to his watch 
had been torn loose ; at this moment all 
that I saw was a gleam of gold in the 
air and Kara's hand reaching in vain 
for it. 

For an instant he hung, poised on the 
sill. while his voice came back to me. 

, ; The ring, Lampton ! Get the ring." 
The policemen were upon him and he 

leaped-leaped far out and shot down
''"ard from my sight. Unnoticed by his 
baffied pursuers, lay at my feet the gold 
chain that had been wrenched from his 
waistcoat. Attached to one end was a 
great signet-ring. I snatched it from 
the floor and ran to the window. 

Over the shoulders of the policemen, 
I could see my friend. He had 1 ighted 
in the elm, grasping the bough. which he 
had earlier realized might be his last re
source. Now he was crawling along 
one of the - lower branches that overhung 
the neighboring yard. 

He ''"as safe from pursuit from above. 
No one but a desperate man would have 
taken that leap, and the two policemen 
were not desperate. 'With a gasp of ad
miration at the fugitive's daring, they 
brushed past me and I heard their heavy 
boots clattering on the stairs, the dapper 
civilian I had spilled close on their heels. 

But from the alley rose a shout of ex
citement and triumph. The t wo ruffians 
on guard there \YCre no longer dozing in 
the sunlight. They lJ.ad seen Kara leap 
and, as he dropped from the elm into the 
adjacent yard, they were already ham
mering upon the gate \Yh ich opened from 
it on the lane. 

It was a flimsy affair. The first onset 
h ad weakened it  perceptibly, and though 
the feeble bolt might hold a moment or 
t\\'O longer, Kara had no time to spend in 
loitering. ·where he "·as to go T knew 
not. 

The Rue Racine ''"as unquestionably 
guarded, and his retreat through the 
alley blocked by the men at the gate. 
Possibly in the house, in the yard o f  
\Yhich h e  then was, h i s  nimble wit might 
find some refuge. · It  was a slim chance, 
but his onlv one. 

The sim{e thought must have come to 
Kara, for he took a step toward the 
house. At the same instant the ruffians 
in the alley hurled themselves savagely 

at the gate. I ts ancient timbers quiv
ered before the assault, and the straining 
bolt gave still farther. One more on
slaught and they would be in the yard. 

To my amazement Kara stopped dead. 
Turning his back on the only remaining 
avenue of escape, he ran toward the gate. 
I could not shout a warning to him. The 
spectacle of my friend, rushing delib
erately to h is fate, held me paralyzed 
with horror. 

In the alley the ruffians were gather
ing themselves together for the final as
sault. The weakened bolt that barred 
their way could not hope to resist it. 
And then-

But while I shuddered in helpless 
agony at the window, Kara reached the 
gate. Noiselessly he slipped back the 
bolt and jumped aside. Even as he did 
so, his two assailants flung their weight 
once more against the barrier. 

Th is t ime thev met with no resistance. 
The crazy structure hurst open l ike a 
paper-bag, and the foremo;;t, over�et by 
the violence of his onrush, fell headlong 
on the gravel path. 

The second was less fortunate. Be
fore he could recover his balance, Kara 
had leaped across the spra\ding rascal 
and sent his fist crashing square to the 
p(Jint of his comrade's jaw. 

The fellow fell back like a dead man. 
his head striking the brick \vall with a 
thud that reached my ears, three stories 
above the ground. 

Without a glance behind him, :\ [ ichael 
Kara darted through the open gateway. 
turned to the right through the alley, and 
dashed into the street. 

C H A P T E R  V T T .  
FORBJDDE:'-1 PAR I S .  

"M R. LA M PTON, your story is  an 
extraordinary one. I am aware 
that America is a young country, 

but I did not realize before that its in
habitants possessed so much child like 
simplicity." 

The pudgy little magistrate with the 
goggle eyes who \Yas lecturing me did 
not like America or Americans, and he 
had been at no pains to  conceal his 
feelings. 

" In the absence of any proved inten-
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t ion of  wrong-doing, however, and con
sidering the fact that your standing in 
your own country has been sufficiently 
established," he went on, " I feel justified 
in discharging you from custody. But 
you must leave Paris \Yithin twenty-four 
hours. In the eyes of the l aw:___and 
French law is intell igent. l\Ir. Lampton
in the eyes of the la'.v, I repeat, you are 
now a suspicious character. It is a 
thousand t imes to be regretted, but such 
is the fact. 

" I f  you decide to remain in Europe," 
he concluded, " I should recommend you 
to change your method of selecting your 
friends. To what degree of liberty or 
license you have attained in America I do 
not know, but the tyrannical police of the 
Old World do not look with favor upon 
criminals or upon those \vho harbor 
them." 

The sneers and sarcasm of  the 
pompous idiot drove me wild. 

" I am no criminal, nor have I har
bored any," I broke out. " \Vhy should 
I leave Paris, and of \Yhat is l\Ir. Kara 
accused ? I have l istened to a· lot of non
sense in the l ast twenty-four hours, but 
nobody bas yet had th� sense to tell me 
that." · 

The magistrate's round ' eyes fairly 
jumped from h is fat face as he glared 
at me. 

" N onsense ! N on sense ! " be roared. 
" You are nonsense. Am I to be imulted 
in my own court-room ? \Vho are you to 
know of what one i s  accused ? Even I .  
a magistrate of  France, I d o  n o t  know, 
and you demand to be informed ! I t  is 
scandalous ! " 

" \Vel!, how in the name o f  folly am 
I to know-" I began, "·hen the hand of 
I ,iscom, _ third secretary of the American 
Embassy, was clapped over my mouth. 

" Be still ,  Ronald." he ordered. 
" You've got yourself into a mess, and 
now you want to make it worse. Your 
honor must be patient."  He turned to 
t11e incensed magistrate with his best dip
l omatic smile. " 1\! r. Lampton is nat
urally a trifle bewildered, but he is a gen
tleman of repute, well known to the 
embassy. Your honor will  now permit 
us to depart ? " 

" Yes, yes," cried the l ittle man. 
" Take him away ; take h im from Paris. 
I have instructions.". 

Liscom seized me bv the arm and 
marched me out of the c"ourt-room. Once 
in the street, he drew a long breath and 
stopped to light a cigarette. 

" l\Iagistrates," he remarked, " arc 
queer animals the \\·orld over, out they are 
queerest in Paris. And now that it 's 
past," taking my ann and guiding me 
toward the quai. " suppose you tell me 
what the row is all  about." 

" I have told you all I know already," 
I returned. " When they found that Kara 
\Yas gone, they arrested me instead. Now 
they have let me go.  They won't  tell 
me what Kara is supposed to have done, 
and I don't believe he has done any
thing. Certainly the fellows he bowled 
over in the alley were no policemen." 

" They might have been," said L is
com, " but I don't believe it .  Anyway, 
"·hat that fat Solomon said was true. 
You have become a suspicious character, 
and as long as you stay in Paris you'l l  
b e  i n  hot water. I f  you are keen for a 
long legal fight, we m ight keep you, I 
fancy, hut i t's hardly worth while." 

" I was bound for home in  a month," 
I replied, "·and I may as well leave now. 
I am obliged to  you for getting me out 
of  the scrape." 

" Oh, not at all ," he said, " hut if you'll  
excuse me I ' l l  j ump into this cab and be 
off. I 'm a bit late as it  is. See you in 
J:\ ew York." 

\Vith a \Yave of  his hand he \Yas gone, 
and I turned off toward the apartment of  
Dr. l\Ienon on the Boulevard St. Ger:o 
main. Before I was driven from Paris 
I was determined to n.;ake at least one 
effort to return to my friend the signet
ring I had in my pocket. 

But i t  \Yas not destined I should re
ceive assistance from Dr. Menon. 

The . famous physician was enjoying a 
holiday, the coll,·iagc informed me. \Vho 
knew when he would return ? \Vas he 
not a great man, and could not a great 
man come and go as he \Yi lled ? 

Reluctantly I made my way to the Rue 
Racine and packed my belongings. l\Iy 
resolution to depart was strengthened by 
the a.rrival of  a minion of  the fat magis
trate's court on an errand of investiga
tion. Then, leaving my N ew York 
address, in the hope that some message 
might come, I drove to the station. 

Kara had gone. From the moment he 
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vanished round the corner of the alley, 
the Clay before. I had neither seen nor 
heard anything of him. Only the ring 
and chain in my pocket re;nained to 
remind me that I hac! made him my 
friend. , 

I drew out the ring and lo·oked at it. 
On the seal, the archangel :\ [  ichael. w ith 
one foot on the neck of pro;;tra te Satan, 
brandished his triumphant sword. 

A fitting crest for a brave man, I 
thought, and then, as the train that was 
taking me from him slipped out from 
Paris, I heard in the rumble of the wheels 
the last words of my gallant  friend : 

" The ring, Lampton � Get the ring ! " 
I unfastened it from the chain and 

placed it on my finger. I m ight nenr see 
i\'I ichael Kara again, but if I did he would 
find his ring and the service of Ronald 
Lampton waiting for him. 

CHAPTE R \'I I I .  
DORIS REVERE. 

THE vorage across the Atlantic al
lowed me ample leisure in  which 
to consider the pr9blem of Doris 

Revere. H itherto the turmoil which ac-. 
companied the adnnt into my l ife of 
:tllichael Kara had prevented my reaching 
any definite conclusion as to . ways and 
means, but from the first I had been 
resolved not to permit my ward to 
pcrseYere in her talk of independence. 

From nw uncle I had inherited more 
than a coinfortable fortune. The one 
condition which he had attached to his 
bequest was that I should continue to 
care for Doris as he had done. Unless 
I had utterly failed to comprehend my 
uncle's character, he ''"ould not have tol
erated for one second the idea of her 
going forth alone to struggl e  "·ith the 
"·orld. Therefore it  was clearly impos
�ihle for me to perm i t it .  

Cp to this point noth ing could ha,·e 
been plainer. I t  was "·hen I came tn 
nlllsider the al ternath·c th::tt I was led 
into a blind alley. How \Yas I.  an orphan 
"f t\Yentv-seven, to assume the care of a 
young \Ycnnan of twenty ? And i f  I did
Ilot. who was ? 

1.: pon the horns o f  this d ilemma I wa:;; 
empaled for four wretched days. Then 
the inspiration came. I remember that 

at the time I was leaning over the rail 
of the promenade-deck, staring down at 
the steerage-passengers, and in particular 
a t  one squat, dumpy woman who lay 
stretched out in misery beneath me. 
What possible connection my brain could 
have found between this obscure Slav 
and my esteemed relative, :\ I rs. John 
Courland, I cannot imagine, but i t  is 
certain that at that instant the image of 
M rs. Courland flashed across my m ind 
as the solution of  all my difficulties. 

She was mv father's cousin, a. woman 
of whom I h�d seen l ittle, but of whom: 
my uncle-1 never knew my father-had 
always spoken with the greatest respect. 
N ow, as I thought of her, she seemed to 
han been created for the sole purpose of 
chaperoning Doris. 

Before the davs of mmhroom million
aires, when the;e were no hideous pal
aces of bad taste lining Fifth Avenue, 
the Courlands were people in N ew York. 
Even now the name aroused the society 
editors of the newspapers from the leth
argy of skepticism. I f  l\1 rs. John Cour
land stood sponsor for her, no one \\·auld 
question :ti l  iss Rewre's right to all New 
York might offer. 

Fortunately for my p l an�. the Com
land name carried more \\·eight in the 
society columns than in the financial 
page. In an apartment-house in Gram
ercy Park :\Irs. J olm was then l iYing in 
obscure dignity on the memory of a van
ished glory. .-'1. stately lady of fi fty, I 
knew well that she would far prefer 
stan-ation to the merest hint of a desire 
for aid. In my rashest moments I had 
never dared to suggest that a portion of 
the Lampton mi l l ions \Yere at her dis
posal. 

Nenrthelcss, l\ 1  rs. J ohn Courland 
l oved the world. Let her once grasp the 
fact that I was asking, not conferring, a 
favor, and she would leave Gramercy 
Park without regret. A Yision· of a rosy 
future dawned upon me as I stared down 
at the teeming. squalid steerage. I 
\Youlcl open the old house on ·washington 
Square. The blank ·wooden shutters 
would no longer frown in frozen hostil itv 
across the square at the tawdry front o-f 
Fourth Street. I would open the house 
again. Perhaps, who knew, I might step 
into my uncle's shoes and give the firm , 
o f  \Yhirh h e  had been so proud, an active 



254 THE CAVALI ER. 

head once more. So solidly had he es
tablished the business that I could not 
but succeed. My ships would l ine the 
wharves of South Street. I n  \Vashington 
Square, M rs. Courland and Doris-

Doris ! The house of cards I had 
erected tumbled to the deck. What did 
I know of Doris ? I had paid the bil15, 
to be sure, and so I knew that she was, 
or ought to be, well educated. But edu
cation is not all powerful. Quite prob
_abl y  she was some impossible creature 
with whom M rs. John '"oulcl re fuse to 
live on any terms. I n  that case-well, 
in that case I would have to think it out 
all over again. For the present the 
problem was solved. 

I turned ·from the rail, and started 
along the ·deck. A swarthy quartennas
ter, coming in a great hurry down the 
bridge ladder, ran into me, knocking 
from my hand the book I had been read
ing in the intervals of meditation. 

With a semiarticulate apology, the 
sailor picked it up. I had reached out 
my h an d  for it, when the fellow fell 
back before me. He was a stockv l ittle 
man, with straight black hair an·d nar
row gold bands in his ears-a I .evan tine, 
probably, who had taken to the sea in
stead of the push-cart. 

Now h is mouth and dark eyes were 
wide open in amazement. The unfortu
nate book had dropped unheeded to the 
deck, vYhere it sl id back and forth as the 
ship rolled. 

" Confound it ! " I cried, " don't throw 
the thing around like that. I f  you don't 
want it, I do." 

Muttering, the man picked it up again 
and handed it  to me, h is eyes never leav
ing my face. 

H e  was still staring, rooted to the deck, 
when a hoarse bellow of rage burst upon 
us from above. It was the third officer. 
He had seen his messenger standing like 
a petrified interrogation point before an 
il}significant passenger, and the sight did 
not please him. 

The quartermaster fled before the 
storm. But before he turned his back upon 
me he made me a bow so cringing in 
its humility that it left me gaping at his 
retreating figure. Was the man crazy ? 
Unusually obsequious waiters occasion
ally favored me with such attentions, but 
to ·this fellow I had giyen nothing. 

An -hour later l saw the man again, 
walking along the deck, with the deck 
steward in to,Y, and scanning the fact:s 
of the pas�engers stretched out in the 
long rows of steamer-chairs. This time 
he did not bow before me, but, as he 
passed, I saw him nudge the steward. 
That worthy glanced at me for a second ; 
then the two of them went on. Presuma
bly the quartermaster had enlisted the 
services of the steward in discovering my 
name. 

·whatever it was that he wanted of me 
he did not reveal. The rest of the vov
age passed as ocean voyages always pass, 
and I found myself at  last in the streets 
of N ew York. My luggage I sent to a 
h otel, while I betook mvself without de
lay to Gramercy Park. · 

]\Irs. Courland was most gracious. 
'Vhat \Yas more to the point, she saw the 
matter in much the light in which I had 
hoped she would. 

" I t would have been better," she re
marked. " had vour uncle taken some of 
the fan;i ly into. his confidence. As i t  is, 
I do not see what else you can do. I t  
a l l  depends, o f  course, upon the young 
woman. For mvself, Ronald, you know 
that it has not heen from choice that I 
have lived here these long years." 

She glanced around the dark, cramped 
drawing - room, at the languid rubber
plant in the \l"inclow, the worn furniture, 
and from her lips came the nearest ap
proach to a sigh of which I ever knew 
l\Irs. J olm Courland to be guilty. She 
recovered herself in a moment. 

" Tell  me," she said, " just what are 
your inm1ediate plans ? " 

" If you \Yi l l  be kind enough to attend 
to the house," I said, immensely relieved 
at having passed the crisis of the negotia
tions, " I think I shall run up to Quebec 
and get Doris. \V e might as well learn 
our fate at once, you know."  

1\Irs. John Courland looked Jt me se
verely. 

" Ronald, vou amaze me. You return 
from two yeirs in Paris as ignorant as a 
Fiji I slander. D id you ever hear of les 
C0117'<'1/a11Ces l Do you imagine that I 
will permit you to go traveling alone 
about the country with a young girl of 
twenty, or that the good sisters would 
tolerate- Ronald ! " 

.Mrs. J olm's lerture came to an end in 
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:<uucked surprise. I had sworn in her 
presence. For the crime my only excuse 
is  the l ong vista of false situations her 
''"ords created. I was the guardian of 
this wretched young woman, and I 
couldn't. go and get her. S he couldn't 
stav in the convent, and I couldn't  take 
he; away. I f  this sort of thing 
were to go on after we were estab-. 
I ished in Washington Square, every time 
l\Irs. Courland chose t o  t ake a walk, 
1 would be  sent to vegetate on a park 
bench. I wondered if les co m11'11a11crs 
11·ere suspenJed in the rain. 

An oppressive silence descended upon 
t he dreary drawing-room. Through the 
11· inchllv I watched \Yi t h  envy a group o f  
young m e n  turn into o n e  o f  t h e  college 
dubs across the square. They had never 
heard o f  l<'s convcnances, I would wager. 

I knew that M rs. J ohn was looking at 
me, and I faced about. I n  her large 
gray eyes I was relieved to percei ve a 
very decided twinkle.  

' ' You have hardly grasped all the diffi
cu l t ies of your undertaking." said she ; 
" hut there is a way around thi� one. 
You might take me with you. "  

I arose and bowed l o w  over her hand . 
'' vVe wil l  leave by the night train," I 

<aid. " I w i l l  o;end a cab for yon. Good
by." 

The Conwnt of St.  Catherine stands 
on a slight eminence some miles from 
Quebec. In front green fields stretch 
down to the St. Lawrence. Behind rise 
t h e  wooded slopes of the hil ls  that close 
t he valley of the mighty river. As \Ye 

droYe through the  morning sunshine to
w ard the old, gray walls the whole 
building seemed enclosed in beauty. I 
endeavored to say as much to 1\l rs. Cour
lancl. In return she favored me with a 

- queer smile. 
" Fine feathers do not make fine birds," 

she remarked. A fter that the conversa
t ion flagged. 

The mother superior, to \\'hom I ex
!Jlained my identity and our errand , said 
that she would send Doris to us. \Ve 
"·ere left  alone in the formal reception
room to await the coming of my ward. 

l\frs. Tohn Courland was above nerv
ousncss_:_or, at  least abo,·e any disp lay 
of it. Seating hersel f in a spot which 
commanded an excel lent view of  the 

river, she proceeded to study the scenery 
with much apparent satisfaction. From 
her attitude no one would haYe guessed 
that the whole course of her future l ife 
depended on what the opening of  the 
door would disclose. 

l\1 y attempt to imitate her proved a 
dismal failure. \Vith a touch of genius, 
she had possessed herself of the righ t 
w i ndow. The one which she left to me 
revealed the inspiring spectacle of a· 
chicken-yard, surrounded by a h igh 
paling and backed by a 11·ooclen ice-house. 
In such a vista i t  was a hsu rei to pretend 
to be absorbed. I thought of a cigarette. 
but l did not consider the atmosphere o f  
a smoking-room the proper one i n  which 
t o  meet m v  \Yard. 

Finally; throwing aside al l  pretense, I 
took to striding up and do,vn the narrow 
room. All that I asked was that D oris 
should be bearable. Then she and 1\Irs.  
Courlancl could settle Jo,vn in \Vashing
t on Square, my uncle's behest i\'Ould be 
fulfilled,  and I would be a free man, re
sponsible to n o  one, under obligations 
to no one. It was not much to ask o f  
fortune, but I glanced a t  t h e  figure by 
the window and sh i,·erecl . M rs. Cour
land was particular. I f  she failed me. 
my on ly known resource was gone. 

My tramp had taken me t o the farther 
·end of the room when the door opened 
and a young woman entered. I ad
vanced hastilv \Y i t h  uut;;trctchcd hand. 
though the sn�ile on m�· l i ps was a forced 
one. 

" I am delighted,''  l began bravely. 
, ,  I-" 

The stolid, broad-faced in«ividual fa
cing me, dropped me a c lumsy curtsy. 

" Miss Revere wil l  be here in a mo
ment," she said in thl:' ('atois of t he 
French-Canadian. " She 1rishes to pre
sent her regrets for the delay . "  

M y  hand f e l l  to my side a n d  I glanced 
at 1\Irs. J ohn. She was sti l l  studying tlw 
d istant St. Lawrence, but the corners of 
her mouth t "· itched . \\' i th  a laugh. I 
dropped into a chair by her side. 

" \\'hat idiots we are � " I sai<.l. 
" \Ve ? "  she returned. " Perhap�. hut 

i t  is scarcely polite of you to remind me 
of it." 

" I  beg your pardon, "  sa id I .  " It b 
for you that I am nervou�. You are the 
one who must be pleased . "  
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She made no rep ly and we sat in si
lence, the solemn ticking o f  a great clock 
on the mantel the onlv sound in the room. 

At last my ears caught t he tread of 
l ight footsteps in the corridor. the door 
opened once more and I started to my 
feet. 

This time there could be no mistake. 
A sligh t  fi gure, clad i n  a white waist and 
brown l inen ,.;kirt, advanced to meet me. 
Above the broad. \vhite forehead a mass 
o f  dark hair was parted in tlw center 
and gathered low on the neck. Long, 
black lashes veiled the eyes, and the deli
cate cheeks were now flaming crimson. 

I choked down a gasp o f  admiration, 
ar• d then a \\·ave o f  p ity swept over me. 
This helpless, fragil e  child a governess ? 
The crime would have dragged m y  
uncle's spirit from the grave to hound 
me through m y  l i fe. 

The fringe o f  lashes l i fted and two 
dark eyes gazed straight into mine. " .\I r .  
Lampton," she said. 

I took the hand which she extended, 
and looked at her. This time I mur
mured nothing about being deli ghted. 
I nstead, I blurted out precisely \Yhat \vas 
in my m ind. 

" \Ve've been a pair o f  old fools ! " I 
cried. 

" Upon m y  word, Ronald ! "  M rs.  
Courland brushed me contemptuously to 
one side, took t he astonished girl by both 
hands and kissed her on the lips. I do 
not care to calculate how long it had been 
since l\ I rs. J olm Courland had kissed 
any one before. 

" I am Ronald's cousin , "'Irs. Cour
land," she said. " He wants us both to 
l ive with him in his  house i n  New York. 
] t  will be good for both o f  us, my dear. 
( lrdinarily, h� is quite an intelligent 
creature, for a man." 

Doris glanced at me and a quick smile 
sparkled in her e1·es and flashed across 
her face. It passed almost i nstanta
neouslv . . 
· " "'{r. Lampton is very kind." she ,.;aiel 
gravely, " but I cannot do that. I can
not be a burden to him all mv l ife ."  

" M y  dear D oris," I said, , ;  there i s  n o  
question o f  kindness. I have plenty o f  
monev, but 1 have i t  o n l v  on considera
tion that I care for vo� . You are as 
much entitled to share. in it as if you
er-as i f--as i f-you \Yere my d:: m .�h tcr ."  

\Irs. J oh n  coughed suddenly, a cough 
that irritated me. I suspected that l\I rs.  
J uhn \Yas amused. Another fugitive 
smile played over Doris's lips. 

" But I am not yuur daughter, \ I r. 
Lampton. l n  fact , ' '  and a touch o f  sad
ness crept into the young vuice, " I do 
not know who I am . "  

" You are mv ward," 1 answered 
promptly, " and that is what concerns u

.
s 

now. I n  New York, M rs. Courland will  
try to make you happy, and you will  
make her so. You will  come with us, 
11·on't you ? " 

Doris did not answer. For a moment 
her dark eves searched my face-then 
she turned �nd looked at M rs. Courland. 
\Vithout a word she walked over and 
took that ladv's hand. 

\ I rs. 1 ohn. bent down and kissed the 
flushed . face. " Doris will  
Ronald," said she. 

C HAPTER I X .  

.\ ::\ E�IERALD A N D  J\.I I S C H I EF. 

come, 

��-HAT summer passed with the speed 
o f  the \Yind. Released at last from 
the long imprisonment i n  the l ittle 

apartment, l\Irs. Courland grew years 
younger. To Doris she became devoted
ly attached. incessantly devising new 
schemes for her entertainment. She was 
amp] y repaid by the love my ward be
stowed upon her. Fron1 the moment 
1vhen \Ye druve away together from the 
convent gates, the possibility o f  a dis
agreement between these two never en
tered my mind, and I went about m y  af
fairs, happy i n  the knowledge that the 
problem my uncle left me had been 
solved. 

-

The problem was solved, but why it 
had ever ni,;tecl remained a mystery. O f  
Doris's earlv history and the reason s 
lvhich had r;rompted my uncle to bring 
her to America, \\"e still knew noth ing. 

In one of mv visits to the office I hacl 
discowred, in a corner of my uncle's pri
vate safe, a chamois bag. I t  was cov
ered 1vith' strange hieroglyphics-char
acters which I could not read but which 
I regarded with dislike, fer they recalled 
vividly to my mind the decorations on 
"'I me. Julie Lecompte's box o f  Con
stan t inople cigarettes. Pasted on the 
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oag in the midst of these oriental embel
lishments was a plain piece of white 
paper, bearing in my uncle's handwriting 
the IYOrds : " For D oris ."  

I took i t  to her and we opened it  to
gether. A cry of delight broke from her 
as I emptied i ts contents on the library
table. Before us, flashing i n  the :mn
l ight that poured in from the ;;quare, 
blazed a magnificent necklace of dia
monds and rubies. I knew l ittle of 
gems and Doris less, lmt the beauty of 
these stone� coul d  not ha\'e escaped a 
savage. .... 

I t  \\·as no ordinarv creation of the 
jeweler's art . The j �wels were strung 
in a double rOIY, the diamonds above, the 
rubic:; below, and from the center, �us
pei, ded on a gold chain, hung a huge, un
polished emerald. Graven in  the flat 
surface of th is stone were three char
acters, at the significance of ll'h ich I 
could not e1·en guess. 

At sigh t of the fortune lying before 
her D oris fell back bewildered. 

" Ronal d ,  Ronald ! " she gasped, " what 
does i t  al l  mean ? "  

I did not attempt any reply. I ns tead, 
I searched the bag in vain for some ex
planation. There was none. Save for 
the great necklace and its emerald pen
dant the chamois bag held nothing. 

With a sigh D oris gathered up the 
gems and let them slowly �lip from her 
hands into the bag. 

" Are you sure they are mine ? " she 
asked at length. 

" Yes, " I anS\Ycrecl. " T hat much 11·e 
do know. They are yours. " 

" Then I will wear them to-morrow 
night," she said. " A fter that you will 
sell them for me. They are no fi t  pos
sessions for a penn i lc�s girl . "  

" I  "·i l l  do nothing of  the k ind,"  T 
cried. " I will  keep them for you t i l l  
you are  married. They wil l  be  a splen
did dOIHV." 

D oris jumped from her scat so :;ucl
denly that the ch air  went crashing to the 
floor.  Then the door sl ammed, and I 
heard her running up the stair�. 

Completely bewildered, I sat i n the 
deserted l ibrary, staring nt the over
turned furniture. What crime had I 
committed now ? Sooner or later Doris 
was bound to marry. As I sat alone in  
the  silent room I devoutly hoped i t  would 

5 c 

be later. There was no sense m her 
upsetting things and running about the 
house at the mere thought of a husband. 

But my ward was not given to cause
less tantrums. Something had occurred 
to trouble her, and these wretched jewels 
were to blame. Had it been mine, I 
ll'ould have hurled the chamois-bag, with 
i ts  treasure, through the IYindow. As i t  
was, 1vi th a heavy heart, I dropped the 
accursed. thing into my pocket. 

M v hatred for the necklace was not 
d imi;1ishcd the next evcnin�. I t  was the 
night o f  the Rawlins's bal( the great an
nual function at which l\Irs.  Courland 
had decided t!lat New York society 
�hould be made aware of the existence 
of Dori,.; Revere. We had not been in 
the room fi fteen minutes "·hen I per
c�ivccl that New York society was quite 
well a1Yare of it-entirely too much so, I 
thought, as I stood by the wall and 
11·atched the ever-increasing throng of 
men about her. 

lt was all vcrv wel l .  Doubtless ?vlrs. 
J ohn kn�w exactly what she was about, 
hut why were our quiet evenings in 
Washington Square to be interrupted for 
the benefit of the pack of black-coated 
idiots at  . that moment tluttering about 
my ward. Times had changed, and the 
tJ;�.:ms that sparkled round her throat, the 
huge emerald pendant, were symbols o f  
t h e  change. 

I did not care to dance \Yi t h  any one 
else, and I could not dance with D or is. So 
I stayed in  bitter discontent by the wall, 
following 1Yith my eyes her white form 
as it gl id�.:d by, rewarded now ·and then 
with a (1uick sm i le, and paying some 
slight attention to the remarks of my old 
friend, Tom Rawl i n s, as he stood bv my 
side, h i s  foreign travels safely achic�ed. · 

" :\! other's all  smiles to-n ight ," said 
th e youn;.; man. " That's because the 
room is  chock-a-block with big guns. The 
Lcvantinc envoy came on from \Vashing
ton on purpose. H ere be is  now." 

A nudge from his elbow recalled my 
wandering wits.  Close beside us, h i s  
coat blazing IYith orders a n d  decorations, 
stood a tall man, surveying the room 
IYith an insolent stare in h is heavy, cruel 
eyes. Everything about Kalat Bey was 
heavy and cruel, the eyes peering out be
tween l·ittle rolls of fat, the mouth cov
ered by a drooping black mustache, the 
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sensual j aw, the great body itself. H and
some many called him. It occurred to 
me that he was sure to meet Doris, and I 
did not fancy the idea. 

As I watched him the great man gave 
a violent start. The cold insolence died 
in his eyes, and in its place came a look 
of wonder and excitement. He thrust 
his big head forward, as if to see better, 
and the expression on h is face was not 
a pleasant one. . 

Dancing ·with some young j ackanapes, 
Doris passed us, wtih a bow to Tom and 
a smile for me. Kalat Bey whirled 
about and seized Rawlins by the arm. 

" \VIm is she ?  " he cried. " The girl 
with the necklace-who is she ? " 

Tom stared at h im.  H e  did not care 
greatly for Kalat Bey, but it was h is own 
house, and he could not be rude. 

" .\Iiss Renre, I bel ieve ," he said colcl
lv. " The ward of my friend, Mr. Lamp
ton. T his is  Lampton . "  

H e  indicated me w i t h  a mot ion of h is 
hand, and I stepped forward "·ith the 
curtest of bows. For a second the envoy 
frowned at me IYith unconcealed hos
ti l itv. Then the diplomat sho1Yed. 

" \·ou arc fortunate in the beauty of 
· your ward, .\Ir.  Lampton," he said suaYe

ly, stroking his black mustach e . " I have 
seen manv beauti ful women, but, I a�sure 
you, she �1uite took my breath away. " 

" Apparently," I answered dryly, and 
continued to look at him. 

Kalat Bev \Yas not so ea�il r put down. 
A s-light flush ruse in his clark cheek, and 
h e  shot an eYil  glance at me, but his 
voice was unchanged as he '"ent on : 

" StKh l oveliness is a rare treat. I am 
fortunate in beholding it .  Perhaps l\Ir.  
Rawlins \Yill  do me the honor to intro
duce me." 

Before poor Tom could do more than 
give a helpless squirm the envoy h ad 
taken him bv the arm and 11·as marching 
him across the floor. The effronterv of 
the man \YaS amazing, but it \H1� Safe. 
Rawlins could !lot refuse without openly 
insulting -his mother's guest. For me to 
interfere would be to create a scene that 
D oris \Yould find intolerable. l\I oreover, 
if sh e  were onlv to meet those men I 
liked, her acquaintance would be some
what restricted. 

M rs. Rawlins descended upon me as I 
was fuming in impotent \Hath against 

the wall. She 11·as at no pains to hide 
her displeasure: 

" You do not dance, M r. Lampton," 
she said. " H ow are my guests to enj oy 
themselves if the young men do noth
ing ? " 

For an instant I was tempted to in
form her that I neither knew nor cared. 
Instead, I followed meekly in her wake, 
was introduced to various tiresome indi
viduals, and at length found myself free 
to return to my solitary meditations. Al
most at once they were interrupted agai:1, 
this time by young Rawlins. 

" I say, Ronald,'� he began, " it's none 
of my business, you know, but I don't 
like it. That beast Kalat Bey has carried 
:Miss Revere off into the conservatory. 
I ' d  like to slap his face for h im, only 
mother'd tum me out o f  the house if 1 
did. She-" 

But I waited for no more. Striding 
across the room, I made mv way into the 
shaded recesses of the colls�n·atory. 

In a seat under a palm I sa11· the white 
dres� of my ward. Abo\'e her towered 
th e  heavy form of the LeYantinc envoy. 
He held something in his hand, ancl the 
light in  the COibcrntory \Yas not dim 
enough to hide the look of triumph on h is 
face. So pleased wati he, indeed, that he 
did not notice my approach. 

" A  thousan d pardons, l\Iiss Revere," 
he was saying. '' The clasp \Yas worn. 
You must permit me to atone for my 
clumsiness . I will borrmY the emerald 
and return it to you with a new chain-a 
souYenir of a delightful acquaintance." 

Doris stammered some answer-! did 
not hear "·hat .  H er face was pale,  and 
in the great eyes fastened on the man in 
front of her was something akin to fear . 
The sight drove me wild.  

" I will take the emerald," I said, step
ping forward with outstretched hand. 
" Your excel lency need not trouble your
sel f about such a trifle." 

Kalat j umped at the interruption, and 
his hand t ightened involuntarily around 
the gem. H e  faced me w ith the same 
hostility he had evinced earlier in the 
evening . 

" To me it is neither a trifle nor a 
trouble ,"  h e  said. " Further, it is a 
matter between l\I iss Revere and mysel f." 

It \Yas an un fortunate remark. The 
mere thought of  anything between this 
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coarse brute and my sweet ward drove 
from me all pretense of self-control. 

" Give me that stone," I said peremp
torily. 

Kalat put his hands behind his back 
and mocked me with his cruel eves. 

" You make a mistake. I gi.;e orders, 
not take them. Stand a�ide, if you 
please." 

It was not a bra\·e act, ami have 
never been proud of it, but were I in the 
same position to-day, ·with Doris's trem
bling figure and pale, frightened face 
beside me, and that hulking ruffian sneer
ing in my path, I would do it again. 

\Vith a savage upper-cut, sent in so 
f)Uickly that he had no warning, I caught 
Kalat Bey square on the point of his 
protruding jaw. He staggered back, 
tripped over the leg of a chair, flung 
out his hands to save himself, and fell 
sprawling among the palms and potted 

• plants. 
Dropping from his opened hand, the 

great emerald rolled to my . feet. I 
thrust it in mv pocket and, with Doris, 
shaking on my arm, left ,the conservatory 
and the ball .  

C HA PTER X. 

THE DE.-\LER I X  Rl'GS. 

"VERY unfortunate, I call it," said 
.Mrs. Courland. " I still don't 
understand what it was all about, 

but I do kno\Y that :\Irs. Rawlins \Yi l l  be 
furious-and quite properly, too ."  

" She can't be furious over something 
she hasn't heard of," I retorted, " and 
who is going to tell her ? I certainly 
am not. As for the em·ov, if he feels 
like proclaiming to the ,�·orld that he 
was knocked clown for an insolent cad, 
he is welcome to do so, for what I care ."  

\Ve were at luncheon on the clay after 
Mrs. Rawlins's ball .  The heavv clouds 
of a dul l  \\'inter day hung �ver the 
square, and the motor buses moved up 
Fifth Avenue like huge green caterpil
lars crawling under a leaden sky. \Vithin, 
it was hardlv more cheerful. :'\Irs. Cour
land seemed. disposed to resent the man
ner in which I had upset her plans by an 
abrupt departure. Doris looked pale 
and worn, and, I thought, depressed and 
nervous. 

Mrs. Courland resumed the attack. 
" Why did you go into the conserva

tory with him ? " she asked Doris. " You 
should be more careful . "  

" I don't know," my ward answered 
wearily, " unless it was because the room 
was so hot. Then he was a diplomat, 
and I thought a Turk would he inter
esting. Why shouldn't I have gone ? " 
she went on, a sudden flash of anger 
shining for an instant in her dark eyes. 
" I couldn't know that he was going to 
be so horrid. H e  said a lot of silly 
things ; and then he took hold of the 
emerald, and it came off in his hand. 
Then Ronald came." 

The girl's voice trailed off, and she 
seemed ready to cry. I wa� sick of the 
whole business. 

" Doris did quite right," I said. " We 
are making a mountain out of a mole-hill .  
The jeweler can mend the necklace, and 
Kalat Bey's people can brush the dirt 
off his clothes. And that ends it ." 

But i n  my heart I knew it did not. 
There was no worn clasp. The emerald 
had not merely " come off." The chain 
had been snapped, and Kalat Bey had 
snapped it. Although, for what I knew, 
the envoy might be addicted to stealing 
jewels from young girls, it did not seem 
likely. Yet he had made one determined 
effort to secure that emerald. Would he 
make another ? 

This question I would put to 1\l rs. 
J olm when her temper was improved. 
In the meantime I would take Doris for 
a drive. She had fretted quite enough 
over the incident, and some diversion 
was needed. 

I\Iy hand was on the bell to order the 
carriage, when the maid entered to an
nounce the presence in the hall of a man 
who wished to see me. 

I n  the 'hallway a wizened old man, 
dressed in rusty black, confronted me. 
He had deposited a big bundle on the 
floor, and when I came upon him was 
leaning against the wall, l ike one who 
was weary of struggling with the world. 

" Mr. Lampton, sir," he  began, 
straightening up and speaking with an 
accent strange to me. " I beg your par
don for intruding, but I am a poor man. 
I have a treasure here without price-a 
work of art-a rug of the real oriental ." 

" My good man," I interrupted, " my 
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warehouse is full of such things . I do 
not buy rugs-I sell them, or my mana
ger does for me . " 

" But that is why I came to you," he 
said, throwing out hi� wrinkled h ands 
in a gesture of appeal . " These things 
are not for every one. You know-you 
wil l not rob a poor man-see ! " 

H e  unrolled the bund le and spread at 
· my feet a small rug. At a glance I saw 
that the man was speaking the truth . 
The rug was a real Bokbara. I had not 
been brought up among the products  of 
the Orient for nothing, and I knew that 
what I saw before me did not o ften find 
i ts  way .into the IV estern markets. 

" How much do you want for i t ? " I 
asked with I).1ore interest . 

The old man shrugged his narrow 
shoulders and bowed. 

" That is for the gentleman to say. 
He will not rob a poor man, " he rep lied 
in the true m anner of the Oriental about 
to drive a bard bargain . 

l glanced at the rug again, and it oc
curred to me that here was a better gift 
than the hatell necklace, which had 
caused such turmoil. 

" Doris, " I cal led, " look here a mo
ment

·
. \Vhat do vou think of this ? " 

I went on, as my
-
\vard obedient ly ap

peared in the doorway. 
Doris bent to examine the rug. and a 

little exclamation of del ight burst from 
her l ips  as the full beauty of it ·dawned 
upon her. " Oh, Ronald," she cried, 
" how lovely ! Are you going to buy i t ? 
What will you do w ith it ? " 

" I was thinking of putting it in your 
room, "  I sai d . " I want you to have 
something that diplomats ,,· i l l  not at
tempt to steal ." 

The old man rol led his treasure quick
ly up and swung it on his shoulder. 

" Permit me to spread it  in the lady's 
room," he said . . " Then it will  have the 
surroundings that it meri ts . H ere we 
cannot see with the just eye." 

I caught a gl impse of Doris's gentle 
face, flushed with p leasure and happier 
than it had been since Kalat Bey first 
came to trouble us. and 1111· m ind was 
made up. She should ha�•e th e rug . 
Mot ioning to the man . to follo \Y, I led 
the way up the !'tairs to Dori s's room . 

Even in the gray l ight of the gloomy 
afternoon, it was a cheerful p l ace, the 

windows opening 011 the square, with the 
whi te arch standing out against the bare 
branches of th e trees. 

M rs. Courland had arranged the room, 
doing her work well, as she always did. 
But there '"a� one defect. The three of 
us saw it at the same time.  

" Behold ! " and the old man flung 
do1vn the rug in front of the bureau,  
kicking contemptuously to one side an 
insignificant th ing that had been spread 
there. " Behold. it is  made for the room. 
Now it is perfect . " 

" Leave it there for a clay or two," I 
said. " I f  we l ike it, I will settle wi th 
you on the price."  

" As the  gent leman \\·ishes, but first let 
me repair t h is trifling damage. I t  is o f  
n o  importance-a fe,Y m inute:; o f  work . "  
He lifted a corner of  the rug and po inted 
to a small  tear on the under side. 

" Good," I answered. " A nd lH>\\· ,  
Doris ,  \Ye w i l l h an: our dri1·c ."  

Of that dr iH I remember l i tt le :;an: 
that it \Yas pure r.ll:' l i gln. and that  some 
time in the course of it  \Ye stopped at the 
jeweler 's. There I returned to ear t h  
long enough to realize t h a t  my �u,;p icion,; 
we�e confirmed by t h e  facts.  The fragile 
chain had been :;napped, the mall  de
clared-no cliftlcul t  feat for strong fi n 
gers-but of  the  �ignificance of t h e  char
acters cut i n  the emerald he could t�: l l 
me noth ing . l t 11·a� a remarkable stone. 
he said . and the necklace ihelf ,,·as 
equally extraord inary. K othing of the 
kind h ad enr come into his h ands be
fore. \V ith :m unuttered \Yi:;h that it 
had never come into mine. I left it 1vith 
him and drow :11Ya1· "· ith Dorb by my 
side. 

An ag itated maid greeted u:; at  the 
door on our return. " That man , :\1 r. 
Lampton." she began. " that old thing 
with the rug, tl:ere'" someth ing queer 
about him . • ·  

" Very l ikel y." I ans\vered, " but \\'hat 
has he been doing ? " 

" I caught him poking th rough :\1 i,;,; 
Doris' s  th ing", sir .: and \Yhen I u sked 
him what he 11·a� about. he told me to 
m ind my own affairs .: and he looked that 
black, s ir, I th ough t  h e'd kni fe me the 
way them E aste;n people  always do. 
And then he �mi led 'udden- l ike. and �aid 
he 11·anted a sma l l  needle. People l ike 
th at ough tn't to be in the home. sir ." 
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" Burglars don't usually cart oriental 
rugs about with them,"  I said, " and 
that's a true Bokhara, if ever I saw one. 
H e's an old fellow. Possibly he's a bit 
cracked. I ' l l  have him watched when he 
comes again ."  

Come he d id  in  a clay or two, as 
wizened, as humble, and as enthusiastic 
as before. This time he brought with 
him, instead of a rug, a stocky young 
chap-a cousin, he said-who had been 
living in M alta. The young man, it 
appeared, had found l ife difficult in 
Malta. Therefore, he had decided to 
try his fortune in America, where alone 
was industry rewarded and justice free. 

No\\·, he most ardently desired to buy 
an interest in a l i ttle shop. To this end 
he was eager to sell his one precious pos
session, some lace that was an heirloom 
in his family-lace that, hung as curtains 
in the windows of the young lady's room, 
would make of it a veFitable palace. 

All this the old man recited,. volubly 
with many gestures, while the cousin 
stood by with a sheepish grin. Then an
other bundle \vas unrolled and for the 
second time I was called upon to admire 
a treasure of the East. Of lace, I per
sonally knew l ittle and cared less, but in 
this case my opinion was hardly asked. 

For once Mrs. Courland forgot her 
habitua I restraint. 1 n unreserved rap
ture of enthusiasm, she declared that 
Doris should have those curtains if she 
had to pay for them out of her own 
pocket. And over the face of my ward, 
with the vision still in her mind of the 
severe simplic ity of the convent above 
the St. Lawrence, came a look of such 
suppressed longing that I did not dream 
of opposition. 

Once more I guided the pedlers of 
oriental art to my ward's room. There 
I left the man from l\Ialta, measuring 
and pottering about the windows, with 
Doris and 1\Irs. Courland to superintend 
the work, while I descended to the smo
king-room to wrangle with the ancient 
rug merchant concerning the price of his · 
wares. 

It was a long and tedious process. The 
old fellow's prices \\·ere as monstrous as 
his manner was apologetic. l\Iy remon
strances were met with eloquent 
harangues on the rarity of rugs and laces, 
on the poverty of himself and all his 

relatives, and on the obvious necessity of 
buying bread in a cruel world. 

It was in the midst of one of these, 
when I had almost resolved that to dis
appoint Doris was more endurable than 
to listen further, that I chanced to glance 
out of the window. A half - starved 
horse, harnessed to a covered wagon as 
dilapidated as itself, was drawn up in 
front of the house. Just visible on the 
seat was the lounging figure of the driver, 
sleepily puffing at a pipe. 

" But, l\Ir. Lampton knows that a man 
must live," droned on the old man, " and 
surely it is but the smallest of profits that 
I ask. \Vhere else can-" 

But my patience had fled and I cut 
him short. 

" ·what's that fool doing out there ? "  
I cried, pointing .to the disreputable 
equipage at my door. " If he is waiting 
for you, tell him to  move on. This is no 
junk-shop, and what's that ? "  Through 
the closed door my ear caught the sound 
of boards creaking, as though some heavy 
weight was passing stealthily over them. 

The rug merchant rose to his feet and 
moved between me and the door. 

" A  thousand pardons," he said, rais
ing his shoulders and spreading out his 
arms in the deprecatory gesture with 
which he punctuated most of his remarks. 
" H e  came for my cousin. It is ignorance. 
I will send him away. 

" But, first, l\Ir .  Lampton, look at 
this." He . turned abruptly back and 
spread before me a huge handkerchief of 
the gaudiest colors. " This is the rub
bish I sell to those who know nothing. 
\Vould you ask for a true Bokhara at the 
same price ? " 

" Oh, rot your handkerchiefs l Take 
your stuff away ! " 

I motioned him to one side, but the 
old man did not move out of my path. 
H e  was standing more erect now, hold
ing the ridiculous handkerchief at arm's 
length in front of him, his black eyes 
shining with excitement. · As I looked at 
the rusty black clothes and the hawk
like face above them, the cringing pedler 
vanished from my sight and in his place 
there seemed to stand an unclean vulture. 

Suddenly he thrust the handkerchief 
directly under my nose. 

" Look, look ! " he cried in a thin, 
shrill voice. 
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While I stared at him in astonishment, 
with a quick, deft movement he twisted 
the cloth about my neck and nostrils. A 
deadly odor struck straight into the very 
core of my brain, robbing me alike of the 
power and the will  to resist. Once I hit 
out, blindly and in vain. The noise of a 
sudden tumult in the hall rang in my 
ears and then I fell back, o\·ercome. 

And as I fell, there floated before my 
eyes the vision of a certain charming 
boudoir in Paris, with !"rime. J ulie Le
compte smiling at me over the little table 
laden with coffee-cups, and Tom Raw
lins sipping his liqueur, absolute bliss 
written plain upon his broad young face. 

C H APTER X I. 

AX ODD EPISODE. 

I T was Rawlins's face again that I saw 
when I opened my eyes ; but 'now i t  
was flesh and bl ood that I looked 

upon, and I was safe in my own prosaic 
smoking-room in \Vashington Square. 
Tom was bending over me, a glass in 
one hand and a bottle in the other. Odd
ly enough, the first thing that I noticed 
dearly was that the tie of the ordinarily 
immaculate ·young man >vas now tucked 
under his left ear. l\Ioreover, his collar 
was torn and stai ned with blood that 
trickled slowly down from a small cut 
in his lip.  

" \\'here's that in fernal scoundrel ? "  I 
cried, staggering to my feet, only to fall 
back on the lounge again, giddy and sick. 

" It's all right, Ronald-no harm 
done," said Rawlins soothingly, pouring 
out some brandy and handing it to me. 
" Lucky I came, though. "  

Under the influence of the st imulant 
my head cleared and I looked about me 
with intelligent eyes. The room was as 
I had always kno,vn it. Some boys I 
had seen playing in the Square were still 
there. N othing was changed save that 
the battered vehicle b y  the curb had 
vanished. 

" What · happened ? \Vhat was it all 
about ? "  I asked of Tom. 

" Search me, " replied that individual 
cheerfully. " That's what I "·ant you to 
tell me. Every time I see you, you are 
in the thick of sonic mystery or other, 
'IYith all sorts of disreputable character� 

hanging about. I don' t think it's safe 
for a decent young man to know you." 

He helped himself to a drink,. lighted 
a cigarette, and drew up a chair. 

" I am coming to see you about a little 
matter-I'll  tell you what it is later," 
he went on, " and I was j ust about to 
ring the bell when the doo

-
r opened. A 

queer kind of a guy started to come out 
with a big, huge bundle, a rug or some
thing like that, you know, in his arms. 
v\'ell, sir, the minute he saw me he 
j umped back so quick he nearly dropped 
the thing. and then he let out a lot of 
what I t9ok to be bad language, only I 
couldn't under�tand a word of it. I ' l l  
swear it  wasn't Italian or  French or  any 
of the ordinary tourist lingoes, though. 

" "'hatever it was, it  made me pretty 
hot, for I didn't think that was any way 
for a gentleman to be Teceived w bo comes 
to pay a little cal l .  So when he went 
back, I went forward. He tried to shut 
the door, but he had his hamb ful l  with 
the bundle, you see, an d I was too quick 
for him. We both arrived in the hall 
about the same time. 

" "' hen be found be wa' cornered, he 
dropped the blamed bund le. I knew 
then it wa�n't all rug, for it  went clown 
like a ton of lead. And he showed fight. 
H e  was a squat little chap, but stocky 
and good all right. He caught me one 
here-Rawliu�  pointed to his lip-and 
mussed me about some, but I was doing 
nicely until thb door burst open and out 
flew an old codger like a jack-in-the
box, and headed for me. 

" I landed on him once, but he had a 
knife, you know, and between that and 
the two o f  them, they got me away from 
the door. They might have got the bun
dle, too, for what I know, but just then 
down the stairs comes Mrs. Courland, 
yelling blood and thunder. as I never 
hoped to hear her yell in my life, and be
hind her every servant you've got. 

" That finished my two gentlemen. 
They took it  on the run down the steps, 
jumped into some sort of a ramshackle 
wagon, and the last I saw of them they 
were headed for Sixth A venue. "  

H e  paused and took a long puff a t  his 
cigarette. 

" I am obliged to you, Tom," I said 
rather wearily, " but I'd like to know 
what the mischief they were after. They 
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11ad good stuff, and oriental rugs and 
l aces are too valuable for ordinary bur
glars to throw around." 

Tom laid down his cigarette and looked 
at  me. 

" They didn't leave any rug," he said. 
" One of them snatched it off the bundle 
before he ran. Do you kno\1• what was 
inside ? " 

" How the deuce should I ?  " I asked. 
" The fam ily silver, I suppose." 

" No," said Tom deliberately. " I t 
was M iss Revere." 

" \Vhat ! " I was on mv feet in a sec
ond. " D oris ! \\'here {� she ? What 
do vou mean ? "  

" -N ow, now-easv does it." Rawlins 
blocked �1y wav to the door. " She's all 
r ight. rvirs. tourland's looking after 
her. They gave her the same dope they 
gave you, I guess. for she lay like a l.>g 
on the floor and her face was like chalk." 

I brushec him to one· side and rushed 
up-stairs. At the door of my· ward's room 
I encountered �Irs. John. I t  is only 
charitable to suppose that the occurrence 
of the afternoon had upset that lady's 
nerves, for her manner was distinctly 
rude. 

· " Go away," she said acidly. " Go 
away, and don't make such a clatter about 
it ." 

" \Vhere is Doris ? " I demanded. 
" In her room, resting-and small 

thanks to you for bringing a pack of ruf
fians into the house and then leaving the 
child alone with them." 

" I left her "·ith you," I retorted, 
somewhat taken aback l;y this unexpected 
assault. 

" And you tb�.ught I was never to stir 
out of the room again, I suppose. That 
vil lain, the lace man, said he wanted some 
pins, and I "·ent to get them for him. I 
\Yasn't awav a minute. but when I 
returned Doris was gone and all  the 
drawers of the bureau pulled out and 
emptied. Anything might have happened 
to the girl \Yhile you were idling about in 
the smoking-roori1." 

Deeming it  rather worse than useless· 
to attempt to reason with my incensed 
cousin, I returned to Rawlins, satisfied 
that D oris had suffered no serious injury. 

Tom had employed the interval in 
adjusting his crayat, and now, restored 
more nearly to his normal appearance, 

was gazing meditatively out of the win-:: 
dow. He turned as I entered and regard
ed me with a puzzled air. 

" \Vhat I want to know, Ronald," he 
said, " is why you are always in some kind 
of a muss. You go about fainting all 
over the sho!J!\ in Paris and rooming 1vith 
all sorts of queer ducks you don't say a 
word about, and here in New York you 
fight with diplomats, get drugged in your 
own house, l\iiss Revere kidnaped, and 
Heaven knows what else." 

He stopped, more because he was out 
of breath than for any other reason, and 
I sank back on the lounge and gingerly 
felt my aching head. ,. 

" I don ' t  know anything more than you 
do," I answered, " except that I certainly 
did not faint in Paris. But how did you 
know of the row with the Turk ? " 

" Oh, he came up to my mother look
ing a bit the worse for wear, soon after 
you left the grand party, and said he re
gretted that a violent headache compelled 
him to retire to his apartment. I asked 
him if he contracted it in the conserva-

. tory, and very politely brushed some dirt 
off his coat for him. He looked black as 
thunder at me, growling out something 
about insolent puppies-so I guessed you 
and he hadn't agreed very well." · 

Tom broke off with a chuckle, and 
drew out a fresh cigarette from his case. 

" That reminds me," be went on. 
II What I came to see vou about was that 
dinner dance at  the · country club on 
Staten I sland. You and l\I iss Revere are 
going, I know, and I want you to let me 
take you down in the governor's automo
bile. I 've borrowed it for the occasion." 

Rawlins stopped to laugh again'before 
he continued : 

" You mustn't go back on me now, for 
I got ginger blue from mother on your 
account. You see, old Kalat What's-his
name is still hanging round our house. 
He seemed so interested when I told the 
governor why I wanted the car that I 
suggested he had better come, too, and 
enjoy your society. 

" Cresar's ghost ! I thought that man 
would have a stroke on the spot. He got 
a bright purple and just mouthed at me. 
F inally he managed to say that he took 
no p leasure whatsoever in M r. Lampton's 
society. I told him that was his lc1 ss, not 
yours, and then things warmed up some. 
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" Afterward mother was quite severe 
with me. She said that she most emphat
i cally would not permit her guests to be 
insulted in her house, and a whole lot of 
that sort of rot. But the governor does 
not l ike the Turk any more than I do, 
so he let me ha,·e the machine. Now; 
you' ll  come, won't you ? " 

" If Doris is well enough, we' 11 be de
ligh ted," I laughed, " and, as it 's a week 
off, I fancv she will be. But I sav. Tom, 
don't row· any more with Kalat ·Bey or 
you'l l  have M rs. Rawlins down on the 
whole lot of us;" 

" Oh, that 's  all right," said the young 
man. " vVhat I say doesn't count. you 
know. And now, having rescued the 
Lampton household from battle, murder, 
and sudden death. I ' l l  take my de
parture . " 

C H A PT E R  X I I . · 
A TERR I F YJ � ( ;  ADVEI\"'1'\IRE. 

l ATE in the afternoon, j ust o n e  week 
L after Rawlins's timely arrival had 

thwarted the st i ll  i nexplicable at
tempt to kidnap my ward , I \Yalked into 
the drawing - room. Doris was there, 
gazin§ through the early winter night at 
the bright cross of the Judson M emorial, 
blazing h igh above the dark square. 

I had ·expected to find her-in fact, I 
had come there to meet her-but I had 
not expected that my lu:a rt \vould leap as 
it did when I shut the door and sa\\· 
the slender fi gure standing by the win� 
dow. 

She was dressed for the dinner dance 
to which Rawlins had promised to take 
us, dressed simply in white, and she wore 
her hair parted in the center, as it had 
been when I first saw her in the far-off 
convent. As she turned to greet me, the 
smile that always lurked in her dark eyes 
passed to her lips. 

-

" I  tol d you I ' d  be ready," she said. 
" And see-I've put on my necklace, for 
there will  be no Kalat Bey to-night. 
Isn't it beaut iful ? " 

I looked at the flower-like face before 
me and then at the great gems flash ing 
with an evil l ight around her white throat, 
and I hated the gorgeous thing. 

" Beautiful - yes," I said ; " but a 
mystery, and I don ' t  l ike nrysteries . " 

The smile fled from her lips and eyes 
alike. 

" I 'm sorry," d1c said, turning back to 
the window. " for, you see, I 'm all mys
tery mysel f. " 

" That's not fair," I cried, taking a 
step toward her. " You know what I 
mean . Before that beastly thing was 
found there was never a word between 
us. The fi rst time you saw it you ran 
from me. and since then it's al l . been 
trouble and '"orry and mystery . \Vith
out that you are j ust Doris Revere, my 
ward, and I \Youldn't gi\·e her up for a 
m i llion necklaces." 

Without l ooking at me, Doris raised 
her hands and unclasped the j ewels from 
her neck. 

" Take i t . then, ' '  �he sa id, hold ing it 
out. " I thought you'd l ike me to look 
as wel l as I could." 

Like most men, I had no sooner got 
what I wanted than 1 \ras sorr,· for i t .  
Something in  her tone puzzled-

me.  I 
could not understand it. on ly in some way 
I fel t  that I had grieved and d isappointed 
her. The thought was not to be en
dured . 

I took the nccklrwc from her hand
none too gently, I fear-and bent to 
fasten it again around her throat. 

" You w i l l  wear it," I said. " You 
will  wear it to plea�c me." 

Her hair touched my face. her cheek 
wa;; close to mine, and in t h at in�tant 
necklace, dance, my duty , and her posi, 
tion were swept from my mind. I on ly  
knew that I l owd my ward, and that �he 
should be mv wife. 

The priccfess necklace dropped from 
my hand and blazed in unheeded splen
dor on the floor as I took Doris in m\' 
arms. For one second she lay quite stil i. 
her head thrown back, her white face 
pressed against my breast, ber glorious 
eyes gazing stra igh t up1yard iutu mine. 
until the black lasheg fell  as I kissed her 
for the first time. 

For a secon d, I say, she remained mo
tionless in mv arms. Then her cheeb 
flamed ,,· ith s�1clden color and she sprang 
erect, pushing me violently from her. A 
brief instant she confronted me, her 
slight form dr�nm to its full height,  the 
black eyes afire with a light · I had never 
seen. · Suddenly l1er head drooped and I 
saw ber l ip;; quiver. 



A �  A :\I E R I CA N  K N I G HT ERRANT. 265 

'' Uh, Ronald. Ronald ! "  
�truck me like the "·ail of 
" Ronald, Ronald ! I t's 
] ) () II' ! "  

Her voice 
a lost soul .  

a l l  spoiled 

The pride that had hra1·ed me a mo
ment before had ,·ani� heel. In everr line 
of the wilted l i ttle figure, her fac� cov
ered by her hands, I saw despair i tself. 
All the j oy and laughter which had 
greeted me five m inutes be fore I had 
k i ll ed. N ow l stood like a murderer 
bcsiclc the soulless bodv of his victim. 

In  impotent wrath, i turned away and 
strode down the room. kicking vigorously 
at the smoldering fire as I passed. The 
sound of a sob came to me l ike the thrust 
of a dagger, and then there was si lence. 

For what seemed an eternity, 1 stood 
gazing into the black emptiness of a back 
�·ard-that forlorn wail hammering at 
nw heart : " Ronald.  Ronald ! I t's al l  
SJ;OiJ cd 110\V : " 

. 

\\' hat was spoi led ) A flash of h ope . 
crossed my brain like l ightning before 
the ey es . L' l ums1·. senseless fool that I 
had hecn : For � 1 1  the�e months. I had 
fait h fu l l y  and rigorously pl ayed the guar
dian . HOI\' \Vas the  girl  to knO ll" that r 
I u ,·cc\ her ? I t  had been hard, and ever 
growing harder as my eyes were opened 
tu the full glory of th e t reasure in my 
keep ing. but. hitherto, I had clone my 
clutl". And, ncm. without one word o [  
e x p-lanation, by a sudden fit of  passion 
to  drh·e her from mv house ! How was 
Doris to kno\Y that ·r 11·as no scoundrel , 
�1\·a i l ing himse l f  o f  her h e l p l essness )  

I threw bal'k m v  shoulders and 
11· heeled about. At tl1e far end of the 
room, her brow resting on a table, her 
arms stretched out upon it in front of her 
11·as Doris. At  my approach she raised 
her head and l ooked at me, her face dead
] y pale and in her eyes the same despair 
that I had heard in her Yoice. I winced 
IYi th pain at the sight, and stood humbly 
before her. 

" Doris," r began. and then the door 
opened. 

" 1\I r. Ra wlin� is here. sir." announced 
the maid, " and he says you're late al
rcadv." 

" :f e l l the fool to wait ." r snapped. 
In  my mind is an indistinct recollec

t ion of a bewildered face in the doorway, 
mouth and eyes wide open with aston
i shment, ·but the door cl osed and I do 

not do\.lLH that poor Tom received some 
sort of a decent message. Certainly he 
never showed resentment. 

" Doris," I began again, " I have to 
ask your pardon, but I cannot say I am 
sorry. I cannot hide the truth longer. 
l love vou. Doris-I love von. You 
have bee.n my ward. I want ·you to be 
mv \Yi fe . ' '  

1 paused, for her face was turned from 
me and she was studying once more the 
I ights of the col�! Square. At the thought 
of what I was about to lose, my heart 
stopped, hut I struggled on as steadily 
as l could. 

· 
" I shall go a ll'ay to-morrow. In  a 

\Yeek T shal l return for mv an�wer. Onlv 
remember. if "-the word� choked me a·s 
I strove to utter them-" i f  vou do not 
care for me, vou are sti l l  mv �l'ard. Your 
p lace is sti l l  i1ere. I shall  go-not you." 

I stopped abruptly. too racked by sus
pense to care how bad ] y I hac! spoken. 
Silence f e I I  upon the dra " i ng-room, 
broken onl y bv tlH' crack l i n "  of t he fire. 
How long . J � toot! \\' a i r i n g  Gy the table, 

1111' e1·cs fi :-.;cd on Dori� a,; she sat motion
le�s . .  gazing through the winclo1Y, I can
not even guess. 

At last she mon•d. Pu,;h ing back h er 
chair. sh e  ,; l i>ll. h· rose to her feet and 
faced me. 

. 

" konald : "  \Yas all she said. 
It was enough. One glimp,;c of her ·  

face, o n e  l ook i nto h e r  eyes had given me 
her answer. I waited for no more. For 
the second time I took her in mv embrace, 
for the second t ime our l ips 1{1et. 

J I er arms \vere sti l l  round mv neck 
".hen Ra 1d ins\ voice sounded 'in the 
hall : 

" I say, I 'm not going to wait out here 
in this confounded hall any longer. What 
are you doing in there such a deuce of a 
1vh i l e. anyway ? J 'm coming in to see." 

I Y e had barely time to spring apart 
before the door opened and Tom ap
peared, apparently convinced that he was 
the most \Yelcome of visi tors. Doris 
beamed upon h im. 

" Just a minute, �Tr. Rawlins." She 
p icked the necklace from the floor, where 
I had dropped it and handed it to me. 
" \Von' t  you fasten this, Ronald ! I ex
pect something nicer, soon, but in the 
meantime this will have to  do." 

Tom gaped at the great jewek 
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" That'� nice enough , I should think, " 
he sa id . " I n the meantime, I can tell  
you we are mighty late ." 

\Ve were far later for that dinner than 
Tom expected-so late· in fact. that we 
never reached it. \Vith grave doubts as 
to  the prop riety of the proceedi n g, 1\1 rs. 
Courland had viel cled to a severe head
ache and con�e!J tcd that D or.is should go 
without her . 

Althou�h I had no cause to \Yi,;h the 
worthy l;dy harm. 1 fel t grateful to that 
headache. as \Ye bundl ed into the tonneau 
of the big car. r knew by exper ience the 
futility of any attempt to hoodwink l\I rs. 
T ohn, and I had no wish at th at moment 
to subject my new- found happ iness to 
her critical examinat ion . 

As it chanced, hmn,·er, e1·en h er keen 
eye \vould not han� l1ad t ime to detect 
anyth ing su5picious about the si l ence in 
w hich Doris a n d  I started on our j our
ney. Not daring even to glance at D oris, 
as she sat, wrapped i n  furs, by my side, 
I stared past Rawlins into the n i ght in 
be\\· i ldered contemplation of my· supreme 
future. 

Then, as  t h e  machine gathered �peed 
on ih ,,·ay to Broadway. my eyes fell 
upon a group o f  push -cart men gathered 
at the corner of lJniversitv P lace, and 
because my happineo;s was· too great a 
thing for my bra in to grasp at once , i t  
fell to \Yondering idly why those poor 
devils chose to stand aimlessly about in 
the cold, and \Yhether thev h ad no homes 
of fheir 

·
own i n  ''"hich to ·seek refuge . 

\Ye \YCre close upon them when one 
detached himself from the group. 
Trund ling his cart in front of  him,  he 
started to cross \Vaverley P lace i n  front 
o f  us. Alth ough at best i t  mmld haYC 
heen a close shave, the ch;;�.uffeur's gui::k 
eve told h im tha t there was no absolute 
n.eed to  slo.cken speed, and h e contented 
h imself with a Yi gorous blast of the horn. 

It  fel l upon ears deaf beyond imagi 
n ing. Possessed, apparently, by a sudden 
fi t  of madness , the ped ler stopped dead 
in the middle of the street. Turning his 
back upon the advanci ng car,  he proceed
ed to shout some unintell igible g ibberish 
t o  his companions. 

\Vith  a cry of warning, I half  r·ose 
from my seat . I t  was too late. I heard 
the chauffeur swear once, felt  the break
ers j ammed on, and then Doris, Rawlins, 

and l were heaped together in the bot
tom of the tonneau. From ahead came 
the crash of spl intering wood, from the 
corner a chorus of  wild yells. 

Out of the tangle of fur-robes, I strug
gled to  my feet as best I could and looked 
about me. The street was strewn with  
the wreckage of  the  pedler's stock i n  
trade. From t h e  park benches and shel
tered archways had come that mysteri ous 
army of v agrants ever lurking about the 
square. Like vultures they had scented 
their prey and were now squabbling over 
the harvest of apples and oranges, dates 
and grapes, flung out before them. 

But there was something more serious 
before us t h an this  horde of hungry un
fortunates. About the chauffeur cla
mored the group of  push-cart men, head
ed bv the fellow whose cart we had 
wrecked. One of them struck wildly at 
our driver, and I fancied I caught, in the 
l ight of the street l ight,  the flash of a 
kn ife. 

M y  eye took in the situat ion in an 
instant. 

' ' Trouble, Tom ! " I cried , and then I 
turned to Doris. 

She was not hurt, but she, too, had 
seen and understood, and she clung to me 
in silent alarm. I sn atched up a robe 
and flung i t  hastily about her, for the 
shock had loosed her wraps and the neck
l ace was flashing forth the story of its 
wealth to  al l  the starving eyes about us. 

There was l ittle time to care for Doris. 
Even as I leaned over her, a fist struck 
at me. There was no doubt about it
t he uproar was becoming ominous. 

The pedlcrs ''"ere yelping l ike wolves 
about the ch auffeur, and already I had 
heard a stone whiz past my ear. Once 
let the ever-i n creasing throng about us 
conceive the notion that it was a child 
and not a cart that we had run down, 
and no one could tell what might happen . 

\Vith the keen eye o f  a general Raw
l ins ap praised the situation. Leaping 
out of the car,  h e  headed straight for the 
leader of  the venders . The fel low was 
on the hub o f  the front wheel,  striking 
at the terrified chauffeur with a stick at 
l east two feet too short to be of effect. 
I saw Tom's fist shoot out. It landed 
on the man's chest, a harmless enough 
blow under ordinary circumstances, but 
in this case powerful enough. The m an 
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went over backward, striking the asphalt 
so hard that he lay quite still in front of 
the machine. 

As a strategic diversion in aid of the 
h ard-pres�ed chauffeur, Tom's sally was 
a brilliant success. As one person, the 
whole gang turned upon him. 

This time the flash of steel was un
mistakable. The pecllers appeared to 
be in the grip of unreasoniug fury, and I 
knew that in the Levant. from where 
the�e hotheads came, a ma;1's l ife was of 
l ittle account. 

Since the night in Paris, when I had 
ueen fortunate enough to re�cue l\lichael 
Kara, I had never been abroad in the 
eYening "· ithout the loaclecl night - stick 
my uncle had bequeathed me. Now, 
with the stick in my hand, I j umped to 
Tom's side. 

The boy was fighting l ike a demon. 
For al l  their knives, the crew about me 
gave way bBfore h im,  preferri11g to wait 
a chance for a blow in the back rather 
than fan� his driYing fists. The chance 
might come at any m inute. A red stain 
011  Ra,din�'s sh irt-front told me that at 
least one kni fe had found its mark. 

The leather-capped steel top of my 
stick fell upon the nearest head, and it 
went do\\·n \\· i thout a sound. Before a 
wide-armed sweep ur two of my formill
able weapon, the rest of  the gang shrank 
hack, and Tom and I fomid ourselves at 
peace in the center of a throng of intense
ly interested and worthless spectators. 

A second la ter. abn\T the head:; of t h e  
gaping ,·agrants. I saw the caps of a 
pair of belated policemen. Their clubs 
made short work of the crmnl, and then 
they col1fronted us. 

" \Vhat's all th is ? " demanded one. 
Apparently, in the eyes of this guardian 
of the l aw, it was a serious crime to be 
attacked in  the streets. " vVho hit this 
fellow ? "  He pointed at the prostrate 
figure of the man that I had knocked 
down. 

" I hit 
time, too. 
bing my 
Tom ? " 

him," l repl ied, " and just in 
I want him arrested for stab

friend here. Are you hurt, 

The officer scow led at me. 
" I ' l l  attend to my business, young fel- . 

low. Don't you-" 
" You attend to it badly, then," I in

terrupted, thoroughly enraged at the 
man's insolence, " and you took your time 
about coming. The commissioner will 
hear of this." 

l t was about as stupid a thing as . I 
could well have said. I learned after
ward that the man had been h aving a 
thoroughly enjoyaule time in the back 
room of the saloon whose l ights snone 
l ike great eyes across the square when 
his attention was at last called to the 
uproar on his post. Now, internally 
alarmed at the possible consequences, he 
decided that if  complaints were to be 
made, he would at least get the start. 

He rabed his club and shook it at me. 
" The sergeant \v i l l  hear of it first, 

I guess." he grow led. " I am going to 
run the whole lot of you in for disorderly 
conduct. Better ring for an ambulance 
for that fellow, J oe. I ' l l  take a nice 
little ride to the station in my lord's 
automobi le .  Step l ively now." 

In di sgust, 1 turned to e.'\plain to 
Doris. Huddled on the front seat was 
the trembling fur-robed figure of the 
chauffeur. Behind h im yawned an empty 
tonneau. 

I �prang to the side of  the car. Half 
crazy with fear, 1 threw out the robes in 
the wild hope that she had taken refuge 
under them. Of my ward there was no 

- sign . 
" Doris � Doris ! " I shouted. " Doris ! 

Doris ! "  
The black night gave me back no an

swer uut the distant rumble of an Ele
vated train and the sound of many foot
steps on the pavements of \Vashington 
Square. 

( T o b e  c o n t i n u e d . )  

D ESTI NY. 

As hidden springs afar in woodl ands deep 
Find through rough paths their certain seaward way, 

So-though the years are long, the journey far- • 
I know that Thou and I shall meet some day. 

Arth11r Wallace Peach. 
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w. E had shipped together at i n  front of him to take h is gun, I felt 
St. Louis, and had been i t  quiver. When the officer had passed 
bunkies ever since ; so, I stole a hasty look at  h im, and I thought 
naturally, I knew more he had paled. When he h ad struck the 
about i t  than any one corporal at Mare I sland he had been 
else. I ndeed, I may be white as a sheet. 

said to have been the only outsider that That afternoon the man in the bunk 
knew anything about it at all. Usually next mine \vas transferred out of the 
we enlisted men are not at  al l  slow to ex- company, and Emmett took advantage of 
press our opinion o f  a n  officer-that is,  the vacancy to move over. \Ve naturally 
among ourselves-especially if  that opin- got to talking abol!t our new surround
ion be an unfavorable one, and the officer ings. The company commander, Captain 
a shave-tail.  But·  death itself couldn't Smith, was mentioned. Emmett expressed 
have been more s ilent than was J ohn Em- his approval of h im ; I agreed. Then I 
mett, to all but me. said something about Lieutenant Martin. 

In the fi rst place Emmett shouldn't " I don't  l ike h im," said Emmett, after 
have come into the service. A man of his a moment's pame. 
make-up has no business there. H e  was " I · thought be seemed all right," I 
too high-strung ; things that a soldier returned. 
has to bear every day he  never could get Emmett's  mouth closed grimly. 
used to. He electrified the whole post at " I t's hot," he said. He got up and 
Mare Island, while still a recruit, by removed his khaki shirt and trousers and 
quite coolly and deliberately knocking sprawled on his bunk in  his undercloth
down a corporal who mingled profane ing, six feet o f  magnificent bone and 
abuse with his instruction of the manual muscle. 
of arms. " I hate him," he said i n  a low voice, 

For that he  got ten clays in double irons. but with conviction, " and always shall ."  
But that doesn't matter. The 'Point is I could see no reason for his- attitude. 
that he would h ave done it just as coolly :'\I y one glance at J\l artin had shown nie 
and deliberately i f  he had known that he  nothing distasteful. H e  was o f  medium 
would get a hundred. H igh-tempered ? height, slender, well set - up, distinctly 
N o, I wouldn't say that. I couldn't good-looking in an aristocratic sort o f  
imagine h i m  losing h i s  temper. I couldn't way. He was imperious o f  disposition
imagine him quarreling w ith a man who I could tell that from the l i ft of his head 
had wronged him. But I could imagine and the ring o f  his voice ; but h e  looked 
him shooting that man-dead. l ike a good soldier and a good officer. I 

I saw it begin the  day \Ye were turned lwd made up my mind to like h im, and I 
to dutv in O longapo, Zambal es. Emmett did l ike him to the encl. But in spite o f  
w a s  n'umber four o f  the fi rst squad, ·r that and of Emmett's  manifest fault, my 
was number one of the second ; so, when sympathies \Yere with the latter. 
we formed in company front :for inspec- I remember \ve l l  their fi rst exchange 
tion of arms, I stood next to him. of words. On the second day, a:t review 

,� Second Lieutenant :'\I artin had the and inspection, Emmett inadvertently 
front rank. Emmett's elbow touched follo\Yed an old custom and, at " Open 
my own, and, when l\Ir. :\I artin stepped chambers," opened his magazine also. 

z68 
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l\I r. Martin stopped in front of him. 
" \\ihy do you do that ? " he asked . 
" I was taug.ht to do it in Brookl yn , 

,;ir," Emmett answered. 
In the words there was nothing. But 

the tones of the men startled me, like the 
fi r,;t rat tle of skirmishers along a battle 
f runt . I knew that the officer had recog· 
nized and returned the feeling of the 
man in the ranb . And this feeling. 
causeles�-if vou cal l that causeless which 
,;prings from- the very root of t h ings-
grew under the hot sun of the Ph i li p 
pines, which inflames the passions and 
dries up the patience o f  the white man, 
until  it uecame h ate. u nreaso n ing, i m 
p lacable, primord i a l .  

l report  "·ord for  11·onl a conversation 
I had with Emmett some six months ago 
after we l anded . M uc h  of it I could not 
u nderstand ; cannot now. One afternoon, 
when we 1\:ere uoth off guard, a fter l ib
erty caH had sounded, I proposed a wa l k . 
and Emmett indifferentlY as,;ented . \Ve 
1\"t'llt out t h rough the · natiw vi l lage. 
across the red hri<Jgc. and struck out 
over the t rail  to the south . 

Once out of sight of the garr ison, E m ·  
mett's apathy left h i m .  H e  strode on 
furi ow;ly. as i f  trying to t i re himself out. 
He did t i re Ill < '  out ; and \Yh en at last hl' 
paused, 1 th rl'll. my,;e l f  dm1·n ll J H > I I  1 h v  
grass, brea th l e>s . . 

" Have mercy on a fel low, w ith t ho,;c 
long legs," I pleaded .  ' '  I t ' s  a pity you 
IYeren't out h ere for the Stotzenherg hikl'. 
i f  t ha t 's  the ,,·ay you go." 

' ' I t 's a blame good thi ng I wasn't." 
" \\'by ? "  
" \\'hv � Do you suppose I ' d  haYC 

done it ? D o  you suppose that because 
,;ome h igh mogul wanted to break a 
record· I 'd have tramped through th i,;  
rountrv s i x t v  miles in two davs. w ith a 
blanket-ro l l  -on m \· back ? Not -me. Thev 
could have locked me up. I wouldn't 
ha,·e pretended to try. And the officers 
riding ahead in carabao-carts � " 

" Some of the officers hiked w i t h  the 
men.' Our C. C. did, and so did :\lar
t in . "  

T h e  remark was an unfortunate one. 
Emmett relapsed into gloom�· th01.1ght. 
I lav idlv, th rowing stones over the steep 
c l i f

( 
into. the sea. 

" I 11·ish we h a d  that h ike over agai n  
l l l ·· lnnrrmY � " h e  broke out .  " T o  Stat· 

zenuerg-and farther. A hundred miles 
-to walk till we dropped . I 'd  like to 
wear h im out , mile by mile, step by step, 
and then when he fel l to stand over him 
and laugh at h im . " 

I looked at Emmett. fascinated and 
hal f afraid to speak. 

" I may be going mad ," he resumed . 
" I th ink I am. I h ope I am. I 'd l ike 
to go mad , and some day when he stand ,;  
i n  front o f  m e to see i f  I keep m y  gun 
and 111\- clothe� and mv face-bv H eaven. 
my f•ia-clean," his Yoice n;se i nto a 
posit ive shriek, " I 'd like to j ump on him 
and strangle him to death. I 'd do it .  
< )nee I got hold o f  his th roat the whole 
company couldn't  pu ll me .off. "  

I t seemed to m e  that there was th e 
l i ght of i nsani ty i i1 his eye� al ready . I 
tried to rea�on w i th h im. 

" \Vhv. T ohn. I don't see-he nen·r 
d i d  anyt h i 1�g-" 

" O h ,  I km)\Y h e d i d n ' t .  You don' t  
under�taJhl .  X ohod\· under,;tands hut he 
and · I .  JJ,· dnc,;. B u t  \"<Hl 're the onh· . -man l can t a l k  t<.>, and ! '1-e got to tal k  
t o  �omehody. I t  was horn i n  both of us. 
I gue,;s. I ca n 't help it. I wouldn't i f  I 
could. l'an you h e l l '  hating a rat t le -
snake ? " 

I I . 

P L  RE luck gaYe me, of all  the men o f  
t h e  garr ison, a g l i mpse o f  the first \Yark
ing out of E mmett 's h atred . I t  ''"as a 
few nights a fter pay-day. and I had been 
down among the J ap,;. t rying to get r id 
of my sma l l stt �re of peso,;. and fi nding 
l ittle d ifficu l ty . l 11·as retuTITi11g to quart· 
ers a l ittle a fter  m id nigh t and, as I passed 
post number ten, I caught a glimpse o f  
the sentn·. He  \\·as walking frnm me. 
hut it was moonl ight.  and I rcc .. g n i zed 
Emmett .  

I was about t o  speak to h im. when I 
saw Lieutenant l\Iart in com i ng up from 
the  opposi te d i rect ion .  T dnn't  k now 
why I stopped . hu t I d i d,  \Ya i t i n g  in thC' 
shadow of the Post E xchange building . 
1 heard the hail. " Halt .  who's there ? " 
and the reply, " O fficer o f  the day." The 
officer was advanced, recognized, and sa
luted. He returned the salute and stood 
fare to face with the sentrv. 

I couldn't h ear what wa.q said. I sup
posed-and st i ll suppose-that Mr. Mar
t i n  onh· asked Emmett the customarr 
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questions. But, suddenly, Emmett's gun 
went clattering to the ground, and Em
mett sprang upon the officer. 

I was glued to the spot by a horror 
which can be understood only by a man 
who has served in the ranks and under
stands the gravity of the offense, which 
outweighs sometimes the killing of an 
ordinary man. I had no time to recover 
my wits, for the struggle ended almost as 
suddenly as it had begun. With a 
strength and cleverness for which I had 
not given him credit, the l ieutenant 
s l ipped away from his assailant. 

Springing back, his hand shot to his 
hip. �With one and the same motion he 
loosened the flap of  his holster and drew 
his revolver. He could easily have shot 
Emmett. But instead, his ann swung 
over the private's head, �with the pistol 
held bv the barrel. I t  fell, and Emmett 
fell ,  too, even as his fingers were closing 
on Mr. Martin's thmat. 

Peering from the shadows I saw the 
second lieutenant bend over the uncon
scious man. He felt of his heart and 
then of the ''"ound on his head. Then 
he raised the muzzle of his revolver and 
fired into the air. 

" Patrol, post number ten," he cried. 
I heard the �cal l  repeated by sentry 

number nine and the corporal at the 
gate ; I saw a party come running from 
the patrol-shack and another from the 
guard-house ; I saw Emmett carried off 
in the d irection of the sick-bay. But my 
recol lection of these things is dim ; 
Shave-tail Martin's words to the relief 
parties overshadowed everything else. 

" Carry this man to the hospital," he 
commanded tersely. And then to the 
patrol sergeant : " I found him uncon
scious. He has been struck in the head 
by a blun t  weapon and may be pretty 
badly hurt. It was probably a native." 

Then followed directions as to the 
search for the criminal. But I could 
hear no more for wondering. l\I y brain 
could hardlv contain itself for the 
strangeness o-f the thing. 

In a few clays Emmett was out of 'the 
sick-bay, and in a week he was turned to 
duty, well as ever, physically. But men
tally, he seemed changed. He was sul
len and morose ; he went for days with
out speaking, even to me. I thought I 
could read his emotions-the humiliation 

of defeat, the agony of  obligation to one 
whom he hated, blind resentment of the 
officer's use of  the pistol after he had 
thrown away his own gun, a mad desire 
to again match his strength with that of  
h i s  enemy and to  overcome h im i n  fair 
fight, limb to limb. 

And, eternally aggravating all these, 
was the misery of constant subservience, 
of useless formalities and routines, and 
of an enforced subversion of self, which 
to a man like Emmett must h ave been the 
worst of  torture. 

I spent many hours in useless worrying 
over his attitude. For, although I could 
see no reason and no right in his hatred 
of Lieutenant M artin or in his attack, I 
still loved h im. And I felt  that there 
was something in the situation which I 
could not understand and, consequently, 
could not j udge. The officer's action in 
shielding Emmett was past all explana
tion as well as past all rules of disci
pline. And I knew that, had i t  been any 
other man in the post, he would have 
been rotting in the brig in double irons. 

The clays and weeks passed and noth
ing happened. Emmett grew daily more 
moody and silent, and the atmosphere be-
1\Yeen the men more electric with hatred. 
Still, M r. M ar1in was outwardly the 
same. I cannot remember his ever taking 
advantage of his position to treat Em
mett unfairly. And, if  I knew Emmett, 
this very fairness grated upon his spirit 
far more than any severity. 

Along in May our company moved up 
to the l\Iaquinaya rifle-range for target
practise. The range is only about four 
miles from O longapo-it has to Ge that, 
or a stray bullet would wander into the 
garrison occasionally-and the men used 
to hike in over the trail to Olongapo once 
in a while on duty. 

One clay the top soldier sent Emmett 
in with an order for some mess supplies 
from the commiss,ary. He was to remain 
in the garrison all night and h ike back 
next day. In the morning the news was 
spread over camp that our second lieu
tenant >vas recalled to Olongapo. It was 
usual to send a boat over for .officers ; 
but M r. M artin l iked a h ike, and he 
started over the trail about eight o'clock, 
with a canteen on his shoulder. 

A little before supper Emmett came 
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back. I remember, \Yhen I saw him com
ing, a misgiving that he had met Lieu
tenant l\Iartin seized upon me. And 
when I saw h is face it changed into cer
tainty. Something had happened. But 
\Yhat? 

I t  \\·as late i n  the e\·ening. \Ve wan
dered, by common consent ,  up the beach, 
away from the camp. \Ve �at on a piece 
of driftwood, and he told me the story. 

I l L  
" \VELL, i t  is ended," he said. "And 

now I can't see why it  should ever have 
begun. But we couldn't help it. He and 
1 were born to hate each other. Why ? 
God knows-mavbe. 

" I saw my chance in the post adju
tant's office yesterday. \Vhen I went 
do\Yn to report there wasn't  any one 
there, at fi rst. And whi le I \Yaited I saw 
a telegram lying on the desk. I read it 
before I knew. Then I read it again. 
I t  was from 1\IaPtin, and it said that he 
\Hluld be i n  over the trai l  this morning. 

" I pretty nearly  dropped '"hen I real
ized that. But I managed to hold mysel f  
together. And I \Yas off early this morn
ing and ready for him when he came. 

" You know that place wlHOl'e the trail  
bends in cl<he to the shore and there is 

a straight drop of  a hundred feet do\Yn 
into the bay ? \Vel!, that \Yas the place. 
I t  was high tide this morning and I knew 
that the water would carrv a\Yav-anv-
thing that \Yas thro\YI1 oYer

. the c(iff. 
-

" l lay thne \Yait ing fur  hours. with 
my hand on my gun. I t hought he'd 
nen:r come. But he did. He came 
along with that old swing of h is, and 
l iked to have stepp'ed upon me before he 
saw me. \\'hen he d id i t  never fee zed 
him. H e  just stared in a cool sort of 
\Yay and tlien stopped. H e  stood quiet, 
for I had him covered, and mv hand \Yas 
steadv as a rock.' 

· 
" ' \Yel l ? '  he said. 
" ' \V ell, '  said I ,  ' unbuckle your belt 

and let it drop.' 
" ' And if I don't ? ' 
" ' I ' l l  shoot vou. I f  von do I ' l l  gi,·c 

vou a chance for vour l i fe . '  
· " H e  unbuckled the belt .  and i t  and 
his revolver fell to the ground. 

" ' \Vhat •do von want now ? ' 
" ' Turn your hack.' I told him, ' and 

\Y::tlk that \Yay ten steps. Then stop . ' 

" ' Shoot me, i f you wan't to,' he said 
quietly. ' I ' l l  turn my hack on no man . '  

" 1 told h im i t  didn't matter, to  back 
away, then, and when he had clone it I 
picked up hi� revolver and threw it, 
\Yith my own, far to one side. 

" ' \Ve are equal now,' I said. ' Only one 
of us will leave here-maybe neither." 

" It seemed to me like the fight lasted 
hours. l\I aybe not. But we were well 
matched, which makes it better, doesn't 
i t ? What a fighter he \Yas ! But at last 
I got him. The hushes were turning 
round like \Yhirligigs, and I breathed l ike 
a heaving horse, but I had h im. 

" H e  lay on his hack, quiet, and I lay 
half across h im. because that was the 
easiest \Yay to hold him. \Vhcn he came 
to, I was rested some. He tried to twist 
under me, but he couldn ' t ; he was all in .  

' '  1 commenced to drag him toward 
the edge of the cl i ff. It was only a little 
\l·a�·. hut I had to stop and rest . I got 
him there. t hough. Then I bent over 
and looked at his eyes. Some way, they 
hurt me. There was no fear in them. 

" ' Do yuu know what I 'm going to 
do ? ' I asked. 

" ' \\'hat von said, I suppose.' H e  al
most whispered. ' \Vhy do you wait ? '  

" There \Yas no fear in the voice, 
either. 1 d ragged h i m  c loser. I rolled 
him half-,,·ay over the edge so he could 
look down on t h e  sharp ro<'ks and deep 
\l·atcr. The sun \\'as shin ing , and there 
\\ as a shark I ying below in . p lain s ight. 
I pulled him hack again. J im . he \Yasn't 
a fraid vet . I could see i t ."  

" Go, on, man. \\'hat did vou do ? "  
" \\-hat could I do J I told you he 

wa!m't  a fraid . "  
" You l et him go." 
" I carried him into Olongapo on nw 

shoulders. Then I \l·ent to the guard
house and ga,·e mysel f up." 

" But-" 
" Yes, I 'm here. He denied every-

thing I had said. He told them he'd 
been attacked by a party of gugus and I 
rescued him. And what he said went. 
The doctor said mv head was affected b,· 
the blow I got a month ago. But I think 
he knows better." 

" And-and vou and Mr. M artin ? "  
" Tim-I'd die for that man." 
A;1d afterward. in a brush with the 

Moros. he came close to proving it. 
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B Y  W I L L I A M  L .  S H A N N O N . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y .  

H E  big, kindly man, re,;ting 
a bronzed elbo,,- un t he 
cloth, glanct?d ,,-i,tfully 
a c r o s � the breakfast
table at hi� wife. 

" It's  a charm l ' m  
lookin' for, betune thi�  ,;tump a n '  sun
set, O onagh, darlin' . ' '  he �aiel. putt ing 
down the saucer and \viping h is mouth 
on the back of  his .bra,vnv ti:'t. " seein' 
we're three davs married i1o\v." 

Oonagh, on- the other �ide, a slim. 
pretty girl,  with ,,·istful hlue eye;;, an
swered so ftly as she sank h.:r head : 

" Three davs, T t:rrv. An' what charm 
is it you're e;pec:tin'? " 

Jerry eyed her fondly. " Xot e:-;pect
in'," he amended. ; ,  just h opin' :  " 

The girl flushed and thre\Y a h a l f
frightened glance at h im. 

" H op in'  for ,,·hat ? " she a,;ked with a 
slight quaver in her ,·oice. 

Before rep lying. J erry reached a big 
fist across the table and gently took 
Oonagh's hard l ittle h and. that had been 
nervously crumbing a 1)it oi bread on the 
red-checked cloth. 

" I t's hopin' 1 am, ma,·ounJeo:n. ' '  the 
words were vibrant \vith eager l onging, 
" that to-day I ' l l  be havin' a kb� · from 
you-of your own free will entirely." 

O onagh ,,·incccL and the pink went out 
of her cheek. 

" Oh !  " she moaned. her l ips quin:r
ing, her eyes brimmed with tear,;. o i  not 
yet.  Jerry, not yet � " 

" vVhy, O onagh. darlin'." he urged, 
the yearning still in his eye;;. though the 
j oy had died out of  hi� face. ' ' shure 
there ain't no harm in kis;;in', now that 
you're my wife ! " 

" I 'm knowin' that." she groa�1ed. toy
ing miserably with her kni fe ; • ·  but I 
must-brret used to vou. Jerrv ! " . . . . . 
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A brief silence followed . Pain and 
disappointment l in ed J erry 's  countenance 
as he drew his hand away from Oonagh, 
\Yho hid her face in her arms and wept. 

" I s  it as bad as that ? " the man mut
ten�d at length, the words rolling out 
�Jo,dy, heavily. 

The �orro\v m his voice hushed 
Oonagh ' s  wo. 

" I told you, J erry, . , she said after a 
minute. looking up at him, and·. deep 
sympathy was mingled "·ith the saclne�s 
in her eyes- · ;  I told you before the wed
din' that I didn't love you. An' when 
Larry said I was to marry you, J erry, 
I told him, too." 

" I kno,Y, ' '  he answered, " an' it 's  not 
that l 'm thinkin' you deceived me, 
t)onagh-but I hoped it would be dif
ferent. For more than a year an' a half 
l "'as loYin' you abm·e my own soul. An' 
l wanted you so bad, mavourneen, that , 
\\·hin your brother said it was you that 
\Yas willin' to have me, I couldn't wait 
for you to love me. An' I took you, 
( )onagh. trustin' that by kindness an' my 
love, that's ne,·er been given to another, 
I 'd make you fond of  me, Oonagh, clear, 
;;o that some clay we would be happier 
than all the folks in  I reland. B ut if it's 
that, after almost t\YO vears of courtin' 
you, and three days of 1:narried life, that 
you feel that you must get used to me, 
Oonagh-ah ! " he cried out bitterly, h is 
voice breaking, " H c ann pity the two 
of us ! "  

Oonagh just stared before her, her 
hands clutched in her lap, while J erry, 
pushing back his chair, got up unsteadily 
from the table and took his hat from a 
peg in the kitchen wall.  

Pulling it on, he l i fted his shovel from 
the corner and opened the door. H al f
way out, he turned back to O onagh. 
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" Now, don't be workin' yourself to 
death, dear," h e  warned her ; " an' run 
out an' see the neighbors, an' forgit this 
unwholesome talk we've had." 

I I. 
'VHE:\' he had gone she wept for a 

few minutes, then dried her eyes and 
brooded. Rising at length, she mechan
ically cleared off the table and washed 
the few dishes they had used at break
fast. After that a few dexterous changes 
had almost ordered the little room, when 
a loud rap �ounded on the door. 

Though Oonagh started at the sum
mons, she did not ans,ver it at once. I n
stead. she hurriedly doffed her apron and 
smoothed the gingham dress, set snu·gly 
to  her bodv. Her reel eves had 1o be 
rubbed, and her disordered h air tidied. 
The ne igh hors \Yen: not to think that 
she had quarreled \Yith J erry. 

H er prepani't ions finished, she opened 
the door. A tall, dark, handsome young 
fellow, abnormally p ale and thin, whose 
tight black 'nit serYed but to emphasize 
his lankne�'· faced her on the threshold. 
His sunhn eyes sparkled \\· ith j oy at 
sight o f  her. 

" O onagh ' " he exclaimed. " l\Iy dar
ling ! "  

She was as pale as the man \Yhen she 
gasped, " Patrick ! " and barked out of  
his  reach as he tried to catch her in his  
arms. 

" \Vhat ) " he protested. remarking her 
e\·asion. .. An' is  thi5  the greetin' you 
h av� for me after these t\YO l ong years ? ' ' 

" It's  glad I am to see you, Patrick-
very glad ! " she faltered, and strove to 
smile the \Yelcome !'he dared not offer. 

" Shure, l k no\Y it," he agreed, glad 
to interpret her manner iavorably. " I t's  
near ki lled you arc \Yith the �urprise, an' 
it's a brute I am, clear, not to send you 
a word of mv comin'. Yet I \Yas that 
anx ious to pu-t eyes on you that no mes
senger couhl have beat me to Roscom
mon after I reached Dub l in. But now, 
Oonagh, shure there must be a kiss for 
the wanderer come back ! ' '  

A gain the  girl mowd out  of his 
re<:�ch. 'V h i lc h e  spoke her face, eyen 
her lips, had grown chalk-white. 

" I t ' s  too latL:, Patrick. I'm married ! " 
she gulped, and fled, weeping, into the 
h ouse . 

.£, c 

Like a man stunned by a club, Patrick 
followed her into the little sitting-room, 
where, face-clown on a sofa, she was sob
bing out her grief. 

He took her hand in his slim fingers 
and soothed her softly, and begged her 
to tell him all-to come, darling, and 
tell him all.  

" O h, Patrick ! "  she burst out at 
length. " Why didn't you write. It was 
for mv not knowin' of you that I 've a 
husba1;d now ! " 

Patrick's eyes were moist ; and he 
coughed before he spoke : 

" But what made you hurry so, 
Oonagh, dar lin' ? " There was m ile\ 
complaint. and deep sorrow in his voice. 
" I \nmlcl have waited for you for a 
thousand years. Shure, after the words 
we spoke, before my sailin' to America 
-after the ring I gave you, an' the 
strength, as you said, of your love for 
me, it's nev·er this that I was expectin', 
at all, at all.  Indeed, dear-don't think 
me reproachin' you--but it's believin' I 
was that if I came back in my age, my 
old sweetheart would still be here \Yait
in' me ! " 

" I couldn't help it," she wailed, 
wringing her h ands ; " my brother Larry 
made me. \Vhat could I do ? He's mas
ter here since mother an' father's gone ; 
an' he was set on my marryin' Jerry. 
Father Ryan, too, advised me for it-an' 
I couldn't find you, Patrick ! I didn't 
know hut that vou \\·as dead. Oh ! " she 
cried. " vou should h aYe wrote - you 
should haxe \\Tote ! " 

" Shure, Oonagh, don't you know I 
can't write a stroke ? An' what I had 
for your ears was not for another's hand 
to pen."  

H e  strode to  the  window and gazed 
out on:r the S\Ycl lin� farm-l ands, dotted 
\Yith smoke-crested cottages and a castel
lated abbey in silhouette against the sky. 

I II .  
T H E  first keen pang o f  the meeting 

had bv now worn dull, and much-calmed 
Omiagh rose and approached Patrick. 
She put her hand on his. 

" \Vc'll  be dear friends st ill .  Patrick." 
she pleaded wistfully, " sha'n't we ? An' 
we' ll  tell J erry everyth ing - how we 
were to marry and loved each other, Pat
rick. He ought to know." 

·-"::'"" 
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" Shurdy." Patrick gazed dow n  at 
Oonagh only swift ly  to turn h is head 
away. " 'Tis your guoclness," he sighed, 
" that make::- the losin' of you hurl so ! " 

" N o-no. Patrick. Don't ' I t 's k i l l 
in '  me tu lH:ar 1·ou ta lk �o : " She s\\·a l
lOI\'l:rl h ard fo1: a m inute, then : " Tel l 
me about America an' the  luck you'ye 
had." 

" Luck : " Patrick echoed with a m i rth
less laugh. cont inuing to stare out the 
"·indow. " \\'hat l uck is luck, Oonagh,  
scein'  that I 'm unlucky here ! " T wo 
tear� trickled down h i s  white cheeb. and 
he  coughed again .  

" Don't .  Patr ick l " the gi r l gasped. 
" You're st abbin ' mv heart with th is sor-
ro''" ! " 

. . 

" I t\ a beast 1 am, Oonagh, dar l i n' . "  
Patrick said .  facing her, " to gr ie1·e 'you 
so. I t 's that  sad I am an' di sappo i nted , 
I ' m  beyond mysel f .  I can ' t  th ink hut of 
you, fc;r a l l  n1y tryin ' ! Shure,' dear, it 's 
the h ab i t  l fell i n  of  thinkin' o f  \'OU 
wh ile I 11·as IYorkin'  in Ameri ca. ' C'he 
thought gaYe me strengt h  f u r  double 
work, l w as that anx ious for the money 
to bring you onr to the l ltt l t: cottage. 
where vou an' me an' the chi lder was to 
be so 11appy the l i 1·elong day ! " 

" An '  now it 's  a l l o1·er," O onagh broke 
out , •· an' al l because of me ! " She 
lmried her face in Patrick\ arm, and he 
stroked her hair as he  would h alT st roked 
a child's. 

· 
" Not at a l l ,  at a l l : "  he soothed, try

ing to brighten h i s  Yoice. " Shure, ' t is  
not for the wecld in ' , de<�;r, that 1 ' n: come 
back. ' '  

Oonagh looked up bewildered, and h er 
gaze asked, " 'Yhy ) " 

" Arrah,  it 's only you, dear, that I 
have in al l  th e \\·orld ; ' t is the / Van dtrin ' 
.few I am, i t  is-an' that 's  whv I come 
back. I was that lonesome an' :.;o craved 
to h ear you speak an' see you near me, 
that I returned, trust in '  that  1·ourse l ' an'  
:your brother \Yould let  me- l i lT IYith 
you ! "  

" To l i 1·e with us ! " T h e  g i rl stared 
at him in 11· idc-eved wonder. ·� I don 't 
u nderstand you. i>atr ick." 

" 'Tis eas\' u nclerst;.mdin ' .  I [ 1·uu \Yas 
free, darl i t{ I cou ldn 't marry yo{t, for
now, dear, don't be startin'  at the tale
the consumption's. got me from the work 
in the mil ls .  That's why I'm h ere to 

h �n·e vou near me for th<: short time. 
An' it ' s  the k i l lin' of th i s l ast h ope, 
mavourneen, that  I 'm saddened at your 
marryi n ' !  " H is utt erance grew h usky. 

I n  a surge of grief he grabbed the g i r l 
a n d  pressed her to h im IY i l d lv . 

" ( >onagh : ' ' 
· 

I V. 

B o r n  ,-ta rted . Po.t l e  as death , Jerry 
stood in the doonyay. looking at h i s ll' i fe 
h ugged to Patrick\ breast. 

S l ,m ly, stu p id ly. she: freed h erself  
from the arm s o f  Patri, ·k,  11·ho walked 
to the \Y indow and cough l· ( l .  Jerry fol
l tmed him and put his hand on the con
� umpti1·e's shoulder. T 11·ice he tried to 
speak before a sound came. 

,��o  Patrick-" 
'' Don't  be t h inkin '  ll'!'on,; of Oonagh ."  

the s i ck  man i nterjected ; ; . i t ' s  on'y a 
corpse-'' 

" \\"ush a : ' ' J erry hr<>ke i n ,  press ing 
Patrick 's shoulder. " 1 ' m t h ink in ' only 
good o

,
!' the t ll't> of you.  1 heard a l l  you 

S�l lcl-
" _I erry. ' '  ( >onagh put i n .  " to l isten at 

the w a l l  : " 
" Nu-no, ( )onagh,"  the husband e x 

p l ai ned , " I come back fur my p ick an' 
dared not mo1·e fur t he fear uf cl isturhin' 
vou. "  
- O onagh sai d not a 1ronl, but s a t  duwn 
and ll'ept. Patrick, breath ing in short 
g�\sps, resumed his surwy nf the land
scape from the IYincluw .  \\" i t h  an un
steady h and. J erty agai n  pressec� h i s  
shoulder. 

" Patrick, IYant vou 1 o  : ;tay an' l ive 
IY i th  me an' ( >onagh. 'T 11· i il be the 
p leasure o f  us a l l ."  The 11·urcls ro l led 
uut painful ly .  " An' i t ' s  sorry I am
fur Oonagh 's sake-that II'\.: are married ; 
for I love her, Patrick- ! Jon: her that 
wel l  to wan t h er h appy ! " 

Abrupt ly  he thrust b is hands into h is 
pockets and strode out i n to th e k i tch en.  

'Dumfounded Oonagh heard h im, h ;ud
ly grasping what he  meant. When the 
t ruth came to h er sh;: rushed i nto the 
k itchen after I errv, and found him seated 
at a window, h i s  (ace c lasped in his h ands 
and s i lent sobs racking h i:.; hocly. 

S he th rew herse l f  on her knees beside 
him, crying. " Jerry. rlarl  in ' ! " and 
wound her arms round hi,; neck 11·hen 
he looked up. 
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'' Oonagh ! " he breathed, amazed. 
" \Vhy are you cryin', my dear ? " 

J erry caught her to his breast. 
" Oh," h e  moaned, " it's  that you have 

so much l�·e, Oonagh-an' yet no bit 
fur me ! " Convulsivel y he hie! his face 
i n  her hair.  

· •  Darlin' ,"  she whispered, " I do love 
you ! H ow can I help it  with your big 
heart ? " 

J erry stared at lH:r with doubt waver
ing in his eyes. 

THE C LEVERNES S 

" You're flatterin', Oonagh," he sighed 
at last ; " I 'm afraid you're fiatterin' ! " 

" Shure , I'm not ! " she protested. 
" An' here's the proof of it ." 

She took his head between her hands 
and kissed him twice. 

" This is my proof. It 's  your wife I 
am now, an' Patrick's nurse." 

Again she was snatched into Jerry's 
hungering arms, and heard him mutter in 
choked tones : 

" 'Tis the charm come true." 

O F  C A R D I LLAC.* 

B Y  R O B E R T B A R R , 

Author of " A  Woman Intervenes," " Tekla," " Young Lord Stranleigh," Etc., Etc. 

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 

V ICTOR DE CARDILLAC comes to Paris, bearing a letter from Charles d'Aibert 
de Luynes, favorite and master of the young King Louis X I I I .  Cardillac meets 
Trcsnr, con lidcmial  scn·ant of  De Luyncs. who tells Canlillac the letter i s  a hoax. 

Tresor offers Cardillac a chance to meet De Luyncs. Cardillac goes to a rear gate o f  
the palace. whence, a s  spcci tied, a m a n ,  supposedly De Luynes, comes forth. Cardillac 
provokes him to a duel and i s  wounded. H e  discovers that his antagonist i s  not De 
Luynes, but the Due de Montreuil. 

The duke and Cardillac are suclclenly surrounded by the guard. The duke pretends 
that Cardillac has been woumled 1Jy footpads. ' He invites both Cardillae and the s<orgcant 
to his house ; ant! whccdks from the sergeant a lcttrc de cachet  signed by the king. 
Then the duke proposes to fu rn i - h  Cardillac w i t h  funds, if Cardillac will undertake to 
reco\Tr his kidnaped daughter Therese, who is detained in a royal convent. 

Cardillac get s  into the convent by using the lcttre de cachet ,  but the abbess divines h i s  
ruse. l-Ie i s  forced to flee to avoid arrest. In his Hight he surp rises a g i r l  who has been 
eavesdropping. She tells him she is l\1arie Duchamps. waiting maid to ?ville. de J'dontreuil, 
and that nwdclll o iscl/c ,,- i,;hc,; him to escort her to Blois to take sen·ice with the queen. 

They escape irom the com-ent and, traversing the forest, lose their way. vVhilc 
resting near the main road, they hear the pas�word ginn to the patrol by two horse
men, who discuss Cardillac's escape and say that the roads to Blois are being searched 
for him. l\iaric makes known her intention of  going to Blois alone. Cardillac obj ects. 
She t h reatens him with a dagger. She discovers h e  i s  wounded. He faints, and she 
sees the patrol approaching. She declares the wounded man i s  her husband whom she has 
st ruck with a dagger because he attempted t o  beat her.  The patrol lets t h em pass, and 
they cross t he Loire to ;\lont richard. where they a rc beyond pursuit.  C:�rdillac gets 
food from h i s  saddle-bags, and they take their meal together in the moonlight under 
the trees. 

( ' H A PT E R X X I .  

_\ \'OW,\ L S  _-\:\"ll .\D\' ! C E .  

" O ften ; but  lately I have changed my 
min d . "  

" Ah." cr ied the young m::m with " BU· "I' yuu met me in a convent , eagerness, " why \vas t hat ? " 
and that, one might " Because'," replied t he g irl ' languidly, 
think. �hou l d  ha\'c given " my recent experience of the cloisters 
an impetus to :•our first sh01vs that they arc no protecti on against 
resolution." man. H e  breaks i n  and steals.  He 

" D i d  you ever med i - grasps o n e  by the wrist, he sh akes one hy 
tate upon tak i ng the v oi l ,  -Marie ? " t h e  shoulders, storms . threatens, makes 

* This story began in THE CAVALIER for October, 1908. 
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u ncomplimentary remarks ; or, worse st i l l ,  
trit's flattt'rv. N o ,  the convent \Yas a di�
appointmeJ�t toward the last . " 

" \Ye l l ,  ' da r ie ." demurred ( 'ardi l l ac, 
" you IYere eager enough t o  le::�ve i t . "  

" I IYa� commanded 1 > 1· a woman and 
coerced by a man, so ,,. hat cuu ld a poor. 
clefensele,;s ere a tnrt' I ib: m1·,;el f do ) " 

" Do ? \ \'hy. she < ' l )u]d revenge her
se l f on the man a ftcr11·aHI ; threaten h im 
11· i th her  st i letto, and torment him 11· i th  a 
thousand uncertainties that sting worse 
than the sharpest ste e l .  N evertlieless, I 
am sorry I t rea ted you roughly.  :\Iarie. 
and l hope Y"U II' i l l forgiYe me .. , 

" ( >h .  I ha1·c forgiven you lung since.  
mo nsiotr. \' ou did nothing very drast ic 
a fter alL but £nr an indolent man you 
seemed to be i n  a tremendous hurrv. I 
never sa11· ( I Jle so breathl ess bef ore. 
First, you tumbl ed ovn me at the door ; 
then, as I suspect , \\Tnt head lo ng across 
the \Yell-curb. and at last (�ame heedless· 
l y  down that rope to the discomfi ture o f  
your \YOtmd, � o  n o w  i t  is  amus ing t o  hear 
you speak of your lm·e of leisure . "  

" \'ou find not h ing hut comical ity in  
m.>.; conversatiou . perhaps, IIWii<'III Oisclf,· . ' '  

cm:nplained Cardil lac .  
" Be assured vou have been ven· enter

tammg, moll.,·i,:,�r. I nc1·er before spe1 1 t  
S O  i ntere;;ting an C\'ening in  my J ife. f 
am sure no companion of yuurs cou l d  
justly complain o f  e111111i:'' 

" Are 1·ou ewr ser ious. :\T a ric ) " 
" Oh .  · l'tn· o ften , 11/ 0II.I'i,·ur : some-

times intenseh· serious ." 
. 

" I t is po;;� fble. mat!tmoisr/1,· .  t hat you 
find i t  difficul t  to take me seriously." 

The girl pondered over this remark. 
and seemed h a l f  asleep , as h e  w atched 
her closeh. , \ t  last she ,;aid : 

" I sho�.dd be verv un fair i f  l did not 
take you seri ously 1;ow. At the reques-t 
of the Dtu· de :\ f  ontreuil . you under
took a task nf extreme d ifficu l ty. \Yhich 
you hal'e carried out 11· i th a persistenc·e 
that is marn lous . You have show n  de
termination. hraverv. and resource, anrl 
eYen at the l ast nioment you �natcbed 
victory from defeat ."  

" Ah. ves. but I clicl not sn atch madt m 

{1/scll<' f;om the  conyent . ' '  
The girl ,  with hal f-opened ews. 

looked qui,zzical ly  across at  him.  
" Do you so bitterly regret that madrm· 

oisdh is  not h ere, m {l llsicur .? " 

C arcl i l lac sat up suddenly. 
" N o11· and then. Marie, you say some· 

thing that i l luminates my mind as a torch 
l i gh t ,;  up a clark chamber. D isappointed 
a� I 11·as at mis�ing llilldcmoisdl,· .. I am 
lH.m thr i l l ed with a hol v joy that she i� 
<\Lhent ; that  there i s  1-10 - c;ne here but 
1·uurse l f  and mvse l f . "  
. 

" .\m J to  take that as a personal com
] ' l imcnt, IIIII!Jsintr ?  Surel y t h e  company 
uf such a� I cannot be held the equivalent 
uf a gn:at l ady's society ? "  

" \' es, l\[arie, i t  can. I'd rather be 
here a lone with vou than share the com
rade,;bip of :\ l l l� . de \ l ontreu i l . "  

' '  \' o u  astonish me. m Otl.,·intr. 1 [ 
11·hat 1·ou sav is true, then there is noth 
ing i;1 that dist inct ion o f  class upou 
which you insisted so strongl y 11·hen we 
li rst became acqua int ed.  R6pect for 
· ·astc has been ingrained in me e\'Cr since 
I could  wa lk, but you teach me that I am 
still wry young. with many vital  points 
of l ife 1·L't to he unfol ded to me." 

" :\I a�ie, 1 speak \v i t h  deep regard and 
a great respect for you when· l say that 
madonoisdlr would not have clone what 
you did to save my l i fe . I �boul d  l ike to 
put my adm irat ion into '"ords ; yet, un
ski l l ed a ,;  I a m  in language, f venture 
t h is far. t rusting that you may believe in 
the sincerity o f  my grat i tude. " 

!IIarie',; eyes were no longer visib le  
to him : s h e  spoke in a wh isper that only 
the deep ,; i lence o f  the fore;;t rendered 
audible . 

" l\1 . de Carcl il l ac, you are unjust to 
lll<ldon,Ji.,·tllc. Bel ieve me. that what
enr did to ,;ave a. fr i end. ?I'I lle .  
Theri:sc de l\[ ontreu i l  ll'oulcl have done . 
I thank you fur your appreciation, and 
we must neYer spea k o f  thi� again ." 

" Tl1e sub j ert i� ban ished forever. 
\[arie, and 1;ow let me sav that I am 
most anxious to earn your -approbation. 
The m oment vou a re safe IYi th in  the 
C hateau o f  B l ;1is , I' shal l  return to the 
convent at  Bcaugency. and th is  t ime I 
shali 110t faiL for I am inspired by an
other thought than that of money . r 
shall l ead madonoisrllc in safetv to her 
father. I sha l l refuse h i s  thous-and pi,;
tol es. hut, bein g  selfish,  will come to you 
for my rew;J.rcl. \\' i l l  you form such a 
compact with me, Marie ? " 

The girl looked quickly up at h im. 
with alarm in her eyes. 
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·• No, no," she said. " 'Twould be 
madness ; ' twould be suicide. Al l  that 
district is  alive 1vith enemies searching 
for you. I cannot permit it ; I will not 
permit it." " l\I v enem ies � " cried Cardillac 
grand!)·, ,,· ith a \Yavc of . his hand, " I 
shal l brush aside. The only serious dis
advantage of the task i s  that I may be 
c.ompelled t o  make a night journey with 
mad,!moi.rdlc, wishing all the time that 
you were in her stead. " 
· " I f  ,-ou do not obev me," insisted the 
young ·lady. her for�1er arrogance re
turning, ' '  I sha l l  never permit you to 
see me again." 

" Hut-hut think of that poor creature 
immured in s uc h a gr im prison. Think 
of her hel p less and�" 

" .1/ onsi<' ltr, � I l l  e. de Montreuil re
maiib ,,·hc:rt? she is bv her o1vn desire. 
Your hccrl l c�� in tene{1tion \Vould frus
trate a l l  her p la·n� . " 

" \Vhat are her p lan s ? " demanded 
Carcl il lac.  taken aback by her ve he
mence. yet tlattered to think perhaps her 
motive 11·as his 0\\'11 safet\·. 

." It is not for me t� d iscl ose them 
1vithout her permission, even if  I kne11· 
1v hat t hey an:. 11· hich I neither admit nor 
denv." 

"-But my word is p l cdgecl to her 
father, :\Iaric." 

" \'our anxiety on that point, mon
sieur. wi l l be speedily resolved. All I 
ask i� t hat \'OU shal l wai t  unt i l  you hear 
from t h�  lluc de :\Iontreuil h i t{1self . [ 
bear a letter from his daughter \\·h ich 
w i l l  be fonvarded to h im. There on ly 
needs to be added to this letter a state
ment of vour whereabouts, when the duke 
will con;m u n icate with you. and I shal l 
be surpri sed i f  you do not li nd him en
t irely of his daughter's mind. I may 
add that, alth ough under the late  regime 
the duke ruled France, '1/l <UI,·moiscll<! 

rules the duke. You 1vi l l  be requested 
bv the duke h imsel f to forego any further 
efforts to release h is daughter." 

" You bear a l etter from madl'ln oiselle 
to her father ? How can that  he, l\Iarie ) 
The ladv h ad no time to 11-r i te  more than 
that h u{Tied scra1d \l·hich you gaye to 
me on the h igh road." 

l\Iarie's rep ly showed that  she was far 
from pleased at the douht thrown upon 
her veracity. 

" I to ld you before, monsieur, that you 
were longer cutting the rope than you 
imagined. The question is, are you or 
arc you not going to obey me ? " 

" I sh all obey you in a l l  things, Marie." 
" Then, why so many objections ? " 
" Because I regret that you take from 

me the one opportunity I possess of 
proving my devotion to you." 

" Do you really  desire to prove 
that ? "  

" l\Iarie, you know I do." 
" Then, instead of selfishly selecting 

your own p ath, why not act l ike a knight 
uf olden time, and request the lady to 
present you with the opportunity pre
sumably desired so much ? It is possib l e 
she might be p leased, if asked to name 
an emprise dearer to her heart than the 
rescue of l\I I le. de l\ Iontreuil ,  and there 
is  a l ikelihood-although of that I can
not at the moment speak positivel y-that 
�he may re-,yard you su itably, if you arc 
successful in your essa.y . " 

" l\'£ aric, name the ach·enture, and, al
"·ays premising that the Due de :\Ion
treu i l  releases me, I shall undertake it ." 

· · .l/onsieur_. you seem very desirous o f  
flying t o  the aid o f  a young "·oman not 
yet twenty ; one 11·ho  is  1vealthy, said to 
i >e beautiful ,  and adm ittedly capricious." 

" �Iaric," clecl arecl Cardil lac earnestly, 
snapping h is finger and thumb in the ai�·, 
" I do not care that for 1\I llc.  de 1\fon
treuil .  1 t is only that my word is p ledged 
t o  her father." 

" \'ery wel l .  \\'ould it not be more 
ch ivalrous to assist an old woman who 
i s  in dire necessity, one imprisoned in a 
strong cast le, and not in a convent ; one 
not surrounded hy nuns, but by ten thou
sand of the k ing's troops ? " 

" <  ) h ,  you mean t h e  queen ? "  
' ·  \' cs, I mean the queen." 
" But why arc you so much interested 

ia her majesty ? I thought it was l\I l lr. 
de Mon treuil hersel f  IYho, according to 
what her father �aid, was absorbed in 
that enterprise. Are you so devoted to 
mademoiselle t hat you adopt every caust.: 
she fa1·ors ) " 

" Ye�. monsittlr. I am. She is t ire
woman to the queen ; T am t ire-woman 
tu her ; therefore, vou see, I am but two 
steps from the throne . . J!/adcmoisdlc 
and I are equally faithful to Marie cle 
l\I eel icis." 
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" Then, :\Iarie, the  quest ion is  settled. 
The queen wi l l  lean� Blois Yery shortly 
under my escort. and her ten thousand 
j ailers may go hang." 

M arie l aughed quietly.  but w i th a cer
tain note of sati!'>fact ion .  

' ·  Jfonsicur. you are Yery confident." 
" That i�  because the re1Yard l promi ,;e 

mysel f is one yery great ly desired by 
me." 

" I m:1k.e no doubt. mo nsiotr. that your 
re1Yard will be :1mple. I am sure that 
the Due d ' Epernon, the Due de ·Mon
treuil. and a l l  the \Yeal thy :1dherents of 
the queen "'i l l make ynu a rich m:1n i f  
you are �uccessful in your undertaking.' ' 

" ?\Iarie. that is  unk ind . The knights 
of old whom you mention did not work 
for a '"age i�1 gold, neither shal l the 
ch ink of coin urge me on, hut, rather. the 
notes of a woman's Y<)icc." 

" I hope the woman "· i l l  proYe worthy 
of a sent imen t  so lofty. ln these days of 
briberv it is re freshin g to meet a man 
unintl{lenced by eupiclit

c
�·. N ow l isten to 

one "·oman's Yoice. and pay heed to her 
recommendation. You must do nothing 
recklessly, nor in that h aste w h ich you 
so much deplored a while since. I coun
sel vou to rest unti l  vour wou1HI is com
p l e tely healed. Th� farm of l\laloche 
seems a I ittle too near Blois to be a safe 
residence for you at the present moment. 

" I ach-ise, therefore. that you retire to 
l\tontricharcL ami stop there until  the hue 
and cry for you has emh:d . By that time 
your ann wil l  be wel l again, and if t 
ha,·e succeeded in gai n ing admittance to 
the cast l e. I shal l  han: become acquainted 
,,·ith the situat ion and the guards. and so 
be in a posit inn to aid you : 1 inside the 
"·alb, and you ,,· ithuut.  Perhaps we 
could arrange a meet ing HO\\. and then, 
e ith er .in the town of Blois or on the 
farm of �Ialoche. \Yh it·h is l ike to proye 
the safer spot. There [ can in form you 
m inutelv of the dan�ers to be encoun
terecl. a·n cl, perhaps. 1�1ay he able to fur
n ish some h ints of ,·a lue." 

" I see l am go ing tu l ike this  task." 
said C ard i llac . 

" 1 hope you 11·i I I  sut-reed in i t .  111011·· 
SIC/II'. 

" "'ell .  ?\larie. considering the warni ng 
I ha,·e gi,·en ,·ou. I am delighted to hear 
ym: exp.ress that hope." 

' 

" And no'"· 11/ 0IIsicur. 1 think you are 

forgetting your horse. H e  is  looking 
yearningly tcl\\·arcl the remnants o f  our 
bread . " 

Cardil lac sprang to h is feet, gan the 
horse another feed, then l ed him rlo1Yn 
to the margin o f  the river that he might 
drink. On h is return he saw that Marie 
had laid her head upon the sadd le, and 
was already sound asleep. She had dra '" 1 1  
her o w n  cloak round her shoulders, and 
in th e dim l i ght looked very young, al
most babyish . Cardillac sat  down with 
his back against the tree, but ,  dro"·sy ::ts 
he was, the t hrobbing i n  h is arm, \Yhich 
had swelled considerably. banished sl eep ; 
therefore. l ike the kni gh t of old, he kept 
vigi l . 

C H A PT E J\. .\. X I I .  

TH E F A R M  O F  .\f..\ LOC i f E. 

7\" T daybreak the pai r on hor�e!Jack 
J-\ came out upon the S t .  c\ ignan road, 

a �hort di �tance �outh nf the farm
house that '"as their destination. ?llaloche 
and his industrious family of young men 
and women \Y ere at their morning's \YOrk. 
when the old farmer was a�tonished to 
see C ardil lac come riding i nto the court
yard with a comely young woman behind 
him. M aloche had heard noth iilg from 
this youth since he had stopped with 
them some months before ,·n route for 
Paris, but the splendor of the lad's cos
tume seemed to indicate t hat he had met 
p rosperity in the great city. 

It  had been agreed bet\Yeen the two 
traYelers that noth ing sh ould be sairl of 
their com ing from Heaugency ; and. in
deed, their arrival from the south caused 
the farmer to be l ieve that the young man 
had heen visiting hi� own home, and was 
once more on t he "·av to Paris. Cardi l 
lac d id  not d ispel tli is ill w;ion,  and i n 
troduced l\l a r ie Duchamps a s  a friend 
o f  his fami lv. "·ho desired to take service 
with the queen . 

:\ f alnche. "·h o  droYe dai lv  i nto Blois 
"· i th supplies for both chat � :1u and gar
ri son, said that it wo uld he d i fficult for . 
the girl  to get such a p lace u nless sht: 
were well recommended and her lovaltv 
to the present regime fully estahli�hecf. 
To this Cardi llac replied that he had 
been in formed i n  Paris that all  th�.: 
queen's ladies i n  waiting, w i t h  one or 
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t iYO exceptions, had been allowed to ac
company her to B lois. This Maloche 
admitted was true. The queen had 
been. permitted to choose such of her 
former adherents as she w ished to have 
in attendance during her imprisonment ; 
but a girl coming from the south, like 
Marie Duchamps, could not hope to enter 
this inner circle unless she were person
ally acquainted with the queen and her 
name submitted to the authorities in 
Paris. 

Aside from the queen's personal body
guard, as one might term it, there were 
numerous other servants engaged who 
\Yere selected because they were loyal to 
the king and unknown to the king's 
mother. They \Yere chosen by the com
mander of the garrison, and it was well 
known that their presence was not pri
marilv intended for the convenience of 
the qtH:en ; but rather that they were ex
pected to spy up01i her and all  who be
longed to her. A stranger might possi
bly ga.in :�dmittance to this outer circle 
of  sen·ice ; but, as a rule, those in  charge 
of the <jueen' s safekeeping selected serv
ants personally kno1vn to them. l\Ia
loche said that one of his own daughters 
\VaS employed in the palace, and he met 
her nearly en:ry day. 

Phdlis l\Ialoche did work that re
quirecl strength rather than mentality ; 
work that came easv to a stalwart coun
try girl. but which i fragile creature like 
:\Iarie Duchamps could not accomplish .  
l\faloche seemed t o  think that l\Iarie was 
herself too much l ike a lady to obtain 
a po�ition as servant. but Cardil lac as
sured him that in the higher branches of 
sen·ice 1wre many girls of beauty and 
culture 11·hw;e manners wel'e quite egual 
to those of their mistresses. Maloche re
pl ied that he had heard such IYas the 
case, and added that the p alace s11·armed 
1Yith sen·anh of all grades ; and that he 
clicl not doubt, if p atience and a l ittle 
common sense were used, a place might 
be found entirely to the satisfaction of 
l\Iarie Duchamps. But being a prac
tical, common-sense man himself, he 
stated quite emphatically that it would 
be futile for Marie to enter B lois alone 
and-without recommendation that could 
bear the strictest scrutiny-expect to gain 
adm ittance enn to the precincts of the 
palace. 

I f, then; she would rest content at the 
farm for some clays, he would make in
quiries of his daughter that very morn
ing, learn what positions were vacant, 
and then set about getting one suitable 
for l\Iarie. I t  was quite possible, he 
said, that a girl so pretty and engaging 
might attract the attention of the queen 
herself. But if she were thus singled 
out by such h igh favor, and i f  the au
thorities sanctioned the selection, :M arie 
would then herself become a prisoner, 
for none of the queen's  coterie was al
lowed outside the palace. I ndeed, they 
were not suffered to leave the first floor, 
where the queen's apartments were sit
uated in the wing of Francis I ; whereas, 
if l\Iarie gut a situation among the ordi
nary servants of the chateau, she ·would 
retain full libertv to come from castle 
to tO\Yll-or even into the countrv without 
hindrance-unless she became �uspectecl 
of carrying information, in which case 
her speedy dismissal took place. 

l\Ialoche had been told at Blois that 
emissaries of  the Due cl' Epemon had 
t ime and again endeavored to establish 
communication with the queen ; but these 
plans, he understood, had been discovered 
and frustrated, and it w as believed that 
several executions had taken place, the 
v ictims being spies caught red-handed. 
All this information had been given by 
l\Ialoche to C ardillac in conversation 
during the first morning of his stay. 
l\Iarie had disappeared in company with 
one of l\Ialoche's daughters, and the old 
fanner talked quite freely \Yith his young 
friend. 

l\Ialoche 11·as a typical peasant of his 
t ime : a grave, stalwart old man and an 
indefatigable "·orker, shrewd in making 
a bargain, greedy in the accumulation of 
money. l iving in the m idst of plenty with 
great frugality, undisputed master of his 
o11·n house, no member of his familv 
daring to thwart him. For the nobility 
he possessed an inherited respect, ancl 
was flattered that a young scion of a. 
noble house. I ike Carclil lac, visited h im 
now and then. Doubtless, the  son of his  
former landlord was the more welcome 
in that he 11·as lavish with his money 
when he had any, and during this last 
sojourn he seemed to be p lentifully sup
p lied with gold, which l\Ialoche shared 
without troubling about its origin. 
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H e  supposed t hat, directly or indirect
ly, i t  came from the king, because when 
Cardil l ac, a few months before, had 
made the farm a point o f  call ,  the young 
man was then on h is \Yay to Paris with 
the avmn.!d intention o.f cntt:ring the 
sen·ice o f  D e  Luyn<>, the llC II. head o f  
the state. i\I aloche t o o k  i t  f o r  granted 
t h at every member of tht: aristocracy 
who wellt well  recommended to P aris 
became rich, and Cardillac had flaunted 
an invitatio.n from no less a personagt: 
than the prime minister himsel f ; so i t  
never occurred to the farmer t h a t  Car
dillac had changed h is colors, and was 
now an a\·owecl p artizan of the queen
mother and an enemy of her enemies, in
cluding her son, the king.  

Like a l l  agriculturists of  that day, 
M aloche betrayed no interest in politics. 
All that he \Yished \Ya,; to be left alone ; 
and luck be ing his  friend, he h ad chosen 
a farm most fortunately situated for h i s  
p u rposes. Less than a league south o f  
B lois, t h e  property was situated i n  that 
large "·edge of country south of the 
Loire, which, by tacit consent of king's 
men and queen' s  men, was regarded as 
neutral territory. 

Although smal l  p arties of e i ther fac
tion m ight traverse it,  they did so peace
fully ; for if either side had i nvaded it 
w it h  a large body of men, the·  other 
wou l d  be bound to counteract that move, 
and so there would be danger of a battle 
being precipitated that might deliver 
over the country to the horrors of civil  
war. 

B riefly, the situation was this : Every 
dav that De Luynes gained without a 
coi1ftict was so much to the good ; and 
as the eventless da\·s went bv. the king 
became more and 1i1ore firml)• seated on 
his th rone. Bv a masterly arrangement 
of his forces De T.uvnes hac! checkmated 
the opposition. A-lthough all France 
was in a state of tension, nexerthdess the 
tension \Yould relax rather than increase 
with t ime, because there were continual 
desertions from the queeli's partizans to 
the p arty in actual power. 

D e  Luynes counted on the almost uni
versal desire o f  human nature to be on 
the side that was apparently winn ing, and 
the side tk facto i n  office, and events were 
proving hi�1 right. Rut once al low the 
passions of hattlc free rein. let De 

Luynes lose an important battle, and the 
whole situation would be in the melting
pot ; a melting-pot h eated on the red 
furnace o f  \rar. 

O n  the other hand, the D ue d' Eper
non, commander of the queen's forces, " 
clare not risk a fi gbt until  he obtained 
po,;session of the queen. because any bus
ti le  move on h is part might resu lt i n  the 
instant execution o f  her majesty i f  De 
Luynes possessed the courage to commi t  
such a n  act. De Luynt:s "·as a s  vet an 
unknown quantity, no man amorig the 
queen's forces being aware whether he 
was brave or the revnse. therefore. the 
strong force under t h e  Due d ' E pernon 
lay for the moment n u l l i tiecl. 

Thirty years before these events E u
rope had been given a crrastic example 
o f  1rhat a courageous monarch might do 
in similar circumstances, and Europe 
\ras thril led with horror when the head 
of M ary, Queen of Scob, rol l ed bleeding 
to the dw;t. The result� growing from 
this execut ion wt:re such a� to strengthen 
the hand of De Lm·ne�, ancl render 
D ' Epernon still  more cautious. A lthough 
all Europe execrated tl1e deed, it was 
now a matter of histurv that it had 
brought peace to the islaticl, and sixteen 
\·ear:i� a fter the execution, El izabeth died, 
admittedly the greatest monarch that 
ever sat on the English throne, and \Ye l l 
nigh mistre:;s of t h e  world. 

Why should not the French k i u g  do 
what the English queen had done, and 
save his country from hlooclshecl bv the 
sacrifice o f  on� woman. IYh om at " least 
h a l f  o f  France regarded as a foreigner 
and an attempted usurper of power t'hat 
righ tfully belonged t o  her son ? Once 
i\l arie de �I edicis·\Yas el iminated, all op
position to the ne\Y king must of neces
sity cease, for there wou l d  then he no 
center for the forces of an executed 
queen to ral l y  round : thus t\YO armies, 
nearly of equal strength. stood on the 
alert,  neither daring to fi re a shot. 

But this balanced situation made the 
adventure of D e  Cardillac all the more 
exasperating to the authorities in Paris. 
He had done worse than \Y in a battle : 
he h ad made De Luyne;; the l aughing
stock o f  the rountrv. All France was 
smiling in sympathy- with the impetuous 
lad, who seemed to typify the dash, the 
hranrv and the humor of h is land. 
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The story of h is exp loit� was permeat
i ng to the most remote d istr icts, lo,; ing 
noth ing as it tnn·e led. I t  became kno1vn 
that for months he had waited da1· l l\· 
clay, with the utmost pat ience, i n  t he ·pul;
l ic hal l  of De Luvnes's own house, wh i le  
t hat great man h

-
ad never accorded him 

the favor of a "·ord o r  an interYie11·. T h e  
m inions of D e  Luynes undertook to trap 
the gui le l ess youth, but he baffled the po
l ice of Paris, supposed to be the mu�t 
acute. in the world, leap ing, un:;cathed, 
out of the capita 1 past all its guard:;, 
brin ging with h im the powerful noble  
De J .uvnes wished to hold in  his  clutch, 
fooled ·the king 's army as he fooled the 
Paris ian pol ice. and actua l ly entered the 
convent. under the support of a k i ng's 
otlicer i n  uni form, 1vhile four of the 
king's sol diers 1vere detailed for escort . 

Defying alike those t1vo almost om
nipotent bodies, the church and state, 
he broke into· the convent, barred his en
emies out, and utter ly disappeared 1vith 
the girl 1vho had been hostage for her 
father's good l.Jeh::\\·ior, w h i le her father 
had safely attained the impregnal.Jle for
tress of Loches . 

One poet in Paris advised De Luvnes 
to sea 1-ch for Card i l lac i n  the p lanet 
M ars, for from thence such a \varl ike, 
resourceful youth must have come, or tht� 
planet Venus, for thither he must haYe 
taken the most l.Jeautiful young woman in 
France . As dav foll01Yed da1·. and noth
i ng 1vhatever 11:as heard of the pair, a l 
though i nnocent couples  were arrested 
here and there a l l  over the land, the good 
will of their• countrymen and country
"·omen went out to the errant pa ir , and 
the laughter at De Luynes i ncreased , 
while all  the sleuth -hounds at h is dis
posa l searched every nook and cranny i;1 
vain. 

C FL\ P T E R  X X I I I . 

CIRCL:M\'f. :'\ T I  : q ;  T H E  P l::.\ S .\ ?\T. 

TH E  young peopl e had l ived qui�tly 
for a week under the economical 
roof of the frugal farmer, paying a 

pr ice for their accommodation that shou l d 
have entitled them to a palact'. The pair 
had discarded their finery, and adopted 
the peasant dress of host and hostess, not 
•vishing to attract anY undue attention 

from chance pa,;�ers-l.Jy. Day by day 
:\Ialoch c had gone to B lois w ith his cart
l oad o f  market produce, and each morn
i ng he <:m hi,; claugl Her in the pa lace. 
t im� learning IYhat  pn>gress 1vas being 
made in the ,;earch fur a si tuat ion that 
"\Iarie Lluch:1mps m ight fi l l .  At last, h e  
1va,; ashd tu bring t h e  girl with him on 
h i �  nnt vi�it  to  the t 0\1'11. 

Havin� been promised a most satis
faltor�· fee fur hi� good offices i n  this 
matter. the old man left  the palace door 
1vi th some· ,;a t i� f an i"n .  As h e  wa !keel 
aero:;,; the square his attention 11·as at
tracted by a t roop of �o ld iers com·ubed 
11·ith boisterous laught er .  Some o ne \Yas 
tell ing a story. gest icu l a t ing dramatically, 
a ncl hi,.; reci ta I seemed to be verv �uece�s-
ful. 

· 
.l\Ialoche 1vas not a humorous man, and 

1vas moving glumly on, when the name 
De Cardillac caught his ear. He paused 
and listened with ever-deepening horror. 
This 11·as the first he had heard of the es
capade of which nearl y enrybody e lse 
11·a� talking. H ad he been shel tering a 
man "·host: head was forfeit to the state, 
and whose soul was condemned bv the 
church ? It �eemed incred ible ; and \'et 
he must unconsciously have bee'n h arbor· 
i ng t he man for 1vhom a l l  France was i n  
search ; a villain guilty of rebel li on a11d 
sacrilege. 

At first a cold anger ro�e slowly in th e 
heart of the old man as he bethought him 
how sel fi s h l y  this friYolous youth had 
placed his fam i l y and possessions in ex
treme j eopardy ;  for no one would be
l ien: h is o,,-n a,;5ertion that sanctuarv 
had been accorded to Cardillac in inno�. 
cence. This, then, was the source o f  the 
gold that the young man had flung away 
so reckles5l\·. and which the farmer had 
taken 1vith i1r1 doubt o[ i t5  loyal origin . 

�Ialocht• at once ddermined to lav 
information before tlll' commander o-f 
the pa lace that ''"ould lead to Cardi l lac 's 
capture. and he turned to1vard that 
officer' s  re�id ence. his steps i n  no way 
impeded 1 >�- t he though t that a great re
\Yard 1nmld he his.  

The sold ier had said that the king \Yas 
IY il l in g  to g i l·e a prince':; ransom for this 
culprit, dead or alin·. and no harm could 
come to am· who kil l�cl Cardillac. for he 
was alread)· outla\ved by the state, and 
banned by the Bishop of Tours. while 
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excommunication was expected from the 
Pope himself. It was bad enough to 
break into any convent, but to violate 
that of the Sacred H eart, held in the 
highest esteem by the church, and pre
sided over by a princess of  the royal 
blood, made his crime unforgivable by 
either church or state. 

Arriving at the antechamber of the 
commander, he was gruffly ordered to seat 
himself  on a bench along the wall, and 
there for half an hour he was allowed to 
cool his hec:ls and likewise his anger. 
\Veil he knew the tvrannical nature of 
these oHicers and the 

�
brutality of the sol

diers. Being a shrewd man, he began to 
estimate his own danger, and thus be
came more and more impressed with the 
fact that no one would bel ieve he had 
visited B lois day by day for nearly a 
week and yet knew nothing of this event 
about \Yh ich all France was talking. 

The commander 'might not take into 
account that he \Yas a taciturn man, who 
attended stricti y to his own business and 
did not mix with gossips. H is first 
anger had alloyed his reasoning powers, 
which on ordinary occasions were very 
acute. I f  the king \\·as so anxious to 
capture Cardi l lac, then it was certain that 
the commander \Yas on that instant using 
all his efforts to secure so valuable a 
prize . l\Ialoche's own cunning began to 
show him w hat the commander would 
do. H e  was more likelv than not to 
throw the informer i n to � cell, and then 
gallop w ith a troop of horse to the farm 
and him�elf captur� Cardillac, taking all 
the cred it as well as al l  t,he cash. 

There came to his mind the many con, 
ferences he had held with his daughter 
during the past week, and as these CO!l
ferences were for the purpose of placing 
within the palace an unknown girl who, 
doubtless. \Yas as had as Card i l l ac h im
sel f, 1\Jaloc·h c  began to tremhle as he real
ized the in<:red ihil itv of the storv he must 
tell if he sturk to · the truth. '!'he n::-;ult 
would be l oss n f l iberty and the confi,;ca-
tion of his  property. . 

Inwarcl l v  cursing Canlill ac, he rose 
and cautiously mad� his way out into the 
open square unnoticed, the soldiers on 
guard paying l ittle attention to him, sup
posing he had merely some complaint to 
make about the price he was paid for h is 
cabbages . He hung about the town all 

day, haunting cheap drinking-shops along 
the river and getting, bit by bit, fuller 
particulars of Cardillac's adventure. 
Gradually he made up his mind that he  
must get  r id  of  his  dangerous guests, but 
he would first threaten them with arrest, 
and thus wring from them full compen
sation for the danger he had run. 

\Vhen M aloche reached his home, the 
last meal of the day was laic! on the table, 
and his family, with their guests, were 
laughing and talking wh ile they waited 
for him, as the repast could not begin 
until he arrived. 

All present were struck to silence by 
the sight of the thunder-cloud on the old 
man's face. Not too genial at his best, 
each knew that . something disastrous had 
happened. Maloche took his p lace at the 
head of the tal.Jlc,  saying no word, and 
the meal was eaten in silence, although 
the dark eyes of Therese de M ontreuil 
flasl1ed now and then \Yith ind iguation a t  
the p a l l  \vhich had fallen on t h e  company 
through the incoming of an i ll-natured 
man. vVhen supper was finished, 
Maloche turned to his elder guest. 

" Is there another man of your name, 
1\1. de Card iliac ? " 

· 
" Oh, yes, and a better man, namely, 

my father." 
- . .  D id your father break into a con

vent ? " 
Cardi llac laughed. 
" Not to my knowledge," he replied. 

" My good M aloche, you've been hearing 
something.' '  

" Yes, I ha,·e heard in wh at danger 
you have insolently placed me, and, by 
Heavens, you sh all  pay for i t � You have 
been condemned by the king, who has 
ordered his subjects to take you dead or 
<:tl ive ; you have been banned by the 
B ishop of Tours, ancl w i l l  be e xcommu
n icated by the Pope . "  

Card i llac. w h o  heard unmoYCd the 
sentence of the king, became a l itt le wh ite 
around the l i ps 'vhen he heard the inten
t ion of the Pope. The g irl  watched him 
intently, her eyes abl aze, casting now and 
then a glance at the tru cu l ent old man . 
All the others were appalled into silence. 

" I am sorry that I have brought dan
ger to  you," said De Cardillac slowly. 
" If you w i l l  carry out your promise re-. 
��arding the position that l\I llc. Duchamps 
deskes, I will  relieve you of my presence 
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instant ly. and i (  captured I give you my 
word that I shall say nothing of my resi
dence here. "  

" 1 made no promise, and I will keep 
none." 

" Then. perhaps. you will be good 
enough to give hack t o  the lady the money 
vou exacted. "  
· " The lady � " grow led l\Ialoche. with 
bitter contempt. " 'Tis l ikely q1is Du
champs \Hnna n  is as bad as yourself. " 

" ( >r much worse," snapped 1\larie. 
A l l  the l\Ialoche family gasped with 

d ismay at her temerity. The old man 
scowled across at her. 

" \Vi l l  you keep silent. hussy ! " he 
roared. 

l\larie placed her elbo"·s on the table, 
rlenched her fi sts, and placed her little 
chin i n  them. as i f  forcibly to hold her 
mouth shut . .  Cardillac rose quietly, left 
the room, and presently returned \\·ith his 
sword in his right hand. 

" Gaspard M aloche," he said, " I  have 
never yet touched with my weapon an 
unarmed man, but if you do not address 
this lady with civi li ty ·

I ' l l  tickle your ribs 
"· ith sharp steel ."  

Saying this, he sat  down on the bench 
again, his �m·ord across his knees. 

" You must not th ink to frighten me 
with the sight of a rapier," snarled 
1\Ialoche, whose expression, nevertheless, 
showed that he was not too courageous. 
" There are plenty of armed men within 
cal l . "  

" W e  1 1 ,  that . is a p ity," �aid Card iliac, 
" for, whatever h appens to me, I shall 
k i l l  you before I am captured." 

" This is strange requital for my hos
pitality," complained the farmer. 

" Your hospital ity was requited m 
gold . I t  is your treachery I requite 111 
i ron. "  

" There b no treachery o·n m y  part. 
You came tu my house under false pre 
tenses . " 

" Nevertheless. i f  had entered a 
heathen Arab's tent in the same circum
stances, 1 had been safe ; but you, I sup
pose. have surrounded thi� house with 
soldier,;." 

" N o, r said nothing a t  B ioi ;; , and 
there are no soldiers· ne:1rer than that 
town ; but if you are to escape, I mu;;t 
he well recompensed for the risk I have 
taken." 

" That is but j ust ice. and I am quite 
ready to· m ake terms with you, so long 
as the terms are p leasing to the lady \Yho 
accompanies me. But no one leave:; this 
room until your promise thi;; time has 
been registered on oath. E,·en i f  I am 
threatened \Yith excommunication. you 
wi l l  ne,·erthc less ha,·c charged your soul 
with perj ury i f  you break your wore\ 
to us." 

" I shal l make no terms with this 
man." said l\I aric decidedly . 

" Keep s1lence, jill,: de cuisi11c/' 
roared 1\Ialoche, bringing his huge fist 
clown on the table, but t he roar swelled 
into a how I as Cardi l lac gently pricked 
h im i n  the elbow \l· i th the point of hi :; 
sword. 

The girl was stand ing up , her face 
tlushed with an rrcr, her eves snapping 
black l ightning . ''' 

· 
" You base-born, grovel ing peasant, 

do you dare to address me in ,;uch lan
guage ? You talk of danger to us with
out the sense to realize the peril i n  which 
you yourself stand . At a wore\ from me 
my father shall gallop across from 
Loches at the head of a thousand horse
men, and wi l l  burn down vour homestead 
over your slit ears. Not il l  the ten thou
sand soldier� in B lois can s,n·e you, even 
i f  thev consented to take the trouble. 
which - they would not. They value you 
as l ittle as they do their o1vn swine. 

" You dare taunt Victor de Car
clillac with excommunication ! I tell vou 
he shall not he excommunicated, and -the 
ban of the Bishop of Tours will  be dis
solved by an edict from h is superior, the 
Archbishop o f  Toulouse, who is my 
friend. and my father's friend, and the 
son of the Du·c cl'Epernon. Pope Paul 
V when he learns the t ruth will issue no 
edict of excommunication, or if he does, 
it shall he against De Luynes, who first 
violated the convent by p lac ing therein 
a state prisoner . 

" I f  De Luynes \Yas j ustified i n  pla
cing me a prisoner in a convent, De Car
d il lac \vas equally justified in breaking 
my prison and getting me out. If the 
captain of a troop make a garrison of 
a church in time of 1var. the enemv is 
held blameless \Yho_ fires upon that 
church. But. apart from all this, Pope 
Paul V is a Borghese . a member of the 
\Yea lth icst family in I t aly. and he wi l l  
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l aunch no excommunication against a 
brave man who is part izan for his coun

trywoman, the De .M edicis. :\Iy father, 
the D ue de 1\Jontreuil, is a favorite son 
of the church, and it i's not possible that 
excommunication should be hurled a t  one 
of his followers." 

She snapped her fingers in the air .  
" That for your paltry B ishop o f  Tours 

and his  ban ! I come o f  a family that 
deals with popes and cardinal s ! " 

" I n  Heaven's name, lady ! " ga::;ped 
M aloche, frightened out of hi:; stolidity. 
" \Vho are you ? " 

C H A PT E R  X X I V .  
A RE\TL.-\ T I Ll::\.  

THE question seemed to bring t h� girl 
to her sense�. and the color lett  her 
face as sh�. stood s1aring across the 

table at him ; then a faint smile came t o  
h e r  l ips, as . slowly s h e  turned h e r  head 
until she met Cardill ac's a,;toni,;hed gaze . 

" Ah, V ictor de Carcl i l lac," and now 
she spoke very soft ly, all i mpetuetusness 
departed, " you see what a fate threatens 
you. But, dear comrade, you haYe lJeen 
warned in time. ' Twill  b� you now 
who accuses m e  of false pretemes, but in 
that you w i l l  be wron g." 

She turned toward the old farmer. 
" You wish to know wh o  I am ? I am 

M lle .  Ther(·se :t\f :uie Duchamps de :\Iont
reuil ,  only daughter of th e Due de 
1\I ontreuil,  and if he at. Laches had heard 
the words vou dared address me, h e  were 
already in' his saddle galloping hither. 
V ictor ," she turned to the young man 
again, " you will  get  to  horse at once, 
and gal l op tJmmgh the night by \vay of 
M ontricharcl to Loches, carryi_ng with 
you a letter I have written to my father. 
Ask him to sen d to Toulouse and ac
quaint the archbbhop 11 ith the ban of 
Tour!l":" 

" There is  no need of that" saic1 C ar
dillac. " Th e  archbishop, ,,- ith five hun
dred of his men, is at L<.JChe�; having 
arrived t here sl1 0rtly after the queen was 
imprisoned at B l ois." 

" Ah, I did not know. They kept al l 
news from me at th e  com·ent.  Then a l l  
the better, a n d  n o  t i m e  l ost. T h e  arch
bishop must send a messenger to Rome, 
to acquaint Pope Paul \vith the facts. 

Shall vou make your headquarters at 
Loches ? "  

" N o, I must be nearer a t  hand. I 
shall  fi n d  some method of acquainting 
you with my \vhereabouts." 

" Tell my father of the compact you 
m ade with me i n  the forest o f  the Loire 
at m idnight.  He will give you the thou
sand pistoles." 

' '  I cannot accept them, J\I arie-I 
mean Therese. "  

The girl gave him a friendly smi le. 
" Either or both names wil l do, but the 

money is yours, not my father's, and I 
command you to accept the sum . "  

" Very w e l l ,  Therese l\Iarie. Your 
commands are my Ia w." 

" l\Iy father will tell  you more of the 
obj ect we both have in view, so that you 
l·an act with a knowl edge of what has 
already been accompl ish ed , if  anything. 
He will  also give you the money for 
carrying out your. plans." 

" Ah , Marie, you mu�t allow m e  to u�e 
my own money, as m y  heart i� set on 
success . "  

Again Therese smiled a t  h i m, and 
nodded as though p leased th at h e  made 
such a proviso. 

" And now Fanner l\1 al oche must 
wri te me a letter that I can give to h is 
daughter in Blois." 

" I cannot write," gruffly stated the 
farmer. 

" Then :tiL de C ardillac '"ill  write for 
you, and you may .append your mark, or 
whatever symbol you use 'A·hen your name 
is attached to a business document. This 
letter I shall  take with me at once to 
B lois, for 'it is yet early in the evening. " 

" You do not propose to go there alone 
and unattended ? " p:::otestecl Cardillac. 

" Yes, and I ask you to see that no one 
l eaves this room m1t il I have had time to 
reach there. and also to exact from this 
man an oath that he clare not break, and 
i f  he attempts to bre:.�k it, 1 can assure 
h i m  o f  the most drastic. vengeance." 

\Ia loche groaned disma l ly. 
" I .et us exact the oath now, and I 

"·i l l  then accompany you." 
" No, no. You must to Laches as 

quickly as you can . I am in no danger, 
even if  de tected . D e  Luvnes knows bet
ter than to harm me.  I(he did, 'twou l d  
a l l  be to the good, f o r  every n oble par
tizan h e  possesses \Yould desert him, and 
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ne 11·ould find h i msel f with an armv of 
leaderless men . "  

C ardillac took d o w n  the cruc i fi x  from 
t he wall, and p laced it  before :\ l:: t loche. 
The fanner reluctantly  l ai d  his great 
brown hand upon it, and h is UlliYelcome 
gue�t administered to him an oath sn 
sweepi ng in it� e\·erlast in g pena lt ies that 
even the brom:ed face L)f the 1·eoman 
bl anch ed to a sickly green as he -pressed 
h i s  lips against the sacred em blem . 

" And no\Y," said :\Illc .  de :\I ontreuil ,  
\Yho had put on her hood for the j ourney, 
·' remember that we have not coerceJ 
you, but have taken the only plan w ith 
you t h at provides safety for your�e lf and 
,·our -famih·. I f  you faithfulh· c::trrv out 
�-our avouchment - I will see t l;at  1·ou are 
inade rich .  Your danger arises in- double 
measure through any tampering with your 
aHirmation, for you will recei ve no mercy 
from the partizans of the king. and you 
are not '1ikely to escape wngeance from 
the foll owers of the queen. 

" The fact th at your daughter is  in the 
chateau now ; th a t you, for ::t week, haYe 
been endeavori ng to place me in the sen·
ice of th e queen, while all the t i me you 
were harboring De Cardillac, makes it 
impossible for you to convince the most 
credulous that you are not up to the lips 
i n  conspiracy, therefore, be sure that con
fession will only bring the swifter pun
ishment upon you from both sides. You 
will  find yoursel f between the upper and 
nether millstones, and not much will he 
left of you when they cease revoh·ing." 

Cardillac replaced the crucifi x.  
" :M arie." h e  sa id, " I wish a \Yord \Yith 

you in the
. 
next roo�1. l\Jaloche, see to it 

that no one moves unt il I return." 
O nce outside, the young man caugh t 

her bv the elbow�, pressing them closely 
to her . l\ [ arie made no effect in· resj,;t
ance, but stood there smi l i ng at him. 

" Dear girl ,"  he said. " I wanted to tell 
you that I shall make :\I ontri chard m y  
h o m e  until I have perfected nw plans. 
:\I y headquarters there will be the hotel 
of the B l ack H ead, a h ostel ry w ith which 
l am a lready \Yell acquainted. 

" JV[ ontricharcl is fil led "· i th my 
friends. and there I sh al l be quite safe . 
The h i l lsides of :\I ontricharcl are hone\·
combcd wi th secret passages and cave 
rlwellings. with every tenant of \Yhich I 
am acquainted, and no man need be cap-

turecl \Yho knows this lal>\Tinth as I tk 
And no1Y, dear :;:irl. bre1rell and Hean·n 
be wi th you. 'there is  sti 1 1 '  one question 
I \Yish to ask vou. Do \'OU think l should 
he justifi ed ii1 acccpti;1g �m ad,·anre of 
money for carrying out the l iberati on of 
the queen ) . , 

" Oh .  ,_;tndy. �urely, ' '  cried the  gi rl . 
a! though her fo.ce sho'n'd d isappointment 
that h e had thought better o f  his first pro
posal to use his own. 

" I am glad you a pproYe, though I 
�hal l not touch a stin:r of the mom·1·. I 
merelv wished \·our consent to the

-
«en

era! princip le that a man ut':lderto.ki t� a 
task which he feels  certain of accomp l ish
in g may be j ustili ecl in  seeking in ad
\·�mce a mocle�r in�ta lment l lf  the rc1,·ard 
he expect;;, if this in�talment will encour
age h im t o  face the d ifficulties  he ma\' l.1e 
called on to e ncounter, so. Therese-

-
" 

Twice he pur his lips to a better pu r
pose than that of speaking, and flattered 
h imself he had taken her rompletdy by 
surprise. She frowned. and pushed h im 
hack \Y ith no great expenditure of 
�trength, then l aughed a litt l e. 

" I take .i t, m o nsitl!r_. t hat there is noth
ing personal i n  what YOU haYe done. You 
merely wished to begin your campaign 
by settl i 11g your cleht. I sh ::t II. there fore. 
regard t h i s  ::ts the return of what was 
f ormerh· besto\Yed . " 

" I n  that case. Therl:sc. I han the i n 
stalment st i l l  to seek : " b�t Therl:�e mer
rily eluclecl h im,  not . to be caught a sec
ond t ime . 

" N o, no," she cried.  " too laYish an 
ad\·ance pa�·ment makes a careless work
man, and, on this em p lo�·ment. I mu:-t en-

1 ist al l nmr facul t ies.  N ow. listen to 
me. Do \·ou know the ch&teau at Blois ) " 

" I h a;-e seen it ." repl ied Cardillac. 
" I am \Ye l l  acquainted \Y ith eYery part 

of it ,"  cont i nued Tl11�rese, " for I l iYed 
there on sen�ral occasions \\·h i lc  th e court 
was in residence. The�- te I I  me the 
queen 's present ap::trtmcnrs are on the 
fi rst floor. The side tOIYard the court
yard i s  l ike to be we l l -guarded . The 
north fac;::tde. ho,Ye\·er. is so precipitous, 
and being \l· i thou t  an exit, her maj esty's 
j ailers a re t here probabl�· less yigilant.  
A t  the nort heast corner there i s  an open 
gal lery. E\·er�- a fternoon. ::tt four o'clock. 
the queen i�  asl eep. and from four t i l l  
h n l f  past I shall \Ya lk i n  that gal lery. 
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You wi ll doubtless wnture into B lois as 
occasion may require." 

" I  am certain to do that,"  repl ied Car
dillac. 

" You will come disguised, but I think 
I shall recognize you. Still, to make 
sure, wear in some fashion the scarf I 
gave you to act as a sling for your arm, 
and which, honest man, you never re
turned to me. "  

" I had hoped, Therese, you \Yould not 
miss it." 

" I did not. I freely present it to you. 
But I must not chatter any longer. Time 
is passing. During the week we have 
spent here, I have obtained several unsus
picious article3 that may be of use to me 
when I share the queen's imprisonment, 
and among them is an ample length o f  
thin cord. I f  I see you on the street be
low, and \YC are unc;bserved, I may pass 
down to you a le!ter, if  there is anything 
to communicate, and you may tie to the 
cord anv missive intended for me." 

" I  sl�all remember that.  As an alter
native means of communication with me, 
it  might be \Ye l l  i f  you made friends with 
l\Ialoche',; daughter in the chateau ; then 
a message given to her could be ·passed on 
to her father, and he might send �ome 
one of his sons to me at l\Iontrich>ud." 

" You think 1ve can trust l\ialoche ? " 
" Yes ; fi rst, because of his fear, and 

second, because of his cupidity. He has 
nothing to gain. and everything to lose 
by betraying us. Still,  it  1vi l l  all  depend 
on the estimate you form of his daughter, 
but, in any case, I should not use this 
method except as a last resort. I am cer
tain the old man will make no move 
against us, but the girl may h ;we some 
confidant in the cll:'tteau to whom she tells 
everything, and thus, although stanch 
herself, she might prove �he spark to the 
powder." 

" You are very IYoman-IYise, 1\l. de 
Cardillac. "  

" No mcrelv human-11·ise. For in-
stance ;

' 
I would tell you enryth ing I 

know, and yd proclaim mysel f .a man. 
However, it is not man nature or woman 
nature, but human nature, as I h ave said, 
and the fewer confidants we make the 
safer we are." 

" That is true. As it is, I think we 

have told one another everything we know 
already. And now I must away." 

She eluded his efforts to detain her, 
opened the door, and retreated into the 
room they had left. Every member of 
the family sat rigid, as if  they had not 
moved an eyelid since the two departed. 
The girl took her place upon a bench by 
the table, and poured out for herself a 
glass of milk, which she sipped. Cardil
lac sat down opposite her, beside the grim 
farmer, to whom he had still a few words 
to say. Before he could open his mouth, 
however, the room resounded with two 
sharp knocks, as if caused by a sv;orcl
hilt, and, next instant, the door was flung 
open by an officer, who entered, followed 
by two troopers. Cardillac whisked his 
own sword out of sight under the table, 
and placed the point of it close against 
the body of Farmer M aloche. 

C HAPTER XXV. 

I:-.ITO LOC H E S .  

TH E  first thought that occurred to 
Cardillac was that l\Ialoche had 
betrayed him before he left B lois, 

and that the military p arty had been sent 
to ·effect the arrest of himself and his 
comrade. For a moment M aloche's l ife 
hung on the tip of the sword, and per
haps the old man himself never sus
pected that he sat cheek by jowl with 
death. The oflicer proved to be a good
natured, genial, talkative fellow, who did 
not express that contempt for the honest, 
industrious peasantry which all soldiers 
felt. 

" Fanner l\Ialoche ? " inquired the offi
cer. 

" There is a girl here whom you 
offered in service to the chateau ? " 

" \""es." 
" Is  she an ordinary country wench, or 

ladylike and p resentable ? "  
" There she sits," said Maloche. 
The officer turned toward her. 
'' Oh, you' l l  do," he cried. " Have 

you been used to 11·aiting on ladies, 
mademoiselle l -" 

" Yes, JII Oial'i,·ur." answered M arie. 
" Ah, that's gr·eat good luck. There's 

been another frustrated p lot to liberate 
the queen, and two of her maids of 
honor are sleeping in stone cells to
night ; therefore, mademoiselle. you will 
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tah.e your p lace in the direct service o f  
i\Iarie de Medicis,  for we' l l  accept no 
more of theN' rips down from Paris. 
\Ve'ye had enough of such consp ir ing 
min;.;e�. 1 '  d chop off the heads of the 
\vho le coterie i f  I had my wav. ( ; in� 
me an ho nest, goull-lookillg cuu;1try girl  
l ike vou. madt'lnoiscllc. And now. Farmer 
:\ I a l (Jche, a few questions. The com
mandant told me to give warning that 
\'OU w i l l  l>c held t o strict an·ount if  your 
�vords arc not made good. \\' hat 's

. 
the 

name or this  g irl ? " 
" :\1 v name is :\Iarie Duchamps,' '  

qu ick !)• interpolated the person referred 
to . 

" Th anks. lll£7dnnoisdlc. th ank s . And 
now. Fanner l'vl alnche, are you person
a l ly acquainted with this damsel ' "  

" \� (:'S • •  , 
" You guarantee her hone�ty. 

faith, and a l l  that ? " 
" Yes. ' ' 
" She is thorough l y  loyal ? "  
' '  \'es. ' '  

uood "' 

" Do you t h i nk sh e can he br ilJed or 
caj oled i nto clu i ng wrong ? " · 

" No . " 
" You p ledge your personal surety. for

feiting l i fe and goods i f  she mixes with 
anv of t hese treasonable conspiracies ? "  

;!'his t i m e  :\ l al oche hesitated for a mo-
ment, and the sword-point penetrated h i s  
clothes, and touched t h e  bare skin. 

" Yes," he said. 
· 

" That'� verv satisfactory. and I sh al l  
so report t o  th� commanda;1t. A nd now. 
madl'ln oisdle. can you ride a h orse ? · · 

" Oh. ves. monsieur.' '  
" Ar� you ready to go w ith us at once, 

or must you make some preparat ions ? " 
" I am ready now, monsieur . ' '  said the 

girl. ri sing . 
" Goocl. I I ike you, and hope to see 

more o f  vou at B lois, although I suppose 
yoi.1 w i l l not be al l owed to leave the 
(lueen' s  apartments ."  

" So I understood, lnonsi,·lrr.-'' 

" Anything you want ,  madi'!noiscllc, 
can he got at B lois, or \Yi l l  be sent for 
to Paris. The pay is good, and the 
duties l i ght.  r rather think you ' l l  l ik e  
t h e  situation, :\ I  arie ." 

" I am sure r shall .  monsieur." 
" Very well ; this is all quite as i t  

should be. And now, mademoiselle, 
l atest maid of h onor, may I pre,;ent t o 

myse l f  the gratification of escort ing you 
to your horse ? " 

" The p l easure is m i ne, monstcur. 
said Thert·se, extending the tips o f  her 
dainty fi ngers to the outstretched hand 
o f  the ho,ving l i eutenant . :\ nd thus, as 
if about to engage 'in a minuet, the t\Yc' 
disappeared t hrough the cloonvay, fol
lowed by the sword-clan k i ng, spur
j angl i ng troopers, TIH�rese throwing over 
JH�r shou lder a sparkling sm ile at  Car
di l lac and a " (;ood nigh t , a l l . "  to th� 
assemblage . 

I n  the silence that fol lo\\·ecl thev 
heard the clatter o f  h orses' hoofs. and 
Cardil lac wondered why their approach 
h ad not been not iced by any o f  the com
pany. 

" l\l aloche," said Card i l lac, " e\·en i f  
y o u  h a d  n o t  given me your oath, you 
understand, I hope, that there is  only one 
course now possible for you. I need not 
�ay that I am very sorry to h ave been 
the cause of i nvolvi ng you in such a tan 
gle, but that is a risk all  must run who 
l i \'C in these troublous t imes. l\I anv in
nocent people have been compellecl to clo 
tionwth i ng similar to what you are forced 
to do, but they have been without hope of 
re,vard. N ow, I give you my \vord that 
I shall  he careful not to betray you by 
speech or action. I am determined to 
succeed, and will succeed ; and when I 
do, you w i l l  be l argely the gainer ." 

" There has been· enough talk," growled 
the old farmer. " I shall clo what I sa id 
l 11·ould do." 

" Ah. which o f  the t\YO th ings you sa id 
1·ou \vou ld do ? Give in formation to 'the 
king, or keep si lence ? " • 

" I sh a l l  h o l d  by my oath . "  
" Very good. In that course, you w i l l  

fi nd safety and p ro fi t . "  Card i l lac took 
out h is wallet, and poured a l ittle moun
tain of gold upon the supper-table. 

" H ere is an earnest of more to come. 
sh al l  keep one p istole for emergencies 

to-night, �nd leave the rest with you. I t  
i s  al l  I possess now, but good luck being 
mv friend, I shall have a thousand more 
of th ese yellow temp ters to-morrow." 

The old man's sul len eyes gleamed 
greedily  as he gloated on the l ittle p i l e  
o f  wealth. Here at least was an argu
ment he could understand. King or 
queen were as nothing t o  h im so long as 
he kept his clutch upon sufficient gold. 
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" I t  is really a Yery simple matter, 
lVJ aloche," continued Cardillac with care
less good humor, as he pushed the heap 
toward its new owner. " I f  the king 
wins, you will nevertheless be rich enough 
to slip out of this bel t . of danger and re
turn to Gascony, where you may live 
unmolested. If the queen wins, you will 
receive abundance o f  wealth, and she w i l l  
confirm you in possession of this farm. 
So long as you keep a close moutlJi it 
matters not to you w hat happen�, and 
thus I bid you good nigh t . "  

Cardillac, carrying h i s  sword, de
parted to h is own room, "·here he d offed 
his peasant garb and donned the costume 
of the courtier. Then to the stabl e, 
where, quickl y  accoutering h i s  horse, h e  
spran g  astride and turned t h e  animal ' s  
bead toward t h e  west, taking t h e  thor
oughfare through Russy forest that led 
to J\ 1  ontr ichard-a road that was l it t le 
more than a cart-

.
track and a woodman's 

way for the haul ing of logs. but never:o 
theless a great improvement upon the 
path through the w i lderness he had for
merl y tra,·er�ecl. 

The moon was a week past the ful l, 
and therefore contri buted l i tt le to the 
enl ightenment of Card i l lac's j ourney. A t  
last h e  came to t h e  end of t h e  forest, and 
the road ran among cul t ivated fields and 
pastures w here cattle lay at rest. In the 
belated waning moonl i gh t  l1c sa\Y stand
ing high against the western ski the 
splendid square clonj on-towcr of the 
castle, constructed six hundred years be
fore by that master builder of fortresses, 
Foulques N erra, Count of Anjou. A 
hundred .years later i t  was captu red by 
the Engl ish king, Richard Ca:ur de Lion , 
hence the hil l  on which it stands, united 
\Yith the name of the English king, gaye 
title to the village and castle which i t  
bears to t h i s  dav. 

Carcl illac ski{·ted the foot o f  the cast le 
hi ll ,  and th en, just be fore reaching the 
river Cher, turned to his left cl0\\'11 t he 

• main street. The contrast between Mont
richard -and ·any o f  the northern towns 
was very striking. Beaugency and the 
rest swarmed w i t h  snldins night and 
clay ; the streets paraded by sentinels ;  the 
a ir vocal with chal lenges and rep l ies . 
H ere all  was still as Pompei i - not a 
l ight visible, no human being in sight , 
the to"·n sound in a peaceful sleep. 

He passed, on h is right hand, that 
ancient hostelry, the Hotel de Ia Tete 
N o ire, to which he would return and 
stop, and well  he knew its comfortable 
accommodation. H e  felt inclined to rouse 
the silent town with a shout, but rc-. 
pressed his boyish exultation, and rode 
on until he came to the Church of N otrc 
Dame de N anteuiL to which Louis X I  
was accustomed t o  make p ilgrimages. H e 
rather expected to find this structure 
guarded, but no one d i sputed his cross
mg. 

Once 0\·er the river, he rode a short 
distance up its left hank until he came 
to the favorite sw imm ing - place of his 
youth. Unbridling h is horse, he allowed 
the patient animal to feed on the lush 
grass by the river-bank, and throwing off 
his clothes, he p lunged shoulder fi rst into 
the fami l iar crystal flood and swam from 
Touraine to B l aisois and back, for the 
clear Cher forms the boundary between 
the t\YO d istricts .  At tiring himsel f  once 
more, and feel ing as if he had slipped 
off half a dozen years with his clothes, 
he made a supper of black bread and reel 
\nne. 

�l ore than h a l f  uf his j ourney had been 
:.!Ccomplisbed, and the bells in the 
fortresses were now ringing midn ight 
across the still waters of the river. H e  
d i d  n o t  w i sh to reach Loches before clay
break, and so stretched h imself at full 
l engt h  i n  the tall grass and slept for an 
hour or two. Young as he \\'as, he al-

. ready possessed Henri I V's knack o f  
falling asleep at any moment he chose, 
and of arousing himsel f at any time he 
had set. 

l n  t \H> hours and a half h e  rose, re
freshed , and proceeded on his j ourney. 
Dam1 l ightened the forest and set the 
birds si nging j ust before he arrived at 
Liege, and the sun appeared as he ford
ed the river I ndroye. Emergi ng from 
the forest i nto the lowlands near Beau
l ieu, there burst upon him, rcclclenecl hy 
the r ising sun, the ful l splendor of the 
strongest fortress in France, the m assive 
conglomerate structure built  by half a 
dozen kings-supreme and im1;regnable 
-the royal Chateau of Loches. 

The yo'ung man drew in his horse and sat 
there, hand on hip, regarding this aggre
gation of buildings with a sigh of eon
tent. The l ittle picturesque town by the 
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riverside huddled contentedly at the feet armed men, the air musical with bugle
o f  this lordly castle, secure in its protec- calls from the heights on which the castle 
tion. H ere, less than a century before, stood, the cobble-stoned streets asound 
Scotland's most picturesque king, J ames with the tramp o f  marching troops. Into 
V ,  was married to the daughter of this fanfare the young man on the horse 
Francis I, and now the doom of J ames's came modestly enough, and was chal
il l - fated daughter, Ivl ary of Scotland, lenged at the end of the bridge. 
was in the minds of those who ruled " \Vho are yon ? ·whence do you come, 
Loches-men who were determined that and why ? "  
another foreign i\l ary, whom they reo " lVIy name is Cardillac. I come from 
garcled as monarch of France, should not B eaugency. I bear a message to the Due 
meet a similar catastrophe at the hands de M ontreui l . "  
of her enemies. And now, for the first time in his l ife, 

Their very determination was bringing our young friend, who had hitherto met 
the tragedy w ithin practical nearness, little but rebuffs and personal danger, 
through their constantly frustrated at- was to drink a goblet o f  that intoxicating 
tempts to l iberate M arie de .:\Iedicis ; and wine. popularity-a draft that had never 
Cardil lac, sobered by this thought, touched his l ips before. An officer stepped 
resolved to carry out his a l ready half- forward. 
formed proj ect with a caution that " You are surely not the man for whom 
seemed absent in more experienced heads all France is being searched-he who 
than his own. rescued the D ue de M ontreuil 's  daughter 

Crossing the l ndre from Beaulieu to from the convent at Beaugency ? "  
Loches, he found the town aswarm with " Yes," said C ardillac. 

( T o  b e  c o n t i n u e d . )  

T H E  C O U R A G E  O F  C O N V I C T I O N. 

B Y  E T T A  A N T H O N Y  B A K E R . 

A S H O R T
. 

S T O R Y .  

L E N  RA N D AL L, daintily 
clacl as usual, tr ipped 
lightly up the clubhouse 
step s  ancl entered the as
sembl v  hall .  The con
scwus-ness of a most be

coming gown and h at is apt to conduce 
to airine's of tread ; besides, l i fe 11· a ,  :1 
roseate affai r  to this gay, care-free young 
matron-she enj oyed it to the full .  As 
she notecl ,;everal pair of observant eyes 
turning to follow her entrance, she obli
gingly paused beside the bull etin-board 
and glanced carelessly at  the various 
items posted conspicuously upon its b l ack 
surface. 

Suddenly sh e step.ped closer, with a 
quick indrawing of breath, and eagerly 
reread one o f  the bits o f  pasteboard, 
For several moment'> she bent over it 

7 c 

absorbed, although it was simply the cus
tomary new-member card : 

MRS. EMERSON ALDE!\. 

Proposed by Mrs.  Howard Durward.  
Seconded by M rs. Frank Ambler and Miss 

Georgina 'Harper. 

" l\Irs. Emerson Alden ! " she repeated 
half aloud. " I didn't know she intended 
to move to New York. Surely it must be 
a mistake-she doesn't go out at all .  1 t's 
not a common name, though. Can there 
be another M rs. Emerson Alden ? Could 
that woman- Pshaw ! Even i/1e 
wouldn't have the effrontery to try to 
force herself into such a cluh as this
it's  impossible ! Besides, size was in C h i
cago, too. Only a coincidence in the 
names, no doubt. "  
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J ust before adjournment, the  president. 
M rs. Durward. called t he attention of 
the club t o  one ur t\\'o matters of new 
business "·h ic h  h ad been o 1·erluoked, in 
the p ress of reports, earlier in the day. 

" Ladies, ' ' she ended, i n  her most win
n ing tones, " w e  are all  interested in  the 
coming fair . I ts p roceeds, as you know, 
are to be devoted to the new riverside 
pavilion for our poor people.  \Ve have 
decided to use t h e  extra money in our 
philanthropic fund to provide music on 
two evenings a week. That i,;," she 
added, " i f the club approves." 

" Guess i t 's  a foregone conclusion," 
'"h isperecl l i ttle \ Irs .  South, H el en's  in
t i mate friend. " Regular heavenly body. 
'"e are-she's the comet and we're the 
tail  ! There, the tai l ' s  followed for that 
music ! I kne11· it  would ! " 

" N ow, ladies," proceeded the president 
in  even s i l k ier tones, " one more bit of 
business before we adj ourn ! M rs. Emer-

.....-:�on Alden. a recent and welcome add ition 
to our ranks, has offered us the use of 
her p l ace for our fair. This not only 
means an increased attendance, as the 
beauty of the house and grounds wi l l  
attract many. b u t  abo the sav ing of se,·
eral h undred dollars \Yh ich would other
"·ise h ave been spen t  for the hire of a 
suitable hall .  T h i s  same good fairy has 
promised us the services o f  her own chef 
for the luncheon and supper, and has 
donated to the various tables many ar
t istic and valuable articles p i cked up on 
her recent tour. b 1\Trs. :\!den present ? 
W i l l  she k indlv r ise ? " 

A,; the lady' in quest ion, a h andsome. 
black-eyed woman, magnificently goiYned. 
calmlv stood up and bowed graciously 
amid ·a perfect storm of applause, M rs. 
Randall herse l f  h a l f  rose, in her ex
citement, t hen sank back w hite and t rem 
bling. 11·h i l e  the president smi lingly 
continuerl. her report, after waiting a 
moment for the enthusiasm to subside. 

" Counting upon the loyal support 
which vou. as a cl ub, h a1·e a l ways given 
to vom: officers, 11·e h ave ventured to put 
upon the t icket for our next annual el ec
t ion the 11ame of our new member, rvi rs. 
Emerson A l den, for fi rst vice-president. 

.Wi l l  some member k indly make a mo
t ion to this effect ? I leave this  matter 
entire1y in your h ands," she added con · 
ficlently, as sh e resumed her seat. 

" But 1 t hought t h is woman's J tame 
was only posted to-clay ! " gasped 1\ I rs .  
Randal l .  

' ; Proposl:d by the presidt' I l l .  seconded 
hy oflicers - t ime is  a men: matter of  
deta il ! " answered ?\l rs. South air il v. 
" Say, Helen, what k i nd of a dub did 
you belong to, out t here in Chicago
The Angel Band, or The I nnocents at 
Home ? You an: so refresh ing ! "  .l\Irs.  
South ended with a gleeful laugh. 

" I move that the name of our new 
member, M rs. E merson A lden, be pl aced 
upon the ticket for first vice-president." 
came in stentorian tones from M rs. Dur
ward's chief h enchman. 

" Second the motion ! " flashed simul
taneously from several " trusties." 

" Th e  motion has been mo1·ed and 
seconded-" began the president, when 
suddenly H elen Randal l  found hersel f  
upon her feet quite without  her own YO
l ition. 

" :\Iadam President � " she began ; and 
scarcely w a i t ing for th e surprised " M rs.  
Randal l ! " ;;he added tersel v :  " The mo
t ion i s  out o f  order. The. annual ele•·
t ion takes p l ace next month, and the 
candidate in quest ion h as not yt:'t been 
accepted as a member of the club. " 

Mrs.  Durward drew herse l f  up hangh · 
ti ly. The winning smile had quite dis
appeared, and her \'Oicc was sharp and 
angry. 

" l mvse l f  "-with deep emphasi s
" am proposing M rs. A lden, while our 
t reasur·er and recording-secretary are thl' 
seconds. Under the circumstances, there 
can be no possible doubt as to the action 
of the membership com m i ttee." 

" i\Iadam President," M rs. Randal l 
continued calmly, without awaiting fur
t her recognition from the chair, " I trust 
you will  pardon my i nsistence, but the 
name in question was p laced on the board 
for the fi rst time to-day. The constitu
t ion of our cluh requ ires that each can
d idate for membership be posted for t im 
months before becom ing a member. 
Therefore, it is  impossible to put ?\Irs.
�I rs. A lden's name upon the club ticket." 

Toward the end of her speech Helen's 
face flushed p a in ful ly. and i t  wa,; onlv 
by a sharp exercise o f  will -po1Hr th�;t 
the trembling knees upheld her. \\'ere 
there only two hundred members in the 
club ? To her excited imagination there 
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seemed to be at least two thousand, and 
scarcely one friendly look upon all that 
sea of faces gazing up at her in surprise. 

As a summer rain begins, lightly, hiss
ingly, gatl1ering force as it  goes along, 
so the comments, favorable and unfavor
able, ran from seat to seat, from row to 
ro�v, throughout the length and breadth 
of  the hall .  A few faces glanced ad
miringly toward the intrepid young mem
ber, but most of them turned only con
temptuous stares upon one who dared to 
question a name-such a name, presented 
under such auspices-for a mere quibble 
of constitutional right. The president's  
icy tones fell upon the patter of com
ment. congealing it instantly. 

" 1 beg that 1\Irs. A lden will  overlook 
this strenuous holding out for a mere 
technicality. Although many of us
most of  us, I may say-feel that in this 
instance "-bowing gracefully in the di
r,ection of the cause of contention, who 
toyed indifferently with her card-case, a 
queer little smile upon the full  red lips 
-" such in�istence is entirely unneces
sary, stil l  the objection has constitutional 
right upon its side. Will some one kindly 
move that a rising vote o f  thanks be given 
our incoming member, fur her generous 
offer in connection "·ith our fair ? " 

So many " some ones " sprang into the 
breach that the motion was made, sec
onded, and carried almost unanimously. 
The president's acid smile changed ; her 
winning manner was once more in full 
play as, after a triumphant glance toward 
her discomfited opponent, she thanked 
the club, and the motion to adjourn was 
carried immediately. 

I I . 
'' PooR taste on 1\Irs. Randall ' s  part, "  

\Yas the concensus o f  opin inn, a s  the 
members trooped toward the tea-room. 

" O f course, I believe in adher ing to 
the club con�titution," began one \Yoman 
indignantly, " but in this case-" 

" l understand :\I rs. A lden intends to 
entertain largely," anS\Yered her C'ompan
ion. " \Vith that house and all their 
wealth she certainly can do it.  I think 
she' l l  be a decided acquisition. Poor 
l\I rs. Randall ! " 

" Poor Mrs. Randall " m a r c h e d  
straight from the hall the moment the 
meeting adjourned. Tea ? It would 

choke her. So burning with righteous 
indignation was s!Je, that an iceberg could 
scarce have quenched the fires of wrath 
raging within her. Tea ! 

" Mr. Randal l  ! I s  he home yet ? " she 
demanded breathlessly of the footman, as 
she swept through the hall.  

" Yes, madam. In the library, mad
am," answered the man, staring in sur
prise at the absence of the usual cheery 
greeting which so endeared the little 
woman to her servants. 

H elen rushed through the library door, 
closing it  behind her .with a bang, and be
fore her husband could do more than 
glance up in surprise at the cyclone, she 
had thrown herself into his arms with a 
choking, " O h, Hal ! " and was sobbing 
l 1er heart out on his breast. 

Mr.  Randall,  completely taken aback 
by such an outburst from his  usually sun
ny-tempered helpmeet, · held the slight 
form close and patted the soft hair sooth
ingly, after gent! y removing the obstruct
ing hat, while he waited in deep anxiety 
for the storm to abate. Finally, Mrs. 
Randall dried her eyes on a much-be
clewed ball of lace and linen, and told 
him the whole story, ending with the 
words : " And it's that Mrs. Alden, Hal ! "  

" Yes, dear, I know ; thev· came while 
you were a\Yay. They've ta-ken the Ran
some p l ace on Forest Avenue. I intended 
to  write to  you about it,  but forgot. I 've 
seen Alden several times on the train. 
It's the same old story, Helen-nothing's 
changed since they lived in Evanston.'' 

" \Vhat shall I do ? She ought not to 
come into the club i f-" 

" \V ell ,  I ·guess not ! Not i f  I have 
any voice in the matter ! Go straight to 
Mrs. Durward, clear, and tell  her all 
about it ; then the name can be quietly 
\l· ithclrawn. I feel sure the Aldens didn't 
know \Ve \vere living here, or they would 
not have come. Don't worry. sweetheart, 
-it can easilv be stra i[(htcned out." 

A l as for 1\I r. Rand�lll as a prophet ! 
\\.hen h is  "·ifc  cal led upon Mrs.  Durward 
she wa� met by the terse announcement : 
" N ot at home."  A S(;concl, and even a 
third cal l met with the same announce
ment, a lthough the l ady herself sailed 
through the hall in sight of her caller. 

N ext, M rs. Randall  drove to  the resi
dence of the treasurer, only to meet with 
the same reception, or lack of it. When 
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she essayed the �ecretary's, thal lady met 
her almost on the threshold, regretting, in 
icily distant manner, her inabi l ity to d is
cuss the matter, and wishing her visitor 
a decisive good-by. To cap the climax, 
the letter, ·with a ful l  explanation o f  the 
whole affair, was returned by the chair
man of the membership . con1mittee, un
opened. 

Meanwhile, true to the prom ise given 
her husband, H elen reso lute ly refrained 
from talking of the affair to any one, and 
went on her way, silent, almost deserted, 
save for a few close friends, whom no 
gossip could al ienate. For the other �e 
h ad not been idle. Rumors were rife that 
Mrs. Randal l ' s  attitude was due to petty 
spite for a snub administered by the new 
member, when both were residents of the 
Chicago suburb. As no \vord of defense 
or denial was forthcoming, the malicious 
rumors waxed stronger and stronger. 

Again and again  had poor Helen ar
gued the matter w ith herself .  Suppose 
this woman should come into the c lub
the iniurv would be i rreparable ! On the 
other harid, suppose she had repented and 
11·as trying to lead a better l i fe-should 
H elen's be the hand to drag her dmvn ., 
That \vould be far more terrible ! I f  a 
thought of the unpleasant notoriety fur 
herself-which p laced her at the mercy 
of  the charge of  spite and revenge-ob
truded itself. she thrust it resol utel v 
awav. while

· over and over again she 
weighed the t1vo sides of the question, 
trying to determine upon the r ight course 
to fol l ow. F inal ly, i n  despair of arriv
ing at a solution, she resolved to carry 
the war into the enemy's c�mp, and p luck, 
i lv sent in her card to Mrs. Emerson Al
den hersel f, al though filled w it h grave 
doubts as to her reception . 

A very elegant camp it ":as-rare old 
tapestries and paintings, beautiful rugs 
and bric -a-brac, l i \·ericd footmen at every 
turn, wea lth, and good-i f  s l ightly ex
uberant-taste on every side. The mis
tress of all this  magn-ificence, hersel f  a 
fitting accompaniment, only raised her 
eyes inqu iringly as her visitor was ush
ered in. then settled back comfortably 
among the p i l lo\YS of her couch. 

I I I .  
PoR a n  instant Mrs. Randall hesitated, 

nonplused-onl y  for an instant. however 

-then, wit h characteristic \Vestern _ 
bluntness, she drove straight to the point .  11 

" You must not ioin the Fridav C lub : " 
" Ah :  must not ? \\"hr. if I n1av ask ? "  

t h e  tone o f  the quest i�nn 11·as -full  of 
lazy amusement. 

" Yo u know why ! O h ! \Von' t you 
t reat me frankl y ?  \Von't you withdraw 
your name voluntaril y ? " 

" \Vh y ?  " again came the indifferent 
l i tt l e  drawl .  

" \Vhy ? Because i t ' s  a club of  respect
able women," Helen flashed back both·. 
" You cannot come in unless you are_:_ 
are-" 

" But I 'm not ! I don't  intend to be, 
either," was the insolent retort. " Don't  
let that fact agitate you. though. Re
spectabil ity's too slow for me ! I prefer 
the other thing and this ! " with an airv 
w ave of the bediamonded hand toward 
her surroundings. " So you can dismiss 
any charming ideas of reform you may 
have in that meddlesome l it t l e  head o f  
l-ours. once and forever."  - " Then she has  refused-" 

" Yes, she still  decorates the earth
Chicago, I bel ie,-e-ancl is st i l l  :\Irs. Al
den . But what  does i t  matter ? " 

" Y ou shal l not io in the c lub ! " 
· · Slzall n o t :' '' ;!'he words shot forth 

with startl ing emphasis, in marked con
trast to the former ind ifferent drawl. 
:\Irs. Alden sat bolt upright now , the 
hard look on her face matched bv the 
hard tone of her voice. " And who, ·pray. 
wi l l  prevent my joining ? l\Jrs. Dur
ll·ard ? Bah ! Her husband owes his 
very existence to us. \Ve saved h im from 
failure - disgracefu l fai lure - do you 
hear ? As for the rest of the officers
I have them right hen· .' " and the white 
thumb was pressed firmly  dom1 upon the 
mahogany table. " They like to increase 
their incomes, and I help them-that's 
a l l : So much for l\Ir.  Alden's power in 
the Street. I t  amuses me to make these 
ultra-respectable pupp ets dance when I 
pull the str i ng. I myse lf  ban no yearn
ings \Yhatever for respectabil ity-at least , 
not so nm' d notice it ." she added coarse
h. ".As for you-already they are 
laughing at you. } "ou stop me-me t 
You can't do i t : I defy you ! " . 

On the clay of the annual election, the 
white-faced, large-eyed young woman 
IYho "·al ked quickly to a seat in the as-
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sembl y hall, bore l ittle resemblance to  
the  gay young creature \Yho  had made 
such a triumphant entry just one month 
before. One or two members turned aside 
hastily to avoid greeting the newcomer, 
while sarcastic shrugs and questioningly 
upraised brows followed1her. 

When the president reached the report 
of the membership committee, in  the bus
iness routin<;, she said smilingly : " As 
soon as \Ye h ave heard this announce
ment. I feel sure the club will wish to 
acknowledge the help given by the new 
member, who did so much toward the 
wonderful success of  our fair. \Ve will 
then proceed with the election. And let 
me add that :Mrs. Alden is up for first 
v ice-president, by unanimou,; reque�t ."  

The chairman rose to her  feet, w ith the 
words : " vVe take pleasure in announcing 
the election of :\Irs. E merson-" but 
was interrupted by a young voice. 

" M adam president ! " 
" The chairman of the membership 

committee has the floor ! " sai d  the pres
ident sternly. 

" B y  all means allow the member to 
speak," snapped the chairman sarcastic
ally, and could h ave bitten her tongue 
out the instant she had said it. 

l\Irs. Randal l  remained standing, erect 
and unsmiling, throughout this l ittle con
troversy. vVithout waiting further recog
nition from the chair, she said firmly : 
" M adam president and ladies : ·when 
the members, who propose and second 
a name, refu,;e. to l i sten to any objections, 
however well-founded ; when a letter of 
explanation is returned by the member-

ship committee, unopened-then I must 
appeal to the club itself. 

" I knew Mrs. Emerson Alden in Chi
cago. She was a noble woman, a perfect 
w i fe and mother." 

· 
The club stared in surprise. What was 

Mrs. Randall  driving at ? 
" \Vhen I saw her home broken up, al

most breaking her heart at  the same 
t ime, can you wonder I feel no pity for 
the cause of  her trouble ? We point with 
p'ride to our Refuge. Such a work is un
usual among club women - it shows 
broadness of view-but, for the sake of  
its other inmates, even we make one  con� 
cl ition for admission and that is-repent
ance. Are we prepared to receive into 
our club and our homes a woman who 
would he debarred from our Rcfugc
\Yho, by her own acknowledgment, ' does 
not yearn for respectability, but enjoys 
making her respectable puppets dance ' ? " 

Here the gavel dropped to the desk 
with a crash as the president sank back, 
overwhelmed with shame, while two 
other " puppets " became deeply en
grossed in the engagement tablets which 
their fingers a !most refused to control. 

" My friend is sti ll Mrs. Emerson Al
den. i leave the matter in your handi, 
deepl y  regretting the necessity for this 
publicity, which could easily have been 
avoided, had oJi officers so willed i t ."  

For a few moments absolute silence 
reigned. Then Mrs. South turned to her 
friend with an ecstatic little hug. 

" You brave ducky darling ! I wonder 
i f  we can find pencils for all who want 
tn scratch the ticket ? "  

A FTER 'TH E  STO RJ\I.  ; 

T i l EY te l l  me he 's  gone, and they ch icle me loud for staying 
Alone by the wall .  while the fish ing-fteet comes home. 

They say there\ no hope, and i t's past the need of praying
Oil, the horror uf the rocks, and the cruel bars of foam ! 

And they weep, and lead me h ome, when I try in vain to spy 
The l itt le sai l ,  the white sail, against the evening sky. 

I knew they were ,\-rang-though tl1ey s:ty 'twas God that told me
Alone hy the wall, as the fish ing-fleet came past. 

But I prayed to H im for comfort, and His  courage did uphold me 
Till  the men raised a cheer when they sighted it  at last ! 

And I longed then to weep, but my straining eyes were dry. 
Oh, the little sail, the dear sail, against the evening sky ! 

.11 artlza Haskell Clark. 
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B Y  E L E A N O R  V A N  A L L E N . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y . 

() P, soft shaclo"·s lurked 
among tl1e rafters ; shad
ows draped the corner of 
the bal l ; and on the face 
of Sir Hugh Craig de 
Montagne, the king ma

ker,  ,,·ere the heavy shado,,·s that told 
the tale of a weary spirit.  

The long, narrow refectory taules of  
this w hilom monastery had been. cleared. 
The guests h ad gone. The l ights were 
out, and only Sir H ugh's favorite min
strel dared to linger beside the great fire
p l ace, where the logs sti l l  crackled and 
flamed h igh. 

S ir H ugh paced the length o f  the ball  
in · somber s ilence. Now h e  paused, 
p lanted h is legs wide apart before the 
fire, and spoke aloud : . 

" Lo :  l ha1·e all  th ings in my hand. " 
He closed and unclosed a sine\\·y brown 
h and. " And, my poor minstrel, noth
ing i�  worth ha1·ing. Verily, I believe 
thou art richer than I, for thou l ivest in  
thy dreams that  are  yet  to be .  I can 
already see the end of my realities. 
Thou w i l t  never capture thy dream, 
though it already shakes thy sleepy head. 
Go thou to it," he added kindly. 

The fair-haired stripling rose, kissed 
h is lord's hand, and went from the room. 
Sir H ugh watched the heavy folds of the 
curtain sag together behind h im, then 
dropped heav i l y  into the great ch air be
side the Ji.re. 

" First lord of  the kingdom and ruler 
of the king am I . "  he reflected. " M y  
mind rules t h e  state. Under a strong 
hand the country flour ishes. Thus . I 
labor-to what end ? The well- be ing of 
a pack o f  fools. The few strong peers 
who tower above the rest hate me, and 
show their teeth when they dare ; for 
they know they are safe. I have no ene
mies save those of the realm. PO\Yer I 

haYC ; and they want it.  I f  they had it ,  
they \YOuld know, as I do,  i t  is  only dust 
and ashes, m ixed with a few ! i1·e coals 
of gratitude, l ike yonder fire. If I had 
a son "-h i s  voice broke and he rose and 
paced the hall ,  struggling with an old 
regret and longing. 

H e  came back to the fire and struck 
his clenched fist into the other palm. 
" :\Iy heart and m y  h earth are empty, 
and I am growing old. Autumn is  hard 
upon me, and the leaves fal l .  �What is 
left ? " 

The tramp of mailed feet through the 
corridor startled him. H e  laid h i s  hand 
on his dagger. 

Betrand, his squi re, held back the 
tapestry, and a gray- haired giant strode 
in, carrying a bundle wrapped in bear
skins, which he set gent l y  upon t he floor. 

" lVI y  lord," quoth he, ' ' Princess Mar
jory de Roth lancb and her servant D ie
con crave shelter for the night from this 
bl inding storm." 

He hastily stripped off the bear robes. 
and Princess M arjory stood forth blink
ing in the firelight.  Tall she was and 
fa i r  of skin, but dark o f  eyes and hair, 
slender as a willow wand, l ithe as a boy. 
Her· face \Yas a delicately pointed oval ; 
her !Jrow broad, white, and not too h igh ; 
and beneath straight eyebrows and heav
ily fringed l ids her eyes flashed direct 
and stem. 

She might have passed for a handsome 
boy, save for her mouth, which was ripe 
and womanly. 

A lbe it  she could scarcely stand for 
numbing cold, her eyes met Sir H ugh's 
with neither fear nor favor. Thus thev 
gazed ; he with some wonder at he� 
haughty host i l i ty, t i l l  be bethought h im
,;elf and asked her to rest beside the fire. 

' '  'Ti:; a rough night for so fair a 
lady. " he hegan. 

294 
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·"- " N eeds must, my lord, when one goes 
a hostage over seas." 

" Ah !  you are the daughter of,., Pr ince 
Lledrow of Roth lands ? " 

" Whom S i r  Hugh Craig de ::\Iontagne 
m ight ha1·e ransomed, and he would haYe 
laid a tax upon the IYorthless peasants," 
she answered. 

The veins of Sir Hugh ' s  temples 
swelled. Then he remembered her youth , 
smi led, and said : 

" Do you not w ish to go to the gay 
court of France. my p r incess, to see the 
finery ancl furhcloii"S and gay gallants ? " 

Rage crimsoned her cheeks. " And 
you, my lord, would you wish to go to 
court as hostage ? To smile at my p light 
befits not. \\"ere I a man, I woul d not 
go to France." She �ank on her robes , 
exhausted. 

" Perchance, your father may yet be 
ransomed, pr incess. " 

" Nc1·cr wil l  I be vassal of K ing Guil
laume," she flung. 

" That need not be . " H e  b011·ec! her 
gra1·ely to the corridor. 

As the princess follcmed the torch 
borne Ly her servant, she thought : 
" How unlike my Ralph ! How stern 
and gral"e ! Yet his eyes were not old." 

And then she fell to dreaming of other 
eyes, brown and p l eading, the eyes of 
Sir Ralph de Bois N o ir. She fumbled 
at her neck for the locket which held the 
lock of ha ir she h acLcut off with Ralph's 
dagger before he went <llyay to court. 
With the locket in her hand, she fell 
asleep . 

I n  the h a l l  Sir  Hugh sat \Hiting. 
Presently he called : " Betrand J 

" \Vhcn morning da1Yns, Betrand, ride 
to the pal ace and ask audience in my 
name on state business. G-ive the king 
this mi ,;,;ive. N ow, light me to m y  
ch amber . " 

1 1 .  

lh ,. dawned ni'P ;ll l cl  clear ; aml s:r 
Hugh rose. pr icked by a ,;trange restless
ness. A mellow voice rang in hi� ears ; 
a haughty, ch:cp -eyed face floated be fore 
h i s eye ,;. 

H e  sent for Diccon. I 11  the p resence 
of the g iant he felt a strange embarrass
ment, and for a few moments he p aced 
the h a l l  without speaking. Whirling 
suddenly, h e  said : 

" I have sent a ransom to France for 
thy master. It is niy will that the prin
cess shall await h i m  here in charge of 
my sister, Lady Isabella.  \Vhat now, 
sirra ? " ans\\·ering the look of distress 
in Diccon's face. 

" Pardon, S i r  H ugh," D iccon an
SIYered. " Is it  also the pri ncess's will ? "  

" \Vhat talk i s  this of woman's whim
s ies ? " H is anger rose. 

On one klke sank Diccon. " Sir 
H ugh ! "  he entreated. " Good Sir  
H ugh, my l ittle pr incess kno11·s no wi l l  
save her  own . The p rince 1ras ever shut 
within his room w ith books. It was not 
so before her mother drcd. Some say 
his great grief makes him seck her 
mother's soul with divers charms. 

" My little pri ncess gn:11· alone wi'  
horse and hounds and all free creatures 
of the woods. l\I v ma�ter had 'aid : 
' Diccon, ' t is  the soul of a youth in the 
body of a maid. Teach her those things 
a youth should learn. Teach her to ride, 
to hunt, to speak truth, and to honor her 
word as a knight does his  S11·ord. Let 
her fol low the light of her own soul and 
her own wil l . '  This she hath done, Sir  
Hugh,  ami she knoweth no fear and no 
wil l  but her own." 

" I f  you taught her th i s, you have done 
lYell.  Go, Diccon," sa i d Sir H ugh . 

" A strange princess," he mused as he 
paced the room, " but what a mother for 
great men !  " \Vhile  he rubucd his hands 
before the fire, the arras parted and the 
princess entered. 

" D i ccon hath told me of the ransom, 
and I thank you for it and for your hos
p ital ity . vVe l eave this day for Corn
wal l ." 

Sir Hugh led her to the narrow win
dow of the tower which looked down the 
valley, now wreathed in wh ir ling, bl incl
J llg snow. 

" Look, princess." quoth h e ; and then 
with his winning sm ile he add ed : " l\ Jy  
sister I sabella s i h  alone in her  tO\I·er. 
If you 1r i t l tarry with her, these days 
11· i l l  p a ss, and ere long spri ng will come, 
�uHl with your father you may journey 
through a flowery land to CormYall ."  

A timid hand ,; l i pped th rough h e r  arm 
and a soft 1·oicc w hispered, " S tay, p rin
cess ." 

Looking down, the p r incess saw the 
Lady I sabel la.  

..... 

. .  
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A girlioh friendl iness ,;milecl in her 
haughty eyes a� she ans\Yerecl : " Sir 
H ugh, I thank you. For a few days I 
will  rem.ain." 

W ith the fair I sabe l la st i l l  cl inging to 
her arm, she swept <! \ray to\Yard the inner 
tmn�r. 

" 1 l ike not your brother, ' '  she said. 
" H e  doth kindnesses the while he treats 
me l ike a w il ful  child.  I l ike him not. " 

I sabe l l a  rubbed htT soft cheek against 
the other's shoulder. 

" '{ ou kno\Y him not,''  she said. 
" Though there be many who l ike h im 
not, yet those be there who do suffer from 
his justice and \Yho know not his  tender 
heart. "  

\Vinter sped away, a n d  a n  almost chir
a lrous tenderness and a c linging trust
fulness grew bet\reen the t\YO maids. 

I I I .  
0 :-m  evening i n  the great hal l  Sir 

H ugh unr o lled a parchment \Yhich read : 

For my freedom, Sir  Hugh, I thank you. 
Y ct 1 have no strength to profit by it.  My 
servant. A laric, will  lay my bones upon this 
rocky coast and come to you with all speed. 
As I a m  a dying man, Sir Hugh,  I gi,·e you 
my daughter's hand. Gi,·e her my blessing. 
a s  she has my lands. And so, Sir Hugh, 
farewell. 

" A sorry news to break, and one th;::t 
can well  wait t i l l  morn," said Sir  H ugh. 

On that bright spring morning only 
a fc\Y rare fleecv c louds floated in  the 
blue. The bird; were singing merrily ; 
and the apple-buds, though flushed, were 
not yet open. I sabel la  and M arjory 
walked the narrow paths in the formal 
garden, shut in  by high gray walls.  

Suddenly M arj ory paused, watching a 
lark winging his  way upward and sing
ing from a full h eart. She caught I sa
bel l a' s  hand. 

" Lo, there am I : " she cried. pointing 
to the lark. " So full is nw heart this 
day o f  song. so free I feel in .this my l ife, 
th�t I could fly." S he stretched out her 
arms in  longing. 

" \Vould you leave me ? " reproached 
I sabella. 

" But for a l ittle season. See : H ere's 
Sir Hugh. a parchment in hb hand. I sa
bell a, h e  l ooks so grave ! " 

Isabella a lready read the omen. She 

laid a hand upon her brother\ ann, but 
her eyes sought 1\larj ory's. 

" I 1..1.,. news for so fair a morning, 
princess," he said gently. 

She whitened. 
" 1\ l y  father, Sir H ugh ? " 
" He l ies asleep upon the coast of 

sumw France," he ans\vered tenclerlv. 
" \\'oulcl I had g0ne as hostage ! \'our 

pardon, lord," and with rapid steps she 
left the garden. 

" Proud and bran." Sir H ugh mused. 
with wet e\·es. 

Then he� picked up the spray of apple
blossoms with which she had been toying. 
and, twirling i t  thoughtfully. reentered 
the castle .  

The next dav the princess sought Sir 
H ugh. 

· 
" 1\I y lord, upon the morrow 1 and my 

servants do depart for Cornwal l .  I pray 
you, add to your favors that of babe l l a's  
company with me." 

Sir H ugh's face darkened. 
" Nay ":__she raised a slender, pro

testing hand-" say not so. Lend her to 
me but for a l i ttle whi le, Sir Hugh." 

He answered nothing, but \vaved hi,; 
hand toward the broad valley through 
which the rinr \round, a silent. si lverv 
serpent. to the sea. 

. 

" Is it a fair countrv ? " he asked. 
" Yea, a goocll y country, lord." 
He turned about and indicated the 

great forest. " Is there a nobler hunting, 
ground in  your domain ? " 

" N av, lord . "  
" Yo{! love power. m y  princess, and, 

thanks to the king, I rank first of the 
nobles. Your father gan� his blessing. 
W.i l l  you be my wife ? " 

She felt  the winning s\veetness of h is  
l ook, the  compulsion of h is powerful per
sonalitv. Yet she ans\vered steaclilv : 
" No,  i11v lord." 

· 
" Th i; is no time for the \Yhim,; of a 

girl ." he answered roughly. " \Vhy not. 
my princess ? " 

" Because my troth is a lready pl ight
eel ,"  she flung back baughti l  y. 

" Your father knew i t  not ? " he de- � 
manclecl. 

" N ay, \Ye were but boy and girl to
gether." 

Sir  Hugh's brows drew apart. H e  
threw back h is head and gave a ful l 
throated l augh. 
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· N av. " she answered hotl v. " vou do 
1nong to laugh. I gave my i)ledge, and 
my troth holds." 

My l ord's manner changed uvon the 
i nstant. " The name o f  vour betrothed ? " 

" Si r  1\.alph de Bois. N oir, " she an� 
swered. 

A l i t t le  tl icker of  compassion tlitted 
m·er his face. 

Very gently  he said : " D id you nut 
knmY Sir  R alph de . Bo is N oir was mar
ried at the court of France six months 
past ? " 

" l de) n.ot belieYe-" s11e began. 
" Men doubt many th i ngs. They do 

not doubt my word, l ad �·. " he answned. 
a l·old gleam in his  eye,;. 

She turned away . 
" Lady, you are vrood . You_ . .A:annot 

have loved him. You were all too young 
to hwe. He returns to his domain. 1 han� 
heard. The remedy lies here." and he 
struck his che-st with h is pm1·er ful hand. 

She turned to him. and he 11·as amazed 
to sec the h aughty anger that blazed i n  
h e r  L' \·e and whi tened her tense nostrik 
H er i·eed-l ike figure S\Yayecl sl ight ly to
ward h im. 

She laid a slender hand on h i s  ann. 
" Do vou l m·e me. mv lord ? I know vour 
puwe1:. Can you \\:ait the dawning o f  
m v  love ? " 

- .. Aye, that I can. "  he answered. wind
ing her i n  h is arms. " I know that you 
are mine, though you know i t  not. I can 
wai t . "  

P a l e  a n d  gasp i ng. s h e  sl i pped from h i s  
arms a n d  tled to a chamber. where she 
sank upon her knees, 1ninging her hancb 
and IYail ing ' · Saint, ·  Viag,·. '  O h .  \YO is  
me ! " 

i sabel la  fuund her thtb and com forted 
her. 

Dai ly S i r  H ugh's love 1vas more ap
parent  to the k i ng �mel court. ] la i l v  

Princess M arj ory gre1Y paler a n d  colder 
and more remote . 

( )ne brigh t day S ir H ugh came to thl' 
uarden. where Princess :\l ar jorv sat with folded hands, her eyes on th� distant va l -. 
lev and ever- winding river, and. stopving 
hefon: her for a good moment. he  said 
in

. 
gent l e  tones. th ��ugh sad : " 1\1 y 

pnncess, I have news. · 
" News ? " she echoed i nd i fferentlv.  
" Yea ; to-morrmY's earl\· sun should 

see me on my \Yay to  Fran�c to help our 

ally. I would leave my w i fe behind. 
What say you ? " 

" Nay, Sir H ugh, not  yet."  she en
treated wi th  the agony of a wild, trapped 
creature. 

He drew h imsel f to h is ful l  height.  " 1 
leave. my princess." he said, " with a l l  
my powero; a n d  t i t les : b u t  no w i fe han: 
I. unt i l  she come and l ay her hand in mine 
anll call me ' husband.'  " 

I n  the d im torchl i t  chapel. before the 
k ing and court. t hey were married that 
ni ght . 

The early dawn saw Sir H ugh , at the 
h ead of  a gleaming army, marching down 
t he ,-aile\'. From the tower window 
:\Iarjory ·and I sabel la  watched the men 

d isappear. Isabella wept and shrank 
from M arj ory. 

" I f  you had not lll'cn so hard of heart, 
he 11·ould not have gone," she sobbed. 

:\ l arjory answered, apparent ly un
heeding : 

" He never looked or turm·d h is head." 

I V. 
T 1 1 1-: fi rst days lagged : the hours were 

l ung. \Vee ks grew to months, and many 
duties fell to Princess i\Iarjory. King 
and counci lors showed her much respect ; 
and l earned men from foreign. courts 
sought her in their journey through the 
· ·ountry. H er unde,·eloped CJUalit ies bloso 
somed. ami shl' becanw a po wer in the 
l and. 

I sabe l la watched her growth  with some 
aston ishmen t and I_Tiuch pleasure, for her 
low 11·as untinged \\· i th  L·m·y or sel tish
ness. \' et she 11·a itecl in patience for the 
tlu 11Tring of her d reams. \ lar j t)rv leanl'd 
upon the gentle Isal >d Ia  for . council in 
a ffairs 11·hich needed tenderness and in
si gh t , and thus the months n eared the end 
"[ the fi rst \·tar.  

< lne n igl�t at court a rich.  famil iar 
""ice sounded i n  :\Ia r j nrv's ear : " :\far
jury. m y  princess � " 

. · 

She turned and found S i r  R a l ph de 
Ho is N oir bowing lo1Y before her. 

H e  ans11·ered her l ook : ' ' I rra1·e your 
pardon, gent l e lady. You cal led to mem
ory those long rides through the ancient 
forest. beside the sea, and. forgetting 
king and court.  I called to the l i ttle girl 
I rode with then." 

" And you are. S ir  Ralph. new ly re� 
turned from Palestine ? "  she CJUestioned, 
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assuming indifference t o  the familiar 
caress o f  his voice. 

Piqued at her tone, Sir Ralph an
swered : 

" I am late from France, where I left 
my lady wife and a son of too tender age 
to brave the sea. Your husband, princess, 
doth prodigies l ike the paladins of old, 
despite his wounds. 'T was he that sent 
me hither, bearing messages to the king. " 

" So you bring news from my lord, you 
arc more than ever welcome," she said . 

In the tlux of emotions that stirred her 
she had only one comcious thought-loy
alty. But when she sought her chamber 
she sobbed to her 1\Iadonna : " The voice, 
the eyes l have l oved so long. H e  hath 
a fair son . . . . l\ly lord l ies wounded, 
and he sent no ,,-ord. "  

Summer had come again-a warm
hearted, lavish summer. F lowers sprang 
from every conceivable nook and cranny. 
Soft winds blew. Litt le  lizards basked in 
the sun. ln the forest the b irds tlew to 
and fro, looking for food for their young. 
The deer, now pknti fuL grazed in peace 
beside the bridle-paths. Peasants made 
ready their gear. It was nearly t ime for 
harvest. 

Since Sir Ralph had come to court. on 
many .occasions he h ad sought the hand 
of the princess i n  the d ance or had ridden 
beside her in the chase. ( l fttimes, too, 
his horse and squire stood in the court
yard, 1vhile Sir Ra lph, w i t h i n. told tales 
of strange adventures in foreign lands, 
sang love c songs in the manner of the 
troubadours, or l ooked mute love and 
longing out of a pa i r of soft brown ey�:s 
at Princess l\Iar j orv. 

A.t fi rst  I sabella, ·quietly ol Jsnvant , said 
nothing. I f  Sir Ra l ph had had time to 
notice the gnttl e  l ady, h e  might have seen 
an occasional t\v i n k l c  in her eves. Lat
terly lwr manner ch anged , aml a l though 
slw - w as, to all appearances, as :;m i l ing 
and serem: as be fore, her heart 11 as cl i,;
qu ictcd . 

Thus i t h appened as I sabe l l a  and 
1\T arj ory rock to court through the fiehb 
covered w i t h  spark l i ng col llwhs. qtwth 
Isabella,  1v i t h  troubled hro\\- : 

" You know that Sir Kalph rides to the 
coast on the morrow to take ship for 
Fran ce ."  

" Yes, " answered :\Iarjory, w ith tight
ened l ips, " I  know. \\!hat  of that ? " 

" H ap l y  you send some l ine of greeting 
to my brother ? "  ventured I sabella. 

" Did your brother send aught to me ? "  
" M y  faith ! H e  had other work be� 

sides to hold a pen," defended I sabella .  
" Aye, so have 1 , "  thr').1st Marj ory. 
At that moment there was a sound of 

galloping hoofs, and a gai ly plumed and 
dressed company o f  knights and· ladie� 
swept upon them out of a byroad from 
the castle to the king's highway. 

" \Ve ride to the summer pavil ion in 
the forest," called one. blithe dame. 

The hor�s of the little cavalcade 
wheeled and joined the others. Sir Ralph 
unostentatiously rode beside the princess. 

With jest and laughter the party sped 
on, up through the dense forest, where 
even the birds were quiet, fur i t  neared 
the hour of noon. 

Princess M arj ory was sad, she knew not 
w hy. The j esting suited not her mood, 
and her palfrey lagged. Sir l{alph, who 
had been studying the drooping face in
tently, abo l ingered. The road wound 
up beside the gorge, and narrowed as i t  
neared the crest o f  t h e  ridge. A 1 1  the 
broad valley lay beneath them. A t  the 
base of a great boulder t hey paused and 
looked away over the great gorges, where 
the two riYers ran and at last joined and 
swept on as one w ide river, encirc l ing 
first the palace o f  Sir H ugh, and next the 
castle of the king, and lastly writhed its 
way in many curves through the valley to 
the far-o.ff seas. 

" See the rivers, Marjory ? "  sai(l S i r  
R alph, every intlection i n  his voice a 
caress. " So were ou r lives, and so they 
o;houlcl have flowed into one and on for
L"n·r t i l l they reached the mighty sea. "  

1\-s from a dream Princess 1\ l arj ory an
s\\·ered somberly : 

" So it might- h ave been." 
" 1\I arjory, 1\ 1  arj  ory,  do you remember 

the early davs, when \\·e ran the ,,· ild wood 
IY i th  th� ho{llldS ? "  

" A ve . ,  1 remember when vou stoocl 
be fore. me, d agger in h and, �md, \Yi t h 
b l ade and houncb. drove o ft a mother wol f  
11·lw sprang a t  m e . "  

" A h, :\l arjory, I loved you, l i t t l e  maid, 
I l ove you now. Leave this forlom state 
and come w ith me bevond the seas. 1\I v 
sh i p lies in the harbc;r. W c ' l l  sail back 

. to the H o l y  Land, where I w i l l  seek a 
service of the Sultan . "  
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The revived love of years spoke in h is 
voice . 

The faint ghost of l\I arj ory's early love 
answered it ; but, more, her spirit leaped 
at the thought of strange adventures i n  
foreign lands . 

Like a hawk that has been tethered 
long, she yearned to fly into the unknown. 
Through her mind fluttered visions of 
sandy plains under a burning sun, herself  
in armor charging i n  the  forefront of the 
battle among wild A rabs ; the flash and 
cut of steel ; and death, glorious death in 
Sir Ralph's arms, after a man's work . 

Thus Sir Hugh might hear and know 
that she was not to be scorned ; that she. 
also, was fi t for a great l ife and the death 
of a great warrior. 

\'-"ith clasped hands, i\1arjory spoke : 
" Would you treat me as your younger 

brother-give me a suit of armor and take 
me into battle at your side ?  " 

" N ay,"  quoth Sir Ralph tenderly. 
" H ow could I treat you except as the 
lady of my love ? You should rest with� 
in a tent of go ld , surrounded by the dark
eyed maids of Palestine, breathing the 
p-erfumes of  Araby, lul led to sleep by 
soft music borne on the warm winds of 
the southland. And · then when evening 
came 1 would return, my love." 

A sick horror seized I\l arjory. 
" Stop , false knight,"  she cried.  At 

the look of dismay on his face, she added 
gentler : " Nay, ·Ralph, you have hum
bled my pride enough . But I forgive 
you . Perchance you were not all to 
hlame. I live too much in dreams . For 
many years I loved you, trusted you. 
It was hard to forget." 

" And so you sought this revenge ? "  
S i r Ra lph laughed venomously. 

" Nay, vengeance sought I none." said 
Prince;;s Marjory, startled . 

Never as 011 that day had Sir Ralph 
so charmed the king and court with wit 
and grace and gal lantry. When he rode 
away that afternoon many a gentle lady 
followed him w ith longing and regret. 
But he carried a sore heart. 

v. 
S r.ow r.Y crept that summer away. Au

tumn came, and a goodly wind brought 
home Sir Hugh Craig de Montagne and 
the remnant of his army. It was a gala 
day for the wives o f  those \Yho came 

marching up the val ley, but a sad one for 
the widows. 

Behind the king and h is councilors 
stood Princess M arj ory and Lady Isa
bella.  They saw Sir Hugh bend the knee. 
ami, ere he could wel l bend, his l iege had 
h im taken up and k issed . 

Presentlv be bowed with much state
l iness ove; his l ady's  hand. I sabella 
;;prang close to his heart and nestled 
t here . 

As she stood looking at the two, Pri11-. 
cess I\l arjory saw the scar of the wound 
which had so nearly <cleft Sir Hugh's 
head. I t  flushed to scarlet under her 
eyes : and Sir H ugh led Lady I sabella 
into a deep bayed window, where the cur
tains fel l  and cut t hem off from view. 

The court hummed about her. She, in 
her robes of state, moved about, p laying 
her part with graciousness, but conscious 
abow al l  things else of the curtained 
w indow . 

Had false. reports reached Sir Hugh ? 
Was he wearied with his long j ourney ? 
\Vas i t  the contrast het \Yetn her and the 
hcauti ful French ladies that i rkecl him ? 
Wherein \Yas she amiss ? 

The leaves•of autumn fell, and snow
flakes began to fly. I t  wa� ever Isabel la 
who crept close to my lord's heart heside 
the  fire, who sewed upon his gloves, who 
k bsed the scar on his face, as brother and 
sister sat in the great chair beside the fire. 

\Vith a few words o f  commendation to 
the princess, Sir  H ugh had taken up his 
old duties. Marjory'" h ands were empty, 
save for woman's work, and her hours 
were �pen t a lone. Tsabelb was much 
with her brother, lingering about the 
portal when he rode forth, sitting on a 
stool at his  right h and in the hall , lis
tening for his footfal l  in the corridors, 
and repeating his  every \Yorcl :�s i f  i t  IYere 
the message of an angel. 

Princess l\ [arj ory found the situation 
unbearable.  She hat! neither work nor 
friend. S i r  Hugh treated her with cold 
courtesv and indifferent esteem. ·with 
her cus.tomary decision, she cut the knot. 

The logs were crackl ing merrily on 
the hearth in the great h al l , as on the 
night when first she entered there. Lady 
Isabella sat quietly beside her brother, her 
cheek on his shoul der. ''"atching the 
dancing flame�. 
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Then M arjory stood before them, 
handsome, slender, and imperious. 

" I would speak vvith my lord alone," 
she said. 

Isabella, wounded and amazed, sprang 
to her feet and, curtsying, left the room. 

" My lord, I again crave permission to 
go to my own land," she said in a voice 
which trembleu in spite o f  herself. 

" \Vhv should you leave vour home ? " 
gravely "asked Sii- H ugh. · .. Has augl1t 
gone amiss ? " 

" Yea, verily," she answered passion
ately. " Al l, all is amiss. I can no 
longer Lreathe this air .  I long for mine 
own home and my poor people. " 

Sir H ugh rose to his  full height and 
answered nothing, till  at last she moved 
impatiently. He turned and said sadly : 
" I fear I made a grave mistake. You 
are free. H ave your wish . "  

S h e  made a low obeisance a n d  turned 
to go, her throat · too ful l  of sobs to an
swer. Her eves too blind with tears to 
see, she struck sharply against the table. 

Sir Hugh was beside her i n  a stride, 
and, with one look at her tear-stained 
face, he S\vept her u p  in his arms. 

" \Vhat Is this, l ittle princess - why 
these tears ? " 

· " Because I hurt myself," she answered 
childishly. 

Sir H ug h  tipped up her dimpled, defi
ant chin. " Ans\ver me truly," quoth he, 
" was that all ? "  

" Nay," she answered truly, " it was 
not a l l . "  

" And what else ? " he insisted quietly. 
" I did not wish to go to Cornwall . "  
" And yet y o u  asked m e  ? " 
" Yea," she answered, her head in his 

tunic. 
" And why ? " H is voice was grave, 

but his eyes sparkled. 
" Because I could not endure to see 

I sabella kiss that scar." 
H e  winced, and sighed. " Ah, yes ! I 

feared you would shrink from that scar. " 
Princess l\1 ar j ory raised her head i n  

surprise, and looking h im f u l l  i n  t h e  eyes, 
said softly : 

" I wanted to kiss it myself, my lord 
and husband." 

Raising herself on tiptoe, she would 
have done so, but her. l ips met h is in
stead. 

YOU L O V E D  M E .  

ALTHOUGH you love m e  now n o  more, 
1 t comforts me t o  know 

That even though the bliss 1s o'er, 
You loved m e  long ago. 

Tbough now in vain with eager eyes 
For smiles I scan your face, 

l recollect the glad surprise 
That once I used to trace. 

Though now i n  vain with hated breath 
I wait for just one word, 

I recollect-and will t i l l  death
The ones that once I h eard. 

Though now i n vain with heavy heart 
I seck a single sign, 
recol lect all Cupid's art, 
Your lips, · beloved, ' gainst mine. 

Although you love me now no more, 
It comforts me to know 

That even though the bliss i s  o'er, 
You loved me long ago. 

Harold Susman. 
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B Y B A R"R Y L I T T L E T 0 N .  

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 

R ICHARD I-1:\ DLEY, a young man o f  good sucial pos it ion ami numerous debts. 
proposes to }.Jarian Farwell and i s  rej ected. Tn a lit of rage at his treatment by 
her, he tells his friend, Tommy Glenn, whose offer of maniagc he knows has also 

been decl ined, that Marian has described to him just  how ridiculous Glenn appeared 
w hen proposing to  her. H e  i n spires Glenn with the idea o f  taking revenge by having her 
marry a spurious nobleman. and nwnt imb a restaurant musician who will perhaps aid 
tht'm in their  scheme. 

A fter i n t c n· icwing t h e  musician, a young Hungarian named St ephan :\ ranyi, Glenn 
decides that he will  l it the  part o f  bogus nobleman. Aranyi ha,; ,,·atched .\lar ian driw 
by i n  the park, and once rescued her in a runaway. At fi rst, he indignantly refuses 
Gl enn's  offer. but, a fter receiving a certain letter from abroad, suddenly decides to accept. H e meets, by ch ance. l\Iarian's granduncle. Obadiah \Vil l ianl>', in the park, and 
they have a long talk.  

Glenn brings A ranyi and .\larian together aboa rd his yacht.  t h e  Diana.  One e\ ('
ning, when most of the party is away in the launch and St ephan is canoeing with .\larian,  
Glenn anti  H adley ('onfer on the subject o f  the suppos ed nohlem;\ 1 1 .  Hadley den ies any 
part in the plot tn pass him off on � society. and C i > < > lly t h reatens !<1 vxpnsc· him in case 
a n y t h ing- h:tppeih t t l  p n ) Y V  h i n1 an in1postor.  

C H A PT E R  V I I  ( oi/ltinll, ·d ) .  
! L\D l . l·: Y ' s  T H REAT. 

and ! Ja lanc ing i t  aero,;;; hi,;  k nees. " But 
are we such � reck less spendt h r i f t s  as  t o  
t hro\Y away an hour l ike t h i s ? ,\re t here 

E n i ght was lm:ath l ess l v so m a n y  perfect.  fta,Y l L·s,; · guns strung on 
st i l l , and the surface o f  t h e  rusary of your e xper ien ce that  you 
t he harbor had the pol- can a fford to throw one awa\� ? T here 
is heel smoothness o f  a aren't on m ine.  Shall  I ha il t l;e  racht ? "  
mi rror. Sou n d  carries a She sh ivered a l i t t le , but she s;n i led. 
long way on a night l ike " N o, not for a l i tt le \Yh i l e. " she ;;aiel. 

t h a t .  Out in t he canoe Stephan leaned for- There \Ya,; si lem'L' after that. except 
\Yard w ith a sigh , and poised his  p ad dl e . for the  soft rustle  of the  \Ya t er about the 

" I [ those fellows get t o  talking any padd le-blade . 
l ouder." he remarked i n  explanation. The canoe s l ipped alon g  l i ke a t h i ng 
" \Ye shall  begin to hear \Y hat they arc of no material substan ce-l ike a mere 
say i ng : 1\·e shall fi nd ourscl ve,; i tl\'ol un- shadow-across the grav and s i l n:r sur
t ary ca\·esdroppers." 

' lacr- of the h arbor. The suu ncl of voices 
He brought the head u[ t h e  l·a n < H' !rom the vacht died away to a murmur. 

a round \v i th a ,; ingle ski l fu l  stroh< then " That'�  one o f  the t li i ngs, "  t h e  girl 
pushed on a head. \Y i t h  the evident inten- said at last - " one of the th i n gs that 
tiun o f  pu tt i n g a quarter o f  a m i l e  more m ake,; i t  hard to rea l ize t ha t I l1:1Ven' t  
of d ista nce between t hcmo;cl ves and the k n o w n  y o u  f or  a long "·h i l e-th c way 
shado\Y \' white  vacht.  \·ou sa i d  that this \Vas a perfect hour for 

" l si.1ppose th e  bet ter \\·ay  out of t he us ; the \Yay you assumed that it had been 
cl i lricultv ."  obsen·ecl l\I arian. " '"ou l d  be a perfect hour for me, i nstead o f  l abori 
to shout t o them that \Ve a r e  c o m i n g  i n .  ously pretending to b e  a fraid t h a t  i t  
a n d  then do i t . ' '  hadn't : t h a t  I m i gh t b e  bored and want-

" I t  shal l be as you command." h e  i n g  t o  go i n . " 
said. pulling the paddle out of the water " It  couldn't  have been a \'Cry perfect 

* This story began in THE c.� VAL IER for January, 1909 . 
.JOI 
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hour for me if I had been afraid of that," 
he said. " Its perfection was that we 
shared it ." 

" Oh, it 's all  very simple," she ad
mitted, " but it doesn't happen so very 
often, for a l l  that-to be understood i n  
that way, I mean. And i t  made you seem 
an older friend than you really are ."  

" The superstition of time," he 
l aughed. " vVhat have minutes and 
weeks and years to do with this ? " 

" Oh, really, they have a good deal to 
do with it. That's one of the things that, 
though obvious, happens to be w:arly al
ways true." 

" Isn't ten minutes longer than a 
month, sometimes, so far as friendship 
goes ? " he asked. 

" Y-e-s," she- hesitated. " But after 
the ten minutes are over, common sense 
and habit and convention need the rest 
of the month to catch up in. And, after 
all, they arc a pretty large part of  us." 

" I s  it · common sense, habit, and con
vention that make it hard for you to 
find a way to address me ? " he asked. 
" You always wait until you catch my 
eye before you speak to me. " 

She colored a little. 
" That's true," she said, " but I hoped 

vou hadn't noticed it. No, that's be
�ause I 'm provincial, for one thing, and 
am not accustomed to titles ; and the rest 
of  it is, you have a name I can't pro
nounce." 

" There is at least one o f  my names 
that can offer no difficulty," he said. 

" Arc you seriously s�ggesting," she 
l aughed, " that 1 should call you-" 

" Go on," he commanded, for she hesi
tated. " Finish the question." 

" ' Stephan ? ' There, you sec I 
couldn't do it .  I stammered over i t  
then, and it was in quotation marks. And 
mv mother would die  of horror if  she 
h;ard me saying it in any other sense. "  

" On t h e  contrary," said he, " you did 
it very well .  vVith a l i ttle practise 
you co�ld do i t  easily. If yuu w ish to 
�edeem me from the i{1excmah le rudeness 
of calling you ' Marian ' without a l icense 
or permission, you will begin practising 
at once. Every time I speak my tongue 
all but betrays the way I really think of 
you ."  
· She turned her  head a l ittle as  i f  
listening. 

" There is the launch coming back," 
she said. " I t' s  a long way off yet, but 
it goes horribly fast, and we must be back 
at the yacht as soon as they are ."  

H e  took up the paddle, and in another 
moment they were flying along yacht
war�.:.. H e  did not press his request, and 
spoke little until they had come along
side and he had handed her up the ac
commodation ladder. H adley and Glenn 
were ·waiting at the head o( it  tu receive 
her. 

" Your mother left a message with us 
for you," said H adley, after they bad ex
changed a few words about the beauties 
of the night and the imminent return of 
the rest of the party to the yacht. " She 
wanted to see you when you came in." 

" I n  that case, I ' l l  say good n ight," 
said Marian. And she shook hands with 
the men. 

To Tommy Glenn there was nothing 
to differentiate the leave she took of 
Stephan from her farewell to  H adley 
and himself. He would have sworn that 
the hand that met Stephan's had been as 
cool and passive as the one he found in 
his own. H e  had been looking for some
thing, too ; in a savage, sel f-tormenting 
sense he was eager for it. As far as he 
was capable of being so, he was in love 
with M arian-more in love with her than 
he had been when he proposed to her. 

But h is vanity was infinitely the great
est thing about him, and that had suf
fered a venomous wound while he l is
tened to the words in which H adley had 
pretended to repeat her description of his 
proposal. And the wound smarted al l  
the more when he reflected on the con
trast between her apparent good-will and 
friendly kindness toward him, with the 
perfidy she had shown in  ridiculing him 
to H adley. 

She had humiliated h im, and he could 
not "he happy until he had inflicted a 
humil iat ion, ten-fold deeper, upon her. 
He had hoped that to-night's excursion 
in the canoe would mark a long step in 
the successful consummation of his plan,  
hut  so far as  he could see it had really 
advanced matters very l ittle. 

H adley, however, wa� a better ob
server. He had sharp ears, sharp eyes, 
and a very sharp, alert mind. H e  was 
perfectly sure that when l\Iarian turned 
away, leaving the man rallcd " Count 

• 



LO V E  A l\lO N G  T H E  C L L \I H ERS. 303 

Aranyi " in the compai1iomyay, he had 
heard her whisper the word " Stephat1 " 
under her breath. In that case, matter� 
were distinctly progressing. I t  was time 
for his i nvestigation to begin in good 
earnest. 

He real ly meant what he had said to 
Tommy Glenn. The threat was no idle 
one. H e  intended, before many weeks 
wore away, to have Stephan's full career 
spread before h im, in black and white. 

He had entertained a suspicion ever 
si nce the early days of the voyage-a sw;
picion whose nature he never breathed tn 
Tommy Glenn, and the very existence of 
which woul d have surprised that young 
man out of his boots, as the sayi ng goe�. 
H adley knew where Tommy had found 
the bogus count, knew he was the man he 
had seen sitting on the park bench and 
l oitering on the curb. He was perfectly 
famil iar with the terms of  the bargain 
that Tomm"y Glenn had made with h im. 

And yet, in spite of al l  that, Richard 
Hadley suspected somethi11,g. 

C H A P T E R  \" 1 1 1 . 
1\F.\\" F R I F. XDS T H AT A R E  OI.IJ. 

TH E  slanting early morning sun bur
nished the surface of the l itt le  
harbor t i l l  i t  sb.one l ike polished 

metal. Out in the middle of it ,  at no 
great distance from where the yacht lay 
tugging idly a t  her moorings, was a squat 
little rowboat containing a single fisher
man. To Stephan, on deck early in h i s  
bathing-su i t  f o r  t h e  luxury o f  a before
breakfast swim, the ro\Yboat was j ust at 
a convenient distance to  test h is power;;. 

When he had swum out to it  and back 
he  would feel ready for h i s  cofl"ee. A lso, 
if the old fi�herman p roved as interesting 
as he  gave promise o_f being, seen tlms 
from the yach t, it might be worth \Yh ile 
t o  clamber into the l i tt le  boat and h aw a 
talk with h im. He would probably p ron: 
an antidote, anyway, to some o f  the men 
Stephan had had to  t alk with here on the 
yach t .  

I t  w a s  impossible to  see much o f  h i m, 
for his broad-brimmed straw-hat and his  
white beard pretty well  concealed his  
face. But he had the air, somehow, o f  
one h aving a good time, rather than o f  
one w h o  merely sought h i s  breakfast. 

Stephan cl imbed the rail, dived clean
ly  and deep to prolong as far as possib!t: 
that fi rst exh i larating thrill  of the cold 
salt water. Then he came up, got his 
bearings, and, with the la;r.y, powerful 
stroke of the practised s11·immer, struck 
out for the boat. 

He s\l·am on h i s  side, verv low in the 
water, and paid scant att ent ion to  where 
he was going unti l he  found h imself in 
the shadow cast by the I i tt le boat. Then 
he rol led over on his back and turned 
round for a look at its oct.:upant. 

'' Better cl imb in and rest a minute," 
said a voice. " That's a pretty good 
s\\·i 1n . "  

.-\s he spoke he gaYe Stephan a first 
ful l  ,·iew of h is face. For an instant the 
younger man looked puzzled. Then he 
reached swi ftly forward. c lasped .!_he gun
w a l e  o f  the boat with one hand, and 
st n:tched a bare. 11·et arm across to the 
old man. 

" This  IS the nry best k i n d  oi a sur
prise," he said. " There's no one I less 
e.--;pecte<l  to ;;ee, and no one l wanted to 
see more." 

Recogn ition came a l i ttle more slowlv 
i n  the <Jid  man 's face. hut when it  dici. 
he made up for its tardi ness by t he 
warmth o f  h is greet ing. · 

• · Wel l ,  1 dec l are, "  he �aid, grasping 
t lw outstretched hand. " Come right in 
here. Let me giye you a l if t ."  

But before he coul<l move to put his  
o llcr i nto execution, Stephan had hauled 
h imse If n\·er the side and dropped clmn1 
"11 one of the th\Yarts. 

" You look all r ight." commented the 
old man. " If I had seen vou in the 
water. that day ''"e met in the park, I 'd  
have thought you was probably out  tryin' 
to dr?wn )·oursel f. Things must be 
l ookm up.  

�tephan laugh ed . 
" Yes," he said ; " I  hope so." 
" L'nitecl States of .-\ merica gettin' out 

danger ? "  
Stephan ackn<mledged the j oke with 

a smile, but he answered rather serious
ly : " I don't  know that I guarantee it .  
] · ,·e been Sl'eing some pretty bad symp
t oms lately. ] 've been on a. two-weeks' 
cruise in that vacht over yonder." 

The old man nodded. 
-

" Yes," he said ; " the symptoms that 
come in  here on private yachts aren't, 
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for  the most part, what you\l call  en
couraging. N o t  but what there are ex
ceptions," he  added hastily. " I happen 
to  know of one or two myself . ' '  

" Well, I 've quit worr}·ing about the 
United States, anyway," said Stephan. 
" I 'm busy with something of  greater 
importance.' '  

The old man asked no spoken ques
tion, but h is keen, kindly, ai.lthoritativc 
old face was searching the younger man's 
with an intensity almost hypnotic. 

Stephan had not meant to say more ; 
he felt, in fact, that he had rather given 
himself away in the course of thei r pre
vious interview. But the same impulse 
that had come upon him then to  confide 
in the old man, came now. 

" Do you remember." he a:;ked, " con
soling me that other day \vith the re
mark that I still  might have my dreams, 
and that dreams were what the most of 
us had to be content'· with ? " 

His companion nodded. 
" \Vell, you may he right, . , Stephan 

continued refiectivelv : " but that's a 
hard thing for a you;1g man to make up 
h is mind to. I just now am having a 
shot at trying to make my dream come 
true. I may win, or I may lose. I f  I 
lose, I shall probably lose the dream a,; 
well as the reality. But, anyway, there'll 
be the satisfaction of having tried, in 
place of the torment of wondering 

- whether I might not han� \YOn i f  I had 
tried. I t 's  rather a dangerous game to 
play. There are fresh dangers with 
every succeeding clay : and it gives me :.t 
sort of \vaking nightmare. every now and 
then, that is pretty bad for a while." 

" \Vhen vou say it  i s  dangerous." 
questioned the ol <l -man. " clo vou mean 
dangerous for you, or for ,;omebocly 
else ? " 

" Oh, for somebody el�e. of course." 
said Stephan. · ' 1 ,.:hould hardly call it 
a danger if  it  invoh·ed only myse l f . ' '  

The old man nlllldcd rather <loubt
fullv. 

" -Oh.  I kno\v." said Stephan. " that 
what l'm doing cloe;n"t  ,;quare exactly 
w ith the copy-hook maxim. But tell 
me, have you been able to order your 
l ife upon such easy >'aws as those ? 
H :n·en't  von ever had to cut loose, with 
no great�r support than your own inner 
sense that ·what you were doing was 

right, and with the knowledge that the 
average cut-and-dried moralist would 
call i�  wrong ? " 

" \Vell, my boy," said the old man, 
holding out his hand, " I hope that in
ner voice of yours isn't lying to  you." 

" I hope so, too," said Stephan. Then, 
'Yith the feeling that, if he did not take 
care, he would be telling the whole of 
his story-names and all-to this casual 
old gentleman who had twice crossed his 
path so opportunely, he added : " \Vel!, 
I think I must be swinm1ing back to the 
D iana. I shall be about ready for 
breakfast by the t ime I get there. "  

" T h e  D iana ? " said t h e  other sharp
ly. " Is that yacht over there the 
Diana ? "  

As the boat lay, the old gentleman had 
his back to  her, and Stephan, looking 
over his shoulder, commanded a com
p lete view of her. Had not something 
he saw on the deck j ust then attracted 
his attention, he wouid have noticed the 
quick change that came over his com
panion's face-a look intensely curious 
and almost apprehensive. 

But what he saw precluded any such 
observation. A slender, girlish figure, 
clad in a bathing-suit, was mounting the 
yacht's rail, w ith the evident intention 
of repeating his dive and having a be
fore-breakfast swim herself ;  and, though 
too far away for her face to be distin
guishable, he  was perfectly sure that it 
was Marian. 

" Do you mind letting me pull the 
boat over in that direction ? " Stephan 
asked. " There's a girl in our party 
there \vho's j ust gone o\·erboard for a 
,.;wim. " I t 's  rather colder than she's 
l ikely to realize, and she ' l l  find a stronger 
run to the tide than she expects. There 
is nobody aboard the yacht to keep an 
eye on her." 

The old gentleman disregarded Ste
phan's suggestion of  doing the rowing ; 
but he shipped the oars himself. and be
gan rowing �with a short, steady, deep
sea stroke to\vard the vacbt. 

The swimmer had e\:idently taken the 
little rowboat for an objective, just as 
Stephan had done, for when she came 
up from her clive they saw her strike out 
straight for their direction. 

Presently they heard a hail in  a clear, 
girlish voice : " Ahoy, rowboat ! Will 
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you take m e  aboard for a five-minutes' 
rest ? The t ide runs a hit stronger t h an 
I expected." 

The old man dropp ed his oar� \Y i t h  an 
exclamation o f  astonishment.  .\ few 
moments l ater a p a i r  of white h ands 
clasped the gum,·ale,  and l\ [ ari an drew 
herse l f  u p  owr the s ide- � l arian.  rosy 
w i t h  h er morn i ng p lunge. t he l i t t l e  ten
dri l s  o f  her hair that had escap ed from 
h er b a t h i ng- c ·ap cur l i n g  t ight \Yi t h  the 
sa l t  \Yater and dr i p p ing w i th bri l l iants
?\ ! arian.  looking, in fact. quite lovel y. 

She \Yas fac i n;..i Stephan as she dre\Y 
herself  aboard. and greeted h i m  ,,· i th  a 
tiush and a h a l f-a1Tect i onate l i t t le n <ld . 

Then she t urned and looked at the 
other occup an t  o f  the boat.  I t  was in 
that  moment that S t eph an got one o f  the 
greatest surprises o f  h i s  l i fe ; for the 
gir l gasped. th en crier! out : " l'ncle 
O l l i e ? "  and flu ng h e r  arms around the 
o l d  fi sh erman 's neck �md k i ssed h i m . 

He seemed tn take the demonstration 
ver�· much for granted, although he 
beamed ,,· i th p l e-asure over it .  H e  k issed 
her lwart i h· on both c h ceb i n  return. 

" \V e l ! . ' '  he sa id . " I ' m  get t ing a l l  
sorts of fi s h  t h i :; morning. I t  d idn't  
l ook l ike  nrv good fish i ng weather, 
e it her . " 

" \Yhy, ' '  said the g i r l .  " l t hought 
there was somet h i n g  fam i l iar about t h i s  

· p la<:c when ,,.e put  into i t  l ast night. but 
I ne\·er dreamed i t  \vas your own private 
l i t t le h arbor th at \H' h ad t urned into.  
But, oh,  hm1· g l ad I am t h;1t i t  \vas. 
This  is worth a l l  the rest of t he trip 
put togetl l l'r ." 

T hen. turning. she caugh t s igh t of 
t h e  look o f  aston ishment on t h e  younger 
man's face. 

" !-i lll' p h a n . "  she sa id - - her usc of h i s  
1 1 �1 mc turned h i m  crimson to t h e  forehead 
- ' ' Steph an . let me introdu c ·e you to my 
uncle-my _granduncle. ?\I r. ( lbadiah 
\V i l l iams. l ll< l L- ( > l >ad iah .  t h i s  i s  Count 
Arany i . "  

" Oh .  l \-c known h i m  a l ong \l· h i le ,"  
said t h e  o l d  gen t l eman . shaking h ands 
a ga i n .  " hu t  I d i d n' t knm\· t h at ,,·as h i s  
name.  And h e .  I reckon. hadn't  mtl<'h 
i dea that  I was ' L1 nde ( >hadiah ' to 
anvhodv he knew." 

·t i e  J:o\\·ec! t h em hack to t h e  yacht, and 
the sum tota l o f  his com·crsation during 
t h e  t rip wa;; a ser i es of \'i.c:orous re fusals 

.') ( '  

to ?\larian's equ a l l y  i nsistent invitation 
that  he come aboard w i t h  them for 
break fast.  

" ?\I e on a vach t , and dresse<l l ike 
t h is ? " he exclai1;1Cd p icturesquely. " And 
nmr mother l ikelv to come into the 
; l in ing-room at any- m inute ? I lon't make 
me even t h i nk about i t ,  mv dear. I t  
makes m e  feel queer." 

. 

Hut  when he pul led up a longside the 
accommodati on-l adder. anc l  M arian urged 
the i nvitat ion once more, to her great 
su rprise the o l d  man re l uctant l y accept
ed, and began making fast his paint<'r to 
the rai l .  

The girl h ad a n  impression, wh ich,  
hmYen�r, seemed too fantasti c  to take se
r iously, tbat  some sort of si l en t  signal 
h ad passed het\\·een Stephan mHI h er 
uncle.  T h i s  1vas. h mve\·er, e:-;act l y  true, 
and the young man. as he followed tb e  
ol der one u p  the ladder, added under h i s  
breath : 

" I ' l l  be dressed in a n·rv few m i n 
utes, and w i l l j oi n  y o n  o�l t h ere on 
deck. I want t o  ha\·e a talk \Y i t h  you, 
and the sooner the bet t er . . ,  

l " ncle Ollie merelv nodded. 
I t  t ook l\I arian some l i t t le  t ime to 

dress, for the · bath ing-cap has yet  to be 
i nvented that  \\" i l l  keep sea-\vatcr out o f  
the h a ir o f  reckless young women w h o  
\\· i l l  per si st i n  diving : a n d  w h e n  s o  great 
a quantity of hair  as that ,,· hich crowned 
?\ I arian 's lo\·ely head gets thorough l y  wet 
\vi t h  sca-\vater. t he case is serious . 

\\"hen at l ast sh e \vas reach· for break
fast, she more than h a l f  su�pccted. and 
decidedly h op ed , that the other t\vo 
early risers had not \vaitecl for her. They 
were prohah ly break fast ing. she thought,  
on the awn i ng-coverecl a fter-deck, and 
t h i t h er slw \vent tn l ook for them. 

She found t h em t h e re. indeed. hut 
n e i t h e r  <l f them, apparent l y , was think
i ng about h i s  morning mea l .  T hey; were 
standi ng side hy side at  t h e  rai l .  look· 
ing out seawarrl. a n d  t h e  o l d man's h an d  
\Yas on t h e  young man ' s shoulder. She 
cuu l d sec  h er mwl e' s  face i n  profi l e, an!\ 
it ,,· a�  \Try ,!_{ra\·e. 

· · \\" el l . "  she h eard h i m  say as she ap
proached - "  wel l ,  you may he r igh t .  
Cod grant you are, and l ' I I  do \vhat l 
can to h e l p .  Let me know ,,·h en you 
w ant me." 

The t \Yn men c�w_ght sight o f  her 
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simultaneously, a n d  s h e  w a s  sure th at 
they both started a l ittle.  T he whole 
th i ng was so unaccount abl e t h at she felt 
sl ightly troubled, and the gaiety of her 
greet ing d id no t ring quite natural on 
her o\\·n cars. She could not be sure 
whether t hey not iced i t .  but she thought 
they did. 

H o\\·eveL l H:r mother came on dcck 
j ust then and ca ught s igh t of U ncle 
0 bie. so for the ne:-.: t h our or so '\1 a r
ian's attent ion 1ras p retty 1re l l  Ul'<'ll] ' ied. 

C H .\ l'T E K  I ..\ .  
" l lO Yol; UJ\'E l\! E ?  " 

FAH. do1Yn t h e  beach the glowing coals 
o f  a d y ing !i re th re"· a warm l ight 
upon the faces of a little group that 

gat hered round it ,  and sent co lossal .  dis
torted shadows back a eros� the sands . I t  
was the non-sentimental rc.;;idutun of 
Tommy ( i lcnn's yach ting p a r t y  t h at c o n 
stituted the group. The others, two b y  

· two, had stro l l ed a w a y ,  u p  or clo\\·n t h <.!  
beach. 

A round the fire they \\·ere sin g ing . or 
trying to. by i nterYa ls, under Tommy 
( i lenn's enthusiastic.  i f  not efficient . kad 
crship.  \\"hen t h ey di dn' t sing t h ey told 
stories, and from t he periodic bursb o f  
laughter \l' h i ch t ·ame, softened b y  the 
distance, up the hca, ·h.  i t  appeared that  
the storie s 1rere good . 

Thev "·e re not sui'li c icnth· a l l ur ing. 
lv .nYel'er, t o  draw Stephan a·nd 2\I arian 
from the log 11·here t hey IYCre s i t t i ng, 
j ust out o f  n·ach of the  no11· reced i n g  
t id c .  

" It must seem strange t o  you," :\larian 
wa·s saying . 1r i th  a l itt l e gesture t <mard 
the group about  t h e  fi re. " Stran ge.  H I � < I  
a ltogether different from a nyth i ng you"n; 
kno\l'n. D 0esn't i t  m ake 1·ou feel about 
a mi l l ion milts a"·av from. home ) " 

There \\'aS some rea�on for her suppo
sition . They had becn enjoying, that cw- · 
ning, an old-fash i oned c lambake on the 
beach , and their  host  had been no less  a 
person than L nc l e  Obi e \Vil l iams. L i nde 
Ob ic had, i n  some perfect l y  u naccoun t 
able ll'av. suddenh· asserted h imscl f. i n  
spite o f

· 
� [ rs. Fan�·ell's und isguised h o r 

r o r  over h is appearance on the deck of 
the vacht that mornin g. and h ad re
main�d, not only for h1�eak fast. hu t for 

lunch. He had capped t he climax of i n
tractabi l i t y  by suggesting a clambake for 
t h at evening . 

:\Irs. Fan,·cl l ' s doll'nright dismay over 
the im pn·s,.; i on l ikely to be produced up
on the arist ocratic sensibi l i t ies o f  Count 
.Aram· i ,  h 1· tht> necessan· accessories to 
such 

·
a fbi i,·a l .  had becn

.
enti rel v w ithout 

m·ail . � l ar ian h ad greeted th.e scheme 
"· i t h  de l igh t . and St ephan , naturally 
enough. had seconded h er. The rest of 
t h e  part y  h a d  i ndorsed t he p lan read i ly 
enough. cwn Richard H ad ley assenting 
to it ll' i t h  a sort of good -humored dis
dain . So :\I m·i a n' s  mother fuu ncl hersel f 
in a magni ti cent. hut h i gh ! �- i ne tTectual ,  
minoritl'. 

Thev. hac]  rea l l y  had a very j o l lv time. 
E ve n  \ I rs.  Fan1·�1l h ersel f. :-1 fter �vatch
i ng in an ag< m �· of apprelH:nsion for the 
superc i l i Ptb ,.;net:r 1r i th ll' h i t·h  she was 
,.;ure th e coui i t  mltl l d sign ify h is contempt 
for the plebeian nature of the entertain
ment-a ftn ob s e rv i ng . w i t h  i ncreclulitv. 
that h e  see im·d to b�· ha 1· i n g more ft.i'n 
t han anvbud v th ere-a fter Ji nallv watch
ing h in) and 1\ l arian strol l valnily away 
together . 11·ith no at tempt to disguise 
their prefervnce for each o ther's societl' 
-after a I I  t h is .  sht> ·had. at Ja,.;t .  cl ra w n  a 
long lm:;:Ith a nd begun to enjoy h erself. 

B ut there 1\'cts no thanks due Uncl e 
Obie for t h i.s h appy outcome o f  the affai r. 
H is absurd ('<Htl' might h al'l� IITecked 
t·Yerything j ust ;,t,; w el l a� not. Simul
taneousl y "· i t h  the discon·n· t hat a l l  11·as 
ll'el l .  Glmc the convirt im{ that success 
11·as attrilmtahle. d irectlv and c :-.:clusively, 
to the tact and d i gnity: w i th which slic 
h ad conducted lwr,.;e1 f .  

Stepha n took :1 l ittle t ime l>dore h e  re
plier\ to \I ;u ian 's observation. 

" I supjH>'e i t  ought t o  seem strange 
to me." h e  sa id  at last. " T he curious 
fact is, th nugh . it cloe:;n' t .  I 've never 
seen an'yth ing l i k e  it before. hnt. i n  some 
s trange 11·ay or oth er. it makes me feel 
mure at Jf.m1e t han - I 'Ye ever felt before . 
I think that rea l l y 1 mu·st have been 
horn, by �omc �trange accident, with an 
American m ind and a set of Ame rican 
feel ings. I h ated t h e  atmosphere in 
'"hich I grew up. I kne\\· there IYas 
�ometh ing f wa nted , and that something 
seems to l x.· 1·our Amer ican democracv." 

" I'm a fraid you' l l be disappointed
. 

if  
yon arc as . democratic as that." she sa i d , 
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" because rea l ly  \\'C aren 't . \\'e make a 
great ·pretense about i t . "  

" 1  had hegm1 t o  be a fra id that might 
he true, unt i l I met L ncle  Obie. He 
proved a good antidote [Dr much m is-

. . , ,  g 1v1n g . 
" L' nclc  Obie-" she l aughted a ffec

t ionat e l v. '· Ye,;. he\; a dear. B u t  I 'm 
afraid t he re,;t of tb a r,·n ' t  much l ike 
h i m . "  

" \'ou're l ike h i m. ' '  he ,;aid-" i n  that 
particular. at any rat e . "  

She shook her head . 
" N -no," she :: mswerc:d hesitat ingly, 

" I 'm a l i t t l �: h i t sorry that l 'm  nut. but 
st i l l I ' m- not." 

" Wh,·." said he. " "·h :tt i,; vour fond
nes,; fu1: h i m  haSl·d on ? \Vot1lcl.n't vou 
l ove him j u,;t ::b murh i f  he "·eren ' t  ;ich 
and big a{Jd successfu l ; i f  he hadn't beat 
en New York at i ts  O\Yil game ? l f  be 
"·ere rea l l y  just the p l a i n .  ,;imple-hcart
ed , old fisherm:ll l - fa rmer that be seems 
to he to-night ? "  

" O f  course. he 's  nw undc," she said 
de fen•·d n l y-" m�· grc�t -u nc l c, I mean." 

" i\o. i t \  not h loocl t h at docs it .  
either." he ,,·ent on.  " You \l·ould care 
for him j ust a,; much if he \YCren't  re
l ated to �·ou at al l-of cou rse. w ith this 
pnwiso t ha t  1·ou m ight 1\l:l-er ha,·e got 
acqua inted 1\· i th  h i m  Uihler t ]w,;e circum
stances . " 

" I wonder i f  th at's t ru e . "  she mu�ed . 
" I t  seems rather a "t ran ge thing to be 
d oing-maki n g  a m erit o f  ] n,· ing l ; ncle 
< >hie.  S t i l l ,  I r lun't  k i t O \\' that I have 
so many merits tha t [ catt a lfnrd to throw 
one a\�·av. I 'm a fraid perh aps that',; 
your idea· : you're tryi ng to holster me up_ 
a l i ttle. Possihll· i f  f hunted about I 
could tine\ some , ;t her i t ems to add to the 
ned it s idl: u f  1111· a c Toun t . "  

" I  don ' t  kn�,,- anyth ing." h e  said , 
IY i th a sh ort l augh,  \Y h ich . neYcrthel cs,;, 
hdd a srri nlh caclcncl'. " anyth ing t h at 
I ' m less a n x ious to i nYc:-'t iga te than the 
number and shape o f  the pl:tals  t ha t make 
up the tlo 11·cr of 1·our  sou l .  But [ know 
t h i s  much, :\ [arian-" 

He h esitated a n instant .  His voice 
ll" a s  gro\1· ing quit:ter w i th  everv phrase , 
but there ,,·as a r ising int ens i ty in i t  for 
a l l  that-;m intensit\' \\·hich. of itse l f, 
secmerl to compel a .  pause. H is hand 

· dosed over hers in a l ight caress w h i c h  
she did n n t  attempt to term i nate. 

" But, i\l"arian, [ know this ; I know 
the flower is  fragrant, and I know that to 
breathe i ts fragrance is a l l  the happiness 
there is in t he world. I t  is a fragrance 
\Y hich h aunt� me, ,,· hether or not you are 
ncar. If you were taken away f;om me 
I I O IY-i f 1 were ne,·er again to sec you 

or to feel the touch of your hands, sti l l  
l he l iew that the fragrance of  t hat flower 
soul of yours \You l d  perfume, somehow, 
l'\'Cry breath of I i fc I shou ld eYer draw in 
the ,,·ori el , q u ite- q u i te to the end." 

The girl made no anS\\·er ; perhaps be
cause she could command her voice to 
none ; perhap� because she felt that the 
hand.  which lay trembl ing a l itt le against 
hi�  palm, 1\'a� giYing him an�,,·er eno1,1gh. 

Sudden l y, however, · he rel inquished 
hn linger�, rose from his �eat beside her, 
ll'alked three or four pace;; dO\nl the 
beach, then came back. 

I .ooking up into his face she was sur
prised at \\'hat she read there-read in 
every tense, e xpress i\T l i ne o f h is figure ; 
i n  t he contracted bro1Ys-the compressed 
l i ps-the i n t e r l ocked fi ngers. 

\\" i t h  quick intuit ive "};mpath y she rose 
and con fr.onted h im.  and, after a mo
ment's h esitat ion, rested her h a nd timid l y  
on h i s  arm. 

" \\'hat is it, Steph::m ? "  she asked . 
" \\' hat ' s the matter ? " 

" Sit  down again," he said. " I-I 
mustn't he touching you.  There's noth ing 
the matter. hut I 'n� a rather hard thing 
to say-something I don't  quite know 
how to sav."  

S h e  l no.ked at h im. hcwi ldcred a l i ttle, 
hut not  hurt . for his manner robbed his 
m.nds of  any possible st ing . 

" l\farian." he \\"l'll t on at last, " r 
haven't asked \·ou i i you love me, but I 
\Yan t  to ask \·ou j ust t h i� : Could a man 
c o n ! m and \'()tn· hin. a l l  of hinN:If-just 
a man ? I > o vou th ink you could ever 
stand before a man ancf �a,·. ' I know 
your soul ,  and I loH i t - t h e  .t h i ng i tsel f. 
I love it so much t h a t .  1r h a t \·ou have 

been. or ll' h;tt you may l lecom� - ,,·hat 
tlw worl d u nderstand� or misunderstand� 
ahou t you-whatever rag,; of c ircum
,;t :u\ l.'cs Fall' may h a\'C clothed you i n
,,-h cther to other eyes you arc great or 
,;mall ,  nob l e or mean. is a mat ter of in
di fierence tn me ? Could you say : 
' T know your soul and I want it ,  through 
� 1 1  nw l i f('. c · l osc, cl cN· l iesic!t- my 0\\'11-
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so close that they arc not two, but one ' ? 
Do you think a man could command your 
love as far as that, M arian ? " 

She sat drooping there upon tlw log, 
and he, looking down from his height, 
could not see her cxpre;;sion. Presently 
she buried her face in her hands. 

He dropped on his knees beside' her, 
and his arm sl i ppccL round her waist. 

" Marian, dear , " he said, " perhaps f 
can put it a l itt le more s i mp ly.  Sup
pose you lond me-a man exactly, ex
actly like me-and he should say to you 
to-night : ' You kno"· me for what I am ; 
you know the real man in me ; you know 
his mind and heart and soul,  but the cir
cumstances in which you have seen h im 
-the things that, perhaps, at first were 
what gave h im his interest i n  your eyes
the tinsel glitter about h im that first at
tracted you-all that is nothing but a 
dream. The man h imself is true ; he 
is the very man you love-he has shown 
vou the verv heart of h is heart. But the 
�!oak-the "magic cloak, which an en
chanter loaned - h im.  wi l l  change hack 
to-night. like poor l itt le Cind!'n·l/a 's 
ball-gown, to the rags he wore \\'hen the 
enchanter found him . ' 

" I f  he \H're to tell vou that, and "·ere 
able to make vou believe it true, could 
you say to h im" : ' I. don't care about the 
cloak-love wi l l  he our enchanter now, 
and it wi l l  weave us another ; but you are 
alive and real, and you are the man I 
l o\·e ' ? 'Vould you say that to h im, 
l\Iarian ? " 

H e  had finished. H e  was waiting for 
his answer. But for a long time she sat 
there, silent, sti l l  in the embrace of h i� 
arms, her face bidden in her hamk 

But at last �he sat erect, and. with a 
little gesture, asked him to release her. 

" You mustn't  touch me now," she 
said. " I 'm not quite sure what the truth 
is, and with nm so ncar I 'm a fraid I 
shouldn't he able: to li nd i t .  \'ou \Yallt 
the truth, I knO\Y, I must tel l it to-night 
if I ever tel l  it  in my li fe." 

He obeyed her, rose and stoocl be fore 
her in his old attitude, hb hamh clasped 
tight i n  front of h im. 

It was a long while before she spnke. 
and. \\·hen she did, her voice \Yas scarcely 
audible. 

" "'hi le  you were talking." she said
" \Yh i l e  yon were saying all that to me. I 

believed that the answer was yes-that 
I shouldn't mind i f  tJhe cloak ":ere noth
ing but enchantment. But clown i n  my 
heart, even then, was a fear. If love 
were all a moonlight night, Stephan-if 
there "·ere no \\'orld at all to  l ive in-just 
a ]0\·ely, tlom,ry wilderne:;s, then the 
answer would be easy. But the world is 
there ; i t  i·m't any farther (lff than that 
fire clown t here ;m the. beach, and the 
people s i t t ing  about it-their voices come 
to us even now. 

" Tho�e voices would come to us every 
day of our liYes ; they'd he the ones we 
should hear the oftenest. · Those voices 
would sm:er at the ragged c l oak, and
ves, I think the sneer would hurt. Per
hap;; i t ' s  a l ittle hard for you to under
stand that. The world has · ne\'er sneered 
at you .: i f  it were to try, you could laugh 
at i t .  I 'm afraid you ' l l  d esp i ,;e me for 
saying I "·ant the cloak, too. And i t  
would be so easy-so terribly easy t o  say 
the other thing. But, somehow. I can't 
lie to you ; I have to tel l  vou the truth." 

He �lre 1�· a long, deep b-reath. 
" 'Vei l ," he said, " perhaps you're 

right. Perhaps I shouldn't h ave talked 
as I did if I l1ad had anv real fear that 
the enchanter ,n,ukl ta.kc: ·m,· c loak awav. 
But it has lasted a long ;,·h i le now_:a 
good many gt.:nerations. I t' s  a l ittle worn, 
but it's pretty clean and not badly tar
nished. Its g lory is not qui te  what it was 
in my great-great-grandfather's day, but 
it 's  sti l l  a sufficient ly imposing covering 
to shield one from the s l ings and arrows 
of the world . i\ [arian, '"i l l  you be my wife 
-my countess ? 'Vii i  you take my name 
and share my r·lace in the world with 
me ) Do you l ove me enough for that ? " 

" Bu t  \'OU, " she cried. " <lo vou Jo,·e 
me ) "  

- . 
Again he dropped on his knees beside 

her ; this t ime IY i t h i n  the circle of her 
own young arms. 

" I Inn' you-" he whispered . " I 
l ove you I H.:ttcr than my 0 \\'11 �oul ! "  

C H A PTER X. 

WITH a long sigh of complete satis
faction 'Mrs. Fan,-ell sank down 
into a great carved chair  p l aced 

in a niche which screened her somewhat 
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from her thronging gue�ts , and fanned 
herself. She wanted t o  be alone for j ust 
a mi nu te, t o  let the � t ra ined nerves and 
muscles relax. a nd t o  t ry to grasp the 
�tupendous fact that i t  "·as a l l  true
t hat it IYas actually accom pl ished. 

EYer since that night l ast summer 
"·hen 2\l arian had told her o f  her engage
ment to Count A ran y i , she had gone 
about l i ke a \\·oman i n  a dream . haunted 
hy the terri ble  fear t ha t she m i ght wak�: 
up. She had t o l d  herse l f  t h at i t  11·as too 
good to he truc: ; t ha t  it couldn' t  possibl y 
he true. She had begun say i ng that ,  in
deed, "· hen she h ad IY i t ne�sed Aranyi'� 
first i n troduction to 2\farian ; but \l· i thout 
the convinion-thc poignant C()nviction 
t h at  not h in g s o  p t:r fect  could possibly 
l ast-th a t  she had fel t  since she had 
learned that the cnga g•:mcnt "·as actual l y  
an ac ,· . ,mp l ished LlC't. 

l\ Iar ian a countess � She. h er�cl f, 
mother-in-la\\· to a count � The wilde�t 

d[ her dream,; IYas surp:bsed. She had 
got acquai nted 11 i th Steph an ; h ad got 
l l l'lT, sumewk1 t ,  l J,·i n:..:; ::1 !'raid of him. 

S h e  was :1 11·are-oh .  t h i s  was on l y  in 
the background of her thoughts_:that 
her dre::tm of her own · personal socia l  
t r iump h was corn i n �  tru e .  Peopl e here 

t o-n i gh t 11·en• t u k i ng accotmt of h er IYh o  

h ac! ncnT !a kt: n acc, Junt before. Here. 
t h i s  e1·e n ing, at  t h e  wedd i ng reception 
ll'ere people i n her drawing-room� whom 
�he had never hoped to sec there. 

But all that  ,,·as m i 1 � ( )r  and subord i 
n a te. l l cr 0 11·n t r i u m ph 11·as lost s i gh t  of 
i n  the hl in d i n q; i l luminat i • l ll  o f  the fact 
tha t  l\larian lwei become-IY;.b actua l l y  
a t  this  m oment-a cou ntess . T h a t  w a s  
an achie1·ed fact .  � ot h i ng th::tt could 
h appen 11·ould matter nm1·. She coul d  
· ·mne had:. t n  r,·al l i fe a�a i n  IYi thout the  
fear th at a l l  t he cloud-c;pped p::ll ace� o f  
hL·r imagina t i on would sudde nl y be 
""ept a1Yay in some cold wind o[ ae
tna l itv . 

Sh� su n·el'l:cl her .�ucsts IY ith an al
m ost apathet ic eye.  \fanv o f  them were 
no more fami l iar to her  than the sight 
of  t he ir pictures i n  the Sunday papers 
had made them to the rest of � c11· York's 
I nnr m i l l  ions. 

' 

But here and there w·as a face that 
su ggested some connection personal to 
herse l f .  She ;.;a w  R ich ard H a dley, with 
h is languidly supl'l'cil i nus expression 

11·b i c h  once had caused her so many un
comfortable moments. She need never 
be afraid of him aga in . at any rate. 

Presently, through a vista in the 
gorgeous cro1vd, she caught a glimpse of 
.\I arian herself,  and the gi rl ' s loveliness, 
hn radiance. the perfectinn of her hap
p i nes,;, 1vhiL� l l  transfigured h e r  already 
beaut iful  fa<�t', brought to her mother , 
r .. r the fi rst t i me, a purely maternal pang. 

She had won her game ; she had at
t a i ned the heights  of her am bit i on , but 
,;he had l ost  her d augh ter i n  the process. 
The g i r l .wa,.; goi ng away now, i n an hour 
or t\vo. A fter a brief honeymoon, she 
11·as to sai l  d irectly for the continent. 
For the rest o( thei� l i l'e,.; all  i ntercourse 
hct1veen them would be a matt,•r ( ) f  casual 
vi,.;ib. brie f and probab l y unsatisfactory. 

She remembered h a1· i ng seen Uncle 
< lh ie  a short t ime be fore. and having re
marked that his evelids were red as if h e  
had been weeping

·
. T h e  ;.;ight of him had 

o ffended her then-1._:nrlc  Obie was not 
a decorative fi gure . at  best. But now 
�he began to feel  a cc·rt a i n  sympathy with 
h i m .  A very l i t t l e  more a nd she m igh t 
IITep herse l f .  

H er v iew o f  h e r  daughter w a ,.;  s t i l l  un
oh,;tructecl, 1vh cn she saw Tommv Glenn 
;.(O up t u  �peak tn 11L'r. She ��·as sur
p rised to see the ,c; i r l ' s  eyes brighten at 
,.; i;.(ht o f  h.im : sti l l  more surpri sed w h en 
\ l a rian put out hoth hands, i nste ad o f  
one. 11· i th a l i t t le gesture m uc h  more im 
pubi\'c t ha n  wa;; b e r  IYOnt,  to greet h i m .  

( ; ] e n n  h i mst'H w a ,.;  as much surpr ised 
at the demonstrat ion as \ [ arian' ,; mother 
had been . He had gonL' up to speak to 
the girl, torn · by the con tlict o f  strong 
emotions. 

He w as more in love w i t h  h er than he 
n·cr h ac! been be fore. and l i ttle as he was 
in th e habit  of studyi n.� his states o f  
miHl ,  he  IY as a 1v a re that  this w a s  so. 
But, at the same t i m e. h l' hated her, or 
t hou gh t that  he el i  d. .\ I I  the fri en d l i
ness �he h a d  s h m1· n h i m  u p  to now had 
bt'L'n to h im noth i ng mnn: than an in
s tance of h l' r  h ypocri sy and deceit.  She 
11·a,; p r  . .  babl y st i l l  laugh ing a t  h im, al
t h ough her nmfi dan t r o w  1vas undoubt
edly Stephan. 

That thought in i tsel f \\'as 'vormwood. 
Well ,  he had avenged himself, fully and 
r·ompletcly. He had no intention of ex
posin g Stephan l1 imsel f .  The thing 
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woul d  b e  done automat ica lly . H e  woul d had cume t h a t  sudden brightening o f  her 
simply cut off the man 's supp l ies, and let eyes and the impulsive gesture of both 
the girl .find out the wretched truth for hands. 
hersel f. What S tep han would do, he " [ was a fraid you weren't going to 
did not know. He m ight desert her rome and speak to me," she said, " and I 
when he had come to t he end o f  the last \\·anted you to so much. ·You've been 
thousand Tommy had let him have. Or n�ry. 1·ery good t o  me. 
he might confess to her and rei y on her " I h ope you ' l l  be my frienLl al ways, 
own pride and on her m ot her's to shield because I know, and 1 want you to know, 
him for a while longer. too, how much you have h ad to do with 

Tommv tried to assure hims�:lf that he mak ing me the happ iest girl in all the 
didn't  care much whether that confession world."  
should imp l icate h imsel f or not .  He H er 11·orcb had fairly staggered him.  
was not even sure IYhethcr, i f  taxed The honesty o f  her was so patently ap
with his share in the imposture, h e  would parent . No evidence in the world to the 
admit or dcnv it. E i t!J e:· course would contrary could haYe made i t  p ossibl e to 
be easv. 

• 
doubt the sincerity of what she said, at 

He
-

had come to the '"ecldi ng rather least not while o1 1e  stood there looking 
reluctantly, but this act was clearly neces- into her eyes. 
sary to carry the imposture th rough . He Ju,.;t as i t  happened , when his dis
had not meant to go up and spea k  to tressed gaze str ayed from her it fell  di-
1\Tarian, but the sight o f  her standing rectly upon the sneering face o f  his old 

there for a momen t, qui te a lone, had friend and present enemy, R ichard H acl
dr::mn him to her irresistibly. And then l ey.  

( T o b e  c o n c l u d e d . )  

A M A T T E R  O F  T E M P E R A M E N T. 

B Y  L O U I S E  D R I S C O L L . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y .  

WORTH pushed the l ittle 
electric button and turned 
to look again about the 
neighborh ood . A long 
l ine of brownstone houses 
stretched on e ither side 

of the way, l itt le pointed baywindows 
displaying a variety of cheap net or Not
tingham lace-curtains, l he character of  
the i nmates being indicated hy stages of 
freshness or elaboration in the drapery . 

The street h ad never been fash ion able . 
Numerous ash -barrels stood quite frank
ly on the si dewa lk, and the mistress o f  
th e house, as a rule, answered the bel l .  
A maid admitted E l sworth, howen�r, re
garding h im w ith the indifference born 
of lo ng service in a lodging-house. " He 
ain't the kind to stay," she decided, as
suming th at h e  \\'as l�ok iHg for rooms. 

' 

" Madam will  be right down, " she 
said, and left h im st anding in the narrow 
parlor . 

H e  recognizell some of the Iurninire. 
There was a rocking-chair he had chosen 
h imself. He felt a l ittle pa in creep into 
his throat as he looked at it. I t  was as 
though the inanimate t h i ng had risen to 
strike him. And th ere was the piano . 

So Rose h ad kept t he p iano . It showed 
the e ffect of h a \·ing been moved more 
times than was good for it. O ne o f  
their fi rst quarrels had heen over that 
p iano . He had known t h ey couldn't af
ford it. The pain in h is throat deep ened 
i nto a sensation l ike faintness as the past 
touched him. 

There was an air o f  disorder in the 
room, little wads of dust lay on the floor 
against the wal l ,  where the rug didn't 
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meet the base - board. The table v;as 
overla id with a l i ght cloud of dust. 
There were enormou,; vel low boll",; on 
the net curtains, and a duster of red 
artificial carnations had apparent l y  been 
a l ong time undisturbed in a green rase 
on the mantle. A n umber of unneces
sary scarfs were draped in p laces where 
t hey did not seem to be needed. 1 t was 
all Yerv much l ike Ro�e. 

A n  i mpulse to run ::1.\l·ay seized him, 
a new fear joining the old repugnance ; 
but he conquered both and ro�e to greet 
h er, look in g quiet. only h i� eyes \Yere 
tense. 

Ro . .;e h ad come in carelessly. Sht: sup
posed he \Yas looking fur rooms and 
d idn't care whether ur not he l iked w h at 
she had, She h ad p ut on a dress ing
sack trimmed wi th a pro fusion of lace 
ruffles, and she held it together at th e 
throat IY ith one hand a� she stood to 
greet h im. Her l i ght. pretty h ai r  w::�c; 
massed over a h igh pompadour, and h er 
cheeks were touched with rouge. 

Rose stared at  h im a m i nute, startled. 
and he could not th ink o f  1\·hat  he had 
intended to sa\·. She broke t h e  s i l ence. 

" Well, of �11 t hings � " she said. �mel 
sat down sur! den I y ; and th en : " I �up
pose you're look ing for rooms ? A i n 't it 
funnv ? "  

E l
�
�''" ' lrth found h is yo ire. · •  \\" h y, 

no," he said . He fou n<l it 11·as not easy 
to tel l her t h e  truth.  " You see-l was 
l onking for you . "  He ht:si tated . Rose 
forgot t he d ress i ng -sad; ,  and i t  fel l open 
at  the th roat . She looked l i ke a pret ty, 
painted chi ld.  He put up h is hand in
Yoluntari ly to his  temp l es. 11·here h is hair 
IYas groll' ing t h i n .  H ow long was it ? 
Then h e  found h i mself e):pl ajning. 

" l met Sara vVal ton i n  London last 
month . She told me about you. A l l  
you hac! been doing t hese last years. The 
time you \Yere on the :;tage-in the store 
-k eep i ng boarders-" 
' I  She i nterrupted h im .  " You didn't  
th .ink I was Ih· ing on what yon sen t ,  did 
you ? " she i n qu i red tart ly . 

· •  I sent a l l  I cou l d . "  he protested, 
" and as long as I kne11· how to reach 
vou ; but after D esborough died I 

eou h ln ' t find out where you 11·ere. I 
h aYe more money no1Y. �I y last book 
real l y paid-you find it h ard _ to bel ieve 
t h at ? " he smi led for the first t i me . 

She refused to meet h is jest. 
" I got a loug, " :;he said su l lenly. 
He felt very awkward. He put out 

hi:; hand to t h e chair h e  had once bought 
for her. I t  seemed l ike another person 
tlwre who understood the situation. I t  
seemerl l ike t he defin i te expressi on o f  his  
r i ght to be there . 

Rose watched h.im from under her eye
l i ds th at fell  al most to I ter  cheek. I t  
w as a n  old trick. Rose h adn't ch anged. 
H e  laughed uneasily. 

· •  \\'e made rather a mess of t h ings, 
Rost:, . , he ,;aiel. 

She ftashecl anot her look at him with
out maki ng any at tSII"er, �o he spoke 
agJ i n : 

'· l t 11·as rat ht: r  a shock to meet Sara 
as I d i d. She brough t it a l l back to me 
so vividly.  She set me \I"Undering how 
much of i t  cou l d  h al'e been he lped . I 
know l was wrung a good deal of the 
t ime . I want tu be fair about that." 
The man was talkin g to h i msel f  as much 
as he was to h er, a n d  1Zo�e recogn ized 
th is  w t th a tlash of her  old impatience. 

· •  \"on h avt:n't  ch::�uged a bit ," she de
c:J a red hoth·. " \"ou just s it th ere and 
ta lk ; a n d  .you ' l l  .bit th ere and talk al l 
n ight, if I ' (! l et you." 

E lsworth 11·as s l ightly u ifended. l t  
was a l l  r i cl iculuusl l· l i k..: t h e  p3st they 
h ad both dropped . .  

" 1 only 11·anted to make the th ing 
dear," he told ht:r : " i f 11·e could talk i t  
onr quiet l y. we m igh t  both feel better." 

.Rose shook h ersel f impatiently. 
•· W h at ' s  t he use o f  ta lk ing i t  o1·er ? "  she 
excl a imed . .. \Vho want ;;  to tal k i t  oYer ? 
1 'l·e got along a l l  r ighr. and you look as 
th o ugh you h ad.  Pc, ,p Je are good to 
me- I ' m t h at kind.  \"nu got notice of 
the d i ,·ot-ce, d id n' t you ? " 

" \·c.,-\·es," he said.  " f r, ,m Dakota. 
\"es. To

. 
t e l l 1·ou the t ruth-I confess 

-I d idn't  pay much attention to i�. 
l ' 1·e never though t o f  marryi ng again , 
and I was so lmsv 11· i t l t  Ill\' hook-"' 

Rose sn i ffed a;HJ i l l l v. " I  can believe 
t h at." ,;I JC remarked with some asper ity. 

" l't :-r l taps I gave tuo mw·h attent ion 
t n  Ill\" 1rork . . , he conre��ed. " I  can set: 
t h at n o w .  :\t  fi rst i t 11·a� with the idea 
of making tJwre nHlllt\· - \"tl�l ahYav� 
needed m� ney. R.o�e. " f-r e 11:as 1·ery u;J
comfortable. " \Vhat ground d i d  you 
gil'<: for d il"tm·e ? "  he a�ked 1r i th a new 
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curiosity as he re,·iewed their l ife to
gether. 

" Non-support and extreme cruelty," 
replied Rose glibly. 

H e  l aughed involuntarily, ancl Rose 
stiffened perceptibly, half insulted. 

Then he rose and paced the l ittle par
l o r ; twice and three times he went before 
h e  stopped in front o f  her chair. 

" O f course that's  a l l  nonsense," h e  
said. " ·You knO\Y that as well as I do. 
I gave you more than I could afford, 
and you d idn't  know w h at cruelty was. 
I probably did spend too much t ime over 
my work. You needed a lot  of th ings I 
never thought of.  I don't blame you for 
being dissatisfied. I wa� so tired of 
quarrels and worried with debts that I 

wasn' t  really sorry w hen I found you'd 
gone. \Ve may as well be honest about 
that. I j ust went into my work a littl e  
harder and left t h e  country before long. 

" I sent you money through D esbor
ough as long as l could. A fter h e  died I 
couldn't seem to reach you. Two or three 
letters came back to me, and then I gave 
it up. I was wrong there. Then I ·me t  
Sara Walton a n d  she brought it  a l l  back 
to me. You've put up a good fight, Rose. 
I 'm sorry you've had to work so hard. " 
Then he stopped, for she looked l ike an 
untroubled child except for the rouge on 
her cheeks. The work had left  n o  m ark. 
She caught his thought and answered i t .  

" Oh, I got  along," she said. " I al
wavs do. I'm the kind people look out 
for·. 1 got paid pretty well in t h e  
chorus becaus� l ' m  pretty, a n d  they put  
me in the fro

.
nt ro\\·. But I couldn't 

learn t o  dance, so I couldn't get i n  the 
next show. Then I went in Oppersham's 
and sold lace for a while t i l l  they put me 
in the mill  inerv to sho1,. o ff  hats. I put 
them on, you know, so that ladies could 
see what thev looked l ike. and then thev'cl 
buv 'em and think the\' l ooked l ike m·e. " 
R�se grinned appreciatively. " Then I 

had a friend who had a boarding-house 
and she wanted me to come with her, so 
I did and stayed until  she cliecl. We did 
pretty good, but since then I 've only  kept 
lodgers because I wasn't going t o  bother 
to try t o  suit people with meab." 

I I .  

E L S wORTH stood looking a t  the rock
ing-chair. Tt seemed to understand him 

!Jetter than she did.  When h e  had 
chosen it ,  he had thought he had a home 
like other men. He had been selfish and 
cold, without doubt. What a farce it 
all seeme d ! " E xtreme cruelty." H e  
laut;hed aloud a s  he recalled t h e  'vords. 
Ro5e \ratchecl him angri ly. She had 
ah1·ays hated t h i� trick of thinking and 
talking by himsel f  as though she were 
not there. A fter a minute h e  came back 
to her. 

" There is one thing, Rose, I 've got to 
know," he said. A few hard l i nes had 
settled about h is mouth. " Sara said
t he child-was that t rue ? \\'as there a 
child, R ose ? " 

Rose's eves went wide with a look that 
flashed cle�p 'into his sou l .  She clenched 
her l ittle hands and opened them before 
she spoke. 

" That wa� �oon oyer. It was born 
dead, " she said. 

" \Vhen ? " 
" It was eight months a fter I left.  I 

didn't know t i l l  I ' d  gone. Then it was 
too late.  I went to a lwspital. It was 
born dead. I t  was a gir 1. I didn't think 
I had to tell you." 

" How vou 1imst have hated me," he 
�aid.  

Rose moved uneasily. " O h, I don't 
hate you now," she assured him. " I'm 
like that .  I get over things." 

. 
Elsworth paced the floor and came 

back to her again. H e  was trying not to 
see the yel low bows on the curtains and 
the dusty carnations on the mantle, but 
both obtruded unnaturall y  upon his con
sciousness. He \vas trying to face con-· 
ditions honestlv and deal with them i n  all 
honor. 

· 

" \\' i l l  you try it again, Rose ? " he 
said gently. " I was very wrong. I 
w ish you'd try it agai n."  

Rose edged away from him,  shrink
ing. " Oh . no � " �he said. " O h-no 
-no ! I t's  too late. You're all  right. 
I 'm not mad at  you. Only-" 

The door-bell rang briskly three t imes. 
A sudden change crept into Rose's man
ner, a shade o f  anxietv came into her 
blue eyes. 

-

" You better go," she urged. 
all right. I'm not your kind. 
mistake alwavs. You'd be 
w ish you would go." 

" You're 
It  \ras a 

sorrv . I 

She pmhed him gently out of the room. 
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l t was impossible to m istake her  sin
cerity in 1\' i�hing him to lean?. 

A t  the door he passed a portly. red
faced man uf prusperou� appearance 
11·ho vouchsafed him a c i 1· i l  nod and en
tered as one ,,· ho kne1Y the p lace. 

E lsworth hardly sa\\' him, lJut stood 
for a m i nute looking hack at  the house 
before he 11·ent on clown the shabby street . 
He had no regret for 11·hat he left .  but 
his breat h  came une,·cnh· because he 
t hought he felt  a l i t t le  h a t

.
1cl laid on hi� 

heart.  
The p rosperous gentleman crave b Rose 

a cordi a l  greeting. " Got a new lodger ? " 
he inquired . . 

' ' N o. "  said lZost:. " H e's not going 
to sta v. I 'm a1dul sorrv l 'm not read y  
- r l;adn't  fi nished clres� ing. " 

" T hat's a l l  r igh t . "  he sa id indulgent
h-. " You run along and get ready. I 'l l  
11"<1 i t .  And. �ay-clon't take any more 
loclgt:rs . a t t \· 1\·::ty. \\·e better get mar
ried right �1 1ray. There a i n ' t  no use 
11·a i ting as I can see. I don ' t 11·ant you 
11·orking so hard . "  

R o s e  l ooked a t  h i m  \\' i t h  r e a l  affec
t ion .  ' ' You ' re a1dul good," she said. 

T H E  T W I L I G H T - R O O M  

B Y  M A R G A R E T  R .  P O R T E R . 

A S H O R T S T O R Y .  

L E A K  HC>"U S E . i t  slwu l d  
h ave been L'a l led . ; h u t ,  
despite the large shad
owy rooms, the gray 
1ra l l s  and towers, the 
s u r round i n g park of pop

lars and maples that murmured and 
�ighed th rough t h e  summer, and in win
tt:r raised gaunt, empty arms skyward 
and mourned fur lost summer-despite 
ih general atmosphere of  sol i tudt: and 
gloom, i t  \\'as cal led Sunnyside. 

The i nterior, from the clark book-l im:d 
w a l l s  o f  the l i hrarv-wherc the mast er 
o f  the lwu�e sat  brooding among the 
shadows. h imstl f t h e  somherest of t hem 
al l ---' t hroughout t h e  h o u se. al l  was 
gloumv and silent. En: n  the l11lb i c 
roum. 11· h ich 11·as s ituated i n  the  east 
11· ing, ::tnd 11·oul ( l  h ave been t h e  most 
cheerful room i t l  the house. was dark , 
and never usee!. A n d  t h rough its  c h i l l  
g loom t h e  1rh i te rover� l' r the furniture 
l oom ed up straight and silellt like ghosts, 
11·aiting expectan tly,  as if hop ing to h ear 
h a l f-forgotten melodies from the ye l l o 11· 
kt:ys o f  the p iano. on w h i ch no one t\Tr 
phyed . 

The same si lence pervaded t h e  h a l ls, 
broken onlv ]t,· the monotonous " tick
t ock-tick-tock

.J ur the· grand r:l t l l l' r ' :-: 

chKk or t h L· uccasiona 1 quiet tread of a 
servant . . 

But h igh up .i n the top of the south 
tower t here was a room with many win
c!O\YS, 11·here t h e  sun m ight enter  at  all  
h ours. There, peeped the ti rst Hush of 
cla 11·n : there, a l l  11·as  flooded \Yi t h  the 
brightest 1rarmth o f  the nuondav smt,  
and t here, too. l ingered t he last glimme� 
of day. 

\\'hen a l l  hdu11· \Yas \Happed in shad
O il'S and t h e  l amp,; IH�re l i ghted. a soft. 

. m el lo 11· radiatH.'e s t i l l  li l lecl the room t i l l  
t h e  last strvak faded from t h e  s k y  and 
the night fd l .  A nd S(l it \\'�IS cal led 
the Twi l igh t - R oom. and t ht: Tll· i J ight-
1-\ oom wa,; a tJ.un;en·. 

I n  t h e  mast er' ,; heart .  a l so. t h ere wa� 
a T 1r i l i gh t - R1.>Um. I t had long been 
empt�·. t h t: shades dra 11·n. and t h e  door 
locked fast . 

Se1·eral years hd"re, h e had brought 
to  the old hous�: a young w i fe. th inking 
t o  Ji l l  it  with h appiness-make i t  a home. 
B ut she w;1s 1·ery young-scarce ly more 
th an a chi ld-fu l l  of l i fe and the joy 
of J iying . The l ife at Sunnvs ide \Yas to 
her w h at that o f  a butterftv

· 
would have 

been, shut up in a dark box. when i t  
lon.o:"rl for t h e  sunshine a n d  flo\\Trs. 
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Between the gir l -w ife and her husband

who was years her senior-there was no 
understanding, no h armony. So the 
great gray h ouse never became a home . 

Then one day the room h igh up in the 
tower - the T w i l ight-Ro<)l11 - became a 
llursery, and t he  breach that had been 
widening ceased gro w ing . EHry day at 
t \l" i l ight a man ami woman met h ere and 
looked at each other across the fa ir head 
of the c h i ld. t heir son, and t here seemed 
to be in the ir  glance a spark of under
standing wh ich migh t ha\"e burned intu 
so met hing c.lecper h ad the distance not 
been so great. 

Th ere one da\·. when the ch i ld  \\·:.t.-; not 
wt three mont(Js old; she came to h .im 
:md asked to return t o  the home o f  her � 
parents. H e. i JL· i ng  tno p mud to aA her 
reason,  a nd ronscious o f  the constraint 
that had reL·en t l \" been het \\'l.�en t hem, con
sentecl. 

Short l y  a fter. h is ·  l >est friend, a man 
m any years h is j unior, left h i s  house near 
Sunnyside ' · to t ranl t h rough the South
ern State,;,' '  as rumor put i t .  O ne day 
h e read i n  the socictv col umn o f  a certa i n 
Southen1 l ll'\\· spaper that t h e  H on .  J ohn 
1\lanse. of \"urk.  had �topped in Ru�htnn 
during h i s Southern IJ"�t \·e l ,  a w l. bei ng 
de l igh ted \\· i th  the c l imate, w ou ld p rol > 
ably spend the \\· i n ter th ere . J ust be l ow 
t h i s  \Y::ts the a mwuncenH:n t  that �Irs. 
S henH>od, of S unn y�i de , had rl:lurncd to 
Rush ton \Y i th  her infant son, to make 
h er p arenh a Y is i.t of i ndefi nite l ength . 

Seeing h i s  w i le ' s  nam e  :;o close l y con
nected with t hat of  h i s  friencl . u nder 
the  ci rcum staucc,;, lm>ught a dar k 
t h ought to t he  min cl o f  the ma,;tn of 
Sunnvside. Perhaps there had hecn 
more than frien1 b h i p  bet ween the two, 
a nd they \H� re n�rely  a \Ya it i llg a c t > l l \Til
t i onal lengt h of time be fun:- : 

H e  put  t h e  t hou gh t h a,;t i l y asi ,k. fm 
i t  \Yas d istastdu l t • >  h im : �mel t h ere \\·a . .; 
t h e  chi l e! to be thought u r.  They· had 
an u ndnsta nd i ng ;dJOut the ch i ld .  I t  
was to rem a in \\· i t h  i ts mother unt i l .  h av
ing atta inecl ib 1i ft h  n·ar, it shou l d  spend 
the summer month,; at Surmvside \1· i t h  
i t s  father and return at the  f� r�t breath 
of autumn to the mother .  

T h e  fi rst t w o  years o f  the separat ion 
i l l' spen t i n  t ra\·e l ing-sometimes on the 
( " n : , t i n e n t .  somd i mt•s in the States-hut 
retum i n g a l \l"�l}·s in the summer-t ime to  

Sunnvsicle. He lived there cntirdv cut 
o ff fl:om the outside world, w ith on iy h is 
hook:; and his thoughts as companions. 
J\Iany t imes h i s  thoughts were of the 
summer th at woulu bring the chi ld .  

l L  
S P R I .\ c: of the fi fth year merged i nto 

sununer, and the air was warm and 
hright with sunsh ine. The trees and 
gra�s \vcre fresh and green, and a thou
sand b i ni:; fi l l ccl the air with soug. In
si de, t h e  master o f  the hou�c �at  be fore 
a fire wh ich burned up cheeri ly, try ing 
i ts best to do t h e  work that the sun 
shou l d ha\·e done-that o f  dry i ng out the 
damp and mustiness of the winter and 
spr ing, for the master had been away 
and the h ouse closed f or manv m onth s . 

H e  sat in h i s  accustomed l·-h a ir uncon
scious of  the bri gh tness and warmth o f  
t h e  summer-day, obl iv ious to e\·eryth in g 
but the ch i l l  of the room and the note 
that he  he ld  in h is h a nd as he l eaned 
fnnYard clo�l'r to the Ji re \Y hile h e  read 
it. l t  \vas ! , r i d ; and stated that - in 
keep i n g  \\· i t h  their contract, ancl the t ime 
h a\· ing arrincl-thc ch i ld ,  accompanied 
l >y h is govemess', h ad started that morn
ing and \Ynu l1 l  arr in· at Sunn\·side almost 
as L soon as t h e  note ibclf .  J{ aving read 
it fur the third t ime, he fol ded and 
p laced i t  in t h e  enwlope. l i gh ted a c i gar. 
and leaned back in h i s  chair  to think.  

\ l asters had ;_!;one to meet the train 
and \H> u I L l  soon ;.durn. l-I mY shou ld he 
greet h is son ) \\ "hat s lwuld h e  say ) 
Perhaps he would han· to he a mused a l l  
the t ime, perhaps n y  for h i s  mother and 
\Y a n t  to go h o m e. 

H e, the gre�<t  stern man. \\· lw a1Yed a l l  
\Y ho kne\\. h im ,  1\·a,.; li l l ecl with suduen 
nervous drcJd at the thought nf meeting 
t h i s  very sm a l l  person. his �on .  Then he 
th ough t o f  the  po ny a l lll • ·art  t h a t  stood 
in the sta i > Jc,; \l· a i t i ng for t l le ir  youn,!_i 
m\·ner, and a l so of the pi les of new toy . .; 
h i gh up in t he T w ilight- Room, and he 
grn\· �ome\Yhat  , ·omforted . 

The ,;m oke from h i s  c i gar rose i n  
l· l oucls a nrl hung about the  room l i ke a 
veil deepen ing  the  glo< >l11 . And throu.!_ih 
i ts  h aze h e i oo.ked th rough h a l f-d osed eyes 
to a far corr:er of the room, where seemt·d 
to hurn the  \Ya\· eri ng forms o f  th e tll l'L,e 

-grav 1Hll11t' l l .  the Sp i nner. t he  \\'eaver, 
and the C l i pper o f  Th re::� rk The fa t:�;s 
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of the first two \rcre beautiful but sad, 
and seemed to look at him p ityingly, but 
that of the third was old and haggard 
and wore a leering, mirthless smil�. 

The Spinner had done her part, but .it 
was the ·weaver who had made the mis
take in weaving together threads of such 
different texture. Th ey were in a hope
less tangle, his l ife and hers, but there 
was a bright, strong thread that still held 
them together, and he dismissed the face 
of the third gray wonian from his mind 
with the thought�£ the Twilight-Room. 

Just here his reverie was broken off 
by the crunching of wheels on the gravel 
drive and he rose suddenly to his feet. 
The carriage stopped. There was a 
stamping of small feet coming up the 
steps, a cl atter along the veranda, then 
the door opened wide and a small, sturdy 
Jigure came into the room. 

At  fi rst he stood and blinked his eyes 
trying to ,�ee about this room, so clif
ferent from the bright sunlit world from 
which he had just come. Then as he 
grew accustomed to the clark he saw the 
t all ,  silent man standing back where th e 
room was darkest, and started across to 
him, but paused half way and asked 
doubtful! v :  

" Are you m y  father " "  
And because he did not know what 

else to sav, his father merelv ans\\"l:red, 
" Yes. " · · 

The child moved to,rarcl him again, 
but went only a few steps. 

" Are you quite sure ? " he persisted, 
" because I thought you'd have a long 
\Yhite beard and carry a cane." 

" And, why ? " asked his father, a 
gleam of amused curiosity in his eyes. 
" Did you think that I was so very old ? " 
He wondered if the child's impression 
came from the mother's description. 

" Oh, because Marie told J ames that 
you were quite .old," was the answer, 
" an d  that vou were a book-worm. 
\\'hat's a book-\YOnn ? " 

" Come here-" began the man, then 
stopped suddenly, reali;;;ing that he did 
not know his son's name. As a babv he 
had been taken away before being chris
tened, and in the years that followed, the 
messages, that came at rare intervals, 
mentioned no name but spoke of him as 
" the child " or " the boy." 

However. h is son h::�c( not noticed the 

omission of his name, but came over and 
stood looking up at his father, who 
stooped down, took the hat from the 
flaxen head and smoothed his h ai r. I f  
he did i t  a\l·kwardly, he did not seem to 
th ink it unusual to be taking off large 
sailor hats and smoothing down rumpled 
hair.  Then he l ifted him to a chair and 
sat (hmn opposite, l ooking at his son 
critically. The color of hair and eyes · 
was like his mother, but he marked
not without a feeling of p ri de and satis
faction-that the shape of the face, the 
expression of t he eyes and the firm mouth 
were his own. 

" \Vhat is it," he questioned, " that 
thcv call vou at home ? That is," end
ing

. 
lamely, " have they pet names for 

vou ? " 
· " Oh, ye,;," he was a:;surecl sweetly. 
" ;\ [U\"\"el" cal ls me Buddie Boy, and 
M arie sometimes calls me Laddie, and 
sumetime,;." he leaned forward and whis
pered, " little imp. "  

The master of Sunnysicle raised his 
eyebrows at t his, the l ines. about his mouth 

· deepened i n to wl)at might have been 
cal led a smile, and his eyes twinkled. 

" Quite a Yariety of names," he re
marked, realizing that still he did not 
know his son's name. " But I think that 
' Buddie Bov ' is a ver\" nice one, and I 
shall call you that." 

· 
He leaned over and touched a bell, 

and its echo had scarcely ceased sounding 
through the house before a m an in livery 
appear ed. 

" You may take my son to the nursery," 
he said, " and the governess-was there a 
governess ? " 

" Yes, sir," rep l i ed the man, " she is 
waiting in the morning-room, sir. " 

" Ask her to come here a moment. wait 
for her and show her to the room ad
j oining the nursery." 

The man bowed, and taking the child 
hv th e hand went out. A moment later 
a· pale woman in  a black dress entered the 
room. The master of the house turned 
flS she entered. 

" You ::�re my son's governess ? "  he 
asked. 

" Yes, sir. for these past fiye years," 
sh e answered. 

This, thought the man, i s  1\Jarie. 
Then aloud : " '\"our name j ,_, 

" 1\I arie." 
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" And my son , w! J at <).oes h e  cal l 
you ? " 

" H e  has a lways called me M arie, 
si r ."  

" And you, what do you and h .i s  
mother cal l mv son ? " 

The woman· hesitated. ' '  You are ask
ing me for your-for your son's name ? " 

" Exact ly, " he answered ; " and as we 
are to be in t h e  same h ouse togeth er for 
some t ime, l th i nk t h at it "·ou ld be as 
wel l  if f knew i t . "  H is vo i ce "·as more 
than stern ; it ''"as harsh , and h eld a hit
ter t inge . 

" O h , "  she said, her \'Oice taking on a 
gent l e tonr:. " I  clid not know. Your 

. son's name is Robert. "  
" Thank you,'' h e  replied briefly

" that is a l l  l wanted." 
At the c!oor. she turned ami gl �nced 

hack at t h e  bowed h ead of the father, 
and as she hurr ied up the sta irs, whis·· 
pered soft ly  to hersetf : " I did not 
know . "  

I I I . 

l\J A X Y  day� p assed at Sunnyside
brigh t, \Yarm , sunny days. th e br i gh tness 
of wh i ch seemed to steal i nto the old 
house in the guise of <"h i ldi sh footsteps 
and laugllter, now echoing along the up
p er corridor, nmY down the stairway, 
coming near the  l ibrary at t imes, but 
never quite into i t, \Yhere t h e  fath er sat 

1 istening and \YOnderinp; ho"· to become 
hetter acqua i nted with h i s  son. 

Sometimes the smal I p erson \YOul<l 
sl ip quietly a long the l1all and p eep i n  
the door "·here h i s  father sat l isten ing. 
and as quietly sl ip away, t i l l .  wh en h e  
reach eel the upper floor. c a  I led back by 
\f arie, a hurst of <h i ld i sh rel ief would 
ring th rough the h al l and echo dmn1 in 
t h e  room belo"·· where the man sat and 
"· :1 i tecl. 

Here once. in t h e  si lence o f  t he night, 
h e  hearrl a pa tter ing o f  feet al ong t h e  
h a l l ,  ancl turned t o  sec a wee "·h i te fi g ·  
ure standing in the door. 

" H ill i n ' " he c:-;c laimerl i n  surpri�e. 
" \\-hat's t h i s ) " 

" l t ' s  Buddie Boy," \YJS the faint 
reply. Tmmed iatclv t h e  l i tt le feet con
t inued their pattcri;1g, unt i l  Buddie Boy 
reached his father's great chair, wh ere, 
both h ands cl asped -

beh ind him, baby 
eyes wide,  he wh ispered, in an awed 

l ittle voi<"e, t hat i t  talked and talked , and 
wouldn't let him go to sl eep , and what 
did it say ? 

M ystified, t h e  man hent foni·ard, 
t h inking that th e r h ilcl must haw walked 
i n h i s  s l eep, and held out h is arms to 
carry h im back to th e nursery. But the 
w ide eyes o f  h is son were q{I ite serious, 
and t h e  ch ildish l ips aga in formed the 
quest ion. " W h at did it say ? " 

So he merely sank back in to the chair,  
and a�ked h im gently what he had heard 
talking. 

" \Vhy. the tree." said the smal l per
son, point ing a c hubby forefinger in a 
d irect ion that lay anywhere between t h e  
great firep lace a n d  the picture of t h e  
beaut iful lady, t h at h ung o n  t h e  far side 
o f  th e room. 

The man rose, and in a voice meant 
to be p layful . hut which had been gruff 
and stern for so long that i t  fai led utter
ly, said : 

" \Vei l ,  my l i t t le  man, t h is seems t o  
be a mystery that it wil l  take t w o  t o  
solYe. Come and l e t  us look i n t o  i t  to
gether." 

So they started across the room, he 
h olding the child's wam1 h and in h i�. 
and trying to k eep pace with the sh ort 
steps which were leading h im toward the 
door at .the south end o f  the room. 

The door was open, t h e  air was warm 
and so ft. and the n i gh t "·as flooded w ith 
moon li gh t . 

" There it is." said the c h i l d  now, 
point ing w i t h  a steady h and out into the 
n i gh t . 

J w;t  beyond the sh adow o f  the hotbC, 
to\\·er ing st r�1 ight and si t: n dcr in the 
moon l igh t , stood a great a,;pen-tree, and 
its topmost branches read1 ed even be
yond t h e  room in the toj1 o f  t h e  tower. 
?\ ! any years had th e tree stoorl there, al 
most as long as t he lwuse i tse l f. and t h e  
s i lver of i ts  l t:an·s seemed a l most a mark 
of age . Look ing closer, the man saw 
th at a young aspen-tree h ad sprung u p  
c l ose h y  the side of the old t ree. 

T h e  ni gh t was "·onderfu llv st i l l, but 
as h e  st ood t h ere a mere bre,{th of w ind 
a woke, and set all the l eaves dancing and 
whispering and gl eam ing in the moon
l ight . The l it t l e  breaths of wind died 
out , e<Jme again, and again grew faint .  
This time t h ey wh isper-ed, grew si lent, 
ancl \Yh ispered aga in , l ike the low, sweet 
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cadence of  a beautiful voice. A whip
poorw i l l  in  the edge of  the park hushed 
h is song and crept out to l isten. The 
aspen-tree was talking. 

A warm l ittle hand touched that of the 
man. 

" 1 t 's  talking again," whispered a \\"<:e 
voice. " What does it say ? " 

Then the father sat do\l·n in a cha ir 
near the door, and the small  white figure 
climbed to his knee, and so into. his heart. 
Quite natura l l y  and comfortably the yel
low head sank into place in the hollow 
of  his arms, and the large eyes did not 
waver until the voice. that never before 
bad told a fairy story, had finished. 

" Once upon a time." began the Yoice 
- for \Yas not that the 11·ay that a l l  
stories began ?-" once upon a time there 
was an aspen-tree that grew quite alone 
on a smootl1 , grassy l awn near a gre a t .  
gray house. A n d  althou-gh the winds 
that blew .were soft and warm. and fil led 
with the breath of  flowers, they sighed 
and sighed through the branches of the 
great tree: for it was all alone. Then 
one w arm clay in summer a l i tt le  aspen
tree sprang up at its feet. And the great 
tree was happy, and the warm winds 
sang through its branches in  a happy 
l ittle lullaby, for day by clay the l ittl e 
tree grew taller, straighter, and its 
leaves were si!Yery, and it  e\Tn t ried at 
times to mingle its faint murmurs with 
the greater song of  the older tree. Then 
many birds came and bui l t  their nests in 
its branches, and in the long, summer 
evenings, when there 11·ere tiny birds in 
the many nests, the great aspen-tree gre11· 
happier, because in  her branches were so 
many homes. So i t  sang a longer. 
sweeter lullaby. p artly for the little tree 
at its feet. partly for the baby birds in 
its branches, ancl p artly for the l ittle boy 
who slept in the great room way up ncctr 
its top ." 

The chi ldish eyes grew l arge and dark 
w ith excitement. " \Vas that litt l e  bov. 
me.? " he gasped. " And is that the trc�, 
and is that what it \vas saying ? " 

" I h aven't the sl ightest doubt," re
spomler;l h i s  father. in answer to all of 
the questions. " In fact. I am quite 
positi\·e." 

l\Iaster Robert gave a shr i l l  scream o f  
delight, and h i s  eyes fairly danced. 
" O h ! "  he exclaimed emphatical ly, 

" that is the very Lest story I ever 
heard. "  

A deep silence followed, broken only 
by the ' ' t ick-tuck. t ick-tock " of  the 
grandfather's clock in the hall .  

Then a tiny hand crept up to the 
man's face. 

" You aren't young and pretty, l ike my 
muvYer." he murmured clrmvsily, rub
bing at a deep furrow across his father's 
bro1v 1vith a pudgy forefinger ; " but l 
Jon� you." 

A t .  the touch of  the :;mall hand and 
the 11·ords uttered so simply,  :;omething 
warm surged up in the heart of the mas
ter of Sunnyside, and as he looked down 
at the serious face of the child, the fur
rows, of their own accord, grew less 
cleep. and he looked as if he 1vere going 
to  smile. 

But the l':\lHCi's iun o f  h i s  son's face 
grew deeper, and a faint frown puckered 
the smooth 11·hite of hi:; forehead. 

" \\'here is my mm·ver ? "  he questioned 
suddenly, sitting upright. But the man 
\\·as spared an ans\Yer by the t\n�lve slow, 
ponderous strokes of  the great clock 
that resounded through the house, then 
ceased, making the silence more intense. 
At the first stroke the child started, then 
nestled back, h i ding his bead under his  
fath er's coat and drawing his  bare feet 
up. unt i l  the final vibration was hushed. 
Then he sank farther back, his head f al l 
ing into  p lace in  the  hollow of  the arm 
that held him, the heavy eves closed, and 
the sand man claimed his. own. 

Then the man ruse \Y ith h i s  strange 
burden and a happy warmth about his  
heart just where rested the heavy yel1ow 
head, and passed through the room and 
up the stairway, slowly and stealthily, 
1est he should awake the sleeper. 

At t ill' door of the T w i l i ght- Room be 
turned and looked back. The child 
stirred f'ligh tly, then sank again into 
dreams : and through the \Yindow came 
the ]mv. soothing murmur o f  t h e aspen
t ree. 

H e  dosed the dour soft h. and as be 
went down the stairway th� \Yarmth in 
his heart flamed up sudZlenly and l ighted 
his face \Yith a smile. 

I V. 

I .OST one day among some rare old 
volumes, the master of  Sunnvside 
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chanced to see from the corner of his  
eye a bri ght gleam pass through the door 
w here no ray of sunsh ine had ever 
dared enter. (; lancing up h astily,  he s;w 
the fair tousled head, dimp led hands, and 
sturdy legs of h i s son, but no more, for 
c l asped t i ght l y hefure h i m , \Yi t h  consid
erable d i fficul t\·, was a large hook t ha t  
complete l y  h id the rest of h i s · small 
person. 

A ssured now uf h is welcome, he did 
n o t  l inger at  the door, but. tak ing a fi rmer 
hold o f  the hook, stumbled across to the 
table, stood on tiptoes a nd p ushed it  up 
among the other books, and the n cl imbed 
to a chair  b\· h i s  father.  

T he book
. 

was l arge of �urface, hut nut 
thick. The co,·er ,,·as torn and marked 
past recognit ion, and �omc uf the yellow 
p ages , on \Y h i ch \n�re pictured a whole 
menagerie o f  queer an imab, protruded 
far bevond the  binding. It was a c h i ld 's  
geography, am! !n ! lkecl as i f  it hall heen 
used b\· ot hers I H: fore \ L i s t er R obert. 

" Tl�e .:m i ma ls want tn come DUt, " he 
explained. smi l i ng sweetl y. 

Opening t h e  hook. he hegan turning 
the pages. pass ing with a regret ful sigh 
all  the quecr - l ouking a n imab . the  spout
ing volcanoes. a nd l he high nwunta.ins, 
covered on the top \Yith  sno,,· l ike t h e  
sugar on top of an apple-dumpling.  All 
these th ings \\Tre much n i cer t han maps, 
bu t l1e turned on stead i l y unt i l .  in lhc 
hack o f  the book. h e  came to a page 
m arred by t \\·o h u ge round penc i l -marked 
�pots on opposite sides of t h e  States. 

" Here it  h. he sa id . " :\ I  arie 
slwwcd me. and then l ma rked i t  so I 
cou ld lind i t  again . H ere, ' '  he \\'ent on, 

puttiug his forefinger on one penr i l
marked spot-" h�re is \Y h ert· you l ive . 
And," tracing across t h e  map to the other 
mark, " ' 1Yav, ' 11·av over here-i t's miles 
and rn i les ,inc! m i l es, :\ l arie say�- l i ves 
111 Y 111UV\'Cr. \Vh y ., " 

.The directness o f  the <] Uest i on sur
prised the man, and i n  his m i nd he 
searched about helplessly for an answer 
that he cou ld give to the child.  

" \Vei l ,  you -see." he e:xpla ined, " i t. is 
a much prettier. ,i·armer country down 
there, and ever so many n ice people-and 
it is very lonely h ere ." 

" Yes," broke in the c h i l d  po li tel y, 
" but it is very nice here, and," ,,· ith a 
l ittle earnest iing to his  voice, " I l ike 

you better than any one d,own there, and 
muvver would. too, if she

. knew you. "  
" And, then," went on the  m a n  ·ha�ti l v, 

t rying to diwrt h i m  from w hat miglit 
hm·e l ed to a ra l l y of  unanswerabl e  ques
t ions, " and th ere a re parties t here, and 
we never han� part ies hen:." 

" Yes.: '  assented t h e  l•hi!d.  in a \Yeary 
l it tl e  voice. " .there arc many parties, and 
muvver goes to them a l l .  :\I anse takes 
her in the car. and i t ' s  a! ways morning 
w hen s he comes back ; but I 'm-asleep , and 
so I don't �ce her all dav. because l\ l ar ie 
says ,,· hen m m·ver dam:es a l l  n ight she 
must sleep most al l day to keep beaut iful .  
My muvver muH s leep a long,  long t im�, 
because she is very beautiful . "  

A wooden- Caced · man i n  l ivery entered 
the room noiselesslv, and, w i th out mov in g 
an eyelash and scarcel v h is l i ps, an
nounced , " T he pony-c,lft aw ai ts M aster 
Robert ." 

The ch i ld slid to the floor and started 
across the rooni. " T must go now," he 
cal led to his father. • · hut I ' l l  come ba·:k 
soon." 

" J ust a moment," hesita ted the master, 
l ooking cautiously at the  motionless fig
ure in the doonnw. " \Vas t hat-th at 
man !\ l anse you \\'Cr.c t el l ing me about the 
-the chau ffeur ? " 

" Oh,  no, " was t he surprised rep ly, 
" he was j ust-j ust a man. and he took 
me r i ding i n  h is car.  too ; hut on ly once. 
I guess he I ikes mm·vcr better hecau;;e-" 

" There, t h ere," interrupted h is 
father, " t hat is a l l  [ \\'anted . Run a long 
now and haYe a ni�c d ri,·e," and the 
master o f  Sunnyside turned to his hook, 
at which he ga

-
zed �tt·ad i l l· for h a l f  an 

h o u r  be fore r�al i z i n g  that . it was upside 
down. 

v. 

SUlii.MER \Yanecl ami merged into au
tumn, w it h i t s  ch i l l  "· inds and bri l l iant  
forests . 

The master of Sunm·side. return ing 
one afternoon from a d a y  i n  the saddlt-, 
saw a bright fi re blazing in the great tire
place of the l ibrary. and, find ing it !'nm
fortable a f ter t he sharpness of the 
September air, sat clown before it  to rest . 
Outside, the 'l' incl blew in fi tful puffs 
and \Yh irk A l l  t h rough the golden a fter
noon the l eaves were fa l l ing, fa l l ing. drift
ing down "·here they l ay i n  masses u f  
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gold and scarlet and l>rown, o r  dancing 
along in puffs of w ind w h i c h  carried 
them a l ittle wav and then let them l ie 
and rest and w�i t for the next put1 to 
carrv them farther on. 

A
-
s the a fternoon deepened into t w i 

l i ght,  the  IYind l:>lcw m o r e  stead i l y .  
bringing do11·n great showers o f  lcaye:; 
and whirl ing past the corner o f  the how.;e 
with a low, moaning cry. The man 
shuddered and drew his chair nearer to 
the bl aze. A s  t he IY i ncl rushed on faster, 
its m oan rose and fell like a 1·oice cry ing 
that summer had gone and that w inter 
was coming rapid I y i n  h er footsteps. To 
the man it  meant a great deal more than 
the change u f  sca:;uns. lt meant that thL: 
child must gu, and that he would be leFt 
alone i n  the sol itude of the house, ·wh i ch 
would seem more l one] y after the bright
ness that it had held for even so short a 
time. 

The t w i l i-gh t  deepened, and the ruom 
was l ighted only by the dancing light of 
the fire. Through t h e  dusk and silence, 
from the chil l g loom of the music-room 
came the soft accompaniment of the 
p iano and the low, clear vo i ce o f  a 
woman singing. 

The man l i stened i n  wonder. The 
song grew n:r y  soft at the close, and the 
voice of the :.; i nger trembled ever so 
slightly.  T hen t h e  song was hushed, 
the accompaniment died away, and the 
singer rose from the instrument. 

He heard the c l ick o f  h igh heels and 
the swish of a gown coming nearer and 
nearer u n t i l  it reached h i s  side. and, 
r ising suddenly, h e  turned and ,.;tood 
facing h is wife.  

A great flash o f  surprise swept over 
his face, and he stood ;.;pel lbound, not 
able to move or speak. :-ihe paled s ligh t 
l v  but with ureat composure held o u t  a 
c
-;l d  l i tt le  h�nd, sayi ng : " l d id not 

know t h at n'u were h ere, or I IYouldn't 
h a.-e disturbed you. "  

" 't'ou never �l istu rl> me." h e  answered 
as natura l l y  as h e  could .  " \Yon't  you 
sit clown ? :· 

S h e  took the chair  opposite  h im and, 
not waiting for him to speak. began : 

" I h ave been touring w ith some friends 
for sc1·eral weeks. and as i t  wa,; so near 

t he time for h im to return home. 11·e de
cided to stop for a day or t m> at G reat 
R iver and meet h i m  and h i s  governess 

there. \.' esterclay I telephoned here, and 
your servant said that you had gone 
away and wou l d  probal:>l y  not return until  
some time to-morro1v. And so, " ,;he went 
on apo logetical ly, " it \Yas �;uch a short 
distance, I couldn't rc,;ist running clown 
for the boy myself. " 

He ,,·ondercd i f  ,.;he h acl intended 
taking the c h i l d  a 1vay i n  his absence, but 
h e  on! y said : " \.-ou arc a I ways welcome 
in your own home, Lucia . "  

The surprised happiness that h a d  shone 
in hi,.; face at first ;.;eeing her h ad grad
ually faded , leaving i t  cold and stern 
again. H e  did not turn to her as she 
went on, but kept h i ,.; eyes Ji xed steadily 
on the flame in the fireplace, now slowly 
dying down. 

" l h ad 1nitten a letter to be left here 
for you ; but now that l have seen you, 
l can make yuu understand better than 
the I uter coul d . "  H ere she hesitated 
for a moment, anll when she spoke aga i n  
her voice had l o s t  its as,.;urance : " I want 
to speak to you about tht.: cb i l cl-my 
son." 

" Our ,.;on . "  he corrected quietly. 
" Yes-yes, l know, " she went on. " I 

know t hat b e  is yours as much as mine
and yet not as much, for am I not his  
mother ? O h ,  ye,.;, you w i l l  say that  i t  i s  
selfishness and not lol't:, but you don't 
unclcn;tand. You have othcr t hings to 
fi l l  your l i fe. other thoughts to take 
your tin•---your books, your profession, 
your- Oh, so many other things ! 
\Vh i l e  I -he i,.; al l  I h�n-c. I won't be 
unreasonable,"  she continued p l eaclingly, 
" hut let  me.: keep my boy while  h e  is 
,.;ti  1 1  a baby. I h aw been wretched just 
the few month,.; he bas been away from 
me . l .et me keep h i m  unti l he grows 
UJ'. l t 11· i l l  al l  come soon enough. H e  
w i l l  b e  a m a n  a n d  natural l v  turn t o  h i s  
father. whom h e  is  1·erv much l i ke even 
now . .  But l et me keep. h i m  now . "  She 
sank do\\·n a,.; if she wou ld kneel at his 
feet, but h e  put out h i ,.; hand and wou l d  
n o t  let  h er. 

" No, Luc i a . no,'' he �aid. " not that .  
The child ,.;h a l l  not be kept from yon . "  

S h e  stooped suddenly and raised h i s  
h and to her l ip s  ; and, because o f  her 
bent h ead and the moisture before h e r  

ews. did n o t  s e e  the p a i n  t h at fluttered 
acr0ss h i s  face. And in a far corner o f  
the room wh trc th e shaclo11. , II'L're deep-
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est hovered the three gray women-the 
\Veaver, the Spinner, and the C l ipper o f  
Threads. T h e  faces o f  t h e  first two 
were h azy and i n d istinct ; but that of the 
th ird, w i t h  t h e  great shears hanging at 
h er side, loomed up sharp and clear, and 
on her face was a smi le-mirth l ess and 
mocking as ever-but with an added ex
pression of t r iumph . 

T hen, as h i s  gaze turned toward h i s  
w i fe, a flame leaped U)J among the  dying 
coal s, and for t h e  first t i m e  she noticed 
the snowy-white of h is templ es and the 
added J ines about the mouth that coul d  
b e  both stern a n d  tender. 

" \Vhy is  it," she excl aim ed impu lsive
ly, " that you arc ahvays so ki nd ant! 
generous to me ? I .  wh o  so I itt l e deserve 
it ? " 

Then he anS\1·ered her with another 
questioo. " Don't you know ? " he as  keel 
in a tone t h a t  made her g lance down 
quick l y  and flush. His deep, ser ious eyes 
were piercing h er as if they wou ld know 
h er very heart, and she, for the fi rs t. t ime, 
saw deep into his.  A m oment later she 
imp u l sively stretc hed out both hands to 
h im, but he d i d  not ,;ee. for h e  had turned 
and 1vas look i n g  stead i l y  i nto the her\ of 
coals. 

Then she real ized that she 11·ou ld ha1·e 
to go the w h o l e  d istance between them. 
At that moment she would h <:l\·e go!le to 
him and a�ked that thev start all over 
again. the three of t h com ,  IYh e n  'ItO\ sudden 
thought flashed t h rough her m i nd . Per
haps he had clone all for the c h i l d .  Per
haps she had mistaken the tont· of h is 
Yoice and t h e  look in hi� e1·e�. T h u� she 
wavered, and. t urn i ng sudden ly. fled 
from the room . l eav i ng h i m  <� l n ne be
fore the fi re, now dead. e .,ccpt  for a few 
coals that st i l l  gl oiYcd du l l y . 

V T .  
T w o  h o u rs later a hea1· i l y  1uapped 

and Yei l ed fi gure rw; t Jed dllwn t h e  .-ra ir-
1\·a y  and p :m�ed at ,the l i l >rary· door, and 
b y  h er side stood the child.  'napped. too, 
as if ror a jour!le\·. 

" Robert and I h a1·e come to tel l  vou 
good-by, " she said. as t h e  lll;J n rose f;om 
h i s  place be fore t h e  fi re th::�t !lOW b lazed 
up brightly, fill i ng the room w i t h  a rud
ely, dancing l igh t . But he did not seem 
to hear her wonb nor notice her wrap� 
or t h e  ch i l d 's, and i n  h is eye> th en: · wm; 

a determined look-and someth ing e be.  
Something t h a t  made her l ower her eyes 
as he stood gazing at her �o steadily .  
Then h e  raised her c h in gently  and forced 
h er to l ook a t h i m . 

'' Lucia , "  he asked. ' ' are you going to 
marry T ohn M anse ? " 

" �-o·u don'l! t hink. " she answered 
w i th a b itter r ing tu l 1 er voice, " that I 
1nm ld run t h e  risk of making another 
m istake l ike t h i�, d o  you ? " 

1-1 e d i d  not answer h er, but led h e r  
across the room to the  table w here lay a 
child's torn geography, opened at a n;ap 
marred hy two large penc i l - marked spots 
un opposi te sides of the coun t ry . Then, 
a lmost as simp l y  as i t  h ad been to ld to 
h i m  by his son, h e  to l d her the story of 
the marb. 

She stood quite muti cm l ess. with down
cast eves and scar let ch eeks. but not a 
word �scap ccl h e r  t i ghtly  pres�ed l i]Js. 

" D i d  M anse ask you to mhrry h i m ? " 
he asked blun t l v. 

" Yes, ' '  11 as ' t h e  scarce l y  a ud ib l e an-

swer. 
" A nd you :;aid- ? "  
' ' No."  
" '\'h y ? "  
" Don't  vou k t i u l\" ) . ,  she asked, at the 

same t ime �;IISII" eri n g  what h e  most wanted 
to know, yet could not beliel'e. Al1CI the 
smile on her l i ps. as  she ra ised h er eyes 
to l 1 i s, cleared a 11"a1· a l l  t h t: duubt and mis-
understanding. 

. 

" Lucia," h� cried, and h is 1·o ice was 
not h arsh .and stem . " Lucia, sh a l l  lYe 
erase one o f  t hese spots ? " 

Y es." she a nswered simply. 
( ; l an < ' ing on:r h i s s h o u l der h e  saw that  

their  son h ad cl i mbed into the great  chair  
l 1e fore t h e fire and 11"::\s fast  asl eep . 

Together they carried h i m  to the T w i 
l ight- Room. and p u t  h im gent l y i n t o  t h e  
l i tt le  w h i t t· bed. I f  e >t i rred u neas i lv and 
opened h Gl \·y vyes to :;ee t iYO fi gures bend
ing OITr h i :;  be d . Then h e  smi led.  

' ' I knew m u n·er 1\"0tl l d  l i ke you i f  she 
kne11· \·ou," he murmu red. 

A faint strea k or l igh t �t i l l  l ingered 

.in the west . and a f a i nt ,  m e l l ow l ight  
fi l led t h e  room . The ,·,incl died down . 
T h rough tl1e h a l f-opened w i ndow came 
the ,_;oft soot h ing murmur of th e aspen
t ree, and m i n g l ed w i t h  it a 11·oman\ ] ( l ll·
l"( l icecl l u l l ahv. 
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B·:F( l R E 
.

the .I' • ' II <'S<.· lzal

'

s pa· 
,- i l ion flared a torL�h . l n  
i ts l i g h t  stood a guard , 
11· ho ha l. ted us 1ri t h  one 
1\'ord 'Jluken i n  a low 
rp i <"c . I k exp la in ed soft

ly ,  11·hen 1re h a d  come to a st andsti l l , that 
his m aster. '" lw had su tiered i nt e nse! y 
from t he pa i n o f  h i s  \rnund, 1ras n ow 
resting, and had ;.( in·n orders that  he 1ras 
not to be d istu rbed u rJ le,;:; by the C n u n t  
de Ra inemont. 

· • � I  o l ler 1Yil l  speak on l y  t o  the 
s,·lln-clt a! .

. .  
sai d  S i mon C rouay-and I 

�ru nt<-:d .  " l l e  has i m pnr ta n t news," 
,·,mt inued Simon. T h en, tn Pi erre aml 
t he guard : " \'on h a,·e heard o f  t he 
c;trange ha ppe ni n gs at the C ":btle ? "  

" No," sa i d P inrc. and he and t h e  
:'L T t incl d n· ,,· l ' i o·wr t < >  m 1· l 'umpanion.  

" Th e  Count dt: \[ L'Sl'l\ J J  � l l ld  the �ei
gneur de Cornay �1re both dead . . , 

" \\ ' h a t ? "  The \Yh ispcrecl e.\ dama
t io n  came simulta neously from both the 

11· i t lwut. ( > n  the opposi te 1ra l l  my own 
,;hadow wavered grotesquely,  as huge as 
t h at < ;o l i a t h  w hom Prince ! > avid slew. 

The sot.·.,·cltal was recl i n i 1· g on a low 
, -"uch . H e  raised h is head 1rhen I en
t ered, and a pparen t l y h e e xpected to see 
t h e  sent inel ,  for h e  mut tered : · "  J .ess 
noise ou ts i de , La \ l o t t e . "  

I wa l ked clo,;e to h im a n d  l i fted m y  
\'1/.0L 

' '  Sir sntl'sdtal, do you k I 1 l l \\. me ? " [ 
asked. 

I l is one l')C gl an·cl . Tic raised h i ni-
q· ] [  h i gher. 

" Fom·art ! " he e .\claimed. 
" The same, " said I. 
" H ow rl i d  you ;,;-c:t i n ? T .a �rotte 

,;h a l l  pa y  for t! J i ,; . "  
" D on't  blame La � l o t t e , "  said. 

" 11 e touk m e  for one o f  ,-our m en . "  
" B u t  h e  fa i l ed i n  h is d nt \' , " muttered 

the _,·ot, '.l'< '/1111.  " \\' el l . s1nce 1·ou are 
hne, 1rhat is  i t ) "  

I cou l d  sec t ha t he 1ras i n  ]>a i n .  I I is 
m nmd 1ra,; in the shoulder, but as the  
I >  a nclagcs \\'ere unsta i ned I i n ferred tha t  
t here hac! !wen l i t t l e l u;;s o f  blood. Some-

l isteners. t imes a bolt, fin d ing a 1reak j oi nt in 
S imon t h rc 1r a s i ;.(ni Ji , · : l l l t  .�l::J.m-e :1 t me a rmor, 11· i l l  bru ise rather t h a n  cut.  

lwforc h e  l ll·gan tu tell  t l :e ,.; t ory o f t h e " 1  h a cl tn t al k 11· i t h  "''tL" I :;aid,  " i n 
t ragech· . l l e  bad rlra1rn them eie\Tr a l  t 1 w  i nten·,;t of t h e  L�ch· C lot h i lde of 
paces from me.  appa rl'n t h· t h �a t h e  \ l e,;c un a n d  Cornay. ' '  I--ie ,.;tarter! 1v lwn 
y,'l/!'sc!t,Il shou l d n nt  be d i,;turhed. The I men t imwd the t it les . " Ra inenwnt 
meaning o f  l 1 i ,;  l c ) ( ) k  fh,; ]wcl on me. I 11·ould nen·r h ave ld me see \·ou." I 
\\·as stancl i n� c l ose to t i l e  entrance o f  t he ha:-;tcned to add.  " \'on ha\·e ]war�l of t he 
sencscltaf's pa 1· i l io n , and t h ere was no tragedy a t  t h e  c a s t l e ? ' ' 
one t o  p reYent me from tT t vr i n� .  ' ' I h a n· h e a r d  < > 1. t he s, ·ign nrr ·_,. m u r -

S t e p p i n g  as qui <: t l y  a,; poc;s ihle-and i t  c lcr." 
i;; not easy t o  move qui e t h· i n  armor- I t  1ra,; a ,;  1 had ,;up posed . !Zainemont, 
! raised the flap o f  t he tent and 1ra lked balked in h i e;  main de,.;ign,  h ad convi nced 
i n .  The gl oom of the interi or vvas p art- t h i s faith fu l  scn·ant that  the foul l ie 
l y  l i ghtened l ly t he flare of t h e  torch against t h e  lady was t rue. C a refu l l y, 

• This story began in THE CA v ALlER for December, 1908. 
9 c 3 2 I  
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e.xactly, though interruptecl m am· t im6 
by his impat ience, I laid the tn;e story 
before h i m . He "·as not fu l ly con

vinced.  

" \\'hv should T bclien· vou . \ [ aster 
Foucart.? " be remarked ,,:hen I had 
done. 

" \V hy sh ou ld 1 un heJie,·e Rainc
mont ? , ·  1 rep l ied . 

" \\ ' h\'. incleecl . "  sa i d he.  " \Yhy be
l ieve e ither of v;m ? \Yhere t w o  storit•s 
are to ld b�· opJ;osing factions, t he t r u t h  
usual ! \' f a l l :;  be!IYeen. I f  \·our storv i s  
true, i should go t o  t h e  stipport o (  th.e 
lady ; i f  Ra incmont has stated t h ings as 
thev are. t hen I should continue to op
pos.e her ."  

" Can anv oath that  I swear convince 
you o f  my honesty ? " I asked. 

H e  lau�hed harshlv. 
" l kn;'" King Louis's oaths. Con

fidence in one of them lost me an eve a t  
l\I ontelherv. Shal l I ·then belie1·e· the 
oath� of tl;e king's agents ?  " 

This ,,·as one of the humiliations that  
·we of the king's sen-ice often had to 
meet. 

" Simon Crouav is \Yitbout," I said. 
" He is one of ,:our O\Yll men, and he 
also ll' i tn essccl the tragech·. Let h im 

corroborate 1111· storv." 
" \\'herefon:: shou.ld I do that ? "  The 

S<'ll<'Sdwl groaned at  a sudden -tll' inge of 
his IYound. " He ha,; been under your 
influence. :1\o. \[aster Foucart, I can
not accept your story no\\'. But to this  
extent have you influenced me, that [ 
wi l l  abo refuse to act on Rainemon t',; 
ver,;ion. :\fy position is d i fficult .  I ,.,· i l l  
h o l d  off altogether from th is issue unt i l 
l can get the truth of it ."  

Thi;  '"a,;, perhaps, as much a;; _ I cou l d  
h o p e  f p r  from l1im. 

" Then you \l' i l l  not j o i n  in another at
tack on tile cast l e ? " I demanded. 

, ;  r \l' i l l  ,;t:- mcl alnof." h e  r ep l i ed . " T f  
mv master 11·as mu rdered, the m u rderers 
m�tst pay fnr i t .  I f  not. then the T .ach· 
Clothilde sha l l  recei1·e the a l l egi:J.nce of 
Cornar. " 

" And mea nt ime she. a lthough i t tno
cent, may su ffer through vour foilure to 
h elp her . "  

" \\' e w i l l  leave that t o  God," said 
the srnrsclzal. 

A t .  this  moment the sentinel, La l\Iotte, 
stalked into the tent.  His first glance at 

me discloseu hi,; terror over hi,; mvn re
missness. Then, as he noted the un
fam iliar features disclosed by my raised 
v izor and sa1v that I was not l\Ioller, he 
forgot the p resence o f  his commander 
and s11·ore a frightful oath. 

" D og," said the SCI/Cscllal, " is this the 
\l' cl \' vou clo nmr duty ? " 

La· \ l otte . put his '  hand on my shoul 
der. 

" H ere, come away, " he ordered. 
" I .et h im be," said the .I'CIIt'sclull. 

" Ynu are under arre�t. P lace another 
sent inel . then surrender yourse l f  to t he 
pron>st. , . 

La \ l otte sa l uted . H e  knew his  ma,;
ter w e l l  enough to offer no excuse. As 
he was passing out he paused, however. 
and sai d : " The C ou n t  de Rainemont is 
on his 11·ay h ither. A messenger brought 
the \Yord to me. " 

The scn<'schal nodded, and La ;\ [ otte 
cli,;appeared. 

" For vour 01nl safet\', ). l aster Fou
, ·art, you

· 
had better get ·awa�·." said the 

solo·clta! grimly. 
Ouicklv I c losed 111\' l'izor. 
,;-Let ,;le rema ill." . r urged. 
There \Yas no time for a n  a ns wer. The 

C ount cle R ai nemont SllCldenly appeared 
in the entra t � cc and, ll' i th a penetrating 
l uok at me, IYalked over ·to the ,l'<'llt'sclwl's 
couch. 

" Ah, Bais i gnan. ' '  he saicl .  " I  t rust 
n•ur 1\'ouncl i� easier.  \V ho is th is fel
i ow ? " 1 1 t  po in t ed to me. 

" O ne o f  m y men." repl ied the 
.\'('//,'.1'(/t<l!. 

" Then send h i m  a ll'ay, "  demanclecl 
R a i nenwP t . ' ;  I \\' :J. l l t  no hearer of 11· hat 
I ><1 1· . ' ·  

I fu l l y nped ecl t h e  si'll t'S<-Iial to ac
q u iesce. But. '"hethcr he resented the 
young ! ' <Hl l t t ' s  imper iousness, o r  \\' hcther 
he IYishecl me to be a 11· i tness to the in
ten·iell·. he rep lied : " I t  is \To l l er. the 
�II' iss. 1-l e does not understand our 
tongue.  Ll't him be,  for 1 mav wish to 

send him 11· i th a message . "  
J{ai nemont shrugged h is shoulders. 
. .  :\s ,·ou 11· i ! l ."  he sa id.  " f came be

cause I
. 

have l earned tha t vour men are 
spreading a fa lse nrsion of the happen
ings at the castl e .  You w i l l  have to stop 
it ,  Baisignan, or there will be disaffection 
in the camp ." 

" r ,  too, have beard the version which 
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Y<JU call false, ' '  said the seneschal. " I  
do not accept it ,  but i t  i nfluences me to 
this extent, that unti l  I am better con
vinced I sha l l rema i n  i nactive. You 
may as well know t h i ,;, R ai 1� emont : 
either \YC suspend lwst i l i t ie . .; and make a 
t h orough investi gation. or you carry on 
the siege alone." 

The young count 's face flared red wi th 
rage . 

" \\'hat � " he shouted . " Do you turn 
trai tor ? Bv the sai us ' S ince vou 
h ave j oined the enemy, I w i l l  t reat you 
as such . ·My force is as strong as yours . 
l decl are wm· aga inst you h ere and now . 
\\'e settle this to-night . "  

" \\'ou l d  not t h a t  \\'el l  sui t t h e  pur
poses of the Seigneur de To.rrol oys ? "  

I t  IYas my voice tha t broke i n  upon the 
""unt's ro.ge . · [ d o  not know even now 
11·hy I so for:;ot mysel f, but th e  desire to 
point out t h e  \Ycakne�s of h i s  posi tion 
1\'as too strung to ·res ist .  

H e  1\'as before m e  in three  str ides. 
" So this  i;; :\I o l ler, the Swiss, is it ? "  

h t:  said .  
I raised my visor and looked at him 

square l y. The act IY as not so courageous 
as it may seem. I rea l ized t h at if he 
th ou gh t me a common soldier h e  might 
,;trike me do 1Y n recklesslv. I £  not, h e  
,,·ou l d, sooner or l ater, (earn m v  iden

t i ty. There fore, T qu ick l y detern�ined to 
ll; :wc the afh·o.ntage of surprise. 

He looked at  me long. H is rage 
seemed to turn to satisfaction. 

" H a !  ;\[ a ,;tcr Fox." he exclaimed at 
l ast. " So you hm·e been br in ging your 
l ies to tbe .l'< 'll !'.l'clwl and poism� in g the 
ears o f  h is men ! \Vcll ,  I ho.ve you now." 

M y  h eart was t humping. but l man
a ged to smi le . 

" N ot so fast,  h o t - head." said T .  " You 
u ffect to desp ise K i ng Louis, but remem 

hl'r. I am h is a gent.  and i f  [ am h armed 
1·ou ll' i l l suffer 'ror it .  Al so, as 1·ou well 
b1< l l\', 1 h a n' l 1rnught not l ies 1�ut truth 
to th is cam p . ' ' 

H e  showed am usement . 
" A fo:-;," l 1 e  s :1 i d. " mo.y fi gh t when 

he i s  corn ered . \\'el l .  m aster. vou are 
my p r isoner. 1 w i l l  determ ine l ater how 
to d ispose o f  ynu . "  

T turned t o  t h e  sc11 <.1·chal. 
" n o you perm i t  th is  to he don e in 

1·nur pavi l ion hy a man 1\'ho has just de
clare<! agaim:t  you ? " 

The seneschal frowned, but Raine
mont, quick to sec his mistake, made 
npology. 

" Forgive my rash chal lenge of you, 
Ba is ign an . l was enraged for the mo
l11C11 t to find that the l ies from the castle 
had ,.;o s\\·crved you. \V i th dra w vour 
forces, i f  vou ch oose, and a w a i t  the issue . 
I t  mav t�kc manv davs, but we shall  
learn the truth . "  - -

I saw h i s  cunning . He sti l l wished 
to gai n  t ime, in order that  his story might 
spread and bring him support, and he 
choked back even h is O IYn t emper to re
sume h is pol icy. How could I st ing 
h im i nto a precip i tant action that would 
ddeat him ? 

The s,·l/tsclwl was , ·us t i n g his single 
c1·c from one to the  other of us. \Yith 
l 1 i m  t h ere 11·as no \Y i,;l i  other than to re
m a i n  unc< J !l1!11 i t ted un t i l l1 e cou ld deter
mine 11 hich 11·ay h is a l legiance should l ie .  
I so. w that he \vmdcl leave me in Rainc
mont's  hand,;,  ·but stran gel y 1 h a cf ceased 
to fear for m y,;el f. Raincmont's  weak 
p oi nts \verc: eas i l y  reach ccl .  

" \V e 1 1 .  s i r  coun t, " l sa i d, " T  presume, 
then ,  tho.t I am to regard my:-:el f as your 
prisuner. Furt unes of 11·ar � But let me 
\Yarn you not to come face to face with 
t h e Seigneur de Tarro l oys . who, by 
v irtue of his  o.pproaching marri age. w i l l  
soon be Count de i\[escun and Sei gneur 
de Cornay. ' '  

Rainemont lo.ughecl der i sive ] y. 
" T ust as h e  ch ast ised \'OU once," I went 

on.  ;, \vhcn you w ere tr-ying to ahcl uct a 
ddcnse l e,;s bdv. ,;o 1Y i 1 1  h e  cl1 a,;t ise vou 
for trying to r;sten n pnn t hat same l;cly 
a cowo.rd ly l i e  that shames your kn ight -
hood ."  . 

\V i t h  a snarl.  he made ao though to 
,; trike me.  

' '  < )ne  \\' ( l\i l cl t h i n k . ' '  said 1 .  not fl inch
i n g. " th at vuu fl'ared to meet him 
again.  

l-I t: stam ped his  font . 
" I \I'Ou ld med h im m he 1 1 , ' '  llc 

slwuted�" \Y i t h  Ll i H'l\  sword, or b�uc 
hand,; . "  

" Y ou 1v i l l  g o  t hen: :� Iter you l 1a\·e m e t  
l1 i m , "  [ t �JUntcd. 

This t ime lw d id str i k e  me. u nd er the 
l i fted Yizor. and so h ard that I fel l to 
the  floor. The bl ow shook me. f arose 
slowly. w ith a rage in my heart that al
most m ad e  m e  reckl ess. 
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" You could not d o  that to Tarroloys 
and live," I said. 

He paced quickly back and forth .  
" Why d idn't he awai t  me at t h e  bridge 

to-day ? I \YOttld have fought h im ? " 
" \.Yhat ? \Vith your men at vnur back 

ready to push h i1;1 aside and - rush into 
the castle ?  H e  could not risk tn:ach
erv." . -. .  r am an honorable k night," stormed 
Rainemont.  

" N o douut ,"  said I .  " and Tarro luvs 
would chal lenge you i f  he were sure th�t 
you would not murder the man who 
brought the chall enge. He wi l l  gladly 
fight you under the rules o f  kni g h t l y  
combat-lance and sword . "  

" L e t  him send h is challenge . "  Raine
mont was gesturin g  violent l y  and h is face 
wis convulsed w i t h  anger. " H b mes
senger w i l l be safe with me . Le-t h im 
chal lenge."  

I drew mvse l f  up.  
" Know, then,  Guy, Cnmtc. clc R aine

_ mont, tbat I have come from [ ehan. 
Seigneur de Tarroloys, who chailenges 
you to mortal combat, for that you have 
m a ligned w ith base l i es his affianced 
lady. H e  has deputed me to !·each you 
and to delin:r h is word t o  vou. "  

H e  faced me w i t h  a lo�k of m i. 1 Igl ecl 
eagerness ancl doubt. -., This  i ,;; welcome \Y ord . "  h e  e�� 
claimed. " By St. Jul ian ! I w i l l  punish 
him for his sudden attack on me. But 
are you lli� accred ited messenger. or is 
this some trick o f  vours ) "  

" He will  fight, " - I said fi rmly. " What 
answer shall I bear from vou to him ? " 

" Te l l  the S e igneur de- Tarroloys that 
he is a coward and a knave. Tell  him 
that I w i l l  fight him to the death: Tell 
him- But wait : you shal l tell h im 
nothing. Rouge Croix w i l l  bear my an
s,Yer. You remain m y  prisoner." 

" \\'hat ! "  I e �cl aimed. ' ' A fter ;-� I I  
your protestation that h i s  messenger 
'you ld be safe ? " 

" How shall I know tbat vou are bis  
true messenge r ? You may l)e trying to 
trick me t o  save vour own skin. N o, you 
w i l l  'Yait t i l l  the. morning. 'vhen my riur
SUiYa!lt shall go · to the castle.  I f  Tarro
l oys did not send a challenge to me. then 
shall he receive mine. And you, if you 
have lied to me, sba l l  haw your p�mish
tnent ."  

So f a r  a s  t h e  saving of my o w n  skin 
was involved, my ruse had failed. But 
J ehan wou ld fight-of that t here was n o t  
the least doubt, and , indeed, I k n e w  t h a t  
he ·wou ld welcome the opportunity to lay 
low this !>reeder o f  trouble. l\Ioreover, 
I would not ha\·c ,;uggested the combat 
had I not fel t  certa in that J ehan would 
be victorious. B y  slaying Ra inemont he 
would end all  controversy, and the lead
erless f orces o f  the fal len count would 
t hen march back to their ovvn c:ountrv. 

But I must reach T chan before t h� ar
rival of the pursuiva�t .  I must save my
self , and I must also show T ehan how 
by this one stroke h e might h;· ing peace. 
A lso, I must tel l him of R a i nemon t ' s  
slander against t h e  lady. 

A l l  t h is time the seneschal was watch
ing us. His mind, I know, was settled. 
H e  would await the ev�:nt, and he woul d  
n o t  interfere bet1veen Rainemont a n d  me. 

" Come," said R ainemont.  
Seizing my 1nist, he led me to the en

trance and placed me i n  charge o f  two 
of his men. " P lace h.im in a tent and 
guard t he ,,-a]b. " he said-" a tent apart 
from the others ."  

Tire men saluted and marched me 
away, while Rainemont returned to thr 
St:nc:rcha/. He would trv, no doubt. to 
weaken the impression I · had niadc. 

C H A PT E R  X I I .  

WOJ\I A 'I ' S  WAY.  

THE tent in which my captors placed 
me was o ld and so clarklv weathe r 
stained t h a t  the l ight ,;-ithin was 

d immer t han I had been led to expect 
from the torches t hat flared without. A 
low 'pal let,  bo\vever, was d iscernible i n  
o n e  corner, and my captor,; threw m e  
upon i t .  armor and a l l .  Then ·one of 

them produced stout ropes. 
" \V i l l  you not let me remove a l l  t h i s  

ironwork :), I asked, rapping my knuck l es 
on the corselet .  

The fel l ow who held the ropes 
laughed.  

" I t w i l l  sen-e to hold you clown," he 
chuckled. Ancl with that he tied my legs 
together, winding the ropes many time� 
around my greaves. He then turned his 
attention to my arms, tying them loosely 
t o  my corselet.  
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" You'll l i e  qu iet now," he muttered, 
as h e and his companion left me. Soon I 
saw outl i ned against the w a l l s  of the tent 
t he indistinct shad ows o f th e guards . 

Rainemont \Yas det er m i ned to keep me 
safe. 

The suppos i t ion that I \\"Otdcl be hard 
to !wid st imu l ated my d esi re to get away. 
Y ou \vi i i  remember that !l f ol ler 's armor 
was l oose upon me. T h i s  fact my cap -· 
tors had m·erl ooked. \ l v  body 1vas fairly 
rree 11 it h i n the corsele-t ; Jll-V l egs h ad 
room for play 11· i thin t h e  gre<;Yes. Thus · 
it 11·as that h1· , ·ardu l  mani pulation I 
gradual l y  gut ;ny bod y out a ltogether. 

J ust hmv 1 d id it  cannot be exp la ined, 

for it was a m a t tn of t 1v i st ing here. t urn
i ng t here. and :-; t ra i n i n g a t  all  ])()i nts . 1\ I y  
h el met h a d  l llTer I Jt·en l aced. s o  that  i t  
came a11·a v easih•. I n  about ha l f an hour 
the anno1: lav h;mml u pon the pallet ,  and 
I stood hesi;lc i t . in my � lack sch o l ar's 
garb. 

The armor. as i t I a v  t here . 1vas sur
p r is ing l y  l ik e  a lmman � gure, and i n  that 
dim l i ght it "·uu l d have deceived any 
except the must searc h i ng gl an ce . I tip
toed over to11·anl the l' l l t rance. 

A man surer o f  h is phys ica l st rengt h 
would have found it easv to strike down 
t he sent i nel . " h o was ju;t outs id e . That 
p l an did not appeal t o  m e .  l feared that 
I sh ou ld nut str i ke hard enough ,  o r  t hat 
I mi gh t m i ,o;;; the l'\ posed parb o f  h is 
head. T hen . t un, he m i ght cry out, or 
make a noise in fa l l in g . A bungl ing at
tem p t  m >u l d  not  only svncl me back into 
captiY i t y , hut insure [or 1 1 1e r<nlgh treat
ment . 

A t  last  ·1 h i t upon a \Y ay. ( �o i ng over 
to th e pa l l et . I st rn C 'k t h ree ringing bl ows 
011 the C< lrse k t .  t hen sprang hack i nto a 
pos i t io n m·ar t h e  c·n t ra i l < 'l' and tbttenc·d 
m vscl f  a ga inst the t e n t  ,,·a l l .  ;\ s I h ad 
npe<· tcd.  t h e  gua rd raised the tl ap and 

· peered i n . 
" \Vhat 's t h e  m � t t l <: r  IY i t h  you ' ' ' h e  

grow led.  
No a n s \','t'r < ·a mc· from t lw pal l et . 
" \V h a t ' s  t h e  ma t ter ? " he said .-a ga in . 
I n  t h e s i l ence th at follmn:d 1 11·as con-

sc ious t h a t  h e  lwsitated.  \Vou l d  llc enter ? 
\Vou l d  h i s  c ur ios ity take h i m to t h e  pa l 
l e t ? An oth er moment, and he strode 
across t he tent . 

This  act ion '"a� w h a t  bad counted 
upon. 1-1 is Lwe 11·as, for t h e  m oment,  

turned away from me, S i lent as a sh adow 
1 g l i ded through the entrance. 

Th e open space in which I found my
sel f  was wel l l i gh ted by th e torch. Ten 
feet away was a c lump o f  shrubs. If I 
coul d reach that protection unseen , my 
chances of escape \Yould be bettered. 
The guard might mere l y  l ook at the fig
ure 0 1 1  t he p a l l et.  On t h e other h and, 
h e  might p cP;ist in trying t o  rouse what 
h e  be l ie\'ed to he my sl eep ing or uncon
sc i ous person .  l\ I y  i ntent ion had been 
to make a sound loud enough only to 
arouse h i s  curiosity '"i t h ou t  st imul at in g 
h i m  to a t h orough investigation, but for 
al l I kn ell', I m igh t easily h a\'e clone 
mure t han l had p ! an ned. 

Hm1·ever. I darted across to the shrub
bery. I t  pro1·ed to be t he merest p atch 
-h ard ly 111o re t h a n c·n < : u gh to h i de me
and beyon d i t  \Yere tents and flaring 
t orch es . I lay st i l L watch i ng the tent 
from which 1 had escaped . 

Present l y t h e  guard came nut.  Had 
he cl iscO\·ercd th e decq• t ion ) \\'oulcl h e  
ca l l t h e  watch ? � o ; h e  va,,· ned, and 
lc-anccl aga i nst  the ten t -po l e.' 

A voi l·e came from another side of t h e  
tent.  

" \Vhat was t h e  matter in t h ere ? "  I t  
was one 0 r t h e  oth er gu ards .  

" N o t h iug t ha t 1 cou l d sec, ' '  
t h e  i u n·stigator. " H e' s  asl eep . 
h ear h im breath e . " 

repl ied 
l coul d  

So great is t h e  s;n· ing power o f  imagi
na t ion ! 

·wa i t ing u n t i l  t h e guard t urned h i s  
h ead a I Y ay rrom m e  to find a more com
fortable  p osi t ion , [ �uose and walked 
quietl y  hut qu i ckly in a d i rect ion in 
wh ich no t en ts loome([ and n o  torch es 
flared . I coul d not tel l wh eth er I was 
go.ing 
cast l L· .  

tOIYard t h e  t o11·n or toward the 
.\ I I  I k n ew "·as that  I would 

l i  aYe t u get I l ly he�u-ings and work 
t h rough t h e  outer ring of sent ineb . As 
I pnH·c·cdccl, sharlowy fi gures passed me 
�1 t a l i t t l l' d i stance . o r  nm;sccl my path 
ahead . I \Yas st i l l  IIT I I  11· i t hin t li'e con
fi nes o f  th e camp.  

A t  last I stood motion l ess, daring to 
ad1·ann: no f a r t h e r  unt i l 1 knew bet t er 
11·here l 11·as . The l ine of ,.;ent i nel s could 
not he rar ah ead . Before me stretched 
t h e  p l a in . . In t h e  d ist ance, :1 t my left, 
sh one a few l ights - t he castle or the 
town, r k m·w not \Yhich . From m y  hack 
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came t h e  rough noises o f  t h e  camp-men 
cursing, men singi ng over their wine, 
and even, faintly, the hollow rattle of 
dice wher-e they were gaming. 

Suddenly a hand fell heavily on my 
shoulder, another hand was cl apped over 
m y  mouth. I did not struggle. To what 
advant age would that have been ? 

And then a voice spoke softly in my 
ear : 

" l\laster Foucart. it 1s I -Simon 
Crouay." 

\V e lcome "·ords : I relaxed my stif- · 
fened muscles. The hand was 

.
drawn 

away from my mouth, for Simon knew 
that there was no longer dang•er of my 
shouti ng.  

" I have been w atch ing you."  he ex
pl ained . " I followed when they took 
you to the tent, and stood at a distance. 
i t was a clewr escape you made. I kept 
behind you \Yh en you walked this way, 
th inking I could thus give bgtter aid i f  
you were challenged than I could were 
I with yciu." 

" On wi1 ich side o f  the camp are we ? "  
" The town side - see - the l ights off 

there to the l e ft . "  
" C a n  \Ye g e t  to the scncsclw/.1 '' 
" Rainemont has set a ring of sentinels 

arouncl the scnesclza!'s force.'-, 
" Then."  I said, " let us make for the 

castle ." 
" At once.  l t is well that we are on 

this  side o f  the camp. The sentinels w i l l  
be less watchful h ere, and i f  one of them 
sees us pass, he \l· i l l  think we arc sl ip
p ing through the l ines to go to the tmYn 
for wine or p l easure."  

H e  led me forward, perhaps a hun
dred p aces, then pointed silently. A 
l ittle ahead, at the top of a r i dge, 1 dis
t inguished a standing figure-a sentinel.  
At equal distances on the right and l eft 
were others. 

" Thev are 'tationecl so cl ose." T wh is
pered, ' ' that we cannot deal with one 
without being seen by his  neighbon; ." 

" LeaYe that to me ." said S imon . 
H e  now turned to the right, and we 

traveled a short cl i stance paralic 1 with 
the l i ne of watchers. At l ength the 
ridge was cut by a gulley, through which, 
I presume, a brook trickled in its season. 
The watercourse was :filled with under
growth . 

" There will  he a sentinel down there 

in the stream bed," said Simon. " H is 
neighbors cannot see h im. \Vait for me 
here." 

" You w i l l  be heard in the bushes." 
" Oh, no," he whispered. " I have 

snared too m any pheasants in this coun
try not to know how to be silent in the 
brush." 

\Vith that h e  was gone. 
I sat clown on the ground, to decrease 

the chance of detection. and waited for 
some minutes. 

At last S imon returned. He was 
carrying his sword, and when he had 
come up to me he stooped and wiped it 
on the grass. 

" I bad to kill  him," he said, return
ing i t  to its scabbard. " Come. " 

S l cny J y  \l'e worked our way down the 
stPeam heel. I marveled at Simon's 
agility. H e  secm ccl to see every stone in 
the dark. 

" H ave a care ! " he whispered to me 
once, and my feet struck against some 
th ing that cl anked. I t  was the dead 
sentinel.  

A fter a t ime the undergrowth thinned 
out. \Ve were well beyond the l ines, and 
Simon turned off to the right. In a wide 
semicircle >Ye bore around the camp, go
ing cautiously, and in the course of an 
hour we approached the postern-gate of 
the castle. [ knew not why, but I now 
felt more fearful than at a�y other time 
since my escape . I t  would be some min
utes before we could be admitted. I n  
that period a pursuing party might cut 
us down while we were at the very gate. 
The nearer the refuge, the greater the 
sense o [ danger. 

S imon whist l ed .  There 11·as an an
S\1-ering \Yhistlc from the wall,  and pres
ently the gate was opened. \Vc ad
Yancecl to the edge o f  the moat and made 
ourselws kno\1'11. Then the foot-bridge 
was thrust across the moat, and a few 
steps brough t w; once more within the 
\Ya!ls.  I breathed a h eavy si gh o f  re
lief. 

The night was l ate. and I \vas Yery 
t ired. N oth ing could be done be for<: 
d aw n .  

" Come," I s a i d  to S imon, " we have 
earned a rest . "  

vVe summoned a varlet with a torch. 
and proceeded toward a chamber. But 
in the corridors we were stopped by 
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M i relle,  the t ir ing-woman we h ad once 
rescued. 

" The Lady Clothilde is awake," she 
�aid, " and wishes . to speak to you." 

\Ve followed her to the lady's apart
ment.  \l i relle announ ced us and then 
ret i red, laughing at a quip which that  
rogue, Simon. t hrew at her. 

I wondered at the a l ertness of the lady. 
Hut for her pallor a nd the compressed 
l ine of  her l ips one "·ould never h ave 
guessed that  she had that day passed 
through an ordeal such as few women 
meet. She even held in check her anx
iety over the outcome o f  my errand , ard 
sm i l ed gravely at  me.  

" 'Vell, \faster Foucart." she said, " I 
am gl ad that you are safely back-you 
and your companion . \Y hat of the 
sntt'.>chal? Did you see h im ? "  

" Yes, l ady, I saw and talked w i t h  
him."  

" \Vhcrc does h e  st:J I Id ? ' '  
H e r  questions were s imple  aml direct. 

T (Yave her a d irect answer. 
\', H is cars ha1·e been poisoned, but 

after I to l cl him the truth he agreed, 
though not ful ly com·inced. to holcl him
self neutral until the issue is  cleciclecl." 

" That h e  may then jump to the win
n i ng side ? " H er voice was cutti ng. 

" Not exact ly tlwt." I said. " You 
must nut forget, l ady. that he i ,;  a man 
\Yhose chid thought i� loya l a l l egiance. 
I do not overpra ise h im in sa yi ng this.  
I .ike all m e n  of d eep loyal ty, he· is cau
t ious in a t t ac h ing h imself new ly . H i-; 
a l l eg iance is now- 'rightly \\ i th vou, but 

the  false stories of 11·hat has happened 
here wi l l  have to be disproved to h i m . "  

" And vou  ,·uul cl r ot do that .  Master 
Foucart ? " 

" Not in one hearin,_;.  The best T 
could get from h im for  t he present was a 
promise of neu t ral i ty . The Count de 
Ra inemont interrupted u :; . "  

" 1 s he as  b itter as ever " " 
" M ore so. l a dy. " Then I made a 

blunder, e l a te d  as I 11·a,; \Y i th  the success 
o f  nw mission. for I aclclccl : " But the 
Se i gn"eur J chan \Y il l put a stop to

· 
h im." 

" } I ow ? \Vhat d o  v o n  mean ? " 
She l c�anecl forward: her dark eves i n 

t ent on m e .  T found mysel f  a g;i n ad
m iring the ivory 1vh i teness of l1er face, 
set i n  i t s  mass of flowing black h ai r . 

" "'hat do you mean ? "  sl1 e rcpea.tc£1. 

I hesitated. 
" :\Iay we not leave that till the morn

ing',; counci l ?  " 
"

.
N o ; tel l me now." The words were 

swift .  
" \Vhy," I answered, " I meant no more 

than that the Seigneur J ehan's superior • 
kiHmlcclgc of 1varfare 11·oul d  quickly de
feat our assai lers ." 

She gazed a t  me scorn fully. 
" D o  not try to put me off, :'viaster 

Fotwart . "  
" I .a cl y, " I sa id  clesl'crately, " you cln 

not fear for the Se igneur J ehan in bat
t l e ? " 

" N o." 
" Then vou need 1wt fear for  h im i n  a 

combat wfth the Count cle Rainemont. 
He has defeated him once : he will  do 
so again." 

She gan� a l i t t l e  cry. 
" Do you hear a cha l l enge to my 

lord ? "  
" Laclv, · 1 offered one from h im to 

R a i nem(;nt . "  
" .H e  sent i t  by you and said noth i ng 

1 \l lllC ) "  
" 1-I e did not send i t, · ·  I replied, " hut 

he w i l l sw;tain i t ."  
For the first t ime f saw her ancrrv. 

H ow her eves blazed at me I H o1v l1�r 
l ingers Jm<scd togethn unt i l  the blood 
11·as forced from them and they grew a 1 1  
11· h i te at t h e  tips ! I faced h e r  wrath 
11· ith as calm a bearing as I could main
tain. 1-1 arl I not f o l lowed the best 
l·ourse ? 

For a l on g  time she l ooked and 
n othing. '\"l1en at last she ,.poke 
Yoi ce 

-
was soft, her manner less 

strained. 
con-

" Very wel l ,  
said. " IV e wi l l  
m orni ng counc i l .  
y·ou have d one. " 

!\faster Foucart," she 
lean• the rest unt i l  the 
Tku � k  you fnr al l t h a t  

I bmYed . with no s l i ght  sen�ation of 
rd i e f. and rejo ined Sinwn at the door. 
Together \n� 1wnt to a chamber, and \\Tre 
soon asl eep. ( lnce my slumber was trou
l l l ed .  r seemed to hear i n  a dream t h e  
sou nd n f  horses' hoofs making their s low 
t ' !attn i n  the courtvard. But the  sound 
was cl i,;so l vecl i n  m v . m emorv. and at d a 1\·n 
it w a s  on l v  a faint reculle;� t ion. 

\\'e wcr� roused at tht: first l ight, and 
T hastened to Tehan's ,·hamber. He was 
al ready a 1Yah: anrl he p l aced h is hand 
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on my shoulder with kindly affection and 
asked for the story of the night. 

My account of the Sl'nesc!tafs deter
mination seemed to p lease h im. 

" That kwes _only Rainemont to deal 
with," he sa id. " Now it may be, I shall 
reach him again. man to man . "  

This was �1y opening. 
'·' That will be easy, M. J ehan. H is 

pursuivant, Rouge Croix, will come this 
morning to answer your chal len ge to a 
mortal combat." 

" My challenge ? "  
I smiled. 
" M. J chan, I cldi n:rcd a cha l \enge 

for. you iast night. He will  accept ."  
1 n his  delight he embraced me. 
" The saints bless you, Master Fou

cart ! You are a true friend. Oh, how 
glad I am to have this chance. I have 
yearned to meet him ever since this fight
in g  begmi." 

" You ,,-ill  yearn the more," I said, 
" when you know that he charges the 
Lady C lothilde and yourself with the 
murder of her brothers ! " 

H e  simply stared at me. N o  words 
could express his horror at such v i l lainy. 
But his bewilderment was followed by a 
noble rage in which his eyes were fired 
by a strong resolve that boded i l l  for 
Rainemont. H e  would mete out punish
ment to the false knight ; there was no 
doubt of that. With it all ,  he was cool 
in his judgment. My words had pitched 
him to his highest strength. 

" ·when, do you think,  will Rouge 
Croix come ? " he asked. 

" There shoul d  he no long wait," I 
answered, " for Rainemont is eager . He 
considers that von have humbled him ."  

" I hope i t  1i1ay b e  soon." He buckled 
that long S\Yord of his to his side, and 
his fingers rc,ted lovingly on the hilt. 
Then his brow c louded. " I wish," he 
said, " that word of thi,; might be kept 
from Clothilde ."  

" \Vhv so .  ?\I . T ehan ? " 
" She. believes greatly in my stre11gth, 

but she ·is fearful of  treachery. It may 
be that she w i l l  try to prevent the meet
inrr " ":; That," I said, " would be contrary 
to chivalrous training." 

He meditated. 
" She ·would not think so. You are 

subtle, Ma,ter Foucart. but not with the 

�ubtlety of a woman. Her thought,; are 
all for those whom she loves, and for 
them she will contrive in ways that a 
man cannot guess." 

" But ," I protested, " she would wish 
you to vindicate your courage." 

" Yes, if  i t  were call ed in question, 
and if she thought the field was fair. 
But she will admit no fairness in Raine
mont, and she holds that he has forfeited 
a l l  knightly claims." 

There was nothing for it but to tell 
h im. 

" The Lady C lothilde," I said, " al
ready knows. She intercepted me on my 
return and drew the story from me." 

" You told her ? , .  H is voice was anx
ious. 

" I could not deny her authority to 
demand the truth which she already di-
vined . " 

-

He gazed at me sorrowfully. 
" Ah, Master Foucart," he said re· 

proachfully. 
Then, in a burst of action that ignored 

my presence. he called a varlet and sent 
him to ask the lady to receive us. \Vhile 
awaiting the answ·er, he paced back and 
forth, his young brow furrowed. 

Presently came to us M ire l le. She 
faltered as she entered the chamber, but 
collected her wits and said : " The Ladv 
Clothilde has asked me to del iver to yo�1 
this letter." 

T chan strode toward her. 
; , \Vi ll she not see me ? \Vhere h 

she ? " he exclaimed. 
Mire l ie dropped her eyes. 
" She wishes vou to read the letter," 

slw stammered. · 
Pressing the folded sheet into his 

hand, she turned and hurried from the 
c hamber. 

J chan thrust the letter into my nerve
less fingers. 

" Quick ! " he said. " Read i t ! Read 
it ! , 

1 opened it and read : 
MY LoRo : 

\Vord has come to me that yon h;t\"C 
challenged Raincmont and that Baisignan 
will do no more than remain neutral. A 
meeting with Raincmont, my lord, would 
expose you to treacherous risks which I am 
unwilling that you should face. Therefore, 
I have gone, with an escort, to Baisignan. 
lloping that, as his liege J"ady, I may be able 
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to persuade him to action. 1\[ay Holy Mary 
quickly bring us again together ! 

CLOTH I LDE. 
The letter \\'as snatt·h ed frnm me. 

J chan to\n'rcd o\·er my head I i kt: au 
avenging fury. 

C H A P T E R  X l l l .  

T H E  BATT L E. 

T H O u G H T  th e youth \Yould k i l l  m e  
i n  h i s  terrible i ndignation. By an 
e ffort , h o wc,·er, he calmed himsel L 

" Tell me." he sai d, " can you get to 
t he scnesclzal 'j· camp ? " 

H e  m igh t as wdl have t he \Yholc t ruth . 
'· Ro incmo nt has put his own sen t inels 

a bout t he scll nclial 's camp . "  
" Then she i s  i n  Rainemont' s hands ? " 
". Unless her escort fought i ts  \l'ay 

t h rough the sentinels." 
" T h t:rc is t h at chance," he �aiel. " l3ut  

\\'e will  put no dependence upon it ."  
H e  rushed from the room, wh il e I 

t h anked S t. Denis for the fact that this 
youth had j oined to the qual ity o f knight
ly courage that pat ience wh ich h el ped 
him to refrain from h arm i ng a fr iend 
,,·ho. in t rying to sen·e h im , had made 
a m ista ke . For l h ad made a mi.stake in 
te l l in g t h e  l ady about t h e chal lenge . 
E ven when she quest ioned me my m ind 
was fi l led with m isgivings w hich were 
quieted onl y by her apparently calm ac
ceptance of the situation.  A stable-boy 
mi ght h cn'C been excused for tel l in g her 
the tru th : but t here ,,-a� no ex\u�e for 
]\faste r lkni,; Fom�art . 

Sounds from w ithout now fi lled my 
ears, and I hastened to see wh at was 
going fon,·ard. In a fe ,,· moments I 
-foun d that  J eha n \Yas preparing for ac
t ion . J-l urses were being rubbed clown 
and accoutered in t h e  cntlrl yard. :\ rch
ns \\·ere fi t t i n g  ne\Y strings to their ho,,·s. 
and men-at-a�ms \\'ere sharpen in g their 
swords upon · the cobblestones. 

From car to ear ran th e buzz o f  ex
c ited rumor. There '"ou l d  l > e  a sally ; 
the sen eschal \Youlcl support us in an 
a ttack on Rainemont ; we ,,·ere to march 
to J olin-these and a dozen oth er sug
gestions \Yere passed about to expl ai n 
the call to a rms. -

Some of the ligh ling men appealed to 
me for news, but I shook 111\' h ead. 

" \Vhate\'er is done, "  I said, " \Y i l l  be 
done in defense of your bdy." That 
brough t loyal shouts from them. 

It ;;eemed tn be unk nown t hat she had 
gone from the cas t l l' .  The guards \\'h o 
had opened the gate� for her h ad kept 
t h ..:  �enc: t .  

I now w e n t  t 0  t h e  great h a l l .  Then� 
stood J ehan llcfore t he chief vassa ls, h i s  
right hand raised t o  hold their attent ion. 
:\' e i t her he n u r  thev seemed to notice me 
as I sl i pped thrcmgh the eiitrance, and r 
fc:lt no l itt l e  h um i l ia t i on when I remem 
bered that.  not more than t welve hours 
be fore, I had been the principal  ach· iser 
in counc i l . 

" � en:rt lH:less," I sa i 'l t o  m vse l f. " it 
i� my \I Ork that  has made it pt;ssible for 
them to p l an t heir 0\Yll fig h t ing-my 
\\'Ork, and my mistake."  I reasoned, too, 
t h a t the mi�tc1kc m i g h t  not turn out so 
had h-. 

" :\I en," cried T chan . " our ladv has 
gom: from t h e  cas-t ic . " A m urmur ' arose 
-a murmu r nf alarm. " I ,ed lJ\' her 
hope of avert i ng further bl ood�hed,"  
cont i nued J eh an. " �he went before da\Yn. 
\\' i t h  a sm a l l  escort. to seek the scncsc!tal. 

1-l er departure was unknow n  to me until 
.l recei ,·ed t his  letter. " He he ld up the 
c- rum p led J •archment. " S i nce Rainc
mont's guarcb surround the  S< ' l lcsc!tal's 
t ·amp, i t  is possi ble t h a t  our lady has 
fa l len into Rainemont 's  hands." 

" Curses c,n h i m : " shouted an o ld 
fi gh ter, and the cry was taken up by 
ot hers, u n t i l  th e assembly \vas all confu-
sion i n  the expre�sion o[ i t �  
for t h e  lath',; ;;afel\· .  

" H o l d : ·, ,  ,;]wutcd I ehan. 
n o  time for anger,  un i�·:;s \\'C 
the bodies o [  the rnemy.' '  

a n rrrv fear b .  

" There is 
spend it on 

" Th a t  i ;;  r i g h t : That i� r ight : " came 
the a nS �n:r Crom a score of throats. 
" l .cacl uc; Cunh : R escue ' 1-l. escue : "  

" \\'c r ide a t  once t o  saYe our lady. ' '  
cal led J chan.  " The enemy a rc a grea-ter 
force th a n our,;, !Jut w e  h aYc j ustice w it h  
u s ,  ancl our cause must wi n . Let c\'ery 
m a n  prepare . 

W ith a shout the \ouncil broke up, and 
al l the  fighters hurri ed for th ei r anm. I 
folltl\\'ed J ehan .  H e  went to a nea r  
closet, where a squire h e l p e d  h i m  into 
his m ai l .  

" M . J eh an , " l sta mmered , " I  ride 
\Y ith you . "  
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H is face relaxed. 
" Cease your regret . :\[ aster Foucart ," 

h e  said. " You did 1rh at seemed neces
sary. I mysel f know ho1v hard i t  IHJUld 
he to ga insay her." 

" You do . not understand," 1 rep l ied . 
" A n e rror in pol i cy is as great a lnlln i l ia
tion to m e  a� a de feat in battle 1rould he 
to vou . I s h a l l  ride 11· i th nm . ' '  

fns impat i ence t o  get . i n  t h e  saddle 
kept h im from argu i ng 1rith nw. 

" c;et armor. t hen , " he sa i d ; and . 1r i th 
a final tug of h i s gaunt l e ts. he \\'::IS gone . 

1 h ad no m i nd for · t h e  encumbra11<T of 
armo r . I t  11·ou l d not serve me against 
a can1wn or harquebus, ancl a; for 
s \\'ords and Ll lH'l'>, I preferred t o  keep 
out o f  th ei r 1rar. I did,  h o ll'l'ITr. t :1 ke 
from t h e  arn1or

.
y a l i gh t hehm:t and a 

brl'ast-piece,  a,; protection a gainst ) J o l ts 
and a rro1rs. 

Then I IYC llt  a nd s:1ddled t ha t ,;ame 
l i ttle shaggy p t 'm· upon 1rhi c h  S i m on 
( 'rouav h:1cl r i ddt:n to the cas t l e. I t  11·as 
a fl eet. 

be::ht . l knelL \\'b i le I was de
term ined to go to h:1ttle 1rith the rest . 
and prore t h at l d id nut lack courage, I 
pre ferred to be ab le to moYe on:r th e 
fielrl rap id l y . Also.  arro1rs usua l l y  fty 
high.  and since t he pnny 11·as ! i t t  k ;1 1 1d I 
11·as ' h ort . my lll:;:td 1\·o'ulcl H·a n·e l y t < lp 
th e shoulders of the fi ghtin�-nll:n .  w ho 
m:re m oun t ed on great char�t::rs. 

The court1·ard 11·a� no1nlcd 11· i th men 
and h orses . 

. 
The la ncers were mou nted. 

a!Juut t h irty st ron �. A dozen h a rquc
hus iers a l so rudL· . The h unrlred or more 
archers 1rere a foot. reach· t o  !TOII·d nut 
beh i n d  t h e  m o u 1ned men- and 'Jl l'ead on 
ei th er tlank. 

J chan took h is pbre ;:tt  t h e  f ront .  awl 
spoke a final 1rord : 

" S ince the l ad y  i s  probab l y  i n  R a i ne
mont's  camp," he shouted, " 1\'C m ust not  
shoot tOIYard t ll L'  <.'amp. for fear o f  h a rm 
ing h er. T h e  l a nc er,; ,,· i l l  r ick d i rect l y  
to\rard t h e  t ents. h u t  ,;l n 11· i \·. i n  o rder to 
clra11· t h e  enem v ' 'u t .  

' ' The arch ers and h arquebusier,; w i l l  
m ore a s  rap id ! y a s  po,;sihl y in a semi 
circl e  to the right .  T h a t  w i l l  e nalJic 
t h e m  to sh oot at a n  angle to ou r l ine of 
ach·ance. 

" fn th e m elee "-th is to the lancers
.. lean: R ainemont to me. Protect vour
seln:s from h im ; but, if possible, avoid 
l1:uming h im t i l l  l can reach him." 

The portcu l l is rose, ·the llrawbridge 
came c langi ng do1rn, and forth 1re rode. 

()nee across t he bridge t h e  mounted 
men proceeded a l i t t l e  1ray, then drew u p  
in a long l ine. wh ile t h e  foot-soldiers 
fllrmed beh ind them. H e fore me the 
c hargers J l<llred t he grou nd. l t1r i�ted 
in my sa dd le from one s ide tn t he other 
u n t i l  I found a l i t t l e gap i n  the l i \·i ng 
buhrark th rough \\'hich 1 rnu ld look to
ll·arcl R a i l1L·mont's camp. 

T h ere were signs of exc item en t there. 
1\ [ en \H're ru sh i ng h i ther anrl th i ther, 
taking up arms and mounting h o rses. 
T h e  fa i nt sound of d istan t orders came 
to my can;, penetrating the  noise abou t  
me. li.a inemont was n o t  n a pping. 

,,.as the Ladv C loth ilde under guard 
in one of those distant tent,; ' 

And no ll' our l ine hegan tn adnmcc, 
�lowlv, wh i l l' t hl' font-soldiers ran nimblv 
to t he r igh t . 1 kept about th irty pacl'�' 
behind t h e  chargers, no1r and th en get
t i n g  a _t;l im pse o f  the gr.,u ncT bevoncl 
them.  Bolts  a n d  arrows 1n·re fl ying . I 
cou ld hear t hem 1r h ist l ing i n  t h e  air, and 
one of them e1·en glanced from my 
h e l me t .  

The unwaver inc; l i ne hdore me n o w  
t opped a l i t t le rt�e . , \\'hen I in turn 
ra me upon th is  e l eYa t i i m  I h aJ so good a 
rie11· of t he .field that 1 clrc1r in iny pony 
and dec ided to rema in ,,·h er<" I '"as. 
T here 11·a� no longer any quest ion o f  my 
courage, for I had been undt:r ti re. But. 
ll aY.ing prm·ed mvsel f. there 11·a� nu fur
th er neuse for a k i ng\ J;.il'nt to take 
need l ess ri,;ks ; much better remain where 
1 wa,;, i n  a posi t ion 11·hich.  · th ough not 
l'n t i n: l 1· lll iL' .\ jlnsed . was a p a rt from the 
ground in \Yh i c h  t he hand-to-ham! light
ing 1ras l i k t:h· to take p lace . 

Rainemont's camp 11·as n o t  more than 
th ree hundrerl  paces beyo n d  t h e po i nt at 
ll'b ich my puny stood. The castle 1ras 
about t h e  'anw d i st ance beh i n d  me .  I 
�aw t h e  l a nces r i de out in l i ne from 
a mong t h L' tents.  On t h e i r  lbnks 11·ere 
archers a n d  harguel m,; i ers.  I t rembled 
to see h o w �mall our  011' 1 1  force wa� i n  
com pariso n .  

O ff  to t h e  r ight.  separaterl by a sh o rt 
gap from Rai nemont's t en t s. was the 
camp · of t h e  s,·JI,'Uliaf. 11· i t h  sentinel;; 
posted. The forces there were prepar ing,._ 
for hattie. a nd I j udged that th e st'11 < '
xclta1. t hough hqlcling neutra l .  was mak-
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ing ready for any emergency. I fancied 
that I could distinguish him, sitting on a 
huge black war-horse. The pain of his  
wound must haYe passed. 

Our footmen were running fast in their 
Banking semicircle. Among them were 
the p lunging horses of t he harquebusiers. 
They were as yet making no offense 
against the enemy, but were withholding 
their fire until  they should reach the de
sired position. Rainemont's men did not 
attempt to head them off. I ndeed, they 
could not do so without p lunging through 
t he s<'ll <'sc!zal's camp. 

In a battle fought between large armies 
the detaching of the archers from the 
main body would be weak strategy. But 
h ere. Rainemont, although h is force was 
so much greater than ours, could not 
charge against our archers, at  his right, 
w ithout exposing h imsel f to the danger 
of being taken in the rear by our rider�. 
It remained .for him, therefore, either to 
retire among his tents-a fut ile proceed
ing-or throw h imself against our mount
eel force-which was what J ehan desired. 

How promptly  my youth had adopted 
the strategy Lest suited to his situation ! 
H ow decisively h e  had executed it l But 
i t  troubled me to note the length of 
R ainemont's line. 

And now Ra iuemont's riders lowered 
their lances. An order \\·as shouted and 
the l ine moved toward us, walking, then 
cantering, then breaking into a pounding 
gallop. Every rider's h ead was low, and 
every lance d irected firmly toward us. 
It seemed that noth ing wou l d  resist that 
charge. 

But J ehan had only waited for the 
move. H e  shouted to his  owH men. An
other instant ancl they, too, were i n  po
sition, and thundering toward the enemy. 

Our advance, howe\·er, was not again't 
Rainemont's center. An attack there 
would have permitted both ends of our 
l ine to he enveloped. Instead, the youth 
directed our course against the right. The 
effect of this was that the enemy's left 
urged its  horses forward more rapidly, to 
be ready to  sweep around us o. t the first 
shock. 

;\-l eantime. just before Rainemont's  
men began to  charge, our foot-solLliers got 
to their position, and, halting, opened 
fire. They ignored the enemy' s archers 
and devoted themselYCs to the mountecl 

l ine, ·w hich they coul d  sweep at an angle 
so wide that every shot that \Vas not too 
h igh or too low must hit  something. 

The bolts and arro\rs fiew l ike hail ; 
the harquebuses roared at steady inter
vals. H orses began t o  stumble and fall  
in Rai nemont's  l ine. Our archers. under 
i nstruct ion�, were aiming at the horses, 
and thu� trying to h inder the charge. The 
shooting was effective, but it  was partly 

· offset by our own losses. The enemy's 
archers on the left shot at our archers, 
many of whom fell,  w h i le those on their 
r ight brought to earth several of  our 
mounted men. 

Not more than a hundred p aces now 
separated the charging l i nes. Our men 
rode compactly. The enemy, however, 
while presenting a regular front on the 
right, was straggl ing fonnnd une\'enly 
u:1 the left. 

Suddcnlv J ehan shouted an order. Our 
l ine S\rcrv�d· tO\Yard the disorganized left 
of the enemy, and every r ider urged h is 
h orse to greater speed. Before the oppo
sing right conlcl re form , our men were 
on them. 

The cra�h \ras terr ifyi 1 1 g. :!\Ianv riders 
went do\\·n, �ome to l ie  sti l l  "on the 
ground, others to rise and continue the 
fight afoot with their swords, or in some. 
instances to remount. Those who had 
kept their scab, but shattered their lances, 
drew S\rorcb. or took up battle-axes from 
their saddle-bo\rs, and bent themselves 
to slaughter. 

The scene of the shock was a plunging, 
\\ h ir ling nw,;s of  men ami horses, bright 
\rith metal that gleamed in  the morning 
sun. S\\·ord � and a xes rose and descend
ed ; the sound of clashing weapons was 
shrill in the air, and ever there was the 
rumble and thudding of hooh. H orses, 
11· i th lost r iders, emerged from the cro\rd 
and gal loped about, \rhinnying wildly. 

Raincmont's right was wheeling into 
the melee. The added numbers would 
doubtless turn the issue. But while I \raited. breathless. a dozen of our men. 
their lances still unshattered, rode out of 
the fighting mass. They had broken 
through the l ine. Quickly they wheeled 
and charged hack, at the rear of Raine· 
mont's approaching right.  

One man only left the l ittle group, 
and. turning his horse, rode straight for 
Rainemont's camp, It  needed no second 
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gl ance t.J ,;how me that th is rider was 
J ehan. N or wa� a second th ought neces
sary to discqver h i s purpo,;e. He was 
spurring toward the Lady C lothil de, and 
the way was open be fore h i m .  But, even 
as 1 looked, a mau detached h imself from 
the enemy's ranks and started in pursuit .  

At this momt·nt L i'e l t my pony fall ing 
beneath me. A s tray bal l had struck 
him. As he sl i J down 011 h is side. 1 
s lipped my feet from t he sti rrups and got 
nimbi v out of the wa v. 

Wl;i l e  l stood, u Hc�rtain where to turn, 
a riderless ch arger gal loped near. I ap
proached h im, ca l l i ng and beckoning. and 
to my sat isfact ioH, he stood1qu iet and let 
me mount. One o f  Ra inemont ',;  horses, 
he was. 

Pul l i ng the huge anima l ' s  head around, 
I looked to see how it fared ,,· i t h f eh an.  
He h ad stopped. and \Yas ,,·hee l i ;lg his  
horse . H is p u rsuer had abo stopped ; 
and I saw that i t  ,,·as ·· RainemnHt h imse l f  
-cool. alert , doubtless taunt ing J ehan.  

l\1y h orse, a s  I h£\\'e mentioned. 1vas a 
horse of war. H e  scented batt le afar off ; 
and part of h i s  tra in ing \l"<ts. 11·hell h e  had 
a rider on his back. to ru�h ever toward 
dan ger-a foo l bh traini ng for either man 
or beast. 

\V ithout wai t ing to know my 1ri�hes, 
h e suddenl y  dropped his h ead and gal
loped stra igh t for the melee. l could not 
stop h im, )Jut l did the next best thing 
by p u l l ing at o n e  re i n with both h and,;. 
This Glllsed h i m  to '" erw t o  the righ t, 
and he carried me w el l around the edge 
of the figh ting m ass. :\ h· arms soon 
ach ed and the rein � l i pped between my 
fingers. hut the 1'1 g h t i ng 11·as l lO \V beh ind 
om hacb, and th is  inte l l i gent beast did 
not concern h imse l f  11· i t h  what he could 
not see. I ndeed, he permitted me to 
bri ng h i m dow n to a gentle canter. 

l\J y involunt:t r�· c h a rg.: had brought 
me cl,lse to T el tan a n d  R a in,·1no 1 t t .  Thcv 
h ad t a ken �t;tion�.  ra,· ing each other frm1l 
a l i t tle d istance. and, with lmHrecl l an 
ces, were prepared to ch Jrge . J eh an saw 
me, aru l  shouted something 1vh ich I could 
not make out, becau se o f  the h o l l o wriess 
of h i s  ,·nice w i t h i n  hi .; closed h e lmet. 

For t h at matter, al l th rou gh the battle, 
I had 1vonderell how th e sh outing ·orders 
were ttnderstood. To m e  all  the sounds 
were al ike. But l have since been told 
that t·he soldier's ear is  tra i !l ('d t < l  d i,; t i n -

gu ish inflections which the civilian would 
not recogn ize. They say that it is t hus 
al so on the sea, where cries that apparent
ly mean noth ing, tell the mariners accu
rately ·what to do in control l ing th e sh ip,; . 

B u t  even ,,·h i le  I was puzzl ing, J eh an 
and l:Zainemont charged at each other. 
H eads low, shields before them, l ances 
proj ecting rigidly, they came together 
11· i t h  such force that l d id not see how 
either cou ld survive. 

Both l ances splintered. Both horses 
\\'ere thrown back on their  h aunches. 
But the riders kept their seats. I ,ike 
tlashes of 1 ightning, their swords l eaped 
from their scabbards, and the clangor
ous blo1Ys began to rain upon the inter
posed ·shields. 

Clash ! C lash ! Clash ! Their bodies 
,,,·ayecl as they put their fu l l  force i nto 
th ei r blo\1·s. With th eir knees th ey h el d  
t h eir frett i ng horses to t h e  staml. 

C l ash ! C l ash ! J eh an swavcd as 
1-l. a i nemont 's w eapon 

'
came down. unpar

ried upon his h e l met.  But, in return , 
my youth s\YCpt in a side stroke on 
Raincmont's shoulder. The s\nml o f  
Tarroloys plpyed l ike a living thing-a 
th ing of fire.  No. I did not fear for 
.1 ehan. I f  his hor;;e kept footing, i f  h is 
11·capon did not breJk, he would win. 
But such a fight few fi·elus h ave seen . 

C lash ! J eh an's horse stumbled am! 
fel l  to his . knees. R a inemont , like an 
u nknigh t l y  CO\Yard, had struck t h e  an i
m al's h eadpiece. i\ pull o n the reim, 
hO\\·ever . and he was again on all four 
feet. The 1ighters were so close at this  
instant that J eh an's sh ielu pressed aga i nst 
R ainemont's ,;word-ann. 

" N 0 11· i s  your t ime . l ad-now, wn i le 
vour sh ie l d hampers him : " 1 a l most 
�houtetl the ll'nrd,;. " Drag him from 
h is saddle ! J-1 url him to t he ground ! " 

But no .: Rai nemnnt backs away, and 
t i ll '  S\Ynrd-play is rene11·ecl. 

Sudde n l y  t he meaning of _T eh an's shout 
t 'ame to 111 �. " Th e  Laclv C loth i l de ! "  
\Vhile h e  fou ght Rainemn1;t, I must fi nd 
lwr. 

l stole :1  glance onr m y  shou lder at 
the m e lee . B e  sure thal I did not per
mit my horse to turn h i ,;  head. I f  {. 
had. he \Hm l<l h a,·e borne me bark w i th 
a rush into the thick o f  it.  But I looked. 
as I h:t1-e said. and saw t h a t  th e strug
gle'  ,,· a s  st i l l  going on. Our men \\'ere 
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but a handful now, and battling against 
great odds. But their courage had not 
diminished. Their swords and axes stil l 
kept busy a number greater than their 
own. 

I turned back to the combat before 
me. J ehan was forcing the fight. Step 
by step, Rainemont's horse was back ing. 

No ; it was a ruse. Suddenly the 
count returned to the offensive, and 
struck so suddenly that J chan hardly 
parr ied the blow. C lash ! C lash ! Clash ! 
Ne ither seemed to tire. 

" The l ady ! " J ehan' s muffled words 
seemed to r ing i n  my ears. H ow could 
I know what guard had been placed over 

her in the camp ? Ten armed men might 
bar the wav to her. And vet. \\· a s  she 
not t h ere, 

. 
a prisoner, bec�use of my 

folly ? 
Before I knew i t ,  my fears for mysel f 

vanished. f chan and Rainemont were 
sti l l  on even. terms. 1 gave them a last 
look, then 'spurr-ed my charger to the 
camp . 

Tn among th e tents I rode, call ing 
wi ldlv. " Laclv ! Ladv ! " A man-at 
arms · trie<l to .stop me

·
. hut l rode h i m  

clown and l eft h im 1nithing. Hither 

and th ither I turned, stil l  crying, " Lady ! 
Lady ! "  

\Vas i t a 11· oman's voice that answered 
from among the tents at the right ? l 
could not t e l l : but 1 swept around i n  
that direction. There stood a tent with 
a single sentinel befor-e it .  He stepped 
forward, threatening me w ith h is pike . 

" From the count ! "  I sh outed. H e  
recognized the accouterments o f  tbe 
horse and lmYerecl h i ,;  weapon, and I 
rode over h im. \Vas the act treacherous ? 
Remember tb at I had neither lance nor 
sword. 

Jump ing from my horse, pul led 
aside the tent-flap. There stood the lady. 
Her eves wen� clear, and, though anx
i ous, th ey sho1Yed me a sp irit that re
tained its own control . Her hair was 
disordered, hut she appeared to be un
h an11ed. 

" Quick � " I exclaimed. beckoning. 
For answer, she raised lwr hancb. 

They were bound together. 
I cursed Rainemont aloud as I ran 

out and seized the unconscious sen
tinel's pike. Witb its sharp edge her 
bonds were quickly cut .  

:Men were running toward us as [ led 
her from the tent. There was no time 
to lose. I he lped her to the saddle, and 
dambcrecl up behind her. 

" \Vhere ? " she asked. 
An arrow sped past my ear. 
" To the Sl'!tcsc/wl. · ·  1 rep l ied . send-

ing the h orse forward . 
" And J eh an ? "  Her vo ice was eager. 
" B e is fi ghting nob ly ."  
Another arrow grazed m y  shoulder. 

But \l'l' IH·re clm<e to t he sen eschal's line. 
1 ga l loped hy the ,;entinel  who stood to 
oppose our progress, and reined in a mo
ment later before the sencuhal h imself, 
where he sat his horse. with his men be
h ind him. 01·er the horse 's crupper l 
slid to the ground, and, running for .. 
warcL held the animal bv the bridle. 

T h ere was a murmur i ;1 the sotesclial '.r 

ranb . H e  h i 1m;e l f  sat calmlv and wait-
eel. I spoke : · 

" This is your l iege lady, Clothilde of 
'.Iescun and Cornay. w h o  has escaped 
from i mpr isonment in the camp of the 
Count de Rainemont ." 

The words ,;otmcl forma l as I recall 
t h em, but 1 could t hink of nothing else. 

The scn ,·sc!tal looked long at the lady 
with his one eye. She met his look with 
that st rong, t rue gaze of hers . Her 
bearing hel d a quccn's authority .  

His face. usua l l y  so ine.\prcssivc, be
trayed, first doubt, then a slow admira
t ion, and at l ast a dawning conviction. 
He breathed a deep breath, then said : 

" Laclv, I have doubted. Your brother 
wa,; mv lord . and h is cause 1v a s  mv 
cause . . But no1v I have l ooked into vou.r 
eves, and I know that vou are true·. I 
p-ledge you my fea lty u1�t i l  death . " 

\Vith that l 1e  dre1v his sword and ex
tended the h i l t  toward her. Then, turn
ing to h is fol lowing. he  sh outed i n  his  
gruff, campaigner's -Yoicc : 

" 1\Ien, this is your l iege l ady. Pledge 
vour fcaltv. " 
- Fifty s-words >YCre drawn ;lllcl hclrl 
forward, and fi fty throats shouted the 
p ledge. With �me look. the Laclv 
C loth i lde had gained a support which 
all  my arguments had failed to win for 
her ! A n d  vet-and vet-I belie'.:ed that 
1 had prep�red for this moment. 

The lady bowed soberly. Quietly she 
gestured toward the p l ain, where th e 
sounds of the battle were still loud. 
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" R escue our companions," she said. 
Another moment, a loud command, 

and the forces of Cornay galloped away 
to battle. 

T h e  l ady and I "·ere alone, but for a 
sma l l  gua�cl. ] turned my eyes to t h e  
p lace where I h a d  l e f t  J ehan and Raine
m ont in combat. T h ey were sti l l  at each 
other with a vigor t h a t  seemed untiring. 

A gasp tol d m e  that the l ady also sa w. 
" M ary, help him 1 " she IYhisperecl. 

" l\'l ary, hdp h i m : " 
·whi l e  \Ye looked . R ainemont drew h b  

s\vorcl back for a supreme e ffort. Bring
ing it over his h ead i n a great sweep. at 
the same t ime he u rged h is horse for
ward. 

T ehan met the hl (l\Y with h i s sh i L·l d . 

H f� own s\1·orcl he held a l mo:it horizon
tal l y at h is ri gh t . 

Rainemon t's 11-capon came down 1vith 
such force t hat .  although hi� shield 
caught i t  fai r l y .  ·_Tehan bent under thc 
stroke. O ur youth d id not straighten u p .  
but, hold ing  l1 i s  sh i eld sti l l  abo1-e h i s  
head, h e  p ressed h is horse fon,·anl, pass
ing R ainemont. At t he same t ime he 
swung h is O\Y il \Ycapnn at  the fu l l l ength 
o f  h is arm. 

H is moti on was right ]  y t inwd. J ust :1 s 
h is enemy ag-a i n  struck d o w n  ·uuon the 
shield,  h i� O \�-n sword rushed full

' against 
t he armor protect ing the kwk of Raine
mo nt's neck. So te r r i b l e 11·as the h lo w 
t h at t h e  \\"Capon tlc11· from h i s  1i ngc·rs as 
i t: found i t s  mark. 

Rainemont stiffened i n  h i s  saddle. He 
seemed. for an instant, to rise .in his 
st irrups. Th l'n . I i ke a stone. he fel l  to 
the g round . 

T chan's blow hac! hrokcn his neck.  

C H A P T E R  X I V. 

TH E  s<"tl<".I'Cila!",,· appe:uil n ce n n  t h e  
1icld decided the bat t l e .  H e  came 
:1t a t rmc when our forces were 

a l most (1\Trpownerl . Tn the melee men 
had been tno husv to watch the fi gh t  hc
t \\"C'en T eh:m an.cl Rninemont, l;ut t h e  
news of Rainemont's dea t h  \Yas quickly 
brui ted, and h is men. w h o had been 
h old ing out d esperately, then yielded 
thcmselw· ,; . 

I w i l l not tel l nf t h e  slmorls o f  batt le  

among the foot-soldiers-the archers and 
cross-bow men and harquebusier�
numl>ers of whom were slain on both 
sides. The issue o f  the melee and the 
death of Ra i nemont decided the day for 
them. 

1 may a lso pass o1·er the lady's s tory 
o f  her capture hy R a i nemont's sent i nels, 
of his rude treatment o f  her. and h i� i n
sulting demands. 

Of the g l ad meet ing of J ehan and h i� 
lad y, after the ti ght i ng was owr, you 
may imagine what you p l ease. 

Nor w i l l  I re la te.; the story of our re
turn to the castle. Too ma{JV l i 1·es had 
hcen lost to have that  tr iumph a j oyous 
tr iump h , and we w c.-nt serious l v  over the  
p l a i n .  

· 
B u t  i n  the  davs that  fnl l mn�cl. the  

course·  of l i fe at \t.escun \Y < � rked s l ow l v  
i n to eas ier channels. The bat t le itsel-f 
had, in a sense, served to cl r i 1·e a 11·av the 
c l inging horrnr of the murdcr wi th i ;1 t he 
walls ,  and t ime,  as I kne11·. 11·ould cHace 
al l hut t h e  mcmorv of s�H .lncss. 

Jehan and the. Lady C l o t h i lclc grc11· 
cn�r more tender. \V i t h i n  th e 11·eek 
Father Ambrnsl'. rel easee! frnm R a i m:
mont's camp, had said 11· i t h  g"' " l  grace 
th e 1nmh t h a t  mac ! '· t hem one. I have 
nn·er seen a happ ier young pair. for 1 
have ne\·er seen a young pair 1r ho had 
heen let so dreply into the me:-� n ings o f  
1 i f  c. 

· 
Their  n-cs ITW\. h :n·e hcen a l l  f< � r  e<H·h  

ot her a t  tf1 :1 t  t i m�-- hut t hl· i r  thoughts  did 
nof. neg l cn the i r i'riends. Their rul e o n-r  
l\f escun and C ornay began 1r i th t he same 
gr<1ciou� recogn i t ion u ( a l l  gn<ICl n css t h a t  
h : 1 �  s o  l o n g  made each Ol lL' o f  t heir  \"a>'.<;al.' ; 
feel fa,·ored in the opportun i ty  of :-d ie-
gianc� to them. 

· 

1 d id JWt rema i n long at :\ [ e.;cun .  J >uty 
ca l l �:(] me kwk t o  P:nis and the king.  
B u t  in  t he yea rs that han• since pass�d 
r h an• l l l <lr� t ha n  once re,· isited the 
c: t :;tk. To me I t.•han is st i l l  t h e  :;amc 
nohk a ; H l  fca rle�s l ad I tir�t ktw\\· : the 
l .ad ,- ( " l o t h i klc the �arne true gir l .  with  
a l l her  11·ca l t h  o f  g irl i sh beaut\·. ] t  even 
r lncs not chan ge mv view of t lwm when 
r n:memher tl ;�1 t t h

·
e ,, t W \ Y  have sons old 

enough to be:1 r a rms.· 
B a�ck tu Paris. then . I went, and sa\v 

King Lrm is.  

" "'el. l , "  he sa id , " T  l earn th::Jt 1·uu 
h an: been fome-n t ing warFa re ."  
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" N o, sire, I have been stopping strife. 
M escun and Cornay are at peace." 

" Yes. " he replied dryl y-" at some 
cost." 

" At least," I said boldly, " your ends 
h ave been gai ned . The tithes and levies 
wil l  no longer be delayed, and there w i l l  
b e  no "·ar among t h e  nobl es uf Tou
raine. "  

H l: took from his  hat  a l i tt le  !t:aden 
image of a saint  and gazed at i t  sm il ing ly. 

" Sometimes. ·• he saicl. " a man offers 
advice to H eaven. and then, if H eaven 
chooses to fol low the advice, the man 
puffs out his chest and says, ' See 1'vhat 1 
have made H eaven do. '  Be not vain. 
M aster Foucart ."  

I bowed. He meant simp ly . t h a t  I 
should recei1·c no gre::tt recompense for 
mv service to him. 

· . .  But i t  is not to be B retagne, " I said. 
" You w i l l  not send me there > " 

" N o , "  he ans11-cred slo1d v. " \' ou 
have snuggled

· 
under the wing 

. 
of Provi

d ence-and you have escaped Bretagne." 
No use to tell Louis anything. H e  had 

an agent to IY�Hch every agent, and a 
watcher to spy on the watcher. So I 
retired when he would let  me. 

That same evening, i n  a loneliness 
1vh i c h  my empty lodgings intensified, I 
simgh t out .:\l aster \' i l ion.  H e  sat i n  a 
low ca/Jard. kept by one .:\J other :\ I ercea u, 
whom h e  h ad persuaded to gi1·e him 
credit .  A bott l e  was be fore him.  and he 
was tilting it agaimt his l ips from time 
to time, i n  the intervals of scrat�hing with 
a qui l l  upon a d ingy p iece of parchment .  
H i s  c;.·e l ifted suspicious! y as I entered . 
but when h e  saw 1vh o  it 11·as he beckoned. 

"•\Velcome, master," he called. " Seat 
yourself . . M other .tll erceau w i l l  bring you 
a bot t le of the dregs she calls Burgund v." 

The old hag \Yent to her cel lar .  
" H el p  me out of t h is." IYh isperecl :\ l as-. 

ter Villon as c;oon as she had d isappeared . 
" H ow so ? "  I queril'cl. 
" She is my j ai ler .  J . ast \Yeek 1 came 

here, and she gan· me cn·di t .  N u11· .  she 
st il l gives me cred it, hut she " i l l  not  let 
me l eal't' the p lace t i l l  she i s  paid. 1 t is 
a vile hole." He sn i ffed . " "\ !so. there 
is a gir l  wlw 1nmders 11·hat  has befallen 
11H:' . "  

" There's the door." s a i d  I .  pointing. 
" Let us go togethe r while she is a11·ay: " 

( T h e  

H e  shook h is head. " S he is a queen 
of thieves. A dozen men would each 
stick a k n [ fe in m y  back at her bidding." 

" \\-e I I . "  I said, " I w i l l  pay your score. 
From the loob of the place, it wil l  not be 
l arge. But first you mw;t so!Ye a d iffi
culty for me." 

' · \\'hat 1\·oulcl that b e ? " H is face 
fel l .  

' •  I han· been t roubled o f  late to kn ow 
which is the greater-mind or s11·orcl." 

" A  nice problem. H er e  is Mother 
:\ I e rceau.  Take a Slval l o 11· and propound 
vour thesis ."  
· I pull ed a t  my bottle  and began . 

" So t h a t  11·as the youth I brought you 
at  S imonet's ta1·ern." he interrupted. 

" The same," I answered-" and a 
more splendid youth never 11·as. Lucky 
for him that he escaped you . "  

" Proceed." said :\faster Villon.  
I conti nuecl the storv. A t  the close he 

said : 
" And how far have e1·cnh led vou 

toward a conclu�ion ? " 
I presented mv poi n ts elaborateh. At 

t h e  end of t h e  t� r�t bottle I was a'l l  for 
the supremacy of m ind.  At the last drop 
of t he second, my claim was a l l  for the 
Slvord, and I 1vas tell ing him how I had 
ridden unarmed into a melee.  and how I 
had rescued the l ady from a hostile camp. 

" /\ ncl no1v,"  I concli.Jclcd. ' ' it i,; vour 
part to decide. ' '  · 

The look of sott ish ness van ished from 
his face. He l eaned forward. h is elbows 
on the table, and smiled like a saint. 

" :\l a�ter Foucart : " he exclai med. 
" :\ [ aster Foucart : Do vou not see it ? 
:\I inc! a ncl S 11 ord are b�ot hers. but the 

mother of both i s  Love. Back of e1·erv 
act. there is the heart." 

" Put that i n  a song. " I cried. 
" :\' ot !lOll'. not 1101;. _  I t  i s  no sub j ect 

for drunken e x t emporizing. But \\:hen 
t he mood comes-perhaps-" H e  bpsed 
into s i lence. His l ips formed sil ent 
IHHds. 

I t i ptoed o\'Cr to the 1vatch ful hag and 
handed her a p iece of gold . 

" Lea1·e \Jaster Villon undisturbed." 
I sa id . " un t i l  he speaks to you. Then tell  
him th<Jt I h an� paid his  score. and let  
h i m  go." 

S ilently I \Yent out t n  t h e  street. M y  
h eart was with those two at l\l escun. 

E n  d . )  · 
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noonday; and the sun 
glowed Jicrccly upon 
M emph is and its pal
aces and its temples. The 
hot air  danced and shiv
ered above the parched, 

cracked earth.  O n  the sl uggish bosom 
of the N ile, boats  glided drowsily along, 
so silently, so s l o w ly. that t he water
cattle, luxuriat i ng i.l1 the stream of cool
ness, scarce lifted a ·glance t o  them . 

Like s lender ca n·en st atues the ibis and 
t he crane rested a long the banks. save 
onl y when some da intv m orsel floated 
within reach and rous�d them to mo
mentary desire . 

I n  the great temrile of the mighty 

Dera, the daughter of Arthanc� the 
Greek. N iubedes thought upon her, and 
he saw her bdore him , with her hair uf 
rich gol d, and her eyes that were like the 
b lue lotus-flowers, and her skin that hat! 
the whi

.
tcness of fine · alabaster. The 

ta1r n y  1romcn of his own land grew hate
ful in his eyes, and he longed for Dera 
until the desire to p osse�s her grew from 
a seed to a great tree, with roots that 
struck into his soul and drained it o f  all 
that was good. 

And he stood thne be fore the altar, 
in the gloom and ;; i lence of the temple, 
and sough t in h is lnind for words to 
speak to the ·wife of his broth er when 
she shoul d rome t o  him.  

I'tah, rpaker uf g()(b and men, the pr iest He had SL'Ilt  a writing t o  h er, say i n g  
N iobcdes, son of N ashatu, t h e  king , stood that i f  s h e  would have t h e  wish of her 
before the h igh altar, and gazed upon t he hear t  fu l fi l led . i f sh e would bring i nto 
awful calm of the god Ptah, \Yh i ch was the world a new l i fc. she must pass one 
before h is fathers \rere. and \Yh ich had hour in the Temple of Ptah whi l e  .in the 
looked down t hrough the centuries upon heat o f  noonday the wor ld slept, so that 
generations o f  \Yorshipcrs, upon their the great lord of l i fe might harken to her 
l oves and their sorrows, their sacrifices prayer w hen his ears were not deafened 
and their adoration, with a terrible p iti- • by the cries and entreaties of the many. 
less maj esty of stone. Dcra had sent greetings to her brother 

Somber and swarthy \\':IS the face of ?\' i obcclcs ami l1 arl sa ill that ;;he w nul tl 
N iobcdes, and the my�tery of the priest- pray in the temple that same noon. 
hood hung about him and invested him Thither her slaves carried her at the ap
a s  did his sacred royal robes of purple pointed t ime.  She d id not  feel the h eat 
and snow. H e  h ad lived to the middle n f  noond ay, for she th ought with p leasure 
age. when th e pas,inns arc at their full upon the message of N iohedcs. I f  tl1e 
flood, t hough they nn l onger race as the great god Ptah 11·erc gracious to her and 
w i l d tide c1f youth. granted h e r  wish,  wh at j ov i t would 

The full,  red l ips and clark, deep eyes, bring to her and to ht�r l ; ":ed h usband 
w herein dreams flit ted as sh adows across Rhadames ! How sweet it woul d lw 
the water. betrayed the passion that raged w hen that l it t le  form she h a d  so often 
w i th in him ; and as. unmasked. he �tood pictured in imagination. should he 
face to face with th e god, t hey cried ucst l i ng i n  her a rms, an d its mouth 
aloud of h is desire, and o f  his  unholy love should sm i l e  upon her smile, and give 
for Dera , for the wife of l1 is 11rother caress for caress, earh one worth li fe i t-
Rhadames. the prince . sel f ! 

In all  Egypt there was no woman like EYcn the �l ave 1romen 
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with these nes t l ing I ons, yet the gods had 
denied her the s\veet rapture of mother
hood. Now she ,,·ould be a ided b v  rhe 
prayers of the holy priest, N iobede�. for 
whom Ptah h ad ahrays an open ear. 
Hope shining i n  her, made her beauty 
radian t .  

Down t h e  grea t  an�nue. ". here colossal 
sphinxes in lofty gra ndeur kept guard on 
either side. they bore her. and up the 
w i de, sh al lcl\Y steps. unt i l  the massive 
doors of the t em p l e  .were open before 
her, and she passed alone into the gloom 
and chi l l  w i t h in.  D a zed "· i th  the sud
den transit ion from blazi ng l i ght  and 
heat to comparative darknes>'. she stood 
motionl es,.; . A strong hand grasped hers 
and led her fonvard, and she heard the 
voice of N iobedes. 

I I . 
" PT.\ I L  maker o f  gods and men, wil l  

l isten to t h y  prayer," •he  said. " For 
the sake of N iobedes h i s  priest, h e  w i l l  
l isten. '\Iany there a r e  w h o  p r a y  to h i m ,  
yet a r c  tlll' ir  prayers i n  vain i f  they b e  
n o t  l i fted u n t o  footstool upon the heart 
of one \vh o m  h e  loves ! " 

" Oh, ' K iobedes, well  do I know t h a t  
P t a h  loveth thee as  his  greatest and 
holiest son !  Let me then bow before 
h is a l ta r  and humble m yself at h is feet, 
and pray t hat my heart 's desire be 
granted ! "  

The priest held the girl \ s lender hand 
fi rm ly, and h i ,; dark eyes burned upon 
her l o,·el inb,.;. 

" Ptah has spoke n unto hi,; servant, 
N iobcdes. saying t h a t  R hadame,.; is hate
ful i n  his  sight. \Vherefore the gods 
have denied thee c h i ldren ! "  

" Rhadames is  a r ighteom man. He 
boweth before Pta h .  H e  is  great and 
val iant before all i n  the land of E gypt .  
H e  is t h y  brother," \r hi,.;pered D era . 

" · I cr ied unto P tah, and said, ' 0 
Ptah ! Rhadames is mv brother. The 
same l i fe is i n  us.  The same breasts 
,;ucklcd us. \\' e \\·ere together when 
t h e  heart is as an umnitten hook, and I 
h ave known h im ! '  But Ptah answered 
m e : ' The hearts of men are known only 
to the gods. '\fen look upon the green 
walers of the N ile ,  vet see not the terrors 
in its depths. B�1t the hearts of men, 
and the deepest waters of the Nile,  are 
pierced hy the eyes of the gods. Say 

1 0  c 

unto Dera that P t a h  fw\\·neth upon 
Rhadames, a mi that she a l one can atone 
unto me fnr his  sin ! ' ' '  

Throu g h  the outer temple N iobccles 
led the \\·oman, a tj d  they passed along 
a low nml ted passage and came to the 
inner temple , "·here onl y t h e  h i gh prj..e,;t 
may enter, and which is fu l l of the  sa
ned mysteries of the gods. 

H cwn out o f  the rock was the inner 
t emple, and h c 1rn out of its \\·a l l  was the 
mighty fi gure of the god P tah enthroned 
before the door. N o  l i gh t  wa� there ex
cept the sacred l amps, nor any openii' g 
save the low stone door w h ich gave en-

�trance to the priest. N ever before h a d  
a n y  but the h i gh priest s e t  foot on t h is 
!iacred ground. Dera trembled and grew 
"·eak with fear as she blmecl before Ptah. 

" H O\v sh al l  I m ake atonement ? "  she 
\rh ispercd, a nd her voice shook and d ied 
away p i teously into silence. 

Then from the silver bowl upon t h e  
white a l t a r  there issued forth a v e i l  of 
\rh i t e  vapor, and a pungent and bitter 
perfum e-an d  t h e  sound of distant thun
der edwecl through the chamber. And 
N i ohcdcs murmured that the god Ptah 
!ipoke, and that the vapor was the breath 
of his nostrils. 

Dera co\verecl to the ground, and her 
heart was faint within her. Scarcelv 
dared she breathe,  hut her l ips formed 
the words : " \Vhat saith Ptah , maker of 
gods and men ? "  

K iohecles looked upon her for a space, 
l mt he could not answer. Then he 
turned a\ny and bowed down until  his 
forehead touched the ground, and he 
cried out i n  a voice of deep sorrow ancl 
fear : 

" Spare me, 0 P tah ! Lay any other 
command upon th y serv �m t  save that,  
l est  my r a me b e  shado\recl ! Spare m e, 
0 Ptah ! "  

Louder and louder rolled the thunder, 
and a flash o f  l ightning forked itself 
across the dusky image of the god. and 
the vapor rolled dew;e and black from 
the s i lver bowl. 

Dera trembled and fel l upon the 
ground. 

" Speak not again unto thy servant in 
anger, 0 Ptah ! " groaned the priest.  
" Thv command shall be o!Jcved. 'Vhat 
is my brother to m e, (l m al�er of gods 
and men, wl1en tl10u turnest tl1y face 
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from him : l see him no longer, for he 
stands in darkness. hut thou art ever be
fore l I will obey thee : " 

I I I .  

lh: rose. and stooping. l i fted Dera to 
her feet. 

" Ptah hath spoken in anger," he said 
in hushed toues. " Never before hath he 
spoken thus to his ,;ervant N iobedes, and 
I dare not disobey him ! " 

" What saith he ? l heard his  voice, 
but my ears told me noth ing. for fear 
made mv heart almost die ! " Dera 
clung to 

.
the priest',; hands in her terror. 

Slowly he drew her toward him, pant 
ing as he felt her in his arms, for his 
heart beat under the spur of his thought. 

" Thus saith Ptah unto his servant : 
' Tel l  Dera that upon Rhadames I look 
wi th anger, but upon N iobedes, my 
priest, I smi le. and upon a l l  whom he 
loveth .  She  whom he taketh to- his arms 
shall be favored by Ptah, and her prayers 
wi l l  I answer ! ' " 

The gir l  looked into h is dark face and 
trembled, for h is eyes had a l ook i n  them 
that affrighted her. She tried to draw 
hersel f  away from him,  hut she could not. 

" Thus saith Ptah : ' Let D era. tlw 
wife of Rhadames. l ea \·c her husband. '  " 

Dera tore hersel f from h is grasp and 
faced him. Her eyes \Yere al ight with 
rage. 

" Rhadames is here. Ptah is far 1 \I Y 
husband is more to me than the maker o.f 
gods and men ! " 

N iobedes looked \Yith amazement upon 
the \\·oman \Yho defiL"rl the great Ptah 
even before his own a l t ar. H e  marveled 
at her, but dc�ired her the more. 

" Ptah knoweth thy heart ancl hati1 
pity upon thee," he saicl. " He \\· i l l  
make thee wise. so that thou shalt  obey 
h im.  Behold ! " 

H e  showed her upon the a l tar a si 1 -
Yer bowl .  ful l of  \Yater to the brim. He 
hade her look upon it. 

Then, as she looked into the \Yater. 
she saw, as a pass i ng scene reflected in a 
mirror, a room, and she kne\\. it for her 
own sleeping chamber. t: ]JOn the couch 
lav a woman. It \\·as hersel f. She saw 
her own face, the e\'es closed in slum
her, and the breast i1eaYing gently w ith 
the r i,;e and fal l  o f  breath. as  the ripples 
of the N ile. 

From the shadmYs crept a man, who 
moved toward the sleeping woman with 
stealthy steps, and in his hand was a 
dagger. Then the dagger was uplifted 
and driven clO\nl, and the woman sprang 
ha!f-IYay up and then fell  back dead ! 

The murderer turned his face to the  
light, and Dna sa\Y that i t  was  the  face 
of Rhadam es, her husband. 

The p icture faded from the \Yater. and 
\Yh ite, l ike a statue of fair marble, stood 
Den1, gazing upon N iobedes \Yith wide 
open eyes of horror and pain. 

" Thou l1ast sL"en thv fate," said N io
bedes. " But humbl� thvsel f before 
Ptah, and obey h im, and he �Y i l l  sa\·e thee 
from H.haciames ! E lse wi l t  thou die at 
h is  hand : "  

" H e  loves me ! " was all  that Dera 
answered, and her breath fluttered be
t \\·een her parted l ips l ike the wings of 
a hutterflv. 

" Thou-
shalt obey Ptall . Thou shalt 

leaYe Rhadames," said the pr iest . " Oh.  
Dera ! I wi l l  take thee ! l wi l l  love 
thee ! Death is not for such as thee ! " 

" Death is for me, as it is for all ,  save 
only the gods. If Rhadames 1\·ould take 
m y l i fe, he Is my !oro and my l ow
it is his ! " 

The hot blood purpl ed uncler the 
priest's swarthy skin, and his  strong 
shoulders bowed fonYard as though they 
would force his arms to c lutch her and 
hold her prisoner foren?r. 

" Look yet again : "  he cried. " The · 
futur-e doth uot atfright thee. Look 
upon the presen t : " 

Once more she peered into the crystal 
\Yater, and therein sa w a man who held 
a \\·oman w i th in  his  dose embrace. and 
ki ssed her passionately. And she saw 
that the man \Yas Rhadames. and her 
l1 eart took courage. for she knew that 
al l h is  lo\·e \\·as her own. 

Then the man put the woman away 
from him so that l1e m ight gaze into her 
eves. and Dera saw that i t  w a s  a stran-
ger. 

Low and sor.ro\Y a l ike ebbed from her 
hrea�t. and it seemed to her that already 
she 1n1s far from the l iving, throbbing 
world. N iobedes spoke, and his words 
sounded as from a d istance, and thev 
told her the piteous tale of a woman o

.
f 

l ong ago. 
" Ptah h as sho\Yn thee the future and 
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the present," said N i obedes slo ll' ly . 
" He hath giYen thee thy choice between 
l ife and death ! Thy lo,·e i s  in the arms 
of another woman. 'Vilt  thou obey the 
command of Ptah ? " 

But Dera ne ith er looked at h i m  nor 
S]Joke. H er eyes were fixed upon the 
rigid , crud face of the god, and h er pal e 
l ips moaned s l ightly. Then she drew a 
dagger from her girdle,  a nd \Y i t h  both 
hands d ro,·c i t  heneath her left breast, 
and fel l  upon the lloor. 

·w ith a low, h oarse cry of grief and 
rage. N iobecles tiun g  h imse l f  down be
side her and p lucked the dagger out.  A 
great spurt of blood followed in its wake 
and eb bed in lesser t h robs, unti l , w it h  
o n e  sigh. s h e  died a n d  w a s  l ost to h im .  

Then the madness o f  fear seized upon 
h im, lest any one should learn o f  this 
thing, for he knew that his office \Yould 
not safeguard h i m  from h i s  brother. 

I V. 
A ::\ O l � E  rumbled through t he cham

ber, and h e  looked up i n  deadly fri ght . 
He t h ou gh t  that Ptah frowned upon h i m . 
It seemed to h i m t h a t  the mighty form 
of the god \Yas heilding fonYard, and 
th reaten in ;� to fal l  upon him and crush 
h i m .  H e  spraug a11·ay from the corpse of 
D cra, every pulse i n  h i s body qu ivering . 

But t h e  bodv must he h idclcn : He 
looked ahout i l i m  for a h idi n g-place . 
N one could he find. There was a I i ttle 
,;pace beh ind the god. w here i t  h ad fallen 
fon1�ard. That must be Dera's tomb. 

H e d ragged the corpse from before the 
a ltar and t hrust it i n  the n iche, forcin g 
it in to the narrow space. As h e  did so 
the tmrering figure of the god swayed 
for a mom�:nt. and then \Yi t h  a mighty 
crash fel l  fon,·ard upon t he groun d . 

A "�e - ,;tricken and weak, N i ohedes 
bowed h i s  h ead and thanked Ptah that 
h e  h ac! not punished him as h e desen·cd, 
and crushed him to death in the fal l .  

" E\'en though I desen·ed t he death,  

( )  Ptah ! " h e  cried-" for I have w;ecl 
t he sacred rites of the priesthood fot 
my 0\Y n  gross purpose. The mysteries 
that were taught unto me; that thy n ame 
m ight be exa l ted, have I used for mine 
0\Yll ends. Father of al l ,  thou seest that 
l am p un ished , for sh e fur wh om I 
sinned h as gone from me forever . 0 
Ptah. 1 thank thee that  thou hast not 
cal led me to j udgment with my \Yickect
ness fresh upon me ! 0 Ptah , I th ank 
thee for thy great mercy unto thy serv
ant. N iobedes ! " 

He rose from h i s  knee�. Since the god 
bad fal l en , there was no p l ace to hide 
Dera, and he sa\Y that he must leave her, 
and content h imse l f  w ith securing the 
door on the outside . 

None e\·er came there sane the h igh 
priest, an d t h e  evidence of h i s  crime 
m i g h t  l ay U t H.l iscovercd for long year�, 
unti l  he, t oo, should � come to die, and 
his office should pass to another. 

One look he gave to th e dead woman's 
beautiful face, and then turned t o  the 
d9or. For the .ti rst t ime

· 
he knew th at 

l t e  could not open i t .  Fear h ad blinded 
him,  and he had not seen . 

N ot ten men, nor fi fty, with ropes and 
blocks, could have mO\·ed the god where 
it had fallen aga i nst the door of stone. 

From the outsi de 110 h elp could come, 
nor \\·as there p o�sihlc entrance sa\·e bv 
t h is· one door. 

· 

A nd ,,·hen the a\1· fu l knO\dedge came 
to N i obedes, he cried a l oud . h e  howled 
l ike a jacka l , and h e  hit h i s  tlesh. 

Th en he grasped at the h u ge bulk of 
the god, and dragged at the cold stone 
until  his h ands were b l eeding. He cou ld 
not 1110\'e i t .  And the great head frowned 
upon h im . H is heart seemed to turn to 
\rater. and h i s  st ren gth left  h im. . . . 

The days p assed in horror and silence, 
from da\vn t o  blazi ng noon, and from 
noon to nigh t, unt i l  N iobedcs, the priest, 
lav dead w ith his dead l ove in the sealed 
te;npl e of the great god Ptah . 

DAYS. 

E A C H  day to do a little deed for I O\·e, 
Each day to help some \Yeary one along, 

Each day to smile a l ittle ch eery smi l e-
Such days make l i fe one S\Yeet, unbrokeiJ song. 

Tf',ll!ace A rth ur. 
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B Y  E L L I O T  B A L E S T I E R . 

A S H O R T  S T O R Y .  

the bridge � " 
" Forward. "  
" Something o n t h e 

port how, s1r .  Can't  
make i t  ou t . . , 

" Keep your eye on it 
and report j u�t as soon a� you do ! " 

" Aye, aye, sir ! " 
A slender, c.Jark-haired girl had mount

ed the bridge, unobservec.J. She followed 
the ter�e dialogue with c\·ident interest. 

" Oh, captain, what c.Jo you suppose it 
is ? " she asked eagerly. " Do you thin,k 
we shall have an adventure at last ? " 

Captain Eric Neilsen, sailing-master 
of the twenty-five hundred ton steam
yacht Thora, four days out of New York 
for the 1\lediterranean, turned with a 
sl ight start at the sound of the voice at 
his elbow. H is tanned face flushed 
slightly as he answered, laughing : 

" I'm afraid not, i\l iss Nora. It 's  
probably only a bit  o f  drift . Steam and 
the wireless have relegated the romance 
of the sea to the pages of fiction." 

" Oh, p lease don't say that," prote,.;tcd 
the girl pleadingly, as she leaned against 
the rail and looked up at the fair-haired, 
young giant, an expression of amusement 
and admiration in her gray eyes. 

" To look at vou," she added banter
ingly, " one might imagine that a viking 
had come to l ife. Perhaps you art ' the 
reincarnation of one of vour Se\·eral t imes 
removed grea t-grand fathers ."  

Captain Neilsen l aughed. " I hope 
not,"  he rep l ied. " From all I ha,·e 
learned of them, I gather that my ances
tors were most incorrigible p irates. S t i l l ,  
perhaps i f  I were--'" 

H e  paused, a curious e:\pres,ion in h i s  
clear blue eyes, and t h e  girl. \dth height
ened color and drooping lashes, turned 
suddenl y  a,,·ay. a\·oiding his level gaze. 

" I t  might have its advantages," con
cluded Captain Neilsen. 

Until he had met Nora Cal lahan there 
had been no romance in Eric N eilsen':; 
l ife. From childhood the sea had claimed 
him, and to it he had given his allegiance. 

H is grandfather, even in his youth a 
famous scientist, had come to America 
from Christiania with his young w ife 
many years before, and built up a sub
stantial fortune, which his  son. E ric\ 
father, had more than doubled by marry
ing a w-ealthy wife, and then quadrupled 
by business acumen. 

B oth of them had been men of medium 
stature and sedentary t1abits, but Eric had 
thrown Lack to the h ardy earlier ances
tors, who .in great banked gal leys roved 
the seas, the �courgc and plague of the 
coast towns of Europe, and the heroes of 
� ga-man and scald. 

For ,,· ic nce, except the 'cience of nav
igati01l, Er ic cared nothing. Business he 
hated ; and to remain years on end in one 
p lace would have driven him mad. \Vhen, 
therefore, he had returned six months be
fore, 'ummoned by an urgent cable from 
a hal f-completed trip around the worlcl, 
to find his father dying, a bankrupt, and 
his fortune irretrievably gone, he had 
turned to the sea for a l i\'(:l ihood, as nat
urally as he had turned to it for pleasure. 

His one possession, the yacht Thora, he 
sold to pay the last of his father's debts. 
The purchaser, the Honorable  J ames F. 
Callah an, one of the trade kings of Amer
ica and a Senator from a micld le \Vest ern 
State, offered him the billet nf  sai l ing
master, and Eric N ci lscn accepted it with 
joy. 

Thus it was that. on th is  glorious clay 
in early spring, he was on the bridge of 
the Thora as paid ma�ter of the yacht 
that  f o r  two years _he had �ailed as owner, 



ACROSS A TH 0 u SA ;\I D .· Y EAlZS. 341 

and engaged, unconscious! v on his part, 
in the pleasing but dangerous occupat ion 
of be ing tlirted 1Yit h  by h is cmp Ioyer's 
daughter. 

" l'm a fraid I lrtml d h a1·e to go back 
somt! hundreds o f  year;; , ' '  he continued, 
as the �ilence caused by his l ast somt!what 
enigmatical  remark be�ame embarrassing. 
" The past four or five generat ions of us 
h ave been verv orclinarv matter-o f- fact 
lmsi ne�s and p

-
rofessionaf men . "  

" U ut, hdorc t hat," insisted ::\ ora. 
" \'ou sa id �-oursel f  that they 11-crc p i
rate� . " 

N e i lsen smi led rat her grim ly. " O f 
course, most of it is l egend , " he said, 
" but they 11·ere not exactl y  p i rates, in the 
mollern sense. They were 1· i k i ng,:, and 
accord ing to the standard of thost! times, 
men of h o nor-at least,  to their  friends. 
,\bout one of t hem, ] arl Raud-not the 
one King O laf slew. but another Kaud ; 
t h e  Red, or the Red E.a r l .  he 11 as c a l kd
there is a l egend that he IY i l l  rdurn some 
day w i t h a· 1·a�t treasure. "  

Xora clapped h e r  hands. " Oh, ]OI·e
l y, ' '  she cried. " Tell  me a l l  about i t ,  
quick." 

Neilsen m1i led at her  C t lt lnhiasm. 
" T here i sn ' t  much to i t ," h e  rep l i ed 
rather hesitat ingly. He wou ld not h aYe 
adm itted i t ,  but there 11·as something al
most sacred to h im in the legends of his 
famil v. " I t  �eenb that i n the eJ c,·enth 
century he sailed a1Yay, commanding a 
�h ip in one of Thorfin Kar lscfne's reck
l ess expedi t i on,.; to \Y inel and. ,,· h ic h  i s  
supposed to h e  America. 

" Al l  returned a fter manv mont h�. e .x
cept J arl Raud, who never

-
returned: I t  

11·as gi1·e11 out that his ship '"as separated 
from the others in a storm the fourth day 
out. Later. it IYa::> IYh i spned that Thortin,  
j ea l ous of J arl's i ntluence, h ad set upon 
h i m, kil led all h is men and the sl aHs at 
the oars, and set him adr i ft i n  h is oll"n 
galley. 1 t IY :lS sa id further that. a� h is 
compan i ons sailed a,,·ay, l c:w i n g J ar! 
drifting hel p less and alone. he  h ad stood 
at the bo,,- o f  h is ga l ley and s\1·ore by 
Thor and a l l  the gods that some day he 
11·ould return with a· greater treasure t h an 
Thorfin eyer saw. 

" As h e  was a man who was known 
never to break his word, it  came to be be
liewd that he would retum. •But neither 
his 1Yi fe nor son nor any one else ever 

saw him aga in . A nd th is \Yas 11early a 
t housand years ago." 

' '  Perhaps he meant h e  1roulcl come in 
another incarnation . "  said N ora seriously. 
" Perhaps you are he ." 

X ci lsen laughed. " I doubt if the the
ory of reincarnat ion was known to him," 
h e  answered, " and, besides, i f  I have 
more trea�urc than Thorfin ever saw, he 
must have been pretty poor." 

" N everthel ess," began N ora decidedly 
-but a hail from the l ookout interrupted 
her. 

I I . 

" 0 :--; the br idge ! " 
'' Forward ! " 
" It 's  a sh ip's boat, sir. C an't make 

out any one in it ." 
" \Vhere away ? " 
" Two po ints off the port bow, sir." 
" A l l right, keep · your eye on it. We'l l  

p i ck i t  up," h e  added, turning t o  N ora. 
" I t's  probably only a boat broken adrift 
from some steamer i n  the storm last 
'"eek, but it's hest to i nvestigate. 

He called an order to the man at the 
wheel. 

In a few moments the boat was v isible 
even to N ora's l and-bred eyes, a t i ny 
�peck r ising and fal l ing sluggishly on th e 
l o n g  S1ve l l .  

" �\ !most water - logged ," remarked 
C aptai n N ci lsen, w h o  was exam in i n g t he 
bqat th rough his binocu lars . " A m odern 
ship's boat apparent l y, w i t h  wat er-tigh t 
compartments fore and aft .  Other
"·ise-' ' h e  paused. H is face suddenl y 
became grave, and the g irl, 11·h o  hJd bec;1 
11·atch ing h i m ,  grasped his ann. 

" \Vhat i s  i t ? "  she asked exc ited ly. 
" Do you sec anyth ing ? "  

" You h ad better go below, :'II i;;s 
:'\ ora. "  rep l ied :.J c i l sen qu ietl y, but in a 
t one that IYas in effect a command. " \Viii  
n m  ask your father to come up a mo
men t ? " 

� ora hesi tated. as i f  about to protrst, 
hut the captain h<;ld taken up h is  g l asses 
and was aga in st udying the boat . .-\fter 
a momen t she reluctant ly obeyed. 

Ten m inutes later the vacht drew 
al ongside the boat. She lay 

-
deep in the 

11·ater, almost awash i n fact, vet no one 
pa i d much attention to the boat. Lashed 
to a thwart, a lmost entirely submerged, 
was the body of a m an . H is head was 
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thrown back, expo�ing a face, pinched 
and shrunken ,  with blackened l ips and 
�wollen, protruding tongue. 

The old, terrible story of starvation 
and exposure, and, \Yorst of a I I ,  th irst, 
was plainly written there ; but from a 
faint, gasping movement of his chest it  
was seen he was still al ive. Captain 
N eilsen's orders were executed almost be
fore they were giYen . 

In  a moment the man had been cut 
loose, passed aboard, and carried to a 
cabin, where Neiben left' him in the care 
of the first officer. a steward, and Sen

-ator Callahan's o\\·n physician. who, as it 
happened, had accompanied them as a 
guest. 

N eilsen was in  the main sal oon 11·ith 
Senator Callahan and N ora IYhen t h e  
doctor finally left his  patient and jo inell 
them. His report was not encouraging. 

" It will be a miracle if  he l in·s," he 
said in  reply to N ora's eager qwestions. 
" He is conscious no1Y, but he is not a 
young man, and though inured to hard
ships as are most sailors. and especially 
N orwegians, he's had a terrible trial. 

" He's from the o il-tank steamer Sali s
bury from Ne1Y \_"ork for _ Japan. She 
caught fire, as near! y as I ran get it, 
about ten days ago. The crew got away 
in  the boats, but he was sick in  his berth 
and was forgotten . At the l ast moment 
he managed to get the one remain ing 
boat over, and for ten da\·s. s ick. badly 
burned and alone. wit hom f,H>cl �llld wa
ter, he has drifted on the high �ca ." 

" There's l i ttle hope. then ? " asked 
-Nei lsen gravely. 

-

" None, I fear," repl ied the doctor. 
" The wonderful thing is that he is ali1·e 
at a l l . "  

" In  that case l 
soon as possible. 
ment from him." 

had bet! c r  sec him as 
I must get a state-

" \\'elL" answered the doctor. hes i 
tatingly. ' ;  I don't suppose it wi l l  make 
much d ifference. It 's a question of  
hours, anyway. "  

He l ed  the 11·ay to the cabin. 

I I I . 

T H E  castaway's appearance was much 
improved, though he "·as still  a pitiable 
\neck of a once strong man. as he lay in 
the berth. too weak to even rabe a hand. 
I ndeed, only his eyes ,:eemcd al ive. and 

these glowing dully beneath his reddened, 
swollen lids. 

But at the entrance of Captain Nei l
sen he sat suddenly erect, stared at him 
with terror-distended eves, and shrieked 
incoherent words in his

- natiw tongue. 
For a moment Neilsen 11·as too sur

prised to mo1·c. then seeing that !1 is  pres
ence had thrcHnl the man intu  t h e  last 
extremity of fear. he quickly rl'treated 
from the cabin. 

Ha lf  an hour elapsed before the doctor 
finally succeeded in quieting his pat ie11 t 
and _j oined the others in the sa loon, an 
expre:;sion of perp lexity on his  face. 

" Did vou understand ,,-hat he said tn 
you, Captain Neilsen ? "  he asked. " Y nu 
speak N orwegian. do you not ) ' ' 

N eilsett reflected the doctor's puzzled 
expn.'ssion. " l know what he ,;aiel ."  he 
replied, " but he must haw been ral' ing. 
There was no sense in his 1n1rd�. l-f e 
called me the Red King, swore he had 
taken nothing. and begged me to gn 
away. That 11·a,.;  all ,  hut he seemed '" 
terribly a fra id of me 1 thought it be,;t 
to go."  

The doctor nodded. " Quite r i ght." 
he agreed, " yet are you sure you haYl' 
never seen h im before ? He is some
what incoherent and his English b not 
the best, but I gather that he believes 
he has seen you before, under circum
stances that inspired him \Yi th  the m ost 
abject terror. No one ever tr ied t ,:, roll 
you at any t ime, or anything of that 
sort ? " 

· 
" No," answered N eilsen decidedly.  

" O f course, l iving on the s e a  Sl) murh I 
have heen t hrou gh some ratlwr trvin•' 
experiences, but ' I  have had n:ry � fe1� 
_personal encounters with my men. Cer
tainly none that should inspire such fear 
as this poor fellow sh o1Yecl . Besides. I 
3111 suF-C that I ha1·e nen:r seen h i m be
fore. I shou l d judge that his harcbh ips 
han· Ul' halanccd him."  

The doctor shook his h ead.  " ?\ o." 
he said,  " he seems perfectly rat i onal . bu t 
dis inc l ined to discuss the m a t t er .  I ran
not make it  out." 

" Do you think he would talk to m e ? " 
asked N ora eagerly. " He might be 
will ing to talk to a woman." 

The doctor hesitated. Both Senator 
Callahan and Neilsen protested. Yet 
N ora wa� accustomed to han' h er own 
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way. and a fter a short argument the doc
tor conducted her to th e  cahi 11 . 

The old sai�or's eyes bri gh tened wl1en 
he saw her. H er presence seemed to 
calm and soothe him, and a fter a few mo
ments th e  doctor obeyed a � i gn from the 
girl  and IY ithdrew. 

I t  was near I v an hour befnre Nora l eft 
the cab in, cl osing the door Sllftl y beh i nd 
her. 

" H e is  a� leep," . �he �aid. and there "·as 
an express i on of wonder. a l mo,;t of awe, 
upon her face. " But h e  has to ld me 
the _ m ost curious thing. l can ' t tell you 
in his own words. As Dr. Spencer says, 
his Engli sh is poor. and he u�ed a l ot of 
N orwegi an words I did not understand. 
lmt he is not ravin g, and l bel i eve him . " 

" Can you tel l ? "  asked N e i l sen gently . 
" H e did not speak in confi dence ? "  

" ( Jh ,  no. H e  wished m e  to tel l you. 
hut he begged me to ask you not to come 
to him again, and I prom ised him you 
wouldn't. It seems," she cont i nued, " that 
three years ago he was an A. B . ,  what
eYer that i;;. on a steam w ha ler and wal 
rus hunter. up i n  the .\rl'tic Ocean. 
About sixty m i l es 110rth-nort.hwest from 
Seven Islands, these are his IYords, they 
landed on a small  island , so covered with 
ice it  ,,·a� a l m o,;t l ike an enormous berg. 
He wandered aii'JV from his  compani on,;, 
and skirting the ·shore to the northern 
s ide, came to a · real iceberg-t wo or 
th ree hundred feet h i gh-that had 
stranded there. A deep cavern had been 
lwl l(m·ed in  the berg by the act i on o f  the 
\Yater. and i n  a spirit  o f  adYcnture he 
elitercd it.  H e  had only gone a few feet 
when he came upon something halfcem
hedded i n  the ice. He dug it out with 
his icc ax and found i t  "·a;; �t gold and 
j e1Yeled cup. I suppose, from his de
scription.  i t  must have been one o f  the 
lmge drinking gobl ets they u,;ecl hundreds 
o f  years ago. 

" O f course, h e  11·as el ated oyer his di;;
coven:. and rushed on, hop ing to find 
more.' Sudclenlv h e  came to an open 
space, where a ·hole l1 ad been worn in 
the roof o f  the cavern. I n  the bri gh t 
l igh t that streamed from ahon he saw 
directly in front of him. star ing at him 
with terrible eyes through a great thick
ness of clear ice, t he head and upper part 
of a huge man. 

" H is hair and heard \Yere red , and he 

wore a ' sh i ning shirt '-armor, sup
pose. Anyway, he didn't stop to i nvesti -. 
gate it, but, dropp ing the cup, he turned 
and fled . 

" H al f-way back to his companions he 
fell  into a. crevasse in the icc. The next 
thing he remembers he was in h is bunk 
ll' i th a broken leg . His shipmates had 

, [ouml him unconscious. 
" H e never told them o f  h is adventure, 

but he assured me that except that the 
hair and beard were longer and redder 
and the face a pure white like snow, the 
Red Kin g, as he cal led h im, and you, 
Capt ain N eilsen, are exactly al ike. That 
is 1\'hy you fri gh tened him so." 

IV. 
TH ERE was si lence for a few moments 

when N ora had finished. Senator Cal
lahan was the first to make any comment 
on the strange story. 

" Sounds l ike a pipe d rean1." he an
nounced decisivelv. " I believe the fellow 
fell clown the cr�vasse fi rst and dreamed 
all the re�t o f it." 

T o  this the doctor would not agree. 
" No," he sai d, " the story is rather too 
circumstantial for that. Besides, th ere 
is no th ing particularly improbable in i t .  
They haYc found carcasses of the mam
moth i n  a state of perfect preservat ion 
a fter tens of centuri es . "  

" O f course it  i s  true; "  added N ora i n 
dignant\ y. " I f  you had heard the poor 
old man te l l i ng it, you ��·ould n't have 
dou! Jtt"d i t .  Besides, L be l ieve that i t  is 
T ar! . "  

· " Oh. there's no reason why it 
shouldn't  be true," interrupted Captain 
Neilsen hastil v ; " but that was three 
years ago. Pr�bahly the berg has broken 
up and dri fted away long since." 

" N evertheless," repl i ed N ora with de
cision , " I vote th at we let  the Mediter
ranean wait, and go to that island, 
whereY_er i t  is ." 

Both Dr.  S pencer and Senator Cal la
han l aughed, but Cap ta in N e i l sen, who 
had seen Nora gain her ends in more 
absurd propositions than th is, remained 
quite gra1·e. 

" I am a fraid it is not qui te feasibl e, 
:\1 iss Nora." he said firml y. " In the first 
place, our d i r<:_ctions are rather vague. 
Seven I slands lie at the extreme north o f  
the Spitzbergen group north of N orway 
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and far wi thin the Arctic circle .  Sixty 
miles west-northwest-and, by the way, 
he hasn't mentioned from which one of 
the group we take our bearings-would 
be some,Yhere het1n:'en the eightieth aud 
eighty-first paral le l,;, and m� are scarcely 
equipped for polar e.o.,:ploration. " 

" Besides. arc we nut to meet your 
mother and brother at G ibraltar ? " a�kerl 
the doctor. 

" And D ick \'au A ly�tan ? "  added 
Senator Callahan. 

Nora stamped her foot petulantly. 
" Oh, you are all again�t me," ;;he. 

cried. " What is t h e  use of owning a 
yacht-and you knoll' this is my yacht, 
dad-if you can't go where you wi�h ? 
Now I am going to d is pose of your ob
jections in  order. 

" \iVe can get more definite directions 
from the sai lor \\'hen he is stronger. This 
is just the right season of the year t o  start 
north, and we can stop at, say, Bergen, 
in Norway, and outfit .  That\ for you, 
Captain N cilsen. 

" :\Iothcr and J im "·ere a l most afraid 
to trust them selve",; to an ocean l iner, and 
thc\•'d die of fright in  this l ittle boat. 
That settles them. 

" As for D ick Van Al l-stan, he 'vould 
refuse to go to heaYen if he couldn't  take 
his automobile. 

" Now, hert:-11·a it : "  
S he rushed into the chart-room, and re

turned in a moJne1 1 t  with a chart of the 
North Atliin t i •: . 

" Look, ' '  �he con t i nued ; " IYC are j ust  
west of the Azores now. \Ve can turn a 
l itt le north and str ike the English Chan-. 
nel-stop at Purhmuuth and cable 
mother, and coal if  necessary. Then go 
on through l Jo,·er Stra ib into the N orth 
Sea ; stop at  Herge11 and outfi t , and the1 1  
on to Spitzbergen and the island of the 
Red King." 

In  spite u l' al l argumenh. and aga i nst 
the better judgment of Captain Neilsen, 
it was finally so decided . 

Six 'Tecks l ater the T hora sightl'd 
Parrv Island, the most northern of the 
Seve;1 I sl ands. and. turning her n<N� ''"est 
northwest, began the search for the island 
of the Red King. 

As the doctor h ad predicted. the old 
sai lor lived onlv a fe''" da\·s ; but in that 
time Nora had ·managed to get from h im 

some definite information as to the loca
tion of the islam! and the berg. 

The sea was dead calm, except for thL· 
long, oily swell ,  and there was little ice 
-only a few scattered bergs and some 
drift and brash ice. As t hey approached 
their <b;t i nation. a th in, rol l ing white fog 
-icc-smoke. it is called-rose. through 
which the Tlwra slowlv and cautious�\· 
groped her "·ay. · . 

Captain Nei lsen was on the bridge, and 
there Nora jo ined him.  For some min
utes they sto(lcl side by side, peering 
ahead. 

" Captain, " sh�: asked in a low voice, 
" do-do you think it i�-he ? "  

Eric started. He had been lost in 
thought. Then he laughed a little. 

" You mean T arl Raud ? " he asked, 
"· i th a ffected l igh tness. " vVhy, it  is over 
nine hundred years since he was lost. 1\1 y 
dear M iss Nora, there arc, and have been. 
hundreds of red-haired, red-bearded men 
in Norway. " 

-

" I  know." �he admitted rdudantlv .  
" Stil l-but how, i f  it should be he, did 
he get there w ithout men to row the 
heavy gal ley ? He sailed from the S al ten 
Fiord, did he not ? T hat is hundreds o f  
miles south ." 

" That's t h e  l eao;t obj ection. "  rep l ie(l 
Eric. " I doubt i'f those old fellows av
eraged more than fi fty miles a clay. That 
would bring him at four day� out about 
two hundred miles off the coast, j ust a t  
the place to  catch the west 1vincl drift.  
which 11·ould carrv him north bevond 
Spitzbergen. Ther� the Greenland · cur
rent-" 

The voice of the lookout interrupted : 
" Land dead ahead, sir ! " 

Within twentv minutes the Thora '"a' 
riding at anchor: a scant hal f-mile off the 
barren ice-crusted island thev had come 
so far to find . 

· 
" According to your sai lor. :\liss 

Nora," said l 'aptain Ne i hen, " '"e arc 
just now opposite where the ire can: 
should he. but-" 

" Let's go ashore at once ! " exclaimed 
the girl excitedly. " 0 f course you can
not sec it in this fog." 

" I should �uggest that we wait until 
the fog l i fts." Dr. Spencer interjected 
somewhat t imicllv. " I t's th icker than 
ever here. and ( doubt i f  IYC could find 
our 11·av  in i t ' '  
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" Find as much i n  the fog as out of it," 
growled Senator Callahan. " I t's  a fool 
errand, anyway." 

As usual, N ora gained her \Yay, a.nd a 
landing party was made up. On the 
shore N eiben divided the party i nto two, 
�ending one around the islet i n  one 
direction, w h i le he, with Senator C a l l a 
h an,  N o ra, a n d  t11·o m e n  took t h e  other 
route. 

T 1nJ hours later thev met o n  the south-
ern side o f  the t in� i s bnd. N either 
party had discoYered anything. C rev-
asses and caverns there were without 
number, but all were small. and no trace 
of man, alive or dead, IYas found. 

N ora IYas frankl y d isappointed, and 
bore the gibes of her father with i l l  
grace. 

" I don ' t  care ! " she cried at l ast. 
" It's been fun any,yay ; and if you are 
so tired, rest here and send one o f  the 
men around for the launch." 

" A  good idea," agreed Captain Neil
sen. " I w i l l  go. I should like to see 
the other side of the island for mysel f ."  

The island was onlv about three miles 
round, but the walking 11·as anything but 
easy, and though h e  did not pause to 
make any particular �earch, i t  was a full  
hour before be arriYed on the north side,  
where the launch had been left. An
other h a l f  hour '"as spent running the 
little craft back. 

The fog had thickened perceptibly, and 
objects were visible only a fe1v feet away, 
IYhen at l ast he reached his party and 
ran the launch along�ide the pack-ice 
that fringed the sT10re. 

" \Vel! ,  you're a welcome sigh t ! " cried 
the senator as he scrambled aboard, fol
l owed by the rest o f  the party. " A hot 
drink woul d  j ust about hit me righ t .  
H urry up a n d  get back to the yacht.  
I 'm-" 

Captain Nei lsen. 11·hn IYas :<tanding by 
the wheel, glanced h a,.; t i l �· o\·cr the party. 
a sudden expression o f  surpri;;e and a larm 
on his face. 

" \Vhere is  l\I  iss N ora ? ,. he interrupt
eel sharply. 

The senator paused. h i s  mouth sti l l  
open. 

• 
" N ora � "  he s a id dazecllv. " N ora ! 

\Ylw, she went \Y i t h  HJU. d i ch1' t  she ? " 
" \Ve han�n't seen. her since you l e ft ,"  

said the doctor. " I f  she didn't go with 
you she must be lost in the fog." 

V. 

FoR a moment Captain N ei lsen stood 
rigid, h is face slowly !Jaling. Then h is 
orders came sharp and clecisin�. 

" :. rr .  Cl ark," turning to the second 
oltin:r. " vou ''"�I I take l\ l r. C al lahan in 
the l a�mcl� to i he yacht full speed. Ne1·er 
mind the ire. B ring back to the north 
side 11·h at men you can carry, and send 
a l l  the others in the boats. Tell  l\ I r . 
l\IcGregor to send me eYerv man he can 
spare from the ti res also, ·and keep the 
siren blowin g  at m i nute i n tcrvab. Bring 
guns and ammunition for signab. Live
ly, now ! " 

For tiYO hours thirtv men hea t eYerv 
nook and cranll\· of t he. islet, vet no trac� 
of the m issing g i r l  1ras founci. 

\V cary, dish eartened, perplexed, Eric 
paused on the western �hore o f  the 
island. Sudden!\· one o f  the men near 
him. con fused by the fog. stepped upon. 
a piece of the park near the open water. 
'flwrc 11·as a sharp crack, a jar and, 
IK� fon: the man could rise from his knees, 
to 11·h ich the shock had thr01n1 him, h e  
was four o r  ti n: feet a 11·a v  nn a cake of 
icc about t m:ln feet S\�[Uare t h a t  h i s  
weight h ad broken from t h e  pack. 

He ''" �b a ct iYe, ho11-cYer. and a quick 
jump brought him hack to the main pack. 
Captain Nei lsen stood a s  i f  tu rned to 
stone, h i s  face gleaming 11·hite and ghast
l y  against h i s  rudely beard. 

" That's the 11·a \· she II" Cilt. " he said 
h oarsely. p oin t in g .to the fog . w here the 
cake o f  i cc h ad disappeared. 

For a moment he stood motionless, 
then, 11·ith sudden decision, he raised th� 
repeating shotgun he carried and tired � 
four shots i n  rapid succession. I t  \Yas 
the recal l  signal agreed upon . I n  h a l f  
a n  hour the searchers were again on . the 
deck o f  the yacht. 

Senator Callahan.  wild \Yith grief and 
anx iet\·, met them, hut there IYa; no word 
of che.er for him.  

" She has been dri ft i n g  for fi1·e hours 
n o1L" said Captain N c ihcn.  in a Yoice 
that even his i ron nerYe could scarcelv 
control ; " but I cannot tel l the rate o.f 
the drift.  I t  would depend on the size 
of the cake she is on, and w hether she 
stood u p  or lay or sat do11·n. 
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" \Vh a t  wind there is blo ws north, 
wh ich would retard her progress, i f  she 
stood up, but the ( ; recnlancl current is 
strong here. She may have d ri fted a 
mile or fi 1·e. \Vc can onl)' follow and 
w atch, and pray that t h is cur-;;-ed fog w i l l 
l ift ," he added. 

" You-yuu wi l l  do your best ? "  begged 
Senator Ccl l lahan brokenly. " She is
everything to me." 

Neilsen St!ized him by the shoulder 
with a crush ing grip, and looked him 
squarel y  in the eye. " I loYC her," h e  
a nswt!recl Ji crcel v : �mel, w-ithout further 
"·ords, turned a,;·av . 

. 

S lo\dy·, caut iou�l y, t h e  Thora pushed 
her nose i nto the cold dead fog-bank 
that seemed to open before her and dose. 
behind her l ike a shroud, whi le  enrv 
t\YO minutes her powerfu 1 siren sei1t 
forth a hoarse, far-reaching bray. ln the 
interva ls Eric stood \Y i th a megaphone at 
his str::� ining ear. 

O n l y  once did hL� speak. " T hank for
tune there i s  no n ight here now," he said 
to the doctor, who had come to urge him 
to take some rest. " \\' e are spared the 
darkness." 

He would not lea1·c t he bridge. 
Hour a fter hour passed, and st i l l he: 

stood at h is post-si l ent, a lert, watchfu l .  
T w o  bells in t h e  Ji n; t  watch had j ust 
rung when there came a hail  from the 
J ciokout . 

" Someth ing dead ahead, sir." 
Almost s i m n ltaneou�lv t h e  uel l in t he 

engine-room c langed, ailcl the yacht lost 
her sli gh t headway. 

Then. \Y i th out warning, a nd si lent ly  as 
al l natun; moves in the. frozen nnrth, the 
fog was s 1n:pt aside as by a n  unseen 
h and. And there, scarce a h undred yards 
a way, lay a war-galley of a thousai1d 
years ago, still  h al f - embedded in the 
huge remnant o f  berg that a l one kept it  
afloat It faced the m odern st�:am-yacht,  
its cun-cd d ragon -he�d prow proudly 
po ised, the end� of the broken sweeps 
st i l l  proj�:cting  tll rough the doub le tier 
o f  oar-h oles. 

Y ct i t  ''" �s not the gal l t'Y itself that . 
· ·! a imed the attention of ne"· and m�ster 
a l i ke. 

On the deck, lashed to the stump of 
the single mast, was a man-a huge, red
haired, red-bearded man. In h is right 
h and, still stiffened by th e frost that hacl 

held h im fw: ages, was a m ighty j al'l: l i n . 
About h is body gleamecl a sui t  of golden 
armor, and on his left ann he bore a golJ 
and silver inlaid shield-a �hield the 
counterpart o f  which had hung in the 
hall of Eric N eilsen'!; home, and whose 
device he recognized. 

. 

So fur a moment, thert! in the s il ent 
ice-bound \Yaste o f  th� Arctic Sea, the 
two stood face to face-J arl Raucl, t he 
viking, and his descendant, E ric N eil
sen, and they looked upon each other 
across the ages. A hundred yards sepa
rated their bod ies-ninc hundred vears 
t ht!ir l ives. Yet, as fath er to son, so -were 
t hey al ike. · 

'i'hen, as suddenly as i f  it had been S\Yept 
a \Yay by some vagrant puff of \Yind, the 
fog drifted back, but not before Eric had 
seen another Jigure, one that moved and 
\\·as al i l'e, and a voice th at he recognized, 
calling his name-his first name, " Eric ! "  

In a moment a boat was in the water. 
·wi l l ing h ands at the oars soon canied 
it  the short dist ance to t h e  h al f-sub
merged berg and, with a shout of j oy, 
Captain N eilsen leaped upon the icc he
side the gall ey and, heedless o f  the men 
in the boat, caught the girl in h is arms. 

" Nora ! " h e  cried : " Nora ! " 
Her cl i nging arms

, 
anS\Yered his un

spoken <JUestion. 
As he was carrying h er to th e  boat, 

anxious llO\Y only to get her under the 
doctor's care, she looked up at him, trust 

' and happi ness in h er tea r-;;tainecl eves. 
" l was afraid at first when ihc c-ake 

of ice broke adrift  "·ith me, t erribly 
afraid, hut when i t  cam.e against this  one, 
and I sa\\' Him . T knew I \Y as sa fe." 

J ust as they boarded the yacht there 
came from t h e  fog a sudden sound, a 
rushing, roaring sound, and then a mighty 
splash . A mome nt l ater a great wave 
dashed agai nst the bow of the yessel , 
tossing it a,; · in a sturm _; thE'n the dead 
calm fell again. 

" Th e  berg has turnecl over," said 
Eric, i n  a hushed Yoicc. " J  arl R a mi 
has gone to his rest at last, and he kept 
h is word . "  

" H e came hack. bu t-there is  no treas
ure," an,.;wered Nora gen t l y . 

" Treasure ! " nied Eric, catching her 
to h i s  heart . " By the H ammer of Thor, 
h e  brough t .  back a great er treasure th an 
Thorfin Karlsefne ever dre�med of." 
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A S H O R T S T O R Y .  

S tt:vie, I wish you'd go 
' long and quit devil in '  
me ! Can't you sec I 
hain't no min

-
d for such 

t r i f  l i n' ?  " The girl  
stamped h er foot into th e 

y i elding sand. There were tears well 
i n g  u p  i n hl:r blue eyes. " I been a put
tin' up 11· i th you ti l l I can' t no l ongl:r. 
' Pears like you're bound to keep on t i l l  
I h a s  t o  teli ye." 

The boy dropped the fish back into th e 
basket. He had hel d it up for the gi i·l 
to see. and had t r ai led the long. sl imy 
t a i l  across her hrO\nl 11-ri:>t.  H is big.  
honest face quiyerecl sensitivel y. 

" l wasn 't aim in' to devil ye, C l o ' .  
\' o u  k now I nen·r t rifles-leastway:;, n o t  
\Y ith vou . "  H is e H s  \Yore the in j ured 

look �f one 11·ho h a
�
� been m i su nder�tood. 

" \Vdl ,  I can ' t  stan' it .  :\Iy mind'� 
took up. Go' way and l eave me be, S te
vie-do ! I 'l l  cl ean mv own fish . "  She 

snatched th e  dean ing. - knife from h i s 
h and rudelv.  " \'ou're ahra\·s o ffcr in ' to 
do my wo;.k . Can't 1 fl:tcil and earn· 

for myse'f a while yet, Stevie Duncan ) 
D o l look h e 'p ll'ss ? " The g irl stretch ed 
her strong arms out before h im .  " N" ow 
go ' long-d(1 .' I j ust g"t to Le alone." 
she cried dcspcrat l: ly as she began to 
clean. 

Tlie boy stood helpl essly on the  sand .  
sh i ft ing uneas i l y  from one foot t o  t h e  
other. Then he turned and went . a11·ay .  

The girl did not  ,,·atch h i s  go ing ; i l l 
stead . she turned to the r i n·r and loohd 
long and eagerly, with h t·r eyes shaded 
from the sett ing sun. Do,,-n at the 

land i ng a boat was being launched for 
the fi rst t i me. She could see the glea m  
o f  its fresh ly pa int ed sides. T h e  ,,· i ncl 
was from the west ; it blew the gingh am 
bonnet hack from her h ead . and ran•led 

h er blond braids into a golden cloud 
about her face . Still she stood motion
less. 

Out on the r iYer a tow was tugging 
and pulling, trying to put its barges into 
port , but she paid no heed t o  its maneu
vers. She did not know that the \Vhite 
Swan fL·rry-boat, com ing across. was in 
danger from the tow's wheel.  She had 
lost a l l  i nterest i n  her surroundings. A 
flock of cranes swooped clown to th e 
fish -clean i n gs, unafraid.  

I t  had been a hot da\·. Th e sun was 
s inking l ike a blood-red ba l l into the 
ri\·er, and \Yherc it touched the waves. 
they , too, became as b lood, and went 
t rai l ing a streak of L ·olor across the 
r iver . The sky p a l ed t u  a sickly orange . 
The clump of sycamon:s <:ast t hemselves 
out in shadow, clisturted and u gly . A 
ground-toad h opped up on the gi rl 's bare· 
brown foot, and coo led himself from the 
scorch i ng sand. The �welb from the 
tow came l ickin g up ;1 long the �hore. 

The girl ,;tined t h L·n : she :'t •Hlpecl and 
picked u p  a tiny sprig o f  love-mint, and 
hid i t  .in her bosom. Then her eyes 
sought t i l l  they ft•und a footprint, 
:<mal l  and trim. and unl ike  t h e  great,  
sp ra,d ing Hacks of SteYie around the 
cl eaning-hlod::s ; : 1nd t h l'll  cl l lu thcr. and 
another.  �he t raced th em back t i l l thev 
\\'ere l ost in the th ick wil low�. E ver�' 
day the \\'<1\'es came a n • l  \l·ashcd t he samfs 
cl ean. hut i t  h ad not mattt:-n·d.  for lw 
cc1mv agai 1 1 : llflll' he had I 'L'l' l l  for the 
last  t ime. ( ln t h e  morrow t h e Clotilde 
was going down t h e  ri ,·er. There would 
be no nwre track� ; 1 here \\'ottld he no 
more happy h ours. \\'anclering h and in 
h and a long the r i \'(:!r-hanks ; n c nT again 
woul d he si t on the sands and watch 
h er a t  the cleaning . He \Yas going. Al
ready he had said good-hy-unless-

347 
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Weari ly she stooped :md pickl:d up 
h er basket of fish.  J t  wa� but a ,;tone',; 
t h row acroBs the white sand to the cabin 
\Yh ere she l in�d w .itb her fi sh erman fath er 
-a bit  of a gray cabin, stuck l ike a nest 
to the green

: 
h i l l  beh ind it. its daub of 

a mud chimney bobtering it  up on tlw 
h i ther side. · She moved to it mechan i 
cally, set h er basket of fish i n  the 
smoke-h ou,;e, and crossed the rou gh 
kitchen floor tn hang her bonnet on ib 
arcustonwd p eg. I n  t h e hack-yard she .  
split  \\'Ood and whitt led a p ine-knot tn 
k ind le the :;upper . fin:. She sw ung the 
great pot do,vn from its n a i l  beh ind the 
sto\'e and fi l led i t  with water. I t  was at 
this  time she ahYays put on the p ot for 
h er father's meal .  H e  \nml d  he i n  
shortl y  from ten d ing t h e  nets,  an d h e  
w as always lmngry at n igh t . ::\ h e  beat 
the corn-cakes svstematicallv.  

I t  had been ,:ears si nce they had laid 
her mother aw.ay upon the i1kak h il l 
side, a n d  �ince then tihe h ad been h e r  
father'� sole h ousekeeper. K o r  d i d  t h e  
l it t le  cabin lack for h ouse1rifely care. 
She ahYavs s:1 w t hat it "·as fresh and 
bri gh t f �Ji· . h is home-comings. 

I I . 

EsPECL\ LLY on th is  night did i t  sh ine 
out like a beacon to the o l cl man d am 
bering hea1· i !y  u p  the hanks . H e  wiped 
t h e  spray from h i s  shaggy lml\\·s that 
he m ight see i t  ! Jetter. 

" Bl ess 'er ! B less 'er ! " he said. th ink
ing of the wa iting girl inside. " .\ \ ways 
a welcome for the old. man, alw a1·s a 
l ove- lamp shinin' out to guide 

-
him 

h ome." And in h is face \\·as  the per
fcc( confi dence that i t  woul t l  nen�r f a i l  
h im. T h e  sm el l o f  frying ii sh grcetecl 
his h ungry nostrib a,; h e  upencd the doo r . 

Th e ·gi rl bent over her frying. Her 
long,  gul den bra id was toward her 
fa thcr,  and h er s t rong sh ou I ders,  c lothed 
in a cotton frock. H e  dc,·ourecl the l i ne.; 
o f  her fi gure l n\'ingly, h is o l d face so rt 
ening. 

" H o. l it t l e  gal : "  h e  called. She was 
:tlways " l i ttle gal " to h .im.  He did not 
seem t o  h ee d  the changes o f  time. 

He hung his dripping coat against the 
jamb, and rubbed h i s h ands together 
contentedly. Thev were sti ff ol d hands 
-stiff and c lumsy

. 
from l ong h anging to 

oars. H is back was bent with the l i ft-

ing of hea,·y nets. A fter a long day's 
\\·ork it was p leasant to t'Ome home to 
such a cabin as this.  Jn all  the world 
he doubted if  there was a more ch eery 
spot - a lways a light, and a w a it i ng 
meal .  and C loti l cle.  The cheerlessness of 
the best  cabin "· i th out her h ad nenr 
come to him. H e  bad ne\'er tried to 
t h ink of a time w ithout C lo t i l cle. T h e  
possibi l ity o f some d a y  l os ing her h a d  
ne\-er occurred to h i m .  H er mother h ad 
al ways been fa ithful . She was l ike h er. 

She h ad picked a l itt le posy-bouquet 
to put beside h i s  plate to-night-pinks 
and h o neysuckl e .  Pe rhaps it was the 
posies t h at made t h ings look so extra 
bright. He went O\'l:r and l i fted it awk
\\·ardly to smel l i t ,  and h i s  shak i ng h an d  
spi l led a great blob of water on the clean 
cloth . H e  \r ipecl it away h urr i edl y, and 
then mo\·ed t h e  mug to co,·er tile spot.  
But C loti l de did not sec h im .  She was 
turning the fi s h  for a last fry, and her 
golden h ead 11·as low. 

He stood back proudly and l ooked at 
t he table, set j ust as be l iked to .�ee it, 
tile p l ain p l at�s r i gh t  side up-Ciot i l tle 
did not turn them over .in the unr> i casant 
custom o f  stvl i sll lwu sl'\Y i\'cs. She knew 
how bun"J i{l '" h is ti n "ers \\·ere from b h " 
h andl ing wet ropes a l l  clay . She always 
made t h i ngs comfortable for her olcl 
father. The big CUJ•  \\'as there beside 
h is p late. l! e "·as a band for black 
c o ffee. It took a monstrous cup . 

•· I t  a l l  Iouks mighty good to the o l d  
man." he said, rubbing his  hand,; to
gether. " Th ere hain't a t hing lack in' ,  
daughter. not a t h i ng.  I w ouldn't change 
mv lot for a k ingdom ." 

T h e  g i r l winced under h is t ender scru
t i ny, and stoop ed lower to drain the pot. 
The ol d man went out to \\'ash.  

Th er,e, against t h e  cab i n - w a l l .  was the 
wash -bench, scruhhed spotlc!isl y  white,  
and the sh ining basin, ha l f- fu l l  o f  wat er.  
"·ait ing for h i m .  1-l e wondl'red some
\ imes how t hings stayed so tidy and n ice. 
H e  ahYays splashed the water. He \vas 

. too much of a rh·er-dog not to. I t  
seemed rather crowdell t o  \Yash i n  a 
basi n - after he had splashed in the r iver 
all clay. He >vent in puffing and blow
i ng, as usual , feel in g bl.i ncl ly for t h e  
towel .  H e  al ways came i n  with great 
gusto, shaking a shower of drops from 
h i s  grizzled h ead. 
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" Now 1 know where that pesky tO\Yel 
is," he declared , making un�uccessful 
dabs along the white pine door. " I t's  
t here. N o ?- I t ' s  right there, then. It 's  
meaner ' n  an eel t o  get your hands on. 
Hel iew it er�I\Yl� up a leet le higher, 
'cause i t  k HO \Ys the o ld man's got soap 
in 'is eyes." He scrubbed h is  ruddy, 
\Yincl-roughened face Y igorously . 

"·he11 he \Yas finished, and had combed 
out his \vet mat of hair before the square 
of mirror on t h e  \Yal l ,  h i s  meal \Yas wait
ing. The fish and potatoes were a crispy 
brown, the coffee was steaming hot, the 
cakes were yellow and flaky. It was all 
a tired fish erman's heart could desire. 
Truly, he "·as blessed. H c set to work 
hearti ly . He never neglected his duty 
when it came to eat ing. He was proud 
of his C loti lde as a cook. She certainly 
knew how to t ickle the old man's pa late. 

He smacked h i s  l ips appreciat ively . 
There \\·ere l itt le patties of cheese that 
Clotilde had m<:de in the morning . H e  
was especial ly fond of clabber cheese. 
There was buttermilk in a p itcher, too. 
Sometimes he l iked to " wind up " with 
corncakes and buttermilk. I t  made a 
good ending. The contents of his plate 
absorbed him utterly. \Vhen he had fin
ish ed eat i ng, she ];ad already left the 
t able ancl was \Yash ing up the pots. 

" '01ere's qu ite a heap o' them corno 
cakes left,  daughter, " he remarked, eying 
the table \d th concern . I t hought I e't  
an oncommon lot. They was powerful 
good. ::\1 ust be you stirred up a leet le 
more'n usua l . "  The one baggled cake 
and the broken b i t  of fish on the gir l ' s  
plate revealed nothing to tlie old man\ 
slow consciousness. " J ust set 'em. by," 
h e said. " They' l l  be good for break
fast . 'T,Youlcl be a shame to \Yaste 'em. 
Thev \Yas extra good." He brushed the 
crm11bs o ff his  vest-front \\· ith an air o f  
fuJ.l satisfaction. 

H e  sat down outside the cabin door, 
"·here h e  could 1vatch the sunset. He al
w ays sat outside the cab in on a warm 
n igh t, t o  smoke h i s  p ipe, and t h ink over 
t h e  day's fish ing. I t  had heen a gootl 
h aul, the best i n  many a rl:w. H e  l iked 
to study the sky for signs of a fair day. 

Cloti lde came out present ly  and sat on 
the step at his feet.  She ahYay; came 
when the supper work was clone . 

The sun had gone from sight .: the  skv 

was fading. Quin�ring patches of crim
son sti l l lav on the gray bosom of the 
river. Sh� \Yatched them grow into 
purp le sta ins . ( )ne pale ;;tar showed 
away to the north ''"here the skv was 
pearl .  lt flickered, went out. came 

-
again . 

She \Yatched it a while, t hen the one lone 
l ightning - !.Jug flitting o\·er the balm
flowers below. The peepers \\"Cre every
where in the sparse grass. A sp icy scent 
of mint mingled with the aroma of the 
old man\ pipe. A"·ay yonder, wh ere the 
ragged p ines brushed the sk1·. a h orned 
ow 1 was sendin g  do1Yn his ·sllfill  cries, 
and low and sweet in the a fter-�ilence 
came the whippoorwil l ' s  reply. 

" 1 t 's  go in' to rain," said the old 1 • •  an 
against the cabin wal l . 

The girl was sil ent .  She sat h olding 
her knee, and her eyes seemed trying to 
penetrate the gathering dusk. 

The old m an talked on : of h is work
ho"· he h ad put out two nets ; how many 
jugs he had floated ; how many blinds 
he had p laced along the bar ; how the  
raising o f  the river had increased h i s  
chances. Then he to ld  h ow h e  had 
h elped t o  float a new houf<eboat up at 
the landing. I t was . going down the 
river in the morning, he told her. The 
girl against his knee shivered. 

" Cold ? " he questioned, fee ling h er 
thin slce1·e . 

He 1vent on lauding t li c ne\\· boat' s 
virtues. 'Twas a fine thing to ]i,·c on 
th e  riYer. O ne could see the \YOrld. The 
"·hole  1vorld was not l ike the l i tt le fish
ing haml et· yonder . I f he "·ere only 
"younger-" 

She raised her head slo11·ly. H er eyes 
were like opals in the twil ight . Her 
bosom , under the confines of her p l ain
buttoned bodice, beat like that of a tor
tured bird. ,\ way to the southeast the 
skv \\·as t ak ing or; a st range ] i <rht. She � � �· � 
\Yatchecl it as it changed from green to 
bronze : from bronze to gold. l t  \\·as the 
moon-the moon was rising. Slowly. 
grandly, l ike a thing or l i fe .  i t  shouldered 
through the trees , -then seemed to h ang 
hesitant, looking down upon a troubled 
world. A white film gathered and 
clothed it I ike a hal o . 

" See � " the old man said. " it ' l l  rain 
afore a t"·eh·e hour." H e  pointed out 
the signs with a st i ff forefinger . " Boats 
!Je,;t to sta�· a,;]wre." l1e said. " I f  I l1ad 
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a boat I ' d  mind h o\v I set 'er l oose with 
a moon l ike that. 1 t  bodes cdl. 1 took 
note oncet o' such a moon. 1 t foretol d 
the \vorst storm that e\·er struck the 
river . I t  \Yas that n ight the Uird's  Eye 
\Yent down. l warned 'em, but they 
couldn't see n o  si gns o' rain. About 
midn i ght the wind riz. Boat all  beat up 
on the rocks. and the crew lost. A moon 
l ike that bo"cles no good ," the old man 
kept rep eat ing . 

Thev watched it as it atl\·anced shmh·. 
leaving a trai l of mist in its track . \ 
black pall  seemed to shachm it .  that was 
not a cloud. " l\Iark \'OU, IYe' l l remem
ber t h is night," the o ld man said. 

1 I I. 

H E  had Ji nislml h i s  p ipe.  He rose 
stiffly and knocked the ashes out against 
the cabin \Yal l .  H e  al ways went to bed 
earlv. He had to be out in the gray, 
wet

' 
da 11·n to tend t he-- nets. 

The girl's eyes fol l <mcd h i m  despair
ingl y. She cnu ld hear him putting his  
pipe a\Yay i n  its old crack, and then he 
1vas pul l i 1' g  o ff  h is boots at t h e  j ack i n  
the corner. They fel l with a soggy 
thud. one. a nd t h en the other. She o;aw 
how he was putting t hem to dry on the 
t\YO pegs by the fireplace. N O IY lw ''" � h  
\\Tiggling out of h i s  vest \Y i th a sleepy 
va1Yn. She turned and l oDked in UJ >illl  
him w istfu l ly. He stood. fumbl ing 
sleepily over hi�  buttons. She heard ] J is  
hare feet p l odding onr the board� to the 
bedroom-door. N" ow h i s hand "·as on 
the latch. 

" ( ;oucl l' ight.  poppy, ' '  she cal led. Her 
vo ice was husky. 

He turned . 
" H ev ) "  He tou ld �ee her ouh i<.le, 

a l i t tle  ·gray h t•ap h uddled upon the step .  
" H ey. d aughter : " he questioned . 

" Oh. n n t h i n ' .  T only !;aid good n i ght ,"  
the g irl repeated. 

The old man ran his s t i ff  fi n gers i nto 
h is hair .  

" H a i n ' t  yc: go in ' to bed ? , . h e  asked 
her. 

" Not 1-el .  it 's  earl \· ," she told . h im : 
" Comi�1'  i n ) " 

. 

" B vmel>1·. " 
H e  ·fum l)led the latch l ingeringly, took 

a few steps over the threshold. 
" Ye h a i n' t sick, he ye, l ittle gal ? " 

Someth i n g  in her att itude ;;tnH"k ]J i m .  

" Cause i f  y e  be, 
ran dn-" 

all r ight ."  She 

He ewd her curi ous l v. 
and there's anything · 1 

" N o ,  poppy, I 'm 
sigl)ecl \H:arilv.  

The old 11·1�11 stood a moment. 
' '  I f  it's the toothache-·· he ,:aid ; but 

the girl shook lH:r h ead . 
· • I f  he onl 1· kne11· ! I f  he on l v knew : "  

her conscience kept cryi l • g  out . Some
how t he great. a H· k l,·anl body . stand i ng 
there, stiff with its age, looked such a 
hel p l ess thing.  

" .-\ had n i gh t. "  the old man mum bleJ. 
as he went to his rest .  " The moon has 
an evil  eye. I t  bodes no good ." 

The gi rl ,;at  motionless. l istening for 
the last sound. her cold hands clinched 
in the lap o f  her cotton fmck. She 
t hought how i t  woul d  be better hac! t he 
old man gone to h i s  rest for the last 
t i me. She heard him fumbl ing for the 
peg where h is clothes must hang. and 
then the grunt o f  satisfaction as the stiff 
l i mbs straightened th emselves out. She 
longed to rry out to h i m , to tell h i m  to 
··nnw b:1ck, to  sit  there beside her ; but 
h er l ips remained motion l ess. The old 
man slept, the sl eep of honest to i l , his 
knotty hands relaxec1 upon the coverlet, 
the ru�ged l i l les of hi� L1ce softened by 
dreams. The sound o f his deep breath
i n g  fi lled t he room. 

Then the girl rose. and \Yent about soft
] �·. gathering up her things and making 
them into a bund l e . A lreadv the  moon 
11·as t m1 hours h i gh . She thought hu11· he 
would be \l·ait ing under the sycamores. 
.-\ t the t hought o f  him she trembled and 
touched the sprig n f  love-m int  i n  her 
bosom . She \Yas qu inring from head 
to foot as she went out into the night. 

Her hare feet made no soul!d in the 
soft sand . She passed the cleaning
b l ocks \\:here she had a l w avs taken can: 
of her father\ catch. Th

.
ere were the 

empty boxes. and the baskets, and the 
dbused nets. Thev seemed to cry out a 
reproach to her. On she went d

·
o,Yn to 

t he ri,·er that shone l ike 3 sheet \lf s i l 
Yer through the wi l lo1Ys. Th ere was 
her father',; skiff just as he had d ram1 
its nose upon the sand . the water wish
washing its side� musicall y .  Once it had 
been her greatest j oy to \H>rk the oars � 
while her fa t her handled the J ines. H e  
\You ld m i;;s her . A p ictnre of h im, ol d, 
bent. trying to ]Janel le  the wet neb al one, 
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hi�  stiff fi nger� tangl ed help l essly, came 
to torture her. 

By and by the cold weather mmld come 
on. She sa\v h im in a fog. pul l i ng about 
bl indly, h is bit of red scarf flu t tering 
out with the \Yincl . Th inking of h im, 
�he stumbled on. 

Now she \\·as deep in the w i l l o \Y�. 
She could see the sycamore:;. Their 
crooked sil houettes in the moon l i ght 
looked like ghosts o f  e\•i l t hi n gs. But 
a few steps farther, and she would be 
there. She · sat UU\\'11 hel plessly on an 
upturned snag. The dull monotony o f  
ihe past was behind her. Just around 
the bend there, jov awaited her-love
l ife-happiness ; ·  sti l l  she sat desolate and 
bowed . The waves l icked up stealthily 
until thev touched her bare feet-a cold, 
clammy touch. She knew how they loved 
to suck in human l ife. Her father was 
old and stiff \vi t h  l on g years at the net,;. 

A dark cloud, the size o f  a man's h and. 
drifted over the face of the moon. She 
�a\,. it and shivered. A wailing sound 
began a way across the river. She seemed 

. to hear an old man ca l l i ng for help. 
Across the sky a bul lbat swooped, hov· 

ering ominousl y  o\'er the grav cabin'� 
roof. The wind was r ising . It fanned 
t he girl 's white cheek wh i ter.  Some
\\' here, away in t h e  dark. a young coon 
wh ined piteously . 

Some one spoke her name : " C lo
t i lde ! " 

H e  was close. She could ha\·c reached 
out and touched him w i th her hand ;  yet 
she sat motionless. l ike a th ing; of stone. 

Once more he spoke her na�1e : " Clo
t ilde ! " The sound came 10\Y and true. 
lt thrilled her. She had only to cry 
out ; but she sat. helpl ess, despair ing. 
She watched him going from her. 

" A.m·hcl\\'. it had an evil eye. I t  
boded ;JO g�od. I ne\·er knew it to fail 
before," t he old man sa id, \vhen he rose 
on a fa ir morning. 

" \\'e don 't a hrays ;;ee the worst 
s torm;;, poppy. "  t iH: gi rl said quietly. 
" The \Yon; t  sometimes goes round . . , 

" That'� r ight : That's righ t : " mum
hkcl the old man as h e  hobbled away to 
h i s  nets .  " See there : "-h e pointed his 
finger to t h e  river-" t here goe,.; the new 
boat. Good l uck to 'er." 

The girl stood, shadi ng her eyes, till 
t here \\·as only a speck, l ike a \\·hite bird. 
clott i ng _the lwrizon. 

And then one <hl\' t he old man came 
hurryi ng across the �

�and, big with news. 
'' Rec'lect the boat we \\·atched set sai l 

t h i s  fortn ight-wh i te boat w i t h  blue 
trim min' s ? " 

T he gi rl 's fal·e fl<bh ed wh ite out of 
the shado 1v. 

" Oid she get wrecked ? ' ' 
" No. no. but it ain't  sayin' a� how she 

oughtn't to. There's a \roman down at 
the Iandin'  1vith t \H) young�ters as ' lows 
she's his 11· i fe. and as how he l eft 'er ter
rible had off. Cur' us t h ings a happenin' 
on the river. hn·. lass ? " He ,;carched 
her face 1vith b l u-ndering old eye,; o f  l ove, 
but there \Ya;; noth ing in it to cause him 
anv uneasin ess. He t urned 1\· i t h  his  
an;1 , ful l o f  neh. 

" Ste\· ie\ n11n in' up to-night ."  he sa id . 
" Better go in a n' perk your ha ir  up a 
hi t . had n ' t  \·nu ) T here ha in 't no better 
lad than St�vie ." he added. 

\\'hen he IYa,; about to " sho\'e-off " he 
looked hack anu sa\\' her. entering the 
cab in -door . :-\ s m i l e  n f  sati�faction soft
ened the old man 's face a;; h e bent his 
back to the oars. 

B EA C H -S O N ( ; .  

F R()l\1 O\·er the seas h e  came t o  me, 
\\' i t h  h is a i r of grace and h i s  sm i l ing eyes ; 
\\' ith his charm and wit  and h i s  mam· l ie s 

And hi� l ips that, derei\·ing. kis,;ed me. · 

Strong and fa he as the sea \1-�b he : 
A soul be had l ike the sh i ft ing sand ; 
But he held my heart in his  r'arele;;,; hand 

\\'hen over the seas he went from me. 
r· . Prrci'val. 
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A S H O R T  S T O R Y . 

R up t l
_
t e  moll l l  t. ai n .\mcr

i < ·a  could "ce tb e rural 
,-arrier on his sure-foot
ed l i tt le  steed. At first 
he had seemed j ust a 
b l ack ,;pet·k again,; t  the 

sapph i re sky beh i nd him.  Then. as he 
came nearer. he  wi gwagged a IYdcome 
w i t h  his red bandanna. 

America had a l i tt le - skt ld about her 
shou l ders, for, in spi te  of the ,;unc;h ine.  
the February clay IYas c o l d .  and she used 
it for an aw;weri ng signaL Then. smi l 
i n g ,  she IYaitecl. 

'' \'ou're mighty anximl'," said the 
voung man on h or,;chack ,  as she ran 
;l01n{ the road to  meet" him. 

" I t 's  St. Valentine's l la1· ," she tuld 
him archh·. " and I 'm lookin' for one." 

He hm�ded her a l i ttle IH>X.  
" \\'el L "  he said shortly, " you've 

i t . "  
The g ir rs eyes liTre l i k e  star,; a:;  she 

untied t he string . 
" I f  l ' d  'a '  kno1vn." he IH'llt on s lo 11·ly, 

as he 1vatched her. " i f I ' cl 'a' knu1vn that 
New \'ork fellow was sendin' you some
t hin' nice. I ' d  have gone h im one better ." 

" Oh ! "  ,;he caught her breath C]Uickly, 
" but vou couldn ' t  go h im one bet ter than 
th is, Jeff." , c 

She held up for him to sec. a spa rkl ing 
j eweled heart, s 1nmg on a sl ender chain.  
- " There'� a card in the ]lox."  s]H� IYent 
on. and read i t  IYi th eager eye�. 

Tcfferson bent clo\Yn from the saddle. 
: , \\'hat:. dm•s h e  say ? " he demanded 

m asterful!\·. 
" I ain' t goi n' to t L· l l  you." She stood 

a \Yay from the horse. " It wasn't in tend
ed {or anv one but me." 

" \Yell - you're ()'oin' to read i t  to me." 
H is h ead

' 
��·as up,

"' 
and his ! Jronzccl young 

face IYas scern. 

" I a in' t goin' to read i t  to you. How'd 
vou l ike to  ]i an� m e  n·ad vour l etters tlr 
�ome other fel luw ) "  -

H e  waived the quest ion. 
" I ' m  goin' to  read what's on that 

, -arc! , "  he reiterated. 
He  dismoun ted and came lu\Yard her. 
For a m oment she seemed to meditate 

fligh t ; then her blue eyes met his brown 
ones in defiance. 

" You can't force me to give i t  to you." 
" Yes,  I can . "  Again h is face was stern. 

" lf you don't give i t  to me, I ' l l  take it 
[rom you, ' �I crikv." 

Son1ething in his air of C]Uiet deter
mination touched the primi t ive in the 
girL I t  was thus that men made them
selves master of her kind.  l t  was thus 
tbcv \YUH the IYOmen o f  t he mountains. 

' '  Oh, \Yel l , "  she s;ti cl sulk i ly-but back 
i n her eyes smoldered admiration. 

He took the card and read the verses 
aluucl. a nd his lazy clra 1d seemed to add 
romance to the words : 

This jewel. dear. is hut t h e  sign 
Oi my own heart : hoth, swcl:'l, arc thine .  
T sc\Hl them as a Val cnt im· 
To nne T loYc.  

" I guess he love' you, a l l  right," he 
s a i d  s lowly. 

" Yes." H er tone was exul tant 
" And he  11·anU; to  marry you ? " 
" \' L:S. "  
Jeff tore the  card in to  l i t t l e� b i ts. 
" ·Don't ! "  she cried.  
'" Let the four winds  take i t ."  he said 

bittcrl1·. " l knell' t h ere 11·as trouble 
a head w hen that man came up from New 
York to paint i n  the h ilb. You hadn't 
ever seen surh a man. and he hadn't ever 
seen such a \\'oman as you-vou h ad the 
beau tv of a ll' i ld bird, -a n d  ftc \Yas used 
to se�in' tame ones. That 's  IYhv l tc  fell 

352 
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in love with vou, and that 's  1v hat  would 
make you unliappy if you married h im. 

" \'ou ain't  fit t o  be caged i n  that l i t t l e  
fla t  of his.  I went there when I was i n  
N e w  York, and I felt  l ike I w a s  in  a 
trap . He showed me the  e lectric l i ghts 
that had shades l ike flo\\'er�. and h i s  pic
tures, and some old faded rugs, but I 
kep t t hinkin' how you'd die among a l l  
t h ose t a l l  buildings wi th  a l l  that  noise-" 

She shook her head , and t he color 
came and went in her cheeks . 

" But he'd give me prettv clothes," 
she said. " Don't you t h ink l'd look 
n ice in a p i nk s i lk  dress and a pink hat 
1v ith a feather ? " 

" You look nice in a n y t h i n g . "  he said 
fiercely, " to me. \'ou look n ice in that 
nld g i ngh a m you've got  ou,  w it h  that 
worsted sha w l  around your shoulders. 
Hut he'd have t o  dress you up-and t h en 
you wouldn't be t h e  gir l he fell  i n  low 
with in the h i l l;;-and he:d ··ompare you 
to those c itv 1vomen, and a fter a ,,· h ile 
he'd he ashamed of you. "  

" < ) h.  h c.m dare you, Jeff ! " Her 
voice- shook wi th i nd i gnation. 

" H e 1vou ld,"  the man 1vent on dog
gedly. " \'ou don ' t  talk l i ke t hem, and 
nm don't act l ike them-it's kinder to 
h im to give him u p-" 

" But he sa id he'd l earn me. and gi1·e 
me t h e  t h i ng� to l ook right in . "  

He came and stood over her.  
" J s love nothin' but clothes ? "  he de

manded. "- Are you 11· i l \ in '  to  se l l  your 
chance o f  happiness for a pin k  silk 
dress ? " 

She <lre1v <nvav from h i m .  
" I don ' t  t hink it's verv honorable for 

\'\>U to talk that wav," she said. " seein' 
be's the man I ' m  goi;1' to marry." 

H is eves b lazed. 
" A in;t I brought you h i s  l etters e1·cry 

\Yeck since he l eft ? " he demanded. 
" Do you t h i n k  I didn't  want  t o  fling 
'em in  the river ? " 

" Oh,  well, you h ad to hring 'e m , "  
was her  taunt . ,  " You're t h e  mail-car-

. 
" ner. 

" N o, [ d idn't h ave t o  bri ng 'em." 
H is l i the  voung figure was drawn up to 
i t s  ful l  height.  " I  dicin't han� t o  bring 
<"111. I mi(.(ht have flung 'em in the river. 

I ain't  a r'1:aid of the 
' President, or no 

government officer, 1vhen i t  comes to g�t
t in' t h e  girl I \Y8 nt . Hut J wasn't gom' 

1 1  c 

to \York t h a t  IY<W. I 11·anteJ vou to have 
h is letters . · ro chose fair and square 
between us. And now's your chance, 
' :\I er;ky. This m orn ing, here and now." 

l l .  
H E  reached out and took t he j e1vel 

from her hand and laid it in his big 
pa l m ,  be�ide a l i t t le  rosy h eart-shaped 
pebble,  \YOrn smooth by the 11·aters o f  the 
mountain stream. 

" That's what I brough t  you for my 
val entine," he said s lo1Y i V ;  " and at  first 
l 1vas asha med to give it .to you when I 
sa1v the present he had sent. Hut no w 
I a i n ' t  ash an1t'd . I 'm offerin' vou the 
best J \·e got . N o  man loves ,:ou l i ke 
I do-not tha t artist. H e\ j u�t taken 
11· i th your · face and - ti gure. 

- But 1 \·e 
, ·an�d s i nce I was a kid,  and I ' m  go i n' to 
can: t i l l 1 d i L'. I ' m  goi n' to care after 
1 'm dead and tnl'l:t rou in H eaven. "  

A s  h e  flung t h e  ;I'Ords a t  her the g i rl 
caught her breath .  

"· Oh , Jeff," she 11· h ispered, . .  you 
mustn ' t  say such thi ngs-" 

" W h i ch h eart 1v i l l  you t ake "-his 
n>icc was tense-" h is, that  cost a l o t  of 
J JH>Ill'V, or m ine, that didn't cost a cent ? 
\\'h ic:h "·i l l  you take, ' :\Teriky ? "  

She shrank .from the decision. 
" I to l d you jw;t no w I w as goin' to 

marrv him," she \\·avered. · 

Soinething in her tone gan h im h ope. 
" Look here, girl ," he wheed led ;  " look 

hl're. I want to show vou someth in ' .  
You get u p  here beh ind 'me  o n  B a l d y, 

:md we' l l  go back a b i t  up the  mountain:" 
She stared a t  h im.  
" \\'hat you goin' to do ? "  she quer ied 

doubtfully. 
" I' m  goin' to show you somethin' , ' '  he 

rl' i tcratcd. " You cnme a long, honey." 
Sl1 e sh ook h er hcac1. 
" I ' m  not go i n' a n y 1Yhere w i th you, 

1 cff." 
· " \Vhv not ? " 

She struggled for composure. 
" I don ' t  kno w," she w hispered. 
He dropped h i s  h ands on her shoul

ders. 
" Look a t  me." l1c comm:mded. and as 

she raised her scarl et face he saki slow
l y : " You're a fraid you' l l  giye in ? "  

" O h ,  I don't  know. T don't know." 
" You know how T love you. girl ," he 

said simply. 



354 T H E  CAVALI ER. 

Her eye,;, l i fted to his, seemed to see 
into the very depths o f  his tender soul .  

" I ' l l  go, J eff," she said t im id l y, and 
he l i fted her on the o l d  h orse. 

The roads that wound up the h i l l  and 
i nto the forest were muddv with the 
melting of the last snows. 1\s they went 
a long J eff read to his lady-love the verse 
that was to han� accompanied the rosy 
pebble heart : 

1 f yon love me as I love you, 
Our hea r t s  will be forever true. 

" I t ' s  pretty." she said softly. 
" Not l i ke h is , "  J efferson saiJ . " I  

can' t  talk l ike the city chaps, but I can 
beat 'em a l l  to death Iovin'  you, ' M eriky. " 

" Don't," she insisted. " \Vhat have 
you got to sho1v me, J e ff ? " 

' · You II' a it a minute." he sa icl . 
Deeper and deeper they went into the 

heart of the 1voods. About them was the 
s i lence o f  the ,,- i nter. The ha�;e trees 
l ooked ghost l y  .i n th e pale sunshine. 

And then a l l  at once thev came to a 
circle of the pines, v ivid em�rald among 
their dead surroundings. 

As Jeff guided the h o rse into the midst 
of the circle America gasped. 

" ( Jh, Jeff-" 
" I bui l t  i t  last  spring," the hoy ,.;aid 

proudly, as he led her up the steps o f  
the t iny cabi n ; " and l put a l l  t h e  things 
in i t .  I never thought o f  your Iovin'  
anyhod1· else .  and I j ust got  n:ady for 

you, ami thought how you'd l ike it .  And 
then h e  came, and at first I thought I 
ought to let him h ave you. He was rich, 
and could give you everything. But after 
I went to New York last f a l l  I just 
wouldn't g ive you up to t h at kind of l i fe." 

He l i fted her over the t h reshol d, and 
for a moment held her in h is anns. 

" \Vhy, honey, " he whi spered, " i n  the 
mornings we could stand here and see 
the sun rising through that cut I 've made 
in the pines, and at night the w i nd would 
sing us to s leep . "  

H e  put her down, and stood away 
from her, bre at h ing quickly. 

' '  H ow do you like i t ?  " h e  asked after 
a moment, unstead i l y, and w aved h is 
hand toward the firep lace. 

It was a great cavern of- stone, fit to 
hold a backlog that would last a week. 

" I could see vou kneel in' in front of 
it ," he said softly, " and the fi re makin' 
your cheeks pink. I can' t  t h i n k  of any 
other woman there, ' 1\I eriky." 

" Jell ! " There was a note of trouble 
i n  her fresh young voice. 

He hel d  out his arms to her. 
" Come here," h e  said masterfull y, and 

1vith face aflame she came to him and 
l ai d her burning cheek against h is coat. 

His voice shook as h e  looked at her.  
' '  But there ain't  anv other woman 

go in' to be there, is ther�, honey ? " 
A nd the radiance in her eyes answered 

h i m .  

W A I T I N '. 

\VA \ WARI > lassie, qm't vou hear 
S weet the l ark's wilcl� 

note a f a l l i n' ? 
' T is the love-song o' the year. 
'Tis  the time o' mating. clear, 

\Yi l l  your heart na heed the c a l l in' ? 

S igh in'  l assie, r ise and sec 
W'h i te .  sac white the h i l l s  11· i '  heather : 

Soft the g l acl wind in the lea, 
S ingin' songs o' you and me, 

Y o u  aJHl me a hand, togeth er .  

Loneh· l assie. can vou h ear 
s��-�et the l ark's -sad note a fal l in'

W'here the heather's brown and sere
W'here you're sleepin',  wh isper dear. 

Can vou hear my heart a cal l  i n ' ? 
Gordon J olznsto11e. 
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A C O M P L E T E  N O V E L . 

C H A PT E R  I .  
PROPH ECIES. " IT won't pay." 

W 
. " l't \\' i l l . "  

Th e �peaker� wt::re re
spectJnl y  H enry Rod
ney, Sr. ,  and· Henry 
Rodney, J r.  T he former 

had al l the confi d<ence uf :tge, IYh ich, 
being ba�ed on C XlJer ience, i� n:ry strong ; 
t he latter a l l  the confidence o f  youth, 
1vhich, being based on not h ing at ·a l l , i:; 
�trongcr sti l l .  

" Y ou' l l  nc1·cr make cu ffee pl anting 
in Venezue l a a success . H a rr 1· .

. , J t IYas 
Rodney, Sr. ,  \I IJU spoke . " t'> on't  buy a 
p lantation down t here . " 

H.odncy, Sr. ,  l eaned hack in h is chair.  

He was accust< Jmcd to s�:e i ng h is ach·ice 
fol JOIYecl. 

" I ' n:  bought one, . ,  remarked Rod-
ney, J r .  

H is father glared . 
" You're a fool : "  he gro w l ed.  
The younger man ga1'C up gaz i ng out 

of the office window at the shipping in 
Boston H arbor to face Rodney, Sr. 

" Y esterda v l became the owner of 
the Santa .R osa plantation." h e  an
nounced . '· I t  i� situated in t he .Fila de 
Turgua, Venezue l a 's richest roffee-grOIY
ing district . "  

" "'ho com1 ccl you ? " i nterru pted Rod
ney, Sr. 

; , I bou gh t it," con t inu ed the younger 
man, q uite unruffled. " from ih former 
o11·ner. �ciior \'elt�z. j ust n o 11· a res ident 
o f  this  coui1try for pol it ical reasons . 
\Vith modern mach inen·. such as I mean 
to i nsta l l .  and husines�l ike, up-to-date 
methods-" 

" Such as you 
scoffed his fath er. 

w i l l  suppl y, eh ? "  
" I t 's  going to be a 

regular  l i ttle tropica l  bonanza, eh ? 
Fine ! Splend id : B u t  hu11· about re,·o
lutions ? " 

" N o fear of th em for · years to come " 
declared H arrv J.:. odnev co;1fidentlv .  · • In 
fact , the pre;ent go\·�rnmcnt's exasper 
at ing stabi l i ty is w hat forced old Sei'!or 
Vel{·z to sell Santa R osa to me. Xow, 
as I sa i d .  w ith modern-" 

Hut R odney, Sr. ,  11·a1't:cl h is hand i m 
pat ient ! y .  

" H umph ! "  h e  snorted .  " Sou th 
America and busi ness - ni .\ :  SPuth 
:\ merica's good for l oYe, that's  a l l
l anguish in g. dark-eyed .rt 'litJritas. passion 
ate gl ances, moon light serenades, etc., 
etc. : hut business-rats : " 

Roclnev. T r. ,  st i ffened. He felt that 
h i s  N C \\: J·:

·
ngi :md consc icJH'e had been 

i nsu l ted . 
" \ l ine is pu rl'l y a •. ·ommcrc ial ven

ture, ' '  he answered coldly, " not a trop
ical fl irtat ion . " 

" H umph : I t  11·on ' t  pay. "  
" I t  w i l l . "  
\Vhich brough t  the t w o  men hack to  

th eir starting-point, each w ith his par
ticular brand of con fid l'nce unimpaired. 

Hut, w hereas the  confidence of age 
merely el ic i ted e x plosi\'C " H umph s : "  
from Rodne\·, S r . .  ll'henevcr Venezuel a 
a nd coffee �,:ere men t i oned, the confi 
<kncc of youth impe l l ed R odney, Jr. ,  t o  
take the verv ii rst steamer over the ( · a 
r i l >hcan to -La (; ua\'ra, i n  Venezuela.  
T h ere he hoarcled £l d iminatiw l i t t l e  

··raihn1y tra in, ,,· h irh  zigzagged h im in 
due cou rse as fa r <J:< Ca racas, Venezue
la's ra p ital . There he a l ighted. proud l y  
conscious o f the fact t hat h i s  first i n
\·estment of h i s  own mone\· had made 
l1 i m  fuJ] ctledgecl South /\m�rican owner 
o f  a bona-fide coffee plantation i n the 
rich Fila de Turgua. 

355 
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Letters o f  introduction, presented 
during the next few days, Ol)l:ned to Rod
ney valuable and courteous sources of 
information-most especia l l y  General A l 
varado, minister of war, w h u  o11· nL·cl L'ar
acatia, the next estate to  Rodney·'s Santa 
Rosa. 

" Rich ) " ejaculated t he genera l .  IYhen 
R odney, his  father's IH>rds st i l l  1· ividly 
i n  m ind, began to fort i fy his O \Y i l  opinion 
of the new property. ' '  R iL·h ? Why, 
Santa R(ba is  the neatest , snuggest l i t t l e  
plantation in al l the Fila de Turgua . ' '  

Then t he young N e 11· Englander 
S\\'itched his  question ing to the suL •ject of 
revolutions. 

" N onsense," ej aculated the minister of 
war, " a l l  the rumors about an impendi ng 
outbreak are sheer, idiotic n u nsensc . "  

" How about Ledezma, the Turgua 
guerri l l a ?  " askeJ Rodney, 11· hu had been 
hearing much legation and cafe gossip. 

(�eneral Ah·arado's  face e x pressed su
preme contempt. 

" Why, l beat Rafael Ledezma su bad
l y  last yea r," he said, " a nd ga1·e h im 
such a taste cl prison l ife that he w i l l  
never b e  heard from agai n . "  

The general leaned fonYard ; h i s  ges
tures became positively pyrotcchnica l .  

" Listen," h e  said, " d o  v o u  11·ant con
clusive pr�lOf that I beli�n the whole 
Turgua region t o  be absolutely pe<JJ:eful 
and safe ? You shal l  h ave it .  l\I y daugh
ter E lena i s  staying at my plantation o f  
Caracatia.  next t o  vour Santa Rosa, and 
she is a l�ne there, · w i t h  the maj ordomo 
and his wife. 

" Do vou think that I would a l l o w  her 
to remai;1 t here if I bclie1·cd a s i ngle one 
of these in:>ane rumors about imminent 
uprisi ngs i n  the neighborhood ? N ever
never, St'ltor.' Bah ! D ismiss a l l  this  rot 
from your m i nJ.  Every furcigner is 
fi lled with i t  by chattering foob as soon 
as he sets foot in Venezuela.  Ride out 
to your p l antation, Sl'iior R odney. and i n  
a week or two I s h a  1 1  \\'elcome y o u  i n  
person at Caracati a  and give y o u  a taste 
o f  Venezuelan plantation hospital i ty: 
Revolution � Ledezma ! B ah : "  

And the general proceeded t o  t e l l  Rod
ney how to get to his ne11· property' : and. 
in the exuberance o f  his  friendl iness, 
promised to telegraph to Rosario, the 
nearest railwav station to Santa R o�a. in 
order that a good guide might meet Rod-

ney there and take him over the hil ls  to 
h is plantation. 

Thus IYas the cunlidence of youth forti
fied by the contidence of bureaucracy. 
\Vhat chance had the confidence o f  mere 
age ? A l ready Rodney, Sr. 's ,  " It won't  
pay ! " sounded le�� loud ly, k;;� persistent
ly in h is son's ears. 

And the l atter's feeling o f  reassuranl'e 
was changed to one of serene freedom 
from worry by h i s  j ourney from Caracas 
to11·arcl Santa Rosa. 

I ts fi rst stage took him through C ara · 
cas in an open victoria to the eastern ra i i 
\Yay station ; through narro11·, peaceful 
street:;, lined with quiet old mansions, 
where j ingling bells heralded the aP.
proach of leisurely little horse-cars and 
placid trains of pack-donkeys ; by barrack 
doors, giving glimpses of somnolent 
guards, and pleasant-shaded plazas, where 
loafers s l umbered on sun-baked benches. 
Everything-even the English station
master at the eastern station, enervated by 
ten years of the tropics-exuded peace, 
deep ·peace. E1·erything counseled Rod
ney to repeat Genera:! A lvarado's vehe
ment, " Revolution ! Bah � " 

Then came the slow railroad rick 
through the Caracas valley, green and 
s leepy, past Petarc, h uddled on a hi l lside, 
turning its back on its l i t t l e  railway sta
tion, as if in objection to the disturbing 
whistling and shunting going on there : 
through the gorge of the Cuaire, silent 
between rockv walls,  unt i l  at l ast the 
trai n  stopped. abruptly before the dozen 
tumble-down shanties of Rosario, tem
porarily rejoicing in great i mporta.nce as 
the " eastern terminus " o f  the line. 

There RodnL:y. stepping jauntily from 
the train, was duly met by a man who an·  
nounced h imse l f  a s  t h e  guide .who was t o  
take cl Sl'!ibr A 11/tricano  to S a n t a  Rosa. 

Together the two started on horseback 
u p  a steep h i llside trail through dense 
forest, where bril liant-hued birds flew 
overhead, and scared green Li zards scur
ried madly to cover. At fi rst Rodney', 
intent on sights and sounds new to him. 
kept his eyes 01-1 the scenery right and left.  
on the grim h i lltop,; above and t he green 
valley below, with Rosario growing 
smaller and smaller as thev wound steadi
ly upward ; and all the wl� i l e  he whistled 
and hummed gaily. Then he hegm1 to 
turn his attention to the guide, riding 
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stolidly ahead, enveloped in h is blue and 
red cobija . the cloak worn Ly all lower
class Venezuelans. 

Across the man's swarthy face, from 
left temple clear to the right j aw-bone, 
ran a w icked machete cut. 

" \V bo gave you that ? " asked Rodney, 
i n  h is carefully acquired Spanish. 

" Rafael Ledezma," ans1Yer.ed the gu ide. 
As h e  spoke h e  respec t fu l ly touched h i s  
h at.  Rodney noticed that th ree o f  the 
fi ngers of his right hand \\'Crt� mere 
stumps. 

" Last �·ear," continued the gui de, 
" Ledezma came to my ranch \y i t h  his  
guerr i l las and tried to p ress me i nto 
service.  1 resisteu . l f t' s wun g his  
machete. I l i f ted my hand.  \Vith one 
blow he did th is  ,_::_t he man showed 
the t hree fi nger-stum ps-" IYi t b  another, 
this," and he p o i nted to the ghastl)' scar 
across his farc. 

" Ledezma is n o l onger dangerous ' " 
q ueried R odney, a hit

-
unc;v;i \ y. The 

confidence o f  youth had fe l t a s l igh t 
s ha ke . 
• " ( ; cnera l A h·�1 rado scutrhc d h im . "  

s a i d  t he guide. ' '  ;l lld t h i nks the  snake 
is dead. but-,\ lv;uado sh ou ld he11·are. 
r .ook ! , 

Thev had come around a bend i n  the 
t r a i l .  

·
The gu ide p ointed to the charred 

ruins of \Yhat had b�en a great p lan ta t i on 
house. 1 

" There, t en n�ars back," he said, 
" l ived l.c()n Pac.heco, nephew of Pres
ident ] )[n· i la ,  of V cnezuela.  Being j ea lous 
of Ledezma's po 11·er hereabouts, Pacheco 
had him imprisoned i n  the fortress of 
:\I aracaibn, hundreds of m i les aiYay
imprisoned in irons in a deep dungeon. 
\" et I .ede zma escaped, and, before the 
news of h is escape cou l d  reach Pac h eco , 
came to t his place one night w i th h i s  
l11Cl' . 

" They dragged Pacheco out of bed, 
into the bright moonlight be fore the 
house. 

" ' Don't you kno1v me ? '  sh ou t ed the 
president ' s  nephe1v to his raptors. 

" ' M y  name i s  I ,e()n Pacheco. '  
" ' I t  was, y o u  mean,' corrected Le

dezma, shooting Pacheco dead. 
" Then they burned the home to the 

ground. Aye, sciior. the hills ide glowed 
red over Rosario on the night o f  Ledez
m a's reven ge ! " 

Rodney gazed for a momen t in silence 
at the ru i ns . Then he tossed his head 
impat iently. 

" Bah ! " h e  scoffed. " I f  Ledezma 
were not h armless now, G enera l A lvarado 
\vould never leave his daughter E lena 
alm1e at Caracatia ."  

The mention o f  1\Iiss 
seemed to banish from 
a l l  t h ought u f  the 
guerr i l l a. 

Alvarado's name 
t he guide's m i n d  
ll' i cked Turgua 

" At, Ia ni1ia E lena ! " he sighed rev
eren tly, " she i s  the most beaut i fu l  young 
lady in the world. Wait t i l l  you see 
her eyes-they are stars ; and her hair
all , what l1air ! She had it  cropped short, 
to bt:: :;nrc, a few weeks ago, on account 
of an at tack of scarlet fever, yet-w i l l  
you bel i eve .i t ,  s,·,[or !-she i s  pretti er 
now than ever . H er hair  curls, von sec, 
and cut short as it h nu11 -

· . 
" What do people say of the qual ity of 

Santa Rosa coffee ? "  i n terrupted Rod
ney. The p ract i ca l N e 11· Englander in 
him \\'anted to talk busi J ; ess. H e felt 
smal l i nt erest in the  gu i de 's raptu res 
ah< >ut  th e young mistress of Caracatia. 

· •  La niiia E lena doe,; not l ike it-at 
least she says she doesn' t .  She used to 
r ide over ·from Caracatia to Santa Rosa, 
get old Seiior Velez furi ous by insulting 
his  coffee, ancl then get h im good
h umored aga i n  by ,; inging and p l aying 
guitar to h im. ( lh, nobody can belp 
l iking her . You , so/or. w i l l-" 

" Oh, forget .your 11i1ia E l ena," inter
P<»;ed Rodney, laughing. They had sud
den l y  emerged from the \voodland into a 
cleared space, from which Rodney could 
see, far below, a delightful narrow val
ley ; in the foreground, set in the midst 
of dense co ffee-groves, was a great, red
roofed house. 

" Santa R osa-your plantation," an
nounced the gu ide . Then he pointed to
ward the northern end of the l i ttle val
l ey, where, half h idden among trees, was 
another great house. 

" And that," be con t i n ued, his voice 
growing softer and at the same time en
thusiastic, " is Caraca:tia-where la niiia 
Elena is ." 

" I  play second fidd le about here with.  
a vengeance, " muttered Rodney t o  him
self ,  as  they began to descend the hil l
s ide toward his  property. 

For half  an hour the two men sl ipped 
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a n d  slid down the rock-strewn trail ; for 
half an hour they cantered t hrough 
coffee-groves, shady and fragrant. Then 
they emerged suddenly into a cleared 
space. Before them rose the house of 
the Santa Rosa p lantat ion . 

" Eh, Manuel ! V enacc't, J use An
tonio ! "  called out Rodney's guide lustily. 
" Come out and take our horses. you lazy 
vagabonds ." 

Nobody cam�:. "'ith an impatient 
oath the gui de disappeared in the direc
tion of the servants' quarters. 

Left alone, Rodney gazed with ab
sorbed interest at the great house ---:- his  
property. Low and rambling it stood 
before him , with i ts wide veranda, brick
paved and adol.Je- p illared, its red, weath
erbeaten roo f. i t� mas� iYe doors and iron
barred w inclo,,·s, through which the 
American caught gl impses of enormous, 
gloomy rooms, w i t h  bare, wormy rafters 
and uncarpetecl brick floors ; of vast 
courtyards st retchi n g far to the rear into 
the very midst of the coffee-groves. 

The coffee-groves f H i s  own coffee
gr�jjeS ! Rodney thrilled with the glow
ing pride of ownership. There t hey 
were, decked in sno11·v blossom and vel
vet leaf, fragrant wi ti1 the smell of  mil
lions of ripen ing berries, dark, mysterious 
and peaceful beneath t h e  canopy of the 
tall shade-trees. 

A s  Rodney gazed do 11·n t he silent 
woodland vistas-a,; h is eve;; wandered 
Lack to the s leepy old hous�. a l l  h is feel 
ing o f  disqui etude yanishecl. He smiled. 
Here, i ndeed , was a n�ry parad ise of 
peace and rest. H ere. indeed , with 
A m erican push and machi nery- Rodney's 
thoughts were never poetical for long
a fortune might be made, a skept ical 
father's " I t 11·on't pay : , . hurled back in 
the speaker 's teeth. 

The confidence of yuuth, i n short. had 
almost cl imbed aga in  to the p i nnacle 
which  certa i n m isgi\·ings hac\ compelled 
it temporari ly to abandon. when the guide 
appeared abrupt ly from beh ind the house, 
white and wic\e-eyecl. 

" \Vhat's up ? "  asked R odney. startled. 
" Sl'iior ' "-the gu ide could hardly 

speak for perturbation-" they are 
gone ! " 

" \Vho are gon e ? " 
" Everybody - every peon on the 

place." 

" Well-what the dickens does th at 
mean ? "  

The guide's teeth clicked together. 
" Ledezma ! " he answered. He looked 

fearfully i nto the clark groves about him.  
" Srfior-l et us go back ! " he urged. 

" N onsem;e � " exclaimed Rodne4,_. " I 
sha l l stay here-you, too." For a mo
ment the guide stared at h im blankly. 
" H ean·n forbid. so/or. · ·  he murmured, 
crossing him,;c l f  hast i l y. Then he 
whirled h is horse about . 

" Come back, yuu coward ! " cried R od
ney. " Come back, I sav ' "  

.Bu t  already t h e  man l1ad spurred h is  
reluctan t horse into  the narro w trail b\· 
which they had just arrived. For a mr;
ment h e  tu rned, touching his hat, and 
Rodney saw aga in the cruel red scar 
across his face and the �;tumps of  his  
mutilated fingers . Then he di ,appearecl . 

Rodney was alone. 

C H A PT E R  I I .  

T H E  B E L L S .  

F OR a few minutes the young Amer
ican sat his horse before the Santa 
Rosa house, staring along the trai l  

by w h ich t i le gu ide had vanished. 
The man' s sudden defect ion , the look 

of terror on his face, had worked a 
change in the you n g  p lanter' s m in d. 
T wi ligh t, descending on the thick coffee
groves, seemed to fill them wi th  spectral 
shadows. The long far;ade of the house 
became suddenly grim and host ile ; its  
barred windows took on an uncomfort
able, pr i son- l ike a i r . 

Through the brandies of the trees and 
the d warfed coffee-bushes a breeze 
rustled, and Rodney started in his sad 
dle. Then, with a shamefaced laugh, 
he dismoun ted , t ied his horse to one of 
the veranda pillars. cl imbed the stone 
steps, and fi tting h is key to  the l ock of 
the big middle door , let h i m self  into the 
house . 

\Vhistl ing 'l gay tune, he IYalked 
through the gloomy roms, out into the 
courtyard, through the majordomo's of
fices and the long. hack corridors ; 
through the kitchen, \l"ith its immense 
brick stove and blackened \Yalls ; through 
t he coffee patios. paved with rough flag
stones. 
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Everything was deserted. He stopped 
"- h istl ing . S ilence so oppressive, so un
canny, hung over Santa Rosa that Rod
ney, standing irresolute in the bare 
mansion, hal f considered returning to 
Rosario. Then across his mind �hot a 
p icture of h is father, coldly triumphant 
in h i�  Boston office, the harsh , " l t  won't 
pay l "  on his ;;cornful l ips. Rodney 
stamped his foot ; he would stick i t  out. 
Slowly he returned th�ough the court
rard tOIYard the reranda. 
. A s  he reached the b ig fnJl1t room h e  
again started riolcntly. Somebody was 
on the rcramla . Rodne\' ;;tood for a 
moment :;tock-,;til l ,  list�ning.  Then. 
1Yit h  an impat ient tos;; o f  the head, he 
IYalked out the door. 

There was a man by the front steps-a 
man dressed in the long black cassock of 
a priest. 

" \Velcome to Santa Rosa," he said as 
RodJ1ey emerged from the house. " I 
am the prie,;t of Santa Ro;;a vil lage." he 
added, " and knew that you were expect
ed here to-day. ·welcome, snlor." 

" I am m ost grateful to you," said 
Rodney pol itely. 

He was owrJoyed at  the  �ight of the 
old priest's k ind face, at the chance to 
talk with a human being after his 
gloomy promenade through the deserted 
house of Santa Rosa. Having installed 
his visitor in the most com fortabl e  of the 
veranda chairs, he \'anished into the 
house and rummaged about in cupboards 

- and pantries until he found some crack-
ers and bottled beer with which he re
appeared in triumph. Soon he and the 
priest were on excellent terms . Rodney 
lost no time in ask ing the old man what 
he made o f  the desertion o f  Santa Rosa 
by the plantation workmen. 

" They're cowards, poor fellows." re
plied tl{e p riest . " Of course, Rafae l 
Ledezma i� a n:rv \Yicked man, and in last 
year's revoluticin - he kil l ed and burned to 
his heart's content : hut he is on -his p lan
tation at Turgua, far up in the hills. 
Even if he dares rise aga i:1st the govern
ment again, a fter the heating he got from 
General Ah·arado, i t  will  doubtless take 
him several davs more to co l lect a force 
l arge enou gh for venturing so near to 
Caracas as this. Yet, the whole country- · 
side is alarmed . Alreadv half o f  mv vil
lagers h ave run away-to hide in th� hil ls 

or take refuge in the bigger towns. I 
tried to keep them back, but I couldn't .  

" Natural lv, soior, there is some 
danger . Fo� instance , Caracatia is no 
place for Sei1orita  Elena Alvarado. 
Ledezma hates her father.  I ,  myself, 
went to her this morning to urge her to 
leave to-day fur Caracas, but she insisted 
that she would spend one m ore night on 
the p l antation. A ve, _.. , ·,ior. \\' hat a 
girl, what a girl ! ,

· 

Rodney ;;ighed resigned!�'· He had a 
dozen business questions on th e  t ip of 
his tongue. 

" She is the prettiest harum-sc-arum 
that ever l ived," continued the old priest 
fondly. " Real ly, I can do nothing with 
her anv more. The other day she came 
galloping into Santa Rosa ·vil lage on 
horseback-in boy' s  clothes, mind you
dismounted in front of mv house and 
ran i nto the dining-room. · 

" ' Padre Gregorio ! ' she shouted . 
" I looked up and didn't know her, 

which delighted the l ittle monkey so that 
she went into peals of laughter. I recog
nized the laugh, and, oh � Se1ior Rodney, 
f \Yas almost dumb w ith horror. 

" ' ,\·i,i\r.' -' I gasped . ' Elena !-you ? 
-riding about-in that ! '  And I point
ed, speechlegs, to the boy's suit. 

" ' \Yhy not ?  ' says she. opening her 
eyes \\- ide. ' I t's very comfortable, 
padrc-e�pecial ly half of  it . '  

" Word,; left me. Lifting eyes and 
hands to heaven I turned awav. But she 
followed, plucking m y  sleeve .' 

•• 'Padr, · .' ·' she ,;aiel. ven· sweetly, ' do 
I look pretty ? �  

· 
" ' Go h ome, you naughty girl, ' I com

manded. 
" ' Say I'm pretty. Say I 'm pretty.' 

she begged. ' Say th is suit is becoming 
to me. '  And she tugged at my sleeve so 
hard that I had to turn around and look 
at her. 

· • '  :11ijita,' I said presently, ' Heaven 
knows that it is-hut go straight home.' 

" I spoke in vain-she was dancing 
11· ith jov. 

. " ' \: ou 're a dear, sweet , gal lan t  old 
.padr, · . · ,;he cried. ' and just for that I'm 
going to stay and have some o f  that del i
cious cake I see over there . ' And stay 
she did. 

" ' \ [  incl you, I 'm not going home yet,' 
sl1e a�:nounr·ecl, her mouth chock-full of • 

• 
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cake, as she \vas getting into her saddle. 
' Im going to ride all O\'er the p lace and 
ha,·e a royal good time. and-I' l l  tell you 
al l . about i t  at confession, padr<' ." 

" ' \'ou go h ome ! ' I ruarec! in des
peration. But she shook her l i ttle head. 
brazenlv b le \\· me a ki;;,;, much mixed 
\Yith caie crumbs. and was off like mad. 
Ay d,• mf -' What a girl she is ! When 
she comes to me for cnn fl·ssion l must 
imp ose a very severe penance on her." 

" You certainly mw;t," agreed Rodney. 
H is N ew E n gland conscience made him 
di-,approve of tomboy5-especia l l y  when 
they persisted in gett ing m i xed up with 

· ever�· business conversation which he 
started. 

" Why do the majordomo and h is wife 
at Caracatia allow .\ [ iss Ah·arado to 
wear boy's clothes ? " he inquired . 

" \\'hy. bless you, she has probably 
com·inced them br this t ime that all wom
en in the world ought to wear them. Ah, 
E l e r a  � She does \Yh a t  she ]'ileases with 
all o f  us. You must meet her, sciior. 
Surelv, Americans admire g irl s  of her 
sp iri t :" 

" Some Americaw; do, ' '  ,;aiel Rodney, 
guardedly. 

A nd t hen. to h is immense relief, he 
managed to switch the com·ersat.iun to 
coffee crops, and cost of labor, and trans
portation rate� on machinery. and other 
simi lar quest ions clear to his practical 
heart . for a l l  of \Yhich the ben evolent old 
priest had inte l l igen t  and he l pful an
swers. They pa�secl a wry pleasant hour 
together. \Vhen the old man rose to go, 
Rodne!· accompanied him as far as the 
edge of the cleared spare in front of the 
house. 

" I hope, "  laughed the American, 
" that ,·ou, too. "· i l l not run away to hide 
i n  the hi l ls ." . 

" N o fear" saicl the pr iest .  " .\ [ y  post 
is my church . There I sha l l  4ay. to ring 
the bells of Santa Rosa . to chri:;ten. con 
fess. marry, and g iYe e.\trcme unction, no  
matter what may happen. A dios, Senor 
Rodney." H e  bowed courteous!\· and be
gan to trudge along the path ·to Santa 
Rosa yillage . 

Rodney. - climbing the YCranda steps 
again . felt muc h reassured : the ;;imple 
old priest's remarb had partial ly a llayed 
the disquiet caused by the guide's abrupt 
departure. Throwing h imsel f into a big 

chair, he lighted a cigar and gazed calm
ly into the gathering dusk. 

Soon, from beyond the coffee-gwve�, 
the bells of Santa Rosa began to ring
so sweetly, so peacefully, that they served 
effectual ly to restore Rodney's serene 
confidence. Forgetting those . two dis
turbing ell:ments. Ledezma, the guerrilla, 
and E l ena. the h arum-scarum, he pro
ceeded to fi l l his mind completely with 
business-permanent!�·, too, he flattered 
himself. 

Strong is the confidence of youth. 

C H A PT E R  I I I . 

RODC\E\' REC E I \'ES ,\ CA LLE R. 

H
E "·as awakened next morning by a 

shot. 
Springing from his bed , he stood 

for a moment, irre�olute and barefoot, on 
the cold brick flooring o f  his room, rub
bing his eyes. 

T hen came another shot-a third
both from the d irec tion of Caracatia, the 
A lvarado p l antation. Rodney tumbled 
hastilv into his clothes and dashed out on 
the v�randa . . 

Dawn was just reddening t he east, and 
the light \Yas so \Yea k as yet that he could 
not even d iscern the woods beyond the 
little cleared space in front of his house. 
Standing on the front steps, he peered 
into the d istance. About ten minutes 
went by. N othing happened. He turned 
to go back to bed. But a rustl ing sound 
made him wheel about and resume his 
post near the head o f  the front steps. 

As he did so. a mai1 burst from the 
circle o f  darkneo;s, p lunged across the 
cleared space. sped up the veranda steps, 
and fel l l i terally into Roclnev's arms. 
With a sudden t�Yist, the Ame;ican sent 
him spinning bacb,·arcl. 

" \Vhat the d ickens-" began Rodney, 
advancing trucul ent ly. 

The other had careened against one of 
the veranda pil l ars and toppled to the 
floor. There he scrambled to a sitting 
posture. Roclr.ey, com ing close, saw that 
he was apparently unarmed and meant no 
mischief .  

H e  was young-a boy. in fact-dressed 
in the rou.gh clothes of a peon, or plan
tation laborer, loose white iacket and 
trousers beneath the·  blue and · reel cobija. 
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As l'...odney gazed down at h i m  curious
lv. he suddenlv l i fted h is eves. 
. " You need1�'t be so cross auout it," he 

ouser\'ed meeklv. 
" \Vho arc you ? " asked Rodney rough-

1 v. As there was no answer. he stirred 
u'p the hudd led l i t t le tigure w i t h  h is foot. 

" H ey, Bil l-\vhat do you want ) "  was 
his gruff question. 

A gain the !Joy l i fted h i< eyes-u ig , 
bro\\·n ones. 

" You mustn ' t  call  me B i l l . "  he re
marked . " In fact," he went on argu
mentati,·eh·, " you shouldn't call me uy 
my fi rst n�me, 'anyway . "  . 

" \Vel!. I never ! "  gasped Rodnn·. 
" Stop this  nonsense. Tel l me your 
nan1e. " 

" \\'hen \'OU kno\\· m ,. fi r�t name. vou 
won't dare . call  me by i t ."  remarked .the 
!Joy, looking up sweet ly. 

" \Vhat is it ? "  snapped Rodney. aga i n  
stirring the o t h e r  up "· i th h i s  foot. 

" l� lena. "  
-

There was a si lence . Rodney looked 
closely at the l i tt le  figure huddled against 
the lo\\· veranda "lYal l .  H e  understood. 

" l\liss Alvarado." he said humbly. " 1 
beg your pardon. "  

?ll iss Alvarado clasped her hands alJout 
her knees and looked �olemn ly i n to Rod, 
nev's eyes. 

'' Ydu k icked me." she obsen·ed rem
iniscently. 

" 1 am terribly sorry. humbly 
apologize." 

" You arc a wicked. lnutal American. "  
Rodney sh i fted about uneasilv .  
" So ,:ou kno,,· \Yhu l am/' he said 

lamely. 
" 0 h, ves. You are the new owner 

of Santa ·Rosa-Don H arry Rodney." 
She h ad scrambled to her feet. and the 

l igh t, now strong. enabled Rodn ey to get 
a good louk at her-nor did t hat look 
g in· the I ie to '" hat he had heard from 
the guide and the prieq. E lena Alva
rado\ beautv was of the dean-cut, 
S panish type.:___and it "·as but enhanced 
by her bizarre a t t i re. Beneath her 
rough stra\Y hat her great cLTk ryes gazed 
up at Rodney half boldly, half  w istfully. 
Her bov's clothes, beneath her cl oak. sat 
well Oil her l i the l i tt le  bod,.. Rodney 
became conscious that he ,�·as staring 
rudely at the bew itching appari t ion. 
when it said abruptly :  

" I suppose you w ant to know the rea
son for t his  awfully shocking visit .  Well 
-I m i ght as wel l  confess-when clark
ness came on up there "-she waved her 
hand tO\Yard Caracatia-" I got scared. 
1 heard dread ful noises. They kept me 
awake . 1 got up and put on mv clothes 
-these clothes-thev were the handiest 
and-\Yll\i shouldn' t . ] wear 'em ? "  she 
burst out sudclenh·. consci ous of s i lent 
� ew England cl is.apprO\·al in Rodney's 
eves. 

· " no-by all means do. ' '  he stammered 
in great con fus ion.  

E l ena. backed against the veranda 
walL eyed him Sl'YCrely. Seeing that he 
was pro perl y  humbled. she resumed : 

" T hen I heard a shot. T hat was 
enough. I ran full speed clown the road 
to Santa R osa . "  She paused. 

" Reallv-l'm much flattered . "  Rodo 
ney \Yas tioumlcr i ng m i serably. 

E lena sudden]  y opened her eyes in 
scorn r u l  amazement. 

" H ow clare you suppm;e tl1 at  T meant 
to come to. your house ? " sht sputtered. 

" Look here. n o "· ·  \ ! iss .\h·arado, " be
gan t he exasperated Rodney. " you j ust · 
said yourself  that you started for Santa 
Rosa . "  

" Santa Rosa vil lage,"  e :-..:plained E le
n a  ma j estical lv. " T  intended t o  take 
refuge ·\\· i t h  m y: friend , Padre Gregorio. "  

" Oh . " 
" I am not i n  the habit of making in

formal calls at dawn in boy's clothes on 
\'OUl \ g  Ame6cans whom r han� never 
see1 1 .  

· '  ( ) j' course 1 1 o t . "  
" 1 lo vou undnstand now ? ' ' 
" Yes.' l\l iss A h·arad o.  apologize ."  
T here "·as a pause. 
" \\'el L aren ' t  you going to say that 

you're awfully glad I took the wrong turn 
a nd came here i nstead ) "  i nqu ired l\I iss 
.\ h·arado. much hurt. 

" <  > h-er-wh v, o f  course-T-I'm de
l i ght ed . " >tammeiTcl the lJe,\'ilclerccl young 
man.  

E lena loohcl skep t i ca 1 .  
" Well ,  I ' l l  l 1e l i en vou ," she an

nounced condescendingly. · Then she pro-. 
cee.clL·d t o cuddle into one of the big 
veranda chairs. \Yhere she drew her knees 
c lose up to her chin and gazed critically 
over them at Rodney. 

1 t was no\\· broad clay! ight. The 

.. 
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American, glancing furtivdy at his be
·witching little guest, grew more and more 
embarrassed. At anv moment his work
men might return_::_or the priest-and 
recognize the nonchalant l ittle occupant 
of the chair witli cons�quences more or 
less compromising. 

Rodney stood irresolute. To ask her 
to go ho;ne 1vould not only be inhospit
able. but-on account of her fright
positively heartless. It \\'(JUld be to drive 
her, helpless, into danger ; to deny her 
protection. 

And yet-there bad been no more 
shots. f-Ie felt o;ure that those he had 
heard boded nothing alarming. Perhaps 
they had been fired into the air by drunk
en workmen returning from a spree. 
\Vhy, thought Rodney, should he not 
escort � I  iss A lvarado back to Caracatia, 
put her under the chaperonage of the 
ma jordomo's \Yife  there, and. with the 
heli) of the old pri�st. induce her to pack 
up and set off for Caracas l ater i n  the 
day ? Yes. that \l'ould be best. 

He 1vas about to broach h i-s plan to 
the young lady hersel f. \Yhen she. as i f  
aware o f  his line o f  reasoning, suddenly 
piped up : 

" I 1von't go home . .  , 
" ,\Ibs ,\lvarado-" began the X C \Y 

England conscience with great severity. 
But it stopped short. The big. brown 
eyes had grown wofully appealing. Tears 
were gathering in them. 

" Se!wr Rodne1·, I 'm afraid-horribh· 
afraid." dec1areci Elena 1vith pathetic 
emphasis. " Oh. if you had heard those 
shots-so close : A.nd those dreadful 
noises : You won't make me go back
vet-wil l  1·ou ? " -

She �p,�ke and looked l ike a l ittle 
scared child. Rodney could find nothing 
to sav. Taking his si lence for acqu ies
cence: E lena sprang from the chair in 
great glee. 

" You're not ko brutal ,  after alL" she 
remarked. " And, to show you my grat
i tude, I'm going to he useful. I 'm going 
to  make vou your coffee. After that." 
she added hast i ly. recognizing daiYning 
objection in Rodney's face, " I ' l l  promise 
to go to Padre Gregorio. I real ly can't 
do i t  w ithout breakfast." And as Rod
ney st i l l  seemed to have scruples, she sud
deilly stamped her foot. " Do you want 
me to make you your coffee, or don't 

you ? " she inquired in a pretty, if quite 
decided, rage. 

" Yes-certainly-go alwad-of course 
I do," stammered the bewildered Ameri
can. 

" I should hope so," murmured Elena, 
disappearing in the direction of  the 
kitchen. " No, I don't \\·ant any help," 
she cal led after Rodney. who \\'as designc 
ing to fo.J l ow her. So, for some minutes, 
he sat alone on the veranda, shocked, perc 
plexed, and apprehensive, but thorough
ly cowed for the moment by the spirit o f  
h i s  fiery l ittle guest. 

Then she reappeared, smiling sweetlv, 
carrying a tray. Rodney sprang up to 
assist her, but she calmly k icked h im, and 
he sat clown again. She arranged the 
tray on a small  table, poured out a cup o f  
coffee, and offered i t  solemnly to Rod
nev . 

. " Drink, my lord ,"  she begged, with a 
ludicrous curtsy. 

Then, pouri;1g herself a cupful. she 
I i fted it to her lips. A II the time she 
was \Yatching Rodney narrowlv. He 
took a mouthful of  coffee. She 

-
caught 

him making an unmistakable grimace� 
" \Vhat's the matter ? "  she shot at him 

suspiciously, cup at l ips. 
Rodney, unbarrassed, remained silent. 
" Say you l ike my coffee," she ordered. 

As he wouldn't, she added : " You're a 
thoroughly  rude and d isagreeable Ameri
can. 'Vhy don't you say nice things 
about the coffee I 've made for you ? 
Now, '"hy don't you ? " she persisted,' l ike 
a l i ttle mosquito .  

" Because-it's had : "  blurted Rod
ney suddenl y. losing all patience. " I t 
i ,m't  profH.!rlv-steeped. f t 's muddy. 
It tastes l ike l iquid leather. I t-oh. i t 's  
n:ry had." he concluded, eying the bev
erage with unfriendly eyes. 

E lena put down her cup in high 
dudgeon. 

" That's just because it 's Santa Rosa 
coffee," she declared. 

The new O\Yner of Santa .Rosa fired up 
instantly. 

" N ci�sense ; "  he exclaimed. " The 
stuff's abominablv ri1acle." 

" I t  isn't ! ";hy, only yesterday, the 
majordomo's 1vi fe at C a racatia taught me 
how to make it ,  so of  course I know how. 
And, any1Yay, if I don't ,  you shouldn't 
tell me w. I t' s  your miserable Santa 
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Rosa coffee-that's the long and short of 
it .  I always used to tel l  o ld Senor Velez 
that it \Vas no good at all .  Santa Rosa 
coffee is bad-bad-bad ! " 

· " \Vhat do vou kno1Y about coffee. any, 
way ? " inqui�ed l{odney, with the co� l 
air of a con noisseur. 

" Wel l ,  I declare ! " gasped E l ena. 
" b  that the way to speak to a l ady ? ' '  

And, lean ing her face u u  her hands 
and her elbows on the table, she looked 
long and savagely at the coffee-po t . Rod
ney. sulking in silence, ostentat iously 
drained his cup o f coffee-a trying and 
heroic ordral which he deemed necessary 
to impress upon Mbs Alvarado the fact 
that Santa Rosa coffee, e1·en after gross 
i l l -treatment at her hand�, 11·as sti l l  drink
able. Toward the end o f  the ordeal she 
was w atci1ing h im furt ively. 

" H ave a roll ,"  she suggested, w ith a 
propitiating smile.  

" No, thank you."  st iffly. 
" Oh, dear, he's cross." ''"a i led E l ena, 

addressing hersel f apparently to an itb 
visible but sympathetic t hird party. " The 
great American planter is offended. H e  
speaks i n  a horrible gruflish Yoice-brrrr ! 
Unless he will take a rol l from mv hands 
I shall run off and die." In m�te sup
p lication she passed him the rolls once 
more. Rodney\ good hum<:1r returned 
with a bound . li e t ook a roll .  

" H e  forgii'(�S ! Ah, he forgives : " ex
claimed Elena i n  rapture . And then 
they both laughed, and stuffed rolls and 
cream d i l igent ly for a \\·hi le l i ke the best 
of friends. 

But soon E lena's sharp eyes not iced 
that Rodney \Yas frown i ng and getting 
uneasy again. 

" Shocked some mnre ? " she inquired 
!;Olicitousl y. 

" Yes." he repl ied.  
He had decided tu t akt t h e  s i tuation in 

hand, at  the risk o f  offen d i n g  hb "·him
sica1 'vis-,/-7·i.l'. 

" E 1·eryth ing dread fully improper ) "  
she asked. \l· ith a chuck le, her mouth ful l  
of  bread. 

" Dread ful ly." 
" Oh, dear . · \\'hat can 11·c do about 

it ? " 
And she looked at Rodney, eyes twin

kling. 
Suddenlv the hel ls of the s·anta Rosa 

church ra1ig out, cal l ing t he Yillagers to 

early mass. E lena's eyes began to d ance 
wicked��'. 

" Th�rc : " she cried, clapping her 
hands to get Iter. 

" \\'hat ) "  asked the uncomprehending 
Rud ne 1·. 

" The hel ls  uf Santa Rosa. ' '  
" \Vel ! ? "  
" I ,et 's run do,,-u to the church. get 

married, come hack, and finish breakfast · as proper as ynu please. ' '  
i\ s t he look she expec ted came over 

Rodney ' s  features she sh rieked with 
laughter . Nell' E ng land conscience in
carnate 11·as in that look. H c was shocked 
-oh, so shocked : But his d isapproval 
was so genuine-so doquent, so un
mi_\ed. so boundless-that she stopped 
her laughter abruptly. as i f  nTy much 
p iqued. 

" Do vou think 1 ll'uuld n:a l l v  marr\' 
you ) " �he inquired hotly. hei word

-
s 

tumbl i n g  out l ike a torrent. " \Vel!, 1 
\1-ouldn't .  N ever, ne1·er, never : And, 
what's more, I 'm going home . "  

S h e  jumped u p .  
" l\l  i s s  A 1 \'C\radu-" 
" Oh, go a1Yay ." 

· " \h· dea r i\ l i.;s-" 
" Oh. go away, I tel l you." And she • 

started to run along the path leading 
northward to Caracatia .  

Rodnev. hal f angry, half apologetic, 
\Yhol l )· be11· il dered, fol !o,,·ed. expostu
lat ing. But she kept resolute lv  on her 
11·ay. Again and again he spf;ke. She 
"·oulcl not look at h im. Thus thev 
hastened alung the n arrcl\1' pa th , betwee;r 
the fragrant ,  flowering coffee-bushes, 
unti l  it brought them to the main road 
from Santa Ro�a vi l lage to Turgua, on 
which lay the Caracatia plantation. \Vith 
head held high and blue cloak gathered 
about her. she S\\·ung into t he road, sev
tral pacl's in front of the American. 

There, suddenly, she stopped short. 
i\ nd, t o  the amazement of Rodnev. 

emergir:g from the path d ose behind h�r·. 
the l i t tl e  m is t n:ss o r  ( ' a raca t i a  came run
ing back toward him.  a lmost fall ing into 
his arms. " I ' l l  be good now, I promise," 
she panted, terrified . Then she pointed 
in the direction of Caracatia. 

" Look ! " she said. 
Rodney looked. As he did so, his face 

paled slightly, t hough his eyes rema ined 
stead,-. 
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A body of armed men had just wheeled 
around a bend on the road and was rapid

. l y  approaching . 

C HA P T E R  I V. 

LEDEZ l\I A .  

T
H ERE was n o  ti me for Rodney and 

Elena to dra 1v bal·k out of sight 
inlo the path by which they had 

come. There was no t ime for them to 
think what to do . 

Already a man 011 hor,;eback, riding at 
the h ead of the column, had spied them. 
Spurring hi,; horse, he "·as dose to them 
almost before they co.uld stir. And at 
h is heeb c ame tlw Yan o f  the approach
ing force. grinn ing menac i ngly, armed t o  
t h e  teet h .  

T h e  m a n  o n  horseback - scarred, 
swarthy. ;:u:d cold-,· i,;aged-gazed down 
at Rodnn· and E l ena . The lat ter, cloak 
tight abo�1t her, ·hat do 1vn onr her face, 
was making herse l f as unobtrusi1·e as po:i
sible beh ind her companion. 

" You'll both do." muttered the man 
on hor�eback . 

As he spoke sc1·era 1 so l diers seized 
Rodnev. Others rudcl\• la id hancb on 
E lena . - Shaking himse-l f free. Rodne1· 
turned ant,;rily to the man on hor,;ebacl�. 

" \\'hat docs this mean ? "  he cried. 
The other scanned h i m  coolh·.  
' · A fore i gner . I see," h e  rer;1arked. 
" Yes." said Rodner ,,-ith m uch heat. 

" I am · H enry Rodl{e,·, owner of the 
San ta R osa phntat ion ." And I am an 
American c i t izen." 

The man on hursebal·k sm i l ecl . 
" That makes a d i fference: ' he an

nounced calmly .  " You are free to go . 
Seiior Rodney, accept the apologies of 
Rafael Ledezma. "  

H e  bo11·ed s l i gh t l y. A t  a sign from 
him the soldiers surround ing the young 
American fel l  back. Rodner remained 
staring stup id ly at Ledezm::t�the \Y icked 
Ledezma. of IYhom he had heard so 
much . The guerrill a  him,;elf. seemingly 
forge t ful of  R odney 's existence, pointed 
perfunctori l y  at Elena. 

" Give h i m  a carbine," \\·as his order. 
'' He's only a boy. A rifle's too heavy." 

At once an offic�r who had come up 
during Ledezma's colloquy with Rodney 
forced a carbi ne into E lena's hands. A 

soldier buckled a cart ridge-belt about her 
waist. By this time she was en.tirel y en
ci rcl ed by rough men, reeking o f  strong 
drink. Tears \Yen: running down the 
girl's cheeks. She looked beseechingly at 
l{odney. 

; <  1 protest , "  began the l a tter, turn ing 
once more to the guerril l a leader . 

Ledezma had started awav. At the 
\Yurds he wheeled his horse about. 

" Aga inst what ? " he a�ked. 
" I protest against your taki ng that  

boy as a soldier." 
Ledezma smiled coldly. 
" \Vhy ? " . 
" Because-" 
Suddenly Rodney stopped . To tell 

who E l ena really 1v as would be crim
ina l ly imprudent. N ot only was she sur
rounded bv low, drunken men, but their 
leader IYas J .edezma-th e  terror of Tur
gua, the imp lacable enemy of her father, 
a man notorious throughout the country
:;ide for unscruJ'mlous cruel ty. IYho would 
doubtless 1velcome any chance to revenge 
h imself  for the de feat and humil iation 
inflicted upon him by General A lvarado. 
Better anything , reflected Rodney, than 
to let Ledezma know "·h om he had in 
hi� power. 

" Why ? " rl'peat�:d the guerri l la, stil l  
smiling cold l y . 

" Because-that boy is a peon on m y  
p lantation ," declared Rod ney arrogantly. 

Ledezma burst into a roar of laughter ; 
the men a bou t him did l ikewise. 

' ' I ndeed ! "  exclaimed the guerri l la. 
" I am exceed in gly sorry to inconvenience 
you and the workings of your planta
I i Dn ,  Seiior Rodney. hut the army of the 
reYo lut ion neecl;; t hat boy's services more 
urgent ly t han you do. Fall in ! " he 
added gruffly to poor E lena, who 1vas 
stand ing m iserably by the roads ide, with 
wide-open eyes, looking from Rodney to 
Ledezma. hope and terror flitting alter
l 'ately across l1er wobegone l ittle face . 

.'\. sold ier started to pul l h er toward the 
middle of the road . , I n  fury Rodney 
sprang fonYard .  

" Don't you "dare touch that boy ! " h e  
roared. 

T .edezma's eves flashed . 
" Sefior Roclncv," he said calmly, but 

with d ang{!rous smoothness, " take care. 
You are an American . I have refrained 
from pressing you into sen·ice. That 
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bo,- is as Venezuelan a� 1 am . He goes 
with me." 

" You scoundrel � "  roared Rodney. 
livid. But I .edezma cut him short . 

" Silence ! " he thundered . " S i lence, 
vou cursed Yankee. Stand back there . 
;lr I ' l l  �hoot von. And ,·ou "-he 
turned menaci ng!): to E l ena-·, , fal l in ! 
Forward, march ! " 

He wh i rled h i s  horse about .  "· i th  a 
last savage glare at  Rodney. ht:l p le�� by 
the roads ide. One of the soldier�. ta
k ing his cue from his  ch i e f, SIHlre i n tht: 
American's face and pushed him rough l y  
to o n e  sidt·. Anot h er, reeling drunk. 
dragged E lena toward his drunken com-
rades. The colmun began to 1110\'C. 

Rodnev rushed to E lena'� �ide. 
" Don't be a fraid." he IYhispered . " I ' l l  

save you. And-he a man ' "  I n  h is 
exc itemen t he d i d  not stop to pick h i s  
\\'O!'dS. 

Her l ips \\·ert> quin·ring. but she 
straightened up game l y. sm i l i ng into h is 
eves. 

· " I wil l ' " she said. a l it t le of the old 
impudence i n  her voice. " Only-please 
save me soon , " ,;he  added . looking in 
t error at the brutal gang about her. 

" I w i l l ! " promised R odney i n  t u rn .  
The next in stant, a soldi er sent h im tum
b l ing into the coffce-hw; hes by the s ide 
of the road. Elena, fea ring similar rude 
treament , hastily f e l l  in at th e rear of 
the column. 

The last thing that Rodney saiL as 
the so l d i ers sll'ung around a cun·e i n  
t h e  road lcadii Jg trmard Santa Rosa Y i l 
lage . "·as a pa th et ic l i ttle boy i sh figure. 
pl odding man ful l y  a lon,;. carbine on 
shoulder. 

Rodney h astened back alung the path 
to h is house. On the '"ay a p l an, ll' h i c h  
had sketched i t s e l f  i n  h is m i n d  as he 
spoke to E lena. began to gnm defin ite . 

1\ t Santa R usa he found t he ma j or
domo of Caracatia, brou ght thi t her i u

· 
t he 

course of a f rant ic searl'h for E l ena. H e  
told the American hmr he a nd his  w i fe. 
at t he first breath of da nge r. had fled t o 
a small hu t som�;:. d istance from t he m a i n  
bu i ld i ng,; o r  c";racat i a. t h in k i n g  that 
E lena was fol low i n g ; ho11·. m issing her. 
he had stolen hack to find t he house full  
of pil laging guerri l la�. gmng short 
shrift to the con ten ts of General A I -

Yarad_o':; wine-cellar ; how, a t  imminent 
risk, he had continued his search to the 
nrv house itself. The m an was beside 
h in;sel f with shock and apprehension, 
nor was his condi t ion i m prol'ed hy Rod
ney ' s blunt description oi E lena 's  pl igh t . 

" :\fcrci ful H eaven : "  hl; groan ed. fal l
ing into o ne o f  the \·erancb cha irs .  " She 
is lost � •· 

Then he spra ng u p .  
' '  1 ' 1 1  k i l l  t hat de1· i l  l .crkzma � . . h e  

nied. 
" X o. " urged Rodney . . . l ean� i t  to me. 

I han: a better plan." 
At that  moment the old p rie;;t em erged 

into the cl earing from the Sauta Rosa 
village pathway, hot and flurried. 

" Ledezma ! " he cried excited h. · " l 
met him and his guerr i l las on th� main 
road. Look \l·hat thev d i d tn m e  ' '-and 
he pointed to the s l e�n? o f  his cassock. 
almost torn a\Yay. " Let us go to Cara
catia, "  he con tjnued to  the majordomo, 
. .  and get Ia u i iia E lena a \\·ay sa fely ."  

' ' Too late," said Rod nev and the 
rna j ordomo together. 

· 
Padre G regorio t urned \I l l ite.  ln a 

few \rords they told h in1 what had hap
pened . 

" The vi l lains �  " he <Tit'd.  " I shall 
'fol low-" 

But Rodney . l ay in g a hand on the ol d 
man 's shoulder. fon·ecl h i m  i nt u  a chair. 

" \\"hat road did Ledezma t ak e ) " he 
asked. 

" H e went south\\·ard - to11·ard .\re
naza . ' '  

" l s  th ere any \l·ay o r  getting lt) .\re
naza without going O\'Cr t h e  ruute on 
which Ledezma i s  march i n g ? " 

" Certainly. "  answered the prieq, " bv 
way of the trai l  tha t  brou ght you here 
vesterclav as far as La.;; Tunas. and then 
st rai gh t - southeastll'ard .  I t  is merel v a 
�ma l l dt'·tour." 

" Can a man on horseback. tak ing that 
route . get t o  .·\ renaza be fore Ledezma 
and h i ,;  i n fanrn· rearh it l l \· the ma in 
road ) " 

· • Easih·." crit>d the ] 'l'iest and the 
maj ordomo t ogether. 

'' ( ; ood ' "  ex cla i med R nclne\· .  .\ nd 
he ou tl i nr:cl h is p l a n .  Again the t ii'O m?n 
offered him t heir aid , but he declined i t .  

" You," h e  told t h e  majordomo. " must 
go back to Caracatia  and protect vour 
w i fe. who is  al l a l one there.  :\nd you," 
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turning to t he p ri est , " have t o l d  m e  your
sel f  that it is your duty to stay and ring 
the bells of Santa Rosa, come what  may." 

" l\I in d vou. I don ' t \Ya n t  to toll  for 
your funer:11 ,  " sa i d  t he o l d  pr iest anx
iously. 

" N o fear." l a ughed the confident 
Rodney. ' '  \'  ou w i l l  rin g a t r iump ha l 
peal in lwnlr of the safe return of :\I iss 
A lvarado and m vsel f ." 

" An .d I ' l l  pro.tect your Santa R osa for 
you. too." announced Padre ( ; rcgorio. 
" Look-it 1vas t o  br i ng you t h is that I 
cam e here . ' '  From ben ea th h i s  cassock 
he prou d l y  took a d im i n ut in· :\m c rit·an 
flag. " You probabl y scorned to bring 
one," he add ed to Rod ne1·. " �·mmg men 
are so coi ' fident .  I ' ll run t h is u p  over 
your v c>ran da- i t w i ll ,; c a re a 1vav tjUl'f
ri l las. " 

Rodney laugh ing ly thanked him.  T h e n  
a l l  t hree began to m ake prepara t i ons .  
Padre ( ; regorio hcbt i Ly p,u t  up snme pro
vJsww;.  The maj ordomo saddled Rod
n ey's horse. 

And the "\m erit ·an h imst:l f .  rum maging 
through the h otbe f o r  "·hate1·er m i ght be 
of use tu h i m  i n  h i s  un dertak i ng. smiled 
with spec i a l  sat i sfaction when he foun d . 
in a clark i nner room. t 1Yo keg,; o f  sugar
cane rum. 

l ) :\" T i l E  AI A RC H .  

CA R B I N E  on shoul der: cloak h e l d  
t i gh t l y  about her, E lena t rudged 
along t h e road to ward Santa Rosa 

v i l la ge. cwry t hought , -onccnt ratccl on 
not bet ra yi ng herself.  Now a nd t he n .  as 
she eyed the coa rse company into \\·hich 
she had i lecn t h rm1 n. and l istened t o  
their  r iba ld ry . ,; ]w could scarce l y suppress 
a shudder and a t ear ; hut each t ime she 
st ra i gh ten ed u p a t  on ce. t lmJIY i n g  hold 
ness i n t o  her look Ll l l cl j a u nt \· ' ''"a gger 
i r t o  h er \Ya l k .  

" B e  a l l l :J  n :  " Rml nt:>y's \Yor:tb acted 
on her as a prop and a spur . .\ ncl she 
bad seen the set  look o f  resol u t i o n  in the 
youn g m a n ' s  eyes as h e  had said that he 
would saYe her. Set t i n g  her teeth hard.  
sh e trud ged \'·a l i an t l y  i n  t h e  wake of the 
rough troop : a t  t imes, even, sh e sm i l ed . 

N ca rin g the vi l la ge her resolve not to 
betray h ersel f passed out of the passive 

stage. Sedulotl'ly watc h i n g t h L· cuaP'.e 
solclien;, her compa 1� ions, she re:'oln�d to 
ape t hem . by sheer conform in g to their 
ways and imita t i ng of the ir m an ner,; t n  
l u l l  in th em a l l  potent i a l  doubts as to 
her sex. B ru t a l  roughness \Yas their  
str ik ing tra i t : eiL'Cond nature i n  some. 
hardened henchmen o f  Ledezma. i t  had 
been aroused in all  bv drink and t b e  un
restricted l i cew ;e pcr;n ittcd by the c h i e f .  
S o  E ll'na reso lved t o  h e  brutal ly  ruugh , 
too. 

As t hey S�nmg a l ong t h e  road they 
met a peon.  Terri fied,  he started to es
cape, hut  in hue and crv t hev went a fter 
h i m .  < lne o f  t h e  nffic<.:rs se-ized h i m  h\· 
the co l l ar , th en , cri n g i n g, he \Yas armc�l 
and an nexed to t h e  troop in the w i nk o f  
a n  l'yT. A mi one of th e h a mb t h a t  sent 
tht: pour fel l ow h urt l i n g  into t h e  ra nk s 
\\"L\S the h a l ' cl or E l en:i A h·arado. 

" Ha :-learning, eh ? "  remarked the 
grizzled hal f -breed \l" h o  m a r c h ed beside 
E l ena.  " You're a regular l i t t k dt::v i l. 
aren' t  vou ? " 

" O h .  \·es." sa id E l t: n a ,  looking u n 
speakab l y: 11· ickcd.  

And so pleased was she bv t h e  ou t 
come of her act . and its oln:iuus effect 
toward m a k i n g  the ,- u l d i ns an·ept her 
without com ment or S<Tut i n v  that ,  1v hen 
t h ey m e t  Padre ( ; regor i o, ju�t  outside the 
l ittle v i l l a ge, and h-ai led ·him with rude 
quips. i t  was E l ena wlw l e d .  I n  fat'!, 
she pushed her lll'\Y-bom rowd in ess so 
far as to se ize the old pr i est bv t he slee\"C 
of h is cassock. tea r i n g  it hal( off. 

" Boy : " cried the l wrri ti ecl man be
s ide h er, " haven' t )'OU respect even f�r 
tlw church ) " 

" i\' ut a h i t , " alb\\·crcd E lcJo a ,,· i th a 
part in g t weak of the pa,/i·,. ·.,. �;J en·e. An d 
Ledezma h imsel f, 'eein g  what was gnin g 
on, turned i n  h i '  saddl e  and t h un dered : 
" You, there ! Lean' t h a t  pr ie,.; t a l one ! "  
\Vhereupon E lena.  wel l scared, 'ub
si < lecl into  t h e  ranks, and I .eclezma 
,-cowled at  h er darkl y . 

H e  re i ned up. ll"a it i r g for her to over, 
take h i m .  

" N ever h arm a fore i gner o r  a ]Hie'<t. 
hoy." he admon ished as she marched pa,;t 
h i m ; " von gn p un ish ed for the one. i n  
this world, an cl for the ot her i n  t h e  next .  
R emember that ! " 

" Al l  r i gh t , " murmured Elena, eying 
him meekly. Ledezma, spu rr i ng his 
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horse, rode on. The girl trudged along 
for a while, much abashed, but gradually 
it  began to come over her that the rebuke 
from the chief had brought her much 
glory. Old soldiers gazed on her with 
approval, raw ones with envy. So her 
s w agger came back and she grinned ma
l iciously, as if harboring untold wicked
ness in her thoughts. 

" H ave a drink ? "  suggested the gri7.· 
zled half-breed, offering her a dirty 
flask. 

One sniff of its edl -smelling rutll 
killed her S\Yagger. Drink she could 
not ; and yet to refuse, while engaged i n  
careful fostering of a reputat ion f o r  gen
eral deviltry, would be, she kne,r. in the 
highest degree foolhardy. 

" Don't  you l ike i t ?  " inquired t he 
p roprietor o f  the flask as she sni ffed
and, at the words, inspiration came to 
her. Sighing a melancholy sigh, she n:
turned the flask \Yi t h  the cork st i l l  undis
turbed. 

" Alas ! " she \Yailed. " I cannot 
drink. I ha,·e made a vow." 

" A vo,,· ? " - sen•ral sol diers were 
l istening. 

" Yes," she continued S\veetly.  ' ' not 
until I kill a man may I taste any rum." 
And she shook her head resignedly. 

Boisterous drunken laughter rang at 
her words. Ledezma, even. had to in
quire its cause. \Vhen told, he sn1i led. 

" I shall see that you drink soon," he 
told E lena, and she shuddered as the im
port of  the speech came o\·er her. Her 
bravado slumped .: she p rayed silently. 

' '  Oh, if only H arry R odney would 
save me : " she t hought .  

She was startled bv the voice of  the 
half-breed soldier beside her. 

" Aye, amiguitu, there is chance enough 
that you \Yi l l  drink be fore tht: IHek is 
out." be was saying. ' ' I n  a few days 
we'll be fi fteen hundred strong at ,\ re
naza, for Tuan Lede1.ma. the chie f 's 
brother, is c;1m ing over this Yery road to
night with two hurdred men. And 
Santiago H errera ,�· i l l  leaw Las Tunas, 
on t he Rosario road, to jn :·:J us. at:el Pepe 
Ram irez, too. and Tuerto Pena. and it  
will  be ' On t o  Rosario : ' for vou. nw 
ho;r. and-drinks !-if vou aim straight. '' 

Elena shuddered. l)ut  " Good ! I 'm 
glad of that ," was \Yhat she said. 

They marched i n easy stages, stopping 

at roadside in11s and vi l lages, or  in · th e  
friendly shade o f  clumps of woods, t o  
feast a n d  re,·el. This w a s  fortunate for 
E lena ; othenY ise the march through the 
hot noontide hours would soon have 
brought her endurance to an end. Rea�on 
enough she had, en:n as it was. to be 
thankful fur the vigor and strength in 
her l i tt le  body. for the open-air l i fe she 
had led at Caracatia. and her manv 
scampering,; <m hor,;eback through the 

roo] Turgua u p lanck As hour after 
hour of heat and glare and dust ,,·ent by. 
she bore up ,,·ith amazing fort itude. 

But as the a fternoon \Yaned. as the sun 
dropped ln,,·er and lower, her steps be
gan to lag . She set her teeth and p lodded 
on, silent and game. but her head drooped 
forward, her cheeks paled and deadh· 
wearines� stabbed at her heart. Agaii1 
fortune wa� with her-her companions 
\n·re 1\·e::�riecl. too. Nebody drew sus
picion from her drawn features and fal
tering steps. 

Even t race of her s\\·agger had 
Yanishe�l and she scarcely repl ied t o  the 
good-humored obsen·at ions of the old 
fel lo \\· marching bes ide her, when, at  last, 
a short \Ya\· ahead. the little town of 
Arenaza ap-pea red .

. 
red- roofed, smiling. 

and friendh'. The tired troopers 
cheered : once more something of spring
iness shO\n�d in t heir  o:ai t .  \\'hile s t i l l  a 
bit outside the pla2e, Ledezma gan 
the order to encam p .  

I t  \Yas nmY a l m ost clark. The first 
guns had a l ready been st acked. t he first 
fi res I igh ted. w l;en a man on horseback 
suddenly came up from the direct ion o f  
Arenaza. Appare n t ! �·. in  the darkness. 
he had failed to percei \·e  the soldiers 
until close upnn · them. Then it was too 
l ate. A score of hands seized him. 
dragged him from the saddle. tumbled 
h i m  on the o:round. Alreach· one had 
forc ed a r i tk into his hands. ,,;hen a mad 
shout of  del i ght  went up. Slung across 
the ma n's saddle the t roopers had dis
covered t iHl kegs of rum. 

" That is m\· master's ! " began the 
man. But, nob(,cly paid the l ea�

-
t atten

tion to his protests. The kegs were 
borne in  triumph to t he center of t h e  
camp : about t hem drinking-cups and 
gourds soon t inkled and rattled gaily. 
E lena, wondering 

.
ho \1· she could best 

kee p out of the ren·l sure to  follow. 
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sidled toward t h e  ou tsk irts of t h e  drink
ing group�. There, for the first time, she 
looked full on the man j ust captu red , and 
gave a sudden cry of j oy. She recog
nized Rodnev. 

The hal f-breed, her companion of the 
march, eyed her, puzzled. She feared 
that she had been impruden t ; his eyes. 
fi xed on her, seem ed , in her state of n en-
uusness and exhaustion, t o  he fi l led w i t h  
suspicion . So, fac i ng him,  she sa id  non
chalantly : 

" I  kno\\· t hat man. H e's  a S:mta Roq 
peon. l " m  gbcl he's · ·aught, for I hate 
h im . " 

And, ach·an c i ng hard i ly to the ;\mer
ican, \1' ] 10  had not yet perceiYed h er, she 
plucked hi:; sl eeve. 

" From Santa Ro;;a. ch ? "  she :<J id . 
" \Veil-Santa Rosa coffL·e i s  hJcl-bad 
-bad ! "  

A t  the souncl o l  the impudent words 
he turned sudden l y to lno.k i nto J pa ir of 
beseechin g bro11·n en·s. :\nd,  as he 
looked, two big tears fell from t hem and 
rolled slo11"1y dO\m t11·o pal e and dirty 
cheeks. 

C H A P T E R V I .  
FOU N Ll-AKD LOST. 

THE sugar- cane r_um brought by Rod
ney soon :;bowed its effect. 

About t h e  flicker ing fires Ledez
ma's troopers heg<;�n t o  � i ng a nd dance 
uproariously.  ] n  w i ld joropos · t hey 
whirled fan tastically in the red glare, 
swarthy and half naked , 1vhile  now and 
acrain one of them fell to t h e  ground in 
d�unken stupor, unheeded by h i:; com
rade,. 

In the con fusion E l ena and Rodney 
found no trouble i n  edging a bit away 
from the central parts of the camp. The 
poor child was dead-t ired. Her face 
was drawn and h aggard ; h er eyelids 
drooped pathst ically .  On her boy ' s 
clothes. so spi ck-and-span that morning. 
the mud lay in  splotches ; t he sandab on 
her little feet \\'ere caked wit It it .  

Yet R odnev's arrh·al h ad k ind l ed anew 
her courage and sp iri ts. A s she gazed at 
h im, seated beside her o n  the ground, h er 
brown eves shone with p leasure and grati
tude and k ept shyly seeking b is. l�ut if  
he not iced it at a l l ,  he soon forgot i t .  

His practical mind was intent on his plan 
of escape. 

" To-night a l l  these men w il l be 
drunk," h e whispered , after assuring h im
self that none of the soldiers could hear. 
" Tha t  will mak e them sleep heav i ly. As 
soon as they are a l l  asl eep we shall 
escape from th e camp and return to Santa 
Rosa . " 

" N ot oYer the main road . " 
" \Vh y  not ? " 
" Lecfezma's brot her is on i t  now with 

t 11·o hundred men . "  
" \\'el l ,  hy t he road I took-through 

I .as Tunas." 
" No. Santiago H ern:ra b as nsen 

against the government, and will J 0111 
I .cclezma to-morro\\· morning by that  
road . ' '  

Rodney looked . perplexed. 
" I h ave a p lan , " announced E l ena 

proudly. She  glanced about her-the 
11·hole camp 11·as st i l l  carousing. 

" \Ve can make a detour th rough those 
h i l l s  "-she pointed toward the northeast 
-" and go to El Cedral plantation .  I t  
i s  owned by ( �enera l Vargas, who i s  a 
friend of my fat her and o f  t h e  govern
men t . \Ve ough t to get th ere by to-mor
row a fternoon i f  liT l eave h e re to-n ight . 
G eneral V argas ha,; probably  al ready 
armed h i s  \HHkmen, so he can give us 
protection . Besides. the t rai l is l i t t le  
traveled, so lYe sha'n't  be i n  much d an ger, 
and- I 'm sure I can fi nd the way. I 've 
ridden from Arenaza to El Ceclral \l·i t h 
mv father." 

-She looked eagerly in Rodney's face, 
seeking approval .  At his " Fine ! Splen
did � "  she flushed 11· i th pr ide . and there 
\\'as a gen t l e  l i ght in her hro1Yn eyes, hut 
H.odnev did not see it ; he was busy think
ing (if .more i mportant matters . 

. 

" You mm; t  sleep now, l\I iss Alva
rado," he announced abruptl y . " You' l l  
need a l l  t h e  rest you can get. \Vhen it 's 
safe to start I ' l l  cal l  vou."  

The young g irl ·needed 1 1 0  urging. 
Cuddl in g  into her robija and murmurin g 
a shy " good n i ght " to .Rodney, she was 
soon sleeping sound ly.  

S l 0 1v l y the  uproar rlied clown in the 
camp . H eaYy s1ior i n g  took its p l ace ; t he 
camp- fi res cac;t  their fi tful l ight over rows 
of men sunk in drunken slumber. Above 
th em t b e  skv lowered, black and starless. 
H our a fter ·h our \\·cnt by. From t ime t o  
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t ime Rodney l ooked impatiently at his  
watch,  until  a t  last the whole camp l ay 
asleep . Three o'cl ock. 

H e  touched E l ena's arm. She arose 
"·ithou t a murmur. 

A fter putting his fingers to h i s  l ips h e  
signed to h e r  to f o l lo,v, and began 
m uYing on a l l  fours toward the gre a t  h i l l  
w h i c h  l oomed u p ,  d ark a n d  mysteriow;, 
to the northeast of t he �ilent camp. 

Cautiously sk irt ing the outer nm of 
slumberers. the t1ro 1rorked their wa\· to-. 
ward a fi r� apart from the rest, acr;�s a 
path rising a long the 1iortbeast h i l lside. 
Beside i t  lay a sentry, in heavy sl eep , 
h i s  bavo neted ri fle tossed carelessly to one 
side. �[m·ing si lent ly, Rodney·and E lena 
had su, ·cTeded in pass in g h im , wh en sud 
denl y. i n  t i le p a t h  straight  ahead.  a man 
appearecl. By h i s  s ide c la r k e d  a "'·orcl. 

G raspi ng E lena sudden ly by the shoul
der. Rodncv forced her do1rn cl osl' to the 
gro�nd . · ( hen he sl'ized the sentry's rifle 
and stood up in the: midd le of t h e  path . 

" H al t ! "  he cried. " \\' ho goes 
t here ? " 

" Re\·ol ution . "  
" Ad,·ance : " 
The man started fonra rd . S i lcn t h· 

Rodnev detached the havonet from the 
sentrv< ritlc. Th e  man ·,HIS no 11· ! Jut a 
few �cards c\\l"a\·. 

. . . i!uc/w,-/10 :  didn' t vou know me ? "  
he asked l ightly. " i\ 1  }• name is I .edcz
.ma. ,  

Bayonet ra i�cd, R ocl ne\· l eaped for; 
\Yard. 

" I t  was. vou mea n . "  he h i�scd , stab
bing the mai1 to the heart.  A s  he fel l 
heav i l y  to the ground, his  face came 
''" i thin the circle o f  I ight cast by the 
flickering camp-fire, and Rodnc1· saw that 
i t  was indeed the face of I .edl'zma. the 
guerril l a  ch ief. Stooping, the American 
appropriated the dead man's revolver 
and cartrid ge-bel t .  Then he loo ked ap
prehensively toward the sentry ; the 
fel l o w  st il l lay by the camp-fire. his 
drunken slumber unci is turiJed. Rodney 
shoulder<.:cl his rifle. 

" Come on," he whispL:red uncl'rcrnoc 
n ious l v  to Elena. She sprang to her  feet 
and fol l mrccl h im a long the path i nto the 
dark woods . •  

He set a heart-breaking pace. Every 
thought,  every nerve in him were concen
trated on speed, m ore speed ; h e  forgot i n  

1 2  c 

hb tense eagerness the su ffering of the 
girl . IYhom he could hear stumbling a long 
courageousl y  in his wake, panting pain
fu l ly . But he would not slacken . l f 
she chose to get herse l f  into such a scripl', 
he told h imsel f, she cou ld not afford to 
l >e part icu lar about the  manner o f  her ex
trication .  L p. up they c l i mbecl, t hrough 
t rop i cal forest. dense and tangl ed , \\· i t h  
t h e  black �k\' m·erhead and. beneath , i n  
the Yal l ey. ;. i s ible through each r i f t  in  
th e woodland.  t h e  om i nous l y si lent camp, 
l ighted by i t s  dying fi res . 

R odney stopped sud den l y . For the 
fi rst time h e  \Yas a 11·are t hat E l ena IYas 
11·eeping. 

" \\'hat's the matter ? . , he asked, l'ying 
h er. 

· 
" I.e-Ledezma ' ' '  

! ·: lena .  " The \\·a y  
h i m . "  

,; l lUd dered poor 
Y'>U-�·ou-k i l led 

" ( lh Ji d d iL-st icks ! "  2\ervous s t rain 
.\Yas te l l in g  on Rodney's manners. " ;\I OIY, 
you're not going to go to pieces al)(lu t  
t hat, a r e  you ? \Vhat did you expect me 
to do ? I f  he h a d  arou,;ed the sent inel ,  
IH: ' cl haYe been i n  a nit·e fi x . "  

" But-hut-" sobl >l'd E l ena, s t i l l  
t reml>ling \r i t h  t h e  horror o f  what she 
had seen. 

" O h .  be a man ! " urged Rodm�y. 
\ \·hy should she m ake a S�·ene no\Y ? I m 
patien t l y  he resumed t h e  march. Beh i nd 
h i m  he heard h er gu lp down a sob. N or 
did she crv anv more. 

It "·as · long past dawn 1rhcn they 
JTC\t·hed the top of the h i l l .  Elena, ex
h�1 u stecl, t hre w h c·rsel f on t ht· grass . F_�;om 
an overh an " i n n- rock Ror!J�-

e)' earr'�rly 0 t:'l b 
,.,, ·ann ed the va l ley ancl the steep trail by 
w h ich they had left it .  

• ·  There's nobody chasi ng us yet," h e  
announced j ubi lantly. tu rn i ng to E l ena . 
S h e  sm i l ed \Yan l y. as she l a y  on the grass . 

Rodney fel t a t 1r i nge o f  conscience and 
b i t  h i s  lip a w k warclh·. 

" :\[ iss A l \'araclo," he �aid. " I  d i d n 't 
me;m to be rude to ,·ou on t he road . l 
11·as terri l > ! \· ncn·ou,; and o1·eny rought.  
] ) id I o ffen.d vou ? " 

Elena turn�d h er bro1m eyes on him ; 
the\· 11·ere du l l ami tear-,;tained. A l l  the 
girl \ spirit seemed to he ebbin g away.  

' .\ bit-just a bit, "  she confessed 
soft ly. 

" I 'm a1du l l y surry. \Von' t  vou for-
giYe ll1C ? " • 
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He came and sq.t beside her on the 
grass. She smiled. 

" Oh.  vou didn't mean to be rude," she 
admitted: . " But you ought to remem
ber that I am not in the h ab i t of seei ng a 
man k i l led every day before llre::tkfast . "  

Rodney smiled. 
" \Vhat-no ? "  h e queried. Ar,,J E lena 

l aughed back at  him wi th a bi t o f  her o l d  
merriment .  

" V  eeezuelan m e n .  she announced 
p resent ly . w i t h  the ghost  of a t w inkle i n  
h e r  eyes, " never have anything but pret t y  
l i t t l e  speeches for girk" 

' ;  Oh. I kno\v. " '  �aid Kodne1· scorn 
fullv.  

. .
-
\\"by do you speak 1 ike that ) " 

d Those pretty speeches mean noth
i 1 1  (f " 

::;; 
H o w  do vou kno\\· ? " 

" Oh. I {ust do." H e  spoke with 
Northern loft iness. 

E lena's eyes sudden l y  blazed. 
• ;  \Vel ! . it's better to say pret ty things 

you don't mean than rude ones you do . " 
Rodnev started back. 
" Good Heavens, M iss A l varado, "  he 

cried. " 1vhat  a l i t t le  spitfire you are � " 
" There you go � " sputtered E l ena, 

whose rage had restored all her fiery 
spirit .  " Sp itfire � A n ice thing t o  ca l l 
a gi r l ! You Amer icans don't  know how 
to be pol ite, I honestly think. I 1vish a 
Venezuelan had rescued me : " 

She looked furt ively at Rodney . H e  
was st i l t c a l m .  

" J ul io P a l acios.  f o r  instance." she 
co:1tinued. " or  l'anc l10 · l.: st�uiz-yes, 
Pancho-] l ike him be,;t of a l l .  I w ish 
he had rescued m e . "  

" We l l. he did n ' t. "  said Rodney b i t - · 

t erl y . " [ suppose h is pret ty speeches 
\Hlltlcl h:we so charmed Ledezma that you 
\\"( Jttl d  have been sent hack t o  Caraca t i a  
in a coach-and- four . Bah � I ap ol ogizt:: 
for rescuing you. .\1 1  I l·an do is  dress 
in the c lothes of :1 di rty peon a nd get 
captured and k i l l  a m an for your sake. 
That's ::� 1 1  you . can espect from an /\mer
i can . I� w ish th::tt a Venezuel an had 
rescued you ! " 

E lena sat holt  upright i n the grass. 
She l ooked at him. fr i ghtened and re
pentant.  

" :\Ir.  Rodney, I real lv didn't mean 
t h::tt-" 

" Cl h ,  
, _
l et ' ;: drop t h e  subj ect . "  snarled 

Rodney. He sprang to his feet. " Let's  
start ," he added coldlv. 

Thoroughly contrit�. E lena sough t  his 
eyes, but he swung on ahead moodily. 
w ithout turning back. Again and aga i n 
slw started to speak, hut somet h i ng held 
lwr hack each t i me. So she plodded 
a l ong beh i n d  him. di .wonsolate.  11· ith all 
uccasional sad little  sigh.  For a fu l l  two 
hours they went on i n  s i lence. 

" A  .·dwrt 1vav a head . "  n:ntured E l en a  
a t  l a,;t . \\· i t h  m;Kk animation. ' ·  HlU w i l l  
l·ome to a rrossroacb. The l�ft-hand 
road is t h e  one tn t ak e  for E l  Ccclra l . "  

" Verv \Ye l l .  :\ [ i ss A l \·arado." 
I-I i ,.;  tone was i n·. She saicl n o m ore . 

Faster and fa�ter he \va lknl ; poor l i tt le 
E lena, t ired and u n happy. fel l farth n 
and farther back. 

:\� lw reach ed the cmssrua d,.; ,; he 11·as 
alreadv manv \·ards in t h e  rear . I l e  was 
about .to tak�· t lw l e f t -ham! pat)l , accord 
ing to her directions ; when , a short di,.;
tance up the other path .  he sa 11· a peasant 
on a donkey . A t  once Roclnev set out t" 
oycrtake the ri der. for sl ung anos,; his 
saddle he bad sp ied bread al l () nwat aml 
drink, none of \Y hich E lena and he had 
tasted since leaving Ledezma's camp . 

R od ney turned a bend in the path and 
1va,.; about to c a l l  t o  the man. 11· hen the 
lat ter sudcknl y  fi red a pistol  a t  h i m. 

H e  m issed. The next i tblant Rod 
ney leaped for ward . 'nem:hcd r111 ay the 
] > i st o l  a n d  dragged the peasant from .h i ,.;  
saddle .  

' '  Cur,;e \"tJU : ' '  h i ssed thc: i n furia ted 
.\meri ca n .  " ' \\" h y  did you ti re at m e ? . ,  

" \Vln·-1vercn't you chasi n g  m e ? " 
i nq u ired the fr i gh ten ed peasant . 

' " I d iot : I "·anted food, ' '  e .\ p l ain<:cl 
Rod ney . But !Wl fur quite a w b i l e  
could h e  persuade t h e  fel l o w  t h�lt he had 
JWt come a fter blood. F i n a ll v. a t  t h e  
cl i n k  of co in , tlw man w i l l ing

-
l y  parted 

1v i th some ol his J • Wv isions.  \\'ith them 
Rodney made h aste back to t h e  cro,.;s
roads. 

E lena wa,.; not t h ere . 
,\ t fi rst he 11·as pnzzh:d . Tlwn he n·

flel ·ted that sh_e had no n·asun for sup
pos ing that he had taken the r i gh t -hand 
path. :'lloreoYer. t h e  ,.;ound o f  the shot 
fi red by the man on the don key had prolJ
aLly caused the g ir l  to quicken her steps 
a lo ng the l eft-hand path. hop ing t h e  
sooner to o\'ertakc h e r  compan ion.  So 



T H E B E LLS O F  SANTA ROSA. 371 

he decided to continue his j ourney a l ong 
t hat p at h h imsel f . 

I nstead, however, h e  su dd en ly pl unged 
iuto  th e hushes by the roadside, a 1 ! d  
threw h imsel f tlat on h i �  fare. 

A l ong the path a t roop of anned men 
was com ing. i n  si n gl e fi l e .  A round their  
h ats they wore the blue colors of t h e rc1· · 
o l ution.  As they slouched past,  rifles 
t hrown l az i l y  over t h e ir arms. Rodney, 
raising h is face cautiousl v.  looked intent 
l y  at each o n e .  \\' h e n  t h e  l ast man h a d  
gone hy, he s ighed 11· i th  rel i e f .  

E1ena was n o t  1vi t h  t h e m .  
T h e n  h e  hurried a lon g the path again,  

more caut i ous}}: now , until ,  a ft e r  a few 
hundred 1·ard�. h e  came to a s m a l l .  
t hatched h ut . H e  enterl·d w i thout cere 
m ony . 

I nside he fou nd an old IYOman. 
,·, H a s  a you ng boy just  heen here ? " 

he ask ed a bruptly.  
" A. very pretty young hoy ? "  
" \·es." 
" Surelv. _,. , . ,{ ,Jr. H e  c·ame i n t o  t he 

hut  a qu arter of an h our a go, dead-t ired. 
.,. threw h i msel f i n  t el a ,;eat . and asked for 

water. H ard l v had he drunk it before 
a lot' of so l d iers sudden ! \· � 'a llle into the 
c l earir g f rom up t here "-she m nt ionell 
toward a tr'!il  j o i n i n g  that  from ,\renaza 
on t h e  pst.  " The boy ju mped up, ter
rified . 

" ' Go out the back d oor. ' I t o l d h i m ,  
' a nd run a long the Ccdra l road . They 
can't sec you from the f ront o f  the house 
if vou do. '  He went, as fast as his tired 
l i ttle legs could r arry him. hut not he
fore he had thanked me vcrv o'\l·eet ly,  
snror. 

" A n d  t h e  guerri l las ?-th ey went 
along the A renaza tra i l ? "  

" H a l f  o f  t hem-t he ot h ers went to
ward El Cedral." 

Rodney s11·urc. 
" But the boy had a fil'l·-m inutes' 

start." 
" G ood-11·as h e  n�ry t i red ) " 
As she started to ans\\'cr t here came a 

-''Udden m:H o f  r i fle - fi n� .  Both dashed to 
the  d oor of t h e  hut.  

" From t h e. E l  Ceclral road ! " gasped 
the wom a n .  

" Oh ,  m y  C od ! "  
Rodney ·fell  i nt o a ch a ir. Shot  a fter 

shot sounded. He cl enched his fists, h is 
face turned w h i te.  

The woman, from her p l ace at t he 
door, looked at him pityingly . 

. .  Seizor-" she began respectfully.  
" \Vel ! ? "  
" That hoy-is not a boy ? " 
Startled.  he l ooked u p .  Rut i n  the ol d 

1\" ( l lllan',.; eve,; t here 1vas n o t h i n <r hut kind
ness. .'\s . R o rlnev stared a t  lwr i n  s i 
lence, she nlH.ldecf cmnprehcndi n g l y. He 
ho\Yed his head.  

" H ea n�n h ies� her prl·tty l i t t l e fac:e," 
said the II' Oillan gen t l v .  

And w h i l e  outs ide, a mid sayage 
h uzzas, the sh ots crackl ed furiow;Jy on 
t he El Cedra l road, the old woman, kneel
ing befon: a cru c i fi x ,  nosserl herself and 
p rayed si lent l y  for E l ena A l varado. 

C H A P T E l{  V I I . 
T i l l·: J JI L LLl l.' K .  

T i l E  !i r i n g  d ied do11'11 graduall y ;  only 
occas iona l shots broke t he sti l lness. 
Then, outside t h e hnt,  came the 

paltni ng o f  many feet. l lecdle,;,i of 
d anger, Rodney rushed to th e door. But 
the old woman dragged him back. 

" Carefu l ,  snior. she admonished. 
" l l un 't  let them see you . "  A n d  ll'h en 
t h e  A meri c a n ,, p a le and reckl e,;s, tried to 
p ush hy her, ,; lw added : " I f  t hey harm 
you . h u 11· can you h e l p t h e  ,,.,,,Iorita ? '·' 

R odney dre11· hack over the thresh ol d . 
;\fan a fter man scurried through t he 

cleared spare in front o f  the hut,  in \Y i ld 
e;;t con fusion. Some t ossed a I Yay their  
r i tles as t hcv went . 

Rodney, .il t the window of the hut, 
ea gerl y st·anned ea c h  face . But Elena 
did not go by with the f u gi t ives. 

\\'here wa,; she ? The A merican made 
a hurried calculation o f  t i me, and h is ap
prehension turned to an agony of sus- '.;. 
pensc and forebod ing.  ,\ ccord i n g  to the 
ol d \Y Oman \ story, E lena had fled from 
the h u t  IY i t h  a kt re five minutes' sta rt of 
the revolutioni�t s.  J ud ging from t h e  
shots, t h e  fight  h a d  taken p l ace o n  the 
El Ceclra l road,  l ec;s than h a l f a mile 
�1 wav. E l cn3,  then, m ust e ither h ave 
ileC'l� O\Trtaken by th e rl'vol n t ion ists, cap
lured by the advancing force w hich 
lwd just beaten t hem, or caught between 
the two forces at the moment o f  conflict .  
A nd, i f  ca pt ured hy e ith er, she had un
d oubted l y taken part i n the fi ghting.  
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Rodney clenched h is fists in si lent de
spair. S t i l l  he watched the defeated rev
olutionists scurrying past. Aga'in and 
again he started j oyously at the sight of 
some boy, only to relapse intu a gon ized 
disappointment when he fai l ed to recog
nize her whom he soug h t .  

O n  t h e  heels o f  the last fly ing revolu
t io n ists came a short interval of quiet ; 
then, swinging guns and h ats m adl y 
above their heads, the victors raced into 
the clearing. A dozen o f  th em cro 11·detl 
i nto the hut. O ne seized. Rodney rough
ly. Another wrenched the young man's 
revolver from his grasp. Dumbly he 
submitted. The old woman, cringing 
before the exultant sol d iers. hast i l v  
brough t them \Yhat she h a d  o f  food ancJ 
drink. 

Then a handsome oltl man, irun- gray 
a,nd eagle-eyed, came in. '' Vi'l'a. Var
gas l " yel led the soldi er�, crowding al.Jout 
him. 

Rodney, hearing the name, pushed for
w ard with them, dragging along the men 
who sought to hold him back. 

" General Vargas," h e  cal led to the 
newcomer, " 1 am a friend o f  General 
A h·arado. l\I y name is Rodney. I own 
Santa Rosa . "  

O l d  General Vargas l ooked a t  h i m  i n  
courteous amazement-at his mud-stained 
peon c ostume and h a ggard features. 
N cvertheless, he signed to the soldiers to 
release their captive. They d id so. 

Rodney ha, t i l y  expbined t ha t he h a d  
dressed as a p e o n  f o r  convcn ien{:e ; tha i 
he hacl started out on a 1 itt le tour of in
spection o f  t h e  Fila  de Turgua. and had, 
inach·ert e n t h· .  found h i m�el f on the out
skirts o( tt'J e  tight w h ich Vargas had 
ju't won.  

The 'Jld fel low smi l t:d. 
" I  deep ly regret, ·se1ior Rodney, "  he 

said.  " that m v  countrv should han re
ceiYecl you w itli blood a;1d turmoil.  I feel 
I ike apologizing to you in the nanw o f  
Venezuela. But \Yar is 11·ar. l .  too. am 
a peaceful p lanter - but as soon as I 
heard , at my plantat ion of E l  Ceclral, 
that that vi l la in Ledezma 11·a� out 
against the governmen t ,  I at once gath
ered mv men and set out to punish h im 
a n d  his guerri l las. One: band of them, 
I am glaa to say, will give no further 
trouble. I am now l ook i ng for the rest. 
Seiior Rodney, [ adv ise vou to return at 

once t o  Caracas. The Fila de Turgua 
w i l l  p robab l y be a turbulent p lace for 
some t im e  to come. And, once more T 
wish to express to you my regrets that 
you have found us in �uch a �tate of tur
m o i l . "  

The u l d  generaL b o w i n g  courteously, 
turned to 11·ard the door. But Rodney. 
stepping toward him respectful ly, again 
adclres�ed him.  

" I had 1Yith me, general," he said, " a  
young l.Joy-a veon from Santa Rosa. A 
sh urt t ime ago we became separated. He 
went · toward El Cedra l .  D.id your 
force. by any chance, press him i n to serv
ire on the road ? "  Rod ncv 11-ent on to 
describe E lena's appearance as nearly as 
lJC could. 

" N ot that l remember. " answered the 
��eneral ,; l nw l y. " \Ve caught very few 
men on uur 11·ay here before the fight. 
Perha ps the n·volut ionists  overtook yout 
ho1·. "  

" If the�· h a d ,  he 11·ou ld h a i'L' turned 
in 11ere wh ile rn n n ing : nray from you." 
rcmarkt:d the uld 11·oman.  

" H e  m a y  l.Je wounded, then." suggest- .• 
ed V argas. A n d , wh i l e R odney and the 
old \Yom:I I I  l istened in agonized susJS"ense. 
General Vargas wen t  on : 

' '  O r  dead . perhaps. N ow, the revo
l uti on ish carried n t1 none of their wound
eel with them. \\'e captured a l l-grown 
men. every one. Our wounded are a l l  
E l  Cedra l workmen.  A s  for t h e  dead. 
1re lost o ld Ramo,;. my body-servant ; 
l'cpe .\.h·a rez.  and Luisito, t he coffee
picker. On the other side th ere were 
three k i l led al,;u.  Thev'rc a l l  hack there 
1vhere the fi gh t was. .T\YO an· l ying in 
the hushes. and they'rL' both ! J i g  half
breeds. The t h ird i s  o ff  on a l itt l e h i l 
l ock to t h e  l dt of th e tra i l  and-yes, h e's 
a young boy . "  

Roclnev t u rn ed clead l v w h i te .  B ehind 
him the

-
u l d  1v nman 1�mrnbled a short 

prayer. Then l he A merican pul l ed h im
set f together. 

" I guess I ' l l  go and take a louk at th at 
hoy." lw n·marked, t r y i n g  to speak carc-
l e,;s ly .  _ · 

D azed. he bowed in farewel l to Gen
eral Vargas ; h-2 only half heard the old 
man's renewed offers of apology and ad
vice. B l i nd l y he stumbled through the 
cl earing, past rows of ro isterin g. dirty 
�oldicry, chattering wi t h  eloquent ges-
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ticulation of their prO\Ycss in the fight. 
Some call ed to him to join them in the 
groups aroun d  the stacked rifles ; others 
held up gourds filled with rum, signing 
to him to drink, but . h e  hurried past, un
h eeding, mortal fear in his eyes, lwad 
bent, nails  digging into th e  flesh of h i s  
p alms. 

Soon he \vas out o f  the c learing, speed
ing onward toward E l  CeclraL On, on 
he went,. haunted . by t he vis ion o f  a pa
thetic l ittle face, framed in short -cropped, 
curling b!Jck h ai r, w i th p lead ing brown 
eyes turned up to him .i n  a mute appeal 
for forgiveness. Forgiveness for what ? 
\Vhat had Elena done, he asked himself 
i n  furv. that he should have spoken to 
her as -he had . 

A t  the thought of h is l ast words to her, 
cold and cruel,  he clenched his fists 
tighter. He heard again the sad 1 ittle 
sigh \dt h  w h i ch she had met those words ; 
he heard again her footsteps. l agg ing but 
valiant,  a s  she manfully endeavored to 
keep up "·ith  the grinding p ace he had 
set. A ;;  h e  cla�hed bli ndly forward he 
swore at h imsel f, ca l l ing h imself fool and 
bru.te and cad, w h i l e  the perspiration 
poured from him and the cold fear 
\Henched at his heart . 

Sudden l y he stopped short. 
Before h im, on the grass by th e road

side, lay t \\·o bodies. O ne, a mulatto, 
face upturned, open -eyed and ghastly, 
had been shot through

' 
the head. The 

other, hal f-clad, was a thin,  tall old 
peasant, blood oozing from a hole be
neath !l i s  heart. 

For a moment onl y Rodn ey gazed on 
t hem. Then, shuddering, slowly and 
fearful ly, he turned his eyes to the right 
-toward a small  h i llock. 

There, hal f-covered by a blue cloak, 
l a y  another body . St i l l  standing where 
h e  \Yas, Rodney fi xed hi ,; eyes upon it. 
It was the body of a young boy. 

S lowl y he approached, and came c lose 
beside it. The boy was l ying, face down, 
in a pool or hl ood , one ann hiding his  
features . ""ith sudden convulsive de
cision Rodnev bent forw;·.rd, drew back 
the arm, and 

"
l ooked. Then he stood up 

qu ickl y . Tears sprang to h is eyes . 
" Thank ( �od ! "  h e  cried. 
Relief a nd joy such as he had never 

felt flooded t l1rough . h im. " Oh, thank 
<;oct ! " l1e repeated, over and over again. 

; 

And, bending clmYn once more, he 
drew the cloak renren tl y  over the face 
of the dead stranger. 

C H A PT E R  V I I I .  

PEACE A::\D WAR. 
. 

RODNEY sprang gaily through the 
ma-tted underbrush between the 
hil lock and . the E l  Ceclral trail ,  

along vvh ich but a moment before he had 
advanced slow l y toward the dead body, 
mortal apprehension at h i s  heart. S o  
overwhelming w a s  the reaction that hope, 
w h ich had l ai n  dying within h im, surged 
up with irresistible power, sweepi ng be
fore it doubt and mi sgiving and anxillty, 
tell ing him over and over again with 
joyous certainty that  E lena was safe. 

Safe ! H e  forgot that he did not know 
w here she \Va,, or whether harm h ad 
come to h er ; he forgot that the only 
thing he did know was that she had not 
perished in the fight between the force 
of Vargas and the revolutionists. A ll 
this he forgot ; new-ri�en from a hope
lessness utterly c h i l l  and despaidng, h e  
refused to pause or wonder or reason. 
She w as a live-she was unharmed-she 
was found ! Thus went h i s  thoughts in 
mad leaps as h e  p l unged th rough the 
underbrush, heeclless of the nettles which 
tore h i s  h ands and the buzzing things 
which flew, startled, into his face. E lena 
-alive ! 

He regained the trail and, without hes
i t at ion, as if borne forward by instinct, 
he started northward away from the hut 
towai·d El Cedral . O n w ard he raced, 
head thrown back, ht:art beating j oyously, 
until, roundi ng a sharp turn, he saw her.  

She was sitting, al l  huddled up, by the 
side of the trail,  carbine held betw�n her 
knees, hat  pulled oYCr her face, the very 
p icture of melancholy, gazing with dis
consolate eyes straight before her
worn, cheer less, and p athetic in the dan
cing sunl i gh t  of the tropi ca l day. As 
Rodney came swinging aroun d  the bend 
i n  the path she started back, looking 
toward h im, terrified.  The n(; x t  i nstant 
she h ad cast away the carbine and w as 
on her feet, eyes al i ght, h ands out
stretched to him. 

" Harry ! "  
" E l ena ! " · 
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H e  caugh t her i n h is arms, pressed h er 
to his heart, kissed her l ips . Her hands 
went about h is neck, cl asp ing him t igh t ; 
the big brown eyes, bri mm ing w ith h ap 
piness, looked up into h is, and aga i n he 
kissed her in a passion of thank fulness 
and j oy. Suddenly distmgaging hersel f, 
she drew back. hu t ,;tretched ou t her 
h ands t o  him. 

" H arry ! " she cried again with i rre
sistible tenderness, and the American 
crushed her l itt le h ands in h i s and looked 
deep into her eyes. 

" E lena, E lena," he said hoarse l y , " I 
ha\'e found vuu � T han k ( ;od � " 

They sat ·together in the grass by the 
roadside ; wh i l e E l ena, i n h er j oyou s tor
rential Span ish , told o f  her adl'enturcs 
since he had lost her on the trai l between 
Arenaza and the o ld \I'Oman's hut .  She 
told how she had come to t he crossroatb · 
and heard the shut fi red l)\· the mu leteer 
on the right - hand path ; ·ho w she had 
fled, just as Rodney suppose(!. al ung the 
left -hand trai l to the hut ; how , seeing 
the revolutionary guerr i l las in front of 
it ,  she had clashed o nward toward El 
Ceclral. By a stroke o [ good fortune 
she had spied the ad\'ancing government 
force while it 1ra� sti l l w i l i n g  along quii t e  
a d istance away ; and p lu ng i ng madl y  
into t h e  underbrush, u nseen, h a d  r u n  w i t h  
a l l  her remaining st rength deep i n t o  the 
wood land, until  exhaustiou haJ com-

.. pelled her to �ink to the grou n d .  
" Then came t h e  ye l l i ng and shouting. ' '  

sh e went o n ,  newr stopp ing for breat h : 
" but I j ust lay there. Soon the fi r i ng 
stopped .  Though 1 1ra� dreaJfu l l y  
t ired, I began to get cu r i uu ,; .  So 1 crept 
to the top of a l itt le knoll ,  from \\· here I 
could see the tra i l . I t  \Yas clear. ex
cei)t "- E lena shuddered--" excep t for 
some 11ten l y i n g  ,·cry st i l l  beside i t . ' '  

Rodney, h i s  memory flying back to t h e  
h i l lock and the preced ing m i n utes o f  
agony, nodded and l onged t o  k i ss h er 
again. 

" Th e n  I crept along t11rou gh the un 
derbrush," she continued. " and got to 
t h e  trai l agai n, a 1 i t tl e beyond the bodies. 
nearer El Cedral.  Then I d i dn't .  know 
\Yhat to do. I started to go hack to th e 
hut. and got afra id .and ran toward E l  
Cedra l agaiJl ; and, o h ,  H arry, ho w [ 
\Y ish ed vou were t h ere ! An d then "
t he radi.ant litt l e  face �ndden l y c l ouded 

and rel apsed int1> the  cheerless expres
�iun it had worn when Rodney appeared 
-" and then-oh , dear ! " 

" \Vell-and then ? " asked Rodney im-
pat ient l y . 

' 

'' 1 - I  k i l led a man. Harn·. " 
" Y ou-k i l led-a-man ? " · 
" \' es. J ust as l h ad decided to keep 

on my way toward E l  Cedra l . he came .. 
prancing out o f  the woods-·a great big 
rough fel low. too- and as �oun a:; he 
,;p i ed me h is h and 11·ent stra i ght to h b  
h i p .  I was [ r ighte ned h a l f  t o  death.  
but  I- l aimed t hat thing ''-she po inted 
to the carbi ne on the ground at her feet 
-" and-anll p u l led the tr i gger.  I t  
ll'ent off-bang �-and the m a n  threw up 
his hands and tumbled right O\'er in a 
heap. O h, H arry, I - I  d i d n ' t know i t  
w as loaded 1 " 

Kodncy\ s<>knm New E ngL llld eyts 
tw inkled as he l i stened to her tragic tale.  

" \\'here-IYhen-did th is happen ? "  
" R i gh t  here--just befon· ' "u came 

ll p . "  
" \\'d l--IYhere is he ? "  
A :<t rung shudder ran th rough the gir l 's 

frame. She poi nted to the opposite side 
o f the trail ,  some distance a 11·av :  

" There ! H e  t umbl ed h e::tcl
.
first r igh t 

intn that deep gu l ly . I - I  \Yanted to 
go up and-look at h i m, but 1 simp l y  
coul dn 't .  Oh.  dear : " A n d  she gazed 
< lisconsolately at t he ground. ncr\'(msly 
t w i sting her fi ngers into each otlll.:r .  

Rodney got up �mel strode forward 
across the tra i l .  Hy the side of the gul l y  
h e  stooped to p i c k  up a re\·o lver . Then 
he leaned Ol'er and peered down. Sure 
enough . at t h e  bottom of the gul ly lay 
a man. w ith eyes 11· idc  open.  1\s 1 h e  eres 
m et Rndney's th ey sudden l y  �hut t ight .  

, ;  Ohn ! " chuckled the _;\ merican, 
:'<::ramb l i n g  do\\·n i nt o  tht: g u l l y. which 
h id h i m  completel y from v i e 11· of the 
road . \\- i th t he re\·o h·er j ust picked up 
h e  con·recl the re< 'umbent fi gure before 
h i m. 

• ;  B�tdh· h u rt ? "  h e  :�sked . 
. \ t  Ji rst there \Yas no answn. T hen : 
" I don't kno 11·, "_ hesitati ngly.  
R odney l eaned down ami looked t h e  

other al l  over. There was 1 10 trace of 
blood-no visib le bru ise, even. 

" Get up � " he l'ommande<l . 
Tl:e man obeyed, brush ing t h e  dust 

and !\rigs from his clothe,; .  At first he 
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gazed on Rodney •vith evidences of pro
found dread, but something in the ex
pression on the American's face reassured 
him to such an extent that he smiled 
foolishh·. 

" Shimming, eh ? "  suggested Rodney. 
" \\-hy, certainly, sl'iior,'' explained the 

other volubly. " I was wal king peace
fully along from E l . C cdral , when a 
voung uoy-a fiend. .l't"lior.'-appeared, 
and-ab�olutely 11· ithout 11·arnin g  or prov
ncation-blazcct a\Yay at me. 
· . . ' CaraJ/1 /Ja .' · ,;a iel l tu m ysdf, ' th is 
is no tr ifli ng m atter. I ' l l let the l i t t le 
devi l  think he h<b  k i l led me. '  So I rolled 
into this gu l ly and lay wry sti l l  a \\·hi lc. 
He:uing no �ound, I ventured to peek 
cautiously oYer th e top. .'\nd behold
the bloodth i rsty wretch was ambushed a 
l itt le  \Yay up tlw trail-looking for more 
blood : I dropped into the gully again 
as fast a,; 1 could rolL How did vou 
escape the l ittle mi,;cn·ant, st'l7ur/ · o r  
has he gone ::1 I Yay ? t i  r-" 

He stopped, aggric:1·ed . Rodney wo.s 
,;baking w i th laughter . 

" \Vho an: nm ? "  the American m
lJU irecl auruptl}: · 

" The majordomo oi E l  Cedra l , "  re
plied the quondam corpse with dign ity. 

" \\'el l ,  l i�ten, r--I r.  :\lajorctomo," said 
R odne1·. " [ am the o11·ner of Santa 
Ro�a plan ta t ion . l am go ing to prutect 
1·ou. But, in  exchan ge for l iberating you 
from the attentions of the l i tt le miscre
:.l l lt ,  I de,ire that ,-ou do e xactly as I tell  
,·uu . "  

.... . 

" ( i i n.: yuu r  nrtln,;, ' '  ,;ai el the other 
eagerly. 

" S imply l i e  dO\Yn again in this gully 
u n t i l  I whistle. Then come to me." 

" I t  is 11· e l l . "  With a l acri ty the major
domo slumptd to the ground again. And 
Rodney. composing hi,; fat·e to somet h i n g 
approaching �eriou�ness. cl i mbed out of 
the gul ly and 11·alked back along the trail 
t i l l  he came to El ena . 

She looked up hopeful ly, but at � ight  
of his face hers fel l .  

" Oh, dear : " she rep eated d isconso
lately, " i f only it hadn't been loaded .: " 

" Let me congratu l ate you on your 
marbmansh ip, " began Rodney with 
great sol emn i ty . " Honestly, I didn't 
know that Venezuelan girls were such 
good sl!ots. And he so far away, too. 
\Vhy, let me see " - Rodney measured 

with his eyes the distance to the gully
" a good fifty yards. Excel lent, excel
lent." 

" Oh, stop - please," p leaded Elena. 
" I-oh, I 11· ish I had mi ssed . I w ish 
he had k i l led me instead."  And she 
buried her face in her hands. 

Rodney gave a low 11·hist le. 
The majordomo of E l  Cedral prompt

ly scrambled out of the gul ly. Catching 
sight of  Ekna, he instantly tumbled i n  
again. Hut soon, poking h is head cau
tiously owr the edge of his hiding-place 
once more, he got an imperious signal 
from the American, emerged entirely and 
advanced, although rel u cj,�mt l y  and \Yith 
obvious m isgi v i ngs, along the trail. 

" Elena-look ! " said Rodney. 
She raised her head and gazed ful l at 

the approaching majordomo. 
" Why-why, that 's the man I k i l led, 

Harry ! " she gasped. And, spring ing to 
her feet, she rushed, carbineless, toward 
the majordomo. " Oh, thank you
thank you a thousand t imes," she cried. 

The ex-dead man w::�s painful ly  bewil
dered, but Elena's demeanor was so un
mistakably friendly that h i s  apprehension 
soon vanished. So he sat down beside 
her gingerly Oll the grass ; while Rodney, 
IYith great merriment and m ischievous 
glances at Elena, proceeded to tel l what 
her feelings had been after the supposed 
shooting. 

" The l i t t k  m i screant is  only a peon 
from Santa Rosa," he explained to the 
majordomo, " and, real ly, he isn't blood
thirsty at al l . "  Tht:n h e  turnc:d to Elena. 

" Did you rea l ly th ink you cou ld hit 
anything with that carbine ? " he teased. 
She pouted , and he laughed merrily in 
her face. 

The majordomo was hy th is t ime thor
oughly restored from his fright . 

" I obeyed you ovn there in the gul ly," 
he told Rodney, " so now you must do 
exact! y as I tell you. You must accept 
my hospital i ty at E l  Ceclral .  It is  but 
a few miles away. · (;eneral Vargas, my 
master, is unfortunately out rhasing guer
r i l las, but in h is absence I shal l  do my 
humble best for vour entertainment. 
Both you and your 1;eon are hungry and 
tired. Wil l you a llow me to provide 
you with food and rest ? "  

Rodney bowed h is  acceptance. 
" Then, with your permission," con-
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t inued the maj oruomo, " I shall hasten 
on ahead and see that prep a rations are 
made at El Cedral for receiving you 
properly." 

And he sped away on his friendly mi�-
sion. 

" Rest a w h ile," H.odnev told E l ena, 
" and then we' l l  go along just a few 
short m iles to a grand hot meal and a l l  
t h e  sleep we c a n  g e t .  r � n ' t  t h at  Ji ne, 
E lena ? " 

" Yes, Sei"tor Rodney . . , 
She spoke very coldly. S tartled, lw 

looked at her.  She was seated on the 
grass, hands c lasped about I ter  knees. 
looking up solemnly i n t o  his eyes, j ust  
as on the n i gllt o f  her unconventional 
appearance at Santa .Rosa. 

" You are a brute : "  ,;h e  a nnounced . 
" \\'h-\vhy ? " he gasped. 
" That trick-that m iserable t rick you 

played on me." 
H er eves blazed. 
" Oh, -ti ddlestick,; : \ " uu kito\\· it was 

on l y  a j oke." 
" An d  vou kne\\· how bad l v  I felt about 

shooting that man ; yet-yet 
.
you torment

eel me long a fter you found out he was 
a live, aml-oh, i t  was mean ! " 

She was shaking \\· i t h  anger. Rodney 
dropped to the ground lwside her, panic
stricken at the vio lence of her emotion.  

" :\l i:;s A l varado, real ly, uow-" he 
began to expostulate.  B u t  shL· cut h i m  
short .  

" First ,-ou are rude to me, ancl then 
von lose n�e because \"OU are too cross tu 
�valk 1vith me ; and t-h e n  you-you make 
fun of m e  and treat me l ike a l i t t le child, 
and get me m i seraiJ l y  unh appy ; and
then you c a l l  it  a j oke ! Oh, 1 hate you ! " 
she broke off passionately. throwing her
self full lengt h  o n  t h e  grass and sobbing 
i n  h eart-brok.:n fury. 

" 1-oh, I didn't mean to hurt you . · •  
p leaded poor H arry. \'e ry contrite. 

" \Yel l .  you cl id : I f  you respected me 
-j u,;t a b i t - i f  you cared for me j ust t h e  
l i t tlest bit- you wou l d  n e n r  do suc h  
th i ngs 1 " 

" But \\·e Americans are al ways p lay
ing tricks-on the peopl e  \ve l i ke best. 
N obody minds them at a l l . "  

He bent over her, caught f o r  a moment 
her tear-stained eyes, and realized how 
tired the p oo r  child was-how shake n 
and rackerl IJy the dav's ordea l .  \\'hen 

he next spoke it \Yas w i t h  winning gen
t leness. 

" Please forgive me, Miss Alvarado. " 
S h e  sat up, brushing the tears from her 

eyes, still angry, but so wobegone-so 
unutterably pathetic-that Rodney went 
crimson wi t h shame at  the thought th a t 
he h ad teased her. H e  dre,,· nearer . 
She edged a 1Yay. 

" \V o n ' t  you forgive me ? "  h e  pleaded 
softly. 

" N o : " _ \ mi.  grasp ing her carbine 
angrily, she SJHang t o  her feet . 

" Let's start for El Cedral ,"  she sa i d . 
H e  ,;ought h er eyes. but sh e kept them 

lowered. \\' ith a sigh. h e  . ..;trm·k i nto the 
trail,  setting an easy pace t h is tim�. \Yhiclt  
she followed, h e ad erect.  

As Rodney p lodded silent ly along, h is 
thoughts were fil led, fi rst of a l l ,  with 
bitter regret for h i s  tactlessness. Then, 
glancing furtivel y  behind h im ,  they 
turned to admiration for E lena's fiery 
spirit and a maziug endurance. Fr01�1 
t h i s  t hev sw itch ed to the inscrutable and 
volcan i<: work i ngs of her mind ; and he 
frankly ackHo\dedged himself complete
ly myst i fied, unable to fath om her. 

Then, gradual l y, as h e  marched silent
! y forward, a l l  these feel ings became 
merged into somet h i ng e lse-a suddeu, 
o\·envh e l ming desire to t urn about, clasp 
t h e  l ittl e spitlire to his  heart, and kiss 
her. A nd turn about he did.  

Hut at  s ight  uf  her mut inous. doll"ncast 
eyes and fr igid ! \· host i k  m i t: t l .  he sighed 
and resumed t h e  march . :Soon before 
th em the house of E l  Cedral loomed up.  
T h ree o 'clock in tl1c a ftemuon i t  was, 
yl't the appe t izing o<lur of cookery came 
to t hl"lll t h rough open doors aud win
clu\I"S. The m aj ordomo stoud on the 
veranda, beam i ng \\"e lcome. A fai lure he 
m i g h t  he \\·hen confronted \v i th  the stern 
l" .\ i genc ies o f  war : in the domain o r  
peace. h owen:r. he sho \Yl'd h i mself mag
n i fi cent . \\" i t h  st eam ing (ll/do di" gal
lill<l-how i n a dl'quate is " ch icken soup " 
for t h at savor::.- V ene;wdan m ess !-he 
began his determined a ssau l t  on the ex
haustion and hunger o f  h is guests. 

N e:\t h e  bcH"ked up the attack \Y i t h  
sal/co c!I O-ch i c ken ste\1·, i f  you will
garnished w i t h  pot atoes and big yellmv 
beans and caiJIJage ami blood-sausage. 
And /uzllacas th ere were, too-untrans
l atable-and b l a ck bea ns. sweetened w i t h  
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brown sugar, and rice and roa�t p lan tain� 
and countless exotic fruits - fresh and 
preserved - and excellent rt!d-and-white 
wine to wash it all down. By Rodney's 
s1)ecial request, his l i ttlt! " peon " was al
]o,red to sit at the same table with the 
majordomo and him�elf. The host, 
taking this  as a sign o f  N orth American 
democratic spirit, merely rt!dou!Jled his  
efforts to p kase. And he was not satis
fiecl unt i l  both gut!sts arose, gorged to 
sat iety.  

Thc11 he led them to the veranda, 
where they lounged till  dusk, drinking 
coffee such as Rodney had never con
ceived possible. 

" And now what you want is rest,"  re
marked the majordomo. He showed 
them to two rooms adj oining, opening off 
the veranda, where the shades had been 
pul led down and clean cots waited i n 
vitingly. 

" You can sleep t i l l  doumstl:.ty, ' '  he an
nounced. " There's scarcely any danger 
of guerri l las cl imbing way up to E l  
Cedral .  ' '  

Both visitors began thanking him pro
fusel y ; but the maj o rdomo motioned 
them. with hosp itable i mpat ience , to their 
respect ive rooms . 

" And now l ' l l  see that the sen·ants 
keep quiet ," he said, hurrying away. 

Rodney and E lena "·ere left  alone. 
Rodnev came close t o  the g i r l .  Once 
more 11e sought ht!r eyes imp loringly. 

" G ood n igh t, E lena." 
She would not look at h im. 
" Good night-Sei'ior Rodney. " 
And she haughti ly entered her room 

ancl shut the door. 

C H A P T E R  I X .  

TJIE RECO :\ C I  LL\TIO :\ .  

I ' [ '  1ras a lmos t noon next day when 
Rodney awoke. Appearing on t he 
nrand·a of El Cedral, he found 

E lena already up. Slt!ep had taken the 
worn look from her eves and reddened her 
cheeks. J n addition: the majordomo had 
provided h er with a con:plete suit of 
\rhite duck, of the very natt it!St, togetht!r 
'rith a new robija, to take the place o f  
the torn and muddv clothes i n  which she 
had arrived. She. was airily strutt ing 
about on the veranda when the American 

emergt!d from his room, and looked very 
amenable and couciliatory. 

Spying him, �ht! seated herself demure· 
l y  on a chair at the far end of the . 
veranda and began to swing ht!r legs Lack 
and forth, bewitchingly fresh and pretty 
in her ne"· togs, and in evident 
ant i c ipation of friend l y  advances. 

But he did not make them. S i nce her 
frigid " good n ig ht " his mind had been 
going through some tortuous windings o f  
its O\Yil. He had \raked u p  very apolo
getic and peacefully incl ined, picturing 
to himself  a forlorn and pathetic E lena, 
to whom he would sue for forgiveness, by 
whom he would be graciously forgiven. 
The sight of the young lad y's serene 
smile, ht!r spick-and-span attire, and i rri
tatingly chipper demeanor offended h i m  
vastly. 

Ht! stiffened-t1li �. then.  was the girl  
,;o deeply affronted � 

Slowlv it came over him that he, not 
she, \ras· the wronged part y. D iscip line, 
he told himsel f. \ras what l\l iss Alvarado 
needt!d, and with Pur i tan determination 
he decided to administer it forthwith. So , 
with a cold " ( ; ood morn ing, "  he passed 
her where she sat, her hands in her 
trousers-pockets, entered t he dining-room. 
and in a few m i nutes was engaged in 
animated conversation 1r ith  the maj or
domo about coffee crops. 

E lena. shrugg ing her shoulders. de
voted herse l f  w i t h  subl ime unconcern to 
breakfast .  

'Vht!n the noontide heat was past. Rod, 
ney broacht!d t he subject of his departure. 
At fir�t the hospitable maj ordomo refused 
to hear of i t .  B u t  Rodnt!V insisted . I t  
was h igh time. h e  t hought: to gt!t E lena 
out of boy's clothes and danger i n to pro
priety and safety. The majordomo. once 
he realized that the American's mind was 
made up. was a� help ful  i n  suggesting a 
route as he had been in dispensing hos
pitality. 

" Take the path that goes due west 
from here," he told Rodney. " It will 
bring you to the brow o f  the Turgua 
range, directly aboYe your plantation . I f  
you start now, you w i l l  have n o  difficulty. 
with this cool afternoon air, in reaching 
the edge of the range at nightfa l l .  There 
you and your peon cim camp, beginning 
the descent to Santa Rosa in the morn
ing. From the edge of the range and al l  
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the w�y along the descent there i� a �plea
did view of the val ley-your p lantat ion , 
the house� in th e vil lage, Caracatia, 
everything. 

" Now. I am goi ng t o  lend you my 
telescope·, Senor lZodney. lt IYi l l  enable 
you to sweep the 11·hole ,·alley as you 
cl imb down the hills toward Sant a  
Rosa. I f  t here a re guerr i l las moving 
about belo\\·, vou can �tav i n the hilb, 
where the pat.h s, e1·en i n . war-time, arc 
almost sure to be practica l l y  untrodden. 
If the coast is clear, vou can hurrv do11·n 
to Santa Rosa . Fron1 there, i f  you take 
my adYice. you w i l l l ose no t ime in return-. 
ing to Caracas." 

Rod ney th anked h im , prom isi ng to fol
low directions, and. prol"ided with tele
scope and p rol" is i ons, he and Elena hade 
the maj ordomo fare1Yel l  and set ()Ut ''"est
ward. 

Through t he fragrant co ffee-grows o f  
E l  Cedral the\· weut , w h i le t h e  ravs of the 
a fternoon sun· gi lded trees and g;ass 11· i t h  
dying l i gh t . and birds o f gaud y coloring 
flashed before their eyes ; t hen past t he 
p l antat i on 's  boundaries, deeper and 
deeper in.to the real trop ical forest, where 
the st i l lness 11·as broken · only hv the ir  
footsteps crackling i n  the unde"rlm.ish and 
by the mtl oclious outpour i ngs or shri l l  
ca w ings overhead . 

N either of th em spoke. Rodney's  con
scious sense o f  injury was hut strength 
ened, as he marched . by E lena 's gaiet�·· 
Cheerfu l l y she trudged behind him. 
spearing at the green l i zard� w i

,
th h e r  

carbine, humm ing a l l  t he \\· h i l e  l i ttk 
Venezuel an cl i ttil!s. gay and rhythmic, in 
a subdued but happy voice "·h i < 'h  �eemed 
to him to reflect the greatest possibk un-. 
concern. 

The sun d ropped l o \\-er i n t h�.: ht·a,·
ens ; sh adows began to fal l  a l on g  t he 
grass bes ide the path ; less and l ess fre
quent bl!camc the notes of  the birds and 
the wh i rr ing of their bright 1Yings in the 
branches. 

E lena hummed less J w .;t i ly ; Rodney's 
sturdy pace slackened . 

Suddenl y he pricked up h is ears. ln·  
stead o f  a Venezue Jan dance-measure. 
Elena was humm i ng-" Yankee Doo
dle ! " 

A very foreign and eccentric version 
it wa';;. to be sure. hut stil l  " Yankee D oo
dle ! " Rodney btenecl. H e  smi lecl-

but h i s  shou lders, nevertheless, in the 
path before her, remained rigidly squared, 
uubending . 

The ditty continued , soft hut i nsistent. 
Was it an overture of peace ? At a turn 
o f  the trail he looked furt ive ly back, but 
she 1\"otl ldn't meet . his eyes . Instead, 
shifting her carbine from one shoulder to 
the other, .-;he p retended to he entire] y 
absorbed in the topmost branches o f  a 
t ree. 

So he faced forward again, nry stern
ly. And for full half  an hour he tram ped 
al ong, unwi tting ly sti ffening the pace, re
volvi ng in his mind old gr ievances, 
evolving new ones, unhappy hut proud, 
self-accusing but relentless, ja\YS set for 
war. heart crying out for peare, until a 
plead in g  voice sounded behind h i m. 

" Senor R odney,"  softly. 
N o  answer. 
" Harry,"  very soft ly . 
" \Vell-1\I iss Alvarado ? "  
" Please, H arry-\Y i l l vou carry m y  

gun for me ? "  
A nd al l  a t  once. IY ith a hou nd, e1·erv 

nther fee l ing in him sank into nothing 
before that same overwhelming desire to 
hold her to h i s heart and smother her in 
k i;;ses. Yet he con tented h imse l f  with 
tu rn ing about and rt·l iel" i n g  her of the 
carbine . But, for a l l  the act i on was im
personal , his eyes looked upon her w i t h  
a so ftness w hich was n o t  to he misinter" 
preted. A ncl. when t bey resumed the 
march, she trotted along con fi d i ngly by 
h is side. 

" Do you know, 1 I arrv." she remarked . 
a fter seemingl y profn"und meditation. 
" I ' m  glad that I met �·ou ? You' re good 
for me. \Vhen T get had a n d  lose my 
temper, you-yon are horrider than I ain. 
N ow, al l the Veno:uelan · �·ou ng men I 
ever met fed me on nothing but sugar. 
/\ 1 1  day l ong it ''"a;;, ' ,J y .  mi ;·ida .' ' and 
' E lena, star o f nw l ife : ' Bah ! Thev 
spoi led me. N ow: you don ' t  do that so�t 
o f  thing, H arrv-\'OU don't know how. 
I nstead� vou-' ' • 

" Elena."  exclaimed H arrv. " i f T ever 
hurt your feelings again I ' li kiH mysel f. 
l wouldn ' t do tt ag::1 in for the worl d. ! " 

" Take care," murmured E lena mis
chievousl y ; " soon you' l l be talking l ike 
a Venezuelan. Now-why wouldn't you 
hurt my feel ings ? " 

" Because, Elena-"' And then chill 
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Northern reserve rushed in, summarily 
gagging h im. " Because - I simply 
couldn't," he concluded weakly. 

E lena's laugh rang through the woods. 
" H arry Rodney, your pretty speeches 

are not successes ." 
He bristled. 
" I don't care." he grO\ded uneasJy. 

She was sti l l  laughing. 
" Oh thev're not like those of-of 

Pancho' 
U sthiz, I kno,,·, "  he grumbled 

under his  breath. 
In an instant E lena had sidled close to 

him. Timidly she touched his arm. 
" Harry ! " 
" \Vhat ? " 
" Scold me ! "  
Stopping short, he looked deep, deep 

into her eyes. 
" Impossible ! " he declared, with firm 

conviction. 
Elena smiled gaily. 
" I  wonder," she remarked susptcwus-

1 �·, " why that sounded to me l ike a pretty 
speech ? "  

" Because it 's the truth, ' '  said Rodney 
solemn!\·. 

She dropped her eyes to the ground . 
" Come. come ! " she murmured. 

" You are improving. l f you keep on. 
vou' ll sound l ike a regular Venezuelan. " ;!'hen, with sudden apprehension, she 
l ooked up at him. 

" H arry-tease me � " she implored. 
" Order me round-be rude to me ! Say 
anything you l ike to me : " 

Rodney hesitated. Then : 
" Very: \Yel l ,"  he laughed. And, com

ing close beside her, he proceeded to stare 
at her so steadily, so concentratedly, \Yi th  
such obYious and undi sguised admira
tion, that she again cast down her eyes, 
with a l itt le blush. 

" D on't you-don't you think it 's time 
for us to move along ? " she suggested 
demure 1 v. 

And, · side b,· side. thev resumed t he 
march through 

.the forest. �,·hile the after
noon light  gre\Y weaker and weaker and 
the evenin g  darkness began to fall. Reso
lutel v slw hpt up the pace : but to Rod
ney. his perceptions immeac:,urably sharper 
than heretofore. it soon became evident 
that the girl 's  strength \Yas once more 
giving out . At every anxious look from 
h i m  she valiantly  straightened up and 
, truggled onward .  but her cheeks. red 

that morning, were once more pale, and 
she breathed in quick gasps, with obvi
ous pain. 

He stopped. 
" Elena ! . "  
" \Vel! ,  H arry ."  
" You are too tired to go the rest of 

the \Yav." 
" Bu·t - it ' ,.; on! v a short distance to 

where we' l l  camp, .isn't it ? " 
" Yes. I don't care. You sha'n't walk 

an\· more. 
7'  But, H arry-" 
" Let me carry you, Elena." 
Rebell ion flashed in her eves, but he 

d id not heed it. 
• 

" Elena-do what I sav." 
And p icking her up determinedly in 

his arms, he set out afresh. \Vithout a 
word of protest, she pillowed her head 
on his shoulder, looking up at him with 
a look so irresistibly shy and sweet that 
his heart started to beat tumultuously in 
a wry intoxication of happiness. Ot; he 
strode, Elena lying quietly in his arms. 
Once she raised her hand and brushed a 
leaf from h is  coat ; again, with a mis
chievous t\vinkle. : ·he rticked some dust 
from his cheek. 

E ach time he smiled h is thanks, and 
each time, hasti ly  raising his  eyes from 
hers. he kept them resolutely and sternly 
fixed on the trail before him. 

A t  sunset the path suddenly dropped 
away at their feet in precipitous windings. 
They were on the edge of the Turgua 
range. S triking off to one side, into the 
underbrush, Rodnev came to a level, 
comparati ,·ely clea� space, behind a 
great rock. Gently he laid Elena on the 

· ground. Then he busied himself with 
the making of a fire, \\·hi le she watched 
him weari ly. H e  brewed some coffee, and 
held it to her l ips, but she was too ex
hausted to drink more than a few mouth
fuls : and \Yhcn. having cut some of the 
bee f provided by the majordomo of El  
Ceclral. he turned to tempt her with it, 
he found her stretched on the blue-and
red cloak. head pi l lo,Yed un her arm, 
asleep. 

A l l  that n igh t ,  .in the fl icker of the �re, 
bet\Yeen the grim rock and the clark for
est, Rodney watched beside the sleeping 
gi r l .  Through the long. s i lent hours he 
sat. unti l  dawn reddened the peaks of  
Turgua. "· ith h i �  r i fl l'  hl't\YCen his  knees 
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and h is  eyes fi xed on her face ; and once 
onlv did he stir-to bend forward and 
kiss her as she slept. 

C HAPTER X. 

THE BI::LLS AGA ! l\ .  

I N the  morning, a fter breakfast, they be
gan the descent toward Santa Rosa. 
A short few minutes cmwinced Rod

ney that it \vas to be the most arduou:; 
part of their journey. 

The trail  plunged abruptly duml
ward, zigzagging in steep curn�s, stre\Yl1 
like the bed of a mountai n  torrent with 
rocks and stones, which, sl ipping and 
rolling along beneath the \Ye ight of 
their bodie,.:, atlording scan·ely any foot
hold, rendered the descent doubly toil
some and e xhausting. Rodney cut big 
staffs from falkn branches for Elena 
and h imself. which they dug into the 
ground before them as they sl id dcmn 
the slope. 1 n spite of this aid, lJO\Yever, 
after a couple hours of the grind, �'·en 
w ith frequent halts for rest, E lena's 
strength \vas "·el l -nigh spent again. For 
Rodne\· to carrv her do\Yll the mountain 
slope ,�·as out of· the que:;tirin : it was di f
ficult enough for h im, unburdened, to 
pick a safe way among the treacherous, 
slipping :;toJH�s. 

At last, emerging from a clark clump 
of \Yoods. th ey trod a small plateau, rocky 
and bare of trees. and Elena, gazing from 
its bleak edge, could not repre�s a cry of 
pleasure. There, directly belmr them, 
bright in the morning sun, ewry detail 
clear in the �trong l ight, l ::ty the Santa 

· Rosa vallev-the red-roofed vi l lage clus
tered around Padre G regorio 's  church, 
the w indin" r inl leh, the p:reat rambling 
structures r� Rodney's pla; 1tation,  and of 
Caracatia, her home. 

As thev rested on the edge of the pla
teau, Ro�lney s\vept the valley with the 
strong telescope lent him by the major
domo of El C edral. Along the windings 
of the steep path, which they had still to 
traverse. there \ras not so much as a single 
hmi1an being visible ; but. about . half a 
mile or so to the north of S anta Rosa 
village, just where the mountain trail  
joined the main road through the vall ey, 
� body of soldiers was encamped. There 
was no mistaking the gleam of the 

stacked rifles and the flashing of the sun-
1 ight on buckles and side-arms. 

H.udney said noth ing to E lena about 
what he had seen ; he  did not wish to 
sour the pleasure \rith wh ich she was 
gazing at Caracatia, her home. The 
s i g h t  of  it ,  seemingly s o  near, renc\YCd 
her strength .  \Vhen, after a full hour's 
rest on the plateau, they started once 
more clown the slope, her endurance 
amazed the A.mer ican . 

Slipping and sl iding along, propp ing 
themselves as best thev could on the ir  
staffs, they succeeded, ·with a long stop 
at micldav, and others, shor.ter, at fre
quent intervals, in reach ing a bald, jut
ting h i l lock, rising almost sheer from 
the valley directly over the encampment 
11·hich Rodney had spied. I t  \vas four 
o'clock in the afternoon. 

\Vhenever, during the descent, a good 
chance had presented i tself, Rodney had 
pointed the telescope down ward, sweep
ing trail and valley w ith careful eye for 
signs of guerri l las, but l1e had seen none 
bevond those encamped on the road be
low the mountain .slope. On them, 
throughout the descent, he had kept con
stant watch . Now, as he  l eveled the tel
escope at them .from the h i l lock, they 
slwwc'd the first s igns of activi ty. 

A drum began to beat ; the soldiers, 
seizing r ifles, fel l  hasti ly into l ine. Of
ficers, swords in hand, \\·alked up and 
down before them ; one, the commander, 
evidently sprang on a hor-se held hv 
an orde;ly. 

' 

Rodney chuckled with rel ief. Set 
squarely across the junction of trail and 
road, the troop had a l l  day presented to 
him an awkward problem. lle knew well 
that,  i f  i t  remained encamped the-re, onlv 
two courses \vere open to him and Elena 
-either to sl ip  past it at night, or else 
to remain l1idclen in the hills, counting 
on its eventual departure. R odnev knew 
that the troops were revolutionists ;  h i s  
careful w atch ing had d i sclosed the  blue 
of hatbands and flags, and he felt no 
doubt that the gueril las \Yere bound 
through the valley to Arenaza, . t here to 
meet Ledezma�s main force. 

So the drumming and obvious prepara
t ions for the march, coming so oppor
tunely, brought only relief to his mind. 
For the first t ime since spying them h e  
told Elena about the soldier�, and let her 
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peep at them through the telescope. 
After some moments of seeming indecis
ion, the order to march was given in 
the camp. Again Rodney glued his eye 
to the telescope, ·with Elena, expectant, 
at  hb elbow. Suddenly he dropped i t  
from before h i s  face, with a horrified ex
clamation. 

Elena turned pall:. 
" \Vhat's the matter ? " she cried. 
It was too late to spare her. 
" They're marching up this trail ," said 

Rodney as calnily as he could. 
No time remained to waste. Rodney 

looked despairingly at the steep slope 
down which they had just come ; there 
i t  frowned, rock-strewn, cruel and sheer. 
He looked at Elena and shook h is head. 
To send her up the ascent was to deliver 
her into the hands of the soldierv. 

Already the\' were on the trail, but a 
few windings- below. H e  could hear 
their short-breathed conversation, the 
j ingle of arms and accouterments. He 
looked to the sides of the trail ; i t  was 
flanked by dense underbrush, prickly 
shrubbery and rocks. 

Yet, there lay the only hope. Beckon
ing E lena, he plunged down through the 
shrubbery. 

He pushed it aside as best he could 
before her, but still, as E lena followed, 
the nettles tore her clothing and the 
branches whipped her flesh till her face 
and arms and hands bled from a dozen 
scratches. 

A fter a fe\Y yards Rodney stopped ; 
he feared that the snapping of twigs and 
rvstl ing of leans beneath their feet 
would betray them. Throwing himself  
flat on h i s  face, and signing to her  to do  
likewise, he lay. scarcely breathing, while 
the troop slowly cl imbed the steep path, 
on l r a stone's throw awav. Not until 
voiZ·es sounded from far U]; the mountain 
slope did Rodney dan· to move. Then 
the t\\·o of them slowly crawled back to 
the trail . When they reached it both 
were black with di rt and stained with 
blood. 

Rodney "-�ts well-nigh desperate. At 
any risk he resolved to gd E lena to de
cent shelter before night. Reflecting 
that all dav, after careful scrutinv of 
the whole va lley. be had seen but the one 
force of guerrillas, 110\Y \Wll 011 its wav 
up the mountain slope. he decided to pusl1 

boldh' forward to\\'ard his plantation, 
\vhich he knew \Yas close at  hand. 

The trail \vas now far less steep ; the 
Stones and rocks, \vhich had so cruelly 
tried E lena and himself through the day, 
were fewer. So Rodney again took the 
exhausted girl in his arms and strode 
brave! v forward, 

I n  � few minutes. emerging abruptly 
from the wooded slope, he struck level 
ground, and found himself at the junc
t ion of the trail with the main road 
where the encampment of the ,;oldiers 
had been. He stopped and looked about 
him. Down the road, to the south, h e  
could see S anta Rosa village, full half a 
mile away. Directly before him was a 
narrow path, branching from the main 
road and · losing i tsel f  in  coffee-groves. 
I t  could be none, decided Rodney, but 
the path used by the priest to go from 
his church to Santa Rosa plantation. 

\Vithout further hesitation, he grasped 
the tired girl more firmly in his arm,;, 
crossed the road and strode into the path
wav. I n  a few minutes he came to a 
de�ring and saw before him the big, 
rambling, red-tiled house of the Santa 
Rosa plantation. 

Over the door floated a diminutive 
American flag. Rodney smiled thank
fully, recognizing the old priest':; hand. 

He stumbled up the steps, crossed the 
veranda and entered the great front 
room. All  was as he had left it. Again 
he silently thanked Padre Gregorio. 

Then he laid Elena gently do,Yn on a 
sofa, rummaged in a cupboard, found a 
bottle o f  brandy and, pouring out a stiff 
drink, held i t  to her lips. She sat up, 
gulped it do,vn, and fell back on the 
lounge, eyes half closed. 

As Rodney sat beside her, anx iously 
gazing into her face. she smiled at hirn 
gratefully. 

" H arry," !'he said, " I 'm an awful 
11u i,;ancc. 

H e  grasped the hand which lay l imp 
beside her, but, as usual at such junc
tun•s, he found that his tongue stuck. 

" Not a bit," "·as all he said, and even 
her exhaustion could not keep the mis
chievous twinkle from her e ve. 

He hastily scraped togeth-er some sup
per and bre\YCd some hot coffee. When 
she had eaten. she reviwd wonderfully. 
8 nd I >L'gau to chatter gaily while she 
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muJH.:hed , J{oclney look i ng on w ith h i s  
heart .i n  tumu lt, h i s  eyes e loquent, h is 
t ongue mute. 

E lena put do 1r n hL-r coffee cup.  
" Safe ! " �he exc l a imed r< >ntl:n tedly. 

" Oh ,  H arry "-and she i mpu bively 
s tretch ed out her h a n d  to him annss t he 
tabl e--" th ank you and-forgi\'e me for 
all  the  t roui J ie  I \·e made you. " 

H e  k1d caugh t her ha i1cl i 1 1  both h is, 
11· hen �ud den l y, t h rough t he sti l l  dusk of 
the late afternoon, came t h e  piercing 
notes of  a bugl e . A gain the  sound came 
-close .];,·. to the north 1rard. H e  
dropped h�� h and . H er head �a n k  on 
the tahk an d  for t he fi rst t i me in t hose 
davs · of cl angn she 11·h impcred l i ke a 
c hil d. 

H arn· den<.·h ed his fish. l-I e had 
t h ough t t ha t she could rest  that  n i gh t  
unmole!'ted at S a n t a  Rosa : t h a t ,  nest 
morni ng. he cou l d  get her to Rosar i o , 
1rhenct· the t rain 1roul d take h e r  to Cara
cas and perfect safety. A nd now-· the  
bugle told h i m  that  guerri l l as 11 ere about 
again. 1 t so unded a third t ime. nearer. 
and he d ropped h el pl ess an d e �h a u�tcd 
i nt o a c h a i r .  \\ 'hat  could he d o  t o  s a fe
guard lwr ? H is bra i n ,  fagged hv clay� 
uf dan ger anJ schem ing.  re fu�ed to :.;ug
gest an y plan. ,\11 h e  nmld d o  "·as sit  
and clench hi�  Jists and gaze i n  despa ir 
at the ;.;uh ! , i ng g i r l  across t h e  tahk 

And then,  sudden ly , h e  ra ised h i �  head 
- listened-,.,at u p .  

O u t  o f  t h l'  gath e r i n g  dark ness. sm;et,  

peace fu l and melod ious. the hel l ,;  o f  
S anta R osa r a n g  nut , sounJ i ng the An
gelus.  r r  arry sprang to 'his feet. 

" E lena ! " 
" \-es. H arry." 
" Listen . "  
" To \\'hat ? "  
" The bells of Santa Rosa. "  
" \Yel l ? "  
" T ,ct's go to the church and-get mar

ried. "  
She looked a t  h im .  And h e  \l ent  on, 

e loquent at l a;.;t , i n  rapturous enthusiasm : 
" EAemi-'-please ! \Y hen �·ou are my 

w i fe 1.10t a sold i er "·i l l  harm vou. Vou 
w i l l be an American, the,n. P lease ! " 

She cast clown her eyes. 
" I s-is that a l l ? "  s.h e asked softly. 
" E l ena, I love you ! " 
ShL· h i d her face i n  her h ::m ds. 
' '  O nn'/ ' she rema rked-and l 1er eyes 

t w in kled beh i nd her lingers, though 1\.od
ney didn't know it-" once I asked ynu 
-right here-to marry me, and-you 
wouldn' t ! ". 

H is heart stood s t i l l .  H is arms 
dropped despairingly to h i s sides. 

" E ll·na, my darl in g," he cried broken
l y . " Won't  you-\nm ' t  you, p lease, he 
my w i fe ? l ·: k n a-look up at me ! " 

Sti l l ;.;he wou l d  1 1ot .  He pu l led her 
hands from before her [ace, i n  an agony 
of doubt. 

A nd then, at last , the big hruwn eyes 
were ra i�ed to h is, and he looked full 
into t h em a-nd read them . And a l l  his 
m isgivings, all  h i s  fear,  �1 l l  his  despair 
were swept a11·ay, as h e  caught her to 
h is heart and passionately kissed her.  

Padre G regor i o was standing hy his  
ch urch door.  i n  the clw;k, wondering 
what certain bugle-ca l ls from up the \·a l 
ley might port end , when he fe l t ,;ome
thing tug a t  the s le el'l:'. of h is cas�ock. 

" Padre ( ; regnriu ! " said a l i t t l e  voice. 
He turned. Then:. b(l\·'s clothes and 

a l l ,  �toucl E lena A h·ara\h;. 
" .liijita .' . .  e .\ c l a i med t he del i gh ted old 

man, catch i ng both her h ands and pat t i n g  
t h em ,,· i th  UliClllltrol ll'cl j o v .  " ( l h ,  
H can·n he  praisecl--k1ck ";g�� i n ! c\nd 
Sciior 1\. od ney, tuu � " 

H e  had sud den ly sp ied H arry, emerg
i ng from t he dusk beh ind h cr. " A h !  
my chi ldren-h o w  I han: praved for 1·ou 
bot h ! The good Lord be p ni ised ! " · 

As the o l d  ma n beamt·cl on them be 
caught i n  t h eir expression something 
conscious and unc-omfortable.  f nq ui r
ingly he l ooked into E lena's eyes ; t h ey 
sought the  gruund. H l' looked at H arry ; 
t he youn g  man bec::une deeply i nterested 
in h is s hoes. 

The priest smiled very hap pi! y. 
" Padre Gregorio-" began R odney, 

embarrassed. But- Padre t;regorio put 
up h is hand for ;.; i l ence. 

" :\ f y  ch i ld ren . " he sa i,l IYi t h  immense 
gra 1· i t y, " \Y i l l  you k ind l y step i n to the 
chu rch , and-e:-.:cuse me, please, for a 
moment. 1 have a most im portant duty, 
to per form ." · ' 

They obeyed, ll'alking do\\'n the d i m  
aisle, and s i t t i n g  s i d e  hy sid e n e a r  the 
l ittle a! tar. 

And, as they sat th ere, the hel ls  of 
Santa Rosa rang nut once more ; not 
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quietly and peacefully this t ime. but in 
the most tumultuous! y j uyous of 'welding 
chimes. 

CHAPTE R X l . 

A H ,  E L E X .-\.  � 

r=. L E N  A . and Rodney ''"ere at break
L fast next morning, on the veranda 

of Santa Rosa. ''"hen Padre Gre
gorio rode up gaily on horseback. 

" Ola. -iuiios. '' he called out, dismount
ing and climbing t h e  front steps. " I 've 
been to  Caracati a .  The majordomo and 
his wife are now on their wav here. 
Shocked ! "-the old man wagged his 
head in  mock horror. " They are going 
to  drag you right home. Elena, and, what 
is more, the maj ordomo means to assas
sinate your H arry on sight.  For you arc 
both ·wicked, wicked children. No, I 
won't sit down \vi t h  vou. "  

This last \vas i n  aliusion t o  forcible at
tempts by both Hary and E lena to throw 
him bodilv into a chair at the· breakfast
table. Fi"nally they succeeded, and while 
Harry was pouring him some coffee, 
Elena deliberatelv kissed the old man. 

' " NiFia / ' '  he �xclaimed. " H ow dare 
you ? For that I shall impose on you a 
severe penance-terribly severe-right 
now, too ! " 

And, taking her face in both his  hands, 
he  returned the kiss. 

At that ri10ment the majordomo of 
Caracatia and his ''" ife arrived on horse
back. and there \Yas rene,nd excitement 
and give-and-take of exclamatory and 
gesticulatory Spanish, at  the end of which 
the maj ordomo's ''" i fe beckoned solemnly 
to  E lena. 

' ' You come with me." she ordered. 
And :-he pointed to certain bundles 

under her arm. 
E lena follo\Yed her ml'ckly into the 

interior of  the house. 
" I have good news," said the priest, 

turning to Rodney. " l suppose you 
han: heard. of cour,;c. that Ledezma i;; 
dead." 

The American nodded. - He thought it 
best not to  mention, even to the old priest, 
iust how much he  kne''" about the wicked 
guerrilla's death. 

" "'elL" continued Padre Gregorio, 
" h i,;  troops at Arenaza got - pa11 ic -

stricken. and "·hen goyernment soldiers 
began to advance from Rosario, the 
whole lot of revolutionists fell back into 
the · Turgua :Mountains. That means, 
practically, that the trail from here to 
Rosario is  perfectly safe ; it is improba
ble that anv band of rebels would be 
foolhardy et�ough to lurk about on it, so 
far from t h e  main body. So you and the 
Seiiorita E lena-! mean, the Sefiora de 
Rodney," h e  corrected himself, " may 
undertake your j ourney toward Caracas 
to-day without  misgivings." 

He was interrupted by the reappear
ance of E l ena, in a pretty whi te dress. 

" N ot half ;;o comfortable," she 
promptly remarked. 

" And if you don't  like it, 1-l arrv, " she 
added, " I____: I 'II wear the carbine ":it h  it ." 

But Harry',; fare expressed nu objec
t i otb. 

" And, nuiY ,"  he said, " are you ready 
to ride to Rosario ? !.l. 

H e  addressed E lena. 
" \Ve are. " answered the majordomo, 

the majordomo's wife, and the priest 
simultaneously. Rodney looked at them 
in astonishment. 

' ·  You-you aren ' t  going with me ? " 
he said. 

But t hey serenely ignored h is protesta
tions t hat he and Elena, being Ameri
cans, needed no protection. As the young 
<'ouplc rode a\Yay from Santa Rosa, all 
three fel l in behind. 

" A regular guerrilla," remarked the 
old priest. And he  half drew from his 
holster a big rusty pistol and looked un
uttcrabl y ferocious. 

l'p the steep hillside they rode, laugh
ing alJ(I chatting, OYer the coffee-covered 
uplands, past the scene of Ledezma's re
Yenge, and dlJ\nl the steep slope, with 
Rosario spread smilingly before them. 
Nor did they find on the \\·ay a trace of 
soldiers. government or revolutionary. 

But as they cantered into Rosario, be
neath the hot noonday sun, a special train 
''"as just pufnng into t he station. From 
it poured hundreds of men, w ith gleam
ing rifles and bayonets-government 
troops. And from the rear car sprang a 
soldierlv o l d  man in full uniform. I t  
was ( ;e-neral Al\-arado, E le na'-s father. 

He and she spied each other at  the 
same time. The next instant he  was hug
ging her to  h i s  heart.  
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" E lenita. my Jarling," he cried , " I 
was on my way to find you. O n !  y yes
terday 1 heard of your capture. .Hijita. 
come and tell me a l l  about i t . " 

He Jrew her aside . Rodney. the 
priest , the majordomo. and his 11· i fe. re
spect ful l y fell back.  

For fiye m i nutes E l ena t a l ked a n i 
matedh' 1Yith her fat her. Then t h e  o l d  
generaL hugg ing h er a ga i P . ad\'an,·ed, 
hand� outstretched. to Rodney. 

" God bless vou. m v  son. " lw said sim
ply, strai n ing H arry to h is bosom in the 
m an l v Venezuelan fash ion . The m a j or
dotm;. h i s 1v i fe, and t h e  pri est , 11· atc

.
hed 

the scene. gr i nn in g ll' i th j oy. 
" I sn ' t  she a ll" < l llder ) " said the priest . 
" N obody l ike her. " said th e  m aj or

domo . 
" I t took her e xactly h\'t m i nutes," 

said the m a jordomo's w i re. 
" A h,  l� le;1a : "  s a id a l l  t hree together. 
The general .  E k n a .  Rodnc�· and th e 

m a i orcl o m < > s  11· i fc hurr ied to tab· p l aL-es 
in the t rain. The ma i ordomo r·!mai ned 

he h i nd, to return to\Ya.rd ( ·araca t ia \\' ith 
the gon:rnmen t t roufb. 

' ' Better l 'ullle along," said R od nev to 
the old prie_st .  " c�.racas is safer th an 
Santa Rosa J Ust noll". 

But the uid 111 a n  �huuk h i s  h ead . 
" You ul1!,!;ht  to he ashamed of y< mr

o;el f  for sugge�ti n g  such a th i ng . "  he said. 
" Vara.' "·hat a n  idea. \\"ho ''"ould 
r ing 

. the  ! wl ls of Santa 1-Zusa i f  I went ? 
H 0 11· \\' i l l\  lcl von have I iked it i f  I ha d 
not been there l a't nigh t ? The idea : "  

""hereupon. the "·h ist l e  hkw and . 
amid much 11-aY in ,!,!; o f  h andkerch ief�, the 
train pul led nut of the little station. 

As i t  sp ed along tlmmgh the rock
bound gorge of the t ; u a i re, Elena l eaned 
close to her lnl, ! Jand.  

" Harrv." she said so l cmn h·. " ,-ou 
must sco(d me o ften . \Yhenever l d(m ' t 
act l ike a n ice .\mcrican gir l  you nnht he 
horrid to me. Tel l tnC-\I" hat  do nice 

American girl; do ? " 

" What they please-exact ly 1vhat they 
p lease," declared H.odncy. 

" T hen I ' I I  do exact! y "'hat I please," 
sa id E lena. And she threw her arm� 
a bout h i s  neck and kissed h im . " There ! "  
she cried . 

A nd (jenera! A lvarado, on the seat op
po,;ite-haughty, old - fashioned ( )eneral 
i\ h·arado-could find no more terrible 
1ray of objecting to her shocking behavior 
t han to strnke h is beard and murmur : 

" Ah, F lena : "  whcreu poi1 h e  got 
soundlv kissed h imself .  

A t  the Caracas station t hey were met 
l >y  the splendid carr i a ge of the minister 
of war, which took t h em in state 
t h rough the narrow streets to the Al
,·arado house, w here the old general 
turned over a whole 'Ying of the great 
mam;ion to the young coup le.  

H arry, installing himself immediately 
at  the general's desk ueside a pad of ca
l l  legram bl anks, proceeded to open a 
severe-l oo k i n g  envelope . 

" Brrrrr-!Jusiness," growled E l ena.  
" I 'm goi ng a way, Harry-and I 'm not 
""m i ng back unt i l you've finished ! "  

Harry opened the letter. I t  ran : 

DE.\R H A RRY : 
I �ee hy the paper that  the Venezuelan 

r e 1·olntion is the worst ever. that they'll be 
t'1ght ing down there for a year or more. that 
\he coffee district is onrrnn with guerrillas, 
and that the price of  coffee has d ropped to 
nothing. Rem em her what T said : " It 
won't pay.' Cable me. Yours. 

DAD. 

And H arry. seizing th e cablegram
pad, at once wrote : 

R<H>"<EY, Rosro:-.r. 
It has paid. HARRY. 

R i n gi ng th e !Jel l ,  he entrusted the mes
s:� ge to a servant. Then he sprang from 
h is chair. 

" E l ena ," he cal led out, " I 've fin
ished ! "  

P/I.T H S. 

T H E  patl1s  men tread are endless o'er t h e  world:-
\Ve falter as we fo l low through th e maze ; 

But. oh, how sure our >�tumbl ing feet would feel 
I f  we, once more, could walk t h e  old h ome \l·ays ! 

P. Walthour. 
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No 
Molter, 
Where' 

You Liv 
_ Whofyou· 

The I.C.S.Can 
Boise Your Solo12 

V/hether you live in the country or city-whether you work 
on the farm, at the bench, forge, machine, counter or desk-whether 

you work eight, twelve or eighteen hours a day-the International 
Correspondence Schools of Scranton can raise your salary-can better your 

position-CAN MAKE YOU SUCCESSFUL. 
The salar�·-raising power of the I. C. S. is exerting a tremendous influence 

in the lives of poorly paid but ambitious men. In every part of the civilized world 
you will find men who have risen through I. C. S. help-young men and old men; 

college men and men who had received but little •• .-! .. 1111�111111""1111•••"11111111'-llltiJ 
schooling when they enrolled; long hour men and 
short hour men; men with but the one purpose- i�f.i_. ... II!Ai���_.��������� to succeed in life. 

On an average, 300 students every month 
VOLUNTARILY report salaries raised and advance
ment won wholly through I. C. S. training. 
During December the number was 327. 

Doesn't all this prove that the I. C. S. can 
help you? Mark the attached coupon and learn 

of the I. C. S. way that exactly fits your par
ticular case. It costs nothing to find out. 

Marking the coupon places you under no 
obligation. There are no books to buy. 

The Business of This Place 
is to Raise Salaries. 

For a raise in your salary-mark 
the coupon NOW 

.INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 8!1:7, Scranton, Pa. 

PleaRe explain, witboutrurtber obligation on my part, 
bow I cau quo.liryfor ewploymeut. or advancement. 

iu the po�titioo before whiclll bave marked X 

Bookkee1ter 
Steno&rlll)her 
Ad'fertlsemf'nt \Vrltf'r 
Show Card l\r rlter 
\Vlndow Trimmer 
Commeretal LRW 
Jllustrutor 
Civil Ser"lce 
OhemiMt 
Textlle .\1111 Supt. 
Eleetrtel•m 
Klec. Ena:l neer 

Meehan' I Vnftsman 
Telephone Ena:'eer 
Elee. L tehth•.r l!upt. 
Meehan. t.:narlneer 
Plumber A Steam t'itt.er 
St:LHonnry Ji:ogint't'r 
Civil Jo: nglneer 
1lulld'�: Contraetor 
ArehliPe' I 1Jrafisn1&u 
Architect 
StrueturaJ Engineer 
Uanklnc 
Allnlue Enelneer 

1 Nam<-------------

1 St.reet.aodNo. __________ _ 

1 Ci<Y----_ --_--_ -___ st� 1 

In answeting tlois a(!vettisement it is ilcsi.-ah!c tloat JJOt£ mentiO>I Tm<> CAVALIER. 
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C L .A S S I F· I E D 
A·D VE RT.ISING 

IN THE 

Argosy and All-Story Magazines 
l1f The Argosy and All-Story magazines have a combined monthly edi
'jj tion of more than 700,000 copies. They have established a re
markable reputation as result-bringers to display advertising. To meet a 
popular demand, a special classified rate has been made and a Classified 
Advertising Department established. 

(jJ The results to classified advertisers have fully justified the establishing 
of the department. 

11f At this special rate: and with their enormous combined circulation 
'Jl The Argosy and All-Story magazines offer the biggest bargain m 
classified advertising to be found m any magazme or combination of 
magazines published to-day. ·· .. ::  ·· 

·· 

l1f If you have anything to sell-if you want to buy anything-take advantage 

'jJ ·of this remarkable opportunity now. Write a postal asking for rates and 

full information to 

The Frank A. Munsey Company, 175 Fifth Avenue 
New York 

ln answering anu adverHsem.ent on this page it is desirable til at uou tne11tio11 THE CAY ALlER. 
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A Living From Poultry on a City Lot 
$1,500 IN TEN MONTHS FROM SIXTY HENS ON A CORNER OF A CITY LOT 

T
O the average poultryman that would seem impossible, and when we tell you that we have 

actually done a firsoo poultry business with 6o hens on a corner in the city garden 40 feet 
wide by 40 feet long, we are simply stating facts. It would not be possible to get such 

returns by any one of the systems of poultry keeping recommended and practiced· by the 
American people, still it is·an easy matter when the new PHILO SYSTEM is adopted. 

The Philo System Is Unlike All Other 
'
Ways of Keeping Poultry 

and In many respects Is just the reverse, accomplishing things in poultry work that have always been con
sidered impossible, and getting unheard of results that are hard to believe without seeing; however, the facts 
remain the same and we can prove to you every word of the above statement. 

The New System Covers All Branches of the Work Necessary for Success 
from selecting the breeders to marketing the product. It tells how to get eggs that will hatch, how to hatch 
nearly every egg and how to raise nearly all the chicks hatched. It givffi complete plans in detail how to make 
everything necessary to run the business and at less than half the cost required to handle the poultry business 
In any other manner. There is nothing complicated about the work, and any man or woman that can handle a 
saw and hammer can do the work. 

Two Pound Broaers in Eight Weeks 
are raised in space of less than a. square foot to the broiler without any loss, and the broilers are of the very best 
quality, bringmg here three cents per pound a-bove the highest market price. 

Our Six Months Old Pullets are Laying at the Rate of 24 Eggs Each Per Month 
l:n a space of twc square feet for each bird. No green cut bone of any description is fed, and the food used Is l:nex· 
pensive as compared with food others are using. 

Our new book, the Philo System of Progressive Poultry 
Keeping, gives full particulars regarding these wonderful clis
coveries with sl:mp le, easb to understand directions that are 

b'!a����s �e
tp,�i��r�"fro� ��:r� t�f

fl.
���

.
tra.tions showing all 

Don't Let the Chicks Die in the Shell 
One of our secrets of success is to save all the chickens that 

are fully developed a.t hatching time, whether they can crack 
the shell or not. It is a. slruple trick and believed to be the 
secret of the Ancient Egyptians and Chinese, which enabled 
them to sell the chick� a.t 10 cents a. dozen. 

Chicken Feed at 15 Cents a Bushel 
Our book tells how to make the best green food with but 

little trouble and have a good supply any day l:n the year, win· 
ter or summer. It is just a.s impossible to get a. large egg yield 
without green food as It is to keep a cow without hay or fodder. 

Our New Brooder Saves 2 Cents on Each Chicken 
No lamp required. No dan J!er of chilling, overheating or 

burning up the chickens as with brooders using lamps or any 
kind of fire. They also l<eep all the lice off the chickens automat
ically or kill any that may be on when placed in, the brooder. 
Our book gives full plans and the right to make and nse them. 
One can be easily made In a.n hour a.t a. cost of 25 to 50 cents. 

Send $1.00 and a. copy of the latest revised edition of the 
Philo System will be sent by return mall. The latest edition 
has many pages of additional reacling matter, and by ordering 
clirect yon are sure to get the la.te•t and most approved book. 

E. R. PHILO, Publisher, 
84 Third Street, ELMIRA, N. Y. 

A FEW TESTIMONIALS 

V�tlley Falle, N. V., Sept. 51 190i. 
It was my prl\•llege to ��:penrt a week in Elmlr" during August, 

during which time I eaw the prllcticAl working of the Philo 
System of Keeping· Poultry, And WA@ surprised at l.he results 
acl'ompllehed In a smAll corner of a city yar(l. 11 Seeing Is 
believing," they eay1 and If I baol not seen, IL would have been 
hsrd to belle,•e thllit. such results could h11xe followed so small 
an outlay of space, time And money. (Re,•.) W. W. Cox. 

Oct. 22, 1908. 
P. S.-A yeAr's obsernttAon, aud I!Ome experience of my own, 

confirm me In what I wrote Se)lt. a, 1907. The Syetem h1u:1 
beeu tried P:n long and by so mRny, thAt there eRn be 110 doubt 
as to lt8 worth and artaptablllty. It II!! especial!�· VAluable to 
partie!!! hAYin,�: but 11. small place for chickens : seven feet 
ftquare Ill plenty for a flock of se,•en. (Re\',) W. W. Cox. 

natlsonwl lle, N. v., Dec. n, 1908. 
Dear Sir :-l.Af!t l!!prlng we }JUrcha�ed your book entitled 

11 rhllo S)•stem" And usefl your heAtlf't�S brooders hu�t sp,:•Jg 
and tWmmer. 'l'he IUtme has been a gre1tt help to !lA In raising 
l'hlcks In the health and TllOI'tallt�·. 'l'he chicks being Rtronger 
�t.nd healthier than those utsed on the brooders with supplied 
heat. We believe that this brooder Ill lhe best thing out yet for 
raising chicks sncce8sfully. We put. 25.000 chicks through your 
heatless brooden thl8 last lleA!Inn and o:xpect to use It more 
completely this coming sea8on. \\re ha,•e had some of the most 
noted poultrymen from all over the United States here, also 
a large Amount of visitors who come dally 10 our plant, and 
without any exf'eptlon, they J>rononnce our etock the finest 
and heKlthiest they had !!een anywhere thl s year. 

nee)>ectfully yours, W. R. CuaTI8S & Co. 

SkAneatele�t, N. Y., ?tilly n, 1908. 
One article of the Philo System entitled 4' A Trick of the 

•rude," h11s been worth three timee the Amount the book cost. 
I eaved on my last hatch Hfty chlcke which are ctolng nicely. 

W. B. REASE. 

In lwstoeritiU this aclvertisement it is llesirable that lJOU mention THE CAVALIER. 
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GET THIS $1200.00 NEXT MONTH! 
W"A1 A "BLESSING TO ALWAYS HAVE MONEY IN ABUNDANCE 

��u e�:'�: Hundreds Getting Rich: the •• New Way." 
·Said to be world's greatest and surest money maker. One man�actually made $1 Z81.00 IN ONE MONTH, $51.50 IN 15 MINUTES, $800.00 IN 8 DAYS. Not a fairy tale, fake or humbug, but absolutely true-
���5o[.1'!,e�l\T!�r,;s"r;ad�f;'m';.ki��f�t�g�s���dJ'Ot ���i��� f;re��h���l�usiasm. Readers, listen, see, read how 
DOll $1200 Monthly "My sales $128Ul0one month, $1118.00 another. Best thing SWORN STATEMENT BY 
1 NT E R E  S T YOU 1 ever sold. Not one complaint from 2000 customers." M.a. STONEMAN, MONT. 

"SOLO $Z:ZIZ.OO IN Z WEEKS. Not one dissatisfied user," writes Korstad & Mercer, Mini'. "My sales $1680.00 IN 73 DAYS," writes C. D. Rasp, Wis. "Canvassed 60 PEOPLE-OOT 55 ORDERS. Sold $320.00 in 16 days," writes W. H. Reese, Pa. "Enclosed order for $115.00 FIRST DAY'S WORK. Bel"t thing J ever worked.'' writes L. H. Langley, N.D. "Everybody thinks apparatus finest thing. So ld 1.5 one a fternoon,* 'writes l\'liss Eva Edwards, N ev.,after ordering73. "I avera'f(d $ • 64.25 WBEKL. V for three months, 
�������-t��;1 �;���i:1:n°y�hi���kb�tt;�;:r�Est!L 'X JlUTm 

OF 
aiO. 'tfJ���!�!!��r�t�i�� ����������� 

Okla. "A man that can't sell your outfit couldn't sell brea d in a famine, send 48 more," write� J. B. Cashman, Minn. "I make $100.00 DAILY�' writes ]. Sevegne, N.Y. 
HUNDREDS MEN AND WOMEN TELL OF WONOERt"UL SUCCESS equipping 

��k�����·1eJ��·d ����j�in';i��e�:l•:P
n;:n�3������n���t�. AW'oihfJ;-�ke �t?·08i�e:1:ve:r��l���d� modern bath room for only $5.00. Think of it! Costs nothing to operate. Used wher· e'·er water in any form exists. 5o energizes water that 1 gallon does more than tub fu1l old 

�·�iO�����;Ir;:lsiRf����th��hi��sSa�����=e��ar�ii�I��ge��)yo�l�e:na,r����in�I!��:�st�����:! bod�·-no immersion. No tubs, buckets, bowls, wash-rags or sponges-no plumbing. Insures cleanliness without drudgery-prolongs life-prevents disease. Small but mighty-carri�td in 
���·1 P��:������si��. �aurc��:r. �:r��lt e s�rfnegkh�:!\����i��c�1�0����r celebrated authorities. 
Let us give yoq an appointment worth $40.00 to $60.00 weekly 

Jll118 freer! om from drudgerr, long hourll, wage earning, bossll!m, job huntlug. We wa1.1t. more AGENTS, 
'AI,F.Sl'lf:�. MA�AOI-:US, either sex, at home or traveling, all or spare t�me to 811 order•, appoint., supply, 

C'OHtrol eub--a�eut.s. Hustlers getting rich. .EXPI-:nn:�CM UNN•;u:ss.ut\'. Simply supply enormous tlenu\lld t�.lready made-that,'s all. Every clll�tom�r anxious t.o boost. your bushless. No euler, qu1cker, 
certain way t.o make money. R1eitlng bnslnesM-blg protlts-popul&l' goods, guaranteed by an old 
reliable �ao,ooo.oo house-absolutely no compet.ltion-.. :r:elustve terrltory-co-o)}t!.l'&tlon and aeeh1tance. 

CRII:DJT lltri\71CiW-S_t:ND 1\'0 MONE'I'-only your ll&tneau�l adrlreuou 11. postAl c11.n.l today for world'• gl'eutetil ageney ofl'er. nluable booklf't.s, ertdlt Jllan, pro11r1 of Jlhf"num"nal tillceets- ALL 
t'UH:. COS'l'S NO'I'IIJN:G '1'0 llHESTIGATK. M�lo71' US 'J'IU'l' •'A It ANYHOW. 

THE ALLEN MFC. C0.,1768 ALLEN BLOC., TOLEDO, OHIO 

Do You Hear Well? 
Tbe Stolz Electropbone- A New, Electrical, Scientific and 

Practical Invention for those who are Deaf or Partially 
Deaf-MAY NOW BE TESTED IN YOUR OWN HOME. 

Deaf or partially deaf people may 11ow make a month's trial of 
���v�:o�� E�����Pt���e t�� h3��iCe ��:rsfie�:,s��i}kP�s��a�vt;:� requirement of a perfect hearing device. \Vrite for particulars at once, before the offer is withdrawn, for by this Personal test plan the fi11al selection of the 01u comPletely satisfactory lteari1lg- aid is made easy and inexpensive for every one. 

'!'his new hn•tmtlon, the Stolz Eleetrorhoue (U. S. l,atent No. 76!l,f•1C•) reuders uuneceSI!l8T)' such clnnuy, uuslghtly and frequently harmful de\'lces as t.rnrupeiBJ horns, tubes, eAt' drums, fans, etc. It Is,.. tiny electric telephone that tit�:� on the ear and which, the instant. it Is applted,nwu-
1iljfes the sount\ ·wa'"esln such manner as to caus" au lfHlOIIiBIIiit!/ incn«IM In the clmrllt88 of nil 110tmcl11. lt. overcomes the buzzing 

awl roartng ear nolseH and, also, so con�lautly and electrlcnll�· t:xerclses the vital parts 
of the ear that, u;�mdly, t.he uatural nnahled hearlug ltseH 1�:� gnt.<luM.Ily re!'ltorcd. 

'''bntThrec Business �len Sny. 
Electropbone Is ,·ery eatlafact(lry. Being email In the 

an,! great in hurlng qualhle111 ma\n it preftr .• ble 
to &llf 1 ha,•e tried, and I believe 1 have tried all 
of them. l'ol. W. HOYT, WholMale Grocer, 
Michigan A\'e. and Rh·er �t, Cb1cago. 

'I got 10 du.r I could not hen wllh my epea\log 
tuW and wu, ad,·1sed to try tbe Electropbone. 
Aner Hfteen yean or iledneat. dl•comfort an(l !1""--.................. --� worry, I now he:�.r perfectly at church and at. c<lll· 

oern. W. R. U'I'LEY, S nln JUgr., �. A. Muwell & Co., Chicago. 

I hn\'e now llllt!d your l:lectrophone o.-er a ye11r 111111 knoll!' that it Is 11 first-ell&!. 
llCientilio hearinll: 1le\'lce Wllhout It pei'lple hue to shout rlirf'ctly In my ear to wake 
me hear. With it. I can he11r distinct\.' whtn 1pok-t.n to In an ordinary tone. Belt of nil, 
IT IUB B'I'OPI'l!Jl �Y m:.�.n NOI�r.;o, which were a terrible anrtvatlon. LEWIS W.l\1.\Y, 
Cashier. 100 \\"uhlngton St., Chicago. 

Write to, or call (call If l'OU C'an) at onr C"hlcllJW offi<'e"' for particulars of our personal test oHe1· and list of ot.Ler pt·omlueltl enrlnr.'lel'8 who wl11 answer inquiries. l'hyelclllns cordially IH\'Itefl to hl\·est.igat.e aurh1U' oplnlona. 
Stolz Electrophone Co. 1695 7th floor Stewart Bldg. Chicago 
Branch Office1: Phlladelphla, Cincinnati, SMttl-. Lol Angeles, Plt.uhur,. lnlilanapolb!, 

Des Moines. Toronto. Fort:i!:n Oft\ c. : S�·£5 Fleet St., London, Eng. 

In answcritlg any advertisement nn. this page it is dt..sirable that VOlt. mcntiOil TUE t.:AVALIER. 



Poultry Secrets 
Disclosed 

Every successful poultryman knows important facts he never 
tells. They are peculiar secret methods and discoveries he has 
made in his work with chickens. As a rule he guards these with 
extreme care, for they are the foundation of his success and a 
valuable asset of his business. He is not to be blamed for keeping 
them to himself. 

We Will Tell You These Secrets ' 
which have cost poultrynien years of labor and thousands of dollars. 
They will cost YOU only a trifle and a few minutes' time to write 
us. There is no man in the United States who has more friends 
among poultrynien than M I C H A E L K. B O Y E R . A veteran chicken 
breeder himself, he knows the business from A to Z, and through 
his wide acquaintance and friendship he has learned many of their 
most jealously-treasured secrets. This scattered material he has 
collected in book form, and we are offering it to the poultry raisers 

o f A m e r i c a . E v e r y s e c r e t p r i n t e d i n t h i s b o o k h a s b e e n o b t a i n e d i n a n h o n o r a b l e w a y , 
either by permission of the owner or through Mr Boyer's own experience. 

Is this cock i>rot>erly held ? 
"Poultry Secrets " tells you 
how to carry foiuls, and 
scores of secrets far more 
important and hitherto un-
revealed. 

nr Wnnrfc' Fo-ir D r . P . T . W o o d s a u t h o r i z e s t h e p u b l i c a t i o n of h i s s y s -ur. wooas egg t e r n f o r p r o d u c i n g l a r g e q u a n t i t i e s of s t e r i l e e g g s f o r 
r o o d s e c r e t m a r k e t . E v e r y p o u l t r y m a u w h o r a i s e s e g g s f o r m a r k e t 
m u s t k n o w D r . W o o d s ' m e t h o d t o be u p w i t h t h e t i m e s , a n d e v e r y h o u s e -
h o l d e r w h o s u p p l i e s onl> h i s o r h e r o w n t a b l e w i l l a p p r e c i a t e a n i n c r e a s e d 
q u a n t i t y of t h e h i g h e s t q u a l i t y e g g s f o r t a b l e u s e . 

Thf» o n e b e t t e r k n o w n i n t h e p o u l t r y w o r l d t h a n I. K . 
I M F e l c h . S u c c e s s h a s c r o w n e d h i s e f f o r t s a s a b r e e d e r of 

O I m a t i n g b l o o d e d s t o c k . S o m e y e a r s a g o M r . F e l c h c o m p i l e d a b r e e d -
i n g c h a r t a n d p u b l i s h e d i i . L a t e r , r e a l i z i n g l i s v a l u e , h e w i t h d r e w i t . N e w 
h e g i v e s t h i s i n f o r m a t i o n t o you i n M r . B o y e r ' s b o o k . 

How t n Havf * J o - v e r ' i a s c o n t r i b u t e d a l l t h e s e c r e t s w h i c h h a v e 
I ? c

n a " m a te l i in i t h e s u c c e s s t u l p o u l t r y b r e e d e r , p o u l t r y w r i t e r 
F e r t i l e fcggS a m i e d i t o r t h a t h e i s . H i s s e c r e t of s e c u r i n g f e r t i l e e g g s 
b y a l t e r n a t i n g m a l e s w e b e l i e v e i s w o r t h $100 t o a n y b i g p r o d u c e r of s e t t i n g 
e g . ' s . I t i s s o m e t h i n g n e w , a n d t h e d i a g r a m m a t i c i l l u s t r a t i o n f u r n i s h e d 
b y M r . B o y e r m a k e s t h e m a t t e r s o p l a i n t h a t t h e n o v i c e c a n e a s i l y u n d e r -
s t a n d i t . 
Ff»f»r1 at f e " t e r P r ' s ' n £ p o u l t r y m a n h a s a d v e r t i s e d t h i s s e c r e t f o r 

R H I $'~>.00 a n d p l e d g e d t h o s e b u y i n g i t n o t t o d i s c l o s e i t . I t 
a t s u s n e l j | a 8 j h o w e v e r , l o n g b e e n k n o w n t o M r . B o y e r , a n d t h e 
m e t h o d h a s b e e n f u l l y e x p l a i n e d i n " P o u l t r y S e c r e t s . " 

I r » < r t U a S i n c e t h e p r o d u c t i o n of e g g s i s t h e v e r y b a s i s of t h e 
p e i e c u n g t i l e p o u l t r y i n d u s t r y , t h e a b i l i t y t o t e l l t h e l a y i n g h e n s i n t h e 
L a y i n g H e n s fl()(.k w i t h o u t t i l e a i d of t r a p n e s t s w i l l p u t d o l l a r s i n 
y o u r p o c k e t . D o n o t k e e p o n f e e d i n g t n e r o b b e r h e n s . 

Of c o u r s e w e c a n n o t g o t o t h e l e n g t h of s a y i n g t h a t al l t h e i n f o r m a t i o n 
i n t h e b o o k i s n e w t o e v e r y o n e . I t i s s a i d t h e r e I s n o t h i n g n e w u n d e r t h e 
s u n , a n d t ie E g y p t i a n s w e r e h a t c h i n g e g g s b y a r t i f i c i a l h e a t c e n t u r i e s a g o ; 
b u t w e d o s a y ti ' iai t o t h e g r e a t m a j o r i t y of p o u l t r y n i e n t h e s e s e c r e t s a r e a b s o -
l u t e l y u n k n o w n . 

W e Will Pay $10 For Any Secret Not in the Book 
provided it is practical and valu.ible. If it is something both good and new, a check for Ten Dollars will be sent at once. 

In submitting secrets address all commun ications to the 

Poultry Department of Farm Journal 
F A R M J O U R N A L for thirty years has conducted a poultry depar tment known the country over for the , 

ability of its editors and the value of its contents. It is the standard farm and home paper of the country, , FARM 
with three million readers. I t is clean, bright, intensely practical; boiled down; cream, not skim- N . 
milk. Its contributors know what they are talking about, and can quit v\ hen they have said it. JUUKNAL 
Besides its unusually s trong poultry section, which of itself makes the paper va lual le to every ' lOOiRaeeSt., 
chicken owner, its other departments are ably conducted and widely quoted. It is for the ' Philadelphia, Pa* 
gardener , f ru i t man, stock man, t rucker , farmer , villager, suburbanite, the women folks, 
the boys and girls. It is worth fa r more than the price asked for it and "Poultry Secrets" 
together. I ts more than half million subscribers pay five and ten years ahead—a very 
remarkable fact. 

W e are W i l l i n g to N a m e H e r e 
S o m e of t he Secrets 

1 S e c r e t of t h e P h i l o S y s t e m . 
2 B u r n h a m ' s s y s t e m of m a t i n g f o w l s . 
J F e l c h ' s m e t h o d ol b r e e d i n g f r o m a n o r i g i n a l p a i r , 

p r o d u c i n g t h o u s a n d s of c h i c k s a n d t h r e e d i s t i n c t 
s t r a i n s . 

i M e n d e l ' s C h a r t of H e r e d i t y . 
5 S e c r e t of s t r o n g f e r t i l i t y b y a l t e r n a t i n g m a l e s . 
5 S e c r e t of k n o w i n g w h a t t o f e e d a n d h o w t o teed i t . 

T h e s e c r e t cf h a v i n g g r e e n f o o d i n w i n t e r . 
7 S e c r e t of s p r o u t i n g o a t s a n d b a r l e y f o r p o u l t r y f e e d i n g . 
B S e c r e t r e c i p e s f o r c h i c k f e e d : p r a c t i c a l l y t h e s a m e 

f e e d i s n o w s o l d o n t h e m a r k e t a t a h i g h r a t e . 
9 ! - e c r e t of f a t t e n i n g p o u l t r y e c o n o m i c a l l y s o a s t o m a k e 

t h e m o s t p r o f i t o u t of t h e c r o p . 
} S e c r e t of t e l l i n g t h e l a y i n g h e n s of t h e flock. 
1 S e c r e t of d e t e c t i n g a g e i n p o u l t r y . 
2 S e c r e t of k n o w i n g h o w t o j u d g e d r e s s e d p o u l t r y . 
i T h e o n l y s n i e w a v of p r e s e r v i n g e g g s . 
» A s e c r e t of d r e s s i n g f o w l s s o a s t o d o t h e w o r k q u i c k l y 

a n d t h o r o u g h l y . 
> A n e x p o s u r e of t h e m e t h o d s e m p l o y e d b y Borne f a n c i e r s 

t o k i l l t h e f e r t i l i t y of t h n e g g s . 
> T h e w i n t e r e g g c r o p a n d h o w t o g e t i t . 
' F a t t e n i n g t u r k e y s f o r m a r k e t . 
; H u n t e r ' s S e c r e t of S u c c e s s . 
I D r . P r i n c e T . W o o d s ' S e c r e t o l L a y i n g F o o d . 

T h e r e a r e Sco re s of O t h e r s 

We will send a copy of "Poultry Secrets" and flj ^ Q Q d j 1 Q Q 
F A R M J O U R N A L for five years, both for only f H A 
or " P o u l t r y Sec re t s " a n d FARM JOURNAL, t w o years . 5 0 c . 

FARM JOURNAL, 1004 Race St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

E n c l o s e d find f o r 

P o u l t r y S e e r e t s a n d F a r m 
' J o u r n a l f o r a 
y e a r s ' s u b s c r i p t i o n . 

P . 0 

S T A T K . . 

(Send 11.00 for 5 years' subscription or 60 eta. for 2 y e a n . 
Poultry Secrete included in each case.) 



The Necco Seal 
The Special Reason for Approval 

WH E R E you really care for appre-
ciation and want especially to 

p l ease — t a k e N E C C O S W E E T S . 
Don ' t run chances of disappoint-
ment . T h e Necco Seal identifies the 
package and gives a clear title to the 
confectionery inside before a string 
is unt ied or a cover lifted, and it 
guarantees the same sure, delicious 
goodness every time. The more 
particular the taste the more reason 
fo r N E C C O S W E E T S . U n t i l 
you've tried 

you've missed a treat. There 
a re s o m e 500 va r i e t i e s of 
N E C C O SWEETS—creams, 
pastes, f u d g e , c h o c o l a t e 
coated nuts, simple fruit 
drops and brittle chips, and 
the most elaborate bonbons. 
Every kind is as wholesome 
and good as we know how 
to make it and we have a 
r e p u t a t i o n for k n o w i n g 
how to make good, whole-
some confectionery. 

NECCO SWEETS are sold everywhere by high grade dealers. If your 
dealer cannot supply you, send us 25 cents for an attractive package 
of LENOX CHOCOLA TES, or. better still, order one of our special $1 
packages in a handsome art box. Either package sent postpaid. 

N E W ENGLAND CONFECTIONERY CO., Boston, Mas®. 

T H E MTTNSF.Y P R E S S , Nl W V O i f K 




